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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

The street outside of La Belle Cuisine was bustling as famous chefs, celebrities, and critics from around New York City made their way inside for an invite-only dinner hosted by the one and only Phillip Gleeson. Phillip was a world-renowned chef known for his impeccable technique and visionary approach to modern cuisine. He trained under some of the most prestigious chefs in Europe before opening La Belle Cuisine in Manhattan, taking the city by storm when he first opened the doors in the early nineties. His restaurant had been a fixture in the city ever since Phillip began serving up his creative French-inspired dishes with avant-garde touches.

Isabella ‘Lizzy’ Morales approached the doors of La Belle Cuisine. She was wearing a gorgeous red midi dress with a plunging neckline and gold heels to match her gold jewelry. Her lips were a bright red from the lipstick she’d applied in the cab ride over to La Belle Cuisine. She gave her name to the bouncer when she got to the door, her heart racing when she stepped past him into the gorgeous restaurant. It was grandiose like the New York homes constructed with old money. It had high ceilings, intricate moldings, hardwood floors, and large windows that flooded the space with natural light. The flickering candles and night sky framed by the expansive windows only added to the beauty of La Belle Cuisine.

“You’ll be sitting here, miss,” a server said to her as he pulled out her chair. It was a table for six, and there were already three others there. She waved at them and picked up her menu for a distraction as she continued looking around the restaurant. Chandeliers hung from the high ceilings. Classic artwork decorated a far wall. It’d been years since Izzy came to La Belle Cuisine to eat. She screamed when she first opened the invitation to come to an invite-only dinner hosted by one of the most prominent chefs in the city. She texted all her friends to tell them the exciting news. They were bummed they couldn’t join her but congratulated her, nonetheless.

Etienne Dubois was sitting right next to Izzy but hadn’t yet learned her name. All he saw was how gorgeous her figure looked in that red dress she was wearing. It went all the way down past her knees and hugged her body like a glove. Its plunging neckline left Etienne wanting to pull the dress down at touch to reveal her bosom, as it looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra.

If there was one thing Etienne loved more than food, it was women, and it wasn’t often that a gorgeous one got plopped down in front of him like she was being served on a silver platter. Etienne wasn’t the most outgoing guy, but he was handsome enough that he could get a woman online any night of the week, especially on an island with as many people as Manhattan. It didn’t hurt that he had a French accent. American girls seemed to love that.

“Did you get invited here?” he asked her abruptly.

Izzy looked up from the menu she’d been studying for the last couple minutes. “Yeah, I thought it was invite-only.”

Etienne smacked his forehead. What a dumb question to ask her, he thought to himself. “You’re right. I was surprised when I got my invitation. Are you a celebrity?”

“No,” Izzy said with a laugh. “Unless you count getting written about in a local magazine celebrity status.”

“It’s not too far off,” he said.

“Where are you from?” she asked.

“France. You?”

“Santa Fe, New Mexico. You ever been?”

Etienne shook his head, trying his best not to look at Izzy’s cleavage. He wasn’t an outgoing guy, but he could become an animal when the lights turned off and the fun began. Seeing Izzy lift a wine glass to her lips made him tingly all over. “I would love to go if you’d be my tour guide.”

Izzy smiled and shook her head. “Is that some type of French pickup line?”

“I don’t know what it is, but you look radiant in that dress.” Because of Etienne’s habit of finding girls online, not all of them showed up looking as good as they did in their pictures, but he still usually fooled around with them since he only got on the apps when he was extra horny, which was often late at night after getting home from another long shift at the restaurant. He worked at one of the hippest places in town, but he was still the sous chef, looking for his chance to take the reigns at his own restaurant.

“Thank you,” said Izzy. She and Etienne shared their names, talked about where they were from, and where they worked. She was the head chef at a hole-in-the-wall place that became famous after she took charge of the kitchen. She served imaginative dishes with tons of emotion and colors that wowed the regulars who came before the restaurant got written about in a local food magazine. It’d been impossible to get a table there without waiting ever since the article came out. Izzy loved her job, but she still had ambitions to do more in the future. She wanted her own place, and she wanted it to be bigger than the ten-table spot where she worked now.

Izzy and Etienne were interrupted when Phillip Gleeson emerged from the kitchen with his arms spread wide like an angel rising to the heavens. He floated across the room as everyone turned in his direction and clapped. Izzy forgot all about Etienne as she watched Phillip, completely in awe by the man who’d taken New York by storm when he was her age. Izzy felt accomplished for twenty-eight, but few could compare to Phillip.

“Good evening,” he said when he got to the front of the room. “Thank you all so much for coming here tonight. I invited everyone here tonight because this intimate group is the reason New York’s restaurant scene keeps chugging along. Out of all my years running La Belle Cuisine,” he said to lots of applause and some jeers that he wasn’t old, but Phillip felt otherwise. He loved his restaurant more than anything in the world, but the greatest of greats had to know when it was time to give up the spotlight to make way for someone new. “It’s okay,” Phillip assured the crowd. “I’ve thought long and hard about this, and it’s time for La Belle Cuisine to find a new head chef.”

Gasps echoed around the room.

“Can’t you guys see I’d rather be on a boat or at my country house?” Phillip said to many laughs, but there was still an undeniable intensity in the air. “Trust me, I have everything planned, but there’s a twist.”

Frantic whispers broke out and filled the air.

“I hope you critics out there aren’t making any news before I’m ready, but I’ve decided to pick an heir to take over La Belle Cuisine. I asked my sous chef, but he would rather go back to France and start a restaurant in his hometown of Nice, so I had to get creative. Everyone at table eight, I would like to invite you to a friendly competition to take over here at La Belle Cuisine to share your vision with the world. We’ll work out the details, but I assure you, it’ll be a deal you can’t refuse. I own this building outright, and honestly, is there a better place to have a restaurant in Manhattan?”

“No,” everyone in the room hollered.

Izzy wanted to join them, but her mouth wouldn’t work. She was stuck in a paralysis from realizing that she was sitting at table eight. She looked around the table, studying the faces of everyone else, and she began to recognize who they were. One of the ladies ran a delicious Asian-fusion place where Izzy had eaten several times with her girlfriends. Another guy was a trailblazer reinventing what American cuisine meant. Everyone at the table was at the forefront of Manhattan’s restaurant scene, but if there was one thing that was true about this small island, it was that people came and went. Restaurants popped up and disappeared. Everyone sitting at table eight was the current roster of trendy chefs, but Phillip was after a candidate who would be timeless. A chef who could live up to the reputation of La Belle Cuisine.

“Table eight, please come up here and join me.”

The six chefs stood slowly, making their way to the front of the room to stand by Phillip. The room applauded them, but they all felt terribly nervous. It was every chef’s dream to operate a place like La Belle Cuisine, and the thought of having it handed to them so easily was unbelievable.

“To get this restaurant, I’m inviting the six of you to my country house for a long weekend. We’re going to have a friendly competition that will test your skills and worthiness to take over my establishment. I hope you all will join us next weekend for this event. What do you say?”

The contestants nodded as the room roared for them. Journalists came up to snap photos. Everyone in the culinary world would be talking about what Phillip Gleeson was doing with his famous restaurant. When Izzy and Etienne looked at each other again, the budding romance had faded, replaced by a fierce desire to win.


