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To my readers, always


Chasing Destiny

(14,200 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

 

 

I’ve always been a believer in love. When I was a young boy, I used to wrap a sheet around myself to pretend I was a blushing bride while my two older brothers played football in the backyard. I differed from my peers, but no matter what, I always believed in love.

I’m twenty-nine now and more pragmatic, but a part of me hopes the right man will walk into my life. I had the most amazing boyfriend five years ago. We enjoyed an amazing eighteen months before he broke my heart. It took me over a week to to leave bed after that breakup. I shake my head, extinguishing the troubling thoughts.

There is a plane ticket sitting on my vanity. I touch it and my passport. Norman Hayne broke my heart, but I can’t let his memory ruin my vacation. I’ve dreamed of going to Argentina for years. I’ve been to Colombia, Mexico, and Chile already, so Argentina is next on the list.

My long golden brown hair hangs over my shoulder. I’m wearing nothing but a bra and panties. Men whistle at me in the streets but scurry away when I mention the extension between my legs. I’m a woman. I’ve transitioned in permanent ways, and some may not find me ‘natural’, but I am who I am. I’m happy, healthy, and living my best life.

As I brush my hair, I can’t help but think of Norman. He’s always in the back of my mind. Norman was the best boyfriend I ever had. He loved my penis. He adored my breasts. Norman used to kiss every inch of my body and whisper about my beauty. Not a day passes when I don’t long for his soft lips against my skin. Not a day goes by that I don’t remember how my painted nails looked in his fiery red hair. His piercing blue eyes. Blonde eyebrows and lashes.

I clench my fists, forcing myself to forget Norman. If he loved me, he wouldn’t have done what he did. I rise from the vanity and change into a pair of yoga pants for the flight. I put on a loose shirt that cascades as though it were drifting through the air. I love how it hangs on my body.

There isn’t much time until I need to leave for the airport, so I double check my suitcase before zipping it shut. I look around the apartment. Since I live in a high-rise building in Chicago, there’s no need to leave a lamp on to prevent burglaries. I grab my bag, my passport, tickets, and turn the lights off.

As I wait outside the building lobby for my taxi to arrive, I picture myself on the beaches of Argentina. There are only two plane rides between me and vacation. I’m tired of Chicago’s icy, gray weather. I want sand between my toes and a book between my fingers. It’s summer in Argentina, and I can’t wait to feel the heat. Waves crashing against the shore. My taxi pulls up to the hotel. The woman driving puts my suitcase in the trunk after we argue over who should.

Chicago will always be my home. I could move anywhere in the world, and I would always miss the tall buildings along Lake Michigan. The museums. The restaurants. I haven’t taken the ‘L’ in years, but I would miss it cruising around above the streets; all those late nights taking it home after drinking with people I barely see anymore. Life moves slow some days, but it’s always speeding by.

I give the friendly woman a twenty when we arrive at the airport. She hugs me as though we’re friends. Her perfume smells of an older woman’s bathroom, but she has been adorable personality. She probably doesn’t have much sex. Innocent to the core. I wonder why she would ever choose to drive strangers around for a living. She waves as she pulls away, and I go inside to check in.

My first flight to Miami is bliss. There’s a cute cafe right in front of where we exit, so I stop there for lunch. The waiter is handsome. His skin is a light copper tone. He has styled hair and a clean face. His name is Lucas, according to his name tag. Our remarks are one-hundred percent professional. Zero personal exchanges. His bulging muscles must attract a lot of female attention. The white shirt tight around his juicy arms. I give him extra as a tip but still less than the innocent child-woman who drove me here.

I’m running to my second flight’s gate. I lost track of time and hear them announcing a last-boarding call when I get within earshot. Luckily, I’m not wearing heels, so I make it. I catch my breath as the gate agents wait for me to situate myself.

“You almost missed your flight,” one woman says.

“Lost track of time,” I say, holding out my ticket. When she realizes I’m flying business class, she changes her tone. She apologizes too many times. I fly in the front for the food and comfort (and because I have the money), but I hate when people act like it makes me more significant. “Don’t worry about it. I should have been paying closer attention to the time,” I said.

The woman doesn’t know how much Lucas’ arms had served as a distraction. It will be awhile before his sexiness fades from my memory.

I’m a mess as I try to maneuver my bag into the overhead compartment. The plane is packed, so everyone is watching me. Heat crawls up my neck as I struggle to lift my carry on. The fight attendant comes over and fixes the problem in seconds, leaving me hotter than an hour of lying in the summer sun.

The flight attendant winks. He strikes me as very gay as he waves his hand in the air and tells me not to worry about it. “Happens all the time.”

I turn, and the only thing worse than the embarrassment I just endured is staring me in the face. Norman. Hayne. NORMAN. HAYNE. I don’t let the curse words floating through my head slip as I take a seat next to the man who broke my heart. I’m not sure he even recognizes me. I look a lot different than I did five years ago. Now nobody knows I’m ‘not’ a woman now, whereas some could tell before.

I turn my head away from Norman, hiding my face. I can’t believe we are on the same flight. Sitting right next to one another! I keep my breath even, but my heart is racing. I feel like someone just gave me a restaurant tab I couldn’t pay.

“Patricia?” My heart sinks. I don’t have time for this. How can I deal with Norman? How can this be happening? “Patricia, is that you? Sorry. You just look a lot like someone I know. My name is—”

“Norman,” I say. I turn to face Norman, his blue eyes cut into my soul. His dimple chin. The way his hair curls at the ends. I want to lean over the seat and kiss his thin, soft lips. All the pain I’ve endured for the past five years is replaced by the happiness I felt with Norman on our best days. Those first kisses. When he wrapped his lips around my dick. How he used to hold my breasts and fuck me from behind. Or how I would do the same to him.

He is…

Charming.

Seductive.

Tactile.

Norman laughs in disbelief. “What? That’s insane. Patricia! How are you?”

I want to tell Norman I miss him. My passion is burning as it did five years ago, but then I remember. Pain masks the joy, drowning it in sorrow. I can’t drop my guards. Norman hurt me. Betrayed me. He has to stay in the past where he belongs. “Fine,” I say. I grab a magazine from the seat pocket and open it without asking Norman how he’s doing. I act like it’s perfectly normal, even probable that’d we’d be sitting next to each other on a painfully long flight.

Norman sighs and turns his attention to the window as the plane moves to a take-off position. I focus my attention on the magazine but can’t concentrate on the words. Norman’s cologne and my hard dick command my attention.

 

♦

 

Norman has spent the past four hours staring out the window. He only turns his head when the flight attendant comes by with food or drinks. Sitting next to Patricia is as painful as the hole in his heart. He doesn’t expect Patricia to forgive him for his misdeeds, but he wants to talk to her. He hasn’t had the chance since she blocked all forms of contact five years ago.

Patricia crosses Norman’s mind every day. She has been the only woman to stimulate him mentally, emotionally, and sexually, but he threw it all away.

Norman relaxes when he hears Patricia’s breathing soften. He twists his head slowly to confirm she is sleeping before adjusting his body to face forward. Norman rubs his knuckles. He pushes a hand through his hair. Norman is a tech entrepreneur, so he doesn’t wear a suit and tie to work. He hates everything traditional. He loves the woman sitting by his side.

She has every right to hate him, but he wants to talk to her. He needs to clear the air. They parted on horrible terms.

Two more hours pass, but they still have two left until they land in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Patricia stirs, waking up from her nap. Norman hasn’t slept a second. He can’t. Not with all the thoughts running through his mind. He doesn’t speak right away and looks out the window to calm his nerves. He senses Patricia watching his every movement; waiting for him to mess up.

“Patricia,” he says after the flight attendant drops off wine and cheese plates. Norman is drinking red. Patricia has white.

“Norman, leave me alone.”

“I messed up. I’m not asking for forgiveness. We will both regret it if we don’t talk. What are the chances we end up on a flight together?” Norman rubs his hands along his thighs, looking out to the fluffy clouds that stretch into the horizon. Patrica’s voice in his ears is like butter on broccoli. Her hair smells of shampoo as she lets it down from a bun. Maybe she’s teasing him. Maybe she’s giving herself time. The smell of her shampoo takes Norman back to the times he rubbed her body with soap in her shower. When they cuddled in her bed afterward.

Patricia turns to Norman. Her hazel eyes take Norman by surprise. “What could we possibly say to each other, Norman? I just want to get off the plane and enjoy my vacation.”

“We can talk about what you’ll do. I’m going to Argentina to meet with some potential business partners. There is a lot of opportunity in their market, and I’m thinking about expanding.”

