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To my readers, always


By Hand

(12,900 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Dustin

The lunch shift was in full swing. People from all around Bendersville stopped in for a bite to eat at our restaurant, By Hand. Marcus and I started the restaurant two years ago in a strip mall for the local business employees. We lived in a suburb of St. Louis, but there were several corporate offices within a five-mile radius. Many people had meetings here. We wanted to open a second location with a private meeting room to rent out but didn’t have the funds yet.

Our establishment served pasta, sandwiches on house-made sourdough, salads, and whatever else Marcus felt like putting on the menu that was quick to serve, delicious, and prepared by hand. I worked the front of the house, and Marcus was our chef. People, mostly housewives from around the city, loved to come and check out the hunky chef working behind the window. He wore a t-shirt that exposed his bulging muscles and jeans with a white apron tied around his waist.

Hearing women gasp over Marcus when he stepped out the kitchen was the delight of my day. Marcus and I had grown up together in the city but moved to Bendersville to open the restaurant. We thought the suburbs and office buildings would provide the atmosphere and clientele we wanted, and after two years, the business was a success, and the city and all-boys catholic school were a distant memory.

I had an earpiece in my ear to communicate with the kitchen for the servers. I had my back turned with dirty dishes in my hands when someone tapped my shoulder. Turning around, I couldn’t believe who was standing there.

“Dustin,” the man said. He was tall, black, had dark brown eyes, and large muscles. I exercised but stuck to cardio to keep my waist and legs thin. I did all I could to keep my thighs from touching.

The interruption didn’t make me drop the dishes, but I wanted to throw one in the guy’s face. He was my ex and had no right coming to the restaurant after I caught him in bed with another man. Another twink with blonde hair and blue eyes like me, and they had been in my bed too. I had run home from the restaurant that day I caught him. It was a Saturday morning, and Peter (my ex) had spent the night. When I walked near my house, I heard the moaning. When I went inside, my world fractured into pieces. I thought Peter had been the most amazing, caring boyfriend, but even the nice ones were dirty.

That was six months ago, and I hadn’t dated since. How could I? All men were pigs.

“Get out of my restaurant, Peter,” I said. The staff was talking in my ear and needed my help. Peter had me cornered by the area where we piled dishes. The man who helped with prep did the dishes but was busy on the line with Marcus.

“You won’t return my calls, Dustin. We need to talk. We haven’t talked since—”

“Don’t finish that sentence, Peter,” I said in a hushed whisper. My jaw clenched. “You have no right to come here. Marcus told me you stopped by last month when I wasn’t here too. You know what you did. You should have thought about that before you fucked that twink,” I said and slammed the dishes against the stainless steel. One of them cracked in two, but I didn’t care. Peter was lucky I hadn’t broken it over his head. “Please leave, Peter. We’re busy.”

“Will you return my messages and calls?”

“No, you lost your chance with me,” I said and tried to push past Peter, but he stopped me, grabbing my upper arm. He was much stronger than me, and I couldn’t move under his grip. Ever since the break up, he had become a monster. A switch had flipped in him, and although I had been considering a restraining order, I was more certain than ever that I wanted to pursue one. It didn’t matter his body and dick and lovemaking were spectacular. Peter was crazy, and I could see it in his eyes. “You can’t leave me, Dustin. You’re my boyfriend. Mine,” he said.

The possessiveness used to be sexy, but it had lost its flavor.

“No, we’ve done. Over. No more,” I said standing more erect. “Now get the fuck off of me.”

Peter didn’t budge when I pushed him, but Marcus appeared in the window from the kitchen. When he saw us, he rushed out of the kitchen and pushed Peter off of me. “Get off of him, creep. I told you if I saw you here again, I would call the cops,” Marcus said and pushed Peter. They had moved slightly into the dining room and caught the attention of customers and staff. I wanted to fade away with embarrassment.

“You know nothing,” Peter said, rolling his shoulders. Nostrils flared. Marcus didn’t back down.

“You’re trespassing. Get out before you go to jail. You don’t deserve Dustin after what you did,” Marcus said. A server ran up and handed him the restaurant phone. Marcus dialed the numbers for the police, and Peter put up his hands.

“Fine, but we had something special Dustin,” Peter said.

“You ruined it,” I said and turned away from him and disappeared to the kitchen. I heard Marcus tell Peter never to return before he came back to the kitchen to make sure I was okay.

Marcus held my shoulders and said, “fuck that guy. You deserve better than him.” Marcus’ green eyes were like grass in a meadow. He was the hottest straight guy I knew and my best friend. Marcus hugged me, and we went back to work. The dust settled.

 

♦

 

Marcus

Peter was an asshole and never deserved Dustin. I thought he was shifty from the beginning, but Dustin loved him. Peter had been romantic: bought flowers, chocolates, and wrote cards. But I had seen the sinister ways behind his kindness. The manipulator he had been. I hated to see Dustin sad but wouldn’t miss Peter. If he showed his face in our restaurant again, I would call the police without hesitation. Or worse.

The day ended, and the servers had finished their cleaning tasks. The dishwasher washed all the dishes. Chairs turned upside-down on the tables. I turned off the lights in the kitchen and went out to the dining room. Dustin was sitting at the bar with a bottle of whiskey to his side. A tumbler glass filled to the brim with brown. Ice floating at the top.

I went up behind Dustin and rubbed his shoulders. He grunted and shoved me, “please don’t touch me.”

I put up my hands and sidestepped to the seat next to him. I hadn’t been planning on sticking around, but it was clear my friend needed me. Peter had rattled him. “Should we order Chinese?”

Dustin looked up at me. His blue eyes shined in the half-lit restaurant. The space changed when there weren’t customers and staff. “Sure. Order me shrimp fried rice and two egg rolls.”

“Half order or whole?”

“Make it a whole one,” Dustin said. He dropped his head to his arms like he was taking a nap on a desk. I stepped to the side and ordered the food. Joining Dustin back at the bar, I poured myself a whiskey and water.

“We have to keep track of how much we drink.”

“I already accounted for the entire bottle,” Dustin said and poured more whiskey into his half-full glass. I didn’t stop him but wanted to snatch away the bottle. How could Peter make him fall into this hole of sadness? I never dated. Women offered themselves, but I wasn’t interested. Not that I didn’t like women, but my business consumed me. The menu, finding quality ingredients. We were open seven days a week, and I worked every one of them. Unless I was terribly sick, one could find me in the kitchen. We had three line cooks and two prep guys who acted as dishwashers. They could do it without me, but I loved my job.

If it wasn’t a one-night stand, I wasn’t interested in a woman.

Dustin and I drank whiskey until the food arrived. I tipped the young man the change. It was ten dollars. Business was going well. We could afford to make the teenager’s night. Dustin was filling his glass with ice when I returned to the bar. Half the bottle of whiskey had disappeared. I was feeling tipsy, and Dustin was slurring his words.

“Fuck that guy,” he said. “Peter was an asshole. So controlling. He used to tell me what to wear.”

“Why did you stay with him?” I asked.

Dustin shrugged. “He knew how to bury his bone.”

“You’re sick,” I said and slapped Dustin’s shoulder. We were best friends, and it never bothered me that Dustin was gay. He understood I was straight and never pushed a sexual relationship. Not once. He deserved a man who wouldn’t manipulate him and tell him what to do. I understood enough to know that Dustin was a ‘bottom’, but who cared? He was an excellent manager of By Hand and my best friend.

