

  

    
      
    

  







Contents


  

    	Cover


    	Contents


    	Copyright © 2020 Clover Cox


    	To my readers, always


    	Elements of Seduction


    	TOUGH CHOICES


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	SHY CHEERLEADER


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	Chapter Nine


    	Chapter Ten


    	Epilogue


    	SWAPPED FOR THE PARTY


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	FEMINIZED FOR HER SILENCE


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	TRUSTING FATE


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	Chapter Nine


    	ACCEPTING DAVID AS DANI


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	Chapter Nine


    	Chapter Ten


    	Chapter Eleven


    	Chapter Twelve


    	BETRAYAL


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	HER BEGINNING


    	Chapter One


    	Chapter Two


    	Chapter Three


    	Chapter Four


    	Chapter Five


    	Chapter Six


    	Chapter Seven


    	Chapter Eight


    	Chapter Nine


    	Epilogue


    	Thank You for Reading


  




  Copyright © 2020 Clover Cox


  All rights reserved.


  All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form of by any means, including photocopying or other electronic mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the few exceptional cases permitted by copyright law, which includes brief quotations in reviews. For permission requests, email clovercoxauthor@gmail.com


  Cover Design: Copyright © 2020 Clover Cox (All images and fonts paid and royalty free and available for commercial use without attribution)




  To my readers, always




  Elements of Seduction


  Short Story Anthology


   


  Stories Include:


  Tough Choices


  Shy Cheerleader


  Swapped for the Party


  Feminized for Her Silence


  Trusting Fate


  Accepting David as Dani


  Betrayal


  Her Beginning


   


   


  By: Clover Cox




   


   


   


   


   


  TOUGH CHOICES




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Holding a note in my hand, I walk across campus as birds sing above me in the tree. I hope the focus group will pay today because my stomach grumbles. I can’t go another day eating chips for dinner. Something more substantial would be nice because I don’t have rich parents to replenish my bank account. It doesn’t take long to get to the building. They’re having the focus group in the Communications and Marketing building, where I never go because I’m an engineering major.


  The ad must have attracted a lot of attention. People pack the lobby. Checking the note, I look around the room and count. I’ve made it in time. A woman stands by the door, keeping an eye on the number of people. She turns and glances out to the hallway, letting in one more person before shutting the door. Dressed in a red dress and black heels, she walks across the carpet. Her beauty doesn’t escape me. I’ve seen the woman around campus. She towers over most of the other women, and her beauty shines across distances.


  “Welcome to our focus group. My assistant will come around and give you a number. Those with the number one will go first, and the fives will go last. Understood?”


  Everyone in the lobby nods. The assistant moved around the room, handing out chips. I get a five. I can forget about going to my first period. “Do we get paid today?”


  “Yes, everyone gets a gift card when they leave,” the woman says and doesn’t look back at me. She continues to everyone around the room. They call the first group after a few minutes.


  Twiddling my thumbs, I wish I had brought a book. The game on my cell phone is repetitive, and I’m ready to get back to my day. My stomach grumbles to remind me of the lack of food at home. I sigh, staring at the ceiling. My glasses fall back and hit my forehead. When I return, I notice the woman in the red dress staring at me. The first group has left. Her eyes focus on me. I twist in my seat until she looks away.


  They call the second group. It moves much faster than I had expected. It’s my first focus group. They’re nothing more than tiny ads in the back of the school newspaper. It’s the only place they mention the focus group. It doesn’t take more than an hour to get to the last group. The mysterious woman calls me and the other stragglers into the room. It’s like the last hour at the bar, not that I go to those places often.


  We get in the private room. Three cups with different colored liquids sit in front of us. I stare at the questionable liquids, unsure that I want the money for tasting these.


  “Welcome. This is quick and painless. We have three new flavors of juices here,” the woman says and walks over. She glances at my name tag, “Earl, pick up cup number one and taste it.”


  I do as she asks. It tastes like apple juice with a flavor I can’t quite discern. “What juice do you think it is?”


  “Apple,” I say in a weak voice.


  “Speak up please, Earl,” the woman says with a giggle. Her radiance intimidates me even more. I croak out the word apple. “That wasn’t so hard, was it, Earl?”


  I shake my head and don’t speak again. Feeling my cheeks rise in temperature, I duck my head. I want to finish this, get my gift card, and go to the grocery store. The woman, her name tag says Bethany, steps away while running her finger along the table. Desks form a semi-circle around her. She instructs everyone to write as many flavor profiles as they can for each juice and also determine the best-tasting drink.


  “We want to see how the flavors work, what stands out, what tastes good. Take a few minutes. My assistant and I will revise your papers for sufficient detail before you leave.”


  Tasting the drinks, it doesn’t take long for me to fill my paper with information. I rush through it. Bethany looks over my work, accepts it, and her assistant hands me a gift card for fifty dollars.


  “Anything else?”


  “That’s all. Enjoy your gift card,” she says with a soft smile. The way her dress hugs her body catches my eye. It’s hard not to notice a bosom like hers. She must notice me staring because she grunts. “Have a nice day, sir.”


  “You too,” I say and run out the door.


   


  ♦


   


  Sitting at a bench on campus, I grade exams from last week. It’s my least-favorite part of the job, but overall I love working as a professor. I’ve found a way to mix both the professional and academic worlds. My focus groups and marketing career hasn’t stopped, and they give my graduate students a chance to learn practical, hands-on information. They add to my paycheck each month too, but they become few and far between near midterms.


  The sun brings more heat with each passing day, which allows me to wear my favorite dresses and heels. Jeans are more comfortable for tucking, but dresses are worth the extra effort. It becomes second nature after the first few times, and nobody notices my bulge. I get harder than most ladies on estrogen, but there hasn’t been a problem at school, yet. Yet being the key word, but fear isn’t where I want to live.


  Recrossing my legs, I lose track of my thoughts. The lines blur on the page. It doesn’t help that the student’s handwriting is horrible. Wind blows around me. Flowers bloom in the trees. It looks beautiful and smells even better.


  “Bethany,” an unfamiliar, quiet voice says. I don’t startle easily. Turning in my seat, there’s a young man behind me. He looks familiar but generic. He has brown hair and blue eyes, glasses, and a young-looking face.


  “You should speak to people from the front, young man. Didn’t your parents teach you better? How can I help you?”


  “I… was wondering… if there were more focus groups,” the man stutters. Trying not to laugh, I tell him to take a seat. He sits across from me and pushes his glasses up his nose. I remember when I used to wear glasses, happy it’s a thing of the past.


  “You have to check the papers for those, I’m afraid. We don’t have many happening now because of midterms,” I say. His disappointment is as clear as the sky today. It’s like watching a hurt animal in the forest. “There are a lot of campus jobs in the food court or in the library. What’s your major?”


  “Engineering,” he says. He crosses his arms over his chest, “I don’t want to work in one of those places. It’s not fair that my dad can’t help,” he says. The young man looks like he might cry. It makes me shift in my seat, uncomfortable and ready for him to leave.


  “What’s your name?”


  “Earl,” he says.


  “How old are you, Earl?”


  “21.”


  “When I was your age, I worked as a server in a restaurant. Why don’t you try somewhere downtown? They make good tips,” I offer.


  The young man isn’t listening. He’s looking off to the campus buildings. His eyes show an overwhelming amount of emotion. He’s like a dark rain cloud against the sunny day. “I can’t be a waiter,” he finally says.


  This young man is desperate, but I know nothing about him. I’m a professional at this University. I could help him, but I don’t know if he wants what I can offer. It’s unique.


  “Earl, you’re making this difficult for me. I can see you’re in a hard place, and I want to help you,” I say, clearing my throat. He looks at me for the first time in several minutes. His eyes captivate. He is beautiful under all the meekness. I remember my awkward stage as I look at him. Becoming a woman has give me more confidence than anything else in the world. “How do you feel about alternative lifestyles?”


  He raises his eyebrow at me, “what do you mean by ‘alternative’?” he asked.


  I shake a finger at him, “I can’t explain here. Take this card,” I say and slide one across the table but stop him before he picks it up, “by accepting this card, you agree to my terms and conditions. If you want money, I can help, but you can’t tell a soul about what you discover from this point forward. I expect complete confidentiality. Any breach of contract will cause no payment for you. There will be real paperwork later, but this is a verbal agreement. Understood?”


  Earl doesn’t touch the card. He stares at it with questioning eyes. Good, he’s smart. This isn’t a normal job. I expect loyalty and discreetness from my employees. “What do I have to do?”


  “It’s nothing you can’t handle if you want to make money,” I say.


  Earl leans forward and speaks in the lowest voice possible, “do I have to have sex?”


  I try not to laugh at the innocence he possesses. I wish I could capture it in a perfume and wear it. Men love an innocent woman. They turn their head at me too, but that all changes if a young beauty comes walking in behind me. It makes me laugh how obvious men are, but I don’t mind it. I’m not much better when it comes to men; quick to turn my head when a better piece comes along.


  “You don’t have to have sex. Not exactly.”


  “I can’t agree unless I know what I have to do,” he says.


  “Then, I guess you don’t need money. If you don’t mind, I have papers to grade. Keep your eye on the paper for our next focus group,” I say, forcing a smile.


  Earl looks at me and the card lying on the table. He snatches it before hopping to his feet.


  “Don’t forget our verbal agreement. I have good lawyers,” I say, taunting him. He doesn’t look back at me and disappears into the mix of people on campus. I smile to myself, knowing he’ll call me. Hopefully, his dick is nice enough to add to the collection.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  The obscure business card sits in front of me. I called my dad, but he said they don’t have a dime. Everything is going into my school, he said. They pay the apartment which is a lot, but I’m left to feed myself. My tuition is covered by a scholarship, but I’m hungry. My stomach rumbles. I need to eat.


  Picking up the phone, I type in the numbers. A week has passed since I sat with Bethany on campus. She’ll probably think I’m weak. The phone rings. She answers, “hello,” she says in a sweet-sounding voice.


  I mumble a response.


  “Who is this?” she asks.


  “Earl. I’m the one from campus. You gave me your card,” I say.


  “Ah, I was expecting your call. How are you?” she asks. It sounds like she is sitting in a busy area. A door chimes. Sound dims on the phone. “Sorry, it’s so loud here. I’m in New York for a few days on business.”


  “It’s okay. When can I start the job? How many hours is it?”


  “You will make good money, don’t worry. Much better than any of those hourly jobs pay. One hour for me is like fifteen or twenty with them. I’ll send you a message later via this number. Is that okay?”


  “Yes,” I say.


  “Before I go. How much body hair do you have?”


  “Not much.”


  “Do some manscaping before you come. If you don’t know what to do, look it up on the internet. I’ll see you this weekend. Don’t be late,” she says.


  I respond, but she has killed the call. It’s dead on the other line. Manscape? What did she mean by that? I type it into the computer. My jaw drops when the results come back. Hoping she didn’t lie when she said no sex, I go to the bathroom to get ready for the weekend.


   


  ♦


   


  New York is amazing. I love the big apple, but it’s always nice to come home to the relaxing Midwest, where the houses sit far apart. I have a lawn. Few New Yorkers get to say that, but they can claim many other benefits over me. Who cares, I love my house, which I’m heading to in a taxi. Checking my watch, I should have enough time to shower before Earl arrives.


  I tip the driver and have him carry my bags to the door. He doesn’t protest when he sees the twenty in my hand. I can hear my sweet dog barking in the backyard. After tossing my bags in the entrance, I go around the side to pet her. Her tail wags like crazy. My neighbors emerge from their house, coming over to say hello. I wave at them while they approach me, squatting by Bear, my dog.


  “Thank you so much for taking care of Bear,” I say, lifting him into my arms.


  “It was no problem. She’s sweet and loves her doghouse.”


  “She better with how much I spent on it,” I say. We laugh together. My neighbors are nice. An older couple with kids in college. They don’t make problems if I have a late party, as I always bake cookies beforehand. They just think I’m a professional woman that likes to have fun. Not once have they suspected me for a man. I can tell by the way they talk to me. Going through transition was rough, when people knew I was born a man by looking at me. My heart goes out to those girls in the change, but there comes a time when one blends in like a chameleon in the forest.


  I reach into my purse to grab money for the couple, “here,” I say and hand them a fifty.


  “Oh, we can’t,” they try.


  I stomp my heel into the pavement. “Please, I’m tired and need a shower. It’d cost me a lot more to take Bear to a doggy daycare and having her here with y’all gives me much more peace of mind.”


  “You drive a hard bargain,” the wife says and takes the bill. They turn to go inside. I make a mental note to make them some cookies. It’ll make them happier than the money, but that will have to wait. I have a cute boy coming over to audition.


  Rushing inside, I peel the dress off my body and dart to my renovated bathroom. Hot water pelts me. My dick is free after a long week of tucking. I run my hand over my balls and shaft, massaging them for comfort. After a few minutes like that, guilt from wasting water fills me, so I clean my body and get out as soon as possible.


  As I’m drying, the doorbell rings. My phone is in the bedroom. I don’t feel like tucking again, so I get a loose housedress with a robe to go over it. I wear a pair of tight panties and push my dick to the side. Earl shouldn’t notice. He rings the doorbell again as I rub lotion onto my skin. I slip on some sandals and trot to the door, loving that Earl is waiting for me.


  “Come inside,” I say and open the door.


  Earl steps into the house and looks around with wide eyes. “Your house is nice,” he says as he takes in the modern design. Large paintings decorate the walls.


  “It’s my baby. Would you like something to drink?”


  “Water,” he says.


  I lead him to the kitchen. I get a glass from the cabinet and fill it with water from the tap on the fridge. He takes it, watching me with caution.


  “Take a seat,” I say and point to a bar stool at the island.


  “What do you want me to do?”


  “Model nude for me. I want to take pictures of your form.”


  “That’s it?” he asks. “How much?”


  “I’ll give you two hundred for today’s shoot. Normally I do one hundred, but you seem eager.”


  Earl rubs his chin and drinks from his glass. “So, this is a onetime thing?”


  The way his eyes move from side to side show his nerves. He’s skittish like a frightened cat. I’m surprised he hasn’t jumped up from the stool and darted out the door. Not answering his question, I go for a rocks glass and pour myself a whiskey. It’s been a long week, and I’m ready to enjoy the weekend. Letting Earl watch me, I press my lips to the glass. The robe shows my cleavage. I’m not hiding a thing, minus my special piece.


  “It can become as much as you want it to,” I say. “But let’s start with the photo shoot for now. How’s your dick?”


  “Um… it’s okay I guess,” he says. “I don’t know. I don’t compare it with other guys.”


  “That’s a shame. You don’t like dick?”


  “No,” he says, shaking his head. “Nothing against gay guys. Just not my thing.”


  “Don’t get all worked up, Earl. It was just a question,” I say and wink at him. “Are you ready? Sure you don’t want a drink?”


  “I’ll take one. But not too strong.”


  “Don’t worry your pretty face,” I say and cup my hand around his chin, slapping his face gently. Making him a drink, he’s watching my tits bounce. It’s so easy to see where his eyes are looking. I don’t mind because I’ll be doing the same once he strips down to nothing. I clear my throat and raise my eyebrow when his eyes meet mine. “Like what you see?” I ask, squeezing my bosom together with my arms.


  He blushes, “sorry, I didn’t mean to stare.”


  “They’re a nice size, aren’t they?” I ask, wanting him to admire my beauties.


  “Yeah, it’s hard not to look,” he says with a goofy smile, looking like a frat boy. It’s hard not to imagine him staring in a porno as the nerd he is. Keep the glasses and add muscle, he’d be a star. I don’t act in the films but love to record sexy moments and sell them to an elite group or keep them for myself. Men are beautiful, and I can’t help but document them at their prime. As I grow older, more young men come from the weeds every day. It’s only part of the reason I love working at a college. Endless seas of men in their prime.


  After finishing my drink, I refill it. He’s been here twenty minutes. Tension is brewing. He stirs in his seat. He hasn’t drunk much of his whiskey. “Follow me to the shooting room,” I say and walk to the bedroom in the back of the house.


  I open the door and wave my hand for Earl to step inside. A bed and another massive painting decorate the room. It is white with a few black streaks. Abstract. Captivating.


  “Get undressed,” I say in a flat voice, hiding my excitement. Holding a camera in my hand, I look at the young man with intensity.


  Earl looks at the bed and the painting. He bites his nails. I step forward and rub his shoulder, whispering into his ear, “don’t be afraid, beautiful. Get naked.”


  Earl swallows, unbuttoning his pants. He drops them to the floor. He’s wearing loose boxers. Not briefs like I love on men. His piece looks nice under the fabric. I touch his shoulder again, watching his dick jump.


  “Looks like someone is excited,” I say.


  “Can’t help myself,” he says, staring at the floor. I lift his chin to meet my eyes.


  “You need confidence in the photo. Do some push-ups.”


  He takes a minute to drop to the floor. I encourage him with my hands. While he’s doing repetitions, I cheer him on. Push him forward. When he gets to twenty he drops.


  “Who told you to stop?”


  “I can’t do more,” he says, catching his breath.


  “Stand up and lie on the bed.”


  He does what I tell him to do but puts his arms awkwardly at his side. His dick is nice. Not too long but thick, and semi-flaccid. He isn’t hairy, making his balls look nice and smooth.


  “Put your arms above your head. Try to flex your muscles.”


  His abs tighten as he stretches above his head. He folds his arms to flex them. Earl’s like putty in my hands. I could play with him all day.


  “Rub your dick. Keep it looking nice,” I say.


  He looks down, slightly uncomfortable, and runs a finger along his tip. Grasping the shaft, Earl rubs up and down. His dick grows quickly. His eyes are closed.


  “Not too hard. I want it lying flat, not standing tall.”


  Earl nods, trying his best to calm himself. I pull the robe a little looser to expose my breasts. He notices. Earl fixes his eyes on me.


  “You’re beautiful,” he says in a soft voice.


  “Take off your glasses,” I say, ignoring his compliment. We’ll see how beautiful he thinks I am when he finds my magic rod. Earl pulls the glasses from his face. I take them and instruct his poses. He’ll make a nice addition to my collection of photos. Snapping pictures, it doesn’t take long to finish the shoot.


  I sit on the bed next to Earl and give him his glasses. He pulls the sheet over his dick. We look at the photos together. I can tell it’s hard for him to see, “Which one is your favorite?”


  “What kind of question is that? They all look terrible,” he says. It’s the most aggressive he’s sounded since we met. There’s fire in his eyes.


  “You won’t say that in ten, twenty, or thirty years. I love pictures of people in their prime. I still have mine,” I say, hiding that those show me as a young man just like him.


  Earl nods, “I see your point. Can I put on my clothes now?”


  “No, we need some of you standing up, and then you can go,” I say.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  I spent the two hundred dollars, but my fridge is full and the light bill paid. Hopefully, my roommate doesn’t eat all the food before I can, but that doesn’t matter. Ever since that day with Bethany, I can’t get the woman out of my mind. She was flirty with me: showing me her cleavage, taking pictures of me naked, touching my body. Women don’t treat me like that. Especially women my age. They look at me and walk the other way or don’t even notice me at all.


  It doesn’t matter. They’ll come once I’m making a large salary as an engineer. Resisting me then won’t be as easy for the ladies. It’s only a matter of time, but until then I need to do more work for Bethany. I hope she doesn’t do anything with the photos like put them on the internet. But it was the easiest money I’ve ever made.


  Walking through campus, I’m searching for Bethany everywhere in the crowd. She’s not my professor, so I don’t know her office hours. I don’t even know where her office is beyond the Marketing and Communications building. Her last name is a mystery too. Bethany. That’s all I know.


  Glancing at the clock on the library tower, I still have ten more minutes to walk around campus and look for Bethany. She stands out in the crowd. When she struts down the sidewalk, it looks like she should be in a big city and not on a college campus. The way her hair blows in the wind. I’ve touched myself more times than I can count thinking about her, but she saw me naked. That’s more than most women. I’ve had sex a couple times, but not with a woman like her. Bethany looks like she knows her way around the bedroom. She isn’t an inexperienced woman like most of the ladies on campus.


  After walking two circles around campus, I’m five minutes late for my class and no closer to finding Bethany. I don’t enjoy having a paper trail with the work she has had me doing, but I’m hungry and want to see her.


  Me: When can we meet again? I’m broke.


  She returns a message before I get to class.


  Bethany: Come over tonight after six and we can talk about further assignments.


  Something about the words make me regret reaching out to Bethany again, but I would regret it my entire life if I didn’t walk down this road. Wherever she wants to take me, I’m going.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  My professor scolded me for arriving late, but it doesn’t matter now. I’m showered and heading to Bethany’s place. It’s ten minutes to six, and I’m two away from her house. None of my friends live in her neighborhood. Most of the professors don’t either. She must have a good amount of money from other sources to afford the house on her own. I get outside and park a few houses down from hers. Trying not to arrive too early, I sit outside and wait.


  Parents walk with their kids on the sidewalk. My car must stick out compared to the rest because they scowl in my direction. Averting my eyes, I notice a couple staring out of the house next to Bethany’s. There are so many eyes on me I shiver. Bethany will have to forgive me, but I get out the car and briskly walk to her door. She answers on the first knock, much faster than the first time.


  “You’re early,” she says and slips a silver earring into her ear. She’s wearing a green dress, tight around her body. It’s strapless and her chest peeks out the top. She’s a little taller than me, so her boobs are in my face. I wish to shake my head between them but resist, shrinking into myself like normal.


  I step inside. Bethany closes the door behind me. She pushes me forward into the house. The paintings attract me like the first time. It hasn’t been long since the photo shoot, but it feels just as surreal. Bethany has a whiskey waiting for me on the island, “take it,” she says.


  I reach for the glass. Grasping it, I lift it to my lips slowly, waiting for Bethany to drink from hers. She’s watching me over the rim. Her dark eyes meeting my blue ones. We’re staring at each other. No words are being said. She reaches across the counter and stokes my hand. My dick twitches. She leans down so I can see into the slit between her breasts.


  “You’re a boob guy for sure,” she says and giggles. I love how feminine she sounds. Her voice is high, artificial almost. She sounds like a cartoon when she’s happy. Her smile mesmerizes me.


  “Just those. It’s like someone created them with precision,” I say.


  She winks at me. She’s on the other side of the kitchen island. It feels much farther than it is.


  “Are you ready to make some money?”


  “What do I have to do?”


  “I have some select clients. Because you’re new, they won’t pay as much, but I have a show arranged for you at seven.”


  “A show?”


  “Yes, a show. We will record you while the man watches. His name is Micheal. He’s an old client. It’s a gift on my behalf the first time. I’m paying.”


  “Is it always for guys?” I ask, a little disappointed.


  “No, but men are much more willing to pay for experiences like this,” she says in a matter-of-fact voice. A business woman replaces the light-hearted lady from a couple moments ago.


  “How much does it pay?”


  “Depends. The better you look, the more you make. Your dick is nice, so that’s a plus. You can also make a little more for using toys, if you’re up for it.”


  “Like, sticking something up my ass?”


  “That’s exactly what I mean, sweetie,” she says.


  “How much would I get for that?”


  “With your body now? My clients might pay one fifty for that, an hour of your time. If you work out, you can charge more. My top guy is making a few hundred for every hour, but he looks like a Greek God.”


  “Why do jocks play on artificial turf?” I ask her. 
Bethany taps her glass, “I don’t know, why?” 
“To keep them from grazing.”


  “Yeah, you could say that,” she says and chuckles. “What do you say, Earl? Do you want to do it?”


  “It’s still better than working in the cafeteria,” he says and throws back the rest of his drink.


  “Don’t drink too fast. Micheal doesn’t like drunk boys.”


  “Let’s go then,” I say.


  “You still have a few minutes. Why don’t you go do some sit-ups and push-ups so you looked more toned for the camera,” she says.


  I listen, going over the open space between her kitchen and living room. The booze is running through me, making it harder to push through the exercise, but I do as much as I can until Bethany calls me to the bedroom.


   


  ♦


   


  “Strip naked,” I say to Earl. He’s standing in the recording room with his arms crossed over his chest. Looking reserved, I pull his arms apart and instruct him to loosen up. “Micheal wants an excited man for the camera. Don’t disappoint me, Earl.”


  He nods. Dropping his arms to the side, he shakes his shoulders. Earl hollers into the air.


  “There you go, baby. Do that. Five minutes. Get your dick ready. Micheal will want you hard and waiting,” I say, getting the nice camera ready. I connect my laptop to the camera. Earl’s sitting on the chair. He’s touching his flaccid dick. Watching it grow distracts me from my job. There isn’t much time, and the green dress grows tight on my body as my feminine dick pushes against my panties. It doesn’t want to be caged.


  Trying my best to ignore Earl’s hardened shaft, I pull up my custom-made software that ensures complete privacy for both my clients and contractors. Neither party can record. It’s once and done. The clients have to pay beforehand and can leave a tip afterward if they’re extra delighted.


  Micheal appears on the screen. “How’s it going today?” I ask him.


  “Great, what boy do you have for me?” he asks.


  “This delicious 21-year-old nerd. Are you ready?”


  “Yes, I’m tired of looking at a woman. Let me see the hunk.”


  I move my eyes to Earl. His eyes show fear, but I smile, putting up my thumb. He nods, and I switch the camera to him. I move my hand in a circle in the air like a director. Earl moves his hand up and down his cock.


  “He’s going to have to do better than that, Bethany,” Micheal screams.


  I cut the volume on our end, so I can direct Earl. He does everything I tell him to without hesitation, making Micheal coo.


  “Lick your hand, Earl. Touch your nipples. Grip your cock. Show Micheal everything you’re working with down there. Pull your balls down and stand.”


  His dick grows by inches as he pulls at his balls. He has a small amount of hair. He’s like a little twink with a big cock. It looks massive against his small body.


  “Give him a toy,” Micheal demands.


  I turn to the closet and get out a transparent male masturbator shaped like an asshole. After dropping lube into the middle, I pass the fleshlight to Earl. He looks at it with interest before slipping the sleeve over his cock. He buckles. The pleasure must be too much. I should have given him a pill to stay hard.


  “Don’t you dare cum,” I say through clenched teeth. “Not until Micheal’s ready.” Earl glances up with a serious expression. He’s breathing deeply. His chests rises and falls. “Take it slow. Sit on the chair. Put your legs on the arms and show Micheal a little of your ass.”


  Earl listens and lifts his legs. His dick is pulsing inside the sleeve. It must feel like ecstasy on his untrained cock.


  “Oh yeah, slip a finger in that ass you dirty slut,” Micheal says.


  This makes Earl blush. It’s his first time on camera. I wave him forward. Earl rubs his asshole, unsure of what to do. I love watching the torture on his young face. It makes my dick twitch, wishing I could feel what he was feeling at my age. Thirty-one isn’t far from twenty-one in numbers, but it’s a world of difference in life experience. Sex. Lasting longer.


  Earl fingers himself for a moment before moving back to his cock. He grips his nipple and runs the fleshlight up and down his dick. It’s easy to tell how close he is to cumming.


  “Bite your tongue. Do something,” I tell him. He bites his lips, making him look closer to shooting his load. Searching for ideas, I think of something that might stop him dead. I lift my dress and pull my panties to the side. Earl doesn’t miss a beat. His eyes widen. He strokes his dick with the fleshlight, watching my cock. I smile at him, “don’t lose focus, sweetie. Micheal wants a show.”


  He watches my hand move over my feminine cock. His eyes don’t move from my dick, but it’s in line with the camera. Micheal can see everything as Earl stares into the camera. He’s playing with his dick and nipples, lost at the sight of my body. I pull him in further, dropping my panties to the floor.


  I lick my lips. His eyes have moved to mine.


  “What’s going on over there?” Micheal asks.


  “Keep going,” I say, ignoring Micheal. “You can cum soon.”


  Spitting into my hand, I cover my cock. I pull my dress over my breasts and drop it to the floor, exposing my entire body. Earl beats the sleeve faster over his dick. He’s staring at my body with fascinated eyes.


  “Look at the camera, baby,” I remind him.


  He reluctantly moves his eyes away from me. Micheal purrs and instructs Earl to beat his dick even faster. He wants Earl to stand up when he cums. To catch the liquid in his hand. He wants to admire the pile. Micheal encourages Earl with his words. I encourage him with my body. I step to the side and jump on my toes. He’s looking at my cock and my breasts. I’m not very hard, but my cock is long. It’s a shower, not a grower.


  “Cum for me,” Micheal says. The man is grunting as he shoots a load all over his stomach. I see the moment on camera. Earl stands as he’s instructed. He stands in front of the camera. The frame no longer shows his face, only a close-up of his cock. He’s moving the sleeve over his veined cock.


  I watch Earl as he closes his eyes. He hasn’t stopped moving the sleeve over his cock. His breaths shorten. He must be getting close. I would love to cum with him but don’t have time to get hard.


  Earl puts out his hand and throws the sleeve to the floor. He beats his dick for less than five seconds before streams of cum are flying from his dick. Micheal cheers for Earl.


  “That was hot. Get a better body, and I’ll pay good money for you,” Micheal says and signs off the site. I close the camera and walk over to Earl without putting on my panties or dress. He stares at my hairless body from top to bottom. I touch Earl on the shoulder.


  “You did well,” I say.


  “Thank you,” he says and drops his head to the ground. He huffs. He must be weak after letting out such a large load. I guide him to the chair and go to the kitchen to grab him some water, putting on a robe on the way. When I get back to the room, Earl is dressed. He runs his hand through his hair before taking the glass.


  “Did you hate it?”


  “No, it wasn’t so bad. I could never have real sex for money, though,” he says. He doesn’t mention my dick. I can’t help but wonder what he thinks of it. He’s averting his eyes; not as eager to gaze at my bosom.


  “Give me a second,” I say and go to my purse. I hand him another two-hundred dollars.


  “I thought it was less.”


  “You deserve the tip.” I go to the door to signal for him to leave. There’s awkward tension in the air, and I want Earl out my space.


  “Thanks for the opportunity,” he says before disappearing out the door. I close the door and listen to him leave out the front door.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Sitting on my bed, I hear my roommate in the living room. He’s blasting the TV. At least there’s a lock on my door because I’m in my room watching chick-with-dick porn. My dick’s put away in my pants. It’s more out of fascination than anything. Before Bethany revealed herself, I would never have thought she had a dick. I don’t even think of her as a man at all. She sounds, looks, and dresses more ladylike than most women, if that’s a thing. She wears dresses and heels, not jeans and a t-shirt.