“Perfect. More money for the asshole,” she says. Norman swallows a taste of his red wine. Patricia’s hurting.

“I’m sorry for what happened between us.”

“Right, Norman. You can’t just expect me to forget how you left for another woman,” she says.

Norman swallows the rest of his wine in one gulp. He was waiting for Patricia to bring up Lucy. Norman has a type. He loves trans women with surprise packages. It’s the best of both worlds to him. He loves sucking dick, getting fucked by dick, and fucking a chick’s ass. Breasts drive him wild. Five years ago, Patricia didn’t look how she does now, and Norman feels like the biggest asshole in the world for leaving Patricia behind while she was finishing her transition.

Norman hasn’t talked to Lucy in years. She is a trans woman with her penis. Lots of trans people are desperate to change every part of their body, but there are many others who prefer to keep their original parts. Patricia always said she would keep her penis. Norman can’t help but wonder if that has remained true.

Patricia is hotter now than Lucy was five years ago. She is the sexiest woman he’s ever seen, and Norman wants to taste every inch of her body.

“Lucy means nothing. Leaving you was the biggest mistake I’ve ever made,” says Norman.

Patricia wipes her eyes, sipping her wine. She doesn’t meet Norman’s gaze. “You destroyed me, Norman. I didn’t leave my bed for over a week after you dumped me to chase after Lucy,” she says. Patricia turns to Norman. Her eyes are red. “I hate that you’re here! I hate that my vacation is starting like this! This is a nightmare for me, Norman.”

“What can I do?”

“Leave me alone until we get off this flight.”

“Why are you going to Argentina, Patricia?”

“I need time away,” she says. “If you care about me, Norman, you’ll act like I’m a stranger. If I’m lucky, I’ll never see you again once we get off this plane.”

Norman takes a deep breath. She deserves his silence, so he nods and turns his head to the window. When the flight attendant comes by, he asks for another wine.

The hours pass, and they are landing in Argentina. Norman watches from the corner of his eye as Patricia fumbles with papers. It’s a reservation for a hotel in Pinamar. The beach. Norman takes in a sharp breath, and Patricia hides the paper before he can read the name of the hotel. He only sees the city.

But that is enough.

They land safely in Buenos Aires. Norman waits for Patricia and everyone else to exit the plane before he stands from his seat. She smiles like she appreciates the gesture. Norman hopes she will appreciate what’s coming her way. Norman steps off the plane and calls his friend.

“Norman, what’s up?”

“I need some information. A friend of mine is staying in Pinamar, and I need to know where.”

“Um, are you going to kill them?”

“It’s my ex-girlfriend, Patricia. We’re meant to be together. She just doesn’t know it yet.”

“Norman, this isn’t right. You shouldn’t—”

“I’ll send you a thousand dollars the moment you find the information. You want the money or not, Danny?”

Danny grunts, “fine. Wire me five hundred first, and I’ll call you back the second I get it.”

“Deal,” Norman says and hangs up. He grabs a taxi and wires the money on the way to his hotel in Buenos Aires.


Chapter Two

 

 

 

I sit on the beach, soaking in the sun. Chicago’s winter is a distant memory as I enjoy Argentinian morning air.

No pain I’ve experienced compares to how I felt when Norman replaced me with Lucy. She had come from nowhere, like a hailstorm on a luminous day. Their relationship dented my soul in permanent ways. I wish I could forget, but getting over Norman strengthened me. It made me tougher, more resilient to love’s torment.

I stand, digging my toes in the sand as I stretch my arms above my head. Learning yoga and meditation helped me through the breakup. I do a few poses. There aren’t many people on the beach. Few cars drive on the roads. The waves sound delicious as they crash against the shore.

I exhale, open my eyes, and walk to a restaurant along the beach. There’s an empty seat with ocean views. A gay couple holds hands as they stare out to the sparkling water. When they look my way, I nod in recognition before blocking myself with the menu. One of the men looks a bit like the waiter I had at the airport. When I put down the menu, they aren’t paying me any attention. Why would they? To them, I’m just another woman. A waitress comes to take my order of fruit and coffee.

Norman used to make my dick hard just by whispering my name. When he touched my naked body with his lips, I would have to focus to hold my cum. I loved sucking his dick on my knees while he sat in a chair with his hands behind his head. His reddish body hair turned me on. His cock was thick and always hit the back of my throat. I used to love how he held my head while he came, but those days are over.

When Norman left me for Lucy, he broke all the trust I had. He destroyed my desire to submit to him. To fuck him when he wanted. The love I held turned bitter like coffee grounds.

As I’m staring at the ocean, the waitress returns with my breakfast. The gay men sitting near me wish me a good meal. I thank them, but Norman is suffocating my thoughts. Images of his naked body. Veins running along his muscles. The v-cut framing his waist. He used to murmur the dirtiest things in my ear when he fucked me from behind, his body heavy on my back. My hole clenches as I sit straighter. I want his dick. I want him.

The gay couple leaves. I ask for my bill. The fruit is delicious, but I can’t finish more than a quarter of it. Men check me out as I walk back to the hotel, but their flirtatious eyes mean nothing. I had been so excited to come to Argentina and let go of my inhibitions, but Norman’s presence on my flight threw off everything.

In my hotel room, I meditate. All the pain I had locked away has come back to the surface, but I will not let it ruin my vacation. I spend over an hour with my thoughts to expel their poisonous nature. After a few hours collecting myself, I go back out to the city and shop at the markets. I talk with a couple guys who tell me about a party I won’t attend, but flirting is fun.

By the end of my first day in Pinamar, I’m feeling lighter. Norman is doing whatever he can to make money in Buenos Aires, and there’s no sense wasting my time thinking about him. I find a bar on the beach and enjoy an early drink while watching the gorgeous waves and rising moon.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

Norman hangs up his cell phone after going back and forth with the airline about the price to change his flight. He has to stay in Argentina. He has to find Patricia in Pinamar, hoping he isn’t too late since the business deal took three days.

His friend Danny sent Patricia’s hotel information, so Norman knows where to find her. He feels like a stalker but is desperate for another chance with Patricia. Another opportunity to hold her and have her hold him.

Norman hails a taxi from his hotel to the bus station. He has fifteen minutes before the bus leaves the station for Pinamar. Patricia is at the forefront of his mind.

When Norman saw Patricia trying to secure her bag in the overhead compartment, Norman thought he was seeing a ghost. The version of Patricia he always knew she would become. He was the biggest asshole in the world for leaving Patricia, but the situation wasn’t as black-and-white as it seems.

Five years ago, Norman and Patricia were always fighting. Norman tried loving her the best he could, but she struggled to love herself. Patricia was always in a state. She was never satisfied with her femininity. She ranted for hours upon hours about how she could look better. Norman thought she was beautiful. He hasn’t forgiven himself for cheating, but it was hard to date Patricia when she was constantly sad and bitchy.

Norman met Lucy Hardy, the biggest mistake of his life, after a massive fight with Patricia. She exuded confidence while Patricia lacked it. He had been at a tech conference in Chicago. She was speaking about working in the tech field as an opening trans woman. Norman stopped and listened. They made dangerous eye contact as she spoke. Lucy had captivated his attention, and Patricia was the last thing on his mind.

He ended up at Lucy’s hotel room later that day. They got a drink after walking around the conference together, and one thing led to another. Their connection had been magic, as sparks of a new romance often are.

One week.

That was all the time it took to destroy the relationship Patricia and Norman had built. Norman didn’t care at the time. He hadn’t yet realized how cancerous his relationship with Lucy was. A moment of joy has the potential to cause years of agony.

Norman boards the bus, happy for a distraction from his memories as all the passengers settle. The reprieve doesn’t last long. Norman finds himself bored by the time they reach the countryside. The Argentinian land is gorgeous but repetitive.

Lucy spent a month in Chicago. They had four blissful weeks together before Lucy decided she felt trapped in her rental. She was a woman of the world. Norman found himself heartbroken and desperate for Patricia, but she refused to answer his calls. She had blocked him however she could. He made a new email address just to contact Patricia, but she never replied.

Norman checks the time. He has a while to wait on the bus, so he closes his eyes. Lucy and Patricia appear in his dreams. They are competing in a fashion show or beauty contest. Both of the women are on a stage of some sort. Norman can’t make out the peripherals. He only sees Lucy and Patricia in extravagant dresses.

In the beginning, they model. They’re talking about how they are better than each other after the runway show. Lucy and Patricia look beautiful. Halos of light dance around their smiling faces. Norman sees the freckles on his arm as it reaches out to touch them, but then they change to monsters.

