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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

The sun was bright and intense and just what I needed to clear my head after another night of working at the warehouse. I worked the graveyard shift and loved getting in a run before I ate breakfast and crashed for the rest of the day. I usually spent my evenings doing whatever I wanted before returning to the warehouse for yet another overnight shift, but I couldn’t complain. It was good money. Truthfully, the only thing missing from my life was a pretty girl.

My feet pounded against the pavement as I ran along a trail at the park, earbuds in my ears, the upbeat music pushing me to go further and further. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, but there was nothing better than feeling that dazzling morning sun against my face. Most people questioned how my morning runs didn’t keep me up for the rest of the day, but they were exactly what I needed to fall asleep. I went home, hopped in the shower, and crashed in bed. It also didn’t hurt that I had blackout curtains in my room.

Just when I’d stopped thinking about the fact that a pretty girl was missing from my life, I noticed one up ahead, running in my direction. She had a petite frame but a nice set of knockers on her chest, and damn were they knocking. I only took the briefest of glances, afraid that she’d notice me staring, but it was next to impossible to look away from the beautiful sight.

When she got closer, I noticed how her face was even more captivating than her chest. This angel running in my direction had sleek brown hair pulled up into a tight bun, an amazingly symmetrical face, and lips with the perfect amount of plumpness. I was not made for a woman like her. She deserved a king, and I was just a skinny weird guy who liked to wear panties. It wasn’t a stretch to say that I was more in touch with my feminine side than most guys, and I’d accepted long ago that women didn’t want a guy like me. Once the pretty girl got close, I trained my eyes to the ground… at least until I saw her wave her hand in my face.

“x?$#!kd@.”

I stopped and turned toward her as she said something else, but I couldn’t hear anything she was saying with my earbuds in, so I pulled them out.

“What?”

“Oh,” she said and paused when she got a better look at me. “I thought you were my friend James. My old coworker, actually. Sorry, I shouldn’t have stopped you.”

Her cheeks reddened slightly, which made her look even cuter than before. “It’s okay. Sorry I’m not your friend.”

“No,” she said and waved her hand in the air. “Look at me stopping strangers in the park like a crazy person.”

The only thing crazy was that she thought I would mind a beauty like her stopping me for anything. I wanted to drop to my knees and worship this woman if she would have me, but that was about as probable as me living on the moon. This woman was out of my league, and I could feel our awkward encounter coming to an end. Yet I still couldn’t think of anything to say to change the course of my destiny. I was letting this glorious opportunity slip through my fingers.

“Well, like I said, I’m sorry for bothering you. Bye.”

She stared at me for another moment before offering a small wave and turning on her heels to get away from me as quickly as she could, and I felt like a bumbling fool. This gorgeous woman clearly thought I was attractive judging by the way she was looking at me, and I was just letting her get away. I was watching the opportunity of a lifetime fade away into the distance.

Wasn’t I smarter than this?

Hadn’t I learned not to turn away from an opportunity when it was staring me in the face?

Fuck.

I grunted and called after her, but she didn’t turn around. I had to hustle. I had to get to her before she disappeared forever. Before I never had another chance with this woman who I could only assume was perfect in every way. Granted, she probably had a few problems, but who didn’t?

“Hey!” I called again.

She didn’t turn around.

My heart was dropping like a rock as I ran faster. I’d let her get nearly a minute’s head start, and she was fast. She was a little bunny on the trail, much faster than she seemed, especially with those jugs on her chest bouncing each time her feet hit the pavement.

“Hey!”

She finally heard me.

She came to a stop and turned toward me, pulling earbuds out of her ears. I was surprised that she smiled when she saw me, but that gave me the confidence I needed to ask her out on a date.

“Sorry, I couldn’t hear you.”

“Guess the tables turned.”

“Seems they did,” she said with a bright smile, giving me a look like she was more than a little interested in what I might have to offer her. I didn’t miss it when her eyes flickered down to my crotch, but that only made me think of the white, lacy thong that I was wearing beneath my gym shorts. I hoped more than anything that she wouldn’t drop me when she found out about my alter ego Marilyn.

Nerves overtook me as the possibilities crossed through my head. Things could go so wrong, but they could also go right. I was still recovering from my last breakup. Rachel and I were together for over a year, but she dumped me in a second when I confessed that I liked wearing panties and dresses and wigs and everything else that made me feel complete as Marilyn. I was devastated when she left. Rachel and I were planning a future together, or at least that was what I thought until she drove a dagger through my heart.

Ever since then, I decided that I would tell women right away before I got too attached. I’d dated a few women since Rachel, and they’d all left me because of my feminine desires, but it was fine. I never fell in love with any of those girls. They were free to leave if that was what they wanted, but at least I’d protected my heart by telling them soon into our relationship, and I’d do that again.

“So?” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Sorry,” I said and shook my head. “I’m William.”

“Beverly,” she said and held out her hand. “Is there a reason you chased after me?”

“Right.” I chuckled and scratched the back of my head. “Uh… I think you’re pretty cute, Beverly.”

“You’re not too bad yourself.”

Damn. If only she could feel how quickly my heart was racing. I wasn’t sure that I’d ever felt it beating so fast, but I’d already gotten this far and needed to stay strong.

“I was wondering if you wanted to get breakfast with me. My treat.”

“Really? Right now?”

“Yeah, why not? I actually work overnights, so this would be my dinner,” I said.

Beverly pressed her lips tightly together and nodded slowly. “Very interesting. Are you going to tell me about yourself over this breakfast slash dinner?”

“If you’ll let me.”

“Where are you parked?”

Beverly and I discussed the logistics of our impromptu date, and then we were on our way to a diner that wasn’t very far from the park. We also lived near each other, so I was more than a little excited when I got to my car to drive to the diner, but then I remembered the fact that I was wearing a thong.


CHAPTER 2

“How long have you been working at the factory?” Beverly asked shortly after we’d taken our seats at the diner. We were seated in a booth by a window that looked out to the parking lot. It wasn’t the best view in the world, but why would I look out of the window when I had a stunningly gorgeous woman sitting across from me?

“Over a year now. They might switch me to the evening shift soon, which would do wonders for my social life.”

Beverly covered her mouth as she laughed, and I just wanted to take a picture of her at this moment to never forget the time that I met the most incredible woman on my morning jog through the park. I didn’t know who that James fellow was she’d mistaken me for, but I was thanking the heavens that we looked alike and wondering why in the world he hadn’t scooped up this prize when he had the chance.

