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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“Jeanette, get your skinny ass over here. It’s almost your turn,” Michael hollers at me as I sit in front of the mirror to finish my makeup. He’s the manager at the club where I do drag performances to let out the girl in me. 

I’m stressing today, though. There was traffic on the way to the club, and I simply can’t go out looking how I do. “Give me a minute, Michael. Tell the other person to sing another song.”

Michael gasps and taps his pencil against his clipboard. “Don’t catch attitude, bitch. I’ll cut your name from the list.”

“Come on, Michael. Work with me,” I say in a voice much deeper than I should be using before I grace the stage. It normally takes me the entire drive to the club to prepare mentally, but I’ll have to make the switch quicker today. There isn’t time. I’m next to sing, and I’ll cut Michael if he tries to scratch my name from the list.

“One song, Jeanette. You’d better be ready. Everyone came to see you, but don’t think I won’t boot your ass out the door.”

“I know better than to doubt you,” I say. I turn back to the mirror, powdering my face with foundation. I pick up my eyeliner, darkening around my eyes. It transforms my face. Suddenly, I no longer look like a man. Henry is no longer here. I’m all Jeanette.

Michael returns. “Ready?”

I run over to the clothes on the other side of the room. There are dresses, wigs, shoes, jewelry, and everything else a girl could ever want before she graces the stage. I grab a white cocktail dress that flows to my ankles. I pair it with white heels. It’ll be the perfect look to go with my innocent-girl persona. I normally do a change or two during the show, but I might not have time tonight. Michael is in a mood, and I really just want to get this over with, so I can take my tips and run.

I match the white dress and heels with a fake diamond necklace that’ll shimmer under the lights. I slip fake diamond earrings into my earlobes, finally looking good enough to take the stage.

Nothing prepares me for what I’ll find, though.

I see him before I even step into the light. He’s the man I’ve been running from for years. The man who broke my heart. 

Otis Harper. Chicagoan royalty. His family has poured more cement around the city than any other, except we aren’t in Chicago. I moved to Omaha when his family rejected our relationship.

“Michael, I can’t go out there.”

Michael sucks in a breath with an open mouth before stomping his foot on the ground. “Don’t play with me, Jeanette. Don’t you hear them hollering your name?”

The crowd is chanting and stomping for me, waiting in the dark lights for me to take the stage. I’ve been filling the club every night I perform for the past year. It didn’t start that way, but my name has grown a lot locally. Not that most know who I am off the stage.

“Yes, but—”

“No, Jeanette. If you leave now, I’ll never let you perform here again.”

I curse under my breath as I glance out to the crowd, imaging what it’d be like to never receive another tip again when I can make up to five hundred in a night if my admirers are feeling generous. The thought is too difficult to bear. 

It doesn’t seem that Otis is expecting anything in particular. It doesn’t look like he’s searching for me, but how will he not recognize me? We spent countless hours together, exploring every inch of our bodies. I mumble something under my breath, but Michael doesn’t care. He pushes me out to the light.

Michael stays backstage, using a microphone to talk over the speakers. “Boys and girls, she’s who you all’ve been waiting for. Give it up for Miss. Jeanette.”

My heart jumps as the room explodes into applause, making me feel like the most special girl in the world. I gush with my hands against my chest, making eye contact with as many of my fans as I can before the music starts.

It’s a slow song from a time long ago. I close my eyes as the lyrics flow from my lips. The crowd has gone silent, listening to my falsetto. I’ve never been able to sing like a man. I’ve never wanted a deep voice. It doesn’t turn heads like a woman’s voice.

Everyone in the crowd is staring when I open my eyes for the first time while holding a high note. They roar when I take a breath and spin in a circle. There’s nothing more freeing than being on the stage. 

I almost forgot about Otis until I see him staring directly at me. The recognition in his eyes in undeniable. A small fire of shame burns within me. How many of his phone calls did I ignore? How many times did I ignore the pain when I thought about him?

Tips fall at my feet when I finish the song. I go through the motions for the next thirty minutes, giving the best performance I can to distract myself from Otis’s relentless stare. It’s like acid on my eyes every time I glance in his direction. Thank goodness I lost fifteen minutes for being late at the beginning because my mouth is wet like I might vomit.

I finish the set and rush backstage. Michael flies into the room. “Sugar, that was fabulous. Maybe it was your best performance. How much did you make?”

I stare at the bag of cash at my feet, not at all concerned about money, but I know Michael wants his cut. The club takes a percentage, and he gets something off the top. Counting money can distract me, so I grab the bag and head to the couch we have backstage. It has holes covered by duct tape. One of the legs is broken, so it sits at a slight slant because the brick that they use to hold it up is an inch too short.

“Your performances get better and better. Think you could handle an hour next time? Three costume changes. Same cut from the club,” Michael says.

I don’t mind them taking twenty percent to let me use the stage, but Otis is consuming my mind. I barely remember that I’m holding the bag of cash in my hand, sitting on the duct-taped couch. “Give me a second to breathe, Michael. I just got off the stage. Fuck.”

Michael throws up his hands. The shows are over for the night. Just the DJ until they close, so Michael is probably ready to leave. I’m ready to go too but terrified Otis is waiting for me outside or in the parking lot or somewhere else.

“Honey, would you mind counting the money? I have a hot date tonight, and I can’t have him getting distracted. Takes a lot for a bear like me to catch a fish like him,” Michael says.

I laugh and open the bag of cash, dumping it out onto the table in front of me. There are all types of bills. I even see a hundred, which makes my eyes shine. It’s one of my best nights. There’s nearly seven hundred on the table. Michael takes out his calculator to figure out the club’s and his cut. Not sure how much Michael gets, but I’m walking out of here with more than half my rent money, so I don’t care.

“See you in two weeks?”

“Yeah.”

“For an hour?”

“I’ll think about it,” I say.

Michael shrugs and walks out of the room with his cash. I normally change back to my boy clothes after a show, but I can’t risk Otis seeing me. Not after he saw me. So many years have passed. I slip on a brunette wig with a short skirt and light jacket. It’s fall, so the scarf I drape over my shoulders to obscure my face doesn’t look out of place.

Otis isn’t outside when I run across the parking lot to my car, my heels clicking against the pavement. My heart races when I slide into the driver’s seat and slam the door. I start my car and pull out of the parking lot before Otis finds me.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Otis comes back to mind as I’m sitting on the sofa eating a bowl of late-night Chinese noodles I just had delivered. I’m still a little shaky after seeing him in the club. Not even my favorite TV show can calm me. Its attempt at comedy is irritating, so I turn off the television.

I’m no longer wearing the wig or dress. I have on a pair of soft shorts and a t-shirt. My skin is smooth and moisturized after a shower. I grab a bottle of clear polish and paint my nails to give me something to do, but all I can think about is the night they found us.

Otis and I were at his condo in Chicago. I lived in the suburbs. He had an amazing penthouse loft with lake views in northern Chicago, only a quick train ride to Northwestern, where he was studying. It took my breath away the first time I saw it. I still get warm when I think about making love over the city.

Has he fucked anyone else while staring out at the water? Has he had a sex party? Otis was never reluctant to share his fortunes. He wined and dined me all over the city. He told me he loved me. That nothing could stand between us.

It broke my heart how quickly he threw me out of his life when his family walked into the room while trying to surprise him. They found us naked. We’d barely had time for Otis to pull out of my feminized ass and wrap a sheet around us before they entered the room. I was wearing a short skirt. Short enough that my dick and balls had been flopping around. I had on a garter belt and stockings and a crop top with my fake breasts on beneath it.

Otis used to love when I dressed up for him. He’d choose outfits for me to wear. Suggest colors of makeup and jewelry. I was his doll, and he couldn’t get enough of me, or so I thought.

I wipe a tear from my eye, hating myself for crying over the past. If Otis wanted me, he could have kept me. I don’t care what his family thinks. I didn’t then and don’t now. All I cared about was how it felt when he held me at night. When he told me that I looked pretty all dressed up before wrapping his lips around my dick.

No man has compared since him, but I can’t let that confuse me. Otis broke my heart and can never be forgiven.

I take a deep breath. He can’t stay in Omaha forever. He’ll leave and forget all about me. I’ll go back to the club, and all will be right in the world.