What an asshole!

Evil!

Vile!

The women turn to each other and rip off their dresses. Patricia wraps her arm around Lucy’s waist. Lucy sticks her tongue into Patricia’s mouth. A fire burns around them. They’re monsters, yet they’re goddesses. Their heads are like dragons, but their bodies are heavenly.

Norman feels himself stirring but forces himself to stay asleep. He needs to see where the dream goes.

Patricia and Lucy are naked. Their bodies transform. Their gorgeous dicks turn into snakes. Norman sees himself in a fetal position beneath the women. Their snake dicks race towards Norman’s cowering, nude body.

Norman opens his eyes before the snake dicks bite him. He shakes his head as his vision takes focus. The countryside is rolling by, but the older woman sitting next to him narrows her eyes. She sighs. Norman ignores her, and she opens a magazine.

They arrive to Pinamar after the four-hour bus ride. Norman is staying in a house across from Patricia’s boutique hotel. Norman needs to rest and shower before he finds Patricia, so he grabs a snack on the way to his rental home. An Argentinian man around Norman’s age gives him the keys and shows him around the house before disappearing.

Norman can hear the ocean with the windows open. He makes green tea and a plan to win back Patricia.


Chapter Four

 

 

 

I smile as a handsome man turns his head to watch me sitting on a bench. I wave at him, but he doesn’t stop. He probably has a girlfriend but checks out women when he’s alone.

A few other men make eye contact as they pass. Their attention warms me. My mind isn’t as unsteady as yesterday. I’ve already done my exercises for the day. I must enjoy this vacation and keep Norman in the past where he belongs.

When checking out men walking along the sidewalk becomes boring, I stand and head to the beach. Pinamar has a gorgeous layout. The streets flow with ease, and the city looks amazing from the sky. It’s symmetry intrigued me before the trip, and walking through the carefully designed streets excites me. Chicago has more organization than some cities, but there’s room for improvement.

When I reach the beach, there are more people than yesterday. I pay little attention to the strangers as I walk along the shore. They can judge me if they want, but the sand under my feet relaxes me. The sound of the ocean reminds me how precious vacation is. How many people can’t travel as I can. Some have kids weighing them down. Others have aging parents. No money. The list goes on, but I have nothing stopping me from doing what I want.

Nothing at all.

Some days loneliness crushes me. I keep my head high when I work in my office, examining eyes, but nothing compares to what I shared with Norman. I’ve had men since. They showed me how special the relationship I had with Norman was. How comfortable I felt in his arms through the night. A man hasn’t spent the night at my house in over a year.

I notice horses in the distance. I’ve never ridden a horse, but it looks majestic. Their tails move in a hypnotic motion. I follow them for several beats until I notice a rider with red hair. I squint to focus. The breath leaves my body when I realize it is Norman. He must have followed me. He must have used one of his hacker friends to find me.

I shift to obscure my face. I don’t move too fast to avoid drawing attention. The walk from the water to the city is the longest of my life, but Norman never notices me. He’s laughing with the man riding next to him. I follow the horses from the street, careful to stay hidden behind the buildings with ocean views. When the group changes their direction to come back down the beach, I move deeper into the city before Norman catches me.

People walk past, but they are a blur. I’m no longer interested in handsome Argentinian men. I’ve spent the past five years ignoring Norman. Healing. I still have the heartfelt email saved Norman sent years ago from an unknown address. He hurt me too much to trust him again. I’ve guarded myself for five years, always hoping a man I connected with as much as Norman would fall into my life. None have.

I step into a restaurant several streets deep in the city. I breathe easier as the walls provide security. The chance of Norman discovering my location is slim, but us meeting on a flight was far more unlikely.

“Hey, it’s you!” I hear in Spanish. The two gay men from yesterday are drinking cocktails at the table near the bar. They’re wearing shorts and sleeveless shirts to showcase their muscular arms.

I force a smile. I don’t feel like a conversation but don’t want to act rude. “Hello! How are you two?”

They must notice my trepidation. Tension from the potential of Norman fighting his way into my life. The gay couple waves me over to their table, pulling out a chair for me to sit. I contemplate rejecting their offer but don’t. I’m too shaken. Maybe they can distract me from the ticking bomb riding a horse on the beach. I order an orange juice and bread when the waiter stops by our table. The gay couple watches.

“Where are you from?” one asks.

“The United States,” I say.

“Your Spanish sounds great,” the other compliments.

“Thank you. Where are you two from?”

The black boyfriend speaks first. “I’m from Northern Colombia. Close to Cartagena. My name is Roberto,” he says, putting out his hand. I shake it.

“Roberto is my sexy black boyfriend,” the other says. They chuckle as the tan one rubs Roberto’s arm. “My name is Ignacio. I’m from Chile. That’s where we met,” he says.

“Are you two on vacation?”

Ignacio nods. “Yes, we love Argentina. We go to Uruguay a lot too. Paraguay. Brazil. There are so many gorgeous places in South America.”

“But you two live in Chile?”

“Yeah, in Santiago,” says Roberto.

“Well, you two are a sexy couple,” I say. They are captivating together. They must get constant attention when they take off their shirts at the beach.

“Thanks,” says Ignacio. The waiter returns with my snack. My face falls to a frown as I recall seeing Norman on the beach. I want to touch him, but that would be a betrayal to myself. A step in the wrong direction. Ignacio interrupts my thoughts by touching my hand. I lift my eyes to meet his. “Girl, what’s wrong with you? You’ve looked so sad both times we’ve seen you.”

My thoughts in English leave my mouth in Spanish. I tell the couple about encountering Norman on the flight. How I just saw him on the beach. I make some errors as I speak, but they understand the message. They frown and call Norman an asshole.

“Why did you guys break up?” asks Roberto.

I tell the events how I remember them. How Lucy had popped up like a pimple in the morning. How Norman was swept away by her seductive powers. I even tell them I’m trans and how Norman prefers women like me. I tell them how Lucy was years ahead of me. She had all the money in the world to become who she wanted, while I had to choose between procedures and paying off student loan debt time after time.

“Wow,” says Ignacio. “You could have fooled me.”

“Thank you. That wasn’t the case five years ago. Norman left everything for a woman with more beauty and confidence,” I say. “I wish I could have been happier, but—”

“No! If he loved you, that asshole should have supported you,” says Roberto.

I shrug. There’s no use reliving what can’t be changed. Norman did what he did, and I’ve lived with it. I’ve meditated through it. I blocked Norman from my life and took all the right steps. Everything was going well until the flight from Miami to Buenos Aires.

Ignacio taps his lips. “I have an idea!”

“What?” asks Roberto. I lean forward, breaking off a piece of bread.

“Why don’t we act like Patricia’s dates? We could make that asshole Norman jealous.”

My ears open as I consider the offer. Ignacio and Roberto are sexy. Norman would die if he saw either of them on my arm. Carried away by a South American man. I am imagining potential scenarios when I remember Roberto and Ignacio are on vacation. They shouldn’t concern themselves with my drama, so I wave my hand in the air. “That’s a sweet offer, but you shouldn’t give up your vacation to help me.”

“I think it sounds fun,” says Roberto.

“I would love to make that bitch pay,” says Ignacio.

They both reach across the table to hold my hand. I nod, accepting their offer. I want to watch Norman squirm. Roberto and Ignacio throw out ideas for what we should do when he crosses our path. I show them a picture of Norman. If there’s one thing I know, it’s that Norman will find me since he’s come this far. He might have left me alone after I blocked and ignored him, but now that he has his sights on me anew, there is no stopping the man until I break his heart as he did mine.

 

♦

 

Norman slides off his horse. He runs his hand through his red hair as he waits for the instructor to tether all the horses. The man Norman has been conversing with continues on about American football teams, but Norman is only thinking of Patricia. Where could she be? How can he find her?

The instructor takes Norman’s horse last, and then he says goodbye to the other American tourist without noting his number. Norman doesn’t need more friends. He needs the woman who completes him in ways no other can.

Norman walks through Pinamar, peeking inside the stores as he passes. He doesn’t see Patricia anywhere after an hour, so he stops for lunch at a bakery. They have a delicious sandwich. Norman doesn’t know what to do when he finishes eating, so he walks back to his rental.

Water running over Norman’s naked body. He jacks off and watches his cum swirl down the drain. He bangs his fist against the wall of grouted rocks. The orgasm does nothing to quell his frustrations. Norman turns off the shower and dries himself with a towel. He can’t lose this opportunity to find Patricia. He changes into a linen button-up shirt and shorts before stepping back outside.