“I couldn’t imagine working all night. I would lose my mind!”

“What do you do?” I asked.

“I work at a department store. I was working in the cosmetics and perfume department, but they just switched me to jewelry. It honestly makes me a little nervous being around all of those expensive pieces.”

“Why?”

“What if someone robs the store?” she screeched.

An intense urge to protect Beverly from everything and anything that might go wrong came over me. I hadn’t thought about how those jewels would put my girl in danger, but I didn’t want her anywhere near them if they were going to make her nervous.

“Can you ask to be transferred?”

“I have asked, but they like having me there, and I actually get paid a little more because the commissions are bigger, but still. I’m not getting hurt because of those jewels. If someone tries to rob me, I’ll let them take everything before I put my life in danger!”

“That’s all you can do,” I said and reached out my hand without thinking, surprised when she laced her fingers with mine before I could pull away and apologize for what I’d done.

“You’re such a good listener,” she said, her eyes sparkling as she stared at me from across the table. “I love how you pay attention to what I say.”

“How could I not?”

She shrugged and turned her head to hide her face. I squeezed her hand to pull her eyes back to mine and smiled at her as the server approached. We’d only just met, but I felt this insane connection with Beverly. Like nothing else I’d ever felt with other women who’d come through my life. This was different.

We ordered our breakfast and got back to talking about our lives. Beverly was only a year younger than me and had grown up in the area like me, but we went to different high schools. She had dreams of setting up her own boutique one day to sell clothes from local designers. She loved working at the department store, but she didn’t love how stale it could feel sometimes.

“I bet you would do wonderful with your own store.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Positive.”

I didn’t mention that I was imagining her picking out clothes for me to wear. Pretty dresses and heels and hosiery and whatever else she could think of to make me the prettiest Marilyn that I could be, but I couldn’t help but think that she would just toss me into the trash like the rest of them when she found out that I liked to wear women’s clothing.

“What else would you have at the store besides clothing?”

“I could sell fabrics or have a local designer work out of the store to make personalized orders. I want to give more opportunities to the small clothing designers who still have tons of creativity but maybe not the connections. Not that I have those connections either, but maybe we’ll be successful if we all work together,” she said with a laugh.

“If you can dream it, you can make it happen,” I said and thought back to when I’d first started dressing as Marilyn. I’d been so afraid to buy those first outfits online. I was literally shaking when I picked up those boxes from the mailroom at the apartment complex where I lived, terrified that everyone already knew my secret. My thoughts were completely irrational, but I couldn’t escape them.

“You’re quite optimistic, aren’t you?”

“Why aren’t you?” I asked defensively. “It’s your idea.”

She laughed and picked up her coffee to take a sip. I was drinking orange juice since I couldn’t have another drop of caffeine before I slept for the rest of the day, but I would definitely have a few cups of coffee once I woke up in the evening. I didn’t have to get to work until eleven at night, so I had plenty of time.

“You’re right,” she admitted. “I should be more optimistic like you, but sometimes it’s so hard to see myself as a success. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah,” I said with a long sigh. If I was being honest with myself, becoming Marilyn made me happy, but my attempts were far from a rousing success. I wasn’t very good at doing my makeup, and a lot of the clothes I ordered online didn’t fit me how I hoped when I added them to the virtual cart. I kept my spirits high, but I could do better. I just didn’t know where to begin.

“What would you do if you didn’t work at the factory?”

I shrugged. “I don’t really think about that since the factory treats me well.”

“That’s good. No need to worry if you’re happy.”

How could I tell Beverly that I was missing a girlfriend? How could I tell her that I wanted a woman in my life who could accept me for the man that I was? I’d already lost so many women, but the longer I sat with Beverly, the less I wanted to lose her.

“Yeah,” I said softly.

“I’m sorry,” she said and waved her hands in the air. “I didn’t mean to offend if that’s what you thought.”

“No! I’m thinking about something else,” I said and shook my head before turning my attention back to Beverly. I couldn’t believe that I wasn’t one hundred percent focused on her for even a second. Who knew how long she would give me before she decided that she wasn’t interested? What if we didn’t even have more than this breakfast? I felt a cold sweat bubbling beneath my skin as the thought crossed my mind.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing important.” There was no way that I was about to bring up the fact that I was wearing a white thong beneath my shorts. I was even considering going back on the promise that I made to myself about telling women before I got too attached, but it already felt like Beverly had doused me in glue and lassoed me with a leash. I kept trying to think about what I was going to do when she kicked me to the curb, but I couldn’t picture myself without her no matter how hard I tried.

I needed to get a grip.

I felt completely pathetic and powerless.

“You must be tired,” she said a few moments later. “What time do you get up before work?”

“Usually around five or six. Sometimes I wake up at four if I have stuff to do, but I usually try to run any errands that I have before I go to bed for the day. Early bird gets the worm is most definitely a true statement,” I said with a laugh, my ears ringing as Beverly joined me. Her laugh was so light and angelic, just like her.

“Would it be wrong if I asked you on another date?”

“I would be offended if you didn’t!” she said. “Except… I was thinking maybe we could have dessert at your place before you fall asleep. If you want! I don’t know, but—”

“Are you serious? Who would say no to that?”

“You’re not judging me for asking?”

“No! I…” my voice trailed off when I remembered the white thong that I was wearing, but I wasn’t thinking about that when Beverly suggested we had some fun. It’d been a minute for me, and my dick did all the thinking before my brain could catch up, and now I was screwed. I couldn’t back out without losing Beverly forever. I only had to hope that she wouldn’t judge me when she saw my thong.

“I knew it was a bad idea! I should have kept my big mouth shut.”

“No! I was just trying to remember if my place was a mess or not.”

“Oh,” she said with a laugh. “I don’t mind if it is. It’s just… there’s something about the morning that makes me feel… you know.”

“When do you work?”

“Not until after lunch. Should we get going?”

“Yeah! What’s your number? I’ll text you my address.”

Beverly smirked as she reached into her purse to grab her phone, our eyes meeting as she handed me the device.


CHAPTER 3

I couldn’t believe it.

My heart was racing even worse than before. Beverly was so beautiful, and I thought it was so hot how she suggested we had a little fun. Technically, we’d already had a date, so it wasn’t weird at all. It was strange that we’d met while running in the park, sure, but a little nooky after a first date was perfectly fine.

