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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

I was shaking with nerves as I sat in my car. I had a meeting with a potential client in just a few minutes. Landing this job would mean paying my bills for the rest of the year. Not getting this job… I didn’t even want to think about that. Business had been slowing down a lot for me recently. There was more competition than ever lately, and my social media accounts weren’t stunning like the newer entrants into the wedding-planning arena. It also didn’t help that I was a straight man going against a sea of ambitious young women and gay men trying to outmaneuver me at every turn. If I hadn’t studied under the mighty Katherine Holman, I would have been bankrupt a long time ago.

Only a few minutes remained before I would have to get out of my car and enter the restaurant. I had a feeling that I wasn’t the only person interviewing to plan the wedding. The mother of the bride had called me because she knew of my time working under Katherine, but that reputation could only keep me afloat for so long. I had a feeling that her daughter wanted someone younger, someone who she’d seen on social media. I had accounts and a decent amount of followers, but it sometimes felt like I couldn’t keep up no matter how hard I tried, and I was only thirty-five.

I sighed as I reached over to grab my bag with my laptop. The bride and her mother were planning to spend over six figures on the wedding, so I had several detailed plans of what we could do, but my energy wasn’t right. I only saw myself failing every time I tried to envision the meeting in my head. I pictured myself crying in my office wondering how I would keep up with the bills, which was something I’d done more than once over the past year. I had a fabulous office overlooking the best park in the city, but how much more business would I lose if I had to downgrade? It was becoming impossible to keep up a brave face as I watched the numbers in my accounts dwindle, but what could I do besides hold meetings and hope for the best? Competition was fierce, and then I saw my most ardent rival walk out of the door of the restaurant where I was having my meeting.

Ramona Wiggins.

She was the only other apprentice to gain Katherine’s full trust. I saw dozens of people come and go until Ramona walked through the door, and then it was just the two of us working under Katherine until she decided to retire and split her client list between us. Ramona and I used to be friends once upon a time, but we became enemies the moment Katherine ended her reign.

I wasn’t surprised to see Ramona walking out of the door, but it only made me even more nervous than I already was. She’d been beating me out for clients over and over recently, and I couldn’t keep losing to her. I was the one with the best ideas back when we were apprentices, but she was a woman, and people tended to trust women wedding planners over men. I often cursed myself for even trying to get into the profession, but I just loved weddings. The romance and beauty and happiness attracted me like a hummingbird to a flower. If I could turn back time to choose a different profession, I absolutely would.

Ramona hiked her purse up her arm and covered her eyes with a pair of designer sunglasses before walking across the parking lot to her car. I tried to lower myself, but my movement seemed to catch her attention. I couldn’t see her eyes, but the smirk on her lips was unmistakable.

“Trevor! I should have known I would find you here.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said as I opened my car door. I had to get inside, so I went ahead and stepped out of my car and closed the door behind me. “How’d the meeting go? How are the clients?”

Ramona laughed. “Wouldn’t you like to know? Don’t talk to me like we still work together.”

“Why did you even come over here, Ramona?”

“Don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “Maybe to torment you with my beauty?”

“Right,” I said sarcastically, even though Ramona did look fabulous, which was pretty much standard for her. “If you don’t have anything to say, I have to get inside.”

“See you at the next one,” she said with a wink. “If you don’t close up shop before then.”

The way she laughed as she walked away rattled my nerves. I tried to shake off the fear, but it stuck to me like smoke in a room without windows. I didn’t have nearly enough time to recover and felt in a daze as I walked toward the door of the restaurant. I stepped inside as though I were seeing life through someone else’s eyes. The host greeted me. I told them that I was meeting Grace Fuller and her daughter. The host smiled before showing me to their table.

“Good afternoon,” I said and stuck out my hand toward the bride to greet her. “You must be Angela. Congratulations on your engagement.”

“Thank you,” she said brightly and shook my hand before picking up her glass of water slowly to show off her sparkly diamond ring. I’d seen brides do something similar a million times but smiled to be polite.

“Grace,” I said and shook the mother’s hand.

“That’s right. Please take a seat,” Grace said and gestured to the single chair across from them. They had an assortment of drinks and desserts on the table like they’d been there for a couple hours already. “Would you like some coffee? Tea?”

“I’ll have a coffee. Thank you.”

Grace summoned the server and ordered my coffee before turning back to me. “So, you worked with the legendary Katherine Holman? Is that true?”

“Yes, I was her long-time assistant. She only had two at a time, and the three of us did mostly everything.”

“That’s incredible. We attended a few of the weddings she planned, and they were simply breathtaking. Weren’t they, Angela?”

“Absolutely stunning. She created experiences that nobody could ever forget. I want that for my wedding.”

“We only aim to give our clients the best. If you don’t mind, I brought some mockups for you to check out,” I said as I pulled my laptop out of my bag. “You mentioned in your email that you were looking for something that would ‘transport you to a different world’, so I used our solar system as inspiration and created a design for a few different planets, which are listed under each idea board.”

“How creative!” Grace said as she took the computer from me. “Ooh, I love this one that’s based on Saturn. The yellows and golds and grays with the pops of teal. What do you think, Angela?”

“It’s cute, but this fiery Venus theme is so different from everything I’ve seen my girlfriends do.”

“That’s true, but so is the Saturn design.”

“Honestly, all of them are. These are beautiful, Trevor!”

“Thanks!” I said brightly, feeling much better as the ladies gushed over my design ideas. “We could also work on mixing aspects of the designs to come up with something perfect for you. These are only preliminary ideas.”

“They’re gorgeous. We’d have to look them over more closely. Could you send them to us?”

“Once you agree that I’ll be your wedding planner, I would be happy to share the photos.”

“Smart man,” Grace said with a smirk. Angela looked a touch disappointed as she turned the laptop back in my direction, but I’d learned long ago not to give up my designs without a contract in hand. “If we’re being honest, we’ve interviewed a few people today.”

“Totally understandable. I would do the same if I were in your shoes.”

Angela gave her mother a look that I couldn’t quite read, but Grace put up her hand and continued leading the conversation. “Your designs are beautiful, but we can’t work with someone we don’t trust.”

“I can answer whatever questions you have, and my former clients would be delighted to give their references if you’d like. I know that you’re planning to spend a lot on this wedding, and I only want to make sure that it’s a day that you can cherish forever. My job would be to take a lot of the stress off your plate and put it on mine.”

“That’s all we’d want,” Grace said. “But I must ask, are you married?”

“No, I’m not.”

“Excuse me if this sounds rude, but are you gay?”

“No,” I said and shook my head. “I’m heterosexual.”

“So, you’re an unmarried straight man who plans weddings?” Grace asked before she and her daughter looked at each other skeptically. It was a look I’d seen a million times. Women found it so strange that I was a straight man who planned weddings, and it was always an uphill battle with the ones who made that look.

“That’s correct, but my sexuality doesn’t take away from my wedding planning abilities.”

“No, of course not! It’s just surprising is all.”

I had to give it to Grace that she recovered a lot more quickly than most of the clients I interviewed with, but I could tell that I’d lost them, even though they clearly loved my designs more than everyone else who’d interviewed for the job, but that never seemed to matter. I’d faced a lot of sexism and skepticism over the last few years and was frankly tired of it, but what could I do?

“I hear that a lot, but like I said, I’m happy to provide references.”