Norman walks across the street and sits on a bench where he can see the entrance of Patricia’s hotel. He reads an ebook about business on his cell phone as he watches pedestrians. He hopes Patricia will appear right away, but she doesn’t. Fifteen minutes pass, and Norman can’t concentrate on the screen. He wants to call Danny and offer him buckets of money to trace Patricia’s exact location, but what’s the point? A sense of regret for coming to Pinamar to find Patricia whispers in Norman’s ear. He should leave her alone. If a woman acted how he was right now, he would never want her in his life. Stalking isn’t sexy.

Norman sighs and closes the reading app. He is searching for a new flight home. He doesn’t even care if he has to sit in economy. The sense of defeat and disappointment overwhelms Norman. He needs to escape. He needs his home. Norman is about to purchase another ticket when he notices Patricia walking his way. He stands to speak but realizes she isn’t alone.

Patricia is holding a muscular black man’s hand. Norman can’t make out what they’re saying, but they’re laughing. Patricia looks into the man’s eyes. Her smile… it’s relaxed. Effortless. She tilts her head to rest it on the man’s shoulder. He kisses the top of her forehead. It’s the hardest thing Norman has ever watched. Worse than the scariest of horror movies.

Moments pass as Norman wills Patricia to look his way. She is lost in conversation until they are only a few meters from Norman. Patricia finally notices Norman, but she doesn’t look surprised. She throws her hair over her shoulder. She says something in Spanish Norman can’t quite hear, but the look on the man’s face says it all. His scowl would send many running, but Norman has come too far.

The man releases Patricia’s hand and steps in front of her. He speaks in Spanish. Norman can hold simple conversations, but he isn’t as fluent as Patricia. “She doesn’t want you!” the man repeats when Norman didn’t hear him the first time.

Norman directs his words at Patricia, speaking in English. “Patricia. Can we talk, please?”

Patricia turns to the man Norman sees as a threat. “Walk me to the door? He’s as harmless as a fly.”

“He better be if he knows what’s good for him,” the man says while leering at Norman. Patricia tugs the man, and they walk to her hotel’s entrance. Norman’s mouth is agape as he stands paralyzed. Dumbstruck.

The man holds Patricia by the small of her back. She says something as she stares into his eyes. Patricia rubs her hand along his buzzed head. Norman squeezes his fists and exhales through flared nostrils. He wants to charge over to them and rip Patricia from the man’s arms but isn’t sure he could win a fight against the stranger. Norman works out, but his muscles aren’t nearly as big as Patricia’s friend.

They kiss. Innocent. Lips touching. No tongue.

Patricia turns and enters the hotel. The man shakes his head at Norman before disappearing down the sidewalk. Over a minute has passed, but Norman has to take his chance. He doesn’t think twice before running toward the hotel. A guard yells something at him when he enters, but Norman doesn’t pay attention. He sees Patricia standing by the elevator as he sprints, calling her name.

 

♦

 

I hear Norman’s yelling. I don’t want to hear it. Roberto might be gay and have a boyfriend, but his touch was electric. His thick lips as soft as buttercream icing. A security guard runs behind Norman. The elevator door is open and waiting, but Norman is standing behind me struggling to communicate with the frustrated security guard.

“Patricia, tell him you know me,” says Norman.

I shrug, and the man yells at Norman. Norman raises his hands, sinking to his knees. He repeats the word ‘please’ so many times I sigh and turn to defuse the tension.

“Sir, this is my ex-boyfriend. He’s frustrated I won’t talk to him,” I tell the guard. He chuckles and looks at Norman with eyes of pity. The man shakes his head and goes back to guard the entrance.

Norman stands and brushes his shorts as though the guard had tackled him. I point to a sofa in the lobby. Norman follows me. We sit. The woman working behind the front desk glances at us for a second before returning her attention to the computer screen. I suck in air and pop my lips. “Norman,” I say. “Did you have one of your nerdy friends trace me? I could get an official restraining order with all that you’re doing.”

He’s still catching his breath but nods. “You’re right, Patricia. I’m being crazy. I was just about to book a ticket home when I saw you with that guy.”

“Roberto. Isn’t he sexy?”

Norman makes a low sound in the back of his throat. “Who cares. You just met him.”

“At least he has potential, unlike you. You’re like expired milk in the fridge; better placed in the garbage.”

“I deserve that,” says Norman. “I should leave.”

What does he want me to say? The fact he followed me to Pinamar is ludicrous. Mad. Pathetic.

Sexy.

Norman’s madness is also sexy. How he waited for me outside the hotel. He watched me touch a man with bigger muscles than him. I want Norman, but he has to believe I’m stronger than I am. He has to think I don’t want him. As I gaze at his bowed head, the fear I harbored vanished. I had spent the past five years growing and figuring myself out, but Norman had changed little. He still chases dollar signs and good times. A singular focus can blind a man.

“Why did you come here, Norman?”

“You were the best girlfriend I’ll ever have,” he says.

“What was I to you when you fucked Lucy the first time?”

“Leaving you—”

“Yeah, yeah. Norman, you can say you made this mistake or that one. You can apologize a million times, but it doesn’t matter. Now you’ve followed me to a hotel. To the place I wanted to vacation. You’re selfish and only care about yourself. If I wanted anything with you, I would have contacted you years ago,” I say.

“Is there any chance you can forgive me?”

I shake my head. When I used to imagine this conversation, I always thought I would cry, but there isn’t a tear in my eye. I feel empowered by denying Norman. He’s at my feet, begging. He’s handsome. Sexy as hell. But who would I be if I fell back in his arms? Who would I be if I did what he wanted?

“I’ve moved on, Norman. You were an amazing boyfriend… until you broke my heart.”

“It wasn’t worth it, Patricia. I’ve thought about you every day.”

“Whatever you had with Lucy was worth it when you left me. You cheated on me, Norman,” I say. I keep my voice as even as I can, but I have to end this conversation before my emotions get the best of me.

Norman places his elbows on his knees. He covers his face with his hands. I reach out to rub his back without thinking. Norman is hurting, and I want to touch him. Comfort him. I want to give him another chance, but my conscience demanded I made Norman at least work for his prize. “Patricia, give me a chance. Fate brought us together. Doesn’t that mean something?”

“How do I know you didn’t hack my plane ticket information and plan the whole thing?”

“I didn’t! I swear! You were right about me tracing you to this hotel. I acted like a weirdo sitting out on that bench, but my actions prove my love. They show how I feel, do they not?”

“Meet me outside tonight at seven fifteen. We can grab dinner,” I say.

“Perfect. I’ll be here waiting for you.”

I grunt and stand. Norman doesn’t move as I walk to the elevator. I don’t look back as I wait for the doors to open. When they separate, I toss my hair over my shoulder and step inside. I’ll need the entire afternoon to make sure I look better than Lucy ever could.


Chapter Five

 

 

 

Warm, salty air blows past Norman as he stands outside Patricia’s hotel. He asked to wait inside, but the guard wanted nothing to do with him. Norman won’t cause a scene before his second chance with Patricia, so he paces along the sidewalk. He wonders if it’s all a trap. He doesn’t want Patricia to make a fool of him. She’s ten minutes late. It’s seven twenty-five, and Norman worries she blew him off for that man he saw earlier.

Each second feels like twelve as Norman waits five more minutes. Just when Norman thinks about going back inside his rental to stop feeling like a buffoon on the street, Patricia appears in the hotel’s entrance. She is wearing a strapless minidress the color of champagne. It has holes on the side to expose her thin waist. She wears white pumps and silver jewelery. She’s tan from a few days at the beach. Her olive skin is perfection against the color of the fabric. Norman loves how the dress stops just below her ass, teasing him to no end.

Patricia waves, handing the guard a tip. She pats the man on his shoulder, and Norman watches the guard checking out Patricia as she walks away from the building. The guard couldn’t be any more obvious. Norman doesn’t blame him since Patricia looks better than melted chocolate over strawberries.

“Norman, sorry I’m late,” she says.

“Don’t worry about it. You look beautiful,” he says as he wraps his arms around her. She smells of bath soaps and perfume. Her makeup is light but brings out the best features of her face. Her hazel eyes. Her full lips. She’s about the same height as Norman in heels, but he wouldn’t care if she was half a foot taller than him. She is a prize he plans on winning by the end of the night. “Hungry?”

“We never decided on a restaurant,” she says.

“There’s a great place in the city with a rooftop. I asked the owner of the house I’m staying in where we should go, and he recommended it.”

“Perfect,” says Patricia. “My stomach has been growling for the past hour.”