“I still can’t believe that we’re practically neighbors.”

“How far are you from here?”

“Not even five minutes down the street,” she said.

Beverly told me which complex she lived in, and I knew exactly where she was talking about when she said the name. The fact that she lived so close only made me worry even more that she would fly running out of the door when she discovered the fact that I was wearing a skimpy white thong, so I had to think of something, and I had to do it fast. The tension between us was hotter than a sidewalk in the summer. I could feel the desire radiating off her body, and I had to have her.

Beverly shifted as I stepped toward her. I was already a little hard in my thong, terrified that I would lose her before I could have her. I hated myself for being this vulnerable, but there was something about Beverly that intoxicated me. There was something about her that made me insane. I didn’t want to be this weak, but I was and couldn’t deny it.

“I’m going to kiss you,” I said.

“Please,” she said in a breath.

This was a risk. If Beverly wanted to dump me, I would let her go, but I would never forget today. I would never forget feeling her lips against mine. That first kiss was like an explosion of sugary sweetness and everything good in the world.

“Beverly,” I said in a breath as I stood inches from her. My cock was hard beneath the white thong, and I just kept thinking the worse. That was when an idea popped into my head. I grabbed Beverly’s wrist and pulled her toward my room. I had blackout curtains, and she would never see my thong if I got undressed with them closed, so that was exactly what I did.

Beverly giggled as I pulled her into my bedroom and shut the door behind us. My apartment wasn’t very dirty at all, and now that I’d thought of a way to have my cake and eat it too, I walked over to the curtain and pulled it closed, leaving us in a dark room.

“William! I can’t see a thing!”

“That’s the point,” I said with a dark laugh.

“William!” she said in a breathier voice. She enjoyed the darkness. She liked feeling vulnerable, and I couldn’t wait to make every inch of her body explode. I couldn’t wait to feel my cock sliding in and out of her as I kissed her body. “Can you find a condom if it’s this dark?”

“Don’t you worry,” I said and pushed my shorts to the ground along with the thong, and then I took off my shirt and tossed it to the side. I strode across the room and pulled Beverly into my arms, no longer worried now that I’d gotten the thong off without her seeing. Now I could let go and finally satisfy this gorgeous woman how she deserved.

Beverly squealed when I wrapped my arms around her, but then she moaned in a breathy voice as she reached down to wrap her hand around my hard dick. Her body twisted against mine as she stroked my cock. I could barely see her in the darkness, but I could feel everything, and my body was alive from the sensations of her touch.

“I need to taste you,” I said and pushed Beverly to the bed before she made me cum from stroking my dick.

She gasped as she bounced on the bed. I couldn’t see more than the outline of her body as I climbed onto the bed, but that was all I needed. I stripped her naked and moaned deeply when I pressed my hand against her clad panties. She was soaking wet, and that only made me even more confident than I’d been moments before.

“You’re so wet.”

“You turn me on,” she said seductively.

Hearing my name come out of her mouth sounding so sexy like that had my dick twitching. I needed to bury my cock in her, but I wanted to make her scream first. I wanted to show her that I wasn’t like those guys who refused to go down on a woman. I loved pussy and was desperate for a taste of hers.

“Wait until you feel this,” I said with my head between her legs. She screamed out when I pressed my mouth firmly against her clad panties, massaging her pussy lips with my tongue through the wet fabric. I had my arms wrapped around her legs as she thrashed and screamed, but she could make as much noise as she wanted. The walls were thick, and I was off in another world. Even if my neighbors could hear, I didn’t give a fuck.

“William! Fuck, William!”

She put her hands into my hair and pushed my head more firmly against her pussy, and my cock was throbbing like wild. I worried that she was going to make me cum just from eating her out. The sounds leaving her mouth were intense and sexy, and the way her body was reacting to mine had me on edge.

“So good!”

I moaned against her pussy, only lifting my mouth enough to yank her drenched thong down her legs. She lost all control when I licked her bare pussy, and I didn’t stop when she started cumming all over my face. I wanted every drop of her nectar. It tasted like honey running down my throat, and I loved the feeling of it against my lips, but neither of us were done. I couldn’t see Beverly’s face well in the dark room, but her body was still calling. It was still radiating with desire, and I was ready to please her.

“Where are the condoms?”

“In my drawer. I’ll grab one.”

“Please,” she said in a broken voice.

I went over to the side table and fished around in the drawer for a condom and a bit of lube. She was as wet as could be, but I only wanted her to feel pleasure, so I rubbed a little bit of the silicone lube over my sleeved cock. I stood at the edge of the bed and grabbed Beverly by her ankles to pull her toward me. We’d only just met, but I already felt like I’d known her for so long. I felt like I fucking loved this chick, and it made me want to bash my head against the wall. It scared me how much power she could have over me if she knew just how much I liked her.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes! Please!”

I moaned as I held the base of my cock and slowly pushed it into her dripping wet pussy. She cursed, her legs shaking as I sank a little deeper. Her ankles were by my shoulders, and I couldn’t get over how tight her pussy felt around my dick. I held her legs as I sank all the way to my base, filling her completely.

We were both moaning like wild, and I knew it wouldn’t take long for us to cum, but I wanted to enjoy every second that I had inside of her. This was a moment to cherish. It was one that I wouldn’t soon forget no matter what happened when Beverly found out the truth about who I really was.

“Touch my clit!”

I reached between Beverly’s legs to give her what she wanted. Her pussy walls tightened around my dick when I touched her clit, and it felt so good. I wouldn’t be able to last longer than a few seconds. I cursed and moaned as I tried to fuck her and play with her button, but it was too much. I was too close.

“Beverly!”

“Yes! Fill me! Push that dick deep!”

I did as Beverly said as she adjusted her body and pushed my hand out of the way to touch herself, using my dick as she worked herself to orgasm. I couldn’t stop the cum from flying from my tip as she used my dick for her pleasure. It was so hot feeling how she bounced her pussy on my cock, hearing those nasty noises leave her mouth. She loved it as much as I did if not more, and that was so fucking sexy.

I was done.

Ruined by this woman.

Then we came at the exact same time.

Euphoria filled the dark room as we held our bodies together, both of us cumming like crazy. I’d never felt a woman get so wet from my dick ever in my life, and all I could do to steady myself was grab her boobs and kiss her lips. She pushed her fingers into my hair and deepened the kiss as our bodies remained connected. Beverly gasped loudly when I eventually pulled out of her.