Angela gave her mother a look like she wanted nothing to do with me. Grace covered her daughter’s hand and never broke character except for that one brief moment. She had a lot to teach her daughter yet. “If you wouldn’t mind leaving us with a few references, that would be great. We checked out the photos you have online, and they were stunning, but there’s nothing better than a personal reference.”

“Of course, I completely understand.” I reached into my bag and gave them a sheet with references who’d agreed to always speak kindly on my behalf. Most clients never even called them, but I tried to be prepared for every situation. “Here are some of my former clients who would be happy to talk about their experience working with me.”

“Wonderful,” Grace said as she took the sheet of paper and tucked it into a folder that she had sitting by her side. “Anything else that we should know about you, Trevor?”

“Like you said, I worked under Katherine Holman, and I learned a lot from her. If you loved the designs that I presented, I hope you’ll give me a chance to plan this wedding so that I can make it a day that you’ll never forget.”

“Yes, your designs were incredible. Weren’t they, Angela?”

“Stunning,” she said kindly. “Truly.”

I could tell that I’d already lost them, but I endured five more minutes of chitchat before I felt that it would be a good time to excuse myself. They each gave me a handshake. Then I was on my way out of the door. I really needed them to hire me, but it wasn’t going to happen no matter how much I wished it would. I didn’t want to admit defeat, but the light at the end of my tunnel only seemed to be shrinking.


CHAPTER 2

I was disappointed that Angela and her mother Grace had given me the look, but at least I had my vices at home. Nobody knew that I had a closet filled with beautiful shoes and dresses and everything to turn myself into the woman who lived within my mind.

Erma.

She’d stolen my heart long ago and as much as I tried to shake her from my being, it was an impossible task. She’d been there for as long as I could remember, and that was part of the reason that I loved weddings. I’d imagined myself as a blushing bride more times than I could count, which was why I had a few wedding gowns tucked away at the back of my closet. I was going for one to brighten my mood after a rough day when my phone rang.

I stopped just in front of my closet to pull my phone out of my pocket, surprised when I saw Ramona’s name on the screen. I felt conflicted about answering, but she’d been one of my best friends once upon a time, and I really needed a friend with everything going on in my life and in my head.

“Ramona, what a surprise,” I said, trying to sound like I wasn’t fazed by our chat earlier, but I couldn’t stop wondering if she’d gotten the job. “What could I do for you?”

“It was so strange seeing you earlier.”

“You act like we haven’t run into each other a million times over the years.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know. Today felt different. You seemed a little off, and I just wanted to make sure that you’re okay.”

“Really, Ramona? What do you actually want?”

“I’m serious, Trevor! Don’t you remember all the fun we used to have?”

“That’s all in the past,” I said. It was killing me inside to put on an act like I had my shit together. I wanted to share my vulnerabilities and fears with Ramona, but could I trust her? We’d been at each other’s throats since Katherine decided to retire, and as close as we were back in the day, I had to tread carefully. “We’re competitors now.”

“From what I’ve seen, you keep losing to me.”

“Things aren’t always how they seem.”

“Okay, Trevor. Forget I even called. I’m sorry.”

“Wait,” I hollered before I could stop myself.

“Yes?” she asked in a coy voice.

“Do you actually want to be my friend?”

“Yes! Why don’t you trust me? I thought you had more respect for me than that. Have I ever lied to you before?”

When I thought about it, I couldn’t think of a time that she had, but it was still difficult to trust her after we’d been against each other for so long, yet I needed a friend. I couldn’t keep pretending like everything was okay. If only my assistant Marissa knew how close I was to firing her just so that I could save money, but what would I do without her? There was no way that I could do everything it took to plan a wedding alone. I would be drowning in tasks within weeks.

“I guess you haven’t. At least not about anything serious.”

“That’s right,” she said. “What do you say we grab a quick dinner? It’s been so long since we’ve been able to sit down and talk, and I’ve been missing you.”

“Yeah, right,” I said doubtfully.

“I’m serious! You’ll have to learn how to trust me one of these days.”

“Where do you want to get dinner?”

“Is Mexican food fine?”

“It’s perfect,” I said. “Tell me when and where, and I’ll be there.”

“I’ll text you,” she said and hung up.

I wouldn’t have time to put on a pretty wedding dress and strut around my house, but seeing Ramona sounded even better. I had a few acquaintances that I got together with sometimes to play board games or to catch a movie, but few people knew me as well as Ramona, and maybe we’d run into each other for a reason.


CHAPTER 3

“Don’t you look handsome?” Ramona asked loudly as she stood from the table and threw open her arms to give me a hug. “I love that shirt on you. The white and gold. Flawless! It makes your dirty blonde hair pop.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You don’t look so bad yourself. I love that plum dress on you, and it goes great with those stilettos.”

“You always were something of a fashionista.”

I shrugged. “Clothes are pretty, just like weddings.”

“Don’t we have the best job in the world?” Ramona asked as she returned to her seat and took a sip of the margarita that she had in front of her. “I swear, I could never tire of planning weddings.”

“Aren’t you doing other parties now too?”

“Oh, yes! Weddings are obviously my specialty, but I have a team of people who’ll do anything from baby showers to wakes. We have different departments within the office now, so we’re pretty much a one-stop shop for events, but I don’t really work on anything except weddings.”

“That’s incredible, Ramona.” Maybe there was a small part of me that felt jealous, but I was honestly just happy for her that she’d been so successful. “I wish I could say the same about myself, but I’m still just doing weddings.”

“Don’t say it like that! Weddings are the best thing in the world!”

“Yeah,” I said and rubbed my thigh beneath the table. I had all these emotions coursing through me, and I just wanted my old friend more than anything, so I swallowed my pride and asked Ramona if we could speak honestly, and she told me that I could tell her whatever was on my mind. “It’s just… business hasn’t been great for me recently.”

“That’s terrible, Trevor!”

“Nobody wants to hire a single straight man in his thirties. I can’t decide if it’s because I’m getting older or if it’s because I’m straight and single.”

“Trevor,” she said softly. “You can’t beat yourself up! It’s no good for the soul.”

“Easy for you to say. You’re a girl!”

“That doesn’t mean this job is automatically easy.”

“It was easier when we were working under Katherine. Nobody thought much about my sexuality or even the fact that I was a man. I was just Katherine’s guy. Those clients loved my designs today, but the second they found out that I was straight and a bachelor… it was like bam!” I slapped my hands together. “They were done with me.”

“I hate hearing that, Trevor! I mean… I guess I could see how it’s a little weird, but you’re so talented. Do you have pictures of your designs?”

“Like I would let you see them!”

“Don’t be like that, Trevor. I would never steal your designs, but how about I show you mine first so that you don’t think I’m up to something by inviting you here?”

“Okay,” I said. “That would be fine.”

Ramona smiled and shook her head as she unlocked her phone and turned it toward me. Her idea boards were gorgeous, but I wasn’t sure that they took me to another world. I wouldn’t tell her that I thought mine were more creative, but she’d gained my trust enough that I pulled out my phone to show her my idea boards.

“Trevor! These are incredible!”

“Thanks,” I said. “Angela and Grace said the same before they found out I was straight and single and instantly changed their minds. I mean, seriously, what is it with these people? It makes me want to scream. What do I have to do to gain their respect?”

“I wish it weren’t like that for you. It’s not fair.”

I shrugged. “It is what it is. Now give me my phone.”

