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CYCLES

Beverly Hills Trap House

(Book 5)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always


1

“What do you expect from me, Liz? I’m still angry. You hurt me,” Steven said as he sat across the table from Liz. “I believe that you’re sorry, but I can’t forgive you overnight.”

Liz pinched her thigh beneath the table to steady herself. Every time she looked at Steven, she saw flashes of their past. She saw the love of her life, Wren. It was surreal to be out with him, but she could only imagine how he saw her. Was she a demon? A monster? Liz felt terrible for what she’d done in the past, but couldn’t they find a way to move forward?

“I don’t know what I was expecting,” Liz said after a deep breath. Part of her wanted to stand and run, but how long had she been waiting to be sitting across from Wren?

Steven frowned. “I’m sorry. We just got here, so why don’t we order before we start fighting?”

“I don’t want to fight at all, Wren.”

“Don’t call me that,” Steven said sharply. “That stopped being my name the day you betrayed me.”

Liz swallowed, seeing that Steven was on edge. He had been short with her ever since walking through the door. Liz was wearing a cute black dress, black kitten heels, and a gold necklace that disappeared into her cleavage. She had even blown out her hair, but Steven seemed unimpressed. He wasn’t looking at her with that sparkle in his eyes like she remembered.

“I already told you that I’m sorry.”

“You can say it a million times, Liz, but that doesn’t change what you did with Raymond. It doesn’t change the fact that you violated my trust. We had something special, Liz.”

Liz felt like Steven had punched her in the gut with those words. She’d been suffering for so long, yet he’d been doing the same. Liz wondered if they could have found solace had she cared sooner when things hit the fan. Would things be different if she’d chased after Steven when she had the chance?

The server came over as the air between Liz and Steven was thick with tension. The stranger looked uncomfortable to be standing before them, but they each managed to order an entree. Liz got a cocktail, and Steven requested a beer.

“That was awkward. I don’t even know why I’m here,” Steven said when the server walked away to punch in their order. “I never should have contacted you. I knew it would be painful to come here, but I didn’t know that it would hurt this badly.”

Liz frowned. The server returned with their drinks before she could say anything, but what could she say to a man that was hurting so deeply? How could she even begin to expect him to forgive her?

“Have you been dating since we parted ways?”

“Yes, but none of the women I’ve dated understood me like you did. I’ve been comparing them all to you, and it’s not fair! I’m tired of living in the past, Liz! When I left California, I thought I would find peace on the East Coast, but I found nothing but misery.”

Liz felt sick that she had caused her Wren so much pain. Steven was the first man she ever truly loved, and perhaps the only who stole her heart so profoundly. Dozens of girls had passed through her halls, yet Liz could never fill the void. None of the girls were Wren. None of them could touch Liz’s heart in the same way that Wren had.

“I’m sorry, Steven. If I would have known—”

“Stop it, Liz!” Steven took a big gulp of his beer while Liz looked at him with watery eyes, like she didn’t have any chance of getting back into his heart. “Nothing you say can change the past.”

“You’re clearly hurt, but—”

“No shit, Liz! What the fuck do you think happens when you cheat on someone?” Steven asked in a harsh voice, garnering the attention of some fellow patrons. “You told me that you loved me! You exposed my vulnerabilities!”

Liz had pictured the evening going differently in her head, so it was crushing to see how upset Steven was after all these years. She thought they would have talked about their nights out partying as young people or all the fun they used to have shopping, but Steven only wanted to rehash the pain.

Steven sighed and pushed his hand through his hair, which looked incredible for a man his age. He shook his head as he took another long sip from his beer.

“I’m sorry for snapping, but you’ve always had a special place in my heart, Liz. No matter how hard I try to get over you, there’s always something that reminds me of the fun we had. There’s something that sends me back to the good days before Raymond appeared in our lives.”

Liz’s eyes widened as hope filled her. There was nothing she wanted more than to go back to those good days. She also longed for them and had been thinking about them more and more the older she got. When Liz was young, she always thought that somebody else would come along to fill the void that Steven left, but she’d been mistaken, which she was sure of now that they were in their forties.

“You came here for a reason, Steven. We both know that you did. If you didn’t miss me, you would have ignored that call. You wouldn’t have sent me an email.”

“Of course I miss you! I’ve missed you every day for nearly two decades, but that doesn’t change the anguish and pain I’ve felt during that time too,” Steven said.

Their server approached the table to drop off the food, giving them a needed break from the intense conversation they were having. Liz picked up her fork and pushed it into the piece of fish she’d ordered. She swiped the meat through a lovely sauce and guided the bite to her mouth, meeting Steven’s eyes as she slid the fork between her painted lips.

Steven stared at Liz as she chewed, and she could only wonder what he was thinking. Did he hate her? Did he find her sexy? What did he want from her, and what could she do to convince him that she’d changed? Steven picked up a handful of shoestring fries and stuffed his mouth with them, chewing to give himself time to think.

They ate like that for a few minutes until Liz put down her fork and drank a bit of her cocktail to clean her palate. She patted her lips with the cloth napkin, returning it to her lap.

“Steven, you have to know that I’ve missed you all these years that you’ve been gone.”

“You didn’t miss me when you were running around with Raymond,” Steven said sharply.

“That might be true, but I was young and stupid. I’ve grown a lot since then, and I can only hope that you trust that. I can only hope that you give me a chance to prove myself. We’re old enough now that we can get to know each other again without falling head over heels in five seconds.”

Steven looked doubtful, but his glare softened the longer Liz stared at him. He even started smiling after a minute, averting his eyes as he slowly shook his head. Steven wished Liz didn’t have such a hold over him, but the most fun moments of his life were spent with her. As much as he tried to forget, it was impossible.

Liz was the love of his life.

She was his light.

His inspiration.

“Don’t think about all that could go wrong. Try thinking about what could go right. There’s still something between us, Steven. I can feel it,” Liz said. She stared at Steven, but all she could see was the woman behind his masculine exterior. She saw her girly boy. She saw her Wren.

“Everything was perfect.”

“I know, Steven. I know that I fucked up. Nobody knows how much I fucked up more than me, but we can’t keep reliving the bad days. Let’s forget the pain of our past and look toward a brighter future.”

Steven grinned and shook his head, looking up at Liz. She seemed so serious. She sounded like some hopeful commercial. Steven wanted to believe what she said was possible. He wanted to believe that they could rewrite their past.

“I can’t forgive you overnight, Liz.”

“That’s not what I’m asking. I’m only asking for a chance to regain what we’ve lost. Don’t you want that?”

Steven was silent for a long moment before nodding. “I still have all of Wren’s dresses. Not that they fit me anymore, but I like to pull them out sometimes just to remember.”

Liz smiled widely and reached out to touch Steven’s hand. He flinched but didn’t pull away, staring into Liz’s eyes, knowing that deep down she was still the same person, even if she had done him wrong, there was still something between them. They could both feel it. Everyone deserved a second chance, or at least that was what Steven was telling himself.

“So, would you like to come over to my place sometime? Meet the girls?”

“Let me think about it, but it’s not off the table.”

“That’s all I need,” Liz said and went back to enjoying her fish. The date didn’t end with a kiss how she’d hoped when she first set out to meet Steven, but it could have gone much worse, so Liz would take the win.
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Cinnamon was heading to the office where she worked as a junior real-estate agent, but she was doing things a bit differently today. Cinnamon was one blowjob away from quitting her job, but she wanted to make a splash before she left the office, so she was a touch more fabulous than usual.

Cinnamon was wearing a men’s suit, but she had on a women’s blouse beneath it, her makeup was done to perfection, and she had on a pair of black heels to compliment her black power suit. Cinnamon took one last look at herself in the mirror before getting out of her car. She stood tall as the wind swept past her face, slamming the car door shut behind her.

Cinnamon even had an oversized purse for her laptop and documents and hiked it up her shoulder before strutting down the sidewalk to the office. She had never gone to the office in anything remotely feminine, but Cinnamon was tired of hiding the woman she was becoming, the woman inside her that she loved.

Everyone turned their heads the second Cinnamon threw open the door. It was probably all of the feminine perfume she was wearing, sending a cloud of delicious smells around the room. There were whispers as Cinnamon stepped into the office, but she fed off the attention, keeping her head held high as she walked to her desk.

“Solomon,” one of the other junior agents said in a shocked voice. “You’re wearing heels?”

“Is that a problem?” Cinnamon asked.

“Uh, no. I uh…” A bug would fly into his mouth if he wasn’t careful, so Cinnamon reached out to push up his chin.

“Don’t act so surprised, Marko. This is LA,” Cinnamon said with a laugh. She reached into her oversized purse to pull out her laptop, ignoring everyone else who was staring at her like Marko, like she had no business to be wearing a men’s suit with heels and foundation on her face, but Cinnamon was tired of hiding.

She was tired of pretending like she wasn’t becoming someone else, like moving into Liz’s house hadn’t brought out the real part of her. Cinnamon loved being a girl, and there was no shame in that! She felt powerful, beautiful, and fierce. Cinnamon felt like she could take over the world, one client at a time.

“Solomon, can I speak to you in my office?” Bret asked.

Cinnamon glanced up from her laptop with a curious expression, even though she was hoping that Bret would come over to her. She had a plan. She was going to make sure that she could keep her job at the agency while going to work for Liz full time, and Bret was already falling into her trap, just like a mosquito flying into a spider’s web.

“Right now? I’m busy,” Cinnamon said.

“Finish whatever you’re working on and come to my office. It’s important.”

Cinnamon told Bret fine, letting out a little groan when he turned on his heels to walk away. She glanced over at her coworkers, and they were totally buying her annoyance with the boss. Cinnamon feigned finishing an email before she stood and closed her laptop, loving how her heels clicked against the floor as she walked to Bret’s office.

“Are you decent?” Cinnamon asked with a laugh as she knocked on Bret’s doorframe.

“Why wouldn’t I be? Please come in and close the door. We need to talk about those condos that aren’t moving.”

Cinnamon had dropped the ball, but her heart wasn’t in real estate. Not when she could make buckets of money by entertaining rich clients around Beverly Hills. She loved that she’d made her way into one of the top agencies in the city, but an even better job fell into her lap, and Cinnamon was going to run full speed ahead with it.

“Yes, of course,” Cinnamon said and closed the door behind her after stepping into the office. The room was made of glass, so everyone could see them, but they couldn’t hear what they were saying.

“You really do need to move those condos, Solomon, but we both know that isn’t why I called you in here.”

Cinnamon lifted an eyebrow. “Why did you call me in here then? I hope it isn’t to say something about the clothes that I’m wearing.”

“No,” Bret said with a shake of the head. “Guys wearing heels in LA? That’s hardly newsworthy.”

“Tell that to Marko,” Cinnamon said with a laugh.

“He’s a bit of a macho guy.”

“I guess,” Cinnamon said, not at all impressed by Marko’s big muscles or broad shoulders. She knew that it got him plenty of rich female clients, but she doubted that Marko was making money as easily as she was. “Anyway, what was it you wanted, Bret?”

“I wanted to talk to you about what we discussed. You know…” Bret said with a long pause.

“I’m not sure what you’re talking about, Bret. You’ll have to elaborate,” Cinnamon said with a devilish smile. “If you didn’t want to talk about the condos, I should probably get back to my desk, don’t you think?”

Bret narrowed his eyes, but Cinnamon loved playing with him like he was her prey. Bret wanted Cinnamon more than she wanted the job at the agency, or at least that was how she was going to act, even though she had an entire plan worked out about how to trap Bret.

“No, don’t leave.”

“Okay, but you need to hurry. My client will be calling any minute.”

“Didn’t you bring your phone with you?”

“Yeah, but they want to meet right after they call, so I’ll have to leave soon,” said Cinnamon.

Bret’s eyebrows drew closer as wrinkles formed on his forehead. He ran his thumb over his knuckles, and Cinnamon hated how much she loved to see him suffer. She couldn’t wait to wrap her painted lips around his cock and take him by the balls.

“Do you like my heels?” Cinnamon asked in her feminine voice. “My makeup?”

Bret folded his lips and moaned a little bit.

“I got dolled up just for you.”

“Did you?” he asked in a breath.

“Yes, Bret. I’ve been thinking about what you said, you know, keeping my place safe at the agency. I think we should make a deal.”

“You do?” Bret asked in an even lighter voice than before.

“Yes,” Cinnamon said, still using her feminine voice, doing everything she could to drive her boss completely wild. She wanted him obsessed, deranged, willing to do anything and everything she said.

“What kind of deal?”

Cinnamon grabbed a loose piece of paper from Bret’s desk and a pen. She wrote the name of a hotel, a room number, and a time to meet her on the paper and slid it over to Bret.

“Is this what I think it is?”

“Yes. I got us a room, and I expect to see you there. If you want to fool around, I suggest you bring a letter saying that my job is safe,” Cinnamon said, even though she would have other ways of protecting herself. All Bret had to do was show up and have fun. “Sound like a plan?”

“I’ll be there,” Bret said and took the piece of paper, folding it into smaller and smaller squares.

“Perfect. See you then,” Cinnamon said and stood from her chair. She winked at Bret, turned on her heels, and walked out of the door. Her phone rang minutes later, so she ran out of the office and was gone for the rest of the day.
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Raven’s heart raced as she moved her paintbrush toward the blank canvas. It had been at least six years since she last painted, and the feeling was nerve-wrecking. Raven used to be so confident in her art classes, but that was before all the drugs and alcohol and late nights of selling her body to the highest bidder.

“Don’t overthink, everyone! Just paint whatever comes out. Today isn’t about perfection. It’s about getting something on the canvases,” Tad said as he walked around the room. He was the teacher at the community college’s daytime art class, which was filled with people from different backgrounds.

Raven thought to herself that it was easier said than done about getting something on the canvas. She wished she’d never given up her art studies as she sat there in front of the blank canvas, wondering what in the world she could possibly paint. A cat? Dogs? Mountains in the distance?

Tad came over to Raven, making her jump when he leaned over her shoulder. “What are you thinking? What do you want to paint?”

“I don’t know,” Raven said hastily.

“You’re overthinking. You could have a canvas full of random lines, and that would be fine.”

Raven shook her head, unwilling to accept a canvas full of lines. She wanted to paint a masterpiece, or at least something as realistic as the pieces she was doing in high school, yet she knew that talent she once had was rusty at best.

“You don’t understand, Tad. I used to be able to paint entire landscapes. I used to be able to paint portraits of peoples’ faces, but I can’t do any of that anymore!” Raven hated that she was losing control of herself, but she felt like she was about to break down into a fit of tears.

Tad reached out and grabbed Raven’s wrist, sending a jolt through her body. Raven had been concentrating on the art, but she would be lying if she said she didn’t think Tad was handsome.

His hair was short on the sides, but whoever cut it had cut a design into the back of it, and he had his hair styled on top. He was also wearing a loose-fitted shirt, unbuttoned a touch too far, and flowy pants that made him somewhat irresistible. He was definitely a man Raven would gravitate toward if she had any freedom.

“Trust yourself with the brush,” Tad said as he pushed Raven’s brush against the canvas, adding the first splash of color. Raven’s body tingled with desire as Tad held her wrist and moved the brush across the canvas. “There are no right or wrong answers in art. There only is. What we create, it’s up to us.”

