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DOUBLE DATE

Ken, an amateur theatre actor, has heard a lot about one of his wife’s co-workers, Markus, the awkward office loner. Ken can’t wait to see the man he’s heard so many stories about, but when he finally gets his chance, he doesn’t expect to feel so bad for him.

But Ken has an idea to help the poor guy out, to hoist him out from his shell. It involves going behind his wife’s back with a couple friends from his theatre group, dressing up like a lady, and making Markus feel like he can have any girl he wants.


CHAPTER I

I’d heard my wife talking about Markus before. The first time she mentioned him we were at the mall, getting lunch in the food court. There was a man in a suit sitting alone at a table. He looked like a normal enough person, though he was strangely staring forward, seemingly at nothing. My wife, Laureen, looked at the man and said, “Oh, I thought that was Markus for a minute.” And of course I asked who she was talking about.

Markus was one of her co-workers at the insurance company she worked at. He worked three cubicles down from my wife, and never spoke to anyone unless spoken to. Apparently, he was always the first person in the office, and he was the last person to leave.

Laureen had some friends from work over one afternoon and I overheard them gossiping about the guy. “I heard his wife died five years ago,” one of the girls said about the quiet man.

“Really? I heard that he’s gay,” said another.

I don’t know why they found the man so interesting. They didn’t talk like that about any of the other guys at the office, and there were forty people who worked just on their floor.

But I have to say, I was curious. I’d heard so many rumours—some of which were quite out there. One of Laureen’s friends even said, “I heard he killed a person and then got away with it on a technicality, like OJ Simpson.” I had an image in my mind of what the guy looked like: like a shady character from a horror movie—the mentally-slow groundskeeper who turns out to be the evil killer.

I was excited to catch a glimpse of the mystery man at the staff Christmas party. As soon as we arrived at that rented hotel ballroom, I started looking around, trying to see if I couldn’t identify Markus in the large crowd of insurance workers. It only took me five minutes before I caved and asked my wife to point him out. She looked around and then shrugged her shoulders. “I guess he’s not here yet,” she said.

And throughout the rest of that night, I kept asking, whenever someone new showed up for the party. “Is that him?”

“No, I’ll tell you when he’s here,” she said, rolling her eyes. He didn’t end up showing up. I was a bit disappointed—until we saw him on our way home.

We were walking from the hotel to the subway station when my wife put her arm in front of me, to stop me. “Look,” she said, pointing at a pizza-by-the-slice joint. “That’s him.” Sitting alone at a long counter by the window was Markus, in a black suit, nice shoes, his hair slicked back properly. He was eating a slice of pizza, staring down at the counter. I’d expected someone much, much different. I’d expected a good laugh more than anything. But I couldn’t laugh at the man I was looking at now. He looked so normal, so nice, but so dejected. There was something very sad about him sitting there, alone, just a couple blocks away from the staff Christmas party.

He looked like he was dressed up for that party, but he didn’t quite make it—like he chickened out at the last minute. But why? “Should we go and say hello?” I asked Laureen.

“No, he likes to be left alone,” she said.

We went home, but I felt bad about the whole thing. I was pretty sure my wife was wrong—I don’t think that man liked being left alone. I think he was used to being left alone—painfully used to it. He looked like a man who was too shy to reach out. I could only imagine him shuffling back to his small studio apartment with his hands stuffed into his pockets. I could only imagine his horribly quiet apartment, still just as quiet with the television turned to some re-run he’d already seen ten times before.

I don’t know why I felt so bad for the guy. But the next day, I even asked my wife to go and talk to him. “Try to get to know the guy,” I said. “Maybe he doesn’t talk much because he thinks no one wants to talk to him.”

“I try to talk to him all of the time. He just doesn’t have anything to say,” Laureen said.

“Well, try to figure out what he’s interested in. He’s probably just not interested in whatever you’ve tried talking to him about,” I said.

Laureen gave me a funny look and then she laughed. “Why do you care so much?” she asked.

I just shrugged my shoulders. “I just feel bad for the guy,” I said. Though I don’t really know why I even cared. I’m sure the world is filled with loners like Markus, and it wasn’t my job to make them feel better about their lives. But still, I liked to think that something could be done—like the poor guy just needed a little bit of a hand to have the life he wanted.

“Fine, I’ll ask him what he’s interested in,” Laureen said with a snicker.

So I went to work and anxiously awaited the results of the questioning. It was the first thing I asked my wife when she walked in the door that evening. “Well?” I said. “What’s the verdict?”

“He said he likes theatre and art, just like you,” Laureen said. “Are you happy?”

“Really? What’s his favourite play?

She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment and then said, “I don’t know, Ken. I didn’t ask. It’s not something I know anything about.”

“Well you can ask him about it, maybe that would make him feel more comfortable.”

She sighed and walked over to me. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes, and she smiled. “You’re very sweet, babe, but I just have nothing in common with the man. If you’re so interested, you can bring him out with your theatre troupe buddies. But I’m not going to just talk to him out of pity. He’s not a moron, Ken. He could tell that I was just giving him a pity conversation. No one wants charity.”

My wife went off to take a hot bath. And I found myself sitting in my chair, with Markus stuck on my mind. Maybe my wife was right—maybe no one does want charity. But surely everyone wants to be noticed and included.


CHAPTER II

My wife wasn’t totally honest with me that night. She put on a good act, though. But I could tell that I’d opened up a whole new can of worms: she was starting to feel bad for Markus. The next night, when she got home from work, she asked me, “Are there any single girls in your theatre troupe?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, I wandered over to Markus’s cubicle today, and I noticed one of the tabs on his internet browser was for an online dating website. I think he’s lonely.” I stared into my wife’s eyes, and I watched as her cheeks turned red, as she realized her own hypocrisy. “What?” she said. “So I feel a bit bad for the guy.”

“I’ll ask around,” I said. I was meeting up with my theatre troupe that night. But I already knew for a fact that there were no single ladies in the group. There were only two women in the troupe, and their husbands were both part of the troupe as well.

