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To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


CLAIMING HIS OLDER BOSS

A young man finally gets the chance to win over the woman he loves. Only problem? She’s his boss and fifteen years older than him.

Paul is Aurora’s assistant at her art gallery, and he loves her dearly. Aurora is powerful, confident, and vivacious. Through Paul’s eyes, Aurora is a goddess.

Too bad Aurora has a smug, inconsiderate boyfriend named Richard who never seems to go away. Not that it would matter if he did. Paul can tell Aurora doesn’t see him the way that he sees her.

When Richard makes a wrong move, Paul seizes the opportunity to show Aurora that he is the man she is meant to love, but even if Aurora gives him a chance, Paul will have to confess to Aurora that he is a crossdresser, which is something he doesn’t know if she’ll be willing to accept.

Claiming His Older Boss is a sweet and steamy romance story about a young man and the older woman he adores. This story features a powerful bosswoman, unconditional love, true love deliciousness, and some boy-to-girl crossdressing action.


PILLOW FIGHT

Anna is obsessed with the feminine guys she sees online.

She desperately wants to turn her boyfriend Salvador into a girly boy with the help of her friends.

Salvador is reluctant at first, but he just might enjoy becoming one of the girls.


TUITION BILL

Bruce needs money fast. Becoming a lingerie model is the last way he expects to earn his pay, but life is full of the unexpected.

Christina is a young and successful internet personality. She models for her fans, sells makeup, and is branching out into the lucrative world of lingerie but wants to include a section of her website for men, so she puts out an ad for a male lingerie model.

Bruce sees Christina’s ad on the university’s job board, except she never specifies that she wants an underwear model until it’s too late. Christina’s offer will cover Bruce’s bills, which he must pay if he wants to stay in university, and the only option Bruce has is swallow his pride and put on the panties.

Tuition Bill is a sweet feminization romance about a man in college who gets reluctantly feminized by a gorgeous woman while modeling her new lingerie line for men. Bruce and Christina don’t mean to fall in love, but they meet at a time when they’ll need each other most.


GIRLY GIFTS

It’s Valentine’s Day, and Sandra has some girly treats for her undercover crossdresser husband Myron.

Myron loves his family, his wife, and his life. He’s truly a happy man, but he can’t shake his feminine cravings. Sandra doesn’t know about her husband’s secret desires to wear makeup, women’s clothing, and everything else that would turn him into the woman of his dreams.

Everything changes when Sandra stumbles across some files on Myron’s computer that reveal his truth. Sandra is shocked at first, but she wants her husband to have everything he’s ever wanted, so she surprises Myron with a few feminine gifts on Valentine’s Day.

Girly Gifts is a sweet feminization and crossdressing romance about a loving wife who gives her husband the womanly transformation he’s always wanted.


THE PLUMBER

There’s a picture of Ben on his wall dressed up as a girl.

Plumber Ryan notices the picture when he comes over to fix a leaky faucet and asks Ben for the girl’s number.

Ben doesn’t want to deceive Ryan, but Ben has been lonely for a long time. What’s the harm in having a little fun if it’s only for one night?

The Plumber is a gay crossdressing romance about a girly boy and the hunky guy who falls for him.


OBSESSED

A young man gets transformed into a woman by a hot older woman.

Terrie Hall is a rich jewelry designer with eccentric tastes.

She has always dreamed of transforming a boy into her girl, so when she sees a young, clear-faced barista in her neighborhood, Terrie develops a bit of an obsession.

Allen, the barista, has never thought much of becoming a girl, but it’s hard to say no to a woman like Terrie.

Obsessed is a sweet and steamy feminization romance story about a young man who gets turned into a girl by a gorgeous older woman with a closet full of beautiful clothing.


CATCH ME IF YOU CAN

Sarka is a woman trapped in a man’s body, and Springdale will continue to pay unless she finds some peace.

Sarka haunts Springdale. She steals from business after business without leaving a clue. Detective Randy Gray is on Sarka’s case, but he can’t ID her.

Sarka is chaos. She can easily hide from Randy because she also goes by James, who also lives as Delma. Sarka plays games with the detective and has no plans on stopping unless he can catch her.

Catch Me If You Can is a dark romance about a crossdressing villain and the detective who tries to stop him in his tracks.


ARABIAN NIGHTS

A handsome sheik named Akbar notices Henry in distress. He’ll happily help the broke Western boy, but Henry must first agree to becoming Akbar’s girl.

Henry never expects to end up robbed and broke during his study abroad trip in the Middle East, but that’s exactly what happens.

They can’t go back to Akbar’s compound together unless Henry can fool the guards into thinking he’s Akbar’s female escort. Henry wishes it weren’t like this, but getting help from Akbar might be his best way home.

Arabian Nights is a gay feminization romance about a young man who gets turned into a woman during a study abroad trip.


NEVER TOO LATE

Randy and Erma end up in the same room twenty years after their breakup.

They had an amazing relationship until Erma dumped Randy when he confessed his desires to crossdress.

Filled with regret, Erma wants to make things right.

Their connection is just as strong as ever now that they’re in their late forties. Randy still likes to dress in women’s clothing, but Erma wants to understand.

Erma doesn’t want to lose the man of her dreams this time around.


CHECK YOURSELF

A girl, a femboy, and an unsuspecting man.

Brenda and George, aka Georgina, have been friends for a long time and love spending time together. They can’t imagine life without each other, but then Brenda’s boyfriend Jason throws a wrench into their harmonious relationship.

Jason never realized that George was Georgina, and he can’t help but laugh a little when he finds out, which upsets Brenda. George tells Brenda not to worry and that Jason didn’t mean any harm, but Brenda is insistent on teaching her boyfriend a lesson.

Brenda thinks the best way to teach Jason a lesson will be by making him walk a mile in Georgina’s shoes, but Jason must be willing to let the girls feminize him for Brenda’s plan to work.

Check Yourself is a steamy and romantic feminization story with some MMF action involving a woman, her crossdressing best friend, and her hunky feminized boyfriend.


CLAIMING HIS OLDER BOSS

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Paul

Aurora Lambert was the love of my life.

Only problem?

She didn’t know that I’d been obsessed with her ever since the day that I walked into her art gallery for an interview. Aurora gave me a job after that interview, and I’d been her assistant ever since, but I was confident that she didn’t feel the same way about me as I felt about her. I would do anything for Aurora. She was powerful and beautiful, and I admired her endlessly.

“Paul, dear. Could you come here for a second?” Aurora called from her office. It was at the back of the art gallery, and my desk was all the way by the front door, but I had no problems going to Aurora when she called.

“What do you need?” I asked when I got to Aurora’s door.

“I know you just got back from the store, but I need you to run a few boxes to the post office. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Certainly,” I said without hesitation. “Whatever you need.”

Aurora sighed a breath of relief when I agreed, like there was a chance that I would deny her request. I went to the corner to grab the boxes from the floor while Aurora typed away on her keyboard and stared at her computer screen.

“Anything else you need?” I asked as I stood in the doorframe.

“That should be all, but I’ll call you if anything comes to mind,” Aurora said and flickered her gaze toward me for the briefest of seconds, but I always got a warm feeling in my tummy when our eyes met. Aurora was so beautiful with her perfectly styled light-brown hair and fashionable clothing choices. Aurora was fifteen years older than me and a trillion times more stunning. Did I mention that I was obsessed?

“My phone will be on,” I said as I lingered in the doorway.

“Perfect. Thank you, Paul.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and went back to my desk. My panties were stretched a bit tight from being in Aurora’s presence, but she always got me a little excited when I was around her. I ignored my desires and headed out of the door to my car to run to the post office, and I was not prepared for what I would find when I got there.

***

Richard.

I hated his guts.

The man was a fucking idiot. He didn’t appreciate the gem of a woman that he had, and it was only getting worse. A cute diner sat across the street from the post office. I saw Richard walking out of the diner’s door with another woman on his arm. She pawed at his chest and stared into his eyes like he was the most amazing man in the world, but he was nothing other than scum. Trash. The bane of my existence. I wanted to run across the street and teach the man a lesson, but he would probably kick my ass if I even tried, so I did the next best thing and pulled out my phone to snap a few pictures.

Evidence.

Proof that Richard was a no-good lying, cheating bastard who didn’t deserve Aurora, but was this even the first time? We didn’t live in the biggest city, and Richard was a major player in our area. He owned several businesses and commercial buildings, including the one where Aurora had her gallery. I often wondered if she stayed with Richard for a rent discount or something, but then he would do something romantic to woo her, and it seemed like they were in love.

Other times she looked depressed, and I would ask her what was wrong, but she would tell me that it was nothing. I never believed her. Her sour mood probably had to do with Richard and these tramps that he was seeing around town behind the back of the world’s most stunning woman.

I ducked my head and went into the post office before Richard saw me, even though there was a strong chance that he wouldn’t even recognize me. The man was an asshole, and he acted like he ruled the world, or at least our town. He probably hung out with the mayor and other business leaders of the town, but what did any of that status matter if he was a terrible boyfriend?

I could be so much more for Aurora. I would give her the world, but what were the chances of that happening when she only saw me as her assistant? How could I compete with a man who probably had millions in the bank? I only had a few hundred dollars, and rent was due at the end of the month.

“Anything else?” the woman behind the counter asked after she’d labeled the packages for shipping.

“Just the receipt,” I said.

She printed the paper and passed it across the counter. I thanked her and stepped over to the window to look outside and make sure that Richard wasn’t still standing there with that woman who looked a lot like a romantic interest. The woman who wasn’t my boss, the love of my life, Aurora. They were still standing outside of the diner, and now they were kissing! I pulled out my phone to snap some more pictures, but I had a sinking feeling in my gut that Aurora already knew about Richard’s playboy ways.

Why else would he be so obvious?

Even if Aurora didn’t know, I couldn’t help but think about how much I could lose if she found out the truth from me. She would hate me if I was the first person to tell her that her boyfriend was a liar and a cheater and not worthy of her love. I hated being thrown into this position and wished more than anything that Aurora could just read my mind and understand that I would treat her like she were made of gold. Too bad we weren’t magic.

The only thing I could do was wait until Richard and that woman left. I slipped outside and went to my car once they were gone. I spent the rest of the day wanting to tell Aurora what I saw, yet I didn’t say a word.


CHAPTER 2

Paul

Over a week had passed since I saw Richard with that woman who clearly wasn’t Aurora, and I was contemplating about what to do with the information that I had. Aurora had gone on at least two dates with Richard since that day that I went to the post office, and it was literally eating me up inside not saying anything to the woman that I loved. I nearly deleted the photos to stop myself from saying anything and hurting her, but my word would be nothing without those photos.

I had to tell Aurora what I saw, except I couldn’t tell her myself. I thought about asking one of my friends to call her, but then I pictured her getting upset with me for telling one of my friends before I told her, so I thought and thought about what to do until I came up with the idea to make a fake profile for my feminine half, Heather.

Heather was the woman I became when I had the time and energy, which was usually on the weekends. I loved nothing more than slipping into a pair of frilly heels and a dress with a stuffed bra to strut around my tiny apartment, and I would even do my makeup when I had the time, which wasn’t nearly as often as I’d like, but I was going to make the time today.

I went to my closet to grab a simple black dress and my favorite brunette wig. It was wavy and went halfway down my back and made me feel like a beauty queen every time I put it on my head. I slipped into a pair of strappy, open-toe black heels and quickly did my makeup until I was transformed into Heather.

I pulled out my phone and stood in the corner where the natural sunlight hit me the best to take several photos of my feminized face, pouting my lips in a few until I had several photos where I was looking positively girly. I uploaded them to my computer and created a social media profile for Heather, my heart racing as I searched for Aurora.

When I found Aurora’s page, I didn’t know what to do. I’d come up with this plan to send her a message explaining that I was one of Richard’s ex-girlfriends and had heard that they were dating and wanted to send her a picture of what I’d seen, but it all seemed a little crazy and hard to believe that I would send some random chick a message, even if we did have the same asshole ex-boyfriend.

I left Aurora’s page to search for Richard’s. I went through his friends until I found the page of the girl he’d been with at the diner, and I couldn’t believe it, but she had a picture of her kissing Richard on the cheek with a caption about how they’d just had the most romantic date ever.

I was practically salivating as I took a screenshot of the post and raced back to Aurora’s page to send her a message. My fingers couldn’t type fast enough as I wrote a message that I was one of Richard’s victims and just looking out for the others. I felt like a weird stalker girl as I went to hit the send button, but I loved Aurora. She deserved better than Richard, and I had to break them up any way that I could, even if Aurora chose someone other than me in the end.

My heart fluttered when I sent the message. My page had no history and no pictures other than the profile picture that I’d uploaded, but I had a screenshot that proved Richard was a no-good, lying bastard. I stared at the screen as I eagerly awaited a reply, but my interest began to wane after about ten minutes of waiting.

I hoped that Aurora would see the message and take the steps to break up with Richard when she saw the pictures and the screenshot of that Kristen woman’s page. They were the only proof that I had, but I prayed that it would be enough for Aurora to dump that loser.

I shut down my computer to avoid obsessively refreshing my messages and went to my living room with a bottle of purple nail polish to paint my nails. The polish had a bit of glitter in it, and I spent most of the night watching TV and turning my hand a million different ways to watch my nails sparkle in the light.


CHAPTER 3

Aurora

I stared at my laptop’s screen in horror. I had my suspicions about Richard, but these pictures and posts confirmed my worst nightmares. I did my own search and found a slew of pictures Kristen had posted with my man. All I wanted to do was scream, but even worse than that, I knew that I wasn’t going to cancel my date with Richard tonight. He was taking me to our favorite restaurant, a delicious Italian joint with a breezy, private patio.

I felt pathetic.

My mother would be so disappointed in me for grabbing my purse and checking my face in the mirror, but I didn’t know what else to do when I was dating one of the most powerful men in the city. If it weren’t for him, I’d never be able to afford my gallery space. We didn’t start dating until after I’d rented the gallery, but one of the first things Richard did when we got together was discount my rent to bargain prices. Seriously, I paid more each month to fill up my car with gas than I paid to rent that gallery.

I went back to my computer before walking out of the door to delete that message from whoever that Heather girl was and cleared the entire incident from my mind. If I wasn’t going to break up with Richard or bring up the pictures, it was better to forget that they even existed.

I held my shoulders high before letting out a deep sigh and walking out of the door for my dinner date with Richard.

***

“Don’t you look incredible?” Richard asked when I stepped out onto the restaurant’s patio. He stood from the table and opened his arms wide to give me a hug. He was freshly showered and smelled of his favorite cologne, yet I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d been with another woman earlier in the day. The thought irked me. I wished more than anything to clear Richard’s mistress from my mind, but thoughts of her persisted as I took a seat.

“Do you say that to all of the ladies?” I asked with a touch of venom, unable to stop myself.

“You’re the only lady in my life.”

Lies.

“Good, I’m glad,” I said a touch more playfully as I crossed my legs and spread the cloth napkin over my lap.

“Am I the only man in your life?”

I laughed in my head at the possessiveness and jealousy dripping in Richard’s voice, but he was the only man in my life, and I had no reason to lie like him.

“You are.”

“I better be,” Richard said seriously.

“And if you weren’t? What would you do?”

“Beat that other guy to a pulp.”

“What if he was big and strong?”

“Are you thinking about cheating on me, Aurora?”

“No,” I said quickly and shook my head. I picked up my glass of wine and took a sip before changing the subject to the upcoming show that I was having at the gallery. It was only a couple nights away, and I was nervous about turnout. Sometimes we’d have a full house and sell every painting, but there were other times that we could barely get a dozen bodies through the door, so I never knew what to expect.

“I’ll be there, and I told some of my friends to come. Hopefully they spread the word,” Richard said as he picked up his wine glass to take a sip. We were sharing a bottle of red wine that cost more than the monthly rent Richard was charging me.

I seriously didn’t know who I would be without this man. He gave me cheap rent, brought me incredible customers, and spoiled me with fancy wine every time we went out for dinner. It was terrible, but I was addicted to this lifestyle. I was addicted to the finer things in life that Richard could give me. It was killing me inside to swallow my pride and sit across from him with a smile plastered to my face like nothing was wrong, yet I was doing it.

I was pathetic.

Richard ordered us dessert cocktails and a slice of chocolate cake. He waved at me to come sit on his side of the table, and I beckoned his call. He draped his arm over my shoulder when I went over to him. I hated how the younger waitress looked at me with envy in her eyes when she came over to drop off our dessert, like I was the luckiest woman in the world to have this rich man wining and dining me. Little did she know that Richard got his cake and ate it too, leaving crumbs everywhere he went.

Why would a man care about being sloppy when he knew someone would clean up behind him? He had no incentive to do what was right, and I felt pained when I thought about how long our relationship could go since Richard had trapped me with his money.

Would I ever be able to escape?

“Open up,” Richard said as he moved a bite of cake toward my lips. I ate the cake, but my heart wasn’t in it. I looked into Richard’s eyes and smiled, but I no longer felt the love that I once did. Maybe it wasn’t the end of the world, though. Plenty of women were in unhappy relationships. At least mine was with a man who made me richer rather than poorer.

“You want anything else before we go?”

I shook my head and hid my face as I scooted a little closer to Richard. He pulled me into his arms and planted a kiss on my forehead, and I saw at least three different women looking at us with envy while I was screaming in my head that they could have Richard if they wanted him. I didn’t know who the man for me was, but it certainly wasn’t Richard, but how would I ever escape the man who made my life affordable? I wouldn’t have the gallery of my dreams without him.

“Back to my place?” asked Richard.

“Back to your place,” I said as excitedly as I could.


CHAPTER 4

Paul

Two days had passed since I sent that message to Aurora as Heather, and she never replied. I wanted to cry every time I glanced at her office, but what could I do? If Aurora wanted to stay with that bum of a man, who was I to stop her? Aurora was a grown woman and could do what she wanted no matter how badly I wished that she would choose me. I’d never once hinted to her that I was interested in something romantic, but an undercover femboy could dream.

“Paul, could you come here please?” Aurora called from her office.

I was busy marking all the paintings with slightly elevated prices for the show. Over forty people had called this morning to confirm that they were coming to the party, and most of them were contacts of Richard’s. He had a lot of rich friends who loved to spend money on art while they sipped champagne and nibbled on tiny appetizers.

“Paul!”

“Coming,” I hollered and dropped what I was doing to race to Aurora’s office. “Sorry, I was trying to finish pricing one painting.”

“It’s okay, but how much longer will it take you? We need to lock up the store and run some errands. Can you redirect the calls to your work cell?”

“Yeah, but it’ll take me like twenty more minutes to finish changing the prices on the paintings.”

“Do that first and then redirect the calls and come tell me when you finish. There’s so much that we need to do. Have you confirmed with the dry cleaner that my dress is ready? I won’t have time to go for another one, and I need that dress for the party. I can’t wear this,” Aurora said and gestured at her simple blouse and jeans.

I personally thought she looked radiant in what she was wearing but knew she wanted to dress to impress her clients. “I called an hour ago, and they said that they’d have the dress ready by the time we got there.”

“Please don’t give me a panic attack, Paul! They need to have my dress ready. Call again and tell them we need it.”

I nodded. “Sure, okay.”

“Thank you,” Aurora said and let out a deep breath. She relaxed for half a second before looking at me like I’d lost my mind. “Why are you waiting there? Get moving!”

I raced back to my desk to call the dry cleaner. Lucky for them, I didn’t have to get bitchy. They already had the dress ready for us, so Aurora wouldn’t have to worry about looking fabulous at the event. I hung up the phone and worked as quickly as I could to finish swapping out the prices. It only took a second to set up the phone to redirect the calls to my work cell, and then I went to Aurora’s office to tell her that I was ready.

“That didn’t take long. I got a few more confirmation emails. It’s looking like we’ll have a full house tonight! Are you excited?”

“I am! Are you?”

“Very much so, as long as they have my dress. Otherwise, I’ll be a mess.”

I chuckled. “Your dress is ready. We can go by there first if you’d like.”

“No, let’s save it for last. I don’t want it hanging up in the car while we’re shopping. Do you have the list of things we’ll need?”

“Yeah, I already called to confirm with the rental company about flute glasses. We just have to run to the grocery store to pick up the cases of champagne that I ordered and then to the catering company to pick up the appetizers. I already have the table for the buffet in the back, and the three servers we’ll have for the event are scheduled to get here an hour before guests are supposed to arrive. I got everything under control. Okay?”

“Okay,” Aurora said and exhaled. “Let’s go to the store.”

“After you,” I said and gestured toward the door.

***

We swung by the catering company first since they were on the way to the grocery store. We only had a few hours until the event, so we had to rush. The food was in the trunk inside of insulated bags they’d lent us to keep the dishes in the best possible condition. Now we just had to buy the champagne and a few other small items from our list.

“You want to get the champagne while I grab the other stuff?” Aurora asked when we walked into the grocery store.

I nodded, but as soon as we turned to part ways, we both saw Richard standing next to Kristen in the checkout line. Aurora cursed and ran to hide in an aisle.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I chased after Aurora. I knew exactly what was wrong, but I had to play dumb. Aurora couldn’t know that I was Heather, the person who’d sent her those messages. I rubbed Aurora’s back as she crouched and tried to catch her breath. “Did something happen that I don’t know?”

Aurora shook her head and hid her face. I longed for her to look at me. I longed for her to see me as a man she could love, one she could trust to hold her heart on a mantel and worship every day she gave me a chance to love her. Part of me knew that was nothing but a pipe dream, yet I couldn’t stop wishing for it to be true. I’d been Aurora’s employee for over a year, and she’d never once hinted that she was even the faintest bit attracted to me.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Aurora said without lifting her eyes to meet mine. It pained me to see her like this, but I didn’t know what else to do other than play dumb and act like I had no idea what she was talking about, even though I wanted to march over there to punch Richard in his idiotic face.

“Aurora, what happened? You were fine a second ago.”

Aurora shook her head and lifted her hand until it was only a few centimeters from my face. I tried to hug her again, but she brushed me off and told me to grab the things from the list. She erected her walls as we crouched there in the aisle, and there was nothing that I could do about it.

Why in the world was Aurora putting up with this nonsense? She clearly knew about the cheating, and I could tell that it upset her, but she wasn’t doing anything about it. In my fantasy, she would march over to Richard and break up with him at that second, but that clearly wasn’t about to happen.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes! Please, Paul! Leave me alone.”

Pain flared within me as I stared at the love of my life, hopeless. My hands were tied. As much as it killed me, I stood and walked away from Aurora as she’d asked. We were running out of time before the party, and we still had to pick up Aurora’s dress from the cleaners. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw Aurora peeking around the end of the aisle at her cheater boyfriend. That killed me.

***

I walked out of the dry cleaners with Aurora’s dress in my hands. She smiled when she saw it, which was the happiest I’d seen her since we saw Richard and Kristen at the store. Aurora hadn’t said a word about it since we left the grocery store, but I could tell that it was the only thing on her mind. I didn’t blame her. It had to hurt seeing Richard with another woman.

“Do we need anything else before we head back to the gallery?”

“I think we have everything.”

“Are you sure?”

Aurora nodded. Pain filled her eyes, and I wished that there was a way for me to absorb it from her. I didn’t want Aurora suffering for a single second, but that asshole Richard was destined to hurt her over and over again. I didn’t know how long I would be able to sit on the sidelines and act like I didn’t notice or care.

“Let’s just go back to the gallery and get through this event.”

What else was there to say?

I parked in the back when we got to the gallery. Aurora and I went our separate ways when we got inside. She went to freshen up and change and do her makeup while I walked around the gallery to make sure everything was prepared for our event, thinking of nothing else except the fact that Richard was going to arrive later in the night and how I would have to control myself around him, but even worse than that, Aurora was going to have to put on a brave face and act like nothing was wrong if she wasn’t going to confront him.

I went to put on my suit when the servers arrived, taking a moment to stare at myself in the mirror. I was wearing a tiny pink thong under my slacks and wondered if Aurora would be able to accept a panty-wearing man like me. I sighed to myself as I pulled up my zipper and tightened my belt and left the bathroom to be Aurora’s dutiful assistant.


CHAPTER 5

Aurora

I usually loved parties at the gallery, but I couldn’t get excited tonight. Richard was the only thing on my mind. His cheating was bad, and I knew in my gut that it would only get worse going forward. How many nights would I spend at home alone if we got married? The thought made me shiver. Richard wasn’t the man for me, but when I thought of ways to leave him, they all ended up with me being broke and without the gallery.

I looked fabulous in the dress that we picked up from the cleaners. It was my favorite black cocktail dress. It was backless and had a string of pearls hanging from the backside of the neckline like a waterfall. The pearls felt incredible against my bare skin, and I loved how the dress wasn’t too tight across the chest or neck. It felt like air on my skin, yet not even my favorite dress could lift my spirits. I simply wanted to sit in the corner and cry.

What was I going to do?

How had I let my situation get this bad?

Never in a million years did I think a man would have such a hold over me. I never should have agreed to that rent reduction. I thought it was a bad idea at the time, but then Richard turned on his charm. The first couple years with him were some of the best of my life, but then he started showing his true colors. His eyes started wandering every time we went out together. He smiled at his phone when he got messages well into the evening. We went on fewer dates. I saw the signs, and I chose to bury my head in the sand.

I was content with my cheap rent, sacrificing a piece of myself each and every day I let Richard give me that discounted rate. I lived my life by that new rate and couldn’t imagine going back to the old one, but let’s face the facts. He would charge me much more than he did years ago. I was fucked every which way I drew the picture.

“Aurora,” Paul said as he knocked on the closed office door. Dear, sweet Paul. He was my rock. He had such a bright future ahead of him. I truly feared the day that he would leave the gallery for greener pastures, but he deserved to spread his wings. He deserved to reach his full potential.

“Yes?”

“People will start arriving in the next ten minutes. Are you ready?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said in the peppiest voice that I could. “I’ll be out in a minute.” I didn’t want to let Paul know that I was falling apart at the seams. He already did enough for me, and I didn’t need him worrying about this. One of us had to have a clear head if we were going to get through this event, and I trusted Paul to put out any fires if they emerged.

“Okay, can I help you with anything?”

“No, I’m fine! Thank you, Paul.”

I didn’t hear footsteps for a few moments, but then Paul walked away from the door. I stepped in front of the mirror to make sure that my makeup looked okay and that nothing was out of order before stepping out into the gallery. I would have given anything to fast forward the clock a few hours, but life didn’t work that way. I made my bed, and I had to lie in it.

***

I was warm and cordial as I greeted people. The gallery filled with bodies only fifteen minutes after we opened the doors, and we sold our first painting within thirty minutes. Getting that sale definitely lifted my spirits, but then Richard walked through the door, and he was with her. My jaw fell to the floor. I only snapped out of my sudden shock when I saw a stranger looking at me from across the room with questioning eyes.

I fixed my face as quickly as I could, Richard approaching me with Kristen by his side. The mistress. The other woman. I couldn’t believe him, but I had to act like everything was okay. Richard had brought most of these people to the gallery tonight, and I knew for a fact that the first painting we sold was purchased by a friend of his.

“Good evening,” I said in a bright voice as I gave my ‘boyfriend’ a hug. “How are you, Richard?”

“Grand, you have quite the crowd here tonight.”

“Yes, and we’ve already sold a painting!”

“That’s marvelous. Aurora, this is my friend, Kristen. Kristen, this is Aurora. She’s the owner of this lovely gallery.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Kristen said and held out her hand.

I died a little on the inside as I shook Kristen’s hand with a smile plastered to my face. I noticed Paul watching me out of the corner of my eye, and I had a feeling he knew what was going on. Didn’t everyone? I’d met over half of his friends who were here, and everyone was acting like it was no big deal that Richard had shown up with a woman about ten years my junior. Was I just another slot on Richard’s roulette wheel of women?

“How do you two know each other?” I asked.

“We’re old friends,” Richard said as he met my gaze.

“Old friends?” Kristen asked with a laugh. “I’ve only known you for a few months.”

Richard shot her a look, but he didn’t correct her, and he didn’t apologize to me. He motioned his hand for Kristen to follow him, and then they were gone and on their way to the bar. I felt like I’d been hit by a semi-truck, but what was I to do? Richard knew he owned me and was blatantly showing that fact in front of all his friends who just happened to be my clients.

Several people were looking in my direction as I returned to the moment, and I held my shoulders high as I did a lap around the gallery to make small talk with everyone in attendance. The mood returned to normal, but I couldn’t stop thinking that I needed to find a way out of this situation. Richard couldn’t own me. I was stronger than that.

Wasn’t I?

The time went by at an excruciatingly slow pace, but we ended up selling over seventy percent of the paintings that we had on display, so at least I would be able to send happy messages to the artists who made money tonight and couldn’t attend. I needed some type of joy in my life since my romantic life was in the pits of a volcano.

Richard came up to me with a tipsy Kristen by his side. “Come over to my place when you finish here.” Judging by Richard’s tone, it wasn’t a question, but his house was the last place I wanted to go.

“It’ll take a long time to clean up here. I’m already tired, and—”

“Aurora, I’m not going to say it again,” Richard said and gave me that look. “Where will you be when you finish here?”

“Your place,” I said with a sigh.

“Bring some food too.”

“Ooh, yes. Pretty please,” said Kristen.

“Richard,” I said in a deadpan voice.

“Aurora,” he mocked. “Don’t take forever. Have your assistant lock up or something.”

Richard turned and walked toward the door with Kristen’s arms hooked around his waist, and I stood there paralyzed as I watched them leave. Richard didn’t often flex the power he had over me, but I could no longer pretend like I was safe from his wrath. Not after tonight. I had no idea what had just happened. I was too numb to cry, but I’d been humiliated in the most public of ways. The wounds were still too fresh and deep to truly feel the pain, but they were definitely there, and they’d take a long time to heal.


CHAPTER 6

Paul

I watched Aurora snap out of her daze when Richard left with that other woman, my heart shattering into pieces as I watched Aurora race to her office. I could see the heartbreak all over her face. She was devastated that Richard brought another woman to the party at her gallery which was technically his gallery. It was all so confusing and hard to watch. I wanted nothing more than to comfort Aurora, but the party was coming to an end, and people needed to get paid.

The servers cleaned up while I took care of their bill at my desk. Once I was finished with that, I motioned the lingerers toward the door. They were reluctant to leave since there were still plenty of appetizers to eat, so I gave them a few boxes that the servers had brought with them and told them to help themselves. They scrounged like animals as I went around the room to make sure that everything else was in order, glancing at the door every few seconds, wishing more than anything that there was something I could do to wipe away Aurora’s pain. She hadn’t come out from her office, and I was worried sick about her but remained focused on the tasks at hand until everyone was gone.

I went to her office door once the gallery was empty. My heart was heavy and racing as I stood outside of her door, my knuckles only inches from the wood. I took a deep breath before knocking.

“Yes?” Aurora sucked in a sharp breath. “What’s wrong?”

“I paid the servers, and everyone has left. The gallery is empty.”

“Oh, thank you, Paul! I don’t know what I would do without you,” Aurora said in a relieved voice, but I knew that she was hurting. “You can go home now. Thank you for everything you did tonight.”

“You’re welcome. It’s no problem,” I said as I lingered outside of the door. My lips parted as I thought to ask Aurora if she was okay, but how could I ask such a silly question when I knew that she was wrecked? Richard had done the unforgiveable, yet I had a feeling that forgiving Richard was exactly what Aurora was planning to do. She deserved so much more.

“Paul?” Aurora asked in a high voice. “Are you still there?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“I told you that you can go home. Why are you still here?”

I placed my hand against the door. “I don’t want to leave you. It isn’t right what he did,” I said before I could stop myself. “You deserve better than that, Aurora.”

I didn’t mean to hurt Aurora, but I heard her begin to sob. I tried to open the door. It was locked, so I banged on it. Aurora yelled at me to leave, even though that was an impossible task to ask. I would do anything for Aurora, but how could she expect me to leave when the only thing I wanted to do was comfort her? I banged on the door again, ignoring Aurora’s pleas for me to leave.

“No! I can’t!”

“I’m your boss, Paul! Listen to me!”

I tried the doorknob again, but it wouldn’t budge. I was about to give up when I remembered that there was a key for Aurora’s door behind my desk. It was a total invasion of privacy, but I had to be with Aurora. I had to hug her. I had to let her know that someone cared about her and saw her for the worthy woman she was, so I raced over to my desk and dug around for the key.

Aurora screamed at me to stop when I slid the key into the lock, but I ignored her cries and pushed open the unlocked door. Aurora was sitting on the floor, mascara running down her face. Her hair was a mess, like she’d spent the past hour pulling at it, and the sight of her like this destroyed me. Aurora was my rock. My warrior.

I dropped to my knees by her side. “I’m sorry for what happened tonight, Aurora. Richard never should have done that.”

Aurora searched my eyes for a moment before throwing her arms around me and falling into a fit of tears. I held her tightly as she cried against my chest. Anger burned within me. I wanted to kill Richard for making Aurora sad like this, but at least I could hold her. At least I could show her that she was more worthy of love, true love, than that scum of a man would ever be.

“Don’t cry, Aurora. Please.” I had one hand on Aurora’s head and the other on her back as I held her. She couldn’t stop trying no matter how many deep breaths she took. “It’s okay. Let it out if you must.”

Aurora wailed.

She screamed.

The sounds leaving her mouth were frightening, but I would hold her for however long she needed. I wouldn’t shy away from her pain when she needed me most, and I would never hurt or humiliate her the way Richard did tonight. I wasn’t sure how long passed before Aurora finally caught her breath, but I held her until she pulled away from me, cursing under her breath as she wiped her eyes.

The warrior goddess I worshipped was slowly returning. She shook her head and tried to hide her face, but I grabbed her by her chin and smiled at her. I could tell that she was a little embarrassed for having cried in front of me, but she had nothing to worry about. She never looked more beautiful than when she relaxed and smiled back at me, showing me with her eyes that everything would be okay.

“I’m sorry for that, Paul. You shouldn’t have to see me like this.”

“Don’t worry about a thing, Aurora. I’m surprised you were able to keep it together in front of everyone.”

Aurora sighed deeply. “Me too. I thought I was going to fall apart when Richard walked through the door with Kristen. That’s her name, by the way. The other woman.” Aurora looked like her old self as she sat across from me. I’d never seen her with makeup running down her face, but her vulnerability was beautiful. She was tough, but even the toughest of us had to shed a few tears.

“How long have you known?” I asked, excluding the fact that I was really Heather, the woman who’d sent Aurora a message with the photos of Richard cheating and the screenshot of Kristen’s profile. I wasn’t quite ready to tell Aurora about my crossdressing, especially not when she was looking at me so tenderly, her eyes red and puffy from the crying. I reached out to wipe away her last tear with my thumb. She grabbed my wrist before I could move away my hand.

“Please don’t tell anyone about this.”

“I won’t,” I promised her.

“What will I do when you leave me?” she asked.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Aurora chuckled. “You’ll have to get a new job eventually. Everyone does. Plus, I’m not even sure how much longer I’ll have this gallery.”

“Why would you say that? You love this gallery.”

“Yeah, but it’s expensive to run.”

“If there’s anything I can do to help, please let me know.” I felt so helpless. I wasn’t a millionaire like Richard. I couldn’t fix Aurora’s problems with money no matter how badly I wished I could. “I’m here for you, Aurora.”

Aurora reached out her hand and cupped the side of my face. “You’re too good to me, Paul. Truly.”

“I wish you could see yourself through my eyes,” I said as my gaze lingered on Aurora’s.

“What would I see?”

“That you’re worth more than a field of gold.”

Aurora said nothing, but I saw a flash behind her eyes. Was I finally getting through to her? Was she finally seeing me as something other than her young assistant? I was only twenty-four, but I’d been on enough dates to know that Aurora was special. She was a woman I could spend my life with if she was willing to have me.

“You’re ridiculous, Paul.”

“The only thing that’s ridiculous is how Richard treats you. If I were lucky enough to have you, I would treat you—”

“Paul, please. You’re my assistant. You can’t speak—”

“Don’t break my heart, Aurora. Not now.”

Aurora folded her lips as I stared at her with pleading eyes. I was on the floor with her, but I would carry her out of that door in my arms if she would let me. I would do whatever she wanted. Couldn’t she see that? Didn’t that mean anything? I would work another job to help her pay the rent for this gallery if I was hers. We would do whatever was necessary to make her dreams a reality without that toxic man’s money. That had to be why she put up with him.

“You know it would never work,” she said.

“Why? Because I’m poor? Because I’m young? Why won’t it work, Aurora? Why?”

I was losing control of myself, but I had to have this woman. She was who I thought about when I woke up in the morning and who was on my mind when I went to bed at night, and if she couldn’t see that I was the man for her then I would have to quit and move across the country because there was no way that I could live in the same city as her without stalking her every waking moment of every day.

“Paul, please. You know that I care about you deeply, but we can’t have anything romantic.”

“Give me a reason why not,” I insisted.

“Pick one, Paul! I’m your boss, you’re fifteen years younger than me, and I have a boyfriend.”

“A boyfriend who cheated on you in front of everyone, Aurora!”

“Don’t you dare say that!” she screamed and pointed her finger in my face, but she crumbled just as quickly. I wrapped my arms around her. She pushed against my chest. “No! Leave me alone!” She pushed and pushed, but I didn’t stop holding her until her body gave out and relaxed against mine.

I reached down to lift Aurora’s chin and tilt her lips toward mine, unable to resist the urge I felt to steal a kiss. I needed her to get a taste of what we could have if only she was willing to jump over the cliff with me to take a chance. Aurora pushed on my chest as my lips first pressed against hers, but she quickly relaxed as the fireworks exploded between us.

Aurora moaned into my mouth and deepened the kiss. I placed my hands on the small of her back and pulled her onto my lap. She wrapped her legs around my waist as I slid my fingers into her hair and deepened the kiss even further. Our lips were a wet mess, but I didn’t care as my hard dick stretched my panties.

“I need you, Aurora,” I said as we broke our kiss. My hands were deep in her hair, and Aurora was looking at me with lust in her eyes, and I knew that she wanted me. I would scream her name to the heavens as she slid her pussy down my dick, but I wanted more than sex.

“Take me,” she said.

“On a date?”

“What?”

“Can I take you on a date?”

Aurora pinched her eyes shut and rubbed the bridge of her nose as she climbed off me. Her phone rang as I waited for her answer, yet she said nothing as she stared at her cell phone.

“Is everything okay?”

“You should leave. I’ll see you Monday morning.”

“Are you sure? I—”

“Please, Paul. I’m already confused enough as it is.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll leave.”

I picked myself up from the floor and walked over to the door. Aurora had her back turned toward me as I stared at her, wishing that I had just fucked her while I had the chance, but I wouldn’t stop fighting for that date. I wouldn’t stop trying to prove to Aurora that I was the best man for her.

“Bye.”

Aurora said nothing.


CHAPTER 7

Aurora

Richard told me to go to his place after I left the gallery, but he’d lost his mind if he thought that I was about to spend the night with him and Kristen. I didn’t care what Richard did in his own time, but I was exhausted and simply wanted to go home, especially after that confusing kiss with my assistant Paul. I honestly felt like my world was upside-down, and I didn’t know my left from my right, and then Richard called me right after that kiss with Paul. The only thing I could think to do was ignore him and call back in the morning.

The first thing I did when I walked into my townhouse was kick off the sandals I’d slipped into for my drive and head to the shower. I stood with my back to the mirror as I unzipped my black dress and let it pool around my feet. I stepped out of it and kicked it to the side before taking off my undergarments, exhausted from the day.

Thoughts of Richard standing next to that tramp Kirsten flashed through my mind, but as angry as I wanted to be at Kristen, I knew that Richard was the real problem. He had some nerve showing up at my party with a woman on his arm when literally every single person at that event knew that we were a couple.

What they must think of me!

Thoughts of all the conversations those people must have had on their drives home made me sick to my stomach. They probably said a million bad things about me while letting Richard off the hook for his atrocious behavior. I didn’t care if he saw other women, I truly didn’t, but to do it at my gallery?

I fell to my knees in the shower and cried. I hated myself for every tear that I shed over that man, but he was tearing my heart into shreds. He was making me a weaker version of the woman I thought myself to be, yet I was hooked to Richard like a drug. I had no choice but to let him walk all over me.

Bastard probably got off on it.

Fucking hell.

I picked myself up from the shower floor and washed myself clean. My eyes were burning as I stepped out of the shower to wrap a towel around my body, and as badly as I wanted to stop, I couldn’t. I was crying like a baby, feeling more worthless than at potentially any other point in my life.

Paul lifted my spirits when he came to give me a hug, but then the kiss confused everything. My brain was fried. I dried myself off and slipped into a nightgown without a bra or panties, completely drained and in desperate need of some wine. I went to the kitchen to pour myself a glass before plopping onto the couch to turn on a show that would make me feel a touch better about my life and this predicament that I found myself in.

I was smiling and laughing and completely transfixed by the show when there was a knock on my front door. It was nearly the middle of the night, and I couldn’t imagine who was on the other side. My heart raced as I tried to pretend like I wasn’t home, but then my phone started ringing, and Richard’s name flashed across the screen.

There was another knock.

“Aurora! Open the door!”

Richard’s voice.

I cursed under my breath as I stood from the couch. I was not dressed to answer the door, but what in the world was this man thinking coming over to my house in the middle of the night? I had half a mind to call the police, but they were probably eating out of his hands like everyone else in this town.

“What do you want?” I asked without opening the door. All life drained out of me when I heard the faint sounds of feminine laughter, my suspicions confirmed when I glanced into the peephole. Kristen was hanging off Richard’s arm and drunk from the looks of it, and here I was in my slip dress without any underwear.

“Open the door! We need to talk! Do you know how stupid we look standing out here?”

“I’m not dressed to answer the door,” I shot back. “What do you want, Richard? You shouldn’t have come here at this hour.”

Richard banged on the door. “I told you to come to my house. It’s your fault that I’m here. I wouldn’t have had to come chase you down if you had just done what I said.”

“Yeah!” Kristen echoed.

“Don’t gaslight me! You came here on your own volition.”

“Open the door!” Richard banged his fist against the wood. He wasn’t slurring his words, but I was positive that he was just as drunk as Kristen, and there was no way that I was letting him into my place. “Don’t make me kick this door down.”

“He’ll do it!” Kristen hollered. “You can’t keep us standing out here, bitch! You should be honored that I even agreed to Richard’s plan.”

“Shut up!” Richard hollered at her.

I stared at the door with horror in my eyes as I held a hand against my chest. Richard and Kristen were sounding increasingly deranged as they went back and forth with each other. I stepped away from the door, glancing around my room as I thought about what to do. I didn’t want to spend money on a hotel, but at least Richard wouldn’t be able to find me if I went to one.

I raced to my room to slip on jeans and a pair of canvas shoes that were sitting on the floor of my closet. I grabbed the first big purse that I saw and stuffed some clothes into it, not even bothering to take off my slip dress or put on a bra. I didn’t have time. Richard was banging on the door, and they were only getting louder. It wouldn’t be long before one of my neighbors called the police, but my plan was not to be home when they arrived.

I tiptoed down the stairs and turned off the TV. I left on the light, worried that I would tip off Richard and Kristen if I turned them off, and then I slipped out of the back door. I kept my head low and stayed out of the light as I made my way to my car. Richard and Kristen were still yelling at each other and at me, but I wasn’t inside of my townhouse anymore.

I slid into my car, hoping that they wouldn’t think anything of it when I started the engine. Fear filled me as the car purred, but Richard and Kristen didn’t look in my direction as I put the car into reverse and got out of my complex as quickly as I could. My heart didn’t stop pounding until I was a few miles from the scene. My phone rang as I was driving. It was none other than Richard, and I figured that I was far enough away to answer.

“Where are you?” he screamed.

“I left,” I said, feeling victorious, even though we both knew that Richard had a much bigger deck of cards to play. “You won’t find me. Not tonight.”

“Why can’t you just give me what I want like a good girl? You’re supposed to be my girlfriend, and this is how you treat me?”

“Give him what he wants, Aurora!” Kristen screamed in the background. Richard cursed at her to be quiet, but I could only imagine that he loved Kristen’s devotion. Did I mention that I hated her more by the second?

“Look, Aurora, I’m not a conventional man. You knew that when we started dating, and I expect you to give me what I want. Didn’t I make it obvious enough?”

“He made it pretty obvious, girl!”

“Do you have me on speaker or something?”

“Yeah, I’m driving, and Kristen’s right. We made it obvious what we had planned at several different points in the night.”

“Mmhm,” she said in the background.

What I would give to reach through the car and grab Kristen by the neck! It was weird, but I got a strong urge to cuddle up in Paul’s arms at that moment. He was so sweet to me when we were on the floor of my office. I couldn’t remember the last time someone had made me feel so loved. I needed more of that in my life to combat against this toxic darkness that Richard was putting me through.

“Did the cops show up?” I asked to change the subject.

“We were leaving right when they did, but you know that the police don’t mess with me,” Richard said with a laugh.

“He’s invincible, baby!”

“Have a good night, Richard.”

I was reaching to end the call when he yelled at me to stop. “You disrespected me tonight, Aurora. You need to understand that there’ll be consequences.”

“Consequences, girl! You messed up!”

My fingers tightened around the steering wheel. I didn’t know how much further I could tumble when I already felt like I was lying under a mountain of rocks. Richard tore me apart tonight, and he didn’t even have the decency to silence his girl after he’d humiliated me in front of all his friends.

“Punish me then,” I screamed and ended the call. My eyes burned as I tried to hold back the tears. A minute passed before the first tear rolled down my cheek and then the second. I had to pull off the road to buy gas while I gathered myself. Richard called a few times, but I ignored him and turned off my phone the second I got to a hotel on the opposite side of the city from where we lived.


CHAPTER 8

Paul

Aurora closed the gallery for a week! A week without her was the longest I’d gone ever since she hired me to work for her, and it was easily one of the most depressing weeks I’d ever lived. It didn’t help that she’d been in shambles the last time I saw her. I couldn’t stop obsessing over how she was, and as hard as I tried, I couldn’t stay away from her place.

I sat in the parking lot of her complex and stared at Aurora’s door as I went back and forth about knocking to see if she was okay. I nearly got out of my car when my phone rang. I picked it up from the center console and answered the call.

“Hey, Aurora! How are you?”

“I’ve been better,” she said. “How about you?”

“It’s weird not working, but I’m okay.”

“Don’t worry about pay. I’ll make sure that you get paid for this week. It wouldn’t be right for me not to pay you.”

“You don’t need to worry about that,” I said as I stared at Aurora’s townhouse from my car. I’d spent the past couple days out here staring at her door. She never seemed to notice me, or at least I hoped she didn’t, but I would simply confess the truth if she ever caught me.

I was truly, madly in love with her.

“You’re too kind, Paul. You shouldn’t be so trusting of people.”

“I’m not. You’re the only person I trust explicitly.”

“Why?”

“You’re an amazing, woman, Aurora. A fighter. A survivor. Or have I been mistaken?” I asked and turned to focus on the leaves dancing in a breeze. Aurora said nothing as I waited for her to answer my question, but I was patient. I would wait as long as it took Aurora to see herself how I saw her.

“I used to be, but I’m not sure that I’m that same woman anymore.”

“How could you say that? You’re as strong as the day I met you if not more so.”

“You’re so sweet, Paul. Whichever woman you end up with will be lucky to have you.”

“Why do you talk like that when we both know that you’re the woman for me?” I asked. I was tired of holding back when I needed Aurora. Richard fucked up, and it was my chance to claim the woman he tossed aside like trash.

“How long have you felt that way?” she asked.

“Long enough.”

“Since before you started working for me?”

“No, but it didn’t take long for me to fall in love once I started.”

“You’re insane,” she said.

“Maybe I am, but you’re all I’ve been thinking about this week, Aurora. You’re the woman I want, and I would love for you to stop seeing me as someone who is too young or that it’s wrong because you’re my boss. Forget all of those things and give me a chance.”

“You make a convincing argument, but I’m not in a place to be dating anybody right now. That kiss we had. It was… special, but you have to understand that I’m too fragile right now after everything that happened with Richard at the party.”

“I get it, but like you said, that kiss was special. It meant something, and Richard was wrong for what he did. When was the last time you even loved him?”

“I don’t know,” Aurora said with a sigh. “I loved him, but I definitely stopped loving him when he showed up at the party with Kristen on his arm. I don’t even know how I’m supposed to show my face around the neighborhood anymore.”

“You could start by having dinner with me,” I said.

“You’re rather persistent, aren’t you?”

“I’ll do anything to have you, Aurora, and the sooner that you see that the better.”

“Oh, I see it just fine,” Aurora said at the very same moment she opened the blinds to the window facing the parking lot. I cursed as I dipped low in my car, but the damage was already done. I burned with embarrassment as I held the phone to my ear. “Aren’t you going to come inside?”

“Does that mean we can go on a date?” I asked.

“I have to get ready first, but there’s no point in you sitting out in the parking lot while I do.”

“How long have you known?”

“I saw you like three minutes ago… why?”

“No reason,” I said and cleared my throat. “Should I come inside?”

“Yes! Do you want to go on this date or not?”

“I do! I’m coming!” I ended the call and threw open my car door, smiling like a fool as I slammed it shut behind me and ran across the parking lot to Aurora’s door. People could judge me for being excited if they wanted, but Aurora was finally giving me a chance. I was over the moon, dancing among the stars, shaking my hips like there was no tomorrow.

Aurora held the door open with a devilish look on her face. She shook her head as I stood on the other side of the door. I couldn’t stop smiling. I held open my arms, letting her come to me, kissing her deeply when she finally did.

“We shouldn’t do this.”

“Shut up. We’re doing this,” I said and went back to kissing her.


CHAPTER 9

Aurora

I didn’t know what to make of Paul’s advances, but I was tingly all over as I went to my bedroom to change. I picked out a blue sundress and a pair of yellow flats. It was one of my favorite combos for the summer. Paul and I were going to have a picnic in the park, and I couldn’t wait to sit out in the sun while we munched on cheese and crackers.

The truth was that I had gone back to counting every dime ever since Richard promised to make me pay. My day of reckoning was coming. It was only a matter of time, and the smartest thing I could do was prepare. No more burying my head in the sand. I had to face the fact that I’d spent the last few years letting an asshole control my life.

I sighed as I checked myself out in the mirror one last time and returned to the main floor where Paul was waiting for me on the couch. He told me that I looked stunning. I told him to stop as I sat in his lap, wrapping my arms around the back of his neck.

“Doesn’t this feel wrong? Even a little bit?” I asked.

“Not at all,” he said.

“I still don’t know what you see in me.”

“A woman more beautiful than the sunset.”

“Keep saying stuff like that, and I’ll never let you leave.”

“Tie me up and make me your servant.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I asked.

“More than you know.”

I got a little wet between the thighs as I stared at Paul, wondering how this twenty-four-year-old man could have so much soul. He was so sure that he wanted me, and I wanted to believe him, but my heart was still numb from what Richard had done. The memories of that night would burn forever in my mind.

“Should we hit the grocery store?”

“I’m ready if you are,” said Paul.

“Are you driving?”

“Sure.”

I got up from Paul’s lap and went over to the door to open it for him. He stepped outside first. I locked the door behind us, and then we were on our way to the grocery store. I kept looking over at Paul as he drove, seeing him in a new light. He was no longer just my assistant but also a man who could make me feel a certain kind of way. I swallowed my burgeoning feelings for Paul as we walked through the grocery store together and picked out some snacks for our picnic. We didn’t buy anything fancy. Paul was just as broke as I was going to be, but maybe it wouldn’t be the end of the world if we were poor together.

“It’s such a lovely day, isn’t it?” I asked when we got to the park and were walking out to the vacant field with our purchases. “I’m surprised there aren’t more people here.”

“Me too, but I’m happy to have the place to ourselves,” Paul said and pushed his shoulder against mine as we walked. The simple touch made me tingle all over. I couldn’t remember the last time that Richard made me feel the way that Paul currently was, and I missed that feeling of being a girl enamored.

“It does feel nice,” I said as we found a place under a tree. We’d brought a blanket along with us and spread it out across the grass. Paul dumped out everything we’d bought at the grocery store. We sat across from each other, and the tension was thicker than I’d ever expected. How had I never noticed that Paul was this smitten with me? Was I so caught up in my own life that I’d been completely oblivious to this man who seemed to worship the ground where I walked?

“I’m glad you decided to give me a chance,” Paul said and scooted a little closer. “I’ve been dreaming of this day for a long time.”

“You keep saying that.”

“When will you start believing it?”

“That’s a good question,” I said with a laugh as my fingers crept a bit closer to Paul’s. A beautiful warmth flooded my body as I let my fingers touch his. Our eyes met, and it no longer mattered to me that Paul was fifteen years my junior. I wanted this man who looked at me like I was worth more than a truckload of diamonds. What other man would come along to make me feel priceless like Paul did?

Certainly not Richard.

“Will you believe it if I kiss you?”

“Maybe,” I said in a breath as our faces moved closer together. My fingers were entwined with Paul’s, and I couldn’t stop the kiss even if I wanted. His lips pressed against mine, and my entire body was flooded with a desire stronger than any I’d felt in ages. I moaned into Paul’s mouth as the inhibitions I once felt faded into the background. His hands moved to the back of my head, and he held me as he kissed me even deeper than the last time our lips touched, and I would have taken him right there if we weren’t in the middle of a park.

“Your lips taste so good,” Paul said when our kiss broke.

“Not as good as yours,” I said.

“I wonder what else of yours tastes good,” Paul said as his fingertips brushed against my thigh. I moaned lightly as his fingers moved closer and closer to my womanhood, making me wetter by the second. I couldn’t remember the last time that Richard had made me feel this way, and I honestly didn’t care if I was going to be poor if it meant having a man as dedicated to me as Paul clearly was.

I gasped as my back arched. Paul’s touch had my petals spreading like a flower in morning light. I wouldn’t stop him from taking me right there, but neither of us wanted to end up in jail, so we had to settle for sweet kisses. Ones that were better than perhaps any I’d ever had.

“Yes!” I moaned as Paul held me with his fingers in my hair. His lips on my neck. His other hand on my thigh, so close to my pussy I was sure he could feel the heat radiating off it. “Take me!”

“I can’t. Not yet.”

I groaned. It was the second time that Paul got me this close and denied my request. All I wanted was for him to touch me. Finger me. Rub my clit. Do something to release this tension that had a lock on my body. I was desperate, yet Paul was steadfast about stopping before we got too far, and when I looked into his eyes, I saw a seriousness that killed the buzz bouncing around within me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“There’s something you need to know about me before we do anything.”

“What?”

Panic filled me as I imagined the many things that Paul could tell me to ruin this moment we were having, but I wasn’t expecting what he had to say. I wasn’t prepared for the bomb that he was about to detonate at my feet.

“It’s hard for me to say. Most girls haven’t taken too kindly to it.”

“I’m not a size queen.”

Paul chuckled. “It’s not that. Honestly, my dating life would probably be easier if that were the issue, but my cock is actually a bit bigger than average.”

“Do tell,” I said as I mindlessly twisted strands of hair around my finger. “Are you going to let me see it?”

“Maybe, but there’s something else you need to know first.”

“What is it? You’re scaring me.”

Paul breathed in and out. He looked every which way except at me, so I grabbed him by the chin and moved his face toward mine until we were looking at each other. Whatever was on his mind, he had to tell me. We couldn’t have secrets from each other. After Richard, I wanted a man who could be honest and trustworthy. A man like Paul, or so I thought, but he was throwing my entire perception of him into doubt as he sat there silently.

“Paul!”

“Sorry, it’s just that I’m terrified to lose you after tasting those lips. A lot of girls dump me the second they find out the truth. Not all of them, but enough that I always get nervous.”

“Do you have a third nipple or something? I’m not that superficial.”

“Yeah, we’ll see about that.”

“Tell me, Paul! You’re scaring me,” I said and moved a touch away from him. It was an involuntary movement. I wanted to be in Paul’s arms, but I was beginning to think that I wasn’t prepared for what he was going to tell me, and I was right.

“I’m a crossdresser, Aurora.”

I blinked.

Silence.

“I knew it,” Paul said in an aggravated voice. “I fucking knew it!”

I jumped when Paul slammed his fists against the ground. I wanted to reach out to comfort him, but then I remembered what he’d just told me, and I was more confused than anything. This man sitting next to me still meant the world to me, but what was I to do with this information? How was I supposed to react?

“Please, Paul. Give me a second.”

“You’re just like the rest of them. A judgmental bitch.”

“Paul! Please don’t call me a bitch.”

“No! I’m tired of being treated like I have the problem when it’s you girls who have the problem. I’m a man, and I like women, but I also like feeling like a woman. I like dresses and skirts and heels and lingerie. Maybe it’s weird, but I like feeling as glamorous as a woman on the red carpet, and I’m so tired of women who judge me for these desires I truly can’t control.”

“Paul, I didn’t—”

Paul’s eyes were red as he rubbed them with his fists. I wanted to comfort him so badly, but my mind and preconceived notions were telling me that I needed a man who didn’t crossdress. They were telling me that I needed an ‘alpha’ more like Richard, but where had those silly thoughts gotten me before? I had a man here who looked at me like gold, and I couldn’t even accept something as simple as him wearing women’s clothing.

I reached out for Paul, but he pushed away my hand and stood. He walked away from me. I watched him as I sat on the picnic blanket, unsure what to do. How could I help this distressed man who held a special place in my heart? When I took a second to think about it, I didn’t care about the crossdressing. It was a shock more than anything.

“Paul, come back to me!”

“No,” he said. “I should have known.”

I stood from the blanket and walked over to Paul. I placed my hands on his shoulders. He tried to shake them off, but I wouldn’t let him. I rubbed his back and held him from behind, giving him the same love that he’d given me when I was a mess on my office floor. Paul needed me right now. He needed to know that I could work past this and give him a chance. It was the least I could do to have a man who looked at me the way Paul did.

“I was only shocked for a second, but it’s not the end of the world. I promise.”

“Yeah, but you won’t like what else I have to tell you,” Paul said as he stared into the distance.

“What is it?”

Paul’s shoulders slumped as a sigh left his lips. I hated seeing him like this, and I hated myself even more for not embracing him right away when I had the chance. Paul relaxed and was letting me touch him, but he was still much tenser than he’d been when we arrived at the park. I would have given anything to go back to where we were just a few moments ago.

“Paul, please talk to me. I’m sorry for reacting the way that I did, but it was a surprise. You have to understand that.”

“Yeah, but if that surprised you, I don’t know if I can stomach how you’ll react to the rest of what I have to say. I care about you a lot, Aurora, and my biggest fear is losing you before I even get to have you, but I don’t want to start this relationship by lying to you.”

“I don’t want you to do that either.”

Paul sighed as he continued staring ahead, and when he finally turned to look at me, the puffy redness of his eyes broke my heart. I hated seeing him upset like this, but I would do anything in my power to make him feel better if he would just tell me what was on his mind.

“Fuck,” Paul cursed and pinched his forehead.

“Don’t hide. I want to see all of you, Paul. If we’re going to give this a shot, we have to be honest to each other,” I said, even though I hadn’t yet told Paul that Richard was coming for me. It was only a matter of time before he raised my rent and pushed me out of my gallery space, but today was about Paul. I had to make sure that he knew he could trust me with his feelings before I burdened him with more bad news.

“I’m Heather.”

“Heather?”

Paul nodded, not giving me anything else, and it took a second before I remembered the name of that woman who’d messaged me with the photos of Richard and Kristen and the screenshot of Kristen’s social media page. My hands slid from Paul’s shoulders when the realization hit me that Paul was Heather.

“You sent me that message?”

Paul nodded. “I took those pictures of Richard and Kristen when I saw them across the street from the post office. I’d already seen Richard treat you terribly on other occasions, and I just couldn’t stomach it anymore. I had to tell you, but I didn’t want you to hate me, so I got dressed as Heather, snapped a few photos, and made her a social media account to send you that message.”

“You did all of that to warn me about Richard?”

“I would do a lot more than that, Aurora. I would spend my life protecting you if you gave me the chance.”

“Oh, Paul,” I said and fell into his arms, so relieved when he accepted me and wrapped his arms around my back to hold me against his body. He was so warm and soft and everything that I needed. If this man was willing to go to the extreme for me, I would be lucky to have him, and his dresses and heels wouldn’t stop me.

“Can you forgive me?” he asked.

“You’re already forgiven if you can forgive me.”

“I can. No doubt in my mind.”

I moaned lightly as Paul reached under my chin and lifted it to make my eyes meet his. He pushed his hand against the side of my face and into my hair before pressing his lips against mine. I collapsed against him as we kissed. My body fit perfectly against his. I never wanted Paul to let me go, but our date ended shortly after that kiss. He had somewhere to be, and I had work to do myself. I’d closed the gallery for a week, but I couldn’t keep ignoring the truth.

My gallery was closing whether I liked it or not unless I gave in to Richard’s demands, but there was no way I would degrade myself when I had a man like Paul willing to lift me toward the heavens. I couldn’t wait to get to know Paul as more than my employee, and part of me was happy that I could finally get out of these shackles I found myself in. The journey would be long and difficult, but I’d already taken the first step, and there was zero chance of me looking back from where I’d come.


CHAPTER 10

Aurora

Paul and I were working around the gallery. It was normal for us to have a lot of empty walls after a show if we sold many of the paintings like we had at the last party, so I was doing my best to act like nothing wrong was happening. I had a feeling Paul could see through my charade, but I had to stay strong for him as much as myself. I worried if I thought too deeply about my dreams crumbling around me, I wouldn’t be able to pick myself up from the office floor the next time I broke down crying.

“Should I list the paintings online that didn’t sell?”

“Yeah, you can do that,” I said.

Paul nodded and walked away from my office as I returned to reviewing the bank account. Most of the artists had cashed their checks from the event, but there were still two who hadn’t, so I picked up the phone to call them. I normally wouldn’t bother unless the checks were getting close to the expiration date, but I wouldn’t be in business much longer, so I wanted to settle every debt before the doors closed.

The artists answered and were kind, telling me that they would run to the bank as soon as they could, but I heard faint concern in their voices. I didn’t want to admit to anyone that my gallery was closing since I hadn’t heard anything official from Richard, but then he walked through the door.

“Is Aurora here?” I heard him ask Paul.

“I’m right here,” I said as I stepped out of my office and leaned against the doorframe. Paul shot me a look of concern, but he had no reason to worry. I was beyond over Richard after his behavior that night of the party, and I was truly excited to see what could happen between Paul and me.

“It’s emptied out in here since the party,” Richard said as he stepped forward, his shoulders high like he owned the place. His alpha male charm used to turn me on when we first started dating, but that attraction had faded. My heart now belonged to a man who would treat me right. One who would love me like I deserved.

“That’s what happens when we sell a lot of paintings,” I said with my arms crossed over my chest.

“Don’t look so cold, Aurora. It doesn’t suit you.”

Paul was snarling when I glanced in his direction. Richard had his back to him and couldn’t see the venomous look on Paul’s face. I didn’t want Paul doing anything that he would regret, so I invited Richard into my office. I could guess what he’d come here to say, and I was prepared to hear it.

“Do you remember when we—”

“Save it, Richard.”

“When did you become such a shrill prude? We used to have so much fun. Maybe if you hadn’t become so boring I wouldn’t have had to find Kristen. That girl is something else. I swear.”

I ignored the fact that Richard was throwing blame on me for something that wasn’t remotely my fault. He could say what he wanted, but each day that I no longer felt under his thumb was a day I got stronger, and I wasn’t going back to being Richard’s prisoner.

“Nothing to say?”

“What do you want me to say, Richard?”

“I don’t know, but I’m not liking this coldness that I feel coming off you. It’s like I’m in the Artic.”

“What did you come here to say? I don’t have all day.”

“It’s going to be like that?”

“Richard!” I screamed and slammed my hand on the desk. He didn’t even jump. The bastard smirked. He only wanted to get me worked up. I was trying my best to hold it together, but this man was acting like he’d done nothing wrong and kept trying to make me feel guilty for his reckless behavior. I hated him so much I could feel the tears burning in my eyes, but I refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing me cry. “You betrayed me.”

“I’m a man with needs. Are you going to blame me for having needs, Aurora?”

“You showed up to a party that I was hosting with another woman! Are you stupid, or do you really not understand how that looks? Then you had the nerve to show up at my house with her! I mean, what do you want, Richard? Just fucking tell me! Whatever we had before is over, and I just want to move on from you and this gallery.”

Richard looked pained as he watched me collapse into my chair, but what else could I say? I was done with him, this gallery, his cheap rent, all of it. I only wanted my life back and to move on from this nightmare that I’d been pretending was a fantasy.

“You’re leaving the gallery?” he asked stupidly.

“Yes, isn’t that why you came here? Aren’t you going to raise my rent? Hold the fact that you own this building over my head? Well, guess what, Richard? It’s not going to work. I’m leaving at the end of the month.”

“That’s… that’s…”

“Yes, it is.”

Richard dropped his head, looking defeated. He wanted me on my knees to beg him for another chance, but I wasn’t that girl. I’d never been that girl, and Paul made me wake up from whatever spell Richard had cast on me. I was a warrior. I was strong. Richard could take this gallery and shove it up his ass.

“I’m sorry.”

“Doubtful, Richard. You’re a narcissistic asshole who thinks he can get whatever he wants, manipulate whoever he wants, and never have to deal with the consequences. Thank goodness I got my rent discount in writing, or you would probably try to sue me for backpay.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“Yes, you would.”

“I can’t believe that’s what you think of me, Aurora. You don’t even know what I was going to say. You’re just jumping to conclusions! You have no right to accuse me of something I never said.”

“Richard, please. What’s in that folder?” I asked and pointed to the folder that he’d been holding since he entered the gallery. I jumped across the desk and snatched the folder from him before he could hide it. I opened it, and what did I find? A letter telling me that he was canceling the rent discount effective immediately. “Get out of my office, Richard.”

Richard gasped when the folder hit him in the face. We were already halfway moved out of the gallery, and maybe I would never have another gallery again, but at least I would be free. At least I wouldn’t be under the hold of a sick, deranged man.

“Now!”

“Aurora, please. Give me a chance to explain.”

“You don’t have to explain anything, Richard. Whatever we had is over. That’s as clear as day.”

“Aurora…”

I spun my chair away from Richard, unable to look at him for another second. He sat there for a minute or two, but my willpower was strong. He got up and left eventually, and when I heard that front door close, I felt like I could finally breathe.

“Paul, let’s take a break and go out for a drink!” I called fifteen minutes after Richard left.

“Okay,” he said brightly and grabbed his keys.


CHAPTER 11

Aurora

“I want to see what you look like as Heather.”

“What?” Paul asked as I clung to him. We were three drinks in, and I couldn’t keep my hands off him. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was the fact that I felt free for the first time in over a year, but I needed Paul, and I wanted to see what Paul was like as Heather.

“Come on, show me. Don’t you have a picture?”

“I… uh…”

“You do!” I hollered.

“Aurora, please. Keep it down.”

I made an apologetic sound and covered my mouth, but I was tipsy and couldn’t stop smiling no matter how hard I tried. Paul held me as I clung to him, and there was a strong chance that I was being annoying, but Paul acted like it was no big deal.

“Show me the pictures,” I said in a much softer voice. “I want to see them!”

“I don’t have any.”

“You’re lying!”

“Aurora, what did I just say?”

I softened my voice and repeated myself. Paul had pictures of himself dressed as Heather on his phone, and I wanted to see them! I also wanted to see any other pictures that he might have, specifically the ones where he wasn’t wearing any clothes. I was a horny mess, and the alcohol only intensified my desires.

“I don’t want to. Not here.”

“Why not? Nobody is paying attention to us.”

Paul groaned as I held my arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. I dropped one hand after a moment, unable to resist the urge to run my fingers up the inside of his thigh like he did to me at the park. His body stiffened at my touch, and a little moan escaped his lips when I brushed the back of my hand against his bulge.

“What are you doing?” he asked in a tight voice.

“I need you, Paul.”

Paul purred lightly, glancing around to make sure nobody heard, but people were too caught up in their own worlds to notice us. He relaxed a little, letting me rub the outline of his thickened cock. I would give anything to drop between his spread legs and slide his cock into my mouth, but even more than that, I wanted to make sure that I could handle seeing him as Heather. I straightened up and withdrew my touch. Paul shot me a look.

“What? Now that you’re comfortable you don’t want me to stop?”

“No,” he said and chuckled. “Keep going.”

“Show me a picture of you as Heather.”

“What if I showed you how I become her?”

“You’d be willing to do that?” I asked excitedly. “I would love to see you become her.”

“Really? Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” I said as Paul’s eyes searched mine. “Please. It would mean a lot to me if you did.”

“Should we head back to my place?”

I nodded.

“Awesome,” he said and waved the server down for the bill. It was more than either of us wanted to spend judging by how slowly we moved to check the price of our adventure. We probably wouldn’t be able to go out a lot while I got back on my feet and Paul found a new job, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t have fun in the meantime.

***

“Don’t look at me,” Paul said as we lounged around in his apartment. He’d taken off his shirt after we talked and sipped some water and flipped through photos of him dressed as Heather on his phone. “I’ve never had someone watch me while I get ready.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” I said.

“It’s uncomfortable,” he insisted.

“Why?

Paul shrugged, but I wanted him to give me a good reason why I couldn’t watch him. If we were going to last as a couple, we had to trust each other. It meant a lot to me that he had come clean about sending me those photos, but I had to know that he was comfortable being himself around me.

“I don’t mind if you get dressed in front of me. You could always go in the bathroom too. No offense, but there’s not exactly a lot of room here,” I said and looked around the small apartment.

Paul smirked when he looked over his shoulder at me. Seeing his shirtless back turned me on. I was still on edge from rubbing the outline of his cock back at the bar, but it was important that he showed me who he was as Heather before we did anything. The fear that I couldn’t handle it was heavy in the pits of my stomach.

“What will you wear tonight?”

“I have a few options.”

“How long have you been crossdressing?”

“A few years,” Paul said. His apartment was technically a one-bedroom, but there wasn’t a door to his bedroom, so it felt more like a studio than anything. I could see him standing in his bedroom from the couch. He tossed his shirt into the corner and stepped over to the closet. “Would you like to see my collection?”

“Sure!”

I always loved a good closet, and Paul’s did not disappoint! He had much more than I ever expected. There were at least a dozen different heels lined across the floor, dresses, skirts, blouses, sexy T-shirts, and so much more. I flipped through his women’s clothing, honestly wishing that I had a few of the pieces for myself.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“I’m a little jealous!”

Paul chuckled. “Do you see anything that you’d like me to wear?”

“Are you saying you’ll let me pick out your outfit?”

“Sure, it won’t take me long to get ready once you do.”

“I have to ask.”

“What?”

“Do you shave your legs?”

“I do… most of the time,” he said with a laugh. “Sometimes there just isn’t enough time in the day.”

“Tell me about it.” I chuckled and went back to flipping through all of Paul’s choices! “Hmm, what should we pick out for you to wear?”

“Whatever you want, Aurora. I’m your doll for the night.”

“What about this white dress with lace trim?”

“That’s a favorite of mine,” he said.

“I bet it makes you look angelic,” I said.

“I call her the innocent virgin,” he said with a laugh.

I laughed with Paul and fell against his body, no longer feeling worried about this crossdressing stuff. The dress in my hands was sexy, and I was confident that Paul could make himself look cute in it. I was happy as long as he gave me my kisses.

“How long does it take you to get ready?” I asked after he gave me a few kisses. “I wouldn’t mind watching.”

“Yeah? You want to watch?”

I nodded as our faces were centimeters apart from each other. Paul held me by the small of my back, pressing the outline of his bulge into me, robbing me of my ability to think of anything other than his manhood and how amazing it would feel sliding around inside of me. Heather or not, I needed that dick.

“Which shoes should I wear?” Paul asked.

“The white pumps! Duh!”

“You don’t want me to wear the white platforms?”

“Those don’t really scream innocent virgin, do they?” I asked with a laugh.

“No, they’re more like virgin stripper, but I like being that girl too.”

“Would you give me a lap dance?”

“Only if you have dollar bills to stuff in my bra.”

I hooted with laughter and kicked my legs as I lay on Paul’s bed, waiting for him to transform himself into Heather. I couldn’t wait to meet her, but Paul was taking his sweet time. I yelled at him to hurry and that the evening wasn’t getting any younger, so he raced off to his bathroom with everything that he needed to become his girly half.

“I’m almost ready!” Paul called from the bathroom about twenty-five minutes later. I was lying on his couch scrolling through my phone to read the latest gossip. “Are you?”

“Yes!” I called back. “Reveal yourself!”

“I don’t want to lose you, Aurora. We don’t have to do this if you don’t want. Maybe we can—”

“Come out of the bathroom! Are you dressed?”

“Yes, I’m ready.”

“Don’t be nervous, Heather. I’m excited to meet you.”

“Even if I talk like this?” Paul asked in a voice that would easily be mistaken for a woman. I couldn’t believe how different it was from his normal voice. How practiced and poised it sounded.

“Yes, I love your voice, Heather. It’s beautiful like the rest of you.”

“You’re just saying that,” Heather said from behind the closed door. Her voice was laced with concern, but what did she have to worry when I was already thinking of her as a girl?

“I’m not. I promise.”

Heather sighed from behind the closed door, but I saw the knob moving a moment later. My heart clenched in my chest as I waited for Heather to open the door and reveal herself. I couldn’t remember the last time that I’d been so excited. I sat on the edge of the couch as the door slowly opened. The first thing that I saw was her white pump. Then her smooth, creamy leg. It was only a moment later that the door opened completely, revealing my stunning, gorgeous woman.

“Heather,” I said in a breath.

“Don’t tell me you hate it.”

“I love it!” I hopped up from the couch to run over to her. I gave her the tightest hug I could, not releasing her until she was gasping and telling me that she couldn’t breathe, but I had to do everything I could to let this woman know she meant the world to me. Nobody treated me better than her. “You look stunning.”

“Really?” Heather asked and took a step away from me to twirl in a circle. She had boobs and long hair and a gorgeous face of makeup. I didn’t know how she’d done it, but she looked like a completely different person from Paul. “Do you mean it?”

“One hundred percent,” I said and pulled Heather back into my arms. “I don’t know how you did it, but I love the results.”

“Promise?”

I nodded as I stared into Heather’s eyes. Paul’s eyes. The eyes of the person with whom I wanted to spend my foreseeable future. I didn’t know how I was able to ignore the truth of our destiny for so long, but I was thankful to Richard for ruining what he had, releasing me from the darkness of the caves where he once held me hostage.

“Can I be honest with you?”

“About what?”

“You showed me this part of you, and I appreciate that, but there are some things I’ve been hiding from you.”

“Like what?” Heather asked as we sat on the couch, our knees touching. Our fingers laced together. “You can tell me anything, Aurora.”

I had a feeling that Heather already knew what I was going to tell her, but it was still hard to form the words. Telling Heather what was happening with my gallery was admitting defeat. It meant no longer living in denial, but it was time I told the truth.

“It’s about the gallery.”

Heather nodded, waiting for me to continue.

“You remember how Richard came by today?”

“How could I forget?” Heather asked as her fingers tightened around mine. “What did he want? I heard you yelling at him but couldn’t quite make out what you were saying. I didn’t want to be nosy.”

“Thank you for giving me privacy, but he came to tell me that he’s raising the rent. The truth is he’s been giving me a discounted rate for a long time.”

“It’s okay,” Heather said and rubbed my thigh as I patted at the edges of my eyes. “We’ll get through this.”

I sucked in a sharp breath, falling apart as the gravity of my situation hit me in that moment. “I wish I thought that were true, but there’s no way that I would be profitable at that gallery if it weren’t for the cheap rent that Richard was giving me.”

“I’m sorry, Aurora. I had no idea.”

“It’s not your fault. You’ve been nothing but amazing to me as an assistant. Truly. The best partner I could ever wish for.”

“Aurora, please don’t cry over that man. He’s evil,” Heather said and rubbed away the single tear that slid down my cheek. I was so tired of crying, but losing everything would ruin me. I would have to start over from square one, but at least I had this wonderful person to support me through the difficult days ahead.

“He wasn’t always that way, but he showed his true colors.”

“You deserve better than him.”

“I have better than him now,” I said, staring into Heather’s eyes, “but aren’t you upset that you’ll lose your job? I won’t be able to pay you. Nor the artists.”

“You’re not paying me another dime, Aurora, and we’ll get you a gallery again. Maybe it won’t be this year or the next, but it’ll be my mission to help you open another gallery for as long as I breathe, and we’ll do it right next time.”

“Oh, Heather.”

“I’m serious, Aurora. I’ve hated Richard for a long time, but he’s history. It’s you and me now, and we’re going to make this work. I promise you that. Okay?”

I nodded, but doubt filled me. The finances of running a gallery in our city were abysmal at best, but it was what I loved. I wanted to believe Heather, but even if I could never have another gallery, at least I would be able to have her hope and support.

“Thank you, Heather.”

“I’m here for you, Aurora. We might be in a dark tunnel right now, but we’ll find the light. Together.”

“Shut up and take me to your bedroom.”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Heather said and pulled me onto her lap before lifting me into her arms. I squealed as she held me like her doll and carried me to her bedroom. Heather kicked open the door and tossed me onto her bed. “I’m going to fuck you in my dress.”

“Should I wear mine?”

Heather shook her head. “I want to see your body.”

I purred and stood on my knees as I stripped, maintaining eye contact with my girl until I was down to my panties and bra. Heather moaned as she stepped toward the bed. I reached out my hand to cup her left boob as she leaned down to kiss me. I caressed her breast as we kissed, amazed by how real it felt, and then I slipped my other hand beneath Heather’s dress to run my fingers along the outline of her cock. It was plump and wet at the tip and calling my name.

“Let me suck your cock.”

“Mmm, yes.”

Heather took a step back as I climbed off the bed. She slowly lifted her dress as I sunk to my knees in front of her. She was wearing a cute pair of white lace cotton panties that could barely hold her erect cock. I moaned as I rubbed it like a clit, making my girl purr. I moved my hand out of the way to press my mouth against her cock. Heather pushed her fingers into my hair and held my lips against her womanhood, but there was nowhere else I wanted to be than on my knees beneath her.

“Suck my cock.”

I moaned as my pussy throbbed. I squeezed my thighs together and did my best to ignore my tingling pussy as I slipped my fingers into the waistline of Heather’s panties and slowly pulled them down until her hard, manicured cock was on full display.

“Your cock looks so hot with that trimmed bush,” I said as I wrapped a hand around Heather’s length. She stepped out of her panties but left on the heels and dress, and I’d never seen anything sexier as I stared up at her girly dick and smooth balls.

“Why don’t you wrap your lips around it? I’m waiting.”

I moaned deeply as I opened my mouth and took Heather’s cock between my lips, swallowing as much of her as I could, but she was far from small. I moaned deeply as her dick stuffed my mouth, but Heather was moaning right along with me.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded.

I gasped on her dick as I lifted my hips to push down my panties and reveal my glistening pussy. Heather groaned when she looked down at me but kept her dick deep in my mouth, which was right where I wanted it. Heather pushed to the back of my throat, making me choke a little, but it felt so fucking good to choke on her cock.

“It’s so hot seeing you down there on your knees.”

I moaned on Heather’s cock as I bobbed my lips and got her dick wet with my mouth, but I was dying to get her cock wet with my pussy. I was dripping girly nectar all over my fingers, wasting what could be on Heather’s dick.

“You want me to fuck that pussy?”

I nodded with my lips tight around Heather’s cock, but she grabbed me by my hair to pull me off her staff. I gasped as I sucked in a sharp breath and looked up at my girl through hooded eyes, still playing with my pussy like I wouldn’t ever get the chance to touch myself again.

“Get on the bed.”

“How do you want me?”

“With your legs in the air.”

I was weak all over as I climbed onto the bed and threw my legs into the air for Heather, staring at her long, thick cock between my spread legs, ready for her to enter me. Desperate for it. Heather made my dreams come true a moment later as she grabbed me by the ankles and put her dick in position, her gorgeous white dress hiked up high around her waist.

“You want me like this?”

“Just like that,” Heather said in a rough voice.

My body twisted as Heather slid her cock up and down the folds of my flower, but I was feeling greedy, so I wrapped my legs around her back and impaled myself with her dick. Heather gasped as she slid into my tight, warm cave, moaning deeply as I clenched my pussy walls around her thickened cock, trying to milk her for all she was worth.

“Fuck me, Heather! Fuck me hard!”

“Careful what you wish for, girl!” Heather said and smacked my pussy lightly, causing me to writhe like wild, but I loved it. “I’ll fuck you into an oblivion.”

“Do it!” I begged.

Heather pushed my legs back and slammed into me with her cock. I hollered as she stretched me wide, pulling all the way out to her tip a second later before slamming back into me. I screamed her name as my legs tightened around her back, but Heather was lost in the moment. She fucked me with the first few inches of her cock, hitting my spot over and over again.

I lost control.

Heather sent my body to another realm as she fucked my spot, completely surprising me when she reached down a second later to play with my clit, and I lost all control. I screamed. I moaned. I said words that I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t control anything that came out of my mouth as Heather made me cum harder than I ever had.

“Give me that cream, Aurora.”

My pussy clenched Heather’s cock. Heather grunted and started pumping her loads into me. I gasped and dug my fingers into Heather’s back as she kept cumming inside of me, but where else would I want her seed?

“Fuck,” Heather cursed when my pussy finally let her slide out of me, strings of her cum following her tip. Heather moaned deeply as she caught her cum and slid it back into my slit. “So hot.”

Heather kissed me everywhere she could as I lay beneath her, still too far gone to move, but I needn’t worry when I was with Heather. She went to her bathroom a few minutes later to grab a towel, repeatedly telling me that I was beautiful as she wiped my skin clean.

“You’re too kind,” I said and pulled Heather’s head down to my chest, letting her use my bosom as a pillow. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

“I should be the one thanking you. Trust me.”

“At least we have each other,” I said just as a yawn slipped from my lips. I was so exhausted and couldn’t stop myself from falling asleep with Heather in my arms.


CHAPTER 12

Paul

It was a few days after the first time Aurora and I made love. I was still floating in the clouds from being inside of Aurora while dressed as Heather, but that was only the first time of many over the last few days. Aurora and I were making love like animals, but I knew deep down that she was stressed about losing the gallery. I didn’t blame her.

We were at the gallery finishing up a few details. We’d already run the last two paintings that hadn’t been picked up by artists back to her house, so we would be through once we finished with the last of these boxes that we were packing with stuff from my desk and her office.

“Paul, how much longer do you think you’ll take?”

“I’m about finished. Why? Are you hungry?”

“Something like that,” Aurora said.

I smirked and shook my head as I finished up with the box that I was working on, getting a little excited as I did. Aurora had given me a new pair of pink crotchless panties to wear that morning. She didn’t tell me why, but I knew why now. Aurora wanted to fuck at the gallery before we lost it, and I was more than willing to make her dreams a reality. I taped up the last box before walking to her office with my stiff cock hanging out the hole of my crotchless panties.