Ramona stared at the screen a second longer before passing me my phone. “You’re so talented, Trevor. My design boards aren’t half as creative as yours. That Saturn-inspired wedding would truly be otherworldly.”

“They liked that one, but Angela was actually leaning toward Venus after she thought about it for a bit.”

“Either would be a fabulous choice.”

“Did they call you?” I asked. Ramona folded her lips. She didn’t have to say anything else for me to know the answer. It was as clear as a sunny day on her face. “Un-fucking believable.”

“I’m sorry!”

“Even you said your designs aren’t as creative as mine!”

“Look, Trevor. I’m not saying it’s fair, but I called you here today after they called me to offer me the job. I’ve noticed several of my clients choose me over you, and now I understand why.”

I grunted. What did she want me to say? I was crushed. I’d put my heart and soul into those designs, and the clients loved them. I deserved to be planning that six-figure wedding, but I wouldn’t get the chance, and I had the feeling that I would keep losing going forward. Ramona had built an entire operation over the years, and I was struggling to tread water. I had to confront the truth one of these days.

“Why did you ask me to dinner?” I picked up my margarita to take a big sip. I could feel my world crumbling around me now that the truth of my ineptitude was sinking in. We were still waiting for our food, but at least I had this drink to calm me.

“I wanted to catch up, but I also wanted to offer you a job.”

“A job?”

“Yeah, to you and your assistant. What’s her name?”

“Marissa,” I said cautiously. “How do you know about her?”

“I have assistants too,” she said with a laugh. “One of my assistants gets lunch with Marissa a lot.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling blindsided.

“Don’t worry. I could have poached her years ago if I wanted, but Marissa really likes you from what I hear.”

“I try to treat her well.”

“You’re a good guy, Trevor, and if I’m being honest, I’ve always had something of a thing for you.”

“What?” I asked as my voice went high and my cheeks turned red. I’d always had a crush on Ramona, but we had too much work between us to ever think about fooling around, and then we became enemies when Katherine gave us each half of her contacts. It was like she’d pitted us against each other from the moment she decided to retire. I’d never thought much about what Katherine did until I was sitting across from Ramona there at the Mexican restaurant. “What are you saying?”

“I think you know what I’m saying, Trevor,” Ramona said and brushed her foot against the back of my leg. “Don’t play dumb. I remember how we always used to make eyes at each other.”

“You do?”

“Trevor, I used to like you a lot, and I still do. I hate to see you struggle.”

It hurt hearing her call me out on my failures, but she was right. I’d been struggling a lot recently, and I couldn’t pull myself out of the hole that only seemed to be growing bigger. I wanted to escape this predicament that I found myself in but hadn’t been able to come up with any creative ideas.

“Please don’t be upset.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said. My strained voice didn’t hide the truth that I was struggling, but it was mostly an internal battle. I was waging a war with myself to perform at my best and bury how I truly felt. So far that wasn’t going so well. I was bursting at the seams and on the verge of letting all those nasty feelings force themselves out of me.

“Trevor, please don’t lie to me.”

“What do you want me to say, Ramona? I hate struggling.”

“Everyone hates struggling, but it’s how we overcome those struggles that counts. Look, I’ve never had a problem with you, but we’ve obviously been competitors for a long time.”

“Yeah, and I used to make more than you!”

Ramona sighed. My comment wasn’t appropriate, but part of me felt angry that I needed her to give me a job. I couldn’t keep going on like I was. It only hurt that Ramona did better than me. It didn’t matter that everyone loved my designs more than hers. They only cared that she didn’t have a dick between her legs, and that fact made me want to scream and flip over every table in the restaurant, but somehow I kept it together.

“Do you want to talk business or not, Trevor?”

“Yes,” I said begrudgingly. “I do.”

“Then you need to listen.”

“Listen to what?”

“I don’t love your sass, mister,” Ramona said in a playful voice and pulled on the back of my leg with her heeled foot. “You’re talented, and I would love to have you on my team. I would even hire Marissa too so that she wouldn’t lose her income. We have plenty of work to do at my office, but I can’t offer you a job if you won’t be a team player. It wouldn’t be fair to everyone else.”

“I know,” I said. “I just hate that it’s come to this.”

“How’s that office of yours?”

Not my office!

My office was far too big for Marissa and me, but I loved it. It used to be filled with employees. Most of them ended up leaving voluntarily, but I had to let go of a few others. Some of my former employees even went on to become competitors, which was just the way the world worked.

“What about it?”

“I was hoping that maybe I could take it over.”

“Take it over?”

Ramona sighed. “This is a difficult conversation for both of us, but I want to be as honest as I possibly can. I like you as a man, I think you would be a wonderful addition to my team because you’re talented, and I want your office. Sue me for being too upfront.”

“That would cost me more money than I have,” I said with a laugh. “My lease is actually getting a bit pricey.”

“How about we sit down with my accountant and come up with a plan that would let you keep a percentage of the company profits while also becoming an employee?”

“You’d do that?”

“We’ve both worked hard to get where we are, and I don’t want you to ever feel angry coming into the office. I want you to feel like you have a stake in the company so that you put your best foot forward.”

“That means a lot, Ramona.”

“Katherine always pitted us against each other, but I hope that we can be better together. I hope that we can forget all of our previous battles and forge a new path ahead.”

“I’d like that,” I said, and for once, I was telling the truth. I didn’t want to keep fighting against Ramona. She was clearly winning, and I couldn’t think of why Marissa and I shouldn’t join her team. “If your team can come up with a plan, I’d love to hear it.”

“I’ll let my people know, and they’ll tell you what we need to make a proper offer. How does that sound?”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

“Perfect!” Ramona said and took a big sip of her margarita. We’d gotten our food a bit ago. It was delicious, and most of mine was already gone. Ramona was eating more slowly, but I wondered how much she ate at all with that waistline of hers. I tried to keep the weight off and mostly did a good job at it, but Ramona looked like a goddess in that plum dress. “What do you say we go back to my house?”

“Back to your house? Why?” I asked.

“Maybe we could have another drink… you know, if you want.”

“Um, sure. Let’s go.”

I didn’t know what else Ramona could want, but I was happy to hang out with her. I would just have to put on one of my wedding dresses another day when I had free time.


CHAPTER 4

“This house is stunning,” I said as we walked into Ramona’s place. She didn’t live too far from me, but she lived on one of the most exclusive streets in our area. Her house had three bedrooms and two huge bathrooms, and everything had been renovated from top to bottom. “How long have you lived here?”

“A few years now.”

“It must have cost a fortune.”

“You know,” Ramona said with a shrug as her heels clicked against the hardwood floors. The lighting in her house was impeccable. She had soffit lights everywhere, and they gave off the best glow. “What would you like to drink? Wine?”

“I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“I’m in the mood for a glass of white wine.”

“Sounds perfect.”

Ramona winked and went over to her lavish kitchen. I hadn’t been able to do any work on my house in years. It was stuck in yesteryear, but maybe my fortunes would change if I followed Ramona into the light. Wouldn’t it be better to work for someone who’d already made it than to keep struggling at the bottom?

“Here you go,” Ramona said as she passed me a glass of wine and sat next to me on the couch. “I swear you’re even more handsome now than you were before. Have you been going to the gym?”

“Sometimes,” I said with a laugh. I liked running and using the elliptical, and I lifted light weights too. I actually went to the gym many times a week, but I didn’t do much to bulk up. If anything, I wanted to stay trim so that I could look sexy in my collection of dresses and skirts and all the girly delights that I kept at the back of my closet. “What about you?”