I told my theatre friends about Markus, and they all had the same reaction I had when I first heard about the guy. He was a hard man to describe, because he looked so normal. There was something very sad about the man, but it wasn’t something that I knew how to put into words. They all just shrugged their shoulders and said, “If he acts, he’s welcome to come audition for the troupe.” I tried explaining the situation again, but I got the same careless reaction. I wished I would have taken a photo of the man I saw in that pizza parlour window. He wasn’t sad or crying or deflated when I saw him in that window—he was just sitting upright, like a normal person, but somehow that only made him seem sadder.

It was Richard, one of my closer friends, who came up to me after our session, with his wife. “You’re really worried about this Markus guy, huh?” he said.

“I just feel bad for the guy,” I said.

“Have you talked to him about it?” asked Richard’s wife, Marie.

“I’ve never talked to him at all,” I said.

They both gave me strange looks. “Maybe you should try reaching out to him before going around trying to find others to reach out to him,” he said with a laugh. And it was a good point. I was being somewhat of a hypocrite—telling everyone how sad it was that no one talks to the guy, as I’ve never talked to the guy before in my life. So maybe Richard was right—maybe I needed to reach out to Markus before going around and telling everyone else to put in the effort.

My wife was asleep when I got home from my theatre troupe meet-up, so I decided I would talk to her tomorrow about setting up a meet-up with Markus. I was ready to talk about it when my wife came home from work the next afternoon, but she beat me to it. “I found something out about Markus today,” she said.

“Oh really?” I said.

“He’s never been with a woman before,” she said. She said it quietly, as if she didn’t want anyone to overhear, not that there was anyone nearby who could possibly overhear.

I stared at my wife, confused. “And how did you find this out?”

“Well, when he left for lunch, he left his computer on. I snuck over to his cubicle and just took a quick peek at his internet dating profile—just to get his username.”

I felt a churning in my heart. Now I really felt bad for the guy. He was quickly turning into something like a zoo exhibit. “Why did you do that?” I asked.

“Well, me and a few of the other girls decided to make a fake profile, and chat him up—you know, to learn a little bit more about him. It was only an hour of casual back and forth before he opened up and admitted that he’s never been with a woman before. He hasn’t even been on a date since he was in high-school.”

“So what?” I said.

“So, he’s lonely. I felt so bad. He asked the fake profile out on a date. You could tell that it took a lot of courage, just by the way he worded the proposal. It was hard to say no to him.”

“Why did you guys say no?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? The profile wasn’t real. I don’t know if you know this, Ken, but you and me are married,” she said.

Poor Markus had been turned into some sort of social experiment. I had a feeling Laureen’s friends were all laughing at him, while me and Laureen were pitying the guy. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like, being pitied half of your life and mocked the other half. He seemed like such a normal, gentle man—who just happened to pick the shortest stick in the pile.

“But now I feel bad,” Laureen said.

“No kidding.”

“I want to make it right, but I don’t know how. I asked all of my friends if they knew anyone who might be interested. I just got crickets, Ken. What am I supposed to do now?”

“Maybe I can meet with the guy and help him out,” I said.

“Really? You would do that?” Laureen said, her eyes glowing.

“Sure, why not? He probably just needs a good push in the right direction. Maybe I could take him out to a bar or something, teach him how to talk to girls.”

Laureen planted a nice kiss on my forehead. She wrote down Markus’s phone number on a little piece of paper before going off to take her nightly bath. I didn’t call Markus that night, nor the next day for that matter. I wanted to, but there was something stopping me. It just seemed so uninvited, and possibly rude. Was it rude though? I mean, I didn’t know the man and the man didn’t know me. And if I called him and asked him to meet up with me, then he would know that Laureen was gossiping about him behind his back, going around and getting everyone to pity him.


CHAPTER III

We started working on a new play that week. It was written by one of the senior members of the troupe—written a few months before Ellen got pregnant and left the group, and a few months before Carl, Peter’s friend, joined the group. So there was an open female part and too few male parts. And as usual, I got stuck playing the extra woman. This time, there wasn’t even a discussion—everyone just looked over at me as if it wasn’t worth discussing.

It was the third time in two years that I would play a woman in a play, pretty much just because I was smaller than the other guys, and because I could do a pretty spot-on female voice. I should have never shown them my female voice—then maybe I would have gotten a shot at one of the male parts in the play—all of which had more lines than the role I got stuck with. But I wasn’t complaining. I was just happy to be part of the production. Plus, every time I got stuck playing a girl, the guys would always promise me one of the lead roles in one of the future productions. I got to play Hamlet a few years before.

This play was called Francesco’s Big Dream, and I was going to play Katie, the ditsy slut. It was a three-act play, and my part only existed in the first two acts, in the opening scene and then in all of the main character, Francesco’s dream sequences. It was a funny enough play and everyone was happy with their roles. I was just happy for the acting challenge. I’d played a lot of characters before, but never a ditsy slut.

After doing a table read, we went down to the theatre’s storage room and found the perfect wig—long and straight and jet black. It fit my head perfectly, and it actually framed my face quite nicely. I instantly started trying out different inflections for my character. I got a good laugh out of the rest of the group.

As the others started digging around, trying to find the keys to their characters, I found a box filled with jewellery, and an old makeup kit. I set it all aside and marked it with a sticky note, so the other troupes that used the same theatre knew I was using it—even though it looked like it hadn’t been touched in almost a decade.

The new guy, Carl, was cast as the loner character, who is always jealous of Francesco. It was a smaller role, but the new guys always got the smaller roles. I didn’t think much of Carl’s part until we all met up for the second table read, in character, and Carl was dressed up, looking exactly like Markus. He had the same black suit on, the same glasses, the same slicked-back hair-do. He even mustered up the same slow, collected mannerisms that I saw from Markus during that brief sighting at the pizza parlour.

“Hey Katie, it’s your line,” Peter said from across the table. We always called one another by our character names, to help stay in character. I shook my head and looked down at my script. I was so distracted by Carl’s outfit. And now, I couldn’t stop thinking about Markus, how the poor guy was probably sitting alone in his apartment, waiting for someone to reach out to him.

I read my line and then flipped a few pages ahead to my next line and I waited.

And while I waited, Carl had his first line. “People would like me if they knew I existed,” he said. His character was supposed to be comic relief—so pathetic that it was supposed to be funny. Everyone laughed at the line, except for me. I couldn’t laugh, knowing that it was actually a reality for Markus.