Norman puts out his hand. Patricia raises her eyebrow at the gesture. Her second of hesitation is enough to make Norman question everything. The dynamic between them has changed. Norman feels stupid for thinking they could pick up where they left off five years ago. He moves his hand slightly, and Patricia takes it.

They walk down the sidewalk. Norman has butterflies. He feels like a teenager on a first date. How did it come to this? Norman always contemplated a second chance with Patricia but never thought he would get one. He had followed Patricia’s life, using social media accounts of his family and friends to check in at random points throughout the years. Each time he saw her profiles, she always looked happy, healthy, and sexier.

Patricia switches in her minidress. Her styled hair bounces on her shoulders. Norman wants to watch it bounce as he lifts her dress to fuck her from behind. It would take nothing to expose her tight hole.

“What did you do today?”

“After I had breakfast with Roberto and saw you, I went shopping. I thought this dress was a bit too sexy for your eyes but didn’t find anything I loved,” she says.

“I’m glad you wore that.”

“I bet you are.”

Norman’s heart melts when she winks. He wants to go back in time. Restart. Ignore Lucy when he had the chance. Patricia is a different person now than she was. Her confidence is through the roof as she strolls next to him. He feels it in the way she holds his hand. How she keeps her head high and back straight. She rocks her hips. Their conversation is light but laced with the history they share.

“The restaurant is around the corner,” Norman says.

“Lead the way.”

There are open tables on the rooftop. The waiter takes them to one with ocean views. The building isn’t beach front, but they are close enough to hear the waves crashing as the sky darkens.

“The sunset makes the most gorgeous colors in the sky. I love how the moon rises from the East too.”

“I’m happy we aren’t in Chicago’s freezing weather,” says Norman.

“Were you supposed to return by now?”

“Yeah, but I came here instead.”

“You couldn’t stay away, could you?”

“Are you angry with me for trying?”

Patricia doesn’t reply and opens her menu. She crosses her legs, blocking her face with the plastic-covered paper. Norman moves his hand to his crotch. He presses his thumb along the outline of his erection. His ab muscles tighten as he takes a deep breath. Patricia raises her hand in the air to call the server. “You know want you want?” she asks after getting the woman’s attention.

What Norman wants is below Patricia’s dress. It’s under her panties. He wants to release her tucked dick and take it in his mouth. She always keeps her area manicured and clean. He wants to taste the soap of her shower in his mouth as he sucks her shaft. Patricia is a tease in her minidress.

“Norman, order your food,” says Patricia. Norman didn’t realize the waitress had arrived at their table. Norman orders a salad and steak. Patricia requests a pasta dish. “Should we get bubbles too? A bottle?”

“Is this a celebration?”

“Perhaps,” she says.

“Whatever you want, Patricia. I’m buying,” he says.

Patricia tells the young woman they want a bottle of bubbles, and she disappears to fulfill their order. Norman ignores the erection pressing against his chinos. The table and low light hide his hardened member, but all he wishes to do is use it and Patricia’s womanly dick.

 

♦

 

I resist the urge to kick off my pumps and lift my foot to Norman’s crotch under the table. I pretend like I don’t see him rubbing his member. The air is lovely on the rooftop. There aren’t many tables, and the place isn’t too busy. There are zero tourists besides Norman and me. I didn’t see this restaurant on any of the lists I found online. It must be a locals’ retreat.

Norman is adorable as he watches me across the table. A candle flickers between us. We don’t speak as the waitress opens our bottle of bubbles. She offers a taste, but I tell her to fill the glasses. Who am I to judge wine?

“Thank you,” I say to the young woman as she leaves. “Cheers.”

Norman lifts his glass and clinks it against mine. We stare at one another as we take a first sip. “How’s life for you in Chicago?”

“I own an ophthalmology practice now. You need work done on your eyes?”

“You know I have terrible eyesight,” he says.

“I used to love when you wore glasses. Those ones with big lenses and a thick black frame. They made you irresistible.”

“Really?” he asks.

“Absolutely. They enhanced the blue in your eyes,” I say. I used to suck Norman’s dick for ten, fifteen minutes taking peeks of his muscular body and handsome face. I used to make Norman wear his glasses when he sucked my dick too. He always thought I was silly but satisfied my desires.

“You look good in glasses too,” he says.

I don’t need glasses for most occasions. I have a pair for reading. Norman never requested I wear them in the bedroom, but it’s nice to hear a compliment. “How’s you life in Chicago?”

“Besides all the nights I spend missing you?”

I scoff. Yeah, right. Why in the world would I believe Norman spends his time missing me? It might be true, but words like those make me weak, and I have to stay strong. He can’t say a few sentences and expect to have the same woman he left. “Norman,” I say. My tone is enough of a warning.

“Everything outside of my romantic life is great,” says Norman. “My business is growing. I live in a nicer place than the one you knew. Can’t complain.”

“I moved too. Where are you in now?”

“Just south of Downtown. You?”

I tell him how I moved to a nicer condo in a building northwest of Downtown. Norman and I chat about happy moments from our past: architecture tours of Chicago, trips to the beaches in Michigan, or all the restaurants we enjoyed together. The server returns with our meals. We eat our food and sip the champagne. I don’t mention Lucy at all, even though she is on my mind. A part of me will always hate Norman for his betrayal, but can I not have fun with him in Argentina? Who says I have to continue a relationship when we return to Chicago?

“We had a lot of fun, didn’t we?”

“Yeah,” he says. Sadness peppers his voice. “We did. You want dessert?”

I want to feel my dick in your mouth or your sissy hole, but you ruined that, didn’t you? I don’t say the words and tell Norman I want a chocolate cake instead. He agrees. We feed each other spoonfuls of dessert and order espressos to wash down the chocolate and bubbles.

“You’re more handsome now than five years ago,” I say after the waitress brings our bill. Norman’s muscles are bigger, more defined. The age lines in his face give him a maturity I admire. When we first met, we had been in the better part of our twenties. Now, I’m about to turn thirty. He’s already thirty-two. Every time his birthday passed on the calendar, I had bittersweet memories of our relationship.

“I can’t believe how sexy you are. I was a fucking idiot to leave you.” Norman drops cash on the ticket. He tells the waitress he doesn’t need change. She smiles at the hefty tip. Norman turns his attention back to me when she disappears. “You in that dress tonight. It’s like staring at the sun. You’re blinding me.”

I chuckle. His joke is so stupid, but I love the way it leaves his lips. I run my focus along the outline of his lips, imaging my dick sliding between them. My thick cum dripping from his filled mouth. My hand tugging his red hair. I’ll blind him by spraying cum all over his face. Burning, crimson eyes.

“Let’s get out of here,” I say.

Norman stands and comes to my side of the table to pull out the chair. I fix my dress so nobody sees my goodies. Norman links his arm with mine. We walk like this down the steps and out to the street. We could have been anywhere in the world. Norman has spent so long by my side. Nobody else has felt right.

I hate Norman’s charm. I hate that he causes butterflies in my stomach after all the heartache Norman caused me. I thought I was strong enough to play Norman, but there’s a chance I’m falling back in love.

We amble to the beach and take off our shoes when we reach the sand. The sun has fallen. I love how I can only see the outline of waves. Their sound hasn’t diminished. They crash against the shore around the clock. Earth never stops.

“Have you been to Argentina before?” asks Norman. He puts out his hand. I don’t refuse it. Its warmth is comforting as we walk in the sand; chilly ocean breezes. Moonlight reflecting against the choppy waters.

“This is my first time. You?”

Norman shakes his head. “Argentina has been on my want-to-go-there list for years, but I never did anything about it until that company contacted me about a collaboration.”

“I’ve always planned on visiting,” I say. Norman rubs the back of my hand. My dick is pulsing beneath my panties. My dress is riding up my ass, but I do nothing to fix it. Part of me wants Norman to see my ass. Part of me wishes we had a blanket to make love on the moonlit beach. “I dreamed of meeting a hot guy and dancing tango.”

Norman’s hand tightens around mine. “Does that fantasy include anything after dancing?”

“I would hope so. Who doesn’t want to have a little fun on vacation?”

“You’re right. It’s just hard thinking about you with another man when I want you to myself.”

“Once upon a time you had me, Norman.”

He turns his attention to the ocean before whispering, “I know.”

“So which one of your friends tracked me? It’s pretty crazy you did that.”

“Crazy bad or good?”

“I guess we’ll have to see how things play out.”

“Danny traced you,” he says. I remember Danny. I saw him on the corner after a Cubs’ game two years ago. He waved. I pretended like I didn’t know him, which still haunts me. I hate when I act like a freak. Danny didn’t deserve my rudeness.