  There’s no sound on my computer, not that my roommate would hear it over the sports, but I can’t look away from the screen. It’s the fourth video I’ve watched. Trying not to touch my dick, I analyze the scenes. The first one had a girl fucking the guy. The second was the other way around. There were two women and one guy in the third video, and one of those ladies had a dick. The fourth one is a guy fucking the girl, stroking her dick, eating her ass, and doing everything he can to pleasure the woman.


  It’s hard not to imagine myself doing all that to Bethany. Her ass is more perfect than any I’ve seen. Round like a peach. Her tits must have been crafted. They are perfect. I can picture her riding my dick while I stroke her cock.


  Fuck.


  It’s getting me hard thinking about Bethany’s naked body. A girl with a dick shouldn’t get me feeling like this, but there’s something about her. I want to taste every inch of Bethany’s body. Feel her ass around my dick like that fleshlight earlier today.


  Unbuttoning my pants, I can’t resist anymore. My dick presses against my jeans causing pain. I free it. It’s twitching. The guy uses the full length of his huge cock to stuff the chick’s ass. She moaning. Her little dick is bouncing in front of her. Her tits look like any other woman’s. The guy smacks her ass. It must sound hot, but I resist turning on the volume.


  My body’s heating up as I stroke my cock. I spit into my hand. It’s hard to believe I’m horny after this afternoon. Unlike a lot of guys, I don’t jack off much. Today differs from most. Bethany revealed herself and changed my world. My cock twitches in my hand. The girl’s dick is growing as the guy plays with it. He pulls her close to him, holding her neck. He’s fucking the girl hard from behind, commanding her to cum before he does.


  She agrees in a girlish voice, pushing herself to cum as he uses her hole. Fuck, I want to have Bethany like that. Her ass must be tight. I close my eyes, imagining I’m that guy in the video, and Bethany is that woman. Would I have it in me to command her like that? I don’t know, but it’s hot to think about. My toes curl. I’m getting close for the second time today.


  The chick in the video pants as cum flies from her dick onto the bed. The man pulls his raw dick out her ass and makes her suck it. She swallows his massive cock, letting it hit the back of her throat. She sucks it as I get close to cumming.


  “Open up,” the man in the video says.


  She’s on her knees and does as he says, taking his huge milky load on her tongue. I close my eyes, hoping I’ll do the same to Bethany, and cum all over my stomach.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  A week has passed since Earl’s first recording. Micheal requested another with him, and he did one more besides that, but every time I record Earl, I want him for myself. I don’t want to share him. He’s the cutest nerd. In two years, he’ll be making a large salary. I can support him until then, if he accepts my offer.


  I cook dinner for us, but he doesn’t know. Surprises are more fun. After I get the chicken in the over, I pull out my phone to send Earl a message.


  Me: What are you doing tonight?


  He texts back before I can open the fridge.


  Earl: Nothing, you?


  Perfect, I think and return to putting ingredients back in the fridge. Making a man wait turns me on, so I don’t respond right away. He’s not doing anything. The way he looks at me when he’s here tells me he wants more than business. I haven’t gotten undressed since the first recording, but I can see the lust in his eyes. He lingers around the house after cumming, unlike most of my other models.


  I get back to the kitchen after washing my hands and rubbing scented lotion into them. There’s another message from Earl waiting.


  Earl: Did you want to do something?


  Me: Come over. Have dinner with me. Do you eat chicken?


  Earl: Best food in the world. I’ll head there now.


  He’s eager. I am too but don’t show it like him. He’s punctual, trustworthy, maybe even gullible. Most people would have sold his images, but I’m not that kind of businesswoman. My clients expect one-hundred percent discretion and pay for it. I don’t have to fuck over my models like other producers. Scrolling through my phone, I rest against the counter. The chicken’s in the oven. Earl’s on his way. My nails are done, and they didn’t get messed up making dinner. I bought the sides from the store. Nobody has time to make potatoes.


  Earl rings the doorbell. I set my phone on the counter and wait a minute before opening it for him. He stands there, holding a bunch of flowers. Taking them, I lean forward and hug the young man. He awkwardly wraps his arm around my body. I press my chest into his face. He doesn’t breath. I squeeze him before letting him pass through the front door. He walks into the house, much more comfortable than the first time. He places his jacket on the couch and turns to me, looking confident. I love the fire in his eyes. Earl leans against the sofa.


  “It smells great in here,” he says and winks.


  That makes my dick twitch. I don’t know what has gotten into him, but I love it.


  “Would you call a Greek hooker a feta-tute?”


  “I can’t with you,” I say, giggling harder than I’d like. He makes my guards fall. They’re like butter and he’s my skillet. “I need to get a vase for these.”


  He watches me as I search through the cabinets for my vase. Filling it with water, I watch Earl through my eyelids. He’s still against the couch, but I can see him in my open-concept layout. “What did you do today?”


  “When I wasn’t thinking about you? I studied,” he says. His hand gravitates toward his dick. He rubs the outline through his pants. I pretend not to notice but wish to wrap my lips around it. All those times I’ve watched his naked body without pleasuring it. Without stroking his dick or tasting his precum. Micheal got all the show, asshole.


  “I got white wine for dinner. Is that okay?”


  “Sure. I’m not picky,” he says.


  “Let’s sit at the island. Come over here.”


  He sits across from me. I pull the chicken out the oven and get the potatoes heated up in the microwave. He asks if I want help, but I tell him to wait until later. After pouring two glasses of wine, Earl and I toast.


  “To a fun night,” he says.


  “Yes,” I agree. Our glasses clink. I get the food on plates and place them on his side of the island with a candle in the middle. I dim the lights before sitting down. It’s like we’re in our own private restaurant. The wine chills on ice next to us.


  “This is so fancy,” he says, looking at me and the food.


  “Only the best for you. How did you like your first week of work?”


  “It was okay.”


  “What if you didn’t work at all?”


  “But I need the money,” he says.


  “You could be my boyfriend,” I say, swirling the wine in my glass.


  Earl swallows and says nothing. It doesn’t upset me. He needs to digest the idea. I turn to my plate and cut into the food. He does the same. His aura is different. The shock radiates from his body.


  He talks after a few bites, “are you talking about taking care of me?”


  “You’ll have a nice salary in less than two years. You’re a junior now, and once you graduate, you’ll make good money.”


  “My parents pay my rent. Not my food,” he says.


  I sit with the information for a moment, sipping my drink. “Come over for dinners. You can have a key and come get food whenever you want, if you were my boyfriend. Or you can keep recording videos for Micheal and make your own money. Or you could work anywhere else college kids work. Like I said, I waited tables at your age. But, you’re cute,” I say, trying to stop my rambling. I place my hand on Earl’s thigh. He doesn’t jump, accepting my touch.


  “I appreciate the offer, Bethany. I’ll think about it,” he says.


  We finish our food with little talking. Our feet touch under the island. I trace my heel up his leg. He smiles at me, not pulling away.


  “Should we go for a walk and enjoy the spring air? There’s a lake not too far from here.”


  “Sure,” he says. We throw back our wine, put on light jackets, and head out the door.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  Spring brings a chill to the air, so it’s a little cold outside, but I don’t mind with Earl by my side. We’re several houses away from mine. We pass his beat-up car.


  “Why do you park so far from the house?”


  “How do you know that’s my car?”


  “I watched you from the window,” I say. We continue. Earl grabs my hand. I take it and intertwine my fingers with his. We still haven’t talked about my dick, but he’s sending clear messages.


  “Why did you come here tonight?”


  “I can’t stop thinking about you when I’m at home.”


  I awe at his words. His crystal-blue eyes shine in the darkness. He’s beautiful underneath the awkward exterior. A year with me and all the ladies will bang at his door.


  “Is that a good thing or bad thing?”


  “It’s not a bad thing. Maybe I’m confused. I don’t know what’s happening with me,” he says. I squeeze his hand as we walk down the sidewalk. The lake isn’t too far. The air grows moister as we get close. We’re the only people outside. Our voices are like echoes against the night.


  “I’ve spent a lot of my life confused. Do you like women?”


  “Definitely,” he says.


  “You haven’t said anything about my special piece,” I say. He doesn’t pull away his hand, but his pace slows. His breath becomes heavier. I’m watching him as he forms an answer in his mind.


  “I watched some videos.”


  “What did you think?”


  “It was… interesting, to say the least,” he says.


  “When was the last time you had sex with a girl?”


  “Six months ago. We met online and went out for a few dates, but she ghosted me after sex.”


  “Doesn’t sound much like a female.”


  “I’ve seen her on campus once since then, and she ran in the other direction. The mood hasn’t struck me since.”


  “You’re here now,” I remind him and lean on his shoulder. He’s a little shorter than me but still great for comfort. There’s nothing like having a man by my side. Earl nods and kicks at the sidewalk. His shoe scrapes against the cement. Not too far from there, we reach the entrance to the park. I lead Earl down the path between two large fields of grass.


  “How far is the lake from here?” he asks.


  I turn around toward Earl. His face looks different without the streetlights. My eyes adjust to the moonlit area. More stars appear in the sky as we get farther from the street. Earl’s hand is sweaty in mine. It’s a strange warmth against the cold night. “We have to cross this clearing, and the lake is over there. The trail goes all the way around, so this way is faster.”


  We walk across the spongy grass. Earl is next to me talking about his engineering classes. How he can’t wait to graduate and make real money. Earl grows quiet and looks my way. We aren’t too far from the lake. “When did you last have a boyfriend?” he asks.


  “A few years ago. Just flings since then. Most guys don’t hold my interest,” she says.


  “What about me then? I’m nothing special.”


  “I disagree. You’re unique. Most men search for women like me to fulfill a fantasy. You and I explore each other together. I might not have all the parts of a woman, but I’m one better. You might not know it yet, but men love sucking dick.”


  Earl shakes his head, “no way. I don’t think I could do that,” he says.


  “Would you suck your own if you could?” I ask him.


  He considers my question. “I suppose I would, but that’s my cock.”


  “And what about mine?”


  “Um, I don’t know,” he says.


  I try to hide the pain in my heart. It’s like there’s a knife hanging from my chest. He could kill me with his words. I smile at him and say, “come on, yes or no?” in my brightest voice. He doesn’t respond right away because we arrive at the lake.


  “Wow, this is beautiful,” he says and gazes at the endless-looking body of water.


  “It’s our own little paradise in the neighborhood.”


  “How big is it?”


  “How big is what?” I ask in a joking voice.


  He doesn’t look amused, “the lake.”


  “Oh, I don’t know? A square mile? Something like that. You can reach the other side quick by kayak.”


  “We should do that sometime,” he says and takes my hand again. I don’t know if that answers my question, but there’s lust in his eyes. It’s a look I’ve seen before. He’s hungry like an animal, and I’m the only target in sight. The ground is cold and wet, so Earl takes off his jacket and lays it on the ground for us.


  “Aren’t you cold?”


  “It’s worth it to make you comfortable.”


  Sitting on his jacket, we look out to the lake. The smallest waves crash against the bank. Insects chirp in the night. We’re alone in darkness. We can’t see a soul in any direction. There aren’t house lights or anything else. It’s protected land and a secluded lake. It’s impossible for me not to move closer to Earl, capturing his body heat. I slip my hand on his side. He’s gotten harder since the first time I touched him.


  “Have you been working out?”


  “You can tell?” he asks with a chuckle.


  “Oh yeah,” I say, wanting to rip the shirt from his body.


  “When did you make the change?”


  “I was your age, actually. My last year of college was rough, but I wanted to enter my career as a woman. I was successful and after ten years the trauma is nothing more than a memory.”


  He traces his fingers up my arm, “that must have been difficult.”


  “Everything is possible,” I say, hoping he knows I mean more than my transition. I want the goofy fucker to become my boyfriend, let me take care of him the next year. He can spread his wings then, but we’ll have fun in the meantime.


  “That’s true,” he says. His hand moves from my arms to my thigh. That does it. Blood is rushing all through my body. Earl grips my thigh before moving his hand up to the rim of my dress. I’m gasping at his touch. Earl’s gentle as he reaches under the fabric. I hold his shoulder as his hand moves up my bare skin. He reaches my panties and looks at me. I nod, giving him permission to do whatever he wants.


  His knuckle presses against my hardening shaft. I reach and move to release my tuck. He wraps his hand around my dick, looking me in the eyes as he does it. Earl moves and climbs on top of me. He pushes my dress up to my waistline, exposing my panties. My dick hangs out the side, harder than I’ve seen it in ages.


  “I guess this answers your question,” he says and bends his head down. His lips kiss the tip, sending ripples through my body. I’m undone at his touch, hoping he doesn’t stop. He can’t. I jumble the jacket in my hands as he’s running his tongue up and down the tip of my cock. I’m moaning like a little bitch, using the most girlish voice I can. He grunts, making his actions manly. There’s nothing manlier than taking a dick and he’s doing a great job.


  I reach my hand forward after a while, encouraging Earl to go further down my shaft. He listens with ease. His mouth surrounds my dick. I want to explode on his tongue, sharing my salty dessert.


  “Take it all, baby,” I say while I lock his hair in my fingers. We’re outside. The wind tickles my dick with his slob all over it. He’s producing more liquid than a thunderstorm. He moves his head up and down my dick while playing with my breasts. My legs wrap around his neck, braced on his shoulders. My balls tighten. I don’t hold back. “Swallow and I’ll rock your world,” I say a moment before the cum rushes from my tip.


  Earl chokes and gags on the hot liquid streaming into his mouth but doesn’t pull away. Instead, he tightens his mouth around my sissy cock and sucks every drop into his mouth.


  I collapse on the jacket, looking up to the stars. Earl kisses my body, sucks on my tit, and lies next to me. We sit there, relaxing in the night air, letting waves of ecstasy run over us.


   


  ♦


   


  I can’t believe I did it. My life has changed forever. Am I a fag? I don’t even know. Really, gay guys are fine in my book, but I’ve never once thought about making love to a man. Bethany isn’t a man, though. She’s all woman minus her dick, which I sucked.


  We sit in her house. I haven’t left. We haven’t talked about it. We’re chatting about the University. How the campus looks, but there’s a lightness to her voice. She liked it. She’s happy. Bethany leans closer over the island, “maybe we could do what we did on campus,” she says in a seductive voice.


  “No way,” I say, shaking my head like a crazy person.


  “It was a joke, babe. Should we drink the rest of that white?”


  I look at the bottle sitting on the bar in the water bath. “I was hoping you’d return the favor,” I say.


  “Oh, is that so?” she says and walks to the other side of the island. She’s wearing the cocktail dress again but left the panties at the door.


  “Yeah,” I say.


  “How so? What can I do for you, Mr. Earl?”


  I grab Bethany’s ass, using my hands instead of words. I’m a changed man from the one she met at the focus group. My fingers move between the slit in her ass. There’s nothing protecting her from my hands. She leans forward to kiss on my neck. Suck on my ear. My finger makes its way into her asshole. She whimpers into my ear as I force two and then three fingers into her hole.


  “Oh, yes, Earl,” she says, panting. Gripping the chair, she tries not to fall over. I’m fucking her with my fingers. I’m hard all over again. Unable to believe that I got hard while sucking Bethany’s dick, it’s not different now with my fingers up her hole. “Fuck me,” she says. Her hands move down to my waistline. She desperately trying to get my pants off. When she does, I push her head down to my dick. She eagerly wraps her lips around it, squatting under me and taking every inch of my thick piece between her lips. My head drops back as my eyes close. I want to enjoy this as much as she enjoyed me sucking her. Her lips move up and down my dick, making me grip the island counter. She played music before we sat down, and it drifts into my ear. The porn I watched the other day crosses my mind. I’m that man, taking my woman, who happens to have a dick. I’ll fuck Bethany like he fucked that woman.


  My hand unconsciously moves to the back of her head, pushing her down to the base of my dick. She coughs on my cock and tries her best to keep it in her mouth. She’s sloppy and making me fall in love. A minute later, I pull her up.


  “Let’s go to the bedroom,” I tell her.


  She nods and gets to her feet. I take her dress off before she can leave. She pulls my shirt over my head, making me naked like her. Her dick hangs flaccid over her balls, but she’s beautiful. I picture the next year of our life together as we walk to the bedroom. Bethany’s in front of me, and her ass looks perfect. There’s not a hair on her back or front. She must obsess over it, but I appreciate every second she spends to look like that.


  We get to the bedroom, and she throws me to the bed to continue sucking on my dick. But I want her ass. I pull her up, “ride my dick,” I say.


  She goes to her drawer across the room and comes back with a condom and lube. She uses her mouth to unroll the condom over my dick. I’m playing with her nipples as she works on me. She puts lube on my dick and gets into position, squatting over my rod. My hands can’t help but travel to her chest as she slides down my dick. I bend my knees, but she pushes them back to the bed, taking control.


  “Enjoy the ride,” she says and moves her hips. She sliding her asshole up and down my entire cock. Her full attention is on me. I could come in an instant, but I want this to last as long as possible.


  “Take it slow,” I tell her.


  She turns with a wicked smile, pinching my nipple. “A little pain will take the edge off,” she says and doesn’t let up on my dick. She’s using it to her pleasure. I can see it in her eyes. I pinch myself when I get too close as she rides me. Her dick grows as she continues. “Touch me.”


  I listen, stroking her cock.


  “Cum in me,” she says.


  “I’m trying to wait,” I manage.


  “Don’t,” she says and fucks my dick with her ass. I should be fucking her, but it feels too good to move. My body vibrates. I’m on the edge. She moves my hand to her dick. I jack her off as she uses my dick. “Oh, fuck. Fuck,” she pants in her sexy, feminine voice. “Cum with me.”


  Before I know what’s happening, cum is flying from her dick for the second time tonight. She covers my chest. Her ass grips my dick, pulsating around it. It’s too much. I grip her sides and thrust into her, cumming with all my might.


  She moans and leans down to kiss me. We make out as my dick slides out her ass. She collapses to my side and pulls the condom from my dick. Bethany throws it to the floor. We lie there late into the night, kissing and touching and more, and I love every second.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  Last night was everything. I woke up before Earl. He didn’t go home. Mixing some pancakes at the island, I prepare breakfast. I’ll wake up Earl when I finish if he doesn’t come out the bedroom before then.


  Soft jazz plays in the background. I’m light after our night together. Earl confessed he wants to become my boyfriend and move in with me. He’ll tell his parents he found cheaper rent and ask them for money to pay the light bill. I told him it wasn’t necessary, but he wants to help. Whatever he wants, as long as we get to wake up and go to sleep together.


  The pancakes don’t take long. I put some sausage links in the oven. I’m not a big breakfast person, but we both need energy after the night we had. Picturing his dick makes me weak. I want to take it again, but first he has to prove he can handle me. I might be a chick, but I still like to get my dick wet.


  Earl stumbles out the bedroom a minute later. The smells must have awoken him. He rubs his eyes. He’s not wearing more than his boxers. Morning light reflects off his toned body. While he takes a seat at the island, I grab some orange juice from the fridge.


  “It smells good. Are you always going to spoil me like this?” he asks.


  “Probably not,” I say and wink at him.


  “Dang.”


  “Would you rather have breakfast or some more loving like last night?”


  Earl rubs his chin, “hmm, that’s a hard decision.”


  I slap him with the kitchen towel and slide the orange juice across the counter. I plate two dishes with the food and take a seat next to Earl. He rubs my thigh, kissing me lightly.


  “Thank you, beautiful.”


  “You’ll thank me later with your ass,” I say, winking at him.


  “Oh, yeah?”


  “Mmhm. Hope you’re ready. We’ll try it after breakfast.” His face goes whiter than normal, and I laugh. “Don’t worry, it only hurts the first time.”


  “I guess it’s worth it to have a woman like you by my side,” he says and rests his head on my shoulder for a second. “But, for now, let’s forget about that and enjoy breakfast.”


  “Whatever you say, baby,” I say and lift my glass of orange juice. He clinks his glass with mine. We enjoy breakfast before going to the bedroom for his initiation.




   


   


   


   


   


  SHY CHEERLEADER




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  Pompoms shook in my hands as I kicked my leg up and cheered, screaming at the top of my lungs. Being a cheerleader at Bendersville College filled me with pride. Our football team didn’t play against major schools, but we had fun. The men played their toughest, and we all received scholarships for our work.


  I had grown up near Bendersville through high school and then moved to the suburbs of Chicago. My old best friend played on the football team. His name was Gilbert, but he had no idea who I was. He didn’t recognize the blonde girl with a boisterous voice and large breasts because he had known me before my transition.


  My family had moved us to the suburbs of Chicago right before I came out to them as non-binary. Those months that followed were some of the hardest of my life, but my family came around, and the boy I used to be had become a distant memory. I was Dorothy now and felt grateful every day strangers saw me as a woman.


  The football team scored. We cheered. One man on the cheer team lifted me as I yelled and rustled my pompoms. We hadn’t lost a game since Halloween, and it was almost Christmas. There was a chill in the air, but doing somersaults and flips warmed me. After the rush of a touchdown, my thoughts surged back.


  I tried not to sweat too much, so my tape would stay in place. Wearing tape on game days was a requirement. I didn’t want anyone to discover my secret. It was junior year, and I had made it this long without revealing the truth and wished to graduate with my secret in place. It didn’t matter how Gilbert looked at me—because I noticed him looking at me often during the games. At first, I thought he’d known my secret and remembered my eyes, but that wasn’t the case. It had become well known Gilbert had a crush on me.


  I didn’t cheer in high school but practiced gymnastics to prepare myself for university. The spring after my eighteenth birthday, my parents paid for my breast implants. It was half a graduation present and a new beginning before college. I didn’t waste my opportunity, but now my secret was like a bad pimple that wouldn’t disappear. It only grew bigger and redder; refusing to pop and settle.


  The game ended, and our team won again. I knew Gilbert’s number and watched as he removed his helmet. His eyes were on me like glitter on glue. My dick was wrapped and strapped and not moving, but I would touch myself tonight thinking about Gilbert’s dark brown eyes. His athletic frame. I loved staring at the grooves in his muscles.


  “Why don’t you do something about him already?” asked Katie. She was a fellow cheerleader. A short redhead with a thin frame. We loved to throw her in the air and watch as she flipped.


  I sneered and followed the ladies to the locker room to change into street clothes. I would shower at home. Katie, the redhead, was my roommate. We shared a two-bedroom, two-bathroom apartment off campus and each had our own private bathroom. She was a friend, but what I liked most about Katie was her lack of nosiness. She was too concerned about herself to notice anyone around her, unlike some other cheerleaders.


  When I shut my locker door, Katie was standing right there. Her red hair loud and in my face. “I’m being serious, Dorothy. Gilbert wants you. Everyone knows it,” said Katie.


  “You’re ridiculous, Katie,” I said.


  “No, she’s not,” added Michelle.


  “Do what you want,” said Jasmine.


  The four of us were a group among the cheerleaders. We had a large team, but the four of us lived in the same apartment building and went out together. We shopped together. They picked up boys and went out to the clubs, but I was too afraid of that. I still hadn’t gone out since meeting them freshman year. It wasn’t worth the risk.


  “I’ll see you at home, Katie,” I said.


  “Don’t you want to go out with us?” asked Katie. They were planning on hitting the club like they normally did on Saturdays.


  “No, I’m okay.”


  Katie waved her hand in the air and went back to telling a story about some physics major she met last week online. He had a huge dick but didn’t know how to have a conversation. The other two listened to Katie’s words like music playing from headphones. I walked out of the stadium and went to my car. The drive home didn’t take more than seven minutes.


  After taking a shower and untucking my dick, I lay on my bed. I had locked the door so nobody could barge in. After a long day of wearing my cheer uniform, I enjoyed touching my dick. Moving it from side to side while wearing a skirt and no underwear. I always ended up cumming into a ball of tissue paper.


  In a skirt, I could get away with wearing panties and nylons around the house without tucking. Katie had never noticed. She didn’t look up my skirt. She was too obsessed with herself and random boys’ profiles online. There were days she wouldn’t come home as well. She often stayed at the boy’s house she fucked that night. Watching her walks of shame in the morning were like sorbet after playing in the hot sun.


  I stayed in my room with the door closed and went between touching myself and reading a new romance I had borrowed from the school library. College would only last so long, and then I would put it behind me. Move to one of the big cities and lose my virginity. Meet a man who loved me. A man who didn’t care about my large, feminine dick because I wanted to keep it. It was too delicious to change.


   


  ♦


   


  Gilbert


  Gilbert was twenty-two, a college junior, and running late for class. He had a football scholarship to a school not far from home but far enough it made sense for him to have his own apartment. He didn’t want to drive forty minutes each way, so his parents paid his rent until he graduated next year with an engineering degree.


  Life came easy for Gilbert. He was a handsome football star with a nice body. He was tall with tan skin and seductive brown eyes. Gilbert had zero problems finding women on campus, but out of all the women he had bedded, none of them were cheerleaders. He only had eyes for one cheerleader, and her name was Dorothy Jowett.


  Gilbert couldn’t pinpoint what attracted him to Dorothy, but it had become somewhat of an obsession. He would distract himself looking at her while running down the field. She had large breasts that sat high in her uniform.


  When she kicked up her legs, Gilbert had a hard time not running over to her to hold her leg and help her stretch. Or would she prefer if he ran his tongue from her thigh to her foot? He wouldn’t mind sucking on her pinkie toe. She probably painted them pink. Or red. Gilbert didn’t care too much what color they were if he could get his hands on his fantasy woman.


  It was like chasing a goal he couldn’t reach. Gilbert had gone to all the cheerleaders’ parties since starting university, but Dorothy hadn’t attended one. Not once, and Gilbert had resisted the advances from the other cheerleaders. He wouldn’t dip his ink in their pool if it wasn’t for Dorothy. The university was large enough to avoid the other cheerleaders.


  One had a major crush on him. Her name was Katie, and she had red hair. Katie wasn’t unattractive, but she didn’t attract Gilbert like Dorothy did. There was something about Dorothy’s shyness that drove Gilbert mad; like how she blushed when Gilbert tried to talk to her. Or the way she would cheer extra loud when Gilbert had a successful play. He could distinguish her voice from the others.


  Since Dorothy had been so hard to pin down over the years, Gilbert had come up with a plan, and it was about time to set the dominoes in motion. Gilbert had once asked Dorothy her birthday and remembered instantly because it was the same day as his childhood friend’s birthday.


  Gilbert checked his watch. He had just finished his engineering class and needed to find Dorothy’s friends. He went to the cafeteria and saw Katie sitting with a couple of the other cheerleaders at the table. She had made a move on Gilbert a few times, but he always refused and told her it was because of his crush on Dorothy. He could tell she both loved and hated his answer.


  “Gilbert, what are you doing here?” asked Katie, her voice a touch too high. Gilbert couldn’t date someone who spoke in that octave. Katie’s voice would grate against his ears like a mower cutting grass.


  “You were just who I was looking for, Katie. Nice to see you Michelle and Jasmine.” The women narrowed their eyes at Gilbert.


  Katie tilted her head to the side. He saw her eyes move toward his dick. It was in line with her face. She could stare all she wanted, but his dick hard desires for another woman. “Why were you looking for me?” asked Katie. A flicker of hope peppered her voice. Michelle and Jasmine glanced at her.


  “Dorothy’s birthday is coming up,” said Gilbert. Katie’s face deflated. Her lips pushed together.


  “What about Dorothy’s birthday?”


  “I was hoping you ladies could help me throw her a surprise party.”


  “That’s an amazing idea,” said Jasmine.


  Katie put up her hand to silence Jasmine. “You know she hates parties, ladies.”


  “Yeah, Gilbert. Dorothy hates parties,” Michelle said. She had a way of following Katie like a puppy. They weren’t roommates, but Katie spent a lot more time with Michelle than Dorothy. She was like her sidekick. An unpaid assistant. Jasmine spent a lot of time with the ladies too but had a full life outside of Katie, unlike Michelle.


  “Dorothy is shy, but she loves all of us. Her birthday is next week, and I want to have a party for her. Who’s in?”


  Jasmine raised her hand. Katie crossed her arms over her chest, leering at Jasmine who now stood next to Gilbert. Michelle looked at Katie, awaiting her instructions.


  “Katie, she’ll have a blast if we do this for her. She doesn’t want to go to a club, but we’ll rent out a private room at a restaurant or something,” said Jasmine. “Right, Gilbert?”


  “Right,” he said.


  Katie gave in and agreed to help plan the party. Gilbert thanked the ladies and left after putting their phone numbers in his phone. He had a week to plan her birthday and wouldn’t disappoint Dorothy. Gilbert only wanted to make her happy and to hold her in his arms.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  After practice in the gymnasium on campus, I showered in the locker rooms. We had private stalls where I could dry myself, tuck, and get dressed all behind a closed door, so I had no problems showering after practices. The games were harder because the stadium had less-equipped locker rooms. I couldn’t wait to get home and work on my paper. It was my birthday today, but I watched a movie at home with the ladies last Friday night to celebrate. That was enough.


  I turned twenty-one today but had no desire to buy alcohol. No urges to get trashed at a bar and stumble home. What if I drank too much and revealed my secret? Some days, I just wanted to blurt it out, but there were other days I was grateful to have never said a word.


  Not everyone on the cheer squad was as accepting as they would have answered in a questionnaire. I heard them say crude things about women like me; women who weren’t born in their cis body. Those fellow cheerleaders had no clue there was a ‘deformed’ woman on their same team cheering alongside them. Katie, Michelle, and Jasmine had never talked like that, but they didn’t know my secret either.


  Nobody did.


  When I stepped out from the shower stall and went to my locker, my girlfriends were gossiping about Katie’s latest catch. He was a guy on the hockey team, but she wasn’t sure she would see him again.


  “Dorothy,” Katie screeched when she saw me. She was wearing a bra and jeans. Her hair still damp from the shower. I had walked around the locker room a few times wearing only a bra and jeans but always felt exposed. What if they saw my tiny scars? What if they connected the dots? Cis women had breast implants, but I preferred not to not give cause for suspicion. The few times I had mingled in a bra were enough to prove my femininity. For those bitches to not see me as a ‘deformed’ woman. They couldn’t tell I was any different from them. If only they knew. Would I laugh? Cry if they tortured me? Would my girlfriends ditch me and make me want to quit the team?


  “Hi, Katie,” I said, holding my bag by its strap.


  “Why do you always get dressed in the shower? There’s far too much steam for me to put on a shirt.”


  “I don’t run the water very hot. Never noticed,” I said. Jasmine smirked. Michelle lips turned down.