Raven’s mouth parted slightly as Tad kept moving the brush, covering her canvas in the beginnings of a portrait that looked a lot like the view right in front of her. Memories of all those nights Raven used to spend with a paintbrush in her hand came rushing back to her, and she wanted to reclaim that part of her life.

“Your art doesn’t have to be perfect, but we both know that it’s impossible to improve without practice, so what do you say? Can you do it?” Tad asked, finally releasing Raven’s hand.

“I can try,” Raven said in a breath.

“That’s the spirit!” Tad said and walked away from Raven, leaving her alone to continue where he’d left off.

Raven stared at the canvas for a long moment, trying to recall everything she once knew, trying to reclaim the past she never got to live. Raven’s motivation grew when she thought about how her parents had suffocated her, how they’d starved her from what she wanted most.

Raven got to work on the canvas, transforming the bit Tad had placed on the canvas into portraits of her parents. She hadn’t seen them in person in over a year, but their faces were fresh in Raven’s mind, especially their faces when they were scowling, which was exactly what she painted, one brushstroke at a time.

Raven took it a step further though and left their eyes blank. She loved how leaving their eyes completely white made them look evil, which they were. Raven had the talent when she was in high school to be an artist, or at least an art teacher, but her parents had been stuck on her going into a profession that would ‘guarantee’ success, but what guarantees were there in life?

Once Raven had their faces complete, she added lots of reds and blacks to the background to distort the image. She wanted her parents’ faces to bleed into the sea of darkness she’d created and had completely lost herself in the painting by the time Tad told everyone to stop.

Raven sucked in a sharp breath and leaned away from her canvas, wondering if she’d snapped when she finally took in what she’d painted. Several people from the class gathered around her, and a few of them began whispering. Some complimented Raven, but she didn’t know what to say.

She was speechless.

The crowd eventually dispersed when they realized that Raven was lost in her mind. If only they knew what she was really thinking and how hurt and betrayed she felt by the people who were supposed to love her most. Everything she’d done since leaving San Francisco was payback for what they did to her, but Raven now knew that she had only been destroying herself in the process.

“Holy fuck! You weren’t kidding when you said you could do portraits.”

“I’m honestly not sure I’ve painted anything this real in my life,” Raven said without taking her eyes off the canvas. The painting was so dark and filled with hate, but Raven didn’t want to feel that way toward her parents. If she really wanted to be free, she had to live her life on her terms and prove them wrong.

“When was the last time you painted? You’re clearly not a beginner.”

“It’s been about six years, I guess. My parents forced me to give it up.”

“They clearly couldn’t tell how talented you were,” Tad said as he admired the painting more closely. Everyone else in the class had left, and Tad actually had somewhere he needed to go, but the painting. It was so raw and captivating, so close to being perfect in such a short time. “Is this them?”

“Yes, but I don’t want to hate them. I just want them to respect me.”

“Sometimes parents project their own insecurities onto us, but it’s up to us to live our lives the way we see fit. You know what I mean?” asked Tad.

Raven nodded as she and Tad stared at her painting. Part of Raven felt like she’d just heaved years of resentment at the canvas. She knew that her parents could never see the painting, but she had to keep it. It was quite possibly her best work yet, but Raven knew there was more to come.

“Look,” Tad said. “I don’t know what your budget is, but you would probably benefit the most from private classes, which I give from my studio in West Hollywood.”

“I would like that. Do you have a card?” Raven asked without taking her eyes off the canvas, staring at those blank white eyes, wondering what her life would be like if she hadn’t granted her parents so much control. It wasn’t that Raven had a bad life, but she was mad at herself for going in a certain direction because she knew how much they would hate it if they ever found out.

“Here’s my card. Text me, and we’ll set up a time.”

“Okay, sounds good.” Raven turned to Tad and smiled before grabbing her painting. The acrylic paint had already dried, so she held the painting under her arm as she walked out of the room, feeling proud of herself for the first time in ages.
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Liz was on top of the world. She knew that Steven wasn’t one-hundred percent happy with her, but he was giving her a chance, and that was all she needed. Liz was probably getting ahead of herself, but she couldn’t stop thinking about Wren. Liz hoped more than anything that Steven would be willing to crossdress for her, to bring out his feminine side, which had been dormant for far too long.

“Girls, thank you so much for this meeting.”

All the girls were sitting in their shared living room. Liz had called a meeting after receiving some requests from some of their most loyal clients. She wasn’t surprised that the requests had come through, but she worried about the drama they might cause.

“So, why did you call the meeting?” Raven asked with her arms crossed over her chest. She was on the verge of quitting, ready to say the words at a moment’s notice. She had more than enough money stashed away to start a new life, and Raven wanted to spend her time painting. Not fucking rich people.

“Well, girls, our clients have changing tastes as you know.”

There were a few groans around the room. The girls understood that their clients might want to try someone new in the house, but it always made things tense and uncomfortable for the four of them. Not that they could ever show their disdain in front of the clients.

“Girls, girls. Please. It’s not as bad as you think.”

“Then spit it out already,” Raven said.

Liz narrowed her eyes at Raven. She’d been something of a problem recently, but Liz knew all her girls grew tired of the work eventually. Maybe they made too much money. Maybe it was too easy for them to save and become complacent, but Liz tried to take care of her girls the best she could.

“Raven, please. We’ve discussed your attitude, and I really don’t have the energy today.”

“And you think I do?” Raven spat back at Liz.

The girls all looked in Raven’s direction with wide eyes. None of them liked it when their clients asked for someone new in the house, but they learned how to roll with the punches. They learned how not to take it personally, but Raven was just tired of it all.

The painting she’d created a few days ago was still fresh in her mind, and she was beyond tired of the bullshit. She wanted to spread her wings and fly away from the house, but part of her was terrified she’d crash land and break her neck on a rock.

Liz folded her lips and glared at Raven, but she didn’t have the energy to deal with her attitude at the moment. She was still running off the fumes from her date with Steven and couldn’t wait to pull him back into her life, regardless of how Raven acted.

If things worked out with Steven, it wouldn’t be long until all the girls were gone. Liz wanted to close this chapter of her life, as beautiful as it’d been, and start the next one. A woman could only be a mistress for so long.

“Are you finished, Raven?”

Raven parted her lips, but Sparkle placed a firm hand on her thigh, shaking her head slowly at Raven. Sparkle tried to stay above the drama, but Raven had been pulling all of them down lately, and it was about time that Sparkle stepped up to combat Raven’s negativity.

“Thank you,” Liz said and let out a deep breath. “As you know, in this house, we always put the clients first. I know this work can be hard on you girls, but that’s why I always tell you to keep your emotions out of it. Love will only hurt you in the long run.”

All the girls except Raven nodded as Liz spoke. The words I quit were on the tip of Raven’s tongue, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it. She wished she had the courage, and the fact that she didn’t only made her more upset with herself.

“That being said, I have some news.”

The girls waited for Liz to continue, staring at her with expecting eyes, preparing themselves for anything. They tried not to look at each other, though, afraid that it would lead to another fight, which was the last thing they needed, especially with Liz standing right there.

“I’ll start with the email I got from Frank Yan.”

“What does that man whore want?” Raven asked spitefully.

“Raven, please. If you don’t get it together, I’ll have to ask you to leave… permanently.”

Maybe that’s what I want, Raven screamed in her head, but she bit her tongue. She wanted more money. She was greedy, just like anyone else, but even more than that, she was afraid. Terrified of the unknown, of what would become of her life the second she left Liz’s house.

Liz waited a few moments for Raven to calm down before she continued. “As I was saying, Frank Yan sent me an email. He told me to thank Cinnamon for the incredible night, but he wants to make his fantasies come true.”

“His fantasies?” Tangerine asked. “What are those?”

“You and Raven, actually. He wants both of you, and he’s agreed to pay you fifteen grand each if you’re willing, but he wants you both for the entire night if he’s going to pay that much.”

Tangerine swallowed, glancing over at Raven. They’d been through a lot ever since Frank first asked to sleep with Tangerine instead of Raven, but she hoped that they could work past their differences, as fifteen grand was a lot of money.

“I’m willing if you are, Raven.”

Raven grunted with her arms still crossed over her chest. She hated how Frank thought he could just summon her for fifteen grand, but wouldn’t she be crazy to deny that much money for one night of fun? Deep down, Raven knew that she could never have anything serious with a man like Frank, so why even kid herself? Why pretend like there could ever be anything between them beyond sex?

Everyone had their eyes on Raven as they waited for her to work through the anger and resentment that was going through her mind. Raven wanted the money, but she needed an exit plan. She couldn’t keep being this angry after Liz had given her everything she needed to thrive.

“That man is something else, but I guess I can do that.”

“Will you be on your best behavior?” Liz asked sternly.

“Yes, Liz! I won’t make a scene. You know I’m always a classy lady when I’m with the clients, so why doubt me now?”

Liz looked at Raven like she should know exactly why she was worried about sending the woman on a date with any of her clients, but Liz was caring less about the business and her girls the more Steven came back into her life. They’d been texting and sending emails, and Liz hoped it was only a matter of time before he wanted to dress up as Wren again.

“Were there any other messages?” Sparkle asked.

“Yes,” Liz said and came back to the present. “Yolanda would like a three sum with you and Cinnamon if you girls are willing. She agreed to pay you twelve grand each, and after that, she would like to rotate between the two of you once or twice a month, depending on her time and funds.”

“That sounds great to me!” Cinnamon said brightly.

Sparkle nodded in agreement. “Yeah, I bet the three of us will have a lot of fun.”

“Great! I’m glad that isn’t a problem,” Liz said.

“Was there anything else you wanted to tell us?” Sparkle asked after Liz stood there a few moments, looking like she couldn’t find the words to communicate what was on her mind.

“There is.”

“What is it, Liz? We’re all big girls here,” Sparkle said in an attempt to get her boss to speak. She didn’t much care what Liz had to say, even if she was going to kick all of them out eventually, which Liz had every right to do. Sparkle had her eye on several properties throughout the Sierra Nevada, and maybe she was waiting for that push to get her to move.

Liz looked around the room. All the girls were staring at her as she stood there, and their eyes made her feel a bit faint, so she staggered over to the empty chair and plopped down into it. Liz sighed as she looked at her girls.

“As you all know, I’ve been single for a long time.”

Everyone nodded. None of them could recall the last time Liz went on a romantic date. There was the occasional hookup, and the girls would even have fun with her from time to time if things got out of control, but they’d never seen her with a boyfriend.

“There’s a reason for that.”

“What’s on your mind, Liz?” asked Sparkle.

“Long ago, when I was a young girl like you ladies, I fell in love with a guy named Steven. He was my first love, my first girl. He used to go by Wren when he became a girl, and we would have the most amazing times together.”

The girls sat there in silence. They were all shocked that Liz had been in love with a girl like them, but it made sense now why she’d started the trap house in the first place. They could all see the pain on her face.

“What happened?” asked Tangerine.

“I broke Wren’s heart. I was young and dumb. I’ve regretted my actions ever since, but there’s now hope!”

“Hope? How?” asked Raven.

“Did something change?” added Cinnamon.

Liz smiled at her girls, loving how they were showing concern about her life. She knew they cared about her as much as she cared about them, but Liz wasn’t sure she could care about anybody more than Steven. He was the love of her life, and Liz had to do everything she could to get him back.

“Yes,” Liz said. “Steven and I went out recently for the first time in nearly twenty years. I’ve invited him over here for dinner Saturday night. I’ve cleared all of your schedules and expect you to be here to meet him. Will that be a problem?”

They shook their heads, all agreeing that they would be there and that they were excited to meet this man who clearly had a firm grip on Liz’s heart. This man who was her first. The one who inspired her to create this house where men could comfortably become women and earn a lot of money while they did.
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Cinnamon sat in a chair in the hotel room she’d rented, waiting for Bret to arrive. There were only a few minutes left until he was supposed to knock on the door, and there were plenty of cameras hidden around the room. Cinnamon trusted Bret to keep his word, but she needed insurance. Cinnamon didn’t know how long she would be away from the real-estate agency.

Things changed. People went back on their word, but Bret would do whatever she wanted if she had video proof of their affair, especially once she got him onto his knees to suck her dick. Not that she wouldn’t return the favor. Cinnamon just needed to be one-hundred percent sure that Bret would give her what she wanted.

Cinnamon was reading a magazine as she waited, patiently flipping through the pages, admiring the pretty dresses and folding the corners of pages with makeup she might purchase. It was about thirty minutes later that there was finally a knock on the door. Cinnamon flipped another page, never one to rush, and then there was a second knock.

“Who is it?” Cinnamon asked in a coy voice, quickly directing her attention to one of the tiny cameras hidden about the room to stare into the lens.

“It’s me,” Bret said in a muffled voice.

Cinnamon winked at the camera before walking over to the door. She was wearing white lingerie, a transparent robe made of white mesh fabric, and a pair of white kitten heels with poofy fabric on the straps over her toes. Cinnamon opened the door and smiled at Bret, who looked shocked and delighted to see her all dressed up as she was.

“Wow, you don’t even look like the same person.”

“You can call me Cinnamon. Hardly anyone in my new life calls me Solomon.” Cinnamon wanted to make sure that she said her real name in the video, just in case anyone tried to discredit its authenticity. “Why don’t you come in, handsome?”

Bret stepped into the hotel room, looking around, but Cinnamon threw herself against his body. She wasn’t worried that he would find the cameras, as they were seriously tiny, but she didn’t want to take any chances.

“Did you come from the office?” Cinnamon asked as she ran a finger down Bret’s chest.

Bret placed his hand on the small of Cinnamon’s back, pulling her up against his body. He nodded to answer his question before slowly closing his eyes and moving his lips to her neck. Cinnamon moaned when he pressed against her flesh, moving her hands into Bret’s thick brown hair as he slowly kissed her neck.

“Careful, boy!” Cinnamon said when he started sucking. “I don’t want any hickeys!”

“Don’t worry,” Bret said and went back to sucking on Cinnamon’s neck, but she laughed loudly and pushed him away, shaking her head at the man. “What?”

“I told you no hickeys!”

“I told you not to worry.”

Bret tried to grab Cinnamon, but she wouldn’t let him get too close. She had other clients to worry about and didn’t need to waste any time getting a hickey from Bret. He wasn’t even paying! He was giving her something else, though, even if he thought he was going to pull a fast one on Cinnamon. She wouldn’t let him get away with it.

“Why suck on my neck when you can suck on something even better?” Cinnamon asked and placed a hand over her crotch as she stared into Bret’s eyes, daring him to deny her offer when they both knew that he wanted to wrap those lips around her womanhood.

“Yeah?” Bret asked, looking around the room nervously.

“What’s wrong, Bret? Are you worried someone can see us?”

“A bit,” Bret said with a light laugh. “I guess that’s kind of crazy, though, isn’t it?”

“We are on a high floor, but I’ll close the blinds just in case,” Cinnamon said and walked over to the window. She glanced over her shoulder at Bret before releasing the blinds and letting them fall to the windowsill. “Is that better?”

“Much,” Bret said and released a breath. “Sorry, I don’t know why I’m so nervous.”