“These dresses don’t fit like this on accident,” Ramona said with a laugh as she gestured at her body. “I try to hit the gym, but I mostly just watch what I eat. I started gaining weight a few years ago. Then I had a client say something nasty to me about how my dress didn’t quite fit, and I’ve been on a diet pretty much since then.”

“What a bitch!”

“Aren’t they all?”

Ramona and I laughed. It was crazy how I felt like we were back in old times. I missed having someone in my life that I could chat with and be honest with, and I couldn’t believe that Ramona and I had stayed enemies for so long as we sat there on her couch sipping our glasses of wine. I loathed Katherine for pitting us against each other, but maybe we’d done it to ourselves. We could have joined forces. We could have put Katherine’s client list right back together and forged ahead as though nothing had ever changed.

“Do you think Katherine wanted us to continue working together? Like, do you think she was testing us to see if we would put her client list back together to form one business as partners?”

“That’s an idea!” Ramona said. “I honestly hadn’t thought about it like that, but maybe that’s exactly what she was doing.”

“She’s just the type of person who’d do something like that. When was the last time that you talked to her?”

“It’s been a long time! I called her a few years ago to see how she was doing, but she was living in Portugal and sounded like she was having a fabulous time there, so I haven’t really made an effort to get in touch since. Is that terrible?”

“No,” I said in a consoling voice. “She will reach out if she needs something. She’s never been the type to shy away from asking a question.”

“That’s true,” Ramona said with a laugh. We spent the next while reminiscing about working under the legendary Katherine Holman and all the fun that we used to have together. We also had plenty of stories about wardrobe failures and difficult days. We were mostly successful over the years, but those stressful moments working under Katherine would never be forgotten. She had a nasty temper if things didn’t go according to plan. “We’re not like that at my company. I tell my clients that I’ll get as close to perfect as I can.”

“And they still choose you over me?”

Ramona shrugged. “That’s why we’re going to join forces, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling much more at ease about the idea now that it had settled in my mind. “It will probably be good for us to work together. If I’m being honest, I love designing parties much more than I like managing them.”

“We need someone with your skill.”

“It’ll be nice to feel needed.”

Ramona nodded as we both fell silent and stared at each other, a strange feeling taking hold within me. We’d confessed our mutual attraction, but to actually make a move frightened me. What if we couldn’t balance our professional and personal lives? What if this entire plan fell apart because we fooled around? I couldn’t risk losing what Ramona was offering.

“Do you think this is a good idea?” I asked before she could lean any closer. I wanted to kiss her and felt like a fool for stopping what was in motion, but she didn’t know just how dire my situation was. I still had money in the bank, but it was a small percentage of what I once had. I’d been burning through money to uphold the image of a successful businessman when the truth was that I should have closed up shop over a year ago.

“What?” she asked in a sexy breathy voice.

“You and me,” I said and gestured at us. “Do you think we should do this if you’re going to take over my company?”

“Don’t worry about business, Trevor! I thought we got all that out of the way!”

“I can’t lose this deal, Ramona,” I said. “As much as I want you, I have to think about how I’m going to pay my bills.”

She sighed. “You’re no fun, Trevor! I have an idea, though.”

“What?”

Ramona put up her finger and stood from the couch. I had no idea what she was doing until she returned with a piece of paper and a pen a few moments later. She wrote a quick letter stating that she would work with her accountants and advisors to come up with a plan to take over my business and that she wouldn’t stop negotiations until we found a deal that we could both agree to.

“How is this?” she asked and passed me the signed letter. “Take a picture of it. Take a picture of us together. I’m negotiating in good faith, and I can separate business from pleasure if you can.”

“I want to.”

“Then let’s do it. Stop worrying about all the details! If you’re mostly doing designs, we could even avoid each other if things ever got awkward. Plus, how long have we known each other? We’ve only been enemies because of the circumstances. I never had a problem with you. I never hated you. Did you hate me?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Never. I might have hated that you were getting more clients than me, but that’s only because of the money, which is why I’m worried about us fooling around.”

“I get it, Trevor, but I’ll give you a good deal. I’m not trying to hurt you by taking over your business. I’m tired of us fighting each other for interviews and clients, and it’s only getting harder with all these new wedding planners popping up like weeds. There’s something else, though.”

“What?” I asked.

Ramona bit her lip as a strange expression crossed her face. “I never had any doubts that you were straight, but I know your secret.”

“My secret? What are you talking about?”

“I always wanted to talk to you about it. It honestly only made me want to fool around with you even more, but I never knew quite how to bring up the subject.”

“What subject?” I asked as my body started burning a little inside. “What are you talking about, Ramona?”

“Trevor, are you really going to make me say it?”

“Make you say what? I honestly don’t know what you’re trying to insinuate,” I said, even though I had a pretty good idea of what Ramona was talking about. I just didn’t know how she’d found out. I didn’t understand why she’d never brought it up until now. The thought of her having known this entire time gave me chills. “What do you think this secret I have is?”

“You’re really going to make me say it?”

“Ramona, I really don’t know what you’re talking about.” I was playing dumb since there was always the chance that she didn’t actually know about my feminine desires. I could only hope that was the case while I waited for her to say something, but her next question hit me in the gut.

“What kind of underwear do you have on?”

“Normal underwear!” I said defensively, even though I was wearing a sexy sapphire thong. It was transparent over the crotch and hugged my body in the most glorious ways. “What kind of question is that, Ramona?”

“It’s just…” she stared at me and chewed on her lip. “I saw you wearing panties back in the day.”

“Panties? You must have been seeing things.”

“So if I offered to blow you I wouldn’t find any surprises beneath your pants?”

My cheeks reddened as I thought of a way to defend myself, but the thought of Ramona wrapping her beautiful mouth around my cock was too tempting of a proposition to ignore, and my face gave away the truth as I hesitated, which made Ramona laugh.

“I knew it! I bet you love heels and dresses and stuff too, don’t you?”

“No!”

“Trevor, it’s okay. You can tell me the truth.”

I’d told a few women the truth in the past, and it’d never gone well for me. I knew of guys who crossdressed like me that had accepting girlfriends, but it seemed like a fantasy, like something that would never happen in my lifetime. Now I had the perfect opportunity to prove myself wrong sitting right next to me, yet I was terrified of letting Ramona get a glimpse of who I truly was.

“Please, Trevor. Let’s be honest with each other.”

I lifted my eyes to meet hers, and she seemed sincere, but I was terrified. We’d gone so long without speaking to each other and now it almost felt like she was holding my life in her hands. She wanted to buy my business, and she also wanted me to let her into my heart.

“I don’t know. This is all moving so quickly.”

“We’ve known each other for ages, Trevor. Don’t act like you’ve never been interested in me.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Stop worrying so much. That’s all I hear out of you,” Ramona said as she moved a little closer. I sucked in a sharp breath as she placed her hand on the upper part of my thigh. “Wouldn’t it be better to just have some fun?”

My cock grew stiffer as I nodded, trying my best to let go of my worries and fears. I’d trusted Ramona with my life once, so why couldn’t I get there again? I didn’t protest as Ramona unbuttoned my jeans and began pulling down my zipper, the look on her face excited and eager. I clenched my hands into fists as Ramona nudged down my pants and slowly revealed my taut thong.