CHAPTER 2

Izzy, Etienne, and the four other chefs were sent specific instructions for their long weekend at Phillip’s country house. They were to bring their knives, clothes, and nothing else. No recipe books, no cheat sheets, nothing. They had to surrender their phones and keys when they arrived at the country house. They all looked at each other as they stood in a line in front of a makeshift kitchen that Phillip and his pastry chef Katherine set up outside of the main house. The contestants would later find out that Katherine and Phillip were lovers, but none of them were thinking much about who she was. The only thing on their minds was the final prize. La Belle Cuisine.

“Katherine and I went through a lot to set up this weekend, but we felt it was the best way to determine who should take over my restaurant. Katherine is our pastry chef and will continue after I retire. Trust me when I say there’s nobody’s opinion who I respect more than hers.”

Everyone nodded. They were all twitchy and nervous about the long weekend ahead of them. Izzy felt like she could vomit all over the grass but managed to keep herself composed.

“As you can see, I only have three guest houses,” Phillip said and gestured to the three small homes that were down three separate paths from his backyard. They looked like they were about five-hundred square feet each and absolutely adorable. One was a sage green, another was a burnt orange, and the last one was a milky gray. “That means that only three of you will be staying after our first competition.”

Hearts dropped.

The contestants glanced at each other, all of them hoping they weren’t the one to go home, but half of them would be within the course of a couple hours. Izzy’s palms grew sweaty as she realized what was at stake. She thought of how terrible it would feel going back to her little shack of a restaurant after imagining herself at the helm of one of New York’s greatest eateries.

“For the first challenge, I want you to cook us your signature dish. We’ll give each of you forty-five minutes and access to the makeshift pantry of ingredients that we had set up for you. If you need anything, we’ll be at our table,” Phillip said and gestured to the table they’d set up for judging. “Any questions?”

Everyone shook their heads.

“Then your time starts now.” Phillip blared a horn. The contestants went scrambling to gather their ingredients and head to the first work station they could find. It was a game of musical chairs. Izzy couldn’t remember the last time she felt this stressed. Not even when there was a line out of her door that was two blocks long shortly after the article went viral, which was definitely a stressful day.

Izzy had no idea what she was going to create, but she pulled influence from all corners of the world. She never went to culinary school, instead choosing to work in kitchens wherever anyone would hire her while she traveled the world. Some of her jobs were probably illegal, but she never cared as long as she had somewhere to sleep and a bit of food to fill her stomach. She lived in Copenhagen, Beijing, Tokyo, Melbourne, Buenos Aires, and Istanbul. She learned from chefs of all walks of life and never missed an opportunity to expand her repertoire, but no matter what she made, she stayed true to her Hispanic roots. The first person who taught her to cook was her grandmother. She fell in love with cooking at a young age, always eager to prepare a meal when she came across inspiring ingredients.

At another station, Etienne was working on a classic French dish, ratatouille. He’d perfected his recipe over the years, incorporating both the classic vegetables along with nontraditional ones for a twist. When he first came to America, he made ratatouille nearly every week since he could make a big pan of it and heat it up easily. It was crazy how he worked around food all day but almost never had time to eat. Etienne was confident in his abilities, but he knew the chefs he was cooking against were strong, and he couldn’t stop looking at Izzy, wondering what she was making, wishing that they’d met under different circumstances. He couldn’t stop thinking about how good she looked at La Belle Cuisine in that gorgeous red dress.

Izzy noticed Etienne watching her from across the garden, but she couldn’t pay him any attention. She was equally as flustered as he was that they couldn’t go home together that night. Izzy was a woman who enjoyed a certain type of man. One she could command and bend to her will, and Etienne seemed like the type of guy who might be a bit pliable. She liked the way he looked at her, but they were in a competition. She couldn’t let her guard down.

The contestants spent the next forty-five minutes cooking their hearts out before Phillip sounded his horn again. Everyone jumped and backed away from their stations with their arms in the air. Izzy looked down at her plate, happy with what she created, hoping that it would be enough to stay for the entire weekend.

“What did you make for us?” Phillip asked as he sat at the judges’ table with Katherine.

“I made shrimp tempura tacos with a sticky rice ‘tortilla’. To show off some technique, I made soy sauce pearls and wasabi foam to use as the garnish. On the side, you have some quick pickled ginger that you can eat as a palette cleanser.”

“Very interesting,” Katherine said as she lifted the taco into the air. She moaned when she bit into it. Phillip didn’t show nearly as much emotion as he tried the taco. “I’m glad you showed me some of your technique, but is this really your signature dish? This is more of an appetizer if you ask me.”

“It’s hard for me to choose a signature dish. I’ve lived all over the world and take inspiration from my travels. This dish definitely represents who I am and what I can do. It might be small, but I hope it’s enough to keep me around long enough to show you more.”

“We’ll see,” Phillip said and pushed the plate away without finishing the taco. “Please wait while we taste the other dishes.”

Izzy nodded and walked away from the table. A couple others presented their dishes before it was Etienne’s turn. He’d been feeling confident up until the moment Phillip blew the horn to let them know that they were out of time. Now he was standing in front of the renowned chef with his simple ratatouille. It was a delicious recipe, but would a layered cake of baked vegetables be enough?

“This is my take on ratatouille that I’ve tweaked and perfected over the years. It’s something that reminds me of my youthful days when I could only afford to buy vegetables and pay rent. If I wasn’t working in a kitchen, I’m sure I would have starved,” Etienne said, which got a laugh from Phillip, but he composed himself quickly. “I hope you enjoy what I’ve prepared.”

The judges moaned behind folded lips as they tasted Etienne’s ratatouille dish. It was bursting with flavor and could easily be on the menu of any reputable French restaurant. “And you’re only a sous chef?”

“Yes, chef. That’s correct,” Etienne said in his heavily accented English. “One day I will have my own kitchen, but until then, I must work in the kitchens of others. I worked in many of Paris’s top restaurants before coming over here to Manhattan where I’ve had the opportunity to work at incredible places as well. I love cooking, and I love French food.”

“Your ratatouille shows incredible knife skills. Don’t you think so, Katherine?”

She nodded. “They’re splendid. People underestimate how much the cut of a vegetable can affect its taste. You don’t strike me as one of those people.”

“No, Katherine. I understand very well that my knife cuts are important, and I’m glad that you’ve enjoyed my dish. It means a lot.”

“Thank you, Etienne. We’ll let you know if it’s enough,” Phillip said with a smile on his face. Etienne bowed his head and turned back to where Izzy and the others were waiting. The last of the contestants went before the judges, and then it was time for them to find out who was staying and who was going.

“Katherine and I enjoyed all of your dishes, but only three of you can stay for the weekend, and only one of you can take over La Belle Cuisine. The first chef we would like to stay is Etienne Dubois. Your take on ratatouille was the best I’ve ever had. I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to stop thinking about it. Please come over here and stand by me,” Phillip said and clapped. The others joined his applause, albeit reluctantly. “The second chef staying will be James Robinson. I can tell that American food runs in your blood, and that just might be what La Belle Cuisine needs to take it far into the twenty-first century.”

Everyone clapped, but the four remaining chefs glanced at each other with a nervousness in their eyes. Izzy desperately wanted to stay so that she could show Phillip she was worthy of running his restaurant, but maybe the sushi rice tacos didn’t speak to who she was as a chef. Maybe she should have made a soup like she first thought before convincing herself that it was too basic.

“The last spot,” Phillip said with a heavy voice. “Katherine and I went back and forth on who we thought should stay. Once again, you all put out some amazing dishes, but we can only pick one person. We wouldn’t be where we are if we didn’t make hard decisions,” Phillip said to some nervous laughs. “The last chef we want to join us for the weekend is Izzy Morales. Your inventive take on a taco was unexpected but delicious, and the techniques you used showed promise. Please come stand by us. The rest of you won’t be staying for the weekend, but I do appreciate you coming out here. Please pack up your stuff and go. The rest of you can follow me inside.”