  “What are you doing tonight?”


  “Writing my paper. It is due next week.”


  “You’re writing a paper on your birthday?” asked Katie. She looked insulted.


  “What’s wrong with that?”


  “You should celebrate today,” said Jasmine, touching my hand. If it were only Jasmine asking me, I would have considered, but I didn’t want to run around the city with Katie. She could do far too much for me, and I didn’t have the energy. Practice was difficult. The coach had worked us like bread dough.


  “We had a movie night on Friday. That was enough for me,” I said.


  “Just let her go,” said Michelle. Something about her tone flipped me like vegetables on a grill.


  “Fine,” I said. “What did you ladies have in mind?”


  A flicker of frustration crossed Katie’s face. I didn’t address it because Jasmine whisked me away, and Katie was only wearing a bra. It took her and Michelle a minute to catch up, and the moment had passed. Girlfriends gave each other dirty looks. I wasn’t innocent, but there was something off about Katie’s vibe.


  “Where are we going?” I asked Jasmine. She was sweet like pumpkin pie and never meddled in the drama Michelle and Katie could stir up. She was a neutron. Michelle, Katie, and myself were the protons and electrons. I could roll around in the drama and lose myself. It made me feel like a girl, and part of me loved every second of the dirty looks and sly comments. I had always dreamed of living life as a girl. I carried tampons in case a girlfriend ever needed them. Gossiping in the bathroom was a favorite of mine. Katie and Michelle were the same, but Jasmine swerved and changed topics. She never spoke poorly of a girl on the squad. She didn’t speak bad of an ant crawling over her food. Instead of swatting it away, she would pick it up and place it on the floor.


  Katie and Michelle caught up to us by the exit. We all walked to Jasmine’s car in the parking lot. She hadn’t answered my question, so I asked her again.


  “It’s a surprise,” she said.


  “You’ll love is,” said Michelle.


  Jasmine pulled away, and Katie said something under her breath I didn’t catch. Instead of asking her what she had whispered in the backseat, I turned up the music and sang along. Jasmine joined me, and we were in a giggling fit by the time we had arrived at my favorite restaurant. It was an Italian place about ten minutes from the university.


  “What are we doing here?”


  “For your birthday,” said Jasmine. Katie got out the car, and Michelle followed her to the door. When we walked inside, I was shocked to see several players from the football team, coaches, and a few of my other friends from the nursing program. Tears swelled in my eyes as we approached the private room. I was wearing jeans and a thick sweater to fight the winter’s cold.


  People hugged me. Everything was a blur until I was standing in front of Gilbert. He looked down at me, and I could see the desire in his eyes. If only he knew who I really was. How would he react when I told him my name used to be Zach? Would he still look at me with lust in his sexy dark brown eyes?


  “Hello,” I said. My voice had become lighter after years of practicing. I used to record myself and listen to it until I sounded exactly how I wanted. Until Dorothy came to life and boys started looking at me with desire. Between the breasts and mastering my voice, it had almost happened too fast. Men were all over me, but they didn’t know about my dick. I had told one, and his horrid reaction turned me off dating. It had turned me off of meeting men until Gilbert walked back into my life.


  Until he started gazing at me from across the football field. Fate had brought us together, but I ignored the message. College was a transitional period. I had decided nobody would learn my secret before I began and stuck to that, no matter how hard it was.


  “Dorothy, I’m glad you made it,” said Gilbert. He flashed his teeth, and my legs almost buckled. Katie cleared her throat. I turned and noticed the entire table was staring at Gilbert and me. I covered my mouth, chuckling, and took my seat. Gilbert sat without taking his eyes off of me. He made me feel like the exclusive car on a sales lot.


  The dinner passed, and it was fantastic to see all of my friends in one place. My heart grew throughout the supper as my people filled it with their love. People left after we shared my birthday dessert, but my girlfriends lingered. Gilbert did too.


  The ladies chatted while Gilbert stared from across the table. Everyone pretended not to notice, but Gilbert’s gaze was making me uncomfortable. Every time he looked at me, it was like he could see who I was but couldn’t put the pieces together. Did Gilbert know on a subconscious level his old friend had become the blonde sitting across from him? Gilbert looked at my girlfriends and cleared his throat. They made an excuse to use the bathroom.


  “I thought they’d never leave,” said Gilbert.


  “Why were you hoping they left?” I asked.


  “Go out with me. Everyone knows I like you, but you always avoid me. Why is that?” asked Gilbert.


  “Why would a guy like you want someone like me?”


  Gilbert shook his head. “You’re far more beautiful than I am handsome, Dorothy. But doesn’t that make us a better match? Everyone already thinks we’re both hot,” said Gilbert.


  I felt my cheeks growing hotter. They were probably redder than the pasta sauce that remained on my plate. “Trust me, you don’t want to go out with me.”


  “You’re wrong. Just one time. If you don’t like me, I’ll leave it alone.”


  I squeezed my hands together in my lap under the table. Gilbert had attracted me from day one of freshman year. I hadn’t even realized he was my old friend until a few months in, and ever since, my secret had felt more important. Would all my efforts fall apart on a date with Gilbert? Spending more than a few minutes with him was dangerous, and I had avoided it at all costs, physical and emotional.


  I noticed my girlfriend waiting by the hallway for the bathroom. We had already paid and could leave whenever. “Gilbert, I’m flattered, but—”


  “No buts, Dorothy. Stop making me beg and give me your number.”


  I narrowed my eyes but was tired of fighting him off. What sane woman told a man like Gilbert ‘no’ this long? People would get suspicious. One date, and I would never go out with him again.


  “Fine,” I said and gave him my number but left before he could use it. I ran to my girlfriends and burst into laughter as we raced to Jasmine’s car.


   


  ♦


   


  Gilbert


  Holding his phone, Gilbert thought when he should use Dorothy’s number. Now that he had it, it was like a grenade without the pin. A bomb counting down the seconds until detonation. Gilbert lay on his bed and wondered what Dorothy was doing.


  They lived in the same complex but different buildings. He had watched her walk from her car with groceries several times. She was like a bird gliding through the sky when she walked. Gilbert wasn’t sure she had ever noticed him in the apartments, or she was superb at ignoring his eyes.


  Gilbert stared at his cell phone screen. He had memorized Dorothy’s number by repeating the digits like a chant in his head. His mind was lost thinking about everything that had happened in life since Gilbert first saw Dorothy their freshman year. He was practicing with the team, and Dorothy’s blonde hair reflected the sunlight and had blinded him before throwing a ball.


  It had been a terrible throw, but a river of desire ran over Gilbert when his eyes focused on the cause. Dorothy had been stretching, pulling her right leg up by her head. It had looked like she was doing the splits standing up. Dorothy’s flexibility and grace hooked Gilbert, but her mysterious, knowing gray eyes kept Gilbert going back for more. He had never tried so hard to get a woman as long as he’d been alive. Most women went to Gilbert with little effort on his end. His muscles and rugged features attracted them, but Dorothy wasn’t so easy.


  She had finally agreed to go out with Gilbert, and he couldn’t wait to spoil her. Gilbert locked his phone before he lost his mind repeating Dorothy’s number. He hadn’t texted her but would. Gilbert reached his hand in his pants and closed his eyes, an image of Dorothy sketching itself in his mind.


  He was undressing her and using her feminine holes while stroking his dick. Gilbert pulled his pants down when the tension was too strong. His balls too tight. He hadn’t opened his eyes, and Dorothy was acting dirty in his imagination. He loved what she was willing to do for him.


  Cum shot from Gilbert’s dick, covering his pelvic region and shirt. He didn’t pull it off in time. Gilbert pulled up his pants and changed shirts, avoiding his phone until the next day when he could text Dorothy without coming off too needy. She’d only given him the number a few hours ago, and he didn’t want to ruin the tension and scare her away.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  It was Saturday afternoon, and I was rushing to get ready. I had stayed up all night studying for a nursing exam to make time for my date with Gilbert but slept through my alarm. Katie hadn’t woken me up either. The day had passed as my eyes remained closed. I was lost in a dream. Gilbert and I had been swimming in a pool. Kissing under the water. His body was rock solid and a delight to touch.


  After a quick shower, I dried my body. My door was locked because I had to tuck. While concentrating on maneuvering my feminine balls, I heard a knock at the door. Katie must have forgotten her keys. It wasn’t like her but not the first time.


  I cracked the door and hollered, “Give me a second, Katie. I’m changing.”


  “It’s not Katie,” said Gilbert in a deep rumble. His voice was like a car driving down a gravel road. I wanted him to hold me down and whisper dirty assertions in my ear. Would he like my thick lady dick? “Hello?” asked Gilbert. I cursed and had lost concentration while tucking. Gilbert couldn’t see me like this. He was forty-five minutes early, and I had already planned how to use every minute.


  “You’re early,” I said, hearing the desperation in my voice. “I’m not ready, Gilbert.”


  “Let me in, and you can finish getting ready,” he said.


  I wanted to cry. He would have to wait at least three minutes. I made quick work tucking my dick, but didn’t have time to wrap it and tape it down. Gilbert’s presence was like a grill with cooling charcoal when I still had half the food to cook. I slid on a white thong from my drawer and wrapped the towel around my chest. I walked out to the living room, saying a silent prayer to myself.


  “Coming,” I said. Gilbert hadn’t knocked again, but it took me almost five minutes to get to the door. When I opened the door, Gilbert was standing there. His dark brown eyes took me in, scanning from my wet hair to my uncovered legs. He was holding a camera in his hand. It would have fallen to the ground if he hadn’t caught it by the lanyard. “You caught me at a bad time,” I said.


  “I see that,” he said. His eyes hadn’t moved from my breasts. Gilbert’s stare turned my skin from ice to water. A man had never gazed at me with such desire, let alone one who knew me as well as Gilbert. Only he didn’t know he was staring at the breasts of his old best friend. The thought made me excited yet nervous. Would he love it or hate it when I told him? If he loathed me afterward, would he keep my secret? “Can I come in?” he asked.


  “Yes, sorry. You’ll have to wait while I get ready,” I said, turning. Gilbert stepped through the doorway and closed the door behind him. He stood a head taller than me.


  “Not a problem,” said Gilbert. “I could have gone home and waited but decided to come here and surprise you. I’m sorry if—”


  “No need to apologize. Make yourself at home. Glasses are in the cupboard next to the fridge,” I said and went to my bedroom. My back fell against the bedroom door after I closed and locked it. Gilbert was sitting in my living room and had seen me with nothing more than a towel around my body.


  I took several deep breaths before sitting on the edge of my bed, nervous Gilbert would knock on my bedroom door. I double checked the lock several times before dropping the towel and wrapping my dick. After tucking my dick properly and replacing the white thong, I picked out a black pleated skirt that stopped right above the knees. I wore a thick green sweater with it and warm tights underneath. The weather was cold but not unbearable. I wore boots with a heel to complete the look.


  My heart beat slower now that I had on my clothing. I had grown out my hair long ago. It was naturally blonde, but I lightened it every month or two, depending on how much money I had.


  Staring at myself in the mirror, I arranged my makeup. Gilbert wasn’t making a noise in the living room, so I went to check on him before losing myself in the makeup.


  “What are you doing out here?” I asked. I loved how my boobs looked in this sweater, and Gilbert’s eyes went straight to them.


  “Wow, you look amazing. Not sure if you look better like that or with just a towel,” he said.


  I could feel my face morphing from his words, exposing how smitten I felt from his flirty line. “You need anything, Gilbert? I feel bad. I’m trying to get ready as fast as I can.”


  “Don’t worry. Take your time. I’m just reading the news on my phone,” said Gilbert.


  I nodded and went back to my room before Gilbert turned me to liquid with his words. Sitting in front of the mirror, I mixed my foundation and moisturizer and spread it around my face. The creams were smooth and breathed life into my dry skin. I kept my makeup light and finished in a few minutes. My Adam’s apple had never been very large, so I felt blessed because of that feature.


  Gilbert smiled when I exited my bedroom. I checked my watch, and it was now five minutes before Gilbert should have arrived.


  “See, I wouldn’t have been late if you had arrived on time,” I said and held my phone in his face.


  “What does it matter? You looked stunning when you opened the door,” said Gilbert. He put out his hand without getting up from the couch. I took it and tried to pull him up, but he pulled me to his lap. I fell against him. His body was strong. It was like bouncing against a firm mattress. I rested my palm against his muscular chest, and our eyes met. The same eyes I had looked into so many times before but never in this way. Never with this sexual tension bouncing between our bodies. “Why did you refuse me for so long?” asked Gilbert as he pushed my hair behind my right ear.


  “I’m shy,” I said.


  “You don’t have to be shy with me, Dorothy,” said Gilbert as he stared into my eyes. His eyes were the color of bark on a tree.


  “How do I know I can trust you, Gilbert?” My heart felt like it would detonate. I was snow hanging from a cliff. Gilbert could have told me to suck his dick, and I would have listened. I didn’t need to trust him when my body was reacting this way to his touch. Physical joy would have been enough, but would Gilbert want my body when he discovered the truth? I had to prepare for the worst because Gilbert would shatter my ego to pieces if I felt only the positives before he rejected me.


  Gilbert did what a decent man would. He pulled my body close to him and hugged me tight. “Let me gain your trust, Dorothy. There is something about you. You’re irresistible. I’ve been after you since freshman year. You always told me no, but now we’re here. All I can do is savor the moment and put my best foot forward, Dorothy.”


  I stood up and pulled myself together before I got lost in the emotions I felt. “Let’s leave. What do you have planned for today?”


  I grabbed my purse and followed Gilbert, locking the door on my way out.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  There weren’t leaves on the trees, but they never lost their charm. Their seductive naturalness. Gilbert and I walked around campus after eating a quick snack in the cafeteria. Most people didn’t recognize us, but we had to wave at a few people. No doubt rumors would circle around campus faster than wind could carry a balloon through the sky.


  “What do you think people will say?” I asked. For me, the thought of people talking about my blossoming romance with Gilbert was like walking on hot sand. Gilbert didn’t know how my secret would produce an earthquake of gossip when it came out. Our social lives would cease as we knew it. Those bitchy cheerleaders would get me kicked off the squad.


  “Who cares what people think,” said Gilbert. I glanced at him and traced his mouth with my eyes. The hair that encircled it and covered his face with a light shadow. I had laser hair removal and kept it up to date. We were almost the same height since I was wearing my boots with heels, but Gilbert had a much more masculine frame than me. His shoulders were broad, his arms and chest muscular. “Stand over there,” said Gilbert and pointed to a rock with the university logo etched into it.


  “Why?” I asked. He held up the camera and had a what-do-you-think expression on his face. I shrieked. “You can’t take a picture of me.” He had been snapping pictures of the landscapes as we walked and talked about our classes and the university, only hinting at the obvious tension between us.


  “You’re what I wanted to capture all along,” he said. “Stand over there. Nothing bad will happen.”


  I wasn’t so sure but went to stand by the rock. I heard the camera snapping pictures as Gilbert’s finger pushed the button. “Relax Dorothy, you’re remarkable,” he said. I closed my eyes and shook my body, trying to find a sense of equilibrium when I heard Gilbert snapping photos. I charged toward Gilbert, and he took more pictures.


  While chasing Gilbert around the dead grass, I lost myself. We were two people exploring the world together, sharing this moment on this field. It was like I had my friend back, but Gilbert had no idea who I was. My feet stopped under me when the words echoed in my mind: You have a secret. You have a secret. You have…


  “Dorothy, are you okay?” asked Gilbert. He placed the camera around his neck and walked over to me, touching his palms to my elbows.


  “It’s nothing,” I said and pulled my phone from my pocket. One reason I loved this black pleated skirt were the pockets. The pleats hid them, and the skirt was long enough to have deep pockets without creating an outline of my phone. “You know, Gilbert. I should probably get home to work on homework. Finals are coming up quick,” I said. My birthday always came right before finals and crunch time.


  “You’re right. Thank you for letting me take pictures of you,” Gilbert said.


  “You better not do anything crazy with them,” I said.


  Gilbert agreed he wouldn’t, and we walked toward my house. I felt insane for cutting the date short. I had done my homework and prepared ahead to spend as much time as possible with Gilbert, but my secret was burying me in a lake of quicksand. When we arrived at my door, and Gilbert bent down to kiss me, I stopped him.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked. He looked like a shattered cell phone screen because I had rejected him, but I couldn’t stand this secret between us.


  “There something I have to tell you, Gilbert,” I said.


  “What? Does my breath stink?” Gilbert cupped his hand over his mouth and breathed.


  “No. It’s not that. It’s about me,” I said.


  “What about you? You’re a walking model of perfection,” said Gilbert, making me warm like I had done five minutes of hot yoga.


  I looked both ways to make sure nobody was in the hallway. Katie was never home, and I heard nothing inside. “Gilbert, look into my eyes.”


  He did, and I wanted to crumble but maintained my composure. I could let my walls destroy themselves if he accepted me as a lady with a dick. One I loved and planned to keep no matter what Gilbert thought.


  “What is it, Dorothy?”


  “There is a reason I waited so long to agree to a date with you,” I said. Gilbert waited for me to continue and maintained eye contact. “You know who I am but don’t remember.”


  Gilbert’s face took on a strained expression like he was trying to solve a difficult calculus problem. “I think I would remember you.”


  “Look at my eyes, Gilbert. We were great friends until I moved away to Chicago before high school,” I said.


  Gilbert narrowed his eyes, and I saw him connecting the pieces. Recognizing the color of my eyes that could never change. He covered his mouth, “Zach?”


  I nodded. I wasn’t sure if Gilbert’s expression was shock or disgust, but he didn’t say a word. My mind was building its defenses when Gilbert’s face relaxed. “Wow, but you’re so hot. You’re a chick.”


  “Well, I still have Zach’s stick, but everything else is female?”


  Gilbert took in the new information. He hadn’t run in the other direction. “I thought you looked familiar but never put the pieces together, so I let it go. But wow, Zach.”


  “Please, call me Dorothy,” I said. “If you don’t want to continue this, I understand, but please keep this between us. At least for old times’ sake.”


  “Of course, I wouldn’t tell anyone. And I still find you extremely attractive, Dorothy. We don’t have to rush,” said Gilbert. He took my hands and clasped his over them. Gilbert kissed them lightly, and I felt more vulnerable than I ever had in my life. I had expected Gilbert to reject me and run the other way. I hadn’t expected this gentleness. His tender touch. “If you’re Zach with that body, we might be an unstoppable match.”


  “Please don’t lead me on, Gilbert. I’m too fragile,” I said, not caring if I exposed vulnerabilities.


  “I promise, this isn’t a joke, Dorothy. We will work through this. Good luck studying tonight,” said Gilbert and planted a soft kiss on my lips. His dark brown eyes lingered on me a moment before he released my hands. “I’ll text you. Thank you for today,” he said.


  I was floating on top of the world as I watched Gilbert disappear down the hallway. His taste lingered on my lips. His smell slowly dissipating in the air. I lingered outside the door to enjoy it. When I walked inside, my heart dropped. Katie was on the sofa typing on her cell phone.


  “Hey, Dorothy. How are you?” asked Katie. She was acting like she hadn’t heard a word of my conversation, but I knew she had.


  “Pretty good. How about you?”


  “Just chatting with some boys online. You know how I do,” she said.


  I laughed and said something like ‘right’ but couldn’t remember. My heart was racing too fast to focus as I rushed to my room and collapsed to the bed, wondering how to get information from Katie without asking her directly if she had heard me tell Gilbert my secret.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Gilbert


  Society wanted Gilbert to care about Dorothy having a penis, but that didn’t make her any less of a woman to him. His obsession hadn’t cooled. He was burning for Dorothy like a real picture of the sun. Not the yellow circle people drew as its representation. Gilbert stared at his computer screen but couldn’t follow the words.


  Three days had passed since their date, and Gilbert wanted to see Dorothy again. He needed to stare into her gray eyes. Dorothy knew some of Gilbert’s secrets. Like that time he had eaten a bowl of dirt because he thought it had tasted good. Or when he had cheated on every math test in seventh grade. He had stopped in eighth grade after receiving a warning from the new teacher.


  If people found out Dorothy had a dick, he wouldn’t stop dating her. He could feel himself falling in love and didn’t want to return to reality. Dorothy had been his obsession for almost three years. Maybe he had always known Dorothy’s eyes were Zach’s. Maybe part of him had thought it was strange she had the same birthday and eyes as his old best friend. But Dorothy didn’t show a trace of masculinity. She was a feminine woman, so Gilbert had pushed away the thoughts of Dorothy being anyone else than the shy, blonde cheerleader.


  Since Dorothy hadn’t messaged Gilbert since their date, he would take the first move. He didn’t want to suffocate her but preferred to spend his free moments sharing his space on Earth with her. He couldn’t concentrate on the paper he had due with Dorothy on his mind. Was she okay? What had she been doing since the date?


  Gilbert: Thinking about you, Dorothy. What are you doing?


  Gilbert locked his phone and wrote a couple paragraphs of his paper by the time Dorothy had returned a message.


  Dorothy: Freaking out. Are you free? Can you meet?


  The words on the page disappeared as Gilbert’s body tensed. Dorothy almost never acted panicked, and he hated to know she had been suffering without his knowledge. He felt a primal instinct to protect her. To fight whoever was standing in her way.


  Gilbert: Sure, where do you want to meet?


  Dorothy: The parking lot. I’ll be out there in a second by the office building.


  Gilbert: I’ll meet you there.


  Gilbert hopped up from his chair and grabbed his coat. His roommate was in his room with the door closed. He always had his girlfriend over, and they almost never left the bedroom. Most of the apartments had a bathroom for each bedroom, which the students loved. It brought down the rents without really sacrificing privacy. Gilbert buttoned his coat and double checked he had his keys before going outside to meet Dorothy.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  Katie hadn’t said a word, but I knew she knew. I heard people talking in the hallway when they passed our door while watching television. It wasn’t possible that Katie hadn’t heard, but I hadn’t found a way to ask her. Trying to find the right words was like climbing up a steep mountain without equipment.


  Gilbert was sitting next to me. We were in his truck. I was staring straight ahead, too afraid to tell Gilbert. Would things change if everyone on the football team found out I had a dick? Would he stop looking at me with desire? Gilbert was my old friend, but he was becoming much more than that. We were a man and a woman now. Our bodies responded to the other’s.


  “What’s wrong, Dorothy? You have me worried,” said Gilbert.


  “It’s Katie,” I said.


  “What about her?”


  “She knows.”


  “Knows what, Dorothy? You have to explain what’s happening. I can’t read your mind,” he said. Gilbert reached his hand across the seat and placed it on my lap. His touch was like a wave crashing onto the beach. When I looked up into his eyes, they wrapped me with warmth. Trust.


  I told Gilbert how Katie had been sitting in the living room when I walked inside after our date. He cursed under his breath. Everyone knew how Katie loved to stir a pot of drama. She would bake drama cupcakes and hand them out for entertainment if that were possible.


  “What do you think Katie will do?”


  “I don’t know. She hasn’t said anything, but I don’t trust her with this information. I’m going crazy trying to figure out her next move,” I said.


  “Why did you move in with her if you didn’t want her to know your secret?” asked Gilbert.


  “You know what they say… keep your enemies closer than your friends. Katie is too self absorbed to notice my special tools, but she is the most dangerous of all the ladies on the squad. She loves drama and starting it.”


  “Smart move, but you know she is going to use this.”


  “Three days have passed, and she hasn’t done anything yet. We’re all leaving after finals next week.”


  “Don’t remind me. Are you going to Chicago?” asked Gilbert.


  I nodded. My family lived in the suburbs of Chicago, and I was visiting them for winter break.


  “I’ll miss you. Do you think your parents still remember me?”


  “Oh, I’m positive. I’ve mentioned you to them and showed them pictures of you now that you’re a man. You aren’t the only person who has had a crush these past few years,” I said, and the words felt like a bird fluttering away from its nest for the first time. I was almost never honest with myself and less so with the people around me.


  Guarding a secret was like digging a hole, and after two years I had created a burrow with tunnels. A system of chambers and lies. I didn’t know where one ended or the other began, but I could feel it all coming undone. An earthquake had rattled my life, and the holes were filling in with dirt. I couldn’t stop Katie from telling the world my secret, but I never wanted to lose Gilbert again. Not as a friend, and not as a lover.


  “You hardly even looked at me,” said Gilbert.


  “I didn’t want to confess who I was. There were so many times I almost told you.”


  “The past doesn’t matter because we have each other now,” said Gilbert and took my hand. I was gazing into his eyes and didn’t realize his face was moving closer to mine until it was inches from my face. Panic rose within my body, but I didn’t resist Gilbert’s kiss.


  Feeling his tongue brush mine was like wearing a velvet dress or using jersey sheets. Gilbert scooted across the front seat and wrapped his arms around my body without breaking contact. His mouth had found its home, and I would accept a kiss whenever he wanted to give me one. There would be fights, but Gilbert was mine. I was his. I held one hand on the side of his face. Gilbert’s hand wrapped my midsection beneath my breast.


  “Whatever happens with Katie, please promise you won’t leave me,” I said.


  “You have my word, Dorothy,” he said. His lips were wet from the kiss. They shined in my eyes, making me want more. With my eyes closed, the world disappeared. Nothing mattered. I hoped Gilbert’s word was worth something because I lose myself in his kisses. We may have been friends, but he was a different person. I had changed too. I felt like I had walked a plank and was standing over the violent ocean waves. Would there be a shark vying to eat me or would I find a vacation getaway on a secluded island to save me?


  Gilbert and I stayed in the car for another hour as the windows fogged. We talked but mostly spent the time kissing. My hand brushed his crotch, and I felt his hardness pressing against his jeans. It took everything I had not to undo Gilbert’s pants and wrap my lips around his cock.


  “It’s getting late,” I said. I either had to leave or suck his dick. The kissing couldn’t satisfy my cravings. “Thank you for talking, Gilbert.”


  “Everything will be fine,” he said.


  “I hope so.”


  “I’ll see you soon. Promise I’ll see you before winter break,” said Gilbert.


  “I promise,” I said and opened the door. Sliding out of Gilbert’s truck, I ran away before I changed my mind and offered my body to him.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Katie


  Dorothy had left yesterday for Chicago. She always spent Christmas with her parents. Katie was from a town forty miles away and wouldn’t leave until tomorrow. Michelle was sitting on the sofa with her. They were watching a Christmas movie, eating peppermints, and drinking hot chocolate. It would have been a normal winter day in December had Katie not heard Dorothy’s secret. She had been holding onto it like money for a new laptop.


  Looking at Michelle through the corner of her eye, Katie wondered what she would do with Dorothy’s secret. If she told one person, how quickly would the information spread? Katie hadn’t mentioned overhearing Dorothy’s conversation, but they both knew their front door was paper thin. You could hear keys fall in the hallway if the apartment was quiet.


  Katie opened her mouth and closed it again. She practiced the sentence in her head: you’ll never believe what I heard about Dorothy.


  Dorothy was Katie’s roommate and friend, but they weren’t inseparable. Katie could live without Dorothy in her life. Was sacrificing Dorothy’s secret and happiness worth the momentary fame of a college campus? Everyone would discover Katie dished the secret first. The biggest revelation of the year: the hot blonde cheerleader has a dick!


  If Katie sold newspapers, she would have a winning headline. Katie wondered how she’d never noticed before. Not that Katie spent a lot of time staring up skirts, but she would have expected to notice something. How had Dorothy hidden it so well? What was her relationship with Gilbert from the past?


  “What if I told you I knew a major secret?” asked Katie.


  Michelle turned to face Katie. She had been engrossed in the movie while Katie couldn’t name a single character. Michelle lifted her eyebrow but was visibly annoyed Katie had interrupted her.


  “This movie sucks. You can’t seriously be enjoying this,” said Katie.


  Michelle lifted the remote and paused the movie, “what did you say before?”


  “What if I told you I knew a secret? It’s about Dorothy,” said Katie.


  Michelle’s ears perked up, and she folded her legs under her body. She perched her arm on the sofa. It felt wrong betraying Dorothy on the sofa she had bought, but Katie couldn’t hold the information any longer. It was like enclosed steam without a hole to escape.


  When Katie went to say the words. Her body froze. Her heart became a physical presence as it rattled her chest with its beating.


  “What is it, Katie? Now you have to tell me,” Michelle said and slapped Katie’s thigh.


  “But you have to promise not to tell anyone,” said Katie as though that promise had ever worked before in the history of mankind.


  “Of course, not a soul. Who would I be?” asked Michelle, placing a hand on her chest. Her lips spread to a smirk.


  Katie leaned forward and cupped her hand over Michelle’s ear. They were alone in the apartment, but the secret felt too big to say at a normal voice. “Dorothy has a dick,” whispered Katie.


  Michelle leaned back, and a horrified expression spread across her face. “What did you say?”


  Katie felt horrible, knowing she had released an unstoppable beast, but laughter overcame her. Nervous laughs that sounded oddly satisfied and happy. She was disgusted with herself when the giggling continued and heartbroken when Michelle joined her, but Katie didn’t stop it. A sled carried her down the snowy hill of regret, and she did nothing.


  “Dorothy has a penis. I’m serious,” she said.


  Michelle face contorted, “no way, and she has been using our locker room this entire time?”


  Katie thought of Dorothy as female but added pine cones to the fire. “You’ll never believe what I found in her room today,” said Katie.


  “What did you find?” asked Michelle, her voice high and dramatic.


  They went to Dorothy’s room, and Katie thought to stop at the door, but she was having too much fun. It was a disgusting type of fun, like eating a third slice of pie on Thanksgiving, but Katie craved the attention. She loved when Michelle hung on her every word, but Michelle had been fascinated by that atrocious movie, so her expectations for entertainment weren’t shooting to the skies.


  “You’re so bad,” said Michelle when Katie turned the knob to Dorothy’s room.


  “Shh,” said Katie, and they stepped in the room. Katie thought to show Michelle a random piece of lingerie and not the prize, but every time the fact Gilbert hadn’t rejected Dorothy crossed Katie’s mind, she wanted to dig her nails into her arm and scratch herself.


  Katie took a deep breath and went to Dorothy’s desk. She ruffled through the papers, savoring the letters written on the pages. It was an application to change her legal name from Zach Jowett to Dorothy Jowett. The pages were a couple years old, and they had been hidden well, but Dorothy’s couldn’t deny Zach’s existence.


  “I can’t believe this. She has been lying to us all these years!”