“Mmm, that’s so sexy.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” she purred and placed her fingers on the outline of my cock to rub it through the fabric. I cursed under my breath and thrashed as she made my cock grow even stiffer by moving her hand more quickly. “That thong makes your cock look huge. You like it when I rub it like this?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“Damn, hearing you talk like that makes my pussy wet.”

“Let me taste it,” I said.

“Why didn’t you tell me you liked eating pussy? We could have done this a long time ago,” she said with a laugh as she continued rubbing my cock. She’d already pushed my pants down to my ankles, exposing my most private region, but I was done hiding from her. If she was willing to accept me for who I was, I wanted to dive headfirst into this affair. “I love how you keep your legs smooth and girly too. That’s so sexy.”

“Fuck, Ramona. Say it again.”

She giggled and pulled my pants all the way off. I reached down to take off my socks and toss them to the side, desperate for a taste of her pussy, but I would let her take the lead. I was happy enough that she hadn’t pushed me away for wearing a thong, delighted that she actually seemed to like it.

“Do you like wearing dresses?”

“Maybe,” I said.

Ramona cupped my package and gave it a little squeeze. “Now is definitely not the time to lie to me, mister.”

“Yes,” I said. “I like wearing dresses.”

“Heels?”

“All of it,” I said.

“No way! I have to see you get dressed one of these days. Do you go by a different name when you become a girl?” Ramona asked as she gently rubbed my dick and stared into my eyes. She looked so sexy down there on her knees between my legs. I nodded to answer her question. “Ooh, what’s your girl name?”

“Erma,” I said.

“What a classic name!”

“I’ve always liked it.”

“Even back when we worked together?”

I nodded. “Since before I met Katherine.”

“That’s wild! I love it!”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said brightly. “If that’s who you are, I want to accept it. I’ve known about the lingerie since forever, but the rest of it doesn’t bother me.”

“Do you mean it?” I asked hopefully. My cock was only semi-erect now, but I was falling more in love with Ramona by the second.

“Of course I mean it. Why don’t I show you how much?” Ramona said and reached her hand into my sapphire thong to fish my cock out the side. I was only half erect, but she wrapped her lips around my shaft anyway. I gasped as her warm mouth enveloped my cock. She moved her lips up and down my dick as it grew larger in her mouth, and I loved how it looked hanging out the side of my thong disappearing and reappearing between those beautiful lips.

“That feels so good.”

Ramona purred on my cock as she continued sucking it. I was now rock hard and cursing to the stars. I slipped my fingers into her brown hair, which made her moan. Then I pushed on the back of her head until she was choking on my cock, but that didn’t stop her. She held my base and kept moving those lips like she was a machine. I begged her to stop when I got close, but she didn’t heed my warning. I thrashed as I failed to hold my load and started cumming in her mouth, but she swallowed every drop.

“Mmm, that was hot.”

“So fucking hot,” I said.

“Ready for a taste of my pussy?”

“More than anything.”

Ramona smirked and stood in front of me. She shook her hips a little as she stripped naked until she was down to nothing except her heels, her pussy on full display. I slid from the couch and dropped to my knees in front of her. I pulled off my shirt until I was wearing nothing except my thong, moving toward her on my knees, desperate to feel her wet pussy against my lips.

“Why did it take us so long to get here?” I looked up at her as I asked the question, my arms wrapped around her legs. “Do you know how much I used to dream about this day?”

“Don’t worry about the past. Worry about the now,” Ramona said and put her hand on my head to guide it toward her pussy. Her lust smelled better than Sunday dinner as I placed my mouth against her pussy lips. She gasped and took control, holding my head in place as she rubbed her pussy against my tongue. “Fuck, Trevor! That feels so good! Keep your tongue right there!”

I did as she asked. I would always do whatever she asked of me. Ramona had changed my life in a day. We were able to let go of the resentments of our past and begin anew, and I couldn’t wait to see where it led us. I couldn’t wait to have this pussy on my lips whenever she wanted it there.

“Suck my clit! I’m so close!”

I wrapped my lips around her button and sucked on it a little, which had her screaming and cumming all over my face seconds later. She held the back of my head as I moved my mouth to her pussy and lapped up all her nectar that I could. She’d swallowed my load, and I was keen on returning the favor.

“Fuck, Trevor. That was so good.”

“I’d do it again in a heartbeat,” I said as I wiped my lips. We both got back onto the couch and leaned toward each other. We didn’t care that we’d both just cum in each other’s mouths as we kissed passionately. I had my hands in her hair, and she had her hands in mine. I still couldn’t believe where this day had taken me, and I never wanted it to end.

“When are you going to become Erma for me?”

I shrugged. “When we have time, I guess.”

“Work is such a nuisance, isn’t it?”

“Probably for you since you have so much.”

“Hey,” Ramona said and pushed on me as I held her in my arms. “Don’t judge me for being successful.”

“I’m not. Not even one bit.”

“Promise?” she asked.

“With all my heart.”

She chuckled and shook her head against my chest, and I couldn’t get over how much I loved having her there. It felt so right. I worried that we would have issues going forward if we tried to date while being coworkers, but at that moment I felt nothing except hope that we’d make it work.


CHAPTER 5

The sale of my business to Ramona happened more quickly than I ever expected possible, but I was happy with how everything was going to turn out. She gave me a stake in her company and an incredible salary to become her head designer. She didn’t have anyone in that position, and I couldn’t wait to start. My job would be to offer designs to everyone in the office so that they could incorporate my ideas into theirs and present the best boards possible to their clients. I also had some party duties too, but I would mostly get to design, which was a dream come true.

Ramona had taken over my office in the past week after closing the sale, and it felt so much more alive with her staff. The office was so big and empty when it was just Marissa and me. Now clients could feel assured when they came here. She had transformed the space in less than a week, and I couldn’t wait to see where the future would lead us.

“Are you ready for our meeting with Angela and Grace?”

“Yes,” I said from my desk. “Meeting room?”

“Where else?” she asked with a laugh before spinning away from the entrance to my office. She was nice enough to let me keep the office that I used to use, and I felt so grateful to Ramona for everything. Most of our clients were thrilled when they heard the news that we were joining forces. Katherine had even called to congratulate us and told us that she’d hoped we’d partner up all along, which made us laugh… and cry a little. We couldn’t believe we’d waited so long, but everything felt right now.

I gathered my computer after I finished typing an email to a coworker about their design ideas. Angela, Grace, and Ramona were all waiting in the meeting room when I got there, talking about how much they loved the view of the park from the windows.

“That’s why I picked this space.”

“It’s stunning,” Angela said. “I wish I had a few like this at home.”

“There are lofts down the street.”

Angela made a longing face like she would consider moving into one of the lofts, but Ramona turned us all toward the business at hand. She was a rather serious woman, but that was one of the qualities that I loved about her. Everything felt in order when she was around. It was no wonder she’d outpaced me over the years, our genders aside.

“We’ve talked a lot about it and would love to do the Saturn design but wanted some type of red thrown in there somehow. I just can’t get over how beautiful all the reds were on the Venus board,” Angela said as she looked over at her mother who nodded in agreement.

“Hmm,” I said and rubbed my chin. The Saturn board had lots of yellows and golds and pops of teal. Red could really clash with that design if I wasn’t careful, but then the perfect idea hit me. “Ooh! What if we have your flower girl toss out rose petals.”

Angela gasped. “I love that! We have to do that.”