The winners went inside with Phillip and Katherine while the others prepared to leave. A staff of workers dealt with the mess that the chefs made while Phillip opened a bottle of red wine for them to enjoy at his large dining table and celebrate their hard work. It was in a room that looked out to the vast hills of the New York countryside. It was gorgeous, but tensions were still high. The competition was far from over. Phillip was giving them the evening to settle in and get used to being at his country house, but he expected them to get cooking first thing in the morning. They had a fairly grueling schedule ahead of them, and he wanted them to be well rested, so they called it a night after that first bottle of wine.

***

James went straight to his tiny house. He took the milky gray one that was off to the far side. The burnt orange and sage green tiny homes were much closer together. Izzy was happy to be near Etienne. Despite the competition they found themselves in, she still thought that he was attractive and liked the way that he looked at her. They ended up sitting on his porch with a fresh bottle of wine after their busy day.

“Isn’t it crazy that we’re out here?”

“Yes,” said Etienne. “I can’t remember the last time I left the city while I was in America.”

“I definitely don’t leave the city enough,” Izzy said and took a sip of her wine. “It’s so much more relaxing out here. Why is it we bust our asses in that concrete jungle?”

“Money? Notoriety? I looked up your name after that dinner, and I’ve been to your restaurant. It’s delicious. I love how you aren’t afraid to fuse flavors others would avoid.”

“What’s the point of being afraid of taking risks?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe you want to protect yourself.”

Izzy shook her head. “I spent my entire life pushing boundaries and continued to do so in my early twenties. My family thought I was crazy when I went to all those different countries to work as a cook. Sometimes I was barely making enough to cover my airfare home, but I made it work. I’m doing much better now, but I’m still broke.”

“You and every other chef in Manhattan,” Etienne said, which made them both laugh. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“What’s that?”

“You looked incredible in that red dress at the dinner. Seriously, I can’t stop thinking about how good you looked.”

“You’re crazy,” Izzy said with a shake of the head as she felt a heat spread across her cheeks. “I don’t believe you. Plus, you wouldn’t know what to do with a girl like me.”

“Is that so? Why do you say that?”

Izzy shrugged, not wanting to give away how she loved to take power over the men in her life. She loved a man who was submissive and didn’t push back against her, but was Etienne that kind of man? Would he be willing to get in touch with his feminine side? It was something she required of any man who wanted to be taken seriously in her life. Izzy wasn’t sure what to think about Etienne now that they were drinking wine together beneath the starry sky. Maybe he wasn’t as pliable as she first thought, but the wine coursing through her body gave her the liquid courage to make a first move.

She set her wine glass to the side and moved closer to Etienne to kiss him. He set his glass to the side as the kiss deepened, timidly putting his hand on her thigh. Izzy moved a little closer and pushed her fingers into his thick brown hair.

“I wish you weren’t so handsome, Etienne. Why do we have to be in a competition against each other?”

“I keep asking myself the same thing,” he said with a frown.

“Life would be so much better if we could have gone home together from that dinner without having to worry about this job interview,” Izzy admitted as she held the sides of his face. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the fact that they were so far from home. Izzy wasn’t sure what it was, but she could feel herself falling for this man she hardly knew. It was something about the way he looked at her, like they’d known each other in a previous life.

“I guess I should get to bed,” Izzy said a few minutes later when the last drops of wine were gone. “Don’t want to be hung over in the morning.”

“Yeah, good idea. We should get some sleep.”

“See you in the morning,” Izzy said and stood to leave from Etienne’s porch. “Sleep tight.”

“Don’t let the bedbugs bite,” he said and watched her as she walked over to her tiny house.


CHAPTER 3

Friday was a blur. The chefs woke up and got into a van with Phillip first thing in the morning to drive into town. They went to the supermarket. He gave them each a twenty-dollar bill to buy ingredients they could use to make a quick breakfast when they got back to the house. Nobody else would be going home until Sunday when he decided who would take over his restaurant. Until then, they would have a series of challenges to determine who was most worthy of becoming the head chef and co-owner of La Belle Cuisine.

The chefs raced through the store to grab their ingredients, only able to use what they bought for their dish. Phillip wouldn’t give them access to spices or anything else except for a small bottle of vegetable oil. If they wanted a fancier oil, they would have to buy that with their twenty dollars. He didn’t want to turn his restaurant over to someone who couldn’t be resourceful.

Izzy ended up winning the first competition with an egg dish, but James won the evening games with a hamburger. Etienne was left feeling crushed when everyone went back to their tiny homes. Izzy thought for sure that she wouldn’t see him that night, but he ended up coming over with a bottle of wine. They bitched about the day. Both were confident in themselves as chefs, but James was proving to be a worthy competitor.

Throughout the day, Izzy couldn’t stop thinking about the kiss she shared with Etienne the night before. He was acting a touch differently tonight than their first night together. Izzy figured it had to do with the fact that he hadn’t won either of the competitions that day, and she didn’t want to rub it in his face by bringing up the grocery store challenge that she won.

“What do you think Phillip will make us do tomorrow?” she asked as they were sitting on her front porch sipping wine.

“Gymnastics,” Etienne said sarcastically. “I felt like I was jumping through hoops today trying to impress Phillip. What is it with him dating his pastry chef? You think he’s going to try to keep an eye on the restaurant through her?”

Izzy shrugged. “It’s possible, but he plans on giving one of us fifty-one percent of his business, which means we would have full control, but I doubt he would just let us do whatever with La Belle Cuisine regardless of whether Katherine were in the picture or not.”

“True,” he said.

“You survived the first round. Don’t beat yourself up,” Izzy said and placed her hand on Etienne’s shoulder, but he grunted and pulled away from her. “Please don’t act like that. I thought we were having fun.”

Etienne shrugged. “There’s no way I’ll be able to win after how I did today. It’s just not possible.”

“Don’t say that,” Izzy said and tried to touch him again. Etienne didn’t pull away this time, but he was tense. She wished that she could be like James and just stay in her tiny house to concentrate entirely on the competition, but Etienne stole her heart at that dinner back in the city. She never thought she would be competing for a job against a man she wanted to feminize and fuck, but here they were. “Why are you doing this to yourself? You’re an incredible chef, Etienne. You have nothing to worry about if you believe in yourself.”

Etienne knew that was true, but he kept imagining himself in the kitchen of La Belle Cuisine as the head chef and owner. He would walk around and bark orders at people, making sure that every single dish that went out of his kitchen was pure perfection. Critics were still important, but there was no telling which guest would be an influencer or a celebrity. Every newspaper and magazine article mattered, but influencer posts were just as important too. When the social media craze first began, Etienne thought it would ruin the culinary arts, but he had since become accepting of its power, realizing that he would need people generating organic traffic if he was to stay ahead in the grueling Manhattan restaurant scene.

“I should go,” Etienne said and picked up his glass of wine to down it in one gulp. “See you in the morning.”

Izzy daintily held her glass as she watched Etienne stand and leave her porch, studying how his jeans hugged his bottom. It was sad to see him go. She thought for sure that they would be able to put the competition past them after that kiss the night before, but maybe she’d been wrong.

***

Saturday was a new day.

Izzy’s worst.

It started with the sound of Phillip’s horn to get them out of bed. Izzy was in the middle of an intense dream where she couldn’t finish an endless stream of orders when she heard the loud noise. She gasped and shot up like a vampire coming out of a coffin in a scary movie. Phillip and Katherine were waiting for them in the garden next to the house to tell them their challenge. The day was all about desserts. They wanted the chefs to make their two best desserts.