“So good,” I whispered against her lips.

“Amazing,” she agreed.

We lay there in each other’s arms after I’d taken off the rubber and tossed it to the side. It wasn’t long before I started falling asleep. She eventually climbed out of the bed after a few minutes of us holding each other. She had to get going if she didn’t want to be late for work. She kissed me gently.

I would have stopped her from turning on the lights if I had the energy, but I was halfway to dreamland when she shrieked and pulled me right out from my comfy paradise.

“William! Are those what I think they are?”

I rose slowly and glanced to where she was pointing, my heart dropping when I saw the thong as clear as day inside of my gym shorts. Beverly was already dressed, so I must have dozed off, but I was wide awake now. My worst fears were becoming a reality. The look on Beverly’s face told me she was not happy to find out that I liked to wear thongs, but what could I do?

“I’m sorry,” I said softly.

“Sorry? I… fuck. Actually, it’s not a big deal. Sorry for reacting like that.”

“You sure?”

“Yes,” she said, even though I could tell that she was lying. “I should get going before I’m late for work. You need your rest too.”

“Yeah,” I said softly as Beverly raced to gather the rest of her things. “Should we do this again?”

“Definitely.” Her voice was bright, but I could tell that she was still lying. I knew that I would never see her again as she stepped toward the door to leave. “Bye, William! This was great!”

I said nothing as she slipped out of the door. I didn’t even get up to lock the door until about five minutes after she’d left. Beverly was an amazing woman, but my thongs had done it again. At least I would always have the memory of our morning together, but I feared that memory wouldn’t be enough. I feared that I would go completely mad without Beverly in my life, but what could I do?


CHAPTER 4

It’d been a few weeks since that magical morning that I spent with Beverly. I couldn’t stop replaying everything that’d happened in my head. I’d never fallen so hard so quickly, but I was finally starting to come out of the Beverly-induced fog. I could see glimpses of a future where I wasn’t still obsessing over her, no matter how small they currently were. The girl had shaken me to my core, but I was finally finding a bit of balance. At least until my phone vibrated with her name flashing across the screen.

Beverly: I’m sorry for the other day.

Beverly: I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, and I’d like to take you out to a baseball game or something if you’re down. Tickets are cheap. Let me know what evenings you’re free, and we can set something up if you want, but I’ll understand if you don’t.

Beverly: Again… I’m sorry.

I held my phone and stared at the screen. I almost couldn’t believe what I was reading. It felt like a prank, like Beverly was trying to test me to see how easily I’d crack. To see if I would bend to her will. I couldn’t respond to her right away, so I tossed my phone to the side and left the room.

Then I went right back from where I’d come.

I grabbed my phone and unlocked the screen in milliseconds.

I was a mess as I stared at Beverly’s messages. Could I be weak enough to message her now? After such a short time? I thought I should wait a few days, but what if she decided that I wasn’t worth the hassle? My manhood was shot as I held my thumbs above the screen, but I couldn’t take any chances. I couldn’t risk losing the woman who’d stolen my heart.

Me: A baseball game sounds fun. I’m off tonight and tomorrow night, but then I won’t be off until next week.

I locked my phone as quickly as I could, nervous that Beverly would read the message and change her mind. I wished that I could take it back, but then she would just see that I’d deleted the message, and that was probably even worse than never getting a reply. I left my phone behind and walked out of the room.

I plopped down onto my bed and pushed my fingers into my hair. I pulled my hair and screamed into my pillow. This was ridiculous. Beverly was completely out of my league. We’d shared an amazing morning, but I was out of my mind if I thought that she was going to give me another chance, but then I heard my phone buzz. I wasn’t sure my legs had ever moved faster as I ran back to the living room to grab my phone.

There was a message!

Beverly: We could meet tonight if you want.

My heart was racing. My palms were sweaty. I didn’t want to respond right away and come off as lame, but I couldn’t help myself. If Beverly was going to give me another chance, I would swim across the ocean to have her.

Me: Yeah! That’s chill. You get the tickets, and I’ll get the snacks.

Beverly: Perfect! I’ll text you once I buy the tickets.

It wasn’t even fifteen minutes later that my phone buzzed with a copy of the tickets. She even sent me her address and told me that she would be waiting for me at five thirty. It was already three in the afternoon, so I had to get ready!

I hated it when my hair started to grow in, which it was currently doing, so I raced to the shower to make my skin smooth again. I skipped putting on a thong, even though they were all calling my name, but I wanted to avoid any awkwardness. Beverly already knew the truth, but I didn’t have to let her know the entire truth.

At least not yet.


CHAPTER 5

“Hey, I’m over here!” Beverly hollered and waved her arms in the air. She looked so sexy with her hair tucked perfectly into a baseball cap along with a face of makeup that was done to perfection. “I thought you weren’t going to make it!”

I stepped over the people in my way until I got to the empty seat next to Beverly. I didn’t have any clothes for the local sports team like she did, so I wore a shirt that had their colors. Beverly was wearing a button-up jersey that hugged her chest. To believe I was the man who got to sit by her side was next to impossible.

“How could I not?”

“Where are the snacks?”

“Oh, I thought you’d—”

“I’m just messing with you,” she said and burst out laughing. “I appreciate that you waited. You should have seen your face, though.”

“Don’t mess with me! It’s not nice!”

Beverly laughed even harder and shook her head. I opened my mouth to say something else, but she grabbed my wrist and pulled me away from the chairs before I could say a word. We went out to the corridor with all the food stands. I let Beverly lead the way, loving each time she glanced over her shoulder at me and showered me with that beautiful smile. She was wearing a light layer of lip gloss that made her lips sparkle. I just wanted to kiss her but didn’t want to act too quickly. I didn’t want to do anything that would scare her off after those weeks I’d spent thinking she’d forgotten all about me.

“Should we get beers?”

“I don’t really like beer,” I admitted.

“No wonder you’re so skinny!”

I winced as Beverly patted my stomach. Being skinny wasn’t something that I tried to do on purpose. I was just built this way no matter how many calories I consumed, so I learned how to accept it. I’d also learned how to love it since it made me look like a more convincing Marilyn. If only I could do my makeup… sigh.

“Did I hit a nerve?”

“No, it’s okay.”

“You sure?” Beverly asked as she dropped her voice and closed the distance between us. She held me by my T-shirt as she stared into my eyes. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings. I really am sorry about what happened before. I shouldn’t have—”

“Please, you don’t have to apologize. I completely understand.”