“That would look incredible, wouldn’t it?” Grace asked as she made a pensive face. “It also wouldn’t be too much of a hassle or take away from the room.”

“Exactly. It will be the perfect pop of red,” said Ramona.

“Ooh, now I can’t wait to get married!”

“Well, we already have your venue booked and tastings with caterers lined up for you. We also have an upcoming appointment with the best cake decorator that we know,” Ramona said with a gentle face as she stared at the bride and her mother. “I just wanted to apologize again for not being able to take this meeting last week since we were moving offices, but you don’t need to worry. We’ll have everything in place by the time your wedding day rolls around.”

“That’s all that matters,” Angela said brightly. “Plus, I adore coming to this office. It feels so high class.”

“Truly,” her mother agreed.

“We’re excited about the upgrade, and there’s always an open line of communication with us. If you need anything, just call our assistant Marissa who will be handling this wedding. You can also send us emails if you want to share photos of stuff that you love or anything else. We’re here to help.”

“Thank you,” Angela said. “You guys have taken so much weight off my shoulders. I don’t know what I would do without you.”

“We’re here to make this as painless as possible.”

I nodded in agreement. “It’s our top priority.”

“I can’t wait to pick out flowers and food and my dress.”

“It’ll be the experience of a lifetime,” Ramona assured the bride. “That’ll be all for now, but like I said, feel free to call or email if you have any questions or would like to share any ideas.”

“Excellent,” Grace said as she pushed out her chair and got to her feet. “We’ll be in touch.”

“Yes! I can’t wait!”

We all shook hands. Then the ladies left, and it was just Ramona and me. “That went well,” I said.

“Yeah, they don’t seem to mind that you’re a straight guy anymore.”

“Joining your team has honestly made all my problems go away. I can’t thank you enough, Ramona.”

“Don’t mention it, but you can thank me later,” she said with a wink before pushing out her chair and standing. “Back to work, mister.”

“Right away, boss.”

We laughed as we exited the meeting room and went our separate ways. We’d been so busy combining our businesses that we hadn’t had time to fool around since that first time, but I had a feeling that the drought would end soon and couldn’t wait to feel those first raindrops.


CHAPTER 6

“Welcome to my place,” I said as I held the door open for Ramona. Her house was much nicer than mine, but she wanted to see where I lived. Who was I to deny her wishes? “How was the drive?”

“It wasn’t bad. You don’t live very far from me at all!”

“Nope,” I said with a shake of the head. “Your house is renovated, though.”

“Oh, who cares about that?”

“Everyone?” I asked jokingly, which made her laugh and toss her hand in the air. “Maybe I’ll be able to renovate my place one of these days now that I work for you.”

“Why don’t you do some work now that you got that payout? I can give you my contractor’s number. He’s the best!”

“I’ll think about it,” I said. I needed to use most of that money to catch up with my retirement savings that I’d spent keeping the business afloat, but I didn’t want to think about business now that I had Ramona over here. “Could I get you something to drink?”

“Do you have some wine?”

“I bought a bottle of white just in case.”

“Ooh, good boy.”

I chuckled and went over to the fridge to grab the bottle of wine I’d gotten for us. It was the same kind that I saw her serve at her house. It didn’t cost too much, so I thought that it would be a good choice for us, and Ramona agreed. She gushed when she saw the bottle.

“You got my favorite wine!”

“I thought it would be a safe choice when I saw it.”

“It was the very best choice,” she said as she grabbed her glass and put it to her lips while looking at me over the rim. I could feel that naughty energy emanating through her gaze. It made me shift in place. I wanted her badly. I wanted to feel those lips around my dick and to taste her pussy on my tongue. “So, what are you going to wear for me tonight?”

“Cutting right to the chase, huh?”

“I want to see you as Erma! I’ve been dying for it all week since you wouldn’t send me any pictures.”

“I can’t have you using them as blackmail!”

“Why would I do that to you? I swear, Trevor! You don’t trust anyone!”

“I’m trusting you enough to change into something cute.”

“You’re right. You’re right,” she said and nodded. “Forgive me for saying anything, but I really wanted to see a picture of Erma. It hurt that you wouldn’t send me one.”

“Would you like me to change right away?”

“What did you pick out to wear? I was hoping that we could go out, or did you think I just dressed up like this to hang around your place?” she asked and waved her hand along her body. She was wearing a red bodycon dress with gold accessories and a pair of black stilettos. Her hair was also done to perfection, her loose curls hanging down past her shoulders.

“No,” I said and shook my head. “I figured you might want to go out, which I actually haven’t done as Erma, unless you count driving around in my car while dressed as a woman as going out.”

“It counts a little bit, but we’re going to do better than that, aren’t we?”

“I’d like that.”

“Show me what you picked out to wear! Does it match my red dress?”

“Come take a look,” I said to Ramona and waved for her to follow me into my bedroom, where I had my outfit waiting on the bed. She didn’t yet know quite the extent of my collection, but I had all types of womanly clothes and accessories. I even had wigs and fake tits. Everything I needed to feel like Erma when I strutted around the house and became the most fabulous woman in the world.

“This is cute! I love those ankle boots,” Ramona said as she stood at the edge of the bed and picked up the different clothes I’d put out. There was a short loosely pleated black skirt, a sexy long-sleeved sheer top, and the ankle boots that I would wear with a pair of thigh highs. “Or do you think the stockings are too much?”

“There’s no harm in trying! You could always take them off if they don’t look good.”

“So true,” I said. “Better safe than sorry.”

“Exactly!”

“Should I get changed?”

“Uh, yes! What are you waiting for?”

“I don’t know,” I hollered and raced out of the room with my clothes. I’d already shaved and moisturized, so I didn’t need to worry about that as I slipped on a fresh pair of panties and my bra, which I stuffed with breast forms before putting on the rest of my outfit. I could feel Erma coming more to life with each piece of clothing that I put on. When I wore a cute, girly outfit, something within me changed. I acted differently, and I only hoped that Ramona would still like me when I stepped out of the bathroom.

I brought my blonde wig into the bathroom with me, so I donned it on my head and pulled my makeup bag out from under the sink. I only had one bathroom in my small house, but I didn’t mind that since it was usually just me. Having Ramona over was incredible, though. I couldn’t get over how much I loved having her back in my life. I’d been worried that working with her would be awkward, but it’d been nothing except smooth sailing. I only hoped that would continue when she saw me with this dolled up face.

I gave myself a bright red lip that popped and some smokey eyes. It was a classic look, but it’d look so good with my short skirt and the sheer blouse that would give me plenty of cleavage. I’d even had guys hit on me during those drives around town when I was all womanly and beautiful. It was flattering when they whistled and hollered. Those moments made me feel alive, but their opinions meant nothing compared to Ramona’s.

“How’s it going in there?” she called from my bedroom.

“It’s going!”

“What are you doing?”

“My makeup!”

Ramona said nothing, which made me a little nervous, but I forded ahead. I couldn’t stop now that I’d begun, so I added a bit of clear gloss over my bright red lipstick and took a moment to stare at myself, telling myself that everything would be okay.

“Shut the fuck up!” Ramona screamed when I stepped back into my bedroom, feminized from head to toe. “You look so good, Erma!”

“Thank you,” I said as blush crossed my cheeks.

“If you don’t mind, I would love to add a thin belt to that outfit. I saw one in your closet that would look adorable.”

“You went through my closet?”