I stood in the office doorway and knocked. “Are you almost ready?”

“I’m finishing up my last box. Can you believe today’s the last day? How much have we been through here?”

“A lot,” I said.

“I’m going to miss it,” said Aurora.

“Me too, but we’ll make something even better. Something that’s yours.”

“I love how much faith you have in me.”

“My faith is endless,” I said and took a step into the office. Aurora dumped the last of her things into the open box and taped it shut as I watched her, ignoring my jumping cock.

Aurora placed the box onto the floor and sat on the edge of the desk. “Why don’t we make one last memory?”

I rubbed my cock, and Aurora’s eyes went straight to the outline of my manhood. “What did you have in mind?”

“I thought you could make me cum all over the desk.”

“Mmm. Will you do the same for me?”

“Duh!” Aurora said as a giggle escaped her lips. She scooted forward and hopped off the desk. She pulled off my T-shirt before dropping to her knees in front of me to unbutton my jeans and pull them down my legs. I stepped out of my jeans, wearing nothing other than my pink crotchless panties.

Aurora purred as she wrapped a hand around my cock. She pumped my hard cock in her fist as she kneeled beneath me. She tossed her hair as she sat a little higher on her knees and parted her lips to take me into her mouth. I moaned her name as my cock sank deeper into her warmth. Aurora played with my balls as her spit covered my shaft, both of us so lost in the moment that we didn’t even notice the doorbell ring.

“What the fuck?”

Aurora gasped and pulled off my cock, but it was only Richard standing there, and he could kiss my ass.

“We’ll drop off your keys later. We have until the end of the day,” I said before reaching down to turn Aurora’s lips back to my cock. She opened her mouth and went right back to sucking my dick. “Why don’t you touch yourself to show that bastard what he’s missing?”

Aurora moaned deeply on my cock as she reached up her skirt to touch her pussy, bobbing her lips more quickly as her moans got increasingly louder.

“Excuse me? Do you see me standing here? And what the fuck are you wearing, dude? Panties?”

I grabbed the sides of Aurora’s face. “Show this dumbass loser how much you love my girly dick, Aurora. Tell me you love it more than his.”

Aurora pulled her lips off my cock and looked up at me with love in her eyes. “It’s so much better than his. You know I’m addicted to your girly dick, Paul.”

“Should we give him a real show?” I asked.

Aurora stood and bent over the desk. I licked my lips as I stared at the beautiful present she was offering me. I stepped forward and lifted her skirt to yank down her panties. I grabbed Aurora by her hips and turned her for Richard’s viewing since the dumbass was still standing there like he couldn’t take a hint.

“Whose pussy is this, Aurora?”

“It’s yours, Paul!”

“That’s right, girl!” I said and smacked her ass before looking over my shoulder into Richard’s eyes. “This pussy is mine.”

Aurora gasped when I shoved my cock into her sopping wet pussy, spreading the petals of her flower wide, but they hugged my cock in the most perfect ways. I reached into Aurora’s hair and pulled on it while Richard watched us, clearly jealous that I could make Aurora this wet. A puddle of her juices covered the desk as I fucked her hard, Aurora screaming my name with each thrust of my hips.

Paul! Paul! Yes, right there!

“Bet you never fucked her like this, Richard.”

“He didn’t! Never! Your dick is so much better, Paul! Fuck, it feels so good, Paul!”

“That’s right, Aurora. Use my dick! It’s yours.”

Aurora moaned like wild as I fucked her hard, reaching down to rub her clit while I thrusted in and out of her wet pussy. Richard roared and stomped out of the room, but neither of us were concerned about him. We would drop off his keys once we were done here, and I was never done fucking until I made my girl cum.

I moved my hand from Aurora’s hair to her neck and fucked her spot, listening to how she moaned. She sounded a certain way when she couldn’t stop herself from moaning, and that was when I knew for sure that I was hitting her spot. I concentrated hard as I fucked my girl until her pussy was clenching my cock and her cream was covering my shaft while I filled her with my seed.

“I promise you’ll never need that evil man,” I said to Aurora as I held her on the floor of her office a few minutes later. We were a sweaty, sticky mess, and I never wanted to get up, but we had to give Richard his keys eventually.

“I’m not worried anymore now that we have each other.”

“Do you mean it?”

Aurora nodded against my chest. “Positive.”

“Good,” I said and kissed Aurora’s shoulder.


CHAPTER 13

Three Months Later

Aurora

“I got another student this morning,” I said to Paul as we sat on the couch after a long day of work. I was teaching painting classes and helping other artists sell their work. I wasn’t making as much money as I did when I had the gallery, but things weren’t nearly as gloomy as I first thought they’d be. Paul had a job at a law office as an executive assistant for a grumpy guy in his fifties, but Paul handled the job well and always came home to me with a smile on his face.

“That’s wonderful. What’s their name?”

“Stanley. He’s in university and is struggling with his art classes but wants to complete an art minor, so I’m going to teach him some techniques he might not have learned in school. How about you? Did Earl give you any problems today?”

“No, not today.”

“How is it that you never complain about working for that man? I can’t stand to be in the same room as him for more than five minutes.”

“How could I complain when I get to come home to you?”

“When are you going to give up your apartment? You shouldn’t be spending your money on rent when you spend every night here.”

“It’s fine. The one good thing Earl does is pay me pretty well. Plus, my lease isn’t up for another six months.”

“Will you move in then?”

“We both know that I will,” Paul said and pulled me under his arm. “Are you sure that’s what you want?”

“More than anything.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Do you want to go out as Heather this weekend?”

“Sure, what’s the occasion?”

I shrugged. “No occasion. It’s just been a couple weeks, and I need some Heather in my life.”

“You ask, and you shall receive,” Paul said and showered me with kisses.


CHAPTER 14

Two Years Later

Paul

I was wearing a simple black cocktail dress with a square neckline. I had on a pair of black stilettos to match the dress and gold jewelry to pop against the black. Wavy blonde hair hung down my chest and back, and I felt utterly fabulous as I mixed and mingled with the lively crowd at our gallery opening. It’d been a long road to get to this point, but we’d finally made it.

“It’s actually happening,” Aurora said when she came up to me a few minutes later, pulling me over to a quiet corner. We’d already sold every painting in the room, and the best thing of all was that many of Richard’s friends who’d been at the gallery party where he showed up with Kristen expressed their regrets for staying quiet before spending a lot of money on art.

“It’s happening!” I said as I held Aurora. “I’m proud of you.”

“I never would have gotten here without you.”

“I doubt that’s true, but I’ll accept your—”

Commotion broke out in the room before I could finish what I was saying. Aurora and I turned to see what was happening, and that was when we saw Richard standing in the doorway with a bouquet of flowers in his hand, except people at the party weren’t letting him through the door.

Get out of here!

You’re scum!

Asshole!

You don’t deserve Aurora!

“Excuse me,” Aurora said and patted my shoulder. I didn’t want to let Aurora leave my side, but she was strong. She could handle Richard, especially since the entire room was on her side.

Richard looked frightened as Aurora walked through the crowd toward him. She grabbed the bouquet of flowers from his hands and sniffed them deeply. “Thank you for these, Richard. They’ll be lovely at my house, but you should leave. You’re not welcome here.”

Richard looked over Aurora’s shoulder, his eyes landing on me. “Is that your assistant? The one I saw?”

“Yes, that’s correct. We’re a couple.”

“Why? Don’t you want to be with a man like me?”

Richard’s question was so ridiculous Aurora couldn’t help but laugh. “You can’t be serious. Paul is a better boyfriend on his worst days than you were on your best days. Can someone get this man out the door?”

Three beefy men stepped forward. “We will.”

Richard’s eyes flashed with fright. He looked each way, but nobody was about to help him. Richard had a reputation around town for being a rich man. He also had a reputation of being vile. People tolerated him, but they wouldn’t defend him. The three beefy guys cracked their knuckles and smirked as Richard looked every which way, but I stopped paying attention to him the moment Aurora turned to walk back to me.

I pulled her into my arms, and by the time I thought about Richard again, he was already gone, but he didn’t matter when I had Aurora by my side.

“Guess Richard finally realized how much you’re worth,” I said to Aurora a little later in the night while we slow danced in the half-empty gallery.

“Maybe he did, or maybe he’s just upset that I won’t bend to his will. Either way, who cares?”

“I don’t.”

“Me neither. Not when I have you.”

“Good,” I said and gave Aurora a kiss as we held each other.


PILLOW FIGHT

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

“I’m so bored,” Anna said to her friends Florence and Julie. “We should do something fun!”

They were all at Anna’s place, sipping glasses of effervescent white wine that had hints of lemon and honey. Anna had been sitting on an idea for a few months now, waiting for the perfect time to break the ice with her friends, but when were there ever perfect times in life?

“Are we not fun?” Florence asked in her posh, upper-crust voice.

“I suppose we could go shopping, but I already did a bit of damage on my credit card today,” said Julie.

The girls roared with laughter, and it wasn’t that Anna wasn’t having a good time. She just had this devious plan that involved her boyfriend and her girlfriends and some women’s clothing, but she didn’t know how to broach the subject.

“Hmm,” Anna said and tapped her chin. “What should we do then?”

“I really don’t want to watch TV. I’m enjoying the music,” said Florence.

“No, I wasn’t thinking about watching TV, but I was considering us going out shopping,” Anna said with a laugh. “Let me think.”

The other girls nodded and sipped their wine, talking after a few minutes of silence. Anna continued thinking how she could get her girlfriends to help dress up her boyfriend Salvador as a girl without asking them outright.

Anna knew it would just be easier to tell her girlfriends what she wanted. They would likely agree to doll up Salvador, but Anna was nervous. She didn’t want to throw them into the deep end. Doing anything to Salvador might scare them, considering they had boyfriends of their own.

Julie was dating a handsome, Mexican guy named Luis. He was from a rich family in Mexico that owned a chain of grocery stores. They also had some restaurants and rental properties, and they’d sent Luis to the United States to study business, so he could grow their family business to even greater heights.

Then there was Florence, the black socialite goddess who was from a family of big names. Her father was a famous athlete, and her mother was an R&B legend. She had movie stars in her contacts and selfies with those same people throughout her phone like it was no big deal.

Florence was dating an attractive white guy from a super rich family. They had money going back generations, and Florence was all about it. She loved her boyfriend George and had dreams of becoming the first mixed-race couple in the White House.

Anna’s friends weren’t girls who would risk their reputation, and neither was Salvador. He had dreams of opening a chain of restaurants using his family’s recipes, which were absolutely delicious, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t have a little fun along the way!

Sometimes Anna hated how serious her friends were.

The perfect idea hit her as she was thinking about how snotty her friends could be. Anna was also a bit of a bitch and had dreams of her own. She wanted to climb the career ladder and all that other madness, but more than anything, she wanted to be healthy and have a good time.

The entire obsession with feminizing Salvador began after she watched a video of boys dressing up as girls. It was late when she saw it. One of those nights when she’d stumbled in from the bar and got a little horny, so she’d pulled out her phone to look at sexy videos, and one of the girly-boy videos came up after a few minutes of browsing.

She couldn’t take her eyes off the sexy boy turned girl and how cute she looked in those crotchless panties. Oh my, was the girl hung! Then her girlfriend was equally as sexy, and the things they were doing together, it made Anna so hot watching it all!

“Guys! I have an idea.”

“What?” the other girls asked.

“What if we have a pillow fight?”

“A pillow fight?” Julie asked in a skeptical voice. “What are you talking about, Anna?”

Anna felt nerves fly across her body. She knew what she wanted was crazy, and her friends would probably call her insane if they knew she’d been watching those videos every night before bed, letting her obsessions and desires flourish.

“There’s a catch,” Anna added, trying to hide the quiver in her voice. She was so nervous, but this was what she wanted, even if it was crazy. Wasn’t college supposed to be about exploration, anyway?

“What?” asked Florence.

Anna ignored the disgusted tone in Florence’s voice, rubbing her thighs lightly to calm herself, telling herself there was nothing wrong with what she wanted, and part of her felt like Salvador would love it, but the more Anna thought about it, the less she felt anyone would do what she wanted.

Not without getting their toes wet first.

“I want to make a bet.”

“Girl, what are you getting at?” asked Florence. “You’re being weird.”

“Agreed,” said Julie.

“Hear me out,” Anna said without letting the others faze her. She couldn’t stop this train she was on. She’d spent far too long obsessing over it. Now was the time to strike. “It could be fun.”

“I don’t know,” said Julie.

“Me neither. I don’t like when you get all these weird ideas.”

Anna scoffed. “When have I ever had weird ideas?”

“Um, like all the time,” said Florence.

“Yeah, for real.” Julie nodded and crossed her legs, reaching out to grab her wine from the coffee table, and hot damn, did she look like a bitch when she took a sip, but Anna couldn’t let the girls get to her. She wanted their help. She wanted them to know what she was doing to her boyfriend.

It'd make it all that much hotter in the end.

“What are you guys talking about? I never have weird ideas!” Anna refuted.

“How about that time you made us dress like alien warriors? It wasn’t even a costume party!” Florence hollered.

Anna snickered. “Well, we had fun, didn’t we?”

“What’s the bet, Anna?” asked Julie. She still had her legs crossed, holding her wine glass with dainty fingers, swirling it gently.

“Let’s have a pillow fight, and the loser has to bring over their boyfriend,” said Anna.

“What?” Florence hollered. “A pillow fight? You want my man to come over? For what?”

“Yeah, I don’t know about this,” Julie agreed.

Anna swallowed her breath, feeling like everything was slipping from her fingers, but she had to have this. She got a little wet every time she imagined Salvador dressing up as a girl. She wanted to see what he would look like in a pair of those pretty crotchless panties and a skirt, and fuck, riding him like that.

Yum.

“Do you want to lose? Is there something you’re not telling us?” Florence asked, always astute.

“Um,” Anna said and bit her bottom lip.

“What is it?” asked Julie. “You want to lose, don’t you? What’s going on?”

“Can we have a pillow fight, and I’ll tell you after?”

Florence and Julie shared a look before turning back to Anna, and it was agreed they would have some fun by smacking each other with pillows, like they were at a summer camp. Anna ran to her bedroom to grab the pillows. The girls were standing and smiling when she came back.

“On the count of three,” Anna said.

Julie and Florence readied their pillows as Anna counted down to zero. Florence got in the first hit, smacking Anna clean on the cheek. She screeched and covered her face. Anna used her other hand to hook her pillow around, and it hit Julie. Julie returned a blow just as Florence got her.

The girls didn’t use much strength as they fought, and they were all laughing like wild when they finally stopped to catch their breath. There were some feathers on the ground, but Anna didn’t even care. She would never forget play fighting with her friends like that.

“That was fun,” Julie said as she plopped onto the couch. “But you lost!” Julie pointed her finger in Anna’s face.

“Yep,” Florence agreed and crossed her arms. “You lost, so what did you want?”

Anna fell silent, trying to decide how honest she should be with her friends. On the one hand, she could tell them everything. She could tell them that she wanted to turn Salvador into a sexy girly boy. He was a little tall but slender enough women’s clothing would hang fabulously on his body.

“Um, you guys might think it’s a bit weird.”

“You not telling us is getting weird,” said Florence.

Julie nodded, lifting her eyebrow slightly as she waited for Anna to continue. Julie wanted a refill of her wine but felt like she couldn’t leave the couch until Anna said what she needed to say.

“You’re right, it’s just… I’m worried you guys will judge me.”

“When have we ever judged you?” asked Florence.

“Every day?” replied Anna.

The girls shared a laugh, but Anna couldn’t keep hiding what she wanted most. If her friends were truly her friends, they’d lend her a helping hand at making Salvador the absolute best girly boy he could be.

“I… uh…”

The girls gave Anna a crazy look, urging her to finish her thought because they’d honestly lost their patience. Both of their glasses were empty, and they needed refills!

“Fine! I want you guys to help me turn Salvador into a girl! Like doll him up and make him cute. I know it’s weird, but I’ve been fantasizing about it like crazy.”

Julie got a little red and folded her hips, looking over at Florence to gauge how she felt, but when they looked at each other, there was no denying what would happen. They had to help their friend. Besides, wouldn’t it be fun to turn their friend’s boyfriend into a girl?


CHAPTER 2

Salvador was minding his business when his phone rang. He smiled broadly when he saw that it was his girlfriend Anna calling. He stopped paying attention to the words of his textbook to answer the call, leaning back in his chair as he said hello.

“Hey, babe! I miss you!”

“Me too, beautiful. What are you doing?”

“Hanging out with Julie and Florence. You?”

“Just reading over some notes. Are you guys behaving yourselves?”

“Yes,” Anna said in a sly voice. “Why wouldn’t we be?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes you girls like to get into trouble.”

“When have we ever?”

Salvador grinned, wishing Anna was over at his studio apartment. He wanted to put his hands all over her thin body. He wanted to press his lips against hers. She was so fucking amazing and feminine and a dream girl, and Salvador felt like the luckiest man in the world every time he was with her.

There was nothing Salvador loved more than going out with her when she was all dressed and powdered. She turned heads wherever she went, and all the guys were jealous that Salvador was the one with that hot babe, but that was his life.

It was pretty fucking good.

“Are you almost done studying?” asked Anna.

“I guess I could stop. Why?”

“We want you to come over!”

“Why? What are you guys doing?” Salvador asked. He didn’t want to get his hopes up, but he would have been lying if he said he never dreamed of his girlfriend taking him with another girl by her side, but two?

Fuck.

Salvador’s manhood jumped a little in his pants, but he kept his voice steady. He didn’t want his thoughts getting transmitted through the telephone line.

“We’re just hanging out. So, what do you say? Do you want to come over?”

There was something off about Anna’s voice, but Salvador was curious enough to take the bait.

“Sure,” he said. “When?”

“Now!”


CHAPTER 3

Salvador had no idea what to expect as he drove over to his girlfriend’s place. She had a roommate, but the roommate was almost never there since she spent most of her time at her boyfriend’s place, which wasn’t much different from Anna’s situation.

They usually hung out at Salvador’s place, so he had no idea what his girlfriend was up to, but he was pretty excited to find out, especially after she’d used her sexy voice to invite him.

Anna also asked him to pick up some more white wine. She gave him specific instructions about which store he should patron and sent a photo of the bottle of wine that he should buy. Salvador didn’t mind how bossy Anna was, though.

When they closed the door, she worshipped his manhood. She would get to her knees to wrap her lips around it. She would swallow his entire length, and she never spat out his release. Anna was bossy in bed, but the things she did had the man addicted.

He couldn’t shake her.

Salvador found the wine without much difficulty. He bought two of them and drove the rest of the way to Anna’s house, but his heart was racing when he got there. His palms were sweaty as he gripped the steering wheel, and it wasn’t even hot outside.

What in the world did Anna want?

Was this some sort of trap?

Salvador stared at the building where Anna lived. He was several feet down the street, but he could see the lights from her living room window. He could even see some shadows moving behind the curtains.

What in the world were they doing?

Salvador thought of going home. It was his last chance. What if he didn’t want the orgy that he thought he wanted? People always said that was how life worked. Salvador was fine with how things were. He didn’t want tonight to change what he had with Anna when what they already had was so damn close to perfect.

Salvador jumped when his phone rang. He glanced at the window and could see Anna’s silhouette behind the curtain. Had she seen him? His body broke into a cold heat as the ringtone started over again.

“Hey, Anna! About to pull up to your place.”

“Did you get the wine?”

“Yeah, I got it.”

“Good! Our glasses are almost empty,” Anna said.

The girls cackled in the background, which only unsettled Salvador further.

“Shh,” said Anna.

“I didn’t say anything,” said Salvador.

“I was talking to the girls,” she said with a laugh. “Hurry! We’re excited to see you!”

Salvador didn’t know how to feel after the brief conversation with Anna, but she would freak if he didn’t come inside, so he grabbed one bottle of wine and got out of his car. He dragged his feet as he headed toward Anna’s door. His palms were still a little sweaty, so he had to hold the bottle of wine with two hands.

Salvador told himself that everything would be fine as he walked up Anna’s stoop. She had the downstairs apartment. He could hear the girls laughing on the other side of the door. His heart raced as he lifted his fist to knock.

The girls squealed.

Anna threw open the door a second later, staring Salvador straight in the eyes, and there was something unsettling about the way she looked at him, like she wanted to have him for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

“You made it! Please tell me you got more than one bottle of wine!”

“Of course, but I left the other one in the car.”

“What? Go get it!” Anna hollered and snatched the bottle of wine from Salvador’s hands. She slammed the door in his face, and all the girls did was laugh on the other side.

Salvador went to his car to get the other bottle of wine from his trunk. He’d also picked up some other stuff that wouldn’t go bad outside. His hands were still slippery and gross as he walked back to Anna’s place with the other bottle of wine.

He let himself in, and the girls had already filled their wine glasses, which had practically depleted the first bottle.

“Wow, you girls are fast!”

“Hurry and join us! Here’s a clean glass!” Anna held out the glass. The other two stared at her with expecting eyes, and Salvador couldn’t help but wonder what he’d missed. What he didn’t know.

“Thanks,” he said in an uncertain voice as he grabbed the clean wine glass. Anna stood to pour him some wine, staring at him with those same dark eyes, like she wanted to cuff him up and suspend him over the ocean, like she wanted to completely dominate him, which she’d done before.

Salvador was all about having fun behind closed doors, but he didn’t want her friends knowing everything they did! That wasn’t appropriate!

“So, what’s going on?”

Florence and Julie snickered.

“Shut up!” Anna said and waved her hand at them, barely stifling the laugh that fell from her lips.

“Anna! Cut the shit!” Salvador demanded.

“Sorry, sorry. Come sit next to me!”

Salvador went over to the couch slowly, but he couldn’t tell his girlfriend no. She had certain powers over him that nobody else in the world possessed. It was insane what he would do for this woman. He was borderline obsessed.

“What?” Salvador asked with a groan, acting like he didn’t want to be by Anna as he sat next to her.

She put her hands all over Salvador, draping them on his shoulders, sitting on her knees and staring at him with loving eyes, like she couldn’t get enough of him if she tried.

“Nothing!”

“I know it’s not nothing, Anna. It never is with you.”

“Why does everyone act like I’m so extra? Is it so bad that I like to have fun?”

“No, babe. Just tell me, though. Why did you invite me over here?” Salvador asked and placed his hand on Anna’s leg.

Anna chewed on her lip, not too sure how to bring up the fact she wanted to turn her boyfriend into a girl. Anna had a plan. She knew everything would work out in the end, but getting the ball rolling would be the hardest part. Salvador wasn’t exactly a macho guy, but he wasn’t very feminine either. He was somewhere in the middle.

“You know I love you, right?” asked Anna.

Salvador grinned and shook his head, looking at Julie and Florence. Nothing good ever came of that line! He just wanted them to spill the beans, tell him what he didn’t know. Anna was famous for beating around the bush.

“Tell me, Anna!”

“Fine!” Anna said and let out a long breath. She took a sip of her wine, needing the balance it gave her. There was no going back after this, and there was a chance that Salvador would hate it all and leave Anna. “Have you ever painted your nails?”

“What?” asked Salvador. “What kind of question is that?”

“Lots of guys are painting their nails nowadays. Isn’t that right?” Anna asked and turned to her friends.

The girls nodded, not showing much emotion at all, even though Salvador was doing everything he could to read them. Painting nails? Buying the wine? Hanging out with Anna’s friends without their boyfriends being present? It was a bit strange.

“Okay, but I’ve never painted my nails, and I don’t really plan on it.”

“Just hear me out,” Anna said and jutted out her hand. “The girls and I had a pillow fight and had a bet.”

“A pillow fight? What kind of bet?”

Julie was folding her lips, and Florence was sputtering every few seconds, trying her best not to laugh.

“We decided we would invite the loser’s boyfriend over to paint his nails. Right, ladies?”

“Mhm,” Florence said.

Salvador felt humiliated as the girls laughed. What kind of bet was this? How could they wager their boyfriends’ time and bodies? Salvador about pulled out his phone to message the guys, telling them exactly what their girls were up to, but then he saw Anna’s face.

He read the truth.

Anna was hiding some facts, but Salvador could tell that she really wanted him to do whatever it was she had planned, and part of him already knew it wouldn’t stop at painted nails.

“Do I get to choose the color?”

Julie and Florence hooted and hollered, slapping each other as they tried to control themselves, but it was a futile attempt. The laughter was spilling from their lips like water over a cliff. Anna told them to stop, but they couldn’t.

Salvador didn’t mind.

“So, just painting my nails, and nothing else?”

Anna folded her lips, looking like she wanted to tell the truth, but she lied.

“Mhm, that’s right. What color should we paint them?”

“Are you guys painting your nails too?”

Florence waved her hand in the air as she caught her breath. “I got my nails done a couple days ago. Look how cute they are, Salvador!”

They were painted a bright red with black veins running through them like rivers. The nails looked far too long to be real.

“You aren’t going to give me nails like that, are you?”

“No,” Anna said with a laugh. “I can paint my nails with you. What do you say, ladies? Can you help us?”

“Sure!” Julie said brightly. “This sounds like more fun than the pillow fight!”

“I don’t know. That pillow fight was pretty badass,” said Florence.

“It was,” Julie agreed. “So, Anna, do you have polish for us or what? Also, I’m going to need more wine!”

Anna nodded and ran out of the room to grab both things. Salvador tried his best not to look at her friends as they waited for Anna to return, which thankfully didn’t take very long.

“Have you decided on a color?” Anna asked her boyfriend.

“Something simple. White or black, I guess.”

“White! Black is so goth.” Goth was not the fantasy girly boy she had in mind.

“Sure, whatever you say. I just want to get this over with. Why would you guys make such a silly bet?”

“Gotta ask your girlfriend that question,” Florence said.

Salvador turned his attention to Anna, but she just waved her hand in his face and picked up a bottle of pink nail polish.

“Shut up and paint my nails.”


CHAPTER 4

The white polish wasn’t all bad. Salvador didn’t hate it when it had dried, but he didn’t love it, either. It was more distracting than anything, catching his attention every time he moved his hand.

He and the girls were talking about all of their classes and everything they had to do. The school they attended was rather intense, but none of them had jobs or any other responsibilities apart from studying and having fun.

“So, what should we do now?” Julie asked.

It wasn’t too late yet, but the night was moving quickly. It wouldn’t be long before they passed the midnight mark. Hardly a big deal for college-aged friends, but everyone was getting a little bored of sitting around the house.

Anna could tell that her friend wanted her to speed things up with Salvador. They could only talk about their classes and all the tragedies in the world for so long before they would throw up their hands and go out to dance without her. Florence and Julie could always call their boyfriends.

“So, Salvador,” Anna said as she touched his leg.

“What?” he asked tensely.

Anna didn’t want to risk her relationship, but she couldn’t keep pretending like she didn’t want to make Salvador a girly boy and ride his girly dick. She wanted his shaft all shaved and flowery the next time she plunged it to the back of her throat.

“I was hoping you would do a little more than paint your nails.”

“I knew it!”

“Don’t get upset, but I asked the girls over to help me.”

“Help you what?”

Anna cleared her throat, so nervous she was about to throw away everything she’d gained with Salvador since they started dating, but Anna couldn’t go on pretending like she was happy when she spent so much time watching those girly boys online and fantasizing about her boyfriend becoming one of them.

“Anna wants to turn you into a girl, dude!” Julie said after Anna remained silent.

“What?” Salvador screeched. “I knew something was up! Why would you want to do that, Anna? Why would you tell your friends about it too?”

“They won’t judge you!”

Florence and Julie shook their heads to confirm Anna’s statement, but he didn’t care what they did or said. He didn’t believe them. They would run back to their boyfriends and tell them all about it, which Salvador couldn’t have!

“No,” Salvador said quickly. “No!”

“Please, babe. It’s not a big deal!” Anna pleaded.

Salvador shook his head. He picked up his wine and downed the rest, hating that there was nail polish on his fingers. Hating that Anna had invited him over here with such dubious intentions. He thought she loved him, but it was clear that he was nothing more than her object.

“I’m not doing this, Anna! You’ve crossed a line with this one!”

“Don’t say that!” begged Anna.

“I’m serious, Anna!” Salvador downed the rest of his wine and stood. He went over to the door, stepping outside without a second thought.

Anna chased after Salvador and caught up to him on the sidewalk. She grabbed his shoulder and turned him toward her. He wanted to protest, but then he saw those sexy pout lips. Neither of them noticed the girls peeking from the window as they were too focused on each other.

“I love you, Salvador.”

“I know, babe, but this is too much. Isn’t it enough that I painted my nails?”

Anna sighed. “It could be, but I’ve been having this fantasy. It’s been on my mind for a few months now, and I swear, I’ll probably get over it if you just give me one night.”

“One night as a girl?”

“Yeah!”

“Tonight?”

“I don’t know,” Anna said with a shrug. “Why not tonight? It’s not too late. We could still hit the club.”

“Hit the club? With me dressed as a girl? Are you insane?”

“Don’t talk to me like that, Salvador! I can’t help the fantasies that take hold in my mind, and I bet there are a lot of guys out there that would love to make my dreams come true, but I love you, so why can’t you just do what I want?”

“Wow,” Salvador said with a huff. “You’re something else, Anna.”

“Don’t act like you don’t love me and all the things I make you do. If you play by my rules, I’ll be happy to make you scream my name at the end of the night.”

“Yeah?” Salvador asked in a breath.

“Yes, so why don’t you come back inside, so the girls and I can really turn you into a girl?”

“I don’t know,” he said with a long pause.

Anna grabbed his wrists, forcing him to look at her. “Just give it one night. If you hate it, you never have to do it again. Promise!”

“And you’ll give me a special treat at the end of the night?” he asked.

“Yes!”

“Fine, but only tonight!”


CHAPTER 5

“He said yes!” Anna announced when they entered her apartment. Salvador couldn’t quite believe he had agreed to letting Anna feminize him, but she seemed so happy, and when she pulled out all of the supplies she had for him in her closet, he knew that she had indeed been fantasizing about this for a while.

“You’re such a good boyfriend for doing this,” Julie said.

“Yeah,” Florence said and folded her lips.

Salvador didn’t blame her for wanting to laugh. He felt a bit foolish himself as he let Anna pull him toward the bathroom. She pushed him through the doorway and told him that he was going to shave every bit of hair from his body.

“All of it?” he asked.

“Yes! You also don’t have much time! We want to get to the club and dance for at least thirty minutes!”

“You can’t expect me to go out like this,” Salvador said. “Nobody will think I’m a girl!”

“Wait until we’re finished to decide. You can always stay behind if you don’t want to come out, but I can’t guarantee your treat at the end of the night will be much fun if you stay at home.”

“Hey! You can’t take away what you promised!”

“Get to shaving, babe. The girls and I will get everything else ready, so we can get out of the door as quickly as possible.”

There was a lot Salvador wanted to ask Anna, including what wires in her brain had snapped to get her to this point, but it was already late, and Anna didn’t seem like she was in the mood for an argument. He’d already let himself get this far, so Salvador stopped thinking so much and stepped into the shower.

Salvador rinsed his body with a touch of soap and water before lathering his legs with the shaving cream Anna had provided. He’d never shaved his legs before, so it looked kind of crazy when he removed that first strip of hair. He had to clean the razor off with a bit of water before continuing, slowly removing all the hair from his body.

Salvador felt so naked by the time he finished some fifteen or twenty minutes later. He’d tried to get every nook and cranny but had a feeling he might have missed a spot or two, so he stepped out of the shower to check in the mirror.

Anna knocked on the door as Salvador was examining his body, bending over this way and that way. He jumped in place.

“Yes?” he asked in a high voice.

“Are you almost finished in there, babe?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I think so?”

“Let me see!”

Salvador had already noticed a few spots he needed to touch up. The door was locked, so he ignored his girlfriend, hoping she wouldn’t make him pay for his behavior later in the night.

“What are you doing?”

“I missed a few spots!” he hollered.

“Hurry! The girls and I have everything ready for you.”

Salvador glanced down at his hairless, naked body, wondering if he’d completely lost his mind. He couldn’t seriously go out looking like this, could he?

Anna banged on the door again, but Salvador was completely hairless. All the spots he’d missed the first time were gone, and he was as smooth as the outside of a banana, wondering if maybe he could fool people into thinking he was a girl.

He certainly didn’t want people staring at him, wondering what the hell he was doing dressed up in women’s clothing. He would never live it down if any of his friends saw him like that, so he wasn’t going anywhere unless the girls really made him look like a convincing girl.

“Are you ready in there?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Unlock the door! I want to see!”

Salvador sucked in a sharp breath before walking over to the door. He felt kind of insane when he flipped that switch and let Anna into the bathroom. She yanked off his towel, revealing his hairless crotch.

Anna surprised Salvador by dropping to her knees. She slipped his soft cock into her mouth and sucked on it for a few seconds, staring up at him with those seductive eyes of hers, and fuck. Salvador knew all the madness would be worth it by the end of the night.

Anna pulled her lips off Salvador’s cock before he got fully hard. She held it in her hand as she got to her feet in front of him, looking at him with a devilish smile on her face, turning Salvador on to no end.

“Are you ready?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Tell me you’re ready,” she commanded.

Salvador swallowed a breath, really not knowing if he was ready, but how could he deny his girlfriend what she wanted when she was willing to wrap those bombshell lips around his member? Guys would fall over themselves to have a chance with Anna, and she only wanted Salvador.

“I’m ready!”


CHAPTER 6

“Let me see,” Salvador demanded.

“It keeps getting weirder and weirder hearing him talk like that,” Florence said. She stopped powdering Salvador to bend over and put her face in front of his. “You need to talk like a girl since you look like one.”

“Seriously,” Julie said. “Lighten your voice up some if you want to come out with us.”

“Be easy on him,” said Anna.

“We should also change his name, shouldn’t we?” Julie suggested.

“Ooh, yes! What should we call you, girl?” Florence asked Salvador.

He placed his hand on his chest. “You guys are asking me?”

“Well, yeah. You’re the one who is becoming a girl,” Florence said and chuckled.

Salvador didn’t know what he wanted people to call him. He didn’t really want people to call him anything at all. He was happy just sitting at the house. The makeup and nail polish were all a lot, and the girls had even styled his hair, which was longer on the top than the sides, with a curling iron to form a chic swoop.

Salvador could only imagine how different he looked, but that didn’t mean he wanted to speak differently. He quite liked how he talked and walked, but the girls had other plans.

Florence and Julie were really getting into it, telling Salvador how he should act. How he should walk. They even told him that Anna had a pair of heels in her closet for him, but he didn’t want to put on heels! It was all so much!

“You’re doing great,” Anna whispered into Salvador’s ear before telling him to get up from the chair. They were done with his hair and makeup, and it was time for him to get dressed.

It was practically midnight. They didn’t have long before it would be too late, but Anna planned on getting Salvador out in the world, and she was someone who accomplished objectives.

“Thanks,” Salvador said, even though he felt a bit like a fool, but then he saw himself, and fuck. Salvador covered his mouth, unable to believe the person standing in the mirror was him, but it wasn’t him. It was the girl version of him, and she was fucking beautiful.

“What do you think?” Anna asked as she held Salvador’s shoulders.

“I… I don’t know what to think.”

“Do you hate it?”

“No, I don’t hate it, but I don’t feel like myself.”

“How do you feel?” Anna asked as Julie and Florence watched from a few feet away. “Do you feel pretty?”

“Yes,” Salvador admitted. “I do.”

“Can you try talking like a girl?”

Salvador went to open his mouth but fell into a little fit of laughter instead, feeling crazy for even thinking about talking like a girl, let alone dressing like one, but his face was entirely feminine. The girls had completely transformed him, and Salvador didn’t even feel nervous about going out like this.

Nobody would recognize him.

“I want you guys to call me Selena.”

“Selena? I love it!”

“Me too!” both of the girls said.

Salvador had mostly forgotten about them, so he jumped a little when they spoke, but then they reminded Anna of the time, so she told them to grab the clothes she’d bought for Salvador, keeping them at the back of her closet until the perfect moment, which was now.


CHAPTER 7

Anna showed Salvador the pair of flats she’d gotten for him, sparing him for the night since they didn’t have enough time to teach him how to walk in heels properly. They couldn’t have their girlfriend Selena looking like a fool while they were out on the town!

“You look so fucking good in that dress, girl!” Florence said as the four of them walked down the sidewalk to a bar near Anna’s place. “I absolutely love it!”

“Me too, Selena.” Julie smiled and reached out to touch Salvador’s shoulder, but Salvador wasn’t even really there, was he?

With each step he took, he felt more and more like Selena, like this woman who had been secretly hiding within him, yet he never knew she was there until Anna pulled back the curtain. Maybe every man had a little woman in them. Salvador wasn’t sure, but he certainly felt like a woman, especially when he saw the way the bouncer looked at him.

“You ladies over twenty-one?” he asked.

“Yes!” they all said at the same time, batting their eyelashes, completely overwhelming the man at the door with their combined beauty.

They were all exactly twenty-one, but the bouncer didn’t even bother checking their IDs. They walked inside, turning the heads of cute college guys throughout the room. Selena blushed a little, really feeling like a girl for the first time, and it was pretty incredible.

“What now?” Selena asked, trying to keep her voice light.

“Shots!” Anna hollered.

“Yes!” the girls agreed.

They ignored all the boys who were staring, drool practically falling from their mouths. Selena turned away and followed her friends to the bar, trying to act like them, copying the way they walked. How they leaned on the bar. How they eyed the bartender who walked over to take their order seconds after they arrived, ignoring everyone else.

Anna ordered them all shots and opened a tab on her credit card. She had plenty in the bank. She made some money from being an influencer, but her parents were always happy to deposit more. Everyone else promised to send her some money, though.

“No biggie,” Anna said with a shrug. “Shots!”

Selena felt a little exposed in her little blue dress with black flats as she threw back the booze, coughing a little. Selena’s nails were painted white, and her hair was styled. She was dolled up from head to toe, feeling fabulous, but she was also nervous. Afraid people would be able to see through her feminine exterior.

Anna told everyone to order a drink for the dance floor. Selena ordered a vodka with tonic, which was what all the other girls got too. She wanted to be as much like them as she could. Every second she was out, fooling everyone in the room, was an absolute rush.

“To the dance floor, ladies!” Anna shouted.

The girls followed Anna as she made her way through the crowd. Selena felt a touch of relief as they moved deeper into the darkened room, feeling the energy of the people dancing like the night would never end, like every care they had was on a different planet.

Selena was a little stiff at first as her girlfriends began to let loose, wondering how in the world she had even gotten this far. She looked down at her feminized body and felt a little uneasy, but then Anna grabbed her by the hand and stood in front of her.

“Hey,” she said softly.

Selena only needed one look from her girlfriend to remember why she was doing this. Anna was a little crazy, but Selena didn’t feel complete without her. She pushed Selena in ways nobody else ever had and being out with her felt incredible.

Selena loosened up a bit as Anna held her hips. They just looked like two girls having a good time on the dance floor, and Selena was really starting to enjoy herself until she heard familiar voices off to the side.

George and Luis had made it to the party!

Selena about ran off the dance floor, but Anna dug her fingers into Selena’s hips to stop her before she did anything drastic. Anna stood on her toes to whisper into Selena’s ear.

“You’re my friend from back home, remember? You don’t even know those guys, so act the part.”

Florence and Julie came over with their boyfriends just as Anna dropped down from her tiptoes. Selena was shaking inside, trying her best not to make eye contact with the guys, even though it made her look a bit awkward.

Anna shook her shoulders and told Selena to say hello to her friends’ boyfriends, which she did, giving each of them a dainty, girly hug. The girls had doused her in perfume as well before leaving the house, so there was no chance she smelled like a man, but her fears were overblown.

The guys didn’t seem to think much about her at all as they walked away with their girlfriends to get fresh drinks from the bar. Anna and Selena declined to join them. Selena needed a second to catch her breath.

“You did it!” Anna said and smiled at Selena, looking at her like she was a princess, like she was made of diamonds. “I knew you could!”

“I can’t believe they couldn’t tell,” Selena said, not even cloaking her voice. She was so exhausted and a touch humiliated, but she was also empowered, feeling like if she could do this, she could do anything.

“We made you look like a girl!” Anna declared. She stared at Selena, unable to take her eyes off the girl she’d created. The swoop in her hair. The contour on her nose. The perfect fit of the dress and how big her stuffed breasts looked beneath it. “A sexy girl.”

Selena giggled and pulled Anna close, pushing her fingers through her girlfriend’s hair, wondering how else Anna would open her eyes if they stayed together, feeling like she’d gained something that night that nobody would ever be able to take from her.

“You really think I’m sexy, babe?”

Anna bit her lip, feeling the heat between her thighs warm as though it’d had fresh logs thrown onto it, ablaze with the hunger of her fantasies finally coming true.

“Incredibly so,” said Anna.

Selena hugged her girlfriend tightly. She was skeptical about tonight, but it’d been a lot of fun, and she loved being able to be one of the girls. If she were here as Salvador, she would have to hang out with the guys a bit. Pretend to be a little macho when in reality Salvador had a bit of a feminine touch.

“Should we go home?”

“What about the others?”

“They’re going home with their boyfriends. Duh,” Anna said with a little laugh.

“In that case…”


CHAPTER 8

Anna and Selena got a taxi back to Selena’s studio apartment, where they spent a lot of their time. Anna didn’t want to risk her roommate coming home when all she could think about was playing with Selena’s girly dick. She’d gotten so hot on the dance floor thinking about it, and now she could finally have it.

Anna pushed Selena against the wall and kissed her deeply when they walked into Selena’s place. Selena accepted the kiss, sliding her tongue into her girlfriend’s mouth, but then a rush of panic ran over her.

“What’s wrong?” Anna asked when she sensed the tension.

“Your friends… do you think they’ll tell Luis and George?”

“I made them swear they wouldn’t!”

Selena stopped Anna when she tried to go back to kissing her. Selena felt nervous now that she stopped to think about what the other girls might say. What would the guys think if they knew the truth? The six of them always ran into each other at parties.

“Selena! Don’t worry about them!”

“That’s easy for you to say!”

“We really need to work on that voice of yours, babe.”

“Be quiet!”

Selena turned away from Anna after yelling in her face, stumbling over to her couch and plopping onto her bottom, feeling like a complete fool now that she was back at home and had sobered up from the few drinks she had. She pushed her hand through her hair, which summoned a loud shriek from Anna.

“What are you doing? You’ll mess up your hair!”

“Why do you want me like this, Anna?”

Anna sighed as she walked over to Selena, standing above her girlfriend with her hands on her hips. She understood that Selena might be frustrated, but this was her fantasy, and it was finally coming true. All those nights of watching videos of girly boys, and she finally had her own!

Anna had to show Selena how much it meant that she would play along with her wishes. Not every boyfriend would do that, but Anna suspected Selena was enjoying her femininity a touch more than she wanted to let on.

“How about I give you that treat I promised earlier?”

“I’d like that,” Selena said with a crooked smile.

“I bet you would,” Anna said as she moved a step closer to her girlfriend, feeling her womanhood awaken with desire. She couldn’t wait to slide down her girlfriend’s thick shaft, but she wanted to give it a kiss first. She needed to feel it in her mouth.

“What did you have in mind?” Selena asked in a higher voice.

“Yeah, keep talking like that, girly boy.”

“You mean, like this?”

“Mhm,” Anna said, letting out a sharp breath. “Tell me to suck your shaved dick.”

Selena moaned lightly, lifted her hips to pull up the dress and push down the panties the girls had put her in before they hit the club. Selena was already rock hard, which only made Anna wetter and hungrier for her feminine dick.

“Come suck this thick, hairless cock.”

Anna moaned as she dropped to her knees, still wearing her dress and heels. She was dripping wet beneath her skimpy little thong, but this moment was all about servicing Selena and showing her how much she loved this new side of her girlfriend slash boyfriend.

“Your clit is so fucking big, Selena!” Anna said in a sultry voice as she wrapped her hand around Selena’s base and looked into her eyes, blinking slowly like a hot bimbo slut, like all she ever wanted to do was service Selena’s dick.

Selena reached out to put her fingers in Anna’s hair, getting a little rough as she pushed Anna closer to her throbbing cock, which was leaking precum like crazy, making her smooth base slippery with liquid desire.

“Put my clit in your mouth, slut!”

Anna parted her lips, letting out a high-pitched moan as she closed her mouth around Selena’s cock. She bobbed her head quickly, moving up and down Selena’s thick, salty, slippery shaft. She kept pushing herself until she got to its base, needing to touch herself, so she reached up her dress to press her hand against her soaked panties.

Anna moaned on Selena’s cock as she kept sucking it, moving her lips in motion with the moans and gasps leaving her girlfriend’s mouth. Anna was so hot and swollen and desperate for Selena’s dick to be deep inside her pussy.

She couldn’t stand it another second.

Anna moved her lips off Selena’s rod and moved to a standing position. She pulled her dress up to push her panties to the floor. Selena was about to move, but Anna reached out to pin her in place.

“You’re not going anywhere,” Anna said darkly.

Selena moaned and grabbed her dick, holding it until Anna mounted her and pushed it out of the way. Selena stared into her girlfriend’s eyes as Anna slowly lowered her hips, guiding her puffy pussy lips to Selena’s shaft, which was wet and slippery from the mix of saliva and precum.

Selena gasped when Anna’s pussy lips spread over her cock, surrounding it with the warmth of Anna’s sweet walls. Selena held Anna’s sides as Anna held the back of the couch and slowly moved her hips as she adjusted to Selena’s size, completely turned on by her feminized body.

“You’re so fucking hot like this, babe!” Anna screamed as she got to the base of Selena’s cock, her body pulsating with the entirety of Selena’s shaft inside of her, filling her to the brim, and it felt so fucking delicious.

It was everything she ever wanted!

Anna bounced her hips, using every inch of Selena’s womanhood, getting wetter and wetter as she rode her dick. She was getting closer to an orgasm, and Selena wasn’t far off from having one either.

“Play with my clit, Selena!”

Selena bit her lip and moved her hand down to Anna’s womanhood to finger her erect clit, so turned on by the sounds coming out of Anna’s mouth that she wouldn’t be able to last much longer.

“Fuck!” Anna screamed. “Fuck!”

Anna reached down to grip Selena’s hand that was playing with her button as she sank her pussy to Selena’s base, cumming incredibly hard, releasing all the energy that’d been built up over the night, screaming so loudly that the neighbors would probably be concerned, but neither of them cared.

Selena came deep in Anna’s pussy as her girlfriend’s walls milked her cock, and they both fell from the couch to the floor, Selena falling out of her girlfriend along the way, but it wouldn’t be the last time they played around like this.

Their world had changed that night.


CHAPTER 9

Salvador was walking around campus a few days after the night out with the girls, holding the straps of his backpack, nervous because he was about to get lunch with the girls and their boyfriends. Salvador was terrified that Florence and Julie had ratted him out.

Anna waved from across the room when Salvador walked into the lunch hall. She stood from where she was sitting with friends. The boyfriends were already there. Salvador was too nervous to make eye contact.

“Hey,” Anna said as she ran up to Salvador, falling into his arms. “How are you? Are you wearing those panties I got you?”

“Yes,” Salvador said in a harsh whisper. He didn’t want to talk about that here. Not when they were out in public. “Do they know?”

“What are you talking about?” Anna asked breezily, knowing very well what Salvador was asking about, but she wasn’t going to give him the time of day. She was so tired of his constant worrying.

Anna laced her fingers with Salvador’s and walked with him over to the sandwich stand he frequented. Salvador had yet to look over at the guy, but he swore he could hear them laughing, even though they were many feet away from where he was standing with Anna.

“Order your sandwich!” Anna said and pushed on Salvador’s shoulder after he’d become paralyzed by fear for a few moments. He ordered his usual sandwich, which was a turkey club with extra veggies. He could barely concentrate when he pulled out his card to pay, only thinking about how humiliated he would be if the guys knew.

Why had he done it?

Scenes of his lovemaking with Anna flashed through his mind, reminding him why he’d done it. Salvador enjoyed himself, but he also had to worry about his reputation. George, Luis, and their other friends were going places, and Salvador didn’t want to ruin his standing with them. Those connections could make him money.

“What’s wrong?” Anna asked.

“You know what’s wrong,” Salvador hissed.

“I told Florence and Julie not to tell them.”

“You can’t guarantee that they won’t!”

“My girls wouldn’t do that.”

“Whatever. Let’s just get this over with,” Salvador said and grabbed the tray with his sandwich and chips. He took a deep breath before turning around to finally look squarely at the table.

The four of their friends were too wrapped up in a conversation to notice Salvador’s gaze, but he didn’t stop looking at them as he walked over to the table, ready to face the humiliation, but the guys didn’t look at him any differently than normal.

“Hey, Salvador! What’s up?” George said and took Salvador’s hand to give him a bro shake.

“We missed you at the party the other night!” Luis added.

“Yeah, sorry. I was catching up on studying,” said Salvador.

“Shit, I need to do that,” George said and stood as Salvador and Anna sat. “I have like six papers to write.”

“Me too,” said Luis. “Library?”

“Yeah, but you can’t talk to me. Not until we finish. Separate tables,” George said to Luis as they stood by the others.

“Fine. Let’s go,” Luis said.

The guys said goodbye to everyone, and then they were on their way, and Salvador had never felt more relieved. There was no way those two knew what he’d been up to during the weekend. Salvador relaxed in his chair, waiting until the guys were out of earshot to speak.

“I can’t believe you guys didn’t say anything,” Salvador said to Florence and Julie.

They giggled, facing each other for a brief moment.

“Why would we tell?” Julie asked.

“Yeah, you’re one of the girls now!” Florence said.

“I told you they wouldn’t tell,” Anna teased.

“Shh, someone is going to hear you.” Salvador was red in the face as he picked up his sandwich to take a big bite, but he felt overwhelmed with happiness as he chewed. The girls weren’t mean or vindictive. They had accepted him as one of their own.

“You worry too much!” Anna said.

Salvador glared at her, and the girls just laughed, which made him lighten up a bit, but he still didn’t want the entire world knowing that he now loved dressing up like a girl.

“We’re bad at keeping secrets from each other, but we’re great at keeping secrets from our boyfriends and the world,” Florence said with a light laugh.

“Oh?” Salvador asked, turning his attention to Anna, wondering what secrets she might be hiding from him.

Anna grinned and shook her head, hooking her arms with Salvador’s as she rested her head on his shoulder and stared up at him with puppy-dog eyes. Salvador just laughed. Anna lifted herself a moment later to give Salvador the space he needed to eat his sandwich.

“Do any of you guys have classes this afternoon? I was thinking about hitting the mall,” Anna said.

“Ooh, count me in!” Julie said.

“Sure, I’ll go, but I’m driving there myself,” said Florence.

The girls turned their attention to Salvador. They were grinning like wild. He put down his sandwich and chewed slowly, knowing they would want to bring out Selena if he went with them, but shopping sounded like a lot more fun than studying.

“Okay,” Salvador said softly after swallowing his food.


CHAPTER 10

The girls pushed Salvador into a fitting room as soon as they entered the department store. They went around to grab different dresses, skirts, and shirts in his size. Salvador couldn’t believe what Anna and her girlfriends were doing, but he was excited for Selena to come back to life.

He missed her dearly when he was walking around campus in his boy clothes, pretending like he didn’t just want to go home to touch up on his shaving, which he had been doing since the first time he shaved. Partly because Anna was demanding it but partly because it was what he wanted.

There was nothing stopping him from walking away, from dropping everything he had with Anna, but that wasn’t going to happen. Salvador was endlessly happy, so thrilled that he could be with a woman who wasn’t afraid to live the life she envisioned for herself.

“This dress is too small,” Salvador said in his quasi-girly voice from the fitting room.

“They have it in a size up!” Florence said.

Salvador smiled to himself as he heard the sound of Florence’s heels clicking against the floor. Julie threw over a top and skirt combo. The top was a tight little number with long sleeves, and the skirt was shorter than anything Salvador had dared try before, but he was already wearing a tiny pair of black panties that were doing a pretty good job of keeping his junk in place.

Salvador put on the skirt first, and then he put on the black top. He absolutely loved the combo, even though he was a bit nervous that his junk would pop out if he bent over the wrong way.

“What do you think?” Julie asked.

“They’re great!”

“Let us see!”

Salvador slowly opened the door to the dressing room. The girls cheered when he stepped out, making him twirl in a circle. He felt so embarrassed, noticing more than a few people looking in their direction, but it really didn’t matter. Not as long as Anna was gazing at him with those big, bubbly eyes.

“Try this dress next,” Anna said and handed him a golden white dress with puffy sleeves that would hang off his shoulder. He liked how it was also short, especially after he’d seen himself in that skirt.

“You have to try this one after the dress,” Florence said and passed him the contoured blue dress she’d found, this time in a slightly bigger size.

“All right. All right,” Salvador said and took the garments from the girls. They all laughed as he slipped into the dressing room, and they spent two hours in that store, putting Salvador in this or that until they eventually made it to the register.

“Put it all on my card,” Anna said and slapped down her credit card.

Salvador protested, but Anna refused to let him pay. She’d even added panties and stockings and some other stuff to the pile before they made it to the register. It was all so much, but Anna insisted it wasn’t a big deal. There was nothing she wouldn’t do for her girly boy.

They all giggled as they walked out of the store, each holding one of the four bags of clothes Salvador would use to turn into Selena, which the girls told him he should do before they went to the makeup store.

Anna pulled out his flats from her oversized purse. She’d grabbed them before leaving the studio apartment in the morning, hoping today would lead to buying her girly boy some more cute clothes.

“So, what outfit will you choose?”

“Hmm,” Salvador said as he thought over the many, many outfits the girls made him try on, but the skirt and long-sleeve shirt was calling his name.

“Okay, but you have to put on a stuffed bra too. That shirt is tight,” Anna said just before pointing out a family bathroom. They all slipped into the shared bathroom, giggling as they dug through the bags until they located the black combo.

“Here it is!” Florence said, pulling the outfit out of her bag.

“Strip, girl!” Anna said and pointed at Salvador.

Salvador blushed, feeling bashful, but the girls insisted it was no big deal. Nothing they hadn’t seen before. They even went on talking about their boyfriends as Salvador stripped down to nothing and pulled the black thong up his legs, shedding more of his masculinity with each movement.

The girls helped him stuff his bra and adjust his junk to avoid any unpleasant lines. They clapped and cheered when they finished their work, pulling Selena out of the bathroom. They raced to the makeup store, where someone did up Selena’s face, and Anna just wanted to add one more touch.

“What about a wig?”

“Yes!” the girls said.

“What color?” Selena asked.

“Blonde!”

They piled into Anna’s car and went to a wig store down the street, where they got Selena a super sexy blonde wig that went down past her stuffed breasts, and she looked positively womanly with her long hair and gorgeous makeup.

“Drinks on me!” Selena said in her developing feminine voice.

The girls cheered, and they returned to Anna’s car to head back to the mall for drinks at the Mexican restaurant in the parking lot, where they had an incredible time talking about everything from makeup to celebrities to what they wanted to do in the next five to ten years, Selena doing her best to use her girly voice the entire time, getting better with each sentence she spoke.

“You two have fun,” Florence said in a sly voice as they walked outside.

“We will,” Anna said.

Julie and Florence went to her car while Anna and Selena went to hers.


CHAPTER 11

“Where will I ever put all these clothes?” Selena asked as they entered her studio apartment with the bags from the mall.

“Guess you’ll just have to get a bigger place.”

“Yeah,” Selena said with a sigh. “I can’t wait to graduate.”

“You and me both. Promise we’ll stay together?” asked Anna.

“I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else,” Selena said and pulled her girlfriend close for a kiss.

“Good. Me neither.”

Anna closed her eyes as she pressed her lips against Selena’s, pushing herself up against Selena’s slender body to feel the outline of her womanhood, which she was desperate to use. She wanted to have it sliding around inside of her, but there was something she needed to do first.

“I have another gift for you,” Anna said after breaking the kiss.

“Another gift? What is it?”

Anna bit her lip as she considered changing her mind, wondering if she was pushing Selena too far, too fast. There was a little toy in Anna’s purse.

“Feel free to say no,” Anna finally said.

“Okay…” Selena said slowly.

Anna put up her finger and ran over to grab her purse. She reached into it until she found the silver little bullet. She wrapped her hand tightly around it while she fingered around for the equally small bottle of lube she’d bought.

“What do you have?” Selena asked in a nervous voice.

“Don’t worry! It won’t hurt… much.”

“What? Anna, stop playing games!”

Anna grinned as she pulled out the silver bullet vibrator and the lube, keeping them tight in her grip. She didn’t want Selena running out the door before she could shove the bullet vibrator up Selena’s tight little bussy.

“You know I love playing games.”

“Yeah, but what are you getting at? What’s in your hand?”

Anna moved slowly toward her girlfriend, feeling the wetness of her pussy as she moved, excited to have Selena inside of her, but the girl had to know what it felt like before Anna could give her the goodies. If she really wanted to be a girl, wasn’t it only fair that she slid a vibrator up her virgin ass?

Anna opened her hand as she held it in front of Selena’s face, and it was so adorable how her girlfriend paled, but they both knew she was going to do whatever Anna wanted.

“Is that what I think it is?” asked Selena.

“Yep,” Anna said with a grin.

“You want me to…?”

“Don’t worry. Like I said, it’ll only hurt a little bit.”

Selena sat motionless as Anna reached up her black skirt to pull down the panties they’d bought her, revealing her erect cock, which was thick and slick with precum, and Anna couldn’t resist the temptation of putting it in her mouth. She bobbed her head for a minute or two but stopped before Selena got too close to releasing her load.

“You want that dick in my pussy, girl?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Then I’m going to shove this vibrator up your bussy. Got it, girly boy?”

“Put it in me!” Selena said in her feminine voice that got Anna all hot and bothered.

Anna lubed up the bullet vibrator, and then she put some of the lube on Selena’s tight, little hole. She couldn’t wait to gradually make her asshole looser and looser until she could fuck her freely with big dildos, but Anna wasn’t looking to rush anything.

Anna slipped the lubed bullet vibrator into Selena’s hole. Selena hollered out, but she quickly adjusted to the size of the small vibrator, moaning as it shook within her, giving her a taste of how good it could feel to be a girl.

“You like that, Selena?”

“Yes! It feels so good!”

Anna could tell Selena wasn’t lying by the way her cock was throbbing, looking like she was about to blow her load already, so Anna slipped the vibrator out of Selena’s tight ass, causing her girlfriend to moan loudly and grab her dick.

“Fuck!”

“You like that?” Anna asked.

“I love it!” Selena said.

“I’ll give you more of it, but not until you get down here and lick my pussy,” Anna said.

Anna fell to her back and pulled up her dress as Selena got to her knees in front of her. Selena looked so fucking hot in that tight black top and blonde wig, her hard dick dangling between her thighs. Anna had one more present for her girlfriend, but it would have to wait until Anna got to feel those sweet lips on her pussy.

“Eat my pussy, girl!”

Selena moaned and followed Anna’s command without a second thought, dropping her head between Anna’s thighs and getting a whiff of her sweet, aroused scent. It made Selena’s cock shake, and she really wished that bullet was still in her ass, but she was happy just to lick Anna’s pussy too.

Anna moaned loudly with each flick of Selena’s tongue.

“Yes!” Anna screamed.

Selena wrapped her legs around Anna’s thighs and lost herself in the movements, tracing her tongue over Anna’s aroused womanhood, counting down the seconds until he would have those succulent lips wrapped around her girly dick.

“Fuck!” Anna yelled.

Anna pushed Selena off her pussy just before she was about to cum. She closed her eyes and reached between her legs to gently massage her pussy, riding the wave of her touch with ecstasy.

“My purse!” Anna barely managed to say.

Selena got Anna’s purse and placed it by her side. Anna reached into it and pulled out a pair of crotchless panties, passing them to Selena.

“Put. These. On.”

Anna was all out of breath, but she had a vision, and she planned on making it a reality. Selena obliged Anna’s wish and pulled the pink lacy panties up her legs, adjusting her hard cock to let it dangle out of the spot where there was no fabric.

“Fuck, that’s so hot.” Anna was propping herself up, having finally caught her breath. “Let me taste that girly dick again.”

Selena walked over to Anna on her knees, letting her dick dangle in her girlfriend’s face. Anna sat up a little more to wrap her hand around Selena’s base and took her cock into her mouth. She reached over for the bullet vibrator as she bobbed her head, getting Selena’s dick nice and slick and ready for her pussy.

Selena gasped and her cock jumped when Anna pushed the silver bullet vibrator back into her hole, but that was exactly where Selena wanted it. The vibrations had her on edge, so she pushed Anna off her dick and climbed between her legs.

Anna gasped when Selena pushed her cock into her wet pussy. Sloshy sounds filled the room as Selena pushed deeper and started pounding harder and harder, getting pleasure on both sides and so fucking close to cumming that it hurt.

Anna screamed as her body bounced from Selena’s pounding, but she loved how hard Selena was fucking her. She’d never beat her pussy up like this before, and Anna would swear on everything Selena’s dick somehow felt bigger.

All Anna could do was wrap her legs around Selena and take it, but she was so close to cumming that it didn’t even matter. She stared up at Selena, letting her know how much she loved and appreciated her without saying a word.

“Fuck, babe!”

“Cum, Selena! I’m close!”

Anna reached down to touch her clit as Selena pounded her pussy. She’d lifted herself off Anna and grabbed her ankles, using every inch of her dick as she fucked her girlfriend, and Anna was so turned on that it only took a second of touching herself to release the floodgates.

Selena followed suit as Anna’s pussy milked her cock, cumming deep within her woman, dropping her body to hug Anna as they came together. Anna held her girly boy tightly as they slowly came down from their shared orgasm, feeling like she got everything she wanted and more.


CHAPTER 12

Spring

The girls were hanging out at Selena’s place, helping her put all of her belongings into boxes. She and Anna had found a place in the city of Philadelphia, where they planned on moving after graduation, which was only a week away.

Florence, Julie, and their boyfriends were all moving to Manhattan, but Selena wanted something different, and Anna didn’t really care either way. She was happy just having Selena in her life.

“I love these shoes, Selena. Where did you get them?”

Selena saw that Julie was holding her moss green stilettos that she wore with a velvet dress she had. Her collection was honestly growing far too quickly, but at least she and Anna could share some of the pieces if they weren’t too tight.

“Online. There’s this great website I found that let me custom design them.”

“Shut up! You have to send me the link.”

“Consider it done,” Selena said in her girly voice, which was pretty close to flawless now. Her favorite was when people called her ‘ma’am’ on the phone.

“Oh, my! What is this, girl?” Florence asked and held up a big strap-on dildo by its strap.

“Oops!” Selena said and grabbed the strap on from Florence. “Thought I packed all of those away!”

“Ooh,” Anna said as she caught a glimpse of the strap that Selena had in her hand. “We haven’t used that one in a while. Maybe we should later.” Anna winked at her girlfriend.

Selena blushed while the other girls laughed. She tossed the strap into the box nearest her and taped it up before they could say another word about it, but she marked the box with a star just in case she and Anna would want to use it later. Her bussy was twitching a bit as it was.

“Why aren’t you guys moving to Manhattan? I’ll miss you!” Florence said.

“Me too!” Julie added.

“We’ll visit all the time. Won’t we, Selena?” Anna asked.

“Definitely! There are hotels for a reason,” said Selena, more than ready to be Anna’s ‘friend from back home’ again and again.


TUITION BILL

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Christina

All of my girlfriends thought I was crazy, but I wanted to design lingerie for men. I read an article about ex-military guys who loved to wear sexy women’s lingerie, and the entire time that I was reading, I kept thinking that these men deserved sexy undergarments designed especially for them. What was so wrong about masculine guys getting in touch with their feminine sides? They served our country for crying out loud! If they wanted to feel sexy in women’s clothing, I said to hell with the haters!

I already had plenty of guys buying products from my makeup line, and I didn’t want to leave them out this time around. I started the makeup line a few years ago after I graduated from university with a degree in communications and marketing. I didn’t know the first thing about making makeup, but I put together a team of people to help make my dreams come true, and now I was going to try to replicate my first success by creating a separate website for lingerie.

This time around, though, I would have a business partner. Mabel. When we first met at a cocktail party, I knew that we had to be in business together. We got lost in a conversation about fashion that eventually made its way to lingerie, and that was when Mabel told me that she was a secret part-time lingerie model. She had a massive following online of people who enjoyed looking at her in minimal clothing, among other things.

I also had a following of my own who enjoyed looking at my body, which was how I made money before makeup, so we decided to build a lingerie line. Mabel thought my idea to include men was wild at first, but she started to come around to the idea when I showed her my market research, and we were both big believers in inclusion, so it was meant to be.

The only thing we needed now was a male lingerie model to wear a recent shipment of prototypes for our first collection. The factory making our designs gave us a good deal if we promised to use them for our first two years in business. Mabel thought it was a risk to give them so much time, but their samples were incredible, and we wouldn’t accept any shipments that didn’t meet the standards of their show pieces.

“Mabel, please. Everything will be fine,” I said and rubbed Mabel’s back, but she wasn’t having it. I understood her concerns. She wasn’t used to spending a lot of money to make money, but she had to think about this business long term. She couldn’t give up before we even launched.

“How can you say that? We’ve spent thousands and haven’t earned a penny!”

“We don’t have a line yet!”

“This was a mistake. I’m making more than enough from modeling. I don’t need this. I thought everything would be quicker.”

I sighed. “We’re already in too deep to give up now. If we don’t launch, we’ll make zero. If we launch, I’m confident that we’ll be able to recoup our money and turn a profit. Maybe not the first year, but one day. It takes time to build a brand.”

“I know, but I feel like we’ve spent so much money and don’t have much to show for it.”

“We have prototypes of half our collection already! Plus, your body won’t be sexy forever. What will you do when those guys no longer want to pay for your pictures and videos? What will you do when the younger, hotter girls take your clients? This lingerie line will help us prepare for any rainy days ahead.”

Mabel looked doubtful as I stared into her eyes. I wished that she could see the future I did. She’d seen my vision board and knew our plans, but some people weren’t built to look at the long term. They wanted money now, even if it left them with no way to make more tomorrow.

“You keep saying that, but there’s a chance we’ll fail. What will I do then?” Mabel asked before breaking down into tears.

I did my best not to roll my eyes, but Mabel was becoming ridiculous. We clicked like two brand new magnets when we first met, and I thought that she was entrepreneurial enough to weather the first couple years while we made a name for ourselves. Did she not understand that we were up against major brands? Stores that literally had decades of name recognition. Stores that existed long before either of us was born. She couldn’t expect to beat them without a little pain along the way.

“I can buy you out now, but I don’t want you complaining to me when I turn this business into a success. Is that what you want?”

Mabel sucked in a sharp breath and looked at me with sad eyes, but this was business. She either had to grow a pair and get with the program, or she needed to leave me be. I’d grown to love Mabel since becoming her friend over a year ago, but I couldn’t spend what could very well be the rest of my life coddling a grown woman who was supposed to be my business partner.

“I didn’t think that’s what you wanted.”

Mabel shook her head.

“Look, we have a lot of work we need to do before we can launch the website. We need to make sure that our pieces fit bodies and that they’re sexy. I don’t want to sell anything that I wouldn’t wear. Do you?”

Mabel shook her head again.

“That’s what I thought. We both want this lingerie line to work, but we have to be willing to make some sacrifices in the beginning. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” Mabel said in a weak, unconvincing voice.

“Are you being serious, or are we going to have this conversation again the next time we’re together? We can’t keep talking in circles, Mabel. Either you’re on board, or you’re not. Which will it be?”

“How much longer do you think we’ll be bleeding money?”

“Mabel, you act like you’re not making a ton of money from your fans online. Are you really strapped for cash?”

“No, but—”

“Do you believe in this lingerie line like you did when we first came up with the idea?”

“Yes, but—”

“Mabel, please! I’m sorry to be a bitch, but either you’re in or you’re out. We really can’t keep having these conversations about your doubts. Can we fail? Of course we can! Could we make a shit ton of money? Absolutely yes, but we have to try, and we have to act like we can never fail. Fake it until you make it and all that.”

“You’re right,” Mabel said with a heavy breath. “I guess I’m just worried people won’t respect us if we have a lingerie line for men. Don’t get me wrong, Christina. You know that I want to include everyone, but maybe it’s better if we rethink that aspect of the business.”

I sighed. Never in a million years did I think working with a partner would be so exhausting, but maybe Mabel had a point. Our lingerie line, called TinaBel to represent our names, could burn in flames for including men, but I wanted to take a risk. I wanted to give those military men and any other guys a safe place to buy sexy lingerie they could feel good about.

“I don’t agree with you, but I hear you.”

“It could ruin us, Christina. What woman will want to buy lingerie from a site that also caters to men?”

“I would!”

“I’m not sure that I would…”

Mabel and I locked our eyes, intense emotions passing between us. She looked like she wanted to spit in my face, but she wasn’t that petty. I took a deep breath to calm myself. We’d been back and forth about these plans a million times, but I didn’t want to be completely disrespectful about Mabel’s opinions.

“Look, how about I find a model to try on the few products we already have produced for the men’s line? We can make a final decision once you see the pictures.”

Mabel let out a heavy breath. “I could be okay with that. Do you need any money for the model?”

“I’ll cover it. I understand your doubts, but I truly think that including designs for men will get people talking about our line. There’s nothing I want more than for TinaBel to be a success.”

Mabel nodded. “I know that’s what you want, Christina, but I hope you can see that’s what I want too, which is why I’ve been having a lot of doubts lately. I truly didn’t know how to tell you, but I feel a lot better now that I’ve voiced my concerns.”

“Excellent, so I’ll find a male model and get back to you about that, and we can keep designing in the meantime.”

“Sounds good. You’re the best,” Mabel said with a heavy exhale as she stood from her chair. She walked over to my side of the table, bending over to give me a kiss on the cheek. “See you soon.”


CHAPTER 2

Bruce

My tuition bill was due, and I had no idea what I was going to do. My parents cut me off after my freshman year of university when I told them that I wanted to become a studio art major, and they hadn’t helped me with a payment since. I scraped together enough to get through my junior year, but I still had two years of college to pay for and honestly didn’t know how I was going to make it happen.

I would take out a student loan, but my parents made too much. They were dripping with money, actually, but they wouldn’t spend a dime on my art education. They thought it was a waste of time… and money. All they thought about were those damn numbers in their bank account, like they actually meant something, like they would ever see them drop to zero.

My parents didn’t know the first thing about being poor. They were both from rich families and never had to want for a thing in their lives, but they’d also followed the family track. My father became a doctor, and my mother was also a doctor, but she didn’t practice anymore because she was too busy with the work she did on various committees. Don’t even get me started how they donated more than my college tuition every year to ‘causes that were important’.

Teresa and Patrick would never forgive me for chasing my dreams, for choosing to become an artist, but my mother literally gave money to art museums. Yet me wanting to become a painter was laughable to them. It wasn’t worthy of our family name. I tried to explain the insanity of their reasoning over dinner one night, but the conversation ended in an explosive fight, and we hadn’t talked much since.

I wasn’t going to become a doctor like they demanded, and I didn’t care that the past three generations of our family had been doctors. It wasn’t the career for me, and I shouldn’t be forced to do something that I didn’t want to do, but the thought of paying for two more years of college was beyond daunting.

How was I ever going to do it?

Nothing on the university job board paid much more than minimum wage, except tutoring for heavy subjects, but I was an artist. What free time I had, I wanted to spend painting or checking out other artists’ work to study what they did. Which brushstrokes they used. How they layered their painting. I longed to become a master of my craft, but I wouldn’t be able to think about art if I couldn’t first cover my bills, and the last thing I wanted to do was drop out.

My parents had me backed up against a wall, and they knew it, but I had a feeling they liked to watch me suffer. They enjoyed knowing that their money could control the world around them, including their son, a young man who just wanted to chase his dreams. I wouldn’t let them win, though. I couldn’t. It would be the death of me.

One ad jumped out after a mostly helpless search. It paid more than the others.

I needed big bucks if I was going to pay this tuition bill. Even if I broke it down into installments, the cost was much more than I could ever afford to pay from what I earned working overnights at a grocery store, and my high school grades hadn’t been quite good enough for any scholarships. The university gave me a small discount after I explained my situation and shed a few tears, but they couldn’t do much since my parents made so much money and had a bunch of assets. My only option was to separate myself from them, but they paid for my health insurance, which would be a cost I couldn’t afford on top of tuition.

My life was a mess.

I had a feeling that I was going to end up broke and working as a barista somewhere, but that would be a better life than having a medical career I didn’t want shoved down my throat. I sighed as I typed the number from the job ad into my phone, hoping that this modeling gig could get me some quick cash.

“Hello,” a sugary sweet voice said.

“Hi, I’m calling about the modeling job.”

“Oh, yes! Excellent! I wasn’t expecting to get a reply so quickly. The ad only went live a few hours ago.”

“Maybe it’s your lucky day,” I said casually, trying not to reveal how desperate I was for a bit of money. “What are you looking for in a model?”

“Pretty standard, I guess. Nice body, cute face. Do you have big arms?”

I flexed my arms as I glanced down at them. They weren’t huge, but they certainly weren’t small. “They’re a nice size. I have a few pictures that I could send you if you’d like.”

“Yes, please do! Sorry for judging your looks, but I guess it comes with the territory.”

“Will I be your first model?”

“My first male model. I’ve mostly just used my girlfriends as models in the past. It’s always a lot of fun.”

“Cool,” I said mindlessly as I scrolled through my phone. I’d put the girl on speaker phone and was only half listening to what she said. “I’m about to send over some pictures, but how much does this job pay?”

“I usually pay one hundred dollars per shoot. They can last up to three hours, depending on what my photographer needs, but if things go well, I’ll be needing a male model for several shoots.”

One hundred dollars in three hours?

Sign me up!

I was practically salivating as I picked a few of my hottest pictures to send over to this girl who could become my boss. I always used the same few photos when I chatted with girls on dating applications. It only took a second for her to get them.

“What’s your name, by the way?”

“Christina. You?”

“Bruce.”

“Nice to meet you, Bruce. I just got your pictures, and I must say, I’m impressed! Your waist is pretty thin, but your body is super masculine. I would love to meet in person later today if you’re willing. I’ll give you fifty dollars for the consultation and a few test shots. It shouldn’t take more than an hour.”

“Yeah, sure! What time were you thinking?”

“Is seven too early?”

“No! That should be perfect for me.”

“Actually, let’s say half past seven just to be safe.”

“Okay, do you live close to campus?”

“Ten minutes by car. Will that be a problem?”

“No, I’ll be there!”

My parents let me keep my car, but they no longer paid for repairs or gas. The only thing they kept paying for was the insurance, but everything else was on me. They made sure I was covered in case anything serious happened, but they were hellbent on making me suffer for defying their wishes of me becoming a doctor.

“I’ll text you the address. See you then!”

“Thanks! See you then!”


CHAPTER 3

Christina

Bruce was due to arrive at my condo any moment, and I was nervous about presenting him with the lingerie that we’d designed for men. Maybe Mabel was right that we should only focusing on designing pieces for women, but at the same time, I felt it in my gut that we should try something different. Something risky. How many women-only lingerie lines were there in the world?

The sound of my buzzer made me jump. I touched my chest before racing over to the door to hit the speaker button.

“Bruce? Is that you?”

“Yeah, it’s me,” he said. His voice was so smooth and deep, and he was more than a little attractive, but I had to focus. Tonight was about business and convincing Bruce that modeling lingerie for men wasn’t a bad idea.

“Come on up,” I said and hit the button that let Bruce into the building. I told myself to stay calm as I waited for him to come upstairs, nervous that this entire plan would blow up in my face, more and more convinced that maybe Mabel had a point, but I’d already spent a lot on prototypes. The least I could do was spend fifty more dollars to see how the designs looked on a masculine guy.

“Nice place you got here,” Bruce said when I opened the door, letting him step inside my condo. “I thought I was going to meet you at your office or something.”

“I work from home. The second bedroom is my office.”

“Dope!” Bruce said and smiled. “So, what do you need me to model? Suits? Shoes? Are you a designer or something?”

“Currently, I make most of my money selling makeup, but I want to branch out into different areas.”

“Fashion?”

“Yeah,” I said in a long drawl. “Clothes.”

“Why are you being so cryptic?” Bruce asked and looked around my condo like he was waiting for someone to pop out from behind a corner, but the truth was that I’d become nervous about my idea. Was it too radical? Too crazy?

“I’m sorry! Let me show you!”

Bruce chuckled and shook his head, grinning as he watched me run out of the room, but his smile fell the second I came back with thongs and panties in my hand. The factory had already made us five options. We wanted to start small and with products we really loved, so we were spending a lot on prototypes, even though I had a feeling that would have to end soon based on the conversation I had with Mabel.

“Are those women’s underwear?”

I sighed. “No, it’s lingerie for men! My business partner and I are starting a lingerie website and thought it would be a good idea to make lingerie that men could wear too. It has a little pouch and everything,” I said and gestured at the part where his goodies could go, but Bruce didn’t seem amused.

“You expect men to wear those?”

“Not you, necessarily, but if you want to make any money, I expect you to model them. Trust me, there are plenty of guys out there who wouldn’t mind some lingerie with a little extra breathing room, or at least I think there are a lot of guys like that.

“I’m not so sure,” Bruce said and took the lingerie from my hands, chuckling as he held them, but his face changed the longer he rubbed the fabric between his fingers. “These are super soft!”

“All our designs are made of natural, breathable materials. One is a cotton and bamboo blend. There’s another one made of wool. We’ve also been considering some silk options, but they’d be super expensive. We have lots of lace too of course, and we only use cotton lace. These white bikini-cut panties with lace are my favorite from the men’s collection so far.”

“They’d totally show my… you know!” Bruce said as he looked down at the white panties in my hand.

I shrugged. “Aren’t there a lot of guys who’d like that?”

“I don’t know, maybe, but I don’t want you taking pictures of me wearing them!”

“We wouldn’t include your face in any of the pictures! Depending on how the pictures looked, there’s a chance that we would obstruct the view of the penis with a star or something else.”

“I don’t know,” Bruce said in a long voice. “I really want the money, but I don’t know about this, Christina. I have zero desire to wear lingerie!”

“We can always find someone else, but I won’t be able to pay you fifty dollars tonight unless you give me some test shots. There might be a couple beers in my fridge that you could take as payment for your trouble, but that’s about all I would be willing to pay you for nothing. No offense.”

“No, it’s okay. I get it,” Bruce said as he lifted his arm to scratch the back of his head. He glanced at the fridge and back at me, but I had my arms crossed and wasn’t budging. If Bruce wanted his money, he’d have to earn it. Otherwise, I needed to save the fifty dollars for the next guy I found.

“So, what will it be? You’ve already been here for like fifteen minutes, and I don’t have all night. There’s other work I could be doing.”

“Promise you won’t show my face?” Bruce winced as he asked the question, and I honestly felt kind of bad for him. He looked like he really didn’t want to wear lingerie.

“Yeah, I promise, but Bruce… I can find someone else if you don’t want to do this. You shouldn’t do something that you’ll regret.”

“No, it’s okay. I can wear the lingerie.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes!” Bruce hollered and jutted his hand in the air. He looked more unsure than Mabel had at our meeting, but I didn’t want to push the subject and upset Bruce more than he already was. “Sorry, Christina. It’s not you. I just have a lot going on in my life.”

“If you want to talk about—”

“I don’t.” Bruce cut me off before I could finish, but I wasn’t upset that he did. I didn’t want to talk about feelings with a man I hardly knew, and part of me felt like I would have to find someone else for my photoshoots going forward if Bruce kept it up with this intense, overly negative energy.

“Okay,” I said after a moment of silence. “Should we do the shoot then?”

“You’re paying me fifty dollars, right?”

“That was the deal,” I said.

“Let’s do it then. Which one should I put on first?”

“Actually, would you mind dropping your pants? I need to see how hairy you are first.”

“Fucking hell,” Bruce cursed under his breath.


CHAPTER 4

Bruce

What in the world have I gotten myself into now? I looked at Christina with dead eyes, like I hadn’t quite heard her correctly, but we both knew that I had. She wanted me to drop my pants to see if I was hairy. She was treating me like an object, but wasn’t that how models everywhere were treated?

“Bruce, please don’t do this if you’re not comfortable.”

I need the money, bitch.

Christina wasn’t really a bitch. My parents were the bitches. They had more than enough resources to pay for my tuition, but they were stubborn, and they refused. I wished I could find the exact right person to tell my problems to, so that they could make them go away, but it’d be easier to find a needle in a haystack. At least a needle would poke me if I got too close.

“Can we just get this over with, please?”

“Yes, but the first step is showing me your legs.”

I cursed under my breath as I undid my belt and then unbuttoned my jeans, feeling more of my dignity getting stripped away with each of my movements, but what choice did I have? Christina was paying more than any of those bullshit jobs on campus, and I had bills to pay. Beggers couldn’t be choosers and all that jazz.

“Happy?”

“Yes, actually! You’re naturally smooth!”

“Is that a good thing?” I grunted. I’d always wished that I were hairier. Not like beast-level hairy, but a little hair on the chest would be nice. Hair on the legs would be even better. I’d always hated the fact that I didn’t have much body hair, but girls never seemed to mind, so I just tried not to think about it.

“It’s amazing! I’m not sure how sexy lingerie would look with bushes of hair coming out of the fabric.”

I chuckled. “I imagine it wouldn’t look very sexy at all. Not that I think lingerie can look sexy on men or anything… because I don’t!”

“Yet you’re willing to be my model? You must really need this money,” Christina said with a light laugh, but she wouldn’t be laughing if she knew how desperate I was. The university was threatening to kick me out of the classes I’d enrolled in last year if I didn’t pay something before the semester started.

“More than you know.”

Christina fell silent, walking over to grab the lingerie from where she’d left it. “Let’s save the best for last. Can you start with this one?”

“What is this?” I asked. “Is it even underwear?”

“It’s a super skimpy thong, but again, it has room for your dick and balls, so they aren’t hanging out the sides of the fabric. Please put them on in the bathroom, and I’ll get my tripod set up.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said in a teasing voice before walking past Christina to go to the bathroom. She looked over her shoulder at me and squinted her eyes. I closed the bathroom door before our eye contact broke, and I was feeling a little hot as I stepped out of my boxers and put on the skimpy red thong, which fit surprisingly well.

Shit.

I didn’t look half bad!

The thong hugged my hips, kept my package in place, and the fabric was super comfortable. It honestly felt like air on my skin, except my cock and balls didn’t jiggle too much when I moved my hips from side to side. Nothing like when I wore boxers, which was what I usually wore, but this thong! It was something else, and fuck me, but I kind of liked it!

Not that I would tell Christina that!

“How are you doing in there?” she asked.

“All right. I’m about to step out now. Are you ready?”

“Yep! The camera is set up and ready!”