As I waited for my next line, I had a strange idea: what if I went on a date with Markus? Of course it didn’t have to go anywhere (and it couldn’t go anywhere, because I didn’t have the anatomy for it to go anywhere, and not to mention, I was married), but maybe it would be enough of a confidence booster to get Markus back on his feet. If a girl asked him out, maybe it would shake the idea in his head that he wasn’t dateable—

“Katie, it’s your line,” someone said, snapping me out from the depths of my mind. I looked down at my script and gave a mediocre reading. After reading the line, I looked up. Richard was staring at me with a tilted glance.

He came up to me after the session, as I was changing out from my wig and tight little dress. “Hey man, what’s going on with you? Your head was somewhere else today,” he said.

“It’s that Markus guy I told you about. I just feel so bad for the guy.”

“Still? I think you just need to let this go.”

“But if I let it go, who’s going to help the guy out?” I said. I still couldn’t figure out why I felt like it was somehow my duty to help the man.

“He’s an adult, he can help himself.”

I looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “What if I went on a date with him?” I said. “Like, as Katie. He doesn’t know me, so it’s not like he could recognize me, right?”

Now Richard was staring at me with wide eyes. “You’re not serious, are you?” he said, without blinking.

“Yeah, why not? I mean, it would basically just be acting, right? A couple hours of staying in character, and the man’s life could be changed forever.”

Richard just stared at me. “You really aren’t kidding,” he said.

“I just want the guy to be happy. Is that so much to ask?” I said.

A smirk grew on his face. “If you really are thinking about doing this, you need to bring me along. Hey—it could be a double date! Me and Marie, you and this Markus guy.”

“I don’t know about that… He doesn’t even know you.”

“I thought he didn’t know you either,” Richard said.

His wife walked up with a big smile on her face. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked.

Richard looked over at her with that big grin. “You won’t even believe this,” he said, and then he explained the idea to her.

His big grin dropped when Marie turned to me with a smile and said, “I think that’s a great idea. It sounds like it could really benefit this guy.”

“So you aren’t the only one who’s lost your mind,” Richard said to me with a laugh. It was nice to hear that his wife thought it was a good idea. To me, it made nothing but sense. I could still remember when I was nineteen, having never been on a date before. Asking a girl out was extraordinarily difficult. But once I got the first date out of my system, it wasn’t so bad. Markus was just stuck in that loop—and I had the opportunity to break it. Not to mention, the opportunity to practice my acting skills for the big play.


CHAPTER IV

I didn’t drive home right away. Instead, I sat in my car and stared at my phone. I had Markus’s number punched in, ready to be dialled, but what would I say? I kept telling myself how insane the idea was, but the thought of not going through with it made me even more uncomfortable than the thought of going through with it.

I didn’t dial that number. I needed to spend more time thinking about my little scheme. Besides, my mother always told me growing up, “Always sleep before making big decisions.” It’s a good rule to live by—I can’t tell you how many times I dodged poor life decisions with that little bit of advice.

I was slow to fall asleep that night, with the idea dancing around in my brain—the thought that I was actually capable of doing something like that. I must have spent hours running through possible conversations in my head, to actually convince Markus that I was not just a woman, but I was a woman who was legitimately interested in going on a date with him.

Luckily, I didn’t have to come up with any sort of pitch. I woke up to my wife asking me if I’d asked around my theatre troupe, to see if there were any singles potentially interested in Markus. My heart skipped a beat as I looked her in the eyes. “Yeah, there was one girl who was interested,” I said.

“Really? What’s her name? Do you have her picture?”

I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes. It’s a good thing my chest was covered by the blanket, so Laureen couldn’t see my heart pounding against my ribcage. “Her name is Katie. I don’t have her picture. She’s new to the troupe,” I said. “She seemed very interested when I mentioned him to her.”

My wife kissed me on the forehead. “Thanks, babe!” she said before leaving for work.

So it was settled: I was really going to go through with it. I was going to go on a date—or I should say, an acting exercise—with Markus. In a way, it was a mutually beneficial thing. Markus gets to go on a date, I get to hone my acting skills, and we all get to feel better about the whole situation. With any luck, Markus would leave the date feeling confident. I could shower him with compliments all night and really boost his ego, so he wouldn’t have to spend his nights alone. He could actually go out and live his life, and I could live with a warm fuzziness in my heart, knowing that I saved him from his loneliness.

But as the day dragged on, I started to regret the insane idea. The more I thought about it with a clear mind, the more I began to realize it wasn’t such a well-thought-out plan. What if Markus can tell that I’m really a man? My female voice was pretty good, but was it that good? And what if I slipped? Or what if Richard or his wife slipped, accidentally calling me Ken or something? Maybe the whole double date idea was a bad one…

And worse, what if Laureen wants to meet Katie? What if she does some investigating and finds out that Katie is just the name of the character I was playing in the play—and that there is no Katie in the theatre troupe?

That afternoon, when I got into my car to start back towards my house, I began hoping that Laureen would come home and tell me that Markus said no to the proposal. Maybe the poor guy was better off alone, without everyone’s sympathy and charity. Or maybe Laureen didn’t get around to asking, and I still had time to tell her that Katie was no longer interested.

But Laureen did have time, and Markus was interested. “You should have seen his face light up,” Laureen told me. “I’ve never seen him like that before. He said that he’s free on Friday night.”

I felt my heart plunge into my stomach. What had I gotten myself into? I thought about telling her that Katie backed out, but I just couldn’t handle the idea of Markus’s hopes being crushed, and I don’t think I could have put Laureen through the torture of having to tell him that the date wasn’t going ahead.

“Friday night? We’re rehearsing that night,” I said, lying. The glow in Laureen’s eyes started to wane. “But we aren’t doing any of Katie’s scenes, so that should be fine,” I said. “I’ll let her know.”

Laureen gave me a nice kiss on the lips and then she went to take her nightly bath, leaving me with a lot of anxiety and a lot of planning that needed to be done.

I sent Richard a text message, telling him to leave his Friday night open. I was also sure to include, “Let’s also make sure this is just a one-time thing.”

It was a minute before he replied. “Holy shit, you’re actually doing it.”