I drink an herbal tea and crash not long after, pretending that seeing Otis at the club was nothing but a dream.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

My member is hard and throbbing when I awake, Otis at the forefront of my mind. Images of him fucking me from behind fill my head. Him squeezing my breasts. Whispering into my ear. Telling me I’m the sexiest girly boy in the world.

I’m leaking precum thinking about Otis and hate every drop that bubbles at the tip of my dick, but I can’t stop myself from grabbing it. I normally sleep in a teddy with no underwear, so there are no barriers. Nothing to make me think twice.

Otis is all over me when I close my eyes, sinking deep into my accepting hole. I’m wearing a cute pink dress that Otis has hiked up past my waist. He holds it with a tight grip as he rams in and out of my wet opening. I’m leaking massive amounts of precum in my panties. 

There are times I came without even touching myself when we fucked. He'd plow my hole until thick cream spilled into my girly underwear. Those were the hottest times, especially on those afternoons when we had nothing better to do than fuck.

I close my eyes as cum spurts from my dick, soaking the hem of my teddy. My cock throbs in my fist as I open my eyes. I’m back in my room in Omaha. No longer in Otis’s penthouse loft overlooking Chicago. I used to wonder if people saw us. We never bothered closing the blinds.

Did men used to watch my girly cock flop around when Otis used my ass for his pleasure? Did they watch when I got to my knees to catch his load in my mouth? There was nothing more I loved than having his hot cream sprayed all over my face.

I grab my pillow, push it against my face, and scream. I don’t care that my hand is covered in goo and bleeding into the fabric. Otis can’t consume my thoughts. It took everything I had to get over him when I left Chicago. He was the best boyfriend a girly boy could ask for, but he broke my heart.

When it mattered most, Otis left me hanging. He didn’t defend me against his family, and I’ll never forgive him for it.

I race to my shower and wash all the nasty cum from my body. I scream when an image of Otis lying on his back with his manhood in his hand comes to mind, but the moment doesn’t escape me. It’s like I can taste him in my mouth. I can feel the weight of his member against my tongue.

I drop to my knees as the hot water runs over my body, pressing my hand into the stream that passes by it. How can he have this much power over me after all these years? How am I not fully over him? I fall back to my ass and plant my face into my hands.

I can’t sit around forever, though. My phone buzzes to remind me that I have to leave or be late for work. I dry off and rush to put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and then race out the door.


 

CHAPTER 4 

 

When I’m not doing drag for tips at the club, I work as a bartender at a popular bar. It’s not the fanciest restaurant, but we have candles on the tabletops. We wear steamed button-up shirts and will get fired if we’re assholes to the guests.

“You’re so handsome,” an older woman says. “Have I ever told you that?”

She’s been coming to my bar the past few weeks, getting more aggressive with each visit. I can’t remember her name, even though she’s mentioned it on several occasions. “You haven’t, but I appreciate the compliment.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“I’m gay.” I leave out the part where I prefer to dress up like a chick for an alpha guy, but she doesn’t need to know my business.

The woman slurs. “Gay? Ugh. Why do the cute ones always like dick? I could wear a dick if you want.” She’s already on her third cocktail. I wonder what she does for work but refuse to ask her open-ended questions. She talks for ages and always comes when I’m busiest.

I grin at her suggestion. “Tempting, but I’ll have to pass.”

“Fucking hell, sweetness. I was really hoping to get a taste of you. I’ve been told I give amazing blowjobs.”

My eyes widen, and I thank the heavens above when someone sits in the seat behind me. At least until I see who’s there. My heart falls to the pits of my stomach when Otis grins.

“Found you,” he says. “I missed an important meeting to hunt you down, but it was worth it.”

I pretend I don’t know who Otis is, like we didn’t share the most magical time of my life. Otis smirks when I grab a menu and set it in front of him, listing off our specials.

“You’re going to be like that? After everything we had?”

A memory of screaming his name hits me. He had his hand around my neck, pounding me hard. My bosom swayed. It was so fucking hot. I’m hard thinking about it.

“What’s on your mind, Henry? Thinking about all the fun we had?”

I shake my head. “You shouldn’t have come here, Otis, but I can’t turn you away. Let me know when you’re ready to order.”

He doesn’t even glance at the menu. “I’m ready. Do you have a burger on the menu?”

“It’s a turkey burger for fall. We also have some dark beers on draft,” I say.

“You know what I like. Pick your favorite,” he says.

“So, you want the burger?”

“I want a lot more than the burger, but that’ll be all for now.”

We stare at each other a moment. I hate how handsome he looks. Age has only enhanced his features. It’s only allowed more time for him to expand his muscles. He’s even more the man of my dreams now than he was then.

I turn away from Otis to punch in his order before excusing myself from the bar. There are two bartenders, so there’s someone there, but I need a break. I run to the employee bathroom in the back and lock the door. I stand in front of the mirror to splash water on my face. It’s cold and energizing, but it can’t help me escape. It can’t change the fact that Otis is sitting at my bar, waiting for my return.

I curse as I grip the sides of the sink. Why now? Why me? Wasn’t I unlucky enough when I got busted with Otis by his family? I can’t hide forever, though, so I hold my shoulders high as I walk out of the bathroom and back to the bar.

Otis’s hamburger is ready on the line. I grab it and drop it in front of him without a word as I pour his draft beer into an ice-cold pint glass. It’s dark, like his soul. I slide it in front of him and turn back to the woman who was hitting on me for a distraction.

“You’ve slept with that one, haven’t you? I can feel the sexual tension from here, and I must say, it’s fucking hot.”

I laugh, even though I want to slap the lady. How can she say such a thing? If she can feel the tension, how will I ever be able to escape it?

“Oh, you’re mistaken.”

“Please, honey. I know about these things. Give me one more drink and the bill. I want to see how this goes before I run.”

“You’re demented.”

The woman shrugs and picks up her martini glass. I shake my head as I grab my cocktail shaker and mix her another martini. She loves them with onion juice and vodka and a lemon twist. Only a drop of vermouth. It’s as strange as her personality, but everyone else sitting at my bar is off in their own world.

“Here you go,” I say.

“He can’t keep his eyes off you. You know how much I’d pay to watch you guys do it?”

I laugh. “You’re insane. Do you have like a sex dungeon or something?”

“I host parties. Let me know if you meet any straight boys as sweet as you. I’d love to have one.”

There’s a look in the woman’s eye that tells me I shouldn’t mess with her too much. She might tie me up and shove her fist up my bottom, and nobody is doing that. Not even Otis, even though I might let him try. Fuck, I’m hard again thinking about him playing with my hole from behind.

“Get over there and talk to him. What did he do that you’re giving him the cold shoulder like this?”

“He broke my heart,” I say in a whisper.

The woman throws her head back and laughs as she picks up her martini glass. “Broke your heart? Oh, boo-hoo. Have sex. Forget about the past. Give him the best head of his life and then break his heart. You’ll regret not fucking him again. I can see it in your eyes.”

I pray the music is loud enough that Otis didn’t hear this crazy lady. “Shh. Keep it down.”

“You need to loosen up. You’re lucky you like boys, or I’d have my way with you and teach you how to loosen up a bit.”

This lady is halfway through her fourth martini, but I kind of starting to like her. Maybe she’s right. Maybe I should just have wild sex with Otis and then leave him hanging. Let him see how it feels to have his heart shattered into pieces.

“What’s your name?”

“Jennifer,” she says with a chuckle. Her name is so close to my girl name, which makes me feel as though I were meant to meet her. “Don’t be afraid to have a little fun. You might regret it if you don’t. Bring me the check, handsome. Please,” she says.

I nod and turn to the computer. Otis is chewing a bite and staring right at me. I ignore him and pretend to move to the music, whispering something into my coworker’s ear about how ready I am to leave. I glance at Otis. He’s looking like he wants to know what I’ve said.

He can keep wondering. I print off Jennifer’s receipt and drop it in front of her. She writes her number on the receipt and then drops a hundred on the counter, telling me to keep the change.

“What? Are you sure? Thanks, Jennifer.”

“Call me soon. Let me know how it goes with that guy.”

I glance over my shoulder. Jennifer is heading out the door when I look back her way. I cash out her order and add the extra back to my tips. Otis is still staring at me. I finally go over to him now that my bar is nearly empty and Jennifer gave me the courage to face him.

“Why are you here, Otis? What do you want?”