Izzy was terrible at pastries and cakes and everything else sweet. She had a few tricks up her sleeve, but it was nothing compared to what the guys could create. James served up his twists on classic American dishes. He made an apple-pie ice cream that had the judges sounding like they were about to cum in their pants. He paired it with a tobacco-infused brownie that was spicy and surprisingly delicious. Etienne made a gorgeous tarte tatin and some cream puffs with perfectly crafted pate a choux. Izzy was at a disadvantage before they even began, but the mistakes she made on her matcha and white chocolate cheesecake left her deep in the gutter with the judges. She added way too much matcha, and it didn’t match with the amount of white chocolate she used, and they really didn’t like how the cream cheese tasted with the other flavors.

Before they left, Phillip told them that they would be preparing a four-course meal on the last day and should be ready to start cooking first thing in the morning. Izzy went straight to her tiny house when they were dismissed to start preparing, but Etienne was in the mood to talk that night, so he went over to Izzy’s place with a bottle of wine.

“You didn’t do that bad,” he said to her when she opened the door and told him that she wanted to be alone. “Let’s have some wine. C’mon. I don’t want to drink alone.”

“I’m really not in the mood,” Izzy said. “I should focus on my plans for tomorrow.”

“You’ll do better if you cook from your soul.”

Izzy grunted. “That’s rich coming from the guy who left early yesterday. Feeling a lot better now that you won, huh?”

“We’ve each won a round, so we’re all even now. Let’s have fun tonight. You don’t need to worry so much. You had the best first impression out of all of us.”

“You mean my sushi tacos? I’m not so sure those were a hit.”

“Maybe not, but you won the market challenge.”

“I appreciate you coming over, but I really should get to work on my plans for tomorrow. Don’t you think you should too?”

Etienne shook his head. “I would much rather spend my time with you. Won’t you let me come inside? When else are we going to have access to so much free, delicious wine?”

“That’s a good question,” Izzy said, knowing that she would never splurge on that bottle of hundred-dollar wine Etienne was holding, but Phillip had given them unrestricted access to his cellar as long as they didn’t touch anything in his special case where he kept his most prized bottles. “What about that kiss, though?”

Etienne looked toward his feet. “It happened in the heat of the moment. We never have to talk about it again if you don’t want.”

Izzy did want to talk about it again. In fact, she wanted a lot more than a kiss from Etienne, but he needed to understand where she stood when it came to the dynamics of her intimate relationships. “If you come inside, you have to listen to me.”

“Of course I’ll listen.”

“No,” Izzy said with a hand on her hip. “I don’t think you understand what I’m saying. If you come inside, you are to play by my rules. I don’t want to forget about the kiss, but I don’t want you thinking I’m like all the other girls out there.”

Etienne stared at Izzy for a long moment as he processed what she was saying. When it dawned on him that she wanted him to be some type of submissive beta male, his cock began to swell involuntarily. He had never been with a dominant woman, but it’d always been a dream of his to fool around with one once in his life. On those days he was feeling a little kinky, he would find a video of a dominatrix having her way with a man.

“Are you saying what I think you are?”

Izzy held his gaze. “I am. What do you say? Do you still want to share that bottle of wine?”

Etienne glanced down at the bottle in his hands, feeling nervous, but he knew he was going to go inside. He had no choice. Not after that kiss. Not after feeling his cock swell the way that it did. He followed her inside, nervous now that Izzy had laid her cards on the table. There was no mincing her words. No way for Etienne to say that he didn’t understand what he was getting himself into by agreeing to share wine with Izzy.

“This competition is getting the best of me,” Izzy said as she opened the bottle. “We need to do a bit of work before we can have any fun. You don’t have to work if you don’t want to, but I need at least thirty minutes of silence to come up with some ideas.”

“No, that’s okay. Let’s work,” Etienne said with a nod. Izzy set their glasses of wine on the small dining table pushed up against the wall. She grabbed them some notepads and pens so that they could jot down their ideas for the following day. Izzy was at a loss when she first picked up her pen, but then she dug deep and thought about all her travels, which spurred a flurry of ideas. She had two menu ideas within twenty minutes, knowing that one of them could get her the job.

“What are you going to make?” asked Etienne.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she said sharply. “You know what would really make me feel better?”

“Huh?” he asked.

“Seeing you in a skirt with some red lipstick on your lips,” she said as she studied Etienne’s smooth face. He didn’t have much facial hair, and what he did have he kept shaved clean. His face was perfect for feminizing. “That would make all of my troubles from the day disappear.”

“You can’t be serious,” he said.

“I told you that I would take charge.”

“Yeah, I thought you meant you were a dominatrix or something. Not that you wanted to turn me into a girl!”

“I can see it now. Your name could be Ellen. You would make a beautiful girl. I’m sure of it.”

“No way,” he said. “I’ll never.”

“Then leave the bottle of wine and go,” Izzy said dismissively. She wasn’t in the mood to be challenged. Not after the day she had. Not after suffering that humiliating loss. “You either play by my rules, or you go. I’m not messing around with you, Etienne. That kiss was nice, but I don’t take shit from any of the guys I date. Did you not see the day I had? Did you not see Phillip completely eviscerate me with his comments? It didn’t help that I got judged after you two!”

“Shh, it’s okay. Fine! Turn me into a girl. Whatever.”

“Ooh, you’re going to love it! I’m sure of it!”

Etienne groaned, confident that he was most certainly not going to love this transformation. He had no desire at all to put on women's clothing. He was a chef. A man’s man. Not someone who wanted to do what Izzy was proposing, but he also didn’t like the thought of losing her, which he knew would be the case if he walked out of the door now. If he wanted to keep her, he would have to reach deep into his soul and accept that there was a submissive man in there. One who yearned for the guidance he never got when growing up in the countryside of France. One who longed to have a woman who could put him in his place and stop his bed hopping.

“What are you going to do, Etienne? Are you staying, or are you going?”

“Staying,” he said in a small voice.

“Perfect. First thing’s first. We need to shave your body.”

“Shave my body?” he asked, his voice cracking with the words. “Why would you need to do that?”

“We can’t have you wearing a skirt with hairy legs!”

“No, I suppose you can’t, but—”

“Stop it right now,” Izzy said and stomped her foot. “I’ve had a rough day. Either you want to make it better, or you want to leave. I don’t need you back talking me. As a matter of fact, I’m going to teach you your first lesson right now.” Izzy stood from the table and placed her chair in the middle of the small room. “Stand up and grab the chair.” Etienne hesitated, staring at Izzy like she’d lost her mind, but she wasn’t playing games. “Now!”

Etienne hopped to his feet and gripped the back of the chair like she asked. He gasped when she pushed him forward and yanked down his jeans. “What are you doing?”

“I told you I’m teaching you a lesson!” Izzy hollered before bringing a hand down on Etienne’s ass. He gasped as the sound of his burning skin bounced around the room. He couldn’t say a word before she spanked his ass again. “When I’m feeling like shit, you don’t make me feel worse. You understand?”

“Yes!” Etienne screamed as his cock grew hard. Never in his life had a woman taken control of him like this. He was terrified of Izzy but also aroused and curious. He never would have imagined that Izzy was like this when he first saw her in that stunning red dress, but it was a welcome surprise. “I understand.”

“Good,” Izzy said and took a step back, panting. She collapsed into the chair and squeezed her legs together, desperate to touch herself, but she had to steer Etienne in the right direction first. The time would come when she could let loose, but it wasn’t now. “Did you forget that I told you to shave your body, or do you need another spanking?”