I laughed nervously at the message. I actually was doing it—but I had to struggle and strain to remember why. My head was spinning. I had so much to do. I needed to figure out a backstory. I needed to figure out a way to introduce myself. I needed to figure out what I was going to wear. And I still needed to figure out if I could even be a convincing woman. Sure, my theatre-mates all thought I was convincing, but they also knew I was actually a man. Had I ever acted before an audience and fooled them into thinking I was really a chick? Even the audience got the play bill…

Once my wife was asleep that night, I slipped out of bed and went to the computer to look up some tips. I could do a pretty good voice and I could dress the part, but I needed to be spot-on for Friday—which was just three days away.


CHAPTER V

The next morning, I called work and told them I was going to be an hour late. I needed to conduct a few little experiments before I fully committed to this role. I went to my wife’s closet and picked out a dozen different dress options. I tried them each on, along with the padded bra that I always used for stage performances when I played women. I needed to decide which dress looked the most feminine on me.

I judged myself in the mirror, and by photo. I’ve found that mirrors can be deceiving for whatever reason. Sometimes people think they look good and then they see pictures of themselves and they say, “That’s how I look?” And nine times out of ten, that’s how they look.

It was a black dress with long sleeves that looked the best, in the mirror and in pictures. Funny enough, it was a dress that I’d bought for my wife a few Christmases before. She never wore it—she always said that it didn’t go with any of her shoes, but I always thought it would have gone perfectly with the pair of black strappy heels that she never wore because she always said she had no dress to match it. Now, I was trying on those heels.

It turns out, there is a small benefit to being the same size as your wife—a benefit that only kicks in when you need to pretend to be a woman for a date with a man you’ve never actually met before. The heels fit perfectly, and in my opinion, they went perfectly with the dress. I put on a black choker to hide the subtle lump of my Adam’s apple, and then I went to set up my camera.

I filmed myself walking up and down the hall, repeating a few different phrases (vocal exercises that I would use before big performances). I practiced mannerisms that I’d always used when impersonating a woman on stage, and some new mannerisms that I read about on a cross-dressing website that I had found. I felt rather silly until I watched the footage back, and could see that I maybe wasn’t crazy after all—I really did look and sound like a woman.

Or was I just giving myself the benefit of the doubt? The only way to know for sure was to put myself out there to be judged. And the best way I could think to do that was by creating a profile for myself on a dating website. So that’s what I did for the next couple of hours, after calling work back and telling them that I wasn’t going to be making it in. “I’ve got the worst cold, out of nowhere,” I said. They told me to take as much time as I needed.

I took so many photos in so many different outfits. I was used to having the wardrobe department making my outfits for me—I didn’t know how hard it was to pair pieces of clothing and accessories. And then doing makeup and styling hair on top of it—it’s so much work!

Before going live with my dating profile, I decided to send a photo over to Richard. In the photo, I was wearing a white knit sweater and a cute black skirt. I thought I looked pretty good. Then I got a message back, from Richard’s wife, Marie. “You cannot go on this date looking like that,” she said. The message made my heart jump.

Was I really not pulling it off? Was I missing something that everyone else was seeing? That familiar regret came rushing back, filling my nerves. I became suddenly aware that the date was just two nights away, and if I didn’t look like a chick now, I wasn’t going to look like a chick by the date.

And what if Markus could tell that I was a man, and what if he recognized me? Did Laureen have pictures of me on her desk? There were pictures of me on her Facebook page—did he have Facebook? What if he went and told my wife that I dressed up like a girl and went on a date with him? She would never understand why I did it. Even I was having a hard time remembering why I did it—why I was doing it.

But still, I was doing it. “What’s wrong with the way I look?” I wrote back.

“Are you home now? I’m coming over to help you,” she wrote. And for the better half of the next hour, I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what was so wrong about the way I looked. I thought I’d done my makeup pretty well—I did it the same way I always did it on stage—and my outfit fit perfectly. I’d tried to curl my hair. It wasn’t the best hair-curling ever, but I thought it was pretty good.

Marie came over, took one look at me, and then shook her head. “You’re going to humiliate this poor guy,” she said to me. “Come on upstairs and let’s see what we can do.”

She walked by me, heading straight for the bedroom. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’ve been playing a woman on stage with you for years—you’ve never said anything before.”

She laughed. “You were playing a woman. You weren’t actually trying to make anyone think you really were a woman.”

“I don’t understand…” I said.

“I can tell. Let’s start with the outfit. First of all, it’s confusing. You’re wearing a knit sweater and a skirt with no stockings. It’s like your top half wants to go skiing, and your bottom half is on its way to its first day of school. Did you put any thought into your outfit? Is there a theme you’re going for?”

“I just thought it would be cute,” I said.

She raised her finger. “Don’t speak to me in that voice. Use the voice you plan on using on Friday.”

So I said it again, in the right voice.

“Cute? What’s so cute about it? Sure, it’s a cute sweater, and a cute skirt, a cute pair of flats, but together, it’s just confusing. You need a theme—some sort of goal, before you even pick one piece of clothing. So let’s think about this date. Where are we going?”

“Um,” I said, but I hadn’t thought about it. I scratched my cheek while looking at the floor. “I was thinking maybe a steak house—maybe that one down on Main Street.”

“Okay, so sort of casual, sort of formal, a little bit messy. You want this guy to feel comfortable, right? What is he comfortable in?”

“I think he likes to wear suits,” I said.

“Okay then…” Marie turned to the closet and started digging through the options. She moved from thing to thing so fast, I had a hard time believing she was actually considering any of it. She ended up pulling out a little black dress and a pair of nylons. “I think this could be perfect.”

It wasn’t a dress I’d considered before. It looked kind of boxy when she held it up, and I needed something to make my shoulders look more narrow—not more broad. And it looked awfully short—as in, not short enough to hide my cock, in case my cock decided to slip out. “Try it on,” she said, handing it to me.

I started walking over to the bathroom. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to the bathroom, to change,” I said.

“Just change right here. Girls change in front of one another. Get used to it.” She tossed me a pair of lacy red panties. “And put these on. No girl goes on a first date without a little pair of red panties.”

My heart stuttered, but she was right—girls do, strangely, change in front of one another. So I cautiously turned away and I started to slip out from my little outfit that apparently wasn’t good enough. It was weird enough getting naked in front of a woman who wasn’t my wife—but it was especially weird, seeing as I was getting naked in front of my good friend’s wife.