“You’ve been on my mind since I saw you at the club. I loved the show. You were mesmerizing. Watching you in that white dress is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

I blush, feeling warm and fuzzy at his words. Otis used to get private shows. I’d dress up for him and sing at the penthouse. He’d throw rose petals at my feet. I used to feel like a million dollars when he looked at me, much in the same way he is now.

“Stop it,” I say.

“Stop what?” he asks.

I hate it when he plays dumb. When he acts like he doesn’t know the spell he has over me. “Stop being charming. It’s not fair.”

“It’s not an act, Henry. Or should I call you Jeanette?”

There’s nothing more that I want than to hear him holler my name as we make love. “I’d prefer you call me nothing. It took me so long to get over you that I left Chicago. What are you doing in Omaha?”

“I’m here for a meeting about concrete, but I sent a junior manager instead while my assistant and I hunted you down. We went to your old job first. That bar by the stadium, but they told me you didn’t work there anymore, so it took a bit longer to find out you worked here.”

“That’s called stalking, Otis. I’m happy now, and as much as I loved our fun times, I can’t just have sex with you.”

“You think I’d miss an important meeting and spend all day hunting you down for sex? I’ve never stopped thinking about you. I’ve never stopped wanting you, and you only turn me on more now. You’ve perfected Jeanette. You looked like an angel on that stage.”

“Excuse me, sir? Can I have my bill?” a man calls from the other side of the bar. He’s one of the few remaining patrons. I print his receipt, thinking about everything Otis has said, considering if it’s truth or fiction. The man pays, and I still haven’t decided.

Otis waves me over. He places a hotel room key on the table. “I’m staying downtown. Here’s the key to my room. I’d love to have some alone time with you. With Jeanette. Come over later, even if it’s late. Sleep won’t matter if you’re in the room.”

I glance at the room key on the counter. Is he being serious? There’s no way I can just go to his hotel room. I can’t get dressed up after work. Not for him. I slide the key back to him.

“No, Otis. This won’t work.”

“You don’t have to come but take the key. Think about it. Turn on the lights and call my name if you come. I won’t be angry, and if you don’t come, I’ll just be sleeping. I need to go. Bye, beautiful.” Otis stands.

What can I say? He’s giving me a choice. An impossible one, but it’s mine to make. “Bye, Otis. It was nice seeing you.”

“Likewise,” he says and heads out the door.

I curse and slip the room key into my pocket, not at all sure what I’ll do.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

It’s two in the morning, and I can’t even think about sleeping. I got home from work an hour ago and jumped in the shower. I grabbed a teddy when I got out, but then I tossed it aside to put on a lightweight sweater with a pink pleated miniskirt. It’s a skirt Otis would recognize because he fucked me while I was wearing it on more than one occasion.

I keep putting on makeup, even though I’ve told myself to stop. Have I lost my mind? If I go to that hotel, there’s no telling what’ll happen, but I can almost guarantee it’ll include lifting the hem of my skirt and parting my cheeks.

I hate that I can’t stop myself from slipping on a pair of pumps. I grab a purse and head out the door. There’s no traffic in Omaha at night. It’s like the entire city is sleeping as I drive to Otis’s hotel downtown.

Nobody gives me a sideway glance when I enter the lobby. I flash the workers my key with their logo, and they go back to what they were doing. I take the elevator up to Otis’s floor, which is near the top of the building. He’s always searching for spaces with views.

I stand outside his hotel room. The hallway is as quiet as the city and has a faint smell of spilled beer. I wonder if people were partying earlier. If they were, the party has since stopped. I check my phone and curse when I see it’s almost three.

I turn the key over in my hand several times, playing different scenarios in my head, but whatever happens will differ from what I can predict.

Before I can turn around, the door opens. Otis is standing on the other side, wearing nothing except a robe and underwear he likely just slipped on to answer the door. He’s never been one to sleep in clothes.

“I thought I heard something. Come in,” he says.

I swallow and step inside.

***

Otis was sleepy when he opened the door but seems wide-awake now. He mixed us cocktails at the bar inside his room. I’ve never seen a hotel room this nice, but I shouldn’t be surprised. Otis has probably only gotten richer and flashier as time passed.

“I never knew Omaha was so beautiful,” Otis says as we sit in front of the window overlooking the city. 

“It is gorgeous,” I say. The Missouri River shimmers in the darkness with all the lights bouncing off it. I can see for miles in several directions. Otis slips his hand onto my thigh as I stare at the scenery, distracting me.

“Not as gorgeous as you, Jeanette. You’ve always been such a pretty girl.”

My girly dick twitches as his hand lingers on my thigh. I’ve been wanting him for years, and here we are. Sitting in a fancy hotel. Tipsy on cocktails that taste too sweet, but I’d never criticize Otis’s bartending skills. He’s plenty skilled in other areas. One in particular that I can’t seem to shake.

“Thanks, Otis. You’ve always been a handsome man. How’s your family?”

Otis frowns, but he doesn’t take his hand away from my thigh. He leans closer to me, enveloping me with the scent of his faded cologne. “You don’t know how sorry I am about everything that happened with them. If I could change the past, Jeanette, I would.”

“We’d all change the past if we could. That’s not how life works, Otis.”

“Forgive me. We were so young. I tried to find you before to apologize, but you’re unlisted.”

“I removed my name from every registry I could so you wouldn’t find me.”

“How long did you wait before leaving Chicago?”

My heart aches as the past comes back to me. Sitting at the bus station with a suitcase of my belongings and not a care in the world for the lease I was breaking. Tears streamed down my bare eyes. I didn’t have on my girl clothes, so people were staring at me with judgement, like they’d never seen a man cry.

“I left the next day.”

“You should have waited, Henry. I loved you. It was shock. I searched and searched, but you were nowhere to be found.”

“You’d promised to protect me, and the second the waters got choppy, you sent me overboard. That night broke me. I was on top of the world and came crashing back to reality when your family stared at us. The sheet wrapped around our soiled bodies. The air filled with the smells of sex. I’ll never forget how they looked at us. How your mother screamed. How you sat there in silence while I tried to explain.”

Otis frowns, like he’s reliving the pain. His parents had already known me as Otis’s best friend, so it was easy for them to recognize me beneath the womanly exterior.

“You don’t know how badly I wish I could go back and do that night over, but I can’t. I was a coward and made a mistake. You don’t have to forgive me. Seeing you again has been enough of a treat.”

We sit in silence as I consider my options. Jennifer from the bar comes to mind. Her suggestions. It’s been too long since I’ve had sex. There are condoms in my purse. I can fuck Otis and leave, never to call him again. One last time to wipe that night clean from my mind.

“I will never completely forgive you, but I still want to fuck. Unless you’ve contracted something since we were together.”

Otis shakes his head. “I’m clean, but I don’t have any condoms. I’m not nearly as horny as I used to be.”

“Oh?” I turn to Otis and place my hand on his leg. We’re still dangerously close, and my girly cock is hard thinking about him sliding into my cave. I want him to spread my walls. No man has in almost a year, and the last guy I had came far too quickly. “So, are you inexperienced or something?”

Otis smirks as I rub my hand up and down his thigh. I glance at his bulge and see it thickening with desire. “Ha. I just can’t find a woman who compares to you, so I prefer to use my fleshlight and watch movies. Trust me, I can last until the sun comes up if you want me fucking your sweet ass that long.”

My hole twitches at his words. I doubt he could really last the hours we had until morning, but I’m glad he’s still treating himself to sessions. I’d hate for him to cum seconds after entering me. Not when I’m this horny. This desperate for touch. I want to give him the best ass of his life, and then dump his ass. Leave him high and dry. Make him miss me as much as I missed him.

I climb onto Otis’s lap and straddle his hips. I push my fingers into his hair as I lift and drop my ass above his dick. He reaches around and places his hands under my pink skirt, gripping my ass cheeks. He spreads them, even though I’m still wearing my panties, and I lose all sense of myself.

Fuck, maybe this won’t be so easy. I glance down at Otis, and he’s staring at me with that lusty glaze in his eyes, and it undoes me. Before I know what’s happening, I’m kissing all the way down Otis’s manly body. It’s so much more muscular than I remember. So much thicker and juicier, or have I really been out of the game this long?

“Damn, I missed those sweet lips. You’re so fucking sexy, Jeanette. When I saw you on the stage, I hoped it’d lead to this.”