“Did you bring over the paper saying that my job is safe?”

“Yeah,” Bret said. He went over to his bag and retrieved a letter, passing it to Cinnamon. “Here is my referral for your future employment at the agency.”

Cinnamon took one glance at the letter and knew it wasn’t enough to guarantee her a position in the agency when she needed it, but that wouldn’t be a problem, so she acted more excited than ever once she had the letter in her hands.

“Oh, Bret! You’re the best! What would I ever do without you?” Cinnamon asked and threw her arms around the back of Bret’s neck. She kissed him tenderly as she massaged his scalp with her fingers that were buried in his hair, making him moan into her mouth, but Cinnamon loved it. She loved how easily he was letting go, clearly unaware of the cameras watching them.

“I don’t know, but you said something about sucking?”

“Yeah,” Cinnamon said with a wide grin and glanced down at the bulge in her white panties. She hadn’t bothered with tape or anything, so her member was on full display beneath the thin layer of fabric.

Bret bit his lip as he stared at Cinnamon’s bulge. Cinnamon grabbed his hand and guided it to the outline of her womanhood, daring Bret to touch it, which he did after a moment of hesitation. He moaned loudly as he ran his fingers along Cinnamon’s shaft.

“You like that, Bret?”

“Yeah,” he said in a breath.

“Put it in your mouth. It doesn’t bite,” Cinnamon said.

Bret looked at her and then back at her dick. Sucking her girly cock was everything he wanted, but there was no going back once he dropped to his knees. There would be no denying what he did once he put her cock into his mouth, but Bret couldn’t turn back on his desires.

“You promise not to tell anyone?”

“Who would I tell?” Cinnamon asked brightly. “Whatever happens in this room stays in this room.”

Bret nodded once before slowly sinking to his knees in front of Cinnamon. He was still wearing his clothes, but Cinnamon would get him naked before long. She wanted to make sure he enjoyed himself fully, so he could at least have a wonderful memory before she ruined him by confessing that she was recording the entire session.

Bret hooked his fingers into the waistline of Cinnamon’s white panties, looking up at her with fear in his eyes, but Cinnamon pushed his hand down a few inches to encourage him, and then Bret did the rest. He pulled Cinnamon’s panties down until her hard cock was on full display.

“Fuck, that’s so sexy. Especially with the stockings.”

“Take off my panties and put my dick in your mouth.”

Bret moaned and pulled Cinnamon’s panties all the way to the floor before wrapping his hand around her base, looking up at her one more time before she grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face closer to her cock.

“I told you to put it in your mouth! Do as I say!”

Bret parted his lips at lightning speed, no longer worried about his own inhibitions. He had what he wanted most right in front of him and would be a fool to pass up this opportunity to sleep with Cinnamon while she was looking so sexy in her white lingerie.

“Yeah, that’s right, Bret! Suck this girly cock!” Cinnamon said and grabbed Bret’s cheeks. She held his face still and thrusted her hips, pushing her cock all the way to the back of Bret’s throat, but he took it. He moaned on her cock and kept his throat open, allowing Cinnamon to push far past his ring.

Cinnamon cursed and fucked Bret’s face a bit harder until he pulled away to catch his breath. He wiped his slobbery lips as he looked up at her from where he was sitting, rock hard beneath his clothes and so ready for more.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

“Yes, but please, Cinnamon. You can’t tell anyone!”

Cinnamon looked down at Bret who was on his knees beneath her, looking so nervous and innocent and worried, but Cinnamon made a sympathetic face as she reached out to cup Bret’s face.

“Who would I tell? You already gave me what I want,” Cinnamon said in reference to the letter.

“You promise?”

Cinnamon stared into Bret’s eyes as she nodded, feeling a touch guilty, but a girl had to do what she had to do. Cinnamon couldn’t help it that Bret was a co-owner at one of the top real-estate agencies in the city, and this entire endeavor had been his idea anyway!

“Okay,” Bret said and stood.

“Why don’t I give you a little treat before I give you what you really want?” Cinnamon said and sank to her knees in front of Bret. She took off his pants while he removed his shirt, leaving him naked less than a minute later, and Cinnamon was delightfully surprised by what she found.

Bret wasn’t the buffest guy, but he had a fantastic body, and his dick looked perfectly in proportion to the rest of him. Cinnamon felt giddy as she moved her lips closer to his erect cock, slowly taking it between her lips, moving her head like a girl on camera.

“Yeah!” Bret said in a breath as Cinnamon covered his shaft with her saliva, bobbing her head quicker and quicker as she held his hairy thighs. “Suck that cock!”

Cinnamon moaned as she sat on her knees, her heels jutting out from behind her. She was still wearing lingerie, but all of her good parts were on full display. Bret couldn’t stop staring down at her hard cock, which was flopping around with each movement of her head. Bret could hardly stand it after a minute of Cinnamon sucking his cock, so he moved her off his shaft and climbed onto the bed, sticking his ass in the air.

“Yum,” Cinnamon said as she took in the view of Bret on his hands and knees, waiting for her to enter his tiny little hole. Cinnamon grabbed a bottle of lube she had from her side table and went over to stand at the edge of the bed that would give her cameras the best angle. “Come bring that ass to me.”

Bret climbed across the bed to Cinnamon, sucking her cock for a few more seconds before pulling off to turn his ass toward her dick, ready to take all eight inches of her thick cock.

Cinnamon covered her hand in lube and pressed her slick fingers up against Bret’s tight entrance, pushing past his ring with two of her digits, which got a loud moan from Bret. He gasped as Cinnamon pushed deeper into his hungry hole, which was swallowing her fingers with ease.

“Mm, you like getting fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes! Only by hot girls like you, though.”

“Is that so?” Cinnamon asked playfully as she removed her fingers to stroke her dick with the slippery hand. She added even more lube to her womanhood, beyond ready to sink into Bret’s accepting hole. She loved how he had his ass in the air, giving it to her on a platter, so she took what he was serving.

Bret screamed out when Cinnamon thrusted her cock into him, quickly moving all the way to her base, but Bret loved it. He adjusted and started moving his ass to fuck himself with Cinnamon’s cock, and she couldn’t stop herself from winking at the camera as Bret hollered and moaned and moved his hips.

“Yeah, boy! That’s right!” Cinnamon slapped Bret’s ass as he used her cock. “Fuck yourself with my big, girly dick!”

“I love your girly dick!” Bret yelled.

Cinnamon groaned as Bret kept using her cock, getting her close to an orgasm, but she wanted to switch positions before she did. She wanted to watch Bret shoot his load as she filled his ass with hers, so she pulled out of him, getting a loud groan from Bret.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Come here and sit on my dick!” Cinnamon said as she sat on the edge of the bed. Bret made quick work of going over to Cinnamon. He held his cock as he guided his hole to her dick, swallowing her womanhood with his warm, slippery cave.

Bret moaned loudly as Cinnamon’s cock stuffed his hole. He glanced over his shoulder at the beautiful woman behind him, kissing her briefly before bending forward to grab his ankles. He bounced on Cinnamon’s cock, and all she could do was stare at how her member was disappearing into Bret’s wet, loosened hole.

She reached forward to spread his cheeks, mesmerized by her own feminine body and dick and his ass, which looked so fucking sexy moving up and down her cock.

“Fuck, Bret! I’m getting close!”

“Fill my hole! Fill me good!”

Bret moved his lips more quickly, using every inch of Cinnamon’s cock, which was driving her wild. She wanted to last for Bret, but damn, she wasn’t sure she’d ever felt anything this incredible. It was so hot watching him use her cock with such passion and such desire. Cinnamon was trying her best to hold her load, but she couldn’t.

Not even a second longer.

Cinnamon groaned and grabbed Bret’s ass as her balls tightened and her shaft throbbed and the cum raced up her cock, squirting from her tip deep into Bret’s ass.

“Yes! Fuck! I feel it!” Bret hollered as Cinnamon filled his ass, so he reached to grab his hard cock and join her. He sat upright and beat his cock as Cinnamon kept cumming in his ass, and then he was cumming with her, squirting all over the hardwood floors beneath them.

Cinnamon held Bret from behind as they came together, kissing him gently as they slowly came back down to earth. Cinnamon was wondering if that was the best sex of her life as they untangled, but regardless, she’d have to blackmail the man. Her future was on the line.
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Tangerine had been feeling at a loss recently, like her life wasn’t moving in the right direction, or in any direction at all. Tangerine loved how much she made as one of Liz’s girls, but she knew she wouldn’t have her flawless skin and youthful appearance forever, and Tangerine wanted to make sure she had a backup plan.

All the worrying had led Tangerine to a sewing class. It was a skill few bothered to learn anymore, but there was nothing Tangerine loved more than fashion and beauty, so she figured she could learn how to sew, just in case she got so poor that she had to start making her own clothes.

“All right, everyone. Now that we’ve covered the basics, I would like you all to pick out some fabric for our first project,” Stephanie said. She was Tangerine’s sewing instructor. The classes were being held at a boutique fabric shop not too far from where the girls lived in Beverly Hills.

Tangerine’s hand shot up. “You want us to sew already?”

“Yes, we’re hopping on the machines. I’ve found that it’s best to get started right away.”

Tangerine was nervous, but she followed the other students to the pile of fabric Stephanie had set out for them to use. Tangerine wanted something soft, so she grabbed a large piece of gray jersey fabric. It wouldn’t match the décor of her room, but it was better than some scratchy fabric.

“Okay, everyone, now that we have our fabric, let’s sew!”

Tangerine was nervous but listened intently as Stephanie told them what to do. Tangerine worked slowly, barely pressing the pedal of her sewing machine, as she was overstimulated by nerves, but she had already come this far, so she would continue.

Tangerine pushed the fabric through the threaded needle, watching in awe as the pieces of fabric got stitched together. Tangerine worked more easily as she grew more comfortable, completing the pillowcase before anyone else in the class. She pulled the pillowcase inside-out, revealing the perfect seam she’d created.

Stephanie went over to Tangerine and inspected her work. There were a few spots where Tangerine could have sewn the fabric a bit more carefully, but otherwise, Stephanie was thoroughly impressed. She told Tangerine to get to work by adding a border of different fabric around the top.

Tangerine hopped up from her seat and went over to the free fabric, feeling on top of the world. Tangerine stared at the fabric, wondering what else she could create besides a pillowcase. Could she make dresses? Skirts? Shirts? How difficult would it be for her to add some original pieces to her wardrobe?

Tangerine grabbed a piece of fabric with a geometric pattern to contrast against the boring gray jersey fabric she already had. Stephanie came over to Tangerine’s station to tell her how to proceed with the border. Tangerine listened carefully before cutting her fabric to do as Stephanie had instructed, loving her pillowcase even more with the pop of color once she finished.

The others were still working as Tangerine admired her finished pillowcase, wondering what else she could do with this newfound skill. Stephanie came over to Tangerine’s station to praise her for her gorgeous work and fast learning.

“Thank you, Stephanie. I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you.”

“So, you’ll be here for the next class, right?”

“I’m planning on it!” Tangerine said brightly.

“Great. I can’t wait to see you there,” Stephanie said and touched Tangerine’s shoulder lightly before walking away to check on another student.

Tangerine couldn’t stop staring at her pillowcase as she sat there, excited about where this journey would take her, already imagining all the pretty things she could create.
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“Are you sure this is okay?” Steven asked as he stood in Liz’s office. She’d snuck him in about an hour before, but all the girls were in their wing of the house getting ready, so Steven and Liz had plenty of privacy. She was having to use every ounce of willpower that she had not to jump on him. Not to kiss him. Not to tell him that she loved him. The last thing she wanted was for him to run for the hills.

Liz walked up behind Steven as he stood in front of the mirror. He was wearing a men’s suit. Liz wished he were wearing a dress and a wig and some heels, but everything worth having took time. Liz knew Steven would warm up to his feminine half, eventually.

“You’re my guest, and this is my house, so it’d better be okay,” Liz said as she stared at Steven through the mirror.

“Yeah, but you know what I mean. I don’t want to impose.”

“How are you imposing? These girls live here because of my generosity.”

“Also because of the guilt you feel from betraying me,” Steven said bluntly.

His words stabbed Liz’s heart, but they both knew what Steven said was true. Liz wouldn’t have started any of this mistress business if it weren’t for what she’d done to Steven, her Wren. Her girl.

“Are you going to make me feel bad about that forever?” Liz asked as she placed her hands on Steven’s shoulders, gliding them down to his firm chest. “Won’t we be able to find a way to move past that?”

“This is only our second time together,” Steven said. “I can’t forgive you overnight, but I’m here, aren’t I?”

Liz nodded, knowing that she needed to accept the victories that she could. Her life could have turned out much differently had she never strayed, had she been more faithful than she was, but there was no changing the past. Liz could only hope Steven was willing to move toward a brighter future.

“So, when is dinner?” Steven asked as she walked away from the mirror. He was nervous to meet all the women in Liz’s life, the women who were like he used to be, with a bit extra between the legs.

“The caterers have already prepared everything. I’m just waiting on Raven to send me a message that all the girls are ready.”

“So, you give the girls nicknames?”

Liz nodded. “They usually choose them, but I’m always happy to help if the girls can’t think of anything creative.”

“What should I know about the ones who are living here now?”

Liz took a deep breath before telling Steven everything that she could about the four girls she had living with her now. Liz couldn’t believe how long she’d had girls living with her, and it was even more insane how much money they’d all made. It seemed that the faucets of money in Beverly Hills never ran dry, and there was always someone willing to pay for their services.

“You’ve had to break up fights?” Steven asked in a shocked voice when Liz mentioned how Raven and Tangerine had been fighting over a client.

Liz chuckled and nodded. “Yeah, but I made them pay.”

“How?”

“I had them dance in cages during a party we had.”

“You’re terrible,” Steven said with a wicked grin.

“Yeah, but I don’t know how much longer I’ll keep running the show. Not only is it illegal, but I’m getting old. I’m tired. I don’t have the energy to network like I used to, and frankly, I would rather travel than put out fires that the girls start.”

Steven nodded. “Makes sense. None of us can do the same job forever.”

“Are you thinking of leaving the car dealership?”

“Maybe,” Steven said with a shrug.

Liz nodded, wishing that Steven would quit to become her full-time girl. She didn’t want anyone else but her Wren, but she was trying to move slowly, trying not to get too excited too soon. They were sitting across from each other in Liz’s guest chairs. She hadn’t sat in the chair behind her desk to avoid making Steven feel like anyone other than her special guest. It was crazy, but Liz felt butterflies in her stomach, much like she did when she and Steven first met.

“What would you do if you didn’t sell cars?”

“Traveling the world sounds nice.”

“Are you asking to come with me?”

Steven grinned, blush forming across his cheeks, but he shook his head. “No, I’m not trying to impose. Who doesn’t want to travel?”

“There are some people out there who would rather sit at home,” Liz said as she stared at Steven intently, dressing him up in girly clothes in her mind, wondering how long she would have to wait until he finally cracked. Didn’t he want to relive their past? Didn’t he want to resurrect Wren?

“I suppose that’s true. Personally, I’m tired of sitting at home,” Steven said.

“Is that what you do when you aren’t working?” Liz asked.