“Don’t worry! I just had to see your clothes. No judgment.”

“Okay,” I said and relaxed a touch as Ramona went back into my closet and grabbed the thin black belt to wrap it around my waist and fix it into place. “What do you think of the thigh highs? Are they too much?”

“I don’t think so, actually! They’re pretty cute and innocent but sexy at the same time if you know what I mean.”

“Definitely,” I said in my femme voice.

“Wait! Say that again.”

I chuckled. “Definitely.”

“Ahh! That’s crazy that you can talk like that! You sound just like a girl!”

“I’ve had plenty of practice.”

“We have to go out, but I wanted to ask you something first, especially now that I see how sexy and girly you are. Honestly, you have me fooled right now.”

“Erma is me, and she’s most definitely a girl.”

Ramona stared at me with sparkling eyes, and I was so overwhelmed with gratitude that I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her close. I pressed my lips against hers and pushed my fingers into her hair, telling her thank you over and over again when I broke the kiss and stared into those eyes that hadn’t lost their sparkle, and I hoped that they never would.

“Ask me anything,” I said in my femme voice.

“Erma, what if we seduced a man together?”

“Hmm,” I said. “Is this something you want?”

Ramona bit her lip and nodded. “With you looking this sexy and girly, yes. It’s exactly what I want.”

“Then what are we waiting for? Let’s get out of here,” I said and smacked Ramona on the butt before I grabbed her cheek with a firm hand and gave her another big kiss, so big that we had to take a second to fix our makeup, but then a taxi pulled up, and we were on our way to a high-end bar.


CHAPTER 7

Ramona and I were seated in two fancy oversized chairs with a table between us and martini glasses in our hands. We had a view of the entire bar and had gotten more than a few looks from handsome men, but I was doing my best to ignore them. I didn’t want to come off as a thirsty girl. Ramona and I talked and laughed and sipped our martinis, and I felt on top of the world.

“Don’t look, but there’s this incredibly handsome man at the bar staring us down like a hot plate of food,” Ramona said as she held her martini glass to her painted lips.

“You think he would buy us a drink?” I asked without turning to look at the man.

“Oh, I’m sure he’d do that and a lot more.”

“My,” I said and touched my chest with a delicate hand. I was still trying to wrap my head around the idea of sleeping with a man. It was something I’d thought about once or twice when I was en femme, but to go through with it was another story entirely. I loved that handsome guys found me attractive as Erma, but could I actually sleep with a man?

“Shit, he’s coming over here.” Ramona placed her martini glass on the table between us and shifted in her chair.

“He is?”

“Yes! Look alive!”

“Good evening, ladies,” a deep and smooth voice said a few moments later. “I just stopped in for a quick meal, but I would love to treat you two to dinner if you’re willing.”

“I don’t know,” Ramona said and licked her lips as she turned toward me. “Should we have dinner with this man who hasn’t even bothered to tell us his name?”

The man chuckled in that deep and smooth voice of his that had me feeling strangely aroused. I didn’t know whether it was how he sounded or if it was the way he was looking at us, but I wanted to know more about this man, and I wanted to please him as well. If he whipped out his dick, I could imagine myself wrapping my painted lips around it.

“Sorry about that. My name is Otis, and I’d love to buy you dinner.”

“Should we?” Ramona asked me.

I shrugged, trying to pretend like I wasn’t interested, but I could already feel my cock stiffening in the skimpy black thong that I was wearing. “I don’t know. We were having a lot of fun before he came along to interrupt us.”

“Yeah, I agree with my girlfriend.”

“Forgive me, ladies. I only thought… it doesn’t matter, I was mistaken. Right?” he asked and held Ramona’s gaze until she cracked, shaking her head. “Mmm, I thought there was something between us when I looked at you. So, what do you say? Can I buy you beautiful women dinner or what?”

“I guess that wouldn’t be so bad,” I said when Ramona turned her head to glance at me.

“Yeah, I guess not,” she said.

“It’s settled then. I’ll go speak to the host.”

Ramona and I shared a look before we turned to watch Otis walk away to grab us a table. He was so tall and broad and confident and manly. He wasn’t overly buff or anything, but the way he carried himself was undeniably sexy. I was biting my lip when I turned my attention back to Ramona.

“He’s hot, isn’t he?”

“A little older than us, but totally.”

“I bet he’s loaded.”

I chuckled. “Is that all you care about in a man?”

“No,” she said and laughed. “I’m just saying. Doesn’t he seem rich to you?”

“Yeah, he does.”

We both fell silent when he turned and started walking back toward us. “They’re going to set us up with a table now, and I have your bill covered for those drinks too.”

“Thanks, Otis!” we said at the same time.

“No problem, ladies.”

Just then the host came over to take us to a table where the three of us could sit more comfortably. It hadn’t dawned on me until that point that Otis never noticed that I wasn’t a chick. Or if he had, he never said anything as he told us about how he was the part owner of a casino. He also asked us about our lives and gushed when he found out that we were wedding planners.

“Should I tell him about… you know?” I asked Ramona when he excused himself to the bathroom near the end of our meal. He clearly wanted to take us home with him, and we were acting every bit interested.

“No! We’ll make sure he doesn’t see it.”

“Okay,” I said with a nod. It felt wrong deceiving him, but we weren’t trying to have a throuple relationship with the guy or anything. We picked at the dessert we’d ordered for the table until Otis returned from the restroom with a big smile on his face.

“You ladies ready?”

“Yes,” we said in unison.

“Damn, you’re sexy. Let’s get out of here!”

We laughed as Otis waved down the server to pay the bill, and then we were on our way back to his place. He had a driver and everything, and I’d never felt more like a princess in my life.


CHAPTER 8

“Fuck, it’s like you girls fell from the heavens.”

We snickered as he stared at us with those hungry eyes, but we wanted him just as badly as he wanted us. He’d fixed us some drinks, and we were sitting out on his terrace overlooking the city. He lived in one of the nicest lofts I’d ever seen, but it made sense since he was a millionaire from the casino business.

“Don’t you want to have a little fun with us?” Ramona asked as she set her drink on the table and looked at Otis seductively. “We couldn’t stop talking about how much we wanted you back at the bar when you were in the bathroom.”

“I’m always down for a little fun,” Otis said as he rubbed his cock through his jeans. I couldn’t take my eyes off his crotch now that I’d seen the outline of a thick bulge. “What did you girls have in mind?”

“You know,” Ramona said in a naughty voice as she looked over at me. I smiled back at her and then we both got to our feet and walked over to Otis’s side of the table. He reached up my skirt and Ramona’s dress to grab our asses, making us squeal. I panicked a little that he would feel my cock, but he dropped his hands when we reached for his dick. “Don’t you want to see what it looks like, Erma?”

“Yes! I’ve been dying to find out!”

“Me too,” Ramona said as she undid Otis’s belt and smirked at him. He cursed and told us that we were the sexiest women he’d ever met, but we ignored him and kept going until his pants were down his legs. His thick, toned legs on full display. “It looks so big, doesn’t it?”

“Take it out!”

Otis chuckled and reached into his boxer briefs to fish out his cock. Then he pushed his underwear down his legs, leaving his thick cock standing at attention. It was dripping with precum at the tip. I found myself salivating at the sight of it. Ramona looked over at me with a glint in her eyes. I knew exactly what she wanted, and I wanted the same, so we got to our knees in front of Otis, telling him how amazing his cock and body looked, not bothered at all that we were outside on his terrace. It was private enough.