“Shut up,” I say to Otis before he ruins it. “Don’t say another word. I just want your dick.”

Otis grunts as I pull down his underwear and whip out his big, manly dick. It’s so thick and flops down in front of my face. I moan and lick my lips, getting hard in my panties. I pull up the sleeves on my lightweight sweater before reaching forward to wrap my hand around the base of Otis’s cock.

He watches me as I part my lips and take him into my mouth, staring at him through hooded eyes as I move my lips down his cock until it makes me choke. I cough and remove my lips to catch my breath. Otis cups his hand under my ear and rubs my earlobe. I caress his balls, realizing how much I’ve missed having sex with Otis. How much I’ve missed having him in my life.

My girly cock throbs in my panties, and I want Otis to fuck me before I fall anymore in love. This is about sex. It’s not about getting back together. We can’t have a future. It’s impossible after how Otis dropped me from his life.

I stand up, and Otis reaches out. He’s completely naked now, looking all handsome and manly. I’m still in my sweater and skirt and heels, but I’ll probably keep wearing the skirt and heels.

I bend over in front of Otis, reaching down for my purse, making sure Otis gets a glimpse of my panties. He groans and stands. He crosses the room in a few quick strides. I have the condoms in my hands and pop up as he grabs me from behind. His hard dick pops up beneath my skirt and presses into my ass through the panties.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy. I love how girly you look, but I love that you still have this.” Otis touches my dick, and I gasp. It’s so sensitive and hard. I’ve been throbbing in my panties since I pulled down Otis’s underwear.

Otis grabs my panties and pushes them to my feet. He pushes me forward, bending me over, which naturally lifts my skirt. I try to step out of my panties, but Otis rips them in half and tosses them to the side. Then he reaches up and spreads my ass cheeks before sticking his tongue against my hairless hole.

I gasp as he licks my entrance, teasing me open with the tip of his tongue. I hold my ankles with closed eyes, letting Otis do what he will. He reaches around and grabs my cock to stroke it, but everything he’s doing to my body feels so amazing. It has me close to cumming, so I push him away.

Otis chuckles. “You close?”

“Stick it in me. I need to feel that dick,” I say in my girly voice.

Otis doesn’t listen. He holds my cheeks apart and keeps eating my hole, making me more desperate for his dick by the second. I need him inside me. I need him thrusting his hips, fucking me for his pleasure. Using me like the obedient girl I am.

Otis slips his finger into my wet opening. Then he adds a second. He thrusts them, and I moan. I gasp. I bounce my ass on his fingers, wishing they were his cock. He smacks my ass. I toss the condom by his hard, swaying dick and beg him to fuck me.

“You want his dick?”

“I need it, Otis.”

“You forgive me?”

“Shut up and fuck me. Damn,” I say. My voice slips, but Otis doesn’t mind. He stands and grabs my wrist, pulling me toward the bed.

Otis pushes me to the bed and flips me over to my hands and knees. He pulls me to the edge, still standing on the floor. He lowers my hips until they’re in the perfect position to fuck me. 

“You have lube?” he asks.

“Shit, yeah. There’s a little bottle in my purse,” I say. I move, but Otis stops me. He walks across the room and grabs my purse, tossing it to the bed. I get the lube and pass it to him. He lathers his dick before pressing his tip against my hole.

I grip the sheets beneath me as he pushes. His cock spreads my hole. It hurts, but it’s everything I’ve wanted. I collapse forward, my fake breasts pressing against the bed. Otis grips the waistline of my skirt as he pushes deeper into my expanding hole. It’s been a long time since I’ve taken a dick, but I’m ready. Otis isn’t the only one who plays with toys.

Otis groans as his cock gets swallowed by my hole, connecting us for the first time in years. I know it’s him behind me. His cock hasn’t changed. Neither has his smell. We’re in a different city, but there’s still a city view outside the window. It’s almost overwhelming as Otis picks up speed, but I ignore my growing doubts as he fucks me.

“Yeah, baby. Give it to me,” I say.

“I’ve missed this sweet ass,” Otis says as he fucks me.

I squeeze my walls around his manhood like he used to love. He’s noticing by the gibberish of sounds falling from his mouth. He smacks my ass and lifts one foot to the bed, fucking me with a bent knee. His hands gripping my hips. My hard cock flopping between my thighs, threatening to cum at any second if Otis keeps hitting my spot.

“I’m getting close,” he says through grunts.

I reach between my legs and hold my dick. “Me too.”

Otis slips a finger into my ass, stretching my hole even further. I’m dripping wet for him by this point and love the extra pressure. Otis is moaning like he loves how it feels to have his dick sliding against his finger.

It’s not long before Otis drops his extra finger and pushes deep. His dick vibrates within me, telling me he’s unloading. I stroke my cock, and it doesn’t take much until I’m leaving a puddle beneath me.

Otis falls out of my hole, pulls off his condom, and tosses it to the floor. He reaches around to stroke my dick, but I’m already going soft. He touches the cum beneath me. “Fuck, that’s a big load.”

“Oops.”

“Will you spend the night?” he asks.

“Sure,” I say.

Otis grins like a fool. We shower and take off the top sheet before sliding into bed. He’s asleep seconds later, but I can’t fall asleep. Soft hues of blue light the sky, promising a sunrise. Otis is breathing heavily minutes later, so I take the chance to slip on my sweater and skirt and heels. No use bothering with the panties Otis destroyed. I grab everything of mine I can find and slip out of the door, telling myself it’ll be fine if I never see Otis again. Praying for it, actually.

He doesn’t have my number. No idea of my address. He might know where I’m working now, but I’ll be finding a new place to tend bar soon and won’t tell anyone where I’m going this time.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

I’m on stage at the club two weeks after Otis’s visit. He’s all I can think about as I sing one of my favorite songs. The crowd watches me with admiration in their eyes. Can they hear my pain in the words? Every line of the ballad makes me wish Otis had held me so tightly I couldn’t have left.

But he didn’t, and he hasn’t called. I’ve decided to keep my job. Otis is never coming back. He’s never coming to find me. What we had was just sex, like I’d wanted, I think. Why is love so confusing?

I hold the last note of the song until long after the music stops. It’s the last one of my set. I saved this song for last to get this toxic feeling off my chest and don’t stop singing until I can’t hold another breath.

The crowd explodes when I move the microphone from my lips. They throw countless dollar bills at my feet. I hold my chest and gush, feeling the luckiest girl in the world.

Never in a million years did I think I would live in Omaha before I pulled up the map after that incident at Otis’s and decided Omaha was the place I wanted to go. I showed up with a suitcase and a dream to live a new life. Omaha has been good to me, but I can’t stop thinking about the life I had in Chicago.

My parents still live in there in the suburbs. I’ve been back to visit a few times, but I haven’t seen the lake in ages. I haven’t seen all the skyscrapers and high-end shopping centers. The fabulous restaurants and exclusive condo buildings. I used to feel like a little ant lost in a massive, luxurious cage.

I gather all the cash into a big purse. Michael is sitting on the couch when I get backstage.

“Another amazing night,” he almost sings. “I bet you made a killing.”

I lift the purse. “Bag feels pretty heavy.”

“Need help counting?”

I shake my head and sit on the couch next to Michael before turning the bag over above the table, watching the waterfall of cash in awe. I get to counting, but it’s clear Michael has something on his mind.

“Is everything okay?”

Michael beams. “I got a phone call.”

“Okay? And?”

“There’s a club in Chicago that wants you to perform. They’ve seen some of your videos online from the club’s page, and they love you. They’re jealous you’re in Omaha and not in Chicago.”

I smile, feeling special and wanted. I’ve never had a request before. Might I need an agent? Will my dreams of quitting my bartending job come true? “You’re kidding,” I say.

“No, they want you next weekend. They had a big name drop out of this show they’re putting on. I checked it out, and it’s going to be huge. I know you have the job—”

“Don’t say another word. I’m in. Fuck that restaurant. Are you kidding me?” I forget about the cash on the table. I forget about Otis. There’s a popular club in Chicago that wants me to perform, and the news has me hopping in place. Dancing in a circle. Chicago is the hardest city in the Midwest for a singing girl like me, and I didn’t even have to beg. “This is amazing, Michael. Are you coming with me?”

“I wish, but I can’t leave this club.”

“Ugh, please? You can’t expect me to go to the city all alone.”