Steven nodded, frowning as he lifted his head to meet Liz’s eyes. She could tell that he wanted more. She could tell that he wanted what they’d lost, but he didn’t trust her. He was afraid of opening his heart after she’d crushed it so easily all those years ago.

“What do you do when you aren’t working?”

“I’m always working as long as the girls live in the house.”

Steven laughed. “I’m sure they love having your guidance. I know I did.”

Liz swallowed as she stared at Steven. He was finally opening up to her, and it made her nervous. She was as terrified of fucking things up as Steven was that she would break his heart a second time, but neither of them would be able to move forward without a bit of faith.

Steven opened his mouth to say something after Liz remained silent, but then her phone buzzed. They both jumped and turned toward the device that was sitting on Liz’s desk. She picked it up to read the message from Raven telling her that the girls were ready and were heading down to the dining room.

“We should probably get going. The girls are ready.”

“Yeah,” Steven said in a low voice. “Let’s go.”

There was so much Liz and Steven could say to each other, but they only had so much time, and they were both fragile, both afraid of the unknown, but they went downstairs to meet the girls. Everyone was on their best behavior as they got to know Steven.

Liz and Steven didn’t answer all their questions, but they learned that Steven used to be Wren, and Liz even had a few photos of Wren on her phone, which shook Steven to the core. He wondered how often Liz looked at the photo she’d taken of a photo from their past.

“You two were so hot!” Tangerine said.

“Yeah, holy crap! I bet all the guys loved you,” Cinnamon said.

Steven and Liz shared a knowing look, but they didn’t tell the girls about Raymond and how he came crashing into their lives. They were doing their best to enjoy dinner with the girls, so that was exactly what they did, and then everyone went to sit by the pool. They sipped wine and talked about whatever came to mind, and it was a fabulous time.
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Raven and Tangerine were walking side-by-side as they headed toward Frank’s. They’d taken Raven’s car and had hardly said a word to each other on the drive over, but neither of them wanted to enter Frank’s place without clearing the air. The man had already caused too much tension between the two of them.

“Tangerine,” Raven said and stopped in her tracks before they got to Frank’s door. He had a long driveway and a huge house, and his closest neighbor wasn’t close at all. “We need to talk.”

“Now?” Tangerine asked. “I really don’t need drama. I’ve been anxious about this meeting all day.”

“Me too,” Raven confessed. “Trust me.”

“Then what do you want to say?”

“I want to apologize for everything. Really, Tangerine, it’s not worth the drama. I was dumb and in love when I should have only been thinking about the money, but I want you to know that there are no hard feelings before we go in there.”

Tangerine stared at Raven for a long moment, truly not sure if she should trust the girl, especially after how Raven had wrapped her hands around Tangerine’s neck. Tangerine honestly thought she was going to die for a second that night. The look in Raven’s eyes was demented.

“Seriously, Tangerine. I want to know that we’re both on the same page before we go into Frank’s house. The man is manipulative, and we have to stay in control of the situation.”

Tangerine sucked in a sharp breath and exhaled, knowing that Raven was right, but it was hard to trust her after everything they’d been through. They had been getting to a better place, but Tangerine didn’t know what to expect when Liz dropped the three-sum bomb on them.

“I know it’s hard for you to trust me after everything, but I just want to make the money. I’m not letting my heart get in the way. Never again,” said Raven.

“You and me both,” Tangerine said. “Let’s take Frank for all he’s worth and collect our cash.”

Raven laughed as Tangerine did a little dance, acting like she was making money rain all over a stripper, but there was no telling what Frank might do. He was dominant and controlling and so fucking sexy once he got naked.

“So, no drama?”

“Promise?” Tangerine asked with a cocked eyebrow.

“I promise!”

“Good, me too.”

Raven pulled Tangerine close for a hug, hoping that the touch could undo some of the tension that’d been thick between them. They were both moving toward new places in life and their minds, and it was better to stay together than fall apart.

“Chicks before dicks.”

“Outside of those doors, yes,” Tangerine said and glanced at Frank’s entrance. He was probably watching them on his security cameras, but neither girl cared. “Should we go inside?”

“Yes, I’m ready.”

Tangerine nodded and stepped toward the door. She lifted her finger to press the buzzer, glancing over her shoulder at Raven with a smile. They both liked Frank, but they didn’t like drama, so this was purely a financial transaction, as it was for Frank.

Frank opened the door wearing nothing but a robe. He grinned wildly as the girls stood there before him, ready to pleasure their customer however he wanted. Tangerine was wearing a low-cut white dress that barely covered her crotch with tall heels. Raven was wearing a red and black skirt and blouse combo with ankle boots, but neither of them would be wearing clothes for long.

“Ladies, don’t you look lovely?”

“Not as good as you,” Raven purred.

“Come inside,” Frank said.

The girls followed Frank into his house. He had music playing over the speakers that connected to most rooms in his house. He had a fake fire flickering in the fireplace, and it was early enough that they would get to watch the entire sunset.

“So, what do you ladies say about drinks in the hot tub?”

“I think we say yes!” Tangerine hollered brightly.

“Fuck yes!”

“Get naked and get in. I’ll be there in a second with bubbles.”

Tangerine and Raven shared a knowing look before they ran outside to the hot tub, shedding their clothes as they went. They’d both been there before, but the view from Frank’s house never got old. They could see most of the city from his hot tub, so they eagerly stripped down to nothing and got into the water.

Tangerine scooted close to Raven as she admired the view. Tangerine placed her hand on Raven’s thigh. Raven turned to Tangerine, surprised by how her dick was already twitching and growing, but they no longer had on any tape, so she was free to get hard.

“You look sexy tonight,” Tangerine said as she stared into Raven’s eyes.

“Thanks,” Raven said and scooted a bit closer to Tangerine. She lifted her hand to push Tangerine’s blonde hair behind her ear as they gazed at each other. “Is it weird that I want to kiss you?”

“You should. I bet Frank would like it.”

Raven grinned before moving her face closer to Tangerine’s, slowly closing her eyes as she did. The entire world melted away when their lips touched, and all the animosity between them vanished as their kiss deepened, melting away like wax from a burning candle.

“Damn, don’t you girls look sexy?” Frank asked.

His voice startled the girls, causing them to break their kiss, but they weren’t disappointed by the sight they found. Frank had ditched the robe. He was completely naked as he walked toward them with three champagne glasses and an unopened bottle of bubbles.

“Oh, don’t let me break up the party! Go back to kissing!”

“There’ll be plenty of time for kissing,” Raven said smoothly.

“Yeah! We want to kiss you too!”

“Good,” Frank said as he climbed into the hot tub after passing each girl a glass. He poured them some bubbles and set the open bottle to the side. “Cheers to having an amazing night.”

“To an amazing night,” the girls echoed before clinking Frank’s glass.

Everyone took a sip. They sipped and talked a bit, but the tension was through the roof, so it wasn’t long before they were setting their glasses to the side and gravitating toward each other. Frank wrapped one arm over each of their shoulders.

“My two favorite girls at once. It’s like a dream come true.”

Tangerine and Raven oohed, telling Frank how sexy he was, telling him that they couldn’t wait to do naughty things to his body, and he was already getting hard with all the nasty words they were whispering into his ear.

“Fuck, you girls are bad.”

“Isn’t that how you like us?” Raven asked.

“Yes, it is.” Frank pulled himself out of the water enough to expose his erect cock. He sat on the edge of the hot tub and held the base of his member. “So, which one of you girls is going to suck my dick first?”

Raven and Tangerine looked at each other, and then they both went in for his cock. They kissed Frank’s thighs, moving their lips closer and closer to his shaft. They stopped before sucking him to kiss each other, and then Tangerine wrapped her lips around Frank’s manhood while Raven tongued his balls.

Frank moaned loudly as the girls worked on him. They took turns sucking his cock and licking his balls, and Frank had never felt pleasure so intense in his life.

“Fuck, girls! I need to fuck you before I cum! Bend over the hot tub!”

The girls stood out of the water. They were both rock hard, so they ignored Frank a moment to give him time to relax, but they also wanted to give their man a show. Tangerine held the side of Raven’s face, and Raven held Tangerine’s side as they kissed.

Raven broke the kiss to move her mouth down to Tangerine’s breasts, taking a nipple into her mouth. Raven sucked Tangerine’s nipple tenderly as Frank came up behind them to touch their bodies. He moved his hands down slowly until he had a grip on their girly cocks.

Tangerine bent her head back and let out a loud moan. Raven moaned too, but she was also focused on sucking Tangerine’s big breasts, amazed by their size as she held them in her hands.

“Bend over, girls. I’m ready to fuck you two hard.”

The girls did as Frank asked, bending over the edge of the hot tub. He leaned over the hot tub and grabbed a bottle of lube he’d placed there before the girls even arrived. He lathered his dick and put some on their holes, trying to decide which girl he would fuck first. They both looked so fucking good.

“Push your dicks out. I want to see them dangling between your thighs.”

The girls moaned and did as Frank asked, letting him control them. Letting him boss them around. Frank decided on Raven first. He smacked Tangerine’s ass though before he went over to Raven and shoved his cock into her tight hole.

Raven screamed out, but she took Frank’s dick. She hollered even more loudly as Frank pushed his dick deep and started pounding her ass. He smacked her ass and fucked her hard for a minute before pulling out to move over to Tangerine.

“Damn!” Frank hollered as he slid into Tangerine’s hole. “You girls are so fucking nasty!”

Raven grinned and slid over to Frank and Tangerine, watching as Frank’s cock went in and out of Tangerine’s hole. Raven was feeling especially dirty though, so she bent over to put her mouth where Frank’s cock met Tangerine’s hole.

Frank hollered out and pushed Raven’s head down, holding it there as she stuck out her tongue, pressing it against Frank’s shaft as he fucked Tangerine. He only released the back of Raven’s head a minute later when he was hollering that he was about to cum.

Frank pulled out of Tangerine and beat his cock for a second before he was shooting loads all over Tangerine’s ass and Raven’s face, telling her to stay right where she was, so that he could cum all over her face. Raven moaned and screamed and played the part of an obedient slut.

They cleaned up and went back to drinking their bubbles, but Frank had the girls all night, and they were going to make the most of it.


9

Cinnamon was sitting in the food court at the mall when her phone rang. She sighed as she went to pick it up to see who was calling. Cinnamon was exhausted from all the shopping she’d done. There were at least seven different bags sitting by her feet, but she knew she would wear all the outfits eventually, or so she hoped.

Cinnamon didn’t recognize the number calling her, so she ignored it and went back to eating her dessert. She only let herself eat sweets a few times a week, so this was a special treat, and she wasn’t about to let some telemarketer interrupt her.

The phone vibrated again, eliciting a sigh from Cinnamon, but she checked her phone compulsively. It was a bad habit, yet one she had, nonetheless. Much to her surprise, the message was from that girly boy she’d met at the mall.

Willie: Hi, you probably don’t remember me, but we met at the mall. Willie.

Cinnamon was surprised to see a message from Willie, but she also didn’t think much of it. She was much more concerned with the brownie. She didn’t know what it was about the stand in the food court, but they had the best brownies in the world! Cinnamon did her best not to stop by the mall every day, as she had to watch her figure, but she certainly thought about the brownies daily.

Cinnamon took a few more bites, and for whatever reason, she couldn’t get Willie off her mind. She didn’t remember him from the party at UCLA, but she would never forget how cute he looked when he approached them. His face was all dolled up, and he was wearing a girly outfit. Cinnamon knew that they would have to find a replacement one day, so why not get ahead of the situation?

Cinnamon: Hey, Willie! It’s so nice to hear from you! How are you doing? I’m actually sitting at the same table in the food court where we met!

There were only a few bites left of the brownie, and Cinnamon didn’t want to rush anything, so she pushed it away from her. She told herself that she needed to save the last bit for when the current flavors in her mouth faded. Cinnamon was relieved when her phone vibrated, giving her a needed distraction from the chocolate temptation.

Willie: I’m doing great! That’s so funny that you’re sitting at the table! I’m actually just down the street. Would you like to hang out for a bit?

Cinnamon’s automatic thought was to fire off a message telling Willie that she was busy, but that wasn’t true. She had done far too much shopping, but what was so wrong about making a new friend? Why couldn’t she let her guards down to accept a bit of friendship into her life?

Cinnamon: Actually, that sounds great! Meet me in the food court?

Willie: Okay, I’ll be there in fifteen! Is that okay?

Cinnamon: Yeah, I’ll be here!

Cinnamon wrapped her brownie with a napkin, slid it into her purse, and grabbed her bags. She needed to run them to her car, so she wouldn’t have to carry them around everywhere when Willie got there, but she couldn’t wait to see him.

Willie wasn’t in the food court when Cinnamon returned, but it would only be a few minutes before he arrived. Cinnamon returned to the table where she was sitting before going to her car. She got out her phone and scrolled through the news, surprised when Willie tapped on her shoulder a couple minutes later.

“Fuck, you scared me!” Cinnamon said as she clutched her phone to her chest.

“I’m sorry,” Willie said with a bright smile. He looked absolutely adorable when Cinnamon finally calmed down and could register her surroundings. Willie had his hair parted and feathered, like a girl from the seventies. He was wearing a pink blouse and tiny white booty shorts. His legs were as smooth as polished wood. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“It’s fine,” Cinnamon said and stood to give Willie a hug. “What were you doing down the street?”

“I live nearby and thanks for hanging out. I needed to get away from my roommates!”

Cinnamon giggled. “You and me both. Why do you think I’m here?”

“What? You and that girl don’t get along?”

“Sparkle? She and I are fine, but I have three other roommates besides her. Sometimes I just like to get away.”

“Where are all your shopping bags? I know you haven’t been here without buying anything,” Willie said in a bright, effeminate voice.

“Guilty. I ran my bags to the car before you got here. Trust me, there were far too many of them.”

Willie laughed, and they both looked at the table, realizing how awkward it was to just be standing there, so they took a seat. Cinnamon was tempted to reach into her purse to grab the rest of her brownie, but she resisted.

“Are you going to get any coffee or anything?”

“I just had some. Threw the cup away before you got here too.”

“Were you on your way out when I sent you a message?” asked Willie.

“Yeah, but it’s no big deal. I don’t have much going on today,” Cinnamon said and tossed her hand in the air. “So, how are your classes going?”

“They’re fine. I can’t wait to graduate. Did you ever go to school?”

“I have my real-estate license, but that’s all.”

“Oh, and how is that going? Are you making those fat commission checks?”

“Something like that,” Cinnamon said in a coy voice.

Willie laughed. “Girl, what is that supposed to mean?”

“Aren’t you the one who said you know what the golden M necklaces mean?” Cinnamon asked and touched the necklace around her neck. It was one she always had to wear whenever she left the house. It was Liz’s way of telling the world that the girls were hers.

“There are rumors around town, but they haven’t been verified.”

“What rumors are those?”

“That all you girls live in a house in Beverly Hills and have sex for lots of money. More money than most could afford,” Willie said and looked at Cinnamon intently, like he was hoping she would verify his claims. “All you girls are trans, or you know, you are all girls with a bit more than other girls.”