Thankfully, she was too preoccupied with Laureen’s closet to notice me fully naked in front of her. I quickly slipped into the red panties. They were tight. I was hoping that I could just get away with wearing my usual undies under my skirt. In fact, I had no idea why it mattered what was underneath. It’s not like I was going to let Markus have a peek under my skirt.

I didn’t mind the way the panties felt, once I got used to the tightness. It was kind of nice, having everything held together firmly, and the fabric was so soft, and the airiness was pleasant, too. I had to squirm slightly to fit into the dress. It was skin tight, and even shorter than it looked when Marie held it up. But somehow, it fit. And it didn’t actually look so bad.

“And what is the theme here?” I asked as I adjusted my little dress. I felt like I had to pull down the skirt every ten seconds so it wouldn’t ride up and reveal my bum and my bulge.

“Like you said: cute. If you want something cute, then we’re going to make something cute.” She tossed me a tiny pair of heels. The heels were so thin, I wondered if they would even be able to hold up my body weight. I stumbled slightly with my first step, and then she told me to go walk up and down the hallway to get used to the little shoes, so that’s what I did.

After five stretches of my upstairs hallway, I could at least walk without holding my arms out at my sides like a toddler learning how to ice-skate. Once I started trusting those narrow heels, it wasn’t so bad at all.

Marie poked her head out from the bedroom and looked down at my legs. “You’re walking like a cave man,” she said with a giggle. “One foot in front of the other—like you’re walking on a tightrope.” So I gave that a try.

I could feel the little panties rubbing against my crotch. I didn’t mind the feeling—in fact, it was kind of nice. For the first time, I actually felt kind of like a lady, and not just like a guy in ladies’ clothing.

Maybe this whole crazy scheme was going to work after all. I felt sexy in those panties and heels. Maybe I would be sexy enough to make Markus feel like a real man, capable of anything. Maybe…


CHAPTER VI

I was really starting to understand what Marie meant when she said that there is a difference between playing a woman on stage, and becoming a woman in real life. I’d played women before, but now, for the first time, I really felt like a woman. I was right there next to Marie, digging through Laureen’s closet, picking out potential outfits, making sure every little detail was perfect—

That was one thing I didn’t understand until that day with Marie—it’s all about the little details. My ‘good-enough’ hair curling job was not good enough. No self-respecting woman would settle for good enough, especially before a big event like a first date. It needed to be perfect. So I found myself in front of the mirror, meticulously curling every single strand of hair, making sure every part was evenly bouncy. I washed off my makeup and started all over again, perfecting every little stroke and flick. The difference wasn’t terribly noticeable if you didn’t know what you were looking for, but my God, did it feel different. Even just the way Marie told me to walk—the way she made me hold my shoulders and flex my bum—made a world of difference. I felt so ladylike.

At one point, I even forgot why Marie was over. I just thought we were having a girls’ day—it took my wife calling to let me know she was done work early to make me remember that I wasn’t really a woman. “Shit, we have to clean up!” I said. So we cleaned up fast and Marie took off. I was washing off the last of my makeup when Laureen walked in the door. “How was your day?” she asked.

“It was good. I finished work early, too,” I said, lying. She gave me a kiss and then went to take her evening bath.

I stayed up after she went to sleep. My head was full of curiosity. There was so much in that closet that I wanted to try on, so much in her makeup kit that I wanted to play with. Even my wig—I wanted to try styling it so many different ways, to see what I could pull off. Laureen had a whole bin of hair tools—straighteners, wands, curling irons, crimpers, and so on.

I have to admit, I was getting carried away. While my wife was sleeping, I stole a little piece of lingerie from her closet and snuck into the bathroom. I got into the lacy lingerie and I got all dolled up. It was strangely addictive, seeing myself all sexy, feeling sexy, knowing that I really looked like a woman. And with my wife in the other room, it was even more tempting—the risk factor made adrenaline pump through my veins, like I was about to skydive from an airplane, or bungee jump from a tall bridge.

I was digging through that basket of hair tools when I found a curious one. It was a long rod with a ball on the end. I wasn’t sure what it did until I pressed the button and that ball started vibrating. It was a back massager—one I didn’t know we owned. But as I looked at it, I realized that my wife hadn’t been using it to rub her back.

I’d seen the very same model used in pornos before, solo girl videos, for self-pleasuring. I couldn’t help but grin at the thought of my wife using it while I was out of the house. And then that got me to imagining myself using it. I made sure the door was locked and I decided to reach the vibrating wand down between my legs. I was just goofing around, really, until I felt that vibrating against the tip of my cock. My legs went stiff instantly and I perked right up. It felt nice—really nice. I circled the wand around gently, massaging the tip of my cock. I got so hard in that little lacy lingerie. I ran the vibrating end up and down the length of my shaft, but it felt the best right at the tip, right on the underside of my throbbing erection.

I sat down on the floor and I spread my legs, my knees raised. I worked that vibrator up and down, up and down. My legs started to tremble and I let out a soft moan. I loved the way my legs looked, all smooth (I’d shaved them earlier with Marie). I pointed my toes and then I closed my thighs in on that vibrating massage rod. I could feel a warm pulsing, like I was about to come. Was I about to make myself come with just vibration?

Yep—and it was a mess. I came hard, warm blast after warm blast filling up the little panties of my lingerie. My cock was swimming in the warm pool of cum. I pulled the tight lingerie aside to let it spill out.

I had to stay up late that night while I ran the lingerie through the wash. As I stood in the laundry room, waiting for the dry cycle to run its course, I noticed more of my wife’s clothing hanging up on the drying rack. I decided to try it all on. I just couldn’t get enough of it. I really understood it now. It wasn’t about being a convincing woman, it was about feeling, deep down, like a sexy woman. And I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet.


CHAPTER VII

I went from dreading the big double date one morning, to being ridiculously excited for it the next. I couldn’t wait to show myself off, to show the world what I saw in the mirror.

Work went by slowly on Friday. My gaze was practically glued to the clock, watching it tick by. Every little tick was one tick closer to the big date. Markus was going to love me—the whole restaurant was going to love me. And all I had to do was make Markus think that I was just as interested in him.