  “Well, withholding information. Nobody asked if she was a man,” said Katie.


  “Who would this Dorothy was a man? Have you seen her?” asked Michelle.


  “What do we do?”


  “How do you want to play this?”


  A hint of evil filled Michelle’s eyes. The look gave Katie pause. She didn’t know how she wanted to use the information but had known Michelle would want to tell the entire squad. Katie knew there was no returning to a world where people didn’t know Dorothy’s secret.


  “I don’t think I can be her roommate anymore, can I?”


  Michelle shook her head. “Don’t worry, boo. You can live with me.”


  “Thanks,” said Katie. “So, what are we going to do?”


  “I have the perfect idea. Do you trust me?”


  Katie knew nothing good could come of this. She was ruining Dorothy’s life and already felt terrible, but there was no turning back. Katie had decided to share the secret knowing Michelle was the one capable of pushing her over the edge. “You know I do,” said Katie.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  Returning to Bendersville was like walking through a thick layer of fog. Over winter break, I had nearly forgotten about Katie and my conversation with Gilbert. He and I had texted over the holiday, but the messages were sporadic. We were both busy running around with our families. A few messages at night were enough to know Gilbert still cared; I hadn’t lost his heart.


  Katie hadn’t been home since I returned. I wanted to talk to her. Bribe her. What would she need to keep my secret? Nobody had messaged me, so I assumed she had told no one what she heard. In Chicago, the conversation had been like a faint star in the night sky. Sitting in my bedroom, the situation felt like standing too close to a bonfire.


  Would everything I had worked so hard to maintain fall apart in an instant? I rubbed my hands up and down my thighs without thought. When I noticed, my skin was red and tender.


  Gilbert: I saw your car outside. Are you back?


  I read the message three times, wondering what to say. Had he memorized my plate number? How sure was Gilbert it was my car? There was that dent on the trunk, but many people had dented cars. I wanted to see Gilbert, but what if he hurt me? What if I opened my heart for him to break it when the truth came out? Katie wasn’t the type to keep a secret. The problem was stealing my breath.


  Gripping the edge of the couch, I steadied my breath. This couldn’t get the best of me. I had to handle the situation and talk to Katie. I was taking deep breaths when Katie walked in the door. Seeing her triggered my gag reflex, and I choked on air.


  “Are you okay?” asked Katie. She had a high-pitched voice that was like fireworks blasting into the air.


  Are you okay? Bitch, you know I’m not okay.


  I thought talking to Katie had been the best idea, but seeing her sent a bucket of doubt crashing over my head. I grabbed my phone, stood up, and ran outside. It was cold, and I wasn’t wearing more than a sweater, but I couldn’t sit in the same room as Katie. Absolutely not. Katie with her red hair, annoying voice, and knowing eyes. She would deny anything. She was a snake hiding under a pile of dead leaves.


  I ran to Gilbert’s apartment and knocked on his door. He opened it a few seconds later and smiled when he saw me. A genuine smile with his teeth. Not the bitch face Katie had just shown me.


  “So, you are home?” said Gilbert. He closed the door. I sat on his couch. The apartment was surprising clean for two men. He had a small Christmas tree in the corner, but its lights weren’t lit. He sat next to me and wrapped his arms around my shoulders, noticing my distress. “Are you okay?”


  I shook my head. I wanted Gilbert to comfort me but feared he would hurt me. How could a man like Gilbert like me when I had deceived him all this time? Gilbert kissed my forehead and squeezed. I melted into his chest.


  “What happened?”


  “Katie knows, and I don’t know what she is going to do with that information,” I said.


  “What can I do to help?”


  I sighed. “Nothing.” We were sitting on the sofa and staring at the blank television.


  “Katie is a bitch, and I’ll do whatever I can to help,” said Gilbert. He had his arm over my shoulder. His other hand caressed my thigh. I hadn’t bothered to tuck before running over here, and my dick was growing against my cotton panties. They were a plain white pair, but I loved how comfortable they were. Running to Gilbert’s apartment hadn’t been on my to-do list, but when Katie walked in the door, my emotions had boiled over.


  “Where is your roommate?” I asked. Katie would do what she did. No matter what I said, nothing would stop her. I had seen her stir up gossip before. Once she started, she couldn’t stop. I wanted to get lost in Gilbert. Would today be the day? Like this? I had planned it in my head for so many years, a tinge of disappointment crawled along my skin. I wasn’t wearing my sexy thong. I had on jeans and a sweater.


  “He’s still with his family. He gets back tomorrow,” said Gilbert.


  I could feel the desire burning in my eyes as I stared into Gilbert’s dark brown irises. After years of crushing on Gilbert, we were here. He knew my secret, accepted it, and was still looking at me like I was a vault of gold. If I hadn’t felt his breath on me, I would have thought it was a dream.


  “You busy tonight?”


  “I am now,” I said and kissed Gilbert. He moaned as our lips touched. His breath tasted of mints and jalapeno. Our kiss had my dick hard and pressed against my jeans. Gilbert noticed when he parted, and his eyes grew large.


  “Wow, is that your dick?” he asked.


  I looked down at the large bulge protruding from the denim. I was larger than most. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting—”


  Gilbert pressed his finger to my lips. “Don’t apologize. I have never noticed you with a bulge before. It looks… big.”


  “It is, but I’m good at hiding it.”


  “Yes, you are. Because I’ve watched you kick your legs in the air, and there wasn’t even a hint of a bulge. How do you do it?”


  “That’s a lesson for another day,” I said, wondering how often Gilbert would glance my way from the football field. I had noticed him at times, but he was stealthy. The players always wore helmets that hid their eyes. Maybe he had watched me more than I realized.


  Gilbert’s lips returned to mind, and we were lost in each other. The world faded to black as I felt his body press against mine. He kept his weight off me, and I held his muscles while he maintained the position. He smelled of men’s deodorant and a light hint of a pine cologne. A hint of cucumber under it all. I buried my nose in his neck and gave him a wet kiss on the neck.


  His hard dick was rubbing against mine. Gilbert took my breasts in his right hand and rotated it in circles. I was coming undone. My virgin body overly sensitive to Gilbert’s intimate touch. Gilbert was like a model from an advert for the cologne he was wearing and all mine.


  “Can I see it?”


  “Only if you show me yours,” I said.


  “Deal,” he said, but neither of us moved. We lay on the sofa without breaking eye contact.


  “How should we do it?” I asked.


  “Use the bathroom to undress, and I’ll use my bedroom. We’ll both come out naked.”


  My mind and body battled an endless war in my silence. I had never exposed my body to a man before. Less so to one who I could fall in love with. One who could break my heart and crush my fragile soul. I acted tough, but Gilbert making love to me and leaving me would be worse than anything I had experienced before. To love was to risk sanity.


  “I’m sorry, Dorothy. I shouldn’t have—”


  “Shh,” I said. “I want to, but—”


  “No, it’s okay. We don’t—”


  “Gilbert, please. Don’t brush it away before it could happen. I just don’t know that I’m ready to go all the way, but I would love to see your body. Do you really want to see mine?”


  “More than anything,” he said.


  “Fine, five minutes. We’ll count before opening the doors.”


  “Deal.”


  We went to undress. I stripped naked and stared at my body in the mirror. I kept the hair off my dick because it made me feel more feminine. After several laser-hair-removal sessions, my hair had finally thinned out. I hoped in ten years it would never grow back. The five nerve-wrecking minutes passed like an hour at the beach.


  “You ready?” called Gilbert.


  I glanced down at my naked body. Seeing Gilbert’s was worth exposing mine. This was what I wanted, even if it would hurt me later. “Yes,” I said.


  “Three, two, one…”


  I opened the door, and Gilbert was standing there. He had little body hair. A trail led from his belly button to the trimmed bush around his half-erect dick. He had large biceps and a six pack I wanted to kiss. Gilbert stepped forward, his eyes moved over my body but focused on my feminine dick.


  “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen,” said Gilbert. My dick twitched and started growing at his words. I went to return the compliment, but Gilbert stopped me with a kiss. Our dicks touched. They pushed up and pressed against our naked torsos. Gilbert’s hands guided along my back and landed on my ass.


  A natural urge came over me, and I sank to my knees. Gilbert’s dick wasn’t as big as mine, but I wasn’t a size queen. Gilbert had a handsome dick, and it would do me just fine. I wanted to show him, so I wrapped my lips around his manhood. He buckled at the touch of my lips and held my head for support.


  “Fuck, your mouth feels amazing,” he said. I moaned on his dick and took it as far as I could, choking on his extension. He loved to hear me struggle. I loved struggling for him. He fucked my face hard for the next several minutes, and I took each thrust with glee. I held my dick in my hand but would cum if I stroked it. Gilbert pulled out and held his dick in his hand. It looked bigger hanging in my face; my saliva glistening on his rod. “Open your mouth,” he said.


  I parted my lips as Gilbert stroked his cock above me. He slapped it against my bottom lip. It was heavy. His tip salty. Gilbert stroked his dick for several beats before a stream of cum surprised me and landed on my tongue.


  “Fuck,” said Gilbert. His muscles flexed as he shot several loads into my mouth. Gilbert relaxed after he unloaded himself, and I swallowed everything I could. Gilbert licked the rest off my face with his tongue before kissing me. A couple beats later, he stood and stared down at my dick. “I’ve never sucked a dick before.”


  “I hadn’t either,” I said.


  “Would you like me to try?” he asked and got to his knees.


  I stood. Gilbert sucked my hard dick. He couldn’t take more than half its length, but it felt incredible having his tongue slide over my shaft.


  I gripped Gilbert’s head as the cum left my dick. The touch was too new. My body too sensitive. I hadn’t lasted more than a few seconds, but Gilbert swallowed as I had. He stood and wrapped his arms around me. We stood there for a moment holding each other before putting out clothes back on and watching a movie on the couch.


  I didn’t remember falling asleep but woke up in Gilbert’s bed the next morning and snuck out before he could pull me back in. His shirtless body had been hard to resist.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  Gilbert


  Every year went quicker than the last, and Gilbert couldn’t believe another football season would end soon. He and his teammates were practicing on the football field for their game on the weekend. Most of the students had returned from school, and Gilbert couldn’t stop thinking about his night with Dorothy. They hadn’t spent more time together, but Gilbert could feel her body like the air in his lungs. He would never forget the feeling of holding her in his arms.


  After practice, Gilbert went over to his gym bag. Sweat was dripping down his face. He wiped it off with a towel and grabbed his phone. The laughter began in the background. People were staring at Gilbert. He saw his reflection in the black screen.


  “Wow dude, didn’t know you swung that way,” said one player.


  Another chimed in, “don’t drop the soap around Gilbert.”


  “Hide your dick. Gilbert might try to touch it.”


  “What the fuck are you talking about?” asked Gilbert. His hands were balled into fists. The veins in his arms pulsated.


  A player shook Gilbert’s shoulder. “Check your phone, bro,” he said. The other players walked away laughing, and Gilbert unlocked his phone. His phone was buzzing every second with a new notification. Gilbert opened his email that was labeled ‘urgent’. His phone fell to the ground when his eyes registered the photo.


  Someone had taken a picture of Dorothy with her leg kicked in the air and added a huge penis. They had added Gilbert on his knees under the dick, using a photo from a football game. There was another picture with blurred out letters, but it had two names: Dorothy Jowett and Zach Jowett. The person Dorothy was before Gilbert had fallen in love with her. It didn’t matter that Dorothy had a penis because Gilbert loved her for her shy, entrancing nature. He loved her for the night they had spent together. Whoever sent this message would pay. It came from an obviously fake email address. They were as easy to make as ice water.


  Gilbert exited from the horrid photo and went to the ones he had emailed to himself from their date. Gilbert stared at the radiant images of Dorothy posed around campus. Her hair caught in the wind. Her gray eyes like the winter sky. A tear swelled in Gilbert’s eye as the realization came over him. Dorothy must have seen the email. She must have been in terrible pain. Gilbert tossed his phone in his gym bag, skipped a shower, and headed straight for the complex. He had to see Dorothy. He had to let her know he would help her through this. They would find out who sent this disgusting photo, together.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  An index card. Red lipstick. I came home to an index card someone had kissed. No message. No words. Just the outline of a pair of lips. I assumed they were Katie’s because the lipstick was her signature red. Perhaps Michelle had done it, but everything happened at Katie’s bidding. Katie wasn’t home, and I wouldn’t know what to say if she were. She knew she had the upper hand. The photo had circulated around campus faster than a brick falling from the sky.


  My walk home had been the hardest journey of my life. People watched me like a white van in the parking lot. I wasn’t harmful, but it was like I had a disease people didn’t want to catch. People acted like I had chosen my body at birth. As much as I loved my penis, being born a cis woman would have been yards easier. I wouldn’t have had a secret to hide. My sex life would have been normal. Maybe Gilbert and I would have had our relationship and broken up already. Instead, I had been hiding with a massive secret for years. Didn’t people understand how their pointing and name calling hurt me?


  I was sitting on the sofa when someone knocked at the door. My eyes were red and swollen. I didn’t want to see anyone. Nobody could comfort me.


  “Dorothy. Fuck those assholes,” Gilbert said through the door. His voice was crystal clear. It only reaffirmed that Katie had been the one to share my secret. Even if she hadn’t created the photo, she betrayed my trust. I hadn’t been careful, and now Katie wasn’t a friend. I could never look at her the same again.


  “Leave me alone,” I said.


  “Dorothy, open the door. I only want to be there for you. I’m sorry this is happening,” he said.


  My sense of reason had disintegrated when that message arrived on my phone. I disabled my social media. The attacks were relentless. People would sacrifice a human for a day of fun. I grabbed a pillow and threw it to the door. “Leave me alone!”


  “Please, Dorothy. Let me comfort you.”


  I picked up a glass the second time. The water flew in circles as it spun toward the door. When the glass shattered against the wood, I heard Gilbert curse. Our connection didn’t matter. I couldn’t stay at Bendersville College with this floating in the air. How could I continue on the squad when my closest friends had turned on me?


  “Dorothy, please don’t push me away. I’m only trying to help you.”


  I became blind and hardly remember what happened next. All I know is I ran to the door, swung it open, and spewed hateful words from my mouth. What I remembered most was Gilbert’s hurt face. I knew my words were inflicting pain. I knew they were like a liquor bottle breaking over his head, but Gilbert was no different from anyone else. He had the same capacity to hurt me, and I couldn’t trust the oxygen I breathed. Let alone a man I had given my virginity and heart. Gilbert was more dangerous than Katie, and I just wanted to be left alone.


  After I slammed the door in Gilbert’s face, I collapsed to my bed. The tears left my eyes for the first time. They were hot tears of anger. Regret. I should never have shared myself. Eighteen months was nothing. I would have had my own apartment in Chicago and a degree by then without my secret becoming public, but that was a fantasy.


  Everyone knew I had a dick. The blonde cheerleader who never went to parties nor dated boys. Now everyone knew why, and I just wanted to hop into a time machine and return to tell my former self agreeing to a date with Gilbert had been a terrible, dreadful idea.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  Gilbert


  Dorothy’s photo was traveling around the internet like planes in the sky. Nobody could stop it, and Dorothy wouldn’t talk to Gilbert. She hadn’t returned a single one of his messages, which had him feeling needy when he only wanted to comfort the woman he loved. Gilbert was positive Katie was behind the picture but didn’t want to confront her without speaking to Dorothy first. What if she hated him for taking charge? He wanted her permission before he released his full wrath. He would pay a woman to kick her ass if he could find a lady willing.


  Nobody could prove Katie had sent the email around the school, but Gilbert knew it was her because of what Dorothy had told them about their conversation in the hallway. Gilbert felt helpless. He was staring at his phone while sitting in the library.


  There weren’t many people around. He enjoyed the quiet atmosphere to study but was far too worried about Dorothy. How had she been sleeping in the same apartment as Katie without killing her? Gilbert had offered her his bed several times. He would sleep on the couch if she wanted, but she never replied. Not even to let him know she was okay, but she had posted videos on her school profile page. Seconds-long clips of leafless trees swaying in the wind.


  Staring out the library window, Gilbert watched people pass outside. He didn’t recognize anyone until he did. Her red hair bright and commanding. Gilbert’s eyes narrowed as he looked at Katie walking down the sidewalk without a care in the world. It looked like she was whistling. Gilbert’s jaw clenched. He grabbed his backpack and stormed out of the library, hoping he could catch her before she disappeared.


  The cold wind hit Gilbert’s face when he left the library. Katie’s red hair was faint yet visible in the distance. His feet pounded against the sidewalk as he raced to catch her. She turned at the last minute. Her face brightened when she registered it was Gilbert chasing her. He wanted to spit on her in disgust but resisted.


  “Gilbert, great to see you. You have practice today?”


  “Don’t fucking talk to me like that after you sent Dorothy’s picture arou—”


  Katie drew her breath and clutched her bag. “Me? How could you think I’d do something like that to my roommate?”


  “Because you’re a heartless bitch,” said Gilbert.


  “I’d watch your tone if I were you. Wouldn’t want anyone to think you were harassing me,” she said.


  Gilbert tried to even himself with a deep breath, but he could feel his hands balling into fists. He would never hit a woman, but Katie was a special breed. She had no heart. Gilbert tensed when Katie’s hand touched his chest. She looked into his eyes, tilting her head back because Gilbert was much taller than her. She was at least a head shorter than Dorothy.


  “What are you doing?” asked Gilbert.


  “Don’t you want a real woman, Gilbert?” Katie had clutched Gilbert’s shirt when she asked the question in a throaty whisper.


  Gilbert pushed Katie with his chest and walked away before he hit a woman and went to jail. He opened his phone and texted Dorothy that he needed to see her, hoping she would finally reply.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  Getting out of bed was painful. Walking in public made me feel like disfigured. My heart went out to all the people who had to deal with this daily. Most people didn’t choose how they looked, but the average person didn’t care. They wanted to put people who were outside of ‘normal’ in a box with circus performers. I was avoiding the despair and evil eyes. People could gossip about me on social media; I had disabled my accounts and wouldn’t see it. Nobody used the school’s website but a few involved people like me before the photo.


  There was a faint noise in the hallway like someone was standing outside the door. Gilbert? I hadn’t replied to a single message from him. I knew Gilbert cared about me, but it didn’t matter because I couldn’t care about myself. The pain was too real. It was like someone had beaten me over the head with a shovel and left me for dead. There wasn’t any physical evidence of wrongdoing beyond the photo, but words hurt. Strangers didn’t know me other than the ‘cheerleader with a dick’, and the campus was getting a good laugh.


  There were people who had come to my defense, but they were in the minority. Others criticized them for ruining the joke. I was nothing more than a photo on a football field. My emotions didn’t matter. I could speak up for myself, but strangers would bury me in comments. I didn’t have time to fight. My mind was too exhausted to defend myself.


  Katie hadn’t been home all week. She was avoiding me with good reason. She had left an index card with lips in her signature red lipstick. Maybe Michelle had drawn the picture, but they were together. Katie’s big mouth had started it all, and I wanted to push her from a balcony and watch her bones break. I wasn’t a violent person, but this situation was bringing out my darkest thoughts. Why did the world care so much I had a dick? Why was it funny to them?


  Someone knocked on the door. “Go away,” I said.


  “Dorothy,” a feminine voice said. “Please, it’s Jasmine. You haven’t come to class or practice in over a week. I’m worried about you.”


  “I’m fine, Jasmine,” I said. My voice sounded like a hoarse motor. I cleared my throat to hide the sadness in my tone. “Really, Jasmine. I’m fine. Thank you for checking.”


  Another knock. My hands tensed. I wanted to scream and punch a hole in the wall. I wanted to break the screen of the television or run into Katie’s room and rip through her clothes with a knife. Once the thought came to my mind, I couldn’t stop myself. I was standing and in the kitchen. The next thing I knew I was holding a knife and walking to Katie’s room. If she wanted to destroy my life, I could destroy her wardrobe.


  There was a pink dress hanging on the door that Katie loved to wear in spring and summer. She had probably been dreaming of a warm day when she hung it. I stabbed the pink fabric and pulled down. Watching the fabric split in two produced more endorphins than anything I had tried all week. I opened her closet door and pulled out tons of Katie’s dresses.


  I had lost myself stabbing Katie’s clothing, when something touched my shoulder. My body jerked, and my elbow plowed into Jasmine’s side. She buckled and collapsed to the ground. Her startled eyes brought me back to the present. I set the knife on the bed and helped Jasmine to her feet. She took three steps back and sat in Katie’s desk chair.


  “What are you doing, Dorothy?”


  I didn’t know. I was acting crazy and felt insane. Dropping to the floor, I screamed. Veins bulged from my neck. I could hear myself, but it was like I was a different person in a different body. I hardly recognized myself as the high-pitched sound tore through my ears. Jasmine got to her knees and wrapped her arms around me. Her hand rubbing my back calmed me just enough for the screaming to stop.


  Minutes passed, and I came back to reality. Jasmine pulled away from me and looked me in the eyes. “I don’t care what is between your legs, Dorothy. I love you, and you’re one of my best friends.”


  I scoffed. Jasmine looked offended, but it wasn’t her fault. I could only think about Katie. “Tell that to our friend, Katie.”


  “Katie is a bitch, but you are pure. Dorothy, you’re one of my idols. I look up to you, and I hate seeing you like this. What happened?”


  I told Jasmine how Gilbert and I had been dating, but everyone on the football and cheer squad knew that already. But they didn’t know about the conversation Gilbert and I had had in the hallway. Jasmine listened and held me on Katie’s bedroom floor while I explained everything that was happening.


  “Wow,” she said while holding my hand. “I knew something was going on with them. Katie has been sleeping at my house all week.”


  “She’s probably too afraid to see me.”


  “Why don’t I switch with Katie? She and Michelle are evil plotters, and I want nothing to do with either of them.”


  “You living here would be a thousand times better than Katie, but I can’t talk to her. I’ll snap.”


  Jasmine rubbed my hand with her thumb. She had always been the sweetest of the girls on the squad, and I was happy to have her here comforting me. A girlfriend. I wanted Gilbert, but he came with an physical attachment. I wanted to love Gilbert and cherish him as a lover. He couldn’t comfort me in the same way someone like Jasmine could. I hadn’t realized how much I needed someone to talk to until Jasmine appeared in Katie’s room.


  “How did you get in here?” I asked, realizing I hadn’t let her in.


  Jasmine held up a set of keys. “I stole Katie’s keys because she was spending so much time at my house, and nobody had heard from you. Some of us were worried,” she said.


  “And others were busy turning me into memes,” I said.


  Jasmine frowned. “I wish I could stop them. Should I tell Katie I want to switch apartments with her?”


  “Please,” I said.


  “I’ll get right on that,” said Jasmine. She stood up and left before I could change my mind. Katie could tell her ‘no’, but I had a feeling Katie would accept the deal. Who wouldn’t want to live with their unofficial slave?




  Chapter Nine


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  Another week, and I still hadn’t talked to Gilbert. His messages were becoming sparser. He didn’t check in as often, but who would blame him? I hadn’t responded once. One afternoon, he had chased me in the parking lot, and I fled. I didn’t notice him running toward me until I was already in my car with the engine started. His face in the rear-view mirror was one of the saddest I’d ever seen.


  Gilbert was a soft soul, and he loved me, but I still couldn’t love myself. I hadn’t attended class, cheer practice, or any other event. My coach, professors, and friends were texting me with no luck. A couple had called, but sending someone to voice mail was as simple as touching my screen. Who had time to check the messages?


  I could feel my life slipping from me but had no desire to stop it. I was caught in a mudslide. It was burying me in its weight, and I wasn’t one to protest. Could I survive this semester and another year at college when everyone knew me as ‘the cheerleader with a dick’? I hadn’t told my parents of the drama because they would drive down and light the campus on fire trying to avenge me.


  I was sitting on my bed. Katie and Jasmine had switched apartments while I ran errands one day. They moved their clothes and nothing else. I hadn’t seen Katie or Michelle since the photo went live, but Jasmine had. She said they seemed sad but denied ever creating the photo.


  Frankly, they could have fallen into the pool with a rock tied to their ankle, and I wouldn’t have cared. They could take my place as the hottest gossip on campus.


  Two young women drowned in a pool.


  I didn’t want Katie to die, but how else would she know how I felt? My life had been beautiful before the message appeared on social media. Before my reality had crumbled to pieces. I couldn’t walk outside without hearing whispers as I walked past people. Strangers knew me, and I didn’t know them. One photo, and they thought they knew my entire life. It was dehumanizing. Cruel. I never chose to be born as a man while feeling entirely like a woman.


  Anger rose within me. Why did I have to put my life on hold because of the actions of others? There was a football game tonight, and I wasn’t taking this treatment a second longer. I couldn’t hide in the shadows forever, and I didn’t want to transfer to another university. Gilbert was here. Jasmine was too. Everything had been perfection until Katie and Michelle exposed my secret. Shouldn’t they be the ones who had to deal with the fallout?


  I pushed my sadness to the side and allowed my anger to carry me as I dolled up my face with a light layer of makeup. I put on my cheer uniform. They had to warm up before the game, and everyone could get used to my presence then. I wouldn’t let Katie ruin my life. Two weeks of sitting alone in my sadness while Katie lived her life without consequences had been enough. I put on my uniform, grabbed my keys, and headed out the door.


   


  ♦


   


  Gilbert


  Gilbert threw a football on the field to warm up his arms for the game. Every time he looked over to where the cheerleaders were stretching, his chest grew painful. Katie was laughing, tossing her hair from side to side, and making eyes at Gilbert. She was more obvious than a temperature reading on a digital thermometer. He wanted to go over there and scream in her face but focused on football instead. If not, he was liable to end up in jail for assaulting a woman.


  The coach blew his whistle and made the men form a circle. He told them losing was unacceptable. While the coach went on about plays and how to win, Katie kicked her legs in the air. She was staring at Gilbert, not moving her eyes from him for more than a second at a time.


  About fifteen minutes before the game started, Gilbert had thought all hope was lost when a woman with blonde hair walked on the field. She was wearing a cheer uniform. It was Dorothy. She had returned, and Gilbert wanted to run over to her and take her in his arms, but the coach blew his whistle again. They had to go to the locker room, so they could run out to the field.


  Someone touched Gilbert’s shoulder, and he nudged them to leave him alone. Something wasn’t right with Dorothy. She was walking too fast. Then he realized Dorothy was heading straight for Katie, and Katie hadn’t noticed her. Few people had, but more were beginning to notice the blonde cheerleader walking down the field. Whispers grew as the seconds passed. Gilbert shrugged off another person before his coach approached him.


  “Gilbert, get your ass in the locker room,” he said.


  “Wait,” said Gilbert.


  “There is no time to wait, and you know to never talk back to me. Have you lost your mind?”


  “I said wait!”


  Gilbert’s coach was no weak man. He grabbed Gilbert by the bicep and dragged him toward the door that led to the locker rooms. Gilbert relaxed his body and let his coach drag him. He reached the door as Dorothy reached Katie, and the last he heard was a loud, high-pitched scream.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  Katie was within my sights, and she hadn’t noticed me. I could hear the whispers growing louder as more people focused on me rushing down the field. Katie had her head thrown back while laughing. She looked like she had no regrets in the world, which only made me more pissed off. The fury blinded me and stole my reason.


  Walking up to Katie, the other cheerleaders cleared a path. They whispered. I heard the words: dick, penis, man. They could think what they wanted, but I was a woman. I was who I felt, and their opinions wouldn’t change that. They didn’t have to agree with me. They only had to live with me. What harm was I causing them?


  Katie was laughing when I snuck up behind her. I didn’t know what came over me, but my hand grabbed Katie’s hair. I pulled, and a high-pitched scream left Katie’s mouth. The audience grew quiet as our fight became more intense. Katie threw a punch. I slapped her. She pulled my hair, and I pulled hers. We were on the ground rolling around, slapping and scratching. She cut my face by my lip with her nail, and I tasted blood in my mouth.


  Other cheerleaders tried to pull us apart, but we were stuck together like two objects with hot glue.


  After another minutes of intense fighting, Katie and I were shocked when water crashed over us. It soaked both of us, and we fell apart. The coach was standing above us with an empty container in her hand. Water droplets slid from the container and fell to the floor. The wind was colder now that my body was wet. I just wanted a towel and to never cheer another day in my life. It wasn’t worth this drama. I could survive another year with Jasmine as my roommate, but the cheering had to stop. The women were standing in a circle above me. I saw tons of people holding up their cell phones in the audience to record us; I assumed.


  “Katie and Dorothy! Come with me, now!” said the coach. Katie and I slowly stood and followed her to the locker room.


  When we entered the women’s locker room, we went to the coach’s office. She threw her clipboard on her desk. The sound of the clipboard hitting metal vibrated my ears.


  “What the heck was that, ladies?”


  “Lady?” asked Katie.


  I gripped the coach’s desk to resist the natural urge I had to fight again. I took deep breaths.


  “That was uncalled for, Katie. Dorothy is our sister, and we should treat her as such. Dorothy, you haven’t returned any of my messages.”


  “Why don’t you ask Katie why that is?”


  “What is she talking about, Katie? Aren’t you two roommates?”


  “Not anymore,” said Katie.


  “Katie is the one that made that horrid photo of me, Coach,” I said.


  Coach put up her hands for us to stop talking. She typed on her computer and turned the screen. The photo that had circulated around campus was there, glaring in my face like seeing a new pimple before class.


  “You made this, Katie?”


  “No, I didn’t.”


  “Then why did Dorothy attack you?”


  “Because she is crazy,” said Katie.


  “I have a hard time believing someone like Dorothy would attack you for no reason, Katie.”


  “Well, it’s true! She has lost her mind.”


  I scoffed. How could Katie sit here and act like she hadn’t started this? “Then, who did it, bitch?”


  “Dorothy, please watch your language.”


  “No! This fucking bitch exposed me. Yes, I have a dick! What about it? You think I asked to be born confused about my gender? I’m not confused anymore, but you opened up old wounds when you made that picture. You ruined any sense of normalcy I had at this school, Katie. I thought you were my friend,” I said.


  I honestly didn’t care anymore. While sitting in coach’s office, I just wanted this all behind me. I wanted to find Gilbert and apologize for ignoring his messages. The past two weeks had been some of the hardest of my life, but they taught me life lessons about trust, acceptance, and betrayal.