Cinnamon grinned as she stared back at Willie, wondering how she should respond. She glanced around the food court before meeting his eyes again, knowing that she couldn’t pretend to play dumb forever. Willie was smart, and Cinnamon had a feeling he wanted more than to know the truth. He wanted to be one of them.

“Where did you hear that?”

“I’ve known about you girls for years. It’s always been my dream…”

“What?” Cinnamon asked Willie when he hadn’t said another word. “What has been your dream?”

“You know…”

“I don’t know, Willie. You’ll have to elaborate if you want me to understand. I can’t read your mind.”

Willie folded his lips, looking from Cinnamon’s necklace to her eyes and back, clearly afraid, but Cinnamon thought he had little to worry about since he was perfect for their house. Cinnamon didn’t know when the next girl would leave, but it seemed like Raven had one foot out of the door.

“Can’t you? I want to be like you!”

“Like me how?”

“Come on, Cinnamon! You know what I’m saying. I want to wear a Golden M necklace! I want to be a girl who does naughty things with clients for money,” Willie said as he dropped his voice to a whisper.

“Is that what you think I do?” Cinnamon asked in the most serious voice, which caused Willie to look frightened, but Cinnamon fell into a fit of laughter after a few moments. “I’m just messing with you, Willie! Why don’t you buy me a coffee, and we can talk?”

Willie nodded. “What would you like?”

“Make it a black iced coffee. I’ve had enough calories for the day.”

“I’ll be right back,” Willie said and ran to grab Cinnamon’s order. When he returned, they walked away from the food court, doing laps around the mall as Cinnamon told Willie about what she did. She didn’t tell him everything, but she said enough.

“Is that what you really want?”

“More than you know!” Willie said.

“I can’t guarantee anything, but I’ll let you know when there’s an opening. Hopefully you can get a spot when that happens.”

“Please, that would be amazing!”

“I’ll do my best. I promise,” Cinnamon said as Willie smiled brightly. “Wanna hit the makeup store next?”

“You know I do!” Willie said and spun in a circle with his arms outstretched.
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“Dinner the other night was pretty incredible. I’ve spent far too long being a hermit,” Steven said as he looked at himself in the mirror. “Your girls are something else.”

“I think they were quite fond of you as well,” Liz said as she rubbed the soft comforter beneath her. She’d gotten them a hotel room in Laguna Beach. She wanted to be far away from her girls for the night, no offense to them. “Are you about ready to go out?”

“Yeah, I’m almost ready,” Steven said with a hint of doubt in his voice.

“What’s wrong?” asked Liz.

“It’s nothing,” Steven said with a shake of the head without looking away from his reflection, but there was a strange look on his face, which made it difficult for Liz to believe a word he said.

Liz rolled off the bed and went over to stand behind Steven. She placed a gentle hand on his shoulder as she stared into his eyes through the mirror, gazing into his soul. A lot of time had passed, but Liz knew she was looking at the same man from her past. The man she loved. The one who was her Wren. Her everything.

“It doesn’t seem like nothing, Steven. You know you can tell me anything, right?”

“Yeah, but…”

“What is it?”

Steven shook his head and turned away from the mirror, walking to the other side of the room. Liz followed after him, but he pushed Liz away as he retreated to the far corner. Liz frowned as she watched Steven. She wanted so badly to help him through whatever difficulties he was feeling, but the best thing she could do was retreat to the bed.

“What’s on your mind, Steven?” Liz asked after she’d sat at the bed’s edge. She stared at Steven, who had his back turned to her, and it broke her heart to know that he was struggling.

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You know you can talk to me about anything. I’ll never judge you,” Liz said. She wasn’t one to cry, but her eyes were watery. She wanted nothing more than to wrap her arms around Steven. They were having such an incredible time until a few moments ago. Checking in at the hotel and driving down to Laguna Beach were nothing but laughs and smiles, and now this? “Please tell me what’s wrong, Steven.”

“You know what’s wrong!” he screamed. Liz jumped when Steven pounded his fist against the wall, but she couldn’t do anything about it. She had to sit there at the edge of the bed and watch as Steven broke down, as it was the only way he would come back to her. She knew if she went over to him that he would run out the door.

“Can you tell me what’s wrong? I really don’t know.”

“Stop playing dumb, Liz! You and me, here. In a hotel. We never would have gone to a hotel unless I was dressed up as Wren.”

Liz could tell that Steven was dealing with some insecurities about his dual identity. She didn’t blame Steven for feeling angry. If she were in his shoes, there was a chance that she would also be pissed. They used to have a lot of fun together, especially when they went on vacation. Wren used to let loose when she was certain that nobody from her everyday life would catch her, and those were some of the best memories Liz and Wren had together.

“There’s nothing stopping you from getting dressed up now,” Liz said in a light voice. She didn’t want to force Steven to do anything, but she was dying to see him as Wren. Even after all the years that’d passed, Liz was certain that Steven would look just as incredible as Wren now as he did in the past.

“Nothing stopping me?” Steven asked in a hysterical voice as he turned on his heels to face Liz. He walked a few steps closer to her and threw out his arms. “I used to be confident, but I’ve lost all of that! Do you know how stupid I would look dressed up as Wren now? I would look utterly fucking pathetic, and you know it!”

“That’s not true,” Liz said, but she didn’t want to push back too hard on Steven’s ideas. She didn’t want him getting angrier than he already was, as it seemed like he was on the verge of exploding.

“Not true?” Steven asked and scoffed. He laughed and shook his head. “Are you fucking kidding me, Liz? Look at me! I’m hideous! I don’t have the youthful skin of my twenties. I don’t have the tiny little body that I used to have. My best days are far behind me, and we both know it.”

“If you don’t want to dress up as Wren, you don’t have to, Steven. I’m happy just hanging out how we are.”

“Ha,” Steven hollered and threw back his head. “Then why do you have a house full of girls? You’re obviously filling the void that our breakup left. I think it’s great that you’re helping those girls. It’s hard being trans or a crossdresser or whatever, but it’s even harder when you’re an out-of-shape, old man like me.”

Steven pushed his hands into his hair and fell onto the chair in the corner. He screamed into his folded lips, and Liz didn’t know what to do except sit there until he calmed down. Liz didn’t believe anything he was saying, but Steven was entitled to his beliefs.

“I’m sorry,” Steven said after a few minutes of awkward silence. “I should probably get going. Thank you for apologizing, but this has been a mistake if you ask me.”

“No,” Liz hollered when Steven stood to walk to the door. She ran after him and placed a heavy hand on Steven’s shoulder to stop him. “Don’t leave.”

“I have no business staying,” he said.

“Why don’t we try dressing you up? You might not think you’re pretty enough, but I do, and I would be crushed if you left.”

“There’s no way that I’ll be anything close to what I used to be.”

“We can choose different clothes. We can find pieces that flatter who you are today. You don’t have to dress like a girl in her twenties.”

Steven looked doubtful, but he didn’t want to leave. He loved Liz. He loved spending time with her, and he was desperate to see himself as a girl again but didn’t even know where to start.

“You really think that you can turn me into Wren still?”

“I know that I can, as long as you believe that Wren is still in your heart,” Liz said and touched Steven’s chest.

Steven stared down at where Liz’s hand was touching his chest. He wanted to believe that it was possible to bring back what he’d lost, even though he thought it would be a challenge. He was certain that he wouldn’t be half as pretty as he once was, but Steven knew that he would regret not trying.

“Okay, but shouldn’t we at least make our dinner reservations?”

“Are you going as Steven or Wren?”

“Steven,” he said in a heavy voice. “You can try turning me into Wren after dinner.”

“Do you mean it?” Liz asked brightly.

Steven reached down to cover Liz’s hand that was still on his chest. He held it tightly as he stared into Liz’s eyes, seeing so much of their shared past as he gazed at her.

“Yeah, I mean it. We’ll have to go shopping, though.”

“That’s not a problem! My credit card is ready for some swiping.”

Steven laughed and pulled Liz close, thanking her for not giving up on him. They made their way out of the hotel and to the restaurant, where they had a lovely dinner, but the shopping afterwards was even better. There were plenty of stores near Laguna Beach, and Steven had a new womanly wardrobe before their food even digested.

“Now let’s get back to the hotel, so I can turn you into a girl!” Liz said as they walked out of the last store, bags swinging by her side.

“Sounds like a plan,” Steven said and grabbed Liz’s shoulders to give her a deep kiss.
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“What do you think?” asked Raven.

Tad rubbed his chin as he stared at Raven’s latest creation. It was only their fourth private lesson together, but Raven was already showing great promise. Her latest painting was an abstract piece of a woman’s silhouette. There was an endless amount of emotion in the painting.

Raven lifted an eyebrow at Tad as he remained silent, desperate for his feedback. It’d been a long time since she felt this alive, this much like herself. Raven was tired of living life doing what she thought her parents would hate and thought it was about time that she started doing what she loved.

“You can tell me if you hate it. I won’t be mad!”

“I don’t hate it, Raven! How could I?”

“I don’t know, but you need to say something!”

Tad laughed and rubbed Raven’s shoulder. A little jolt of electricity rushed through Raven as Tad touched her. She’d been crushing on him hard, but that was the first time he’d ever held her shoulder and damn, it felt good.

“What do you think of the painting then, Tad?”

Tad dropped his hand from Raven’s shoulder and went back to studying the painting, trying to decide what he could say.

“The painting is breathtaking, but I’m also confused by it. Something about this painting feels more personal than your other ones. It’s like the woman is hurting and thriving at the same time. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a student capture so much depth on a canvas. I can’t believe your parents ever tried to stop you becoming an artist.”

“They wanted an engineer,” Raven said with a short laugh. “So, does that mean you like my painting?”

“I love it! I’m just confused by it. Usually my students paint something basic that I can understand right away, but this has a profoundness that shakes me to the core. I’d love to hear more about what it means,” Tad said and turned to look into Raven’s eyes.

Raven grinned, feeling butterflies in her stomach. She couldn’t remember the last time a man made her feel giddy like this, but damn, did she miss the feeling. She missed feeling like a normal person, like someone who didn’t sell their body to the highest bidder.

Not that Raven was complaining about the fifteen grand she made the other night at Frank’s house, but she didn’t want to ever fall for another man like Frank. A man who thought of her as nothing more than a piece of ass that he could purchase. She wanted a man who would see all of her, much like Tad was doing now.

“Are you asking me for a drink?” Raven asked as she turned on her stool to face Tad. “I’ll tell you all about my painting over a martini.”

“A martini could be arranged.”

“Let’s get out of here then. There has to be a bar around here somewhere, right?”

“I know the perfect place,” Tad said.

Raven hopped up from her stool and went over to grab her purse. They were at Tad’s private studio, which was also his apartment, but he slept in the loft area, and the rest of the space was dedicated to his art. Raven loved how industrial the entire space was, even though she didn’t see herself living in a studio.

Tad and Raven walked a few blocks to a trendy-looking bar. It was still early in the afternoon, so there weren’t many people inside, but Raven didn’t plan on doing anything else for the day. She ordered a dirty martini with blue-cheese olives, excited to get some vodka in her system.

“Oh, come on! Aren’t you going to get a drink too?” Raven asked after Tad ordered a lemonade.

“I still have a lot of work to do tonight, but you go ahead. I won’t judge you for drinking.”

Raven shrugged, never one to feel bad about drinking alone. She woke up early that day to exercise, and then she had her class with Tad, so she was more than ready to stop for the day. Raven and Tad talked about his neighborhood while they waited for their drinks. Tad told Raven how he’d come into the apartment where he was living and how much he loved having the space to live and work.

“Saves you from having to spend money on a studio space, I guess.”

“Yeah, who has money for a studio?”

Raven said nothing about the stacks of money she had saved. She didn’t want Tad feeling uncomfortable in her presence, so she changed the subject to the painting she’d done right after the server dropped off their drinks.

“Why do you think I painted that broken woman?”

Tad shrugged. “Are you broken?”

“Who isn’t broken?” Raven asked with a laugh.

Tad laughed with her and took a sip from his freshly squeezed lemonade. Raven sipped her martini, staring at Tad over the rim of the glass, wondering how a man as easy-going as him could become such a force in the art world. Raven had looked him up, and his work was in many galleries around town.

“I’m sure there’s more to the painting than you being broken. There’s too much heart in it.”

“What do you want me to say, Tad?”

“Whatever you’re comfortable sharing. If that’s nothing, we can talk about the weather. I don’t mind.” Tad relaxed in his chair as he stared at Raven, breaking her down with those sexy hazel eyes of his.

Raven wanted to share what the painting was really about, but she feared that Tad would judge her. He was an easy-going guy, but how would he react when he found out that she was trans? There was so much of Raven’s life that she didn’t want to share with others, but could she really keep seeing Tad without sharing more of herself? There was something developing between them, and Raven didn’t want what they had to be based on a lie.

“The painting is about me and my life.”

“What about your life?”

“I’ve been at a crossroads for the past few months, not knowing which way I should go.”

“You seem to have it together to me.”

Raven shook her head. She could fool the world into believing she was okay, but she couldn’t keep doing it to herself. Raven needed to walk away from her life at Liz’s to find out who she was and what she wanted. Raven knew it was time, but she was afraid to take the leap.

“I wish I had it together.”

“What’s wrong?” Tad asked.

Raven waved her hand in her face, cursing herself as tears formed in her eyes. She didn’t have time to cry. Not in front of this man who was crushing on her, but Raven felt so overwhelmed. She’d been putting all her emotions onto the canvases, and Tad had seen it all. He only had to take one look at her paintings to know she was going through something.

“You can tell me, Raven. I won’t judge.”

Raven sucked in a sharp breath and downed the rest of her martini in one gulp. She picked up her glass and gestured to the server to bring her another one. She hated getting drunk, but she needed the liquid lubrication if she was going to tell Tad even a fraction of what she was going through.

“Did you know that I’m trans?”

“You’ve hinted at it, so I assumed, but you never said it outright.”

“Doesn’t that bother you?”

“Why would it bother me?” Tad asked. “You’re an amazing person, Raven, and that’s all I see. Is your painting about being trans?”

Raven shook her head. “Yes and no. It’s about more than that,” Raven said with a big sigh. She didn’t want to go into all the details about her parents and how basically the last few years of her life were her constantly rebelling against them. All this time that Raven thought she was free, she was still a prisoner to their beliefs.

“What is it about, Raven? You can trust me. I’m your friend,” Tad said and reached out his hand to cover Raven’s. He rubbed his thumb over the back of her hand, looking up at her briefly. “I would like to be more than that too, maybe, if you’re into me like I’m into you.”

Raven blushed as Tad’s gentle touch sent waves of pleasure throughout her body. She stared into his hazel eyes, feeling like she could trust him with the most vulnerable parts of her heart. She was nervous, but at least telling him would explain all the emotions she’d been pouring onto the canvases.

“You might not be saying that after I tell you what I want to say.”

“Try me,” Tad said with a cocky smile.

Raven took a deep breath before telling Tad all about how controlling her parents were. How she studied engineering to please them, even though she hated the subject. Raven confessed how often she used to walk past the art classes on campus, longing to join them, yet she never did.

“That must have been crushing,” Tad said when Raven paused to sip her fresh martini.

“It was, but I soldiered through until I got my master’s in engineering, just like my parents wanted.”