“Aren’t you from there? Girl, you’ll be fine.”

I sigh, but Michael is right. I’ll be fine. It’s not like Otis is scanning the shows to see if I’ll be there. He’s a busy man. He has a concrete business to run. The more time that passes since that night, the easier it is to write off what we had as just sex.

“Fine, but it’d be more fun with you.”

“Obviously,” Michael says in a bitchy voice. “Now count the money. My booty call is waiting, and girl, I need that dick tonight.”

I laugh and shake my head as I count the bills, so excited the club in Chicago wants me. I finish up at the club, text my manager at the restaurant I’ll be missing next week, and then mix myself a cocktail at home to celebrate.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Otis paces around his office, angry he can’t find Henry’s contact information. All he wants is to say hello. He wants to know how Henry is doing after their night. It was so depressing when he woke up to find Henry wasn’t there. Otis wasn’t sure he’d ever felt sadder in his life, except the morning after the drama.

“Boss, you have—”

“Get out,” Otis hollers. “No phone calls.”

“Right. Okay,” Otis’s assistant says and closes the door.

Otis knows he shouldn’t take out his anger on his assistant, Bruce, but Otis hasn’t been able to think straight since waking up that morning in Omaha, and it’s only been getting worse as the days pass. All Otis wants is to feel Henry’s lips against his. He wants to watch Henry dress up and become Jeanette before getting to his knees to suck her girly dick.

Otis loves Henry, and he only wants another chance to prove it.

The door opens again, and Otis turns to holler, but his mother is standing on the other side. She pushes into the office. 

“Mom, what are you doing here?”

Bruce is standing in the door. “Sorry, boss. I was trying to tell you, but—”

“Leave us, Bruce. It’s fine.”

Cathy steps froward, rounding the desk and taking Otis’s seat. She gestures to the chairs normally reserved for his guests and tells him to sit. Otis says nothing but curses her under his breath.

“Is something wrong, mother? Surely a phone call could have sufficed.”

“No, a phone call wouldn’t have done. Your grandparents have been talking, and the family isn’t comfortable that you’re still a bachelor at your age. We thought your last girlfriend would have been the one, but we haven’t seen her in months. What happened with that one?”

“Can you even remember her name?”

Cathy waves a hand in the air. “Names are unimportant. All I remember is that she went to a decent school and looked the part.”

“And what part is that? The one that Henry couldn’t fill?”

Cathy purses her lips and spits as she speaks. “Don’t say that man’s name. That’s such a stain on your history. You know better than to date boys like that now, I’d hope.”

“Not like you’d know if I did,” Otis says under his breath.

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing,” he says. “Why do you guys even care about my marital status?”

“We expect a married man to run the company. If you aren’t up for it, we can always give the promotion to your brother William.”

It’s a threat that his parents have made before, but it’s different this time. Now that they both have their MBAs, he and his brother are on an even playing field, except that William already has a wife with a baby boy on the way. Otis hates William sometimes for falling into the perfect mold. He’s everything his parents have ever wanted.

“Fine, give it to William. You can’t force me into marriage.”

Cathy grins and recrosses her legs, taking a moment to glance out of the window before turning back to her son. “I don’t think you understand, Otis. If you don’t find a woman to marry, you won’t be getting anything. You’ll have your MBA from Northwestern, sure, but William will get all of the concrete business. We’ll give you a generous severance package. That’s about all, though.”

Otis sits in his chair normally reserved for guests, feeling dumbstruck. How can his mother come in here with these demands? How can his family act like they have so much control over his life?

“You’re kidding.”

“When do I ever kid, Otis? You’ve known me all your life.”

Otis frowns. “You can’t do this. It’s not fair. I’ve worked for this family my entire life, and now you just want to cut me out of the situation?”

“Your grandparents are afraid you’re queer and will leave the business to someone who isn’t family.”

“You’re afraid the family might end up in the hands of adopted children? Is that what you’re trying to say?”

Cathy folds her lips and places her hands on the table. “I’m not trying to say anything upsetting, Otis. This isn’t my decision. I will never be okay with the relationship you had with Henry. That boy brought out the worst in you, but that’s all in the past. Your grandparents only want proof you’ve moved on from that lifestyle as I know you have.”

“The only way to prove that is by marriage?”

“By getting married to a woman, yes.”

“So traditional,” I say.

“You don’t have to be a smart ass. Our family is one of tradition and excellence. That tradition can skip you, but it won’t skip your generation. Your brother has shown—”

“Enough,” Otis says and slams his hands on the desk. Cathy barely flinches. It’s hardly the first time she’s seen a man lose his temper. She traces her fingers over her diamond necklace as she waits for Otis to calm. He takes a breath, remembering she has the power. Otis should have started his own business when he graduated. Part of him has never trusted his family, and now he knows why.

“You’re right. This has been plenty for one visit.” Cathy stands from the chair. She grabs her purse from the desk and walks to the other side, dipping her head by Otis for him to hear her whisper. “The clock is ticking, Otis.”

Otis stands still as she opens the door and slips out. Bruce walks in several moments later, and Otis is still standing in the same spot.

“Boss, is everything okay?”

“No, but what is it?”

“I got a hit on Henry. He’s playing at a club in Chicago tomorrow night.”

“Send me an email with the information. Thanks, Bruce.”

“No problem.” Bruce steps out and closes the door.

Otis thinks all hope is lost until an idea pops into his head. Henry probably won’t agree, but it’s all Otis can think. Henry is the girly boy Otis wants, and how is his family to know if he walks down the aisle as a girl?

Bruce has already sent an email with the information when Otis takes a seat in his chair. He cancels a dinner he has scheduled for the night Henry will be in town, hoping Henry will at least keep an open mind. Otis hasn’t had a way to call or email him, and he hasn’t had a chance to get back to Omaha, even though that was where he’d planned to take his next vacation.

Otis closes his computer and leans back in his chair, imagining his life without his family’s business. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe he’d sell his half after he inherited it and leave William with the rest. Otis gets less attached to the cement business the more he pictures leaving it.

Parting with his potential millions is another story, though, but plenty of people live without that much money. Can’t he be one of them? 

Otis laughs and shakes away the thought as quickly as it comes. He doesn’t want to be poor, but he wouldn’t mind marrying Henry to get what he needs. Of course, his family will know him as Jeanette, but only if she agrees.

Her show at the club can’t come fast enough.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

I’m in the city limits of Chicago for the first time in years. How have I gone this long without visiting? Nothing against Omaha, but the skyscrapers there just don’t compare. The lake feels like an ocean. It’s freezing outside, but I don’t care when I kick off my shoes to walk in the sand.

The wind blows in off the water, sending chills down my spine, but I love it. It energizes me. I sing, even though nobody is around to hear me. The water is chilly around my toes when I run along the shore, belting out the words I’ll sing later tonight.

Could I move back to the city and make it? I almost forgot how huge Chicago is but being on the other side of all those tall buildings reminds me of their size. There are so many people in the city that’s a haven for the queer.

Surely I’ll be able to find another man to love me. Kiss me. Spoil me with affection. One who won’t throw me out the second his family says he should. Maybe I’m searching for a needle in a haystack, but at least I’ll be able to hold my shoulders high. I can’t take a step back, but I can take a step forward for my career by returning to the city if tonight goes well.

***

A man named Nick comes around to make sure I’m doing well. He’s the stage manager at the club. They have an entire production. They have five ladies who’ll perform tonight. I have the shortest time slot, but I plan to make the most of it.

I’m wearing a short white dress with white stockings and matching heels. They have me wearing a blonde wig, but I’m loving it. The hair is straight and hangs far past my shoulders. I play with it in the mirror, waiting for the makeup girl to return.

“You’re up next, so I’m going to give you a quick shadow. Add some sexy to the angel.”

“Sounds good,” I say in my girly voice.

The woman smiles and gets to work. Everything here is so much more professional than at the club in Omaha. Michael would never do my makeup or pay anyone to do it for me. We had the same old costumes, whereas designers had donated countless cute outfits to this club in Chicago just for a chance to have their name mentioned on the club’s website and social media accounts.

“There you are,” the woman says when she finishes with my face. It’s stunning. I couldn’t have done better myself, especially not in the short time she took. 

“Amazing,” I say. “I look fucking hot.”