“Peter was a nice guy too, until he wasn’t. I guess some people don’t show their crazy side until later.”

“Yeah, you deserve better than him.”

“When are you going to get a girlfriend?” Dustin asked.

“You know I only care about By Hand,” Marcus said. “Plus, I have a few regulars who want nothing more than a hookup.”

“And I’m supposed to be the gay one,” Dustin said. We laughed. I had always been more of a one-night guy than Dustin. He had been in relationships since freshman year of college. We went to the same college in the city too. Neither of us had ever dreamed of leaving the Midwest and its four seasons. We knew we wanted to open a restaurant, so I went to the culinary program at the college, and Dustin received a two-year business degree.

We were twenty-three, ambitious, and hungry to make more money. There was an investment group in the city, Moon Foods, but they preferred to help young female entrepreneurs. I had been doing research for a way to finance a second location after our third year, and Moon Foods gave the best loans. Better than a bank, but they had never sponsored a male-owned business. Only once for a trans man after they came under heat for only sponsoring women.

The whiskey was coursing through us. Only a sliver remained at the bottom of the bottle, but Dustin and I lived walking distance to the restaurant. We each had our own apartment in the same complex down the road. We had gone between renting a house or two apartments, but the apartments won. They were cheaper, offered more privacy and space, and were closer to work than a single family.

An idea had crept into my mind now that I stared at my friend. He had thin legs, a round ass, and was shorter in stature. He had a feminine way of handling himself. I hated myself for considering the idea, but we needed the money from Moon Foods. The alcohol had broken down my barriers and had the words waiting to spew out like vomit.

“Dustin,” I said. My own words started to slur. “Have you heard of Moon Foods?”

“Sure, I read an article about them in the paper,” he said. “They help young female food entrepreneurs.”

“Yeah,” I said. My voice dissipated. Could I really ask Dustin this favor? Could we get away with it? We had outstanding reviews, but not a single editorial has featured us. If only Dustin dressed… I shook the thoughts from my head, knowing how terrible it sounded. What if he wouldn’t remember?

“What about Moon Foods?” Dustin asked. His voice was light and touched with laughter after the booze had replaced his sorrow.

“What if you became a woman to get a loan from them for our next location?”

Silence filled the building as Dustin stared at me. Cars drove past, but tension choked the room. He began laughing, and I joined him. We laughed together until Dustin fell off his stool, hitting his head on the way down. He wasn’t bleeding, but all goodwill had left Dustin’s face.

He stood at the bar and kicked the stool to the side. It fell against the ground, but I wanted to continue our conversation. He hadn’t refused.

“Would you consider it?”

“Are you being serious?” Dustin asked. He poured more whiskey into his glass. The last drops of the bottle. I went to other side of the bar and grabbed a beer from the fridge, ignoring Dustin’s leer. “Answer me! Are you trying to use me? Like Peter? Is that all the world is? People who want to use me?”

Dustin was sounding delirious, fueled with rage and booze. Angry from falling off the chair and embarrassing himself. He was standing against the bar, wobbling. I drank the beer and wondered about our future with Moon Foods. They could propel us. The second location could turn into a third. I wanted that future, and Dustin had a soft voice. He had a female’s frame. All he needed was long hair and breasts, and we would have a meeting with Moon Foods in no time.

“I’m sorry for suggesting it, but I’ve been over all the loan options. They are by far the best if we want to open a location next year. Otherwise, we’ll have to wait until year five or six.”

“That’s worth me not becoming a woman,” Dustin said and threw his glass. It fell to the floor in front of my feet and shattered. He stormed to the door, and I ran after him.

“Let me walk home with you. It’s late.”

“It’s Bendersville. We’re from the fucking city,” Dustin said and nudged me. He opened the door and darted out to the dark night.


Chapter Two

 

Dustin

I couldn’t believe Marcus had the nerve to ask me to dress as a woman. Moon Foods was a powerful organization in the city, but I never had a strong desire to become a woman. I have been curious about it, sure, but to actually wear women’s clothing? Well, I would be lying if I said I never wore women’s jeans. For years I shopped in the women’s section for skinny jeans. I always wore men’s trunks under them with t-shirts or sweaters. When I started college, I had switched to men’s jeans. I grew and toned down the feminine side.

After work today, I was meeting my friend Michelle. We had studied business together at the community college. She went on to finish her bachelor’s degree, but Marcus and I had started By Hand. It was our baby, and neither of us had wanted to continue with schooling.

Marcus and I hadn’t spoken at work today. I gave him the cold shoulder. His question still buzzed in my mind. He had no right to ask me if I wanted to become a woman. I was gay. I was a bottom, but I wasn’t a woman. Only a small part of me wanted to become one.

Michelle was sitting at the bar when I entered. I had to drive to the city to meet her, but it was worth it to get away from Marcus. The afternoon had been slow, and Marcus could close down the restaurant. I trusted the servers to handle the dining room, and Marcus could deal with any emergency.

After kissing Michelle on the cheek, I took a seat in the stool next to her. The bartender dropped off a menu for me, and Michelle sipped her red wine. She had long brown waves and blue eyes. Painted nails. Michelle never left the house without wearing high heels. Marcus had the biggest crush on her when I brought her around the first time, but she only had an interest in women. She loved studs who could fuck her all night with a strap. Eat her pussy like whipped cream on a hot chocolate.

I ordered a glass of white wine. The special was half off glasses of wine, and I wasn’t going to miss out on that opportunity. We ordered a vegetarian flatbread to share.

“We never see each other anymore,” Michelle said, pouting.

“I know. I’m always working at the restaurant, but we’re here now. Tell me how you’ve been,” I said.

Michelle talked about her internship and what she wanted to do when she graduated in a few weeks. It was spring and bleeding into summer. The weather was hotter, and the leaves had returned to the trees. She wanted to work for a corporation in St. Louis and climb the ladder.

“You’ll find a job,” I said.

“Tell me about you. How is Marcus? Does he still talk about me?” she asked. Although Michelle wasn’t interested in Marcus, she loved that he found her attractive. She loved to dangle men on strings only to let them down with the fact she was a lesbian. Then, a lot of the men would ask Michelle if they could watch her kiss a woman.

Marcus may have found Michelle attractive still, but he didn’t talk about her. I told her that he did, and she grinned. “But you’ll never believe what else Marcus said.”

“What?” she asked.

“He asked me if I would become a woman to secure a loan,” I said.

“Become a woman?!”

“Yes, girl,” I said and smacked my lips. We laughed. The bartender looked at us with a raised eyebrow.

“Why would Marcus want that?”

I explained Moon Food to Michelle and why Marcus’ idea made sense on paper but was crazy in real life.

“Why is it a bad idea?” Michelle asked when I finished detailing all the reasons Marcus was insane for suggesting I become a woman.

My mouth dropped. I wanted to throw my drink on Michelle sexy waves and ruin her makeup. How could she dare suggest I become a woman? “Whose side are you on, Michelle?”

“You want to expand your business don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then, why don’t you consider it? You’re already rather feminine now,” she said.

“You can’t be serious,” I said and sipped my white wine. She ate a piece of the pizza and shrugged.