I took a deep breath and wiped the happy look off my face. I couldn’t show Christina that I liked the thong she’d given me to try on, but it seriously felt so good on my body. Even the little bit of fabric that had disappeared between my ass cheeks wasn’t uncomfortable like I thought it would be.

Once my face was serious and void of any enjoyment, I stepped out of the bathroom, trying to look as unhappy as I possibly could. Christina frowned when she saw my face, but damn, it was getting hard not to break out into a smile. I was living a lie. This thong was fucking amazing! I never wanted to put on another pair of boring boxers in my life, but I couldn’t let Christina know that after how I’d acted!

“Are they terrible?”

“They’re okay,” I grunted and stepped forward. It was a little easier to breathe when I moved, so I paced back and forth as Christina adjusted a light lamp. Her wall was clear and ready for my photoshoot. I suddenly felt nervous, like I wouldn’t look as good in the photos as I felt with this red thong around my hips, but then I thought about the money, and all was right in the world. Getting paid to wear this sexy lingerie? I’m in!

“All right. Can you stand against the wall, please?”

“No face, right?”

“No face,” Christina said and sighed.

“I’m sorry for acting weird earlier.”

“It’s okay, but I feel like I’m torturing you. You don’t have to do this if you don’t want. I’d honestly prefer you didn’t if you’re going to act weird about this. It’s already hard enough as it is convincing myself that this men’s lingerie line is a good idea.”

It was a fantastic idea. I would love to become a customer of her line, which according to my thong’s label, was called TinaBel. I thought it was a super cute name, and I thought her idea was brilliant, but I couldn’t tell her these things. Then she would know how I really felt. Not gonna happen!

“I mean, some guys might buy them. It’s not like they’d have to go to the store or anything. Where did you even come up with this idea to design lingerie for men?”

“I read an article about ex-military guys who love to wear lingerie and other women’s clothing when they have time, and it got me thinking about designing lingerie for both men and women. My business partner thought it was a great idea too at first, but now she’s getting cold feet. That’s why I want to get some photos of a masculine guy like you wearing the designs.”

“Ah, I see.”

“Yeah,” Christina said in a heavy voice. She looked so sad, like she thought the entire idea was a failure. I wanted to scream at her that it wasn’t, but that would be admitting defeat after bratty behavior, and who does that? “Just stand naturally with your hands on your hips.”

“Like this?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s good.” Christina lifted the camera and snapped a few photos of me standing with my hands on my hips. Then I crossed them over my chest at her direction before running off to the bathroom to switch panties.

The wool panties were next. They were brown with light-blue accents, big like briefs and had a high waistline that was rather feminine. They were deadly comfortable too and had plenty of room for my dangly bits. I felt criminal for stepping out of the bathroom and pretending like I didn’t like the panties when they were easily the most comfortable underwear I’d ever worn in my life.

“Are they comfortable?” Christina asked as she snapped photos while I turned from side to side so that she could get me from every angle. “They look like they fit you well.”

“They’re not too bad.”

“Do you hate them?” she pressed.

“I… uh… I’m not sure that I would wear them.”

“Yeah, but do you hate them? Are they any worse than briefs you’ve worn in your life?”

No, they’re a million times better.

“I… fuck, Christina.”

“What’s wrong?” she asked and lifted her face from the camera. “Did something happen?”

“I can’t pretend anymore.”

“Pretend what?”

“I love these damn panties.”

“You do?” Christina asked in a high voice.

“I do,” I said and dropped my head. “They’re the most comfortable underwear that I’ve ever worn.”

“Don’t lie to me, Bruce! I can handle the truth! I just hate that Mabel was right that we never should have designed lingerie for men.”

“Why would you say that? Do you think I look bad in these panties? Is that what you’re trying to tell me?” I asked playfully and rocked my hips from side to side. I felt something when Christina met my eyes, and I swore she felt it too.

She smiled as our gaze lingered. “You don’t look bad at all.”

“No, I don’t. I think I look pretty good, and my dick has never looked bigger!”

“You’re stupid.”

“Show me the pictures.”

Christina smiled at me a second longer before turning to grab her camera. The pictures made my body look a lot more attractive than I ever would have thought possible when Christina first stepped out of her bedroom with the thongs and panties, but I was impressed overall. She had a vision, and she executed it.

“Should we finish with the others?”

“If you don’t mind,” she said.

I shook my head and raced off to the bathroom to put on the next piece of lingerie, which was a sexy pair of black boy shorts with lace around the waistline. I’d gotten over the fact that wearing lingerie designed for men wasn’t the end of the world. It was actually opening up a world I hoped to soon discover.

Christina snapped pictures of me in the black boy shorts, and then I changed into a pair of pink cotton panties. They were simple and cute and endlessly comfortable, but she’d saved the best for last. The white bikini-cut panties with lots of white cotton lace. They were angelic and virginal and exactly what a boy should wear on his wedding night. Fuck, Christina had corrupted me, and it’d only been a couple of hours since I got to her place!

“These are the best ones!” I hollered from inside the bathroom as I stared at myself in the mirror. I’d never noticed how slim my waistline was until I put on these girly cuts, but I kind of liked how I looked, especially in these white lacy panties. “You got the camera ready?”

“I’m ready!”

It was hard to peel my eyes away from the mirror, but I couldn’t stand there all night. I stepped out of the bathroom. Christina ran up to me and turned me around in a circle, commenting on how good I looked, gushing how amazing the panties looked on my body.

She’d come out of her funk the second I told her the truth about how I felt and could finally see the brilliance of her idea. Designing lingerie for men? Why weren’t more people doing this? Why weren’t more guys wearing it? TinaBel panties gave me way more support than boxers. They also made me feel beautiful, and I never felt beautiful.

“So, how much would this pair cost?”

“I think they’d have to retail for forty, at least until we can start making the panties in bulk. Maybe even forty-five.”

Forty-five dollars for panties?

My heart skipped a beat, but when I stopped to think about it, I could see myself indulging in a pair of forty-five-dollar panties if they felt this good and hugged my hips in all the right places.

“Why? Do you want some for yourself?”

“No! I was just wondering.”

“Right,” Christina said as she smirked and set her camera to the side. “That’ll be all for tonight. Thanks for trying on that lingerie for me. You’ve been really helpful.”

“Do you think you’ll go forward with the line?” I asked.

Christina shrugged. “Depends on what my partner Mabel wants to do. We’re splitting everything equally, so we have to agree on all our decisions. I’m paying for this photoshoot tonight, but she’ll give me half for any serious photoshoots we do. Are you interested in modeling for those shoots too?”

“Yeah, I’d be down. They pay one hundred dollars, right?”

“That or more. Since you did so well, I can try to convince my business partner to up your pay to forty an hour.”

“You’d do that for me?”

Christina nodded as she stood a few inches from me, staring into my eyes, tempting me, but she was basically my boss now, and I couldn’t risk losing a job that would pay me forty dollars an hour, so I took a step away from Christina.

“Uh, how often would the shoots be? What time of day? I have a job working nights at a grocery store, but I’m sure I could make this work.”

“It all depends on what my partner Mabel says, but I’ll show her these pictures and get back to you as soon as possible.”

“That would be amazing. Thank you,” I said. “I guess I should probably change out of these panties, huh?”

“You look pretty cute in them. Why don’t you keep them?”

“Are you being serious right now?” I asked a touch more excitedly than I would have liked.

Christina chuckled. “I’m positive. Let me grab your fifty dollars.”

“I’ll put on my clothes.”

“Good idea,” Christina said with a shake of the head as she walked over to her purse to grab the money. I went to the bathroom to get my clothes and didn’t even bother changing into my boxers. Christina gave me my money and sent me on my way, but I was already counting down the moments until I would see her again, fantasizing about all the lingerie she might make me wear.


CHAPTER 5

Christina

Mabel was waiting for me at a cafe not far from where we lived. Part of the reason we’d grown so close was because we were practically neighbors, so it was easy for us to spend a lot of time together when our friendship was blossoming, before we’d decided to become business partners. Sometimes I missed the dynamic that we had when we were just friends. When there wasn’t any money involved between us. We would go shopping, gossip, and have fun when we got together, but things had turned tense ever since Mabel started questioning the idea of men’s lingerie. I hoped that these pictures of Bruce in the lingerie could change her mind, but I wasn’t getting my hopes up.

“Christina! How are you?” Mabel asked before giving me a hug and a couple quick kisses on the cheek.

“I’m doing okay,” I said as I slid into the seat across from Mabel. A server came over a second later and took my order, which I was thankful for because I desperately needed some caffeine to confront this situation in which I found myself.

“Only okay?”

“I don’t know. How are you doing?”

“I’ve been great! I got a hundred new followers over the weekend during a marketing push I did with a few other ladies.”

“That’s great!” I said as brightly as I could manage. “Can’t go wrong with new followers.”

“Nope,” Mabel said brightly and picked up her piping hot mug of black tea to take a sip. She held out her pinkie, looking all dainty and cute and not at all concerned with the fact that we’d been having an ongoing disagreement about the men’s lingerie line.

“Thank you,” I said to the server when he returned with my latte. I took a big sip of the hot drink, feeling a sense of relief instantly wash over me. The coffee gave me the energy and strength I needed to have this difficult conversation with Mabel. One I worried would ruin our friendship, but regardless, we couldn’t keep avoiding the topic. Not when it was supposed to be our business.

“Mabel.”

She sighed.

“You know we have to talk.”

“I know, but I’ve been thinking some more, and I’m really not sure about this idea to sell men’s lingerie. I talked about it with some of my girlfriends, and they think it’s the single craziest idea they’ve ever heard, and I’m starting to agree with them.”

“I got the pictures we talked about,” I said.

“Isn’t it better that we just scrape the idea before we waste more money on it? I love you, Christina, you know I do, but I don’t want this business to come between us.”

“It doesn’t have to, Mabel! Can’t you at least look at the pictures I got before you write off the idea? Plus, my model Bruce, who seemed pretty masculine, went from hating the lingerie to loving it.”

“Really?” Mabel asked suspiciously. “Are you just lying to get what you want?”

“No! I even let him keep a pair of the panties he liked them so much, and don’t worry, I’ll cover the costs. I wouldn’t be putting my money toward this idea if I truly didn’t believe in it, Mabel, and I just wish you could see it how I did. Maybe these guys don’t want to admit that they like wearing undergarments designed for women, but you should have seen the way Bruce changed.”

“Hmm,” Mabel said and folded her lips. I could tell that she’d come here ready to shut down this idea about the men’s lingerie, but I was desperate for her to give it a chance. I wanted TinaBel to be inclusive and for everyone who wanted to feel beautiful and feminine, so I pulled out my phone to show Mabel the pictures that I’d taken of Bruce.

Mabel studied my cellphone’s screen, her face changing a bit each time she swiped to the next photo. “I can’t see the model’s face, but his body movements look looser as the pictures continue.”

“He really got into the photoshoot once he let go of the idea that he shouldn’t be wearing lingerie. He became a whole new person. I swear. You should have seen it.”

“Is it worth paying him for more photoshoots, though? Is it worth the risk to spend all the money creating a line for men? What if he’s the only guy that wants to wear lingerie?”

“I highly doubt that’s the case, Mabel.”

Mabel sighed and set my phone on the table, pushing it toward me. She had a look in her eyes like she’d already made her decision and didn’t want to budge, and I didn’t want to force her hand. I wished that I had never let her join my mission if she was going to get cold feet at the last second, but we’d had a lot of fun along the way, and I tried not to forget that.

“Look, Mabel, I love you. You’re my girl, and I don’t want this lingerie line to get between us. We’ve already done a ton of work for the line, but maybe I could buy you out before launch if you’re not sold on the idea of men’s lingerie, because honestly, I am. Especially after seeing Bruce’s face and how he changed. He loved the lingerie, even though he thought he would hate it.”

Mabel folded her lips and took another long sip of her tea, looking everywhere except at my face, but I was patient. I could wait all day if that was what she needed. I wasn’t about to give up on this idea because of fear. When I launched my makeup line, it never crossed my mind that men would buy the product, but I had a lot of guys who contacted me to thank me for including male models in my latest campaigns. Then I read the article about ex-military men wearing women’s clothing and lingerie and knew that I needed to include feminine designs for men in my new line.

“I don’t know what to say, Christina.”

“Take a risk, Mabel.”

“My girlfriends would ridicule me if I started designing lingerie for men.”

“You can’t let your girlfriends run your life. What do you think?”

Mabel sighed. “Well, on the one hand, I trust you and your vision and want to take a risk, but at the same time, I’m worried that TinaBel will be a huge failure and that it will become a laughingstock, so I don’t really know what to think.”

“Your first instinct was yes, Mabel. Why turn your back on that?”

“Because I don’t want to lose money,” she retorted. “I could invest everything we’re spending on this line in the stock market and save myself the hassle.”

“Then do that, but I want the TinaBel name. We’ve already worked with designers on labels and logos and bought the website and everything else. I can reimburse you for any money you’ve spent, but you at least owe me the brand we’ve created if you’re going to chicken out at the last second.”

Mabel sighed. “Fine, but can I have a night to think about it?”

“Sure,” I said tensely. “Anything else?”

“That’s all,” Mabel said in an equally tense voice.

“I better go before this conversation turns any uglier.”

“Good idea,” she said.

I scoffed and hurried out of the cafe.


CHAPTER 6

Christina

“Thanks for meeting me,” I said and bent over to give Bruce a hug. It was the day after my tense meeting with Mabel, and she had yet to get back to me about what she wanted to do, but the world couldn’t wait for her forever. I had to make plans and arrangements, and I wanted to let Bruce know what was happening, and that I planned on moving forward with my ideas no matter what Mabel decided.

“My pleasure,” Bruce said as he watched me take a seat across from him. “You have no idea how much that fifty dollars from the last photoshoot helped.”

“I’m glad,” I said with a soft smile. “Order whatever you want for lunch. My treat.”

“Christina! You don’t have to do that.”

“It’s fine. I insist.”

“Okay,” Bruce said with a light sigh. “I appreciate it.”

I nodded and picked up the menu to glance over it as a server made her way in our direction. I decided on a salad with steak and potatoes. Bruce got a burger with a side of mashed potatoes. We ordered a bottle of sparkling water to share.

“Did you have a chance to speak to your business partner about the other photoshoots?” Bruce asked after a few moments of silence. “I’m free most afternoons.”

“I did speak with Mabel, but I’m not sure that she’s still onboard with men’s lingerie. She didn’t reject the idea completely, but I have a feeling she’s leaning toward giving up before we even get started, which is fine.”

Bruce’s face deflated. I could tell that he really needed this money, and I didn’t want to let him down. I knew how hard it could be to work low-paying jobs, but it seemed that there was something deeper to Bruce’s situation. Something he was keeping in the dark, but how well did we even know each other? Sure, I’d seen him wearing nothing but a pair of knickers, but what did I know about this man’s life besides the fact that I wanted to make him my model?

“What’s wrong, Bruce?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly and shook his head. “It’s nothing. I promise. Just a little disappointed to hear your partner isn’t sold on the idea of men’s lingerie. I actually told my friend Troy about our little photoshoot, and he thought men’s lingerie sounded like a good idea when I showed him the pictures you sent me.”

“You showed your friend pictures of you in lingerie?”

“Not the ones where he could see my dick, but yeah. He thought they were cute,” Bruce said with a laugh. “He agreed that a lot of guys would probably order a pair or two online, even if it was just as a joke.”

“They could be great gag gifts, couldn’t they?”

“You never know what could happen.”

“That’s what I was trying to tell Mabel, but she didn’t want to hear it! Our conversation ended rather tensely, and I just wanted to get out of that cafe and run for the hills, so that was pretty much what I did.”

Bruce chuckled. “That’s too bad. I get it, though. Stay on the safe side of things. Can’t blame you for that.”

“I don’t want to play on the safe side! I want to take risks! I want to do things that other people would call crazy, and Mabel is throwing a wrench into my plans. If she hadn’t been so excited when I first presented the idea, maybe I wouldn’t care so much, but she used to act like the men’s lingerie line was the best idea in the world.”

“What happened? Did she say?”

I sighed. “Her girlfriends got to her and told her they thought it was a bad idea, and I get it. A lot of women will think that lingerie for men is a bad idea, but they probably said the same thing about boy shorts when they started selling them in lingerie stores and look how popular those are!”

“You should follow your gut,” said Bruce.

“I would love to, but we’ve already done so much for the line as it is. I would have to buy her out if I didn’t want any arguments, which I’m willing to do, but I’m not so sure that she is. The entire business has become a mess.”

“I’m sorry,” Bruce said gently. “I wish there was something that I could do.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said and sighed.

“If it makes you feel any better, I’m actually wearing those panties you gave me.”

“You are?” I asked in a high voice. “Right now?”

“Yep,” Bruce said with a laugh. “Would you like to see?”

I chuckled. “No, its okay. I believe you. I’m just… surprised.”

“Why? They’re the most comfortable underwear I’ve ever owned. I wish I had a drawer full of TinaBel panties.”

“Shut up,” I said and blushed.

“I’ve never been more serious,” Bruce said with a laugh.

I shook my head as I tried to stop the smile on my face from growing even bigger, but it was pointless. Bruce made me laugh and smile and feel all bubbly inside. I was starting to develop a crush on this man who was supposed to be nothing more than my model, but why had I invited him to lunch if that was all I wanted? I could have sent him an email with the information about Mabel and TinaBel and everything we had yet to decide.

“You really think the men’s lingerie line is a good idea?”

“Heck yeah! I would invest if I had any money, but I’m broke as a joke.” Bruce sighed heavily. “Sorry about that. Forget I said anything. I don’t want to bother you with my problems.”

“No, it’s okay. Tell me what’s wrong.”

Bruce shook his head as he sighed again. I could see a heaviness behind his eyes. I used to feel heavy and sad before I found success as an online model, aka a high-class solo porn star, and I wanted to help Bruce however I could. He had such a bright spirit, one I found myself liking more and more by the second.

“Please, Bruce. I want to know.”

“I’m afraid I’ll get upset if I talk about it.”

“I won’t judge you.”

“It’s really not about me personally. It’s about my stupid parents who want to control every single aspect of my life.”

“Why? What are your parents doing?” I asked.

“Long story short… They stopped paying for my tuition, but they make too much money for me to qualify for any type of student aid. I’m basically stuck paying for my own tuition out of pocket. I could take out a bank loan, but I’m trying to avoid that at all costs.”

I was shocked.

Horrified.

“Why in the world did they cut you off?”

“Because I want to become a painter and not a doctor like they expect. They’ve been trying to control me my entire life, and I thought college would finally be my chance to break free from them, but they’re only going to support me if I become a doctor like the rest of the family.”

“Bruce! I’m so sorry!”

He shrugged. “It is what it is, but tuition is a lot harder to pay than I was expecting, and it’s pretty much impossible with what they pay me at the grocery store, which was why I was looking for new jobs, but I really don’t even have the time to work more than I do. It’s all a lot to handle, but I’m trying my best.”

Bruce was clearly stressed, but who wouldn’t be in his situation? He worked overnights at a grocery store stocking shelves, but he still had his rent to pay and expenses for his car. His parents had set him up to fail, but I was motivated to help Bruce prove them wrong anyway I could after hearing his story. I was upset for him. Livid. I wanted to march down to his parents’ house and yell at them for being so reckless with their son’s life. Bruce deserved better and fuck them for thinking he couldn’t make it as an artist.

“Shut up! Your mom gives money to art organizations, but she doesn’t think you should become a painter? Don’t tell me more, or I might hunt your parents down and tell them how I feel about what they did to you. I’m so sorry, Bruce.”

Bruce shrugged. “I’m doing my best to live with the situation.”

“It can’t be easy.”

“It’s not, but what can I do?”

“Fight! Do you have any photos of your paintings?”

“Yeah, I have some,” Bruce said and unlocked his phone. He tapped at the screen before turning it in my direction, revealing a photo of a stunning abstract painting. One I thought could find its way to a museum once Bruce made a name for himself.

“These paintings are incredible, Bruce!”

“You really think so?”

“Yes! Why aren’t you selling prints of them? I’ll be your first customer.”

Bruce chuckled as he reached to take the phone from my hand and lock the screen. He shook his head to brush aside my comment, but I’d never been more serious in my life. Bruce needed to monetize his artwork one way or another.

“Do you not agree?”

“It just doesn’t feel right.”

“That’s your doubt talking, Bruce. You doubted those panties you were wearing a few days ago and look at you now! You want an entire collection of TinaBel lingerie, which I would happily give you, but not until I figure out what in the world Mabel is thinking.”

Bruce chuckled. “Don’t worry. I wasn’t looking for handouts.”

“How much money do you need?”

“A few grand,” Bruce said in one of the most depressed voices I’d ever heard. I wanted to wrap him up in my arms and hold him against my boobs while I rubbed his head and told him that everything would be okay, but we weren’t that close. Not yet. “I’ll never be able to afford my tuition at the rate I’m going.”

“How do you feel about sex tapes?”

“I don’t know,” Bruce said with a laugh. “Why?”

“Just a second,” I said and held up a finger while I pulled out my phone to send my followers a poll to ask them if they wanted to see me star in a video with a man. I got a few answers within seconds, and the results were a resounding yes. “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

“Why?”

I sighed. “The truth is, I make a lot of my money by doing online modeling, which is a fancy way of saying that I show my goodies to men to earn some of their coins, and I just asked my followers if they’d like to see me in a video with a man, and they agreed!”

“Wait… are you saying?”

I bit my lip and nodded as I stared into Bruce’s eyes, daring him to say no to this brilliant idea. It could be a win-win for the two of us. He could pay his tuition, and I could get his dick wet with my pussy. I was already a little wet just thinking about Bruce’s cock.

“We should put you in some lingerie first, though.”

“I… I… don’t know.”

“If you do a video with me, I’ll give you a grand.”

“One thousand dollars?”

“Plus I’ll buy you a pair of crotchless panties.”

“I… are you serious?”

“Yep,” I said. “So, what do you say? Should we go shopping for some crotchless panties?”

“Then we would… you know.”

“Have sex,” I said with a laugh. “That’s the plan, yes.”

Bruce said nothing, but he nodded, which was enough of an answer for me. We were about finished with our food as it was, and now I wanted my dessert, which would be creamy and salty and a touch girly.


CHAPTER 7

Bruce

“What did you have in mind for me to wear?” I asked as we walked from the parking lot to the doors of a department store. Wearing the pretty white panties beneath my jeans was one thing, but I was having second thoughts about buying women’s lingerie from a department store. I just wanted Christina to give me cute undergarments to wear. I didn’t want to have to shop for them myself, yet here we were, and I was doing my best to put on a brave face.

“The crotchless panties for the video, but maybe we should make it a whole thing. I might lose a few followers, but like I said, I like to take risks.”

“What do you mean by a whole thing?”

“Like a skirt or a dress or something. What do you think?”

“I thought we were just doing lingerie.”

“We are, but we need something else too. I want to feminize you.”

“Feminize me? Like turn me into a girl?”

“Just for the video.”

“Christina! You didn’t say anything about dresses and skirts earlier. I don’t know about this.”

“Not even for a thousand dollars?”

My mind screamed at me to get the fuck over wearing women’s clothing if it meant I could be that much closer to paying my tuition. I didn’t know how much Christina made doing her online videos, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she was making a fortune. The girl was sexy. She had gorgeous brown eyes, long wavy hair, and a nice set of tits that she wasn’t afraid to showcase with cleavage or tight shirts.

“That’s what I thought,” Christina said when I said nothing. I didn’t argue with her as she held open the department store’s door. “You should keep up that act of reluctance, though. It’s pretty hot. If it’s popular, we can do even more videos, and then we’ll have your tuition paid in no time.”

I groaned and said nothing as Christina walked deeper into the store, practically bouncing on her toes as she motioned for me to follow her to the dresses and skirts. There were so many choices, and I didn’t want to wear any of them… right? I hated how confused I felt as Christina held up different options against my body.

“We need something that I can suck your dick in.”

“Christina!” I gasped.

She looked around and chuckled. “What? Do you honestly care if people can hear us? What guy doesn’t want to get his dick sucked?”

“I mean… it’s not that I don’t, but do I really have to wear a dress while you do it?”

“A skirt might be better. Maybe we could do a short skirt with a crop top or something. Your body is pretty sexy,” Christina said as she lifted my shirt to have a look at my stomach. I gasped and jumped away from Christina, but she laughed. “What’s wrong? Do you feel objectified? Feel like I’m just judging you for your body? How do you think women have felt since forever? Get over it.”

I mumbled under my breath, but what could I say? I needed this money, and getting my dick sucked by such a gorgeous woman was pretty much every straight man’s dream, and I was straight. I liked the white panties that I was wearing, but I liked the girl who’d given them to me even more, which was pretty much the only reason that I was considering putting on a skirt.

“Find me something cute to wear.”

“That’s the spirit!”

I dropped my head and followed Christina around the store as she picked out different options for me. Some of them were super slutty. Others were more modest, but for whatever reason, I was drawn to the slutty choices. If Christina was going to do this, I wanted to feel like her dirty little whore.

“See anything you like?” Christina asked as she held the options in her hand.

“The red pleather.”

“Shut up! I never would have guessed that you were such a naughty girl! I love the red pleather skirt. I saw a one-shoulder T-shirt with a pair of red lips on the front that would look super cute with the skirt and a pair of red crotchless panties. Yum! I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

“Christina! Voice!” I whispered harshly.

“Oh, calm down! Once we make this video, plenty of people will know what your face looks like.”

“How many followers do you have?”

Christina chuckled. “Do you really want to know the answer to that question?”

“Yes!”

“Several thousand.”

“Give me a number.”

“I just passed five thousand paid followers a few months ago, so all those people will see your face.”

“You gotta give me more than a grand.”

“Oh, do I?” Christina asked in a coy voice.

“Yes! If all those people are giving you money, you must be making a lot, and I want more than a grand.”

“I pay a guy to edit my videos and manage my website, and I have a part-time assistant who helps me with everything else. It’s a lot to manage my business and keep everyone happy.”

“Fifteen hundred. Please.”

“Fine, I’ll give you fifteen hundred, but you gotta play the part. I want you to act like a little brat, and I’m going to be your dominatrix for the evening. I’m going to turn you into my little bitch,” Christina whispered in a serious tone as she stood a few inches from my face. “You understand?”

“I can be normal for a grand?”

“Nope, that deal is off the table. Fifteen hundred to be my bitch or nothing at all until I figure out a photoshoot. What will it be?”

I dropped my head, feeling defeated. Why did I have to go and open my big mouth? I could have gotten a grand for getting my dick sucked, but now Christina was going to make me do a whole lot more if I wanted any money at all.

Dumbass. Dumbass. Dumbass.

“I’m waiting for an answer, Bruce. I can find another boy to take your place if you don’t want to do this video with me, but now that I’ve thought about the idea, I really want to do it. It could even attract the kind of guys who might want to wear my men’s lingerie!” Christina screamed like the idea had just popped into her head, but I was mortified that she could speak so freely about her idea to design lingerie for men. I glanced around, and at least a few people were looking in our direction.

I took a few steps away from Christina, but she grabbed me by the arm to stop me from moving. “What do you want me to say?”

“That you’ll do the video.”

“I’ll do it! Can we just stop talking about it? Please.”

“You can’t be so afraid of the world, Bruce. I make my money by showing guys my body, and I’m taking the money I’ve made from doing that to start other adventures. Sue me! I’m not the only girl out here doing it, and you wouldn’t be the only guy!”

“Fine,” I said in a hushed whisper.

Christina shook her head and looked like she was about to say something, but then her phone beeped inside her purse. She narrowed her eyes at me before reaching down to unzip the bag and check her phone. She gasped when she saw the screen.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Mabel wants out!” she screeched.

“Out of TinaBel?”

“Yes! She wants me to change the name too!”

“Are you serious?”

“Just a second,” Christina said and held up her finger. She pressed her screen before holding the cellphone up to her ear. She paced around the store, calling Mabel three or four different times, but she never answered. Christina came back to me with makeup running down her face, and I instinctively pulled her into my arms.

“It’s going to be okay,” I said and held Christina against my chest as she sobbed. “You’ll figure out a way to do this without her.”

“How?” she screamed. “I have to start over from scratch! She wants to meet me at a lawyer’s office to discuss how I’ll buy her out of the business. She won’t even answer my fucking calls! I just can’t believe she’s being such a big bitch!”

I reached for Christina as she bent her head back and screamed at the top of her lungs, charging through the store and scaring everyone around her. The workers looked at me with pleading eyes, like they didn’t want to touch Christina with a ten-foot pole.

“Come on, Christina. Let’s step outside.”

“I can’t believe her! That fucking bitch! After all the nights of planning and talking, she’s going to do this? I know where she lives!”

“Christina, come with me, please. You need to take a second to process the information.”

“Process the information?” Christina screeched at me and threw my arms off her. “I knew that bitch was going to throw me under the bus when we were having lunch! I knew it! She’s a fucking punk, and I never should have trusted her.”

We were finally walking through the doors of the department store. There was a bench a few feet from the entrance. Christina was in a daze as I held her shoulders and walked with her, her eyes glazed over like she was about to cry. I felt terrible for her, but I also thought that she was strong enough to move past this and that she would find the light.

Christina sucked in a sharp breath and turned her head toward the sky. “I thought Mabel and I were going to do something great. She’s a model too, you know. I mean, she does the same thing as me.”

“Yeah, I got it. Have you guys done videos together?”

“We have. We played with dildos together in front of the camera once. It was a popular video, and we both got new followers. She’s addicted to easy money, though. I always try to tell her that we won’t be young forever and that younger, hotter chicks will come along to steal our fans, but she doesn’t believe me. I know that for sure now.”

“You can only worry about yourself at the end of the day,” I said and placed a hand on Christina’s leg. “If you’re happy with what you’re doing, you’ll find a way to make it work.”

“Do you think it’ll be a failure? The men’s lingerie line?”

“It’s always possible, but you won’t know unless you try, and it’s not like you’re giving up on women’s lingerie, right?”

Christina shook her head. “No, I want to sell both.”

“Then sell both. Sell your makeup. Keep making your sexy videos. Do whatever you need to do to pay the bills. Take it from someone who thought they’d always have their bills covered by their rich parents. You think I ever thought that I would end up working overnights at a grocery store? I seriously think about giving up and becoming the doctor my parents want me to be, but I know that it would kill me. I would be dead on the inside if I let them control my life like that, and I have a feeling that you would be upset with yourself if you didn’t at least try to make your vision a reality.”

Christina nodded. “You’re right, but what if Mabel is right too? What if she gets the last laugh?”

“Then she gets the last laugh… about this project. This idea. Even if you have one failure in your life, that can’t be the end of the world.”

“No, I suppose you’re right.”

“How about I go inside and buy that red skirt and T-shirt you picked out so that we can record this video you want to make?”

Christina sucked in a sharp breath and smiled for the first time since we got outside. She was so beautiful. I would be lucky to have her, even if I wore a skirt while I did. We could always fuck without a skirt and panties, but why not have a little fun?

“I’d like that,” she said finally.

“Is there anything else that I should buy?”

“We’ll have to go to a different store for the crotchless panties, but I know just the place.”

“Okay, I’ll only be a second.”

“Wait,” Christina said before I could get up from the bench. She opened her purse and pulled out her wallet. She gave me a fifty-dollar bill. I thanked her and went back inside to buy the short red pleather skirt and the sassy T-shirt. I couldn’t believe that I’d agreed to wear this outfit on camera, but I was desperate to pay my tuition, and could I honestly complain about banging a chick as hot as Christina?

I grabbed the bag from the cashier once I’d paid and felt a lot less nervous walking out of the store than I’d felt when we arrived. Maybe it was the fact that I’d helped Christina through her momentary panic, or maybe it was the fact that I was a teeny bit excited to wear this outfit that Christina had picked out for me, but I would be a good boy and put up a fight on camera.

“We just need your crotchless panties, and then we’ll be good to go.”

“Can’t wait,” I said brightly as we walked across the parking lot to Christina’s car.


CHAPTER 8

Christina

I was in a bit of a daze as I drove us back to my apartment. Mabel telling me that she didn’t want to work as business partners anymore really shook me, but I had a business to run. A team to provide for, and I would continue growing, even if Mabel was too afraid to take a risk. I had to trust my gut and move forward with my life.

“How are you feeling?” Bruce asked as I drove.

“Fine,” I said.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, I’m just thinking about work and life.”

“I’m sorry that Mabel told you she doesn’t want to be your business partner, but I’m sure you’ll find a way to make the men’s lingerie line work. Did you have any ideas for another name?”

“Not really. We were thinking BU before, like be you, but I don’t want her to accuse me of anything, so I probably won’t use that.”

“That sucks. I wish there was something that I could do.”

“You can help me make this video. That’s what you can do.”

Bruce chuckled. “I’m here for you. Where are we going to record the video?”

“In my spare bedroom. That’s where I do most of my work.”

My second bedroom was the room I typically used to shoot videos and work. I had a guy who came over three days a week to edit videos and make sure that my website was in good shape. Everything else was handled by my part-time assistant, Rhonda. She reduced her hours when she had her baby last year, and the situation kind of worked out great for both of us. Her husband’s job covered her benefits, and she had plenty of time to spend with her baby boy William. She also made a decent amount from working for me. I wanted to make sure my people were taken care of, even if I didn’t need them full time.

“Thank you for standing by me, Bruce. I appreciate the support.”

“Where else would I be?” he asked.

“You could be anywhere you want to be.”

“True, but nobody else is paying me fifteen hundred for an afternoon of work.”

“One afternoon of work but a lifetime on the internet.”

Bruce swallowed and glanced out the window. Maybe I shouldn’t have reminded him that his face would be online for all of my followers to see, but I wasn’t going to lie to him. I was starting to really like Bruce and the time we spent together. I wanted to ask him if he was only after me for my money, but that would needlessly complicate things before we shot a video. We had to work. We had to push away any feelings we had for each other and make a sexy video for my fans to enjoy.

“Finally here,” I said when I turned into the parking lot of the building where I lived.

“Finally here,” Bruce agreed. “I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be! I’ll do most of the work.”

“Music to my ears.”

I laughed and opened my car door. Bruce followed, and then we were standing awkwardly in my living room. Bruce held the shopping bag. I couldn’t resist the urge to take the bag from his hand, set it on the floor, and wrap my arms around the back of his neck. I was increasingly attracted to this man standing in front of me and worried where having sex would leave me.

Would I want him more? Less?

Would we be able to work together in the future?

A million thoughts ran through my mind, but the strongest thought had to do with kissing Bruce’s gorgeous lips. I moved my lips a little closer to his. He closed his eyes as I did and accepted my kiss, fireworks exploding within me as our lips touched.

What was this?

I normally kept my guards up, never letting anyone too close to my heart. I didn’t trust anyone with it, yet I wanted to give Bruce everything. He was different. I didn’t know why I thought he was different, but I felt it in my heart that he was. That maybe we could join forces and prove the world wrong together.

“Thank you for believing in my men’s lingerie line.”

“I believe in you, and you should trust your gut. It’s gotten you this far,” Bruce said as he moved his head to glance around my condo. “You only graduated from college a few years ago, and you’re already making it. You should feel proud of yourself.”

“I do… most days. I guess it was just hard to hear Mabel give up on the idea that we worked so hard to conceive.”

“Nobody wants to have their friends give up on them, but the only thing you can do now is prove her wrong. Not saying you should hate her. Maybe men’s lingerie really wasn’t for her. Maybe it’s best she got out now before she committed more time to the project if her heart wasn’t fully in it, but I’ll support you as long as your heart is in this project. I’ll be your model, your friend, your bitch.”

I giggled. “Shut up.”

He grabbed me and pulled me against him. I squealed in his arms, but I loved his rough touch. I was going to make him my little bitch tonight, but it didn’t have to be that way every night. We could switch positions. We could play different games. I was willing to do anything with Bruce, especially if we were making a little money while we did it.

“I’m serious, Christina. Turn me into your bitch.”

“Careful what you wish for, boy.”

“I can handle you,” he said and squeezed me more tightly in his arms. “Or what? You think I can’t handle you?”

“I never said that,” I said with a light laugh. “You’ve handled a lot more than I ever expected this far, so why not push you a little further? Why not test your limits?”

He swallowed, probably wishing he could take back his statement, but it was too late. I was going to turn Bruce into my slutty little girl and record him while I did it, and I couldn’t wait to see what my followers thought of this fresh idea. I’d never done anything like it before. Some would probably hate it, but what if they loved it? What if some of the guys started buying from my men’s lingerie line? My mind was swimming with the possibilities as I stood in front of Bruce with my hands on my hips.

“You ready to become my slutty princess?”

“As long as I get to have you.”

“Get the clothes and follow me to the studio,” I said and snapped my fingers. I thought about getting Bruce some heels, but he had big feet, and we were running out of time to record while daylight was still streaming in through the windows. Instead of heels, I was going to give Bruce a pair of fishnet stockings to wear. They would look super sexy with the short red pleather skirt. “Strip,” I said and snapped my fingers again when we got into the bedroom. “We don’t have all day.”

“What’s the rush?”

“Sunlight!” I hollered and waved my arms in the air. I’d only done a couple scenes with guys and of course those videos that I did with Mabel when we found out that we made money the same way and decided to team up, but I’d never feminized a guy. I’d never even thought about men wearing lingerie until I read the article about the ex-military guys who wore lingerie.

Bruce was down to the white panties when I glanced over my shoulder at him. I motioned for him to take those off as well. “You have to put on the red crotchless panties. Don’t be shy.”

“It’s just… weird.”

“You’ll forget the camera is even there.”

“I hope so,” he said.

“I promise.”

“Can you get naked or something? It’d make me feel more comfortable.”

“Bruce! I’m trying to set up the cameras!”

“Right… uh… sorry.”

“Actually, don’t put on the crotchless panties yet. I’m going to make you beg me to stop before you do. Fuck, where is a pair of boxers when you need it?”

“I might have some dirty ones in my car.”

“Gross… but go get them!”

Bruce groaned and got to his feet to grab the dirty underwear from his car in the parking lot. I had no idea why he had dirty boxers in his car, and I didn’t ask any questions when he returned to the guest bedroom a few minutes later. I just told him to put them on and smile for the camera. I was already down to a sexy pair of black lace lingerie and black heels, and I was ready to turn Bruce into my little bitch.

I grabbed the red crotchless panties and dangled them from my finger as I took a few sexy steps. “You’ve been a bad boy, and I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

“Teach me a lesson?” Bruce asked in a weak voice.

“That’s right… a lesson in femininity.”

“I don’t want to wear panties. Please, Janice! I’m begging you!”

Janice was the name my followers knew. “That doesn’t sound like begging, little boy. It sounds like whining.”

“What do you want me to do, Janice?”

I reached down and grabbed the sides of Bruce’s face. His cheeks looked so fat and pretty when I squeezed them, but I was playing a part. I was a woman upset. For what? I had no idea, but I could make up a few reasons.

“I wanted you to wash the dishes before I got home from work, but what did I find?”

Bruce swallowed and played his part. “I was watching TV and playing a game on my phone.”

“That’s right. You were playing that damn game again. How many times have I told you not to play that game?”

“More times than I can count,” Bruce said in a low voice, like he was actually ashamed by something he didn’t do. “I should have washed those dishes, Janice. I’m sorry that I didn’t.”

“It’s okay. You’ll learn your lesson after tonight.”

Bruce nodded and looked at the floor.

“Take off your boxers,” I said as I stepped forward. Bruce looked frightened when he lifted his face, but he did as I asked and pushed his boxers to the ground. “Good boy. Now put on these red crotchless panties.”

“No, please not the panties! I’ll do anything else! I’ll eat your pussy, Janice. Don’t you want that?’

I threw my head back and laughed. “You’re going to put on the panties, and you’re going to eat my pussy. Those just aren’t any regular panties, either.”

“They’re not?” Bruce asked in a shaky voice.

“Nope. They are crotchless panties, which means your dick will hang out of them and give me full access to your crotch. Next time you’re bad, I might have to put you in a frilly jockstrap and stretch your ass, but you won’t be bad again, will you?”

“No! I won’t!”

Bruce sounded so afraid. His acting was superb, but maybe he wasn’t acting at all. I was serious when I told him that I would put him in a girly little jockstrap and stretch his ass. I wasn’t above it. I didn’t want to have to stoop that low, but if the fans demanded it… well, then all bets were off. Bruce would have to get his tiny little hole stretched. At the very least, it would help pay for his classes, but I had a feeling that he would enjoy it once I got started.

“You’ve been so bad lately, though. The dishes were just the last straw. They were what broke my back, but you’ve been bad for a lot longer than a day, haven’t you?”

“I’m trying my best, Janice. I am!”

“Your best needs to get better.”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Put on the panties, and you’ll find out, or would you rather leave?”

“Is that an option?”

“Sure, but I won’t ever let you back into my life, and are you really ready to give up this pussy?” I asked and reached between my legs, gasping loudly as I pressed a hand against my wet crotch. I couldn’t remember the last time fooling around with a guy actually made me wet like this, but fuck, I was dripping for Bruce. I wanted every inch of him sliding around inside of me, but I had to teach him his lesson first. I had to give him a nice little spanking on the ass.

“No, I need your pussy, Janice.”

“That’s right you do, so why don’t you listen to me already and put on the damn panties? We don’t have all day!”

“Are you sure there’s not another—”

“Panties! Now!”

Bruce cursed under his breath as he slowly stepped into the panties. His hands were shaking so hard that I had to wonder if he was even acting anymore. Did he wish that I would turn off the camera? Maybe part of him really was reluctant to show up on camera wearing a pair of red crotchless panties, but he would get over it once I wrapped my lips around his dick. Bruce eventually put on the red crotchless panties, getting a little harder every centimeter the fabric climbed up his legs.

“Uh oh, does someone like the panties?”

“Shut up,” Bruce said and hid his face.

“Excuse me? What did you just say?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly to correct himself, but it was too late. I gasped and grabbed Bruce to bend him over the guest bed before landing a stinging blow on his ass. “I’m sorry, Janice! I spoke out of line! Forgive me!”

“Not until you get ten spankings! Count them!”

“Please, Janice. Don’t—”

I landed another stinging blow on Bruce’s ass before he could say another word. “Count, boy!”

“One!”

Another blow, another number. All the way until we got to ten. Bruce was screaming out that it hurt by the time I finished swatting his ass, but his dick was rock hard and leaking all over the bed beneath him. I was going to have to wash the linens he was leaking so much, but it made for a hot video.

“Are you going to speak out of line again?”

“No, I promise I won’t!”

“That’s right you won’t, and since you were so bad, I’m going to add even more to your outfit.”

“What do you mean?”

“How about some fishnet stockings to wear with your outfit? Won’t those look sexy too?”

“Janice! You’re being unreasonable!”

“Should I make you squeeze your big feet into my tiny heels too? Would you like me to find a hot stud to come over here and teach you a lesson?”

“No! I’ll shut up,” Bruce said and dropped his head, but he was still rock hard. He’d climbed off the bed to get to his knees beneath me and was doing everything he could to hide his erection, but it was as clear as day. The crotchless panties hid nothing. He kept trying to squeeze his dick between his thighs, and it kept popping out.

“I’m glad you’re learning how to be a good boy, but I still have to dress you in the rest of your outfit, or you’ll never learn your lesson. Isn’t that right?”

“You know best, Janice.”

I loved hearing Bruce call me by my stage name. I winked at him to let him know that he was doing great before reaching over to grab the skirt, T-shirt, and stockings. I would edit out any parts that weren’t sexy later, but it was pretty hot watching Bruce get dressed. He started with the stockings, slowly sliding them up his legs. First his right, then his left. He pulled on the skirt next, looking reluctant each time he glanced at the camera, but his cock told a different story. Everyone who watched this video would know that Bruce was my sissy slut and loved every second of it.

“Take off my panties,” I said as I stood tall in front of Bruce. “It’s time for you to eat my pussy.”

Bruce nodded and hooked his fingers into my black lace thong and pulled it down my legs, revealing my wet, dripping pussy. I moaned as I reached between my legs to touch myself, unable to resist the urge. My pussy was aching for pleasure, and Bruce’s mouth was going to provide it. I grabbed him by the back of his head and guided his lips to mine, gasping loudly when Bruce made contact.

“That’s right, girly boy! Lick my pussy! Show me how sorry you are!” I screamed and gripped Bruce’s hair as he did things with his tongue that no man had done before. I’d faked it for the camera in the past, but every sound leaving my mouth right now was real. I collapsed to the floor Bruce’s head felt so good, adjusting so that the camera could see everything Bruce was doing to my pussy.

“Yes! Yes!”

Bruce moved his fingers to my clit and pushed me over the edge as he played with my button between his slick fingers. I screamed and held his head as he pressed his mouth more firmly against my pussy, catching my cum like he was at the water fountain, lapping up everything he could.

“So good!”

“Do you forgive me?” Bruce asked in a sugary sweet voice. “Have I redeemed myself?”

“You’ve done that and more, but I’m not through with you yet.”

“You’re not?”

“Nope. Sit on the edge of the bed.”

“Are you going to spank me again?” Bruce asked in a frightened voice. He was playing the part of my sissy submissive slut so well, but it was time that he got a treat for his good behavior, and my followers were always asking for videos of me sucking cock. They liked the ones of me sucking dildos, but they wanted to watch someone cum all over my face, so why not my girly boy?

“Nope. Take off your skirt before you sit.”

Bruce nodded and unzipped his red pleather skirt before sitting on the edge of the bed, his cock standing tall, his head pointing right at me. It was calling my name, so I didn’t waste any time going over to Bruce and dropping to my knees between his legs to slide his cock into my mouth. Bruce screamed out my stage name as I bobbed my lips up and down his thick shaft, making him sound closer and closer to orgasm.

I pulled off Bruce’s cock and held it in a tight grip to stop him from cumming. “Don’t cum yet, baby. I need you to fuck me first, and then I want you to cum all over my face.”

“You do?” Bruce asked, genuinely shocked.

“I need to taste your cum, and my pussy is so hungry for your dick. We both deserve a treat since you’ve been such a good boy.”

“How do you want it?” Bruce asked and waved his cock that was jutting out of the crotchless panties, wet from the blowjob I was giving him a few moments ago. “This cock is yours, Janice.”

“That’s right it’s mine. I want to ride it.”

“You love being in control, don’t you?”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way,” I said and took a step forward, pushing Bruce on his shoulder to send him to his back. I needed another taste of his delicious cock before I rode it, so I bent over in front of him, looking into the camera briefly to smile at my fans before wrapping my lips around his dick, sliding all the way down to his base. I wanted every inch of Bruce’s feminized manhood in my mouth and didn’t care if it made me choke.

Bruce pushed on the back of my head as I took as much of him as I could into my throat, both of us looking into the camera as he made me choke on his dick. My pussy was dripping with desire, and I needed to ride Bruce’s dick. I needed him to hit my spot and send me over the edge a second time, so I didn’t waste another second. I pulled my mouth off Bruce’s cock and impaled myself with it, loving how he felt inside of me, stretching me, sending me into a trance.

I held Bruce’s shoulders and bounced on his dick, screaming as he reached down to play with my clit. I wrapped my arms around him to hold his hand in place on my clit as I moved up and down his cock with my wet folds.

“Yes! Fuck, it feels so good!”

“So good!” Bruce said and held me, his hand still in the perfect position. “You’re so wet for me.”

“The wettest I’ve ever been,” I said and tilted my head, my hair falling down my back. I lost myself bouncing up and down Bruce’s cock, feeling closer to exploding with each movement of my hips. I’d already cum once, but I knew that Bruce’s cock was about to make me cum a second time, and I hoped he would make me cum over and over again going into the future.

“I’m close!” Bruce screamed.

“A few more seconds,” I said with my eyes closed as I used his girly cock for my pleasure. Bruce held me tightly, his hand still on my clit. I was screaming out a few seconds later. I held him tightly as I creamed all over his dick, holding him inside my pussy as the pleasure coursed through me.

“Your turn to watch me cum,” Bruce said when I came back to reality.

I nodded and gasped as I moved off his dick, sliding down to the floor. Bruce stood above me, his hard, slick cock hanging out of the red crotchless panties, fishnet stockings running up his legs, a sassy, one-shoulder T-shirt covering his torso. I opened my mouth as he beat his cock, and it wasn’t even a minute later that he was spraying a hot, thick load all over my face. Most of it got into my mouth, but it was everywhere, and I couldn’t even think before Bruce shoved his dick between my lips, pushing it all the way to the back of my throat.

“Take my dick, girl!”

My eyes widened as I moaned on his cock and let him push it all the way to the back of my throat. His tip was salty and thick, but it was everything that I needed. I reached between my legs to touch my wet, gaping hole, wishing that Bruce were still inside of me, but we would have more chances to fool around in the future. I was sure of it.

“I love your girly dick,” I said and looked up at Bruce with stars in my eyes, loving that we were together, sharing this moment. Happy that we’d found each other, even if our relationship was evolving into something neither of us had expected.

“I love that you love it. Come give me a kiss.”

I stood and kissed Bruce, neither of us bothered by the fact that his cum was still hot on my face. We were too busy staring into each other’s eyes between kisses.

“What will you make me wear next time?”

“Guess you’ll have to wait and see,” I said and used that moment to walk over to the camera and stop the recording. I grabbed a towel from the chest of drawers that I had in the guest bedroom and used it to wipe my face, but I could tell that I would need a shower. “Want to join me in the bathroom?”

“For a shower?”

“What else? Look how much cum you got on my face!”

“Think your fans will like it?”

“I’m sure they’ll love it,” I said and grabbed Bruce’s wrist to pull him toward the bathroom, where we showered and kissed and maybe did a little more, but there were no videos to prove anything happened.


CHAPTER 9

Bruce

“How do I look?” I asked as Christina held a camera in her hand. I was wearing one of the new designs that’d gotten shipped to her apartment. It was a super cute black set with a garter belt, stockings, and a tiny little thong that hugged my dick in all the right places. I loved how Christina used the softest and sexiest fabrics, but what I loved even more than that was that she let me be her test model.

“Beautiful, as always.”

“Think you’ll add this to Fresh’s collection?”

“Not sure. Maybe we should make another video to see what my followers think of that lingerie,” she said.

“I wouldn’t mind making another video.” The first one we did became one of Christina’s most popular videos of all time. Her fans loved seeing her more dominant side, and honestly, I was starting to like it too. Christina loved to suck my dick and throw her legs into the air for me to fuck her hard. It was fun for us to switch roles, which meant things never got boring in the bedroom.

“Did you send a picture of your paid tuition bill to your parents?”

“Yep, I sent it three days ago, and they didn’t reply until yesterday! They’re so petty. You wanna know what they said when they finally decided to reply?” I asked and struck a pose as Christina snapped another picture of me. She’d given me a bonus for all the tips she got from our video together, and we were seriously considering doing a second, but we hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other long enough to set up a camera.

“Can you give me a sexy crotch shot?”

“In the chair or on the bed?” I asked.

“Perch on the edge of the chair.”

I did as Christina asked and spread my legs slightly as I sat on the edge of the chair, staring into the camera. Christina usually cropped off my body, but I was starting to care less and less about what people thought of me, especially since Christina had taught me that there were more ways to make money than working at the grocery store.

Christina helped me set up an account online to sell prints of my paintings, and I already had a few sales thanks to her. She sent pictures of my prints to her email list, and a few of the people bought my prints. I couldn’t remember a time I’d ever been happier, except for maybe all those times that Christina had her beautiful lips wrapped around my dick, but seriously, I loved that I could finally feel like a real painter. If it weren’t for Christina, I wasn’t sure that I would have found the confidence to chase my dreams, but she convinced me that I could find a way to pay for university and become the painter I always wanted to be.

“That’s hot. Just like that,” Christina said as she clicked the camera. “Touch your face like a hot model.”

I struck a few poses as Christina cheered me on, loving that we could share these intimate moments. We’d had some serious photoshoots since she was going ahead with her lingerie line, which was now named Fresh, but I still wasn’t entirely sure what’d happened between her and Mabel.

“When are you launching the website?”

“Next week! I can’t believe it!”

“So, this look would be for next season?”

“That’s right,” Christina said and took more pictures of me. This was the last look she had for me to try on, and then we were going to get dinner at our favorite hole-in-the-wall restaurant down the street from her place. “We already have everything ready for this upcoming season. Are you excited for the launch party.”

“Super excited. Will Mabel be attending?”

Christina lowered the camera slowly and frowned. She hadn’t spoken much about Mabel since going to drop off a check with Mabel’s lawyer, but I’d hoped that maybe they could rebuild a relationship once Christina had done everything to change TinaBel to Fresh, which she had done gracefully if you ask me, but my opinion was a bit biased.

“I don’t want to talk about Mabel.”

“Have you two talked?”

“Nope. She hasn’t answered any of my messages.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“There’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Hopefully you two can make up one day.”

“I wouldn’t hold your breath.”

“Don’t be like that.”

“What?” Christina hollered. “She left me, and I’m over it.”

I frowned but wouldn’t push the conversation. If Mabel couldn’t see the gem she left behind, I would spend my days proving to Christina that she was right to follow her gut. She taught me to do the same, and now I was making ends meet as an artist who did sexy modeling on the side. We would need to make more sexy videos if I was going to pay my bills, but we weren’t in a rush. My tuition was paid, Christina was about to launch her lingerie website, and we had each other to love.


CHAPTER 10

Three Years Later

Christina

It was official.

Mabel was wrong.

Fresh was a hit! My makeup line was still outselling the lingerie, but Fresh was making Bruce and me plenty of money that we were living on a beachfront property in Miami. It was crazy expensive, but we were blessed and could somehow afford it. Bruce made a bit from his artwork now, and sometimes had to dress up as my sissy slut, but he loved being my sissy slut. We always got a lot of tips when we surprised people with those videos. Sometimes I even got a little jealous that my followers liked seeing girly Bruce so much, but I could never stay jealous for long.

Bruce was mine.

All mine.

“Honey, where are we eating tonight?”

“I thought we could try that new Argentinian restaurant down the road.”

I groaned. “Isn’t the wait like two hours minimum?”

“Not for us! I got us a reservation last week.”

“And you’re just telling me now?” I screeched. “I need to change! I can’t wear this,” I said and gestured at the jeans and T-shirt that I was wearing. Don’t get me wrong, they were a sexy pair of jeans, but I wanted to put on a dress and heels if we were going to the hip new restaurant.

“You have an hour.”

“An hour? I hate you!” I screamed and ran out of the room to get ready as fast as I could.

“I love you, baby! You know I do!”

“You could have told me earlier!” I hollered from the bedroom, but Bruce loved being a little brat. Sometimes I gave him a spanking, and if I left the house looking a mess, he would definitely be getting one tonight!

Bruce got lucky, though. He’d picked up my dry cleaning earlier in the day, so I had my favorite white dress to wear. It went down to my knees and showed a good amount of cleavage. I slipped on a pair of white heels and silver jewelry and pinned my hair on one side. My outfit wasn’t perfect, but it would do.

“You ready?” I asked forty minutes later with a clutch under my arm. “We’ll be late if we don’t leave.”

“After you,” Bruce said and followed me out of the door.


GIRLY GIFTS

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Myron thought he’d hidden his secret so well. He used private browsers, never bookmarked his favorite websites, and had a system in place to make sure that his wife Sandra never found out he was an undercover crossdresser, yet she was sitting at his computer with a shocked expression on her face as she scrolled through photos he had saved in a password-protected folder. Sandra knew that she should stop looking but couldn’t help herself. The photos were of men who’d turned themselves into women.

Sandra was thinking the worst until she found a book Myron had downloaded about how to feminize himself. He had highlighted a bunch of different sections. Sandra spent an hour at Myron’s computer before she even realized five minutes had passed. She cursed when she glanced down at the clock in the corner of the screen. She closed out the pictures and e-book that she’d found to head to her daughter’s bedroom to check that she was still sleeping, which she was.

Nicole was two years old and everything her parents had hoped for and more, but Sandra couldn’t forget what she’d seen on Myron’s laptop. She could try to bury it in her subconscious, but Sandra was already trying to find the words to bring up the topic with Myron when he got home from work.

He spent most days at home with Nicole since he was a technical writer for a car manufacturer. His job was to write car manuals and whatever else they needed, and as dull as the job sounded, Myron loved it. He’d always been obsessed with cars and how they worked and couldn’t believe that he got a job writing about them. He was usually a happy man, always present and attentive with his wife and daughter, but Sandra always felt that there was something just beneath the surface, something that Myron wasn’t telling her. Now she thought she had a clue about what that might be and didn’t know the first thing to do about it.

Her husband, a crossdresser?

Could it be?

Sandra went to the kitchen after checking on Nicole to fix herself a cup of tea. She stood by the stove and considered her options as the kettle came to a boil. Sandra loved Myron. She’d loved him since the first day they met at the library. Myron was carrying a book Sandra had read a few weeks before, so she commented on it. They spent the next few hours in the library’s cafe discussing life, religion, and politics. Their meeting led to a dinner date that same night, and the rest was history.

Sandra couldn’t discount everything that Myron provided for her and their daughter, even if she wasn’t sure how she felt about Myron reading books about how to feminize himself. It wasn’t something she’d ever expected to find, but she figured it was better than finding messages of him corresponding with another woman.

Sandra dropped a teabag into the piping hot water and walked over to the couch with her thoughts. She wished she could call one of her girlfriends to ask them what to do, but then they would know that Myron had desires to feminize himself, and Sandra had a feeling that Myron wouldn’t be very happy about her sharing his secret with one of her friends. Sandra groaned as she pushed her hand into her hair, truly not sure what to do about this situation.

Another hour passed as Sandra sat there on the couch, but Nicole couldn’t sleep forever. The sound of her fussing daughter pulled Sandra from her thoughts, but it was a welcome distraction. Sandra had no idea what to do, and Myron wasn’t exactly the best person when it came to talking about his feelings.

Myron had a tendency to bury how he felt until he couldn’t hold his thoughts for another second. He’d exploded more than a few times, and that was about little things. Sandra loved her husband dearly, but how would he react to this? It was already bad enough that she’d been on the computer in his office, but how would she explain cracking his password-protected folder?

Myron’s passwords were never very difficult, and he’d shared a few of them with Sandra over the years, but their relationship was built on trust. They didn’t share everything with each other, but the trust they had kept them happy. It kept them sane. The last thing Sandra wanted to do was destroy the trust that they had by bringing up what she’d found on Myron’s computer, but she also hated the fact that her husband felt like he needed to hide this aspect of himself.

Sandra wished that Myron felt like he could share these desires with her, but what did it say that he hadn’t? Was he ashamed? Embarrassed? Sandra didn’t exactly love the idea of Myron wearing women’s clothing, but maybe she just didn’t understand. Some of the crossdressing guys she found online after a quick search looked pretty hot as girls, but could the same be true of Myron? Would it even matter how he looked if dressing as a woman made him happy?

“Mama!” Nicole screamed as Sandra put her in a fresh pair of clothes. “Mama!”

“I’m right here, Nicole. You ready to see daddy?”

Nicole nodded and stuck her fingers into her mouth. “Dada!”

“That’s right. Dada. He’ll be home soon,” said Sandra.

“Want dada!”

“He’ll be here. I promise,” Sandra said as she held Nicole in her arms and rubbed her back. She wasn’t saying too much yet, but it seemed like she was adding another word to her vocabulary every single day. Sandra couldn’t believe how quickly Nicole was growing up and wished she could stay a precious little baby forever, but that wasn’t how the world worked, which was why they were already trying for baby number two.

Sandra wanted nothing more than to have another child with her loving, gracious husband Myron, but now that she’d discovered this secret, she felt like she wouldn’t be able to make love with her husband again without saying something about it. If it came down to it, she could probably hold her tongue, but this little detail would stay at the back of her mind until they discussed it.


CHAPTER 2

Weeks had passed.

Love had been made.

Sandra was still trying to figure out how to tell her husband that she knew his secret, and now that she knew it, she felt like she could see hints of the woman within Myron. Maybe it was her mind playing tricks on itself, but Sandra realized that Myron complimenting her outfits wasn’t something most guys did. He also noticed her shoes, whenever she got a haircut, and even if she did her nails. Sandra hadn’t told any of her girlfriends about what she’d seen on Myron’s computer, but she asked them how their partners acted, and the overwhelming majority reported back that their men noticed little about them, especially not their fashion choices or their nails or even their haircuts when they chopped off a few inches.

Myron noticed everything.

He didn’t always comment, but his eyes always revealed the truth. Just last week when Sandra got her nails done, she caught Myron staring when they were eating dinner. Sandra didn’t say anything, but she could tell that he noticed the updated design. Was he jealous? Did he also want painted nails?

Sandra had no idea what to think, but she needed to do something. She couldn’t keep sitting on this information, or it would drive her absolutely insane, so she figured Valentine’s Day was as good a day as any to bring up the fact that she knew about Myron’s feminine desires, and she was going to broach the subject by giving him a few girly gifts.

“Could I help you find anything?” a saleswoman asked.

“I’m just looking,” Sandra said as she walked around the lingerie store, wondering what Myron might like.

“We have a sale for Valentine’s Day. Buy one, get one half off.”

“On everything?”

“Everything marked with a red sticker on the price tag.”

Sandra nodded and continued looking. Most of the items in the store had a red sticker, so she grabbed a couple simple options. She thought about getting Myron a sexy black thong but thought that might be a step too far, so she decided on a couple pairs of bikini-cut panties. One pink and one red. They were cotton and soft and definitely feminine, but they weren’t anything close to the sexy black thong Sandra was thinking about buying a few minutes ago.

“Find what you were looking for?”

“Yes, I did. Is there any way for you to gift wrap those? They’re for a friend.”

“Sure, of course! Is a box okay?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“It’ll be an extra charge of five dollars.”

“No problem,” Sandra said and let out a little sigh, not quite able to believe that she was buying her husband lingerie, but she wanted Myron to be happy. She loved him and hoped that this would make his day brighter, but there was a chance he could get angry. There was a chance that he could deny everything and act like a little brat to punish Sandra for even bringing up this topic.

Sandra prayed that Myron would play nice, but sometimes he could be a pain in the ass. It drove her crazy when he got all quiet and dismissive, but Sandra would rather pull Myron back from the darkness than keep this secret any longer. It was eating away at her. Driving her crazy. Sandra hated knowing that Myron was reading his feminization book and looking up photos of crossdressers while hidden away in his office when they could be spending that time together, even if that meant doing their nails.

“Thank you,” Sandra said and took the bag once the woman behind the counter had finished wrapping it. “Can you accept tips?”

“Sure!”

Sandra passed the woman an extra five-dollar bill and left, heading to a store a few doors down that sold makeup. Sandra was a couple shades lighter than Myron, and his skin had a lot more red tones than hers, so she wanted to get a foundation that would better match his skin tone if that was something that he wanted to try. Sandra had no idea how far Myron wanted to go, but she wanted to give him a night that he would never forget.

Myron had highlighted several passages in that book about feminization, and Sandra was just going off what she had read, so she would still need a cute outfit and maybe even a sexy pair of heels, but she had to take things one store at a time. It was honestly a little overwhelming to pick out makeup for her husband, especially since he had no idea what was coming his way, but Myron deserved this for being the amazing father and husband that he was.

Sandra thought for sure that the locked folder on Myron’s computer would contain messages from some secret online love affair, but what she’d found wasn’t even close to that. Sandra had never suspected her husband of cheating, not once, and now she was more confident than ever that he hadn’t. Myron loved her, provided for her, and he could make her scream his name in the bedroom. These weren’t things Sandra took for granted, and she only hoped that her husband could see that these gifts were out of love when she finally presented them to him.

Sandra found some makeup that would better match Myron’s skin tone and went to a clothing store next, feeling a little faint as she flipped through the skirts and dresses, but she had to remain strong. She kept telling herself that she could do this. That she would love Myron no matter how far this crossdressing went.

There were tons of options, and Sandra had no idea what Myron might like, so she decided on a simple black skirt that went down to the knees and wasn’t too tight. She got a long-sleeved pink blouse for the top, hoping that Myron would like this outfit. They could get more in the future, but this would be Myron’s first femme outfit, unless of course he’d tried on Sandra’s clothes in the past, but she shook that thought away as soon as it popped into her mind.

Heels.

You can do this.

Sandra gave herself a peptalk as she went over to the shoes. Myron didn’t have the biggest feet in the world, and after a quick check with the men-to-women shoe size converter, Sandra found more than a few options that would fit Myron. She decided on simple black heels with a closed toe. The heel was on the thicker side too, so the shoes wouldn’t be too difficult to walk in if it was Myron’s first time.

Sandra had no idea what Myron would think when she gave him all these gifts, but she had an entire night arranged for them. Their main babysitter, Marisela—who currently had Nicole, was going to watch her for the night while she and Myron went to a hotel to have a little fun. Sandra had a job as a soap maker, but she only worked part time on the days that Myron worked from home, so Marisela only babysat for them when they really needed it, but they would need help on Valentine’s Day if Sandra was going to take this leap into a frightening, feminine unknown.


CHAPTER 3

“This is incredible, Sandra. I can’t believe you planned all this for us,” Myron said as they sat at a candlelit table. “We never do anything for Valentine’s Day.”

“I thought this year could be different.”

“You got us a hotel too?” he asked.

“Yep,” Sandra said with a light laugh. “I thought we could try for baby number two.”

“Think we’ll have a boy this time?”

Sandra shrugged. “Not sure. Do you want a boy?”

“I’ll take any healthy baby you give me.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” said Sandra.

Myron had no idea what his wife was up to, but he felt butterflies in his stomach as he stared at her, the flickering candle highlighting her face. He reached across the table to lace his fingers with hers, feeling so in love it made his heart ache. He’d fallen hard for Sandra that day at the library and had been crazy about her ever since, but he knew Sandra well and could tell that she was up to something more than this dinner date and making baby number two.

They had sex at least once a week, and they were never very careful, which was what’d given them Nicole. There was something else, though. Myron couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but Sandra never went all out for nothing. Myron hoped it wasn’t something that would hurt him, but when he thought about it, maybe she was already pregnant. Maybe the dinner and hotel and fancy date was her way of telling him that they’d done it. That baby number two was already on its way into their lives.

“To us,” Sandra said and picked up the glass of wine she’d ordered.

“To us,” Myron said slowly and picked up his cocktail, hesitating before he clinked it with Sandra’s, panicking a little that she might be drinking while pregnant. “Uh… should you be drinking wine?” Myron asked before he could take a sip. He was more than willing to give up alcohol while his wife was pregnant but needed to know if he should put down his drink before it was too late.

Sandra chuckled. “Why would you say that?”

“You know…”

“Oh!” Sandra said and widened her eyes. “We’re good. No pregnancy yet.”

“Oh,” Myron said, a bit disappointed but not too much so. “Cheers then!”

“Cheers!” Sandra said and chuckled before clinking her glass with Myron’s. She took a sip, staring over the rim at Myron, a mischievous glint in her eyes, but Myron had no idea what she was up to beyond having a little fun at the hotel. He was relaxed and ready to fuck his wife however she wanted, but there was something else than sex on the menu. Myron could feel it in his gut and see it in his wife’s eyes.

Sandra and Myron ordered their food, chatted about their work and family and the world, ordered some more drinks, and enjoyed themselves immensely as the night passed around them. People came and people left, but they kept staring at each other, feeling like it was one of those early days again shortly after they’d met at the library.

“You ready to go to the hotel?”

“Are there any surprises at the hotel?”

“Maybe,” Sandra said with a wicked smile.

“I got something for you.”

“Ooh, what did you get?”

Myron picked up the present he had hidden under the table and passed it to his wife. She looked at him lovingly before slowly digging into the bag stuffed with tissue paper. Sandra gushed when she pulled out a book that she mentioned to Myron last week. Her friend had been raving about it.

“You’re such a good listener, Myron! I can’t believe you remembered me talking about this book. I honestly forgot all about it, but I can’t wait to start reading it! Kathy will be excited to talk about it with someone I’m sure.”

“Maybe you guys could start a book club.”

“Maybe,” Sandra said with a laugh. She went to put the bag on the floor, but it still felt heavy. “Is there something else in here?”

“Yep.”

Sandra smiled brightly as she dug further into the bag, gushing when she pulled out a framed photo of Nicole and Myron sitting in the plush chair of a professional studio. Sandra loved family portraits, so Myron couldn’t help himself when the idea popped into his head to give Sandra a surprise picture.

“I love this!” Sandra gently placed the framed photo on the table and stood to walk over to Myron and give him a big kiss on the lips. “Thank you, Myron. I hope you like my gift as much as I like yours.”

“Why wouldn’t I like it?”

Sandra shrugged. “Guess we’ll have to wait and see.”

“Uh oh. Now I’m nervous,” said Myron.

“Don’t be,” Sandra said as she signed the bill for them, and then they were on their way to the hotel, which was just down the street from the restaurant.


CHAPTER 4

“So, what did you get me?” Myron asked as he plopped down onto the bed in the hotel room. “I can’t wait to see what this mystery gift is!”

Sandra glanced over her shoulder as she stood in front of the wooden TV stand and slipped her earrings out of her ear. She shook her head as a smile spread across her lips, ignoring Myron’s question, nervous about what her husband would say when she gave him the gifts. She didn’t want this special night they were having to get ruined by the clothes and shoes she’d picked out for Myron.

What if he hated her for revealing his secret?

Sandra worried giving him the gifts would forever change their dynamic, but she couldn’t sit on this secret forever. She would have to bring it up eventually. She would have to tell him that she knew about his desire to wear women’s clothing, and that she’d seen the book and photos on his computer. Admitting that would mean that she’d violated his trust by opening a password-protected folder.

“I got us bubbles to drink. Why don’t you go get us some ice to chill the bottle?”

“Where is it?”

“In the fridge. I put it there before I met you at the restaurant.”

“You’re going all out this Valentine’s Day, but I like it.”

“Me too,” Sandra said and turned away from Myron, staring down at the wooden countertop of the TV stand, wondering if this was all a big mistake. Could she get out before it was too late? Sandra thought about ‘surprising’ Myron with a blowjob, but that wouldn’t stop Sandra’s mind from running around in circles. She had to tell her husband that she knew and prayed that it wouldn’t destroy them, even though it most certainly could.

Myron stepped back into the room with a bucket of ice and went over to the fridge to grab the bottle of bubbles and stuck it into the ice, smiling at his wife as he went over to her. He stepped behind Sandra, moved her hair out of the way, and kissed her gently on the neck. She moaned at the touch, wishing she could go back to that moment before she cracked Myron’s password, wishing she could forget that he wanted to wear dresses and heels, but that would be the easy way out.

“I love you,” Myron said between kisses.

Sandra melted at the words. “I love you too.”

“What’s wrong? Why are you so tense?”

“I’m worried you’ll hate the gifts.”

“How could I hate a present from my loving wife?”

Sandra shrugged and twisted her shoulders, causing Myron to take a step away from her with a confused expression etched onto his face. He didn’t know why his wife was acting so weird about a Valentine’s Day gift. Was she planning on giving him something upsetting?

“What’s the gift, Sandra? Are you divorcing me?”

“No, but you might want to divorce me once you see what I got you.”

“Why would you say that?” Myron asked as he rubbed Sandra’s shoulders, trying his best to stay calm, but part of him was freaking out inside, worried that his life was about to forever change. Had Sandra done something that he wouldn’t be able to forgive?

Sandra took a step away from the TV stand. She hadn’t even moved an inch since Myron went for the bucket of ice, and now that he was back, she was terrified to tell him the truth. Myron valued his privacy, and he really wouldn’t like it when he found out that Sandra had gone through his computer, but it was too late. She’d wrapped his gifts, gotten them this hotel room, and set the plan into motion.

“Please, Sandra. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“You’re going to hate me.”

“Did you sleep with another man?” Myron asked in an anxious breath. “If you did… I…”

“No, it’s not that Myron.”

“Then what is it? You’re acting really weird, Sandra!”

Sandra sighed as she shook her head and stepped past Myron, pushing her fingers into her hair as she walked over to the other side of the room, terrified that this entire plan would blow up in her face. She was only trying to be supportive of her husband and give him what she thought he wanted, but Myron had a tendency to hide how he truly felt about certain things, especially if he thought that it would somehow damage his reputation or his ego.

“Let’s just forget your presents even existed,” Sandra said as panic choked her. She couldn’t go through with this insane plan. It was better to forget she’d ever thought of it and just give Myron a blowjob and swallow his load.

“Where are they?”

Sandra glanced at the closet where she’d put the presents before shaking her head, but Myron had seen where she looked. He stepped past Sandra and walked toward the closet. She yelled at him to stop and tried to grab his shoulder, but he shook her off and opened the closet door, revealing a stack of gifts wrapped in pink wrapping paper, each with a different design. One had polka dots, the other white stripes, and they all had ribbons tied into bows.

“What’s this?” Myron asked in a low voice.

“It’s nothing,” Sandra said and tried to reach past Myron to close the closet door before this plan blew up in Sandra’s face more than it already had, but Myron didn’t let her close the door. He picked up the gifts from the closet floor and walked them over to the bed, setting them down gently.

“Why are they all pink?”

“Seriously, Myron. Let’s just forget they exist. How about we go to the hot tub while it’s still open?”

“The hot tub?” Myron asked as though he hadn’t really heard Sandra at all. He was too busy staring at the pile of pink gifts she’d bought for him, terrified by what might be inside. Sandra had never wrapped any of his gifts in pink paper, and especially not on their anniversary, but maybe it was nothing. Maybe she didn’t know. “What did you get me, Sandra?”

Sandra tried to pick the presents up from the bed, but Myron blocked her with his arm.

“Tell me what you got, Sandra.”

Sandra sighed and collapsed onto the bed. “Can’t I at least have a drink first?”

“You want to open champagne? Now?”

“Can’t we enjoy the night a little longer before you open the gifts?”

Myron glanced at the pink boxes and then over at the bottle of bubbles sitting in a bucket of ice and thought that Sandra had a point. Maybe it was better for them to live in their fantasy. Enjoy the night they were having a little longer before he opened those boxes that had him sweating bullets. If Sandra knew… if she knew about one of Myron’s deepest, darkest desires, he wasn’t sure how he would feel, so he walked over to the bottle of bubbles and popped off the top, filling the plastic flute glasses Sandra had brought.

“Thank you for this incredible night,” Myron said and lifted his glass into the air. “You know I love you, right?”

“I do,” Sandra said with her eyes trained on the floor, terrified that this would be the last night that Myron looked at her with unconditional love in his eyes. Sandra was only trying to be a loving and supportive wife, but she was realizing as she sat there on the bed next to Myron that it was possible he wanted to bury this desire that he had to dress as a woman and keep it a secret for the rest of his life, but was that any way to live?

“There’s nobody I love more in this world except maybe that beautiful baby girl we created together,” Myron said and reached over to lace his fingers with Sandra’s.

She looked up at him, and her eyes were wet with tears. She didn’t want to cry when Myron hadn’t even opened the gifts yet, but they both knew what was inside those boxes. They both knew what had to have been done for Sandra to find out Myron’s secret. They were bonded, husband and wife, and knew each other so well that words didn’t even need to be spoken for them to communicate.

“What are you saying, Myron?” Sandra asked and crossed her legs, afraid that she would burst into tears if she said too much. She didn’t want this night to end in disaster, but it seemed more and more like it was heading in that direction. She should have brought up the topic during a quiet weekday night in front of the TV instead of creating this entire Valentine’s Day surprise.

Myron sighed. “I don’t know what I’m trying to say. Let’s just enjoy the bubbles.”

“I’d like that.”

“Should we watch something?”

“Sure, where’s the remote?” Sandra said and glanced around the room. She saw it sitting on the table next to the bed and went to grab it, turning on a home-renovation show that they watched together. The pink presents sat untouched between them as they sipped bubbles and watched the show.


CHAPTER 5

One show ended, and another began, and Myron had yet to touch a single one of his wife’s gifts. He didn’t know exactly what she’d gotten him, but he could guess that it had to do with his secret desire to dress as a woman, something he’d never really done in his life but always longed to do. It was a desire that kept him awake at night, wondering what might happen if he went to his wife’s side of the closet and slipped on some of her clothes.

Not that they would fit.

Sandra was a good five inches shorter than Myron and about forty pounds lighter. He had thick arms and a thick torso and didn’t look at all feminine, but he always felt an intense pang of jealousy when he saw his wife all dolled up and beautiful, wishing he could feel that beautiful for even a second.

The only time Myron got close to feeling beautiful were those times that he had a fresh haircut and wore a nice suit, but even then, he just looked like any other white guy with a beard wearing a suit. He could pick out a colorful tie or wear cute socks for some sense of individualism, but those little choices didn’t compare to the vast array of options that women got.

Myron loved to spend his work breaks flipping through his wife’s clothes in their shared closet. Sandra didn’t dress up most days since she had a job as a soap maker, which wasn’t the cleanest work, but Myron usually found them some reason to wear more formal attire a couple times each month, just so that he could see his wife in her best.

He loved it when Sandra wore heels, sexy dresses, lingerie, and jewelry. He loved it when she styled her hair and put on makeup. He loved her without those things too, but seeing her transform into his queen were some of the happiest moments of his life, and was it so wrong that Myron wanted to feel like a queen himself?

“More champagne?” Sandra asked about halfway through the second episode of the home-renovation show they were watching, the presents still untouched between them.

“Sure,” Myron said.

Sandra poured the bubbles into his plastic flute glass as she stared at him with intense eyes, waiting for him to do something. Myron loved Sandra for the gifts, but he also hated himself for having such strong desires to dress as a woman.

It wasn’t right.

It wasn’t natural.

These were the things Myron told himself, even though he’d read a bunch of research stating otherwise, but what did those doctors and scientists really know? Myron wished that he could have died before ever getting these pink presents from his wife, before his wife had ever broken into his password-protected folders to find the secrets he tried to keep under lock and key. Before the impending corruption.

“We should put some heated floors in our bathroom,” Sandra said as she stared at the TV, sipping from her flute glass, trying to act like it wasn’t a big deal that Myron was stewing by her side.

“Those would be nice,” said Myron. “How much do you think they cost?”

“No idea,” Sandra said and took another drink.

Myron could feel the tension and knew that he was the cause of it. He knew that he should love his wife and thank her for not attacking him over what she’d found, but somehow these gifts and her acceptance felt worse. At least if Sandra had attacked him, it would have given him a reason to hide from himself, but if he denied this thoughtful gesture from his wife, he would forever be the asshole. He would forever be the bad guy for just trying to get through the day without fully confronting these feminine desires.

“How did you guess the password?”

“All of your passwords are based on things in your life.”

“I should choose more random words like you've said. You’d think someone with the word technical in their job title would be a bit better at digital security.”

“You’d think,” said Sandra.

“Are you sure about these?” Myron asked and gestured at the untouched presents sitting between them, which were starting to feel more like a wall than a delicious Valentine’s Day treat.

Sandra shrugged. “Can’t know unless we try, but I love you Myron, and I don’t want to lose you.” Sandra turned to Myron as she spoke to him, staring into his eyes with nothing but hope and love. No judgement. No hate. Myron wished he could feel about himself how his wife clearly felt about him, but those boxes, his desires, made him feel like a failure as a man.

“I don’t want to lose you either, Sandra, but I don’t know about those gifts. That life. I feel like it would be opening Pandora’s Box, and that isn’t a risk I want to take unless you’re positive about this. What happens if you decide that you hate it? What happens if you decide that you want to find a real man?”

“A real man? Myron, you’re a fantastic husband, lover, and provider. You spend your days thinking about Nicole and me and our lives together as a family. You’ve never hurt me, made me feel like I wasn’t worthy, or have done anything that would make you less than a real man, because to me, my girlfriends, and everyone else, you’re as real as they come. Can I speak bluntly?”

“I don’t see why not,” Myron said in a heavy voice, feeling like he was on the verge of breaking down, like he was about to fall apart at the seams and run away. To where? He had no idea, but anywhere that wasn’t this hotel room with those pink gifts had to be better.

“How long have you thought about wearing women’s clothing? How long has this been a secret in your life?”

“For longer than I’d care to admit.”

Myron covered his face with his hands as he thought back to those times as a child when he’d played with his mother’s makeup when she wasn’t at home. There was also that time he’d stolen a pair of panties from the supermarket to try them on in his bedroom. He would even wrap towels around his waist when he was wearing those panties just to feel like he was wearing a skirt, and then one day, quick as the emergence of a rainstorm, Myron changed.

He began to hide this part of himself, and by the time he’d met Sandra, his crossdressing fantasies were completely buried… deep in password-protected folders on his computer. Myron didn’t even indulge himself often over the years, but the desire had never faded, no matter how badly he wished it had.

“Since before we met?”

“Long before we met.”

“Do you think this is part of you?”

Myron sighed and lifted his eyes from his hands to look at his wife. She seemed genuinely concerned, like she wanted to know this part of Myron, and he loved her for that. He tried to relax and steady his breath, grateful that he even had a woman like Sandra. She filled his days with love. Even when they fought, he was always happy to fall asleep by her side.

“Would you hate me if I said yes?”

“I would be upset if you lied to me. More than anything.”

Myron groaned and reached to grab Sandra’s hand, lacing his fingers with hers, squeezing a bit too tightly, but he couldn’t help himself. He nodded as he accepted the fact that he could no longer hide. He could no longer pretend like there wasn’t a woman living inside of him, begging to break free, desperate for a chance to have her day in the sun.

“This is part of who I am.”

“Are you trans?”

“I don’t want to become a woman full time, but I would love to wear dresses and heels and feel beautiful sometimes. I know it sounds stupid, but—”

“It’s not stupid if that’s how you feel,” Sandra said and placed her hand on Myron’s arm. “We don’t have to rush into anything. We can take this crossdressing thing one day at a time.”

“I can’t believe you know,” Myron said and cursed under his breath. “Do you know how hard I tried to keep it a secret?”

“Yeah, I can guess,” Sandra said with a light laugh. “At the end of the day, I truly don’t care if you’re a crossdresser. When I saw that locked folder, I thought for sure that it was going to be filled with messages of you talking to other women.”

“No!” Myron said. “I’d never cheat on you.”

“I told myself that once I finally realized what was inside the folder and saw all the highlighted passages in that crossdressing e-book you have.”

Myron’s face turned bright red. “You saw the book?”

“Don’t worry. I’m not upset.”

“Yeah, but I’m embarrassed!”

“I’m just glad that you’re not shutting down like you usually do when we have to talk about something difficult.”

Myron let out a heavy breath. “I’m trying my best not to run out of that door.”

Sandra chuckled. “Please don’t. Leaving me on Valentine’s Day? You’d really give us something to fight about then.”

Myron laughed with his wife and reached over to her to squeeze her thigh and give her a gentle kiss on the lips. “Thank you for being my anchor. I would go crazy without you in my life.”

“Me too, Myron! We have a beautiful life together, and I don’t want to give up on it.”

“Me neither,” Myron said and gave Sandra another kiss.