“No, it wasn’t okay. I shouldn’t have left like that. I shouldn’t have judged you for something that’s really not a big deal. Honestly, I wouldn’t even have known.”

What would you do if you knew about Marilyn?

“It’s okay. I forgive you. I shouldn’t have been wearing them anyway. It’s not right.”

“Don’t say that!” Beverly said and gently pushed my shoulder. “If that’s who you are, I want to accept it. I don’t want to judge you.”

Hearing Beverly say those words warmed my heart, but how could I trust them after everything I’d been through with women? As much as I wanted to believe her, doubt filled me as we stood there in the corridor of the baseball stadium, people flowing past us like water over a rock. I didn’t want this moment of us staring at each other to end. I hoped never to lose Beverly again, but I had to be honest with her about Marilyn. I had to find the strength to tell her that I liked to wear a lot more than thongs, but now wasn’t the time.

“What do you want to eat?” I asked to change the subject.

“How about a pretzel? I saw one earlier and have been thinking about it since.”

“Do you want a beer?”

“Maybe a beer. Maybe a cocktail. Let’s see what they have,” she said.

My body tingled when Beverly laced her fingers with mine and led us to the nearest stand. They had simple cocktails and plenty of snacks, so we got our pretzels and two rums with coke. We went back to our seats and watched the game as we held hands, and I noticed more than a few guys look over in our direction clearly wondering how I’d landed a hottie like Beverly, but she didn’t seem to notice anyone except me. Her unwavering attention pulled me in. It wasn’t long before I stopped noticing those jealous guys. Whatever doubts Beverly had were gone, and I needed to recognize the chance I had in front of me before I lost it forever.

“This game is nice. Thank you for inviting me.”

“Who else would I come with?”

I shrugged.

Beverly grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “I really had a great time that morning we met in the park. I thought I would be able to get over it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“You weren’t thinking about what you saw on my floor?”

“I mean… at first I was a little shaken, but I’ve decided that I don’t care. I want you to be honest with me more than anything.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes,” she said.

“I hope so.”

“Why do you say it like that?”

I couldn’t help but sound a little sad, yet I couldn’t deny Marilyn. It wasn’t healthy for me or any of the girls I dated. That year I hid my true self while with Rachel was one of the worst of my life, and it only got worse when she dumped me after finding out about my secret. I couldn’t go through anything like that again, so I had to be honest with Beverly as soon as I could.

“I’ll tell you when we leave.” There were so many people around that I couldn’t tell her now. “Not here.”

“Why not?” she asked and pushed on my shoulder. “Tell me!”

Her pouty voice was so sexy, but it wouldn’t break me.

“Why don’t I show you after the game?”

“Oh,” she said as her tone dropped. “I see.”

“What?”

She shook her head and grabbed her drink to take a sip. “You can show me after the game. Why don’t we grab dinner on the way to your place?”

“I’d like that,” I said.

Beverly smiled softly and turned her attention to the field. I kept watching her out of the corner of my eye, admiring her feminine curves and the way she cheered along to the game. I honestly couldn’t have cared less about the baseball game, but I was happy to be there with her. Ecstatic that she’d reached out to me after I thought I lost her. I could only hope that she wouldn’t leave me again once we got back to my place where I’d tell her about Marilyn.


CHAPTER 6

“I hope this food tastes as good as it smells,” Beverly said as we walked through my door. We set the bags of takeout on the dining table before I led her over to the kitchen to ask her what she wanted to drink. I showed her the juice and wine and everything else that I had in the fridge, but she requested water.

“You sure?” I asked.

“Yes! I already had one drink today. That’s more than enough for me,” she said and reached out to press her finger against my chest. “The only thing I want to drink now is you.”

Fuck.

“I thought you wanted water,” I said as my voice cracked and my cheeks turned fire red.

Beverly chuckled and spun away from me. She pulled out her ponytail and shook out her gorgeous brown locks, giggling when she whipped around to meet my gaze. Her sexual energy was suffocating me, but I didn’t want air. Now that we were back at my house together, the memories of our lovemaking filled my mind. It was so dark in my room when we fucked, but I hoped that we could make love in the light, but only once I told her about Marilyn.

I couldn’t chicken out.

I couldn’t!

“Beverly,” I said and grabbed her wrist without even getting the glass of water. If I didn’t tell her before we ate, I had a feeling that I never would, so I led her over to the couch and pulled her down so that we were sitting next to each other. “There’s something I have to tell you.”

“What?” she asked in a concerned voice.

I took a deep breath before letting the words fall from my lips. “I like more than just wearing thongs. I actually have an alter ego of sorts. If you can’t accept that, I understand, but it wouldn’t be right if I didn’t tell you before we let this go any further.”

Beverly went silent, waiting for me to continue.

“Sometimes I become Marilyn.”

“Marilyn?”

“Yeah, that’s the name I would have if I were a girl.”

Beverly folded her glossy lips, and I worried that this was the moment she would toss me to the curb. It would upset me if she did, but I would also be understanding. I would take it with my head held high. Beverly had already given me so much when we fucked on that beautiful morning that I could find a way to survive her walking out of the door.

“I see.”

“Let me grab you some water.”

I got up, unable to stand looking at her face for another second. She said nothing as I grabbed a glass from the cabinet, and I could only think the worst, but she was smiling when I got back to the couch.

“What?” I asked softly.

“Marilyn, huh?”

“Yes! Don’t make fun of me!”

“I’m not,” she insisted, but I didn’t quite believe her. “I mean, c’mon, it’s a little weird, but I think I could give it a chance.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, sure. Do you have any pictures of you dressed like a girl?”

I shook my head. I could feel the heat in my cheeks, but Beverly was acting super chill. No screeching. No mean words. I was almost grateful that she’d seen that thong and that I never had the chance to hide who I was. Had I fallen for Beverly before she saw that lacy thong, I wasn’t sure that I would have been honest. Maybe it was the surprise that hurt Rachel more than the fact that I liked girly clothes.

I wouldn’t know, and it didn’t really matter.

Especially not now that Beverly was here with me.

“What do you like to wear?”

“Um… you know.”

“No, I don’t. You have to tell me.”

“I don’t want to say it!”

“How will you be able to accept yourself if you can’t even tell me what you like to wear? You do realize that I love clothes, right? I could help you pick out something cute to wear so you don’t look like a hot mess.”