“Is becoming a woman the worst thing in the world for more success? Those bank loans are horrible, and groups like Moon Foods tend to provide more value than just money. They have insight into the industry.”

“I know. Working with Moon Foods would be the deal of a lifetime, but they only help female entrepreneurs. They helped one female to male trans man when they came under heat from locals, but that was the only man they have helped.”

“But if you become a woman, they wouldn’t look at you as a man. You could become someone you aren’t now, why not think about it?”

The bartender came over, and we ordered another round. I wanted to call out Michelle for taking Marcus’ side, but he had said we would have to wait years longer with the other financing options. It wasn’t like I had never thought about becoming a woman. It wasn’t an overwhelming urge, but I have always been curious about what it would be like. Nobody was asking me to get rid of my penis, and I didn’t want to date anyone for a long time. Not after Peter and his madness.

Our second round of drinks arrived, and I pondered what Michelle and Marcus said. We split the check an hour later. Standing outside by our cars, Michelle said, “if you decide to become a woman, I’m here for you. You know I’m a makeup master and love makeovers.”

“Whatever, Michelle,” I said. We hugged and went our separate ways, but Marcus’ idea was sounding more logical by the second.

 

♦

 

Marcus

A few days had passed since I stupidly asked Dustin to become a woman for our business. He hadn’t spoken to me since. We worked together, and he would call orders, but they weren’t conversations. He hadn’t mentioned what I had asked him, but I could tell he recalled the conversation. I saw it when he looked at me with scorn. It was like taking a knife to the chest. I didn’t want to ruin the relationship I had with my best friend. We could wait five years to open a second location if necessary. We didn’t need Moon Foods.

Dustin had been leaving early since our conversation, but today he stayed until the end. When I turned off the kitchen lights, I didn’t want to step out to the dining room. I feared what Dustin would say. He had a way of holding his words in until he found the right ones.

“Hey,” he said when I met his eyes.

I waved at him, dropping my head. The air was thick between us since the conversation. Since I had ruined our dynamic with my childish idea.

“Would you like a beer?” Dustin asked. He had moved behind the bar, and I sat at a stool. I nodded, and Dustin cracked open two lagers. “You don’t have to feel bad for what you asked me, Marcus. You’re concerned about the business, and I appreciate it.”

“Please, forget what I asked. It was rude and homophobic.”

“Maybe, but it was business savvy too. We can’t help it that the women behind Moon Foods discriminate against men and restaurants outside trendy city neighborhoods.”

“What are you saying?” I asked. Dustin stirred his finger around the rim of the glass beer bottle.

He smirked and said, “I want to become a woman.”

His words hit me like a gust of wind in April. I should have apologized and told Dustin to forget it sooner. We couldn’t cheat our way to the top. It wasn’t right. I wanted Dustin to be himself and not someone he didn’t want to become, “Dustin, you don’t have to do that. I was drunk. Don’t listen to what I said.”

“But you’re right, Marcus. Why should we wait five years when we could have what we want in one? I’m willing to become a woman for our dreams,” Dustin said. He stood behind the bar and didn’t drop his eyes. He was being serious, but how would he do it? The customers would freak if Dustin came in one day as a woman. We had regulars, and Dustin knew a lot of them.

“What about our customers?”

“They will accept it, or they don’t have to come back. I don’t care. Moon Foods will do more for us than a few assholes who can’t handle a man expressing his true form,” Dustin said. He whipped his head as though he had long hair. He placed a hand on his hip and smacks his lips, “Girl, I’m about to become the hottest bitch in Bendersville,” he said and snapped his fingers.

Dustin finished his beer, and we locked up the restaurant. He had me laughing the entire walk home how he snapped his fingers and switched his feet with each step.


Chapter Three

 

Dustin

Michelle and I were out at the mall. She had picked up a couple wigs for me on the way over but hadn’t shown me the styles yet. We had shopping to do first. Michelle worked at her internship but had the weekends off school and work, and she had dedicated her entire Saturday to feminizing my body.

We started with clothing. Michelle made me wear a bra and stuffed with with balls of fabric. She showed me options I could order online for fake breasts, but titties were not a negotiation. After stuffing my bra, Michelle had me try on three dresses she picked out. One was black, one had a floral print, and the other was hot pink. She made me buy all three, and I loved how I looked.

When I twirled in the dresses and the fabric lifted, I felt like a woman in the movies. I wanted to stand over a pothole with steam blowing up my dress. How would I look with fabric bunched up around my arms with a wig and makeup?

After spending over two hundred dollars on dresses, nylons, skinny jeans, and blouses, we went to the shoe store and picked out heels. Michelle picked out pink pumps for me. I tried to wear flats, but she said I had to use the four-inch heels. Michelle had me change into my hot pink dress, black nylons, and pumps before leaving the shoe store. I felt exposed without makeup or a wig, but she promised it would come next.

People stared as I struggled to walk in my four-inch heels and puffy pink dress. It spread at the bottom and had pleats. I shaved my legs before coming to the mall as Michelle had commanded me, but the nylons covered anything I missed. Any marks I left from the razor. When men passed me, I could see the disappoint in their eyes when the realized I was a man in women’s clothing.

Michelle coached me as I walked through the mall in the four-inch heels. The embarrassment had faded, and I was concentrated on not falling on my face.

We made it to the makeup store, and I had only fallen once. Michelle congratulated me on my first experience in heels. I hadn’t realized my feet were small enough to shop in the women’s department. Maybe I would have worn heels years ago if I had and wouldn’t be struggling now.

A young woman who knew Michelle came up to us and changed my face with the powers of her brushes and foundation. She removed the hard lines and rounded out my face. I looked much more like a woman when she finished. After we bought all the tools I would need to paint my face at home, Michelle and I went to the family bathroom.

She placed a wig cap over my hair when we entered and showed me two wigs. They were both blonde to match my eyebrows. One was a short pixie and the other went halfway down my back. I wanted the longer hair and snatched the wig from her. “How do I put this on?”

“Slow down,” she said and took the wig. Michelle donned the wig on my head and put it in place, blonde hair cascading over my shoulders. I wanted a lollipop to suck. Maybe a dick or two. Would the straight guys want me now that I had makeup and long blonde hair? Would I catch them with my blue eyes? I felt more beautiful staring at myself in the mirror in the family bathroom than I ever had in the past. As Dustin. I had to come up with a new name to match my new body.

“What do you think about ‘Daisy’?” I asked.

“For your name?”

I nodded.

“Sounds beautiful, Daisy. You are convincing now that you have makeup and a wig. Sorry for making you walk around the mall in your heels without the wig, but it would have looked worse without the makeup. Trust me. Now you’re a sexy fox.”

I blushed but had to agree with Michelle. She had guided me through this and had done well. I wondered how Marcus would react when he saw me for the first time. He was at the restaurant. Maybe I would surprise him when they closed. Michelle and I left the mall and went to grab a late lunch.

 

♦

 

Marcus

It was a long day, and Dustin hadn’t been there to help me put out fires as they began. The servers had a hard time handling a Saturday without Dustin, but everyone had finally left and I was alone in the restaurant waiting on a pizza to arrive and drinking a beer from the fridge when someone walked in the door. She was pretty: long blonde hair, a pink dress, pink heels. She smelled of perfume, but I couldn’t see her eyes. The woman was hiding her face from me.

“Sorry, we’re closed.”