I got a text message from Markus around lunchtime. “What’s your address, so I can pick you up?” it read. Laureen was going to be home, so that wasn’t an option.

“I’ll meet you at the restaurant,” I wrote. “I’ll be down in the area already for work.”

“Okay. See you there,” he wrote. My heart stuttered. The date was really happening. I was really going to pluck my Katie character out from the big play and I was going to thrust her into the real world. Of course I was still terrified something would go wrong—a wardrobe malfunction or a voice slip—but I was fairly confident that I had the character down so well, the chances of that happening were tiny. In fact, I had the character down so well, I found myself struggling to fight the female voice away while I was at work.

And for the first time ever, I found myself criticizing my female co-workers’ outfits. Marissa’s shoes did not go with her pencil skirt. And Janie’s blouse was in desperate need of a good ironing. When I saw a woman with a flawless outfit, with perfectly executed hair and makeup, I had so much more respect for her than ever before. I knew how hard that was now. And watching my co-workers, I got so many new outfit ideas. It was too bad this whole charade would end that night, as soon as I parted ways with Markus.

Richard and Marie were early for the double date. They sent me a text message while I was still finishing up my makeup, letting me know they were at the table. I panicked for a moment as I checked the time, before realizing they were almost thirty minutes early. I would have been just as early if I wasn’t getting ready in a public bathroom at the office building I worked at.

I had my outfit and makeup and hair tools all stuffed into my briefcase. Before slipping into that bathroom, I made sure that no one was looking. And I was just as careful when I slipped out, poking my head out and creeping down the hallway towards the stairs. I would have taken the elevator, but the chances of running into someone I knew were too high.

The restaurant was just a few blocks from my office—a few blocks to get properly used to the heels. With every few steps I took, I was expecting my heart to begin pounding, but it never did. I felt strangely calm. Even as I passed men and women in the streets, and they looked at me and smiled, my heart didn’t start pounding. I was strangely in my element. I was ready for that date—more ready than I’d ever been for anything in my life.

When I walked into the room, Marie waved me over with a big smile. Richard’s face was completely different. His eyes grew wide and his lips parted slightly. He whispered something to his wife that looked like, ‘Is that Ken?’ but he never took his eyes off of me. I took the seat next to Marie. “Sorry to keep you waiting,” I said.

Richard just continued to stare at me, speechless. He’d seen me play women on stage many times before, but his reaction now confirmed that this guise was different—on a whole new level.

“How do I look?” I asked Marie.

“You look wonderful, darling. I think your date is going to adore you.”

“I hope so.”

One of the waiters had his eyes on me—a younger guy with a nice build. I looked over at him and smiled and watched as his cheeks turned a shade of red.

Richard finally spoke. “So what does Laureen think about all of this?” he asked.

“Don’t mention it to her,” I said.

And then the restaurant’s front door opened and he walked in: Markus, in his black suit, his dark-rimmed glasses, with his dark hair slicked back. He looked nervous as he scanned the restaurant, his skin pale, his cheeks red. “Is that him?” Marie asked.

“That’s him,” I said. And finally, my heart started pounding like a war drum. This wasn’t just a role in a play. This was real life. Markus was a real guy, not a character on the stage. This night would have real consequences. Marie waved Markus down. He smiled, his cheeks turning a darker shade of red as our eyes met.

He was handsome. I had no idea how it was possible that he’d gone his whole life without ever going on a date. He looked like the kind of guy that every girl wanted: he was tall, fit, well-dressed. Maybe he was totally insane and I was about to find that out…

“You must be Katie,” he said as I stood up to greet him. He had a deep voice. He looked me right in the eyes. His eyes were big and shining and his smile was so charming.

“You must be Markus,” I said.

He took my hand. His hand was big and his grip was strong. We took our seats. His cheeks were dark red now. He looked at me for a moment and then down at his menu. I introduced Richard and Marie. “Oh, I’m sorry—how rude of me,” he said, standing up and reaching across the table to shake their hands.

He was very charming—in small bursts. It was as if it took all of his energy to speak for a moment before his eyes fell back down to the table and his cheeks turned their usual shade of dark red. Same with looking into my eyes—he could only do it for a few seconds before he needed to take a good minute-long break. At one point, I noticed his hand trembling as he reached for his glass of wine. He never slouched, but he never looked comfortable, as if good posture was constantly on his mind. I wanted him to relax, but I didn’t know what to say or do.

“So Laureen said you like the theatre,” he said to me.

“I love the theatre. I do some acting. What about you?”

He smiled and looked away. “Acting? Oh no, I couldn’t do that. I do love watching the theatre though. I used to go with my parents almost every weekend.”

“What’s your favourite play?” I asked.

He took a long sip from his drink. It was the already the longest conversation I’d gotten out of him. “I’m a big fan of anything Shakespeare,” he said. “I saw an excellent Hamlet a couple of years ago, at the Vertigo theatre.”

I did my best not to blush. I was fairly certain he was referring to the production of Hamlet that we’d put on a few years before, at the same theatre. There hadn’t been any others that I was aware of. “Oh really?” I said. I looked over at Richard, who was smirking. He was loving every minute of the date. To him, it was pure entertainment.

“Would you excuse me for a minute while I use the bathroom?” Markus said, standing up, adjusting his suit jacket.

“Go right ahead,” I said.

Once he was around the corner, Marie leaned in close to me. “You need to make him feel more comfortable,” she said. “Get him to relax.”

“How?” I said.

“Any real woman knows how to make a man relax,” she said.

And she was right. Looking back on all the dates I’d been on before getting married, my dates—the good ones, anyway—always had a way of getting me to relax. Of course, I was never nearly as nervous as Markus, but that was irrelevant; if I couldn’t get Markus to relax, then this whole thing was a giant waste of time.

“Try sitting closer to him. I have an idea,” Marie said. She waved down the waiter. “Could we move over to that booth?” she asked, pointing over to the round booth that was recently vacated.

“Certainly,” the waiter said, and he started to move our plates and glasses over.

Markus returned as we were walking over. I explained to him that we were moving over to the booth where it would be more comfortable. He took one look at the booth and his face turned pale. There wasn’t much room for personal space in the semi-circle nook. “Go ahead,” I said, letting him slip in first. I sat on the end.