“Ah,” I say. “How’s Danny?”

“He’s good. Has a kid and a wife now. A job at a major corporation. He’s not the same guy he was five years ago.”

“But you are?”

Norman sighs. He runs his free hand through his hair. “I wish I could say I have grown, but part of me stopped living after our breakup.”

“You mean after your breakup with Lucy. You seemed fine when you broke the news you were leaving me for her. Chipper even. You delivered the news in the worst way possible.”

“That was the biggest mistake of my life, but you’re right. Lucy was more like a mirage. She masked the pain I was feeling… am feeling. There’s been a hole in my heart since I day I left you. It’s like I’ve been poisoning myself slowly. Nobody compares to your perfection,” Norman says and lifts my hand to his mouth. He plants his lips against my skin, and I’m ready to throw him to the ground.

Rip off his shirt.

Slam my hands against his firm chest.

Ride his dick without protection.

I miss everything we had, but I can’t fall into his lake of seductive words. “See me to my hotel?”

Norman nods, and we direct our course in the hotel’s direction. It doesn’t take long before we’re standing in front of the entrance. I adjust my dress when we release our hands. I rub my sweaty palm on my purse.

“Tonight was amazing,” says Norman. I stare into his blue eyes. The sky is dark, but the hotel casts light on our faces. Norman steps closer, wrapping his hand on my waist. His touch is driving me wild. I want to invite him to my room but resist.

“It was,” I say. Norman leans forward. He kisses me. Our tongues are warm. His breath smells like chocolate and the mint they gave us after the meal. I run my hand down his body. He moans into my mouth as I trace the outline of his erection with my fingers. I move my hand to his ass and squeeze. My dick is throbbing, but waiting sounds sexier than giving him the goodies tonight. I break our kiss and stand at an arm’s length. There’s a small, growing stain at the tip of his dick bleeding through his chinos. “I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“What time?” he asks.

“Ten? Let’s get breakfast. I’ll email you a restaurant name in the morning.”

“One more kiss,” Norman says, grabbing my hand after I turned my back to him. He holds my face in his hands as he plants a kiss on my lips.

“Bye, Norman.”

I swear I can see the words ‘I love you’ on his lips. But he says nothing as he watches me walk away.


Chapter Six

 

 

 

Last night’s date with Norman was better than any I’ve had over the past five years. Finding a man with his balance of sexiness, passion, and attraction to every part of me is more difficult than finding any needle in whatever haystack. There are more weirdos in Chicago than I care to describe. I’ve dated plenty.

Norman’s charm is inescapable. He says no woman has compared to me, but I’m sure he’s had plenty of beauties. None of my trans girlfriends have dated him, but I know he has messaged some of them on the apps. I know there are many trans women I’ve never met in Chicago who have probably experienced Norman’s cut body. His yummy dick. I wouldn’t blame them.

I have to keep my guards up.

The morning sun in Pinamar is spectacular. We have Lake Michigan in Chicago, which looks like a sea, but there is something special about smelling the salty air circulate through my room.

I sit at the hotel’s vanity, blow drying and curling my hair. The more Norman wants me, the better he’ll behave. When we were younger, I was eager to have sex with him any chance I could. I would rip off his pants. Walk him to the shower. Eat his ass. Suck his dick. Spread my ass cheeks and hold them while he fucked me raw. Cum running down my legs. Cum in my hair or wherever else he wanted to unload. I stare at myself in the mirror as the images of our past flash through my mind.

After I finish my hair, I work on my makeup. Moisturizer first. I put on eye liner and mascara as my face dries. Foundation. Concealer. Bronzer. Since it’s still early in the morning, I use a clear lip gloss instead of a flashy lipstick. They make my lips pop without attracting too much attention. I spray a light setter so my makeup doesn’t melt from in the tropical sun. I pull my hair into a messy bun, using a clip. I adjust my curls so they look like spirals of water leaving a fountain.

I’m wearing my romper already. It’s yellow. I love wearing yellow after my skin tans. I would never wear this color in the dead of winter back home but can after a few days at the beach. I apply more lip gloss, roll my lips, and pop them.

I double check everything in the clutch purse I used last night. It matches today’s outfit just fine. I grab cash from an envelope in my suitcase, and I’m ready for the day. I check my phone for the time. It’s half past nine. A knock comes at the door two minutes later. I check myself in the mirror before running to the door.

Ignacio is standing on the other side. He’s the boyfriend from Chile with a tan like the waiter in Miami’s airport. “Ignacio! You made it!”

He leans down to kiss me on the cheek. He smells of pine and bergamot orange. Ignacio’s thinner than Roberto, but they both have hard bodies. I can’t help but picture them having sex, wondering who tops and who bottoms. Do they trade positions? I want to ask, but it’s really not my business. They’re helping me torment Norman, and that’s all I need.

“Where are we going for breakfast?” I ask Ignacio in Spanish.

“There’s a cute oceanfront restaurant I love for breakfast.”

“Lead the way. Is Roberto already there?”

“Not yet. I’ll text him after we surprise Norman. Our hotel is close to the restaurant.”

“Perfect. What’s it called?”

Ignacio tells me the name of the place we’re walking to, and I save a message to send Norman when we arrive. I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he sees me with another man. Ignacio and I look like a couple on a beach holiday. His cologne makes me want to do naughty things to him. I love a man who smells fresh.

We arrive at the restaurant, and Ignacio holds open the door. “You ready?”

I nod as I step through the entryway.

 

♦

 

Patricia’s message appears on Norman’s screen. He clicks on the link for the restaurant. It isn’t a far walk from his rental. He has showered, applied deodorant, and sprayed a peppery cologne on his wrists and neck. Norman grabs his wallet and heads to the restaurant. The sun is fierce, but his linen clothing breaths well.

Norman takes a deep breath when he sees the restaurant on the horizon. Patricia must be waiting inside. Last night returns to Norman. Patricia’s finger tracing his dick. Her hand in his. Their lips pressed together. Norman misses how they used to trade blowjobs for hours, edging each other through the night. He misses sliding his fingers into Patricia’s loosened hole while stroking her dick. Norman especially loved to do that when she was still wearing a skirt.

After standing outside the restaurant for a couple minutes, Norman releases his doubts and walks inside.

Patricia is sitting with another man. A different man from yesterday. Norman wants to scream. Yell that she’s horrible to invite him to a restaurant when she’s with another man, but hadn’t he done the same to her when he broke the news about Lucy? It didn’t happen at a restaurant. It was a park. He was sitting on a blanket with Lucy when he introduced her to Patricia and broke her heart.

It’s the worse feeling in the world. This morning, Norman was eager for breakfast. He bought tickets for a sandboarding class. It starts in the afternoon. But now he just wants to curl up as a ball and lie in his bed. He loses his strength. He braces against the wall of the restaurant, and Patricia notices him.

“Norman! You made it!”

Instead of swallowing his pain and walking to the table, Norman darts outside. He screams. He runs toward the water, ripping the shirt from his body. Buttons fly into the sand. He throws his linen shirt to the ground after struggling to pull it from his body. Norman reaches the shore and drops to his knees. He yells, bends his head, and digs his fingers in the sand.

Patricia has the right to date whoever she wants, but Norman can’t stand it. He can’t tolerate the thought of other men with her. The men she must have had over the past five years. The ones she’s enjoying on this vacation. Norman throws sand to the waves. A sense of stupidity erupts within his being. That shirt he ruined wasn’t cheap.

Norman hears footsteps behind him, but he keeps his head bent. Water gathers around his knees, sinking him deeper into the sand each time it passes. “What was that?” he hears. It’s Patricia.

“I’ll go back to Buenos Aires and fly home. Enjoy your date,” he says.

“Hard to see me with someone else?”

“Yeah, but I deserve it. You should never forgive me for introducing Lucy to you like that. I’ll just have to live with this torment for the rest of my life.”

“Ignacio and Roberto are my friends, but it was fun watching your little episode. I’m not angry about the past, Norman, but I hope you learned something.”

“I did,” he says. Norman never wants to hurt Patricia again. To have a joyous love and lose it tortures the soul. Norman will remain loyal to Patricia for the rest of his life, if she gives him another chance.

“Would you like to join Ignacio, Roberto, and me for breakfast?”

Norman nods. Patricia puts out her hand and helps Norman to his feet. She wraps her arm over his shoulder. She’s carrying her shoes in her free hand, and Norman takes them from her to help. They pick up his shirt on the way back to the restaurant.

“Maybe I should run back to my room and change?”

“Good idea,” she says.

“I got us something,” he says on the last steps of their journey.