She lifted her head, and I recognized who this sexy woman was. She was my best friend. “Don’t you have time for your business partner, Marcus?” she asked. Dustin asked. I couldn’t wrap my head around this. He looked so much like a she.

“Wow, you look amazing Dustin,” I said and stood to hug him. Her? I felt a stirring in my stomach that only happened before a crush developed. How could I be looking at my best friend with lustful eyes? He was becoming a woman for the better of our business. I shouldn’t want to rip that hot pink dress off her body and bend her over the counter. Bend him over the counter. My mind was acting like jumbled wires.

“Thank you, but you can call me Daisy.”

“Daisy?”

“Why yes, Marcus. I’m a woman now and expect you to address me as such,” she said. Her voice had changed. It had always sounded soft, but now it had a feminine edge to it. She must have practiced long before this. It didn’t surprise me. People had always made fun of Dustin for him femininity, but I defended him. He had always been an amazing friend, and now he was a smoking hot chick.

Daisy sat at the bar and crossed her legs. The dress stopped far above her knees, but she wore nylons underneath to hide her goodies like a classy woman. A woman I wanted to parade around the city as my girlfriend. My lover. My fuck buddy? Would she ever let me do any of the images floating in my head?

“Fix me a drink. I want a whiskey sour,” she said.

I wouldn’t argue with her. “Yes, ma’am.”

Daisy and I talked for the next hour about how we would convince Moon Foods to take us up as an investment. After walking Daisy to her apartment door, I wanted to kiss her but stopped myself. We couldn’t complicate things more than they were. I told Daisy goodnight and went to my apartment, wishing we had rented the single family instead.


Chapter Four

 

Marcus

Daisy was sitting in the booth with me while a woman from the local paper interviewed us. Daisy did all the talking in her feminine falsetto. Would she get angry if I stuck my tongue between her painted lips? The red lipstick she wore drove me crazy against her blue eyes and porcelain skin. She had naturally blonde eyebrows. How had my best friend turned into the girl of my dreams? Had I always had this fantasy in the back of my head? Taking Daisy in my arms and mashing my face with hers felt natural. I wanted to experience that more than I wanted food for the next three weeks, and I was a chef.

“How does the clientele feel about your recent transition?”

“Excuse me,” Daisy said, placing her hand to her chest. I didn’t know where her breasts had come from, but they looked delicious under her white blouse. She always wore a white blouse to work now with a different bottom. Some days she wore a black pencil skirt. I’ve seen her in jeans too. It didn’t matter what she wore, I wanted Daisy.

Two weeks had passed since she first came to work as a woman, and the customers reacted. Some regulars hadn’t returned, but most people didn’t care. Others didn’t notice until Daisy confessed she used to be Dustin. She had acclimated to the role without effort, and the staff loved the change. Daisy was like a cloud of bubbles floating through the air.

“I am a woman,” Daisy said, sounding offended by the question.

“But, by our records, you were a man three weeks ago. There are pictures online to prove it,” the journalist said. She pulled out her phone and pointed to pictures from the social media page. Dustin was standing with a group of customers. They were regulars and loved Daisy as much as Dustin, but the woman had her evidence. She had done research. The interview had been going so well, but now Daisy had bunched fists in her lap.

“Why don’t we focus on the food?” I asked. “Daisy is a young, female entrepreneur. We went to community college in the city and opened a successful restaurant in the metro area.”

“But you all have already told me that story. I’m curious why Dustin become Daisy so recently.”

Daisy cleared her throat. I went to speak, but she put up her hand to stop me. “I’m offended that you would ask about such a personal topic, but I have always felt a female’s presence inside of me. It’s hard enough living as a gay man, and I always feared the transition. What would people think? What would Marcus think? He’s straight, and we’ve been best friends forever, but my entire life could have fallen apart. Do you understand that? The fear I had,” Daisy said. Tears were sliding down her cheeks. She picked up a cloth napkin and dabbed her face.

The journalist’s face flushed, and she stuttered. Sounds left her mouth, but they weren’t words.

“I didn’t mean…”

Daisy put up her hand, “It’s fine. I feel like a woman, but you can call it a transition. That is accurate in a physical sense, but I have felt like a woman for as long as I can remember. I’m sorry that I was born in the wrong body. You can put a label on it if you want. Fine, I’m a trans woman. Happy? The trans woman owns a restaurant with her straight male friend in Bendersville. There, I gave you your headline. What do you think?”

The woman had wide eyes. She ran her fingers through her hair and looked toward the exit. I glanced at Daisy and tried not to smirk. I would never have the balls to speak like that. Daisy was the most amazing woman and business partner a man could ask for. She could work in one location. I could manage the other. We wouldn’t have to cross paths unless we wanted to until we went home to a house together. I needed her. We could make a relationship work. A future.

“Marcus,” Daisy said and slapped my shoulder. She was holding the napkin in her fist. A touch of mascara had run under her eye.

“Yes?” I asked. I had been too busy thinking about my future with Daisy to stay in the present.

“We’re taking a tour of the restaurant so she can take pictures. We’re finished with the interview, correct?”

“Yes, I have all I need. And don’t worry. What you said won’t be the title,” the journalist said.

We walked around the restaurant while the young woman snapped photos. There were customers eating lunch, but it wasn’t a busy day. Daisy and I stepped outside for fresh air when the woman left. It was spring and warm. The flowers were growing, and it hadn’t been too hot. Daisy flipped her hair back and stood against the restaurant’s exterior wall. Neither of us smoked, but one server was smoking, and he disappeared around the back.

“You killed that interview,” I said and put up my hand for a high five. Daisy indulged me. She smiled and licked her lips while maintaining eye contact. She was shorter than me in her heels but not by much. I preferred when she took them off so I could stand a head above her. “Now we have the perfect in for Moon Foods. You will only have to act as a woman for a couple more years.”

“Who says I’m acting?” Daisy asked. She was facing me. Her breasts nearly touching my chest. Her hair looked real. I would never have known it was a wig if she hadn’t told me. The muscles in my arms flexed when I squeezed my fists to resist my natural urges to kiss Daisy. These past two weeks have been the hardest of my life. Daisy was my best friend, and she could become my lover, but I knew Peter had damaged her with his insanity. If that man ever entered the restaurant against, I would beat his ass.

“What are you saying?”

“I’m never going back to Dustin. I love Daisy.”

“Never?”

“I want to keep my…” Daisy said and looked down. I knew what she was talking about, and it didn’t matter. Her having a little rod for me to stoke while I fucked her in the ass sounded delightful. Dustin had been a bottom. I didn’t think that would change now that she was Daisy. Keeping my hands at my side, I resisted grabbing Daisy at the sides. Drawing her breasts near my hard chest.

“I love you as Daisy,” I said. “Do you mind if I set up a meeting with Moon Foods once that article comes out?”

“If they’ll give us one, sure. Do what you need,” Daisy said. “We should get back inside.”

Her smile captivated me more than an erupting volcano. Lava could flow toward my house, and I would have a hard time leaving if Daisy were there. Tangled in my arms. I would carry her to safety, but not without kissing her from her toes to her lips first, paying special attention around the middle of her body. I would suck her sissy cock if she wanted it. Whatever I had to do to make her smile like she was now.

“After you,” I said and turned to open the door for her.