Now, he was more nervous than ever, sitting upright with his hands on his lap. I just couldn’t figure out why he was so nervous. He had no reason to be nervous—he was so normal, so handsome, successful, smart—everything he needed to be. So where the hell was his confidence?

I took a deep breath. I needed to follow Marie’s advice. I needed to make Markus relax. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re very handsome,” I said. I remembered my first date with Laureen, where she made a similar compliment, which helped me relax. “I love your suit,” I said.

He smiled and nodded his head. “Thank you.” I could tell he wanted to compliment me back, but he was just so damn nervous. He cleared his throat. “You’re quite beautiful yourself,” he said finally, his voice rattled. It took a lot of effort to push those words through his lips.

But still, he was as stiff as a board. I was going to need to take it a step further.


CHAPTER VIII

We ordered desert to share. While we were waiting, I scooched in closer to him. “Are you having a good time?” I asked him.

“Yeah,” he said with a smile and a quick moment of eye-contact.

Marie was looking at me with an expectant glare—but I didn’t know what she was expecting me to do. I took a deep breath and I slipped my hand onto Markus’s thigh. “Do you want to do this again sometime, maybe?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. “I’d like that.”

I gently rubbed his thigh and I tried to think of ways to get him to relax. “Do you want another drink?” I asked.

“No, I think I’ve had enough for one night. I’m a bit of a lightweight.” He smiled, made that brief second of eye-contact, and then looked away. I scooched in a bit closer, my heart racing now. I knew what would have made me relax without fault in a situation like that, but I couldn’t possibly do it—could I? My hand was just a few inches away from his cock—could I really move it up onto his shaft? I bit down on my tongue.

‘Just do it,’ I thought to myself. ‘Otherwise this was all a waste of time.’ I started sliding my hand upwards. He was as tense as a metal post. His cock came sooner than I was expecting. He was long, his shaft nearly halfway to his knee. Once my fingers were on his tip, his eyes became wide. He didn’t move. He tried to force a smile, but I could tell that I’d just made things worse—unless I really went through with it. If I pulled away right then, then it would have been worse. But if I gave that rod of his some attention, then maybe there was hope…

But how could I do it? How could I willingly massage another man’s cock? I was straight—I was a man—I had a wife. This date was just supposed to make him realize he was somebody. How did it end up getting so carried away? I bit down harder on my tongue and I started to run my fingers up and down his shaft.

I looked at Marie and she was smiling. She couldn’t see where my hand was, but it was obvious that she knew. And she seemed to think I was doing what needed to be done. All I could do was hope that she was right.

Markus took a deep breath, and then, for the first time that night, he let his shoulders relax. “Uh, how do you guys know Katie?” he asked Richard and Marie.

“We’ve done a few plays together,” Richard said with a smile and a nod. He didn’t seem to know what I was doing beneath the table—and I hoped to God that Marie didn’t tell him. I don’t think either of them would tell my wife, but I didn’t need more people in on the secret.

Markus was getting hard fast. His cock was getting longer and thicker. I could feel him throbbing through his dress pants, his big tip bulging out from his foreskin. His body relaxed even more as he took another deep breath.

And then, without looking at me, he said, “I actually need to run to the bathroom quickly. Do you mind?” he said.

So I pulled my hand off of his cock and I let him out. He moved quickly, doing his best to hide his erection. Marie was looking at me with wide eyes, motioning for me to follow him. My heart was pounding. All I could do was trust that she knew what she was doing. I had a bad feeling that Markus wasn’t going to the bathroom—that he was actually going to try and slip out the back while we weren’t paying attention. I felt like I’d scared him off, that I’d done more damage than good.

I watched him slip into the bathroom. I walked up to the door, opened it, and slipped in after him. I locked the door behind me. I had no idea what I was doing or why I was doing it. My head was spinning. I was overwhelmed with regret. This whole thing was off the rails, way out of control.

He was at the sink, staring at himself. He reached down and adjusted his erection in his pants and he took a deep breath. It was clear that he didn’t notice me slip in. “Hey,” I said. He looked over at me with wide eyes.

He cleared his throat. “Hey, uh, what’s up? This is the men’s bathroom, you know.”

“I know,” I said. “Is everything okay? You seem tense.”

He smiled. “Everything’s fine,” he said, and it was the response I expected—frustrating after two hours together, he was still giving me the same nervous, stock replies.

“You’re a really nice, handsome guy, Markus. You know that, right?” I said.

He just smiled.

“You have nothing to be nervous about.”

And he just smiled again, his cheeks dark red. “I’ve—um—I’ve never been with a girl before. I mean, on a date like this, not—you know…” He cleared his throat. He was still as nervous as hell, but it was nice to hear him talking openly for once.

“That’s fine. There’s still nothing to be nervous about. Just go with the flow—you’re doing fine.”

“You’re very pretty. And, uh, I don’t want to make a fool of myself,” he said.

I walked over to him and put my hands on his shoulders. I looked him in the eyes and said, “You aren’t making a fool of yourself. But you are kind of making me think that you don’t like me.” I smiled.

His eyes grew wide. “Oh no, I like you. I like you a lot. I don’t want you to think that,” he said. “I just don’t know how to, you know, make you know that. Does that make sense?” He pressed his lips thin as he took another deep breath.

“You could start by telling me,” I said.

Another deep breath. “I like you a lot.”

“You could maybe kiss me,” I said.

There was a cold silence in the room as he stood frozen. I had a feeling he’d never kissed a girl before. I was happy to be his first, even if I wasn’t technically a girl. He leaned forward slowly. I puckered. And then, just as his lips touched mine, I realized how insane this was. Was I seriously doing this? Was I seriously kissing a man while dressed like a woman?

I was married for crying out loud! I couldn’t be with a man! But was it so wrong? It’s not like I was having a love affair. It’s not like I was going to run away with Markus. Sure, he was handsome and sweet, but I still loved my wife. I just couldn’t let all of this hard work go to waste because I was too afraid to go that extra mile.


CHAPTER IX

“How was that?” I asked when he pulled back. His eyes were glazed over. He finally looked relaxed, like a totally different person.

“It was great,” he said.

“Just relax and let yourself go,” I said, and then I sunk to my knees.