  Katie rubbed her eyes. She hadn’t spoken, and then the tears came. “I’m sorry, Dorothy. I should never had shared your secret after I heard you talking in the hallway. That picture was Michelle’s idea, and I just went along with it. Please, forgive me. I have felt terrible these past two weeks but didn’t know how to talk to—”


  I put up my hand. Katie’s apology was worthless. Was she doing it for coach’s benefit because she had plenty of time to seek me out? We were roommates, and she hadn’t stopped by the apartment once after the photo went live. Her words meant less than leftover crumbs after a meal.


  “Just answer this, Katie. Did you leave that index card on my bed?”


  “Yes, but—”


  “But nothing,” I said and stood. I had to leave because Katie looked pathetic. Her tears for the pain she had caused me hurt more than the photo. How could she be the one crying over this?


  “Is this true, Katie? Did you and Michelle make that photo of our sister Dorothy?”


  Katie sniffled and nodded. She was lucky I could resist becoming violent. My emotions had subsided. Katie wasn’t worth it. I turned to walk out the door, but coach stopped me.


  “Dorothy, I’m sorry that Katie and Michelle caused you this pain, but we can’t have people starting fights on the football field.”


  “It’s—”


  “Please, let me finish,” said the coach.


  “Katie, I’m sorry, but we have to kick you off the team. You and Michelle. It pains me to terminate your positions, but you ladies did something unforgivable.”


  Katie shrieked. Her tears grew three times stronger. The original tears had never been for Dorothy. They were always for her position as a cheerleader. Dorothy went to leave when coach stopped her a second time.


  “And you Dorothy, we’ll have to suspend you from the team for the rest of the season.”


  “That’s fine. I quit,” I said and instantly felt weight lifting from my body. “I’ll turn in my uniform on Monday.” I hurried out the office before coach could stop me again. Whatever she had to say meant nothing.




  Chapter Ten


   


   


   


  Gilbert


  Gilbert couldn’t keep his mind on the game, so he had left at halftime. It was like leaving class after turning in the last test of the semester. Gilbert raced home without changing. He parked in the parking lot and hopped out of his car, running to Dorothy’s door. He banged on the wood when he arrived. Her lights had been on, and he knew she was home.


  Dorothy opened the door. Her face was brighter than the sun at dawn. “What are you doing here? Aren’t you—?”


  Gilbert grabbed Dorothy’s face and kissed her. He smashed his face against hers, upset he hadn’t felt her lips in two weeks. Happy Dorothy was finally in his arms again. “Never do that to me again,” he said.


  “I’m sorry, Gilbert. Everything was too much to handle. Can you forgive me?”


  “There is nothing to forgive,” he said. Gilbert had been in agony over the past two weeks, but it was like that time hadn’t existed now that Dorothy was standing in front of him. “Just promise to never leave me in the dark like that again.”


  “I promise,” said Dorothy.


  “Put on your coat,” said Gilbert.


  Dorothy reached behind the door and put on her coat. She was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt, her favorite. Gilbert loved how Dorothy looked no matter what she wore, but the jeans and sweatshirt always suited her.


  Gilbert lifted Dorothy into his arms once she got on her jacket. Dorothy squealed as they walked away. She hadn’t locked the door. They went inside for Dorothy’s keys, and she locked the door on the way out. Gilbert didn’t put her down once. He couldn’t. He missed her too much to not touch her body.


   


  ♦


   


  Dorothy


  I lay on Gilbert’s bed. His roommate wasn’t home, and we couldn’t stop kissing. I hadn’t realized how much I missed his muscular body. How much I missed his minty breath or his lips against mine. I had feared Gilbert would hurt me, but he only wanted to support me through my darkness.


  “I’ll never keep things from you again,” I said, breaking our kiss.


  Gilbert ran his thumb over my chin has he stared into my eyes, “thank you. You mean the world to me,” he said.


  Our lips touched. They were glistening. I could have kissed him all night but wanted so much more. My body ached. My hole tightened. I could feel Gilbert’s dick pressing against my leg through his pants. I had tucked mine for the game but was dying to set it free.


  “Do you mind if I untuck?” Gilbert shook his head and rolled away to give me space. His eyes were on me like someone driving down the highway. “You should get naked,” I suggested.


  “As you wish,” said Gilbert, raising the shirt from his body. I would never tire of his athletic frame. The six-pack was always a little surprise. If we grew old and fatter together, I could live with that too. I would always have this memory of our youth.


  Gilbert and I undressed. I turned away from him and freed my feminine dick. He complimented my ass and reached his hand out to touch it. I was pulling the tape (made of fabric) from my body. I moved slowly to reduce the pain. The light layer of sweat on my skin helped. When I freed my dick, it stood at attention in seconds with Gilbert’s hand caressing my ass. There was no hiding this erection.


  Gilbert reached around and took my dick in his hand. I moaned, afraid I would cum if he stroked it too many times. Gilbert got to his knees at the edge of the bed. I felt his erection pressing into my backside. He moved his arms and cupped my breasts while sucking on my ear.


  “I love you, Dorothy. I want to explore this and don’t care what people think. Through my eyes, you’re the most beautiful woman in the world. I’ll do everything I can to make this work.”


  Precum was oozing from my dick at his words. His touch. His dick sliding up and down my split. “Are you clean?”


  “Tested two months ago and haven’t had sex since,” said Gilbert.


  “I’ve never had sex,” I said. “Nothing more than what we did.”


  “Would you like to change that?”


  I nodded, closing my eyes. Losing myself in Gilbert’s touch. He hadn’t stopped moving his hands over my body like an ice dancer. Gilbert turned me around and brought me to the bed. I lay on top of him as we kissed. His fingers playing with my hole. My dick and breasts pressed against his stomach.


  Gilbert flipped my body and pulled me to my hands and knees. He went behind me and spread my cheeks before running his tongue along my split. I loved how his tongue massaged my hole, getting me ready to take his dick.


  “You taste delicious. Like oranges,” he said.


  “That’s my soap,” I giggled, and Gilbert went back to watch he was doing; using his tongue and fingers to loosen me. My dick was oozing precum, dripping it to the blanket beneath me.


  When Gilbert lifted his head, I knew the moment had arrived. He got in position behind me and rubbed his tip against my hole. My body was vibrating with pleasure. My dick twitched, threatening to cum. Gilbert had loosened my hole well because when he entered me, the pain only lasted a second. I had expected so much more all these years.


  Having a dick inside felt like eating chocolate in the bath. It felt like stepping out of the shower after a long day of work. Gilbert held my breasts or waist while pounding me from behind. I loved how his movements made my boobs bounce. My hair fell to one side and rocked with his rhythm. I felt sexier than I ever had before with a hunk like Gilbert fucking me. My old friend. My new lover.


  “Fuck, baby,” Gilbert said. He was using slower movements, but his dick was hitting the spot. If I touched myself, I would have exploded.


  “Cum inside me,” I said, knowing what he was ready.


  Gilbert grunted and pushed as deep as he could in my ass. My dick throbbed as his cum filled my hole. I felt little squirts of heat hit me deep inside my body. Gilbert held the position for a minute before sliding out of my box. A little droplet of cum followed his dick and fell from my cave.


  “Wow, that was hot.”


  “You’re telling me,” I said. Gilbert collapsed by my side. I lay there next to him. My dick hard. His softening.


  “Want to fuck me?”


  “Really?” I asked.


  “Sure. Why not? I love you,” he said. Gilbert rolled over so that his ass faced me. I spat on my dick and put it in position. He was tighter than the entrance of a balloon. While trying to push my wet dick into his hole, I ended up cumming on his ass instead. I pushed a little of the cum inside his hole with my finger. We laughed and kissed and held each other until the next wave of desire hit us.




  Epilogue


   


   


   


  Dorothy


  2 Years Later


  Gazing out the window, skyscrapers filled the horizon. Gilbert and I had moved to an apartment in Chicago. We had adult jobs (Gilbert was an engineer, and I was a nurse). Bendersville was a faint memory. Every time I saw a woman with red hair, I thought of Katie, but we hadn’t spoken since that day in the coach’s office. The pain had faded.


  “You ready?” asked Gilbert. We were traveling to St. Louis for Christmas. We had done Thanksgiving in Chicago with my family. Our plan was to switch off the holidays each year.


  “Yes, my bags are by the door.”


  “Let’s go,” said Gilbert. He kissed me and turned off the lights in the house. He was the one running behind yet in a rush. An annoying habit, but I still loved him.


  We didn’t have pets or anything but were planning the next stage of our life together. I glanced at the engagement ring Gilbert had given me over the summer. We had a date set for spring. I couldn’t wait to become Gilbert’s wife and start a family with him.


  Gilbert rushed out of the bedroom and turned off the kitchen light. I grabbed my suitcase and waited in the hallway as he locked the doors. Gilbert let out a sigh after turning the key. “Sorry about that.”


  “No worries,” I said, putting out my hand. He took it, and we walked to the elevator.




   


   


   


   


   


  SWAPPED FOR THE PARTY




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  An organ played a beautiful melody in the background. Pedro Hernandez stood at the alter next to the priest. He and his fiance, Samantha, had been through so much together on their journey to that day. The years of dating flashed before Pedro’s eyes while the bridesmaids and groomsmen filed down the aisle. People waited, like Pedro, for his lovely wife to emerge. He’d spent years waiting for that day. Samantha had been the one with wet feet. Pedro had wanted her since day one. The moment he laid eyes on Samantha all those years ago, he knew that she was it for him.


  Pedro’s mother, sitting in the front, smiled at her son. He looked away from her in embarrassment. The music changed to the wedding march (by Felix Mendelssohn). Pedro’s eyes watered at the sound of the familiar tune. It was his day, his turn. He pictured the future children they’d have together. The house in the suburbs. Going to their parents’ for the holidays. The start to his perfect life was only moments away. His heart raced as Samantha came around the corner, her arm hooked with her father’s.


  A veil covered her eyes. Pedro couldn’t see her face, but she looked stunning. The white dress hugged her small waist and trailed behind her. A young girl had placed flowers down the aisle that tangled with the white fabric along the way. Pedro focused his attention on Samantha, but she didn’t look his way. Her eyes stayed trained to the ground. He wanted nothing more than to see his lovely wife.


  Samantha reached the base of the alter. She kissed her father, lifting her head for the first time. The veil blurred her image, but Pedro would swear he could see tears. He hoped they were happy tears, but the lines on her face said otherwise. She climbed halfway up the alter, looking to her right. Pedro’s heart sank to his stomach. Something wasn’t right with Samantha. Her expression seemed grave. Pedro stepped down to take her hand and encourage her up to the alter.


  She stared Pedro in the eyes, tears running down her face. She shook her head. “No,” Pedro began. He begged her not to do it, but the moment was coming.


  “I ca—,” she said, hardly above a whisper.


  Pedro went down to her level. The priest rose his eyebrow at them. Chatter erupted in the pews. “What’s going on, Samantha? We have a lot of guests here,” he said. Her tears broke his heart, but fear of embarrassment filled him. Everyone from their families stared at them.


  “I can’t do this,” Samantha managed.


  “Samantha,” Pedro said with a slightly defiant tone. “We’ve been planning this for months. You can’t call it quits now.”


  Pedro gripped her hands harder than he realized. She pulled them away. Her eyes changed sharply. Samantha looked past Pedro at someone behind him. His mind blurred. He couldn’t think. Pedro only wanted whatever was happening at that moment to stop and for the day to continue how he’d envisioned.


  The crowd gasped. Pedro didn’t see what happened. Everyone looked behind him. Samantha stared. Something plowed into Pedro, almost knocking him from his feet. His cousin, one of the groomsmen, stood by his side. But he didn’t offer a hand to help Pedro.


  Samantha took the hand of his cousin, Hector, and turned back to Pedro. “I’m sorry,” she whispered before giggling. All the tension had evaporated from her face. Hector scooped Samantha up into his arms and carried her down the aisle and out the door, like Pedro had planned.


  They left, and everyone remained silent. All the eyes focused on Pedro, making him want to hyperventilate. It should have been a dream. That wasn’t real life. Samantha didn’t leave him like a fool at the alter. He slapped his face, looking around the silent room filled with people. Pedro slapped his face again, but he wasn’t waking up. He opened his eyes, stretching them, not believing he was awake, but he was. And Samantha had left him for his cousin Hector.


  After a couple minutes, people fidgeted. Pedro screamed out, “No! You all will not leave right now!”


  Everyone stopped moving. Some people took their seat again. Pedro knocked over the alter. He kicked at the flowers and stomped down the aisle, cursing along the way. His mother ran frantically after him. “Don’t follow me!” he yelled at her. She stopped and cried. Pedro’s father and Samantha’s parents ran to comfort her. Pedro never wanted to see any of them again.


  He ran outside to the fresh Spring air, running far into the city until he couldn’t breathe anymore.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  Virginia Bischoff wasn’t her given name, but she had used it for several years. It suited her. Virginia. She ran her fingers through her platinum blonde hair and listened to a roommate talk about school. Virginia hated school and hadn’t gone back since getting her Associate degree in dental hygiene. It paid the bills, and the hours weren’t bad. It beat serving or going back to school, so she stuck with it.


  Living with three other women had its challenges, but Virginia preferred it to living alone, which she had done in the past. Her entire past was something of a forgotten memory. One day the woman talking, Lauren, came into Virginia’s life and changed it forever. Virginia had never looked back after that day. Life was too good on the other side.


  “Enough Lauren. I can’t hear about another math equation,” one girl said. Lauren was studying to become a math teacher. They heard about it daily. “I’m horny. We should find a new conquest,” Zoe said. She ran her hand through her long brown curls.


  Holly, the new girl in the house, gasped. “We just had a guy last week.”


  “That was enough for you?” Zoe asked in an annoyed voice.


  Virginia watched her roommates. She could go for another guy but could wait. A week from then wasn’t the end of the world, but Zoe persisted, “no, we need one today because it’ll be Spring break soon for Lauren. Then graduation. Who knows where she’ll move next year,” Zoe said.


  “I won’t leave you guys,” Lauren protested. Her eyes were wide and blue like the sea. She had straight blonde hair, but she’d surprise anyone that doubted her.


  “How many pills are there, anyway?” Holly asked. She had a nervous register to her voice. The newness must not have worn off for her. Virginia watched Holly with admiration. There was so much innocence left in her. She was twenty-one, the youngest of the group. She was a senior in college too with Lauren, but Lauren had taken her time to get there unlike Holly. Holly patted her short hair and recrossed her legs.


  Zoe got up to check on the pill supply. She went to the buffet in the dining room and came back with the tin container. They all waited anxiously for Zoe to open it. She cracked the lid. There were six left in the box. Six more men they could transform to women until all the magic pills disappeared.


  “Can we get any more of these?” Zoe asked, looking at Lauren.


  “You know the story. I met a strange woman, a few years ago now, that gave me forty of those pills. Those are all I have. I don’t know how to get more,” Lauren said. She had the same number of reversal pills, which she kept locked away in a safe in her room. Whenever she converted a man, they got a reversal pill stored away with their name on it. All the girls in the house had a reversal pill, but none of them wanted it. It was a once-in-a-lifetime experience, never to repeat again.


  Six pills remained. Only four women hadn’t transformed back, and they all sat in that room. The ladies looked at each other. Lauren spoke, “the guy we had last week went back to being a man after. We have to study these guys more and make sure they might want to stay a woman.”


  “Or we can just have hot sex,” Zoe said.


  “Please,” said Holly. She didn’t enjoy the dirty talk, even though she was freaky behind a closed door. But that took a certain mood. It was like a switch for her.


  Virginia thought about going back to her life before Virginia, but the man she used to be was depressing. He was skinny and women never looked in his direction. As a woman, both men and women looked her way when she walked into a room. Life was better as a woman, for now. Maybe she’d go back one day. She didn’t know.


  “Let’s wait until next week,” Lauren said.


  “Next time. We can do this and then wait until after spring break,” Zoe said.


  “What do you think, Virginia?” Holly asked.


  “I could go either way.”


  “It’s your turn to find a guy,” Zoe said to Virginia.


  “I know,” she said.


  “Well, get to finding a guy, and then we can have some fun,” Zoe said.


  Virginia sighed. She hated when she had to find the guy, but it wouldn’t take long. It never did. She gathered her bag to start the hunt. Work packed her schedule for most of the week, so she wanted to use her off-day wisely. Saturdays didn’t come every day.


  “Where are you going?” Lauren asked.


  “To find us a man to change to a woman,” Virginia said as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. She hiked her bag up her shoulder, leaving the other girls behind to wait for her bounty.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  The city blurred around Pedro. He couldn’t see straight. What had that bitch done to him? Leaving him for her cousin. Pedro spat on the sidewalk. He ripped the tie from his shirt, checking behind him again to make sure nobody had followed him. He knew Samantha hadn’t. She was probably busy fucking Hector in some alley. Pedro screamed into the air. People walking down the sidewalk gave him strange looks. He snarled if someone looked in his direction too long. The day that was supposed to have been the best of his life turned into the worst.


  Perhaps it was the best for Samantha. Pedro’s stomach churned as he wondered if he’d receive a wedding invitation from them in the future. People moved on like that, acting like everything was fine and normal. Pedro would have to lick his wound. Be a man. What if he didn’t want all that?


  After what felt like hours of wandering around on that Spring day, Pedro’s legs ached. He didn’t have a phone. He didn’t know where he was. Pedro had his wallet and nothing else. Maplefield wasn’t close to the big city, where Samantha had to have her wedding. She had wanted to skyscrapers in the background for the photos. Maybe she and Hector were taking photos somewhere. Thinking about Samantha was like cutting himself with a knife; painful and pointless. She had decided and wasn’t coming back anytime soon.


  Pedro saw a flashing light on the corner. Liquor store. It was early in the day, not yet five in the afternoon. He didn’t know what time, but he’d guess there were a few hours to go. People stared at the angry-looking man wearing a tuxedo as he stumbled to the cash register.


  “What happened to you?” the guy behind the glass asked.


  Pedro didn’t respond but said, “give me five shot bottles of whiskey.”


  “You got ID?”


  “How old do I fucking look? I was supposed to get married today, and the bitch left me for my cousin. Happy? Now you know what happened,” Pedro said and slammed his fist against the counter, trying not to let the tears fall from his eyes. He was stronger than that. Samantha couldn’t control him. She didn’t worry about what’d she’d done. He had to act like her, just another day in paradise.


  “All right, man,” the attendant said and swiveled the bottles around to him.


  Pedro slipped cash under the window and stormed out the store. He shot back the first bottle the moment he got outside, slipping the rest into his pockets to drink along his walk. Pedro continued down the street with nowhere to go, nobody to see. They had a trip booked, but Pedro wouldn’t go. The hotel was in Samantha’s name. She and Hector would go there and do things Pedro couldn’t think about without his stomach turning.


  Continuing deeper into the city, Pedro wanted to sit somewhere and get some food in his stomach. Sweat built under his hot tux. He went inside an air-conditioned cafe and ordered a coffee and snack. The barista gave him an awkward glance like the man from the gas station, but the young woman was polite enough to ask nothing. She wasn’t too much different from Samantha. Her hair had a similar texture. The longer he stared at the woman’s face, the less she looked like Samantha. Pedro was seeing Samantha everywhere. Every woman looked like her. His head spun.


  The woman called Pedro’s name. He took his coffee and went to the corner away from the rest of the tables. The seat had a sight line of the door but sat away from the other tables. Two chairs, but nobody would sit next to the sullen man whimpering into his mug of coffee. Pedro turned, facing away from the lobby, and slipped two shots into the coffee. There were pots sitting on the counter for refills. He wouldn’t run dry.


  People came and went from the cafe without paying him any attention. A couple patrons looked in his general direction, but nobody used the chair. An hour passed, and nobody used it. His mind ran with the possibilities of Samantha and Hector. He pushed away the thoughts, but they’d only come back and eat at his mind more.


  Pedro got up for a refill and went back to his chair, sipping another shot into the drink. The world swayed around him. He leaned back into the chair and closed his eyes, trying to block out everything. It was hard with the stiff clothes, but Pedro did his best.


   


  ♦


   


  Virginia wore heels and a light dress to go with the Spring day. She didn’t know where to start her search for their next guy. Bars in the daytime were good places to find guys who’d try anything, but the low-hanging fruit tired her. It was a fantasy for them. They turned to a woman, enjoyed the sex, and always changed back to leave in the end. The younger men wanted to enjoy it longer. It was always a gamble, and they didn’t have many pills left.


  As Virginia walked down the sidewalk, her mouth broke into a yawn. She needed a coffee. There was a great place around the corner she remembered, not too far from some museums in the city. Did single men hang out at museums in the daytime? It was a Saturday, not impossible. She planned to investigate.


  The smell of coffee permeated Virginia’s senses as she turned the corner. A couple left the cafe smiling, holding their steamy drinks. Virginia’s mouth watered at the sight. Her head pounded a little. She couldn’t live another second without coffee.


  A lonely man in the corner caught her as she stepped inside, but she didn’t have time to assess the situation. Caffeine screamed at her from the counter. She ordered a latte and went over to the filling station to get a better look at the guy.


  It was like watching at a hurt animal. The man rested with his eyes closed, alone in the corner. He wore an oddly extravagant suit for someone drinking coffee in the middle of the day on the weekend. He hair groomed but disheveled. It looked as if he’d pulled at his shirt, almost ripping it from his body. The man hadn’t bothered to tie his shoes. His body language repelled anyone that went close that section. Virginia didn’t even hear the barista calling her name because the sight of the man entranced her.


  “Virginia,” the barista screamed and finally caught Virginia’s attention. She ran over to the counter and grabbed her latte, throwing an extra dollar in the tip jar for ignoring the woman. Virginia apologized and went to look at the lonely man in the corner again. She couldn’t believe the luck. It was like Christmas finding him so easily. No museums necessary. Virginia took a deep breath, shaking out her platinum blonde hair, and walked over to the man.


  He didn’t seem to notice her approach. The cafe was loud with chatter. Virginia leaned over into the stranger’s personal space and cleared her throat. He jumped in his seat. Virginia looked down at the man. He didn’t return her smile. His chocolate eyes dark with anger. Virginia brightened her smile even more and spoke in her sweetest voice, “it’s terribly busy in here today, do you mind?” she asked, gesturing to the empty chair.


  He grunted and said, “sure, do what you like.”


  Virginia sat down, crossing her legs, keeping her back straight. “Sweetie, what’s wrong with you? Why are you so hostile?”


  It was like her words broke him. He sprang into tears. They streamed down his face. “She left me.”


  “Who left you?” she asked. The smell of liquor rolled off the man’s breath. She wanted to hold her nose but resisted the rude gesture.


  “My fiance. She left me for my cousin.”


  “What a slut,” Virginia said. She didn’t think. The words slipped from her mouth.


  “That’s what I was thinking,” he said.


  “What’s your name, sugar?”


  “Pedro.”


  “I’m Virginia,” she said. They shook hands. “What are you doing here?”


  “Our wedding was a couple miles from here. I got lost honestly. I don’t have my phone either. Nobody knows where I am,” he said. “I’m not trying to see anyone though.”


  “Wait, so she left you at your wedding?”


  “That’s correct,” he said, shaking his head as if the moment were replaying in his mind.


  “That must hurt,” Virginia said and put out her arm.


  “It did, but I have to move past that. It’s not healthy to linger in pain,” he said.


  “It only happened today. You know what, Pedro. My roommates and I are having a party tonight, you should go to it.”


  “Who are your roommates?” Pedro asked.


  “There’s Lauren, Zoe, and Holly. They’re a special group. You’ll love them,” Virginia said, playing with her blonde hair. She didn’t want to look for another man. A jilted husband was exactly what the house needed. He didn’t even have to stay a woman, but she wanted to rock his world. Let him experience something that he’d never forget. It would replace all the hurt feelings that shank placed in his heart. No matter how long the men stay women, none of them regret it. Whether it was a night or a year.


  “You want me to hang out with a bunch of women?” Pedro asked in a snarly tone. The sadness had mostly evaporated from his face. The man had direly needed some company. His universe had shattered around him. He had no rails to hang on to.


  “You make it sound like a punishment. Personally, I think it could be the best experience of your life.”


  “Oh yeah, how so?” he asked.


  “That’s something you’d have to come to the house to find out. Words can’t describe our parties.”


  “What kind of party are you having?” Pedro asked, his eyes widening.


  “Come to the house tonight, but prepare to stay for at least thirty-six hours. You won’t be leaving until Monday morning.”


  “I don’t know. I don’t even know you,” he said.


  “Take a chance,” Virginia said. She stood and dropped a card on the table between them. “Call me if you have any problems finding the house, but don’t miss your one-in-a-lifetime opportunity.”


  She left the cafe without looking back at Pedro’s bewildered expression.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Pedro had booked a hotel in the city. He sat on the bed and twirled Virginia’s card between two fingers after taking a long nap. It was nothing more than a hologram with an address and the name ‘House of Change’. Still without a phone, he wondered what his family thought of him. He should call his mother at least, but he didn’t want to bear the humiliation. A party could take the edge off, and Virginia was sexy. Maybe they wanted to use his dick all night. Pedro wasn’t a one-night stand kind of guy, but considering the circumstances, he could give it a chance.


  Picking up the phone, Pedro dialed his mother’s number. It rang once before she answered, “hello,” she said in a frantic voice.


  “Mom, I’m fine,” he said.


  “You had us worried sick, Pedro,” he said. “He’s fine,” she yelled to whoever was around her. Pedro could hear the sigh of relief through the phone.


  “We’re just happy you’re okay. I’m so sorry for what happened today,” she said. Pedro mumbled something and didn’t add to the conversation. They sat in silence for a minute. Pedro could hear his dad saying something in the background. “We’re at your reception hall. Samantha’s parents are just beyond themselves, but they wanted to give everyone the party we paid for.”


  “What’s there to celebrate?”


  “The weather?” his mother said.


  “I have to go mom,” Pedro said, staring down at the card.


  “Thanks for calling,” she said.


  Pedro ended the call before his mother could say anything else to him. He stood and grabbed a few things. Pedro had booked the room for a few days. He couldn’t go back to town right away, and this party could take a day and a half. Leaving, he placed the do-not-disturb sign on the door and headed to the elevator, his heart racing at the thought of Virginia and her roommates. The taxi was only a few minutes away, and the drive wasn’t far from the hotel. Pedro went to the lobby to wait.


   


  ♦


   


  It was early in the evening. Virginia and her roommates sat in the living room playing a game of dominoes. A knock sounded at the door.


  “Who is that?” Lauren asked.


  “Our treat for the weekend,” Virginia said.


  “You didn’t tell us a guy was coming,” Zoe said and jumped up to open the door.


  “What is he like?” Lauren asked. Holly sat watching the conversation without much expression on her face.


  “You’ll find out,” Virginia said just as Zoe opened the door. Pedro stood on the other side. He looked tall compared to Zoe. His skin tan.


  “Does Virginia live here?” he asked. Virginia appeared in the doorway by Zoe’s side.


  “Zoe, this is Pedro. Pedro, Zoe,” she said. “Come inside, Pedro. We’re playing dominoes. Would you like to join?”


  “Sure,” he said and stepped inside. Virginia noticed he wasn’t wearing the tux from before. A simple white t-shirt wrapped around his thick muscles. That cousin must have looked good to leave Pedro behind without a second thought. On their wedding day. Her heart broke a little every time she thought about it.


  “Where did you two meet?” Holly asked.


  Virginia started before Pedro could answer, “I found this poor guy all alone at the cafe,“ she said. She didn’t tell the entire store. “He smelled of alcohol. You wouldn’t believe it looking at him now.”


  “He’s quite handsome,” Zoe said, drifting closer to him on the couch.


  “That dark hair and those eyes. Could you imagine him as a woman?” Lauren asked, more to herself than anything.


  “Me? A woman?” Pedro asked and pulled at the collar of his t-shirt.


  “Lauren likes women. That’s all,” Virginia said with a small laugh.


  “Is that so? Do you have a girlfriend?” Pedro asked her.


  Lauren batted her eyes like she hadn’t heard his question. Virginia had a plan for him, but she had to get him alone. “Come with me to the kitchen. We can get you a drink,” she said.


  “Okay,” Pedro said with a goofy smile on his face. He was much different from the man she’d met at the coffee shop. They stepped into the kitchen, away from the living room. “What drinks you got?” he asked.


  “There’s wine, beer. Maybe even liquor and juice. What are you thinking?”


  “How about a beer for now? I don’t want to get too drunk and make an ass of myself again,” he said.


  “What? At the coffee shop? That was nothing,” she said with a wicked smile. Pedro stepped back, a little uncomfortable as Virginia reached into the fridge. She pulled out a beer and popped off the lid, handing it to Pedro. Their eyes met. She held his gaze and stepped closer to him. He stepped back. “Don’t run from me,” she said. Her voice soft, sexy.


  Pedro swallowed and stopped moving. She closed the distance between them, craning her neck as she looked at him. “Why did you come here tonight?” she asked.


  “To visit you,” he said. “You seemed nice in the coffee shop today. Should I have stayed home?”


  “No, I’m glad you came,” Virginia said. She smiled. Her hands landed on Pedro’s belt buckle.


  He flinched, looking at her. “What are you doing?”


  “Giving you what that dumb bitch should give you,” Virginia said and undid his belt. She pulled it through the loops and dropped it to the floor, unbuttoning his jeans on the way.


  “What about your roommates?” he asked.


  “What about them?” Virginia asked and pulled his pants over his ass, revealing Pedro’s thick, uncut cock. It was dripping with precum. Virginia knelt down under him and lapped up the salty liquid. Pedro jumped at her touch. She reached her hand around and grabbed his ass. “Settle, my lover,” she said in a soft voice.


  “Aren’t you afraid they—” he was asking, but Virginia took his entire length into his mouth, wrapping her warm lips around his cock. She sucked, unable to reply to his question. It didn’t matter. Words were nothing compared to her experienced tongue. She pushed it up and down the thickness of his cock, tracing the bulging veins.


  She pulled away and looked up at him through her eyelids. “Don’t you want to know what it’s like on the other side?”


  “The other side of what?”


  “To become like us. Even just for a night,” Virginia said and stood. She held Pedro’s cock in her hand, jacking it off as they spoke. “Don’t you want to become a woman?”


  Pedro looked at her with wide eyes. “That’s not possible, but I guess every guy is curious what it’s like. Maybe that’s just me, but sure. I’d try it,” he said.


  “Really?”


  “It’s not possible,” he said again, his voice more annoyed the second time.