Chapter Five

 

Daisy

Marcus and I lived in the same complex but had separate apartments. We had decided on that instead of a single family to have space. As much as I loved turning the lock to my own dwelling, I wouldn’t mind spending a few nights a week with Marcus. We hadn’t done anything sexual, but two weeks had passed since the article ran in the newspaper, and Marcus and I were spending a lot of time together developing our pitch for Moon Foods. We envisioned opening a large restaurant space to handle office parties and prepare catering meals for off-site events.

“What do you think about this?” Marcus asked. He moved his computer screen so I could see the retail space. It was down the road but still in Bendersville. We had considered opening a location closer to the city. We had multiple ideas and wanted to hear what Moon Foods thought. I still couldn’t believe Marcus had secured a meeting with them. It was tomorrow morning, and we were fixing minor details, but my eyes were growing heavy. It was getting late. The sun was setting in the horizon outside of Marcus’ sliding glass door.

“That space is great,” I said and focused on the numbers. I was losing focus though and wanted a drink. We had been working all day, and I couldn’t look at these pages for the sixteenth time. Moon Foods would take us or not, but I couldn’t continue. “What do you have to drink?” I asked.

“But we’re still working,” Marcus protested. He was wearing a tank top and jeans. I knew we were still best friends, but the dynamic between us had shifted since I became Daisy. How Marcus looked at me had changed. The innocence had left his eyes. “We have a lot to do before the meeting in the morning.”

I took the computer from Marcus’ hands. He protested, but we wouldn’t have a productive meeting if we didn’t relax. “We’ve already prepared as much as we can, Marcus. Moon Foods might have their own ideas for our next retail space. We want their input. Let’s wait for it. Tomorrow,” I said while standing above Marcus with his computer.

I was smirking until I noticed how his eyes had shifted again. Whenever we walked home together after work, he always looked at me this way. Like I was a steak, and it was Easter Sunday. I would give myself to Marcus in a heartbeat. He had always been the man of my dreams, but I locked those emotions away long ago. I never would have crossed that line. We were best friends. I was gay, and he was straight. But I wasn’t Dustin anymore. Daisy had appeared, and she wanted to play. I couldn’t continue ignoring the tension between us.

“Hi,” I said, placing the computer on the table.

Marcus spread his legs farther and placed his hands behind his head. “Hi,” he said.

I squeezed my thighs together and ignored my little dick getting hard in my panties. I wore a black pencil skirt, nylons, white cotton panties, and a white blouse. Cotton panties were my favorite. Comfort over style, but I would switch to impress Marcus. They made lace jockstraps with a hole in the ass. Lacey flowers over the cock. Would Marcus like to fuck me in one? I wouldn’t touch myself until he came all over me. My ass, my face. Wherever Marcus wanted.

“What do you have to drink?” I asked, holding back my dirty thoughts. How could I show Marcus I was interested? Over the past month, we have been flirting like mad. Eating dinner together. Staying late after the shift to ‘strategize’. We weren’t spending this much time together two months ago, but I wouldn’t complain. I loved having Marcus around. I loved when he looked at me like dinner after fasting.

“There’s beer in the fridge.”

“Okay,” I said and went to the fridge to grab a beer for us. We drank and talked. I propped my legs on Marcus’ knees for the first time, and he didn’t resist it. He touched my legs. My dick throbbed as he brushed his fingers along my nylons. I had my sissy cock squeezed between my thighs so Marcus couldn’t see it, but his touch drove me wild. I wanted to bend over the sofa and show him what he’s been missing. I would take him bare. I knew he didn’t have anything. He was straight but got tested. We had talked about it one day after I went to the doctor to get tested. He surprised me and had a picture of his results on his phone. That was only a couple months ago.

I was dying to take Marcus’ cock. Feel him push me into the sofa or bed and fill me with his manhood. We were watching a movie and drinking our beers, but I wasn’t paying attention. How could I with Marcus rubbing his finger over my pedicured toes? I had gone to the nail salon twice since becoming Daisy. It was my favorite way to pass time besides shopping and practicing makeup applications.

Marcus moved his eyes from the TV and focused them on me. I touched his chest, moving my fingers slowly to his face. Marcus leaned forward, and I placed my beer on the table before dropping it. It wobbled as Marcus’ mouth kissed mine. It was happening. I held Marcus’ face as our faces smashed together. As our tongues circled around the other’s mouth. Marcus was more man than I had ever been with before, and I could feel the precum soaking my panties. The head of my cock stuck to the fabric. Marcus’ hand crawled up my leg.

I squealed but didn’t stop Marcus as he gripped my feminine cock. His green eyes like jade. Marcus pulled the nylons down my legs and exposed my shaved skin. He started at my ankle and ran his tongue up to my inner thigh. I squirmed as he kissed my sissy cock through the cotton panties. I wanted to wear lace lingerie for Marcus but hadn’t planned this. Never did I think we would end up touching intimately. We were friends. Business partners. We were playing with fire.

Marcus tugged at my panties, but I stopped him from pulling them down. Tonight should be about him. I wanted to pleasure the man in the room. I was his woman and needed to prove it.

Lifting Marcus, I pushed him to his back and climbed atop him. We were on the sofa, and my right foot dangled off the side. The movie played in the background, but it was just noise. My thoughts were consumed with Marcus and what rested between his legs. His dick was the one that mattered; not my little sissy one.

Marcus lifted his body, and I took the shirt off of him. His muscles were harder than rocks in the woods. The lines in his abs were like rows on a farm. I kissed his body, leaving imprints with the red lipstick on my lips. Marcus growled at me, gripping my hair. I had gotten a wig sewn in, and Marcus could pull as hard as he wanted. My hair wasn’t going anywhere.

After kissing Marcus for a few more minutes with him grabbing my ass through the panties, I moved back to his waistline and unbuttoned his pants. I needed to taste his dick like one required water in the morning.

Marcus lifted his hips, and I slid the jeans from his legs. He was wearing trunks, and they hid nothing. Marcus had a huge dick. Much bigger than I had imagined. It was nine or ten inches, judging by what I could see. Before I could pull off his underwear, Marcus grabbed me by my hair and pushed my face into his dick. I licked it through the fabric, biting along its thickness. His manhood and body were unlike any I had encountered. He was eight-hundred percent man. Marcus stood from the sofa and commanded me to the center of the room. I still had on all my clothing except the nylons, but Marcus dropped his trunks to the floor and revealed his uncut cock. A light layer of hair trailed up from his cock to his washboard abs. Two lines cut into his abdomen like a V and pointed straight at his prize. His beauty. The rod I wanted for the rest of my life.

Stepping forward, Marcus stood above me. I kneeled under him, sitting back on my bent legs. Marcus’ cock dangled in my face. Marcus held the cock at its base and smirked down at me before slapping me in the face with his erect member. A string of his precum connected my cheek and its tip.

Placing my hands on my knees, I leaned my head back and opened my mouth. My parted lips an invitation for Marcus’ cock.

Marcus squatted above my face and lowered his cock into my mouth. After all these years of friendship, I never thought this would have happened, but Marcus’ dick was sliding between my lips. I touched his balls as he fucked my face and called me dirty names. He was more aggressive than I would have imagined. How he held my hair or cheeks. I lost track of time as Marcus used my face like a fleshlight. My lips were his hole, and I knew how to relax my throat. I was his dirty whore. His slut. He was calling me those names and so much worse.