“You really do,” she says and kisses me on the cheek. “Knock them dead. I heard you can sing like an angel.”

“You did?”

“Yeah, Nick mentioned it.”

“I guess you could say that.”

“You’ll do great, hon. See you on the other side.”

I smile and stare at myself in the mirror, telling myself it’ll be fine. Nick comes a second later to escort me to the stage. My heart is racing as someone introduces me, telling the crowd my story about how I went from the big city to Omaha and now I’m back again.

“Give it up for Ms. Jeanette.”

The crowd roars as I step on the stage. I feel my heel wobble beneath me but ignore it as I reach out for the microphone. The lights are so bright that I can’t see the crowd in front of me, but I know there are tons of people. I’ve never performed in front of a crowd this large, but a calmness washes over me with the instrumental version of my first song begins.

My voice begins as a whisper to silence the crowd. It always works. They stare at me, increasingly mesmerized by my performance. I make eye contact with everyone I can as the song grows in intensity until I’m dancing around the stage. The crowd sings along since it’s a popular song.

They holler and roar when I finish the song.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Yes,” they shout. They stomp their feet and rattle the club. “More. More. More.”

The next song begins, and I give the show of my life. I lose myself in the lyrics. It doesn’t matter that Otis lingers in the back of my mind. I’m in the city we shared. How could he not be? I’m singing to him, even though I’m sure he’s not in the audience.

I twirl in a circle and laugh like a girl frolicking through a field after the second song. The third is my favorite. I yell at the crowd to scream for me, and they nearly burst my eardrums.

“You all are too nice. Making a girl like me blush.”

Some laughs. Some cheers.

“I dedicate this song to the boy who I used to love.”

The crowd stomps and cheers as the next song begins. It’s a loving song with an upbeat tune. They sing along when I put out the microphone, but I keep all my favorite parts for myself, singing like I might never grace another stage.

“You all have been lovely,” I say and run backstage as they keep clapping. They roar for an encore, but the managers send out the next girl, quickly distracting them and keeping the show on schedule.

“They loved you,” Nick says when he comes over to my chair as I take off my wig. “Someone’s actually here to see you. He claims to be the man you dedicated the last song to. Otis?”

My heart races. He heard me? Fuck.

“Uh, yeah. That’s him. Send him back but give me a second.”

“You got it. They’re still throwing out money and asking for you. Sucks for the girl on stage, but you’re coming back here. You’re a star,” Nick says in a singsong voice as he walks away.

I race to the rack of dresses and wigs. I pick a wig with a short black bob cut and a red minidress. The clothes give me enough privacy to act as a makeshift dressing room. I can hear Otis as I’m slipping the red minidress up my body. It barely covers my tucked, pantie-clad manhood.

I hold up my cell phone to use as a mirror, adjusting my hair. My makeup doesn’t match this new outfit as well, but it still looks sexy.

“Ms. Jeanette? You there?”

“Here,” I say and walk around the rack of clothes.

Both men look stunned. Otis more. “Damn, girl. You changed in a second, and you look fucking hot. I want you headlining the next show,” Nick says and walks away to give Otis and me privacy.

“He’s not lying,” Otis says. He’s looking at me like he wants to lick me like an ice cream cone. “You’ve never looked sexier.”

“Stop it. I’m not even wearing heels.”

“Why don’t you put on a pair, and we can get out of here? You hungry?”

“They haven’t paid me yet, and besides, what makes you think I’ll go out with you?”

“That way you’re looking at me right now. I know you want me.”

I chuckle. He’s not wrong, but I hate his cockiness. I hate how he can march backstage and act like nothing has happened. Like he didn’t break my heart. I don’t care if he gave me the best dick I’ve had since we were last together.

“Like I said, I want my money. Much more than I want you.”

“Let me see about that.”

Otis walks away and comes back with Nick a few minutes later. He has a check in his hand. “Here’s a thousand, but we’ll probably owe you more. I’ll add up all the tips at the end of the night. You can stop by in the morning for another check. You fucking killed it, Ms. Jeanette. We can’t wait to have you back.”

“Thanks,” I say in a low voice. “You mind if I leave?” 

“Nope. Just bring the clothes back with you in the morning, and try not to get them too dirty,” Nick says with a wink. 

“Bye,” I say as Nick walks away, clearly distracted by whatever he has to do next. I hold the check in my hands, almost unable to believe it. A thousand dollars for three songs? My heart races as I fold the check into the clutch purse I’m borrowing from the club’s closet.

“Guess I don’t have an excuse not to leave now.”

“Nope. You sure don’t,” Otis says.

“You’re lucky I’m hungry. Buy me a fancy dinner?”

“As long as you promise to explain why you left the hotel room without giving me your number or any way to contact you.”

“I guess,” I say in a sigh with a sly smile.

Otis grins and places his arm behind my back, gently resting his hand on my shoulder. “Let’s get out of here.”

***

It’s like Otis and I have stepped into a time portal that transported us to a place before his family had found us in a compromising position. We’re at a restaurant overlooking the lake. We’re sharing a bottle of expensive wine, which I don’t feel guilty about because there’s a fat check in my purse.

“You look gorgeous,” Otis says. “Letting you leave the first time was the biggest mistake of my life. Nobody has compared.”

A fluttering passes through my stomach. I’ve wished a man other than Otis had come along to show me why I wasn’t missing anything by leaving him, but it’s never happened. No other man has seen the full me in quite the way he has.

“I feel the same but hate saying it.”

“No other man has compared to me?”

“How could they? You love both sides of my coin.”

“I do,” Otis agrees with a nod. “I fell in love with one before discovering the other, which leads me to what I have to say. My assistant found out you were playing at the club, and I had to come see you. I had to see if there was a chance.”

“A chance for what?” I ask.

“A chance that you’ll marry me.”

I cough and shake my head. “Marry you? Have you lost your mind? I can’t marry you. Absolutely not.”

Otis groans. “I figured you’d say that, but please. Hear me out.” Otis tells me how his family is threatening to cut him out of his inheritance because he isn’t married. How they want to give his brother everything. It breaks my heart to hear what he’s going through, but that doesn’t change my mind.

“So, what? I can’t commit my life to you because you’re going to lose your money. Frankly, Otis, I don’t feel that bad for you.” I’m still using my pretty girly voice, but it’s intense. He’s lost his mind. How can he expect me to go through with something like this?

“Please, Jeanette. Give me a chance. I’ll give you anything you want. They can’t take this from me. Not after all I’ve done for that fucking business,” Otis says with tears in his eyes and a passion in his voice. It unsettles me. “If you ever think we could have a chance, do this now.”

“Your parents will know it’s me, Otis. I can’t fool them.”

“You’ve come a long way. There’s no way anyone here knows that you aren’t really a girl. You can fool my parents. I’m sure of it.”

“I don’t know, Otis. It sounds like a bad idea.”

“Please,” Otis begs. “I’ll schedule for us to have dinner in a few nights. We can announce the engagement. Buy you a diamond ring. You can stay at my place while we work everything out. I bought new sheets. Jersey, like you like.”

I can’t believe he remembers how much I love the soft feel of jersey sheets. It almost makes me want to agree, but how can I trust he won’t push me away this time? How can he guarantee his parents won’t discover the truth?

“I don’t know, Otis. Why can’t you marry a regular girl?”

“You are a regular girl. When you’re dressed like that, all I see is a hot girl. My girl. Fuck, Jeanette. I don’t want anyone else. Why are you making this so difficult when you know I’ll take care of you?”

“I have a life in Omaha, Otis. You can’t expect me to just drop everything and move here. I have friends. An apartment. A regular gig. Things are going well for me.”

“You saw how that crowd cheered for you. You can find a job here. I’m not trying to diminish what you have in Omaha, but you can have a life here. You have friends in the city still. I’m sure of it.”

“That doesn’t matter,” I say. Otis is breaking down my walls, and I’m slapping on whatever defenses I can to keep them intact. “Your plan is crazy and won’t ever work.”

“We won’t know unless we try.”

“You can’t expect me to try something like that.”

“Stop fighting what you want, Jeanette. Don’t you love me?”

“Loved. Past tense.”

“What we had can’t die overnight,” Otis says. “Don’t you remember the hotel room in Omaha? It felt like no time had passed.”