Sandra deepened the kiss and pushed Myron onto his back as she straddled his hips. Myron ran his hands up and down Sandra’s body as they kissed, so happy and in love and finally at peace with the fact that his secret had been revealed. He pushed his hands into Sandra’s hair as she rocked her hips on the outline of his hardening dick, both wishing their clothes weren’t separating them, but now that Myron had come to terms with his gifts, he wanted to open them.

“Babe,” Myron said softly between kisses before they got too carried away in the moment.

“Yeah?” Sandra asked in a breath.

“Do you mind if I open the presents now?”

Sandra looked over her shoulder at the gifts and laughed lightly before sliding off Myron’s lap. “Not at all. I can’t wait to see your face when you see what I got you.”

Myron took a deep breath and reached to grab the first gift. “Here goes nothing.”


CHAPTER 6

Myron gasped when he opened the first present, which was the black heels with a closed toe. He held them in an open palm as tears clouded his eyes. They were his size and everything he’d ever wanted, and Sandra could see that was the truth when she saw how happy her husband looked.

“Do you like them?”

“They’re beautiful!”

Sandra scooted a little closer to Myron and wrapped her arm around his waist as he continued staring at the black heels, so excited that he finally had a pair of his own to wear.

“Are you ready for the other gifts?”

“Yes!” Myron said excitedly now that his fear had faded. He couldn’t wait to unwrap every single gift that his wife had given him. He took the next one that she passed him with a bright smile on his face. He tore the paper from the next gift like a wild animal, screaming with delight when he saw the skirt and blouse inside. “Sandra! This outfit is so cute!”

“You like it?”

“I love it! I can’t believe you got me all these things.”

“There’s more,” Sandra said and passed Myron the small box with his panties inside. He jumped off the bed and did a little dance when he opened the box, his excitement so contagious that Sandra was beaming as he laid out everything on the bed.

It was a little weird to see her husband, this man she thought she’d known so well, thrilled about his new collection of women’s clothing. It certainly wasn’t anything she would have guessed, so Myron had indeed hidden his desires well, but he couldn’t hide anything now that Sandra had seen his joyous face.

“Sandra, you’re the best!” Myron said and threw his arms around her once he’d opened his gifts. “I can’t believe you got me all these gorgeous things.”

“Don’t you want to put them on?”

“Now?” Myron asked in a light voice.

“Yes!” Sandra said with a laugh. “When else would you wear them?”

“I don’t know,” Myron said, anxious all over as he stared down at the girly treasures his wife had given him. Women’s clothing was the gift he never expected yet always wanted, and now he was overwhelmed by the idea of actually wearing it. “Isn’t it too late?”

“It’s barely past ten. We still have time.”

“We never stay up late anymore.”

“It’s not Valentine’s Day every day, and I want to see what you look like once you’re all dressed.”

“What if you hate it?”

“I think you’re more afraid that you’ll hate it, but I got you some other things too,” Sandra said and walked over to her small suitcase to grab her makeup bag. She fished out the foundation she’d gotten to match Myron’s skin and held it in the air. “This foundation is for your skin tone. I got it just for you.”

“Sandra!” Myron hollered and threw his arms around her again, extremely touched, but it was all too much. Myron felt like he was about to vomit all over the floor. This was everything he’d ever wanted, but now that it was coming true, Myron worried that he’d hate his reflection once he got dressed.

“It’s okay,” Sandra said and rubbed Myron’s back as he breathed quickly. “I thought you’d want a little makeup once you got dressed.”

“I do!”

“I’ll help you apply it, but we can’t do that until you shave.”

Myron went silent, thinking about his beard and body hair. He had more than a little, but he had manscaped a couple days ago for their night at the hotel. Sandra liked it when he wasn’t too hairy, so he always took care of business before their date nights, but he’d never expected to get the chance to remove his hair everywhere except the top of his head.

“Unless you’d rather keep your beard.”

“No! I want to shave it. I’m just in shock still I guess.”

“Come out of shock, babe. We’re in this together.”

“Promise?” asked Myron.

“I promise. Now, let’s get you dressed, so we can make another baby.”

Myron chuckled. “Yeah, I’d like that. A lot.” It felt crazy to finally admit the truth, but he was glad that he could and so happy that his wife wanted to keep trying to make babies with him. She lifted him as a man. He wanted to beat himself up more than anything, but Sandra wouldn’t let him fall into those pits of darkness that could consume his mind. She truly kept him sane.

“I left a razor and shaving cream in the shower, but I also put some hair-removal cream in there too if you’d prefer to use that. Whatever you want is fine with me.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Sit out here and watch TV until you’re ready for me to do your makeup,” Sandra said with a laugh and reached for the remote before crossing her legs at the ankle, propped up by a mountain of pillows.

“This is insane,” Myron said and squeezed the sides of his head as a smile spread across his face. This was all a lot to take in, but he would be a fool to reject Sandra’s endeavor. He would be a fool to deny what he truly wanted, so he pushed away those harmful thoughts floating around at the back of his mind and went to the bathroom, letting his wife’s acceptance and her sweet gifts sink into his soul.


CHAPTER 7

“How are you doing in there?” Sandra asked from where she was sitting on the bed, flipping through channels. She couldn’t wait for her husband to come out of the bathroom. She wanted to dress him up in the clothes that she bought him and put a little makeup on his face, hopeful that it would fill whatever voids might be in his heart. Sandra loved Myron and only wanted him to be happy.

“It’s coming along.”

“How much longer do you think you’ll be?” Sandra asked just as she landed on a channel that was playing one of her favorite romantic comedies. “Have you shaved your face?”

“Yeah, it’s done.”

“Are you shaving your legs?”

“Maybe,” Myron called in a playful voice. On the other side of the door, he was sitting on the edge of the tub with his feet in a shallow pool of water. He’d watched his wife shave her legs a million times and was repeating what she did, but he never expected it would take this long. Stroke after stroke of the razor, and there was still more hair to remove! It was insane!

“Hurry! The champagne made me a little sleepy,” Sandra said, even though it was a complete lie. She was wide awake, anxious for Myron to emerge from the bathroom. She’d always wondered what he would look like with a smooth body and couldn’t wait to see.

“I’m almost done!”

Sandra faked yawned loudly and cursed when it turned into a real yawn seconds later. She shook her head to awaken herself, concentrating on the love story unfolding on the television screen. She glanced at the clothes sitting on the edge of the bed when her attention waned, trying to picture what Myron would look like wearing them, but it was hard. She’d never even considered the possibility of him wearing women’s clothing before finding that folder on his computer.

“Only a few more minutes,” Myron hollered from the bathroom. “Don’t fall asleep on me!”

“I’m awake,” Sandra yelled back.

It wasn’t even five minutes later when the bathroom door opened and out stepped Myron with a towel wrapped around his waist. Sandra covered her mouth when she got a better look, shocked by how good Myron looked with a smooth body.

“Drop the towel! Let me see it all!”

Myron smirked and did a little dance as he slowly loosened the towel around his waist, turning his backside to Sandra as he let it drop to the floor. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t stop his little man from growing stiff. He placed a hand over it before slowly turning to face his wife as she hooted and hollered, surprised by how much she liked the sight of his smooth body.

“Have you ever been this smooth?”

“Never,” Myron said as his face darkened three shades of red. “Do you like it?”

“I love it! Come here and give me a kiss.”

Myron smiled and went over to the bed, climbing on it and moving toward his wife as he stared seductively into her eyes. She’d already taken off her bra for the night, and her hard nipples were on full display beneath her dress, turning Myron on to no end. He cupped her breasts as he leaned over her body and moved close to her face to kiss her.

“You’re the best wife in the world, Sandra.”

“I wouldn’t be the best wife in the world if you weren’t so good to me,” Sandra said as she stared into Myron’s eyes and slowly reached down his body until she could wrap her hand around his stiff erection. She wanted him inside of her, splitting her wide, but she hadn’t yet finished giving him his Valentine’s Day gift. “Put on your panties before you make me lose control.”

Myron groaned, so ready to be inside of his woman, but this was his chance to make his dreams come true. “Are you sure?”

“Don’t ask me that question when I’m this horny,” Sandra said as she writhed beneath Myron, desperate for his dick, but she was trying her best to be patient so he could get dressed, even though she wasn’t sure how she’d ever do his makeup while she wanted his dick this badly.

“Sorry,” Myron said as he gently lifted himself from above Sandra, so grateful that he had a wife who understood him and loved him for who he was. He’d never forget this night and how his wife pulled him out of the darkness. “Which color panties do you think I should wear? Pink or red?”

“Red is always a sexy choice.”

“That it is,” Myron said and picked up the pair of red cotton panties that Sandra had gotten him. He took a deep breath before stepping into them and pulling them up his shaved and moisturized legs, so overwhelmed with emotions he felt like he might explode. These panties were so much sexier than the men’s options he got stuck wearing, but even more than that, they were a million times more comfortable and hugged his dangly bits in all the right places. “What do you think?” Myron asked with his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side, feeling more beautiful than ever.

“I love them! Your hard cock looks pretty hot in them too,” Sandra said as she rubbed her legs together, still tingling all over for Myron’s touch. “Put on the skirt and blouse next, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

Myron gushed on the inside. Sandra literally had no idea how happy she was making him, but he tried to keep it together as he went over to the clothes. He grabbed the skirt from the bed and pulled it up his legs, loving how it wasn’t too tight or too short. He pictured himself walking down the sidewalk wearing this skirt with those black heels on his feet he had yet to put on.

“Looking good,” Sandra said and winked.

“You can be honest,” Myron said with attitude. He felt beautiful but doubted he looked like it on the outside.

“How am I not being honest?”

“Does the skirt look stupid?”

“No! Put on the blouse.”

Myron wanted to believe Sandra, but those lifelong doubts were clouding his mind. He’d been told guys like him should avoid their feminine side like the plague for as long as he could remember. Why had that been? Why had nobody told him that it would be okay if he wanted to play with nail polish and makeup and wear dresses or skirts? Myron clutched the blouse in his hands tightly.

Sandra could see the pain in her husband’s eyes, so she got to her knees on the bed and walked over to him. She touched his shoulder before sliding her hand down his arm until it was over his hand, which was still tight around the blouse. Myron groaned, refusing to lift his eyes.

“Look at me, Myron.”

“This was a mistake.”

“C’mon, don’t say that.”

Myron shook his shoulder when Sandra tried to touch it. She hated to see him hurting like this, but it couldn’t be easy for him to give in to something he’d hidden for so long. Sandra had never hidden anything in her life, so she could only imagine how Myron was feeling, but she needed for him to work past this so that they could grow stronger together. Build the future they’d always dreamed of having.

“Myron, isn’t this what you want?”

“You don’t understand.”

Sandra stared at Myron as he kept his eyes locked on the floor. She reached out again, gently touching his shoulder. He didn’t pull away this time, so she pulled him into her arms. “You’re beautiful, Myron, and there’s nothing wrong with you for wanting this. You already told me that it’s something that you’ve desired for a long time, and I’m here to help… because the sooner we get some makeup on you, the sooner I get to you know…” Sandra said with a light laugh and held the back of his head as he rested against her chest, safe in her arms.

Myron chuckled. “Is that all you’re thinking about?”

“After seeing your smooth body, pretty much.”

“I wish I didn’t feel like this.”

“How do you feel?”

“Ashamed, like putting on this blouse will make you look at me like less of a man. You’re probably already looking at me like a sissy bitch just because I’m wearing this skirt.”

“Myron!” Sandra shouted and held Myron at arm’s length. “Sissy bitch? Don’t use those foul words.”

“I’m sorry, but isn’t that what you think of me?”

“Plenty of masculine women wear feminine clothes when they want to feel a little girly, and besides, putting on a blouse won’t make you any less of a man in my eyes. So, what do you say? Can you put it on for me?” Sandra asked and slowly took the pink blouse from Myron’s hands.

Myron said nothing as Sandra shook out the blouse and put it in position for Myron’s arms. She shook the blouse again to encourage him. He was slow to move but eventually put his arms into the sleeves, letting out a deep breath when Sandra pulled the pink blouse up to his shoulders, adjusting it until it hung beautifully on his body.

“You’re almost my girl.”

“It’s all so surreal,” Myron said as he stared at his wife, his eyes glazed over from the daze he found himself in, wondering if this was a dream from which he was about to awake, yet in the back of Myron’s mind, he knew it was real life and had better do his best to enjoy the moment.

Even this morning, Myron had no idea what Sandra had planned, yet here he was, so close to transforming into the woman he’d always wanted to become.

Sandra smiled as she buttoned the blouse, loving how Myron looked more and more womanly as the fabric slowly covered his chest. Maybe they could get him fake boobs down the line if this was something they did more often, but as of now, Sandra was amazed by how different Myron looked.

“Do you think I’m ugly?” asked Myron.

Sandra sighed. “How many times do I have to tell you that I think you’re beautiful before you believe it?”

Myron shrugged.

“Why don’t you let me do your makeup, and then you can look in the mirror to decide for yourself?”

Myron nodded, so Sandra climbed across the bed to get her makeup bag from where she’d left it when she was showing Myron the foundation she got in his skin tone. She opened the top of the liquid foundation and dabbed a bit onto her fingers before telling Myron to close his eyes.

Sandra loved how a smile crossed Myron’s face when her fingers touched his skin, spreading makeup across it, smoothing out any blemishes and bumps. Plenty of guys wore makeup, but Sandra wasn’t sure that Myron ever had, which he confirmed when she asked.

“How does it feel?”

“I don’t care how it feels if it makes me beautiful.”

Sandra smirked as she continued applying makeup to Myron’s face. She added a little blush to his cheeks to compliment the pink of his outfit, and then she used a pink lip gloss on his lips. Sandra didn’t use eye shadow, but she did opt to add a little eyeliner to make Myron’s eyes pop.

“How do I look?” asked Myron.

“Incredible,” said Sandra.

“Promise?”

“Just give me a second, and then you can go look at yourself in the mirror. Close your eyes.”

Myron closed his eyes and let Sandra finish applying the eyeliner, but he was shaking with nerves, desperate to see his face in the mirror. When Sandra said that she’d finished, he popped up from the bed and sprinted to the bathroom, gasping when he saw himself in the mirror.

He wished he had a wig more than anything so that he could feel his long hair swing from side to side, but beyond that, Myron loved the girl he saw staring back at him in the mirror. He couldn’t believe how different he looked, and when he took a step back to get the full view of his body and face, he couldn’t stop smiling. Sandra stepped into the bathroom, and Myron threw his arms around her, thanking her for the best Valentine’s Day gift in the world.

“You’re welcome,” Sandra said with a loud laugh as Myron squeezed her tightly. She gasped for air after a moment, tapping Myron’s shoulder for him to take a step back. “So, you aren’t upset?”

“No,” Myron said. “I’d be crazy to hold this against you. Obviously I have some problems that I need to work through, but you’ve done nothing wrong.”

“I could have warned you,” said Sandra.

Myron shook his head. “I’m glad you didn’t. I probably would have run for the hills.”

“What would Nicole and I do without you?”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Myron said and pulled Sandra close. She squealed as Myron held her in his thick and muscular arms, which were covered in the soft fabric of a pink blouse. “Are you sure you can make love to me looking like this?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Sandra screamed with delight when Myron lifted her from the ground and carried her back to the bed.


CHAPTER 8

“You forgot the heels! You forgot the heels,” Sandra hollered between moans as Myron stripped the dress from her body, leaving her in a sexy set of black lace lingerie. Myron moaned as he took in the sight of his woman, needing her now more than ever.

“Fuck the heels,” Myron said as he hooked his arms around Sandra’s thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He gripped the waistline of Sandra’s panties and ripped them down her legs, loving how her tiny bush of hair was glistening with desire. “I need you now.”

Sandra opened her mouth to protest, but Myron’s lips replaced her words with moans. She closed her eyes as Myron ran his tongue over her wet pussy, lapping up her nectar like he’d been starved of it for years. Sandra couldn’t remember the last time that Myron had eaten her pussy so aggressively, but his licks sent her to another universe.

“Myron!” Sandra screamed as her legs shook on his shoulders. “Myron! I… I…!”

Myron could tell that Sandra was on the verge of cumming, but he wanted to make his wife cum until she was begging him to stop. After what she’d done for him, he wanted to give her the very best Valentine’s Day sex of her life, and Myron knew that Sandra could handle more than one go. It’d just been forever since either of them bothered to cum more than once, but tonight was about new beginnings. They were turning the page to a new chapter of their marriage, and Myron would do everything in his power to make sure that it started off with a bang.

Myron held Sandra’s thighs tight in his arms as he worked her pussy with his tongue, focusing a little attention on her clit every few seconds like she loved. Sandra thrashed and moaned as Myron licked her swollen womanhood, cursing as she was on the verge of an orgasm, and she couldn’t hold back no matter how hard she tried.

“Myron!” Sandra screamed as her back arched.

Sandra came all over Myron’s face, and he kept licking. She could keep cumming until the end of time, and it wouldn’t be enough for Myron. Sandra tasted so good on his tongue, so he licked, licked, licked until Sandra was screaming for him to stop.

Myron wiped his mouth when he broke contact, staring at his woman with dolled-up, lustful eyes. He still couldn’t believe that Sandra had given him pretty clothes to wear and dolled up his face, and he only wanted to make her see the stars.

“Should I return the favor?” Sandra asked softly when she came back to the moment. She mindlessly reached between her legs to touch herself, and Myron couldn’t peel his eyes away from the beautiful sight if he tried. He wanted to climb back between her legs and eat her pussy some more, but he also wouldn’t mind getting a blowjob.

“Should I take off these clothes?”

“No way! Why would you do that?”

Myron shrugged, trying not to let his insecurities get the best of him. “No reason,” he said and let Sandra pull him onto the bed. She guided him to his back and climbed between his legs. She stood on her knees and unhooked her bra, staring at Myron as she pulled it down her arms, now completely naked.

“Good. I’ve been craving this dick all night.”

“Yeah?”

“Mmhm,” Sandra said as she licked her lips. She pushed up Myron’s skirt a moment later until the hem was up past his panties. He was already rock hard and leaking through the thin red fabric. She pulled his dick out the side of the panties, loving how smooth and girly Myron’s cock looked in the skirt. “Feel free to cum in my mouth,” Sandra said in a slutty whisper before wrapping her lips around Myron’s cock.

Myron gasped, still reeling at the fact that Sandra had given him permission to cum in her mouth. It really must have been Valentine’s Day, as that was not something she usually said. She was much more of a spitter than a swallower, but tonight, she was an animal. Myron thrashed and moaned as Sandra moved her lips up and down his dick, taking all of him in her mouth, moaning each time he hit the back of her throat.

Myron had no idea who this woman was between his legs, but he loved this side of Sandra, and used her mouth as roughly as she would let him. He grabbed her by the hair and fucked her mouth hard, using every inch of his cock, loving how her spit was running down his shaft, but what he loved even more than that was how Sandra couldn’t stop touching herself. She was still as horny as ever and ready for a pounding, which would be long and hard once Myron shot his first load down her throat.

“Take this cum!”

Sandra moaned deeply on Myron’s cock as he pushed all the way to the back of her throat to dump his load. Sandra gasped on Myron’s dick when the first string of cum hit the back of her throat, and she couldn’t do anything about it except swallow. She’d asked for this little treat, and Myron was going to give it to her. He held the back of Sandra’s head until every drop of cum was emptied from his dick.

“Fuck, Sandra. That was good,” Myron said when he finally moved his hand off the back of Sandra’s head. He rolled to the side when she pulled her lips off his dick, but she was far from done with her husband. Her pussy was wet and swollen and in desperate need of a fucking before Myron went soft.

“Hold on, sexy girl.”

“What?” Myron asked, still in a daze as Sandra mounted him. “Oh, fuck. Sandra, wait.”

“Shut up,” Sandra said and impaled herself with Myron’s cock. She held his arms above his head as she slid his entire length into her wet, dripping vagina, moaning loudly as Myron filled her. He was giving her everything she needed. Everything she ever wanted, and she didn’t give a fuck that his body was feminized. “Who’s my girl?”

“I’m your girl!” Myron hollered as Sandra bounced on his dick.

“Who does this girly dick belong to?” Sandra asked.

“It’s yours! My girly dick belongs to you!”

“That’s right it does!” Sandra hollered as she pushed her hands into her hair and bounced more quickly, getting closer and closer to orgasm with each of her bounces. “This dick is mine, Myron! Mine! You ready to put another baby in me?”

“I’ll put a baby in you every night of the week,” Myron said as he held Sandra’s hips and tried his best to last for her, but he was already close, and he’d only just cum! Her pussy was too tight and warm and wet and giving him a pleasure so intense a tear ran down the side of his face.

“Put a baby in me, Myron! Give me that cum!”

“Yes! Take it!”

Myron held Sandra’s hips and moved her up and down his girly dick as she reached between her legs to rub her clit, screaming and hollering as her eyes rolled around. She couldn’t focus on anything but the sensation of Myron hitting her spot every few seconds, and it wasn’t even a minute before they were screaming out and cumming together.

“So good,” Sandra said and collapsed against Myron’s chest as his dick slowly fell out of her pussy.

Myron wrapped his arms around Sandra and kissed the top of her head. He held her for the rest of the night, both floating in the clouds from the highs of the best Valentine’s Day of their relationship.


CHAPTER 9

Five Years Later

“Are you excited to get away from the kids?” Sandra asked, trying not to sound too excited, but they’d added two little rascals to their troop since the last time Sandra and Myron were able to do anything exciting for Valentine’s Day, but this year they could finally do something since Sandra’s parents had agreed to watch Nicole, Isaiah, and Rebecca.

“It’ll be nice to have some time to ourselves.”

“Are you bringing your clothes?”

“Yep,” Myron said with a smile. “Melissa is packed and ready.”

“Perfect,” Sandra said and threw her arms around the back of Myron’s neck. She gave him a big kiss on the cheek before they went to the car to head to the airport. Their sights were set on a secluded town along the shores of Alabama. They rented out a house and would have access to their own private beach.

***

“Are we making another baby on this trip?” Myron asked once they were sitting on the balcony of the primary bedroom with drinks. They had ocean views and felt a million miles from home. Myron had already slipped into one of his favorite red cocktail dresses and red suede pumps that made him feel like a million dollars. He wasn’t anything close to a millionaire, but he was studded out in fake diamonds like he was.

Sandra had gotten dressed up too and did her hair, even though they only planned on ordering food to their hotel room to enjoy the ocean view. It was too spectacular to leave. They would venture out and see the attractions in the morning, but for tonight, they only wanted to be with each other.

“About having more babies…” Sandra began with a heavy breath, “I’ve been feeling like I’m happy with three. If we have more, we’ll have to get a minivan or something, and that’s not the life I want to live.”

“Me neither.”

Sandra brightened. “Oh, Michelle. Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” Michelle said in her best femme voice. Michelle was Myron’s name when she was all dressed up and beautiful, and Sandra loved to scream it when they were having fun in the bedroom, but she would also use Michelle’s name tenderly, like she was doing now as they held hands and stared into each other’s eyes.

“I’m sorry if that sounds bad, but I just don’t want to get overwhelmed by having more kids. We have enough.”

“No babies this weekend.”

“I actually got an implant a few months ago,” Sandra said and folded her lips. “Don’t hate me.”

“How could I hate you?” Michelle asked. “That only means that I can fuck you long and hard tonight without a condom.”

“Please do. I’ve been so on edge, worried you’d get upset.”

“Nonsense.”

Sandra smiled and stood from her chair to sit on Michelle’s lap. Michelle hugged Sandra as their faces got closer together, and then they were kissing as the waves crashed in the background. Sandra broke the kiss and moved away from Michelle slowly as she stared into her eyes, hot all over from the intense love that she had for this woman who held her in her lap.

“Are you hungry yet?”

“Hungry for what?” Michelle asked.

“Food! I haven’t eaten anything since lunch, and that was forever ago!” Sandra said as she tossed her hair over her shoulder and smiled. She would love nothing more than to have Michelle eating dessert between her legs, but she needed some dinner before they could even think about that dessert.

“I’ll order the food, but you gotta let me up.”

Sandra grinned as she slowly stood from Michelle’s lap. Michelle went inside to grab her phone and a bottle of wine that they’d been enjoying. Sandra poured them two fresh glasses as Michelle put in the order for their food. Sandra was trying to be patient, but she’d gotten Michelle a gift and couldn’t wait another second to give it to her.

“Where are you going?”

“I’ll be right back,” Sandra hollered as she walked into the luxurious hotel room where they were staying. Sandra came back a moment later and placed the present on Michelle’s lap.

“What’s this?” Michelle asked as she held the small box with a pink bow. “Don’t you spoil me enough as it is?”

“Never,” said Sandra.

Michelle smiled softly before undoing the bow and daintily ripping the wrapping paper from the box. She gasped loudly when she saw the bottle of dark red nail polish inside.

“Sandra! I love this color!” Michelle said and threw her arms around Sandra.

“What do you say we put some on while we’re waiting for the food?”

“I say yes!”

Sandra laughed as Michelle pulled the bottle of nail polish from the small box and beat it against the palm of her hand. She told Sandra to hold out her hand, and she painted her nails first. Then Sandra did Michelle’s nails. They screamed and held out their hands once they had matching nails, laughing wildly when they’d calmed down from their excitement.

“Cheers to another amazing Valentine’s Day,” Sandra said and lifted her wine glass into the air.

“Cheers to another happy year together,” Michelle said and clinked her glass with her wife’s, forever grateful that she had this loving, supportive woman in her life.


THE PLUMBER

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

The faucet was leaking again, so after the eighth failed attempt at trying to fix it, I figured it was about time that I called a plumber. I hated to spend the money, but I had little choice in the matter. If I kept trying to fix the faucet myself, I would end up with a much bigger problem than a leak, so I picked up the phone to call the plumber that lived the closest and had the best reviews.

That was yesterday, and now I was waiting for the plumber to arrive. I wished the guy would hurry, as I had to get back to the office. My boss Viola already bitched at me for having to take the morning off for a leaky faucet, and I didn’t need to get on her bad side. I was already in trouble for pissing off a major account a couple months back, and it wouldn’t be long before Viola gave me the boot.

I tried not to worry about work too much, but I had a career in a cutthroat industry. It wasn’t easy to become a marketer at one of the city’s best firms, and there was always someone waiting in the application pool to take my job.

I worked my ass off to make Viola and the other owners of the agency happy, but I could only do so much. Clients gave me products or ideas to sell. It wasn’t my fault if they came up with a shitty one, but everyone wanted to blame me when there weren’t as many earnings as they’d like.

I was working at my kitchen island when there was finally a knock on the door. The plumber had given me a window of time, but damn, he was cutting it close. In five minutes, he would have been outside of the time window, but I was trying not to stress about it. I was sure he had a busy day himself, driving around from house to house.

What I wasn’t expecting was for the man to be an absolute hunk. I had to watch myself when I opened the door, completely taken aback by his thick arms and broad shoulders and full head of chestnut hair that was cut to perfection. His beard only added to the sexy alpha vibes.

“Sorry it took so long to get here,” he said as I stood speechless in the door. I was about ready to give him a piece of my mind, but his looks stopped me cold, and then he apologized. His voice wasn’t high or anything, but it was gentle, like maybe he was more of a teddy bear than a beast.

“Uh… it’s okay. Glad you’re here now.”

“So, what’s the problem? A leaky faucet?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed to tell this man that I needed his help with a simple fix, but I wasn’t the plumber in the room. I could help his business grow and manage his social media accounts, but when it came to pipes in a building, I was rather hopeless.

“Let’s take a look.”

“Okay,” I said and led the man to the kitchen. He followed behind me, and I could smell whatever deodorant he was wearing, and it made me a little weak in the knees. It’d been a long time since I hooked up with a guy, as I spent most of my free time playing tennis or badminton with my friends. I hadn’t really been thinking about fooling around with anyone either until the plumber walked through the door.

“Just the kitchen sink?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tried fixing it myself, but nothing I saw online worked.”

“Could be the water pressure or something wrong with the handle.”

“Sure,” I said, not wanting to go into detail about all the things I’d tried, afraid that it would make me come off as pathetic, and I didn’t want this hunky man thinking that about me, even though he was most likely straight.

While the plumber was working, I took the time to see if I could find information about him online. The name of the company was Ryan’s Plumbing, but I figured they wouldn’t send the owner to fix a leaky faucet.

“Do you need anything from me?”

“No,” he said in his smooth, manly voice. “I’ll let you know when I finish or if I need anything. You can do whatever.”

I just wanted to stand there and stare at this sexy man on his hands and knees as he checked under the sink, but that would be inappropriate, so I went back to my computer.

As hard as I tried to focus on the project that I was working on, it was impossible with the subtle sent of the man’s aroma in the air. Every time I went to type a word, I couldn’t help but think about how much better it would be to unbutton the plumber’s pants, pull out his manhood, and wrap my lips around it.

“Hey,” the plumber said as he stepped into the living room, where I was working. His booming voice made me jump, but he just continued talking and pretended like he hadn’t noticed my fright. “The problem is from a piece under your handle. It’s old and rusted. I should have an extra in my truck.”

“Okay,” I said with a curt nod.

The hunky plumber walked out of the house, leaving the door open, and I bit my lip as dirty thoughts ran through my mind. I wished I weren’t thinking like that, but damn, this man was the definition of what a hunk should be.

When he came back into the house, I busied myself with the project I was working on, shrinking a photo as he walked past where I was sitting just for something to do. I didn’t want him to think that I was fantasizing about him doing naughty things to my body, but that was literally the only thing on my mind. I could feel my hole twitching, just begging for him to be inside of it, but it was a feeling I would have to let pass. There was no way this guy would want to do anything with me.

“This should only take a minute, and then I’ll be on my way,” the plumber called from the kitchen.

I hollered back at him to take his time, not wanting him to leave. I was sure he had a million things to do, but I also couldn’t stop thinking about how hot it would be if he just walked into the living room to tell me how horny he was and that he would love it if I gave his manhood a little kiss.

As ridiculous as my fantasy was, something almost as good happened, much to my surprise. The hunky plumber called me into the kitchen after he’d fixed the leaky faucet. He showed me that it was working, and then I walked him to the front door. He pulled out his business card to hand it to me, and I read that it said Ryan.

“Are you the Ryan from the business’s name?”

He chuckled. “Yep, that’s me.”

“I didn’t think you would be the actual guy doing the house call.”

Ryan couldn’t stop looking at a picture I had on my living room wall. I realized he was staring at a picture of me from when I was in drag. It was from a night out a couple years ago right after I’d performed on stage, and my smile reflected how well it’d gone. Not every show went according to plan, but that one exceeded all expectations.

“I gotta work like the rest of the guys.”

“I guess so,” I said with a light laugh. Ryan still hadn’t pulled his eyes away from the picture. The longer he stared at it, the more I began to worry. Could he tell it was me? Did he have a problem with me having a good time with my friends? I started to open my mouth to ask Ryan to leave, but then he stopped me in my tracks.

“Who is this girl? She’s beautiful,” he said.

I about told Ryan that it was me, but then I thought twice about what I was doing. If he thought that I looked beautiful in that picture, then there was a chance he would think the same of me in person, and fuck, I was horny. If I just fooled Ryan for a night, what was the harm? We could have a little fun, and then I would send him on his way without him knowing better.

“Uh… that’s my friend. Jenny.”

“Is she single?” Ryan asked. He finally looked away from the picture to meet my eyes. I worried he would put the pieces of the puzzle together then, but he just looked hopeful, like he really wanted to know more about the girl in the photo.

“Last I heard she was, but I’ll have to ask.”

“Please,” he said. “I know it’s weird to ask you, but I need a girl in my life to distract me if you know what I mean.”

“I do,” I said with a laugh.

“Cool. If she’s interested, tell her to text my cell. The number is on the card.”

“I’ll be sure to ask her,” I said and glanced at the door, signaling that I was ready for Ryan to leave. I was doing my best to stay calm, trying not to show my cards, but I could feel the excitement within me reaching a boiling point.

“I’d really appreciate it, man.”

“No problem.”

Ryan took one last look at the photo of my feminized face on the wall, looking rather hopeful, and then he was gone. I waved as he walked down the path toward his truck, and then I shut the door and fell against it, touching a hand to my chest. I didn’t want to fool this man into thinking I was a girl, but did I really have a choice?


CHAPTER 2

I went back and forth about what to do about the Ryan situation. As sexy as he was, I worried that he would freak out if I tricked him, or maybe he wouldn’t care. He didn’t seem like the violent type, but how much did I really learn about him during his short visit?

He had a deep, soothing voice and huge shoulders. He drove a truck. He knew how to fix pipes, but would he want anything to do with mine? Plenty of guys liked backdoor action, but would he hate me for hiding the fact that there was a cock beneath my panties?

It had been a few days since Ryan came over. There was a chance he had forgotten all about the picture of me in drag. He could have found another woman to satisfy his needs. He could have bought a fleshlight. A man like him would probably rather have a toy than a boy dressed up as a girl, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I would enjoy it. Wasn’t my opinion worth something?

Just when I was thinking of giving up hope, my phone vibrated. I went over to it, thinking it was yet another message from Viola, but much to my relief, it wasn’t. It was a message from Ryan, the plumber, following up about Jenny.

Ryan: Hey, sorry to bother you. I got this number from your file and was just wondering if you had a chance to talk to your friend Jenny.

I bit my lip as I stared at the message on the screen. Little did Ryan know, but I was halfway dressed as Jenny now, wearing a plum silk slip dress with white cotton panties. I hadn’t bothered with a wig or makeup since I was sitting around the house, but there was nothing like the feeling of a tight pair of panties around my crotch, and I loved how freeing slip dresses felt. It didn’t hurt that they made me feel like a sexy girl stepping out of the bathroom with an anxious lover waiting on the bed.

Me: Hey, man! I totally forgot to ask, but I’ll send a message now.

Ryan: Thanks! I feel like a creep, but I can’t get that picture out of my head.

Me: Lol! No worries, bro.

Instead of sending a message to myself, I went to find Ryan’s card and looked up his full name on the internet. A little moan escaped my mouth when I found his social media profile, already turned on by all the different photos of him. There were some of him by his truck, others of him grilling with family and friends, a few of him shooting at a gun range, and the best photos of all were of him shirtless by a pool or on a beach.

The man had a lot of pictures on his page, and I was rock hard by the time I got through the first hundred or so, having to close my laptop before I accidentally liked an old photo of his. The last thing I wanted was for the social media company to send him a notification that I’d liked one of his photos from four years ago.

Me: Hey! I talked to Jenny.

It was about twenty-five minutes after our last exchange that I finally sent the message. It was a lie, but I had to have Ryan. After looking through his photos, I no longer cared what he thought. If he freaked out, I would tell him that he never asked for details about Jenny.

Ryan: What did she say?

Me: She’s interested in a date.

Ryan: Can I get her number?

Me: I’ll give her yours.

Ryan: Thanks, man! I owe you one!

I cursed to myself when I realized I couldn’t text him from my phone, or he would know that I was really Jenny, so I didn’t send him a message as Jenny. Instead, I hopped up from the couch and ran to my bedroom to pull off the slip dress and put on a t-shirt. I pulled up jeans over my panties, and then I raced out of the door to buy a burner phone.

If I was going to do this, then I needed to do it right. I’d keep Ryan in the dark about Jenny’s true identity for as long as I could. I hoped it would be long enough for me to get some action, which was all either of us really wanted anyway.


CHAPTER 3

Ryan eagerly agreed to a date when I finally texted him from the burner phone. He and I exchanged a few messages, talking about how we knew Ben, which was my name, but it wouldn’t be the name Ryan used for me if I could keep him in the dark. I still worried what he would do when he found out the truth, but I was willing to take a risk if it meant fooling around with a hunky man like Ryan.

I’d thought about him every night that I went asleep that week, touching myself a few of those nights, sliding a dildo in and out of my feminized hole as I stared at myself in the mirror, wishing it were Ryan behind me instead of a toy.

The desires didn’t fade when I went to work. I’d been spending most of the days at my desk wishing that Ryan were there to let me sit on his dick. I was positive that I would work a million times better once I felt his hard member stuffing my hole and his hot, creamy load leaking out of it.

Me: Can’t wait for our date later!

It’d been a few days since Ryan and I agreed to a date, but the day had finally arrived. I was at home checking my closet, trying to decide what I would wear. I had a lot of women’s clothing and had even mastered a feminine voice, but there was only so much I could do to hide my cock.

I thought about wearing a jockstrap. I even had a lacy, frilly one, but I was worried that Ryan would have questions if I offered up my ass on the first date, so I decided on a simple black thong and a matching bra. I would have to be extra careful with my dick, but hiding it was something I’d done before. I slid the black lingerie up my shaved and moisturized legs, moaning a little when I got it into place.

There was nothing like a tight little thong hugging my package. I went to stare at myself in the mirror, loving how big the lingerie made my cock look, but I pointed at the mirror and told myself that I couldn’t get hard. I would put tape in my purse just in case, even though I absolutely hated using tape to hold down my cock, but I had to be cautious.

I couldn’t let Ryan find out that I had a cock before I got a taste of his dick, and what man would say no to a blowjob? Ryan had seemed eager when he was standing in my living room, so I could only assume that he would be willing to let me wrap my lips around his cock, and maybe that would be enough to satisfy my thirst.

Once I stopped checking myself out in the mirror, I went to put on the matching black bra. I had a pair of breast forms and slid them into the bra, giving myself the illusion of breasts. They were squishy and soft, so Ryan could even squeeze them if he wanted. It shouldn’t be a problem, as long as he didn’t move them too quickly, or they might go flying out of my bra. That would be far from ideal, but again, I was willing to take the risk.

I went to my closet, still not sure what to wear. Should I go for something classy or something sexy? What would make me look the most like a girl? I grabbed a few choices and placed them on my bed, looking at them more closely.

I could wear the long-sleeved blouse and long pencil skirt, which would cover up most of my body, but was it too conservative? There was also a pair of jeans that fit me well and made my butt look extra big and round, but were jeans too simple? I also had a black one-shoulder dress that stopped about halfway down my thighs. The fabric was loose on my body and made a wave-like effect when I wore it. The dress always made me feel sexy, but I didn’t know if it was too much for a first date with Ryan.

I also wasn’t sure if the sexy black dress would be too revealing. Would my shoulders look too large? Would my breasts look fake? The more I thought about it, the more nervous I became. It was one thing to wear that dress out to the club with my friends, but I was in completely new territory trying to make a guy think I was a natural-born girl.

I stared at the clothes for a long moment but hated all of the options, so I went back to my closet and sifted through my dresses until I saw the perfect one! It was a white shirt dress with a paneled skirt bottom. It would look super cute with a pair of white stilettos that I had, so I rushed to put on the outfit, as I had to leave the house soon for my date.

Now that I had on my dress and heels, I went to my bathroom to complete the look with a touch of makeup. I pulled open the drawer where I kept my makeup bag and set it on the counter. I didn’t want to overdo it, but I had to make sure that all signs of my boyish face were well hidden, so I did a lot of contouring and work to round out my cheekbones to make them look less boyish.

It took about twenty minutes before I was satisfied with how my face looked. Part of me was still terrified that Ryan would see through the makeup and clothes the second I stepped into the restaurant where we were meeting, but I had to let those fears go. I had to walk and talk with confidence, or he would see right through me.

I told myself to stay calm as I went for the last piece of the puzzle, which was in a box in my closet. I stood on my heeled toes to reach the box that was atop my suitcase. I gasped as it fell toward me from the top of the closet, but it was worth the effort.

The brunette wig inside the box really transformed my face. All my worries vanished once I had the wig squarely on my head, so I grabbed my purse and headed out the door.


CHAPTER 4

My heart was racing as I walked from my car to the entrance of the restaurant where I was meeting Ryan. It was a place that’d been in the community for years. They had a standalone spot in the parking lot of a strip mall. It used to be a chain restaurant, but people had forgotten about that restaurant the day they opened this one.

It was the type of place with TVs to watch sports, but they had renovated the inside, so it was also rather romantic. There were always candles on the tables and ambient music playing over the speakers. There were people waiting in the lobby, but I walked right past them.

Ryan had sent a message on my drive over that he already had a table, so I asked the host where Mr. Charles was sitting. The host confirmed that Ryan was already there and showed me to the table. I told myself to stay calm as we walked across the dining room.

Nobody had looked at me like I didn’t belong, which had happened a bit when I first started going out into public as a woman, but I’d learned from my mistakes long ago. I knew that I could be a convincing woman just by the number of guys who hit on me when I went out with my friends dressed as a girl, but I also knew how angry some men could get when they felt fooled.

I swallowed, telling myself that everything would be okay, even though I felt an intense level of panic when Ryan came into view. He was sitting at his table and looking at his phone. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as we walked the last few feet. I had to get it together if I was going to fool this man and get a taste of his manhood, which was all I wanted.

“Here you are,” the host said.

Ryan jumped at the sound of the host’s voice, noticing me for the first time. I felt terribly uncomfortable but forced a smile, hoping that I just looked like a nervous girl and not like a man wearing women’s clothing.

Ryan stood and gave me a hug, looking me up and down, but it wasn’t in a bad way. I felt a little more comfortable when his face broke into a smile.

“You must be Jenny,” he said.

“That’s right,” I said. “Ryan?”

He nodded and put out his hand for a shake, even though he’d already given me a hug, but I would take any excuse to touch him. I enjoyed that his grip wasn’t too tight. Some men were so excessive with the overly strong grip during a handshake, but Ryan wasn’t, proving his gentleness yet again.

“It’s so nice to finally meet you, Jenny. I hope you don’t think it’s weird that I asked Ben for your phone number.”

It was weird hearing Ryan say my name and acting like I was someone entirely different, but a little deceit was worth it if it would get me into Ryan’s pants.

“Not at all,” I said with a light laugh.

“I’m glad. You’re even prettier in person.”

His words made me blush. Every doubt I had about looking like a girl vanished as Ryan stared at me from across the table. There was a flickering candle between us, and it did a lot to set the mood. If I hadn’t just sat down, I would probably lift my foot to rub it against the back of Ryan’s leg, but a move that bold wasn’t for a first date.

“You’re not so bad looking yourself,” I said in my girly voice. It nearly cracked, so I picked up my glass to take a drink of water, clearing my throat as I returned the glass to the table.

“Would you like anything else to drink? My treat,” Ryan said and motioned his chin toward the menu sitting in front of me.

I stared into his eyes for a long moment before I reached to pick up the menu. I would definitely need a drink to get through the night. When the server came back over, I asked for the lemon-forward cocktail from the drink menu.

Ryan asked me questions about myself when the server left. I told him that I was a manager at a movie theater. It was a job that I had in college, but I couldn’t tell Ryan that I was a marketer, or he might get suspicious.

“What does the manager of a movie theater do?” he asked.

“Sell popcorn and movie tickets,” I said with a laugh.

Ryan chuckled, and then he told me about his job. He started his business when he was twenty-two after working with a master plumber for four years, and it had grown a lot since then. He never thought that it would become as big as it did, but he wouldn’t change his job for the world.

“Doesn’t it get a little messy?” I asked.

“Yeah, but I don’t mind. Where would we be without proper plumbing?”

“Good point. I don’t want to find out the answer to that question.”

“Nobody does, and that’s what keeps me in business.”

I laughed, feeling much more at ease than when I’d entered the restaurant. Ryan was easygoing, and his smile could win him a governorship, but he didn’t seem like the political type. He was much more interested in talking about the thriller movies he watched, and the mystery novels that he read. He also enjoyed talking about health and fitness and the local sports teams.

“How often do you go to games?”

“I try to go a few times every season,” he said. “Do you ever go?”

“No,” I said with a laugh and shake of the head. “Never.”

“Would you go with me?”

I narrowed my eyes at Ryan, trying to act like I would be hard to get, but the man could literally take me anywhere, and I would probably agree. He was so sexy, and I couldn’t get over how striking he looked when he smiled. His beard really made those white teeth sparkle. I couldn’t help but wonder if he would ever be willing to wrap those beautiful lips around my dick, but I shook off the thought as soon as it appeared.

“Is that a no?” Ryan asked after a moment of my silence.

“You could probably convince me, depending on the sport.”

“I would definitely make it worth your time,” Ryan said.

The grin on his face had my girly cock tenting my thong. Luckily, there was a table above my crotch, or I might have been in trouble. I didn’t know what I would do once we left the restaurant, though, as everything Ryan was doing made me a little horny, but that probably had to do with walking into the restaurant with his dick on my mind.

“How would you make it worth my time?” I asked to play with Ryan. I was sure he could make anything worth my time, as obsessed with him as I was. I just wanted him to take me right then and there, but we had to be civil. Damn society.

“Guess you’ll have to wait and find out,” Ryan said with a wink.

A little moan escaped my mouth when Ryan winked at me, which only made his smile grow. I didn’t care if it made me come off as a slut. I didn’t give a fuck what Ryan thought, honestly, as long as he let me wrap my painted lips around his dick.

Our food arrived a moment later, giving us a needed break from the tension flowing between us. We discussed our favorite kinds of food and other restaurants that we liked in town. He was a bit more of an adventurous eater than I was, but I would let him take me wherever he wanted to go.

We’d only been together for a night, and I was already feeling hot with love. I knew it was too soon for anything close to love. It wasn’t healthy to feel this obsessed with a man I hardly knew, but he clearly wanted to give me his dick, and I wanted to use it.

“Do you have any other plans for the night?” Ryan asked once we’d finished our meals.

I could be a lady and tell him that I needed to get home, but it was a Friday night, and neither of us had to work in the morning. Ryan had already told me that he took Saturdays off unless there was an emergency, but even then, I was pretty sure he could find someone to handle any emergencies if he was tied up with me.

“Hmm… why? Did you have something in mind?”

“I told you I like thrillers.”

“Ooh, is there one playing?”

“Yeah, it starts in thirty minutes if you want to make it.”

“What will I do with my car, though?” I asked.

“Leave it here, and I’ll drive.” When I looked unconvinced of Ryan’s plan, he offered another one. “You could also follow me to my house and leave it there. My place is between here and the movie theater.”

“Yeah, that sounds better.”

“Awesome,” Ryan said with a huge smile that did nothing to hide his thoughts, but I didn’t care if he was thinking about having sex with me. I was thinking the same thing, and sitting through a thriller would make me feel like less of a whore when it happened, but maybe I wanted to feel like a slut for the night.


CHAPTER 5

Thankfully my car was in the garage when Ryan came over to my house to fix the leaky faucet. I hadn’t even thought about that detail until we were halfway to Ryan’s, but he seemed as cool as iced lemonade when he hopped out of his truck.

I stepped out of my car, which was parked on the street in front of his house, and waved. He waved back at me and started walking to the front door. I ran to catch up with him, my heels clicking on the pavement of his driveway as I went.

“So, this is where you live?”

“That’s right,” he said.

“It’s a nice place.” I looked around to admire the house. The foyer had tall ceilings, but the house was only one floor. Ryan had a bunch of prints hanging in frames throughout every room of the house. The artwork was from various eras and in many styles. I admired them as he gave me a quick tour of the house.

“That’s the entire place,” Ryan said when we made it back to the kitchen.

“How long have you lived here?”

“Three years now. Bought the house once I had enough saved.”

“That’s cool. No girl to share it with?”

Ryan frowned, like my question brought up a sore subject in his life. I didn’t need to know the details. I honestly wasn’t too interested in the man for anything beyond his dick. I just wanted him to bend me over his couch or bed or whatever and then send me on my way, but Ryan looked like he wanted to talk.

“Is something wrong?” I asked cautiously.

“No,” he said with a wave of his hand. “It’s nothing.”

“Are you sure?”

Ryan looked me in the eye, and I tried to maintain a serious expression. As much as I didn’t want him spilling out his heart to me, maybe it would make him trust me. Maybe it would make him a little more forgiving when he inevitably found out that I had a dick between my legs.

“We don’t have to talk about it. Really, it’s nothing.”

I swallowed. “You can tell me, Ryan. I’m here to listen.”

“Fine, but we need a beer for that.”

“Have anything stiffer?”

Ryan smirked and opened a cabinet to pull out a bottle of scotch. He made two glasses on the rocks. It was a bit stronger than my usual drinks, but it’d been a long time since I got fucked, and I wanted to be as loose as possible. Ryan and I went over to his couch to sit and sip. I said nothing as I waited for Ryan to tell me about whatever was on his mind.

“There was a girl in my life, and she was a major part of the reason I bought this house.”

“Oh, shit. Really?”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a heavy sigh. “I thought we were in love, but she proved me wrong about that.”

“Why? What did she do?”

“I honestly would have been less upset if she just fucked the guy, but my ex went behind my back and pretty much started an entire second relationship. She and the guy were texting day and night, hanging out, and probably fucking. I don’t know. I didn’t ask.”

“Shit,” I said as I held my drink in a steady hand.

“Yeah, it sucks, but that’s life.”

On the one hand, this revelation made me happy that Ryan probably wasn’t looking for a relationship. As obsessed with him as I was, I didn’t want to start anything serious. Not with a man who probably couldn’t handle the truth about my existence, but I doubted that he would deny a blowjob.

I kept glancing at his full crotch and imagining myself on my knees between his spread legs. The visions were so intense that it was growing rather hard to concentrate on anything else.

“Did you know the guy?” I managed to ask.

“Yeah, we weren’t close or anything, but I guess he had his eye on Sarah for quite some time.”

“Did you kick his ass?”

“No.” Ryan chuckled and grunted. “I certainly thought about it, but my business is too successful. I have too many people relying on me to give them paychecks to end up in jail.”

“That’s very considerate of you.”

I touched Ryan’s shoulder and rubbed it gently. He picked up his scotch and took a big swig before turning his head toward me. He stared into my eyes. I kept waiting for the moment when he would realize that I was his client and the girl from the picture, but that moment never came. Ryan only saw me as Jenny.

Ryan reached out his hand to cup the side of my face after staring at me for several seconds, and I about melted into the couch when he pressed his lips against mine. They were so soft, and his hand was so rugged. He was making my dreams come true, and I could only hope I was doing the same for him.

“You’re so beautiful, Jenny.” Ryan stopped kissing me, like he was trying to restrain himself, but I wouldn’t have been upset if he ravished me. I would have accepted it if he pushed me to my back and ripped off all my clothes. I had a feeling he was too much of a gentleman to do that, though.

“You’re pretty hot yourself, Ryan.”

“Kiss me,” he said.

I pressed my lips against his and slipped my tongue into his mouth. He matched my intensity, but I could tell that he was still shaky from whatever this bitch did to him.

Ryan broke the kiss first, moving away from me. He didn’t seem upset. He almost looked confused, like he didn’t know if he should be doing this. I wanted to find a way to put him at ease. He was probably terrified of giving his heart to any girl after having it shattered by the one who’d come before me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said with a shake of the head. “Maybe we should get going before we miss the movie.”

“Hasn’t it already started?”

“We still have five minutes, and the theater is only a few minutes from here. If we leave now, we can make it.”

“Isn’t there a thriller we can watch on your TV?” I asked and gestured to the huge television on the other side of the room. “I’m not even halfway through my drink.”

“I guess we could, but the new one is supposed to be really good.”

I could tell that Ryan was looking for any excuse to get out of this situation, but he’d been the one to pour us drinks and suggest we sit on the couch. I was already comfy and close to getting what I wanted most. Once I could figure out how to get Ryan out of this shitty mood, he would be mine.

I was sure of it.

“C’mon, Jenny. Let’s go to the movies, and then we can come back here.”

“Don’t you have streaming services?”

“Yeah, but the new movie—”

“Can’t we just take a look to see what there is?”

Ryan looked like he wanted to deny my request, but then I pushed out my bottom lip and gave him puppy dog eyes. I even pushed my fake boobs together beneath the dress I was wearing, and that seemed to do the trick. Ryan couldn’t stop staring at my fake bust. He didn’t look like he was suspicious of them at all.

“I guess we could… I have some popcorn in the kitchen.”

“Yes! Let’s stay here! We don’t need to go out to the movies. We’ve already been out once tonight!”

Ryan sat still for a moment with a blank expression on his face. He was probably thinking about what he could say to get me into his truck and to the movies. I knew that path would lead to a goodnight kiss once we got back to his house, and I wanted more than another kiss. I didn’t get dolled up and use my feminine voice all night for nothing, so I picked up the remote and turned on the TV before Ryan could say another word.

“Which streaming service should we use?”

Ryan told me which one. I clicked on it and passed him the remote, picking up my drink to hide my smile as I took a sip. Ryan needed to get over whatever hangups he had because of that ex of his, and I was here to help him do exactly that.


CHAPTER 6

Ryan and I picked out a thriller movie. I wasn’t a huge fan of thrillers, but at least I had a muscular thigh to grab if I got scared. Ryan and I paused the movie we’d picked out and went to the kitchen to cook some popcorn and freshen up our drinks before starting it.

“Are you upset?” I asked Ryan when we stepped into the kitchen. He hadn’t said much at all since I turned on the TV and asked that we stay. His energy was dark. Almost toxic. I could tell he wanted nothing to do with me, but I hoped that the moment would pass.

“No, why?”

“Your entire demeanor changed when you brought up that ex of yours, and I’m going to need you to shake it off!”

Ryan sighed. “I’m trying,” he admitted. “I just hate what she did so much!”

I stepped closer to Ryan, already knowing that I could make him forget all about that bitch by the end of the night, but I needed him to relax, or he would never want to have fun. I placed my hands on Ryan’s shoulders and stared into his glistening brown eyes. They were so soulful and handsome. I almost felt bad for deceiving him as much as I had, but he was the one who asked for Jenny’s number.

“You have every right to hate what she did, but she wins every time you starve yourself of life because of her actions.”

“I know, but it’s hard to forget. We were supposed to get married and have kids. She used to talk about little kids running around this house, but now that’ll never happen.”

“How long ago did you find out about the cheating?”

“It’s been a few months.”

“Ouch,” I said. “A few months isn’t very long at all, but how are you feeling? Does it get better every day?”

“Yeah,” he said in a whisper. “It does.”

“That’s all we can hope for when someone breaks our heart. If you want me to leave, I can go, but I don’t think either of us wants that. Do we?” I asked as I slowly moved my hand from Ryan’s muscular shoulder, letting my fingertips glide down his back.

“No, I don’t want you to go.”

“How about we make that popcorn? Where is it?”

Ryan pointed to a cabinet near the stove. I went over to it and found the box of microwave popcorn. I grabbed one of the bags and stuck it in the microwave. Ryan went to the freezer and grabbed more ice cubes for our drinks as I punched in the numbers for the timer.

“Thanks for talking to me,” Ryan said as he passed me my fresh drink.

“You’re welcome. I’m sorry your ex treated you like that, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t enjoy yourself.”

“I know… it’s just… I haven’t been with anyone since her. It’s ridiculous, but I still feel like doing stuff with anyone else would be like cheating on her. Isn’t that stupid?”

“No!” I said quickly and stepped forward. “It’s not stupid.”

I placed my drink on the counter and grabbed Ryan’s hand as I stared into his eyes. He was a sensitive guy. He was big, muscular, and manly, but Ryan definitely had a soft side. He was a teddy bear, which made me like him even more than I already did, but I was doing everything I could to keep my feelings in check. This wasn’t supposed to be anything more than a little fun, and I planned on keeping it that way.

“Yes, it is,” Ryan insisted.

“What’s stupid is your ex for giving up a man like you. I don’t know what she was thinking, but I would bet you any money that she’ll grow to regret it.”

Ryan smiled at that, like he was hoping for the same thing. He said nothing more about his ex, shifting the conversation to the popcorn that had finished cooking. He stepped past me to grab a bowl. I watched how his massive arms flexed when he turned the bag upside-down and emptied it into the bowl. I grabbed the bowl and walked over to the couch with it in my hands, glancing over my shoulder for Ryan to follow.

We sat on the couch and pressed play on the remote. The movie started slowly, offering up random details, but it really started to get to me about twenty-five minutes into the film. I was worried that all the characters were up to no good, feeling on edge throughout every second of the movie.

I cuddled up closer to Ryan. He made me feel a lot safer when he wrapped his arm over my shoulder. We glanced at each other for a second, and then he kissed my forehead, which made me feel even more secure.

The movie was still frightening, but none of that mattered now that I was right up next to Ryan, suffocating in the smell of his manly soap. I moved my hand to his leg, unable to resist the urge. Ryan placed his big hand over mine, sending shockwaves throughout my body. His touch was firm yet gentle, and I was becoming increasingly desperate to have his dick anyway I could get it.

The movie continued. I pretended to watch it, trying my best not to ruin Ryan’s experience. I could tell that he was engrossed in the movie, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the spot where his pants bunched up around his cock.

I was pretty confident that Ryan still didn’t know about the cock between my legs. There was no reason he needed to find out, either. I could give him one night of fun to help him forget about his ex, and then I would be on my way.

Ryan jumped at one point, nearly spilling the popcorn from his lap. I wasn’t paying enough attention to the convoluted plot to get frightened, but I gasped when he moved, and then I placed my hand on his chest to comfort him, and the look he gave me. Fuck, it was so sexy. His brown eyes sparkled with appreciation that I tried to calm him. He leaned over and kissed me quickly on the cheek before turning his attention back to the movie.

I silently celebrated when the credits rolled across the screen. I picked up the remote and exited out of the movie. Ryan asked me questions about what I thought of the film, which I answered easily. I’d paid enough attention to talk about the movie, even though it was far from my favorite.

“Not the biggest fan of thrillers, are you?”

“They’re not terrible,” I said with a shrug. How could I admit to Ryan that I’d been thinking about nothing except wrapping my lips around his dick throughout the entire second half of the movie? How could I admit to Ryan that I had a dick of my own, which I would happily keep out of sight if he didn’t want to see it. I would obviously love for him to play with my girly dick, but I wouldn’t get my hopes up.

“Guess it’s a good thing we didn’t waste money on movie tickets.”

“We can go to the movies whenever you want,” I said and scooted a little closer to Ryan. “I was worried that you would kick me to the curb if we left the house tonight, though. You were pretty upset earlier.”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a sigh. “You’re right, but I’m over it.”

“Good,” I said and scooted even closer to Ryan, even though our legs were already pressed together. I wrapped my arm around the back of his neck and hooked my other arm around his front. “You’re with me now, and that’s all that matters.”

Ryan reached down and grabbed my side. “Yeah.”

“You know what would be fun?”

“What?” Ryan asked with a smirk. I had a feeling he knew where I was going with the question.

“Do you have any music?”

“You can use the app on my TV.”

“Hmm, let’s see what there is,” I said and picked up the remote to turn on the TV. Ryan showed me where the music streaming app was, so I opened it and put on some rhythm and blues to set the mood, turning to him once I’d returned the remote to the coffee table.

“That’s some sexy music,” Ryan said as I scooted closer to him.

“I was hoping we could have some sexy times,” I said with my face pressed up against his. “I’ve been thinking about what I could do to you all night.”

“Yeah?” Ryan asked in a light voice, like I was about to break him, but I needed this. Now that I was this close to tasting his cock, I had to have it in my mouth. I couldn’t leave without getting a taste. “What can you do?”

“Do you want to see?”

Ryan nodded. I moaned before kissing him lightly, and then I slid off the couch to my knees. My girly cock was throbbing in the black thong that I was wearing, straining, begging to come out, but I would have to rub it like a clit to avoid suspicion.

Ryan gasped when I unbuttoned his pants, and then he moaned loudly when I slid them down his legs. His bulge looked huge beneath his tight pair of boxer briefs. I bit my lip as I stared at the outline of his cock, salivating for a taste.

“Like what you see?” Ryan asked with a light laugh.

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“Take it out. It won’t bite.”

I reached out my trembling hand, praying that I could get Ryan to cum without him finding out that I wasn’t who I said I was. I gasped and squeezed my legs together when I pulled down the waistline of his boxer briefs, slowly revealing the base of his manhood. It had a trimmed patch of hair above it, and fuck, it looked thick.

“Keep going,” Ryan encouraged. “I want to see your lipstick on my dick.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath as I kept pulling his boxer briefs further down. “You want my painted lips on your dick?”

“Yeah, so why don’t you kiss it?”

I moaned as I finally got Ryan’s cock free from the boxer briefs and got his pants and underwear all the way down to his ankles. He stepped out of them and then he pulled off his shirt. His chest was hairy and muscular. He was such a stud, and I was rock hard in my thong, praying that my cock didn’t pop out the tiny bit of fabric. There was tape in my purse, but how in the world could I get away with putting that on now?

“I said kiss it!”

Ryan’s voice turned dark as he stared down at me, and I wondered if I’d released some type of monster by pulling down his pants. Where was the teddy bear that I’d had at dinner? Where was the man who had a sweet and sensitive side?

“Kiss it!”

I moved quickly to wrap my hand around Ryan’s thickened base, and then I moved my lips close to his cock. His manly musk hit my nose and made me moan as I moved my lips closer to his balls, kissing them first. Ryan grunted as I kissed his balls, getting increasingly louder as I worked my lips up his shaft, leaving traces of lipstick along the way.

“Yeah! Put my dick in your mouth!”

I didn’t hesitate to fulfill Ryan’s command. I held the base of his cock and parted my painted lips. I wrapped them firmly around Ryan’s cock, making him moan loudly. He pushed on the back of my head, sending my lips all the way down his cock. His manhood was so thick. It stuffed my mouth and leaked precum all over my tongue. It was salty and tangy but delicious.

Ryan got even more aggressive as I bobbed my head along his shaft. I worried he would move my wig out of place when he gripped my hair, but I’d been smart enough to pin it down. Still, it wouldn’t take much more force than Ryan was using to reveal the truth, so I gently moved his hand while I ran my closed lips up and down his dick.

Ryan released my hair and grunted. He moved his hands to my face and grabbed the sides of it, taking control. I gasped and moaned on his dick as he fucked my face, plunging his manhood into the back of my throat over and over. I breathed through my nose and did everything I could to take it, but he was so aggressive that I ended up falling to my ass.

I quickly squeezed my legs together to stop Ryan from seeing up my dress and to avoid any tenting from my hard dick. I was rock hard beneath my dress, and I knew that I could cum in a second if I touched it, but tonight was about using Ryan and getting home without him discovering my secret, so I was almost relieved when Ryan lowered himself from the couch and stood in front of me.

“Get up!” he commanded.

I raced to get to my knees, and then Ryan’s cock was dangling in my face. It had little beads of precum at the tip and looked so fucking sexy as it hung in front of me. I held it in my hand and savored the sight of it, not sure if I would ever see it again.

“I want you to cum all over my face,” I said to Ryan in my slutty girl voice.

“Fuck yeah you do,” Ryan said and held his cock as he moved my face closer to it, and then he slapped my cheeks several times with his wet tip, and that only made my dick throb more than it was. I just wanted to reach into my thong and pull out my girly dick. It was begging for me to play with it and stroke it. I would love for Ryan to climb between my legs and return the favor, but I was already taking a big risk by being here in a dress, and I didn’t want to push my luck.

“Give it to me,” I said just as I pulled my lips off his dick. I stroked his cock, moving my hand up and down his wet shaft, making him moan even more loudly. His balls were tight too, like he could spray that load at any second, and I was ready to catch it. If his precum tasted like candy, I could only imagine how delicious his hot, gooey cum would taste as it slid down my throat.

“Shut up and suck my dick,” Ryan said and forced my lips back onto his cock, but that only made me moan. I held Ryan’s thighs and sucked his cock like I would never get to taste it again. I looked up at his soulful brown eyes with his cock stuffing my mouth. He reached out to gently touch the side of my face before moving his hand to the back of my head to force my lips further down his cock. “That’s right, girl! Suck my dick! Make me cum!”

I moaned on his cock without breaking contact, but I could no longer ignore the pleas of my own dick. It was pulsating and throbbing in my thong, and I swore I could cum without touching it, but I was desperate to feel its thickened state beneath my thong, so I carefully reached up my dress as I kept bobbing my lips along Ryan’s member.

“That’s right, Jenny! Touch yourself and cum with me!”

I pushed my lips as far as I could down Ryan’s cock just as I made contact with my own. My thong was soaked with precum, but I used that to lubricate my dick through the fabric. I rubbed the outline of my cock, touching it like a girl would touch her clit, gasping and moaning as I kept sucking Ryan’s cock.

Ryan watched me touch myself, holding the top of my head as he thrusted in and out of my mouth. I loved how he was fucking my face, and I was so close that it hurt, but I was waiting for my man, touching and releasing my cock every few seconds.

It was a minute or two later when Ryan grunted loudly and bent his head back, and then he was shooting his hot, sticky load down my throat. I eagerly swallowed every drop of his load that he was giving, loving how he kept fucking my throat and putting more of his seed into my mouth, filling me to the brim, but fuck, I needed it.

I screamed on his cock as I came in my thong. My cock was emptying buckets of cum into my thong. There was so much of it! I had to hold my thong and be careful not to let Ryan see my cum, or he would probably figure out that I wasn’t a girl right after he’d shot his load down my throat, and part of me had a feeling that would be the worst time for him to find out my secret.

“Mmm,” I said as I pulled my lips off Ryan’s dick and sat back a little to admire his muscular, naked body. A dollop of precum fell from his tip to my dress, but that was the least of my concerns since my thong was soaked with a hot load of cum. “That was hot.”

“Fuck yeah it was. Did you cum?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “If you don’t mind, I need to use the bathroom.”

Ryan gestured toward the hallway that led to the bathroom. I was careful not to reveal my dick as I ran to the bathroom. I stood above the sink and lifted my dress, emptying the contents of my thong. My cock was hot and sticky, but at least it was going down a little. I washed it off and then I patted everything dry with a towel, double checking that there was no tent beneath my dress before stepping back out into the hallway.

Ryan had pulled on his t-shirt and boxer briefs, not bothering with pants, and as sexy as he was to look at like that, I had to get going. There was no way I could spend the night. I wasn’t even sure that I could see the man again. I’d gotten what I wanted, and it was about time to stop playing with fire.

“That was hot. Thanks,” I said and kissed Ryan on the cheek.

“You’re leaving?”

“Yeah, tonight was fun, though. We’ll talk soon,” I said and turned toward the door with my purse in hand. Ryan asked me when he would see me again as I made my escape, but I already had one foot out of the door.


CHAPTER 7

The next few days were relatively calm. My boss Viola was still a major bitch to me at the office, seemingly one step from firing me at any given time, but I could ignore her and silently replay the night I’d spent on my knees between Ryan’s legs. When I closed my eyes, I could still conjure up his musky masculine aroma. I could still taste the flavor of his cum as it slid down my throat.

I wondered if he thought about me those first few days after our lovemaking. He never sent a message to the burner phone I’d bought to become Jenny full time. I assumed it’d been a one-night stand for him as well, especially after the fourth day of not hearing anything, but then things changed on the fifth day. There was a message on my burner phone when I got home from work.

Ryan: Hey, Jenny. I had fun the other night. I was wondering if you wanted to hang out again.

I stared at my phone, wondering if Ryan wanted to go on a date or simply fool around. Either way, I wasn’t willing to take any chances. I’d played with fire once and walked away unscathed. There was no telling if I would get that lucky a second time, so I ignored the message and slid the phone into my kitchen drawer.

As I made dinner that night, I thought about Ryan. His dominance had come out when I was on my knees beneath him, but the man had a soft side. He was sensitive and caring. He was probably wondering why I hadn’t called or texted, too afraid to reach out himself. I imagined he was afraid of getting his heart broken after what his ex-girlfriend did to him, but I couldn’t risk him finding out the truth and tainting my serene memory with his anger.

I woke up the next morning thinking about Ryan. I checked my phone in the kitchen drawer to see if he’d sent another message, but there was nothing. I hoped he was understanding and that he could put the night behind him like I had. It was a beautiful moment, but it had passed. It was time for him to move on, and I would do the same.

Work was rather boring and uneventful. Viola called me into her office at one point to reprimand me right before a meeting with a client, but I shook off her demeaning comments and had an incredible meeting. The clients signed a years-long contract with us before leaving the office, but did Viola praise me for the success? Of course not! She was a stone-cold bitch, but I was there to collect a paycheck and already looking for a new job.

When I got home, I went to check the burner phone I had in my kitchen. Much to my surprise, there were several messages and a missed call. I cursed to myself, realizing Ryan wasn’t about to let Jenny disappear into the wind without a fight.

Ryan: Hey, is everything okay? You didn’t message me back yesterday.

Ryan: I would love to take you out again if you’re willing.

Ryan: Hey, Jenny. I’m sorry for all the messages, but I really thought we had a nice time the other night. If I did something wrong, tell me. I won’t be offended.

Then there was the missed call that’d come after the last message, and I knew I was in deep shit. Part of me loved the attention, but every man I’d dated before knew about the cock between my legs, even if I dressed up for the guy, it was never a secret who was beneath the makeup and wig.

I’d put on a show for Ryan, convincing him that I was just like any other girl, and now it was coming back to bite me in the ass. Why did he even have to ask about the picture on the wall? Why did I have to buy a burner phone and go through with all this nonsense?

The phone started ringing as I held it in my hands. Ryan was calling again. I didn’t know what to do. I could answer the phone and let Ryan down gently, but some guys hated rejection. They hated knowing that the girl they liked would be out there with another guy in short order, but what other choices did I have?

I answered the phone.

“Hey, Ryan!” I said in my girly voice. “How’s it going?”

“Hey, Jenny! It’s so good to hear your voice.”

This sexy alpha was smitten with me, and I couldn’t even have him. Talk about my worst nightmare. I wished I had the courage to tell Ryan the truth, but I didn’t. I was too afraid.

“I’m sorry for not responding to your messages. I’ve been busy at the theater, and I didn’t have my phone on me.”

“It’s okay.”

“How are you doing?”

“I’m fine, but I want to hang out again. I thought we had a really good time, and I’d love to get together if you’re willing.”

As badly as I wanted to tell Ryan yes, I had to deny his request. I couldn’t go out with him again. I couldn’t spend my life pretending to be someone I wasn’t. It was fun for a night, but it had to be a one-time thing, so I steeled myself. I told myself that I had to remain strong.

“I’m sorry, Ryan. I did have a great time with you, but I thought it was going to be a one-time thing. You still seem a little fragile from your last relationship, and truthfully, I’m not looking for anything serious.”

“It doesn’t have to be serious! We can just have fun!”

I folded my lips and turned to look at the sink that Ryan fixed, remembering how good he looked when he was on his hands and knees to check out the cabinet beneath the sink. Part of me wished he’d figured out that it was really me, his former client, in the wig and dress, but I was confident he thought I was a girl named Jenny.

“You say that, but I’m not sure you can handle a friends-with-benefits situation right now. I’m sorry if you feel like I took advantage, but I was really horny, and there were two of us in that room.”

Ryan went silent. I worried that I had broken him after a few seconds, but then he cleared his throat.

“Fuck, Jenny! Why are you doing this to me?”

“I’m sorry, Ryan.”

“Did I do something wrong?”

“No! You’re a great guy, and I’m sure there’s a lucky woman out there waiting to find you.”

“I hate that you’re doing this,” said Ryan.

“I hate it too, but what can I say? I would rather stop while we’re ahead than lead you down a path that’ll ultimately lead to heartbreak.”

“Yeah,” Ryan said after a moment. “I guess you’re right. I’m trying to imagine being nothing more than your friend with benefits, and it’s tough.”

“I had fun the other night, Ryan, and I’ll never forget it.”

“Me neither,” he said softly.

I exhaled, releasing my hand that’d balled into a tight fist. It hurt to reject Ryan when I wanted him. I would love nothing more than to climb between his spread legs again, but he would have to find a new girl to do that for him.

“I need to go, Ryan.”

“Okay,” he said in a defeated voice. “Bye.”

I hung up the phone and held it against my chest, feeling rather sad. I didn’t think I would regret sucking Ryan’s dick, but maybe I’d judged the situation too soon. How long would it take for this hole in my heart to heal?


CHAPTER 8

Things got a little easier as the days passed. The weekend was lonely, but I survived, more grateful for work on Monday morning than I’d been in a long time. I was still thinking a lot about Ryan and our night together, but I was beginning to release myself of the guilt I felt from deceiving him.

My coworkers invited me out for drinks that night after work. Everyone was in the mood to let loose at happy hour. I denied their invitation to head home. I appreciated the offer, but I still wasn’t feeling up for socializing. I figured I would be better by the end of the week, but then there was a knock on my door.

I went to the door, thinking that it was one of my neighbors, opening it without even checking the peephole. I cursed in my head when I saw Ryan standing on the other side with a sad look on his face. He hadn’t messaged my burner phone, but he clearly hadn’t let go of Jenny.

Things only got worse when Ryan looked into my eyes, and I saw the instant change on his face. He knew. I went to close the door to avoid any drama, but Ryan put his foot in the doorframe to stop me. He pushed the door. He was much stronger than me, so there was nothing I could do to overpower him.

“Tell me it’s not true,” he said.

“Uh…” I said as I stepped backwards. “What are you talking about? You’re the plumber from the other day, right?”

Ryan narrowed his eyes. I shouldn’t have met his gaze, but it was so dominant and commanding. I couldn’t help but look at him. I turned to run to the kitchen, but Ryan caught me by the shoulder, stopping me dead in my tracks. Then he grabbed the picture of Jenny and held it up.

“This is you! Tell me I’m wrong.”

“You should leave,” I said.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said forcefully.

“If you don’t leave, I’ll have to call the police.”

“Dude! Can’t you even talk to me? I’ve been obsessing over a chick named Jenny for well over a week now, and she doesn’t even exist, does she?”

“How could you say she doesn’t exist? She was in your house, wasn’t she?” I refuted.

“Yes, but… we both know the truth!”

I ignored Ryan’s comments and shook his hand off my shoulder, retreating to my kitchen. I didn’t deserve this kind of treatment. If Ryan already knew the truth, then he could see himself out. I didn’t need to explain myself more than I had.

“Why are you walking away? I’m not leaving until you explain what the fuck happened. Why did you dress up as a girl and seduce me?”

“Seduce you? You’re the one who asked me out on a date!”

“No, I asked Jenny on a date, and you failed to mention that she’s really you.”

“I have nothing else to say, Ryan.” I was standing in the kitchen with my arms crossed over my chest. I had my back to Ryan. I wasn’t in the mood to talk about what I’d done. In all honesty, I was rather embarrassed by my actions now that I’d been caught, but Ryan wasn’t budging. I could feel his presence lingering behind me. “Please leave.”

“Can’t we talk? Please?”

“I have nothing to say, Ryan.”

“I only want to know why you did it.”

I kept my back to Ryan, feeling like I could cry. I felt like such a fool for going as far as I did. Ryan probably hated me. I was grateful that he hadn’t put his hands on me for misleading him, but I just wanted him to leave. I didn’t want to explain my crazy actions.

“Please, can’t you talk to me?”

“Are you angry?”

“I mean… I’m not happy, but I don’t want to cause any problems. I only want to understand.”

“What is there to understand? Sometimes I like to dress up as a girl, and this time I took things a bit too far.”

“Let’s talk about it.”

There was a softness in Ryan’s voice that made me drop my defenses a little. I turned around slowly to face him, shocked when Ryan smiled at me. He looked like the teddy-bear version of himself, and I had to stop myself from jumping into his big, muscular arms.

“What do you want to know?”

“Can we sit down and talk about it?”

“You really aren’t angry?”

Ryan shrugged. “I’m shocked more than anything. I didn’t suspect a thing until I looked into your eyes and noticed they were the same as Jenny’s. I came over here to ask you if you’d heard from her or if she’d told you why she didn’t want to be with me, but I guess I know the answer to those questions now.”

“Yeah,” I said softly as I moved for the first time in several minutes. I went to grab a glass. “Would you like some water?”

“Sure,” said Ryan. “How is the faucet doing?”

“Haven’t had a leak since you fixed it.”

“Glad to hear it,” Ryan said with a smile.

I filled up two glasses with water and passed one of them to Ryan. He drank half the glass in one gulp. I waved at him to follow me to the living room. I sat in the chair, and he sat on the couch. We stared at each other for a long moment before I sighed.

“So, what do you want to know?”

“Why did you do it?”

I shrugged. “Hormones? You were hot, and I wanted to have some fun. I didn’t expect you to catch feelings.”

Ryan frowned. “Guess I have a problem.”

“No, you don’t. You’re honestly a great guy, and I would have happily agreed to a second date if I didn’t have such a big secret.”

“Yeah, I can see why you tried to cut things off while you were ahead. Fuck, dude. This is really fucking with me. When I look at you, the only place I see Jenny is in your eyes. How is that even possible?”

“Years of practice?” I said with a shrug.

“Do you go out as Jenny often?”

“I used to dress up and hit the clubs as Jenny a lot more than I do nowadays, but I probably go out as her once or twice a month.”

“You had me fooled,” said Ryan.

“I’m sorry for doing that to you. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Yeah, sure. I had fun.”

I chuckled. “Did you?”

Ryan nodded, but then he dropped his head and pushed a hand through his thick brown hair. He groaned as he stared at the ground, making me feel guilty all over again, but what could I do? I didn’t know how to help him at this point.

“Are you angry?”

“No,” he said and shook his head without lifting it. He pulled on his hair a little bit as he groaned even more loudly, and I was worried that he was five seconds from exploding, so I stood from the chair and went behind it, ready to use it as a shield if necessary.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said while staring at the floor.

“Can you look at me?”

Ryan lifted his head and stared right into my eyes, sending me back to the other night when I was on my knees beneath him with his dick stuffing my mouth. I thought of his cum sliding down my throat as his gaze lingered. Was I mistaken, or did he want me all over again?

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

Ryan shook his head.

“What’s wrong?”

Ryan glanced down at his crotch, and that was when I saw the outline of his thick erection. He was thinking about me and all that we’d done the other night. He wanted a round two, which wasn’t off the table, except this time I wouldn’t have to hide. I would make him touch my dick if he indeed wanted another piece of me.

“You want more?”

“I don’t know what I want! I’m so confused!”

“Would you like to see me get dressed?”

“As Jenny?” he asked in a weak voice.

I nodded.

He nodded.

“Follow me then,” I said and walked to my bedroom.


CHAPTER 9

My room wasn’t overly masculine or feminine, somewhere in between, much like me. Ryan sat on my bed as I went to my closet to grab a few things that I would need. I kept my legs and body free of hair, so I wouldn’t have to worry about shaving. There was nothing I loved more than rubbing lotion into my smooth skin. It was a routine I performed every morning when I got out of the shower.

“What should I wear? The skirt or the dress?” I asked and held two options in the air. One was a silky beige bodycon dress that wasn’t much longer than a slip dress, and the other was a black miniskirt. Whatever I put on, I planned on having some fun, so I might as well make it sexy.

“Shit, dude, I don’t know.”

“You can call me Ben.”

“Can I call you Jenny?”

“Sure,” I said with a shrug. “As long as you understand that Ben is the person beneath all the makeup.”

Ryan swallowed his breath, but I didn’t care if this was making him uncomfortable. He was the one who’d asked to stay. He was the one who wanted to see me get dressed as a girl, but I wouldn’t do any of that unless he understood that there was a man beneath all the makeup. He could claim to be straight to the world all he wanted, but there was no bullshit in my bedroom. Not after how he came knocking on my door.

“Do you understand?”

“Yeah, Ben. I get it. You’re Jenny.”

“What should I wear then, stud?” I asked with a wink.

Ryan groaned and shook his head before pointing at the slip dress. I smiled at him and draped both options over my arm as I went to my closet to grab lingerie, but then I stopped. If I put on a bra and thong, Ryan wouldn’t get it through his head that I was only Jenny part of the time, so I decided to skip the fake boobs. I wouldn’t even put on a thong to hold down my dick.

No, tonight would be different.

I grabbed the box that had my wig and went to my bathroom with the short dress. It was one of my favorite dresses, sexy and short, but it was rather revealing, so I pretty much only wore it around the house, and I’d never gotten the chance to have sex while wearing it. I was feeling rather upbeat when I pulled out my makeup bag and set it on the bathroom counter.

I stripped down to nothing and pulled the short dress with tiny straps over my head. It hung on my body beautifully. It would look a little better with some fake breasts, but I wasn’t about to go through the trouble. If Ryan wanted this affair to last, he had to stomach the truth. He had to get over whatever hangups he had about me having a dick between my legs.

I stared at myself in the short dress for several beats before opening my makeup bag. My face was already moisturized and soft from the lotions I’d used in the morning, so I went ahead and started with my foundation. I worked and blended it until every line on my face had vanished.

Contouring my nose really made my face pop, and then I reduced the manly edges of my cheekbones. It was a process I’d done many, many times, yet it always amazed me how a few simple products could radically transform my appearance. I looked rather feminine, even without the fake boobs and the little bulge poking out from beneath my dress.

I added eye and lip makeup after I’d finished with the contouring and bronzer, creating smoky eyes. I gave myself a bright red lip that would pop against the beige of my dress, and then I put on my wavy brunette wig. I looked fucking sexy when I stood in front of the mirror. I hadn’t bothered with a bra or panties, but I was in desperate need of some cute shoes.

“Don’t look! Go wait in the living room!”

“Okay,” Ryan said.

It took a minute, but then I heard his footsteps leaving the room. I slowly opened the door to peek and make sure he’d left before darting to my closet. I found a pair of white stilettos that went perfectly with my outfit. I had a mirror in my closet and checked myself out in it before stepping out of the closet with my shoulders held high.

“Ready!” I called.

Ryan walked back to my bedroom and stopped dead in the doorframe. His mouth opened in shock, which only made me laugh. I plopped onto the bed and propped myself up with my arms jutted out behind me, shaking my hair to throw it over my shoulder.

“What do you think?” I asked in my practiced girly voice. I felt like an entirely new person, and I didn’t shy away from looking up and down Ryan’s body, paying special attention to that thick bulge in his pants, which looked like it was straining to break free.

“Uh… shit.”

“Pretty incredible, huh?”

“Your voice. How do you do it?”

“I’ve had a lot of time to practice in the mirror,” I said with a laugh, feeling like I had all the power in the world over this man standing in front of me. “Don’t you want to come sit?”

Ryan glanced at where I was patting the bed. He was still stuck in the doorway. I couldn’t wait forever, though, so I stood and crossed the room until I was standing in front of him. His nostrils widened as he inhaled the smell of my freshly applied perfume.

“Do you find me attractive, Ryan?” I asked as I pressed my fingers gently against his chest. “Do you want to do naughty things to my body?”

“I… uh… is it wrong that I want to say yes?”

I threw my head back and laughed, finally feeling free in Ryan’s presence. I had on makeup and a wig, but I knew he could feel my bulge pressing up against his body. I knew that he could see my flat chest, but despite all that, I would bet money that he was even more attracted to me than he’d been before he arrived at my house.

“I’m not judging you, Ryan. You should know that I find you very attractive. Now that you know the truth, I don’t have to hide how I feel. I’m glad you’re here. I’m glad you called.”

“Your voice. It’s really tripping me out. Stop looking at me like that,” Ryan said, but he didn’t break eye contact, and I knew he didn’t want me to stop looking at him.

“Why would I stop looking at you? You’re in my bedroom. We’re inches apart. If you want to leave, you know where the door is, but if you want to stay, then we should stop wasting time.”