He pulled out, giving me a chance to breathe after I choked on his cock. Marcus was so big, and he kept shoving his dick as far as he could down my throat. I didn’t take long before I had my lips parted again, begging for Marcus’ cock in my mouth, but he spat into his hand and beat his dick. He was jacking himself off at rapid speed. Eyes closed. His free hand tangled in my hair and holding my face in place.

I saw his balls tighten. His grunts took on a staccato rhythm. He placed the tip of his cock on my bottom lip, and a stream of warm cum shot out of his cock. Several more followed it. He filled my mouth with his milk before shoving his cock back in. I would take Marcus’ dick however he wanted to give it to me.

I had cum in my panties while he was fucking my mouth minutes ago, but I was too embarrassed to show Marcus how weak he made me. After he finished and collapsed back to the couch, I ran to the bathroom to take off my soiled panties and hide them in my purse.

Going back out to the living room, I was about to leave when Marcus stopped me. He lifted me in his arms and carried me to his bed and told me to spend the night. I wouldn’t argue with him.

 

♦

 

Marcus

Last night was the first night I slept with Daisy in my arms, and I never wanted to spend another night without her by my side. I knew we would have to spend nights apart, but my love for her was growing at an exponential speed. How she sucked my dick last night was the best sex of my life. She let me fuck her throat like a pussy, and my dick wasn’t small. Some women couldn’t handle me, but I had a feeling Daisy would love to take me. I got weak when I thought about her for more than a few seconds. My dick would harden if I pictured her on her knees under me.

The meeting with Moon Foods had gone well, but seeing Daisy after she had showered and changed into her sophisticated black dress had me hungry to undress her. It was impossible to concentrate during the meeting, but Daisy had presented the business to the women. They loved her. We had all eaten lunch at By Hand after the meeting, and they couldn’t stop talking about the food.

We had future meetings planned to talk investments and expansion, but they had sounded confident in Daisy, By Hand, and our future. They would be crazy not to have faith in Daisy. She was a powerhouse.

We were relaxing at her apartment. It was much more feminine than mine. It had a polished vibe to it. Like it had come from the pages of a magazine. My apartment was full of secondhand furniture and gifts from friends who moved away or bought something new. The items matched at Daisy’s. I wanted her to put feminine touches on a place we shared together.

“You did amazing today,” I said.

“They loved you too,” Daisy said. We were drinking hot tea and eating potato chips. The restaurant was open but neither of us wanted to work. We were watching a movie and ignoring our responsibilities, but Daisy had checked the security cameras to make sure they didn’t need us before we picked out a romantic comedy.

I loved rubbing Daisy’s feet when she propped her legs on my knees. I had taken off her nylons. The fabric between my hand and her feet annoyed me, so I would always take off her nylons when we got home from work. Walking my fingers up Daisy’s legs, I found her womanhood. She was smaller than me, but I didn’t care. Daisy looked at me with her ocean blue eyes.

“I want to return the favor,” I said.

“You don’t have to,” she said and tried to push my hand away, but that wasn’t fair. I wanted her to understand how much I loved her. How much I didn’t care about her feminine cock.

“Don’t you want to feel good?” I asked and held her panties by the waistline.

Daisy bit her bottom lip and nodded. She lifted her hips, granting me permission. I removed her thong. It was black lace and matched her dress. I pushed her dress up to her belly button and exposed the most beautiful four inches I had ever since. She was dripping from her cock. Precum running down her member.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” I said, taking in this image. I would remember this moment for the rest of my life. Opening my mouth, I lowered and closed my lips around Daisy’s cock. I had never sucked a dick before, but I loved how Daisy’s salty nectar tasted against my tongue. She moaned, sounding hot and female. I raised my hands and grabbed her breasts as I took her entire length in my mouth.

Daisy was like a fire, and I was her gasoline. Every lick of my tongue had her screaming at the top of her lungs. Gripping my shoulders. Begging me to stop. I wouldn’t stop until she filled my mouth like I had hers. Daisy was my doll, and I wanted to keep her satisfied.

I stopped sucking her dick long enough to say, “Cum for me, baby. Don’t be afraid.”

She was holding back but didn’t need to. I wanted every drop she would give. I was in love with Daisy and would show her how much I cared. Sucking Daisy’s cock, I felt the cum sneaking up from her balls. She had her legs on my shoulders, and I licked her from base to tip.

“Fuck, baby. I can’t hold it,” she said and moaned. Her thighs squeezed my neck as streams of cum left her cock and landed on my tongue. It was warm, salty, and delicious. I would take Daisy’s treat whenever she wanted it. Soon, I would have her ass, but I wanted to wait a little longer. Not because she couldn’t handle me, but I couldn’t handle her. If I fucked Daisy now, I would fall in love and never get over her. I had to know Daisy loved me as much as I did her.

“You tasted good, baby,” I said and kissed Daisy on the lips.

“Want me to do you?” she asked and grabbed my belt, but I stopped her.

“Maybe later. Let’s watch the movie,” I said and held Daisy in my arms.


Chapter Six

 

Daisy

Marcus and I had walked home from the restaurant an hour ago, and I was taking a bath. Soap suds floated around me and covered my naked body. Not that there was anyone to watch me. I had invited Marcus over to my house, but he told me he wanted to stay at his. I understood. We were spending a lot of time together.

A few weeks had passed since Marcus sucked my dick the first time, and we had spent all but two nights together. I sucked his cock a lot more than he sucked mine, but I preferred it like that. He was the man. Thick, hairy, and muscular. His cock was much larger than mine too. His was like holding a sausage roll. Mine was like a cheese stick. He hadn’t fucked me yet, but I was hoping we would get there soon. I had offered my ass to him a couple times, but he refused. What was I doing wrong?

Before soaking in the bathtub, I had shaved my legs and privates. I wanted to prepare for tomorrow since I hoped I would see Marcus. Maybe he would let me suck his dick before we went to work in the morning. If I made my ass presentable enough, he might finger me. He had fingered me a few times, but I wanted his cock. What was a finger compared to his massive rod? His fingers were worse than a tease. I wanted to feel his head press past my hole and fill my sissy cave.

I lifted my right leg through the water and watched as soap ran down my hairless porcelain. They were smooth from the soap that had moisturized my skin. I loved my soap because it smelled like cucumber and left my skin feeling fresh. My phone buzzed. It was sitting by the tub. I dried my hands with a towel to check it.

Marcus: Come over. I have a surprise for you.

I hadn’t expected a message from Marcus tonight, but I would take any opportunity to spend time with him. I loved our moments together, and he made me feel like a princess. Marcus was my prince. When we lived together, we could become the king and queen of our castle.

I stood, suds running down my body. After draining the water, I rinsed off and wrapped a towel around myself. I felt naked without the heavy bra hanging from my chest. My dick felt too loose without the constriction of tight, women’s panties. I dried my hair which I had washed with the utmost care. It took watching five videos before I had the confidence to wash my hair.

Marcus would have to wait for me to get ready. I needed an hour before I could leave the house. After taking twenty minutes to dry and blow out my blonde hair, I covered my body with lotion. I washed my hands and slipped on a white lace jockstrap I had ordered last week. Then, my breasts. I felt much better with them hanging from my chest. Marcus should fuck me while I was wearing the bra, so I could feel more like a woman.