“Put it in your mouth, Erma.”

I’d never put a cock in my mouth before, but there was no resisting the one in front of me, so I parted my lips and took Otis’s manhood into my mouth, amazed by how much I loved the taste of his precum. I moaned on his shaft as it melted against my tongue. Ramona giggled as she pushed on the back of my head to make me take even more of Otis’s dick, but I wanted every inch. I gagged for a microsecond before breathing through my nose to let Otis slide even deeper into the back of my throat.

“Damn, girl. Open that fucking throat for me.”

“Yeah, Erma! Open that throat for his big cock!” Ramona said as she pushed on my head again, and I let Otis fill me until I couldn’t stand it for another second. Ramona let me free when I jerked my head back, and then she took over sucking Otis’s dick.

“Fuck, you two are so sexy. I’m going to cum if you don’t stop.”

Ramona pulled her mouth off Otis’s cock and pumped it in her hand. “Cum for us. We want your load, don’t we?”

“So badly,” I said in a breathy moan.

“Keep sucking my dick, and I’ll give it to you.”

Ramona moaned and wrapped her lips around Otis’s dick while I kissed his balls. Then we took turns sucking his dick until he was screaming our names and pulling us close to catch his load.

“Open up, girls. Time for your second dessert.”

We both held our mouths open wide as Otis scooted a little closer in his chair. Breezes swept past us as we waited for him to give us his load, but we didn’t have to wait long. I gasped when the first bits of cum started flying at my face, opening my mouth wider to catch his load. We swallowed every drop that he gave us.

“Damn, girls. So fucking sexy.”

I moaned as Otis grabbed me and stuck his dick into my mouth to lick it clean. He pulled out and then thrusted his cock into Ramona’s mouth and kept moving between us until his dick started going soft.

“Sorry, ladies. I was trying to stay hard, but you two made me cum so quickly. How can I make it up to you?”

“Just let us use your bathroom, and we’ll be square,” said Ramona.

“My house is yours,” Otis said and gestured toward the door that led inside. We got to our feet and went to his glorious bathroom to wash our faces, and then we started kissing in front of the sink.

“I need you.”

“Let’s go home,” said Ramona.

“Did you have fun?” I asked her.

“I had a blast, but I just want to be back at my place with you.”

“Let’s go then.”

We dried off and stepped out of the bathroom to tell Otis goodbye. He gave us his number before we left and an expensive bottle of wine. We kissed as we took the elevator downstairs, amazed by the experience we’d just had, both still on edge from not cumming, but we had the entire night ahead of us.


CHAPTER 9

“Fuck, Ramona. Your pussy feels so good,” I said as she was bent over the bathroom sink in front of me. I still had on my wig but had taken off everything else, and Ramona was completely naked. We’d started to get into the shower, but then we kissed and got a bit carried away. “I’ve been dreaming about this pussy all night.”

“Fuck me hard, Erma! Give me that girly dick!”

I was still speaking in my femme voice, just as Ramona had asked me to when I turned her around and shoved my cock into her slick folds. She was dripping wet around my dick, but that only told me how much she’d enjoyed her night. Truth was I’d enjoyed it just as much as her. I never thought I’d suck a man’s dick but having him see us as two hot chicks sent me to an entirely different world, and I would do it all over again with Ramona by my side.

“Push that girly dick deep, Erma!”

I dug my nails into Ramona’s hips and slammed my dick deep into her dripping pussy which had her screaming out my name, but I’d learned that she liked it a little rough, so I pulled out and thrusted my cock deep again, fucking her hard with every inch of my dick as her tits bounced around like wild.

We watched each other through the mirror as I fucked her hard, and there was nothing except love between us. I could feel it with every ounce of my being, deep within every bone of my body. Ramona was the girl for me, and I would need her forever and always.

She gasped when I wrapped my hand around her body and pulled her up against me, holding her tits as I pounded her wet pussy with everything I had, whispering into her ear about how much I loved fucking her and how she had the best pussy in the world.

She reached her hand over her head and stuck it into my long blonde hair as I kept fucking her hard, and she wasn’t even looking at me through the mirror anymore. There was an expression on her face like every thrust of my cock was pushing her closer to euphoria.

“Fucking amazing, Erma. So fucking amazing.”

“The best,” I said into her ear. “You’re the best.”

She mewed as I pounded her pussy and played with her nipples, and I could tell that she was close. I could feel her pussy working my cock, so I reached my hand down the front of her body to press it against her clit as I thrusted my cock a few more times. She gripped the counter and screamed when she couldn’t handle it another second, and then she came all over my cock. There was a mess beneath us, but I didn’t care. I held my cock inside her until she relaxed and released it.

It only took a few strokes of my cock before I was shooting my load all over her ass. She moaned each time my hot white goo hit her skin, and it was so sexy to watch her come undone like that. She turned around toward me and fell into my arms.

“Never leave me, Erma.”

“You’re mine, Ramona. Don’t forget it.”

“I’m serious, Trevor. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Why are you worrying so much?” I teased her. “Don’t you trust me?”

She smirked and pressed herself up against my body as she kept her arms around the back of my neck. “Don’t mess with me.”

“I love you, Ramona. I’m not going anywhere.”

“I love you too. I always have.”

“At least we’re together now. Let’s leave the past in the past, right?”

“Right,” she said and kissed me, and then I pulled her into the shower to wash her from head to toe with a soapy loofah. She was my goddess, my queen, and I would never forget it.


CHAPTER 10

One Year Later

Ramona and I were getting married next week! I couldn’t quite believe it, but we were tired of people asking us why we hadn’t gotten married since we were wedding planners, so we were going to do it! I couldn’t wait for Ramona to be my wife, but before we had our wedding where I would wear a boring old suit, we were having a private ceremony at her house. Just the two of us.

“You look stunning in white, Erma.”

“Not as good as you.”

“You’re lucky I had a sexy white satin dress.”

“Aren’t I, though?” I asked and gave her a seductive look, which made her laugh. “You look radiant.”

Ramona made a happy noise and hooked her arm with mine. I was wearing one of the wedding dresses that I kept at the back of my closet and a pair of white heels, and I was a bride. Today was Erma’s wedding, and next week would be Trevor’s. The world could see the husband and wife they expected, but at least my wife knew the truth. At least she could see me for who I was and accept it.

“Should we practice our vows?”

“I’d love nothing more.”

Ramona and I stood in front of a tall mirror as we held hands and looked at each other. We recited our vows that we’d practiced many times already, but tears were running down my dolled-up face before I could even finish saying mine. Ramona reached out to wipe one away.

“Don’t cry. This is a happy day.”

“I know,” I said. “I’ve never been happier. Trust me.”

“Finish your vows, and then we can kiss.”

So I did, and then we pressed our lips together in front of the mirror. I had a camera set up in the corner and clicked the remote in my hand to take a picture so that we would never forget this glorious moment. We stared at each other for a long while after the kiss, communicating our love without saying a word.

“Why don’t we eat that dinner we picked up?”

“Should I open the wine?”

“Please,” she said.

We went out to the main room and got everything prepared to enjoy our meal. We ate before we took some more pictures in our white dresses. Then we just relaxed around the house, enjoying the fact that we were two girls on the cusp of committing to a life together, both of us so happy that we’d put our differences aside to discover the relationship we were always meant to have.
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