I pull on the hem of my red minidress, wishing I’d gone back to the hotel room because all I want to do is to leap across the table into Otis’s arms. I hate how my instinct is to fight him when I’ve secretly been wishing for a night like tonight for years.

“Stop denying it, Jeanette.”

“Damn it, fine, but you better be ready to buy me a big diamond if I’m going girl full time.”

“You can do whatever you want at home, but yeah, you’ll have to be Jeanette every time we’re in public. Unless we’re somewhere nobody knows us.”

“I’ll kill you if you screw me over this time.”

“No games,” Otis says with the most serious eyes I’ve ever seen him have. “I promise. You can trust me.”

“I trusted you once, and you broke my heart.”

“Enough with the daggers, Jeanette. Please, you’re killing me. I already feel bad enough as it is. I’ll spend the rest of my days making it up to you.”

“We’ll see,” I say.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

Otis has my legs against his body as he slides in and out of my dripping hole. He’s probably cum two or three times already, but we’ve been fucking since the sun came up and can’t seem to stop. He tells me I’m beautiful while mindlessly stroking my dick.

I’m wearing a blonde wig. No makeup. I have on my bra with fake breasts and a pink slip dress pushed up to my bellybutton. 

“I love you,” I say.

“I love you too. We’d better get ready soon to pick out your ring.”

I shake my head and wrap my legs around Otis’s back, pushing him deeper into me. We don’t bother with condoms anymore. We’ve both always been good about getting tested. There’s nothing better than feeling his bare dick slide around in my girly hole.

“Cum in me one more time,” I moan. “Then we can go.”

Otis grins as he pulls out of me, making me cry for his dick. I shake my ass, desperate to feel him inside me. My hole has never been hungrier. Otis and I have been making love nonstop for days ever since my show last weekend. I almost forgot about the marriage proposal, but I’ll marry Otis if it means we can keep fucking like this.

Otis flips me over to my hands and knees. He grabs a dildo that he was using earlier to stretch my hole and pushes it into me as he strokes his dick. I gasp and drop my head. I grab my cock. It’s wet and sticky from when I came with Otis the first time. I thought we were going to stop then, but he just kept going, and I’m not upset about it.

I moan as Otis moves the dildo in and out of my hole. He picks up speed as he fucks me with the fake cock, and then he stands on his knees. I glance over my shoulder. He’s rock hard and throbbing.

Otis keeps the dildo in my ass as he pushes his cock against my entrance. I gasp as he pushes into me, stretching my hole even further than I thought possible. My girly dick wobbles and vibrates.

“Fuck, yeah. That ass is so hot and tight.” Otis pushes his cock and the dildo deeper into my ass.

“Fuck,” I holler. My cock thrashes, and I can’t stop it as thick globs of cum shoot from my dick.

Otis keeps fucking me, but he doesn’t last long. He’s hollering seconds later. He pulls the dildo out and dips his dick deep in my hole as he adds another load to the bucket of cum he’s already left in my hole. Otis holds my pink teddy and fucks me slowly as he empties his cock.

He falls out of me a moment later. Cum slides down my leg. Otis bends down and licks it up, placing his tongue flat against my hole when he finishes. I clutch the sheets and moan, feeling so in love with this man behind me that it drives me crazy.

I drop to the bed. Otis climbs behind me and wraps me into his arms. “Let’s go get you that ring, beautiful. We’re going to do everything right this time.”

I sigh and smile and push my body into Otis’s, feeling like everything might work out.

***

Otis and I spend the rest of the day shopping once we finally get out of bed. He spends twenty-five thousand on a ring. It weighs a ton. I insisted it was too much, but Otis says his mother would question it if he buys anything smaller.

After the ring, he took me to a boutique store and told me to pick out whatever I wanted. We’re meeting his parents in an hour, so I picked out a cute, yet conservative dress for the occasion. It’s cold outside, so I’ll have on thick black tights with a pair of black heels. I’m wearing a wig with straight blonde hair and simple silver jewelry.

“Should I wear the ring now?”

Otis comes up behind me. We’re getting ready for dinner. My heart is racing. I feel like I should be sitting over the toilet chucking up the fabulous lunch we’d eaten mixed with the champagne they gave us while we shopped.

“Yes. I want everyone to know that we’re getting married. I love you, Jeanette.”

I smile and grab Otis’s hand, feeling like we’ve finally made it. Maybe we were meant to spend those years apart so we could love each other as purely as we do now. My nerves settle as Otis stares at me through the mirror. I wave him off when it becomes a little awkward.

“Let me get ready, or we’ll be late.”

“I’ll be in the living room.”

I stare at myself in the mirror as I finish my makeup, telling myself it’ll all be fine after tonight. We’ll get married. His parents will believe I’m Jeanette. Henry will be nothing but history in their minds. It’s deceitful, but they’re assholes for threatening his inheritance. Now that I’ve opened my heart, I’ll do anything to protect Otis.

I only hope he’ll do the same for me.


 

CHAPTER 10

 

Otis and I race out of the restaurant, doing our best not to laugh. Dinner was so awkward. His parents didn’t have a clue I wasn’t Jeanette, the conservative-leaning banker who works at an office downtown. They believe I went to Northwestern, like their precious son Otis, and recently reconnected with him after we’d lost touch.

We told them we’d met at a party at college and everything. It was too much. I couldn’t believe how effortlessly they accepted the lies I fed them. It almost hurt how easy it was.

We’re around the corner when we can’t hold it another second. “That was amazing. Fuck, Jeanette. You really fooled them. Where did that story come from?”

My eyes widen as it dawns on me that Otis and I hadn’t rehearsed what we’d say. “I don’t know. I just figured they’d love it if I was that person, and they clearly did.”

“Yeah, fuck. I really was nervous before dinner, but you did amazing.”

“We just have to get through the wedding now.”

Otis nods. We’re walking down the sidewalk. Our laughter has subsided. Otis turns to me. He grabs my wrists, and a serious energy descends over him.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“You’re amazing for doing all this for me. I want you to move in. We can live together at the penthouse. I’ll send a pod for all your things. We can have movers do it. You won’t have to lift a finger.”

I appreciate Otis’s offer, but the thought of leaving Omaha without saying goodbye is too painful.

“No, send the pod, but I have to go back to say goodbye to everyone. It wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t.”

Otis places his hands on my hips and pulls me close. I feel his hardening manhood press against my exposed thigh.

“It’s cold. Hold me on the way home?” I ask in a whisper.

“You got it,” he says and never lifts his arm from my shoulders the entire walk back to the penthouse.


 

CHAPTER 11

 

My pod is packed, and the movers are already on their way to Chicago with it. It’s been a long forty-eight hours, but I’ve said goodbye to most everyone I love in Omaha. Some people are out of town, so hopefully I’ll see them when I visit. Only one person remains.

“Michael? Are you there?” I holler into the void. The club feels so much different during the day. It’s a little dusty and grimy. Nothing that strobe lights and alcohol won’t fix. “Michael?” I say more loudly.

“Back here,” he says.

I go back to his office, which he usually keeps locked when I’m at the club. I’ve never seen him spend much time there, but it’s adorable. He has a fridge. A calendar with sexy men. Plush carpet.

“This where you spend your days?”

“You know it,” he says. Then he frowns and stands, coming over and placing his hands on my shoulders. “Someone told me you’re moving. Don’t say it’s true.”

“It is,” I say in a pouty voice. Then I lift my hand and show him my ring. It looks a little strange when I have it on while I’m wearing boy clothes, but I don’t care what people think. There’s a man who loves me, so they can kiss my ass with their hateful stares.

“Bitch, that’s a fat fucking rock. Your guy must be loaded.”

“I didn’t know all that when I met him, but he is. He’s the guy I was actually running from.”

Michael leans back and arches an eyebrow. “And you’re giving this man another chance? You were such a lost puppy when I met you. Those first few shows you did—”

I raise my hand. “Girl, don’t say it. Giving him another chance is a risk, but I love him.”

“Love makes us do crazy things. You always have a place here.”

“Thank you.”

“So, this is goodbye?”

“Come visit me in Chicago, bitch! Don’t sound so sad. We have plenty of room for you to stay.”

Michael smiles and throws his arms around me, giving me a bear hug. “Fine, I’ll come visit. Also, tell your man that I’ll kick his ass if he breaks your heart again.”