  Virginia shook her head and retrieved a small item from her pocket. After unfolding the plastic, she handed Pedro a pill. “This will change you into a woman.”


  “No way,” he said.


  “Do you want to try it?”


  “I’m not sure,” he said, staring at the strange, greenish pill. It was like the color of natural stone. Pedro’s mind rattled as he looked at it. The wedding so far behind him. “Who are you?”


  “All of us used to be men like you, but we stayed women. We haven‘t taken the pill to change back.”


  “What will you do if I take the pill?”


  “You always want me to ruin the surprises,” she said, slapping his arm. She moved her hand away from his throbbing cock. Precum covered her skin. She licked at it like ice cream. “I promise you can return to your male form. There are reversal pills in Lauren’s room. You aren’t the first. You won’t be the last, but it’ll be the best time of your life.”


  “And if I don’t?”


  “We can play dominoes and have a few drinks.”


  Pedro held the pill in one hand and a drink in another. He could take the pill and experience life as a woman or have a normal night with a strange group of ladies. Was it even possible? Pedro tapped the side of the cup as he thought. Virginia played with his dick. “Don’t you like my dick?” he asked.


  “Not as much as I’ll like your pussy,” she said, giggling.


  “Wow, okay,” Pedro said and popped the pill into his mouth. “I can change back, right?” he said with wide eyes before swallowing.


  “I promise,” Virginia said. Pedro nodded and threw back the pill. Virginia got some dust from her pocket and blew it into Pedro’s face. “Enjoy the change, baby boy.”


  “What was—?” Pedro asked, but his words jumped. Virginia ran behind him to catch Pedro before he fell to the ground.


  “He’s changing ladies! Come help!”


   


  ♦


   


  The ladies ran into the kitchen. Zoe cheered at the sight of the fainted man, his features already rounding out into a more feminine shape. Lauren clapped. Holly looked at him with wide eyes. It was only her second time with the entire group.


  Virginia used all her strength to hold Pedro. “Please, help me get him to the couch,” she begged.


  The ladies all grabbed a part of Pedro’s changing body and carried him to the sofa. His facial hair disappeared by the second. The top of his head grew hair to his shoulders. It amazed Virginia every time she saw a transformation. Zoe and Lauren pulled off Pedro’s clothes. Holly had gone for a new outfit, better suited for a female.


  Virginia got the room ready around them. She pushed away the table and replaced it with a king-size sheet, which she anchored at all ends. There was a space cleared for action with their new female friend.


  “What should we name her?” Lauren asked.


  They stood over the naked body, watching as Pedro’s dick disappeared and changed into a pussy. It was better for the person to sleep during the change, so they didn’t feel the pain. Pedro would wake up a woman with whatever name they decided.


  “Petunia,” Zoe said.


  “No, too old,” Lauren said.


  Holly came back with some new clothes and looked at the body in awe. She hadn’t seen many changing bodies. “Her breasts are getting so big,” Holly said. She licked her lips as her eyes traveled up and down the naked body.


  “What should we name her, Holly?” Lauren asked.


  Holly tapped her finger against her lip, staring at the almost-complete woman. Her dick had disappeared. Her body had taken shape. Just the final touches were filling out while the ladies watched. “How about Penny?” Holly asked.


  “That’s perfect,” Lauren said and clapped her hands. Zoe rolled her eyes but didn’t protest. “Let’s get her dressed and ready to wake up. I’m ready for a little party.”


  “I’ll turn on some music and fix the lighting,” Holly said. Zoe and Lauren dressed Penny, their new woman. Pedro was a thing of the past. Penny looked better anyway. A lot less hair and perfect tits. That was one of the best things about the pill. It always dished out a perfect body, from thin to plump, but the proportions were always right.


  “I’ll get the toys,” Virginia said, running off to her bedroom, where she kept all the sex paraphernalia. She dug out four strap-on dildos for the ladies to pleasure Penny. She ran back to the group. They had dressed Penny. She wore a short skirt and a top that only covered her breasts. Music played, and the lights dimmed.


  “Want to do the honors?” Lauren asked.


  “Let’s get down to something a little sexier first,” Virginia said.


  “What did you have in mind?”


  “We should all wear slutty outfits like Penny. Let’s change and then wake her up,” Virgina said.


  “I agree,” Zoe added.


  “Fine, let’s do it,” Lauren said. The ladies all ran off to their bedrooms and came back fifteen minutes later looking slutty as ever. They gushed over the outfits, ignoring Penny on the sofa. They argued over who looked the best until Zoe cut into the conversation after a few minutes, “enough. I’m horny and Penny is stunning. Let’s show her a good time.”


  “Whatever you say,” Virginia said. She pulled the magic powder from her pocket to wake Penny and blew it into her face. The woman’s eyelids fluttered a moment later. They all stood around Penny, smiling down at her as she came to the world as a woman.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Penny’s eyes fluttered open. She came to with all the women surrounding her, not feeling much different. Her chest ached a little. The pelvic region of her body a bit different from before, but overall, she felt confused more than anything. The women smiled at her as Penny rubbed her eyes and tried to sit up.


  Lauren pushed her back down to the couch, “don’t try to get up too fast or you’ll hurt yourself.”


  “What do you mean?” Penny said. She lifted her hands to her chest and squeezed. The ladies giggled as Penny’s expression showed shock. “They feel so real. Are you sure I can go back to Pedro?” she asked, using a feminine register, panic filled her voice.


  “Yes, don’t worry,” Lauren said, stroking her arm. “I have the reversal pills in my room. But you have to wait at least twenty-four hours.”


  “How come?” she asked.


  “Because we’re having a party. And your body needs time to adjust before it can transform again. Look at yourself, Penny. You’re a dime,” Lauren said. She licked her lips without thought. The other girls had backed off a little and stood around the living room.


  “Here’s some water,” Holly said, placing it on the table.


  “Thanks,” said Penny.


  Zoe went over to the speaker and put on some dance music. Moving her hips, Zoe drifted around the room. She brushed each of the women with her hand, including Penny. Penny’s center warmed in a way it never had as a man. She felt a strange sensation in her panties. Penny wanted to sit up.


  “Can I get up now?” she asked Lauren.


  “Yes, sorry,” Lauren said and offered her a hand. “You should be fine now. We waited until you had completely changed to wake you up.”


  “That dust knocked me out. What was it?” Penny asked.


  “Nothing that will hurt you. To change while you’re awake is hard. It’s unbearable. The sensation is uncomfortable and painful. You can go back to a man awake if you’d like,” Lauren said. The other women sat around them. Besides Zoe, who danced in circles around the open living room.


  Penny noticed the dildos in the corner. They sat on display for anyone to see. “What are we going to do with those?” she asked, pointing at them.


  “I could think of a few things,” Zoe interrupted. Virginia giggled and rubbed Penny’s thigh.


  Virginia spoke in a soft whisper, “now that you’re a woman, we were hoping to show you what it’s like on the other side. Remember?” she asked, kissing Penny’s neck.


  Penny could feel a wetness coat her panties. She looked over at Holly, who wore a hungry expression on her face. The mood had changed in the room. Penny’s heart raced as Virginia’s hand traveled over her body. Lauren’s joined hers, and then Holly’s.


  “Ooh, looks like we’re getting the party started,” Zoe said and went over by the dildos. She threw them to the sheet on the floor and then went behind the couch to rub Penny’s shoulders.


  Penny’s heart raced. She couldn’t tell one hand from the next, but they were all over her body. Her pussy grew in heat.


  “Are you ready for us?” Virginia asked in a sexy voice.


  “Yes. I need it,” Penny said breathlessly. She meant it. Her body exploded with desire at their touch.


   


  ♦


   


  Hands pulled at Penny’s clothes. She closed her eyes because trying to keep track made her dizzy. She was naked in an instant, laying there on the sofa. Her pussy wet and exposed. It felt different than a dick. The air tickled her sex. A warmth vibrated within Penny.


  A moan escaped Penny as a mouth landed on her hole. She opened her eyes a crack and saw Holly’s tongue running up and down her pussy lips. She could hardly hold it together at the woman’s touch. Virginia and Zoe kissed Penny’s body. Lauren went for a strap-on, coming back a moment later.


  “Suck my dick, bitch,” Lauren said in a commanding voice. She pushed the dick in Penny’s face who slipped it into her mouth without hesitation. Her nipples burned they were so hard. Lauren pinched them between her fingers as Penny swallowed the dick. “That’s right. Just like that,” Lauren encouraged her while sliding the strap between Penny’s lips. Her pussy gushed inside the strap; a little nub hit her spot with each stroke.


  Virginia pulled at Penny’s hair. Lauren moved away while Virginia kissed Penny deeply. When she pulled back, Penny caught her breath. She was gasping from the way they handled her.


  “How do you like being a chick?” Zoe asked.


  “It’s amazing. Every time you lick my pussy, Holly, I feel like I’m about to cum.”


  Holly giggled and wiped Penny’s goo from her face. She didn’t seem to mind. Pedro never ate much pussy as a guy, but he was wrong for doing that. He’d go down on every woman he had in the future, but for now, he was Penny. And Penny wanted to feel those dicks in her pussy. She reached down, instinctively, to rub her clit. The women stared at her like animal. “Get the dicks. What are you waiting for?” Penny asked them.


  While the others went to put on their straps, Lauren fingered Penny’s hot pussy. She was loose and ready. Penny leaned her head back while the fingers pushed through her walls. Her pussy dripped around Lauren’s fingers as the woman played with her hole.


  “You like that?” Lauren asked.


  “Mmhm,” she said, staring into the woman’s blue eyes.


  “Want my dick, little slut?”


  “Oh yes,” Penny said and spread her legs for Lauren. Lauren got between them as the others returned with dicks around their waists. Penny looked at each naked woman lined up to use her pussy. She could hardly wait. “Don’t be shy ladies. This is what we’re here for,” Penny said and pulled Lauren close.


  “You asked for it,” Lauren said and rammed her dick into Penny’s tightness. Penny gasped as the dick pushed past her walls the fingers hadn’t reached. Her pussy adjusted to the thickness of Lauren’s cock. The other women kissed her, touched her body, and played with themselves as Lauren used her pussy.


  After a few minutes, Lauren fell out Penny’s loosened hole. She felt an emptiness and instantly wanted someone to fill her again. Zoe took her place and pushed the thick strap into Penny’s folds. Penny closed her eyes as another dick filled the void she’d felt only moments ago.


  Zoe was rougher than Lauren. She didn’t hold back and stretched Penny even more than Lauren had. Zoe pushed further into Penny, which made Penny yelp out and grab the cushions. She didn’t resist, but it was unlike anything she’d ever felt in her life. The sensations brought more pleasure than Penny could have imagined. As Pedro, she’d never thought getting fucked could feel so good. She bit her bottom lip and grunted with each of Zoe’s thrusts. Zoe took a hard nipple in her mouth.


  “My turn,” Penny heard Holly say along with the sound of her smacking Zoe’s ass. Zoe went deep in Penny once more before letting the strap fall out of her.


  Penny moaned as Holly entered her. The white dick looked strange against her dark skin, but Penny enjoyed the contrast. Her pussy was getting tired, but she didn’t want them to stop. Holly played with her clit more than the other girls. She went slow. There was a tenderness to her touch that Penny admired; needed in that moment. Her pussy dripped like a leaky faucet. She could hardly feel the dick sliding between her lips; only when it hit her spot, sending her to the edge.


  Holly pulled out of Penny after a moment, moving her head down to lap up Penny’s sweet juices. Penny’s back arched as Holly’s tongue moved over her lips. Holly pulled away, but only after Penny begged her too. It was too much to handle. She was seconds from cumming.


  Virginia was between her legs a moment later. The platinum blonde hair sent Penny back to the cafe for a moment, where she had met Virginia. It seemed like so long ago. Penny was supposed to be on her honeymoon, but Samantha had been right to leave her. This was better than whatever they’d have done together. Penny regretted nothing as Virginia slid into her. The sadness melted away with each push. Virginia’s long hair draped down and tickled Penny’s breasts.


  “You look sexy when you’re getting fucked,” she said. Penny blushed and closed her eyes. Virginia was more intense than the other. She was eating at Penny’s soul, making her feel like a lost submissive woman. Miles from the man she used to be. Penny loved the way Virginia used the entire length of the dick. She wiggled it here and pushed it there. She hit her spot in ways that the others didn’t.


  “Oh my,” Penny said, biting her bottom lip. Virginia reached her hands under Penny and scooped her up into her arms, which caused the dick to slide further into Penny. “Fuck,” she said, in a breathy voice.


  Virginia walked her over to the wall. Penny lost her breath as her back slammed against it. The others were eating each other’s pussies on the floor as Virginia fucked her catch. It was her job to make Penny cum. The others could do whatever they needed. Penny was Virginia’s.


  “You like that?” Virginia asked as she fucked Penny against the wall. The others glanced in their direction. Virginia had Penny at an angle, so they could see her dick sliding in and out of Penny’s pussy.


  Penny nodded as the moans left her mouth through clenched teeth. “I’m so close. I can feel it,” she said as the warmth became too large to ignore. Something was building inside her, and it was ready to release.


  “Cum for me,” Virginia said, using the entire length of her cock. “Touch yourself and cum on me, slutty girl.”


  Penny didn’t miss a beat. She reached her hand to her clit and rubbed twice before exploding all over Virginia’s dick. Virginia used Penny’s contracting pussy to move the nub just right in her vagina, cumming with Penny.


  After their bodies relaxed, Virginia slowly lowered Penny to the ground. The others lay panting on the sheet. All the ladies had cum, but it wasn’t the last time that night. They went back and forth. Penny got a turn using the strap, getting fucked again, and enjoying her time as a woman. They didn’t stop until the sun came up, collapsing from exhaustion.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Penny awoke. Her head spun. There were hardly any hints of sunlight left in the sky. She stretched. The rest of the women lay around her, naked as well. Penny touched her pussy, a little sore from the previous night, and went over to the mirror in the hallway, checking a clock on the way. It was late in the evening on that Spring day.


  Staring at herself, Penny moved her hand down to her pussy. She parted the lips, loving the sight of her flesh. It was so different from a dick. The entire transformation hadn’t settled in for Penny, but she was ready to turn back. It was great for a night, but she had to go home. The wedding crashed into her mind again. Samantha leaving her for Hector. It put a dirty taste in Penny’s mouth, but she had learned a lot the previous night. When she went back to life as Pedro, she’d know exactly what made a woman tick. And damn did it feel good getting fucked. Even more so with special attention to certain places.


  Virginia snuck up behind Penny. She hadn’t even noticed until they were standing in the mirror together. Virginia was about the same height as Penny, a little taller. She stood close. Her pussy touched Penny’s ass. Her hair fell over Penny’s shoulder as she kissed on the woman’s neck. “How was last night?” she asked.


  “Amazing,” Penny said without resisting Virginia.


  Virginia reached her hand around Penny’s body. Her fingers played with Penny’s wet lips. “Don’t you want to fool around some more?” Virginia asked and circled around to Penny’s front. She crouched in front of her.


  “I want to go back to life as a man, but you all taught me so much. Can you get me a reversal pill?”


  Virginia giggled and suctioned her mouth to Penny’s clit. She tickled the throbbing knob. Penny gasped and used Virginia’s head for balance. “Please, no,” Penny said. Virginia pulled away and looked up at her. The others stirred as they made sex noises.


  “Just one more time.”


  Penny looked down at Virginia. She wanted to go another round but had reservations. “If you give me the pill first. I need to see the pill.”


  “What’s going on?” Lauren asked, rubbing her eyes.


  “We’re going to have one last fun time with Penny before she turns back to Pedro, but she’d like the pill first. Could you get it for her?”


  “Okay,” Lauren said and ran up the stairs. Zoe and Holly came over to talk to Virginia and Penny. They all stood naked in the hallway by the mirror. Four beautiful women gazing at each other.


  “We have to fool around one more time,” Zoe said.


  “Yeah, you can’t leave yet,” Holly added while touching Penny’s body. Virginia was too busy enjoying her evening snack to speak. Penny could hardly see with Virginia’s mouth working on her. She pushed Virginia away to think.


  After taking a few deep breaths, “if I get this so-called reversal pill, I’m game. You ladies are everything,” Penny said and kissed Zoe. Then Holly. She pushed Virginia’s head back into her pussy.


  Lauren came running down the stairs. “Here,” she said, holding up the equally small pill. This one was yellow. “You ladies are out of control.”


  “Set it on the table. Come join the party. That can wait,” Penny said and waved over Lauren. They spent the next few hours enjoying their guest. Time flew because they were having fun; too much probably. They shared each other, bonding for life. Penny’s pussy throbbed by the end. She couldn’t handle another second. “I think I’m ready now,” she said.


  They girls looked at each other, frowning. Lauren stopped first and grabbed Penny’s hands. “Thank you for coming. You sure you want to go back?”


  “I’m positive,” she said.


  “You can only come to the House of Change once in your life.”


  “You ladies taught me a lot about life, and I’m forever grateful,” Penny said. She went over to the table and swallowed the pill. “It was remarkable to meet you all.”


  “All right,” Virginia said. She grabbed a little magic dust and blew it into Penny’s face, putting her to sleep right while she changed back to Pedro. The roommates got him dressed and put him outside on the front porch then went back inside to watch a movie. “Until next time,” Virginia said, raising a wine glass.


  “To our next conquest in the House of Change,” Zoe yelled, clinking her glass with the others.


  ♦


  The Story Continues…


  Please check out Change Goes Both Ways & A Star is Born on my Amazon page if you’d like to read more of this adventure.




   


   


   


   


   


  FEMINIZED FOR HER SILENCE




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Stewart Moore sat at his friend Charles’ house playing a new video game. They were both juniors in college but had lived in the same neighborhood where they grew up. Charles always had the newest technology. He spent all his money on electronic toys. Stewart used his funds for a more private fix; panties.


  He was wearing a silky pair as they played. They tickled his shaved balls. He switched his legs to satisfy the itch. Looking over at Charles, his friend didn’t seem to notice. He was too busy shooting zombies. But the fear of getting found out sent heat coursing through Stewart’s bones.


  “Back me up! We’re going to die,” Charles screamed. He sent dagger eyes in Stewart’s direction for a moment before looking back to the screen.


  “Sorry, bro,” Stewart said and got back into the game. They played, killed zombies, and ate popcorn for the next couple hours. Stewart’s mind wandered more, but he didn’t lose focus out of fear that Charles would suspect something. It was irrational, Stewart knew, but he couldn’t help it.


  After a couple more hours, the sun had set, and Stewart needed to get home. He threw the controller to the floor and said, “I have a paper to finish before tomorrow morning.” Stewart stood and grabbed his bag.


  “Come on, bro. One more game,” Charles said, but Stewart refused. He slipped out the room to the familiar hallway where he had walked for many years. It wouldn’t be long until Charles moved out from his parents’ home. Stewart would do the same. They both had plans to move to big cities, different ones. It didn’t matter. It was all hypothetical, but the day would come. They couldn’t live at home forever.


  When Stewart reached the bottom of the steps, Charles’ sister was standing in the kitchen. She held a spoonful of ice cream to her lips. Teressa was older than Stewart and Charles by a couple years. She was about to graduate with her Master’s and planned to move to the big city, Minneapolis, which wasn’t too far from home. Stewart always got nervous around her, even though they had known each other for years.


  “How are you?” he asked.


  Teressa sighed at Stewart and disappeared into the living room. He didn’t know what to say or if he should follow her. Stewart stood in the half-dark kitchen with no company. He heard Charles playing the game upstairs. Teressa had turned on the television. Stewart reached in his pants and moved his hardened dick to a comfortable position. The silky fabric sent a blast of pleasure through his body.


  He needed to buy more. Stewart grew tired of wearing the same pairs every day. And it was hard to do laundry with his mom home all the time. Doing it at a public place in the middle of the night was getting old too. He wanted enough pairs to last a month, so he didn’t have to lose sleep every few days to wear his favorite pairs.


  Stewart walked to the front door and said nothing to Teressa before leaving. She was out of his league anyway, and what woman wanted a man that wore lingerie?




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  The day was gorgeous. Butterflies flew in the air. Big, fluffy white clouds passed through the sky. Children were at school and other adults at work. A few weeks remained until summer vacation, and Stewart was counting down the days. He couldn’t wait to turn in his last papers and begin the vacation. But school was only a small part of Stewart’s life, and it didn’t bring nearly as much joy as shopping for panties.


  Females loved it too. He explained how he was buying a surprise for his girlfriend, and the saleswomen always treated him like a god after that line. He wasn’t a feminine guy. Stewart had a deep voice and nice muscles. He did push-ups in the morning.


  Stewart always went shopping on weekdays when he had the mall to himself. The weekend terrified him. But a Tuesday or Wednesday at lunchtime proved relaxing. Stewart went to the first store that always had the best sales but worst selection. He could normally find some he liked.


  The familiar woman greeted him from the register. She raised her eyebrow at him, which sent a rush through Stewart. He could see the doubt flicker through her eyes before she walked toward him. “Another pair for your girlfriend?” she asked in a curious voice. The tone unnerved him.


  “Yes, she loves when I surprise her,” he said. Stewart’s voice cracked at the end, moving from a deep resonating tone to nails on a chalkboard.


  “Right, we have new sales over in that corner,” the woman said.


  Stewart walked over to the elevated bin and started to sift through the lingerie. He was the only person in the store, which unnerved him. He looked around as a heat crept up his neck. Nobody was watching him. Stewart took a deep breath, unable to focus on the fabric in his hand. He felt the textures from plain cotton to lace but couldn’t focus. The woman watched him with a curious eye from the cash register.


  After a minute or two of panicking, Stewart calmed himself and saw a white lacy pair he liked. He imagined how his dick would look pressed up against the fabric. A mesh pair like guys in Asia wore would be nice. He had seen something on the internet about it. They looked comfortable and designed for men but still feminine in his mind. Maybe he could go that route.


  Stewart picked up two plain cotton pairs and walked to the register. They were buy one, get one free, so he didn’t pass up the offer. The worker said nothing as Stewart paid for the lingerie. He grabbed the bag and didn’t look back before heading to the next store.


  Walking to a mall map, Stewart caught his breath. There had to be a store he hadn’t shopped at before. Stewart moved his hand over the map and located a women’s store he hadn’t heard of. It was on the other side of the mall, but he couldn’t risk more awkward glances after the interaction at the previous store.


  Entering the next store, it smelled of roses and citrus. Mannequins decorated with the latest designs dotted the store. It was much fancier than the last place, and the prices probably matched that. Stewart tried not to spend much money on his secret fetish, but he couldn’t help it. Some people bought lottery tickets, and he bought panties.


  “What can I help you with today?” a saleswoman asked. Stewart jumped because he hadn’t heard her approach.


  “Shopping for my girlfriend,” Stewart said and approached the large island. The woman radiated like most did when he first used that line. Stewart remembered to act like he’d never done it before and stopped before pulling open a drawer.


  “Well, you probably need lots of help, don’t you?” she asked.


  “Yeah. Will you show me where things are?”


  The woman clapped her hands. Her lips spread into a wider smile. She showed Stewart around the store for the next five minutes. She treated him like a monkey learning how to interact with humans. He suppressed the annoyance bubbling under the surface. He just wanted to buy a couple nice pairs, that wouldn’t break his budget, and wear them at home while he jacked off. After the worker finished her overly detailed tour, Stewart returned to the island with the mannequin he liked.


  It wore a red pair with thick lace that would hide the details. The smaller the holes, the sexier Stewart found it. Pokes of skin, revealing just enough to stir his sex drive. He read blogs and dreamed of finding a woman to share his fantasies with, but the reality was most women hated it. Stewart couldn’t bring himself to search for a girlfriend. He liked the panties too much. Stewart held the red lingerie in his hand, staring at the beautiful fabric. The quality showed compared to the other store. It was worth the price. He rubbed his thumb over the durable piece, loving the way it made him feel on the inside.


  “What are you doing here, Stewart?” a familiar voice asked. It sent Stewart’s heart to the pits of his stomach. Someone had found him. He turned, afraid to see who spoke to him. “Hello? Earth to Stewart?”


  He turned, and Teressa stood behind him. His best friend’s sister had caught him shopping for panties. It took him everything not to drop to his knees and cry, but he couldn’t do that. He was a man with muscles. Society would judge him for that. “Hey Teressa, I’m shopping for my girlfriend. What are you up to?” he asked, trying to sound as casual as possible. He hoped she would believe his lie.


  “What girlfriend?” she asked. Her face turned to the most wicked smile Stewart had ever seen. He wished to disappear, evaporate.


  “You know. Tonya?” he said with a rising tone.


  Teressa cackled. She couldn’t contain the laughter. She took a full minute to calm down, which brought stares from the workers. Stewart was hoping it was a dream. He reached in his pocket and pinched his leg, but nothing happened. Teressa stood there laughing at him. “Wait until I tell Charles his best friend likes to wear panties. He will LOVE this,” she said. Teressa pulled out her phone.


  “No,” Stewart said in a demonic voice. He snatched the phone from her hands.


  “What’s stopping me from telling him, Stewart? We live in the same house.”


  “Please, I’m begging you,” he said in a whisper.


  “Give me my phone back, Stewart,” she said.


  “No, not until you promise you won’t tell Charles.”


  “How about this? Buy your panties and then meet me in the food court. You can buy me lunch too. Keep my phone until then.”


  “Okay,” Stewart said. His voice was unsteady, but he did as Teressa said. He went to the counter and paid for his new clothing, but shame poured over him like a chocolate fountain. He had a sinking feeling Teressa would require a lot for her silence. Stewart grabbed his bag after paying and walked toward the food court with his head bowed.


   


  ♦


   


  Teressa waited in the food court while Stewart finished at the lingerie store. She didn’t know why, but having this power over him already felt like an addiction. Teressa knew something about Stewart, her younger brother’s best friend, and Charles was the only person he wouldn’t want to know. Teressa could get anything out of Stewart in exchange for secrecy. Teressa tapped her fingers together as she thought about the possibilities.


  After a few minutes, she saw Stewart walking toward her. There were many people in the mall. She had come for an interview at her favorite store, mostly for the discount, when she saw Stewart looking at panties. It was like seeing an animal in its natural habitat as opposed to the zoo. Stewart looked sad as he approached. He didn’t watch where he walked. Teressa went to fetch him.


  “Where are you going, sweetie?” she asked and hooked her arm in Stewart’s. He passed Teressa her phone.


  “What do you want from me, Teressa?”


  “The question is really what you want from me. Wouldn’t you tell Charles if you saw a guy you know shopping for panties?”


  “No, we’re in college now. That’s immature. I’m twenty-one, not sixteen.”


  “Whatever, and I’m twenty-three. What’s the difference, Stewart? The only reason you’re upset is because you got caught. Isn’t that right?”


  Stewart hung his head and rubbed the back of his neck. His biceps flexed. Teressa loved how manly he looked for a nerd. He and Charles played video games and talked about the weirdest things. Occasionally, she heard them talk about girls, but it never lasted long. The electronics seemed much more important than sex to them.


  “What do you want to eat?” Teressa asked. “I hope you have some money left over after that expensive lingerie.”


  “Keep your voice down, Teressa.”


  “It’s for your girlfriend. What’s the problem?” she asked and threw her head back with laughter. Stewart guarded his face with a hand. Teressa pulled him toward the pizza station. They ordered two slices and a soda to share. Teressa directed him to a table and instructed him to sit.


  Stewart sighed and pushed his fork into the cheese. Teressa ate hers like a savage. She didn’t care what Stewart thought of her. They’d known each other for years. Every time she looked up at Stewart, a picture of him in panties flashed through her mind. She had to see him wearing a pair before all this was over. Teressa didn’t plan to make Stewart suffer, too long, but she wanted to get her money’s worth. It wasn’t every day people got a chance like her.


  Teressa finished her slice, but Stewart hadn’t touched his. “Aren’t you going to eat?” she asked.


  “I’m sick to my stomach,” he said. “I never thought this day would come. They say to go shopping in a different city on chat rooms to avoid this.”


  “Guess you should have listened,” Teressa said. She tried to hide the amusement in her voice, but it proved difficult.


  “What do you want, Teressa?”


  “I haven’t decided yet,” she said.


  “Are you going to tell Charles?”


  “That depends on you, sweetie.”


  “Why are you doing this?” he asked.


  Teressa leaned back in her chair, assessing the man in front of her. He wasn’t bad. She didn’t have a problem with the panties, but the fear in his eyes was priceless. She wished to bottle it for rainy days. “Why are you embarrassed? What do you fear, Stewart?”


  “Men can’t wear panties.”


  “But you do, Stewart. Are you not a man?”


  Stewart slammed his fist on the table. People looked their way, but Teressa didn’t flinch. She wasn’t afraid of him. They had fought before, and she won every time. “You know what I mean,” he said.


  “Look Stewart, I haven’t decided what I want from you, but you owe me for my secrecy. I won’t tell Charles, for now.”


  “When will you know?”


  Teressa shrugged her shoulders and stood. “It could be today or a week from now, but don’t worry, I won’t tell Stewart without giving you a chance.”


  “You want me to finish your math homework or something?” he asked.


  “Don’t get smart with me, Stewart. That’s the last thing you want,” she said. Teressa hiked her bag up her shoulder and walked away from the table. She said nothing else and left Stewart alone with his untouched pizza. They hadn’t given Teressa the job, but she felt on top of the world.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  Stewart sat on his bed refreshing his phone. Charles hadn’t messaged him, and neither had Teressa. He had a paper due the next morning but couldn’t concentrate on the screen. His mind ran in circles thinking about all the potential outcomes: Teressa could demand money, Charles might stop hanging out with him, or his parents could kick him out the house.


  The little bag from the morning’s shopping sat at the end of his bed. He had a locked safe in his closet where he kept all the panties, but he couldn’t bring himself to open the treasure chest. He had held it dear for so long, but now it appeared menacing like Halloween night. The dark chest an outline of a monster. The lock its mouth.


  Stewart threw his head back to the pillow and kicked the mattress. Anxiety built up in him. He couldn’t calm the nerves. He had tried for hours without success. Flipping over to his stomach, he thrashed but caught his reflection in the mirror. His crazed eyes were alien. He didn’t recognize himself.


  Anger filled him, and he snatched the bag from the end of the bed. Stewart dug into it and pulled out a pair of panties. Ripping them in half, he cried into the fabric. Stewart balled as the beautiful underwear fell to his bed. He had wasted a good amount of money on them. Before tearing the second pair, he calmed himself.