“What’s that?”

“Tickets to try sandboarding. How does that sound?”

“Sounds like I’ll break my ass, but I’d love to do it with you,” she says.

“Perfect. I’ll be back in a second,” says Norman, kissing Patricia on the cheek.

“Great. You’ll love Roberto and Ignacio.”

“Can’t wait to meet them. I’ll run,” Norman says and takes off jogging toward his rental. Patricia shakes her head as she watches his plump backside.


Chapter Seven

 

 

 

Norman and I are riding with a tour group to experience the sand dunes of Pinamar. Norman and I went back to my hotel room so I could change. I’m wearing a pink skirt, white blouse, and boots to maneuver better in the sand. We had a lovely breakfast where Roberto and Ignacio playfully threatened Norman. They warned him to never hurt me again, or they would find the most attractive South American man they could to replace him. I saved their contact information and promised to host them if they ever wanted to visit Chicago.

A tour guide is explaining safety precautions as we drive to the dunes while Norman distracts me with his hand on my thigh. I push his hand away, but it always finds its way back. I haven’t snowboarded, let alone sandboard.

“We have to pay attention,” I hiss. There are other English speakers on the bus, so our language isn’t a disguise. We’re the youngest members of the group, so hopefully we won’t be the worst sandboarders, but I have a feeling I’ll bust my ass.

Norman sits straight in the seat. I don’t interpret every word but give him the gist of what the tour guide says. He loves skiing and snowboarding, so he’ll probably do much better than me. He’s more worried about touching me than listening. If I weren’t terrified of breaking every bone in my body, I would touch him too.

The bus stops, and everyone exits. We have to hike up a steep dune. I’m so happy I have boots. Some others struggle, but Norman and I climb the sandy hill quickly.

“That’s a workout. No wonder our instructors are so fit,” I say. They both have trim bodies. I saw one wipe his forehead with the bottom of his shirt, exposing a chiseled set of abs. Not everyone in the group is fit, but they all make it to the top after a few minutes.

The wind is blowing like crazy, and I have to hold down my skirt. Norman keeps holding me but places his hand on my panties every time. I’m wearing a lacy white thong that exposes my manicured, hairless lady bits. My tucked dick hides my truth, but I’ll have to let it free if Norman keeps teasing me. “Stop it,” I say, slapping his hand.

“I can’t help myself,” he whispers into my ear before nibbling on the lobe.

My eyes close. A moan escapes my mouth. I elbow Norman, and he backs away. A couple from the group is staring at us. I smile innocently and turn my attention back to the instructor. He’s explaining how to strap into the boards and how to shift the body for control. It doesn’t sound too hard, but everything is easier said than done.

A few of the others in our group go before us. Some do well. Others fall. I’m nervous when the guide says it’s our turn. “You think we can do it?” I ask Norman in my bimbo voice.

He smacks my ass and says, “you’ll do great.”

I pull my skirt down as far as I can before I bend over to strap my boots onto the board. I hadn’t thought about how strong the wind would be when I put on this skirt. Everyone has probably seen my ass eight times by now. I didn’t wear tights or anything. My face is burning from embarrassment, but there’s nothing I can do but enjoy myself. Hopefully everyone in our group loves what they see.

Norman goes down the hill first. He excels, even doing a little trick as he turned at the end.

The guide helps me get started. When he pushes me, I’m racing down the hill. I yell as joy and fear fill me. My skirt flies up. I can’t hold the fabric. Norman is shouting things, but I’m too lost in the moment to hear him. I fall as I try to stop myself near the bottom. Bits of sand fly up my skirt and into my panties, but riding down that dune was amazing.

Everyone in the group lines up to go again. The second trip is as exhilarating as the first.

While we are waiting for others to ride down the hill after a third time, Norman and I can’t resist each other.

He places his right hand on my waist. I have my left hand in his hair. My right one on his shoulder. His left one is tucked into the waistline of my skirt and panties. His skin against mine is as hot as the Argentinian sun, if not hotter. I lean forward. Norman does the same.

We close our eyes.

We’re like two sloppy drunks at the club. I don’t care that we’re with a group as Norman squeezes my breasts. Everyone is an adult in our group. We are the youngest ones besides the instructors who are our age, so if anything, they are getting a treat by watching us.

Norman presses his bodyweight against me. We fall to the sand. It’s a pillow for my back. An older woman from our group screams as Norman unbuttons my blouse, but I can’t say ‘no’.

“Stop! Stop!” one guide says in accented English. Norman waves him off. I moan as his hand touches my thigh. Giggle as his breath graces my neck.

People are complaining in the background, so I wrap my legs around Norman and roll down the backside of the hill. We’re out of sight from the group. They would have to go out of their way to see us.

I hear the guide. “We’re leaving,” he says.

“Bye,” I say, waving.

He curses but gathers everyone to leave. We’ve ruined their experience, but Norman and I can’t stop laughing. He’s on top of me. I have my legs and arms wrapped around him. His body covers my exposed chest. My cock is hard and pulsing. Norman reaches into my skirt, freeing my dick. He strokes it. He rubs the tip of his finger in my precum.

I’m breathing heavily as I take in what happened. “We got carried away, didn’t we?”

“It was worth it,” Norman says. He moves his body down mine, lifting the fabric of my skirt. I look down to see my thick dick oozing with precum. Norman opens his mouth and licks the precum from my dick. I don’t stop him as he wraps his mouth around my cock.

He sucks my dick for ten seconds, but anxiety overwhelms me.

“Stop, Norman. I’m not trying to go to jail in Argentina,” I say.

Norman grunts, but replaces my hardened dick under the thong. I have a little tent under my skirt. We need a taxi, but I’ll wait until I’m soft.

“Come here,” I say. Norman wraps his body around mine. We lie there in the sand for a few minutes before we walk to the main road to find a taxi. “You’re lucky I brought cash.”

“Carrying you back from here would be worth what just happened.”

“Don’t tempt me. I just might make you do it,” I say, winking at Norman.


Chapter Eight

 

 

 

Norman carries Patricia from the taxi to his rental. She smiles as he pushes the door open with his hip and kicks it shut. Patricia squeals as he carries her to the bedroom.

“Put me down,” she says.

Norman shakes his head. “Not yet.” He continues to the bedroom, throwing her to the king-size bed. He has a clear view of what’s beneath her skirt and needs every inch of her thickness in his mouth. Norman closes the bedroom door and rips the clothes from his body. His dick is rock hard.

Patricia’s eyes gloss over as she touches the insides of her thighs and stares at Norman’s cock. The veins that pop out from his erection. The trimmed bush of red hair. Norman strokes his member as he steps closer to the bed.

“I’ve never seen something so captivating in my life, and I’ve been to the best art museums in the world.”

Patricia laughs, but Norman is serious. She’s a work of art. A masterpiece. From her personality to the curls that fall from her head. Every inch of her is excellence. “Shut up and take off my panties,” she says.

Patricia doesn’t have to tell Norman twice. She’s still wearing her skirt. She has unbuttoned her blouse to expose her bra. Her voluptuous breasts. Norman lifts her skirt to slide her panties down her legs. He tosses them to the side. Patricia’s hairless balls, dick, and ass drive Norman wild. He wipes drool from his lips.

“Fuck, baby girl. I’ve missed that dick,” he says. The truth is, Lucy’s member was nothing compared to Patricia’s. Lucy’s dick had a terrible mouth feel while Patricia’s stuffed him. Her dick hits the back of his throat. It takes effort to wrap his lips around Patricia’s womanhood.

“Come show me how much you missed it, naughty boy,” says Patricia. She grips the base of her thick cock and wags it from side to side. Norman licks his lips, dropping to his knees. Patricia purrs. “Don’t be afraid, sissy boy. Queen P knows you like dick,” she says.

Norman grips the edge of the bed and raises his head. Patricia’s dick stares him in the face. He crawls along the bed until he is between Patricia’s thighs. Her skirt frames her package. Its beauty is unmatched. Norman’s dick screams at him to touch it, but he resists. This is about his Queen. He needs to prove to Patricia how much she means, and will use his mouth to demonstrate his love.

Norman pulls on Patricia’s balls that smell of cucumber lotion. Her dick tastes delicious as he moves his lips down her shaft. She oozes precum as he bobs his head. Patricia runs her fingers into Norman’s red hair, tightening her grip. Norman moans against her pelvic region.

“Fuck, I missed that mouth,” says Patricia.

Norman wraps his arms around Patricia’s thighs to lift her and expose her divide. He spits into his hand and rubs two fingers against her tight hole. Patricia arches her back as Norman pushes her dick into the back of his throat. He fingers her accepting hole. She pants as he chokes on her dick and stretches her ass.