I chuckle, knowing I’ll miss Michael dearly. Meeting him was one of the best gifts the universe has given me but bringing Otis back into my life has been even better. I spent so long being angry, but I’m ready to leave that all in the past and live as Otis’s wife, Jeanette.

“I’ll tell him. You better come visit me in Chicago.”

“I will. Promise,” he says.

***

It’s a week later. I’m settling in my new life as Otis’s fiancée. We have a date and venue set for early spring. He’s hired professionals to handle every detail. All I have to do is pick out themes, taste cakes, and try on dresses.

We’re at the penthouse cooking dinner. I’m wearing my blonde wig. We’ve decided it’s probably best if I stop changing my hair all the time, which is depressing, but it’s to avoid confusing his parents. Otis says I can wear all the wigs I want when we’re out of town.

Along with my blonde hair, I have on a pink dress. It has short sleeves, contours to my body, and hangs past my knees. I’ve paired the dress with clear heels and the new diamond necklace Otis surprised me with last night after dinner.

The buzzer rings, surprising us as we stand around in the kitchen. I have a knife in my hand and a bell pepper on my cutting board.

“Who could that be?” I ask.

“I don’t know,” Otis says. There’s a look on his face telling me he might have an idea, though. He goes over to the intercom and asks who’s there.

“It’s your mother, Mr. Harper.”

He curses under his breath. I keep chopping the pepper, hoping it’ll calm my nerves. Why is his mother here? Otis races around the room without making eye contact. We’ve talked about what we’d do if his family showed up unannounced, normally preparing for the worst since it’d already happened once.

Cathy walks through the door as I finish chopping the bell pepper. She glances at the knife in my hand and lifts an eyebrow.

“Planning to do something with that, Jeanette?”

I drop the knife and shake my head, feeling mortified. “I was just chopping this bell pepper. How are you, Mrs. Harper?”

Otis has wide eyes and looks at both of us without saying anything, which causes his mother to laugh.

“You two are rather jumpy. Afraid I’d catch you without your clothes again?”

Otis wipes a hand down his face. He looks like he might faint. I would get his attention, but Cathy is watching me.

“What are you talking about, Mrs. Harper? You must be mistaking me for another woman. I understand Otis has a past, but I don’t need to hear about it.”

Cathy grins and walks into the room. She has her eyes on me, and I am going crazy wishing Otis would do something to stop her. Why isn’t he protecting me? Why isn’t he standing up to his mother and pushing back against her allegations? I can’t believe I’ve let myself get here again. Otis is standing there speechless just like last time.

I want to scream.

Trust someone when they show you who they are the first time is something I’ve heard. I should have believed Otis hadn’t changed.

Cathy steps on the other side of the island, looking so fucking fabulous it makes my eyes hurt. She slaps a paper down in front of me.

“What’s that?”

“Look at it. Read it,” she says.

I glance down at the paper, taking it in. “How did you get this?”

“People will do anything for the right price. The bottom line is you aren’t who you say you are, now are you, Henry?”

I swallow. Cathy has a copy of our application for the marriage license. I can’t believe she has this, but my disbelief of that doesn’t compare to how I feel about Otis’s current reaction.

I open my mouth to say something, but then it’s as though Otis comes alive at that moment. He steps forward and snatches the photocopy with his name next to my boy name, Henry. He picks it up and tears it in half, tossing it to the floor.

“No, mom. You can’t do that. You can’t have that power over us. I love Jeanette. Henry. Whoever he wants to be that day, I’ll love him. Nobody compares to him, mom.” Otis says the last line through tears. He wipes his eyes. “I’m so tired of trying to fit a mold for you. Henry and I were in love the first time, and the universe brought him back to me. I won’t lose him again. If you want to pretend that I’m married to Jeanette and nobody else, we’re fine with that, but you can’t take this love away from me. I’d rather be poor and never speak to you again than make the mistake of leaving Henry a second time.”

Cathy places a hand to her chest, but Otis is right up in her face. I almost want to hop across the counter to break them apart. I know he won’t hurt his mother, though. Otis doesn’t have a violent bone in his body, which is a reason I love him.

“You’re willing to give up everything our family offers to be with… that?” Cathy asks and points at me.

Otis walks over to me and kisses me. I sigh into his mouth, relaxing my body against his. “Thank you,” I whisper into his ear.

“I love Jeanette, mother. There’s nothing you can do about it. Sometimes she’s Jeanette. Other times she’s Henry. We like to switch it up, but I’ll love her either way.”

Cathy looks at each of us and then huffs. “I’ll have to discuss this with my parents. I can’t believe—”

“Just stop, mom. What we have is real whether you agree with it or not. Dump me if you want. We don’t need this penthouse. If you really think William will do a better job running the company, Jeanette and I will pack up and move to Omaha. Right?”

I smile as Otis holds my side. His mother stares at us with a confused, defeated expression. William might have the storybook marriage, but I can see it in her eyes that she’ll cave. Otis must be the business genius, which only makes me want him more.

“That’s right, babe. We can move tomorrow.” I throw my arms around the back of his neck and kiss him. His mother throws up her arms and storms out of the room as our kiss deepens, leaving us to do whatever we want as the city sparkles outside of the penthouse windows.


 

CHAPTER 12

 

One Year Later

“Michael!” I scream when he walks into the room. I haven’t seen Michael since I moved to Chicago, but he’s finally here to visit.

“Sorry I got in late, but I haven’t missed your show, right?”

“Nope, you’re right on time. Don’t worry about your bag. Security will watch it.”

Michael gives everyone in the room a hug or fist bump, paying special attention when he reaches Otis.

“So, you’re the guy who stole my girl?”

“That’s me,” Otis says and flashes Michael a smile. “Nice to see you, Michael. Jeanette is always telling me stories about you.”

“Hope they’re all good.”

“They are. Bitch, I missed you. Get over here and talk to me while they finish my makeup.”

Michael runs over, commenting on the rock on my finger. I tell him everything that’s been happening in my life, and he catches me up on all the guys he’s been seeing.

I still wear the diamond ring, and Otis wears a ring on his wedding finger, but we have yet to get married. Otis’s family backed off once they realized he was serious about staying with me. We still plan on getting married but want to do it on our own terms.

I never thought I’d move back to Chicago or get back with Otis when I left the city but opening my heart for a second chance was the best thing I’ve ever done.

They call me to take the stage. Michael and Otis follow me. I hug Michael first because I need Otis’s good luck kiss before I walk out into the light.

Otis holds me while someone butters up the audience. “You’ll do great. Like always.”

“I hope you know I’m always singing to you.”

“Hearing you sing makes me the happiest man in the world,” Otis says.

The announcer calls my name. The crowd is cheering for me to take the stage. I want to stay in Otis’s comforting arms, but I can’t. He kisses me and gives me a little push, staying in my heart with every word I sing.


FIND ME ON PATREON

Thank you for reading Boy Girlfriend! If you enjoyed it, please consider subscribing to my Patreon page where you will discover exclusive crossdressing and feminization stories that you won’t find anywhere else! In addition to the Patreon-exclusive stories, which have copies available for download, I’ll give away some free books too! The more my page grows, the more goodies you’ll get.

Everything listed above is available for one low price! You can also join for free and find some exclusive Patreon content that is available to everyone for no cost at all. Plus, you can always subscribe or unsubscribe for paid content whenever you’d like, so what’s there to lose? Your support would mean a lot and help tremendously with the sustainability of my writing endeavors!

Clover Cox Patreon Page

Stories you’ll find on my Patreon include:

Casual Encounter

Lost Boy

Panty Thief

Auctioned

Wallflower

plus many more…


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading Boy Girlfriend. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. You can also find some new books of mine for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 

 

Mailing List

Patreon

Booksprout

Goodreads Profile

BookBub Profile

Website: clovercox.com

OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Copyright

    



    		

        Dedication

    



    		

        CHAPTER 1

    



    		

        CHAPTER 2

    



    		

        CHAPTER 3

    



    		

        CHAPTER 4

    



    		

        CHAPTER 5

    



    		

        CHAPTER 6

    



    		

        CHAPTER 7

    



    		

        CHAPTER 8

    



    		

        CHAPTER 9

    



    		

        CHAPTER 10

    



    		

        CHAPTER 11

    



    		

        CHAPTER 12

    



    		

        FIND ME ON PATREON

    



    		

        STAY CONNECTED

    



    



    



OPS/CoverDesign.jpg