  Stewart stood and went to his closet to unlock the safe. He pulled out the cheaper pairs and tore them. Each piece had a special memory. A time he spent alone in his bedroom. He loved the way his dick looked pressed up against the thin fabric. It appeared much bigger in panties than boxers. He came in each pair; soiled them. Every one expect the few he had bought that day.


  As he reached the tenth pair, his phone buzzed. Tears about fell from his eyes. The suspense had tortured him.


  Teressa: Wear one of your new pairs and meet me at the park.


  Stewart didn’t hesitate to kick off his jeans and slip on the second nice pair. He stopped to look in the mirror. The red lace hugged his sides. He watched himself in the mirror. His hairy legs touched by the light fabric. He would have walked out the door like that if society allowed. His dick barely showed through the little holes. The peek-a-boo shot of his hardened dick removed his inhibitions. Nothing mattered once he slipped on a pair. People could fuck off because he felt sexy and alive.


  Stewart: When?


  Teressa: Now. It’s dark enough nobody will see us.


  His heart racing, he slipped the jeans back over his panties. The fact it was Teressa that discovered Stewart had him on edge, but another part of him loved that somebody was pushing this side of him. Stewart slapped his face in the mirror and told himself everything would work out. He had to trust Teressa with his secret. It was all he had.


  Donning a cap, Stewart slipped out the back door. At least his parents never asked where he went anymore. He got to live there rent free at twenty-one, and they didn’t question him. They only cared that he finished his degree and got a good job. But that could change if they discovered his panties. That wouldn’t fly with Stewart’s father, but he didn’t care. Stewart loved women, but he loved panties too. Nobody understood him, but maybe Teressa did.


  At least she was having fun with it. Stewart’s dick throbbed in his pants as he ran to the park.


   


  ♦


   


  Teressa waited for Stewart on the slide, facing away from the street. She wanted to meet him here, but there was a better place down the road for what she wanted to do to him. She sent Stewart the last message and expected it wouldn’t take long for him to arrive. Stewart was the punctual type. He normally arrived uncomfortably early for things like birthday parties. It was one of his quirky traits for which everyone loved and hated him.


  Hearing pounding footsteps in the distance, Teressa prepared herself mentally. She had thought about it all day; what she wanted from Stewart. Her lips curled into a smile as she thought about the wickedness of herself. She didn’t care Stewart wore panties, but he did. And he would pay a price for keeping it confidential.


  “Teressa,” she heard. Stewart’s voice was a faint whisper. She flashed her dim cell phone screen in the darkness. He ran toward her. She stood and faced him.


  “Hey,” he said. He smiled, which surprised Teressa. She expected to see him trembling, but he looked happy to see her. Pushing away her mild disappointment, she returned the greeting.


  “Follow me,” she said.


  “Where are we going?” he asked.


  “To the small clearing in the woods by the creek.”


  “Good idea.”


  Teressa led the way with a dim flashlight. She wanted no one to notice them disappear into the trees. There weren’t many animals in the woods because it was small, but they surprised her sometimes. Stewart followed close behind her, hanging onto her belt. They reached the creek a minute later.


  “Stand over there on that big rock,” she said and pointed.


  Stewart hesitated before walking the few feet. He stood and faced Teressa, “what now?”


  “Take off your pants and kick them to the side,” she said.


  Unbuttoning his jeans, Stewart let them fall to the ground. He cupped his hands over his privates, but Teressa waved in the air. She wasn’t there to play games.


  They could barely see each other in the low light, but it was enough. Their eyes had adjusted. Stewart rubbed his dick. The excitement building between Teressa’s thighs from watching a man in lacy, red panties surprised her.


  “And now?” Stewart asked


  “Keep them on, but pull your dick out the side.”


  Stewart moved the underwear over his dick, and the thick piece fell out the side. That erupted a new sensation in Teressa’s center. She hadn’t expected Stewart to have such a nice cock. The only guy she ever had sex with was tiny and unsatisfying, but Stewart wasn’t that. His dick would fill her to the brim.


  “Now stroke your dick. I want to see you cum,” she said.


  “Seriously?” he asked in a harsh whisper.


  “Yes. This is only the first task. I can always go home and tell Charles what we’ve done today.”


  Stewart wrapped his hand around the shaft. He stroked his cock, oozing with precum. It lubricated itself in seconds. His body vibrated as he played with himself. Nobody had watched him before, and Teressa was beyond a dream. She was gorgeous, older, and intimidating.


  Teressa resisted reaching her hand into her pants as she watched Stewart. His dick masculine and attractive against the lingerie. Teressa wished to kneel under him and take the cock into her mouth, but that would have to wait. Today was about conditioning. Stewart would become hers. She would keep his secret and that thick cock. No other woman could have her nerd. She grew more possessive by the second watching Stewart stroke. His body buckling as he tried not to cum.


  “Don’t resist, baby. Catch it all in your hand.”


  Stewart reached under his dick. He was moaning. The noise almost made Teressa uncomfortable, but it was so sexy. She could have watched Stewart for days. He lifted his shirt and revealed a defined abdomen. The panties shined in the night. His body did too. Teressa couldn’t wait to taste him, but first she had to control him. He was hers. She had already decided. Her brother would have to get over it because she was stealing his best friend.


  Stewart warned Teressa. He bit his bottom lips and shot into his open palm. Teressa turned on her flash and snapped a photo.


  The image couldn’t have been clearer. Stewart’s thick dick slick with cum. A pile of the white goo in his hand. And a happy smile on his face. Red panties hugging his sexy hips. Shock replaced the happiness after the flash, but she had captured it. She would never delete the photo. Teressa knew it. She had what she needed for the night. It was time for bed. Locking her camera, she turned to leave.


  “What. The. Fuck. Did. You. Do?” he asked.


  Teressa laughed and went back up the trail they had entered. Stewart ran after her, but slime covered him, and he wasn’t wearing jeans.


  By the time Stewart dressed, he couldn’t find her anywhere. She had disappeared with a compromising photo of him. He realized she had had nothing but her word before, but now she had visual proof.


  Emotions rippled through Stewart like a tornado.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Teressa sat at home with a bowl of ice cream. She loved all the flavors, but vanilla was her favorite. Glancing around her to make sure nobody was there, Teressa peeked at her phone. Stewart looked like an angel in the darkness. She had sent the photo to her email for safekeeping. The red panties stood out against his pale skin. Teressa had masturbated to the thought of his thickness filling her. She had a plan in mind but had to wait until the weekend. They both had school. She had papers to finish before the summer holidays and graduation.


  After turning in her final report, Teressa would concentrate on Stewart. He was beautiful under the awkward exterior. She could give him a makeover: from a man to a woman. Teressa pictured Stewart in a dress, blonde wig, and high heels. It would look awkward with his muscles, but Teressa would try it. See how she liked it.


  A few days had passed since she snapped the photo, which had allowed her time to form a plan. They would leave together for a trip Saturday morning, the next day.


  Ready or not, there was a price for her silence. Stewart had to pay it, but she had a feeling he’d like the outcome. People called Teressa beautiful, but she wasn’t mean. But she aimed high, dating the most eligible men. Stewart was a nerd who didn’t know how to speak to women. All the times he had tried talking to her in the last few years were pathetic failures.


  Teressa: Get out your credit card, baby. We’re camping tomorrow.


   


  ♦


   


  Stewart lay on his floor; nose pressed to the carpet. He held his breath, wondering how long it would take to die. That wasn’t what he wanted, but he felt like it would have been better than living through more days without knowing. Ignoring Charles’ messages, he scraped his fingers on the carpet. The pillow-like texture did nothing to relax him. He took a few short breaths with one long exhale.


  He had turned in his papers for school but rushed them. They weren’t his best work. One paper had mistakes throughout it on the online editor, but he still submitted it. It didn’t matter. His teacher would get over it. If he got a B instead of an A, his mother would deal. Stewart had bigger things on his mind than school. Teressa had a compromising photo of him and a ton of friends on social media. She could ruin him in an instant. Even if she blurred out the dick, people would still see his panties. Charles would never talk to him again.


  Stewart rolled over to his back and stared at the ceiling. The uncovered bulb burned his eyes, but he didn’t care. The pain felt nice against the unsettling nature of his mind. Stewart clawed at the carpet as he lay there with his eyes open, wondering how long it’d take for the bomb to explode.


  Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. His phone vibrated on his bed. He hadn’t looked at it. He figured it was another message from Charles and took a while getting up from the floor. To his surprise, Teressa had texted him.


  Teressa: Get out your credit card, baby. We’re camping tomorrow.


  Stewart read the message a couple more times and let the reality settle. Teressa had complete control over him. He could share his secret with the world and relinquish her power or play along with her games. Flickering back to his feed with Charles, Stewart spilling the truth. Before the photo, it would have been so easy. He could have made up a story about how it was for a prank. Charles would have shrugged his shoulders and moved on, but now there was graphic evidence of his fetish. Stewart had cum in his hand. It was warm, delicious. Sexy that a woman had commanded him to do it, but he couldn’t return to the past.


  He wasn’t magic. That didn’t exist in the world. As much as he wished to mutter a spell and watch his problems disappear, it wasn’t an option. Stewart didn’t have much money. He could let Teressa bleed him dry or stand up and fight.


  There was only one real option.


  Stewart: I don’t have much money, but we can go for a night.


  Teressa: You have enough money for panties, don’t you?


  The picture of him in the woods followed. Stewart swallowed the bile that leapt up his throat. Maybe he could break Teressa’s phone, but she probably already had the photo stored on her computer. There was no way out of his situation. If he had thought more clearly in the beginning, he could have outmaneuvered Teressa. But that was the past.


  Stewart: Please Teressa, can’t we work something out? I’m doing everything I can.


  Teressa: A night is fine, but you better make it one to remember. I’ll come by your house in the morning. You’re driving.


  Stewart sent a thumbs-up icon to her and curled into a ball. His stomach hurt from the worrying. He wished to wake up to a different reality, but he couldn’t change the truth. Teressa walked his down a path of no return. Stewart hadn’t imagined how wicked Teressa was, but she showed her real side. It would only get worse the further they strolled down the trail. There was no telling what Teressa could capture Stewart doing the next day.


  As Stewart lay his head on the pillow, he thought of confessing. It was the only way to strip Teressa of her power. He could walk downstairs and dump the safe onto the kitchen table. Watch as his parents realized what he enjoyed doing in his alone time. That would most likely end with a note attached to his door to vacate the house. Stewart didn’t want to find money for rest.


  His eyes fluttered. He yawned before drifting to sleep.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Teressa walked to Stewart’s house. The air was a little sticky on that hot morning. Swimming in a lake sounded like the perfect activity, but Stewart had some shopping to finish first. Teressa had plans for Stewart. She loved how Stewart dug his hole deeper and deeper. Soon, he would become Teressa’s boyfriend. Her boyfriend who wore dresses and lingerie.


  Stewart waited outside with a smile. He waved at Teressa as she approached. His hairy legs stood out against a pair of baby-blue shorts. Teressa made a note to take care of that. He looked preppy and masculine. His short hair blew in the humid wind. She couldn’t wait to dive into the cold lake water.


  “Morning, you plan an adventure for us?”


  “Something like that,” Teressa said and went to the passenger’s door. Stewart got in the other side and started the car. The air conditioning that hit her face turned cold in an instant. Teressa had the directions in her phone and directed Stewart, but he soon turned to her with an awkward face.


  “Isn’t the lake going in the other direction?”


  “We have a stop to make first.”


  Stewart’s knuckles turned white around the steering wheel. “Where?” he asked.


  “Take a guess,” she said. Their town wasn’t huge, and there was only one major stop in the direction they headed; the mall.


  Shaking his head, Stewart said, “isn’t the picture enough? Are we going to the mall?”


  “Ding, ding, ding.”


  “I have little money.”


  “You have a credit card and a secret. You could tell everyone about your panties. Then, I can finally talk to someone about this photo I took. Honestly, that doesn’t sound like a bad idea. Give me your phone. I’ll make a post for you and send it. One and done,” she said, knowing he wouldn’t dare do it. No man she knew would go that far. At least the ones that portrayed a straight persona.


  “My parents would hate me.”


  “Is that your biggest fear, baby? I’ll take care of you,” she said and rubbed Stewart’s thigh. She saw his dick pulsate under his jeans. Her touch excited him. Teressa loved the control that a woman had over a man.


  “They’d kick me out the house.”


  Teressa felt sad for Stewart a moment, but that evaporated like steam from pasta water. She had to enjoy the moments while they lasted. Stewart wouldn’t answer to her beck and call forever. He would grow a backbone once he hit his breaking point. Teressa glanced out the window at the buildings rolling by and said, “You have nothing to fear with me. I don’t mind your secret.”


  “But you want to tell everyone. Can’t you keep it to yourself and not blackmail me?”


  “Eventually, but you have to earn that first. I’m not budging on this, Stewart. Drive to the mall so we can shop.”


  Stewart pressed his lips together and stared straight ahead. He didn’t look in her direction once until they arrived to the mall. As he unbuckled his seatbelt, Teressa was staring at him. Their eyes connected. She looked into his soul and winked.


  “This will turn out as the best day of your life,” she said.


  “Yeah, right.”


  They walked toward the entrance together. There were a lot more people than that Tuesday. It was the weekend, and people wanted to spend their money. Teressa reached out her hand and intertwined her fingers with Stewart’s. “I know I’m being a little cruel, but I’ve been reading a lot of blogs. There are many people like you, Stewie. Have fun with me,” she said.


  “There’s nothing fun about blackmail.”


  “Not when you say it like that,” she said.


  “What am I supposed to say?”


  “Just put a smile on your face if you have nothing nice to say.”


  Stewart sighed and looked ahead, but he didn’t drop Teressa’s hand. They walked like any other couple. People didn’t even look twice at them. If anything, Stewart should thank her for acting as a shield. She protected him from the strangeness of shopping alone. Squeezing his hand, she didn’t realize how far her thoughts had drifted.


  Teressa pulled Stewart through the sliding doors into the air-conditioned building. It steamed with people. Stewart’s face showed how he felt. Teressa leaned over to him, “everything will be fine. No reason to act nervous.”


  “You’re the one with the power. You can say that.”


  Teressa said nothing and pulled Stewart into her second-favorite store. She couldn’t enter her favorite after bombing the job interview; at least for a few weeks. This store was cheaper too. Stewart had complained a lot about his money. She would try to respect his budget, but the dresses had to fit him just right. They had to hide his jagged, masculine edges.


  Picking up a few choices, Teressa rushed Stewart to the dressing rooms. There weren’t any attendants to explain why Stewart went in and not her, which seemed to soothe him. Stewart slipped in one room with the dresses. Teressa sat outside on an old chair. Ripped fabric exposed the cushion at the edge. To hear Stewart change into a dress turned her on unexpectedly. It reignited the burning between her thighs. Pulling out her phone, she reminded herself of Stewart’s thickness. His well-endowed piece would fill her soon. She needed to feel it. Waiting for him, knowing he was undressed and probably hard, had Teressa looking for a fan.


  “Is there anyone out there?”


  “Nobody but me, baby,” she said.


  Stewart emerged from the room. A white dress hugged his hips, but the straps were far too thin for his broad shoulders. She wanted to hide the man underneath. Women were beautiful, as were men, but Teressa wanted to test Stewart. Everything she had read said he would love it. She wanted to please him; make him feel alive. “No,” she said. “Not that dress. I messed up because you need bigger straps. Don’t try on the black one, they’re the same design. Switch into the yellow one, and I’ll look for more options.”


  He nodded and closed the door. While Stewart slipped into the yellow dress, which covered his shoulders, Teressa went to find other choices. She focused on styles that would cover places the white one didn’t. The yellow one looked nice, but she worried about the color against his light skin. Teressa found a blue dress the color of Stewart’s shorts in the morning and a gray option. She also picked up a one-piece swimsuit for the lake and some skirts she was positive about. Stewart would need them for his short trip.


  Teressa knocked on the door, and Stewart opened it. She was right about the color of the yellow dress and made him change out of it. Then, he came out in the blue dress a few minutes later and looked marvelous. If it wasn’t for all the body hair, he would have looked like a woman. The dress transformed his figure and hid all the masculine edges.


  “That dress is perfect. You look stunning,” Teressa said. She grabbed Stewart by the shoulders and dragged him to the mirror. “Look at yourself. It’s amazing how that dress changed you.”


  Stewart’s eyes darted around the mirror as he took in the image. “I don’t look bad, do I?”


  “Not at all, baby. Get that off so we can pay. We’ll get the swimsuit too.”


  “Okay, whatever you want,” Stewart said. The nervous smile on his face told the story. Teressa let all her anxiety free about ‘torturing’ Stewart because they were both enjoying the game. She could see it in his eyes. Teressa handed the cashier the clothing, and Stewart passed her his credit card. They giggled together over the secret they shared. The strange looks didn’t matter. They were happy to have fun.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Clenching and releasing. Clenching and releasing. Those were the only movements Stewart could make to calm his nerves as he drove to the cabin. Teressa gave directions, but they had a few miles on the current road before he had to turn. Clenching and releasing. Teressa sang along to the music like it was any other day. She didn’t appear concerned about the bag of goodies in the trunk.


  Throughout the drive, Stewart had grown more excited than nervous. The cabin was secluded. Teressa could change Stewart however she wanted there without fear. Their neighborhood park was a conspicuous place where anyone could have seen them. It gave Stewart a rush every time he thought how nobody had caught them.


  “How far until we turn?”


  “That’s the fifth time you’ve asked,” she said. Her tone expressed how annoyed she was by the constant questions.


  “I’m nervous we’ll miss the turn,” he said.


  The GPS spoke to them before Teressa could reply. He had to turn in two miles. She sighed and returned to belting out the song the GPS had interrupted. Her voice wasn’t perfect, but Stewart could have listened to her for the rest of his life. The way she dressed him in the mall had sent an arrow through his heart. He was smitten, in love. Teressa could control Stewart for as long as she wanted. He enjoyed being told what to do.


  They turned down a dirt road after the next song started. Clenching and releasing. Driving down the unpaved road, the car rocked with the texture. They bounced in their seats. Heat rose in Stewart as they neared the lake. It was a big lake with few cabins. Teressa had found it and said it was the most-private.


  “Where do we park?”


  “There’s a place to check-in. The website said it’s the first cabin we see after turning onto the dirt road.”


  They continued. A few songs played, and they had seen nothing except dense forest. On the fourth song, Teressa said, “I see a building up ahead.”


  Stewart squinted, but as he drove, the small cabin came into focus. He parked outside the door and turned off the car. Teressa asked for his credit card. “Wait here. I’ll pay and get the key.”


  “What if they want my ID?”


  “Then come inside,” she said. They hopped out the car and went to pay. An older man, large around the waist, checked them in. He didn’t ask for any identification from Teressa, even though she used Stewart’s card. Instead, he explained how to walk to the lake. There were several paths, depending on the wants of the guests. Teressa traced her line along the shortest, easiest path. She didn’t want to hike on her short vacation. There were two lakes on the property. Their cabin sat on the smaller of the two, but she wanted to swim in the big one. “Any creatures we need to worry about?”


  “There are some fish, but we’ve never had problems. Nothing more than little nibbles that tickle,” he said in a jolly voice. The man passed the keys to Teressa and said, “you all enjoy now. I’m here if you need me.”


  “That guy was nice,” Stewart said when they got outside.


  “See, this isn’t too bad, is it? You can be yourself with me, baby. And live like a normal man. What else do you want?”


  “Nothing I can think of,” Stewart said and rested his hand on Teressa’s thigh before starting the car. That moment sent a spark from his fingertips to his heart. He stared into Teressa’s seductive eyes. Her face was perfect dimensions. Stewart couldn’t believe he finally had a chance with Teressa, and she knew his secret. Either way, he wanted tonight. It was worth the money he spent. Worth the potential fallout with his family and friends. Teressa meant the world to him for accepting him; the real Stewart. “Let’s get to that cabin.”


  “You don’t have to tell me twice,” Teressa said and rubbed Stewart’s hand in her lap. Their bodies moved close for a second, like they were about to kiss, but a car pulled up next to them. They waved at the other couple and departed to find their cabin.


   


  ♦


   


  Teressa didn’t lift a finger. Stewart carried in all the bags by her command. He didn’t want to disappoint his love, the diamond in his eye. She sat with her legs up on the coffee table. The cabin was luxurious on the inside; decorated with everything they’d need for a night’s stay. There was firewood by the back door and snacks in the fridge. The decor made Stewart feel better about the price, but it would take extra hours at the job to pay off the massive debt he was incurring.


  Stewart dropped their luggage in the bedroom and returned to the living room. He sat by Teressa’s side. She smiled at him and stood. “Meet me in the bathroom. Put on some music before you go.” Teressa disappeared before Stewart could ask what she wanted from him. He hadn’t had a second to relax. He wanted to put his feet up and zone out in front of the TV. “No time to sit around, Stewie,” Teressa called. “Get moving!”


  He jumped up from the couch and searched his phone for a playlist. Never listening to music, it was hard, but he found something from a cursory search: best music for lounging - playlist.


  There was a wireless speaker with surround sound in the entertainment center. Stewart connected his phone and raced to the bathroom before Teressa returned from the bedroom.


  She met him there a few minutes later, carrying the bags from the mall and one Stewart hadn’t noticed before. “Nice music selection, baby.”


  “Thanks,” he said and looked to the ground.


  “Are you wearing panties?”


  Stewart’s cheeks burned bright red. “Yes, I thought you would have wanted that.”


  “You were correct,” Teressa said. She cupped her hand around Stewart’s jaw. Her hair fell over her shoulder. The eyes transfixed him. He was lost in her beauty. It didn’t matter who she was before because everything had changed when Teressa found Stewart at the mall. He looked up at her, and she had a happy expression. Stewart didn’t disgust her. He had nothing to fear with her, and he had shunned finding a woman to accept him more than anything.


  “What do you want to do, Teressa?” Stewart asked. He timidly reached his hand to her thigh, not wanting to upset the woman or lose her affection. In a short time, she had gone from nothing to a sustenance more important than water. Or the air he breathed.


  Teressa sat on the edge of the tub and rubbed his legs. “They’re too hairy. We need to shave your body before you wear a dress.”


  Stewart grazed his hand over the thick hair. “I have nothing for that.”


  “I have it taken care of. I thought of asking you to bring stuff but didn’t want to ruin the surprise. What do you think?”


  “About shaving my body?”


  “Yes,” she said. He couldn’t say no to her smile. He’d always been curious about shaving but wouldn’t have been able to wear shorts at home. His parents ridiculed men that shaved their legs. They had a lot to say about people that strayed from gender norms. “Take off your pants. Get naked.”


  Stewart gripped the bottom of his shirt and removed the cloth from his body. The feminine edge of the panties stuck out from his jeans. They hugged his muscular hips. Teressa reached forward and unbuttoned Stewart’s pants. She pulled them to the floor and left Stewart standing there in his panties. “Twirl. Do a little dance.”


  “Seriously?” he asked. “I don’t know how to dance.”


  “Make something up. Relax. Don’t be so serious. Nobody can see you but me.”


  Stewart took a deep breath and looked down at his body. He loved watching the outline of his dick grow in the tight lingerie. Moving his hips from side to side, Stewart looked into Teressa’s eyes as he rocked. She smiled and covered her mouth, dampening the sound. Stewart closed his eyes and danced like nobody could see him. He locked his hands behind his head and moved around the bathroom, almost falling into Teressa. She burst into laughter and said, “that’s enough,” between the snorts. “Get those panties off.”


  Slowly pulling the waistline over his dick, the hardened shaft popped out. He didn’t hide it that time. Instead, he stared at Teressa from across the room. His body pulsated with desire. Stewart needed Teressa any way she would take him. He didn’t care, all that mattered was that she was the woman with whom he lay.


  Teressa got to her knees in the most seductive form Stewart had ever seen. She crawled to his naked body like an animal in the wilderness. She was a cat on the hunt. Stewart’s body shuddered as he imagined entering the beautiful woman; if she would allow it. She had complete control over him, his mind and body. Teressa could command him to do whatever she wanted, and Stewart could see that recognition in her eyes as she reached his feet. He instinctively covered his dick.


  Teressa moved his hand away and looked into his eyes. She was fully dressed. He was naked, nothing hiding his every inch. “You’re so hard for me,” she said and wrapped her hand around Stewart’s oozing dick. Her touch ignited every nerve in his body. He couldn’t breathe. Not a single thought floated into his mind. Her hand was like a finger on the controller. “You want to fuck me, baby?”


  “Yes, please,” Stewart said. His voice cracked. He felt exposed and pathetic next to her beauty. He was a nerd that studied science and engineering. Pretty girls that studied communications like Teressa didn’t associate with his kind. They were on a different level. He would have done anything to feel inside Teressa. Even if it was just once. He wouldn’t forget that moment the rest of his life if it happened. “I’ll do anything you want.”


  “Your thickness makes my thighs burn. It’s honestly beautiful, your cock,” Teressa said as she stroked his dick. “It’s thick and juicy. Uncut and leaking at my touch.” Teressa moved her head close and lapped up Stewart’s precum with her tongue.


  It took him everything not to cum. He curled his toes and bit his lip.


  Teressa licked again.


  Stewart moaned.


  “You’re like putty in my hands, baby. Do I turn you on?” Teressa asked. She squeezed her breasts together with her arms, batting her eyelashes.


  “More than you know,” Stewart said. His words broken. He couldn’t keep it together. Her touch put him at the edge. He could cum in an instant.


  Teressa, without hesitation, took Stewart’s entire length in her mouth. She tightened her lips around his base and sucked. Stewart grabbed the counter to avoid falling. His eyes rolled into the back of his head. He tried pushing Teressa’s head away, but she didn’t budge. Her hands grasped Stewart’s ass, and she wasn’t letting go. She sucked his dick for a minute. Until Stewart screamed and begged her to stop unless she wanted a mouth full of cum.


  “Not yet,” she said and stood. Teressa went over to her bag and retrieved a pair of clippers. She plugged them into the wall and said, “put your leg up on the tub.”


  Stewart did, and she flipped the switched. She started with a higher number to get off the long hairs. Stewart couldn’t believe how much removing the hair changed his form, his shape. He was looking more feminine by the second. Switching to the smaller size, Teressa removed the last bit of hair from his legs. She handed Stewart a razor and cream to take care of the more delicate areas.


  He finished without cutting himself. “Yum, look how delicious you are now,” Teressa said. She rubbed lotion into his skin from his feet to ass, so he wouldn’t burn while the continued. They finished removing the rest of his body hair before she had Stewart hop in the shower and rinse all the extra hair from his body.


  Stewart was red stepping out the shower. To have Teressa rub his body down a second time sent his dick to attention. He couldn’t help but get excited by her touch.


  “Put on the dress and we’ll make dinner.”


   


  ♦


   


  Dinner was fantastic. Stewart had cooked them an outstanding meal with the bit of food they had at the cabin. He found a recipe online and whipped it up, wearing his dress and the cutest apron. Teressa snapped a couple photos without Stewart knowing. She sat at the island while he cooked. Insects chirped outside, and a smooth tune played over the wireless speakers.


  It was dark but beautiful outside. Teressa finished her plate and pushed it to the other side of the island. Stewart had eaten much quicker than her. He washed the dishes while she returned to the sofa. “You’re great at the domestic life. I love a man that does chores.”


  “That’s all that matters?” he asked. His voice sounded weird with the attire. She would have to work on his feminine voice when he wore dresses. If he was going to do it, Stewart should go all the way. He loved the dress, Teressa could see it in his eyes. Feminizing Stewart brought joy to her heart too. To watch him transform from a man uncomfortable in his skin to one that blossomed more by the minute.


  “You matter, baby,” she said. Stewart rinsed the last dish and placed it on the drying rack. Teressa had an idea. She went to the bathroom and returned with one outfit they’d bought.


  Stewart raised his eyebrow at her, “What now?”


  “Put this on and let’s go swimming.”


  “Right now? It’s dark. Can’t we wait till morning?”


  “You’re telling me you want to wait until everyone can see you wearing that one piece in broad daylight? Okay, suit yourself,” Teressa said and shrugged her shoulders. She plopped back on the couch and threw the swimsuit to the side. He knew he had to wear it at least once, and she could wait. Turning on the TV, she put one hand behind her head. Yawned.


  Stewart ran over to the couch and snatched the swimsuit. He ran to the bathroom. Teressa giggled to herself. She went to the hall closet and grabbed a couple towels. She didn’t plan on wearing much when she went swimming, but Stewart had to experience life as a woman. One-piece swimsuits were the definition of a woman for Teressa. Men almost never wore anything similar. They didn’t cover their nipples. Breasts, for whatever reason, caused a stir. Every time Teressa went swimming, she had to talk herself into covering them and not staging a protest at the beach or swimming pool. Women should let their breasts hang free. Men got to, and women should too. Teressa pushed the battling thoughts from her mind when Stewart emerged.


  He looked ridiculous and sexy. The straps hardly covered his broad shoulders. There were little lumps where his chest didn’t fill the pouch. His balls and dick, now hairless looked like an ultimate camel toe. She could tell that his dick had pressed between his balls, spreading them to either side.


  “How do you feel?” she asked.


  “Not bad. You know they make these for men too, right?” he asked and flapped the air breasts.


  “But that wouldn’t make you desire breasts. Would you ever want a pair?”


  “Permanently?”


  “I don’t know, it’s just an idea.”


  Stewart rubbed his chin and placed his hands on his hips. Pouting his lip, he said, “you think I look like a lady?”


  The feminine, breathy voice that left his mouth shocked Teressa. It was like she saw the future, a future with Stewart as a woman. Her woman with a dick to give her babies but remain sexy as all hell. If Stewart’s future woman form used that voice, Teressa would never leave. She said nothing and stood, grabbing Stewart’s hand as she ran to the door.


  Using her flashing app, she led them down the path to the big lake. Stewart carried the towels. Teressa wasn’t afraid of the dark, but Stewart lagged behind her clutching the towels. “Come on, let’s hurry and get out of the trees.”


  “Right,” Stewart said and looked forward. He walked faster to keep up with Teressa and her light.


  They made it to the clearing with the large lake a few minutes later. There were no cabins on the big lake. Teressa couldn’t see any other people on the water. She figured they were alone. After deciding that nobody could see them, Teressa lifted her shirt and kicked off her shorts.