“No! I’ll take a shower and shave,” Etienne said and darted off to the bathroom. Izzy smiled to herself when she heard the shower start running a few seconds later. All of her stuff to shave was in the shower, and she didn’t care if Etienne used it. More important was the task of finding him a skirt to wear.

She went to her suitcase and smiled to herself when she found one of her short tennis skirts. It barely went down past her crotch, but it would look perfect on Etienne. She couldn’t wait to see what he looked like in the skirt with a bit of makeup. She decided on a thong and panty for herself. The blinds were closed. Nobody could see into her tiny house, and she was ready to have some fun with her man who proved to be much more pliable than she first thought.

Etienne eventually emerged from the shower, perfectly shaved from head to toe. Izzy was impressed with his work when she inspected him to make sure that he was smooth, ignoring the fact that he was completely nude and rock hard. “You did a good job,” she said and gave his ass a light tap. “Ready for your clothes and makeup?”

“Yeah, whatever,” Etienne said and tried to act like he wasn’t into this transformation project, but he couldn’t hide how his cock was reacting. He was so hard it felt like his cock was going to snap and break off his body. It didn’t help that Izzy was wearing a sexy lingerie set and nothing else. So many of the women he’d been with tried to hide their bodies, but Izzy wasn’t hiding anything. She exuded confidence.

“You’ll love how you look,” she said and picked up the short skirt and a bra she hoped would fit Etienne. She didn’t have a top she loved, but she wanted him to really feel like a girl, so what better way than a bra stuffed with a bit of tissue? “Once you’re dressed, we can put on your makeup and have some fun.”

Etienne liked the part about having fun, but how could he put on makeup? How could he live with himself after going through with this? Etienne liked Izzy and didn’t mind the spanking, but this was too much.

“I don’t know about this,” he said.

Izzy frowned. “Then get out of my house. I have enough to worry about with our challenge tomorrow. If you want to blow off some steam, go along with what I’m telling you to do, or stop wasting my time.” Izzy huffed and stood from her bed to return to the main living area where she filled her glass with some wine. She stood at the counter with her back toward the living room and took a sip, smiling to herself when she heard Etienne’s footsteps approaching a minute later.

He stopped a few feet behind her, mesmerized by the sight of her half-naked body. She had a gorgeous figure. Etienne was dying to put his hands all over her. “Izzy, please. I put on the clothes. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“I wanted you to be kind. It’s been a really rough day for me. I know I keep saying that, but if I’m being honest, I would rather be alone if you’re not going to be on your best behavior.”

“Won’t you look at me, Izzy? I’m wearing these ridiculous clothes. Please don’t act like that. Let’s have some fun. Let’s blow off some steam. Won’t putting makeup on me make you feel better?” Etienne asked, no longer concerned about his masculinity. Just because he put on some women’s clothing wouldn’t change the fact that he was a man making love to a woman, even if Izzy insisted on calling him Ellen or some other ridiculous name.

Izzy turned around slowly after making Etienne wait a few seconds, smiling when she saw him in her clothes. The skirt made his smooth legs look strikingly feminine, and she loved how the bra fit around his chest. “How did you know how to put on the bra?”

“I’ve seen a girl or two do it before,” he said with a smirk.

“All that’s missing is some tissue.”

“Tissue? What?” Etienne asked in a light voice as Izzy pulled him away from the kitchen to the bathroom. She balled up some of the tissue paper and stuffed it into his bra until it looked like he had a perfect set of tits. Etienne glanced down at his chest, shaking his head when he saw that it looked like he had tits. The worst part of all was how hard it made his cock.

“Ooh, I told you that you would love it,” she said and reached her hand up his skirt to touch his stiff cock, making him shudder with delight. “Why do you try to deny what’s so painfully obvious, Etienne? I swore there was something special about you when we first saw each other at the party. Didn’t you think the same of me?”

Yes, he thought, but he never thought the beautiful woman from dinner would lead him to this moment. He shook his head when he looked at himself in the mirror, not quite able to believe what he’d let her do. “Are we going to fool around or what?”

“Hmm, I guess we can,” Izzy said and stepped forward. “First we need to do your makeup.” She grabbed his hand and took him back to her bedroom where she’d left her makeup bag. She put him on the edge of the bed and sat by his side, opening her makeup bag to see what she had. She rubbed one of her favorite moisturizers all over his face to give his skin a healthy glow. Then she applied some mascara and eyeliner and a bit of eye shadow before opening a tube of dark red lipstick to run over his lips. To give them a pop, she decided to use lip liner around the edges of his mouth. “Perfect,” she declared. “It’s time you get a look at yourself.”

Etienne’s eyes widened when Izzy stood from the bed and dragged him back to the bathroom. He couldn’t believe it when he saw his reflection. “Izzy! What did you do to me?” He held the sides of his face as shock filled him. “I look like a girl!”

“I told you it was possible. Don’t you think you look like an Ellen?”

“No way,” he said, but deep down, he couldn’t deny it. He could easily pass as a woman in the right light. If he had longer hair, every trace of his masculinity would have vanished. Izzy turned Etienne around and pushed on his shoulders until he understood that she wanted him to sink to his knees. He eventually did, wondering in real time how he’d let this happen. How he’d let this woman he hardly knew turn him into a girl called Ellen. “Why?”

“Take off my panties, Ellen. I told you I was going to teach you a lesson, and when I say I’m going to do something, I mean it.”

Ellen hesitated as she looked up at Izzy, confused and aroused. As badly as she wanted to play with Izzy’s pussy, going forward with this madness would confirm that this girl called Ellen had always existed deep in Etienne’s soul. He knew that part of him was submissive, but this was a level he never quite expected.

“What are you waiting for, Ellen? We need to wake up early!”

Ellen stopped hesitating and pulled Izzy’s panties down her legs, moaning when she got her first glimpse of her pussy. Her cock throbbed as Izzy’s incredible smell hit her nose. She gasped when Izzy grabbed the back of her head and shoved her face into her crotch, but it was exactly what she wanted. Ellen closed her eyes and let go as she licked Izzy’s pussy and clit, catching as much of her nectar on her tongue as she possibly could.

“Yes! That feels so fucking good, Ellen. You really know how to eat pussy,” Izzy said and lifted one foot onto the bathroom countertop so that Ellen could really dig deep. She went between licking and fingering Izzy’s pussy, immensely turned on by every sensation coursing through her body. “Fuck, Ellen! Yes!”

Ellen moaned against Izzy’s pussy lips as she began cumming all over her face. Izzy held Ellen’s face against her crotch as she came, gasping and moaning, her noises echoing off the bathroom walls, but she wasn’t finished when she caught her breath. She picked Ellen up from the bathroom floor and took her to the bedroom.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” Izzy said and pushed Ellen to the bed. “It’s time for your treat.”

Ellen cursed as Izzy got onto the bed and straddled her legs. She flipped up Ellen’s skirt to reveal her hard, leaking cock. Izzy wiped her hand along her wet pussy and used her wetness to stroke Ellen’s dick. She cried out as pleasure raced through her, but Izzy wasn’t even close to done. She moved her pussy to the tip of Ellen’s shaft and impaled herself with her cock.

“Yes! Yes!” Izzy panted as she sank all the way to the base of Ellen’s cock. She leaned forward and grabbed Ellen’s fake tits as she began moving up and down Ellen’s shaft, using every inch of her dick to fuck herself. “I love your cock, Ellen! This is just what I needed!”