Sitting in front of my mirror, I brushed foundation over my face and used mascara and eyeliner. My blue eyes popped against the dark outline. I ran red lipstick over my lips. Would Marcus fuck me tonight? They said red was the color of seduction. I needed him to fill me with his manhood.

After I finished my makeup, I stepped into a red satin dress I had bought. I had red satin heels to match it. The dress stopped above the knees, and I wouldn’t wear nylons tonight. Marcus would only take them off, anyway. Grabbing my clutch from the dresser, I glanced at myself in the mirror. I had forgotten the earrings.

I slipped silver loops into my ears and smacked my lips. It wouldn’t be long before I wrapped my lips around Marcus’ cock and left a red impression around its base. My heels clicked against the ground between our apartments. The hallways were open-air, and Marcus lived two buildings down.

Standing outside Marcus’ door, I took a deep breath before knocking. He answered in an instant. His smile captivated. He held the door open for me to pass. I stepped inside, and the apartment smelled like garlic sauteing in butter. Candles lit Marcus’ apartment. Rose petals and a linen covered his dining-room table. His shabby apartment had turned elegant. He had done all this after getting off of work.

After I realized what was happening, tears swelled in my eyes. Marcus came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my front. He kissed me on the neck and nibbled on my ear. “What do you think?” he asked.

“It’s outstanding,” I said.

“You’re the most amazing woman a man could ask for, Daisy,” he said.

“And you’re a first-class man,” I said. “Any woman would be lucky to have you.”

“But you’re the woman I want. Am I the only man for you, Daisy?” Marcus asked. There was a desperation in his eyes that hit my heart. He loved me as much as I loved him. This dinner was his way to tell me I meant the world to him. He cooked to share his emotions. His mom had told me that once.

I stepped forward and rested my hand on his chest, knowing what Marcus needed to hear. “I love you, Marcus. You’re the man for me, and I plan on staying as Daisy. She is me. I am her.”

“You mean it?” he asked.

I nodded and held his face by his jawline. I kicked off my red satin heels, so I stood a head under my man. It was sexier when I had to look up at him; made me feel more like a woman. His woman. Would he take me as his wife? It didn’t matter. What I wanted now was physical, not emotional. We kissed until a timer beeped on Marcus’ microwave and interrupted us.

Marcus pulled bread out of the oven. He told me to take a seat and served me surf and turf better than anything we had at By Hand.

“You did all this?” I asked as the scent of lemon and garlic curled to my nostrils. Marcus nodded. His green eyes sexier in the warm candlelight. Darkness outlining his face. I resisted jumping across the table to take out Marcus’ dick and ride it. The surprise dinner had my dick hard and twitching under my red satin dress. I wondered if the lace had a stain yet from my precum. I needed Marcus to hike up my dress and fuck me with his uncovered cock. He could move from my ass to my mouth, I didn’t care. I was clean and showered. Freshly shaved.

Marcus and I ate the meal, and it was the best dish I had ever had. Marcus had outdone himself, and I was ready to return the favor. After dabbing his face with a napkin, Marcus cleared the dishes.

When he walked back, I grabbed him by the belt buckle and pulled him close. “Ready for dessert?”

“I made a real dessert,” he said.

I shook my head. “Later, Marcus. I need you to give me your lollipop.”

Marcus unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor with his underwear. His dick was half erect but long and thick. I couldn’t get enough of it. I loved when it was hard and pressed against my ass in the mornings we woke up together. Feeling his erection was the biggest tease, and I couldn’t take no for an answer again. Marcus had to fuck me if he wanted to claim me as his woman.

I slid my ass off the chair and dropped to my knees under Marcus’ cock. A drop of precum had leaked from his tip. I used my finger and traced the wetness around the head of his dick. Marcus’ balls squeezed into his body. I touched them and rolled them in my hands. Marcus’ cock was growing at my touch.

It stood in my face like a lamppost. I parted my lips and moved my mouth over his manhood. Marcus groaned as my tongue ran up and down his length. I was milking his precum into my mouth and loving every drop, but my ass was begging to have Marcus’ dick fill it. My hole felt emptier than a box with no base.

After sucking Marcus’ dick for a few minutes, I stood and unzipped my dress. I let it fall to the floor and revealed my white lace jock. My bra could stay on, and Marcus could grab my titties while he fucked me from behind. My long blonde hair flowed over one shoulder, and Marcus wrapped his arms around my back, sliding his hands down to my exposed ass.

He placed a finger on my split, and I about melted. My little dick was throbbing in the white lingerie. Marcus grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.

 

♦

 

Daisy

I followed Marcus to his bedroom, and my ass was still tingling from his touch. He could fuck my sissy hole all night if he wanted. Marcus placed me at the end of his bed and took off his shirt and socks. He was naked, and I only wore the bra and lace jockstrap, both white. Marcus was pacing in front of his dresser.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I know you want me to fuck you, but I’m afraid.”

“Of what?”

“What if you leave me? What if you decide you don’t want to be with me one day? The sex has been fun, but if we do more than oral, will it ruin our friendship?”

“Oral sex is sex too,” I said. “I love you more than you know. I have always had feelings for you, Marcus. When this started between us, it scared me too, but we can’t let fear stop us from loving each other.”

Marcus shook his head. He was avoiding my gaze. His erection has softened. I patted the bed next to me for Marcus to sit there, and he listened. I held his hand.

“Neither of us planned on this, but we’re here now. I want you to make love to me. My holes are yours to use for pleasure. But your cock will feel much better in my ass. We’re both clean and tested.”

I felt Marcus’ dick twitch under my hand at those words. He looked up at me with his green eyes and chiseled jawline. His large arms and beefy legs. His manly body turned me on, and I had my hard dick squeezed between my thighs.

Marcus closed his eyes and mashed his face with mine. A passionate kiss replaced the hesitation. Marcus turned me over after the kiss and put me on all fours. I shook my ass in his face, and he smacked it. I moaned and put my ass higher in the air. Marcus spread my cheeks and buried his face between my split for the first time.

His tongue ran over my hole. I felt it tighten with each brush of his tongue. Marcus had complete access to my ass through the jock, and I wouldn’t touch my dick until he came. He could enjoy my hole as long as he liked. I was already on the verge of cumming.

Marcus ate my ass and loosened my hole with his tongue and fingers. He was up to three fingers before I was begging him to fuck me with his cock. Marcus pushed me up the bed and climbed on behind. He kneeled behind me while I was on all fours still. My dick covered by the white lace fabric. Breasts hanging from my chest.

Using his right hand, Marcus gripped me by the hair and pulled my head back. He kissed my neck while he rubbed his unprotected cock up and down my wet split. Every time his cock’s head hit my hole, I moved my ass to catch it like a fish on a hook. Marcus kissed me while teasing my hole with his manhood. Precum leaking from his tip, eliminating the friction.

“Fuck me, please. I need it,” I said.

Marcus chuckled in my ear and nibbled on the lobe. He was driving me made, but I loved his touch. It was like eating soup on a cold day. Hot tea by a warm fire. A picnic on the first warm day of spring. He held my breasts as he kissed my lips, my neck, and my ears. His dick sliding up and down my ass. Marcus was huge, but I could take him. I needed to. I didn’t care how badly it hurt going in because my hole would adjust for my man.