“What does that have to do with the painting that you made today?”

Raven sighed, wishing she didn’t have to confess that she’d become a girly boy out of spite for her parents. Raven loved being a girl, but she still wasn’t sure if she would always be a girl.

“You’re kidding,” Tad said when Raven finally found it in her to confess the truth.

“I wish I were, but that’s the truth. I came to Los Angeles and did everything I could think of to get back at my parents, which included working in a strip club as a girl. It wasn’t even supposed to go this far, but then I got a different job.”

“A different job?”

Raven shook her head, knowing she’d already said too much. “I’ll tell you all about that another day.”

“That’s fine, but surely part of you has always wanted to be a girl. I would never think to become a female stripper, even if they paid me a ton of money.”

“Maybe that’s true, but I’m not sure I would have done anything about my latent desires if it weren’t for my parents and how controlling they were.”

“That’s too bad. Is it bad that I’m glad all that madness led you to my class?”

“I could have found my way to your class even without the drama,” Raven countered.

“We both know that isn’t true. You would probably be more famous than me.”

“Perhaps we would have met at a party. What are you, anyway? Gay? Bi? Straight?”

“I’m open to experiences,” Tad said in that smooth voice of his that made the hairs on Raven’s arms stand at attention. She felt so attracted to the man sitting across from her, yet she didn’t want to rush into anything. Sex meant little to a girl who had it for money. She wanted romance. Intimacy.

“Perfect,” Raven said. “Do you like dancing?”

“Yeah, I love it.”

“Let’s get out of here. I heard of an amazing party happening tonight, you know, if you can skip whatever work you were planning to do.”

Tad smirked. “Are you driving?”

“Sure,” Raven said. She flagged down the server to pay for their drinks, telling Tad not to worry about it when he tried to pay, but she said nothing when he bought their drinks at the bar. She didn’t want him to know that she was flush with cash, at least not until she got to know the man a bit better.

Raven and Tad made their way to the dance floor. They pressed their bodies together and danced. Then they stared at each other, and there was only one logical thing left to do. Raven closed her eyes first. Tad second. Their lips got closer and closer together, and then it was like an explosion of fireworks going off as they kissed for the first time.

A real kiss from a real man.

It was everything Raven didn’t know she needed.
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“You have the room key, right?” Sparkle asked Cinnamon as they walked toward the hotel where Yolanda was waiting for them. She’d requested both of them, and the girls were ready to deliver.

“Yeah,” Cinnamon said and pulled the key out of her purse. “Yolanda dropped it off at the house during her lunch break.”

“That woman sure is naughty.”

“Let’s give her an evening to remember,” Cinnamon said as she looked at Sparkle with bright eyes. Sparkle nodded just as they were reaching the entrance. They were both wearing loose tops and skirts with crotchless panties beneath them. They also had on three-inch stilettos and were feeling on top of the world as they stepped into the lobby.

Cinnamon waved her keycard at the guy standing behind the desk. He gave the girls a curt nod as they walked over to the elevators. They walked like they owned the hotel. Cinnamon pressed the elevator button with a dainty hand, feeling more than a little excited to see Yolanda.

“Are you nervous?” Sparkle asked as the elevator ascended to the floor where Yolanda was waiting.

“Not really. Are you?”

Sparkle nodded. “A little bit, but I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“It will be fine,” Cinnamon said and took Sparkle’s hand.

Sparkle smiled at Cinnamon, and then the elevator doors slid open a second later. Cinnamon stepped out of the elevator first, and Sparkle followed closely behind her. They were giddy as they walked down the hallway, both excited to give Yolanda the pleasure she deserved.

“Fuck, now I’m getting nervous,” Cinnamon said as they approached the door.

“Me too, but we’ll be fine.”

Cinnamon nodded and held the key with a tight grip. They were standing outside Yolanda’s door a moment later. Cinnamon looked over her shoulder one last time before swiping the key over the digital lock. The light flashed green, and Cinnamon turned the knob.

There was music playing inside the hotel room when Cinnamon pushed open the door. She glanced at Sparkle before stepping forward toward the music. It was a smooth jazz sound, perfect for making sweet love, and Cinnamon was already getting horny as she thought about sliding into Yolanda’s wet pussy.

“There you are,” Yolanda said when Cinnamon and Sparkle emerged from the hallway.

Yolanda had booked a suite, complete with a sitting area and a huge king-size bed. She was wearing nothing except a robe and heels, not a piece of lingerie in sight, and fuck, she looked good. Yolanda stood from the chair where she was sitting and crossed the room to her girls.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” Yolanda said. She didn’t bother to close her robe when it parted, revealing her exquisite body. Yolanda had a hand on each of their faces, staring at them with lust in her eyes. “You girls look fabulous. Did you wear what I requested?”

“Yes,” Sparkle said. “You can lift my skirt to check if you’d like.”

“In due time. I want you girls to stare at me first. Admire me.”

“I don’t see how we couldn’t,” Cinnamon said as she looked up and down Yolanda’s incredible body, desperate to slide into her, but she could tell that Yolanda wanted to take her time, and she wasn’t about to rush her favorite client.

“Great,” Yolanda said and turned away from her girls. She walked over to the fridge and opened it, pulling out a bottle of white wine. “Why don’t we have some wine? I also have some cheese if you girls would like.”

“That sounds incredible,” Sparkle said.

“Make yourselves at home then,” Yolanda said and gestured toward the couch as she opened the bottle of wine and poured them glasses, not at all concerned about her open robe.

Cinnamon and Sparkle watched Yolanda as she made their drinks and fixed the cheese board, completely in awe of her feminine body. Her curves. The smoothness of her waxed crotch and how the tiny strip of hair she left led straight to those gorgeous pussy lips. Cinnamon and Sparkle shared a knowing look, ready to give Yolanda everything she desired and more.

“You sure you don’t want any help?” Cinnamon asked when Yolanda walked over with the first glasses of wine.

“Oh, I’m fine! Stay right there!”

Cinnamon nodded as Yolanda went over for the third glass of wine and the cheeseboard. She set them on the table in front of the couch and took a seat in the chair, spreading her legs slightly. Sparkle and Cinnamon both moaned, which brought a smirk to Yolanda’s lips.

“See something you like, girls?”

“You know damn well that we do,” Sparkle said as she stared directly at Yolanda’s glistening pussy.

Yolanda licked her lips and squeezed her legs together, letting out a little moan. One she couldn’t control. One that sent a chill down her spine. Yolanda wanted nothing more than for her girls to be plugging her holes, but she needed to be patient.

“Why don’t you girls take off your skirts?”

Sparkle and Cinnamon shared a look before standing to do exactly what Yolanda asked. Yolanda bit her lip as the girls slowly pulled down their skirts, revealing their crotchless panties. Sparkle was already a little hard, and Cinnamon was a touch plump herself.

“Fuck, you girls are so sexy. Take off the tops too! Let’s get comfortable.”

Cinnamon and Sparkle got down to their lingerie. They were both wearing bras and crotchless panties, and they hadn’t bothered taking off their heels, as they knew how much Yolanda loved it when they were wearing heels.

“Damn, would you look at those beautiful cocks?”

Sparkle and Cinnamon glanced at each other and grinned as Yolanda stared at their cocks, crossing and recrossing her legs every few seconds, like she could barely contain her desire.

“What would you like us to do, Yolanda?” Sparkle asked.

“Come stand by me.”

Cinnamon and Sparkle walked over to Yolanda and stood on each side of her. Yolanda looked at each of their cocks, which were dangling in her face, tempting her to no end. Yolanda downed her wine in one big gulp and set her glass on the table before turning her attention to the sexy, feminine cocks.

Yolanda wrapped her hands around both their cocks, looking at each of her girls in the eyes as she slowly stroked their womanhoods as her own burned with desire. Yolanda pulled Sparkle by her cock, guiding Sparkle’s thick, dripping member to her mouth.

Sparkle gasped when Yolanda wrapped her lips around her erect womanhood. Sparkle moaned loudly as Yolanda slid Sparkle’s cock all the way to her throat, breathing through her nose as she let Sparkle’s dick go as far as it could.

Cinnamon watched in awe as Yolanda sucked Sparkle’s cock while she kept stroking hers. Cinnamon was fully erect, eager for Yolanda to wrap her lips around her cock, and it wasn’t long before she finally did.

Yolanda pulled off Sparkle’s member to suck Cinnamon’s cock, bobbing her head slowly as she worked. Sparkle pushed on the back of Yolanda’s head, which made the woman moan loudly as she tried to fit as much of Cinnamon’s eight-inch cock into her mouth as she could.

“That’s right, girl! Suck her thick cock!”

Yolanda released Sparkle’s cock to reach between her legs. She spread her thighs and placed a hand on her pussy, moaning as she rubbed her womanhood gently. Sparkle and Cinnamon watched Yolanda pleasuring herself as she continued bobbing her head along Cinnamon’s thick shaft.

Yolanda pulled off Cinnamon’s cock a moment later and gasped, looking up at her girls as she wiped her slobbery mouth. She still had a hand on her pussy, looking broken and needy, like she couldn’t go another second without having one of the girls inside of her.

“It’s always been my dream to be split roasted, girls.”

“We’re here to make your dreams come true, baby.”

“That’s right,” Cinnamon echoed. “Tell us how you want it. Sparkle and I are here to please you.”

Yolanda bent her head back and let out a scream as she fingered herself. She had her eyes closed as she kept going. Cinnamon and Sparkle stared at each other, not knowing what to do, until Yolanda yelled at them.

“Take turns licking my pussy!”

Cinnamon and Sparkle dropped to their knees without a second thought, climbing between Yolanda’s spread thighs. Cinnamon went in first, licking Yolanda’s swollen lips and clit as she held her fingers in her hole, moving them slowly, shaking the windows with the loud moans coming from her lips.

Sparkle kissed Yolanda’s thighs as Cinnamon licked her pussy, which only made Yolanda scream louder, but they weren’t worried about the hotel workers. They weren’t worried about the other guests. They were too lost in the moment, too focused on pleasuring their woman.

Yolanda held down Cinnamon’s head when she was getting close. Sparkle kissing her thighs was sending her over the edge, and Yolanda didn’t want to stop. She wasn’t afraid of falling, especially when a pool of bliss was awaiting her. No jagged rocks. No obstacles. Nothing but crystal-clear water.

“Fuck!” Yolanda screamed as she started cumming all over Cinnamon’s face. She cursed again and again as the waves of pleasure crashed over her body, sending her to the clouds. Yolanda held Cinnamon in place until her body was floating back down to earth, but she was far from finished. “Stick a dick in me!”

Cinnamon pulled away from Yolanda’s pussy when she released her face. She was covered in Yolanda’s nectar and her delicious smell. She licked her lips as she watched Sparkle get into place, still wearing her crotchless panties and bra.

Her big breasts swayed gently as she pushed into Yolanda’s accepting hole. Cinnamon watched in awe as Yolanda’s pussy gushed all over Sparkle’s cock as she pushed deeper into her hole, and she kept watching until Yolanda begged her to stick a cock in her mouth.

Cinnamon hopped to her feet and stood by Yolanda’s side. She grabbed the back of Yolanda’s head and guided her mouth to her cock, which was dripping with precum and looking so sexy as it dangled out of the crotchless panties.

Sparkle picked up speed, so Cinnamon did the same. Yolanda relaxed and let the girls use her body, loving every second.

Sparkle and Cinnamon shared a knowing look seconds later. They pulled out of Yolanda, leaving her desperate and frustrated, but they wouldn’t keep her waiting for long. Sparkle lifted Yolanda into her arms and walked her over to the bed, placing her on her hands and knees.

Cinnamon climbed behind Yolanda while Sparkle got in front of her, and then they pushed into Yolanda at the same time. Yolanda screamed, but the sounds were muffled since Sparkle’s cock was stuffing her mouth. Sparkle and Cinnamon shoved their dicks deeper into Yolanda, but the sounds coming from Yolanda’s mouth told them that she loved it, that she wanted them to push her further, so that was what they did.

Both Cinnamon and Sparkle picked up speed as they used Yolanda’s holes for their pleasure, giving her pleasure in return. Cinnamon’s eyes rolled around, and her balls tightened, but she wasn’t about to cum. Not until she was making her woman cum a second time.

Sparkle held Yolanda by her hair, shoving her cock in and out of Yolanda’s mouth, staring into her woman’s eyes as she took it. Sparkle only broke eye contact when Cinnamon nodded her head, suggesting that they switch positions without saying a word.

Yolanda groaned when the girls pulled out of her, but she reached between her legs to touch her needy pussy as she waited patiently for the girls to switch positions, and it wasn’t long until they were shoving their cocks back into her.

Sparkle filled Yolanda’s pussy, and Cinnamon stuffed her mouth, but Yolanda couldn’t stop rubbing her clit. She was so close to a second orgasm that it hurt. Her body felt like an inferno, like a volcano about to erupt.

The girls weren’t far behind her, both ready to give Yolanda their loads, both ready to release the tension and tightness in their bodies. Yolanda moaned loudly on Cinnamon’s cock as she got closer, and Sparkle could feel her pussy tightening and releasing.

“You gonna bust another load, girl?” Sparkle asked as she fucked Yolanda with every inch of her cock, pulling out slowly and slamming back into her, making Yolanda scream on Cinnamon’s cock.

Yolanda nodded and made confirmation noises without breaking contact with Cinnamon’s cock. She kept rubbing her clit, and then it was over. There was no going back now that she was this close to cumming. She pulled her mouth off Cinnamon’s cock and screamed as she started cumming all over Sparkle’s rod.

Cinnamon watched Yolanda’s ecstasy face as she beat her cock. Her balls were tight, and she was ready. She reached out to grab the side of Yolanda’s face and shoved her cock into Yolanda’s mouth, releasing her load a second later, and Yolanda swallowed every drop as she kept cumming.

Sparkle also lost control as Yolanda’s pussy milked her cock, so she pushed her cock as deep as she could and shot her load into Yolanda’s sweet pussy while Yolanda screamed from the pleasure coursing throughout her body.

The girls all collapsed to the bed a moment later, kissing and cuddling and touching, far from finished for the night. Yolanda was paying a lot of money for her girls, and she planned on getting her money’s worth.
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Raven and Tad still hadn’t done more than kiss, but they were spending a lot of time together. Their relationship had evolved past teacher and student, and Raven knew it would only be a matter of time before they fooled around, but she wanted to be free of her clients before that happened. She didn’t want to have to cheat or lie or do anything deceitful to Tad.

Raven had plenty of money, and it was about time that she moved on from Liz’s house, even if giving up the job she had as one of Liz’s girls was a difficult decision, especially since Raven didn’t have any concrete plans about what she would do once she stopped.

She didn’t have a fancy job lined up in New York like Poppy did, but maybe that would be for the best. Raven couldn’t imagine starting a job as an engineer. She honestly couldn’t imagine doing anything except painting for a year or two, and maybe that was fine.

Raven could rent an apartment and some studio space. She didn’t need to buy a condo or a house just because that was what she thought she should do. Raven could chart her own path, even if she and Tad didn’t stay together forever, they could at least have something real.