Ryan swallowed. He let his gaze travel down my body, and I would swear I heard the fabric of his pants straining against the pressure of his dick, but maybe it was my imagination. Either way, Ryan wasn’t going anywhere. He was too invested. The man was probably confused, but he was also curious, and that was enough for him to stay.

I gasped when Ryan grabbed the back of my head and pressed his lips against mine. He slid his tongue into my mouth as he touched my body with rough hands. He worked them up and down my frame, careful to avoid my dick, but he touched everywhere else, and I especially loved when he squeezed my chest like I had real boobs.

“Yes!” I said in a slutty moan. “Squeeze my tits!”

“Fucking hell,” Ryan cursed under his breath as he did exactly what I said. He squeezed my pecs with a rough grip, and I moaned into his ear as he held his lips against my neck. He kept cursing under his breath as he groped and kissed me, and I was rock hard from his rough touch. Ryan said nothing about my hard dick pressing up against his body, but he couldn’t ignore it forever.

“Touch my dick,” I whispered into Ryan’s ear using my girly voice. He shook his head, but I wasn’t taking no for an answer. “Touch my dick!”

Ryan responded to my forceful voice with a groan as he glanced down at the tent in my dress. There was no denying the fact that I had a dick, but everything else about me looked like a girl, so what was the big deal?

“Touch it or get out of my house.”

“But… can’t we just focus on my dick?”

“Absolutely not!”

Ryan went to say something else, but I was tired of his protests. I’d spent far too long without a man wrapping his lips around my dick, and I had a cute cock! It was about six inches long, not too thick, and perfectly trimmed. My balls were shaved, and there wasn’t a single hair on my ass, which I would give Ryan if he played by my rules.

“Jenny, please. I’m not gay.”

“Do I look like a guy right now?”

“No, but a dick?”

“Stop arguing with me and get down to your knees if you even want me to think about returning the favor.”

Ryan groaned as he stared at the tent beneath my dress, but what choice did he have? He wanted more than a few kisses, so he slowly sank to his knees in front of me, which made me smirk wildly. I reached down and touched the side of Ryan’s face as he sat beneath me on his knees. The tent in my dress was only a few inches from his lips.

“Lift my dress.”

“Jenny, please. Don’t make me do this.”

“You know your choices, Ryan.”

Ryan glanced over his shoulder at my bedroom door, but we both knew that he wasn’t going anywhere. I could see how hard his dick was in his pants, and I’d felt it against my body. If he did leave, he probably wouldn’t make it further than his car before he jacked off, and where was the fun in that?

“That’s what I thought,” I said when Ryan turned his head back toward my crotch. “It won’t be as bad as you think. Trust me.”

Ryan slowly lifted my dress. He cursed when I felt a tickle of air on my shaved balls, and then he cursed even more loudly when he lifted the dress up enough to reveal my dick, but I was beyond excited to have my hunky teddy bear down there on his knees about to wrap his lips around my girly cock. If he did this, I knew I had him.

“Put it in your mouth,” I said.

Ryan said nothing. He didn’t even look at me as he reached out to grab my dick. He slowly moved his face closer to it, but I’d spritzed perfume right below my bellybutton to make my crotch smell as girly as possible, which Ryan seemed to notice. He looked up at me with a smile on his face when his lips were mere centimeters from the tip of my dick.

“How is your dick this girly?”

I shrugged. “Why don’t you stop talking and put it in your mouth already?”

Ryan groaned and did just that. His moves were tentative at first, like he was pushing through guilt and shame from having a cock in his mouth, but that only lasted a second. Ryan really picked up speed after he had my dick in his mouth for a few seconds. I cursed as I stared down at him bobbing his head along my shaft, swallowing my entire six inches.

“Fuck!” I cursed and dropped my head back as Ryan sucked my dick with even more vigor. “Fuck, it feels so good!”

Ryan moaned on my cock, reaching his hands up to play with my shaved balls. He pulled on them a little bit, and I couldn’t believe how well he was sucking my dick. I wouldn’t have thought it was a first time with a dick in his mouth at all, but he’d probably never seen one as sexy and girly as mine.

“Why do I like this?” Ryan hollered when he pulled his mouth off my cock. “What are you doing to me?”

There was desperation in Ryan’s voice, but I didn’t care what he thought. We’d already walked over the mountain together. There was no turning back now that he had come this far. I grabbed Ryan by his hair and pulled him close to my dick.

“Keep sucking my girly dick!”

Ryan parted his lips in an instant and swallowed my cock. I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of his warm, wet mouth as it slid up and down my member. I opened my eyes a moment later, and it was so hot to see him down there on his knees pleasuring my cock. I could have watched him like that all my life, but I was getting close and wanted a taste of his manhood!

I pulled out of Ryan’s mouth, and then I slapped his face with my cock, giggling as I did. My dress fell over my cock when I took a step away from Ryan and went over to the bed, falling onto my bottom. I held Ryan’s gaze as he stood. He was still fully dressed, so I told him to take off his clothes.

“Mmm, you look so good without a shirt,” I said when Ryan pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. The image of him with those tight pants around his crotch was almost too much to bear, but I could handle it. I’d been waiting for a man like Ryan to come into my life for ages, and I was going to savor every moment of him being here.

“Yeah?” he asked.

“Super sexy,” I said. “Take off your pants and come to bed.”

Ryan smirked before ridding himself of the rest of his clothing. His dick was already rock hard, and he didn’t seem embarrassed by it. He’d relaxed a lot since he first walked into the house, like he was finally accepting this part of himself he never knew was there, but I was happy to let him explore as long as he was curious.

Ryan climbed onto the bed. I touched his shoulder gently before moving in close to give him a kiss. He moaned into my mouth as he touched my body, squeezing my chest and sides and even reaching up my dress to stroke my dick. As much as I enjoyed his hand on my cock, I was far too sensitive. I grabbed his wrist and moved it away before pushing him to his back.

“Time for me to return the favor.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded and slid off the bed and got to my knees between Ryan’s legs. I grabbed his cock and moved my face close to his dick, parting my lips as I did, taking his manhood into my mouth. It was so thick and heavy on my tongue, but I loved the feeling, moving my mouth as far down his shaft as I could.

“Fuck, yeah! Suck that dick!”

I moaned on his cock as I bobbed my head, but my ass was twitching for him to fill it. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d gotten fucked, and now I had a big, hard cock to use, and I wasn’t about to miss my opportunity.

“What are you doing?” Ryan asked when I pulled off his cock.

“Wait right here,” I said and went to the drawer where I kept a bottle of lube. I grabbed it and walked back over to Ryan and lathered his cock with the clear liquid. I squeezed a bit into my hand and pressed it against my tight hole before turning my back to Ryan and slowly lowering myself onto his cock.

Ryan moaned deeply when his tip pressed against my entrance. I took a deep breath, and then I pressed down on his dick, letting it enter me. He was incredibly thick, so I screamed a little as my hole spread to accommodate his size, but Ryan didn’t force his dick into me. He let me take my time as I slowly lowered myself and adjusted to having his fat dick inside of me.

“Fuck, Jenny!”

“Yeah!” I screamed and slowly moved my hole up and down his hardened shaft. “Give me that big dick!”

Ryan held my sides as I rode his dick. He hit my spot every time his dick went deep, and I could feel my girly cock leaking precum like crazy. I rode his dick for a minute or two, but then Ryan lifted me off his cock with those manly hands and placed me on the bed.

“I want to look at you when I cum,” he said and tossed my legs into the air. He held them by the back of my knees and pushed his cock into me without even touching his dick.

I gasped as I stared into his soulful brown eyes. He moved his hips slowly at first, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding my ass, not at all concerned about the fact that my dick was flopping around, leaking precum all over my stomach. My dress was no longer hiding it, but Ryan kept fucking me hard.

“I’m getting close,” he grunted.

“Fill my hole, baby!”

Ryan cursed as he pushed his dick deep, and then he surprised me by reaching down to touch mine. I gasped as his wet hand encased my cock. I was far too sensitive for the touch. I came seconds later, squirting all over myself like a fountain.

“Fuck!” Ryan cursed as I came. My walls squeezed his cock, but I didn’t want him to fall out of me. I wanted his dick deep in me for as long as he could handle it, but Ryan only had to push deep a few more times before he was cumming and filling my hole with his seed.

Ryan grunted as he pulled out of me, and then he fell by my side, laughing like crazy. He reached down to touch my dick, but I slapped away his hand, as my cock was far too sensitive, but I liked that he was willing to touch it.

“That was hot,” I said.

“You’re telling me,” he said.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said and cuddled up next to him. I rested my head on his chest as he pulled me into his beefy arms. “Promise we’ll do it again?”

“I promise,” he said and kissed my forehead.


CHAPTER 10

Three Months Later

My eyes fluttered open as morning light entered the room. I was groggy from staying up all night with Ryan, but I had no regrets. We were getting rather adventurous in the bedroom. He’d even let me fuck him a few times, and it seemed like he was starting to love it.

“Morning,” Ryan said when my eyes fully opened. He looked like he’d been awake for a minute, but he was still holding me in his arms.

“Morning,” I said and touched his chest, scooting up next to him. We kissed each other gently, and then I remembered that I had a stupid work meeting that I couldn’t miss. I was still in my wig and makeup and slip dress from the night before and didn’t want to take it off, but duty called.

“You need to get ready, don’t you?”

“One more minute,” I begged in my girly voice.

“Whatever you want, sweetness.”

I let out a satisfied sigh and enjoyed the last minute I had with Ryan before we had to start our days. He probably had a list of appointments with clients, but he was never in a rush when we were together, which I loved about him. He also never forced me to dress up as Jenny if I wasn’t feeling like putting in the effort, but I normally did, as I liked becoming Jenny just as much as he liked me being her.

Life was pretty great, especially with a guy like Ryan by my side.


OBSESSED

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

As much as I wanted to stop thinking about the succulent, sweet barista down the block from me, I couldn’t. I thought about the man day and night. I imagined what he did when he wasn’t slinging lattes and pastries.

Did he party?

Did he get drunk?

I doubted it. His skin was too milky and smooth. I wished more than anything to brush the back of my hand against his cheek as he stared into my eyes. I would hold his tiny waistline as I pressed my lips to his. I would slowly unbutton his shirt before pulling him to my bedroom to sit on his pillowy lips.

It was that time of day again.

I needed a boost of caffeine.

I wished I could handle more than an espresso a day, but then the barista would probably notice my obsession. He would probably realize that I was visiting that café just to see him, even though I didn’t love their coffee as much as another place two blocks further from my house.

The café where my handsome barista worked was a newer addition to the neighborhood. I’d been reluctant to give them a chance since I was already a loyal customer at the other café, but then I saw the handsome boy through the window, and I had to go inside.

He was beyond polite and always remembered my name. There was a chance that my obsession wouldn’t have grown to the level it was at now had the boy not remembered my name, but he greeted me by name every time I walked through the door, which always made my heart flutter.

I lived in a fabulous brick row house on a tree-lined street. Some people feared my neighborhood because it was in the city, but I couldn’t imagine living anywhere else. There were incredible restaurants and cafés and specialty shops within walking distance. There were also a few pocket parks where I could put out a blanket and treat myself to a picnic, and if I ever wanted to escape the city, I could hire a driver to take me wherever I wanted to go.

I was only thirty but fabulously wealthy from selling jewelry and my own clothing designs. It was a job I started while studying business as an undergraduate, and then I was selling millions of dollars worth of jewelry each year within a couple years of graduation. I was making more money than I ever expected when I started selling my designs, but now I was living large and never looking back.

I only wished I had a boy with whom I could share my life.

Not any boy, though.

No, I wanted a special type of man. One that wouldn’t mind me dressing him up in my fabulous designs. One who would love me powdering his face with makeup and putting jewelry all over his body. Bangles, necklaces, rings, and everything in between.

Every time I looked at this barista, I could picture him all dressed up and fabulous. Judging by the way he looked at me, I would guess that he liked women, but he was so slender and petite. His voice was a little high. He was tall, but his shoulders weren’t overly wide, and his butt was surprisingly big. It was like I noticed something new about him every time I visited the café.

As much as I wanted to let go of this obsession, I couldn’t stop imagining how stimulating it would be to doll up the barista and watch him transform. I found myself in front of my mirror, touching up my makeup and putting on some jewelry before I left to get my macchiato. I spritzed a sweet perfume on my wrists when I finished with that and grabbed a tiny blue purse with a silver chain, throwing it across my body.

“Today or never,” I said to myself as I stood in front of my tall mirror. “You either need to ask him out today or abandon this crazy obsession. You’re too powerful and fabulous for this.”

I wanted to believe the words I told myself, but I got nervous every time I approached the counter. His coworkers were there. The other customers. I never once feared starting my business, but I was terrified of approaching the milky-skinned barista. If he rejected me, there was no telling how deep the depths of my sorrow would go, but I had to do this, so I walked out the door.

Ready or not, I was asking out this barista.


CHAPTER 2

“Excuse me, but could I talk to you for a second?”

My heart was racing as the barista looked at me with a confused expression, like he couldn’t possibly imagine why I wanted to talk to him away from everybody else.

“Me?”

I nodded. I could have raced out of that café from nerves. I was already thinking about frequenting the other café that was a bit closer to my house and never ever coming to this one again as the barista stared at me without a word. Not a single sound.

“Is that okay? It’ll only take a second,” I said.

The barista looked over his shoulder at the girl who I assumed was the manager. She shrugged, so the gorgeous barista turned to me and shrugged. He stepped out from behind the counter and followed me to stand by a window away from everyone else.

“Uh, what’s up, Terrie?” the barista asked, sounding like he wished he’d never remembered my name in the first place.

I felt so humiliated, but I’d already come this far, so I figured why not take a shot in the dark. “Would you like to go out to dinner? My treat.”

“You want to take me out to dinner?”

“Yeah,” I said with a bit more confidence. The barista didn’t look offended. He looked surprised and a touch flattered. “Why do you sound so surprised?”

“I don’t know. I’m pretty young, don’t you think?”

“Are you calling me old?” I asked with a smirk.

“No! It’s just… uh… there’s an age difference,” he said and gestured between us.

He wasn’t wrong, but I always dreamed of being with a younger guy, as long as he would let me doll him up, and this barista seemed like the perfect candidate to fulfill my fantasies.

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-one, you?”

“It’s not polite to ask a lady her age. Didn’t your mother teach you that?”

The barista’s cheeks reddened as he lifted his arm to scratch the back of his head. “Uh, yeah, she did. I’m sorry. I just—.”

“My, you’re adorable,” I said and cusped the side of the barista’s face, making him redden further. He was already letting me take the lead, and it had me salivating for more. I had to remind myself to stay calm, or I would send this man running.

“Uh… thanks. Dinner, you said?”

I nodded, doing my best to stifle a moan, but I could feel the sound desperately trying to break free at the back of my throat.

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “Are you interested?”

“I… uh… why not?”

“If you go out with me, I hope you know that I’m hoping to be more than friends. You understand that, right?”

The young man nodded slowly, to which I smiled and resisted the aching urge to reach out and touch his chest. I was picturing my finger gliding down his bare pectorals.

“Good, so what’s your name? I’ve been dying to know.”

“It’s Allen, but people here call me Newman.”

“Why is that?” I asked with a bright smile.

“It’s my last name. There was another Allen here when I started, so they called me Newman, but now he’s gone.”

“Do you prefer Allen?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.”

“So, give me your number?”

“Sure,” he said and punched his number into my phone. I gave him a kiss on the cheek as a parting gift, and then I was out the door, excited that my new boy was interested and that we had proper plans to hang out.


CHAPTER 3

It was the night of my date with Allen, and I couldn’t wait to see him. I had plans to take us to one of the hippest restaurants in the city. They had a famous chef and all the pretentious plates a person could ever want, but the décor was stunning, and I always felt like a princess when I went.

To complete the princess look, I was wearing a pale pink dress with lace trim. It was a vintage dress. Not my own design, but I found it on one of my many shopping trips to second-hand stores. They gave me so much inspiration about what to create.

I paired the dress with cream stilettos and pearl jewelry. I had red lipstick and black wingtips above my eyes to contrast against the light colors. My hair was curled, and my cleavage was popping, and I was excited to seduce my barista boy.

He was right on time knocking on the door. I wouldn’t normally invite a man over to my house so soon after meeting him, but something about the barista made me trust him. Perhaps my intuition was off and the boy would betray me, but I had to follow my gut. It had gotten me this far.

“There you are, Allen. How are you?” I asked as I kissed him on the cheek and gave him a slight hug. “Come in.”

“I’m doing fine. So, this is where you live?” he asked as he stepped into my renovated row house.

“Yes, do you like it?”

“It’s dope! I’ve always liked the houses by the café, but aren’t they super expensive?”

“A girl wants what a girl wants,” I said and grabbed Allen’s hand to pull him back toward the kitchen. “Would you like a drink?”

“Yeah, I’ll take a glass of water.”

“Sure, still or sparkling?”

“Still is fine. Thanks,” said Allen.

I grabbed a glass and filled it with the water that came from the fridge. He thanked me as he took the glass and drank from it with his eyes closed. I stared at him with a bit too much admiration, and he caught me when he lowered his chin and stopped drinking from the glass.

He coughed as I averted my eyes, pretending like I hadn’t been staring at him, like I hadn’t been dressing him up in my mind.

“So, how long have you been at the café?”

“Just a few months.”

“Where do you live?”

“Out in the suburbs, but I go to school at the community college down the street. I’m almost finished with my associate’s degree in business.”

“That’s wonderful! I also studied business when I was in school.”

“You must have done well if you could afford a house like this.”

“I got lucky,” I said.

“There must have been some skill involved.”

I shrugged. “I suppose there was, but I never thought the business I started would be the one to make me rich. I thought it would make me enough to keep some food in the fridge and maybe a roof over my head, but my jewelry business has exceeded all expectations.”

“Hopefully I can be as lucky as you,” said Allen.

“Do you have any business ideas?”

“A few but nothing that would make me a stable income.”

“We can talk business another day. How about we go eat? It’s about time for our reservation.”

Allen nodded. “Yeah, sure. I’ll follow you.”

I grabbed my purse, and then we left my row house and walked down the street. The restaurant was only a few blocks away, and the weather was splendid. I leaned over and laced my fingers with Allen’s to see what he would do, and the cutie didn’t even flinch.

“So, what do you do when you aren’t studying?”

“I love running. No matter how bad of a day I’m having, I can go out and feel better after running a few miles.”

Now I knew why he was so thin and brimming with potential to become my girl. Long-distance runners often had thin waists and arms, and Allen was no different.

“Do you like running?”

The question shook me from my trance. I shook my head. “Not really. I don’t like running, but I often use the elliptical.”

“They’re easier on the bones.”

“That’s right,” I said with a smile.

“What about you, Terrie? What do you do when you aren’t designing and making buckets of money?”

“Is someone jealous?”

“Only a little bit,” Allen said and bumped his shoulder against mine as he looked over at me with a smile. I swore I could feel a little bit of girly juices seeping out of my thong, so I stopped and turned to Allen to squeeze my legs together.

“How are you so cute?”

“I moisturize,” he said.

“It shows.”

“You’re not too bad yourself.” Allen stared into my eyes, and then he surprised me by leaning forward to give me a kiss. The street disappeared around me as our lips touched, and I finally let out that moan that I’d been holding at the back of my throat, so turned on by Allen at that moment. I could have slid my wet lips down his rod right there on the sidewalk.

I pushed away from Allen when I felt overwhelmed with desire. He clung to me like something was wrong, but I shook my head to let him know that everything was fine.

“Let’s get to the restaurant. We’re nearly late for our reservation.”

“Sorry, yeah. Let’s go.”

I wanted to stand there on the sidewalk kissing Allen more than anything, but I would get carried away if we did, so I stayed focus on the way to the restaurant until we were at the host stand. The manager was standing there and showed us to our table, which was outside on the patio.

“The weather is lovely tonight, isn’t it?”

“I don’t think we could have gotten any luckier.”

I nodded at Allen’s comment, and then the server came over to take our drink orders. We both got light, refreshing cocktails. I loved that Allen wasn’t afraid to order a girly drink. I hated those men who acted all tough for toughness’s sake. Men like that made me shiver with disgust.

“That drink you ordered sounds so delicious. You’ll have to let me try a sip!” I said excitedly.

“Sure thing.”

Allen and I stared at each other a long moment until I asked him what was wrong, to which he responded nothing.

“Can’t I stare at you without you questioning me?”

Now I was the one blushing, trying to hide my face. I didn’t want him to see me as a vulnerable woman, but his potential intimidated me. There was so much that I wanted to do to him, but I wouldn’t be able to do any of it unless he consented, and there was always the risk that Allen would deny my wishes.

“I don’t know, but where did you get that shirt? It’s fabulous!”

“I got it on sale, actually! I love wearing linen in the summer.”

“It looks amazing on you. Is there even a hair on your chest?” I asked as I stared at where Allen’s shirt was unbuttoned.

“There are a few!” he countered. “I usually shave them though, so they don’t look weird.”

I licked my lips and took a sip of my drink. I didn’t want to let on too early about my feminization fantasies, but Allen was getting better and better by the second. I had yet to see his legs because I’d only seen him in pants, but I imagined that his legs were far from hairy.

“You’re a lucky man.”

“I used to want more body hair, but yeah, now I’m glad that I’m relatively hairless for a guy.”

“You’ll never have to bother with laser hair removal,” I said a bit too brightly, but I couldn’t contain my excitement. Allen was the boy of my dreams, and I was so close to having him, it was like taking a fresh lasagna out of the oven with a rumbling stomach but having to wait because it was too hot to cut.

“I guess not,” Allen said with a laugh.

Allen and I shared sips of our drinks, and we also shared bites of our entrees. We talked about our childhoods and our varying interests. We both loved going to the movies or for walks in the park. Allen preferred running to walking, but he promised he would walk by my side whenever I wanted, and I couldn’t get over how sweet he was. It was like he knew the right thing to say, like he knew what girls actually wanted to hear.

“How do you not have a girlfriend?” I asked after about forty-five minutes of fluid conversation. “You’re a catch.”

“Most girls want guys who are more macho than me.”

“Their loss.”

“I’m surprised you want me if I’m being honest,” said Allen.

“Any girl who has been mean to you is only insecure. You seem like an amazing guy, Allen, and I would love to get to know you a bit better. There might be an age difference between us, but it’s nothing we can’t handle. You’re twenty-one. I’m thirty. What’s the big deal?”

“I don’t see any problem,” Allen said with a wide smile.

“Good. Why don’t we say cheers to that?”

Allen picked up his glass and clinked it against mine, and then we threw back the last bits of our cocktails. I called over the server and gave him my credit card to pay for the bill.

“I have cupcakes at my place. Want to go there for dessert?”

“Yeah,” Allen said excitedly.

I smiled at him, signed the bill, and then we were out the door and walking back to my place.


CHAPTER 4

“Do you want chocolate or vanilla? They’re the only two I have left.”

“I’ll take chocolate if you don’t mind,” said Allen.

I shook my head and placed the chocolate cupcake on a plate for Allen and did the same with mine, and then we went over to the couch in the living room. I felt giddy as I sat by Allen’s side, wanting nothing more than to take off that linen button up that he was wearing to put him in something a touch more girly. I also wanted to touch him. Do nasty things to him. It’d been a minute since I was last with a guy, and I was craving some action.

“Do you have any of your designs here?” Allen asked after taking a bite of his cupcake.

There was a touch of chocolate icing on the side of his mouth, so I reached out to remove it with my thumb. He chuckled as I did, like my touch sent sparks across his body, like he was as attracted to me as I was to him.

“Sure,” I said brightly. “Would you like to see my closet?”

“If it paid for all this,” Allen said and looked around my living room.

“Let me take a bite of my cupcake first.”

Allen nodded as I picked up my cupcake from the plate. I took a big bite, purposely getting a little icing on my lips. Then I moved a bit closer to Allen and pressed my lips against his, getting the sweet cream all over his mouth, but he chuckled as he accepted the kiss. The kiss deepened, and I had to resist my urge to reach between his thighs to see what he was packing.

“Want to see my closet?” I asked when I finally broke the kiss.

“Uh… yeah.”

“I’ll show you.” I grabbed Allen’s hand before standing from the couch, and then I dragged him toward my closet. It was a walk-in closet that I’d stuffed to the brim with a collection of amazing clothes. I also had a dresser against the back wall that was filled with nothing but jewelry.

“When do you even wear all these clothes?”

“There’s always time for a new outfit. Do you see anything you like?”

“Uh…” Allen looked around the closet and scratched the back of his head, looking like he didn’t quite know how to respond, but I saw the secret desire in his eyes.

“Have you ever thought of wearing women’s clothing?”

“No!” Allen said in the most unconvincing voice I’d ever heard. “Why would you say that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Sometimes men like to wear women’s clothing. Would you like to see my lingerie collection?”

“Maybe I should go back to—”

“Nonsense! It won’t do any harm to take a look!”

I pulled Allen over to the other dresser that I had, which was full of lingerie in every color under the rainbow. I had lace, satin, cotton, and so much more. There were teddies, baby dolls, thongs, stockings, and anything else a girl or boy might need to look extra sexy.

“What do you think?” I asked Allen as I pulled out different pieces of the lingerie and showed him. “Is there anything you want to see me wear?”

Allen’s eyes widened as he stared at the open drawers of lingerie, but my smile didn’t falter. I was determined to get this boy in some women’s clothing and make him my doll, and the sooner I did it the better. When Allen didn’t say anything, I decided to push him.

“You know what?” I asked.

Allen shook his head. “What?”

“What if we put you in some of this lingerie?”

“I… I… why would I—”

“Don’t overthink it, Allen! You would look so adorable in some of this lingerie that I have, and your waistline is so small, I’m positive you could fit it!”

My smile was still strong, and my voice was sweeter than honey. I didn’t want Allen to think that there was anything wrong or upsetting about him putting on some lingerie, yet he was still silent, so I figured I could push him a bit more. If he didn’t want to wear any of the lingerie in front of him, he would have called me crazy and stormed out of my house, but he hadn’t.

“Why don’t we put you in this pair?” I asked and grabbed a pair of black lacy panties from the drawer. They weren’t overly decorative, but they would definitely show his goodies through the thin fabric at the front.

“Uh… I’m not sure that they would fit.”

“You won’t know until you put them on,” I said and pushed myself up against Allen, staring into his eyes as I batted my lashes.

“I… I guess.”

“Don’t be afraid! Haven’t you always been a little bit curious about what it would be like to wear sexy lingerie?”

“I… I… haven’t really thought about it.”

“Oh, you would look adorable.”

“If you say so,” Allen said and looked down at the black lingerie with questioning eyes. He looked back up at me after looking at them, like he wanted to leave, but he wasn’t about to leave. He was curious. I could see it in his eyes.

“Go to the bathroom. You don’t have to put them on right here. You can have some privacy,” I said and placed the lingerie into Allen’s hands. I turned him around by his shoulders before he could protest further, pushing him out of the closet and toward the bathroom attached to my bedroom.

“Do you really think they’ll fit?” Allen asked as we were standing outside of the bathroom door.

“Yes, I’m positive they will,” I said and pushed Allen into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. I stood there for a second until I heard him unbuckling his belt and pulling down his zipper, and then I ran back to my closet to grab some makeup and other supplies that I would need to push Allen to his limits.

It was a few minutes later when I knocked on the door to check how Allen was doing. My heart was racing, and my palms were sweating. My dreams were finally coming true, but I was still worried that they would all fall apart.

“Uh… I’m not sure how they look!”

“Why not? I bet they look great.”

“They’re a bit… tight.”

“Let me see!”

I was practically salivating as I stood outside of the bathroom door, desperate to see how he looked in those lacy black panties. I took deep, silent breaths as Allen stepped toward the door.

“Are you sure this was a good idea?” he asked.

“Let me see, and I’ll tell you what I think!”

Allen groaned, but the knob turned, and the door started opening. It felt like minutes, even though they were mere seconds, and then I saw Allen standing there in nothing but a t-shirt and those black lacy panties, and I about fainted he looked so good.

“You like it?”

I bit my lip and nodded as I looked up and down Allen’s slender body. I couldn’t help but step closer to him, and I noticed his manhood jump as I did, which sent a chill down my spine.

“Do you like it?”

Allen looked at me like he was trying to decide if I was playing a joke on him or not. I held his gaze and maintained my friendly smile, as I felt jubilant to be standing there with Allen halfway to becoming my doll.

“Kind of,” Allen said after a moment. “My dick looks pretty hot in them, doesn’t it?”

I bit my lip even harder as I let my gaze fall to his crotch, nodding slowly as I stared. I stepped closer to Allen to press myself up against him and run my fingers slowly down his body. I stared into his eyes as I let my fingertips glide over his manhood, which jumped at my touch.

“You like it when I touch you like that?”

“Yeah,” he said in a breath.

“How much do you like it?”

“I love it.”

His dick was growing beneath the fabric, stretching it to its limits. I rubbed his cock a bit more quickly, and I was getting a little wet as I did. I couldn’t help the moans that were leaving my mouth as Allen’s cock grew stiffer, pushing against the black panties.

“You know what would turn me on even more than seeing you in these panties?”

Allen shook his head.

I moved my lips close to his ear and whispered as I spoke. “I would love to see you in a skirt, and then I’ll lift that skirt up, slide your hard cock out the side of those tight panties, and wrap my painted lips around it. Wouldn’t that be so hot?”

“Yeah,” Allen said in a breath.

“Do you want to try it?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Good.”

Allen followed me as I pulled him back to my bedroom. We went into the closet, and I already had a skirt in mind for him to wear. It was short, black, and bubbly. It was made of a sheer fabric and had a little sparkle when moved.

“This is a cute skirt,” said Allen.

“Isn’t it? I bet it will look adorable on you!”

“Let’s see.”

Allen was a bit more confident now that he’d come out of the bathroom in the panties. I still needed to shave him and powder his face, but he was already doing so well for the first night, and honestly, all I wanted was to wrap my lips around that dick of his.

Allen pulled the skirt up his legs. It fit perfectly around his slim waist and looked absolutely adorable. I stepped toward him and wrapped my hand around the back of his neck as I stared into his eyes, imagining him in a wig and makeup. He would look incredible, but I was far too horny and hungry to play with my pussy.

“How about we tie your shirt to make it a crop top?”

“Okay,” Allen said brightly.

I smiled at Allen as I lifted his shirt and tied the hem into a knot to expose his bellybutton. He barely had any hair on his body. I grabbed the side of his waist and pulled him up against me and pressed my lips against his, moaning into his mouth as I moved my hand south to reach it up his skirt.

Allen moaned into my mouth when I put a firm hand on his dick. I squeezed his manhood through the fabric and stroked it as our kiss deepened. I gasped as my pussy throbbed and girly juices ran down my leg. Allen got a little more forceful as I continued stroking his cock.

He put his hand into my hair and tightened his grip, pulling back as he moved his lips down to my neck. I squeezed my legs together when he ran his tongue from my collarbone to my chin. I gasped when his hands slid down my body as he fell to his knees. My legs shook when he unzipped my pink dress and pulled it to the floor.

Allen pressed his face against my clad panties to massage my pussy lips, extracting another loud gasp from me. My legs were shaking even more violently as he flicked his tongue against my womanhood. I hadn’t expected to cum so soon, but the urge rushed upon me like a gust of wind, so I held to back of Allen’s head and screamed as my floodgates released.

Allen moaned as I came, flooding my panties. He licked and licked, and then he yanked the panties down to my feet. He barely gave me a chance to breathe before he was pushing me down to my knees and whipping out his dick as he stood above me.

I was spent from my orgasm, but I needed his cock in my mouth. I hadn’t even caught my breath as I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and guided my lips to his member. I sucked down to his base, swallowing his entire cock, and I loved the feeling of his thong against my lips.

I loved how the thong held his cock, making it as fat and long as it could be. I choked a little as its head hit the back of my throat, but Allen was holding the back of my head, not letting up at all. He pulled out to his tip after a second, taking complete control.

Allen let the skirt fall over my head as he moved his hips more quickly, and it made me so wet knowing that I had a feminized cock in my mouth, leaking precum onto my tongue, stretching my lips to their limit. I reached between my legs now that my pussy had calmed a bit from the orgasm and massaged my pussy lips.

Allen used my mouth for the next few minutes, thrusting in and out, moving from fast to slow. There was saliva running down my chin and girly juices gushing all over my hand. I was getting close all over again as I touched myself, Allen groaning like he also wasn’t far from an orgasm.

“I’m about to fill your mouth like you did mine,” Allen said in a rough voice as he pushed his cock deep. I couldn’t do anything but moan on his dick and take it as he filled my mouth. My pussy was aching for his dick, but there was a chance that I would have to wait for another day, so I slid two fingers into my dripping womanhood.

I fingered myself as Allen fucked my mouth, holding the sides of my face. He lifted the skirt to stare down at me as he used every inch of his dick. I added a third finger and fucked myself harder as Allen did the same to my mouth. We were both moaning loudly, getting close to releasing, and I was so hungry to feel Allen’s warm cum sliding down my throat.

It wasn’t much longer that my wish came true. Allen grabbed the back of my head and held it firmly as he groaned deeply. The hot, sticky cum shot from his dick a second later, and the feeling of his warm load coating the inside of my mouth sent me over the edge.

I held the waistline of Allen’s thong for support with my free hand as he unloaded into my mouth, and then I was cumming a second later. I squeezed my legs together as my fingers were deep in my pussy, cumming harder than I had the first time.

Allen gasped when he finally pulled out of my mouth, stumbling backwards. I had swallowed every drop of Allen’s cum and was spent from my second orgasm, so I fell back to my back and laughed as pleasure covered my body. I ran my fingertips down my tingling skin, feeling overwhelmed by the moment.

“That was incredible,” Allen said as he lay by my side.

“It was,” I said and continued staring at the ceiling. Allen wrapped his arm over my waist and kissed my shoulder.

“Can we do it again?”

“Only if you like wearing panties and a skirt,” I said before turning to face Allen, staring into his pretty eyes. “Would you be willing?”

“I don’t see why that would be a problem.” Allen looked slightly embarrassed and quickly hid his face in the side of my neck, but we were high from our orgasms, so we fell into a fit of laughter, and I just had a feeling that Allen would become the doll of my dreams.


CHAPTER 5

I was sitting in the chair at my vanity, a phone in my hand. It had been a few days since my evening with Allen, and I was eager to feminize him all over again. Thoughts of the night constantly passed through my mind, but I was ready to go even further this time.

Me: It’s been so long since we hung out! I can’t wait to see you today!

I set my phone upside-down on the vanity. I still needed to get dressed, as I was only wearing a robe, fresh out the shower. I couldn’t help but run my fingertips up my exposed thigh as I stared at my freshly shaved legs. I would have to make Allen shave once he came over tonight. I was thinking about what he would look like with smooth legs when my phone buzzed, shaking me from my trance.

Allen: I can’t wait either! I’m so ready to get away from the coffee shop!

I smiled to myself, but I didn’t send a message back to Allen, instead standing from the vanity to walk over to my closet. I found a navy wrap dress and a pair of cream-colored heels that I would match with some silver and sapphire jewelry. The necklace and bracelet were my own design, some of my best sellers, but I only put them on after spending fifteen minutes on my makeup, making sure that every detail was perfect.

I slipped on the heels and jewelry when I finished with the makeup, and then I went downstairs to the kitchen, where I would wait for Allen to arrive. I already had an outfit picked out for him and was thinking about sending him pictures to show him but would wait until he arrived.

I was sipping on a flute of champagne when Allen knocked on the door about fifty minutes later. He’d worked at the café in the morning and came right over to my house when he got off, looking a little worn and tired, but he brightened a bit when I flashed him a smile.

“How are you doing? How was work?” I asked and gave him a tight hug, smelling heavily of the perfume that I’d just spritzed on my wrists and neck. It was floral and fruity and feminine. “Did you miss me?”

“Work was fine,” Allen said in a bit of a depressed voice.

“Only fine?” I asked as I squeezed Allen a touch more tightly.

“I just want to forget about it,” he said with a light laugh. “How was your day?”

“It was wonderful. I sketched out some new designs and ran some numbers and went to the office, but I did something even better than all of that.”

“What?”

Allen and I had already stepped into the house, and I didn’t want to waste any time, so I grabbed his hand and dragged him toward my bedroom. He laughed like he knew what was about to happen, but he didn’t look upset at all. In fact, he looked giddy. He looked like he wanted whatever I was about to throw his way, which got me excited.

“You know what’s going to happen, don’t you?” I asked just as we were arriving to my bedroom door.

“I have no idea what’s going to happen, but anything with you has to be better than work.”

“True,” I said and pulled Allen into my bedroom. I had his outfit lying on the bed, including the panties and bra and everything else he would need. “We’re about to have a lot of fun.”

“I see that.”

I laughed and squeezed Allen’s hand, beyond excited to get started with him, but he needed to stop in the shower before we did all that, so I pulled him toward the bathroom door. I already had the razor and shaving cream sitting on the counter. Allen glanced at it and swallowed.

“Are those for me?”

“Who else would they be for?” I asked with a laugh. “You were cute last time, but you need to shave. We want you looking as girly as possible.”

Allen looked from the supplies on the counter to me and back, but he didn’t run out of the bathroom. He didn’t curse me. He swallowed and nodded slowly, giving me all the permission that I needed to guide him toward the shower. His dick had already been in my mouth, so it wasn’t like we had secrets.

“Take off all your clothes and get in the shower.”

“You’re serious about this?”

“You should know that I’m very serious about this.”

Allen looked hesitant for a second, but then he undid his nasty work pants and pushed them to the floor. He pulled off his shirt after that, leaving him in only his boxers and socks. I spanked his butt lightly and told him to get moving and that we didn’t have all day, so he finally got naked and stepped into the shower. His dick was all shriveled and soft, but he still looked sexy.

I passed him the shaving cream and razor and told him to get started. I stepped back when Allen turned on the water, careful not to get my dress wet. He still had a lot of work to do, but I was all dolled up for my day, so I couldn’t ruin my hard work.

“I’ve never shaved my body before,” Allen said after a few moments of being in the shower.

“Try your best, and I’ll inspect you when you finish!”

Allen groaned, but I heard him dispense some of the shaving cream to lather his skin. He got to work, so I left him in the bathroom a minute to make sure I had everything ready for his outfit. He was going to wear a pair of women’s bootcut jeans with a white and blue striped flowy blouse. There was a pair of cream slip-ons with thick wooden heels. I also had a dirty blonde wig picked out that would flow past his shoulders, and I couldn’t wait to see what Allen looked like in it.

“How are you doing in there?” I asked after Allen had been in the shower for about fifteen or twenty minutes. I was quickly losing track of time now that I was having fun.

“I’m about finished! I can’t believe how much body hair I had!”

“You didn’t have much, but most guys have way too much,” I said with a laugh. “I like my boys shimmering and smooth.”

“I’m about there.”

Allen sounded upbeat and excited, and I couldn’t believe how close I was to having my girly boy dreams come true. I had everything out for Allen and had a feeling that he would be more than willing to wear all of it. I only hoped that I could get him out of the house once he was dolled up and dressed.

“Come out here when you’re ready!”

I waited for Allen at the edge of my bed with my arms outstretched behind me, propping me up as my hair dangled in the air, going halfway down my back. I’d already taken the curling iron through it before Allen got here, so it was perfectly wavy and luminous.

Allen stepped out a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around his waist and water droplets glistening against his hairless chest. His skin was so milky and smooth, and I had a feeling that all the guys would be watching him when he walked through a room, especially once I got him in a wig and some makeup.

“How do you feel?” I asked, hopping up from the bed.

“Pretty good.”

“Nervous?”

“How did you know?” Allen asked with a laugh.

“The look on your face says everything.”

Allen tensed when I moved closer to him, getting within a few centimeters of his glistening body. He didn’t step back when I reached down for the towel that was wrapped around his waist and untucked it, letting it fall to the floor. His dick jumped as I placed my fingertips against his body, moving them to his shoulder to push him, spinning him slightly to get a look at his shaving job.

“How did I do?”

“Pretty good, but you missed a spot here.” I touched the back of Allen’s thigh where there was still a patch of hair.

Allen ran back to the bathroom to touch up the shaving job, perfectly hairless when he stepped back out of the shower. I gave him a bottle of moisturizing lotion and told him to put it all over, which he did, telling me how amazing the lotion felt on his freshly shaved skin.

“Are you ready to put on the clothes that I picked out for you?”

“Yeah! Are these the ones?”

Allen pointed to the clothes that were on the bed, so I confirmed that they were indeed the clothes that I planned on him wearing for the night. I told him that they were women’s jeans and that he would need to use a bit of tape beneath his lingerie unless he wanted everyone to notice that he had a bulge in his pants, so he agreed.

I had some medical tape in the linen closet, so I went to get it and returned to the bedroom. Allen was standing completely naked in the middle of the room when I returned and took my breath away, so I just stood there to take in the beauty of his hairless body. He already looked so feminine, almost like a girl, if it weren’t for the dick between his legs.

“How does the tape work?” Allen asked as I held it in front of his face.

“Are you completely dry?”

Allen nodded, so I stepped forward and ripped off a few pieces of the tape. I got to my knees in front of him, tempted to wrap my lips around his cock, but I wouldn’t let myself fall to temptation. We had an appointment to get our nails done, and we would have to hurry if we didn’t want to be late.

I adjusted his package before adding the first few pieces of tape, ripping off more as I needed until Allen’s crotch looked like it could pass for a pussy beneath a pair of tight women’s jeans. Allen was a little plump when I got the last piece of tape in place, but he hadn’t gotten completely hard, so it fit perfectly.

Allen took the lingerie when I passed it to him. It was white and sheer, so the bra and panties shimmered in the light, and they would look so sexy on Allen’s shaved body. I told him to put on the panties first, so that we could check that his crotch would look good in the jeans, and fuck, I got a little wet when he pulled those panties up his legs.

“Don’t they look so sexy?”

“I’m surprised by how good they look,” Allen said when I put him in front of the mirror to check out how he looked. “It doesn’t look like I have a dick at all.”

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

Allen and I clung to each other as we stared at each other through the mirror, but we were both mostly focused on the beginnings of his feminization. We hadn’t gone all the way last time, but today was already different. Allen was shaved from head to toe and ready to complete his look.

“Bra next. Have you ever worn one?”

“No,” Allen said with a laugh. “Why would I have?”

“Curiosity?”

Allen chuckled and shook his head. “I wasn’t really curious about any of this until I met you.”

“Now you are, though?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

I clapped excitedly and opened the bra, putting it in front of his chest as he put his arms into the spaces for them, and then I pulled the bra around his back and locked it into place, telling him not to move while I went for the breast forms that would fill out his chest. Allen covered his mouth when I slid the gel forms into place.

“I… look… like a girl.”

“Almost! We’re still forgetting some important details.”

“Like what?”

“Why don’t we try on the clothes next, and then I’ll do your makeup?”

“Sure,” Allen said.

I loved how agreeable he was, how willing he was to let me push him down the path of feminization. My panties were soaking wet, but I couldn’t even pay any attention to my womanhood until Allen was exactly how I wanted him, so I ignored the burning desire coming from between my thighs and held up the pair of jeans that’d been sitting on the bed.

“So, these are women’s jeans?”

“Yeah, and I bet they’ll look so cute on you!”

“Let’s try them on.”

Allen pulled the jeans over his sheer white panties, and there wasn’t a bulge in sight when he fastened the button. I hadn’t picked out a belt but thought a brown braided belt I had would be perfect for Allen’s outfit, so I ran to my closet to grab it. He took the belt when I handed it to him, placed it around his waist, and then he pulled the blouse over his head. It was tight against his chest but loose and flowy at the bottom like a skirt.

“What do you think?” I asked as we stepped back in front of the mirror.

Allen ran his hands down his body as he stared at himself. He moved his hands even further down until they were moving over his thighs. I got a little worried as his face changed, but then Allen covered his mouth like he was holding back tears.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I gently rubbed Allen’s shoulders.

“Nothing. I just look so beautiful. I never would have thought that I could look like a girl, but here we are.”

“Here we are,” I said brightly.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“Makeup!”

Allen and I walked over to my vanity, where I plopped him down into the chair. I grabbed all the supplies I’d set out, hoping that I could find the right combination for Allen’s face. He was a touch lighter than me, but I had some old foundations that were about his shade, so I pulled them out. I also had some bronzer, blush, concealer, and highlighter. I had eye makeup and lip stick and everything else that I would need to doll up Allen’s face.

I explained to Allen what I was doing as I applied makeup to his face. I smoothed out the lines, giving him a glowing finish. He looked absolutely gorgeous by the time I finished with his base, but I still had to add the eye makeup and lip stick. I was going for a fresh look with a bit of pop on the lips. I’d picked out a dark red lipstick that had hints of blue to it, which would match the shirt I’d picked out perfectly.

Allen didn’t even look like the same person when I finished with his makeup, but he was gorgeous. The wig and jewelry were just the cherries on top.

“How do you feel?” I asked when I stepped away to grab the wig and jewelry. “Are you comfortable?”

“The makeup feels a bit weird on my face, but I don’t mind it. I like how it makes me look.”

“You look incredible, but you’ll look even better once we get this wig on you!”

Allen nodded as I grabbed the wig to don on his head. We stared at each other through the mirror as I slowly lowered the wig into place, adjusting it just right once it was on Allen’s head, and the hair did so much to complete his look. It was girly and wavy and perfect for the makeup I’d applied to his face.

“It’s amazing. I can’t believe you’ve transformed me like this.”

“And just think… it’s only your first full transformation. We could push you so far if you were willing.”

Allen seemed skeptical as we looked at each other through the mirror, but I knew that he would come around with enough time. I knew that I could get him to do what I wanted, especially since I had what he desired. I grabbed the jewelry, a bracelet and necklace, and put them on Allen to complete his look.

“Come put on your shoes.” I patted his shoulder, so that he would stand from the chair. He walked over to wear the slip-on heels were sitting on the floor, and they would match his blouse and belt so well and look absolutely adorable.

Allen slipped his feet into the shoes, steadying himself as he stood a few inches taller than moments before. He wobbled as he walked back over to the mirror, and I followed closely behind him, congratulating him when we got to the mirror.

“There you go! You’re all done! How do you feel?”

“Better than I would have thought.”

“Do you think you could go out like that?”

“Go out?” Allen asked in a slightly panicked voice.

“Yeah! You think a girl would get all dressed up like that to sit around the house? What fun would that be?”

“I guess, but… are you sure it’ll be okay?”

I squared Allen’s shoulders as we stood in front of the mirror, making him stare at himself. “I don’t know. You tell me, Allen. Would you think this girl standing in the mirror had a boy bone in her body?”

Allen stared at himself a few moments before shaking his head. “No, I guess not, but I don’t really sound like a girl.”

“Your voice will take some work, but if you speak lightly enough, you could probably get away without anyone thinking much about how you sound.”

Allen looked skeptical, but he also looked like he wanted to believe me, like he wanted to go out in public as his feminized self. I rubbed his shoulders and told him that it was now or never because we had a nail appointment that we couldn’t miss, and every girl deserved to get her nails done.

“If you say so, but I’m still nervous.”

“You’re bound to be nervous, but you’ll feel better once you get out in the world and realize that nobody cares.”

“So you say,” Allen said, sounding more skeptical than ever.

“Come on, Allen! It’s now or never! Our nail appointment is in twenty minutes, and that’s exactly how long the drive is!”

“Fine! Fine! I’m coming!”

Allen followed me, wobbling a bit in his heels, but he got out of the door and to my car without falling on his face, which was pretty fantastic if you asked me.


CHAPTER 6

“Have you ever gotten your nails done before?” I asked Allen as we were walking across the parking lot to the entrance.

“What do you think?” he asked sarcastically.

“There’s a first time for everything,” I said and pulled Allen into the nail shop before he could run off and try to catch the bus or something.

A nail technician greeted us when we walked through the door. She confirmed my appointment and led us to two chairs that were next to each other. Another nail technician I knew, Loretta, joined the girl, and they both started making small talk with us. I was the only one to speak at first, introducing Allen as Allison to the girls, but he couldn’t stay silent forever.

“So, Allison, how long have you known Terrie?”

“Not too long,” Allen said in the best feminine voice that he could muster. “A few weeks.”

“Terrie is a great person. She’s been coming here for years.”

“This is only my first time.” Allen sounded more like Allison each time he spoke. I hadn’t even planned on giving him a woman’s name, but I didn’t want to introduce him as Allen when he looked womanly from head to toe.

“Terrie never brings along any friends. You must be special,” Loretta said to Allen, which made him smile broadly. “You girls need to pick out your color.”

“We want the gel!”

“Do you girls want fake nails too? They’ll look cute.”

“What do you say, Allison? Want to try some fake nails?”

Allen looked skeptical and asked how long they would stay on, and he seemed a bit discouraged when the nail technician told him that they could last weeks, but he seemed a bit more at ease when she told him that he could pop them off after a few days.

“So, I wouldn’t be stuck with them?”

“If you really want them off, you could always come back here, and we could do that for you.”

“Okay, I guess we’re doing fake nails then.”

I clapped when Allen agreed, and then Loretta brought us over a ringed booklet of nail colors. We each chose our favorite. Allen got a darker red that would match the lip stick he was wearing, but I chose white. I wanted my nails to contrast against the navy dress that I was wearing.

We sat there for the next thirty minutes as the girls did our nails, and the four of us were talking about everything from fashion to celebrities, even discussing the weather of the last few weeks. Allen didn’t say much, but I was impressed he didn’t stay completely silent! He added opinions when appropriate, and then we were moving over to the chairs to get pedicures, where the girls added the same colors to our toes that we had on our fingers.

I paid the bill for us, and then we walked out of the door to head back to my car. Our fingernails and toenails were all decorated and beautiful, and we were ready to hit the town as girlfriends. Allen laughed when we got close to my car, falling against me as he pulled me close for a hug, thanking me for bringing him out of his shell.

“Do you like being feminized and beautiful?”

Allen had a bounce in his step as we walked to the car, like he could finally feel the full power of femininity, like he was intoxicated by it. “I really do!” Allen said brightly. “I never imagined that I would when you put me in that first pair of panties, but I’m so glad that I came over today and let you dress me up like this.”

“Good! How about we take a walk in the park? It’s such a lovely day.”

“That sounds amazing! Let’s do it!”

Allen and I got into my car, and then I drove us to a lovely park that was only a few miles from the nail salon. We got out at the park, our hair catching a breeze as we did, and then I grabbed Allen’s hand to lace my fingers with his as we made our way to the trail. I was worried about how quickly I was falling for Allen, but the man was making my dreams come true, so I figured if I was going to go this far, I might as well go all the way.

Few men knew just how rich I was, but something about Allen made me want to reveal one of my bigger secrets, which was the fact that I had a private jet on call, ready to take me just about wherever my heart desired, and I wanted to take my girl to the beach.

“Allen,” I said as I stopped walking.

“What?” he asked and turned his attention toward me.

I stepped in front of Allen and held both of his hands close to my chest as I stared into his eyes. He looked at me with nothing but love, and I couldn’t help but notice how cute his nails looked as his fingers were laced with mine.

“What if we went to the beach?”

“That sounds like fun, but I’m not sure that I can get the time off work.”

“Call off! You can’t spend your entire life working!”

“I would love to, but I don’t get paid if I call off, and I need money to pay my bills.”

“I’ll give you whatever you miss! Seriously, we need to show you off to the world!”

Allen looked like he was considering my offer as we stood there in front of each other, but there was a lot of doubt in his expression. He looked like he was debating the two paths he could take, but I honestly couldn’t take no for an answer, so I offered him double his missed pay plus whatever expenses we would incur during our trip to the beach.

“Are you being serious?”

“I’m so serious! I’ll call my pilot, and we’ll leave whenever he’s available.”

“Like on a private jet, you mean?”

“Yeah! How could you say no to that?”

I batted my lashes and stared at my feminized boy, hopeful that he would say yes. I was already picturing us by the beach, tying our hair into buns with scrunchies, so it didn’t blow in our faces.

“Come on, Allen! We have to go! It’ll be so much fun!”

Allen moved his head from side to side as he considered the offer, but then a smile spread across his face, and I knew I had him. He was going to go with me on this trip, and we were going to have the best time! It’d always been my dream to take a feminized boy to the beach, and now I could take my gorgeous barista. My girl. My obsession.

“So, should I call the pilot?”

“Yeah, you call them, and I’ll call my job to let them know I won’t be coming in for a few days.”

I screamed and clapped and jumped in place, beyond excited for our impromptu trip to the beach.


CHAPTER 7

“We have to leave tonight!” I shouted after getting off the phone with my pilot. He was flying down to Aruba to pick up another couple and said that we could go down there with him and that he would come back for us in a few days.

“Tonight? Aruba? Is it even possible?”

“Anything is possible if you put your mind to it!”

Allen had every right to be nervous about flying to a foreign country on a whim, but he would be fine as long as he had his passport, which was at his house. We didn’t have much time, so we ran down the trail in the park until we were back at my car, and then we drove past Allen’s house to grab all of his documents.

We went to my house after his to fill a few suitcases with clothes. I had two matching bikinis and other beach attire that I knew would be perfect for our trip. There wasn’t much time left for us to get to the airport by the time we’d packed the suitcases and had everything we needed for a trip to Aruba.

“Are you ready?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be. Did you pack the tape?”

“Of course!”

“Good,” Allen said and let out a breath. “I don’t want anyone noticing what I got in my pants.”

“You don’t need to worry at all. All the guys will be drooling over us, but do you know the best part?”

Allen shook his head. “What?”

“None of them will be able to get with us! This weekend is about you and me.”

“Promise?” Allen asked as he grabbed my side and pulled me closer to his body. I loved how his breasts pushed up against mine. They were so big and soft and sexy. I couldn’t wait to strip Allen down to his lingerie and use his girly dick. I was already getting a little wet thinking about how good it would feel sliding into my pussy, stuffing me as it’d stuffed my mouth.

“I promise,” I said. “Are you ready?”

“I still can’t believe we’re about to fly to Aruba, but yeah.”

“Stick with me, and I’ll show you the world.” I winked at Allen and grabbed one of the suitcases, letting him take care of the others. There was a taxi waiting for us outside when I stepped out of the front door. I waved at the driver and told him that we had to hurry before the plane left us, even though it was a complete lie. I was just ready to get in the air.

Allen and I threw our suitcases into the trunk of the taxicab and were on our way. The pilot greeted us. There was normally a flight attendant, but they were off duty for the flight, so the pilot told us to make ourselves at home, which we might have taken a bit too literally once we were soaring through the air.

Allen and I were sitting on the sofa in the plane, sipping from glasses of champagne. They always had a bottle on ice, along with a bunch of other snacks and booze, and maybe it was the alcohol or the fact that we were high in the sky, but Allen and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

“You’re so sexy,” I said to Allen between kisses, hardly able to contain my desire. I’d been wet since before we went to get our nails done, but now I was gushing, fluids of my girly desire running down my thighs as we kissed.

“Not as sexy as you.”

“I love having you as my girl,” I said as I squeezed Allen’s thigh a bit more firmly.

“I love being your girl,” he said.

“Yeah?” I asked as I moved my hand further up his thigh. The jeans were tight on his legs, yet I still couldn’t make out his bulge. The tape was working, but I was ready to remove it. I was ready to stroke his fat cock and use it.

“Yes!”

I unbuttoned Allen’s jeans as he said the word, making him gasp. He lifted his hips to allow me to pull his jeans all the way down to his ankles. He kicked off the clog heels, and then I pulled off his jeans and tossed them to the side. The bulge under his panties became more obvious, and I just had to have his dick in my mouth.

I didn’t even bother taking off Allen’s blouse before moving his panties to the side to begin removing the tape one piece at a time, slowly revealing his cock. Once it was free of the tape, it stood at attention. The panties cupped the base of Allen’s cock as precum leaked from his tip. I was on my knees between his thighs and looked into his eyes as I moved my mouth closer to his feminized manhood.

Between the wig and boobs, Allen still looked very much like a girl, but he had a throbbing rod that I planned on using until he couldn’t go a second longer. I wrapped my lips around his cock as my womanhood throbbed between my legs, so hungry, so desperate, so not concerned that we were on a jet with a pilot in the cockpit. I didn’t even care if there were cameras as I bobbed my head along Allen’s shaft.

Allen put his fingers into my hair as he gasped and moaned, moving my head, making me go faster and slower, and I would have kept sucking his cock if it weren’t for the burning desire of my pussy. I couldn’t handle the pressure between my thighs and needed to relieve it with his dick.

I stood from the floor and lifted my navy dress and pushed down my panties before straddling Allen’s girly hips. I grabbed his cock, which was just as shaved and bare as the rest of his body, guiding my drenched pussy lips to his member. Allen stared at me as his tip pressed against my hot, swollen pussy.

“Yeah! Use my girly dick!”

“You want this pussy, baby?”

“Yes!” Allen grabbed my hips and pushed me down onto his dick. I screamed out as his feminine manhood filled me, but there was nothing submissive about Allen’s movements once he got started.

He held my hips and moved them up and down on his dick for a few minutes, but then he lifted me up and threw me onto my back on the sofa. He lifted my legs into the air and then slid into my pussy with his fat, feminized cock. I stared at his breasts, his long hair, his dolled up face, and those gorgeous panties around his cock, so turned on I thought my head might explode.

“It’s so hot fucking you in clothes for chicks,” Allen said as he held my legs with one hand and used the other to slap his cock against my pussy, turning me on more than I was already. “You want this girly cock in your pussy?”

“Yes! Give it to me! I need it!”

“Careful what you ask for, girl!”

Allen shoved his cock into me and pushed it deep. Then he pulled out to his tip before slamming back into me. He did that over and over as I screamed at the top of my lungs, not at all concerned about what the pilot thought. I was living my dreams and getting close to releasing the epic orgasm I could feel building up within me.

Each touch.

Each thrust.

Every move Allen made pushed me closer to release until I was overflowing with a desire to cum. I grabbed Allen’s hips and pulled him close until he was deep inside of me, and it was like he could read my mind.

“I’m getting close too, baby.”

“Cum all over me!”

Allen growled as he started fucking me harder. I held my arms above my head and let him smash my pussy. It felt so fucking good, and I never wanted it to end, but I couldn’t hold this orgasm much longer. I knew I would only have to touch my pussy for a second before cumming all over his dick.

Allen’s face changed a few seconds later, letting me know that he was close. He reached down to rub my clit before I even got to it, and that was all I needed to start cumming all over his girly dick. I bent my head back and let out an ear-shattering scream as rushes of pleasure flooded my body.

Allen pulled out as I was cumming and started to shoot his hot, creamy loads all over my pussy. I cursed and thrashed as he pushed his dick back into me, giving me that last little push I needed to cum a second time, but the feeling was so intense that I had to push Allen out of my pussy after a second.

I laughed and rolled off the couch and fell to the floor. Allen laughed and curled his arm around me, and I loved staring at his feminized face more than anything as we held each other and came down from the highs of our shared orgasm.

“Guess we’re part of the mile-high club now.”

“That we are,” I said with a laugh and squeezed my girl.


CHAPTER 8

“Morning,” I said to Allen the next day as I curled up by his side. “How did you sleep?”

“Pretty well. I still can’t believe we’re in Aruba, though.”

“You and me both, but we couldn’t let those nails go to waste!”

“A trip to the beach to show off my nails?” asked Allen.

“Why not?”

Allen shook his head and squeezed me. He wasn’t wearing a bunch of makeup or the wig or any of that, as he’d taken it all off before he went to sleep, but I still saw him as my girl. I couldn’t look at him without seeing the girl I’d had on the plane or the one I had back at my house, and I couldn’t wait to make memories with him at the beach.

“Would you like some coffee? We can drink it on the balcony.”

“Yeah, sure.”

I climbed out of bed and went over to the coffee maker that was on the counter. I used the bottle of water to fill the coffee maker, and the smell of freshly brewed coffee quickly filled the room as Allen and I got ready. He had a lot more to do now that he was going to spend his vacation as a girl.

We gave him a light dusting of makeup. I had to do my own makeup too, and then we took our coffees and went to sit on the balcony overlooking the ocean. The water was a gorgeous light blue, and there were flamingos along the beach, looking so pink and pretty, adding a welcome pop of color.

“Is this how you live all the time?”

“If you’re asking whether I take the private jet all the time, the answer is no. I use it mostly for work, but that’s usually only twice a month at most.”

“Twice a month? That’s pretty luxurious.”

“If you say so,” I said. “I’ve never been to Aruba, though. It’s quite beautiful.”

“I’d say so,” said Allen.

“Should we head down to the beach before lunch?”

“You brought a swimsuit for me to wear?”

“Yeah, they’re matching bikinis with skirts. One is pink and the other is red. Do you have a color preference?”

Allen shook his head. “Whichever one you don’t want.”

“How about you wear the red one since you got that color for your nails? My white nails won’t look bad with the pink.”

“Sure, that sounds good.”

Allen and I drank our coffees before going back into the hotel room to finish getting ready. He didn’t bother taping down his manhood since the skirts would cover up any bulge he might have, and he honestly looked so adorable once he was wearing the bikini and skirt and his gel breast forms.

“Is it okay if these get wet?”

“Yeah! They should be just fine! Just don’t let them pop out! Did you pack the towels?”

“Ooh, no! Let me go grab them!”

I watched Allen with a smile as he ran off in his skirt. We’d also put on his wig and tied it up into a bun with a scrunchy, so he looked extra girly as he pranced to the bathroom to grab the beach towels.

“Ready for a few days of fun?” I asked as we were leaving the hotel room. We were so tired after the flight the night before that we hadn’t done anything besides go to bed, but now we both had plenty of energy.

“Beyond ready!” Allen said and laced his fingers with mine as we walked down the hallway in our flip-flops and bikinis with the skirt cover-ups. I couldn’t help but smile when I looked over at my feminized boy, beyond happy that I’d taken a risk and invited the gorgeous barista out for dinner.


CHAPTER 9

Six Months Later

“Come in,” I called from the kitchen.

Allen slash Allison opened the front door. I had only called him Allison at the nail shop on a whim, but Allen was using the name more and more since he often went out in public wearing women’s clothing. He’d also pretty much mastered his girly voice and could fool most into thinking he was just like any other girl.

“It smells amazing in here,” Allen said as he stepped into the kitchen. He was wearing a super short denim skirt with a pair of thick black leggings to combat the cold. He also had on some boots and a sweater over a stuffed bra, looking absolutely girly as he came over to give me a kiss.

“I’m making pizza.”

“From scratch?”

“No,” I said with a laugh. “It was frozen, but I’m making the salad from scratch.”

“Yum. I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” I said and gave my girl another kiss. Allen slash Allison was still very much my obsession, but I was also his, so we were pretty much just obsessed with each other. I was too busy living in the present to think about when our romance might end, savoring every moment Allen and I had together.

“Should we watch a movie tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, that sounds chill.”

“We can do plenty of fun stuff when it’s over.”

“We always do,” Allen said and gave me another kiss.

“That’s what I love about you.”

“You and me both,” he said.

I wrapped my arms around Allen’s waist and held him for a moment before looking into his eyes. I pushed a hand through his long hair before hugging him again, so happy to have him in my life.

“How about we pick out a movie while the pizza bakes?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Allen said and held my hand as we walked to the living room.


CATCH ME IF YOU CAN

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

There’s a cop in town who’s been on my case. Following my footsteps, trying to figure out how I do the things that I do. Thinking he can catch me.

It’s adorable.

His name is Randy Gray. Detective for the local police department. One of the few detectives in our small city. Not much crime happens around here, or at least it didn’t use to.

Now they had me to face.

Sarka.

A modern goddess.

Sarka is a name I’ve given to myself, but it’s so much more than a name. It represents me. My independence. My strength. Sarka coats me in a protective armor, guarding me when I leave my house to do wrong.

My main offence is theft. Ever since I slipped a compact foundation into my purse, I haven’t been able to stop. I went after bigger and more dangerous targets until I was standing in front of a teller at the bank, telling her to give me every dollar she had.

My little member had never been stiffer than when I watched that bag fill with dollar bills. It was the most money I’ve ever made in an afternoon, but I only go after banks when I’m feeling especially lucky.

There are only so many in a small city like Springdale.

I prefer other places, like bars and grocery stores. Anywhere people are too busy to notice me slip into the office and steal. I always have someone on the inside to give me the details. It’s incredible what people will share for twenty or thirty dollars or even for free if they’re gullible enough.

There are only a few banks, but there are countless eateries and stores with safes filled with money. Randy Gray has been driving himself crazy trying to catch me, but he’s at least three steps behind where he needs to be.

I laugh thinking about the poor man as I stare at myself in the vanity mirror. I’m hitting a laundromat tonight. It’s the night that they pull all the dollars out of the machines and count them before running to the bank in the morning.

Too bad those dollars will never get there.

They’ll be mine.

I powder my face. I’m going for a valley-girl look tonight. Bright cheeks. Contoured nose, even though my nose is already thin. Blonde, straight hair. I’m going to wear a thin white long-sleeve shirt with a pink skirt, white leggings, and white heels.

Last time I stole, I had jet-black hair with an all-black outfit. The time before that I was a redhead. I’ve also been a brunette. I’ve even dressed as an older lady, which was a ton of fun getting all the wrinkle lines and everything else just right.

I’m a bit of a chameleon. I like to keep Randy on his toes.

There are wanted posters of me all over the city, but I’m never the same person twice, and I’ve mastered at least five different feminine inflections. Femininity is my passion. My power.

If only I hadn’t decided to use my powers for evil.

I fought against the darkness in my heart when I first stole that compact, but it eventually won, and Sarka came to life.


CHAPTER 2

Randy Gray, head detective of the Springdale PD, stared over his casefile for the millionth time. He had a thousand different puzzle pieces but no way to form the image. It was maddening.

Sarka, as she called herself, seemed to change shape and sizes. Her hair was always different. Her breasts were never the same size. She had even passed as an old woman once, and Randy was convinced it was someone else until he saw the facial-recognition report.

No matter what Sarka was wearing, she still had those same big eyes and plump lips. She’d worn contacts before, but the almond shape of her eyes was undeniable. Her lips were also plump in a way that made Randy question his resolve.

He wasn’t the biggest ladies’ man. Sure, he had a badge and muscular arms, but he wasn’t the most outgoing guy. He’d been in a loving relationship with a woman named Eileen for nearly a decade until she left him for being ‘boring’.

She packed her bags and left Springdale, knowing Randy never would. He’d been born and raised in the town, and if he was going to protect anywhere, it would be Springdale.

There was still a photo of Eileen in Randy’s desk, but he never looked at it. He couldn’t bring himself to remember the happy days. The days before she developed a wandering eye.

There had been a few ladies pass through Randy’s life since, but none of them seemed to stick around. The longer Randy stared at pictures of Sarka, the more he wished he had a woman.

He was weak. He could feel it. Every time Randy caught a glimpse of the gorgeous woman, part of him wondered ‘what if’.

What if she wasn’t a criminal? What if he weren’t a cop? What if he could slide his manhood between those plump lips?

Randy slammed the folder he had shut, cursing himself for living in a fantasy land, even for the briefest of seconds. Cops had to live in reality. They had to see the world in black and white with only the subtlest hints of gray.

Randy never loved his last name for that reason. He hated that the world had any gray. He’d hated it since he was old enough to talk, telling everyone he met that it wasn’t fair that some people got punished for breaking the rules while others got off free, and he especially hated when rules were broken due to morally debatable actions.

Randy paced his office, pushing the indecent thoughts he had of Sarka from his mind. Randy pushed his fingers into his thick, brown hair and pulled on it. He stomped his feet, screaming through folded lips.

His phone rang as he was screaming.

“Gray speaking,” he said when he picked up the phone.

“Randy, there’s been a robbery at a laundromat. We think it was her.”

Randy cursed and slammed his fist on the desk. He screamed in a deep, throttling voice. The windows shook as the seconds passed. Randy slowly gathered control of himself. Sarka had struck again before he could put her behind bars.

“Please tell me this is a dream,” Randy said through gritted teeth.

“I wish it were, sir. We arrived at the scene but think you should get down here.”

“I’ll check out the photos in the morning.”

There was a long pause as Randy thought of how humiliated he would feel when his boss looked at him with pity and disappointment. Peggy Cox ran the Springdale PD with a firm hand, and she wouldn’t take well to another robbery happening in her town.

“It’s just… there’s a note here with your name on it.”

“What? Send me a picture. I’m heading out the door now.”

Randy’s phone vibrated with a message before he got to his car. There was a single napkin discarded in an empty safe. It took a second for Randy to read the writing on the napkin. He zoomed in to get a better look and cursed under his breath, a slight smirk crossing his lips.

He hated Sarka, but did hate ever exist without a touch of love?

Catch me if you can, Randy.


CHAPTER 3

I’m sitting at the end of the bar when Randy Gray walks into the room. He sits a few stools down from me, even looking me in the eye, yet he doesn’t see who I am. There’s pain all over his face, and I know it’s my fault.

My lips spread into a smile, but I lift my glass of bourbon to cover it. The alcohol burns as it hits my tongue and slides down my throat, but it tastes so good. Almost as good as watching Randy beat himself up over not finding me.

I stare at Randy, not at all concerned he’ll put the pieces together. I’m not wearing a wig. No dress. There’s not a piece of feminine fabric on my body besides the pretty pair of pink panties hugging my package.

Randy lifts his eyes when the bartender sets a beer in front of him. Then the bartender grabs a rocks glass and adds two fingers of whiskey. No ice. Randy picks up the stiff drink first, swallowing half of it in one gulp, looking utterly unphased by the burn of the booze.

His eyes meet mine. I lift my hand to wave. He offers a curt nod. I turn my attention to the baseball game playing on the TV. It hardly holds my attention, but Randy will become more curious the less I seem interested.

The truth is, Randy is a handsome guy, and I wouldn’t mind spending a night with him between the sheets, but he’s also the man who wants to throw me in jail. Watch me rot for driving him crazy trying to catch me.

Not everyone hates me.

The journalists love it. The local paper is probably selling more copies than they ever have, and I suspect tomorrow will be no different after what I pulled at the laundromat.

If only Randy knew he were sitting next to the legendary Sarka.

People whisper my name on the streets. Businesses fear they’ll be next. I’ve seen at least one or two stores pop up selling security equipment since I became greedy.

I wish I could stop, but the rush is too intense. Drugs aren’t really my thing, and neither is alcohol. I’ve been sipping this same bourbon for over an hour, just waiting for Randy to walk through the door.

I jump when Randy’s voice hits my ear. “Which team are you rooting for?” he asks.

Neither of the teams are too close to home. “Pittsburgh,” I say. “There’s nothing I love more than an underdog.”

“I’m a fan of the Pirates. My dad took me to Pennsylvania when I was a kid. We checked out historic landmarks in Philly and saw a baseball game in Pittsburgh.”

Randy is opening his heart, and we barely know each other. I have to work hard to contain my excitement that he would let such personal details slip so easily. What else might he tell me if he thinks I’m just another lonely guy at a bar?

“That sounds like a fun trip,” I say. “How old were you?”

“Ten,” Randy says. “It was the first and only trip my father took me on because he was always too busy with work, but I can’t be mad at him.”

“Why not?” I ask. “Plenty of guys hate their dads.”

Randy shook his head, eyes enlarged. “No, I could never hate my dad. He was a hero. He was a firefighter and a volunteer paramedic. He was the kind of guy who would stop whatever he was doing to help a stranger in need.”

“Sounds like a great guy. What’s his name?”

“Richard. He died a couple years ago.”

“Shit,” I say. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. We all have our time, and he lived a good life. My mom hasn’t been the same since his death, but she’s doing a lot better. Making friends. Enjoying—”

Randy falls silent, looking like he has committed a crime. I doubt he knows what it’s like to break the law, but he has certainly made a mistake by letting a stranger like me so close to his heart.

“Sorry, man. You could have told me to shut up,” Randy says and shakes his head, but I can tell he’s nervous. There aren’t many people in the bar, and a detective like him is always suspicious of strangers. “I’m going on and on about my life, and I don’t even know your name.”

“No worries, man. We all know what it’s like to have a rough day. I’m James,” I say and put out my hand.

Randy shakes it. His grip is firm but not too tight, like a gentleman’s should be. “I’m Randy.”

“Nice to meet you, Randy. Should we watch the game?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says.

We both turn our attention to the TV, like friends watching a game at home. I sip my bourbon, feeling tingly all over with Randy by my side. He has no idea who I am. There are few times when I’ve felt this excited in life.

I finish my bourbon and request the check. They’re offering a special, so the drink is even cheaper than I expected. I leave a large tip and bid Randy goodbye.

“Hey, wait.”

“What?” I ask.

“Would you like to meet here again? Maybe watch a game?”

“Are you asking me on a date?” I ask in a playful voice.

Randy blushes. “No, man. Just friends. I like women.”

“Me too.” I love women and everything feminine, but my body belongs to men. Men who want me dressed up as a woman. “Here’s my number.”

I grab a clean napkin and the pen from my receipt and write the number to the new burner phone I purchased earlier in the day. I slide it to Randy and head out the door.


CHAPTER 4

Randy and I have hung out several times. I’m getting to know him better. What he enjoys. What he hates. There’s plenty that doesn’t swing him very far one way or another, like sports, for example. We haven’t talked much about them since the night at the bar.

My phone rings. It’s the burner phone I bought, and the only person who calls it is Randy. I have another one too for the woman he has yet to meet.

“Hey, Randy. What’s up?” I ask when I answer the call.

“Not much. About to call it a day at the office, but I was wondering if you wanted to hit up trivia night.”

“I wish I could! They asked me to cover a shift tonight for a sick worker, so I’ll be at the grocery store.”

“Damn! That’s too bad. I’ll probably go to the bar alone then.”

“Hope you win!”

“Thanks. Guess I’ll see you around.”

“Yeah, for sure, man.”

“All right. Bye,” Randy says and ends the call.

I turn my phone upside-down atop the vanity’s counter and look at myself in the mirror. A smile breaks across my face as I pick up a tube of lip gloss to complete my look. It’s a red gloss with a touch of glitter. Nothing too juvenile, but I love how the glitter makes my lips shimmer. I run the brush over my lips before heading out the door.

***

“Are you playing trivia tonight, ma’am?” the host asks when I walk through the door.

“What are the rules?” I ask.

The host tells me how to access the website they use on my phone while I scan the room. It doesn’t take long for me to find Randy in the corner all by himself. I drop my eyes before he notices me. I’ll go up to him eventually, but I’ll scare him away if I move too quickly.

“Do you have any questions?” the host asks.

I shake my head.

“Are you meeting someone?”

“It’ll just be me. Where do you suggest I sit?”

“The bar isn’t too busy tonight, so sit wherever you’d like.”

I take a menu from the host and make my way across the room. It’s been hot outside, so I’m wearing a white sleeveless dress. I have a rope tied around the waist, but otherwise the fabric is pretty loose and airy. I’m wearing a pair of black flats and a black beaded necklace.

The server comes over a couple minutes after I sit. I order a salad and a glass of white wine. I pull out my phone, which is also a burner phone, but it’s a touch nicer. It has apps and games. I curl my fingers to check out the French tips on my nails before opening a game to distract myself until trivia starts.

I’m hardly looking at Randy, but he can’t take his eyes off me. He’s staring in my direction each time I let my eyes sweep the room, and there’s no shame in his eyes. Part of me fears he knows it’s me, but the other part of my mind assures me he only sees a pretty woman in a dress.

I grip the stem of my wine glass and bring the rim to my lips, taking a dainty sip. The game on my phone bores me, so I close it. The server arrives with my salad a moment later. I glance over my shoulder in Randy’s direction. He’s still staring, so I wink at him to let him know I’ve noticed.

I stab a fork into the lettuce as the announcer gets prepared to start the trivia game. They ask a question, and everyone has to type the answer into their phone. People can probably cheat, but I hardly came here to play trivia.

I hold my phone with a relaxed wrist and poke at the screen with my long nails. Randy is watching my every movement, and I know it’s only a matter of time until he comes over to say hello.

“Are you alone?” he asks as the first round of trivia comes to an end.

“That depends,” I say in my sultriest feminine voice. “Are you refilling my wine?”

Randy smiles. “What are you drinking?”

“Pinot grigio,” I say.

Randy lifts his hand to call over the server. He informs them that he’s moved tables and that I’ll need another glass of wine. I smile and stare into Randy’s eyes, seeing if he sees me, but there isn’t a hint of recognition.

I breathe a little more easily.

The server comes by with a fresh glass and takes my old one. I’m only halfway through my salad, but I have the server take my plate and request the dessert menu.

“I know we’ve only just met, but I was wondering if you would like to share a slice of cake?”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll have a bite of whatever you order,” Randy says.

“You’re quite the gentleman, aren’t you?”

“I do my best,” he says.

I smile. The server arrives a second later. I take the menu with a light touch and only need a second to look over it before deciding on the flourless chocolate cake.

“That was quick,” Randy observes.

“I’m a woman who knows what she likes.”

“That’s a quality I can appreciate,” he says. “What’s your name?”

“Delma,” I say.

Delma is the name I’ve always used since I first started becoming a woman. I used to transform strictly for personal fulfillment, but then that compact foundation found its way into my purse. I still crossdress for pleasure, but I also do it to keep Randy and the other cops off my trail.

“What a lovely name,” he said.

I pick up my glass of pinot grigio and take a sip as I stare into Randy’s eyes, wondering how a detective who spent all day figuring out real-life puzzles couldn’t see that his number-one target was sitting right in front of him.

“What about you?”

“My name is Randy. Randy Gray,” he says and puts out his hand.

I take it and don’t add any pressure to my grip as we shake hands, and his grip is noticeably lighter than when we met at the bar, but he doesn’t realize that I’m James beneath the brown wig and painted lips.

“Nice to meet you, Randy. Looks like the next round of trivia is about to start.”

“Should we play together?”

“Okay, but let’s use your phone,” I say.

Randy holds up his phone for both of us to see. We debate some answers but agree about most of them. He submits the answers while I affectionately rub on his shoulder. I sneak my fingers to his ear and caress his earlobe. He flinches at first, but he doesn’t tell me to stop.

I wonder what’s happening between his legs.

Is his manhood growing from my touch?

The dessert arrives about halfway through the second round of trivia. We stop hearing the questions as we share chocolate cake. There are two spoons. I use mine to feed Randy, and he feeds me with his. More than a few people look at us, but I can only assume they’re jealous.

“That cake was so delicious,” I say after swallowing the last bite. “I almost want to order another slice.”

“We can if you want.”

I chuckle and shake my head. “My waistline isn’t this small because I order second slices.”

Randy grins and reaches over to grip my thigh. My dick is tucked and out of the way, so I don’t act bothered as his hand slowly creeps north. Randy has handsome blue eyes, a full head of brown hair, and a filled-out beard. I cup my hand on the side of his face and stare into those blue eyes.

“Don’t you wish we were in your bedroom?” I ask.

“You don’t hold back, do you, Delma?”

“It’s not in my nature. No.”

“I would take you home right now, but I stopped doing that about five years ago.”

I frown. “Why am I meeting you today then?”

Randy laughs, and I join him. I’m not really after sex. I wouldn’t mind sliding Randy’s manhood down my throat, but I came here to make the man fall in love with me. He’s getting close to catching Sarka, so I’ve made a plan to stop him in his tracks.

If Randy falls in love with me, he’ll never be able to put me behind bars when the time comes.

“I’m asking myself the same question,” Randy says.

I grip his hair and pull on it a little as I stare into those blue eyes. “So, when do you like to do the deed? Second date? Third?”

Randy chuckles and shakes his head. “I don’t time it like that. Honestly, I’ve had my share of one-night stands, but there’s something about you that’s pulling me in deeper. I want to get to know you before we do anything we’d regret. I’ve at least learned to keep it in my pants when I want to get to know a girl better.”

Randy’s hand is still tight on my thigh, but his grip loosens a bit when he says those words. He releases my leg and moves his hand to grab mine. He laces his fingers with mine as he stares at me.

“What do you say we have another date, Delma? A proper date.”

“I’d like that,” I say.

“So, you’ll let me take you to dinner?”

“And a movie?” I ask jokingly.

“We can do something else if you’d like!” Randy says in a defensive tone. “I only suggested dinner because—”

“Dinner would be lovely,” I say and place my hand over Randy’s. “I can’t wait.”


CHAPTER 5

Today’s target is a grocery store. They’re the competitor of the store where I work a few days a week, even though I don’t need to work at all.

I live in a house in the city, but my parents left me thousands of acres of farmland when they died. Hundreds are rented out as farmland, but most of it is untouched wilderness.

My parents loved spending time in the woods. Watching birds. Feeding deer. They weren’t the biggest hunters, but they went out a few times with my uncle. He loved hunting and still goes out to use the land every now and then.

I have tons of money and no real need for structure or regular employment, which led me to a life of crime. Before I started stealing, the high from transforming myself into a woman had grown dull. It became natural instead of giving me a rush.

I mastered being Delma, and the world turned boring. I got the job at the grocery store to keep myself off the apps, offering up my bussy to whatever guy who wanted it.

The plan worked for a while until working at the grocery store became boring too, which was right around the time I slipped the compact foundation into my purse while I was out for a stroll as Delma.

The high I felt walking out of that store with the stolen goods stayed with me and has only gotten stronger the more I steal. Having Randy hunt me, knowing he’s thinking about me every second of every day, only makes me work harder.

I keep toeing the line, playing with Randy like food before a slaughter, knowing there’s a chance I’ll get caught, but will he really throw me into jail once he gets a taste of my bussy?

He'll hate me when he finds out the truth, but tonight is all about playing with his mind. We’re supposed to have a date in three hours, but Sarka is about to strike again.

I’m in the alley behind the grocery store, wearing a uniform I bought off an ex-employee and a dirty blonde wig styled in a fashion that was popular in the eighties, big and poofy and dramatic.

My makeup is bright pink and blue. It’s a disguise I haven’t yet used. I’m ready to steal some money.

It’s the rush that counts.


CHAPTER 6

Randy was getting ready for his date with Delma, excited to spend time with a woman who made his heart sing. A woman he hoped he could learn to trust and love.

Delma had the body of a goddess and the voice of an angel. Randy often pictured her face when he was daydreaming on the job. He’d been looking forward to this date all week, so his heart dropped to the pits of his stomach when his phone rang.

“Detective Gray speaking.”

“This is Peggy, Randy.”

Peggy was the chief of police and the last person Randy wanted to hear from an hour before his date. If Peggy was calling, it meant there was no good to be heard.

“What can I do for you, Chief?”

“It’s Sarka. She’s struck again.”

Randy cursed under his breath. It’d been a quiet week, so he knew it was only a matter of time before his worst nightmare appeared. Of course it had to be an hour before his date with a woman he really liked. A woman with whom he’d already been imagining a future.

“What did that witch do this time?” Randy asked.

“Looks like she robbed a grocery store, wearing a getup from the eighties. I seriously don’t know how she finds all these costumes, but it’s becoming impossible to ID her. Everywhere she’s robbed has grainy security footage.”