Marcus pushed me down and smacked my ass several times. I loved how it sounded when his bare hand hit my cheeks. We could hear the music from the living room in the bedroom, but his smacks were much louder. Marcus spread my cheeks and placed the tip of his cock on my love cave. My sissy hole. My opening that was his and nobody else’s. Marcus was mine, and I was his.

“You sure?” Marcus asked.

I reached behind and grabbed Marcus by the ass and pushed him into my hole. I hadn’t been fucked in ages, and he split me in two, but it was worth it. Pain rushed through my nerves, but I didn’t resist Marcus’ cock. I pushed my ass back and pulled forward, using his dick like a toy.

Marcus put his hands behind his head and allowed me to do the work. I moved my ass up and down his uncovered cock several times until my ass adjusted to his size. Marcus took over when I stopped moving my ass. He moved from his balls to his tip and back, sending my sissy cock into overdrive to not explode. One touch, and I would erupt like vinegar and baking soda.

Marcus used my ass for the next thirty minutes in every position he could: missionary, kneeling behind me, with me basically in a headstand, against his dresser, making me ride his cock. Marcus fucked me with passion. Sweat dripping from his forehead. My hole stretched and dripping from the juices between us.

Now, Marcus had me bent over the corner of the bed with my hands pulled behind me. He held my arms while he pounded my hole. I loved hearing his balls smack against my sissy hole. I hadn’t cum, but I hadn’t touched my cock either, and I was dying for both.

“Fuck, Daisy,” Marcus said. His dick fell out of my ass, and he pulled me to the floor. I kneeled under him and opened my mouth as he jacked off his dick with fury. I wanted him to fill me with his seed, but we could do that another day. We were in love. “Fuck, I love you,” Marcus said. He bent down while jacking off his dick to kiss me.

We parted, and I opened my mouth for him anew. I could tell Marcus was close to busting his load. Filling my mouth with his delicious drink. I reached into my jockstrap and touched my dick for the first time. It took two strokes before I covered the lace in cum.

Marcus gripped my blonde hair, and streams of warm cum covered my face and entered my mouth. I had to close my eyes and felt the goo running down my face. Marcus slapped his dick against my face and rubbed his cum around before shoving his salty cock back in my mouth.

“That was hot,” Marcus said.

“Thank you for fucking me, baby. Take me to the shower?” I asked. I still couldn’t open my eyes but loved feeling Marcus’ warm cum all over my face.

Marcus chuckled and lifted me in his arms and carried me to the shower where he washed my body with soap and kissed me against the shower wall.

 

♦

 

Marcus

Last night was the most amazing night of my life, but I suspect I’ll have better ones in the future with Daisy by my side. I fucked her for the first time last night, and the entire session was on repeat in my head. She took my dick better than any woman ever had, and we connected on a much deeper level than just the physical. Daisy was my dream girl, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

We had taken the day off work. We had a lot going on with Moon Foods and the restaurant, but neither of us wanted to work after the night we had. Mondays weren’t the busiest days either.

Sitting in a park, we ate grapes and cheese. We were drinking water and watching the clouds pass through the sky. It was a warm spring day, sunny, and perfect for sitting outside. I held a grape in my hand and guided it to Daisy’s mouth. She parted her lips, painted with red lipstick, and closed them around my fingers. She loved marking me with her lipstick. Kissing me on the cheek or sucking my dick before we left for work. She always showered before me, and many mornings would make me drop my towel after she had put on her lipstick.

I wasn’t one to complain. Daisy’s blonde hair blew in the wind as she sat back on her hands. My heart beat faster when we were together. Last night had sealed the deal and my love for Daisy. I would never be the same man after she gave me her ass. I can’t wait to fill her with my load. Last night, I was too distracted by how Daisy was my best friend and lover. How she knew everything about me and still wanted to have me in her life. I was the luckiest man in the world and would always treat Daisy with the respect she deserved, unlike her ex Peter.

“Marcus!” a familiar voice called. Daisy looked panicked, and when I turned around, Peter was standing there. He towered above our picnic. “I thought I saw you,” Peter said. He was catching his breath and looked like he was out running. “Who’s this?” Peter asked but recognized Daisy after staring at her a moment. Peter covered his mouth and suppressed laughter, but my blood was already boiling.

“Wow, Dustin. You’re a woman now?”

I stood up and pushed Peter. He was muscular, but my muscles were bigger. I would pound him into a milkshake if he did anything to Daisy. “What’s it to you?” I asked, pushing Peter with my shoulder.

He hit me back with his shoulder, “nothing bro. Just your girl has a dick,” he said and laughed.

I couldn’t resist. My fist hooked and connected with Peter’s face. He got a few punches in too, but I won the fight. Daisy was screaming behind us to stop, but I had to finish this once and for all. Peter had to know he wasn’t welcome in our lives. After our fight, Peter stumbled backwards. I ran a hand over my mouth and saw blood. We both spat. Daisy was red in the face and had hers arms crossed over her chest.

“Get the fuck out of here and never come back,” I said to Peter.

He spat on my shoes, but Daisy’s face made me stop before I punched him again. She wouldn’t forgive me if I fought Peter more. I loved her, and Peter was a freak. A creep. Peter put up his hands and took one last look at Daisy before turning around and walking across the field.

Daisy yelled at me, but I pulled her into my arms and silenced her with a kiss. She melted into my muscles, and we went back to our picnic. Peter wouldn’t ruin the day. Daisy fed me grapes after anger subsided. She rubbed ice over my wounds and kissed me when they stopped bleeding.

“I will protect you no matter what happens, Daisy,” I said.

She shifted her eyes, “I don’t need protection.”

“I don’t care. You’re my woman, and I’ll keep you safe, forever.”

Daisy relaxed and exhaled as she stared into my eyes. “Okay, I love you.”

“I love you,” I said and took her face to kiss it.


Epilogue

 

Daisy

One Year Later

Marcus and I moved out of our apartments and now shared a single-family home. Our relationship had grown stronger over the past year. A few fights happened, but they only made us better as a couple. I loved waking up next to him every morning and sucking his dick some of those days.

Moon Foods was helping us open a second location closer to the city, and they had selected a venue based on local traffic data. They were great to work with, and I loved how they treated me like a woman. Just a woman. Over the past year, I decided I never wanted to return to life as Dustin, but I would always keep my dick. I loved my sissy dick, and Marcus did too.

“How’s the lasagna?” I asked. Marcus and I were relaxing at home. It was Sunday afternoon, and we never worked Sundays at the restaurant now. We would glance over paperwork or do something for a few hours in the morning, but we always spent Sundays together.

“Just put it in the oven,” he said. He was washing his hands, and I had just walked into the kitchen. I was wearing a mesh robe, a red lace jockstrap, my bosom, and pumps. We had wooden stools and an island in the rental house. When Marcus’ eyes met my body, he turned the water off and came around to my side of the island.

“Think we have time for a little fun?” I asked.

“Always,” Marcus said, took off my robe, and turned me around. I gripped the bar stool and Marcus kneeled under me. He was eating my ass, and when I looked back, I saw him stroking his dick. Fuck, it looked big and delicious. Marcus spat in his hand and rubbed it on my hole and his cock. He put his dick in position and got to work to fill me with his seed before the timer went off for the lasagna. I would never grow tired of our life together.


Thank You for Reading
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