It'd been ages since Raven had a real relationship, and she was craving one more than anything. She would forever feel indebted to Liz for giving her this opportunity, but it was time for someone else to be one of Liz’s girls.

Sparkle, Cinnamon, and Tangerine were all sitting in the shared living room when Raven stepped out of her bedroom. The girls spent a lot of time in the living room since it was spacious and had a television and plenty of comfy seating. There were also vanities and books and magazines and board games. Anything the girls needed to avoid boredom.

“Hey, guys.”

“What’s up, Raven?” asked Tangerine.

Raven sighed as she plopped down onto an empty chair and faced the other girls. Now that she was sitting in front of them, Raven felt a heaviness in her chest. So much had happened since she was the newest girl like Cinnamon, and it felt criminal leaving them, but Raven knew it was time to spread her wings.

“Raven, what’s wrong? Why do you look like that?” Sparkle asked when Raven hadn’t said a word.

“I don’t know where to begin.”

“You can tell us anything. Promise,” Tangerine said and offered Raven a sympathetic smile. They were once something of enemies, but Tangerine was growing fond of Raven and hoped to consider the woman as a friend well into the future.

Raven took a deep breath and pushed her hands through her hair. Then she nodded, looking a touch crazy, but she felt crazy, so her outward expression matched what was happening internally.

“It’s time for me to leave!” Raven blurted before she lost her nerve again. She didn’t want to leave the girls, but she couldn’t stay in the house. As much as she loved making thousands in a night, Raven had some self-exploration to do. She needed to figure out who she was when she wasn’t feeling spiteful about her parents.

“What? You’re leaving?” asked Tangerine.

“No way! Why?” asked Cinnamon.

“Are you sure that’s what you want to do?” added Sparkle.

Raven nodded. She knew the girls would have questions, but Raven felt even more sure about her decision now that she’d finally said it aloud. She was ready to see what life would be like without Liz keeping her safe.

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

Raven spoke with such certainty that none of the girls could question her decision. Raven felt a million times lighter now that she had confessed what was going through her mind, and she felt ready to tell Liz now that she’d told the girls, but she answered their many questions first.

Raven told the girls about her doubts, her fears, and her dreams. She told them that she just wanted to paint and maybe have a real relationship for once in her life, and the other girls were nothing but supportive.

“So, do you have anyone in mind to take your place?” asked Cinnamon.

Raven shook her head. “No, but I’m sure Liz can find someone.”

“Actually, Sparkle and I know someone who would be perfect. His name is Willie, and he was at that UCLA party that we went to. Don’t you think he would be perfect, Sparkle?”

Sparkle nodded, adding a few lines about Willie and how good of a girl he’d make. Raven grinned, feeling even lighter now that she didn’t have to worry about finding a replacement.

“Can you guys send me a picture of him? I’m going to tell Liz now, and I can tell her about Willie too.”

“Are you really sure about this?” asked Tangerine.

Raven nodded slowly. She would never regret her days as a stripper or as one of Liz’s girls, but Raven knew that it was her time to let another girl live in the house.

“I’m positive.”

Cinnamon sent Raven a picture of Willie, and then Raven stood from her chair and waved at the girls before slowly leaving the room for Liz’s office, which was where she spent a lot of her time.

Raven knocked on Liz’s office door and breathed a sigh of relief when Liz told her to come in. Raven didn’t know how long she would feel this courageous, and she wanted to tell Liz that she needed to leave before she could change her mind, before she could run back to her room and quietly accept another date.

“Raven! How are you doing? What brings you to my office?”

Raven stepped into the room slowly, keeping her head bent low. Liz asked her what was wrong, and Raven shook her head.

“Do you mind if I sit?”

“Not at all, Raven! You’re always welcome in my office! You know that.”

Raven nodded and pulled out the chair in front of Liz’s desk, taking a seat. She crossed her legs and finally lifted her eyes to meet Liz’s, and Liz didn’t need Raven to say a word for her to understand why she’d shown up in her office.

“You’re leaving, aren’t you?” asked Liz.

“Please don’t be angry,” Raven said in a breath.

“Honey, why would I be angry? I’m so proud of you, Raven. You’ve grown so much since you first got to my house, and I’ve known this day would come for weeks now.”

Raven breathed a sigh of relief. When it came down to it, Liz was one of the nicest people she’d ever met. Not that Liz would let people walk over her, but she had a huge heart. She cared about every girl who came through her door.

“Thank you, Liz. I’ve been feeling so guilty,” Raven confessed.

“Most of my girls feel guilty when they ask to leave, but you’re doing nothing wrong. What is driving this desire? A lover?”

Raven shook her head. “Not really.”

“So, there is someone?”

Raven smirked, feeling like Liz could see right through her. There was more to Raven’s desire to leave than Tad, but he was a big part of the reason she was finally pushing herself. Seeing how he lived made Raven envious. She wanted to spend her days creating instead of getting ready for the next guy who’d paid thousands for her time.

“I met a guy, yes. My art teacher.”

“Oh, a little teacher and student relationship? That’s sexy,” Liz said with a bright, teasing smile.

“It’s not like that. I mean, I guess it is a little bit, but I’ve always wanted to be an artist,” Raven said and pulled out her phone to show Liz pictures of the paintings she’d done.

“Damn, girl! These are good,” Liz said as she inspected the photos more closely. “You definitely have a natural talent.”

“Thank you, Liz. That means a lot coming from you.”

“No matter where you go, Raven, you’ll always be one of my girls. If you ever need anything, I hope you won’t hesitate to call, and I hope you’ll call even just to say hello.”

Raven grinned and reached out her hand to grab Liz’s. They laced their fingers together as they stared at each other, smiling. They’d been through a lot, but in some ways, Liz was like the mother Raven never had. Raven knew that her relationship with her own mother would always be complicated, but at least she had this relationship with Liz, which was probably worth more than all the money she’d made living at the house.

“I will.”

“You better,” Liz said and pulled away her hand to wipe her eye.

“I told the girls. Cinnamon and Sparkle said they have someone in mind who might be a perfect replacement.”

“Oh, really?” asked Liz.

“Yeah, here’s a picture of the guy. He’s pretty femme already,” Raven said and turned her phone to face Liz.

Liz grabbed the phone and inspected the photo more carefully, looking at how Willie had done his makeup. He had on a somewhat masculine outfit in the picture, but he had lots of feminine qualities as well. Liz thought he would be perfect, but she had plans of her own.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Liz said as she stared at the photo. “This guy looks perfect, but I don’t know how long I’ll keep doing this.”

“You mean, having us girls?”

Liz nodded solemnly. “It’s bittersweet, but ever since Steven has come back into my life, I want to give him my full attention. We’ve been playing dress up again, and I need to do whatever I can to keep him in my life. He’s my Wren. My everything. I can’t mess things up a second time.”

Raven had never seen Liz look so serious and sad and vulnerable, especially about a man, but all the girls had seen how Liz looked at Steven. They all knew that Liz loved him more than anything, and Raven couldn’t blame Liz if she was ready to hang up the towel to focus on her own romance.

“Well, I’m sure the other girls would understand.”

“I know they would, but not taking in another girl would be the end of an era.”

“All eras come to an end eventually.”

Liz nodded, folding her lips. She bit her bottom lip as she looked away from Raven, and Raven’s heart broke. Liz cared so much about the girls and the house and giving them opportunities. Raven just never knew how much until she saw her at that moment.

“You know it’s up to you. The girls will understand if you don’t want anyone new in the house.”

“I know,” Liz said and finally turned her head to meet Raven’s gaze. “I know they’d understand, but maybe we can invite this guy. Maybe he can be our last girl.”

“Are you sure?”

“It’s worth meeting him. I have a waitlist of clients that you girls haven’t been able to get to, and I’d like to at least get those people a girl, and having one more set of hands would really help if you’re leaving, which is totally fine, Raven. When your time comes, it comes.”

Raven nodded. “Yeah, I’m not sure that I can go on another date.”

Liz reached out to touch Raven’s hand. “I understand, Raven. You’ve done more than enough for me over the past couple years, and I’m so excited to see how far you’ll go once you leave here. You’re not like everyone else. You’re a force, and you’ll conquer whatever arena you enter.”

Raven wiped her eyes and squeezed Liz’s hand. She pulled Liz’s hand to her mouth and kissed it, thanking Liz for everything. For giving her a chance. For believing in her. For providing her with the maternal love she pretty much never had.
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Wren turned from side to side as she stood in front of the mirror. She was wearing a floor-length red gown that shimmered each time she twisted her hips. She had on a brunette wig, a stuffed bra, and a thong tighter than any she’d worn in ages.

“How do you feel?” Liz asked as she came up behind Wren. She’d just put away all the makeup after applying her own in the bathroom mirror. They were at a hotel in Palm Springs, enjoying time away from the city.

“Like a million dollars, Liz. I can’t believe I still got it,” Wren said as she stared at herself. “I can’t believe I can still talk like this.”

“How long did you used to practice in the mirror?”

“Hours and hours,” Wren confessed.

Liz turned Wren around and stared at her woman. Liz’s heart had never felt so full, and she just wanted to spend every free moment that she had with Wren, making up for lost time.

“What if we go to Europe?”

“Europe?”

“Yeah! Let’s go for eighty-nine days. We can travel around the entire region. I’ll pay for everything. Just let me dress you all cute and buy you clothes and take you out to the nicest restaurants.”

“What about my job?” asked Wren.

“I know, I know. I don’t want you to quit your job, but I just want to spoil you. I want you to be Wren twenty-four seven.”

“It’s a tempting offer,” Wren said as she turned to look at herself in the mirror again. Liz stood behind Wren, playing with her hair, and staring at Wren through the mirror. There was no denying their love, but Wren was still a touch hesitant about trusting Liz fully.

“You don’t have to say yes today, but don’t we deserve some time away together?”

“We’re in Palm Springs for two days!”

“Yes, but I mean some real time away.”

“I can’t quit my job, though.”

“How long can you take off without quitting?”

“I have a few weeks of vacation time saved up,” Wren said as she admired her feminized form in the mirror. She still couldn’t believe that she looked this good as a woman in her forties. She never thought it would have been possible, and it probably wouldn’t have been without Liz’s help, but now that she was back in a dress… it felt like anything was possible.

Wren’s girly voice had returned. She remembered her feminine mannerisms. She felt like herself again, and it would be incredible to spend a few weeks prancing around Europe as a girl.

“A few weeks would be amazing! Don’t you think?”

“Yes, but what would you do with the house?”

“I’ll let Sparkle handle things. We actually have a new girl interviewing for a place in the house, but we can leave the second I’ve finished with that.”

“It’ll take at least a few days to get the time off approved.”

“So, are you saying yes?” Liz asked hopefully.

Wren took a deep breath and turned to Liz, wrapping her arms around her woman. Wren held Liz closely, so happy to be there with her, but her heart hadn’t completely healed.

“You promise you won’t hurt me again? I can’t walk down this road if you’re going to hurt me again.”

“I promise, Wren. I won’t do anything like I did ever again. Not after all those years of suffering without you.”

Wren stared into Liz’s eyes, trying to judge if she was telling the truth. Liz looked sincere. She looked like she meant what she said. They were also a lot older and wiser than they used to be, so Wren was willing to give Liz a chance, especially since she knew she would regret walking away.

“Let me talk to my boss, but I should be able to leave next week or the week after. Things have been slow at the dealership.”

“Oh, Wren! You’re the best! I promise you won’t regret it,” Liz said and covered Wren in kisses before they grabbed their purses and went out for the night.
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“Have you told Willie yet?” Sparkle asked as she and Cinnamon walked toward the entrance of the bank. They were both planning to send their families money. Not so much that the government would get suspicious of their activities, but enough to help out at the places where they no longer lived.

Sparkle and Cinnamon were both from Los Angeles, growing up in much poorer areas than Beverly Hills, so they both felt a bit guilty about their current lives and all the money they were adding to their savings, but not that guilty. They still knew how to have fun.

“Not yet. I’ve had several dates this week,” said Cinnamon.

“We’ll have to give him an interview soon,” Sparkle said.

Cinnamon nodded as she reached to open the door for them. Sparkle thanked her and stepped inside first. Cinnamon flipped her hair and pulled off her sunglasses as she followed Sparkle, switching her hips, holding her shoulders high, looking absolutely fabulous.

More than a few people turned to look at the girls, but they didn’t mind. They were used to people staring, considering they never left the house without dressing to the nine.

Sparkle approached the counter first and got her money order. Cinnamon went to the teller next to where Sparkle was standing and got a money order that was addressed to her mom. They slipped the checks into envelopes, licked stamps, slapped them on, and dropped the checks into the mailbox.

“When was the last time you went to visit your family in Inglewood?”

“It’s been too long, but all they want is my money,” Sparkle said with a shrug.

“Why do you say that?”

“I know them. Don’t worry. I’ve come to terms with them a long time ago, and the checks won’t last forever. I’ll send them as long as I’m working at Liz’s house, but they won’t get a dime the second I buy my property up north.”

“You’re savage,” Cinnamon said with a laugh.

“You don’t know the half of it. When was the last time you went to San Pedro?”

“At least since I moved into Liz’s house,” Cinnamon confessed. She couldn’t believe it’d been that long, but her family didn’t know about how she’d become a girl. They didn’t know that Cinnamon was contemplating making the transition full time. There was a lot she needed to tell her mother, but she would just send checks in Solomon’s name until that day came.

“Do you ever miss living at home?”

“I miss my family, but I don’t miss living with them.”

“Do they know about Cinnamon?”

Cinnamon shook her head. She opened her mouth to explain herself, but Sparkle placed a hand on her shoulder and told Cinnamon that she understood. Cinnamon sighed a breath of relief as she and Sparkle walked back out to the parking lot.

They got into Cinnamon’s car, and she turned to Sparkle after closing the driver’s side door. “Do you think I should call Willie?”

“Yeah! He’s probably dying to hear from you.”

Cinnamon scrolled through her contacts until she found Willie’s name. She hit the green call button and listened patiently to the dial tone in her ear. It only rang a few times before Willie answered, sounding excited as he said hello.

Cinnamon moved the phone away from her ear and placed the call on speaker phone. She held the device between Sparkle and her, telling Willie that Sparkle was also in the car. They said hello to each other quickly.

“How are you girls doing? Are you out shopping?”

“We just went to the bank. What are you doing?”

“I’m sitting at home reading over these boring textbooks. I can’t wait to graduate!” Willie said.

“Do you graduate soon?”

“Yeah, this year in the spring. Not long yet!”

“Perfect,” Cinnamon purred. “We actually called because we have some exciting news.”

“Really? Don’t play with me, Cinnamon!” Willie hollered.

“You’re quick to excitement,” Sparkle teased.

“I’ve been waiting for this call! Please tell me what I think you’re going to tell me!”

“What do you think we’re going to tell you?” Sparkle asked as Cinnamon smirked at her.

“I don’t know. You tell me!” said Willie. “I don’t want to make a fool of myself.”

“Well, the girls and I have been talking, and we’d like to invite you for an interview to become one of us.”

Willie screamed so loudly that Cinnamon had to turn down the volume of her phone. Willie was from the area, so he’d heard rumors of the girls with the Golden M necklaces, and now he had the chance to become one. It was a dream come true.