“Fuck, Norman,” says Patricia. Her voice cracks. She pushes her hands through her hair. She lifts her hips as she grabs Norman’s face to move his mouth to her hole. Patricia pushes his face into her ass pussy. Norman flattens his tongue against her hole. She strokes her cock with one hand as she balances herself.

Norman breaks contact to breathe. He stares at Patricia’s beauty. The splendid circumference of her hole. How the loosened skin from his fingers folds. Norman spits into Patricia’s hole. He slips three fingers inside her, wrapping his lips around her womanhood.

Patricia squeezes Norman’s face with her thighs. She lifts her hips. She fucks his mouth. Norman holds her breasts as he takes her dick.

“Get to your knees, sissy boy,” she says. Norman nods and slides off the bed. Patricia follows. She pulls her skirt up to her belly button to expose her thickness. Norman sinks to his ass on his knees, and Patricia shoves her dick inside his warmth. Every caress of his lips leaves slobber on her cock. “Open you mouth.”

Norman tilts his head back and parts his lips. Patricia rubs her cock until streams of warm, thick cum fly from her tip. She covers Norman’s face with her milk. She slaps him with her dick, spreading the cum around.

Norman closes his mouth, holding the cum, but Patricia shakes her head. “You have to swallow, Norman.” He nods, and his throat moves. He opens his mouth, showing Patricia that he swallowed every drop she gave.

“Can I fuck you?” Norman asks. Cum slides down his face. He wants nothing more than to feel inside his Queen, but she shakes her head.

“No. I’m fucking your sissy ass,” she says.

Norman squeezes his hole. He hasn’t been fucked in ages, but there’s no way he’s telling Patricia ‘no’. He nods and cast his eyes to the ground. “Yes, Queen P.”

“Get to work then, Norman. I can’t get hard without that mouth of yours.”

 

♦

 

“That’s right, baby. Get that dick up,” I say as I fuck Norman’s mouth. He doesn’t complain as he struggles to handle my size. I love when he looks up at me through hooded eyes. Cum dried to his face. He’s a mess. Watching him submit to my desires revs me up. I don’t want to stop using his mouth, but his ass is calling. I reach down and grab Norman by his hair, pulling him off my dick. I tug his hair to tell him I want him on his feet. “Get on your hands and knees,” I say as I point at the bed.

Norman crawls on the bed. His ass is muscular and firm, like the rest of his body. He has a light layer of hair, but I love every inch of his body. He’s the sexiest man I’ve ever known, and I’ll make sure he doesn’t dare think twice about leaving me this time around.

I stroke my dick as I watch him waiting for me on all fours. He looks over his shoulder. I shake my head. “Face forward.” Norman listens to my command. My attention returns to his split. I step forward. I’m standing at the edge of the bed. Norman is moaning and stroking his sissy cock. He curves his back in, which naturally spreads his ass. He’s tight. His hole is tiny, and I can’t wait to spread it. I raise my hand and slap his right cheek.

Smack.

Norman purrs. I climb on the bed and place both hands on his cheeks. I spread them and flatten my tongue against his hole.

“Mm, Patricia. Fuck me,” he says.

I lift my head, wiping saliva from my lips. “Not so fast,” I say. I reach between his thighs to stroke his dick. Norman moans as I use his precum as lubrication. His asshole breathes, loosening and tightening as I rub his member. “You want me to fuck you, baby?”

“Please,” he says. His voice filled with desperation.

“Finger yourself,” I say.

Norman reaches a hand between his thighs, cupping his balls. He rubs his fingers along his hole. I stroke my dick, licking my lips. Norman starts with two fingers. He drops his head to the bed and uses his free hand to spread his cheeks.

“Add another,” I say.

Norman pulls out his fingers. He rubs his sissy hole, teasing me. I spank his ass and tell him to hurry. He thrusts three fingers into his opening. I encourage him. He uses two fingers to spread his hole. I growl. My skirt and blouse need to come off, so I remove all my clothes. My breasts hang on my chest like two teardrops. My dick stretches from my body like a lever. “Get on your back,” I say. “Where are the condoms?” Norman points to his suitcase in the corner.

I walk over to it as he fingers himself and strokes his sissy dick. If I had a cage, I would lock him up, but we can do that when we return to Chicago. I open the box of condoms and roll one over my dick. Norman stares at me as I walk back to the edge of the bed. He raises his legs in the air, sliding a pillow under his ass. I grab Norman by the thighs and pull him close. I stare into his blue eyes as I rub my dick against his hole.

He reaches around to grab my ass. His ankles are on my shoulders. He pushes me forward. He’s eager. I should tease him, but I’m dying to stretch his tightness. I push into him. Every bit of my dick. His nails claw into my sides. He tries to push me out, but he was the one who begged for it, so he’ll take every inch of my womanhood.

“You asked for it. Didn’t you, baby?”

Norman bites his bottom lip. He nods. I pull out. He releases the breath he was holding.

“You want more?”

“Slow,” he pants.

I thrust into his hole and pull out. His breath quickens. I rub more lubrication on the condom before filling his ass. He’s ready for me this time. I sink into him, and he takes every inch. He lifts his hips to accept the last centimeters of my dick. I pull his hips as close to my body as I can. I slap his chest, gripping his pecks with my painted nails.

“I want to see you cum,” I say.

Norman hasn’t touched his dick since I entered him. I fuck his ass with force as he strokes himself. I’m close to cumming, but I want him to bust first so I change my rhythm. Norman moans as my fast thrusts turn slow. Norman gasps. Milliseconds later cum streams from his cock, covering the light layer of hair on his chest and abs.

I sink my princess cock deep in his ass. He cums a second time as I use his hole to milk my dick. I’m seconds from cumming when I pull out and rip off the condom. My balls tighten as cum erupts from my dick a second time. My cum is a shade whiter than Norman’s. Our milk sits on his chest like a puddle on the sidewalk.

“That’s one sexy sight,” I say as I catch my breath.

“You wanna lick it?”

I shake my head. “How about I feed you a little?”

Norman laughs. I dip my finger into the pool of our juices and move my fingers to Norman’s mouth. He touches my sensitive dick as he sucks my fingers, making me chuckle. “I’ll grab you a towel.”

“Thanks, Patricia. Thank you for giving me a chance,” he says.

“This is just the beginning.” I wink before turning to grab a towel from the bathroom.

Norman sucks my cock and takes it in his sissy hole throughout the night. He buys a plane ticket in the morning so he can sit next to me on the way home, even though it costs an exuberant amount of money.

“You’re worth it,” he says as we lie in the bed with golden light filling the room.

“I better be,” I say and kiss him. “Let’s get breakfast. I’m hungry.”

“Whatever you wish, my Queen.”


Epilogue

 

 

 

One Month Later

Snow flurries outside my window as I wait for Norman to come with Chinese food. We’re supposed to watch movies and cuddle all night. It’s Friday evening, and there’s a blizzard in the forecast for Chicago.

Things have been great with Norman. He still hasn’t enjoyed my hole with more than his fingers, but tonight might be the night. Or I may make him wait longer. We’ll see how I feel when the clothes come off, but his chances are high.

We had one fight when Lucy liked several pictures on his social media, but he sent her a lengthy message while sitting next to me about how he wasn’t interested. She begged him to see her, but he blocked her. I didn’t blame her for wanting Norman after seeing him back with me. He’s a catch, and he’s mine. As long as I have a say, Norman will have no other woman.

Norman should arrive in fifteen minutes, so I change from sweatpants to a negligee and lacy lingerie. I want to tease him for at least one movie before giving him the goodies.

Over the past month, Norman has wined and dined me. He’s sucked my dick to the point of rawness. He brings me chocolate. Clothing. Makeup. Lingerie. Jewelry. He gives me more than I want, but I’ll never refuse his gifts because he shares the most important thing of all, his time.

I’m the first person Norman calls at the end of his workday. If I can’t answer, he’ll leave cute voicemails. He shows me day after day how much he wants me. Norman has matured. We’ve both grown, and we’re ready to march together into the future.

I will never forget the past, but I can liberate the animosity I’ve held. Norman is my soul mate. I love him. When I walk around my condo anticipating his arrival, I imagine his touch on my body. I spin in circles from excitement. I do it now as the buzzer to my apartment rings.

“It’s cold, baby!”

“You’ll survive,” I say as I grant Norman access to my residence.


Thank You for Reading

 

I hope you enjoyed Chasing Destiny. Please consider leaving a rating or review. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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