My cock grew stiff when Beverly touched my leg and moved her fingers slowly up my thighs. She lifted her eyes and grinned, igniting my body with an intense desire, but I wanted her to see me as a woman. I had a collection of clothes that I would love to show her. That I would love for her to accept, so I grabbed her hand and led her to the bedroom.

“Would you like to see my clothes?”

“Yes! I thought you weren’t going to ask.”

“I’m nervous you’ll judge me.”

“I’ll only judge you if they don’t look good,” she said with a laugh. “So, are the clothes in your room?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I can’t believe you’re about to see everything.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?”

I nodded and got up from the couch, reaching out my hand to grab Beverly’s, loving how she smiled when she stood to join me.


CHAPTER 7

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” I said when we got to my bedroom. Beverly plopped down onto the bed and jutted her arms out behind her, tossing her hair in an excruciatingly seductive way when she did.

“Believe it,” she said and snapped her fingers. “We don’t have all night, and I want to see what you’re working with.”

I groaned, but there was no stopping this train, so I swallowed my pride and walked over to the closet. I had two suitcases stuffed with dresses and heels and wigs and a bag of makeup that I couldn’t make look good to save my life. I grabbed all of it. My lingerie and panties and slip dresses were all stuffed in the bottom drawer of the dresser that I kept in my walk-in closet.

“Everything is in these?” Beverly asked with a hand on one of the suitcases.

“Pretty much.”

It was difficult to speak. I was struggling to breathe as Beverly lifted one of the suitcases onto the bed and unzipped it. My heart dropped when she flipped open the top and revealed my collection of womanly treasures. Her eyes widened when she saw what was inside, but she said nothing as she began pulling out the different articles of clothing. I about dropped to the floor and begged her to stop, but I was paralyzed in place.

“You have some cute pieces.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yeah, definitely. I really love this red dress,” she said and held up a slutty red minidress that I wore when I was feeling sexy. “This skirt is pretty cute too. Do you have any bras? Panties?”

“I have a couple bras, but I never really use them. I usually just put on a dress and strut around the apartment.” It killed me to say these things aloud, but for whatever reason, I trusted Beverly. I didn’t worry that she would judge me for my clothes or the fact that I enjoyed wearing them. If she wasn’t going to accept Marilyn, she would have been out of the door ages ago, which was what I told myself to gather the strength I needed to get through this awkward moment. As much as I longed for a woman to accept me for who I was, it felt impossible now that the opportunity was staring me in the face.

“Get me your bras. We’re going to pick you out a cute outfit to wear. I also want to see what panties you have.”

“If you want to look through them, they’re in my closet.”

“Show me.”

I led Beverly to the dresser where I kept my lingerie. She pulled open the drawer and dug through the fabric, stopping for a moment to shoo me away since I was standing over her shoulder watching her every move. I dropped my head and went back to the bed after she’d told me to get lost, waiting for her to emerge from the closet with whatever she thought I should wear.

Then she screeched.

“What’s wrong?”

“Is this a pearl thong?”

Oh my goodness.

Not the pearl thong!

I ordered it one drunken night when I was looking through a bunch of cute clothes and lingerie online but quickly decided that a pearl thong was not for me once I tried it on. It was super sexy, but the way it felt between my butt cheeks had me wanting a refund. Not that refunds were allowed for undergarments, but I never in a million years thought I would ever have to wear the pearl thong again. Not until Beverly came out of the closet with it dangling from her finger and a wicked look on her face.

“I have to see you in this!”

“Why? It’s not comfortable.”

Beverly frowned. “Don’t you want to make me happy?” she asked in a pouty voice.

“Yes, but—”

“You’re the one who ordered it! Put it on!”

I swallowed and folded my lips before I could say anything else. The last thing I wanted to do was push Beverly away, but the thought of putting on that pearl thong again made me shiver. I had much more comfortable options in my dresser, but Beverly had already made her choice, and I wanted to make her happy. She knew I did, which was why I would wear whatever she picked out.

“Let’s do the pearl thong, this sexy black bra, and this black dress that you have. Do you have any jewelry?”

“A little bit. Nothing fancy.”

“Pearls?”

“Fake pearls,” I said with a laugh.

“They’ll do! Get them!”

I went into the closet to grab the box of jewelry I had in the top drawer of the dresser. Beverly was waiting for me on the bed with the outfit she’d picked out. I had to admit that it was pretty cute, even if I was a bit uncertain about wearing that pearl thong. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, though. Especially not if Beverly would give me a treat for wearing it.

“How do you usually do your makeup?”

“Honestly?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“I’m not very good at doing my makeup.”

“What?” she shrieked. “How can you become Marilyn without being any good at makeup?”

“Like I said, I usually just strut around the house. The most I ever do in public is wear thongs and panties beneath my clothes.”

“Well, we’re gonna have to change that, aren’t we?”

I groaned, but we both knew this was what I wanted. Beverly smirked as she picked up the bag of makeup to look through it. She grabbed the bottle of liquid foundation that I had and put a little drop on her fingertip before holding it up against my face.

“Not a bad match.”

“I tried my best when I picked it out.”

“Did you go to the store?”

“No,” I said and quickly shook my head. “Everything I have was bought online.”

“Isn’t the internet great?”

“Yeah, it’s pretty awesome,” I said with a laugh.

Beverly grabbed a few more things from the makeup bag, but then her eyes widened like she’d just had an epiphany. “Wait, is your body all hairy? We can’t put you in this dress if you aren’t smooth like a girl!”

“I… I keep my body smooth.”

“Ooh, that’s actually pretty sexy. I hate it when guys don’t properly groom themselves.”

“Guess you could say I’m not one of those guys.”

“Which only makes me like you even more,” she said and scooted a little closer to put her hand on my thigh. She stared into my eyes, and I couldn’t escape the pull of her gravity.

We kissed.

We fell back onto the bed.

I pushed my fingers into her hair and slid my tongue between her lips, and we nearly got carried away atop the pile of clothes she’d picked out for me to wear, but then she came back to her senses. She pushed me off her and accused me of trying to get out of wearing the pearl thong.

“That’s not true!” I protested.

Beverly grunted and crossed her arms. “I don’t believe you.”

“I swear!”

She gave me a doubtful look and motioned for me to move so that she could grab the clothes that we were sitting on, and the fresh look of determination on her face unnerved me. I loved that she was being supportive of me as Marilyn, but what if she pushed me further than I was willing to go? I knew that Marilyn lived in my heart, but it wasn’t always easy to accept that fact about myself.