“This one too?”

“They sent over the videos, and the quality isn’t so bad this time, but Sarka didn’t once look at the camera. They must have been obvious, and she knows how to hide her face.”

Randy’s jaw tightened. There was nobody he hated more in the world than this Sarka woman. He couldn’t wait until the day he caught her and put her in cuffs.

“Can I handle this in the morning, boss? I was on my way to a date.”

Peggy sighed. “I wish it could wait, detective, but I want you to examine the scene first. We need to get any clues on this woman that we can. She’s giving everyone in Springdale nightmares. Business owners won’t stop calling to ask how we’re going to keep them safe. I—”

“No need to explain, Chief. I’ll head there right now.”

“Thank you, Gray. Send me any information that might seem relevant. We need to bring this woman in!”

Randy nodded. “I’m on it, boss.” There was nothing he wanted more than to see Sarka in handcuffs. Randy hated that he would have to cancel on Delma. He pulled up her contact page and hit the green button to call her.

“Hey, Randy! I’m just about to walk out of the door.”

Delma sounded so sweet and bubbly. It crushed Randy that he had to make this call. He only hoped that Delma would understand. That she would give him a second chance.

“Actually—”

“Oh, no! Randy! This can’t be good!”

Randy’s heart broke when Delma shouted his name. He didn’t want to hurt her, but duty called. He was a detective first, and he’d known it would always be that way when he took the job. Most days in a city like Springdale weren’t insane, but Sarka had been giving him a run for his money.

“I’m sorry, Delma.”

“No! Don’t cancel! I forbid it!”

Randy sighed. “I wish I didn’t have to, but my boss just called, and she needs me on a case.”

“What could be so important that you can’t meet me for dinner?” Delma demanded.

“Have you heard of Sarka?” he asked.

There was a pause. “I feel like I’ve seen that name in the news. What did she do again?”

“You probably have. She’s the one who has been stealing from a bunch of different businesses. Long story short, I’m on her case, and she just committed another crime.”

“Shut up!” Delma hollered. “This Sarka is making you miss our date?”

“Yeah,” Randy said in an apologetic voice. “I understand if you don’t want to reschedule, but I would like it if you did.”

“Are you kidding? I would love to see you again, but if I see this Sarka person, I’m going to tell them how I feel!”

“She’s dangerous, Delma. I don’t want you going near her!”

“Oh, so now you’re trying to control me?”

“No, no. It’s not—”

“I’m just kidding,” Delma said with a laugh. “How long do you think this detective work will take tonight? Maybe I could pick up dinner and take it over to your place after you finish? We could watch a movie. Cuddle. You know.”

Randy didn’t miss the hint. It’d been so long since he had a woman over at his place, so the nerves creeping across his body were natural. What would Delma think?

He kept the house clean for the most part. His laundry room was a mess, but he could easily close the door and pretend like he didn’t have three weeks’ worth of dirty clothes to wash. It was the one chore he’d failed to do, but that couldn’t keep him from a night with Delma.

“What are you thinking, Randy?”

Randy was nervous. Afraid Delma wouldn’t like him as much as he liked her. He didn’t want anything to end badly. He’d been waiting a long time to start dating, and this amazing woman had seemingly fallen out of the sky and into his lap. He couldn’t miss his chance.

“I would love to have you over. Are you sure you don’t mind waiting?”

“Of course not! You’re out there saving the world. What’s sexier than that?”

Randy felt his cheeks turning hot. He couldn’t wait to spend his night with Delma once he got home from checking out the crime scene. It was probably the same as always. Emptied safe with some type of untraceable signature left behind. Last time it’d been a note on a napkin.

Randy couldn’t wait to see what Sarka had left him this time.

“You’re the best. I’m sorry this came up.”

“Don’t mention it, Randy! Text me when you’re close to being free, and I’ll pick us up some snacks from the store. Don’t forget to send me your address!”

“I won’t. Thanks again, Delma. I’m really looking forward to seeing you.”

“See you soon, handsome. Go protect us from danger!”

“Will do. Bye, Delma.”

Randy ended the call, feeling warm all over. Finally, he’d met a woman who understood him and could accept the unpredictability of his work. He couldn’t believe he’d gotten so lucky.


CHAPTER 7

My hands are on the steering wheel as I drive to Randy’s house from the grocery store. I have wine, dessert, sandwiches, and cold pasta, along with a fresh bottle of lubrication in my purse, in case things get a little saucy.

I will be happy to let Randy slide into my bussy, but he must know the truth first. I don’t want him thinking I have a pussy when I don’t. I’m proud of who I am. Delma, a fierce bitch, and that’s all Randy really needs to know.

I’m wearing one of my favorite outfits. A classic solid-pink suit with a skirt. I’ve paired it with white kitten heels and a pearl necklace I only break out for special occasions. A cream clutch purse is sitting on the passenger’s seat.

My cellphone guides me to Randy’s house, which isn’t terribly far from mine, fifteen minutes or so. My heart races a bit as I turn onto his street, realizing how crazy I am for going to his house. He’s the detective who’s hunting me.

I imagine my life behind bars, and it’s not what I want at all. I’ve come this far as a criminal. What would be the harm in turning around, going back home, and giving up stealing for good? I could start over. I could give back to the community instead of taking from it.

Move to a new area to become Delma full time, as I’ve always dreamed. I see both paths I can take as my GPS tells me that I’ve arrived at Randy’s. I throw the car into park, thinking if there’s anything on me that might lead Randy to Sarka.

I don’t want to go to jail, but I don’t want to stop.

Stealing is my life now. It’s the reason I wake up in the morning. It’s what gets me through the day. Life is so boring without the rush I get from accumulating stolen cash.

I reach over and grab my clutch purse from the passenger’s seat and the bags of food from the back.

I’ve come this far.

Why not push my luck a bit further?


CHAPTER 8

Randy’s house is plain with touches of masculinity. Dark and cool colors. Simplistic furniture. There aren’t any throw pillows on his couch. There are few decorations. I assume the ones scattered around the living room hold a special place in Randy’s heart.

He’s in the kitchen fetching us some drinks while I wait for him on the couch. I study the room, adding various details to my memory.

“I’m sorry I had to deal with that case. I can’t wait to put this Sarka woman in jail and her menacing rein behind me.”

“To putting Sarka in jail,” I say and lift my glass.

Randy clinks his glass with mine before taking a drink with a tense look on his face. He gasps as the brown liquor hits the back of his throat. I sip my ice water, acting like a woman who doesn’t have a secret in the world.

“Sorry for talking about work. I shouldn’t obsess about a criminal when I have a lovely woman here to entertain.”

I blush, pulling on the hem of my pink skirt as I cross my legs and lean towards Randy. The bag of food is sitting on the coffee table, but the only thing I’m hungry for is Randy’s cock.

Randy grins when I touch the side of his face. His smile grows as I move my lips close to his. A breath escapes his mouth just before I kiss him.

My girly cock stirs beneath my panties. They’re white and lacy, perfectly matching my bra stuffed with breast forms. They’re a b-cup and look incredible beneath the white blouse tucked inside my pink suit.

“You really think I’m lovely?” I ask as I set the glass of water on the table. I place my hands in my lap as I stare at Randy, batting my eyelashes and smiling gently. My entire aura is feminine. There’s nothing I love more, especially having Randy look at me with that smitten expression.

Being a woman doesn’t give me the same rush as robbing thousands of dollars, but it makes me content in a way stealing never could.

“You might be the loveliest girl I’ve ever met,” Randy says and moves closer to me on the couch.

I blush and touch my chin to my shoulder, hiding my face through hooded eyes. It will break Randy’s heart when he finds out the truth about me, but I don’t care. I might be as infatuated with this man as he is with me.

“I don’t believe you.”

Randy touches my thigh and squeezes it as he stares at me with those serious blue eyes. “Believe me, Delma. I’m crazy about you.”

I frown and turn my head away from Randy. He reaches out and puts his hand on my cheek to make me face him. I hide my face, but Randy lifts my chin.

“I’m serious. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this strongly about a woman.”

“It’s not that,” I say with a shake of the head.

“What is it?”

“There’s something you don’t know about me.”

Randy lifts his hand from my thigh and stares at me a long moment, like he’s finally seeing me for the first time, like he’s putting together the pieces of the puzzle, but he says nothing as I wait for him to call me out for all that I’ve done.

I’m a terrible person, and I don’t deserve a man like Randy. He’s honest, noble, and cares about people who have no relation to him. I deserve to be locked up in a cage for the bad I’ve done, but I’ll never turn myself in. I’ll never tell Randy the truth, but maybe I can put stealing in the past.

Maybe I can create a brighter future.

“Delma, whatever you have to say, I can handle it.”

“I’m not sure you can.”

“Please, tell me. I’m starting to think the worst.”

“That I’ve murdered someone?” I ask.

“Yeah, like that.”

I sigh. “It’s nothing like that. I haven’t harmed anyone.” At least not in a physical sense, but I’m not about to tell Randy about my criminal past. I’m not about to out myself when I have so much life yet to live. If Randy can give me a chance when I tell him the truth about my quasi transition to womanhood, maybe I can stop being bad. For him, this man who I’m beginning to love.

“What is it, Delma? Tell me.”

“I’m… trans. Not officially, but I’ve always dreamed of becoming a woman. It’s not often I meet a man when I go out as a woman, and I’ve never met a man like you,” I say and squeeze Randy’s bicep.

Randy doesn’t move away from me, but he says nothing. He doesn’t look at me. I can’t read what’s going on through his head. I’ve had this conversation with a few other guys, and it always goes differently. Men have yelled at me to leave. Others have embraced my trans identity like a gift bag from a Hollywood event.

“Randy?”

“Sorry, I don’t know what to say.”

“Do you want me to leave?”

Randy turns and grabs my shoulders, looking at me with those soulful blue eyes. I realize then how much I really like him. How much I’m willing to give up to keep him in my life. Maybe I’ve stolen so much as Sarka to bury the fact that I don’t have the confidence to become Delma. That I haven’t lived life like I want.

“Stay. It’s just… I guess there’s a question I want to ask but can’t bring myself to say the words,” Randy says and glances at my crotch.

“I can guess what you want to ask, and yes, I still have it. These breasts are actually fake. My hair is a wig, but I’ve been wanting to grow it out once I muster the courage to become Delma full time.”

Randy says nothing for a long moment before scooting closer and placing his arm over my shoulder. He pulls me close, and I can’t remember the last time I felt so loved. I place my hand on Randy’s firm chest and let out a long breath.

“There’s something else.”

“What?”

“You already know me.”

“I do?” Randy asks as I lift myself from his body to look him in the eye.

“Yes,” I say. “Take a look in my purse. You’ll find my ID.”

Randy grabs my cream clutch purse from the table and opens it, where he finds the ID with my name. It uses the address to my house in the city. I have the farm, where I keep most of my clothes for Sarka and a bunch of other stuff, but I also have a life in the city.

I work at the grocery store when I’m not all dolled up and out on the town or robbing some poor people of every dime they’ve got in a safe. Stealing isn’t something I’m proud of, but it’s something I do. It’s something I hope to put in my past.

“James?” Randy asks. “Is that really you?”

“It’s me,” I say in Delma’s voice. “But this is who I really am. Delma.”

Randy stands from the couch. I can’t blame him for being surprised. I would be too if I were the one in his shoes, but I’ve been perfecting Delma for years. It used to give me such a rush when I would transform myself and see Delma in the mirror.

“I… I… Shit, Delma.”

“Why don’t I step outside?”

Randy says nothing, so I stand from the couch and go out to his backyard with my purse. I sit in a chair on the patio and pull out my phone. I scroll through social media for a few minutes before Randy slides open the door and steps outside.

“Hey,” he says.

“Hi,” I say and slip my phone into my purse.

“Did you find me at trivia on purpose?”

I shrug. “Maybe I wanted to see if you would notice me.”

“How can you do that with your voice? It’s completely different.”

“Practice,” I say with a laugh. “Would you like to sit, or are you going to stand there by the door?”

“Sorry,” he says and takes a seat in the chair next to me. It’s almost like he’s a guest in his own house he’s so uncomfortable. “I’ve never been with a trans woman.”

“If you ask me to leave, I’ll go.”

“I want you to stay.”

“As a friend?” I ask.

Randy chuckles. “I thought about saying that, but no, I want you. I want to be with you. I’m curious what it’ll be like. Will you… want to…” Randy grunts instead of finishing the question, redder than I’ve ever seen him.

“We can do whatever makes you comfortable. There’s nothing wrong with a little exploration, though, right?”

“I guess not,” Randy says in a heavy voice.

We’re outside. Randy’s neighbors aren’t very close, so his deck is abundantly private. I stand from my chair and go over to his, sitting in his lap. I wrap my arms around his neck and stare into those serious, soulful blue eyes.

“Do you find me attractive?”

“Yes,” he says in an instant.

“Do you want to fool around?”

“Yes,” he admits equally as fast.

“Excellent. I want the same. We don’t need to overthink the rest. Why don’t we start slowly? Take it easy.”

“I’d like that,” Randy says as I move my lips closer to his. He moans when I kiss him. His moan deepens when I put my fingers into his brown hair and pull on it. His dick pushes up against his pants, pressing into my bottom.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” he says.

“What if we have a little fun right here?” I ask and move my bottom just enough to press my hand against his obvious erection. My bussy is aching to take his dick, and why shouldn’t I be able to do it right here? There’s lube in my purse.

“Here?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Are you afraid we’ll get caught?”

“A little, yeah.”

I chuckle and place my hand on Randy’s cheek. My girly cock is stirring at the thought of Randy sliding into my bussy while I hold the railing of his deck. I can’t get the image out of my head and need to make it happen.

“Your neighbors can’t see us.”

“They can if they walk out into their yards.”

“Hmm. Don’t you ever get tired of being good all the time?”

Randy smirks. “Maybe a little.”

“Don’t you want to have some fun?”

“Yes,” he says. “We could go inside, though.”

I make a doubtful expression, slowly shaking my head as I touch my finger to his chin. I don’t want to go inside. I don’t want to let another moment pass without getting a taste of Randy’s dick, so I move off his lap and slowly sink to my knees in front of him.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

I put my finger to my lips before moving my hands to the waistline of his pants, undoing his button, and pulling down the zipper. Randy’s face reddens in the darkness, but Randy doesn’t stop me as I shimmy his pants down his thighs. I pull them off his legs and toss them to the side.

“Don’t you just want to—”

“Shh,” I say and reach into the hole of his boxers to fetch Randy’s cock. It’s half erect when I pull it through the opening, and I’m stunned by its size. It’s not terribly long, but it’s incredibly thick. I hold it in my hand and stare, stroking it slowly.

“You like it?” Randy asks.

“You know I do,” I say and open my mouth to wrap my lips around his shaft.

Randy gasps and doesn’t say another word about us going inside as I bob my head along his thickness. He moans and pushes his hands into my wig, but I don’t worry about him knocking it off my head. Randy knows who I really am. He knows he’s getting his cock serviced by a girl who happens to have one herself.

My girly cock throbs between my thighs, so I squeeze my legs together, focusing my attention on Randy’s member. I hold his dick at the base and move my lips more quickly, taking as much of his thick cock into my mouth as I can handle, but it’s honestly hard to stretch my mouth enough.

I lift myself to catch my breath. “Your cock is so thick.”

“Yeah,” Randy says with a laugh. “You think you can handle it?”

“I would love to try,” I say with a smirk.

Randy grabs his cock and strokes it as he stares down at me with a lustful gaze. My ass twitches, and my cock jumps. I need Randy’s thickness inside of me, so I go over to my purse to grab the lube.

“Forgive me for coming prepared,” I say with a wink as I walk over to the banister to make my dreams come true. I lift my skirt and pull down my panties to expose my hairless bussy, ready to encase Randy’s cock with its warm pleasure.

Randy stands and comes up behind me. He puts his manly hands on my ass and squeezes it. “How can I be mad at you for offering up this beautiful ass?”

“You like fucking a tight ass?”

“I never have, but it’s always been a dream of mine.”

“Never? Why don’t you lather up that cock to feel what you’ve been missing?” I say and pass Randy the bottle of lube.

He opens it and covers his cock with the clear liquid, which is sticking out of his boxers. He has on his shirt, and I’m still wearing everything except my panties. We’re outside and can cover ourselves quickly in case anyone comes peeking.

I bend forward and grab my ass to spread my cheeks, revealing my hungry hole to Randy. Randy moans as he presses his slick fingers against my entrance, fingering me roughly as he beats his dick.

“Fuck me.”

“You sure you can take me? You’re so fucking tight, girl.”

“I’m sure! Put it in me already!”

My hard cock is dangling between my legs, vibrating violently as Randy fingers me roughly. All I can think about is taking him. Having him inside of me. I reach behind me and grab Randy by the dick, pulling him close to my ass.

I push my hole against the tip of his cock. Randy moans and squeezes my side with his right hand as he holds his dick steady with his left.

“Keep going. Fuck yourself with my dick.”

I lose all sense as I push my ass against Randy’s dick, stretching my hole with his tip. It’s so thick and is only getting thicker the more of his dick I let inside of me, but I want Randy so badly, and I know his cock will feel amazing once I adjust to his size.

“Help me,” I say to Randy.

Randy thrusts his hips, pushing his dick into me. I yell out and grip the banister, but I don’t tell Randy to stop. I beg him to keep going, so he does, stretching my hole more than I think it has ever been stretched.

“You okay?” Randy asks after slipping a couple inches of his cock into my hole.

“Yeah, keep going.”

Randy pushes deeper into me. I grab my cock because I’m afraid I’ll cum everywhere if I don’t. I pinch my tip to steady myself as Randy pushes the last of his cock into my hole.

“Fuck!”

“You like that dick?”

“I love it,” I say.

Randy holds my hips and thrusts more quickly. His thick cock stretches my walls, but it feels so amazing. I can cum in an instant, but I’m waiting for Randy to say the word. I want him to fill me with his seed while I cum myself and squeeze his walls.

“You’re so tight, Delma.”

“Not if you keep fucking me.”

Randy laughs, but his voice cracks. He holds my hips and keeps fucking me, but he’s thrusting a bit more slowly. I reach behind to grab the back of his thigh as he pounds my hole. I can only hold my hand there a few seconds before the fucking becomes too intense.

I grip the banister as my dick flops around, and I don’t even stop myself from cumming as my seed makes its way through my shaft. I scream into folded lips as the pleasure becomes too intense.

Randy reaches around and touches my cock just as I start cumming, and my sticky goo gets all over his fingers, but all he does is moan and push his thick dick deep, spreading my contracting walls to their max.

“Don’t pull out,” I say in a breath as my cum keeps shooting from my cock and painting the floorboards beneath us.

Randy moans and squeezes my sides as he pushes his dick to its base and holds it there. I moan and touch my cock to pull out the last bits of my load as Randy groans into my ear and fills my hole with his cum.

I squeeze my ass on his dick. He pulls out of me and stumbles backward as a laugh escapes his mouth. I feel a bit of his cum leak out of my bussy and run down my thigh. It takes everything I have not to beg Randy to fuck me again before his dick goes soft.

“Damn, Delma.” Randy falls into the chair where he was sitting. “What was that?”

“Nothing you can’t have again,” I say as I hike down my skirt. I pick up my panties and slip them up my legs. Don’t want any of Randy’s seed leaking out of my hole and ruining my skirt.

Randy pats his leg. “Come here.”

I sit there and wrap my arms around his neck to kiss him. “I’m glad you liked it.”

“Tell me you’ll spend the night.”

“I will,” I say and kiss Randy on his forehead. We sit outside and talk under the stars until we grow too tired to continue.


CHAPTER 9

Randy and I have been getting on so well. I’ve been spending more time as Delma than I ever have, and I couldn’t be happier. Randy and I go out to dinners. We’ve been to trivia a few times. Hiking. Gardening in his backyard.

He’s been growing herbs, peppers, and tomatoes this summer, and he’s taught me so much about how to keep them alive. I love going over to his house. I cherish his masculine body. Randy has even let me eat his ass and finger his hole. I pushed my cock into him, but it hurt a bit too much for him to handle.

We’ll work our way there, but I’m worried he’ll find out the truth about Sarka before I get the chance to completely stuff him with my cock. I’ve been on my best behavior, but I can already feel the itch to steal growing within me, and it’s only been a couple weeks.

Why am I so messed up?

Why can’t I stop stealing and be thankful that I’ve found a man who loves me for who I am?

If Randy finds out the truth… if he finds out that I’m Sarka, he’ll never forgive me. Whatever we’ve created with each other up until this point will be forever ruined. We’ll never have another magical night like the one we had on his porch nor another night like the one where I rode his thick dick while I faced him, wearing my bra and no panties. He stroked my girly cock and let me cum all over his chest.

I don’t want to lose that. I can’t. Randy is becoming my everything, but am I too messed up to keep the man I love most?

Part of me never wants to steal again, but the other half is begging me to drive to the farm to put on a new outfit and steal a fresh bundle of money. There are so many businesses left to hit in the city. Restaurants, department stores, gas stations, or anywhere else I feel might give me a rush.

There’s a car wash I’ve been passing on my drives over to Randy’s. They seem to do a decent business, and I bet they have a bunch of dollar bills stored away in that safe of theirs. I think about how easy it would be to slip into that tiny office. How easy it might be to bribe one of the workers.

My phone rings, shaking me from my thoughts. Randy is calling. It’s a much-needed distraction and a reminder of what I could lose if I let the evil part of my brain win. I can’t rob that car wash. It’s not worth the risk, but the risk is what excites me.

“Randy, I was just thinking about you.”

“You know what I just realized?” he asks.

“What?”

“I have two numbers for you.”

“Oh, that. Yeah, having two numbers helps me hide my identity. Wouldn’t you do the same?”

“I guess I would,” Randy says. “You’ve mentioned becoming Delma full time, though.”

“I’m glad you brought that up because I’ve been thinking about flying out to Los Angeles to get a boob job,” I say.

I leave out the part of my thinking that says I should go west and never return to Springdale. Randy is amazing, but isn’t it only a matter of time until he finds out the truth? Won’t I be safer if I start over somewhere else?

“Really? It’s your decision, but I’d support you one hundred percent.”

“Thank you, Randy. What are you doing?”

“I’m leaving the station. Do you want to grab dinner?”

“I would love to,” I say.

“Tell me where to meet you, and I’ll be there.”

“Okay, there’s this new Italian restaurant I’ve been wanting to try.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Randy says.


CHAPTER 10

The more I fall in love, the crazier I become. It’s been a week since Randy and I went to the new Italian restaurant and made love for over an hour when we got home. Randy slipped my feminine cock into his mouth. He licked my smooth balls. He even let me slip my cock into him, and I got much further before he was begging me to stop, but I was happy to switch positions and let him fuck me with that thick dick.

I have everything I’ve ever wanted, yet I can’t shake this desire to steal. The car wash is calling my name, and no matter how much I try to quiet the voices in my head, they can’t be stopped.

I’m at the farm, picking out clothes for Sarka. It’s time she come to life. I’ve already bribed a worker at the car wash to run across the street for five minutes. I didn’t provide much information, and he didn’t ask questions. He took the hundred dollars and acted like we’d never talked.

There were no messages.

No trail.

If I’m one thing, it’s a master of hiding in plain sight. I’m in love with the man who is after me. I stare at him with my legs in the air and his dick deep in me, yet I’m somehow able to separate my love for Randy and my love for stealing.

Or am I only in love with him because of the rush it gives me when I steal? I’m already tingly all over, thinking about how crazy it’ll make Randy when Sarka strikes again.

We have plans in the evening, but he might be busy figuring out this case. He might be busy trying to catch me, even though I won’t leave behind a single clue.

I never do.

There’s a red dress with white polka dots in my hand. I’m going to pair it with a blonde wig and heavy makeup. I want to look like an innocent woman. A person nobody would ever suspect. I take my time changing.

I pull a pair of white tights up my legs. I have on white panties and one of my white b-cup bras. It never fails to catch the attention of a few men when I go out in public. I pull on the red dress after my bra and tights are in place.

I do my face, using a foundation a touch lighter than my complexion. I use a red gloss on my lips and black eyeliner. I add blush to my cheeks and a touch of dark shadow on my eyelids. I don the wig once I finish with my makeup.

It’s a blonde wig with straight hair. I pull strands from each side to the back and tie a tiny rubber band around those. It’s a classic look. I can’t believe how different I appear when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

My look is nearly complete, but I can’t forget the jewelry. I put diamond studs into my ears. I skip the necklace, even though it’s calling my name. I slip on a pair of white flats. I almost never wear heels on a job in case I need to run, but I did wear heels when I stole from the orchestra. That was a special occasion.

I almost wish I had it in me to save this adorable look for Randy’s benefit, but I can already imagine myself emptying the contents of the car wash’s safe into my purse, and it feels amazing. I stand from the vanity at my farmhouse and go out to the barn where I keep my extra cars.

I usually use a sports car for Sarka’s adventures, but I’m going to take out the classic car. They’re all registered under people who aren’t me. People who sold their names for a couple hundred dollars. If only they knew what I really did.

I run my fingers along the hood of the car. It’s a light blue and endlessly adorable. I almost feel like a woman from a different time as I stand next to the classic car with my polka dot dress and flats with a buckle strap.

It’s a risk taking out this car instead of the one with all the horsepower, but I’m tired of playing things so safe. I’m tired of being the good girl, and I’ve only been doing it a few weeks.

I love Randy but fear I’ll never change.

How can I?

Living life on the edge is too delicious. I have yet to leave a trace, and I won’t today. Maybe Randy and I can build a life together while I keep living a secret one on the side. I would be far from the first person to maintain a double life.

I check the time. I only have forty-five minutes until the guy I paid is supposed to leave his post to give me the opportunity to rob the safe. The guy will probably lose his job. It’s the first time I’ve ever felt guilt about the fact that I’ve probably caused people to lose their livelihoods.

I picture Randy’s face, how upset he would look if he found out the truth, and it stops me cold. I stare at the steering wheel, imagining myself riding to the car wash with sunglasses covering my eyes.

I go between guilt and anticipation, hating that I’m split in two, like a pizza with one topping on each side.

My mind is chaos. I wish I could ignore the voices in my head telling me to steal. Telling me that I need to do something dangerous to feel alive. That I need to steal to make my life meaningful. To give myself purpose.

The evil voice wins out in the end.

No matter how much I try, I can’t resist the urge to be bad, and I’m afraid I never will.


CHAPTER 11

Randy Gray was in the parking lot of a car wash not far from his house. He’d gotten a call that a mysterious woman approached a worker at the gas station to pay him to leave his post. He took the cash but was smart enough to call the police and the owner of the car wash.

“Was this the woman?” Randy asked the car wash worker as he held out a photo of Sarka. It wasn’t a great photo, but it was the best they had. They had yet to get a clear shot of Sarka. She was a master at hiding her face from the camera.

The worker squinted as he stared at the photo. He was in his early twenties with buzzed hair and tan skin, like he spent most of his time outside.

“I don’t know. That might be her. She had brown hair, and it was curly. Looks black and straight there.”

“Yeah,” Randy said. “Our suspect always wears wigs. Either way, it doesn’t matter. I want you to leave your post when the woman asked. I’ll be here watching the entire time. If anything happens, let my team handle it. Okay?”

The owner of the car wash was standing next to the worker Sarka had paid to leave his post. “I trust you, officer. Do what you need,” the owner said.

“Thank you, sir.”

“No problem. I’ll be at the diner across the street until the dust settles. Good luck,” the owner said and placed a gentle hand on the employee’s shoulder.

They dispersed as Randy made his way back to his car. There was still a chance that Sarka wasn’t the woman who’d given the worker money, but Randy was ninety-nine percent sure he was about to catch Sarka in the act.

All his work. All the suffering. It came down to what was about to happen over the course of the next hour, but Randy was ready for the challenge. Sarka was his most elusive, cunning criminal to date, but even she would end up behind bars.

Randy had all his pieces in play, backup officers parked down the road, and a drone circling the skies. Randy wasn’t about to let Sarka get away, no matter what.


CHAPTER 12

I’m driving into town, a white scarf tied around my neck and stylish sunglasses over my eyes. The radio is set to oldies to match the mood of the car. I laugh and toss my head back, feeling on top of the world. One of my favorite classics is playing, so I sing along at the top of my lungs, not giving two fucks about the other cars on the road.

It’s still early in the afternoon. The day is bright. There isn’t a cloud in the sky. Summer won’t last forever, but the warm weather persists for now. People are still washing their cars.

I bet the safe is stuffed with cash.

My fingers tap against the steering wheel with the beat of the song. I’m only a stoplight away from the car wash, and my blood is starting to rush. I’m getting that lightheaded feeling I always get before robbing a store of all its cash.

The light turns green, and I take my time putting my foot on the gas. The car lurches forward. I frown when I look at my hands, wishing I had on gloves. They would really complete the outfit. I nearly turn around to get them, but the worker I paid will only be out of his post for ten or fifteen minutes.

The car wash isn’t overly busy when I arrive. About half the stations have people washing their cars, and there are a few in line for the automatic wash. I pull into a spot, checking out the scene. Everything seems normal enough, but there are always doubts in my mind.

What if this is the last time? What if they catch me? I’m a master at not leaving behind evidence, but even the best criminals get caught. We thieves are demented souls who can’t find pleasure in the regularity of life. Punching in at work. Paying for goods with paychecks we get from slaving away at whatever bullshit occupation employs us.

I judge people who come to the grocery store, spending everything they’ve earned to put food on the table while the owner of the grocery store does laps in his heated pool. If it weren’t for my inheritance, I would be poor, spending all my money at the very place where I work.

I would be mediocre.

Wasted.

Stealing shows me that I have more to live for than a paycheck. I have skills beyond tilling soil and balancing budgets. I have an entire police force looking for me, yet they can’t catch me.

Knowing that keeps me going and gives me purpose. My stealth makes me feel like I’ve accomplished something greater than myself, like I’m leaving behind a legacy that will live longer than I ever could. People in Springdale will whisper my name, Sarka, for generations to come.

This notoriety and the quest for infamy is what connects us criminals, more than the money and objects we gain. Earnings are part of the package, but the need to steal is psychological. It has been in me for as long as I can remember. An itch I can’t go without scratching.

I take a breath and open the car door. I turn and place my foot on the pavement. A few people look in my direction when I stand by the car. They seem more curious than suspicious, like they’re thinking ‘who is that woman in the classic car looking like a housewife from the fifties?’.

I close the door and hike my purse up to my shoulder. It’s one I picked up at a vintage shop. Cream leather to match my white flats with a buckle strap. The purse is on the bigger side with enough space to fit all the dollar bills from the safe.

I do my best to look flustered as I cross the parking lot and search through my purse. I pull out a twenty as I approach the small booth where the employees work. It’s empty as I asked, but I act frustrated that there is nobody there to break my bill, stomping my foot against the ground.

I glance over my shoulder as I place my hand on the doorknob to make sure nobody is watching, but I see an unmistakable pair of eyes in the distance. I keep moving my eyes to stay undetected, but I’m confident I recognize the man watching me.

It’s Randy.

My heart sinks as I release the doorknob and turn away from the office with the unguarded safe. Every part of me is screaming to open the door and step inside. To steal from the car wash like I’ve been craving for weeks, but I can’t.

Randy is watching me.

I can’t even let him look at me, or he might realize who I am. I’m wearing a wig he’s never seen and makeup the disguises my face, but we’ve made love too many times for him not to recognize me up close, and I’m not sure he’ll save me.

It’s against his nature.

He gets out of the car when I walk away from the door. I keep my head low and try to walk more quickly to my car without looking suspicious. Randy crosses the parking lot, getting closer with each step.

He’s going to intercept me if I don’t hurry. My heart is racing as I hold my purse against my chest and try to remain calm. I’m more afraid of losing that place I have in Randy’s heart than I am of going to jail.

The past few weeks with him flash through my mind, and the memories I’ve made with him are honestly some of the most wonderful I have. Randy loves me for me. He doesn’t care that I, Delma, have a penis. He doesn’t care that I use padded bras. He’s a man who would support me through every step of my transition, yet here I am throwing it all away.

“Excuse me, miss!” Randy calls.

I act like he’s talking to someone else and keep walking.

“Excuse me! Sorry to bother you, but I wanted to ask about your car.”

Everyone loves the car, and I’ve had plenty of strangers approach me to talk about it. Give me compliments on its condition. I keep my head bowed.

“You, with the polka dots!” Randy says.

“Sorry, I don’t have time.”

“Please, can’t you answer a few questions about the car?”

“No, I’m sorry. I have to go,” I say, doing my best to sound as different from Delma as I can. “I have a list of errands to run, and there’s nobody to give me change for a wash.”

“I can give you change,” Randy says and pulls out his wallet.

He’s making this extremely difficult. I can’t look him in the eye, but he’s only a few feet from me now, and it’s becoming impossible not to look at him. I’m acting suspicious. If I hadn’t slept with him, I would play dumb. I would have an out.

Why did I have to get cocky and go after the man hunting me? Why did we have to fall in love? I curse myself for making my life so complicated.

“Please, miss. I don’t mean any harm.”

“You’re being rather annoying. Please let me be.”

Randy takes a step back. “Fine,” he says in a suspicious voice. “Take care.”

My heart races as I slide into the car. He goes to stand in front of it, staring me down as I keep my head ducked and turn the engine. I throw the car into reverse and pull out of the parking space, and then I make the mistake of lifting my eyes.

Randy sees me.

All of me.

The shock on his face is unmistakable. He looks shattered. Betrayed. He looks even more disappointed than I imagined and seeing him like that breaks my heart.

It paralyzes me.

The car stops moving as we stare at each other. I want to get out of the car to confess. To beg his forgiveness. To tell him that I’ll never steal again and that we can find a way to work things out, but if there’s anything I’ve learned since becoming a criminal, it’s that silence is golden.

I will never admit to my crimes.

I will run before I go to jail.

I will forever be lonely.

Randy is shaking his head at me when I finally get the sense to put the car into drive and pull out of the parking lot. I glance at him through the rearview mirror before turning onto the main road, and I wonder if it’s the last time I’ll ever see him.

Staying in Springdale will be too painful. I need to get out of town. I need a fresh start. It’s time I stop fearing the unknowns and become Delma completely. It’s time I do something of value with my life instead of driving the man I love crazy.


CHAPTER 13

I drop the car off at the farm, shutting the barn door. The robbery wasn’t a success but seeing that look on Randy’s face shook me to the core.

I can’t steal again.

I won’t.

There’s no way Randy will ever let me back into his life now that he knows the truth, but I’ll be better. I have to be.

There’s so much evidence at the farmhouse. I decide to burn it. Every wig and outfit I’ve ever used to commit a crime as Sarka. The clothing used to feel like trophies, artifacts from the times I’d gotten away with a crime.

There are also vacuum-sealed bags of money buried around the farm, but I don’t have time to retrieve those. I bought a ticket to Los Angeles. I’m going to start over in the city where everyone gets a little plastic surgery. The city where I’ll be able to blend in with the crowd. I have enough money to rent an apartment, shop, and enjoy life.

Maybe I’ll meet another man who makes me as happy as Randy, but I doubt it. Deep down I know I’ve lost him and everything good we were building. I’ll have to start over, but maybe I can see counselors. Stop stealing. Live a healthier life. I can become the person I’ve always envisioned.

I take all the wigs and clothing outside to the fire pit behind the house. I toss them into the grass by the pit and go to where I keep everything to make a fire. I grab lighter fluid and some starter logs. Everything I’ve been using to live a double life will burn.

I start the fire before tossing the clothes atop the roaring flames. Tears run down my cheeks as I watch all my valued possessions burn, but most of my tears are over the loss of Randy. I’ll never feel him holding me. I’ll never feel him kissing me. Fucking me.

Loving me.

I ball my hands into fists and scream at the skies. I pull the blonde wig from my head as I fall to my knees in front of the fire. I hold the wig in my lap, running the hair through my fingers, hating that I have to throw it into the fire with the others, but it’s the only way to put the past in the past and keep it there.

“Why are you burning all that?”

I jump at Randy’s voice as he walks up behind me. My face must look crazy from all the crying I’ve been doing, so I hide it.

“How did you find me?” I ask in Delma’s voice, my truest voice. The one I hope to use forever once I leave for LA.

“I followed you.”

“I’m leaving town.”

“Why?” he asks.

“There’s nothing left for me here,” I say.

I’m careful not to incriminate myself. There’s no telling if Randy is wearing a microphone. I wouldn’t put it past him to put his duty over his love for me, and I wouldn’t even blame him for taking the high road.

Randy is an honorable man. Someone I’ll miss for years to come.

“Not even me?”

I shrug and toss the blonde wig into the fire. I fix my eyes on it as it quickly turns to ash. I stand and unbutton the dress, but Randy steps forward and places his hand on my arm to stop me.

“What are you doing?” he asks.

“I’m burning my past. These clothes represent a version of me I want to leave behind before I start a new life.”

“Were you going to leave town without saying goodbye?”

“After today, yes.”

Randy holds my arm. His grip is tight, almost painful. His eyes are heavy when I look at them. He’s conflicted, but I can’t ask him to understand. I can’t expect him to forgive me. I can only ask that he let me go. We both know he doesn’t have the evidence to take me down in court.

“Why?” he asks.

I look into Randy’s soulful blue eyes and shrug. There’s no way I’ll admit to being Sarka, even though we both know the truth. I step forward and place my hand on the side of his face before moving it to his hair. I let my body fall against his, soaking up his warm embrace.

“I’ll miss you, Randy.”

“We can work this out, Delma. I love you.”

His words further break my heart, which has already been shattered into tiny pieces. He releases me and paces back and forth. I love this man, but we’re too damaged to continue. I’ve made mistakes I can’t come back from, and there’s a chance I might make them again.

I can’t be with Randy knowing that.

“Randy, please. Don’t make this harder than it has to be.”

“You’re the one who made this difficult, Delma! I never in a million years would have suspected you were… her, but I should have known. I should have known you were only playing games with me, but I don’t care about that! You’re burning these clothes. Clearly you want to change. Let me help you, and we can—”

I press my finger against Randy’s lips and slowly shake my head. “We can’t, Randy. I love you too much to risk breaking your heart more than I already have. Let go of me. It’s what’s best for us both.”

Randy grips my shoulders as the clothes and wigs I’ve used to steal so much as Sarka burn. There are tears in Randy’s eyes just as mine dry. My decision is final. I’m leaving for Los Angeles in the morning, and I’m starting over. I’m going to live a better life, and it’s Randy’s love that has given me the strength.

“You’ve already done so much for me, Randy. You’ll always be an example of what’s good in this world. I’ll think about you as I try to find a better path, but I can’t stay here to do it.”

Randy shakes his head and wipes tears from his eyes. I hate that I’ve done this to him, and I hate him for giving me a second chance. This man is everything I’ve wanted in life. More than any rush stealing gives.

“Don’t leave, Delma. I can look past what you’ve done. You’re not a killer. I need you here.”

I say nothing as I stare into Randy’s eyes, crystalizing the image of his face in my mind, and then I smile softly.

“I wish I could stay, but we both know I can’t.”

“You’re breaking my heart.”

“Don’t wait on me.”

I kiss Randy one last time. It’s a lingering kiss. A passionate one, yet sad at the same time. We love each other, but we stand on opposite sides of the fence, and I can’t be certain I won’t stray. I can’t be certain I won’t stumble and find myself behind bars.

Randy could always have a change of heart if I do wrong.

“Delma,” he says.

“Bye, Randy.”

I walk away from the fire and get into my car, driving away from the farm and any trace of my life as Sarka. Randy can get a warrant if he wants, but they won’t find anything.

I’m a free woman, and I plan on staying that way.


CHAPTER 14

One Year Later

I lounge by the rooftop pool at the building where I live. My lease is expiring tomorrow, and I’m ready to return home. I miss the farm and cold weather and the city that has always been home, but this past year in Los Angeles has been wonderful.

I’ve made tons of friends who are transitioning and have eaten at some of the world’s best restaurants. I’ve enjoyed days at the beach and have gone on tours of Hollywood studios. Every day in Los Angeles has been an adventure, but my heart still aches for Randy.

He messaged a lot when I first moved out west, but I haven’t seen his name pop up on my phone recently. It’s been a few months at least. I don’t blame him for being distant, but I hope he’ll see me.

I’ve been going to therapy. My therapist thinks I used to steal to feel control over something in my life since I was living as a man when I was really a woman. I haven’t stolen in over a year, and I finally feel confident I’ll never do it again.

I’m Delma.

I’m as sexy and as womanly as I’d been hoping to feel over the years but never could. My breasts are mine. I still have a penis between my legs, but it doesn’t take away from my femininity. It doesn’t stop people from seeing me as a woman when I pass them on the sidewalk or stand behind them in line at the store.

My dreams have come true, but my heart has yet to heal. I thought for sure I would be over Randy after a year, but his face is the one I see when I close my eyes. He's the man I think about when I wake up in the morning.

I don’t know if I’ll stay in Springdale or if I’ll sell my farm and house and return to Los Angeles or maybe even move to Miami. I spent a weekend there doing nothing but dancing a few months after my boob job, so it’s a city I will certainly consider if Randy wants nothing to do with me.

Randy has every reason to hate me, and there’s a good chance he’s already moved on, but I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I didn’t try. Randy’s the love of my life, and I finally trust myself to love him without screwing it up.


CHAPTER 15

Randy Gray was walking out of the diner when he saw a person across the street who stopped him in his tracks. He stood and stared, sure his mind was playing tricks on him until she waved.

Delma?

Randy’s heart raced faster than it already was, and he’d just had four cups of coffee with breakfast. Luckily he was chewing a piece of gum because all he wanted to do was press his lips against hers.

His woman.

It was wrong what Delma had done as Sarka, but Randy was confident she had her reasons. Nobody was perfect. They could find a way to right her wrongs together. Randy had thought as much since the day Delma packed her bags and left for Los Angeles.

Randy took a breath and told himself to tamp down the excitement. Maybe Delma had only come to say goodbye for a second time. Maybe she was in town collecting her belongings to continue her life without him.

Delma waited by her car as Randy crossed the street. She smiled brightly, looking fresher than ever. She was wearing a cream dress that beat against her knees from the breeze.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” Randy replied in a breath, still unable to believe his eyes. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to see you. I remember you like to eat here for breakfast, and I was hoping I would catch you.”

“You caught me,” Randy said with a laugh. “Are you here to stay, or are you just passing through?”

“Guess that depends on what the man I love says.”

A wave of jealousy hit Randy until he realized that he was the man Delma loved, and damn if he didn’t love her. He still had pictures of them together that he would stare at when he felt lonely.

“Have you… stopped?” he asked, terrified to hear the answer.

“Haven’t lifted anything with a five-finger discount since before I left. Those days are behind me. I had to be sure before I came back, but I would understand if you’ve moved on. I never expected you to wait.”

Randy felt lighter, but there was so much that could happen in a year. Randy had buried himself with work and movies and mystery novels, but Delma could have been with countless men.

“What about you? Have you… moved on?”

Delma smiled and shook her head. “There were a few dates, but none of those men were you. I need to know what’s going to happen with us before I can ever think about moving on with someone else.”

Randy stepped forward and squeezed Delma’s side before planting a firm kiss on her lips. Everyone had darkness in their past, but Randy felt confident he and Delma could create a brighter future as their kiss lingered. All the visions he’d had of them growing old together and bettering the community together came rushing back, and his kiss grew more intense.

Delma matched Randy’s intensity, and they were quickly getting carried away in a parking lot on Main Street. Delma broke the kiss as her cock grew stiffer. She didn’t want it making a tent in her dress.

“Looks like you’ve caught me,” Delma said in a breath.

“Probably not in the way you expected,” Randy said.

Delma shook her head. “No, but it’s much better this way.”

“I agree. Thank you for coming back to me.”

“There’s nowhere else I would rather be,” Delma said and gave Randy a long hug before he had to take off to finish his shift.


CHAPTER 16

I spend the day at the farmhouse and at my place in the city. There are still the faintest remnants of ash from when I burned all of Sarka’s things, but seeing those reminded me of how far she is from my present life. I’m no longer that woman, and I’ll never be her again. Now that I’m fully Delma, it’s like peace has washed over me.

It will take a lot to make up for my terrible deeds, but I will do better one day at a time. I will cherish every moment I have outside of jail because not everyone gets the chance. Most people would be locked up for doing what I’ve done, but I’ve left no evidence, and I’ll never make a full confession.

I stand in front of the mirror, wearing a black skirt and a pink blouse. I have it unbuttoned down to my bra to show off my girls. My loves. The roundness of my chest that makes me feel more complete than robbing safes ever could. I have on a light layer of makeup, and my hair is all natural.

I’ve spent the past year growing it out, and it finally hangs down to my shoulders, but I curled it after my shower, so it’s hanging down to my jawline. I turn away from the mirror and grab my purse before driving across town to Randy’s.

He grabs my hand when he opens the door and leads me to his patio in the back. I gasp when I see the romantic dinner that he’s prepared for us. He might have bought everything on his way home from work, but he’s taken the time to put the food on platters and light a candle at the center of the table.

“You did this?” I ask.

“I’m so happy to have you home, Delma. I thought we should celebrate. Make yourself comfortable, and I’ll grab the wine from the fridge.”

I sit at the table and suck in a sharp breath of fresh air. Randy has a large plot of land where his neighbors can’t see us. I stare at the patio’s banister where we first made love, and all I want is to do it all over again. Randy returns with the bottle of white wine and pours me a glass. We serve ourselves and chat about how the weather has been in town.

“It’s so great having you home,” he says.

“You don’t know how much I’ve missed it here.”

“So, how are you feeling? You had surgery and everything?”

“Yeah, just these,” I say and squeeze my breasts between my arms. “Also some stuff with my face, and I’ve been taking hormones.”

“You seem happy,” he says.

“I am. What about you? How have you been?”

“Keeping myself busy with work. Sarka has pretty much become a cold case since there’s next to no evidence, and she hasn’t caused any harm in the past year.”

“I’m glad she’s been behaving herself,” I say with a smirk. There’s a long pause, and I know what he’s thinking. “Are you sure you can forgive my past?”

“I already have, but we won’t be together if Sarka strikes again,” he says without hesitation.

I don’t love the ultimatum, but I would say the same if I were in his shoes, and the pain of not having Randy is greater than any gains I get from stealing. It’s time I lead a different life and use my talents for good. Teach self defense. Tell people how to protect their homes and businesses from thieves. I couldn’t imagine myself wanting to help others a year ago, but it’s my calling now.

“I respect that.”

“To a better future,” Randy says and lifts his glass.

I mimic his words and clink my glass with his. We take a sip as we stare at each other, but it’s been so long since a man has properly touched me, and I’m dying to feel Randy.

“What if we recreate the past?” I ask after setting my glass on the table, staring at the banister behind Randy.

Randy glances over his shoulder and smirks when he meets my gaze. “I wouldn’t be opposed. What about the food?”

“That’s why there are ovens and microwaves,” I say and walk over to Randy.

I kiss him fiercely before dropping to my knees. I stare up at Randy as I unhook his jeans and pull them to his feet. We don’t bother keeping on any lingerie or clothes this time as our bodies collide. I suck his dick. He licks my nipples. Then Randy fucks me until I’m cumming all over his floorboards just like I did a year ago, and I’ve never felt more at home.

We curl up on the patio after our lovemaking, sticky and naked, without a care in the world. I doubt anyone could see us unless they really tried, and Randy must think the same because we sit there with our backs against the banister and feed each other the cold food from the table. We sip our wine and kiss between bites.

“I’m so happy you’re home,” Randy says and places his hand on my thigh.

“I’m here to stay,” I say and squeeze my man.

“Good.”

Randy lifts his arm and puts it over my shoulder. I rest my head on his firm chest. We sit on the patio a bit longer and enjoy the breeze on our exposed skin, content to let the time pass without worrying now that we’re back together.


ARABIAN NIGHTS

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

I was lost and afraid, alone in a foreign country.

Someone had just stolen my bookbag, which had my passport, my phone, and my wallet. I was down to my last bit of money as it was, and now this happened.

Panic gripped me.

A panic so intense I could hardly feel a thing. All I’d wanted was to go out to enjoy a nice dinner alone, but I honestly couldn’t go anywhere without attracting attention.

I was too white.

My hair was too blonde.

I basically had a target on my back, considering my Arabic wasn’t anywhere near perfect, even though I’d been studying the language for years. There was a big difference between what I saw in the textbooks and what they spoke out here on the streets.

More than anything, I just wanted to be back in suburban Detroit, where I could speak Arabic with the comfortable backdrop of home. Traveling to the Middle East for a semester had always been my dream, but sometimes dreams were better off never realized.

Once I could catch my breath, I looked around, realizing there were other eyes on me, probably judging what else they could rob that the three thugs hadn’t taken. I thought it was a good idea to travel to ‘the other side of town’, where the poor lived, but that had clearly been a mistake.

I needed to get the hell out of there.

It probably would have been different if I didn’t look like a complete alien, clearly from somewhere other than their neighborhood, and it would have been better if I didn’t have on my expensive backpack and fancy phone, but I was clueless, thinking there was no evil in the place that had treated me like royalty over the past few months, but I’d never really left the bubble of sophistication surrounding the university where I studied.

I dug my hands into my pockets and kept my head low as I walked toward the bus line that had brought me to this part of town. I was still shaking, realizing I couldn’t pay for the bus without my wallet. The only thing of value I had left were the sneakers on my feet.

I thought of how I might sell them, but selling them would leave me barefoot, and I really didn’t want to be walking around the streets of this city without shoes. There were all kinds of venomous creatures lurking in the shadows. They rarely bit humans, but still, I didn’t want to give some snake or scorpion easier access to my skin.

Since I couldn’t take the bus, I walked.

The university was miles away from where I was, but at least it wasn’t midday. It was already early in the evening, so I wouldn’t die from the heat, but it would take me hours to walk back to the apartment where I was staying, and I didn’t want to be out at night. Not after how those thugs had attacked me.

It was supposed to be a quick trip to a ‘real’ neighborhood to grab a cheap dinner and observe how the people lived. I never expected to get jumped. Maybe if I hadn’t pulled out my phone to check the map. Maybe if I had drawn a paper one before. I didn’t know, but I was shaken and afraid, glancing every which way, waiting for the next crook to get me.

I screamed a little when a car came to a screeching halt next to me.

There wasn’t a stoplight for another hundred meters, and the businesses were all closed. Few of the cars were stopping unless at a light, so this car with tinted windows and loud music scared the living hell out of me, despite it being a busy street.

“Be calm,” a man said in a smooth Arabic accent. One only an educated man would use. “Are you lost?”

“No,” I replied in Arabic. “I’m walking home.”

“You’re too white to walk.”

I scoffed, but the man’s gaze was unrelenting, and his car reeked of luxury. I doubted he wanted to rob me. He closed the door and walked around to the other side, stepping onto the sidewalk, giving me a good whiff of his cologne, which made my knees wobble a bit.

Making love to a sexy Arab man like this stranger was another one of my dreams, but it was one I was too afraid to realize. No way was I about to open one of those gay dating apps. Not in this country. Not with their laws.

“Don’t take offense to my words. Would you like a ride?” the man asked and gestured at his car. “This isn’t the safest part of the city.”

No kidding.

I hadn’t said anything about the thugs robbing me, and as much as I wanted to say no to this man’s offer to save my pride, I couldn’t. Staying out on these streets wasn’t an option.

I needed help.

“Yes, please.”

“That’s better,” the man said with a curious smile I couldn’t quite read. I hoped and prayed the attraction I felt wasn’t clear on my face, but damn, this man was gorgeous. “I’m Akbar.”

Akbar held out his hand for a shake.

“I’m Henry.”

“Where are you staying? At the university?” Akbar asked, mentioning the name of the university where I’d been doing my study abroad.

I nodded.

“Very well. Let’s get you home.”

“Thank you,” I said and felt a million times lighter as I slid into the passenger’s seat, Akbar closing the door behind me.


CHAPTER 2

Akbar was silent the first few minutes of the drive, but I could tell he was observing me, watching me through the corner of his eyes. I only wished I could tell what he was thinking because part of me was terrified he was about to drive me straight to the morality police to tell them he’d found a gay guy.

I just wanted to go home, back to America, so badly that I started crying while we were sitting at a stoplight.

I felt overwhelmed about the fact that I didn’t even have a passport to do it. No phone to call home or call the airline to tell them I would need a new ticket. At least my computer was back at the apartment, but I had no way to pay for anything without my wallet.

Akbar pulled over as I wailed.

“What’s wrong?”

“They stole my passport! My phone! Everything!”

“Shh,” Akbar said and placed his hand on my thigh.

The touch silenced me. When I looked up at Akbar, there was no doubting the attraction in his gaze. This man wanted me. This sexy man. Seriously, he was godlike. He had plump, pink lips. Olive skin. Dark hazel eyes that shimmered like the sand of the desert at night.

“That’s better. Don’t panic. It brings nothing but death.”

I swallowed. A severe tightness lingered in my chest, but I felt I had to obey this man. If there was anyone who could help me out of my situation, wasn’t it the man driving the single nicest car I’d ever seen? Even his facial hair was groomed in a way that looked like someone else had done it, and I’d never met a man who didn’t have to shave his own face.

“I don’t know what to do.”

“I love how you speak Arabic. It sounds so sexy coming off your lips.”

“Really?” I asked in a breath. Honestly, speaking to Akbar was a relief. His Arabic was easy to understand, like my professors at the university. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“Why would I be joking?”

“Isn’t what you’re saying… illegal?”

Akbar shrugged. “There’s a lot of gray in the black-and-white. There have been some unfortunate events over the years, yes, but there are ways around the rules.”

I had stopped crying and was feeling a touch more at ease, but there was still the fact that I had to replace my passport and get money to survive until I could get on a plane back home. I couldn’t wait to touch American soil again, but there was a lot I had to do before that could happen.

“Look, Henry, I was only going to offer you a ride home because you looked lost, and you’re super cute, but it sounds like you need help.”

“I do. I have no idea how I’m going to survive.”

“You’re going to be my American guest,” Akbar said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, wondering why he was smiling so strangely.

“I have a huge compound where you can stay until you leave. I’ll even pay you, but there’s a catch, beautiful.”

“You must be a woman.”

“What?” I asked in a breath. “A woman?”

“My family doesn’t care if I hire prostitutes, but they have to be women, so I have my boys dress up as girls, which is pretty hot. It’s been a minute since I’ve had anyone stay at the compound for my pleasure, but I’d love to have you there.”

Akbar’s grip tightened on my thigh. I didn’t know what to say. It was such a strange proposal! Becoming a woman? I never thought my trip would lead to this, but what other choices did I have? My parents would freak if they knew I’d been robbed in the Middle East. They were already against the trip as it was and would never let me live it down if they knew the direction things had taken.

“Henry? Do you have an answer? We can’t sit here forever.”

“I don’t have any money, though.”

“If you agree, I’ll provide you with everything you need to become a woman.”

“How will—?”

“Don’t worry about the details right now. If you agree to become my girl, I’ll get you a passport. You’ll have a fabulous place to stay. There will be people there to take care of your every need, and all you have to do is pretend to be my girl.”

I lifted my head and glanced out at the busy traffic around us, in a country that looked so different from my own, wondering what in the world I was doing. How I’d ended up here, and whether I could really go through with becoming a woman. Could I trust Akbar?

“How do I know you won’t fool me?”

“Trust me, I wouldn’t tell you about my true sexual desires if I didn’t really want this. I know we’ve only just met, but I’d love to get to know you more, but it has to be at my compound. People can’t see us out together like this.”

“I want to say yes, but becoming a girl? It’s a lot to ask.”

“If you don’t want to, you can always ask someone at the university for help getting back home. You have until we get there to decide,” Akbar said and started his car.


CHAPTER 3

Despite my better judgement, I agreed to Akbar’s offer.

A package with everything I would need to feminize myself arrived the next day, along with a form to fill out that Akbar would send off to get my passport. The man who’d brought the package waited until I was finished with the application to seal it in an envelope, and then he left.

My computer pinged with a message mere minutes later.

Akbar: Hey, there! Jerick will send off your passport application now. Have you opened the package he brought?

My heart raced as I read over the message, wondering if that Jerick guy had placed a camera somewhere in the room that I couldn’t see. I had yet to open the package, afraid of what I had to do. Akbar had sent a bunch of makeup tutorial videos and other videos about how to act and talk like a girl.

Akbar said that his plan could only work if I could fool the guards and staff into thinking I was a girl, and he told me that he wouldn’t even attempt bringing me to his compound unless I could be a convincing girl. It felt like such an impossible task when I really thought about it, and all those videos he had me watch only made my anxiety worse.

Me: Not yet.

Akbar: Hurry! I want you here by the weekend.

Me: That’s only a few days away.

My heart pounded when I really thought about everything that I had to do to turn myself into a girl. There was the shaving. I had to fix my voice. I had to learn how to walk in heels and tuck my dick between my legs.

Akbar: You can do it! I want you here!

We were messaging each other in English, but Akbar spoke to me exclusively in Arabic, and honestly, I longed to hear him say my name in that sexy voice of his while he mounted me from behind, but there was no way I could convince anyone that I was a girl in just a few days.

Me: Can’t I just pay you back when I get to America? I don’t want to get in trouble if anything goes wrong.

I stared at my computer screen for several minutes, waiting for a reply, but nothing came. I partially closed the lid to my computer and grabbed the package from where I’d left it. I didn’t know what had possessed me to stay in the Middle East a few weeks longer than everyone else from my study abroad group.

Had I left with them, I would have been home days before getting my possessions stolen. I would have been back in suburban Detroit, where I could practice my slightly enhanced Arabic without fear of being placed in a foreign jail. I could be eating at my favorite restaurants and bakeries.

The package Akbar had sent was wrapped with decorative paper. It was on the larger side, about the size of a mini fridge box, I’d guess. I took a deep breath before ripping off the first bit of paper. My heart raced as I kept going, removing the other parts until I was down to the plain cardboard box.

I ripped the tape off the top and took a moment before parting the lid, swallowing when I saw what was inside. A wig, makeup, women’s clothing, and heels from what I could tell. The box was stuffed with different things, and all the clothes were in vacuum-sealed bags.

I pulled everything out one at a time, examining the items more closely, trying to calculate how I would ever have enough time to learn it all. Being a woman was something people mastered over years, not days. My heart couldn’t handle the pressure. Maybe facing my bitchy parents would be better than going through with this.

Me: Tell me how much I owe you, Akbar. I’ll pay it. I’ll call my parents.

The phone in my room rang seconds after I sent the message on my computer. It was Akbar calling, so I answered as soon as I saw his name, addressing him in English instead of his native Arabic. Whatever fantasy I’d had in my mind the night before was gone. I couldn’t pretend like I had what it took to become a girl.

“Don’t call your parents!” Akbar hollered at me in Arabic, using a super dominant tone. “You can do it. Try! Don’t leave!”

“How long will my passport take?” I asked in a shaky voice, trying my best to speak Arabic, but I was beyond overwhelmed and just wanted to be home more than anything. If Akbar were just some hot gay Arab guy in Michigan, I would be all over him, but we were in a country where people like me had few rights.

“At least a couple weeks if not more, so why not make the most of it?”

“Your plan is too risky.”

“What is life without a few risks?”

“You’re a nice guy, Akbar, but I can’t.”

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll make sure you get your passport, but you’ll never get to feel my long, fat dick up your ass.”

Akbar hung up the phone before I could say another word, and his comments left me hot and horny. I was hard just from the mental image those words gave me. I reached into my pants to touch my hardened shaft, stroking it gently, wishing Akbar were there to plunge his rod into my hole.

I stopped touching myself before I lost control, pulling my hand out of my pants and rushing over to the sink. My manhood was throbbing in my pants as I washed my hands, but I had to ignore it. I had to find a way out of this country before I could even think of pleasuring myself.

It was a daunting task, but it had to be done.


CHAPTER 4

A couple days had passed since Akbar and I last spoke. I was at my apartment near the university, broke and running out of food in the cabinets.

I still hadn’t called my parents, though.

Not yet.

Akbar sent me a text with information about the package he’d sent to the American embassy, and everything looked in order. I could always send him money later without losing every ounce of my dignity by dressing as a girl. Not that there was anything wrong with guys becoming girls, but those guys usually felt it in their heart, and I would just be doing it to please some rich man.

Since Akbar sent off the package, I had gotten in touch with the airline. They were happy to let me change the ticket to a later date once I got my passport back from the embassy since I’d purchased a refundable fare. One of the credit card companies I used had also shipped out a replacement card, which would arrive in a few days, so I was pretty much taken care of without Akbar.

I planned on buying a phone with a local company, so I could stop using my computer for communications, yet no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get Akbar off my mind, even though I didn’t really need him at all. I could figure out my own way home and send him money for the passport once I got back to Michigan, but I couldn’t stop thinking about his offer.

The package with all the supplies to feminize myself was still sitting in the corner. I’d even watched some of the videos Akbar sent my way, mostly out of boredom, but I was also curious.

Could I pull off looking like a girl?

I closed my computer and went over to the box. I picked it up and placed it on my bed, taking out everything I’d already seen before, but I was looking at the items with fresh eyes, imagining touching my lingerie-clad body with the blonde wig donned on my head.

The vision made me a little hard.

I gasped, squeezing my legs together, wondering if I could really do it, if I could really go through with turning myself into a girl. I desperately wanted Akbar’s touch. I wanted to feel his lips against mine. Would it be so bad if mine were brushed with gloss?

I opened the vacuum-sealed bags for the first time, letting the dresses expand until they were big enough to wear. Akbar had sent several different choices. There was a white one with mid-length sleeves and a touch of loose lacy fabric around the neck that looked absolutely fabulous.

I set it to the side and picked up the makeup bag. I shuffled through it, not really knowing what any of the products did, but at least they were labeled. I set that to the side too and grabbed the blonde wig, placing it on my head without much of a second thought. I ran my fingers through it, pulling the hair over my shoulders.

It kind of felt fabulous having long hair.

I needed to get a look at myself, so I stood from the bed and walked on my tip toes over to the bathroom, stepping into the room slowly, almost afraid to get a look at myself, but damn! I looked a lot like a girl!

What?

How is it possible?

I asked myself the questions as I stared at my reflection, the long blonde hair framing my face. If it weren’t for my super flat chest and the bulge in my shorts, I would honestly look a lot like a girl, and the glimpse in the bathroom mirror had me curious to continue.

Akbar hadn’t messaged since he hung up the phone on me, but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking about him coming up to me from behind to plunge his dick into me. I was dying to see it. Dying to taste it. Feel it. I hadn’t been fucked in at least six months, and I’d been hungry for some Middle Eastern dick ever since I got on the plane in Detroit.

I flipped my hair in the mirror and turned on my heels, feeling fabulous as I walked out of the bathroom. I strutted across the small apartment and plopped back onto the bed by the box I’d left there, digging through it to find out what else I could use.

It had everything!

There was lingerie, gel inserts for fake breasts, skirts, stockings, jewelry, and anything else I could ever need to feel like a fabulous girl, and the more I thought about it, the more curious I became, so I ran over to my laptop to pull up the videos Akbar had sent.

I spent the next couple hours sifting through the videos and drinking coffee, trying to formulate a plan in my head, and the first part of that plan involved shaving.

There wasn’t a terrible amount of hair on my body, but I wanted to be completely hairless, or the guards at Akbar’s compound would never believe I was a real woman. They would question me and turn me in to the morality police if they found out the truth, and that simply wasn’t a risk I was willing to take, so I would take it slow to get every detail right.

I went to the shower and shaved every hair off my body, drying myself off with one of the plush towels in my furnished apartment. I lathered myself with lotion, following the instructions from the trans girl in the video, hoping I could be a fraction as womanly as her.

There was no telling this woman had ever been a man, but she openly talked about her past in every other sentence she spoke, mentioning how long it took to overcome this or that aspect of her former masculinity to get people to really believe she was just a girl like the rest of them.

I practice what the girl said, trying to make my voice lighter without using a tone that was too far out of my natural range. Luckily, my voice wasn’t very deep as it was, so my girly voice was sounding better and better as the hours passed, talking to myself as I struggled to do my makeup.

Every time I looked at myself in the mirror, though, I just wanted to give up. My lipstick would be crooked, or my shadow would be too intense, too saturated. I felt like a fool every time I washed my face to try again, but I was starting to get it by the time the afternoon had turned to evening.

I decided on a simple look with a light touch of pink eyeshadow, eyeliner, pink lip gloss, and foundation all over my face. I was still struggling with contouring and bronzer, so I did the simplest look I could manage, ready to put on a complete outfit.

I pulled on a pair of white panties after tucking my dick and balls with pieces of the medical tape Akbar had added to the box. I couldn’t believe how smooth the lines beneath my panties looked when I ran to check myself out in the bathroom mirror.

It was like I’d never had a dick at all!

I couldn’t help but get turned on a bit by my own reflection, wondering who this girl was that was looking back at me in the mirror because she was fucking sexy. She would get numbers at any club she went to, yet she was me.

I wasn’t attracted to women, but I’d always admired their beauty, and the power that it gave them. They could silence a room just by walking into it, much more so than men, and I thought I had the potential to be one of those girls.

One of the ones that turned heads and caused envy. I would be a girl many men wanted to touch but one only few could have, and Akbar was certainly someone who could have me. He had endless amounts of wealth to spoil me, and I had been fantasizing about what his compound might be like.

There were probably pools and servants and everything my little heart could ever desire, but I had a lot of work to do if I was going to become truly convincing as a woman.

A sense of urgency hit me like the tail of a storm.

I ran over and grabbed the white bra to match my panties. I pulled it on and then shoved the gel pads into place to give myself boobs, already feeling the transformation take shape. I went back to the white dress and pulled it over my head, careful not to stain it with makeup I’d already applied.

I put on the blonde wig after that and felt absolutely fabulous when I saw my reflection in the mirror. The dress was more classy than trashy, and I felt like a princess wearing it. The tulle around the neck really set it off.

To match the gold metallic accents in the dress, I slipped gold earrings into my ears and put two gold rings on my fingers. One was oversized and eccentric while the other was thin and simple. There were also some turquoise necklaces in the mix that I couldn’t help but place around my neck, feeling like royalty, and I hadn’t even left the apartment.

I still had to learn to walk in heels to do that.

I slipped on a pair of creme heels. They matched the dress I was wearing perfectly, and I couldn’t wait to see myself in the full-length mirror, but I had to know that I could walk well first, so I channeled the videos I’d been watching over the past few days as I slowly got to my feet.

My legs wobbled.

I took a deep breath to steady myself, and then I placed one foot in front of the other, moving slowly at first, feeling the heels on my feet and how they affected my legs and posture and how it all worked together, making me feel on top of the world when I finally got it.

All the videos I found online had helped tremendously in giving me the walk I needed to make everyone believe I was really a girl, and honestly, I was really feeling it after the fourth or fifth turn around the living room, like I could be a fierce bitch who worked in Manhattan or a wannabe actress in LA.

You got this.

I kept my spirits high as I went to look at the final product in the full-length mirror I had in the bedroom. It was conveniently stored on the backside of the closet door, there when I needed it but easily hidden when I didn’t.

I opened the door and blushed when I saw myself all dolled up. I didn’t even recognize myself! I was some blonde chick, some girl I would probably watch walk down the street, part of me kind of wishing I could be her for a day.

Now I could be!

I grabbed my lip gloss from the counter and dipped the stick into the tube several times before running the brush over my lips as I stared at myself in the mirror.


CHAPTER 5

“I’m so glad you changed your mind,” Akbar said to me in Arabic, looking so sexy in his traditional clothing.

I’d stalked him online, and there were pictures of him in suits all over the internet, and fuck, his bulge in those suits had me salivating. I was searching to find his bulge as we stood in my living room, but I was struggling since the fabric of his clothes was so loose.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“You and me both,” he said.

A little moan left my mouth when Akbar took me and pulled me up against his body, breathing lightly on my neck as he slowly moved his lips to my ear.

“I’ve touched myself countless times thinking about you.”

“Really?”

“Yes, and you’re even more beautiful than I envisioned.”

I’d been practicing every aspect of my femininity nonstop over the past couple days. My voice. My walk. My makeup.

I still had at least another week or two before I got my passport, and I was tired of being broke, living off scraps of nothing in the cabinets. Akbar had access to a world of excess. A world of delight. A world I wanted to inhabit until I went back to America.

“Really?” I asked in my light voice.

“Yes, my queen.”

“Now I’m your queen?”

“I love how you aren’t like all the other white American girls. You really speak my language and understand the history of my culture, and now you’re womanly enough to fool my guards at the house.”

“Do you think so?” I asked.

“Yes. We need to hurry, though. I have a meeting in the evening.”

“Are you sure it won’t be a problem for me to be there?”

“You just have to play the part the entire time. Do you understand?”

Akbar was holding my hands as he stood in front of me. I clutched his hands more tightly. He pulled me close, which comforted me, but I was still so worried about what could happen.

“Yes, I understand, but won’t you be there for me?”

“I’ll be there sometimes. You’ll be alone a lot too, though. Can you handle that?”

It was worrying. I was already without a passport and down to my last bits of food, but at least I was safe from persecution at the university. I could pull off the clothes and pretend I was playing a joke on a friend via videocall, but if I went to Akbar’s as his hired friend and got caught, there was no telling what they would do to me.

“I can try,” I said. “I’m nervous.”

“You have every right to be nervous, but I’ll do everything I can to protect you.”

“Thank you.”

“Come on, beautiful! You can do this! By the way, what should I call you? I can’t call you Henry, at least not in front of my guards.”

“I’ve thought of that, and I want you to call me Tabitha.”

“That’s a gorgeous name,” said Akbar. “My woman, Tabitha. Well, if you’re ready, so am I. What do you say?”

My heart was racing, but I didn’t want to stay here when I could get a taste of Akbar’s fabulous life, even if there was a risk. I felt beautiful, confident, and ready to fool anyone who expressed a hint of doubt about my femininity.


CHAPTER 6

Akbar had lunch with me the day that I arrived, but I hadn’t seen much of him since, which was three days ago now. The compound where he lived was enormous. There were a bunch of people there. Men, women, and even some children, but the families lived on the other side of the compound from us workers.

The women in the compound hated us.

I couldn’t blame them.

Most of the other employees acted like us workers didn’t exist, but we were free to do basically whatever we wanted. We had our own private apartments, our own pool, a few servers to cater to our every whim, and all the gadgets we could ever want, but I was just trying to keep things chill.

Julia and Mina were two of the other girls currently occupying the compound. There was also a girl named Karen, but I only met her in passing, and the other two told me she was a complete bitch.

“I’m only planning on staying a week or two. Until I get my passport,” I said.

“That’s what a lot of girls say, but the money’s too good,” said Mina. She’d been in the compound for two months. Her guy was talking about replacing her, but she’d bought a ticket home to get him to shut up; after adding a hundred grand to her bank account. She couldn’t stop talking about all the money she’d made since meeting her handsome sheik named Mohammed.

“You’re addicted to the money, aren’t you?” asked Julia.

Mina ignored Julia’s question, turning her attention to me. “What about you, Tabitha? How much did they promise to pay you?”

Neither of them seemed to notice that I was really a boy pretending to be a girl as they talked to me. That fact brought me more relief than fooling the guards, but I was also constantly worrying that they would find out at any second, like I would do or say the wrong thing, and then they would run to rat me out, so I had to be extra careful about how I carried myself.

“Akbar’s buying me a new passport, and he gave me a little money, but that’s about it.”

The other girls shook their heads. Mina leaned forward and lightly placed her hand on my exposed thigh.

“Girl, you’re messing up! These guys are loaded, and you’d take full advantage if you were smart. How much have you gotten from Khaled, Julia?”

“Tens of thousands, probably close to a hundred now, but I stopped counting. Unlike some people,” Julia said and gave Mina a knowing look.

“Hey, if they’re throwing money around like it grows on trees, I’m going to grab as much as I can. It’s already bad enough that I have to leave.”

“When are you leaving?” I asked Mina.

“In a week, so the pressure is really on to get some more money before I go.”

I laughed, loving how blatant Mina was about why she was really here, but she had the body of a goddess. She had the tiniest bit of meat on her hips, just enough that she looked slim and thick at the same time, like how a lot of girls on the internet wanted to look. Mina didn’t need filters, though. She probably spent too much time in the gym, but she never once talked about exercising, acting like she was ‘naturally’ that stunning, even though I’d seen her doing burpees by the pool at five in the morning.

“So, how are you going to get more money out of Akbar?”

“I don’t know,” I said in my practiced voice. “Do you girls have any suggestions?”

Julia told me to give him blowjobs every morning, charging him a couple grand each time he came down my throat. Mina told me to take it up the butt, which had gotten her twenty-five grand one night. Julia laughed loudly and said she would never take Khaled’s massive dick up her butt, even if it meant leaving the compound with less money than Mina.

“I honestly don’t care what Mohammed does to me as long as he keeps the money coming.”

“He’s probably sending you home because you’re an indecent little slut,” Julia said to Mina.

Mina laughed and shrugged. “You’re probably right, but he loves it. I know he’ll be coming to New York to get another taste of this,” Mina said as she ran her hand along the curves of her body. “And when he does, it’s going to cost him a pretty penny. Maybe a year of rent or something.”

Julia and Mina laughed hysterically, and I couldn’t help but join in with them, wondering if I had set my price too low. How much would Akbar pay for a boy turned girl like me? I didn’t know what I would say to Akbar, but I thought I should get some money, especially if he wanted to stick his dick up my butt!

“That’s a good idea, Mina! I doubt Khaled will visit me if I’m being honest, but I’ll get a bit more out of him before I go.”

“You’d better,” Mina said to Julia.

The girls and I chatted a bit longer. We truly didn’t have a care in the world. We had everything we needed on the compound, and we were getting insane amounts of money to be there. The few thousand Akbar promised seemed like a lot, but now I wanted to shoot for the stars, and I was excited to see how far Akbar would let me go.


CHAPTER 7

I was wearing a turquoise dress Akbar had sent. He was expecting me on the terrace by the pool for a private date, and I couldn’t wait to see him. The girls were a lot of fun, but I wanted to feel Akbar’s touch. His plump, pink lips. I wanted to find out what he would make me do to his dick.

I also wanted to get more money out of him, but I would have sex with the man for free. If it weren’t for the vast amount of wealth surrounding me, I wouldn’t ask him for anything, especially if I met him back in Michigan.

Along with the turquoise dress, I was wearing lots of silver jewelry. A necklace, bangles, and several different rings. Some of the rings had natural stones in them to match the tones of the dress. Akbar had even sent a fabulous pair of designer three-inch heels with peekaboo toes.

My fingernails and toenails were white. They looked fabulous with the dress and my long blonde hair, and I couldn’t wait for Akbar to see me. He’d already sent a message that he was waiting up by the pool. I was about ready to leave. I just needed to spray a little perfume on myself before I walked out the door.

The air had cooled off considerably when I finally got out of my room. My heart was racing a bit as I walked up the stairs to the pool, feeling like a girl with my stuffed bra and tucked dick and long hair blowing in the wind. The hem of my dress was slapping my shaved legs. It all felt so surreal as I climbed those last few steps to reach the terrace with the pool.

Akbar saw me right away.

“Tabitha,” he said and stood from where he was sitting. Akbar was wearing a tailored white suit that contrasted beautifully against his caramel skin. The button-up shirt beneath his suit jacket was navy and tight against his trim figure. I couldn’t help but feel a little turned on just by looking at him. “You look incredible.”

Akbar stood in front of me and took my hand to raise my arm into the air and twirl me in a circle. I laughed and fell against his firm body, placing my hand gently on his chest.

“Thank you.”

Akbar ran his hand along my body. Everywhere his fingertips touched tingled, and I just wanted him to rip off my dress and bend me over the nearest chair, but I had to act like a lady and maybe get a little more money out of him before I let him defile me completely.

“Come,” Akbar said to me in Arabic. “A lovely dinner awaits.”

I was the only working girl on the compound that could speak Arabic, which gave me a slight advantage, but it also let me overhear when the other people there were talking shit about us. It didn’t happen often, but nobody apart from the rich men who used our bodies much appreciated our presence, so I was relieved when I saw that our dinner was already on the table.

“No waiter?” I asked.

“Not tonight.”

“How did I get so lucky?”

“You’re with me,” he said with a light laugh. “So, how have you been enjoying life on the compound?”

“It’s… interesting. Are you sure people don’t mind us being here? I feel like some of the women want to kill us.”

“It’s so impressive how you can speak like a girl now.”

“Shh,” I hissed and looked around, making sure nobody had heard Akbar’s comment. “Nobody knows.”

“I know,” he said.

The look on his face stopped me cold. He was smirking, but I couldn’t tell if he was trying to be sexy or devious, and I really couldn’t handle him being bad. I still didn’t have my passport. I’d given up my room at the university to come here. All my eggs were in Akbar’s basket, and I couldn’t have him turning on me!

“What do you know?” I asked.

“How beautiful you are. I can’t wait to take you back to my room, but I need to make sure you’re fed first.”

Akbar lifted the metal dome lid that covered a dish of rice with meat and vegetables piled atop the fluffy grain. Akbar used a metal spoon to put some of the food onto my plate, and we couldn’t stop looking at each other. I knew that he wanted me as badly as I wanted him, which made me feel a bit safer, but I had a feeling I would be on edge until I had my passport and a ticket out of this country in hand!

“This all looks so delicious,” I said as Akbar drizzled a sauce over the food that he’d put on the plate in front of me.

“Eat,” he said.

I pushed my fork into the rice and picked up a dainty bite, holding Akbar’s eye contact. He moaned a little when I closed my painted lips around the fork and slowly pulled the metal prongs out of my mouth.

Akbar shook his head and went back to filling his plate, and I just smiled to myself, loving the power that I had over this man, and I knew now was the best time to tell Akbar what I’d been thinking.

“So, the girls and I were talking.”

“Yeah? About what?”

“They told me that they’re making a lot of money. Doing things like giving blowjobs or having sex, and I was wondering.”

“Yes, Tabitha. I’ll pay you. How about I give you twenty thousand for what I want to do tonight?”

I swallowed, unable to believe that Akbar would give me twenty grand to fool around for one night, but shit, I looked good! I was worth it, and the man certainly had the money judging by the car he drove.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Nothing you can’t handle,” Akbar said with a wink.

“Okay!” I said brightly. For twenty grand, I was willing to do a lot, and it didn’t hurt that Akbar was drop-dead sexy, like a ten out of ten, but that kind of money was lifechanging. It could pay for this entire study abroad experience and then some.

“I’m glad you’re so eager.”

“Sorry, I—”

“No, don’t apologize. I’m being serious. I didn’t think you would go through with everything when I first made the offer, but I’m so glad you did. You’re stunning, and I can’t wait to have you, even if it’ll cost me.”

The smile on Akbar’s face told me that he didn’t really care about the money. He would probably give me more than twenty grand, but I didn’t want to bleed him dry. The twenty grand would set me on the right path. I would be able to graduate from college with next to no debt and start my career right.

Akbar and I ate the rice, meat, and vegetables. He fed me a few bites. I picked up a piece of meat and guided it to his mouth, letting him suck on my finger for a second, and my dick twitched like wild when he did, even though it was taped down and unable to move.

“I hope you’re ready for dessert,” Akbar said when we’d mostly finished with our food.

“What is dessert?” I asked, hoping he would fish his cock out of those snug pants to let me taste it. I even moved my hand close to his crotch, but he stopped me, waving his finger in my face. “Not yet, my sweet. We haven’t even had the cake.”

Akbar stood, and I could tell that he was erect beneath his pants, which only made me want him more. I had to squeeze my legs together and breathe through my nose, too horny for my own good, and these tight little panties gave my dick no room to grow.

“Here we go,” Akbar said and sat down with the cake. He pushed his fork through it and guided the bite toward my mouth.

I parted my lips, accepting the fork, but fuck, I was desperate. My hole was twitching like crazy, and I just wanted Akbar to use my bussy or my mouth or something!

“Eat the cake.”

I breathed out through my nose and relaxed, knowing that Akbar would give me his dick soon. I moaned as I really tasted the cake, which was quite delicious, and I loved how Akbar was smiling at me when I opened my eyes.

“That’s better.”

Akbar fed me another bite. I moaned even more loudly for him the second time, and then he grabbed my hand and placed it on his crotch, and fuck, he was big.


CHAPTER 8

Akbar and I left the mess from dinner by the poolside. I giggled as he pulled me away from the terrace. We picked up speed, racing to his room at the workers’ house. All of the men had a room at the separate dwelling to have sex with their hired friends.

Akbar pushed me into his room and closed the door behind him, locking it. I stood in the middle of the room and waited as he approached me with that hunger in his eyes, turning me on to no end. My dick was still tucked, and all I could feel was how desperately it wanted to break free.

“I need you,” Akbar said and clasped the side of my face. He used his other hand to grab my fake breast, but the power behind his touch had me feeling weak and submissive, ready to take whatever Akbar had to give.

“I need you,” Akbar repeated as he kissed my neck.

“Take me!”

Akbar stepped away from me and unbuttoned his shirt. I was too preoccupied watching him to undo any of my clothes, but he didn’t seem bothered as he continued to strip, getting down to his underwear in less than a minute, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the outline of his dick and the V-shape that led to it.

The man had a flawless body with a light dusting of hair across the chest, but he was otherwise pretty hairless, and his abs. Oh, my. I reached out to touch them, which Akbar loved. He grabbed my hand and guided my fingers across his chiseled stomach.

“You like that?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Take off my underwear and suck my dick.”

I moaned and dropped to my knees in front of Akbar. I reached up to hook my fingers into the waistline of his boxer briefs, and then I slowly pulled them down, revealing his trimmed pubic hair and his thick, caramel dick. It was uncut and dripping precum at the tip, almost fully erect, but it still needed a lick or two to get all the way there.

I opened my mouth and took Akbar’s manhood into it. I wrapped my hand around his base as I moved my lips further down his shaft, trying to fit as much of him into my mouth as I could, and damn, he tasted so good. His dick was heavy and long and smelled of men’s soap.

My cock was throbbing beneath the tape that held it in place, and not being able to touch myself left me completely and utterly focused on pleasing Akbar, even though my member was begging for touch.

Akbar grabbed me by the back of my head after I’d been sucking his cock for a couple minutes, taking control with both of his hands. He held my head in place and started thrusting his hips, and all I could do was breathe through my nose and let him use my mouth as he pleased.

I choked and coughed, but Akbar kept going.

He was relentless.

I loved it.

Akbar pulled out after fucking my mouth hard for a minute and slapped my face with his heavy dick. He shoved it back into my mouth and stared at me with intense eyes as he fucked my mouth another minute, moaning and grunting with each thrust of his hips, and fuck, it turned me on so much watching him use my mouth like that.

I would do anything he wanted.

Akbar surprised me when he pulled me up to my feet and unzipped the dress in one move. He pulled it over my shoulders and all the way down to my feet, leaving me in the lingerie he’d sent. I stepped out of the dress.