“Are you okay?” Cinnamon asked after Willie screamed for the fourth time.

Willie coughed and caught his breath. “I’m better than okay! You girls just made my day! My year!”

“We’re glad to hear it, Willie. I’ll send you a message with the details of your interview once I confirm everything with the boss. Sound good?”

“It sounds amazing!” Willie screamed and thanked the girls a million times before they were able to get Willie off the phone, but they were nothing except smiles when they finally did. Willie’s energy was contagious, and the girls couldn’t wait to have him in the house. They couldn’t wait to make him one of the girls.
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It was a couple days later when Liz invited Sparkle to her office. Sparkle had no idea what to expect from Liz, but none of the girls could ignore it when she summoned them. Sparkle took a deep breath as she stood outside of Liz’s office, telling herself that everything would be fine no matter what Liz said.

“Come in,” Liz said after Sparkle knocked on the door.

Sparkle pushed open the door to Liz’s office and was surprised to find Liz smiling from ear to ear. Liz gestured for Sparkle to take a seat in one of the chairs in front of her desk.

“You look happy, boss.”

“I’m better than I’ve been in a long time,” Liz said.

Sparkle sat in a chair across from Liz, wondering if her boss was on drugs, but she was just high on life. Liz told Sparkle how she and Wren had been to Palm Springs and to restaurants and hotels all around Los Angeles.

“You two are really getting around, aren’t you?”

“Yes, and I can’t believe that it took us this long to get back to each other, but I’m so happy that we finally have.”

Sparkle listened as Liz told her more about her adventures with Wren. Sparkle asked about their past, and Liz explained a lot, even confessing to the sins of her past.

“She must have been heartbroken.”

“More than you know,” Liz admitted. “It wasn’t my finest moment, but I’ll do everything to make it up to my Wren. Now that she’s come out of her shell again, the possibilities are endless.”

“We’ll have to meet Wren since she didn’t make an appearance at the dinner party,” Sparkle said, referring to the night that Steven came over to the house and met all the girls. “What did Wren think of us?”

“Oh, she loved all you girls! You girls really are the light of my life, and I feel so lucky to have you living here, but I’m feeling pretty confident that this new girl will be the last I ever have.”

Sparkle’s eyes widened. She couldn’t believe what Liz was telling her or how sure her boss sounded. It was sad that Liz wanted to stop letting girls live with her, but Sparkle understood that Liz couldn’t be their mistress forever. She had a life of her own to live.

“Does that mean you’re kicking us out?”

“No! I want you girls to stay as long as you like, but once you start leaving, we won’t be admitting new girls into the house. I want to focus my time and energy on my relationship with Wren. It’s the least I can do after everything that happened.”

Sparkle nodded. “I get it.”

“I knew that you would. Out of all my girls, Sparkle, I swear you’re the one who has her head twisted on right.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Sparkle said with a smile.

“It most certainly is!”

“So, why did you call me to your office?”

Liz let out a long breath and gripped the edge of her desk. “Well, as I said, I want to dedicate my time and energy to my relationship with Wren, so we’re going to Europe! Wren is requesting time off from work, and we’ll leave for the trip once we get this new girl confirmed.”

“That’s amazing! I’m so happy that you two are in a better place. You really do seem like a new person since Wren came back into your life. Where are you going in Europe?”

“All over! Spain, France, Germany, Croatia, Italy. Wherever we want, really.”

Sparkle grinned. “Must be nice.”

“Now, Sparkle, we both know that you can afford a trip to Europe. No need sounding like you can’t!”

“Your point?” Sparkle asked with a wicked grin. She couldn’t believe that Liz was going to stop being their mistress, but if Sparkle had money, Liz really had money. She had no need to work, and she deserved to focus on love if that was what she wanted.

“I’m hoping to let loose in Europe. Ooh, maybe we’ll have to go to Amsterdam. I hear they can be bad there.”

“I wouldn’t know. I don’t really like to fly over oceans.”

“The planes barely go over the ocean, but I know what you mean.”

Sparkle nodded, not having much to say about flying. She was happy for her boss, but Sparkle was saving most of her money for her dream house in the Sierra Nevada. She wanted a hot tub, a sauna, and every other luxury she could think of to spoil herself daily.

“I’m guessing you’re wondering why I called you to my office, and I promise it wasn’t to brag about a trip to Europe.”

“Is it about Willie? Cinnamon and I have already talked to him, and he’s all set for his interview.”

“No, it’s not about Willie. At least not directly.”

Sparkle lifted an eyebrow as she waited for Liz to continue.

“I want you to be in charge while I’m gone. You will always be able to call me, but Wren and I are hoping to relax in Europe for a few weeks, so someone will have to be in charge of setting appointments and collecting money. You’ll get the twenty percent of sales while I’m gone if you’re willing to cover for me.”

“I can’t believe you’d trust me doing that,” Sparkle said and touched her heart.

“There’s nobody I would trust more. So, what do you say? Will you do it?”

“Of course I will, Liz! Thank you.”

Liz stood from her desk and went over to Sparkle to give her a big hug, showing her how much she loved her girl without saying a single word, making Sparkle feel warm and bubbly inside.
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Cinnamon and Sparkle had gone to pick up Willie and were driving through the winding streets of Beverly Hills to Liz’s house as Willie excitedly asked questions from the backseat. Cinnamon and Sparkle gave him vague answers, making Willie wait until they arrived to get all the answers he desired. Cinnamon wasn’t worried, though. If the girls had given her a spot in the house, there was no way they would say no to someone like Willie.

Willie was vibrant, bubbly, and rather feminine as it was. There was still the chance that Liz could deny her, but Liz had also been busy entertaining her former slash present lover, Wren.

“Are we almost there?” Willie asked just as they were around the corner from Liz’s.

“Yep, almost there!”

Willie clapped his hands, staring out of the window. He talked about growing up in the area and attending UCLA and how excited he was to interview to become one of the girls who wore a golden M necklace.

“You might have to change your name. Will you be okay with that?” Sparkle asked as she glanced over her shoulder at Willie.

“Are you kidding? Please! Change my name! Do whatever you need to do! I’m dying to become one of the girls.”

Cinnamon and Sparkle laughed, and then Cinnamon turned into the oversized driveway a few moments later. Willie gasped when he saw the house, which looked like a small castle.

“This is where you girls live?”

“Yep! This is home,” Cinnamon said as she parked her car and killed the engine. “Are you ready to meet the other girls?”

“More than you know!”

Cinnamon and Sparkle chuckled at Willie’s enthusiastic voice, but it was sweet seeing him so excited. They all got out of the car and walked to the entrance. Willie gasped when he saw the grand foyer for the first time. Cinnamon and Sparkle told him that he hadn’t seen anything yet.

They led Willie to their shared living room upstairs. Tangerine and Raven were lounging around, waiting for their recruit to arrive. They hopped up and went over to Willie, inspecting his face. His clothes. They twirled him in a circle, wondering which outfit would look best on him for his interview with Liz.

“You found a piece of artwork, girls. She will make the perfect replacement for me,” said Raven.

Willie gushed. “Do you mean it?”

“Liz gets the last word but look how smooth your skin is. Are you already wearing makeup?”

“Yes, I even brought all my products just in case,” Willie said and gestured to the bag he was carrying. It wasn’t a purse, more like a small duffle bag with a designer label.

“Girl! You are going to kill it!”

“Don’t get her hopes up too high, Raven,” said Tangerine.

“Let’s just get Willie dressed, so we can present him to Liz,” said Cinnamon.

The girls nodded and raced around the room. They decided on a little black dress for his interview, which he could put on after they inspected his body. He had already shaved, everywhere! He was well on his way to becoming one of Liz’s girls, but he still needed to paint his nails, stuff his bra, tape down his dick, and put on a wig.

“Looks like we’re going to have another blonde in the house. Can you handle the competition, Tangerine?” asked Sparkle.

“Oh, I can handle it!” Tangerine said and winked at Willie.

Willie was feeling on top of the world, even though he was blushing like crazy as the girls powdered his face and told him what to do. They gave him some skimpy black lingerie to put on after sending him to the bathroom to tape down his dick. Willie had never used tape before, but he didn’t mind it.

He actually quite enjoyed how flat and girly the tape made his crotch look. Willie hadn’t had much courage to feminize himself completely beyond the shaved legs and foundation, but the girls were quickly shedding whatever lingering fears he had.

They stuffed his bra after making sure that his tape was done properly, and then they slipped the little black dress over his head, and Willie loved how it hung on his body. He loved how it stopped halfway down his thighs. He loved how there was a little breeze that snuck up the hole for his legs.

“How do you feel?” Cinnamon asked when she sat Willie back in the chair to finish doing his makeup.

“Amazing. I can’t believe how much you girls have transformed me.”

“Wait until we put a wig on you,” Cinnamon said and winked.

Willie gushed inside, excited to meet this Liz woman, who was the mistress of the house. The girls were giving Willie tips about how to behave and what to expect, but the advice they kept emphasizing was that there was no telling what Liz would do.

Each girl had done something different for their interview, so it all depended on how Willie presented himself, but his mannerisms were already rather feminine, and he didn’t have the most difficult time talking like a girl.

“How do I sound now?” Willie asked after practicing a few lines in the mirror. “Better?”

“Yes!” all the girls said at once. “Much better!”

Willie was about all finished getting ready, so Sparkle ran out of the room to fetch Liz from her office, and then everyone met downstairs. Liz introduced herself to Willie, who was suddenly struck with nerves, afraid that this powerful woman would reject him.

“Tell me about yourself, Willie. Why do you want to be one of my girls?”

Willie cleared his throat, remembering to use his girly voice. He told Liz that he’d grown up near the area and first heard about her girls once he was going to UCLA and had been dreaming of becoming one ever since, but he never knew how.

“So, people around town know about me?”

“My family is in the know. My last name is Behm. You might know my parents.”

Liz’s eyes widened. She indeed knew Willie’s parents, which made her wonder if she should risk taking on Willie.

“So, why should I let you live in my house? Wouldn’t I be risking more than I would gain?”

“I swear, Liz! I’ll never tell!”

“If I give you a golden M necklace, you can’t wear it around them, ever! Do you understand?”

“Completely, Liz. Please, give me a chance. I promise you won’t regret it if you do.”

Liz wanted to believe Willie, but was it worth the risk? Not that the cops could find any dirt on her. She used codenames in messages and kept money out of the system and had former clients who were high up in the police department if it came down to it.

“Show me how you walk. Show me how you can be a girl.”

Willie swallowed as he nodded slowly. He put his hands on his hips. The girls had put him in heels, which he barely knew how to use, but this was his chance to prove himself, so he took a deep breath before making that first step, but it was like that was all it took to release the woman within him.

Willie didn’t wobble. He didn’t fall. He strutted back and forth across the room like a diva, flipping his hair every chance he could. Willie couldn’t believe he’d waited this long to feminize himself. He felt fucking fabulous!

“Get it, girl!” Sparkle said and snapped her finger. “Work those hips!”

Those words from Sparkle gave Willie another boost of confidence as he twirled and walked to the other side of the room. Then he stopped dramatically and tossed his hair back, so grateful the wig didn’t fly from his head. He put his hands on his hips and stared right into Liz’s eyes.

“I’m your new girl. You know it. I know it. Let’s make it happen.”

Liz lifted an eyebrow, surprised and blown away by the change in Willie’s demeanor, but then he dropped to his knees and clasped his hands together.

“Please!”

Liz chuckled and told Willie to stand up. “Leave the room and give us girls some time to deliberate.”

Willie nodded slowly and turned on his heels to leave the room with his eyes cast to the floor. His heart was racing like crazy, and he felt like he might throw up, even though he had little reason to worry.

“So, girls, what did you think?” Liz asked after Willie had left the room.

“He’s perfect!” Raven said.

“I agree,” said Tangerine. “I hate how good he looks with that blonde wig, but maybe we could be a team.”

“Are you worried about his parents?” asked Sparkle.

“Yes and no. Willie probably doesn’t know this, but his dad was once a client. Many years ago. I doubt his parents will say anything if they found out, but it’s always a risk.”

“We can tell him no if you aren’t comfortable,” said Cinnamon.

Liz shook her head. “No, it’s fine. Willie will be the perfect last girl.”

All the girls were sad that they would be the last ones to live in Liz’s house, but they all understood why she wanted to spend more time with her lover Wren.

“So, do you girls have a name?” asked Liz.

They deliberated for a few minutes before coming up with the perfect name, and then they invited Willie back into the room. Liz already had a golden M necklace, which happened to be the last one she had in her office.

“The girls and I have talked, Willie, and we’re excited to welcome you into our home. From this point forward, your name will be Meadow. Please come get your necklace if you want to stay.”

Meadow covered her mouth, tears running down her face, ruining her makeup, but they were tears of joy. Tears of elation. Meadow crossed the room and picked up the golden M necklace with shaking hands.

“Let me help you,” Liz said and took the necklace from Meadow before placing it around her newest girl’s neck. “There you go, Meadow. Now you’re one of us.”

Meadow threw herself at Liz and gave her a tight hug, and the rest of the girls piled on before Liz could pull away, but there was nothing better than being surrounded by that much love.
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Cinnamon and Meadow were now sharing a room, at least until Raven found a place to stay, but Liz wasn’t making her rush, and none of the girls really wanted Raven to leave. Cinnamon kind of liked having a roommate. It was nice having someone to talk to without having to go out to the living room.

Liz clinked her glass with a fork, getting everyone’s attention. They were sitting at a table by the pool. It was the afternoon before Liz and Wren were due to leave for Europe, and the mood couldn’t have been happier.

“Girls,” Liz said and looked at all her girls. “I just want to thank you for everything. For all the support and love. Sometimes we fight, but that’s bound to happen when you have this many bitches living under one roof.”

Everyone laughed. Wren reached up to touch Liz’s side, and Liz smiled down at her most important girl. Her first girl. The one she was so grateful to have back in her life. Liz held Wren’s hand briefly before continuing with her speech.

“You guys know that I can be tough sometimes, but this house would be nothing without you girls.” Liz patted the edges of her eyes and reached down to squeeze Wren’s hand for stability and comfort. “You all might be the last girls who live in this house and work for me, but I want you to know that you’re always family. You’re always welcome to call or visit or send an email. I would be terribly sad if you didn’t.”

All the girls said that they would keep in touch. They said that they would never forget this experience, and they all told Liz that they loved her, even their newest addition Meadow.

“Thank you,” Liz said and touched her chest. “I don’t want to cry, though, so let’s turn up the music and drink lots of booze! I want to be a bit hungover for my flight.”

“No!” Wren protested. “Not too hungover.”

“Okay, not too hungover, but at least a little,” Liz said and winked at her girls.

“Shots!” Cinnamon hollered and ran over to grab a bottle of tequila. Everyone, including Wren, took a shot, and then the party really got started. The girls drank, they swam, they danced, and they made it a night to remember.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Cycles. This is the fifth and FINAL book of the Beverly Hills Trap House series. The girls have wonderful lives ahead of them, and I’m sure they’ll live every day to the fullest! I truly hope you enjoyed this series and spending time with this incredible group! Please consider leaving a rating or review if you liked this installment of the series.
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