Ellen held Izzy’s sides as she bounced on her cock. This was exactly what she’d needed too. Ellen watched Izzy, mesmerized by the sight of her bouncing tits. “Take off your bra. I want to see your boobs.”

Izzy moaned and yanked off her bra as she got closer and closer to her second orgasm. “Play with them.”

“You’re so fucking hot, Izzy,” Ellen said in a breath as she grabbed her tits and massaged them gently. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” Izzy said in a breathy moan. “Suck my nipple.” She lowered herself. Ellen took Izzy’s nipple into her mouth while Izzy held her arms around her neck, bouncing quickly on her cock. It wasn’t long before they reached their limit.

Izzy kissed Ellen and moaned into her mouth as she began cumming all over her cock. Ellen couldn’t resist her release. She flooded Izzy’s tight pussy with her milky goo. They kissed a little longer before slowly pulling apart, staring at each other with a strange expression in their eyes.

They’d crossed a line. No matter how much bliss they felt at that moment, they were still competitors for the job of a lifetime. Once they released their lustful energy, they got cleaned up and went their separate ways, each of them remembering that romance couldn’t get in the way of their dreams.


CHAPTER 4

Izzy woke up the next morning in a haze. She drank the rest of the wine after Etienne took off his girl clothes and left. It was only a quarter of the bottle, but it was enough that she woke up feeling groggy and hungover. She wasn’t at all prepared when she heard Phillip’s horn sound. She struggled to get out of bed, but there was no chance she would win the competition if she didn’t. She dragged herself to the shower to freshen up before she had to show her face and prepare a four-course meal. She groaned at the thought of cooking.

Over in Etienne’s tiny house, he was also in the shower, but he’d woken up far too early from his nonstop thoughts. He had an incredible time with Izzy. Deep down, he loved how she’d turned him into Ellen, but what did that mean about him? Was he not a man? Was there something wrong with him? Plenty of guys he knew joked about putting on their girlfriends’ panties for a laugh, but there was something deeper going on with Etienne. When he looked at himself in the mirror as Ellen, the only thoughts he had were that he wanted to go further. He wanted to push the boundaries. Wear wigs and heels and sit on his knees for as long as Izzy demanded. He could picture their lives together. A life where she would dress him up and tell him what to do. A life where he wouldn’t have to worry so much about work because he could actually have a life he enjoyed outside of the job. Working as a chef was grueling. Punishing in some ways, and Etienne was beginning to realize he enjoyed the pain. The way his ass felt after she spanked him was glorious.

The chefs eventually made their way to where Phillip and Katherine were waiting for them. They were dressed in business casual clothes, both smiling brightly. Of course, all they had to do was eat. They held all the chits and were the ones who would decide the winner of the competition. Izzy, Etienne, and James stood in a line opposite the couple, nervous and anxious for their final instructions.

“As you can see, we’ve set up your outdoor kitchens again. For this challenge, you will have four hours to create your four-course meal. Each course must be served to us by the end of each hour, meaning your first course will be delivered by the end of the first hour. Your second course needs to come by the end of the second hour. So on and so forth. Is that clear?”

“Yes, chef,” they said in unison.

“Perfect. We know that you all came with plans, but there was no way to know what your plans were, so what we’ve done is supply the fridges and pantry with everything we typically have on hand at La Belle Cuisine. We’ve also added some unique ingredients just in case you’re looking to shake things up. I trust you’ll have enough to make us a delicious meal. May the best chef win,” Phillip said and lifted his horn into the air, emitting its loud noise.

The chefs got to work right away. They dug through the fridges and pantry. They each had their own ideas of what they were going to cook. Some were luckier than others when they saw what was on hand. Izzy got to work on her first course. She was going to make an inventive salad that was almost like a deconstructed chicken taco with an earthy sauce made from edible flowers. Etienne got to work on a light soup. James was making rice balls with southwestern flavors.

“Thirty minutes, chefs!”

The first course was due in what felt like a few minutes. James had to present first. Nobody stopped cooking while they quickly went up to the judges to present their dishes one at a time. Etienne was second. Izzy dropped her dish off third. The next three hours were fast-paced and increasingly intense, but there was one incident that would change the course of the day. One that came to be after Etienne messed up his second dish. He made a souffle that deflated just as he was taking it to the judges.

“Does anyone have powdered sugar?” Izzy asked.

“I do!” Etienne said, sensing it was his time to strike. Izzy was killing them. The judges loved her first two dishes, and Etienne could smell her third one from his station, and it smelled delicious. He picked up the powdered sugar and a tablespoon of salt. He dumped the salt into a bowl of some type of purple sauce at her station. “What are you doing for dessert?” Etienne asked Izzy as he placed the container of powdered sugar onto her station. “Dark chocolate cupcakes with a sugar beet and lemon frosting. This is the base I use for my frosting,” Izzy said and pointed at the bowl of purple liquid Etienne sabotaged with the salt.

“Looks yummy.”

“It should be good. What are you making?”

“I have a puff pastry treat in the oven.”

“Perfect,” Izzy said with a soft smile. She was happy with how the judges reacted to her food. They were coming around to their stations every now and then to check in with the chefs and to give them feedback on their dishes. The four hours were passing so quickly that Izzy didn’t even check her purple sauce before she slowly incorporated it into her buttercream for the cupcakes.

Etienne glanced over at her, already feeling guilty for his actions. He hated himself for doing something that would hurt her, but how could he tell her what he’d done? There was no way that he could confess to his crime, so he kept his head down and worked on his dessert, making a rich vanilla ice cream with liquid nitrogen to go with his berry-stuffed puff pastry dessert.

Then Izzy screamed.

Desserts were due in fifteen minutes. She didn’t have enough time to redo her dessert, but her buttercream was far too salty to serve. She knew for a fact that she’d only used the tiniest pinch of salt. There was no reason for her buttercream to taste like the sea, and her cupcakes absolutely needed a buttercream. It was bad enough that she was going to serve Katherine a cupcake for dessert, but she was confident that her beet and lemon buttercream would be enough to eek out a win based on how she’d been doing against the boys up until that point. They absolutely loved her deconstructed taco and the sausage-stuffed scallops that she made for her second course. They even raved about her potatoes and grilled chicken that she put out for the third course, but the fourth course had been her biggest worry. Each of her dishes had earthy tones. She hoped the beet-infused dessert would go along with the earthy theme enough to get her the win. Now she was confident that her dreams were over.

It wasn’t until she looked over at Etienne and saw his guilty face that she realized what happened. “You!” she said and lifted her hand to point at him. “What did you do, Etienne?”

“Nothing,” he said and threw his arms into the air, but she could tell he was lying. She marched over to his station and pointed her finger in his face. “Tell me what you did, Etienne!”

“I told you that I didn’t do anything,” he said again.

“When you came over to my station, you added salt to my beet sauce, didn’t you? How could you do that to me?” Izzy asked, looking crushed when Etienne met her eyes. He wanted to give her an excuse, but what could he say to explain his behavior? “I thought we had something,” Izzy said with tears in her eyes.

She’d been working so hard over the past four hours, and now it was ruined because of him. Izzy was boiling inside. “I’m sorry, Izzy. I don’t know what came over me. I heard the judges only say good things about your dishes, and—”

“Shut up, Etienne! Shut the fuck up!” Izzy hollered at him so loudly everyone stopped what they were doing to look at them. Phillip rushed over to Etienne’s station. Izzy was burning up inside. So hot she wanted to humiliate Etienne by telling everyone what she’d done to him last night, but she wasn’t that petty. She felt defeated, betrayed, and tired. She only wanted to go home.