I didn’t know what was happening. It was like I was no longer in control of my body—I was just acting on impulse. I was so determined to make Markus relax, to prove to Marie that I could do it, to prove to my wife that I could help the man, even if she had no idea how I was doing it.

I unzipped his fly. His body became stiff again but I knew it would be a short-lived tension. He looked over at the door with a quick, nervous glance. “It’s locked,” I said as I gave his pants a tug, pulling them down to his knees. He looked down at me.

“Are you sure about this?” he said.

“Just relax,” I said.

And then I gave his boxers a tug, revealing his long, curved cock. He was big—way bigger than me. I could see his dick physically throbbing. I could see his thick veins pumping blood into his member. He was getting hard fast and I hadn’t even touched him yet.

“You’re so big,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

I looked up into his eyes and smiled with a nod. Then I looked back at that member. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t repulsed by it. I’d gotten so deep into that character, that I actually found myself staring at that cock with wonder in my eyes. I wanted to touch it. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to suck it until it was rock-hard and blasting hot cum into my mouth.

So I started to stroke it. I wrapped my fingers around it and I ran them up and down, pulling down his foreskin, then pulling it back up and over his throbbing top. I really had become Katie, the ditsy slut, and I liked it—I liked it a lot.

I couldn’t get his huge erection into my mouth fast enough—what I could fit, anyway. I sucked and pumped that hard rod like it was the last rod I would ever get to play with—and it probably was. As much as I was enjoying myself, I needed to remember that I was doing this for a reason: I was doing it for Markus, not for myself. I was going to save him from his crippling loneliness, even if that meant making him unload on my tongue.

His fingers slipped into my hair. My heart skipped a beat. If he wasn’t careful, that wig would come right off and the whole guise would be ruined. And if the guise was ruined, he would retreat further into his shell. Hell, he would probably never go on another date again in his life.

I got him rock-hard in my mouth, pressing against the inside of my cheek. I tried to deep-throat his long member, but he was too thick—I just kept gagging. But he seemed fine with what I was able to suck, stroking the rest with my hand. I surfaced for a couple of seconds, to catch my breath. He was looking down at me, biting his bottom lip, lethargy in his eyes. “You like it?” I asked.

He nodded his head with an elated smile. “We should probably hurry up and get back to the table before dessert comes.”

“My dessert is your come,” I said. “I want your hot come in my mouth, baby.”

He took a deep breath and I felt his cock become even harder. He liked the dirty talk. I hadn’t just gotten him relaxed—I’d gotten him so relaxed that he was about to fall over into a puddle on the ground.

“Come for me, baby. C’mon. I want it so badly,” I said, pumping his cock, aiming his bulging tip right at my tongue. “I need it.”

He groaned and I felt his rod swelling. He was coming. He was going to come in my mouth! I was about to take a man’s hot load right on my tongue. “It’s coming,” he said through clenched teeth.

And then I felt it, repeated hot blasts right into my mouth. Some missed slightly, getting my lips and one big one landed right on my cheek, but it was nothing I couldn’t clean up quickly. Most of it went right into my mouth, and my God, there was a lot of it. That was thirty years of saved-up cum, in my mouth. I had to swallow it in three big gulps. It tasted kind of sweet.

Markus stumbled back with a big grin on his face. He took a deep breath and nearly fell over. “Are you oaky?” I asked, using a tissue to wipe the warm cum off of my cheek.

“Okay? I’m great,” he said. “And my God, are you beautiful.”

We returned to the table just as dessert came. Marie looked at Markus and then she looked at me and winked. Richard seemed oblivious, which was for the best. But Marie knew exactly what I’d just done. She even subtly motioned for me to wipe my cheekbone. I did, and there was a tiny bit of cum still there—thank God she noticed.

After that, Markus opened up. We couldn’t get him to stop talking. He went on and on about all of the plays that he loved and how he’d always wanted to act, but he’d always been too nervous. I wanted to invite him to join our troupe, but that was obviously a bad idea—he would inevitably find out who I was after just one day around all of my friends. Luckily, Marie knew of a good beginner troupe looking for new members, and she passed along the info.

The hardest part of the night was when it came to parting ways. Markus surprised me with a kiss. He looked into my eyes and smiled. And for once, he didn’t look away after a second. “Thanks for tonight,” he said.

“It was my pleasure.”

“I’d love to do this again sometime.”

“Me too, but…” I couldn’t gather the courage to let him down. I tried to find the words while I waited for his expression to drop.

But instead, he laughed. “It’s okay, I understand.”

“It’s not like that,” I said.

“Believe me, I understand. I know what you did, and I appreciate it.”

I felt my heart drop into my gut. What did he mean, he knew what I did? Did he know I was a man? Did he know I was Laureen’s husband? And if so, when did he figure it out? He’d mentioned the performance of Hamlet from a few years before—did he recognize me?

He planted one last kiss on my forehead and said, “I won’t forget this—believe me,” and then he walked away. I watched him go, my heart pounding. I was watching an entirely different man leaving than the man that I’d met at the start of that date. I knew he was going to be okay.

And he was okay. It was just a couple of weeks later when Laureen came home and told me that Markus asked one of the new girls out on a date. I was happy for him, and admittedly a little bit jealous. Whether or not he knew who I really was—I would probably never know, but at least I would know that the date worked in bringing Markus out from his shell.

I smiled and gave my wife a kiss on the forehead. “That’s nice to hear,” I said to her.

She started towards the bathroom, to take her nighttime bath. But then she stopped and turned back to me. “By the way, were you going through my lingerie drawer recently?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Uh,” I said. I didn’t know what to say.

“Well, if you want to get dressed up in my clothes, that’s fine. As long as you know that means you’ll be on the bottom.” She smiled and winked and went off to take her bath. I couldn’t help but wonder if Markus said something to her, but regardless, I couldn’t help but smile. I was excited to explore a whole new kink with the woman I loved.

Maybe it wasn’t Markus that needed that date to bring him out from his shell. Maybe it was me who needed that night with Markus. Because if it wasn’t for that night, I wouldn’t have found myself on my bed, dressed in a lingerie teddy and fishnets, waiting for my wife to be finished with her nighttime bath.

THE END
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I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really easy!

Email:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

NIKKI CRESCENT

Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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