“Leave on the heels and bra. They’re so fucking sexy on you.”

“Thanks,” I said as blush raced across my cheeks.

“These panties, though. They need to come off,” Akbar said and pushed his hand flat against my smooth crotch, moaning as he did. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistline of my panties before slowly pulling them down.

He moaned as he revealed my taped cock, and I couldn’t take my eyes off his, which was dangling between his legs, looking so long and thick, and I just wanted it inside of me. I wanted to suck it some more. Ride it. Watch it cover me in cum.

Too bad Akbar had other plans.

He was gentle as he removed the tape from my dick, piece by piece. He tossed the used tape to the side until my girly dick was completely revealed, and I got instantly hard, feeling like I had so much pent-up tension in my body.

My cock wasn’t overly large, about five inches and on the thinner side, so it honestly looked pretty fucking cute with my new feminized body. I watched as Akbar held my shaved dick in his tan hand, moving his plump pink lips closer and closer to it.

I gasped when he slipped my cock into his warm mouth.

He moaned as he slid his lips all the way to my hairless base, quickly moving them back to my tip. I put my hands into his thick, wavy hair and loosely held it as he bobbed his head, suffocating me with pleasure.

Akbar moved his mouth faster and faster until I was so close to cumming that I screamed and warned Akbar, but he kept going for another few seconds, pulling off the second before I came.

“What the—!”

Akbar grabbed my dick, stroking it once, and I couldn’t hold my load. I wished I could, but I screamed and stared down at my feminized cock as strands of cum left its tip, coating Akbar’s chest and abs and some even fell down on his dick, which was still hard and dangling between his thighs.

I stumbled backwards when Akbar finally released my dick. He laughed as I struggled to catch my breath, standing in front of me, looking so intimidating with his muscular body and erect manhood, like the night was far from over.

“You want to earn your twenty grand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Then get your dick hard again.”

I’d only just cum, but I had to obey Akbar’s command. I needed this money, so I stroked my dick, using a gentle motion as Akbar did the same, staring at me with those powerful eyes, and it was honestly that gaze that finally got me hard again.

“That’s right, girl. Get that dick hard,” Akbar said in a low voice. “Show me that you can give me more than one milky load.”

My cum was still on Akbar’s body, slowly drying on his skin. He hadn’t bothered to wipe it off or anything. Everything about him was so hot, and I honestly loved being his girl, so I was rock hard within a few minutes, even though it felt like much longer with his eyes on me.

Akbar walked over to a dresser on the far side of the room. He pulled out a bottle of lube and got onto the bed. I thought he was going to lie on his back, but he got to his hands and knees. He looked over his shoulder at me.

“Come over here and give me that girl dick.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off his smooth, muscular ass. He was sitting in a position that had his hole on full display, and I couldn’t wait to bury my cock into it. I narrowed my eyes and walked over to the bed, remembering to be girly, so I switched my hips a little with each step.

Akbar watched me the entire time, stroking his hard dick, clenching and releasing his hole, looking godlike. I couldn’t believe I was getting paid to fuck this man!

Akbar turned to face the wall as I grabbed the lube and got into position behind him. I lathered my shaved, perfumed cock and then I put some of the lube onto his hole. He moaned as I rubbed it against his tight opening, fingering him gently, getting him ready for my womanly dick.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes!” Akbar said. “Give me that dick!”

I grabbed the base of my cock and held it steady as I pushed my tip against Akbar’s puckered hole, loving all the submissive moans leaving his mouth. I couldn’t help but wrap my hand around his neck and pull him upright with my dick still pressed up against his hole.

I kissed Akbar deeply, and he moaned into my mouth when I slipped my dick past his ring. His warm walls hugged my cock as I pushed deeper into him. I broke the kiss, and he fell onto his hands, giving me complete control over his body.

I’d already cum once, so I was ready to pound Akbar’s ass for a long time, which was exactly what I did.

My breasts bounced and swayed as I thrusted my hips, fucking him in the doggy-style position to start. Then I flipped him over to his back and pulled him to the edge of the bed. I had his thick, muscular legs high in the air as I pounded his ass.

He reached up to touch my face and run his fingers through my long blonde hair, and I loved how he stared at me with those loving eyes as I fucked his ass.

I reached out to play with his hard dick as I fucked him, but he grabbed my wrist to stop me. He shook his head and told me just to fuck him. That was all he wanted, so he grabbed his ankles and pulled his legs back, giving me an even better angle to pound his hole.

“You love this girl dick?”

“Yeah! Fill my hole!”

I was getting close. Akbar was massaging my shaft with his walls in the most delightful way and hearing him tell me to fill his hole got me so hot and bothered.

I didn’t want to disappoint the man. He was paying good money for this fucking, even though I would have done it for free, but I wouldn’t have done any of it if it weren’t for Akbar saving me from off the street.

“Cum with me!” I screamed.

Akbar grabbed his dick and stroked it as I pounded his ass, mere seconds from cumming a second time.

He came first.

Akbar gasped as cum shot from his dick and painted his chest. He hooked his legs behind my back as he came, which made his walls massage my cock, and that sent me over the edge. Akbar held me tight as I moaned and screamed and came deep in his ass.

It wasn’t until I stopped that he finally released me, letting me slide out of his hole. A big blob of cum fell to the floor when I did. We both glanced at it and laughed, in desperate need of more kisses.


CHAPTER 9

Akbar and I had an incredible night. He gave me twenty-five grand in the morning, even though we’d agreed on twenty, but maybe that extra five was from when I rode his dick to make him cum for the third time.

That was six days ago.

I hadn’t seen him since.

He was busy with this or that. He sent me messages with some half-ass excuses, but he never had time to meet. The other girls were there if I needed company. I’d even had lunch with Karen. She wasn’t all bad, but she didn’t share much about herself and hadn’t said much to me since, and I didn’t think we would be getting lunch again.

The other girls were great, but Mina was coming up on her last day. We were having a goodbye dinner now, and I could only imagine that it wouldn’t be long before I had one of my own. My passport was still being processed, but Akbar had gotten expedited processing, so it wouldn’t be long before it arrived.

“I’m going to miss you girls,” Mina said as she held her glass of sparkling water in the air. There was no alcohol on the compound, but we had all the hookah we could ever want, and we took full advantage.

“Us too! Right, Tabitha?”

“Yes! It has been so incredible getting to know you,” I added.

The girls had more or less discovered that I was more crossdresser than woman, but they wouldn’t tell. They even gave me some tampons and other feminine products to add to the ‘décor’ of my room in case one of the women went snooping. They pressed me with questions when I told them that I didn’t have a tampon to share, and I cracked under the pressure, but they honestly didn’t care. They thought it was fun and a bit dangerous, which I had to agree.

I was looking over my shoulder constantly. Everyone seemed to buy the act that I was a hired girl, but the charade could fall apart as well, and I’d be fucked. Part of me was ready to leave the compound and touch back down in the United States, but I couldn’t until I got my passport.

“What about you, Julia? When are you leaving?”

She shrugged. “Probably in the next month or so, but Khaled hasn’t been in much of a rush to get me to go, especially now that I’ve been a bit more dominant in the bedroom. It took me a minute to realize that was what he wanted, but I finally got it, and now he’s hooked.”

“You think he’s going to visit you back home?”

Julia shrugged. “Maybe.”

They both turned to me, expecting me to give details about Akbar. They’d already been gushing about how hot they thought he was, and now they knew why he’d never spent much time looking at them like the other men on the compound. He had his eyes on a special type of girl.

“What?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Will Akbar be flying across the ocean to visit you?” asked Julia.

“I can’t predict what the man will do.”

“Girl, stop playing!” said Mina.

I flipped my long blonde hair back with a hand and recrossed my legs, pulling on the hem of my dress as I did. I picked up my water glass with a dainty hand and placed it to my lips, taking a sip as I ignored their intense stares.

“Tabitha!” Mina hollered.

“What?” I asked.

“How am I going to find you back home? I’m leaving!”

Mina was so out of it, clearly upset that she had to leave the compound and her source of income, but I hadn’t told the girls my real name, and I didn’t plan on doing it now. They were sweet, but I wasn’t sure I could sleep at night knowing a girl like Mina had this information to hold over my head.

“I don’t have any social media accounts,” I lied.

“Do you have an email? Anything?”

I had set up a new email address under Tabitha’s name, so I huffed and gave that to her, which made Mina scream with joy. She already had Julia’s number and had no plans on asking Karen for hers.

“Are you taking anything back with you?” Julia asked.

“Mohammed is letting me keep all the clothes he gave me, and he even gave me some suitcases to take them. I’m flying first class, of course, so I don’t even think I’ll have a baggage fee, or maybe I will. What do I care?” Mina tossed her hand in the air.

Julia and I laughed. I was thinking about upgrading my flight to first class. Something I never would have considered before, but all I had to do to remind myself was look at the twenty-five grand that’d been deposited into my account. It always brought a little smile to my face, and there was still the chance I could make more.

I desperately wanted to make more, for the money, but even more for Akbar’s touch. It was so hot fucking him, but I still wanted to take his dick. Somehow, someway. I’d fingered myself thinking about having him inside of me, and I needed it.

Fucking bad.

The girls and I spent a few more hours outside celebrating all the money Mina had earned, which she mentioned at least a hundred more times, talking about some of the things she wanted to buy when she got home.

She realized it wasn’t an endless amount of money, but it was certainly lifechanging, and I couldn’t wait to make a little more myself.


CHAPTER 10

There was a knock on my door.

I’d been expecting it. Akbar had finally asked to see me and sent over a red dress for me to wear. It showed a shocking amount of cleavage, but I was wearing a nude skin-tight shirt over my bra, so my breasts looked realer than ever. I also had on an assortment of gold jewelry, and I’d curled my hair how Akbar asked and even traced lipliner around my lips.

“Are you decent?” Akbar asked.

“Yes,” I said.

Akbar stepped into the room, holding a bouquet of flowers in his hand. I placed a hand over my painted lips and got to my feet, my heels clicking against the floor as I ran over to him with open arms, giving him a big hug.

“Someone’s excited.”

“How could I not be?” I asked him in Arabic. “I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too. The other night was incredible.”

“That was over a week ago!” I hollered, slapping my hand lightly against his chest. I squealed when he pulled me closer, holding me in a tight grip, really making me feel like his girl, especially when he lifted his hand to push his fingers through my hair.

“I’m going to miss you, Tabitha.”

“I’ll miss you too,” I said.

“Your passport arrived today.”

“Where is it?”

Akbar chuckled and stepped outside of my apartment and grabbed what he’d hidden by the entrance. It was a small package, and I couldn’t believe the relief I felt when he passed it to me. I ripped open the padded envelope, which someone had wrapped in gift wrap.

“Did you wrap this?” I asked in a skeptical tone.

“No,” he said. “My assistant did. He thought it would be a nice touch.”

“I’ll have to thank Jerick when I next see him.”

“He’d appreciate that. He actually just left town to get me some things from a neighboring city, but he should be back by tomorrow afternoon. I wanted him away for tonight.”

Akbar reached out and touched my shoulder, rubbing the back of his hand all the way down my arm, touching me so lightly that I tingled all over. He laced his fingers with mine and led me to the couch.

“Why did you want him away tonight?”

“You were so incredible the other night. Honestly. I can’t stop thinking about it, and I feel like I can trust you.”

“You can!” I assured Akbar. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt him… or myself. We were in this together, and I really felt like I could trust him as much as he could trust me.

“I’m not like most guys, which my family would hate if they ever found out, but I have a friend.”

“A friend?”

Akbar nodded, averting his eyes slightly. Maybe it was shame. Perhaps it was fear. I reached out to touch his leg, ready for whatever he might say. I wasn’t afraid.

“Who is this friend, Akbar?”

“His name is Rafi. We’ve been friends for a long time.”

“Are you friends who do things?”

Akbar shrugged.

I rubbed the back of his shoulder, trying to let him know that it was okay and that he was in a safe, judgement-free space. He let out a long breath and relaxed.

“We don’t fool around often, but we’ve always dreamed of sharing a girl like you.”

“Oh?” I asked. My dick was taped in place, but I felt a little blood flow to it knowing that I could be the object of desire for two men.

“Yes, Tabitha. Won’t you make our dreams come true?” Akbar asked and grabbed my hands.

I glanced over at the flowers he’d gotten me, but I would need a little more than that from a man as generous as him, so I looked him in the eye, narrowing mine slightly.

“What’s in it for me?”

Akbar chuckled. “Rafi and I were talking, and we thought fifty grand would be appropriate to have you for the night.”

“Fifty grand?” I asked in a breath.

“Yeah, does that sound like enough?”

It was more than enough, but I tried to play it cool, acting like fifty grand wasn’t equivalent to winning the lottery for someone like me. I didn’t even know what Rafi looked like. I could only assume he was hot if he was Akbar’s friend, but I didn’t care if he wasn’t. I would still suck his dick. Take it up my butt. The boys could have me however they wanted.

“Yeah, I guess that could work.”

“Akbar is going to meet us at a bar in the city.”

“What? You want me to leave the compound?”

“In that dress? I couldn’t think of anything better than getting you out there to show you off to the world. Did you see the headscarf Jerick added with the dress?”

“Yes, but I didn’t think you would want me to leave the compound!” I sucked in a sharp breath and dropped my voice to a whisper. “What if someone finds out? Mina and Julia already know. I mean, Mina just left, but still.”

“Do they really know?” Akbar asked in a low voice.

“Yes! They’re not going to tell anyone, but they found out after getting to know me.”

“Obviously Rafi knows the truth, but I’m sure you can fool everyone else. You can wear sunglasses too if it makes you more comfortable.”

“Can’t we just stay at the compound?” I asked.

“I want to show you off to the world before you leave. It’ll probably be our last night together, Tabitha. Can’t we make it count?”

“You’re asking me to risk it all,” I said.

“Rafi will meet us, and his family is just as powerful as mine, so please believe me when I say you won’t be treated like everyone else.”

“You’re right! They’ll see my pasty skin and immediately know that I’m not from here!”

“My country has white people, and you’re Arabic is lovely. People will probably think you’re just our guest if all you say is hello. Stay in character, and you’ll be fine.”

I wasn’t sure about Akbar’s plan, but I didn’t want to disappoint him, so I nodded and told myself that everything would be fine, even if I only partially believed it. My breasts looked ultra real, and there weren’t any awkward lines beneath my dress, but there was that lingering doubt in the back of my mind, like someone would be able to see right through me and rat me out to the authorities.

“I hope you’re right.”

“Put on the headscarf, and let’s go.”

I nodded and grabbed the white and gold headscarf that looked incredible with my heels and nails and jewelry. I wrapped it around my head how I’d been taught on the university campus. They showed us how both men and women tied their headpieces, and maybe I was worried for nothing.

I looked like a woman.

Every trace of man had vanished.

I didn’t even bother with sunglasses as I grabbed my purse. My outfit was on the western side of things, and showing this much cleavage was provocative, but everyone acted like it was no big deal as we headed toward the compound’s exit, so I went along with it, praying that we made it back from our venture to the city.

***

It felt so strange being off the compound, but I loved watching the city pass from behind Akbar’s tinted windows, grateful that people couldn’t watch me how I was watching them, studying how they walked and ate and chatted on the sidewalks.

“I bet you and Rafi can hide in plain sight,” I said as Akbar drove us down the street. “These men are so touchy feely.”

“We are friends, but yes, men here fool around with each other much more than anyone would be led to believe, but nobody wants to be caught being the bottom. Anything but that seems to be fair game, though.”

“Do you only bottom?” I asked.

“No,” Akbar said. “I shouldn’t be shamed for liking it, though.”

“I agree.”

“I don’t know what’ll happen tonight, but Rafi is open to bottoming too.”

“When will he meet us?”

“In an hour. He’s caught up in a meeting.”

“So, what are we going to do?”

“Eat dinner, of course. I’m going to take you to one of the city’s finest restaurants. They’re used to seeing foreign women, so your dress won’t offend anyone.”

“I thought you said I might be able to pass as a local!”

Akbar laughed. “Don’t get so worked up about everything. Let’s have a good time. They have the most incredible desserts. We can share coffee, and I can feed you sweets, and you can lick my sticky fingers clean.”

His offer warmed my body. I imagined his finger in my mouth, my lips wrapped around it firmly, as he pulled it from my closed lips. In my fantasy, he moved that finger to the shadows of my dress to press it against my hungry, hungry hole.

“I’d like that.”

“So, will you trust me?”

“You promise I look like a girl?”

“More than you know.”

Akbar winked and turned his attention to the road, driving us the rest of the way to the restaurant. There was a valet, so we only had to walk a short distance to the door. I stepped inside first. Akbar followed behind me, speaking over me to the staff.

I understood that he was telling them to give us the best table they had available, preferably one with views of the city, and the weather was cooling off just enough that it was perfect to sit outside. We were on the terrace minutes later and indeed had amazing views.

“How did you find this place?”

“It’s one of the most popular restaurants in the city.”

“Will you order for us?”

“It would be my pleasure,” Akbar said and winked at me, giving me that warm feeling again, and I would honestly miss it. I would miss him and this place and everything else, but I was also excited to make my fifty grand and head home.

Akbar ordered us the most incredible dishes. The meats were grilled to perfection, and all the sauces added abundant amounts of flavor. I especially loved it when Akbar fed me a bite. We stopped after a couple gave us an unsavory look. My dress was probably bad enough. I didn’t need them calling me a slut for acting indecent. That was for Akbar to do when we got back to his room.

“Sorry I’m late,” Rafi said, stealing my attention from the delicious dessert Akbar and I were sharing, but I was so glad for the distraction. Rafi’s body was even more muscular than Akbar’s, and his face wasn’t too bad either! “You must be Tabitha.”

“That’s right,” I said and held out my hand.

Rafi took it and kissed it, joining us at the table. He ordered a coffee, and we got even more dessert to share, and the tension was through the roof. The boys kept looking at me with those glazed over eyes, and I couldn’t wait to have them!


CHAPTER 11

It was nearly an hour later, but we were all finally back at Akbar’s place. He put on some music and lit candles and closed all the blinds so nobody would see what was about to happen.

“Should we smoke first?” Akbar asked.

“What do you have?” I asked.

“Just some weed.”

“How did you get that?”

“Don’t be so prude,” Akbar said with a laugh. “Weed is everywhere, all around the world.”

“Yeah, let’s smoke, but I want her stripping while we do.” Rafi pointed at me, looking at me like I was nothing more than his object, and it kind of turned me on, even though I knew it was wrong. It was bad to know a man was thinking of me as nothing more than the money he’d spent, but had I not turned myself into a product of his pleasure?

I moved my hips to the music as Akbar rolled a joint, taking my time to strip down to the lacy undergarments Akbar had provided. I was all done up under my dress, ready to show the boys everything. Akbar lit the joint, so I unzipped the dress.

Rafi couldn’t keep his eyes off me, and I noticed the bulge in his pants, jumping every time I swayed my hips. He wasn’t trying to hide it, though. He had his hand on his dick, rubbing it gently, teasing me as Akbar puffed on the joint.

Rafi didn’t even notice when Akbar passed him the joint until Akbar hit his shoulder. Rafi puffed on the joint a few times, staring at me as smoke circled into the air, and then he got to his feet and walked over to me. He grabbed my side and held the joint as he guided it to my lips.

“Smoke,” he said.

I took a puff from the joint as Rafi pushed his hand into my dress, moving it lower and lower with each of his movements, and I was getting so frustrated that my dick couldn’t harden. It was begging for freedom. Begging for touch.

“Good girl,” Rafi said as I blew out a big cloud of smoke. I coughed, but one squeeze of Rafi’s firm hand silenced me. He gave me another hit, and then he held the joint over his shoulder for Akbar.

Akbar took another hit before putting the joint into an ashtray to join Rafi. They touched me with possessive hands, working the dress off my figure, and then they pulled off that skin-tight nude top that covered my bra.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Rafi said and pawed at me with those big hands of his as Akbar tried to touch me wherever Rafi wasn’t.

I moaned as the men disrobed me, getting me down to my lingerie. I was wearing a garter belt, stockings, a bra, and a tiny little thong. They were all white with gold accents like the headscarf I’d been wearing at dinner.

“What about you boys?” I asked them in Arabic. “Won’t you get naked?”

Rafi grinned and took a step back to take off his suit, and fuck, his dick looked so good. It was all trimmed and thick and I loved how fit he was along with having an amazing looking cock. Then there was Akbar, who was equally as sexy and even more hung than his friend. I wanted both of their dicks in my mouth, so I dropped to my knees in front of them.

Rafi grabbed me by the back of my head and slammed my face into his crotch, but I loved the dominance. I loved how he wanted to control me and make me pleasure his dick, which was all I really wanted.

I parted my lips after Rafi slapped my face with his cock, taking his member into my mouth, letting him slide it all the way to the back of my throat. His tip leaked against my tongue, sliding that salty goodness down my throat. I closed my eyes, focusing entirely on Rafi’s dick as it slid in and out of my mouth.

Rafi picked up speed as he held the side of my face, fucking my mouth hard with his dick, but I loved it. I moaned on his cock and felt my own straining against the tape, begging to get free, but then I felt Akbar playing around with my thong.

He pushed the fabric to the side, slowly letting my cock free as I sucked Rafi’s dick. Akbar pulled me off Rafi’s dick a moment later to set me free from the tape, removing the last piece.

My dick quickly became long and erect.

Akbar lay on his stomach to wrap his lips around my womanhood, and then Rafi grabbed my face to shove his cock back into my mouth, stuffing me as Akbar swirled his tongue around my tip like it was ice cream.

I moaned on Rafi’s cock as Akbar sucked mine, bobbing his head faster and faster as Rafi started fucking my face harder. My bussy was twitching, so hungry for their dicks, but I was their slut to use. They were in charge, and I was more than happy to follow their lead.

Rafi pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet. He ripped off my thong, leaving me in only the garter belt, stockings, and stuffed bra. My dick dangled off my pelvic region, all shaved and perfumed and perfectly girly.

Rafi wrapped his hand around it and stroked it gently as he kissed my neck. Akbar joined him on the other side, fingering my ass, and then they were carrying me off to Akbar’s bed, placing me on my hands and knees.

Akbar lay on the bed, and I wrapped my lips around his cock while Rafi lathered his dick behind me. He pressed those lubed fingers up against my hole, and I moaned on Akbar’s cock as Rafi slipped his fingers into me, stretching my hole as he added two and then three fingers, making me scream a little as he fucked me with his digits.

Akbar got a little aggressive too, grabbing my head and pushing it down on his cock, commanding me to suck it, telling me to pay attention to him, which I did. I loved his cock. I loved pleasing him, so I bobbed my head more quickly as Rafi fucked me with his fingers.

Then Rafi made my dreams come true.

He pulled his fingers out of me and shoved his dick into my hole, stuffing me with his fat cock. I moaned on Akbar’s dick, trying my best not to slow down, but Rafi was pounding my hole. He entered me completely and kept thrusting his dick all the way to his balls, and fuck, it felt so good.

Akbar grabbed my head and held his dick, slapping my face with his slippery tip, and then he shoved his cock back into my mouth, forcing his long member down my throat, but I took it. I was taking all of it, being their good little feminine slut.

“Come taste this ass!” Rafi said to Akbar.

Akbar and Rafi switched positions. Akbar felt huge as he slipped into my ass, but I was ready and loose for him as he slid in and out of my hole, giving me everything I ever wanted while Rafi used my mouth much more aggressively than Akbar had.

He was standing in front of me, knees bent, his dick at the perfect angle to fuck my mouth relentlessly. He pounded into the back of my throat while Akbar used my ass, but it wasn’t long before Rafi wanted another taste of my bussy.

He got back behind me and slid into me after reapplying lube, but Akbar surprised me by getting to his knees in front of me.

“Fuck me,” he said.

“Yeah?” I moaned as Rafi pounded my ass from behind.

“Yes!” Akbar said and grabbed the lube, applying a bit to his ass. He shook his ass a little. Rafi laughed and grabbed my hips, letting me move forward to get close enough to fuck his friend.

I put some lube on my cock, and then I entered Akbar. Rafi was still fucking me from behind, so I felt double the pleasure, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long.

I threw my head back and let out a loud moan as Rafi pounded my ass, making me fuck Akbar with every inch of my slippery dick, and Akbar was loving it, moaning like wild as he stroked his dick.

“Wait! Don’t cum yet!” Akbar begged and moved himself off me, quickly getting to his back.

“I’m close,” Rafi said as he used every inch of his dick to fuck me while he held my shoulders, giving me some of the best dick I’d ever had in my life.

Akbar threw his legs into the air, and then he grabbed my dick and put it into his accepting hole, and I sank deep into him, hollering out at the pleasure I felt from his walls hugging my cock. He was doing that thing with his ass again that made it feel like magic around my dick, and all I could do was let out little screams to release the pressure.

Each scream was a bit louder than the last until I was so loud that I was positive that everyone around the compound could hear me, but I honestly didn’t care. The double stimulation was too powerful. Too overwhelming.

“Cum in me!” Akbar screamed.

“Yes!” I hollered.

Rafi picked up speed as he used my hole, hollering out as he fucked me harder with each passing second, but I loved his dominance. I loved how he was using my hole while my dick was in his friend.

“I’m about to cum!” Rafi yelled as he pounded my ass.

I couldn’t even talk. I couldn’t even yell. Little whimpers just left my mouth as I fucked Akbar while Rafi used me, getting me closer and closer to cumming with each of his thrusts until I couldn’t hold it another second.

I had to release my load!

My head fell back, and Rafi wrapped his hand around my neck as he sank his dick deep, and I felt it. I felt him cumming at the exact moment that my floodgates opened and my cum spilled into Akbar’s hole.

Akbar screamed as he rubbed his dick, and then he was cumming with us seconds later, my dick still deep in him, and Rafi’s dick still deep in me. We unloaded all at the same time, and it was magical and amazing, but it was far from the only time we’d cum that night.

We were just getting started.


CHAPTER 12

“Have a safe flight. I’ll miss you,” Akbar said and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’ll miss you too,” I said to him, giving him one last hug, so thankful that he picked me up off the street after those thugs had stolen my wallet and backpack and passport and everything else that I had. He really saved me, and I would always appreciate him for it. “Make sure to call if you’re ever in Michigan.”

“You know I will,” he said.

I couldn’t stay there forever, so I kissed Akbar one last time and then I slid into the backseat of Akbar’s car. Jerick was driving me to the airport. I’d already thanked him for getting my passport, and nothing was said about the fact that Henry was listed inside my passport, but he probably hadn’t even seen it, as it’d come in a sealed package.

I was going to change at the airport before going through security, which kind of sucked, because I really loved being Tabitha, but I knew it was far from the last time that she would appear. Meeting Akbar and becoming his girl opened my eyes to the possibilities in the world. If I could be Tabitha, I could do anything, but I really just wanted to spend my time as Tabitha.

I changed in a private bathroom at the airport, coming out as Henry, but I had plenty of womanly treasures to get me started back at home. Akbar and Rafi gave me more than fifty grand for that night, so I had plenty to buy more clothes if that was what I wanted.

“Could you please check if there are available seats in business class?”

“Sure thing,” the woman at the check-in desk said.

It was about a thousand dollars to upgrade, but I didn’t have to pay for my checked bags, and the included meals were a lot better, so it wasn’t that bad of a tradeoff. Plus, I had money to blow.

Life was good thanks to my sheik.

Hopefully we would meet again.


NEVER TOO LATE

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Randy cursed under his breath when Erma Mei walked through the door. He hadn’t seen her since they were twenty-five. They’d both just graduated from college and were working in downtown Chicago, enjoying their best lives. They dated for over a year, and it was easily one of the best years of Randy’s life, but it all fell apart when he confessed his secret desires to Erma.

Randy was an average guy at five feet and nine inches. He’d studied business in college and had a job in supply-chain management. He listened to music and read books. He also enjoyed cooking with the television playing in the background. Randy didn’t steal. He didn’t do drugs. He tried to live his best life, but there was something about him that women couldn’t seem to accept.

He enjoyed dabbling in the treasures of femininity.

Every girlfriend he’d had over the years left him when they found out that he kept makeup and lingerie at the back of his closet. Whether women discovered his secret goodies and thought he was cheating or if he told them about his desires himself, they always seemed to do the same thing.

Leave.

Randy hated that he couldn’t find a woman who accepted his feminine desires, but he’d learned to live in solitude after a string of disappointing breakups. There was one woman who broke his heart more than the others, though, and that was Erma.

Erma was the light of Randy’s life back when they were in their twenties. They used to have the most incredible times together. They would soak up the sun at one of the many beaches in Chicago, visit the symphony orchestra, or stay out far too late at bars. Erma was also an amazing trivia partner, knowledgeable about many different subjects.

Randy hadn’t seen her since that day when she broke his heart all those years ago. He used to replay that moment in his head over and over. It stayed in the back of his mind for years until a few more embarrassing life events happened, allowing him to forget how everything had fallen apart with the girl of his dreams.

She was the first girl Randy ever told about his feminine desires, and he was certain that she would be okay with it when he told her. The most depressing part of the entire situation was how poorly Randy had read Erma. She was so outspoken about human rights and how people should be allowed to be themselves, but when it came down to it, she was like all the other women Randy had encountered.

Dejecting.

Hollow.

Selfish.

Randy turned in his chair, about to make his exit, but that was when Erma saw him from across the room. She had just taken a seat, her eyes lighting up when she saw Randy sitting across from her. She smiled and waved, but her smile quickly fell to a frown as she remembered how badly things had ended between them.

Randy waved back since he was a kind man, but he really didn’t want to be there in the same room as her. They were at a book club, one Randy had been frequenting for the past few months, so the last person he was expecting to see was his ex-girlfriend. She’d never gone to a book club meeting before, but there was a first time for everything.

Erma folded her lips as memories flooded her mind. When she thought of Randy, only positive thoughts came to mind. He was one of the few ex-boyfriends that she actually missed, so when she fully remembered why their courtship had ended, a pang of guilt struck her heart. Erma couldn’t believe she’d given up the beautiful relationship they had over some lingerie. In retrospect, leaving Randy over something so trivial was not only a mistake but also a betrayal of her beliefs.

Randy couldn’t hear the remorseful thoughts going through Erma’s head. He wasn’t even looking at her after they’d waved. He only wanted to disappear, so he excused himself to head to the bathroom just as the meeting’s host sat in their chair.

Erma watched as Randy left the circle of chairs, hoping that he would return. There was so much she wanted to say to him now that she’d seen him, and the first thing she wanted to do was apologize for how she’d acted when they were young, even though she had a feeling Randy wouldn’t return, and she was right.

Randy went to the bathroom to splash water onto his face. He told himself that he couldn’t leave to avoid Erma. That would be immature, and at forty-seven, he tried to avoid immaturity, but it was possible to feel like a boy even at his age. Randy couldn’t remember the last time he had a racing heart from being in the presence of a girl, but if there was anyone who could do that to him, it was Erma.

Sweet, beautiful Erma.

Why did she have to show up? Randy hated it when he ran into ex-girlfriends that knew his secret, but it hurt worse seeing Erma. She was the one who was supposed to accept him. She was the one who was supposed to make him feel safe and secure, yet she’d stomped on his heart when it mattered most.

Erma was heartbroken when Randy didn’t return, but she didn’t blame him for leaving. As much as she wanted to speak to Randy, she didn’t know if she would find the right words to say. How was she supposed to apologize to a man for something she did two decades ago?


CHAPTER 2

Erma left the book club meeting with a heavy heart. As much as she hoped her feelings of regret and disappointment would disappear, she was still thinking about Randy days later. Erma had even found his online profiles, debating whether she should send a message.

If she weren’t currently dating a man, she would have sent Randy a message the moment she left the book club, but she was afraid that she would break Randy’s heart all over again. Not that she wanted to stay with her current boyfriend forever, but she wouldn’t deny the fact that she had one.

Bobby Marks, her boyfriend, was a successful artist with a large following in the Chicago area. When they first met a few years ago, Erma fell for him hard, but she’d since seen how arrogant and condescending he was. If it weren’t for all the amazing parties that she got to attend with him, she probably would have broken things off already, but there were few things Erma loved more than free champagne.

Was Randy one of them?

The more time that passed since seeing Randy at the book club, the more memories came back to Erma. How he would stare at her from across the room when the orchestra was practicing. Erma and Randy had both studied music in college. Erma was a major. Randy a minor. They didn’t start talking romantically until near the end of their senior year, but Randy used to watch Erma from across the room.

She always pretended not to notice his eyes on her, but she did. He was the handsome kid with tan skin and shaggy hair who hung out with the cool kids and played the upright bass. Erma used to hope that he would talk to her, even though he never did.

They didn’t start talking until some of their mutual friends told them that they should at a party their senior year. Erma could still remember how awkward Randy was the first time they talked, constantly touching his hair and face. His cheeks even got a little red. Erma thought she would have been the nervous one, but she was the one putting him at ease.

The memory brought a smile to her face just as Bobby walked into her house. She didn’t have her phone in her hands or a book or anything. She was simply staring off into space thinking about the man that got away. The one she threw away over some lingerie.

What a mistake.

Where could they be now had she not done that? Kids? A cute house in the city? One in the suburbs? Erma hated thinking about how she dumped the man who she was meant to love. Part of her wanted to run away from Bobby and find Randy, but that would be more than a touch irrational.

“Why are you smiling?” asked Bobby.

“Nothing,” Erma said and waved her hand in the air to dismiss Bobby’s question. “How was the studio?”

Bobby glanced down at his painting clothes, which were covered in fresh splatters. His studio was a few miles from where she lived. His house was north of the city, but they spent most of their time at Erma’s since it was closer to his studio and the restaurants where they liked to eat. Erma still hadn’t figured out why she gave Bobby a key when he hadn’t given her a key to his place.

“It went well. I’m about finished with another piece. Hopefully.”

“Yeah, you always say that, and then you find something that you want to change.”

“That’s the plight of being an artist. What can I say?”

“Nothing,” Erma said with a grin.

“I’m going to hit the showers. Should we go to dinner afterwards?” asked Bobby.

“Yeah. How does the new Indian restaurant sound?”

“Perfect,” Bobby said and walked over to the couch where Erma was sitting to bend down and give her a kiss.

Erma didn’t know what it was, but there was a weird taste on Bobby’s lips. It was slightly tangy, and the taste of it made Erma’s stomach turn. Had he eaten something exotic for lunch? Erma frowned when he walked past her and went to the bathroom. It wasn’t the first time he’d come home with a funky taste on his lips.

The shower ran in the background as Erma opened her computer and went to Randy’s social media profiles. He lived a simple life. There weren’t many pictures of him. A few social events where someone else had clearly snapped the photo, but he’d kept up well, and he still had that same charming smile that Erma had loved so much.

Where had she gone wrong?

Bobby was charismatic and outgoing and had plenty of friends, but sometimes Erma didn’t know if she could trust him. She was at the doctor every three months minimum getting checked to make sure she hadn’t caught anything during their lovemaking.

She hadn’t found any concrete proof that Bobby was cheating, but sometimes she had this sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, much like she had now. What did Bobby do during his days at the studio? Was he always painting? Or was he fucking one of the many girls who fawned over his artwork?

Bobby stepped out of the shower a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around his waist. He smiled at Erma like nothing was wrong in the world before stepping into her bedroom to change. He had a drawer at her place, but did she have one at his?

Nope.

Erma fumed as she sat there debating all the possibilities. She and Bobby didn’t spend a lot of their time together. He worked in the morning. Most of her work was done in the afternoons and evenings. She almost never had practice early in the morning, which was when Bobby liked to paint most. He often said that he was useless after four in the afternoon.

Bobby stepped out of the bedroom wearing a button-up shirt and jeans. He smelled like a fresh spritz of cologne, which normally got Erma excited, but she didn’t usually have Randy on the mind. She wasn’t normally thinking about the past she lost. The one that could have been her destiny.

“Is everything okay?” Bobby asked when he stepped into the living room. It would take a stone not to see that Erma was fuming.

“I don’t know. Is it?”

Bobby groaned. “This again? What’s with your attitude, Erma? Can’t you just be happy? You’re a violinist in one of the world’s best orchestras!”

“Life isn’t all about work, Bobby.”

Bobby shrugged and went to the kitchen for a glass of water while Erma watched him with daggers in her eyes. Bobby was whistling, every note of his made-up song grating on Erma’s nerves. She wanted to go over there and scratch his eyes out. She wanted to yell at him that he was cheating.

For real, though, what in the world was that smell on his lips? Was he eating some twenty-year-old pussy? Was he trying to live a double life?

“Why don’t you give me a key to your place?”

Bobby sighed and shook his head. He leaned against the kitchen counter and slowly turned his body toward Erma. “We’ve talked about this. What point is there in me giving you a key if we spend most of our time here?”

“What if I want to spend more time at your house? Why shouldn’t we? I’m tired of always being here.”

Bobby narrowed his eyes at Erma, but she didn’t look away from him. She wasn’t going to back down. Not now. She needed a reason to stay in this relationship. She needed to know that she could trust Bobby and that he wasn’t out eating pussy or ass or whatever the fuck made his lips taste that funky.

“You’re not getting a key to my place, Erma. I’m sorry.”

Was he kidding? Erma’s blood boiled, but she was old enough to keep her emotions in check. She swallowed a breath as she slowly set her laptop on the coffee table, gently closing its lid. She got to her feet and walked over to Bobby.

“Why not, Bobby?” Erma asked and crossed her arms over her chest. “Why won’t you give me a key?”

“Because,” he said.

“Would you like to elaborate? Are you hiding something at your house? Are there things you wouldn’t like me to find if I’m alone there?”

“Let’s go to dinner, Erma. Why are you making a big deal out of something so trivial?”

“It’s not trivial, Bobby! You’re supposed to be my boyfriend, and I’m pretty certain that you’re keeping secrets! Plus, you have a key to my place, so why shouldn’t I have a key to yours?”

“I don’t need this,” Bobby said and drank the rest of the water from the glass he was holding. He set it onto the counter with a heavy hand, which made Erma curse at him. She paid a lot for that countertop, and he’d better respect it!

“You don’t need this? I don’t need this, Bobby! Would you care to explain why your lips smelled like pussy when you got here?”

“What are you talking about? You’re crazy!” Bobby said in the most unconvincing voice ever. Erma had only been accusing him of something to see how he would react, but his tone told the truth. He was cheating! He was seeing those fangirl skanks behind Erma’s back.

“I can’t believe you, Bobby! Who was it?”

“Nobody. You’re delusional,” Bobby said with a straight face as he stared into Erma’s eyes. He’d recovered from the moment of dishonesty, ready to lie his life away, like he did every other day of the week. Erma knew she should have trusted her gut the first time.

“Do not call me delusional, Bobby! I’m not one of those groupie bitches that follows you around like a puppy dog! Give me my key and get the fuck out of my house!”

Bobby gestured his hands and hollered at Erma that she was crazy, but she was done. She would rather be alone than with a man who was cheating on her. She stood there with her arms crossed as she waited for Bobby to pull out his keys and give her what she wanted.

“Have you finished?” Erma asked when Bobby stopped to catch his breath. “Give me my key and leave, please. I have nothing left to say to you.”

“Come on, Erma. It doesn’t have to be like this.”

“Oh, yes, it does.”

Bobby cursed as he reached into his pocket to get his keys. He said profanities under his breath as he moved Erma’s key off the ring, and then he tossed it at her like a little boy throwing a tantrum.

“Get out, Bobby.”

“Whatever,” he said. “I never loved you, anyway.”

“Bye,” Erma said as she tried to hold back the tears while Bobby took his sweet ass time getting out of her apartment.

Erma wasn’t even sad to see Bobby leave. She was sad that she’d wasted so much time in her life. She’d spent the last few years dating Bobby, but how many of those years was he cheating? Had he been cheating the entire time? Erma didn’t even want to think about the answer since she was positive that she already knew what it was.

Bobby slammed the door when he left her apartment. Erma ran over to the door to lock the deadbolt and put the chain into place. She turned and rested her back against the door as a tear slid down her cheek, but she refused to cry more than that. She hollered at herself in her head to get it together. Bobby didn’t deserve her tears.

In a moment of haste, Erma went over and opened her computer, feeling an injection of love into her heart when she saw the picture of Randy on her screen. He was just as handsome as always, and unfortunately, she could imagine why he was still single.

Erma sent him a message to ask if he wanted to get together for coffee. She wouldn’t be upset if he denied her request, but the least she could do was apologize to him for how things ended. In retrospect, an honest man who wore women’s clothing was a million times better than an egotistical man who cheated.


CHAPTER 3

Randy thought about ignoring Erma’s message, but that would be immature, and he needed to make up for slipping out of the book club meeting. He still felt wrong for doing that. He could have discussed literature with the group and stayed after to talk to Erma and see how she was doing. At the end of the day, he still cared about her as a person.

Instead of ignoring Erma and blocking her account, Randy returned a message. He told her that he would love to meet her for a cup of coffee. Randy didn’t know how honest that was to say, but he didn’t want to be a bad guy.

Randy stood in front of his mirror at home. He was wearing a pair of jeans with a plaid button-up shirt. He would normally wear a thong beneath his jeans, but he’d gone with a pair of briefs today. They were the closest thing he could get to panties in the men’s section, but they still felt off.

Randy shook off the unpleasant feeling from wearing briefs instead of panties and went to grab his keys and wallet. He didn’t live too far from the café where Erma wanted to meet, but now that the time had come, he was getting rather nervous. He wondered what would happen.

Would they be able to pick up where they left off, or would it be the most awkward lunch in the history of the world? Randy wished he would have canceled as he stood in his living room looking out the window. He glanced over his shoulder at his bedroom door, where all of his womanly treasures were housed.

He often wondered if being perpetually single was worth dressing up as a girl, but those doubts washed away every time he pulled a dress over his head or put on a wig. There was nothing he loved more than sitting around the house in a dress and heels. He would even chat online with likeminded individuals sometimes, but no matter what, there was a part of him that longed for companionship.

Randy would love to have a woman in his life, but could he settle for someone who didn’t fully accept him for who he was? Could he ignore the womanly desires that coursed through him like the air he breathed? Most people didn’t understand, but dressing up as a girl was something that came to him naturally.

He didn’t fully explore his desires until he was in college and living on his own, but Randy had always known. He used to steal his mother’s makeup and play with it when he was a boy until his parents found out and lost their shit. That night when his parents discovered the truth was one Randy would rather forget, but he could still remember that warm, fuzzy feeling he got when he looked at himself with lipstick on his lips and blush on his cheeks.

He used to watch his mother so carefully. How she would apply makeup or brush her hair, always wishing that he could have long hair like her without being ridiculed. He was always a little jealous when she would get dressed up in a skin-tight pencil skirt and a cute blouse with kitten heels, which was the outfit she often wore to her job as a secretary.

Randy had an outfit just like it in his closet, but he had yet to wear any of them in public. He was too afraid of what others thought after everything he’d been through. The teasing and humiliation he witnessed toward the men who were brave enough to express their femininity in public also kept him at bay.

Would Randy die without making his dreams come true?

It was a fear he had, and now that he was pushing fifty, it was a fear that would probably become reality. Randy hated to think like that, but every time he got dressed up and tried to leave, he froze. He would put his hand on the doorknob, and that was it.

He couldn’t leave the comfort of his apartment.

It was impossible.

No matter how many times Randy tried, he had yet to step outside of his door with makeup on or women’s clothing. The young guys who were now walking around wearing makeup and heels and purses were such an inspiration, but what would they think of a middle-aged man doing the same?

Randy hated himself for all the fear he felt, but he didn’t know how to manage it, and he sensed judgement from the two therapists with whom he tried to talk about his situation. They hadn’t said anything outright, but nonverbal communication was powerful enough for Randy to know what they thought.

They didn’t have to say the words.

Going out with thongs and panties on beneath his jeans was the most that Randy could do. He was proud that he could do at least that, but he wanted the world to see the woman within him. He wanted them to see all the work he’d done over the years. He might have been middle-aged, but Randy could doll up his face and body until he was a fairly convincing woman.

Randy shook away the thoughts. He was getting ahead of himself. He hadn’t even seen Erma. She probably had a boyfriend. She probably just wanted to catch up and hear how Randy was doing. Randy wanted the same, even though he knew a lot about Erma. He felt a bit stalkerish, but he’d kept tabs on her over the years. He’d even gone to see her play in the orchestra since she would never notice him in the shadows of the audience.

Randy had never gotten over her completely, but it was worth swallowing his doubts and worries to see her across the table. To be close enough to her to catch whiffs of her perfume. Randy stepped out of his apartment and left before he lost his nerve and called Erma to cancel the lunch.


CHAPTER 4

Erma arrived at the restaurant first. She requested a table in the corner by the window. It was a lovely two-person table with a vase of flowers next to a small wooden bowl of sugar packets. Erma crossed her legs and pulled out her phone to check the news, feeling much more nervous than she had when she sent the message.

Randy stepped into the building a few minutes later. He had a bit of a beard, which was salt-and-pepper in color, but he still looked as handsome as ever. His hair was still thick with strands of gray peppered throughout it.

Not that Erma could talk. Her hair had turned gray years ago, but she liked the color. She dyed it once in her early forties, but she despised the upkeep, so she let the natural color grow in and told herself that it was what it was. Plenty of women had gray hair.

“Over here,” Erma called after Randy looked around for a few seconds.

Randy smiled when his eyes met Erma’s. They were twenty years older than when they dated, but they were attracted to each other as though the years had never passed. Randy rubbed his sweaty palms together as he walked over to Erma.

She stood from the table and opened her arms, giving Randy a big hug. He felt so firm and strong against her body. Nothing like Bobby, who hadn’t visited the gym a day in his life. Randy seemed like he took much better care of himself, and he didn’t have a posse of wannabe artists following him around, ready to kiss the ground where he walked.

“Randy! How are you?” Erma asked as she released Randy and took a step back to look into his eyes. They were as brown and soulful as ever, and they were the same eyes she used to stare into when they were making sweet love.

“I’m doing well. How about you?”

“I can’t complain,” Erma said as she took a seat. “I’ll just throw it out there, but I checked up on you before coming here. You’re working in supply-chain management now? That’s pretty cool!”

Randy laughed and shook his head. “Cool? It’s hardly that, but it pays the bills.”

“Probably more than they’re paying me at the orchestra.”

Erma wasn’t wrong, but playing in the orchestra was a dream. It’d been her dream for as long as Randy knew her.

“You must feel proud that you’ve made your dreams come true,” he said.

Erma nodded. “I can’t complain. It’s an incredible job, but I always worry that I’m one broken finger away from losing it. There are only like a million people waiting to take my place.”

“That’s true. It’s a cutthroat industry.”

“Tell me about it,” Erma said with a sigh. “What about you? How is the supply-chain life treating you?”

“I get things from around the country to Chicago or from here to around the world. I’ve worked at a few different companies in the city, but I’m liking the place where I am now. We mostly deal with domestic production, so it’s much simpler, and I don’t have to travel to China anymore.”

“You had to go to China?” asked Erma. “Why didn’t you take me with you? I could have been your interpreter.”

“I certainly thought about you every time I was there,” Randy said with a bright smile.

Erma was from a Chinese family, but her parents had moved to the United States before she was born. They raised her speaking Chinese and sent her to Mandarin classes all throughout her childhood, and they went to China every other summer to visit Erma’s grandparents until they died, which unfortunately happened when she was in her late twenties.

“Did you really?”

“How could I not? You used to cook me the most delicious Chinese food when we were dating,” he said. “I miss those shrimp and pork dumplings that you used to make.”

“Those were one of the first things my mother taught me how to cook,” Erma said, recalling the memories of being in the kitchen with her mother as a child. Erma tried to cook as much as she could, which wasn’t nearly as often as she’d like, but Erma had to spend a lot of time practicing, and cooking was the last thing she wanted to do after six hours of playing the violin.

The server came over to take their order. They both got ice water and salads and planned on getting coffee for dessert. They agreed that coffee and salad weren’t the best combination.

“So, do you still play the double bass?”

Randy sighed. “I wish, but I haven’t touched a bass since my twenties.”

“What? You’re kidding!”

“Unfortunately not.”

“I guess you don’t have time for music when you’re moving products around the country.”

Randy chuckled. “Something like that. I still listen to all kinds of music, but I always feel a little warm when I put on classical music. It takes me back to the concerts we put on while we were in college.”

“Have you been to see me play?” Erma asked with a smirk, like she already knew the answer.

“Would you call me a stalker if I say yes?” asked Randy.

“No, of course not! The symphony is for everyone.”

“Then, yes. I have been to see you play. You always have the most majestic look on your face when you’re holding a violin, like the entire world disappears except for the music. I used to—. Shit, let me shut up.”

“No! Keep going. What were you going to say?”

Randy shook his head as a streak of blush flashed across his cheeks. Even though they were twenty years older, Erma looked as beautiful as ever. All those days they spent in practice together came rushing back to him.

“I used to stare at you playing. You had an intensity that none of us could match. Watching you was like seeing art come to life.”

“Stop it, Randy!” Erma couldn’t contain the smile that spread across her face.

“You still have that intensity. I see it every time I go to the symphony.”

“How many times have you been?” Erma asked in a breath. It’d been a long time since she felt her body heat up from conversing with a man, but damn, Randy really had her engines going. She couldn’t believe that he’d been to see her, and more than once? That was more than Bobby. Cheating bastard.

“I go about once a year.”

“Once a year?”

“Yes,” Randy chuckled. “Why do you seem so surprised? I used to play the bass.”

Erma didn’t want to say that none of her boyfriends had been that often, so she shook her head and changed the conversation to the herbs she was growing in her windowsill. Randy didn’t mind the change of pace. He didn’t have herbs growing in his apartment, but he had some plants. He even had pictures of them on his phone, so he pulled them out to show Erma.

“Your energy is electric,” the server said when she dropped off their dishes.

“What?” Erma asked with a laugh.

“We’ve been watching you two from the servers’ station, and my coworkers told me that I should tell you guys how jealous we are of the spark between you two.”

“Oh, wow.” Erma couldn’t hide her surprise. She wasn’t upset that people had been watching them, but she was shocked that others had noticed their energy and thought it was electric. “We’re just old friends catching up after years apart.”

Randy had that stoic look in his eyes as he nodded at the server. She shrugged and told them to ignore her before walking away from the table, but her comment had shaken both Erma and Randy. If others noticed them, was it meant to be? Had they thrown away their destiny twenty-one years ago?

“That was different,” Erma said after the server walked away from the table.

“Yeah, it was. Do you think she was right? You know, about our energy?”

“I think so.” Erma smiled, but her face quickly fell to a frown as the guilt of the past came crashing into her like a fiery ball falling from the sky.

“What’s wrong?” asked Randy.

He was enjoying himself so much that he’d nearly forgotten about the past. They were so young and inexperienced when Erma broke up with him. They were practically each other’s firsts, so he’d learned how to forgive her, especially when every other girlfriend he ever had dumped him too.

Erma wiped her eyes as she struggled to fight back tears. She was so overwhelmed with guilt, and when she thought of what Bobby had just done to her, fuck, it only compounded the feelings of regret and disappointment with herself.

“Erma! Don’t cry!”

“I’m sorry,” she said and sucked in a breath. “I don’t want to cry, but I feel so terrible for how things ended between us.”

“It’s okay,” Randy tried to say, but Erma waved him away.

“No! It’s not okay. What I did was wrong, Randy. We were so happy together, and I ruined it. I gave it all up, and for what? For pride? For fear of what others would think?”

“Trust me,” Randy said and reached out his head to grab Erma’s from the air. He gently lowered it to the table and held her hand until she looked him in the eyes. “Erma, please, trust me. You don’t have to feel guilty.”

She shook her head, still fighting back tears.

“Erma, you aren’t the only one.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“You aren’t the only woman who dumped me for that reason.” Randy shrugged. “You were the first, but you weren’t the last.”

Randy tried to laugh off the pain, but he hurt every time he thought about all the rejection he had to endure over the years. The countless broken hearts. None of them hurt as much as when Erma left, but none of them felt good.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Randy. If it makes you feel any better, the guy I was just dating came home smelling like his lips were made of vagina, so that’s over.”

“Shit, Erma. I’m sorry.”

Erma shrugged. “It is what it is. He was a pretentious asshole, anyway. Nothing like you.”

“Thanks?” Randy said and narrowed his eyes.

“I’m serious, Randy. You’re sweet and kind and didn’t even look at other women when we were together. I didn’t know how good I had it until it was over.”

“Same here,” Randy said in a heavy voice. Erma was pulling on his heartstrings. The last thing he expected was for her to want him.

“Long story short, I’m older now, and I’m trying to be better and more understanding and let my actions speak louder than my words. Are you still dabbling in women’s clothing?”

“I have a closet full of stuff,” Randy said with a laugh.

“If you’re willing, I would like another chance to understand.”

“You want to see me get dressed up?”

Erma nodded. “What do you say?”

“How about after lunch? You can come over to my place. Might as well see how you react before we get too excited.”

“That sounds perfect.”

“I’ll start preparing myself for rejection,” Randy said and put a hand over his heart.

Erma told him to be quiet and play tossed her napkin at him, but there was a chance she would tell him that his dressing as a woman was too much to handle. He knew it just as well as she did, but Erma was willing to give their love a second chance.


CHAPTER 5

Erma and Randy made their way back to his place. They’d both taken public transit to the café, so there were no cars or parking to worry about, which was a weight off Erma’s shoulders. She absolutely hated driving in the city.

“What a cute apartment,” Erma said as they stepped inside.

“Thanks,” said Randy.

“How long have you been living here?”

“I bought the place about six years ago. I can’t believe it’s been that long already.”

“Time flies, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t remind me,” said Randy. “Would you like something to drink?”

“I’d love green tea if you have some.”

“You still drink that after you eat?”

“Pretty much always,” Erma said with a laugh.

“Well, you’re in luck. I have some tea in the cabinet. I’ll fix us a couple cups.”

Erma thanked Randy as she took a seat on his couch. He had a few books and magazines on his coffee table. They were about architecture, food, and music. Erma had spent enough time thinking about music that week, so she picked up the magazine about food and flipped through it, but she couldn’t stop looking over the pages at Randy standing tall in the kitchen.

She felt like she was back in her twenties, waking up after a late night of bar hopping and passionate sex. She could still remember how loudly she used to moan when Randy fucked her or when he ran his tongue over her pussy lips. She squeezed together her thighs as the memories rushed through her mind.

“Seeing any good recipes?” Randy asked and glanced over at Erma.

“Uh, yeah. There are a few,” she said.

Randy smiled to himself. He was also thinking about their past lives together, but what he remembered most was all those times he got to watch Erma while she was sleeping. Those mornings that he would wake up before her and hold her from behind. She would moan gently when he pressed his lips against her neck, slowly waking her up. There was nothing sexier than when her eyes fluttered open. That look she got when she realized that she was still in Randy’s arms was priceless.

“Here you go,” Randy said and passed Erma a mug of green tea on a little plate. “Would you like anything else?”

“This is fine. Thank you,” she said.

“No problem.”

They sat there on the sofa, staring at each other, both remembering different memories from their past, but what they both recalled were happy, upbeat moments. They almost never fought, but even when they argued or disagreed, they found a way to find some consensus without their emotions boiling over into dangerous territory.

“I messed up breaking up with you, didn’t I?”

Randy shrugged. “Water under the bridge.”

“Are you sure? I feel so bad about it,” Erma said and frowned. She set her saucer with the cup of tea on the table and leaned back against the couch. She wanted to cry for having let this gorgeous man go from her life.

“We can’t turn back the clocks even if we wanted to.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“No use beating yourself up about it now, and honestly, I forgave you long ago. Right around the time that the second girlfriend I told about my crossdressing lost her shit. You broke my heart, but I guess I wasn’t expecting you to dump me over the crossdressing, but you were much friendlier than the next girl.”

Randy laughed, but Erma felt even worse than she had a few moments before. She hated herself for breaking such a compassionate man’s heart, but maybe the string of terrible boyfriends she had after Randy was payback from the universe.

“What did she do?”

“She called me terrible names and told some of our mutual friends about my crossdressing, but it’s whatever. I wasn’t the biggest fan of her.”

“Still, you shouldn’t have to deal with that. You’re an amazing guy,” Erma said and placed her hand on Randy’s thigh. His eyes sparkled when he lifted them to look at Erma. She felt her heart flutter in her chest as he stared into her eyes.

“Would you like to see what I look like as a girl?” asked Randy.

“It would be my honor,” said Erma.

“Make yourself comfortable. It’ll take a minute since I need to shave off this beard, among other things.”

“Can I help you at all?”

“You’ve already done more than you know,” Randy said and smiled at Erma. His heart felt fuller than it had in a long time with Erma sitting by his side. They were both older than they’d once been, but Erma was still the same woman that Randy loved all those years ago. She still had that same soothing energy and gracious smile that warmed Randy.

“I’ll keep reading this magazine, but please let me know if you need anything.”

“Of course,” Randy said and leaned toward Erma. She leaned toward him too, slowly closing her eyes. Randy’s heart raced as their lips got closer, feeling like he could explode from joy when they pressed together. Randy lifted his hand to cup the side of Erma’s face as their kiss deepened.

They kissed for twenty, thirty seconds. There was no telling how long. The world had completely blurred around them when their lips touched, like the universe had stopped moving to watch their love blossoming from the ashes of their past.

“Damn,” Randy said when he pulled away to look at Erma. His love, his life. He hoped putting on women’s clothing wouldn’t ruin his second chance with the woman, but if their love was to endure, then there couldn’t be secrets. There couldn’t be unfulfilled desires.

“Damn is right,” Erma said with a laugh.

“I hope you like me as a woman.”

“I can’t wait to see what you look like.”

“Are you sure? Do you mean it?” Randy asked, suddenly nervous that everything they were building would fall apart. The more time he spent with Erma, the more he remembered how good they’d been together. Randy would be devastated to lose her a second time, but he couldn’t imagine his life without wearing the clothing hiding in the back of his closet.

“Yes,” Erma said and took Randy’s hand. “I want you to show me your truest self.”

Randy knew that Erma was telling the truth, but she could change her mind when she saw him all dressed up. He was terrified that she would end up leaving all over again, but he had to cross this bridge. No matter what, he would be able to savor that kiss they just had for years to come, but Randy wanted more. He wanted to have Erma. He wanted her to be his, but only she could make that final decision.

“Here I go,” Randy said in a heavy voice.

“I’ll be right here waiting,” Erma said and smiled.

***

Randy shaved and moisturized his face, and then he stepped into the shower to make sure that he removed every hair from his body, something he’d done many times before in his life, except he never had his favorite ex-girlfriend sitting in the living room waiting to see him all dolled up and feminized.

It took about half an hour until Randy was all shaved and moisturized from head to toe. He stared at his nude body in the mirror. He loved it when his body was all smooth and sparkling like it was now, but he worried that Erma would reject him. He worried that she would think he was a freak, but Randy couldn’t let those concerns stop him.

He had to show Erma who he was.

He was part girl.

Randy thought back to all those days he would play with his mother’s makeup, the ones before his parents caught him. He used to do it so innocently, long before he knew the rules of society, long before he knew that men weren’t supposed to wear makeup, or so people said.

Randy always hated those stupid rules. He hated feeling like he had to be forced to be a certain type of way just because he had a penis between his legs. He spent so many years being jealous of all the cute things that girls could have and hated all the things that he was supposed to want.

When he found music, it was an excuse, an escape from the sports his father wanted him to play. It was a reason to say he was too busy for athletics. Never did he think music would lead him to the woman of his dreams, but then he was in orchestra with Erma. She was so open and friendly and bubbly, and now she was back in his life.

Randy desperately hoped she would stay this time as he opened his makeup bag and got out a bottle of a luxurious primer that he loved to wear over his moisturizer. He put some all over his face before staring at his reflection, asking himself if he was really about to go through with this, but he already knew the answer to that question.

Randy zipped up his makeup bag and grabbed a few other supplies that he would need before heading to his bedroom, ignoring Erma in the living room. If he looked her in the eye, he might give up before he even had a chance to finish. He was so nervous, so afraid to lose her.

Once in his bedroom with the door closed and locked, Randy went over to his closet. It was huge and one of the reasons he’d purchased this condo. He loved all the built-in storage they’d added since it gave him plenty of places to put all his womanly treasures. Not that he tried to hide much of it anymore. There were plenty of skirts, dresses, and blouses hanging in the closet.

Randy grabbed a pair of white panties and a matching bra. He would pair them with one of his favorite cream dresses that made him feel fabulous. Even if Erma rejected him, he would be able to recover as long as he was wearing that dress. It wasn’t quite as extravagant as a wedding dress, but a girl could get away with wearing it at her wedding if she wanted.

Randy put on the white undergarments before stuffing his bra with some gel inserts that he had. They were soft and squishy and made him feel like he had real breasts. He grabbed a corset next and pulled it tight around his waist. He loved how it trimmed his waistline and gave him more of an hourglass figure.

Next were some white tights. He pulled them up his legs and over his panties, admiring how they made his legs look as he stared at himself in the mirror in his closet. Randy adored how he looked when he dressed up as a girl, but there was a sinking feeling in his gut that Erma would reject him the second she saw him all dolled up, just like every other girl in his life.

Randy considered taking all of the clothes off and putting on a pair of gym shorts and telling Erma that he couldn’t go through with this, but if he did that, a cloud would be hanging over them. She would still know his secret, and she would still be wondering how she felt about it.

The only way to know for sure how Erma felt was for her to see Randy all dolled up, but he was terrified. He was shaking. He stared at himself, feeling all the hate and shame he’d experienced in his life pouring over him, reminding him of how people really felt about something that felt so natural to his heart. If only they could spend a second in his mind, they would understand. They would know that he’d always been curious about his feminine side, and why should he be punished for expressing his curiosity?

Randy shook away his doubts long enough to pull the white dress over his head, adjusting it to his body until it covered his breasts perfectly, making him feel like a girl. He still had to do his makeup and put on his favorite brunette wig, but he was already well on his way to becoming a convincing woman.

Nerves ran through Randy as he stepped out of the closet and went to grab his makeup bag. He had a mirror above his dresser and sat on the edge of his bed to apply the makeup. He stared into the mirror, telling himself the worst that Erma could do was leave. The worst she could do was break his heart a second time, but he had dealt with heartbreak enough to work through that.

He'd learned how to love himself long ago, and that was what mattered most. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before picking up a bottle of liquid foundation. He got to work spreading the foundation across his face, evening it out with a sponge. Once he got the foundation spread evenly, he used some highlighter and bronzer to bring out the shape of his cheekbones.

Randy had applied makeup to his face thousands of times, but it felt so different that day knowing that Erma was waiting in the other room. His hand was shaking like crazy. It was so bad that he had to stop himself every few minutes to catch his breath, to remind himself that he loved himself no matter what Erma said.

His face was all feminine and girly, complete with eyeliner and eye shadow and everything else he usually used. He was leaving the lipstick for the last second, but everything else was done, which made him even more nervous. He was so close to the moment when he would have to walk out of his bedroom door, and it rattled him to the core.

Randy went to his closet to grab the missing pieces, his wig and pearls and heels. He had a pair of creamy three-inch heels that went perfectly with his dress, and the pearls were like his armor. Whenever he was wearing them, he felt so happy and complete, like nothing bad could ever happen to him.

Randy placed the long brunette wig onto his head, he slipped the heels onto his feet, and he placed the pearls around his neck. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he saw the femboy he’d grown to love, the woman within him he cherished. He only hoped Erma could accept this side of him.

To finish his look, Randy went to grab the tube of red lipstick he’d set out. He popped off the top, twisted it open, and ran the color across his lips as he stared at himself in the mirror.

“Are you ready?” Randy hollered from behind his closed bedroom door.

Erma set down the magazine she was reading. She was beyond anxious to see Randy. He’d been between the bathroom and his bedroom for the better part of an hour, and Erma couldn’t wait to see what he looked like dressed up as a girl.

“Yes! Come out here!”

Randy placed his hand on the doorknob and took a deep breath before slowly opening the barrier that separated him from Erma. The last time she’d seen him in women’s clothing, he was only wearing a pair of panties, so to say that his heart was racing as he slowly revealed himself was an understatement. He’d gone from panties to a complete look, but this was who he was. He had accepted it long ago, and he deserved a woman who could do the same.

Erma covered her mouth when she saw Randy dolled up from head to toe, looking like an angel who’d fallen down from the heavens. There was so much to say, but she was speechless. She couldn’t get out a word, which gave Randy the wrong message.

“I knew you would hate it,” he said and turned to retreat into his bedroom.

“No!” Erma hollered to stop him. “I don’t hate it. You look… stunning.”

Randy looked at Erma suspiciously, and she knew this was her chance to dispel any doubts that Randy had about how she felt. Erma couldn’t believe that this beautiful woman standing before her was the man she loved. She couldn’t believe that he’d transformed himself so fully. It was breathtaking.

“Are you lying?”

“No,” Erma said as she stood from the couch. “I’m not lying to you. You look stunning, Randy, truly. Is it okay if I call you Randy?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Sometimes I tell people my name is Ursula when I’m all dressed up like this. I don’t know why, but I’ve always loved that name.”

“Ursula,” Erma said, testing the name on her tongue. She didn’t hate it, and more than anything, she knew that she could accept Randy now. The unaccepting woman of her past had faded. She’d grown and wanted to show Randy that she could try to love this side of him. It was all new to her, but there was nothing wrong with trying new things.

“Are you sure you don’t hate it?”

“Yes, Ursula. You look beautiful as a woman. I promise,” Erma said as she stepped closer to Ursula, the woman also known as Randy. The woman who was a man beneath the makeup and pearls. The woman Erma wanted to love. “Are you willing to forgive me for the past?”

“Of course,” said Ursula, switching to her practiced feminine voice.

“You can even talk like a girl?”

“I try,” she said.

Erma smiled at the woman standing in front of her, and then she grabbed her hand to pull her over to the couch. They sat facing each other. Erma stared into the eyes she knew. The eyes of the man she loved, and what was so wrong if he wanted to dress as a woman? If he’d been doing it for over twenty years, this was clearly part of him.

Randy was Ursula.

Ursula was Randy.

Erma wished she’d seen the truth all those years ago, but now she had the chance to make up for lost time. She had the chance to show Ursula that she could love her as both a woman and a man. She no longer cared what others thought or what the future would hold. Not after twenty years of uninspiring boyfriends.

“What do you like to do when you’re all dressed up?” Erma asked Ursula.

She shrugged. “I normally just sit around the house. Might chat online with other crossdressers or post pictures of myself. Nothing much.”

“Have you ever fooled around while you’re all dolled up?”

“Not really,” Ursula said and shook her head. There were a few lucky nights in Ursula’s past, but not nearly as many as she would have liked. Most women she had been with preferred her without the pearls and makeup.

Erma placed her hand on Ursula’s thigh. She loved how the cream dress looked against Ursula’s naturally tan skin, and she loved how well she’d done her makeup. Erma would definitely need lessons from Ursula, but first she wanted to prove to Ursula that her words were more than hot air, and she wanted to prove it to herself that she could be with Ursula whether she was a woman or a man.

“Want to change that?”

“Right now?” Ursula asked, surprised by Erma’s forwardness.

“Yeah, it’s not like we haven’t been with each other. Why not see if we still click before we go any further?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure!”

Erma grinned and grabbed Ursula’s hand to lead her to the bedroom from where she’d just come.


CHAPTER 6

Erma pushed Ursula to the bed, admiring how feminine and beautiful Ursula looked beneath her. Ursula still had Randy’s eyes, but she looked completely different. The long brown hair. The red lipstick. The highlighted cheekbones. Erma got surprisingly excited as her gaze moved up and down Ursula’s body.

“Are you sure about this?” Ursula asked. She’d been rejected so many times that she was waiting for the moment when Erma would do the same, but Erma had no plans on leaving.

“Positive,” Erma said as she crawled onto the bed and straddled Ursula’s hips. She pulled her hair over one shoulder before leaning down to kiss Ursula’s painted lips. Ursula moaned into Erma’s mouth. Erma pushed her fingers into Ursula’s long brown hair, feeling her own body come to life.

Ursula got more aggressive when she realized that this wasn’t a dream. This wasn’t a fluke. She was with the woman she first loved. Her favorite ex-girlfriend. It was like a dream come true, and Ursula wanted to savor every second of it.

She pushed Erma onto her back and climbed atop her, feeling like she could finally be herself. Erma stared into her eyes, and there was zero apprehension. Zero doubt. Ursula moaned deeply as she leaned in close to kiss Erma’s neck and push her fingers into her hair, feeling her girly dick grow beneath the white panties she was wearing as she kissed Erma everywhere she could.

Ursula kissed along Erma’s body until her mouth was near Erma’s crotch. Erma gasped when Ursula pushed up the shirt she was wearing and pushed it over her head. Ursula was quick to remove Erma’s bra and toss it to the side, getting greedier by the second. She needed every inch of Erma’s body. She needed to feel their bodies fused together in an act of love.

Ursula gripped Erma’s breast and held it in her hand as she slowly wrapped her lips around Erma’s nipple, making Erma’s back arch, exacting loud moans from her lips. Ursula reached down and stuck her hand into Erma’s pants as she suckled.

Erma gasped when Ursula’s rough hands reached her pussy. Her mound already damp and excited, hungry to take Ursula’s girly cock. She was a little surprised every time she opened her eyes and saw Ursula’s girly figure, but it wasn’t a bad feeling. Erma knew that this woman above her, coating her in a sugary sensation sweeter than candy, was the woman she was meant to love.

Her femboy.

Her Ursula.

“Yes! Put your fingers in my pussy!” Erma begged.

Ursula didn’t need to be told twice. She moved her fingers over the folds of Erma’s pussy lips until she got to her opening, easily sliding two fingers into Erma’s accepting hole. Erma bit her lips and gasped as Ursula’s digits filled her, but it was exactly what she wanted.

Exactly what she needed.

“Fuck me with them!”

Ursula sucked Erma’s nipple and thrusted her fingers, loving all the sounds of pleasure that were leaving Erma’s lips. She was in a different world, gasping and moaning, like she couldn’t get enough, like she never wanted it to end.

It had Ursula’s dick throbbing. She longed to touch it, but her cock was buried beneath a pair of tights and a pair of panties. She was far too focused on Erma’s pleasure to fish out her cock, but Erma had other plans.

Erma pushed away Ursula’s hand when the pleasure became too intense. She wanted to feel Ursula’s big girly cock in her mouth before she came, so she pushed Ursula onto her back. She reached behind Ursula’s back and slowly unzipped her dress. Ursula moaned and twisted, like she didn’t want Erma to take it off, so Erma stopped to look into Ursula’s eyes.

“I’m not going anywhere, Ursula. You needn’t worry.”

Ursula relaxed enough for Erma to pull off the dress completely, revealing the corset and lingerie that she was wearing. Erma found it all surprisingly sexy. The makeup, wig, and lingerie, but what she found sexiest of all was that thick bulge beneath Ursula’s tights.

Erma leaned over to set the dress onto the floor. She could tell the dress meant a lot to her girl, and she didn’t want to ruin it. She turned back to Ursula and winked at her before working to pull down her tights and panties, leaving her in nothing but her bra and corset combo.

Ursula’s hard dick stood at attention, looking all shaved and girly. Erma kissed Ursula quickly before moving down between her legs and wrapping her hand around Ursula’s big, girly dick. Ursula twisted and moaned as Erma slowly wrapped her lips around Ursula’s cock.

Erma was already naked and dripping wet, on the edge of an orgasm, as she moved her lips down Ursula’s length. She opened the back of her throat to accept Ursula’s cock, doing her best to show Ursula how much she wanted this, how much she needed this. Erma didn’t want their relationship to end how it had the first time. She wanted their courtship to last this time around, so she bobbed her head with vigor, playing with Ursula’s smooth balls as she worked.

“Yes, Erma! Fuck yes!”

Erma held Ursula’s cock in the back of her opened throat as she slowly moved her lips, letting Ursula feel the tightness of her throat around her cock, breathing through her nose as she tried to give Ursula the best blowjob she could.

Erma couldn’t ignore her pussy, though. It was begging for her touch, desperate to feel something, anything, so Erma reached between her legs to touch herself and quell the desires of her womanhood.

Ursula watched Erma suck her feminized cock while she touched herself, and Ursula was positive she had never seen anything as sexy in her life. Ursula watched Erma’s glossy lips move up and down her girly shaft, not sure how long she could hold her load.

“Fuck, Erma. You’re going to make me cum,” Ursula said in a breath.

Erma pulled her lips off Ursula’s cock to stare into her eyes. There was a spark between them. It hit both of them at the same moment. Erma couldn’t help but climb back up Ursula’s feminine body and plant a kiss on her lips.

She lay there on Ursula, kissing her and whispering how much she liked her. How much she wanted things to continue this time around, all while Ursula’s hard cock pressed into her thigh.

“Yeah?” asked Ursula. “You mean it?”

“Yes,” said Erma.

Ursula pushed her fingers into Erma’s hair and kissed her, loving the feeling of her weight atop her. She could have stayed like that forever, lost in a parallel world, with Erma’s naked body pressing against hers while she wore her wig, pearls, and fake breasts.

It was a moment Ursula would never forget.

A day she would forever cherish.

“Will you fuck me?” asked Erma.

“In a heartbeat,” said Ursula.

Erma rolled off Ursula’s body, allowing Ursula to climb atop hers. She spread Erma’s legs and climbed between them, her girly dick hard and ready to enter Erma. To spread those beautiful pussy lips of hers and fuck them hard.

Erma pulled Ursula closer when she couldn’t stand the separation of their bodies another second. Ursula grabbed the base of her dick and guided it into Erma’s accepting hole. Erma gasped when Ursula entered her, but she quickly adjusted to Ursula’s size.

She was wet and ready to take Ursula, wetter than she’d ever been for Bobby. Normally Erma would need a touch of lube for intercourse, but not today. No, she was flooded and horny, desperate to right the wrongs of her past.

“Yes, fuck me hard!”

Ursula pushed deep into Erma, getting a loud moan from her before starting to pick up speed. Erma spread her legs wide for her girly boy. She held her hands against Ursula’s back as Ursula fucked her harder and harder, straining against the call of an orgasm.

“I’m getting close,” Ursula said in a tight voice.

“Fill me,” Erma said and wrapped her legs around Ursula’s back.

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” said Erma.

With those words, Ursula couldn’t hold on for another second. She bent her head back and screamed as she shot a huge load into Erma’s pussy. Erma was close too and came with her girl, arching her back and gasping as an orgasm took her.

They held each other as Ursula remained inside of Erma for a minute or two, and then Ursula slowly pulled her sticky cock out of Erma, and all they could do was smile when they looked at each other.


CHAPTER 7

Erma and Randy had been spending a lot of time together since their afternoon of lovemaking. They’d since had sex more times than either could keep track of, both with Randy as Randy and Randy as Ursula. Erma didn’t care either way, as long as her femboy was happy. He was a far cry from Bobby, who was already posting pictures on social media with different young women on his arm.

Erma was sure that he was trying to make her jealous, but how could she be jealous when she was in love? For the first time since her twenties, she felt like she’d met the right man. They both wished they could go back and change the past, but they were together now, which was all that mattered.

They’d been to a bunch of different restaurants, out to see movies, and they even took a romantic boat ride around Lake Michigan one evening. It was magical. Erma loved being back in Randy’s life, but she could see the pain he felt.

As much as Randy loved dressing up in women’s clothing, he didn’t feel entirely comfortable as Ursula. There was part of him that was holding back, like he was ashamed of who he was when he was dressed en femme, and Erma felt partly responsible for that behavior. She wanted to help Randy come to terms with his feminine half.

They were sitting around at Randy’s condo on a random Wednesday night when she turned to him and placed a hand on his thigh, looking at him with concern in her eyes.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I was wondering if you wanted to go out tonight.”

“Sure, where would you like to go?”

“I mean go out as Ursula,” Erma clarified.

Randy looked panicked, like he hadn’t been expecting Erma to suggest they go out with him dressed en femme. Randy shook his head, but Erma tightened her grip on his thigh.

“I think it would be good for you.”

“I’m not ready,” he insisted.

“Yes, you are.”

Randy shook his head. He didn’t want to have this conversation. When he was dressed up as Ursula, he wanted to stay in the house where it was safe. He didn’t want to go out into the world where he would face ridicule and humiliation. It was too risky.

“I know you want to go out as Ursula, and you deserve to do that. I’ll be right there by your side the entire time.”

“I can’t,” Randy said with a shake of the head.

“Yes, you can. Tell me that you can.”

Randy chewed on his lip. Erma was offering him what he wanted most in the world, yet it felt impossible to accept. He felt like if he agreed to what she was offering then something terrible would happen. The heavens would come crashing down to Earth, or he would get sucked into the fiery pits of the underworld.

“Let’s just stay here,” Randy said and stood from the couch. He paced the living room a few moments before Erma stood and walked up behind him, placing her hands on his shoulders to relax him.

“Please,” she said. “Will you do it for me?”

Randy looked at Erma suspiciously, like she was trying to play a prank on him, but when he saw the loving gaze in her eyes, he knew that she was only trying to give him what he wanted most. For years, he’d been trying to go out into the world, yet he never had the courage, and here was the woman he loved, offering her hand. Promising to protect him when they stepped into the unknown.

“Are you sure?” asked Randy.

“I’m positive,” Erma said with a smile. “Why don’t we go somewhere close? Is there anywhere we could go within walking distance?”

Randy folded his lips and tapped them as he thought. There were a bunch of restaurants around, but they’d already eaten dinner. They could go to the park, but it was getting a bit late, and the last thing Randy wanted was to get trapped in a dark corner.

“It’s a little childish, but there’s an arcade down the street.”

“An arcade? That sounds fun!”

“Really?”

“Yeah, sure! Why not?”

“I don’t know, Erma. Maybe this isn’t a good idea.”

“You can’t spend your entire life afraid of the world, Randy. If you don’t want to go out, that’s fine, but I know you’ve been wanting to experience the world as Ursula, and I’m happy to give you that chance. Today, tomorrow. Whenever you’re ready.”

“I want to, but I’m afraid.”

“It’s okay to be afraid, but the only way to conquer a fear is by facing it. Wouldn’t you rather do this with me by your side?”

Randy wanted to leave the house as Ursula so badly, but he was frightened of what he might encounter. There was no telling what might happen. The ridicule he might face, but maybe going down to the arcade wouldn’t be so bad. There were so many flashing lights and loud noises that people probably wouldn’t even notice him.

“Okay, let’s do it.”

Erma perked up and sat a bit straighter. “Really? Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” Randy said with a nod. “Now or never.”

“Ooh, what are you going to wear?”

“That’s a good question. Want to help me pick out something cute?”

“Yes!”

Erma followed Randy to his bedroom, feeling giddy that he’d agreed to her plan. She wanted to make amends for how she’d dumped Randy all those years ago, and if getting him out of the house as Ursula was a way to do that, then she was happy to help make his dreams come true.

Randy gestured toward his closet, so Erma stepped into it and looked around. She was wearing a simple gray sheath dress with a draped bottom. She had on a pair of black flats with a black hair clip holding up her messy bun, so she wanted to find Randy something that would complement her outfit.

“What do you think about this black circle skirt with this pink crossover top? We could also try the peach blouse you have.”

Randy loved both of the options, but what he loved even more than that was having Erma in his closet picking out something cute for him to wear. His dreams were already coming true, which made him feel like the luckiest guy in the world. He couldn’t stop himself from stepping toward Erma and pulling her into his arms to plant a big kiss on her lips, taking her by surprise.

She giggled and wiggled out of Randy’s greedy arms. “Pick out an outfit, boy! Which one?”

“I don’t care,” Randy said and reached out to grab Erma again. She didn’t struggle this time, throwing herself against her femboy. Randy pushed his fingers into her hair as he stared into her eyes. “You have no idea how much this means to me, Erma.”

“I love you, Randy, and I’ve loved you for a long time.”

“Not as much as I love you,” Randy said and started attacking Erma with kisses.

She threw back her head and accepted the kisses, gasping and moaning, but then she pushed him away. She shook her head as she tried to catch her breath, lifting her hand to wave her finger in the air.

“Nope, you aren’t getting out of this, mister!”

“What? What are you talking about?” Randy said and tried to pull Erma back into his arms, but she wouldn’t let him.

“You can have me all you want when we get back from the arcade. No more kisses until then.”

“No!” he cried.

“Come on, boy! I want to see Ursula. Doesn’t she want to come out to play?”

Randy glanced at the clothes Erma had picked out for him. He did want to go out, but he was still terrified of what would happen. At least Erma would be there by his side when they went out, which gave him a bit of hope. He nodded and stepped out of the closet after Erma.

She waited with her arms crossed, tapping her foot as Randy stripped out of his boy clothes and changed into the black skirt with the peach blouse. He tucked the blouse into his skirt after putting on a bra and his fake tits. Erma was shocked at how quickly he could transform from man to woman.

He was doing his makeup after five minutes, and then he was slipping on his black flats and some silver jewelry, looking as girly as ever. Erma sat by his side on the bed and wrapped her arm over his shoulder, pulling him close.

“I guess you can have one more kiss.”

Randy, who was now Ursula, smiled and moved her lips closer to Erma’s. She pressed them gently against Erma’s, sliding her tongue into Erma’s mouth. Erma deepened the kiss, and they nearly fell to the bed to make love, but then Erma remembered the mission.

“We need to get you out of the house!”

Ursula shook her head. “We could stay here.”

“Absolutely not! Come on, girl! Let’s show you off to the world!”

Ursula dropped her head in defeat, but she let Erma pull her from the bed. Her heartbeat increased as they approached the door. The barrier that’d kept Ursula safe all these years. She hadn’t gotten more than a foot through the doorway before fear got the best of her, but Erma wasn’t having it.

She held Ursula’s hand and pulled her into the hallway. Ursula panicked, but then nothing happened. Nobody was standing there with a carton of eggs. Nobody was there to point at her and call her names. Ursula felt a little brighter now that she was standing in the hallway.

“Shall we?” Erma asked and pulled lightly on Ursula’s hand.

“Yeah, let’s do it.”

Erma smiled and laced her fingers with Ursula’s, and then they were on their way. Ursula’s heart stopped racing by the time they got to the elevator. She still felt faint and different, but she could do this. She’d already come further than she ever had, and it was all thanks to her lovely girlfriend Erma.

“You’re amazing, Erma. I’m so happy you’re back in my life,” Ursula said in her girly voice and pressed her feminized body up against Erma’s as the elevator took them down to the ground floor.

“Nobody is happier than me,” Erma said as Ursula held her body against hers.

“Are you sure about that?” asked Ursula.

“I’m pretty positive,” she said with a bright smile.

They were both swimming, dripping in their mutual love. They couldn’t get enough of each other. They kissed deeply, only parting when the elevator doors opened. They giggled and stepped out of the elevator doors.