“Why don’t you get dressed?”

“Now?”

“Yes!”

“Don’t you want to see my wigs?”

Beverly sighed. “Yeah, I guess that would be a good idea.”

Attitude was dripping in her voice, but there was a smile on her face. I stood from the bed, still on shaky ground, and went to the closet to grab the two wigs that I had. One was blonde and the other was brunette. I wish I had more wigs, but they were pretty expensive, and I was only willing to buy the nicest ones. The other ones just didn’t last as long, so what was the point of buying them?

“Ooh, I love those wigs.”

“Which one should I wear?”

Beverly grabbed the wigs and held them with her fists. She took a closer look at each before deciding on the blonde wig. She thought it would pop against the dark outfit, and I had to agree with her. As nervous as I was about wearing the pearl thong again, I was excited to get dressed and have Beverly help me with my makeup. I often dreamed of having someone who actually knew what they were doing help me with my makeup, and now that moment had arrived.

“Put on the pearl thong! I want to see how it looks on you, and don’t try to act prude after you’ve already been inside of me.”

I was definitely going to try that line, but what was the point? Beverly was giving me everything I ever wanted, and I just had to find a way to get over myself, so that was what I did. I grabbed the pearl thong and changed right there in the middle of my bedroom. We both grinned when my cock got hard, but how could it not when I was standing naked in front of my dream girl?

The pearl thong was as uncomfortable as I remembered, but the awkward feeling of the pearls seemed to vanish now that Beverly was watching me with an intense desire in her eyes. I couldn’t believe that we’d gotten here, that she was doing this with me, but I was so happy that we’d arrived at this moment.

“What do you think?” I asked with my hands on my hips. “How does the pearl thong look?”

Beverly bit her lip as she let her gaze move up and down my body. Seeing her look at me like that only made my dick grow stiffer in the tight thong, and Beverly definitely noticed.

“It makes your dick look huge. Turn around and give me a glimpse of that backside.”

I shook my head but did as she requested, slowly turning until my butt was facing her. She moaned lightly as she stood from the bed and walked over to me to place her hand on my backside. She squeezed my ass and then kissed me when I glanced over my shoulder at her. Our gaze lingered when she pulled her lips away from mine.

“Why don’t you put on the dress?”

“Okay,” I said in a light voice.

Beverly smiled and let her hand brush against my hard cock before spinning away from me and going over to the makeup bag she’d left on the bed. I grabbed the black dress to pull over my head, but she yelled at me to stop.

“What?” I asked.

“Your bra! Put it on first!”

I groaned but did as she said. I was thankful to have her help, but I gawked when she suggested that we should stuff the bra with socks. “Socks?” I asked in a sassy voice. “Isn’t that gross?”

“Not if they’re clean!”

I wasn’t too sure about Beverly’s suggestion, but I didn’t want to disappoint her, so I grabbed some clean socks from my dresser and closed my eyes as she stuffed them into my bra. I was actually pretty impressed with how my chest looked once she’d finished, especially once I pulled the dress over my head. Every time I glanced down at my body, I couldn’t help but feel a little more like a girl.

Then Beverly sat down next to me and began applying makeup to my face. I closed my eyes as she worked, loving that I finally had someone in my life who was willing to help me out where I struggled most. She told me what she was doing as she applied the makeup, but I was lost in a faraway land.

“How does it look?” I asked.

“Almost there. Keep your eyes closed.”

It wasn’t even five minutes later that Beverly was putting the makeup back into the bag, and then she grabbed the blonde wig to don on my head. I opened my eyes slowly like I’d been meditating, and in some ways I had been. The final touch was a pearl necklace.

“Why don’t you go look in the mirror?”

“Yeah?”

Beverly nodded, so I stood from the bed. The pearl thong heightened the sensation of every step I took. I about cried when I saw myself in the mirror, but that would ruin all of Beverly’s hard work, so I kept it together. I shook my head in pure disbelief at my reflection. Marilyn was complete. There was no denying it anymore. I was her, and she was me.

“What do you think?”

“You did an amazing job,” I said.

“Why don’t we go for a walk?”

“What?” I hissed. “You want me to go outside like this?”

“The weather is so nice tonight, and I saw some cute heels in those suitcases. Let’s walk to the park down the street and back. Don’t act like this isn’t what you want.”

“I mean… it is, but I’ve never gone outside like this.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” she said with a bright smile that left little room for arguing.


CHAPTER 8

“This is insane,” I said as we stepped outside of my building. “Let’s go back inside.”

“No way!”

Beverly had changed into one of my sheer white dresses that had an open back and had paired it with her tennis shoes. She looked as sexy as could be, but even having her next to me didn’t make me comfortable enough to continue down to the park. I looked like a girl, but panic gripped me as we stood there on the sidewalk.

“It’s only a few blocks down the street.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You’re sexy.”

“So are you!”

I grunted and shook my head. Seeing myself in the mirror was one thing, but to be out in public as Marilyn was something else entirely. As much as I wanted to stay outside, it felt impossible, but then Beverly laced her fingers with mine and shot me a look that told me I was safe around her. That I had nothing to worry about as long as we were together.

“You can do this, Marilyn. Show the world how fabulous you are.”

“Why are you being so nice to me?”

“I like you,” she said. “Don’t you like me?”

“More than you know,” I admitted.

“We’re in this together. You and me. If I wasn’t serious about this, I never would have asked you out to the baseball game, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, even though it was still hard to believe that a girl like Beverly would want anything to do with me, especially when I was dressed completely en femme, but she was right. If I couldn’t accept Marilyn, who else would? “Okay, let’s go.”

“Awesome!”

Beverly didn’t miss a beat before pulling me down the sidewalk, our fingers laced together. The weather was splendid. It was getting pretty late, but we were adults, and my neighborhood wasn’t the worst. I didn’t feel uncomfortable walking around at night around here, but that was when I was dressed as a man. Two hot babes out for a stroll probably got a bit more attention than a lonely dude. Luckily nothing happened to us on our way from my apartment to the park.

“I wish I lived closer to the park. I love that you can walk here.”

“How long would it take you to walk here?”

“Probably an hour. Maybe a little less.”

“Yeah, I guess that sounds right.”

Beverly giggled and pressed her body against mine. She pulled me to the middle of the field and then she dropped down to her knees. “Look!” she pointed at the sky. “You can see the stars! In the middle of the city! How is that even possible?”