“What’s going on over here?” Phillip asked.

“Nothing,” Izzy said with a shake of the head.

“You wouldn’t yell like that if it were nothing. What happened?”

Izzy looked at Phillip and then at Katherine who was standing by his side. She was in such a state of shock that she didn’t even want to say what Etienne had done. She thought they had something special, but he was just like the rest of them. Selfish. Arrogant. Not worthy of her time.

“It’s my fault,” Etienne said. “I sabotaged her dish by adding more salt than it needed.”

Katherine gasped. Phillip shook his head. “Why in the world would you do that?”

“I don’t know!” Etienne said in a high voice. “My souffle deflated, and I lost my mind.”

“You’re disqualified, Etienne. Please pack up your things and go,” Phillip said. “You’re too good of a chef to sabotage Izzy. I expect better from the person who will be my future business partner.”

Etienne nodded and left his station without making eye contact with anyone else. He deserved to get sent home, but packing his bag made him realize what he would miss more than anything was Izzy. He had a job back in Manhattan that he wasn’t in danger of losing. Izzy was a different story, though. Where would he ever meet another girl who made him feel the way she did? When would he find someone who was as confident and as beautiful as her? Neither of the chefs saw him get into his car to leave, but he saw them. They were presenting their final dishes to the judges. Etienne shook his head at himself and pulled away.

Izzy stood in front of Phillip and Katherine to present her cupcake. “I doubt a cupcake is elegant enough to serve at La Belle Cuisine, but I was hoping that this cupcake would represent a continuation of the earthy flavors I presented throughout the meal. Of course, my buttercream was ruined, so I didn’t put it on the cupcakes.”

“We’re very sorry that happened. It won’t cloud our judgment.”

“Thank you,” Izzy said and stood there as they criticized the moisture level of her cake, but honestly, the entire mood had shifted since she screamed at Etienne. It wasn’t a surprise to her when Phillip and Katherine declared James the winner. He presented the most cohesive vision throughout all his dishes, and he hadn’t really put up any dishes over the weekend that made Phillip doubt his cooking abilities.

“I’m sorry it didn’t work out,” Phillip said after catching up to Izzy on the path that led to her tiny house. “I’m going to send you a Visa gift card for your troubles. I was going to give one to both runner ups, but you can have Etienne’s too. I’m sorry about what he did. You two seemed to be hitting it off.”

“Thank you, Phillip. You’ve been a gracious host,” Izzy said and continued to her tiny house, ready to pack her bags and go home.


CHAPTER 5

Etienne couldn’t get over what he’d done. Weeks had passed since the weekend at Phillip’s country house. Everyone was back in the city and back to work. He heard through the grapevine that James won the competition and would be the new co-owner of La Belle Cuisine. Etienne couldn’t help but think he was the reason Izzy lost and wished that he could turn back time to undo his actions, but life didn’t work that way. If he ever wanted to have a chance with Izzy again, he would have to earn her forgiveness.

“What are you doing here?” Izzy asked when Etienne walked into her restaurant near closing time. It was still full of patrons but had that feeling like it was near the end of the night for them. Everyone in the open kitchen was cleaning and packing up food they didn’t use to put in the fridge. “I don’t want to see you.”

“We can’t avoid each other forever.”

“Of course we can. It’s called moving on.”

“Please give me a chance, Izzy.”

“You had your chance. You ruined it when you ruined my dessert,” Izzy said with a shake of the head, getting mad all over again. “Leave, Etienne. I don’t want to see you.”

“Come over to my place. Let me cook you dinner.”

“I don’t want dinner.”

“There’ll be presents too.”

Izzy sighed. She looked at Etienne, wishing he hadn’t been so stupid back at Phillip’s country house. Now that they were back in the city, Izzy wasn’t sure that she ever wanted the job in the first place. She thrived in smaller settings. She loved that she could pack up and go home every night and that her kitchen didn’t take forever to clean. She didn’t want to deal with an extensive staff and overzealous critics. James was definitely the right choice to take La Belle Cuisine into the future, and Izzy would have realized that whether Etienne ruined her dish or not, but worse than her food, he stamped out their budding relationship like it was a nasty bug.

“If you’re willing, I would love to see you tonight when you get off work. I had to come and say something. I’ve been going crazy sitting at home thinking about what I did. You don’t know how sorry I am, but I can’t change the past. I can only hope you’ll forgive me in the future.”

“You’re asking for a lot, Etienne. What you did was unforgiveable. Immature. Irrational. How do you expect me to give my time to a man who can’t even lose with grace?”

“Maybe you shouldn’t, but I promise not to do anything that stupid again if you give me another chance. Come by my place tonight if you’re willing,” Etienne said and placed a card with his address on the counter. “Sorry for bothering you.”

Izzy picked up the card and thought about throwing it in the trash. She eventually slipped it into her back pocket after some deliberation.

***

Izzy went home after work thinking what she should do about Etienne. He really was a gorgeous man who seemed to have a good heart. Lots of people did terrible things when they were trying to win. Izzy wished Etienne hadn’t tainted his image in her eyes, but she kept thinking that she should give him one more chance to redeem himself, so she took a shower and slipped into a zebra-print bodycon dress before stuffing her purse with a few things she would make Etienne wear if he behaved during dinner.

She rang Etienne’s buzzer as she stood at the bottom of his building. He didn’t have a doorman. “Who is it?” he asked through the speaker.

“Who do you think?” she asked him.

The door unlocked a second later. She stepped inside and climbed the stairs to his apartment. She was wearing heels and hadn’t bothered with panties. She had some in her purse for her way home, but she got extremely horny while she showered, and her desires had only grown during the taxi ride over to Etienne’s. Now she planned on using his feminized cock for her pleasure regardless of what he said or how he acted. It was his time to pay.

Etienne’s jaw dropped when he opened the door and saw Izzy standing there in a sexy zebra-print bodycon dress with strappy black heels. “Like what you see?” she asked playfully.

“Very much so,” he said. “Please, come inside.”

“It smells good in here,” she admitted as she walked through the door. Etienne lived in a simple one-bedroom apartment that was tastefully decorated. “What did you cook for us?”

“I made Coq au Vin and green beans.”

“Don’t you mean haricots verts?”

“Haricots verts then,” Etienne said with a laugh. “I try not to sound so pretentious, but I am French.”

“Don’t you miss it? Why in the world would you come over here?”

“Americans idolize Europe too much if you ask me,” he said with a wave of the hand. “You all have everything over here. We just have some free stuff, but it doesn’t even work as good sometimes. I just wish the pharmacies in America were cheaper. Then it would be perfect.”

Izzy chuckled. “Why did you have to screw me over, Etienne? Why did you make me hate you?”

He sighed and sat at his small dining table that was just off the kitchen. “I honestly lost my mind when that souffle deflated. My dreams were a balloon, and that was the moment that popped it. I’d been imagining myself walking around La Belle Cuisine as the head chef that entire weekend. The competition got the best of me.”

“That’s nice, but you really hurt me, Etienne.”

“I know I did. You deserve better than what I did to you. I only hope you can forgive me. I got you a present. Do you want to see it?”

“Sure,” she said.

Etienne came out of his bedroom a moment later with a wrapped box. He’d spent the entire week working up the courage to surprise Izzy at her restaurant and trying to figure out how he would ask for her forgiveness and decided what was in the box was the best way. She ripped off the wrapping paper with a curious smile on her face.

“Etienne! You naughty boy!”

“I deserve a spanking for what I did. Please give it to me.”