For a split second, Ursula felt like any other girl. Her long brown hair bounced on her shoulders, and her skirt moved with the sway of her hips. Ursula couldn’t remember why she’d ever feared this, why she had never gone out as a girl, but then the building’s security guard stopped them. Michael was on duty, and he was the toughest of all the guards.

“Excuse me, ladies, but I’m not sure that I recognize you.”

“I live here,” Ursula said without thinking.

“Then how come I haven’t seen your face before, miss? I know everyone who comes through these doors. It’s my job to keep this building safe. Can I see some ID?”

“Yes, of course.”

Erma glanced at Ursula with a concerned look in her eyes. She hadn’t been expecting the guard to stop them. It was a roadblock before they even got out to the world, but nobody could get upset with the guard for doing his job.

For all Michael knew, they had just robbed an apartment blind. Not that they could fit much into the tiny purses they were carrying, but diamonds and jewels were worth a lot and easy to stash.

Ursula cursed under her breath as she opened her purse to pull out her wallet. She’d put her cards and a little cash into it, but she thought she was past the age where she would have to show ID. She hadn’t been expecting to get carded at her own door, but there was no avoiding this awkward moment. If Ursula didn’t show Michael her ID, he might call the police, which would be even more embarrassing.

“Uh, right,” Ursula said as she pulled out her ID that had a picture of her as a man. Her body flushed. Embarrassment crawled over her skin, but then Erma put a hand on Ursula’s shoulder to remind her that she wasn’t alone.

Michael snatched the ID from Ursula’s unsteady hand, his eyes widening when he realized what was happening. He stood from his chair and looked at Ursula more closely, cursing under his breath.

“Oh, uh. Shoot, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.”

“It’s okay,” Ursula said and took the ID from Michael’s hand. “I like to dress up sometimes.”

“Yeah! No problem. If I’m being honest, you look pretty good…”

“Ursula,” she said. “You can call me Ursula.”

“Noted,” Michael said and tilted his head at Ursula. “As you were. I’m sorry for bothering you, Ursula.”

“Thank you, Michael. You’re the best,” Ursula said and smiled at Michael before stepping outside, letting out the breath she’d been holding ever since Michael stopped her.

Erma caught up to Ursula and grabbed her shoulders, and then they fell into a fit of laughter. Ursula couldn’t think to do anything but pull Erma into her arms, holding her closely, letting the anxiety and fear run through her.

“You did it, babe!”

“I did it,” Ursula said in disbelief.

Erma broke the hug and stood at an arm’s length to look at her girl. Maybe she wouldn’t have been ready to love Ursula when she was in her twenties, but she was beyond ready now. She cupped the side of Ursula’s face and kissed her painted lips softly.

“Are you ready for the arcade?”

“I’m ready for anything after that,” Ursula said with a laugh.

“I bet you are! Who would have thought that we would get stopped at your door?”

“Michael’s a tough one, but that’s why everyone loves him. He doesn’t let anything happen on his watch.”

“Why don’t we pick up some dessert on the way home? We can give him a little as a thank-you gift.”

“Yeah, good idea. He scared the fear right out of me.”

“Perfect! Let’s hit the arcade and work out some of that adrenaline.”

“Can’t think of anything better,” Ursula said and reached out to take Erma’s hand. They walked side by side to the arcade, feeling on top of the world as they went. Ursula got past her fear and lived to play a few games, which was all she could have asked for and more.


CHAPTER 8

Ursula and Erma spent forty-five minutes or so at the arcade before they couldn’t stand the flashing lights and loud music, but they didn’t go straight back to Ursula’s place. They walked around the neighborhood a bit, letting Ursula enjoy being out in the world as a woman. It was her first time leaving the house as Ursula, but it certainly wouldn’t be the last.

They picked up desserts when they were tired of walking around and dropped one off for Michael. He tried to refuse the dessert at first, but then he accepted the chocolate brownie before bidding the ladies a good night.

“That’s one gentleman you have at the front door,” Erma said as the elevator took them up to Ursula’s floor.

“Yeah, he’s a great guy.”

“How are you feeling about him knowing?”

Ursula shrugged. “It is what it is.”

“Yeah, and he even told you that you looked good!”

Ursula couldn’t hide her smile. It was nice getting a compliment from the man. She had always feared ridicule and humiliation, but it had been a lovely night. There was no drama except that moment at the front door, but even that wasn’t much. Michael was just doing his job.

“Yeah, he did.”

“You’re a catch, Ursula. Whether you believe it or not.”

“I’m starting to believe it,” she said gently as Erma wrapped her arms around the back of her neck.

“Good,” said Erma. “I’m sorry that I didn’t give you a chance when we were younger.”

“Please, don’t mention it. I’m happy that you’re here now.”

“Me too.”

The elevator doors opened, and they walked down the hall to Ursula’s place holding hands. Erma plopped down on the couch, and Ursula plated their brownies when they got inside. Ursula poured them each a glass of white wine to help wash down the brownie before going over to sit on the couch with their goodies.

“I would have helped you,” Erma said.

Ursula waved her hand at Erma. “It’s fine. Would you like to watch something?”

“How about a home-makeover show?”

“Perfect,” Ursula said and picked up the remote. The show played in the background as they sipped their wine and enjoyed their brownies, but they were both horny after the night they’d spent together, and once the brownies were gone, the show wasn’t doing much to hold their attention.

Erma scooted closer to Ursula and tucked her legs under her butt. She reached out her hand and curled some of Ursula’s hair around her finger. Ursula stared into Erma’s eyes, getting warm all over.

Ursula reached to touch Erma’s leg as the woman played with her hair. She scooted closer to Erma, feeling her girly cock twitch beneath the skirt and panties she was wearing.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” asked Erma.

“That I should carry you to the bedroom?”

Erma grinned and shook her head. “Why go to the bedroom when we can start right here?” Erma smirked as she slid off the couch and got between Ursula’s legs.

Ursula spread her legs to give Erma room, and then Erma reached up Ursula’s skirt to grip the waistline of her panties and slowly pull them down her legs. She tossed Ursula’s panties to the side and lifted her skirt to reveal that girly cock she so desperately wanted in her mouth.

“I’ve been thinking about this moment all night.”

“Yeah?” Ursula asked in a breath.

Erma nodded and wrapped her hand around Ursula’s hardened length. She parted her lips and put them onto Ursula’s girly cock, loving how deeply Ursula moaned when she moved her mouth all the way down to her base, opening her throat wide to accept every last millimeter of Ursula’s member.

“Fuck, Erma!”

Erma moaned on Ursula’s cock. She didn’t pull her lips off it. She couldn’t. It tasted so good. Feeling it push against the back of her throat had her panties wet with desire. She wasn’t the young, dripping girl she’d once been, but Ursula made her wetter than anyone else. She made Erma hot with desire.

Ursula pushed on the back of Erma’s head, making her girl gag a little on her cock, but Erma loved it. She loved it when Ursula took control, so she didn’t stop Ursula when she pulled Erma’s lips off her girly cock and moved her up to the couch.

“My turn,” Ursula said as she slid off the couch to get between Erma’s thighs.

Erma gasped when Ursula pushed up her dress and slid her panties down her legs, revealing her swollen mound. Erma shook and moaned as Ursula kissed the inside of her thighs all the way from her knees until she was centimeters from her womanhood.

Ursula looked up at Erma through hooded eyes before pressing her lips against Erma’s hot pussy. Erma gasped as Ursula ran her tongue over the folds of her mound, flicking her clit every so often with her tongue, making her shake with desire. She loved getting head from Ursula, but she wanted more before she came. She wanted to feel the fullness of Ursula’s girly cock stuffing her.

“Fuck me! Please!”

Ursula licked Erma’s pussy for a minute longer before giving her girl what she wanted. Erma tasted so fucking good that she couldn’t help herself, but Ursula also wanted to fuck, so she stood and lifted Erma into her arms, carrying her to the bed.

Ursula grabbed some lube from her drawer and slathered her cock with it before going over to the bed to lift Erma’s legs into the air. Then she pushed into Erma’s accepting hole, sliding in easily with the thin layer of lube coating her cock.

“Yes, Ursula! Give me that girly dick!”

“Take this dick, Erma!” Ursula said and pounded Erma’s pussy with every inch of her cock. She thrusted slowly at first but picked up speed once Erma was nice and loose, filling the air with sounds of their lovemaking.

Erma’s back arched and she screamed out as she took Ursula’s dick, loving every second of the fucking. She had her legs wrapped tightly around Ursula’s body, clutching Ursula’s breasts through the blouse. Neither of them was naked, but somehow that made the entire experience that much hotter.

“Fuck, Ursula! Yes!”

Ursula made unintelligible sounds and let go, holding Erma for dear life as she flooded Erma’s pussy with her cum. Erma held her close and came all over Ursula’s girly dick, and they stayed like that, connected and moaning, for at least a minute longer.

Ursula slowly pulled out of Erma and collapsed by her side, holding her and kissing her and telling her that she loved her.

“I love you, too, Ursula. You’re my girl, now and forever.”


CHAPTER 9

Six Months Later

Erma was playing tonight, so Ursula was dressed in her favorite cream dress, complete with pearls and stilettos, and she’d even found some silk gloves to wear. She felt like a million dollars as she walked around the symphony with a glass of white wine in her hands, chatting with random people she might never see again.

Ursula didn’t always dress up, but she went out in womanly attire at least once or twice a week, and Erma had been the one to suggest she attend the symphony as a woman. She even gave Ursula a free ticket for an amazing seat, so it was hard to deny the offer.

After mixing and mingling for twenty minutes, the ushers called everyone to take their seats. Ursula said bye to her symphony friends and went to find where she was sitting. She was close enough that she could even see Erma all dressed in black and looking beautiful with a violin in her hands.

Ursula waved at her woman. Erma waved back, and then the lights above the audience dimmed, and the show got started. It was always so lovely to watch Erma play, and it was even better now that they were back together and in love.

***

One Year Later

Randy and Erma were at his place. He was wearing a silk slip dress, but he hadn’t bothered with anything else. Not even a pair of panties. No reason to put on panties when Erma would probably just take them off later in the night. Once the lights went off, she could be quite the sex hound. Not that Randy was complaining. He would take any chance he could to have her.

She was his everything.

They’d built a fort in the living room, complete with sheets as the roof and a palette of blankets on the floor. They wanted to have a sleepover night and act like girls much younger than themselves. They picked out movies, popped popcorn, and played a little game of truth or dare that led to some oral fun but no orgasms.

They were saving those for later.

“What color nail polish do you want?” Erma asked. She’d brought over her collection of polishes, so that they could paint their nails.

“Do you have a purple to match this slip dress?”

“Yeah!” Erma dug through the bottle of nail polish until she found the perfect color.

“What about you?” asked Randy.

“I’ll do red!” said Erma.

“All right. I’ll do your nails first.”

Erma held out her hand. “I’m ready.”

Randy picked up the bottle of red nail polish and beat it against the palm of his hand before he opened it and carefully applied the color to Erma’s nails, each brushstroke making him a little happier than the last. Randy felt grateful that Erma had reentered his life, and he would do everything and anything to keep her.

Who ever said that dreams didn’t come true?

Randy wasn’t sure who came up with that line, but he knew for certain that it was a false statement, and he hoped to keep living in dreamland for the rest of his life.


CHECK YOURSELF

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Brenda stood on stage at her improv class with her best friend George as they went back and forth with each other, getting more dramatic by the second. Brenda screamed George’s stage name in a high voice as she flattened the back of her hand against her forehead and dropped to her knees. George went over to her to try to offer his hand, but she refused it and turned away from him, gathering a few gasps from the audience.

“Violet, please. You don’t understand. I gambled that money to give us a chance at a better life. Can’t you forgive me?”

“Never!” Brenda hollered as she looked toward the ceiling to finish out their scene of a husband and wife collapsing under the weight of their financial insecurities. The room gave the pair a warm applause, but it was far from the loudest that they’d received.

Their performances were always based on their energy, and they were both a little off today, but they went back to their seats to watch the others in their improv group perform, and when everyone was finished, they gathered their bags and went to a bar down the street.

“I loved your skit today. You two work so well together,” Margaret said to Brenda and George before running past them to catch up with her friend Dana.

Joseph came up behind Brenda and George, landing a hand on each of their shoulders. “When are you two going to let me join this little duo you got going on?”

“You’re free to join us whenever, Joseph.”

George flashed Brenda a nasty look. He didn’t want Joseph, the only other gay guy in their improv group, to join their duo. Brenda was his, and the last thing George wanted to do was share her with that tramp Joseph. He was constantly sifting through the nearby guys on his app, proudly announcing whenever he confirmed a hookup with a conquest to the rest of their improv group.

“Ooh, I’m not sure that Georgy wants me in your group.”

“Shut up, Joseph.”

“Hey! I don’t want you two fighting. Can’t we let Joseph do one scene with us? It wouldn’t be the end of the world.”

George’s heart broke at Brenda’s words. Couldn’t she see that Joseph was trying to steal her from him? He’d been trying to become her best friend since the first day of class, and it wasn’t fair to Joseph. He and Brenda had known each other for years, and their relationship was special. They met at the cafe where Brenda still worked and hit it off during their first shift together making espressos and lattes.

“I guess not,” George grunted.

Joseph batted his lashes and turned on his charm. “Do you mean it, Georgy? Will you let me join you guys for a scene?”

Brenda covered her mouth with a hand as she suppressed the urge to laugh, and Joseph was smiling like he was on the verge of falling into a fit of laughter himself. George felt like he was the odd man out, but then Brenda brought him right back into the fold like she always did. Brenda wrapped an arm around George as they walked toward the bar where everyone was getting drinks.

“Come on, George! We can have so much fun with Joseph in a scene! Wouldn’t you love to team up against him? Maybe we can rob him and keep him as our prisoner to sell him for ransom.”

“Hey! It’s supposed to be improv! You’re not supposed to plan what you’re going to do to me!” Joseph protested as he stepped in front of George and Brenda.

Brenda gave Joseph a sassy look as they stood outside of the door to the bar. She reached past him to grab the handle and open the door, flipping her hair over her shoulder as she stepped past Joseph. George smirked as he stepped past the shocked Joseph and followed Brenda inside.

“What was that? Are we really going to let him join us for a scene?”

“Yes, George! Just because he does something with us doesn’t mean I’ll stop being your friend. You don’t have to be jealous.”

“I’m not… I’m not jealous.”

Brenda touched her chest and chuckled. “Right, you’re not jealous.”

“I’m not!” George screeched, but not even he could deny that he had a touch of jealousy in his heart when it came to Joseph. Everyone in the class loved him, and he was honestly amazing at improv. His everyday personality was that of a flamboyant boy, but he could jump into a macho persona in a heartbeat. It was insane, but the boy was a chameleon and could make it far as an actor.

“Fine,” George admitted. “Maybe I’m a little jealous.”

“Join the club. Everyone in class is jealous of Joseph.”

“What do you suppose we do?”

Brenda shrugged. “We could befriend him and do a scene with him. I don’t see what could go wrong.”

“You’re right, and you read me like a book.”

“What? Are you talking about me still being your friend?”

George nodded.

Brenda chuckled and reached to place a hand on George’s thigh. They were sitting on stools at the bar, staring at each other as Brenda held George’s leg, making him feel how much she cared about him through her touch. She lifted her hand after a moment when the bartender came over to drop off some menus. Brenda picked up the menu in front of her and flipped a page before glancing over at George with a wicked smile on her face.

“Do you think Joseph wants to join our group because he has a crush on you?”

“No way! Gross! How could you say such a thing?”

“Oh, come on, George! Everyone knows that Joseph is a looker. If he just got his arms a little bigger, I swear there would be a line of agents at our school trying to sign him.”

“Yeah? You think he should have arms like Jason?”

Brenda made a passionate noise as her boyfriend’s name hung in the air. All she could see in her mind were images of Jason’s big arms as he held her legs in the air and did unspeakable things to her body. She loved nothing more than having those big arms around her when she fell asleep at night, and George was exactly right. Joseph would have a career that dreams were made of if he had arms like her boyfriend Jason.

“Yep, Joseph would be a star with arms like Jason’s.”

“You’re crazy. It’s not all about looks in Hollywood.”

“Oh, please. Look at you. You go to the gym like seven times a week to keep up with those guys on your apps, and don’t pretend like you’re not out there hooking up with guys. I know you better than that,” Brenda said before turning her attention back to her menu.

George was going to say something, but what could he say to deny Brenda’s accusations? He could talk shit about Joseph being so open about his conquests with the class, but George was on those very same apps, and they’d even messaged each other late one night, sending naughty pictures to each other, but they never spoke a word about it. George wasn’t even sure that they made eye contact the next time they saw each other, but that was all water under the bridge by this point.

Joseph could do a scene with them. George felt confident that Brenda wouldn’t abandon him for their new friend, even if he was the best actor in the class, which might have been why George was nervous in the first place. He liked improv and going out with the other people in their class, but he was definitely near the bottom of the talent totem pole, but everyone was still nice to him.

“Are you seeing Jason tonight?” George asked after they ordered their drinks. Two spicy margaritas with sugar rims. They almost always got spicy margaritas unless there was a delicious signature cocktail on the menu.

“Yeah, I’m going over to his place after this.”

“Awesome.”

“I was actually wondering if you would mind if I invited him to come out with us this weekend.”

“What? On my Georgina night? Brenda!”

“George! He’s my boyfriend, and I want him to come out with us at least once.”

“We’re going to a gay club. Don’t you think that would be weird for him?”

“Why?” Brenda asked with a laugh. “We’ve seen gay stuff in pornos we’ve watched together. I’m sure he’ll be fine.”

George’s jaw dropped. He was scrambling to come up with something to stop this insanity, and then it hit him! The perfect excuse! “Aren’t you worried that all the guys will hit on Jason? Like you said, he has big arms.”

Brenda shrugged. “It’s nothing I can’t handle. You really don’t want him to come with us, do you?”

George’s shoulders dropped. What else could he say to Brenda to get her to change her mind? He didn’t have any problems with Jason, but Thursdays were their night to go out to the club and let loose. George put on his wig and makeup and became Georgina to dance the night away until he couldn’t stand for another second in his heels.

When George first confessed to Brenda that he was a crossdresser, she couldn’t believe it, but it ended up bringing them even closer together. Brenda was the first person to go out with George en femme, and he would always be grateful to her for that, but inviting her boyfriend to a girls’ night was crossing the line. What would come next? Where would the madness end?

“It’s only one night. I want Jason to come out dancing with us. You leave me half the time when we go out, anyway!”

Guilt flashed through George. He thought back to all the times he’d run off to dance with a guy who thought he looked cute as a girl, and Brenda never once even blinked or said that she had a problem with it, even when Georgina left the club to go home with her conquests, so deep down George knew that he could get upset.

“I guess it’ll be fun,” George said and picked up the freshly poured spicy margarita in front of him. “Cheers.”

“Cheers!” Brenda said and clinked her glass with George’s, and then they joined the others from their improv class and had a good time.


CHAPTER 2

“I’m so glad you agreed to go out with us tonight,” Brenda said as she clung to Jason, gripping the back of his T-shirt with her long nails. They were standing in her living room. George was heading over to get ready with her, and then they were going to one of their favorite bars to pregame before the club with drinks and appetizers.

“I’ll take any chance to be with you,” Jason said and kissed Brenda on her forehead.

She melted against his body. He was at least a head taller than her and had a massive body that made her feel tiny in his arms, but she loved every second of being there. She loved it when Jason carried her around like she weighed no more than a bag of groceries.

“Why do you always say sweet things to me?”

“Do you not like that I do?”

Brenda shook her head. “I love it.”

“Good,” Jason said just as there was a knock at the door. “That must be George. I’ll get it. Why don’t you fix us some drinks to get the party started?”

“Okay,” Brenda said with a bright smile as her ponytail swung from side to side on the way to the kitchen.

Jason opened the door and found George standing on the other side with an oversize purse on his arm. Jason thought it was rather feminine but said nothing of it as he opened his arms to give George a hug and a heavy slap on the back.

“How are you doing, man? I’m excited to go out with you tonight.”

George gasped like he had the wind knocked out of his pipes as he stood a step back and did his best to smile at his best friend’s boyfriend. He wished more than anything that Brenda hadn’t invited along Jason, but what could he do now that the night had already begun?

“I’m excited too. Is Brenda here?”

“Yeah,” Jason said with a smirk. “She’s in the kitchen.”

“Cool,” George said as he stepped past Jason into Brenda’s apartment. She came out of the kitchen with a pitcher in her hands. “Margaritas?”

“You know it! How are you doing?” Brenda asked as she threw her arms open to give George a hug. “Ready to find a cute boy to dance with tonight?”

“You’re not giving me much of a choice,” George said as he glanced over his shoulder at Jason who was standing behind them with a goofy smile on his face. He scratched the back of his head as he looked at George and Brenda, who were speaking in low voices.

“Don’t be rude to my boyfriend, George,” Brenda said in a harsh whisper before she stepped past him to the freezer to grab ice for their margaritas. “Jason, sweetie, do you want salt or sugar for your rim?”

“Salt please,” he said as he walked over to the couch and grabbed the remote.

“Gross, Brenda,” George whispered. “He likes salt on the rim. You can’t date a guy like that.”

“Shut up,” Brenda said with a laugh. “If you’d prefer, I can become one of those girlfriends that spends Thursday nights on the couch with her boyfriend.”

“No, don’t do that! I’ll stop!”

“What’s going on in there?” Jason asked with a laugh from the living room. “Are you guys talking about me?”

“Not at all, honey! George was just trying to put sugar on your rim instead of salt because he thinks salt is nasty.”

“I don’t mind sugar,” said Jason.

George and Brenda shared a look. Jason was so sweet. Everyone had their bad side, but how could George be upset with a guy who sounded so innocent and carefree? They went to the living room with their spicy margaritas to sit by Jason on the couch.

“It’s a salt rim. I didn’t let George ruin it for you.”

“I doubt it would have ruined the drink,” Jason said and wrapped his arm around Brenda’s shoulder to pull her close, and then he did the same to George! “You really don’t like me, do you?”

George felt hot all over as Jason held his arm on his shoulder. George cleared his throat and shook Jason off him. “Uh, it’s not that I have a problem with you. I guess I’ve just been a little jealous that you’re intruding on our girls’ night.”

“George!”

Jason laughed and pushed his fingers into Brenda’s hair to calm her, which was exactly what his touch did. She purred as she rested her head against his chest. She forgot all about George sitting on the other side of Jason, but Jason hadn’t. Jason was a little threatened by their friendship, but he tried not to get worked up about it. They’d been friends long before he came into the picture.

“Why do you call it girls’ night?”

“Um… because I go out as a girl?”

“What?” Jason asked and nearly spit up the bit of margarita that he’d sipped. He swallowed before asking, “are you serious? You go out as a girl?”

“Brenda!” George hollered in an exasperated voice. “Didn’t you tell him about Georgina?”

“Georgina?” Jason asked as the sputtering of a laugh passed his lips. “You can’t be serious.” Jason waved his hands in the air as he tried to stop laughing, but the harder he tried, the worse the laughter became. He splashed his drink as he stood from the couch and excused himself from the room, but the margarita got all over Brenda as he stood, and she screamed.

“Jason! You got that all over me, and I just showered!”

“I’m sorry,” Jason said as the laughter continued pouring from his lips, getting worse every time he glanced in George’s direction, and George felt completely humiliated by the entire situation. He wished he had stayed at home. George knew that inviting Jason would be a terrible idea.

Jason went to Brenda’s bedroom and closed the door, and George’s cheeks flushed with heat when the laughter rang from behind the closed door. He wasn’t sure if Jason thought that they couldn’t hear him, but they could hear him as clear as day, and it hurt. George didn’t want to get dressed up now, and becoming Georgina was literally what he looked forward to all week.

“I’m so sorry about that,” Brenda said and touched George’s arm.

“Please. Don’t. I just want to go home.”

“No, don’t do that! Let’s hit the club! I’ll tell Jason to go home.”

“No, it’s okay. I knew coming over here would be a mistake,” George said and brushed his finger against his eye. He was doing his best not to cry, but he felt like such a fool. He was better off getting dressed up at home where he could invite over one of the boys from his contacts who could make him feel warm when he was feeling cold.

“Seriously, George. Don’t go home.”

“I want to,” George said and went to grab his oversized purse that he’d left by the door. He didn’t want to face Jason again after tonight. He loved Brenda and understood why she liked Jason, but he couldn’t be around a man who was going to judge him for being himself. Not when he had a contact book filled with boys who loved to give Georgina a little attention.

“I’d be so sad if you left now. Please don’t go,” Brenda said and grabbed George by the shoulders.

“Tonight can’t be salvaged. I’m sorry.”

“George! Please listen to me! I’m going to tell Jason to go home, and then we can have our girls’ night. I’ll deal with him another time.”

“That’s sweet, but I don’t want you to do that for me. It’s asking too much. He’s your boyfriend, and I’ll never be able to compare to that.”

“Shut up, George! Wait on the couch while I tell him to go home.”

George groaned but did as Brenda asked. She went to the bedroom and talked to Jason. George flinched a few times as their conversation got heated. She was asking Jason to apologize, and he was refusing, and the entire situation was far too awkward for George to handle. He was chewing on his finger in a nervous fit as Jason came storming out of the bedroom.

“Bye, dude. Have fun with my girl,” Jason said and slammed the door on his way out.

“Brenda, I’m—”

“Give me a minute, and then we can start getting ready,” Brenda said and went to her bedroom to catch her breath. Things eventually calmed down, and the girls went out for their night of fun, but a cloud was hanging over them the entire time, and neither of them knew what to do about it, but one thing was certain.

Something had to be done.


CHAPTER 3

“I’m so sorry about Jason’s behavior,” Brenda said the following morning as she and George were sitting at a cafe with lattes to nurse their slight hangovers.

“Don’t worry about it. He only laughed. It’s not a big deal.”

“Of course it’s a big deal! How could you say otherwise?”

George shrugged. “He’s your boyfriend, and I don’t want to turn last night into a whole thing.”

“It’s already a ‘whole thing’. I can’t believe that Jason would dare laugh at you. I know he’s looked at my photos online, and there are pictures of us together, so I really don’t get it.”

“Maybe he didn’t realize that those pictures of Georgina were me,” George said with a shrug. He wanted to put the awkward moment behind him. He’d already decided that Jason’s laughter wasn’t coming from a place of malice. More from a place of shock and surprise, like those people who laughed when they found out that someone had died. Jason didn’t know what to do with the information, and laughter was the easiest way to process it.

“Yeah, maybe, but he had no right to make you feel bad about yourself, and he should have apologized. I’m going to talk to him about it when I see him tonight.”

“No,” George begged. “Please don’t. Let’s just put this behind us.”

Brenda crossed her arms over her chest and glared at George from across the table. “You can’t expect me to date a man who can’t accept my best friend.”

“You’ll resent me if you break up with Jason over this. I see the way you look at him,” George said defensively. “Don’t you see how that would be awkward for me? What would happen if you started missing him and decided to date him again?”

Brenda frowned. She didn’t want to tell George that he was right, but she could envision a future where their friendship fell apart over something as stupid as Jason laughing. Maybe it wasn’t even as big of a deal as she thought, but how could she be certain? How could she show Jason how badly his actions hurt her?

“What do you suggest we do?”

“Forget any of it happened,” said George.

“I can’t do that. I won’t be able to see him without talking about this.”

“Why don’t you hear his side of the story before you jump to any conclusions? I have a feeling he just didn’t know what to do when he found out, and that was the way he reacted. It’s really not a big deal… for the millionth time.”

Brenda let out a deep breath through her nose as she reached for her glass of water and brought it to her lips. Her gloss stuck to the rim of the glass, which made her lips feel a little dry, so she reached into her purse to grab her tube of lip gloss and apply a little more as she thought about what to do with her boyfriend. Brenda was falling quickly in love with Jason, but how could they work past this?

“Brenda, if you insist on talking to Jason, please don’t attack him. I don’t want you to do that. I can handle myself, and yeah, I was a little embarrassed, but we still had a blast last night. Plus, Jason said goodbye to me on his way out the door. His eyes looked apologetic.”

Brenda sighed. “Yeah, he texted me that he was sorry like right after he left, but I don’t know. A lot can be said about someone’s first reaction to something.”

“He probably just doesn’t understand. Why don’t you talk to him about it, and then we can all move on from this nonsense.”

“Okay,” Brenda said with a curt nod, but she was already thinking about how she could get back at her boyfriend for laughing at her best friend. The phrase ‘walk a mile in someone’s shoes’ kept bouncing around in her head, and as crazy as she thought it was, maybe the best idea of all was forming in the back of her mind.

“What?” George asked when a strange look crossed Brenda’s face.

“Nothing,” Brenda said as a smirk played at her lips.


CHAPTER 4

“Babe,” Jason said with a sad look on his face when he opened the door to his apartment. His roommate wasn’t home for the night, so he invited Brenda over to his place with the promise of a home-cooked dinner and his deepest apologies. “I missed you.”

Brenda crossed her arms over her chest, but Jason was wearing her down with that puppy-dog look on his face. She sighed and fell into his open arms, sucking in the scent of his manly body wash. She nearly forgot why she was angry as the delicious smell overtook her senses.

“I missed you too,” Brenda said in her moment of weakness.

“Do you forgive me?” asked Jason.

The question reminded Brenda of why she was upset in the first place. She huffed and pushed off Jason, stepping past him into the apartment. She went over to their sectional couch and sat down with her arms crossed, refusing to look at Jason. She was doing her very best to act like a little brat.

Jason went over to her and fell to his knees by her side. He loved Brenda more than anything. She’d grown on him since they started dating a few months ago, and he was already imagining a future for them. Kids, a house, and everything else. He wanted to send those cute pictures of their family to everyone during the holidays.

“Please forgive me, Brenda. I didn’t mean anything when I laughed. I don’t even know why I did! I don’t care if George dresses as a girl! Hell, more power to him!”

“How do I know that you’re not just saying that?”

“I don’t know, but I swear to you that I don’t have a problem with your friend. I love that you have friends who care so much about you. You’re my girl, and any friend of yours is a friend of mine. Please don’t hold this against me, babe.”

Brenda looked down at her boyfriend on his knees, staring up at her with nothing but forgiveness in his eyes, and it was honestly the most adorable thing she’d ever seen. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her body hot with desire, but she also couldn’t shake that little plan she’d come up with if Jason was a dick.

Could she do it anyway?

“You need to do something that proves you’re telling the truth.”

“Like what?” Jason asked.

“I don’t know…”

Jason squinted at Brenda. She tugged on his hand to pull him up to the couch. They stared at each other as they sat on the sofa. Brenda had already forgiven Jason in her heart, but she couldn’t stop thinking about how fun it would be to give her boyfriend a taste of his own medicine by making him walk a mile in Georgina’s shoes. She’d been obsessing over the idea of dressing Jason up like a girl ever since it popped into her head.

“Are you sure you don’t know?”

Brenda shrugged and pushed a hand through her long brown hair as she looked at her boyfriend. His arms were big, but that wouldn’t stop him from looking cute in a dress or a skirt. She could even teach him how to do his makeup and pick out girly clothes that fit well on his body. She was already imagining him all dolled up and womanly, and Brenda didn’t know that she could resist the temptation to turn her boyfriend into her girl.

“What are you thinking, Brenda?”

“I… uh… you might not like it.”

Jason already had an idea of what Brenda was thinking from the look on her face. He saw that mischievous glint in her eye, and she’d talked about some of her favorite movies over their few months together, and a lot of them had to do with revenge. The woman was obsessed about the idea of fairness and what was right, and Jason had a feeling that she was thinking about teaching him a lesson he desperately wanted to avoid being taught.

“Please, Brenda. It doesn’t have to be like this.”

“Like what, exactly? I haven’t even told you what I’m thinking,” Brenda said with a light laugh, but they both knew what she was thinking. Brenda wasn’t the best at hiding her cards, and Jason was reading her like an open book.

“I don’t want to say it.”

“If you guess right, I might let you off the hook.”

“Really?”

Brenda shrugged, but the look on her face told Jason everything he needed to know. He was falling in love with this girl sitting next to him, but he wasn’t sure that he could dress as a girl for her, even if it would teach him a lesson. Couldn’t he donate some money to a charity or something? Jason wasn’t a bigot. He thought people should have the freedom to do what made their hearts sing, but his heart would be down in the dumps if Brenda tried to feminize him.

“Stop playing with me, Brenda. I told you that I’m sorry. Isn’t that enough? I didn’t mean any harm by laughing, and you know I didn’t, so why are you torturing me? I’m a good guy.”

“You are,” said Brenda. “You’re an incredible man, but I want to make you an even better man than you already are.”

“By turning me into a girl?”

Brenda smirked. “You’re a smart boy… or should I say girl?” Brenda chuckled as she scooted a little closer to Jason and placed her hand on his knee. Jason was so shocked about being right that he didn’t even know what to say. He didn’t know what to think! Brenda was crazy if she thought that she was going to transform him into Janelle or Jennifer! No way was that going to happen!

“No,” Jason said and crossed his arms. “I like you a lot Brenda, but this is a step too far. You can’t do this to me. I won’t stand for it.”

“Oh? You won’t stand for it?”

Jason shook his head. “Nope. You can have me how I am and forgive me, or you won’t have me at all.”

“That’s how it’s going to be? You want to break up with me instead of putting on some makeup and women’s clothing? Why do you even care so much? It’d be fun!”

“That’s not what I would call fun,” Jason said in a deadpan voice. “I can apologize to George’s face. I can buy him a present if that would make you feel better, but you don’t need to make me a girl for me to understand what I did might have hurt his feelings. Come on, Brenda! That’s crazy!”

Brenda knew that Jason had a point, but she couldn’t stop picturing how cute he might look if he would just let her feminize him. She could see that his innate masculinity was blocking his mind from seeing the possibilities and fun that they could have, but Brenda wasn’t going to give up this easily.

“You’re right, Jason. I can tell that you’re sorry for what happened, and it’s silly of me to ask you to dress up as a girl, but I honestly think it would be a lot of fun. We could turn it into a little game and maybe even fool around while we did it,” Brenda said as she ran her finger up and down Jason’s thigh.

“Yeah?” he asked.

Brenda bit her lip and nodded. She would suck Jason’s dick or let him fuck her or whatever he wanted if he would just let her have some fun and see what he would look like as a girl. She’d always had somewhat of a secret crush on her best friend and thought he looked so sexy when he slipped on some fishnets and heels, especially since she’d once seen George naked. The memory gave her plenty of mental images to work with, and they all made her a little wet between the thighs.

“What kind of fun?”

“Whatever you wanted to do,” said Brenda.

“Whatever?”

Brenda smirked and nodded, not knowing what ideas popped into Jason’s head, but she was willing to please her boyfriend if he would let her feminize him. Brenda was confident that this little dive into feminization would bring them closer together, even if Jason was skeptical about getting started.

“Are you sure?”

“Why? What are you thinking?”

Jason shrugged, even though he knew exactly what he wanted. He’d taken a second glance at Brenda’s social media page and realized that her hot girlfriend that he’d been pining over online was none other than the sexy Georgina. She had huge tits and big blue eyes and looked like a fucking blow-up doll in her pictures, and Jason wanted nothing other than a little fun with both girls if Georgina was willing.

“Tell me!”

Jason shook his head. He wanted to tell Brenda what was on his mind, but he couldn’t find the strength to admit that he wanted to fuck her best friend while he was dressed en femme. Jason only fucked one girl in the ass, and he was dying to do it again, especially if the girl was going to be Georgina. She was seriously hot, like Jason jacked off to her picture hot, and now he had a chance to have her.

Would Brenda get mad at the question, though? It wouldn’t be unreasonable for her to slap him across the face for suggesting a menage with her best friend, but now it was literally all Jason could think about as he sat there next to his girlfriend on the couch.

“What’s on your mind, Jason?” Brenda asked loudly.

“Don’t hate me.”

“Don’t say anything dumb.”

Jason took a breath as Brenda stared at him with squinted eyes. He knew he was crazy for even thinking the words he was about to say, but he couldn’t help himself. If Brenda wanted him to dress as a girl or whatever, this was what he wanted in return. They could also just stop while they were ahead and call it a day.

“You want to feminize me, right?”

“Yeah, but what do you want?”

Jason smirked this time, averting his eyes as he thought about sliding in and out of Georgina’s tight bussy while her big tits flopped around. He didn’t know how they were so big, but he wanted to play with them while he fucked her from behind, and he hoped that his girlfriend would watch him do it. He wanted to kiss his girl while he stretched her best friend’s hole.

“Oh my, God! What is it?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I won’t know until you tell me!”

Jason motioned for Brenda to come closer even though they were the only ones in the apartment, and then he cupped his hand over her ear to whisper to her. “I want to fuck Georgina.”

Brenda gasped and slapped Jason’s shoulder, but Jason’s simply shrugged. What could he say? Brenda had told him more than once that George was an undercover slut, and Jason wanted to give Georgina his dick.

“You can watch.”

“Shut up! I can’t believe that you suggested that, Jason!”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know! It’s crazy!”

Jason shook his head. “After you said something, I went back and looked through all of your pictures and realized that Georgina is your hot friend.”

“My hot friend? What is that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t know,” Jason said with a shrug. “She looks all done up and sexy as hell. Sorry, but we both know it’s true.”

“Yeah,” Brenda said. She and Georgina always got hit on when they went out together, but she couldn’t believe that Jason had a thing for Georgina before he even realized that she was really George! “I can’t guarantee that she’ll want to do anything with you, though. Georgina is her own girl.”

“You mean you’d be down for it if she is?”

Brenda chuckled. “Yeah, why not?”

“Fuck,” Jason said and rubbed the outline of his crotch as he lifted his hips a few inches. His cock was already hard and throbbing at the hopes that it might get to feel inside of Georgina’s sweet bussy, and to have his girlfriend watch while he did it would only make it that much hotter. He’d always dreamed of having two chicks at once.

“You’re horny already?” Brenda pushed her hand against Jason’s hard cock as her body writhed. Her pussy was wet and begging for attention as she rubbed her hand against the outline of Jason’s manhood, wishing that he were inside of her.

“What can I say? The idea of fucking you and your friend turns me on.”

“Mmm,” Brenda purred as she moved to straddle Jason’s legs. She grabbed his hand and slid it into her pants until his fingers were on her wet pussy. She gasped when he pushed past her clit and slipped two fingers into her slick folds. “Yes!”

Jason worked his hand in and out of Brenda’s womanhood as she rocked her hips on his digits, her entire body awakening more with each passing of her hips.

“Fuck me! Please!”

“You sure about that?”

“Yes,” Brenda gasped. “I need it!”

Jason chuckled as he lifted Brenda and carried her to his bedroom to make her scream and moan for the next twenty minutes.


CHAPTER 5

Brenda was nervous as she waited for George to arrive. She was waiting for him at a park by her apartment where they often hung out just to talk or throw a Frisbee or whatever else came to mind. They’d spent a lot of time together over the years. Brenda loved George more than just about anyone else in the world, and she worried that Jason’s proposal could put a dent in their friendship, but she got hot every time she thought about taking both of her boys at the same time.

“Hey, Brenda!” George called as he walked up the path toward her. Brenda slipped her phone into her purse and waved at her friend, telling herself that he could say no, and that would be the end of it. Damn, this was crazy. Brenda had already made things awkward the last time she saw George, and now she was about to do this. She nearly pulled out her hair when she really thought about it.

“George! It’s so good to see you!” Brenda said and stood from the bench where she was sitting to give her friend a hug. “How have you been?”

“Pretty good. Hooked up with this hot guy last night named Mark. He was flipping me in all types of positions,” George said as a hint of blush crossed his cheeks.

“Did he at least buy you dinner first?”

“As a matter of fact he did, but he was clear that he doesn’t want anything serious,” George said with a shrug. “I don’t mind if he keeps treating me to fancy restaurants.”

“I hear that,” Brenda said with a laugh. She was so nervous as she thought about how to present George with this wild idea.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Brenda said in a high voice.

George gave her a look like he knew that she was full of shit. “Spill it. Did you and Jason break up? I told you not to make a big deal about it, Brenda!”

“No,” she said quickly. “It’s nothing like that. Actually, it’s kind of the opposite.”

“The opposite of you guys breaking up? Are you getting married? You’ve only been dating for a few months…”

“Stop being so judgmental! What if we were getting married?”

“I would tell you that you’re moving too quickly,” said George.

“Well, you don’t have to worry. Jason didn’t propose marriage, but he did suggest something else.”

“What?”

Brenda chuckled as nerves ran through her. She considered not saying anything at all and letting Jason off the hook from dressing up as a girl, which might be what he wanted all along, but then Brenda imagined what could happen. She knew that George loved dick and was gay and all that, but she still wanted to fool around with him.

“I told Jason that I wanted to feminize him.”

“You what? Why would you do that?”

Brenda held up her hand. “He’s willing to do it, but he wants something in return.”

“What does he want?” George asked in a hesitant voice.

“You’re never going to believe this.”

“Believe what?”

“Jason… uh… wants to fuck Georgina.”

George gasped and covered his mouth. “You’re lying!” George tried not to blush, but he was so flattered and more than a little turned on by the idea, but what did that mean for Brenda? What about their friendship? Jason was pretty much one of the hottest guys in the world, but not even the hottest guy in the world was worth losing Brenda.

“I’m not!”

“Are you sure about this?”

Brenda shrugged. “I think it could be a lot of fun.”

“So, you would be there?”

“Duh! Where else would I be?”

“I don’t know. In the other room. You know I don’t like pussy.”

“I can wear a strap if you’d prefer,” Brenda said with a laugh.

George smiled softly. “Wouldn’t it be better if I wore one?”

“Would you be willing to fuck me with a strap or dildo? That would be so hot! Fuck, I’m getting a little hot just thinking about it,” Brenda said and waved herself with her hand.

“Maybe, but won’t this make everything weird between us? I love you, Brenda, and I don’t want to lose you as a friend. Can’t you find another femboy to fuck?”

“I’d never let Jason fuck anyone else, and I’m only letting him do it if he lets me dress him up as a girl. Actually, you should help me, don’t you think?”

“I could do that, but there’s something that I want if Jason wants to fuck me.”

“Oh, no! What do you want?”

George pushed Brenda’s knee lightly as a fresh breeze whipped around them. “You two can’t be the only ones making demands!”

“I know! You’re right, but what do you want?”

“He has to go out in public en femme.”

Brenda gasped and covered her mouth. She dropped her hand to her lap as she shook her head. “You’re a bad boy, George! Do you think Jason would do that?”

“I don’t know, but he’d better if he wants to feel this bussy,” George said in his girly voice before they fell into a fit of laughter. George held Brenda as they continued laughing, George saying nasty things in Georgina’s voice, but it got them both hot until they were staring at each other with heavy eyes.

“Um,” Brenda said and cleared her throat as she returned to an upright position. “I’ll tell Jason your demands.”

“Yeah, that’d be good,” George said as he shifted on the bench. “We can go somewhere dark, but it won’t feel like revenge unless we get him out of the house.”

“I’m down, but you know he’s going to protest.”

“That’s the point. We can’t make it easy on him, can we?”

“No, we can’t,” Brenda said and snickered.

George snickered with her and leaned a little closer to wrap his arm over her shoulder and pull her close. He loved Brenda, but he’d never thought about doing anything with her, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad with Jason in the room. He hoped more than anything this little experiment wouldn’t ruin their friendship. They were playing with fire, but wasn’t that what being in their twenties was all about?

“I’ll tell Jason tonight, but I can’t guarantee anything.”

“If he doesn’t agree, the plan falls apart, and that’s fine too.”

“Yeah, it is.”

George and Brenda sat there on the park bench for another fifteen minutes or so and talked about everything other than their crazy plan, and it was like they hadn’t even talked about it at all by the time they got up to leave, but even as they parted ways, they were both thinking about what could be.


CHAPTER 6

“So, I talked to Jason,” Brenda said to George after giving him a quick hug. They were back on their favorite park bench, and George honestly couldn’t believe that Brenda asked Jason. He figured that the entire plan would fall apart, even though he wouldn’t be opposed to letting Jason have a little fun with his bussy.

“What did he say?”

“He’s willing to go out in public if you’re willing to give him what he wants.”

“Shut up!” George said in a high voice. “And you’re sure that you’re okay with this crazy plan?”

Brenda nodded. She’d had plenty of time to think about it over the past couple days, and she was comfortable with the idea of her boyfriend fucking her best friend. It sounded insane, but she also couldn’t think of anything that she would like to see more, and it would be even more exciting if she and George turned Jason into a girl beforehand.

“Are you?”

George hesitated for a second as he searched Brenda’s eyes for any doubt. When he saw none, he nodded. “I’m okay with it if you are, but I still think it’s crazy.”

“Of course it’s crazy,” Brenda said with a laugh. “We have to do some shopping though if we’re going to turn Jason into a girl for the night.”

“When are we doing this?”

“He wants to go to an open-mic night or something on Friday, so we only have a couple days. Do you mind if we go shopping now?”

George didn’t have anything on his schedule for the rest of the day, so he shook his head. Brenda squealed and grabbed his hand to pull him up from the bench and run with him to her car. She couldn’t wait to buy her boyfriend some cute clothes and feminize him for the night.

***

“What do you think about this?” George asked as he held yet another black skirt in the air. It was short and boxy and had several belts crisscrossing over the fabric.

Brenda studied the skirt for a second before shaking her head. She didn’t know what would work for Jason, but she had a feeling that it wouldn’t be that skirt. She wanted something that wouldn’t be too tight around his thighs, which were thicker than his arms. He spent countless hours at the gym, so Brenda was looking for something that would flatter his big body.

“What do you think about this skirt?” Brenda asked and held up a loose-fitting knee length skirt.

“Don’t you want something sexier?”

Brenda shrugged. “I want Jason to be comfortable.”

“Friday night isn’t about making him comfortable, remember? We’re supposed to be getting back at him for laughing at me, or did you forget? I’m not about to let him do stuff to me if you’re going to give him an easy outfit.”

Brenda looked pained as she held the A-line skirt in her hand. It would look so cute with a pair of strappy heels, but George was right that this entire plan was about teaching Jason a lesson, and how would he ever learn a lesson if they gave him something easy to wear? He needed to feel a touch uncomfortable. Brenda didn’t want him to suffer, but she couldn’t ignore George’s feelings either.

“Hmm, there has to be something here that’ll work.”

“Let’s keep looking. I’m sure we can find something.”

Brenda nodded and kept flipping through the different clothes until she found a sexy platinum and pink skirt with a slit up the leg that would look sexy with a pair of platforms. Jason was already tall, but she wanted to give him a shoe to match the sexiness of the skirt.

“What do you think about this skirt, George?”

George gasped when he turned around to look at the skirt that Brenda was holding in her hands. “Ding, ding, ding!” George said and did a little dance as he floated across the room toward his friend to grab the skirt from her hands and take a better look at it. He’d seen a shirt on the other side of the store that would match the skirt, and he raced to find it.

“Here!” George hollered when he grabbed an over the shoulder T-shirt from the rack. It was pink with a green and gray design and would look so cute with the skirt that Brenda found, and George was confident that it would make Jason feel thoroughly uncomfortable.

“That’s one outfit.”

“It’s perfect,” George said as he looked down at the clothes in their hands. He could already hear Jason protesting their choices, but the shirt was an extra large, and the skirt was big enough for him. The only thing they were missing was a pair of heels, but there was a shoe store next door, and they were far from done shopping.

“What are you going to wear on Friday night?” asked Brenda.

“I’m not sure yet. Something that’ll give your man easy access.”

Brenda’s eyes widened until she realized that she was the one who’d agreed to this, and she really did want to have fun with her boys, but it sounded a little strange hearing George say it like that.

“We can still stop while we’re ahead.”

Brenda shook her head. “No, I want to do this.”

“Are you sure?” asked George.

“Yes, I’m positive. It’ll be different once you’re Georgina. What size boobs will you have this time?”

“Hmm, that’s a good question. How does Jason like them?”

“The bigger the better, I’m pretty sure.”

George had several options for boobs back at his place, but his biggest were an F-cup. They were the type of breast forms that were built more like a vest than cups for a bra or a thickly padded bra on its own. They had nipples and everything, and George loved how they bounced around when he jumped in place, or when he was doing other things that got him moving.

“Should I wear my knockers?”

“I’m sure he would love those.” Brenda’s cheeks reddened as she thought about Georgina with her big boobs. The guys never failed to stare at her when she was wearing them, especially when they were in well-lit places like restaurants. It didn’t help that Georgina always wore plunging necklines and had a face of studio-level makeup, set with powder to give her that million-dollar glow.

“What about him? Do you want to borrow some of my cups, or should we stuff his bra with a few socks?”

“Either way would work if you don’t want to worry about him messing up your stuff.”

“I’ll bring him some boobs just in case. Will he need a wig too?”

“Yeah, probably, unless you think we can style his hair and make it look cute short?”

“Let’s give him a wig. It’s the least we could do,” George said as they took their purchases to the counter. He couldn’t wait to see Jason all dressed up. George had plenty of femboy and trans friends, but he’d never seen a man like Jason get dolled up, and George had a feeling that it was going to be riveting and couldn’t wait for Friday night.

“You’re right. We don’t need to torture him more than we already are. I still can’t believe that he agreed to this to get a chance with you. Should I be threatened?” Brenda asked playfully, but there was a touch of seriousness in every joke.

“You don’t need to worry about a thing. I would rather have your friendship than some fling with your man any day.”

“Promise?” Brenda asked as she stared into George’s eyes. She could see that her friend was telling the truth, but she wanted to hear it from him too. This was a big deal for everyone involved.

“I promise,” George said just as the cashier got freed up to ring up their purchases.

“Good,” Brenda said as she went to the second cashier who became available. They paid for their items and then went to the shoe store next door where they found Jason the perfect pair of pink platform heels. They had four-inch heels and would make Jason tower over a lot of people, but he would also look so sexy in everything that they picked out for him.

“Let me know if anything changes before Friday,” George said as he sat in the passenger’s seat of Brenda’s car. They were back at the park and ready to part ways.

“I will,” said Brenda. “I doubt anything will, though.”

“You never know,” said George.

“You never know,” Brenda repeated before giving her friend a hug, and then George opened the door and stepped outside. He waved as Brenda put her car into reverse and left the parking lot. His friend was crazy, but he loved her for it.


CHAPTER 7

George had left for the night.

It was all about Georgina now.

Georgina stared at herself in the bathroom mirror. She was already dolled up and ready, wearing a black dress with a plunging neckline that revealed the cleavage of her humongous knockers, and she was wearing a pushup bra to keep them in place and looking fabulous. She also had on a long gold chain that disappeared into the shadows of her tits that would get the attention of many men, which was what she loved more than anything. She’d trapped plenty of straight men over the years, except she’d never feminized one herself, and she couldn’t wait to get started.

“Should I leave the house?” Georgina asked when Brenda answered her call. Georgina had already finished with her makeup, yet she couldn’t help but stare at herself in the mirror to make sure that everything looked as perfect as could be.

“Are you ready? What are you wearing?”

“I’m wearing a tight black dress that stops halfway down the thighs and shows off my fabulous tits,” Georgina said in her practiced voice. She fooled people wherever she went. It’d taken a lot of practice to come across as womanly as she did, but it was worth every second in the mirror. All those hours of recording her voice and taking videos of herself walking around the bedroom in circles paid off now that she could get cute guys to buy her drinks wherever she went.

“Of course you are. Send me a pic.”

“Okay,” Georgina said and put down the tube of clear gloss that she was using to go over her red matte lipstick. Her lips looked plump and juicy and in dire need of a dick, but that would have to wait. She picked up her phone and smiled for the camera before sending the picture to Brenda.

“Damn, girl! You look hot.”

“Wait until you see my shoes. They are gold, sparkly, and fabulous. I honestly can’t wait to go out tonight. Can’t we go somewhere better than an open-mic night?”

“That’s what Jason wants to do,” said Brenda.

Georgina sighed. “I guess that’s fine. Did you show him my pic?”

“Not yet.”

“Why not?”

“Not until I get dressed! You look too hot!”

“Shut up,” Georgina said with a laugh. “What are you going to wear tonight?”

“I might wear that pink dress with the pleated skirt that I have.”

“Why don’t you wear that gold one? You’d match my shoes.”

“I don’t want to match your shoes!”

“And why not?” Georgina asked with a stern voice. “What’s so wrong about us matching?”

“Nothing! What about that purple bodycon dress that I have? I could wear that with a black lip or something.”

“You’re not trying to blend with us at all, are you?”

“No, I’m not!” Brenda said before she and Georgina fell into a fit of laughter over the phone. Brenda cursed when she spilled a little of the drink she was holding, blaming the entire situation on Georgina.

“How is it my fault? I’m not even over there yet!”

“It’s always your fault.”

“Of course it is,” Georgina said with a sigh. What was the point in arguing with Brenda? It was only a playful accusation, and the outfit she described sounded hot. Brenda had a ton of black shoes to choose from as well, so it would be stunning. “You should definitely wear the violet dress with a black lip, though.”

“Yeah, I’ll do the matte lipstick with gloss over it like you did. Awesome. I need to get ready. Give me an hour before you come over here! I don’t want Jason seeing you until I’m looking cute!”

“You have no need to feel threatened,” Georgina said as she stared at herself in the mirror and pushed her tits together, loving how she looked in the tight black dress. “We’re all going to have a good time.”

“I hope so,” said Brenda.

“I’ll be over there in an hour and a half.”

“Okay, I need to get ready! See you then!”

“See you then!” Georgina said and ended the call before going back to staring at herself in the mirror. She looked nothing like she did a few hours ago, and that was the best thing of all. She loved that she could transform herself like this and let out a little sigh before turning away from the mirror to watch an episode of her favorite show before she went over to Brenda’s place.

***

“Damn, girl! You look good!” Georgina said as Brenda opened the door. She was wearing the tight violet dress with a lacy black bra and fishnets and five-inch black heels. Georgina bent forward to give her friend a kiss on the cheek. “You smell good too.”

“Thanks,” Brenda said. “You look great yourself.”

“Boobs aren’t too big?”

Brenda shook her head. “They’re perfect.”

Georgina looked around the house. “Where’s Jason?”

“You won’t believe where he is,” Brenda said with a smirk.

“What? Did he jump off the balcony?”

“Not quite, but I wouldn’t be surprised if he did,” Brenda said with a laugh as she shut the door behind Georgina before leading her to the kitchen. She had a bottle of white wine chilling in a bucket of ice water and was ready to get the night started. She’d been waiting for Georgina to arrive to pour herself a drink.

“Cheers,” Georgina said as she lifted her glass of wine to clink it with Brenda’s.

“Cheers,” echoed Brenda. She took a big drink from the glass and smacked her lips. “Mmm, I needed that.”

“Where is Jason? You never said.”

“He’s in the bathroom grooming himself.”

“Shaving?”

“I gave him a hair-removal cream to use, but yes.”

“Smart girl. He doesn’t seem like he’s too hairy of a guy, though, is he?”

“No, not really, but he’s been in there for over half an hour now. Do you think we should go check on him?”

“Won’t he get upset if I go into the bathroom with you?”

Brenda shrugged like she didn’t care and grabbed Georgina by the wrist to pull her toward the bathroom. They were both carrying their glasses of wine and looking fabulous from head to toe, but Jason was naked on the other side of that bathroom door, and Georgina didn’t want to feel like she was invading his privacy.

“Wait,” Georgina said when Brenda put her hand on the doorknob. “Shouldn’t we knock first?”

“Ugh, I doubt he will care.”

“How will you know unless you ask him?”

“Jason,” Brenda called as she banged on the door with her free hand. “How are you doing in there?”

“Good!” he hollered in his sweet voice. “I’m working on some sensitive areas with a razor, but I should be done in about ten minutes.”

“Don’t take too long! We don’t want to be late for the show!”

“I’m going as fast as I can! Is that Georgina out there?”

“Yes, it’s me,” Georgina called in her girly voice.

“Hey,” he said through the door. Georgina couldn’t see his face, but it almost sounded as though Jason was blushing. Was he excited to have her? Georgina still didn’t know what to expect, but part of the reason she wanted to go out was to feel the vibe between everyone and make sure they weren’t walking into a disaster in the bedroom, but it sounded like Jason was enthusiastic from what she could tell.

“We’ll leave you be, but don’t take too long, Jason!”

“Did you put out his outfit?” Georgina asked in a hushed voice. “Has he seen it?”

“Not yet, but I also got him some pantyhose to wear just in case he doesn’t do that great of a job shaving.”

“Smart,” Georgina said as they walked to Brenda’s bedroom with their glasses of wine in hand. Georgina plopped down at the end of Brenda’s bed as Brenda dug through her closet to get the clothes that they would need for Jason. Just when Brenda had them arranged on the bed, they heard the shower start from the bathroom.

“He must be close to finishing. What do you think we should call him?”

“I don’t know. Shouldn’t he decide?”

“What about JJ? Keep it simple?”

“Jan?” asked Georgina.

“A little old school but cute.”

“We could ask him when he gets out of the bathroom.”

“He mentioned the name Kris, but I wasn’t sure about it,” said Brenda.

“Why not? Kris is cute!”

“I guess,” Brenda said with a shrug. “If he still likes it, he can use that name.”

The shower had already turned off, and Jason opened the door at that moment with a towel wrapped around his waist and droplets of water on his skin. He stared at the girls with an excited look in his eyes, and they stared back at him, both thirsty for his dick, but they had to doll him up first.

“Don’t you girls look good?” Jason asked as he stepped into the room.

“You’re going to look good in a second too,” Brenda said as she took a step closer to her boyfriend. She placed a hand on his shoulder and stared into his eyes as she moved her painted lips closer to his, running her hand down his body as she did.

Georgina watched from the bed, and her girly cock was stirring in the little black thong that she was wearing, but she couldn’t pay it any attention. Not when she had to work on making sure that Jason looked his very best once he was dressed up as a girl.

“Brenda mentioned you like the name Kris. Are you going to use that tonight?”

“Yeah,” said Jason. “I thought about it. What do you think?”

Georgina shrugged. “Sounds good to me, but Brenda might have a different opinion from what she told me.”

“You make me sound so bad. There’s nothing wrong with the name Kris. Forget I said anything,” Brenda said as she went over to the bed to sit next to Georgina.

Jason stood in front of the girls with a half-erect cock making a tent beneath the towel, but he ignored it as he waited for the girls to tell him what to do. They both looked so beautiful, and part of him was curious about what he could look like as a girl if Georgina could look so sexy. He honestly couldn’t stop staring at how that gold chain disappeared into the shadows of her tits no matter how hard he tried, and all he could think about was how hot his freshly shaved dick would look sliding in and out of her tits too.

“Did you put on some lotion yet?” asked Georgina.

Jason shook his head.

“Do that, and then we can get you dressed,” said Brenda.

Jason nodded and returned to the bathroom to lather himself in as much lotion as he could, and each bit that he rubbed into his skin brought a little bit more relief. He waited for the first layer to dry before adding a second, and then he returned to the bedroom where the girls were gossiping and sipping their wine like they’d completely forgotten about him while he was gone.

“What do you girls have for me to wear?”

“Excited, are you?”

Jason’s eyes moved to Georgina without thought, and both of the girls saw that he was staring right at her tits, but how could he not when they were practically on full display? They giggled, and then Georgina reached for the pile of clothes they’d put out for Jason to pick up the lingerie.

“We bought you some pink lace lingerie. What do you think?” Georgina asked as she held the pink panties and bra in the air. “Have you ever worn a bra before?”

“Never, but there’s a first time for everything.”

The girls giggled and stood from the bed at the same time. They placed their glasses of wine on the dresser near them and put Jason into the bra. Georgina had brought some D-cup gel forms with her and slipped them into Jason’s bra, and then Brenda yanked the towel from the waist, and Georgina couldn’t help but gasp when she caught a glimpse of Jason’s dick for the first time. He was far from small, and the little bead of precum at the tip of his dick was calling her name. She had to use every ounce of willpower in her body not to drop to her knees and lick Jason’s cock clean.

“Like what you see?” Brenda asked with a laugh.

“Shut up,” Georgina said as her eyes briefly met Jason’s. They were both blushing. The entire situation was bizarre, but they proceeded with their plans. Jason pulled the lacy pink panties up his legs, and his handsome cock barely fit into the fabric, but it wasn’t anything the skirt they got him couldn’t cover.

“How does it feel to have boobs?” Brenda asked as she reached for the skirt.

“Not too bad,” Jason said. He put his hands on his hips and rocked from side to side. “How do I look, ladies?”

“Pretty good, but we still have a lot to do! Put on these pantyhose, and then you need to put on this skirt,” Brenda said and passed Jason the clothes.

His legs looked more feminine than ever once he had on the pantyhose and skirt. The oversized T-shirt fit him perfectly too, and if it weren’t for the rugged features of his face, his body had otherwise been transformed. He was big, but he looked like a girl.

“How do you feel?” asked Brenda.

“You look great!” said Georgina.

“Thanks,” Jason said. “I thought that I would hate this, but it’s actually a lot of fun. Maybe I’ll change my mind once we get out of the house, but I’m excited to see what you girls will do to my face.”

“All right, then. Let’s get started,” Brenda said as she looked over at Georgina.

“One step ahead of you,” Georgina said as she unzipped the makeup bag that she’d brought along with her. Jason was around her complexion, so it made doing his makeup that much easier. “What color do you think we should use for his lip?”

“Pink?”

“Yeah, that’d be sexy. A bright pink that’ll make his lips pop. Everyone will notice him then.”

“You want everyone to notice me?” Jason asked in a frightened voice.

“I want everyone to notice Kris.”

“Right,” Jason said with a nod. “I need to start thinking as Kris and not Jason.”

“That’s right, honey, or you’ll never blend,” said Georgina.

“How do you do that with your voice?”

“Years of practice,” Georgina said with a laugh. “Just try to relax tonight and not think too much about it, and you’ll be fine. We’ll be right there with you the entire time.”

“Thanks,” said Jason.

“I’m keeping your makeup simple. Just trying to smooth out your skin and highlight your face in feminine ways, but I’ll probably skip using too much eye shadow or anything like that. Just a little eyeliner to make the natural color of your eyes pop,” Georgina said as she worked.

“Cool,” said Jason.

It wasn’t even fifteen minutes later that Georgina finished and grabbed the wig from Brenda’s hand to put it on Jason’s head, completing his transformation from jock boy to gorgeous woman.

“Looks like Kris has come out to play,” Georgina said with a snap of her fingers.

“Yes, she has,” Brenda purred.

Jason stood and ran over to the mirror that Brenda had on the other side of her room, and he couldn’t believe his reflection when he saw it. He looked nothing like his old self, and he kind of liked this girly version of himself much more than he was expecting.

“Where are my shoes?”

The girls snickered and raced to grab the pink platform heels they’d gotten Jason earlier in the week, and once he slipped them onto his feet, Jason was all Kris.


CHAPTER 8

Kris wobbled in her heels as she stumbled down the street, both of her girlfriends by her side. She’d never walked in heels a day in her life. The girls were kind enough to give her a lesson before they left the house, but Kris was still struggling a little to get the hang of it. She was determined to make the heels work as she continued down the street, the girls poking fun at her every time she about fell.

“Don’t laugh at me!”

“We’re laughing with you, babe. Don’t worry,” Brenda said and patted her boyfriend on the arm. “You look so hot in that outfit. Don’t you agree, Georgina?”

“Smoking,” she said.

“Keep your back straight, remember?”

Kris groaned and flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder as she tried to adjust herself, but the heels were killing her feet, and it didn’t help that people were staring at them. Maybe it was because Kris was so tall, or it could have been the fact that the three of them looked fucking fabulous and deserved attention.

“I’m trying,” Kris whined.

“Not so easy being a girl, is it?” Brenda asked with a laugh.

“Whatever.”

Brenda and Georgina snickered at Kris’s pain, but they made it to the bar that was hosting the open-mic night. Kris wouldn’t have to be on her feet for long as Georgina held the door open for them. They made their way to a table against the wall. It was below a sconce and had the loveliest lighting. They still had about fifteen minutes to wait before the comedians took the stage, so they ordered a few drinks and cackled with laughter at Kris’s expense, but she didn’t mind.

“Laugh it up! I’ll learn how to walk in these damn shoes eventually!” Kris said and lifted her fist into the air.

“You want to wear them again?” Brenda asked.

Kris shrugged. “If it was for fun, I wouldn’t mind, but only if Georgina does my makeup! There’s no way that I could do it myself!”

Georgina placed her hand atop Kris’s. “I would love to do your makeup whenever you need.”

“Thanks.”

The girls got lost in their drinks and chatter as a comedian took the stage. They honestly didn’t even notice the guy because they were so caught up in their own conversation, but then he called them out, and the entire club turned to look in their direction.

“Yeah, you girls over there!” the angry comedian said.

“Us?” Brenda asked in an innocent voice and touched her chest. “I’m sorry! We got—”

“You’re ruining my set, but damn, your friend in the black dress has a nice pair of knockers. They’re about as big as your body, aren’t they, hon? What do you do? Use them as pillows?”

The comedian looked out to the room, and they gave him a halfhearted laugh. He scowled and looked a bit closer at the girls and smirked when his eyes landed on Kris.

“Dude, don’t tell me you’re a dude. Look at those arms, everyone! No chick has arms like those!”

There were a couple of laughs, but the joke mostly landed flat. The comedian looked like he was about to say something else, but then Kris stood. Brenda reached to grab her, but Kris moved her girlfriend’s hand out of the way.

“You see these arms?” Kris said in her normal, manly voice. “You know what I could do with these arms, dude? Why don’t you mind your own business and come up with some better jokes unless you’d rather take this to the back?”

The crowd roared with laughter as the comedian’s face turned bright red. He opened and closed his mouth several times, but the crowd just kept laughing harder and harder until he was running off the stage with his hands over his face.

“Sorry about that, everyone. Carry on,” Kris said and waved her arms. The other attendees clapped for her, and then the girls went about their business. They paid better attention when the next comedians came on the stage, and the entire evening was a blast.

“I’m so glad that you suggested this, Kris,” Brenda said and reached out to touch her boyfriend after the last comedian left the stage. The server had come over to ask if they wanted more drinks, but they requested the bill. “I can’t believe you were about to beat up that first guy.”

“Would have been hot to watch,” added Georgina.

“Shut up,” said Kris. “I didn’t want to get into a fight, but I wasn’t about to let him make a joke at my expense either. I’m having a great time tonight, and no asshole like him is going to ruin it.”

“I can’t wait to take this party back to my house,” said Brenda.

“Isn’t that where we’re going?” asked Georgina.

“Yes! Once they bring the bill. Everyone asked at the same time, and they’re taking forever,” Brenda complained.

“Take a breath,” Kris said and rubbed her girlfriend’s arm. “We have all night, don’t we?”

“Yes,” Brenda said as her lips turned up into a smile. “We do.”

The server came over a few seconds later to drop off the bill, and Kris had her credit card ready, giving it to the server at once so that they could get back to Brenda’s as soon as humanly possible.


CHAPTER 9

“Why don’t we have a little dance party?” Brenda asked as she mixed them some spicy margaritas. She always kept a jalapeno in the fridge just in case the mood struck. They were all with sugar rims tonight too. Brenda didn’t have the energy to do both. She was conserving her energy for her girls.

“Should I put on some music?” asked Georgina.

“Please! You know where my speaker is.”

Georgina nodded and opened the bottom of Brenda’s TV stand to grab her portable speaker. It was loud enough for a little dance party that wouldn’t bother her neighbors. Georgina found her favorite pop mix and filled the room with a new energy once her phone connected to the speaker.

“Ooh, yes! That’s just what I needed!” Brenda said as she picked up the cocktail mixer to give it a shake. She had three glasses filled with ice and decorated with sugar rims lined up in front of her and poured some of the spicy margarita into each. “Come grab your drinks, ladies!”

“Yes, please!” Georgina said as she pranced over to the kitchen to grab her drink. Kris followed her, still wearing her heels, even though they were killing her feet. They each grabbed their drinks, and then Georgina lifted hers into the air. “Cheers, girls!”

“Cheers!” they echoed.

They sipped their drinks and danced in the middle of the living room with the lights off. They laughed as they shook their hips. It was getting sexier by the second. Their bodies got hotter and sweatier as the drinks disappeared and the songs continued. Georgina danced with Kris behind her and Brenda in front of her, moaning loudly as their bodies melted together. Georgina lifted her arms behind her head and wrapped them around the back of Kris’s neck as her big, girly dick pressed into her backside through the thin fabric of her black dress.

“Yes,” Brenda moaned as she bent over in front of Georgina and bounced her ass up and down. “Smack my ass!”

Georgina giggled and smacked her friend’s ass. Brenda had her hands flat on the ground and bounced her ass some more, staring at her girls dancing behind her, and her pussy was dripping with desire. She needed a dick inside of her, stat.

Brenda stood and turned to face Georgina and Kris. She rocked her hips from side to side as the music played, hornier than she’d been in a long time, and she couldn’t wait a second longer.

“Come on, girls. Let’s move this party to my room.”

Georgina’s eyes widened, but Kris pushed her forward as Brenda held her by the wrist and pulled her toward her bedroom. Georgina’s heart raced as they got closer and closer to the bedroom door, but she’d agreed to becoming the third for the night, and the other two participants seemed more than a little excited to share her.

Brenda pushed open the bedroom door. Georgina followed her inside, and Kris was close behind her. Georgina swore something was poking her in the back repeatedly. It was dark inside of Brenda’s bedroom, but then she turned on the light, and that was when Georgina knew for sure that Kris was rock hard beneath that skirt.

“Looks like our girl is excited, Georgina! Look at her!”

“Oops,” Kris said with a shrug. “Can’t help myself around you beauties.”

“What should we do about this, Georgina?”

“I don’t know,” Georgina purred. “What do you think?”

“I can think of a few things,” Brenda said as she ran her tongue over her lips. She was more than a little turned on by the bulge in her boyfriend’s skirt. She wanted nothing more than to wrap her lips around his freshly shaved cock and feel the salty taste of his precum on her tongue, so she grabbed Georgina’s hand and stepped a little closer to her boyfriend. “Do you want us, Kris?”

“Yes,” Kris said and rubbed the outline of her hard cock. She never expected this night to be as incredible as it’d been, and now she couldn’t wait to wear these sexy clothes while her girls used her cock.

“Should we give her a kiss for being so good?” Brenda asked.

“I think we should,” Georgina said.

Brenda and Georgina slowly lowered themselves to their knees in front of Kris. Brenda stood high on her knees to undo Kris’s skirt, loving how it pooled around her ankles.

“We’ll have to do something about these pantyhose,” said Georgina.

“What ever could we do?” Brenda asked playfully as she hooked her fingers into the waistline of Kris’s undergarments. Her cock looked even better without the skirt, especially since her top was all done up and pretty. Brenda never thought she would see her boyfriend like this, but now that she had, she hoped he’d do it again.

Kris stared down at the girls beneath her as they fished her dick out from her pink panties. She was already rock hard and dripping precum from her tip, but the girls looked so sexy down there on their knees, especially Georgina. Kris felt ridiculous for ever laughing at a woman as gorgeous as her, and she couldn’t wait to paint her tits with her sticky, white load.

“Do you want to kiss it first?” Brenda asked Georgina.

“You kiss it first,” Georgina insisted.

“Someone kiss it!” Kris begged.

The girls giggled, and then Georgina moved in to wrap her lips around Kris’s shaft first. She pulled Kris’s long, warm flesh into her mouth until she was hitting the back of her throat, and her own cock was throbbing in her panties as she held Kris’s womanhood in her mouth. It was so thick and juicy and everything Georgina needed.

“Fuck yeah! Suck my cock,” Kris said as she worked her fingers into Georgina’s hair and pushed her cock deeper into Georgina’s mouth, and it felt so fucking good. She couldn’t stop staring at Georgina’s big tits as she stuffed her mouth with her dick, and all she was thinking about was how good it was going to feel fucking that tight little bussy of hers.

“Let me have a taste!” Brenda moaned.

Georgina gasped when she pulled her lips off Kris’s dick. She held Kris’s base and moved her dick to Brenda’s mouth, who eagerly wrapped her lips around the thickened shaft. Georgina was feeling weirdly attracted to Brenda as she watched her friend suck Kris’s dick, and she couldn’t help but reach out to touch her. She rubbed her nipples through her black dress, making Brenda moan on Kris’s cock.

“Fuck, you two are hot.”

Brenda moaned even more loudly as she reached up her dress to rub her pussy through her thong. Her pussy was wet and swollen and ready for some action. She moved her lips up and down Kris’s cock as Georgina played with her boobs while she fingered herself.

“I need to fuck one of you now,” Kris said as she held Brenda by her hair and slid in and out of her mouth. Brenda was moaning like crazy as Kris used her mouth, and she honestly never wanted it to end, but then Kris pulled out and commanded them to the bed.

“How do you want us?” Georgina asked as she got onto her hands and knees on the bed. Brenda did the same right next to her, and then they shared a look before shaking their asses in the air.

“Fuck, just like that,” Kris said in a rough voice. “Who wants to get fucked first?”

Georgina lifted an eyebrow at Brenda, and she nodded. “Yes, me! Please, Kris! I need that girly dick inside of me right now!” Brenda dropped her head to the bed and lifted her ass higher in the air to give Kris full access to her slick pussy lips.

Kris stepped forward and ran her fingers along the folds of Brenda’s wet pussy, making her scream Kris’s name as she touched her, and it was so hot for Georgina to watch. She stood on her knees and watched with wide eyes as Kris pushed her thick cock into Brenda’s pussy.

“Touch my balls,” Kris commanded Georgina.

Georgina nodded and reached under their bodies to rub Kris’s smooth balls as she slid in and out of her girlfriend’s wet, swollen pussy lips.

“Touch her clit. She’s close.”

“Please!” Brenda begged through her lust. Her voice sounded broken and weak, and it was so hot seeing Brenda like this, but Georgina had never gotten a girl off before. She blinked, not sure what to do, but then Kris commanded her again, and she knew that she couldn’t deny Kris’s request, so she moved her fingertips along Brenda’s pussy lips until she was at her clit. “Yes, right there! Rub it! Please!”

Kris pounded Brenda’s pussy as Georgina slowly rubbed her clit, moving her hand a little more quickly as she grew comfortable with the touch, and hearing Brenda moan like wild gave Georgina plenty of encouragement to continue. Georgina listened to her friend as she played with her clit, and then Brenda screamed out the most sexual sound Georgina had ever heard and came all over her hand and Kris’s dick, holding them both in place until she returned from the heavens where she was floating.

“Fuck, that was good,” Brenda said as she collapsed to the bed. She reached over the side of the bed to grab her goodie box from under it and pulled out her dildo. “It’s your turn now.”

“That’s right!” Kris said and smacked Georgina’s ass with a firm hand.

Georgina gasped, but she loved the touch. She couldn’t wait to have Kris sliding around inside of her and needed that dick. She grabbed the bottle of lube after Brenda put a little on her dildo and passed it over her shoulder to Kris.

“I’ve been dreaming about this bussy all week,” Kris said as she squirted some lube onto her fingers and reached a hand up Georgina’s dress to slip a finger into her ass.

Georgina yelped, but her ass had been twitching ever since Kris whipped out her dick, and she needed that cock inside of her right now, so she wasn’t mad at Kris for not wasting a second. Kris pushed up Georgina’s dress and yanked down her panties to reveal that gorgeous ass of hers.

“Fuck, your hole is so hot.”

“Why don’t you kiss it?” Georgina asked as she held her ass wide open.

“Yeah,” Brenda said in a breath as she rubbed the dildo up and down her pussy lips. “Kiss her bussy, babe!”

“You girls have been so naughty tonight,” Kris said with a smirk as she squatted behind Georgina and held her ass cheeks wide to tongue her sweet bussy. She got it nice and wet for her dick until her dick was throbbing so violently that she couldn’t wait another second to slide inside of Georgina’s sweet hole, but she wanted to play with those big tits while she did it, so she unzipped Georgina’s dress and pulled it from her body.

“How naughty have we been?” Georgina asked in a slutty whisper.

“Yeah, babe. How naughty?” Brenda asked as she played with her tits and pussy.

“The naughtiest,” Kris said as she positioned her dick head at Georgina’s entrance. “Are you ready to pay for your bad behavior, Georgina?”

“Make me pay, Kris!”

“Make her pay, babe!”

Kris moaned deeply as she pushed into Georgina’s tight hole. The warmth of her cave encircled Georgina’s dick, and it felt so fucking incredible that Kris could cry. She’d been looking forward to this moment all week, and it was even better than she’d hoped. Georgina was doing all types of crazy things with her bussy walls. How she tightened and released and massaged Kris’s dick. It was beyond Kris’s wildest dreams.

“You’re one naughty girl, Georgina!” Kris said and smacked Georgina’s ass while she fucked her hard.

Georgina moaned and grabbed her cock to stroke it while Kris slid in and out of her. She got deeper and deeper with each of her thrusts, and Georgina loved how Kris’s thick cock felt inside of her. She screamed out his girl name and begged Kris for more while Brenda fucked herself with the dildo and watched.

“Cum inside of her, babe!”

“I’m close!” Kris hollered.

“Me too,” Georgina cried as she clenched the linens beneath her and took Kris’s dick, ready for her to paint her walls with her hot cum. “Give me that load!”

Kris screamed as she pushed deep and unleashed everything that she had. Georgina moaned loudly when she felt Kris squirting her load inside of her bussy. She clenched her ass around Kris’s dick to hold it deep while she stroked her cock and quickly worked herself to an orgasm. Georgina lifted herself from the bed with Kris’s cock deep inside of her and held out her hand beneath her own dick to catch her load as she squirted.

“That’s so hot! Fuck!” Brenda hollered as she came for a second time, screaming and cursing as she came all over the dildo, and then the three of them cuddled in the bed. They were a mess, but nothing mattered now that they’d cum.

“Fuck, can we do that again?” Brenda asked with a laugh.

“We’ll have to ask our star,” Kris said as her eyes landed on Georgina.

“The night isn’t over yet,” Georgina said with a laugh, and she was far from wrong. The three of them couldn’t resist touching each other. They took breaks between sessions to watch TV and mix drinks and eat chips, but their breaks never lasted long, as their desire was simply too strong.


CHAPTER 10

Everyone climbed out of bed Saturday morning and had to rush to get where they were going, but they made plans to hang out on Sunday, and the time had finally arrived. Georgina was wearing a simple blue dress with a pair of strappy black heels as she walked toward Brenda’s door. She had on some C-cup boobs beneath her dress, a fiery red wig on her head, and she felt invincible.

As awkward as Georgina thought it would be to fool around with her best friend and her best friend’s boyfriend, it was much hotter than she’d ever expected. Georgina wasn’t expecting what happened to repeat itself, but she certainly wouldn’t protest if it did. She would take Jason’s dick any time he wanted to give it to her whether he was dressed as Kris or not.

“Georgina!” Brenda screamed when she opened the door. She was wearing a loose skirt that fell past her knees, tights, and a simple T-shirt. Georgina assumed that Brenda would put on a pair of black flats that she often wore. “It’s so good to see you! I missed you at work yesterday.”

“I missed you too,” Georgina said and gave her friend a hug. “Where’s Jason?”

“Right here!” Jason said and stepped out from where he’d been hiding in the kitchen. He waved as he walked over to the girls, wearing a pair of sweatpants that did little to hide the outline of his handsome manhood. Georgina did her best not to look, but then Jason pulled her into his arms, and the only thing Georgina could concentrate on was the feeling of his shaft pressing into her leg.

Georgina squealed as the hug continued, and Jason finally released his arms. Her eyes flickered to Brenda, worried that her friend would be upset by what her boyfriend had done, but she didn’t look bothered at all. She stepped a little closer and threw her arms over both their shoulders.

“Are you guys excited for the aquarium today?”

“Yes!” Jason and Georgina said.

“Aren’t you going to get dressed?” Brenda asked as she looked at her boyfriend with questioning eyes.

Jason nodded. “I’ll be right back!”

Brenda grabbed Georgina and led her to the kitchen. She fixed her a glass of water and handed it to her friend with a devilish look on her face.

“What?” asked Georgina.

Brenda shook her head, even though she looked like she wanted to say something, so Georgina pushed her to continue. She worried that Brenda was upset about what’d happened between them the other night, but her suspicions couldn’t be further from the truth.

“Jason can’t stop talking about how much fun he had.”

“Really? Does that mean he’ll come out as Kris again?”

“Maybe, but he definitely wants to fool around with you again if you’re willing.”

Georgina’s cheeks reddened as she imagined another rendezvous with her friends, and it was exactly what she wanted. She’d take Jason as a boy or a girl. Georgina didn’t care how as long as she could get that thick dick with her friend’s blessing.

“You’re sure that it’s not a big deal for you?”

“I’m positive,” Brenda said with a laugh. “I like the three of us together.”

“Me too,” said Georgina.

Jason came out of the bedroom a moment later wearing a T-shirt and jeans, showing off his massive arms. He looked so manly and handsome, a stark contrast from Friday night, but neither of the girls were complaining. They would take Jason however he came.

“Are my ladies ready for the day?”

“We are,” Georgina and Brenda said at the same time.

“Let’s go then,” Jason said and led the way out the door. Georgina and Brenda stood at each of his sides and hooked their arms with his. They spent most of the day clinging to Jason, but where else would they rather be?


CHAPTER 11

Three Months Later

“Come on, Kris! We’re going to be late for the concert!” Brenda hollered from her living room. She and Georgina were sitting on the couch waiting for their girl to emerge from the bedroom. They’d given her a short, slutty skirt to wear along with fishnets and platform heels. Kris had come out a couple times since their first experience together, but it was only ever at the house.

This would be Kris’s first time going out in public since the night at the comedy show, and the girls couldn’t wait to have their sexy woman on their arms, and they were also excited for what would happen after the concert. Kris had already talked a lot about how she wanted both of her girls on their hands and knees when they got home.

“Isn’t this outfit a bit too slutty?” Kris asked from behind the closed bedroom door.

“Not at all! Let’s see it!”

Kris groaned before slowly opening the door, and she looked so sexy when she stepped out of the bedroom. The skirt she was wearing was short and black and looked amazing with her red top and the choker around her neck. Georgina and Brenda hopped up from the couch to run over to their girl and shower her with compliments.

“You guys are too sweet,” Kris said as she tried to hide her face, but the girls wouldn’t allow it. “What did I do to deserve you?”

“We ask ourselves the same thing, don’t we?” Brenda asked as she glanced over at her friend.

“That’s right,” Georgina said as she rubbed Kris’s shoulder. “You’re the girl we’ve always wanted.”

“Promise I look good in this outfit?”

“Promise!” the girls hollered at the same time. “Did you put everything you need in the purse that we set out for you?”

“Yeah, I’m ready to go,” said Kris.

“Awesome! You ready too, Georgina?”

Georgina nodded and walked over to the dining table to grab her purse before waiting by the door for her girls. Brenda ran to her bedroom to grab her purse that she’d left on her dresser, and then the girls were out the door to dance the night away at a pop concert.
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