The sky wasn’t filled with stars, but we could see a good amount. We lay on the field and pointed at the different constellations that we could find, but it wasn’t long before the sky bored us. We turned to each other and kissed. Then we touched. I pushed my fingers into her hair as my cock grew stiff beneath the pearl thong, which wasn’t bothering me nearly as much now as when I’d first put it on.

“I really like you, Beverly.”

“I like you too, Marilyn.”

Hearing her use my femme name ignited an entirely new level of desire within me. I’d spent a good deal of time obsessing over Beverly after that morning we spent together, and going back down that rabbit hole would only make me like her even more than the first time. I worried that I would lose myself being around her, but where else would I find a beautiful woman who accepted my feminine half?

“You’re too good to me.”

Beverly squealed as I grabbed her tightly and showered her with kisses. She reached up my dress and grabbed the outline of my stiffened cock as we kissed, and all I could think about was how amazing it’d felt the first time we fucked. How good it felt to slide around inside of her, and I only got harder when I reached up her dress to press my hand against her pussy, which was just as wet as last time if not more so.

We moaned as we touched each other on the field beneath the starry sky. I pulled Beverly on top of me, her gorgeous brown locks hanging past her shoulders as she stared down at me. It was dark outside, but I could see her clearly, and the smile on her face was undeniable. She was into this as much as me, and I was going to bust in my panties if she didn’t stop rocking her hips along the outline of my dick.

“I need you,” I said in a rough voice.

“I need you too,” she said and grabbed my fake tits as she continued rocking her hips. The sensation of her movements was teasing me relentlessly. “Let’s go back to your place.”

“Please,” I gasped.

We’d already been at the park twenty or thirty minutes, which was more than long enough, especially when all I could think about was burying my girly cock in her perfect pussy.


CHAPTER 9

Beverly and I laughed like wild as we raced back to my place holding hands. I got my door open as quickly as I could and pushed her inside, kicking the door closed behind me. We were tangled up in each other’s arms as we made our way over to the couch. Beverly gasped when her back hit the sofa, looking up at me seductively as I climbed above her.

“I can take this stuff off if you want.”

“No,” she said and shook her head. “I want Marilyn.”

My cock went wild when she said that, still tucked away in the pearl thong. I couldn’t wait to whip it out and slide back into her like the last time we were together, but I had to make sure that she was okay with me being dressed like this first. I had to know that she wouldn’t go running for the hills again.

“Promise?”

“Yes,” she said in a breath and reached out to grab me by my dress. “I promise. Don’t you believe me?”

I nodded, feeling like I could cry I was so happy. She was making my dreams come true and providing me with another moment I would never forget. I only hoped that we could make many more memories after tonight.

“I believe you,” I said softly and dropped to my knees between her legs. I spread her thighs wide and reached up the dress she’d borrowed from me. She moaned deeply as I slowly pulled the thong down her legs, and she only got louder when I pressed my lips against her pussy.

“Yes!” she screamed. “You’re so good at giving head!”

I moaned against her swollen lips as I worked her pussy with my tongue. She put her hand on the top of my head and held me down as I licked and licked and licked until she was screaming and shaking and cumming all over my face.

“Damn,” she said in a broken whisper. “Fuck.”

“That was good,” I said, ready to stop if she wanted, even though my dick was rock hard and begging for attention, but Beverly wasn’t done with me. She pulled me up toward her and reached up my dress to fish my cock out of the pearl thong.

“Put your girly dick in me, Marilyn.”

I cursed under my breath as she held my cock and guided it to her wet pussy lips. I closed my eyes and drifted off into wonderland when her walls squeezed my cock. I pushed deeper into her, worried that I would cum before I could even get in a few thrusts, so I pushed her loose dress to the side and wrapped my lips around her nipple as I fucked her gently.

“Yes! So fucking good!”

Beverly held the back of my head as I fucked her slowly, using every inch of my dick with each of my thrusts, but there was no way that I could hold my load for long. Not when she felt this good. Not after she’d been so accepting and loving.

“I’m close,” I said into her ear.

Beverly moaned and pushed on me gently, surprising me when she dropped to her knees and told me to cum in her mouth.

“Yeah?”

“Paint my face,” she said with a hand up her dress as she rubbed her pussy. “Cover me with that girly cum, Marilyn.”

I held my cock and beat it above her parted lips, ready to give her every drop of my seed, and it didn’t take long. I cursed and stared down at her as I emptied my load. Stream after stream of hot white goo covered Beverly’s gorgeous face, but she acted like it was the best thing in the world, and all I could do was drop to my knees in front of her once my cock ran dry and pull her close for a kiss.

“Never leave me.”

“I’m yours,” she said before I kissed her again, not at all concerned by the fact that my cum was still covering her face. I kissed her until she told me to take her to the bathroom, where we showered before fucking again.


CHAPTER 10

One Year Later

“What do you think of this dress? Think it could sell?” Beverly asked me. We were shopping at a thrift store for clothes to put on her online store. She didn’t have enough for the boutique she wanted to open yet, but she’d started a successful thrifting business that was bringing in a good amount of money on top of what she made at the department store.

“Is it designer?”

“No, but I think it’s super cute.”

“It is, but you know how much your customers love labels.”

“Yeah,” Beverly said in a long voice as she gave the dress another look. “It’s not designer, but it’s not very expensive, and I don’t see any holes or anything. Do you?”

I grabbed the dress and looked it over, but I didn’t see any imperfections, so Beverly added it to the basket. “Want to hit any other stores after here?”

“No,” she said. “I don’t think we have time. Didn’t you want to go dancing tonight?”

“Yes! Please!”

We were both so busy working lately that we never went out to do anything fun, but I was dying for a night out on the town as Marilyn with my girl, and Beverly had agreed we could do so tonight, and she was always one to keep her promises. That was only one of the many things that I loved about her.

“Do you know what you’re going to wear?”

“I was thinking about my red minidress with the pink wig we got last month.”

“A red dress and a pink wig? Why not the white minidress we got a few months ago? You could even put on some colorful jewelry too to highlight the wig.”

“You’re right. That’ll look better,” I agreed.

“Okay, let’s get this, and then we can get ready at your place.”

I gestured toward the register. “After you.”

Beverly bought what she’d picked out, and then we went back to my place and had a couple drinks as we got ready, and then we enjoyed another magical night together we could add to the memory books.
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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 Brave. 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
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