“Hmm, why should I?”

“I’ll do anything to regain your trust.”

Izzy grinned. “Anything?”

“Yes! Anything!”

“We’ll use this paddle, but first you need to put on some cute clothes,” Izzy said and reached into her purse to pull out a pink dress with a pleated skirt she’d brought along with her for Etienne to wear, but he wouldn’t be Etienne for long. Izzy couldn’t wait for him to become her girl. Her Ellen. “You’re going to wear this dress, this white lingerie, and this brunette wig.”

“I shaved before going to the restaurant hoping you would bring me something cute to wear.”

“Mmm, that’s what I love to hear. Go get dressed then. We need to do your makeup too.”

Etienne nodded and picked up the clothes. He went into his bathroom and stripped naked in front of the mirror before slipping on the white thong and bra. He loved how the tiny string of fabric disappeared between his cheeks. Then he put on the bra and stuffed it with some tissue before pulling the pink dress over his head. He smiled at himself in the mirror, loving that he was becoming Ellen. He picked up the wig and donned it on his head to complete the look.

He was so happy to have Izzy back in his life. She was an incredible woman and probably deserved better than him, but he would never slip up again. He would never do anything to risk losing her from his life.

“Don’t you look gorgeous, Ellen?” Izzy asked when she stepped out of the bathroom. “Ready for your makeup?”

Ellen nodded and followed her to the dining table where she applied some makeup to her face. Izzy gave her a glossy pink lip, some blush, and a bit of mascara. Ellen didn’t need much to look like a girl, and she was so happy with the results.

“You’re done already?”

“Yes. You’re gorgeous, Ellen. Stunning.”

“Can I go look?” she asked.

“Help yourself,” Izzy said with a wave of the hand. Ellen stood and raced to the bathroom to check her face, nearly in tears when she saw the work that Izzy had done. Ellen looked completely transformed. Even more so than she had at the country house. She was about to run back out of the bathroom to tell Izzy, but she was already standing there with the paddle in her hand. “It’s time you learn your lesson, Ellen.”

Ellen pouted. “No! Please! I know what I did was wrong, and I’ll never do it again.”

“I need to make sure of that by giving you a spanking.”

“Izzy, no! Not a spanking,” she cried as her cock grew hard beneath the tiny white thong she was wearing.

“Bend over, Ellen. I’m not going to tell you again.”

Ellen bent over the bathroom counter. Izzy stepped behind her. They could see each other through the mirror which only made the entire situation hotter. Ellen’s cock throbbed when Izzy lifted the hem of her dress to expose her smooth ass. The tiny little thong had disappeared between her cheeks, so Izzy had an incredible view. She rubbed the smooth side of the paddle over Ellen’s ass, making her whimper lightly.

“Tell me why you’re getting a spanking.”

“I was a bad girl, Izzy! I hurt you!”

“That’s right you did,” Izzy said as she looked at Ellen through the mirror. “I was having a great time with you, and you ruined it.”

“Please forgive me. I’ll never do it again.”

“No, you won’t.” Izzy lifted the paddle and brought it down on Ellen’s ass, making her scream. She spanked Ellen’s ass until it was red and tender to the touch. “Will you be a bad girl, again?”

“No! Never!”

“Good girl,” Izzy said and hooked her fingers into the waistline of Ellen’s white thong to pull it down her legs. Ellen kicked the thong to the side once it got to her ankles. Izzy gently spread her cheeks to press a finger against her hole. Ellen cried out as Izzy gently stretched her opening with her finger. “You like that, Ellen?”

“Yes,” she said, surprised that it was the truth, but there was something about the sensation of getting stretched that awakened a yearning within her.

“Come with me,” Izzy said to Ellen and pulled her back to the living room. She pushed Ellen onto her hands and knees on the sofa and went over to her purse to pull out a dildo and some lube. She lathered the dildo and pressed it against Ellen’s tight hole. “You’ve been a naughty girl, Ellen. This is what you get when you’re naughty,” Izzy said and shoved the dildo into Ellen’s bussy.

Ellen hollered at the top of her lungs as the dildo stretched her hole and pushed deep inside of her. She gripped the edge of the sofa as she tried to steady herself, but her cock was throbbing like wild. She screamed in a high pitch when Izzy reached between her legs to stroke her girly dick while she fucked her with the dildo.

“Who’s a girl?”

“I’m a girl,” Ellen said as Izzy stretched her hole. “Fuck, it feels so good!”

“You like having your hole stretched?”

“So much!”

“That’s right you do,” Izzy said and spanked Ellen’s tender cheek, but she loved it. She loved being this submissive to Izzy and letting her take complete control. She loved that Izzy had forgiven her. Izzy fucked Ellen with the dildo for a few more minutes until she couldn’t resist her desire for some dick. Izzy pulled the dildo out of Ellen and got to her hands and knees on the bed. “I’m not wearing any panties, and I want you to fuck me with your girly cock.”

Ellen cursed under her breath and got to her hands and knees behind Izzy to slip into her from behind. Izzy’s pussy was swollen and wet and ready for her cock. She gasped as Ellen slid deep into her. Ellen groaned. It felt so good to be inside of her. She gripped Izzy’s hips and repeated her name in a low voice as she thrusted her hips.

“I’m close, Ellen! Keep fucking me right there!” Izzy cried out as Ellen repeatedly hit her spot.

“Your pussy feels so fucking good.”

“Fuck me hard, Ellen!”

Ellen picked up speed. Izzy moaned and reached between her legs to touch her clit while Ellen fucked her hard, but Ellen couldn’t last long at this speed. She bent her head back after a minute of pounding Izzy’s pussy, grunting as she began to release her creamy load. Izzy cried out when Ellen pushed deep and hit her spot yet again, and that was when she came. Izzy closed her eyes and exploded. Her entire body and soul became engulfed with the orgasm, and it was magnificent.

“Do you forgive me?” Ellen asked a little later while they were enjoying the coq au vin.

“For now. Don’t mess up again,” Izzy said with a stern voice before leaning over to give Ellen a loving kiss.


CHAPTER 6

One Year Later

Izzy and Etienne never had major issues after their fight at the competition. Quite the contrary. They grew closer by the day and were even thinking about moving to Philadelphia to open a restaurant of their own. They wanted to open a place that served creative sandwiches and tacos. Somewhere that wasn’t overly stressful or pretentious. More than anything, they just wanted to spend their time at home enjoying each other and forgetting that the outside world existed, which was what they were doing now.

They found a cute two-bedroom apartment in the West Village around their ninth month of dating. Etienne was currently cleaning the house in a short dress with a petticoat and some black heels with straps. He had a bottle of glass cleaner in one hand and paper towels in the other. “What am I supposed to clean after the bathroom?”

“You need to make us dinner! That is if you want to get out of your cage tonight!”

Etienne most certainly did want to get out of his cock cage. Izzy was letting him out less and less these days, but he loved the fact that she was the one who held his key. He still couldn’t believe he’d been foolish enough to risk losing her by ruining her dish. That competition felt like it happened in another lifetime after everything they’d been through. Luckily, she forgave him, and now they were living the life of their dreams.

“What do you want me to make?”

“One of your pastas. I don’t care which one,” Izzy called from their second bedroom which had been turned into a shared office. They were both still at the jobs they had before the competition, but they were working on a blog and some social media accounts in their free time to have a customer base once they opened their restaurant, whenever that day might come.

In the meantime, they would have plenty of fun when they weren’t busy at work. Just like they were doing now as Etienne pranced around their apartment as a friendly and sexy French maid named Ellen.
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