  She got down to nothing put her panties, letting her breasts hang free. Looking to her right, she noticed Stewart kneeling beneath her. He bowed and fanned her body as if she were a goddess. As cute as it was, she didn’t want him to continue. “Jump in the water. Tell me how cold it is.”


  “You jump in the water.”


  “I can always send that picture to everyone, along with the others I added to the collection today. Now, they’ll see you in a dress too,” Teressa said while tapping at her phone. She wasn’t doing anything but moving her finger back and worth, but Stewart couldn’t tell.


  “No,” he said and jumped into the water.


  Teressa smiled at herself, loving how he listened. Stewart emerged a moment later and said, “it’s a little cold but not too bad.”


  Teressa jumped in the water next to Stewart. The freezing water shocked her system. She hit Stewart when she came up, “you lied to me,” she said and splashed water at him.


  He stuck out his tongue, “that’s what you get for blackmailing me.”


  Teressa swam to Stewart and wrapped her body around his. He begged her to stop, but she held onto the dock. He would not drown. “Look at the stars. There are more dots than darkness.”


  Stewart entertained her and looked where she pointed. Golden spots covered the sky. Teressa loved how they looked against the ripples in the water. The warmness of the day had turned into a comfortable night. She could have stayed outside for hours, enjoying the darkness. The sounds of insects in their habitat.


  Teressa released Stewart and lifted herself onto the dock. She lay back. Stewart tried to follow her, but she placed her foot on his shoulder. “Stay in the water, baby,” she said, staring at the sky. Stewart turned and swam a little. She listened to his feet kick against the water. The smell of moisture in the air. It sank into her bones. Her wet skin cold from the air.


  “Baby, come over here,” she said, after slipping off her panties. She had done it when Stewart wasn’t paying her attention.


  Getting closer, she saw the stillness in his body as he recognized the part between her legs. It was the first time she had exposed herself to him. “Don’t let it frighten you, my love. Come please me,” she said. Using her sluttiest voice, Teressa said Stewart’s name repeatedly. The hole between her thighs burned for him. His mouth. The touch of his tongue to her throbbing center. “Have you licked a pussy before?”


  Stewart hesitated before confessing that he hadn’t. “It’s okay, baby,” she said. “Mama will teach you. Just kiss it to start.”


  Stewart swam over to Teressa. Her pussy hung in the perfect position. He could please her from the water, under the starlight. It was like a dream. Using his night vision, Stewart moved his lips to hers. He kissed the gentle folds between her legs. Teressa moaned to encourage him. She wanted more. Needed it.


  “Now lightly touch your tongue to the folds. Don’t be afraid to play with the nub where all my pleasure centers are.”


  Stewart touched her with his wet hand before moving in again to use his tongue. Teressa enjoyed his inexperienced tongue exploring her pussy. She loved how delicate his touches were. He did as she said, moving between her pussy and clit. Teressa lay back, enjoying the stars as Stewart serviced her.


  “Yes, baby. Don’t stop,” she moaned. Teressa wrapped her legs around Stewart’s head and pulled him close. Her body tensed as the pressure built inside. It wouldn’t take long. A few more licks, and she’d surrender. Her body would be able to take more. “I’m getting close,” she said.


  Stewart didn’t pull back. He tried harder, using everything Teressa had taught him a few moments ago. Teressa scraped the wood deck as every nerve in her body exploded. Stewart stopped, not moving his head, allowing whatever left Teressa to cover him.


  As her body relaxed, Teressa sighed. All the energy sucked out of her, she wanted to cuddle up on the sofa. “Let’s watch a movie.”


  “Whatever you want,” Stewart said and got out the water.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  The previous night swirled in Stewart’s mind. They had fallen asleep on the couch watching a movie after Teressa came all over him by the lake. Stewart carried her to bed after waking up early in the morning. She was beautiful when she slept; peaceful like a summer afternoon. Whatever tension there was in her face while awake evaporated with sleep.


  It was the morning, and Stewart had woken up before Teressa. She lay by his side, covered yet naked beneath the fabric. Stewart lifted the thin sheet to peek at her succulent body. He wanted to coat her figure in cream and lick her from toe to neck.


  Leaving the room, Stewart went to search the fridge. His stomach rumbled after swimming and servicing Teressa. There were ingredients to make a vegetarian omelet. After chopping the vegetables, Stewart beat the eggs with water. Not noticing anything around him, Teressa emerged from the bedroom. She wore a thin, see-through robe. Her nipples round and red, sticking out through the fabric. Stewart wished to take one between his lips, sucking until she told him to stop.


  “Morning, what are you cooking?”


  “Veggie omelet. How does that sound?” he asked.


  “Good, but you can’t wear that. It’s boring,” she said.


  Stewart looked down at his outfit. He wore shorts and a t-shirt. He had changed out of the swimsuit last night, wanting to wear something comfortable to bed. Teressa instructed Stewart to change before he cooked. There was a short skirt in the bedroom. Teressa said she hadn’t shaved his legs for nothing and wanted to see her work.


  Returning to the kitchen, Stewart felt like a slutty woman. The skirt rode up his ass, barely hiding the panties beneath. The sizzle of the skillet filled the room as Teressa sat at the bar and Stewart cooked. He stirred the vegetables, cooking them a minute before the eggs. His heart raced as Teressa gazed at him across the island. Sunlight changed the dynamic. Everything seemed more innocent in the daylight, but sexual tension waded between them.


  It was stronger than the smell of garlic in the air. Stewart wanted to throw the pan to the floor and take Teressa to the bedroom. He longed to kiss her, feel inside of her. Stewart looked up from the pan, Teressa was staring at him. “Do you like women or men?” he asked.


  “I like you,” she said. “Traditionally, I’m attracted to jocks, but you interest me Stewart. You caught my attention.”


  Stewart transferred the hot vegetables to a plate and began on the eggs. His cheeks burned from her comments. He could have kissed her and left everything behind. His future didn’t matter if she wasn’t in it. Stewart folded the omelet because he didn’t know what to say. Teressa didn’t press him. She had gone to watch the birds from the window, commenting on their actions. Stewart cut the omelet in two and severed it for them, “breakfast is ready.”


  “You’re a doll,” Teressa said and returned to the island. Stewart took a seat next to her, wearing the skirt and feeling fabulous. He crossed his legs to stop the air from flowing between his legs and tickling his junk. Teressa pushed her fork through the eggs and took a bite. Stewart moaned at the sight of the food passing her thick lips. He pictured her in bathroom how she’d been the day before with his dick in her mouth. The suction he’d felt. It made his knees weak.


  “Did you like last night?” Stewart asked.


  “On the dock? Are you kidding, sweetie?” she asked and patted his face. “That was the best thing ever. I loved every second.”


  “You mean it?”


  Teressa turned to him and pouted, “don’t doubt what I tell you. I might not always be nice or give you what you want, but I’ll never lie.”


  Stewart nodded and took the first bite of his omelet. It was delicious. The flavors complex like the emotions he felt for Teressa. They ate in silence while the birds sang their morning tunes. Teressa mentioned them often. She must have loved birds. Stewart took a mental note. He’d always listen to what she said to surprise her.


  “This is an amazing breakfast,” she said. She had finished before Stewart. His mind was too busy spinning in circles to eat. Teressa sat there and talked about her school life, her friends, and anything else that popped out her mouth while Stewart finished his meal. Every word that left her lips was like buttercream frosting on his lips. He wanted to eat them, record them; do whatever he had to to never forget. “Hurry and finish. I want to play with you,” she said after Stewart had failed to eat all his food. She had finished nearly ten minutes ago.


  “Play with me?” he asked. His voice was higher than normal. The skirt made him want to act the part. He loved the freedom it provided.


  “Yes,” she said and picked up both the plates. She scrapped Stewart’s last couple bites into the trash. “Go get my special bag from the bedroom and don’t open it!”


   


  ♦


   


  Stewart sat under Teressa. His head was just above the couch, and her leg perched on the top. Teressa grasped the back of Stewart’s head as he got a second round of practice pleasing her orally. She moaned, getting wet and ready to take his thick dick. It stood at attention under his short skirt. He didn’t touch it, but the cock had escaped. The underwear didn’t hold.


  Every glance down brought a sense of emptiness to her center. She needed this thick manhood to fill her burning desire. To calm her down and recharge her battery. No matter how much she feminized Stewart, she’d always want that thick dick to ride.


  After she couldn’t handle the hallow feeling, Teressa went to her bag to get a condom. She went back to Stewart, walking like a runway model across the living room. She stared deep into his eyes before lowering to her knees in front of him. Stewart smiled, looking excited for whatever she wanted. Teressa loved how he wished to please her. Everything was about her.


  And his dick. His thickness. It was everything she had dreamed and hoped for in a man. And he was hers.


  Teressa hiked up Stewart’s skirt and used her teeth to pull his panties down to his ankles. He kicked them off for her. She smiled up at him and ripped open the condom wrapped. She placed the opening tightly over his thick tip. Using her mouth, she rolled the rubbed down his stiff shaft. She choked reaching the bottom, but it was worth it.


  Standing up, Teressa removed the light robe from her body. She stood naked in front of her lover. To make love with Stewart meant entering a new world. One where they were together, accepting each other. “What do you think?”


  Stewart stammered before forming words, “you’re beautiful. I’m the luckiest man in the world.”


  Teressa went to Stewart who sat on the sofa. She placed a knee on each side of him. He timidly placed his hands on her hips. She commanded him to act more dominant. Take the meal she offered. He didn’t hesitate. His gripped tightened on her.


  She moaned. Teressa loved how he listened. Her pussy gushed at the sensation of his manhood pressing against her entrance. Teressa dug her nails into Stewart’s chest as she slid down his shaft, taking his every inch. She yelped at the pain but didn’t get off. She waited until her body adjusted.


  Stewart played with her breasts. He took a nipple in her mouth, sucking on the sensitive areola.


  Teressa moved Stewart’s hands to her ass. He gripped her cheeks as she moved her pussy up and down his dick. She gripped the couch behind Stewart as she used him for her pleasure.


  “Touch my clit, baby,” she said, gaining a rhythm on his dick. After dreaming it, she finally had his rod inside her. Pressing into her spot with each movement, she came undone. She rocked her hips this way and that way, finding the best place. Stewart went between pleasuring her clit, kissing her body like a madman, and gripping her other areas like a hungry animal.


  There was no civility in their movements. They used each other for pleasure. Stewart still wearing a skirt that was drenched in her juices. Teressa threw her head back as a pressure built in her center. She couldn’t hold it for long. Her moan became unhinged. She cursed as Stewart’s thick dick slid in and out her sloppy wet hole.


  “Fuck, sweetie,” she said and gripped Stewart’s hair. She pulled and got close to his body. Her breasts pressed into his face.


  Teressa didn’t move as her body released its energy. Nectar fell from her pussy, covering Stewart. He held his woman close as her body went to a different universe. His dick still inside her, every micro-movement was too much to handle. She didn’t want to. Couldn’t.


  “You’re amazing,” she whispered into Stewart’s ear as she returned to reality. Her pussy begging to relax and get his massive cock out of her.


  Lifting her hips, Teressa got off his dick and fell next to Stewart on the couch. “You’re amazing too,” he said and kissed Teressa on the lips.


   


  ♦


   


  Stewart watched Teressa from the couch. She stood by the sink drinking a glass of water. He still wore the panties covered in her juices. His dick twitched from cumming twice. Once in the pussy and again when Teressa was taking the condom off him. He couldn’t help it. Luckily, all the goo got in the rubber right before it fell to the ground. Teressa set the glass on the counter and returned to the living room.


  She stood above him with her hands on her hips, still naked. “I’m not done with you.”


  “You’re not?” he asked. Her commanding voice made his dick twitch. Her naked body helped too. The folds between her legs. The warmth of her center. Stewart could spend the rest of his life there if she allowed it.


  “No, I’m not. Put your panties back on.”


  Stewart raised his eyebrow and grabbed the lingerie from the floor. Teressa went over to her bag and lifted it to her chest. She appeared powerful, like a goddess, standing over him. He wanted her to use his face again. She tasted amazing. He loved walking around with her scent attached to his face. Stewart stood to get the panties around his waist.


  Teressa pulled out a large dick from her bag with a strap. His heart dropped. “You want to fuck me?”


  “You want me to fuck you,” she said, laughing.


  Stewart had thought about it, even played with his hole once or twice, but to admit it to a woman? Never. He wouldn’t have considered that, but there she was again. Teressa lived a few steps ahead of Stewart. “I’ve never said I wanted that.”


  “Please,” she said and waved her hand in the air. “Crawl over here and put this on me.”


  His eyes went wide, but he was past talking back to Teressa. She knew he would do anything she wanted. He was a pawn on her board. Stewart reached her and knelt below her. Teressa tossed the strap to his side. “Hurry, baby. Mama wants to show you how good it feels.”


  “Whatever you want,” he said. His hands trembled as he picked up the device. It was so foreign; different from anything he’d seen. The dick wasn’t too big. Smaller than his. There was another part that must have gone inside Teressa. He used her wet pussy to lubricate the toy and slid the small side into her hole. She moaned, smiling down at him.


  Stewart worked the pieces around Teressa’s thighs and waist. She instructed him when he did wrong. It only took a minute, and there she was. Teressa stood with a dick, ready to fuck Stewart. His heart raced in his chest. She would fill him like a sissy in the next minute. He had nowhere to go. She had pleased him, let him use her hole, and now he had to return the favor.


  “Get over there and put your ass in the air,” Teressa said. Her voice was firm and light at the same time. Stewart went to the edge of the couch, leaning over it. His dick hard and long against the arm. Teressa came up behind him.


  She pressed the dick lightly against his virgin hole through the thin fabric. “Wow, you’re tight. That won’t be the case a few weeks from now,” she said.


  “You wanna fuck me often?” Stewart asked and wiggled his ass in the air. He was wearing the skirt and panties, feeling extra feminine. Teressa gripped the lingerie and ripped the fabric where his hole was.


  She smacked his raw skin, leaving a red mark in its wake. “This little hole will beg for my dick soon,” she said, sliding it between Stewart’s crack.


  It tickled his hole every time it passed. She covered it in lube and used some on his ass. Using a finger, Teressa tested Stewart’s hole. As she got deeper inside him, she pressed his spot. It sent waves of desire over his body. Suddenly, he wanted the dick inside him. She removed the fingers and pressed against his hole, slipping the first inch inside.


  An incredible rush of pain sent tingles across his body, but he didn’t resist. “Slowly,” he grunted. Teressa gripped Stewart’s hips and took her time filling him.


  Stewart couldn’t focus on anything else but the intensity happening inside his ass. His hole burned, but Teressa stroked his dick to ease the tension. Stewart was rock hard, burning with lust.


  Teressa fucked his ass, using his hole. It never felt that good, but he loved having Teressa behind him. She could fuck him anytime she wanted. After a few minutes, she had pulled out of him and dropped the strap to the floor.


  She made him finish with his tongue. Stewart jacked off while squatting under her, eager for every drop of her nectar.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  Later in the day, after showering and eating another meal, Teressa and Stewart packed their bags to return home before the sun set in the distance. Stewart didn’t enjoy driving on the country roads at night, and they both had plans the next day. Stewart zipped his small bag and sat by the island, finishing his glass of water.


  He had changed into men’s clothing because his parents would have died if he returned home in a skirt, but he and Teressa had agreed that they loved their time together. It was a beautiful day of passion and lovemaking.


  “Where does this weekend leave us?” Stewart asked, eager for a future with Teressa. He was the woman for him. He didn’t want to search another day in his life. The sex, the bond, and their chemistry had him desperate for an agreement. A label. Words that bonded them together.


  Teressa folded her clothes. She tapped her chin as though she were thinking about his question. “Friends with benefits?”


  “I want more than that,” he said.


  She said nothing and finished packing her bag. She zipped it and stood, “should we head home now?”


  “Teressa, please. I don’t want uncertainties. We need a future together.”


  “Can’t we take it slow?”


  “You accept me for who I am. I’ll do anything you ask, you know it’s true,” Stewart said. He got to his knees and crawled to her.


  Teressa sighed. “That means spoiling me once you get a big-boy job.”


  “That’s soon. Next year. You can have whatever you want then. I promise,” he said. “Does that mean you’re my girlfriend?”


  Teressa looked to the side and shook her head, “I suppose.”


  Stewart cheered and rested his head on her knee. “Does that mean you’ll delete the photos?”


  Teressa howled with laughter. “Not a chance, baby. Let’s get back before it’s dark,” she said. Teressa grabbed her bag and walked to the door. They had cleaned before packing. There was nothing else to do at the cabin. Stewart called after Teressa, begging her to delete the photos. “It’s me or the photos, baby. You want a girlfriend?”


  Stewart grunted something under his breath and said nothing more about it. They got into the car and drove home, holding hands the entire way. A new couple, deeply in love. Stewart wouldn’t let go of his catch as long as she accepted him. Teressa was his everything.




   


   


   


   


   


  TRUSTING FATE




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Lavonne Rincon typed the last blog post she’d ever write in her studio apartment that overlooked the city. It wasn’t far from the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis, where she had earned a bachelor’s degree. She graduated a few months ago. Throughout her years in school, she had developed a popular blog. It housed her favorite baking recipes.


  But the city lost its touch. The spark had disappeared. Life didn’t have the same zest as before. She missed the simple life in her hometown. Maplefield, Minnesota called her name, and she had to return. Lavonne’s phone vibrated. It was her mother.


  Mom: I just made your bed. Took down all your old posters. Hope you don’t mind.


  Lavonne was halfway through her post. The remnants of the recipes strewed across her kitchenette. It was a wonder she got anything down in the tiny space. A small part of her would miss it, but the memories would stay with her forever.


  Lavonne: Whatever you think is best, mom. I would have taken them down myself.


  She didn’t want her mother fussing over too much. It was her father that worried her. Ben Rincon was gentle but distant with Lavonne. Things hadn’t been easy since her teenage years. She pushed the painful past out her mind, trying to focus on her computer screen. It proved futile. Her phone buzzed again.


  Mom: When will you get here?


  Lavonne: In three hours. I’ll be there for dinner.


  Mom: Bring some bread.


  That was all she said. Lavonne didn’t want to see it as a trap but couldn’t help herself. Grace Rincon loved to spare details and complain when Lavonne couldn’t read her mind. A baguette? Sliced bread? Rolls? She didn’t even want to ask. Lavonne powered down her phone and wrote a small list so she wouldn’t forget. Her last suitcase sat by the door, and a half-finished blog post glared on her screen.


  Lavonne spent the next hour deeply focused on her work. She finished the recipe and cleaned her kitchen. Memories of late-night papers, difficult recipes, and everything that had happened in her open-concept apartment rushed through her as she ran a sponge over the counter for the last time. Lavonne would remember this place forever, but after she left that door, she’d never see it again. The apartment and the city would fade to the background. They’d become places she went for vacation. All the realizations made her heart jump. It wouldn’t be easy to let go of the past.


  But timed marched forward, and soon Lavonne had locked up the apartment and filled her car to head home. The town was two hours from the city. Her childhood home sat on a lake that froze over for ice skating in the winter. Driving down the country roads brought back the fondest memories of her childhood. The times where her dad tried to teach Lavonne hockey, but she preferred to spin in circles and dance, much to Ben’s disdain. Lavonne wiped a tear from her eye as she rolled through downtown Maplefield. It would take time to adjust, but Lavonne was ready for the challenge.


  Grace Rincon ran out the door when Lavonne pulled into the driveway. She had her arms stretched out and embraced her daughter. Ben stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. He didn’t run out to Lavonne. She waved at her father from her car door.


  “How was your drive?” Grace asked.


  Lavonne broke her eye contact with her father, Ben, and embraced her mother. She smelt the same as always, a mixture of the garden and her flowery perfume. The scent brought Lavonne back to her childhood. The days when she’d put on her mother’s makeup, and her father would respond with aggression, throwing Lavonne in her room for hours or washing Lavonne’s face vigorously with soap.


  Grace helped with the bags. Ben retreated to his chair and continued watching the game in the background. Photos still hung around the house from Lavonne’s youth. So much had changed since she went away for college. Her breasts had grown much like her hair. The hair over her body was a thing of the past. She looked a world different from the boy that stared at her in the pictures. One thing remained intact, but it hid from the world, tucked away in her panties.


  “Your father will come around. Moving back to town will help him,” Grace said, resting a hand on her daughter’s shoulder.


  “I guess so,” Lavonne said. “I can carry my bag to the room. Want to find a home for the kitchen stuff?”


  “I’ll try my best. Will you be making recipes in the house?”


  “Just until I can find my own place,” Lavonne said.


  “Well, don’t forget that your father loves coffee cake. You should make him some before that happens.”


  “I’ll add it to the list,” she said and retreated to her childhood room. When she got there, it differed from what she remembered. Grace had stripped it of her teenage years, to Lavonne’s relief. She dropped her bags to the side and fell to her bed.


   


  ♦


   


  The wind blew harder than normal that day; like a late-summer rain would appear at any moment. A fall chill crept through the air. Summer would soon transform to fall. Richard Conway stood outside his real estate agent’s SUV as the man described the building in front of them. It was a two-story fixer-upper with an upstairs living unit and commercial downstairs. He was planning to convert it all to his financial advising business. That was, until he saw the woman walking around the entrance.


  “We’re not the first ones here, it seems,” Richard said to the man.


  “Yeah, it’s a good property. But you can outbid the competition.”


  Richard observed the woman removing her sunglasses. She folded them over and tucked them into her purse. Richard watched her movements with awe, wanting to know her name. He couldn’t take the property from such a beauty, but he wouldn’t give it to her without a fight. It was the perfect collateral. He hoped she liked it as much as he liked her. Richard grabbed the agent by his shoulder, “wait here,” he said. “Let the ladies tour the place, and then we’ll go.”


  “Whatever you say, boss,” the man said. He pulled out his cell phone and walked across the parking lot. The women entered the building. Richard’s eyes lingered on the door as he undressed the beautiful woman in his mind. He couldn’t get enough of the curve where he ass was.


  Minutes passed. Richard paced outside. The agent beat his fingers against the screen like a teenager. A true man would have noticed that woman’s beauty and stopped everything to admire it. Talk about it. Obviously, his real estate agent wasn’t a real man. Women could do that to men. Make them look the other way. Waiting outside, Richard’s heart beat faster. He wanted the women to emerge from the building. He grew tired of waiting.


  His wish came true before the anger turned to despair then to anguish. The woman stepped outside. Her heels elongated her legs. An older woman stood next to her. Maybe the hot one was the agent and not the buyer. Richard mind ran with possibilities. He’d find out in a moment. He crossed the parking lot. The wind blowing hard against him.


  “Good morning,” he said to the two women.


  “Hello,” the older woman said. The younger one stood a step behind her. It was like a mother bear protecting her cub. He couldn’t stop staring at the young woman’s green eyes. Her dirty-blonde hair snapping in the wind. She gave Richard a curtsy smile. It took everything not to push away the older woman and steal a kiss. “Can we help you with something?”


  Richard cleared his throat. He didn’t know how long he’d been staring. He pushed a hand through his dark hair. “I’m interested in this property,” he said.


  The young woman’s face ran white. He knew it was for her by that reaction. “So are we,” said the older woman.


  “And who are you two?”


  “I’m Grace Rincon, and this is my… daughter Lavonne,” she said.


  Richard noticed the way she paused before the word daughter. His eyes narrowed, but he pushed it out of his mind. It must have been an old-person thing. A lapse in memory. Searching for a word in the dark sea of one’s mind.


  “I’m Richard Conway and looking to expand my financial advising business.”


  “And Lavonne needs a place where she can work and live. What’s it to you?”


  “Mom,” Lavonne said and rested a hand on Grace’s shoulder. “We haven’t even found a real estate agent yet, but this place is perfect for me because I can’t afford anything else like it. There’s a bigger office down the street for sale. Do you want to live here too?”


  Richard crossed his arms. He wanted the mother to disappear so he could work his charm. It wasn’t the house he needed, but her. Lavonne. He repeated the name to himself. Lavonne. Whispering her name while she lay on the pillow next to him.


  “How about we talk about this over coffee, Lavonne? I was prepared to make an offer today, but we might be able to work something out.”


  “She’s not going anywhere with you without me,” Grace said, stepping in front of Lavonne.


  “Mom,” she said, “I got this. I can handle him.”


  Grace glanced at her daughter before stepping to the side. “Fine.”


  “Are there any new coffee places around? I just moved back to town,” she said. Richard couldn’t get enough of her sweet voice. It was like she practiced in the mirror.


  “I know just the place,” he said. “Meet me there at one this afternoon.”


  “I’ll be there,” Lavonne said. She turned to her mother, “let’s go get some lunch.”


  Richard watched her walk away. If he wasn’t mistaken, Lavonne was switching her hips for him. Placing him in a trance.


  “You okay?” Richard’s real estate agent asked.


  “Yeah, let’s go check out some other office spaces.”




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  Lavonne checked her phone. She was ten minutes late for coffee, on purpose. Checking her face in the bathroom mirror, she glanced at the map on her phone. It was a three or four-minute walk to the cafe on the other side of the strip mall. Richard could wait. His eyes revealed it all. He didn’t give a drop about that property. Fucking pig. Lavonne liked men. She found them beautiful. She wanted to have sex with one. Women still appealed to her too. It was all a jumble. Nothing made sense, but it all seemed okay. She went along with it. People were beautiful.


  “Do you have an extra pad?” the woman next to her asked. She was rummaging through her purse like she couldn’t find the last dollar for a fresh pack of cigarettes. Her voice desperate.


  Lavonne flipped open her bag and withdrew a pad she kept for moments like this, “it’s your lucky day,” she said.


  “Oh, thank you. It came out of nowhere,” the woman said and snatched the pad, running into the stall. Lavonne counted her blessings that she didn’t actually have to deal with that. Her mood changed monthly but no bleeding. The surgery wasn’t something she was after either. Her phone vibrated. It was the timer she had set, reminding her that she had to get to the cafe. Thirty minutes late was the rule in France, or so she had heard. Everyone loved the Europeans.


  “Take care,” she said to the stranger before heading out the door. Lavonne’s heels pressed into the pavement. They clicked against the sidewalk. She switched her hips, noticing men watching her from afar. If only they knew what lay beneath her dress. It always gave her a chuckle. She used the back of her hand to push her long, straight hair over her shoulder. Opening her compact, she applied a hint more of the pinkish lip gloss, thick with color. More expensive than she liked to admit.


  Lavonne arrived to the cafe. She saw Richard looking around desperately, furious, but still waiting. He hadn’t left. He could have made an offer and taken the property. It was perfect for her, yes, but he didn’t owe her a thing.


  Why was a stranger so nice?


  Richard stood when he caught sight of her, rushing toward the door. He caught himself when Lavonne widened her eyes at him. “Lavonne, thanks for coming.”


  “Mind if I order a drink?”


  “What do you want? I’ll bring it to you,” he said.


  “I can get my own drink, thank you,” she said. Lavonne ran her fingers through her hair. She was an inch or so taller than Richard in heels. He didn’t seem to mind. His eyes glued to her chest.


  “Take this,” he said and held out a twenty-dollar bill.


  Lavonne thought about denying the money but changed her mind. She snatched it from Richard and sashayed to the register. Richard ran up behind her, catching his breath as she ordered a frozen mocha. Lavonne locked her eyes with Richard before handing the bill over to the barista.


  “What’s this really about, Richard?”


  “You remember my name?”


  “I expect the same from you,” she said.


  He nodded, “Lavonne.”


  The barista watched them with curious eyes as she counted the change. She handed over the bills to Lavonne, who gave them to Richard after leaving a five for the young woman. Lavonne stood over to the side as the workers started a blender.


  “That was a big tip,” Richard said, stuffing the loose bills into his pocket.


  “She deserved it.”


  Richard swallowed. Lavonne smiled at him, tapping her heel against the laminate floors, waiting for the mocha. Richard stared at her. His dark eyes capturing Lavonne’s attention. She smiled at him without saying a word. The blender ran in the background. People chattered in the cafe. Lavonne tossed her hair to the side, knowing how much Richard wanted to have her. She had sex once before. With a woman before she started hormones and got the boobs. She’d do it again, but trying a man next seemed right. It was what Lavonne desired, and Richard could be perfect, if he could get over the surprise between her legs.


  “Lavonne,” the barista called out and slid her mocha onto the counter.


  They walked back to the small table. Lavonne dropped a straw between the hole in the lid. She slid it back and forth while staring at Richard in the eyes.


  “What type of business are you going to start?” Richard asked. He forced his eyes away from the drink, which had a direct sight line to Lavonne’s chest. Her cleavage tempted him like gold in a bucket.


  “I run a blog on baking. Do you like sweets?” she asked.


  “Who doesn’t?”


  “Personally, I like taking the pictures more than anything, but the recipes are good too. What’s your favorite kind of cookie?”


  “Macadamia nut. You?”


  “I quite like sugar cookies with chocolate chips,” she said. “But I could never eat more than a couple.”


  Richard leaned his head to the side, “I can see you take care of your body.”


  “Thanks, I try my best. Do you go to the gym?”


  “Sometimes. When work stresses me out, I like to go for a run to cool off.”


  Lavonne lifted her drink. She opened her mouth slowly and placed her lips over the straw. She formed an o while sucking, making sure to stare at Richard with wide, girly eyes. It all took acting, but cis men and women were no different. Men sucked in their stomachs. Women lifted their boobs. Everyone had an image to keep. Lavonne was no different. Keep that ditsy, blow-up doll look at all times. Lavonne lived by that rule. Men drooled over her, but Richard was different. Something about his eyes. Lavonne almost wanted to give him a chance.


  “How about I make you some Macadamia nut cookies and we call it a day. You let me get the building,” she said.


  “That’s a hot location, Lavonne. I’m afraid if you don’t act now, somebody else will get it.”


  “I need that property,” she said. “Give me a week, and I’ll have it. I just moved back a few days ago. Living at home isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, but all the other places in town are out of my price range.”


  “That doesn’t change the fact that some stranger could come in and swoop it up. Places go fast here in Maplefield. You know that.”


  Lavonne sighed. She didn’t want to admit that Richard was right. “Well, it can’t be you that buys the place.”


  “And why not, Lavonne?”


  “Because I said so?” she said in a weaker voice, knowing Richard had all the advantages. The cards were in his hand. He had the microphone.


  “Meet me for dinner tomorrow night.”


  “Where?”


  “Mario’s. Downtown. You know, the fancy Italian restaurant?”


  “Sure, I haven’t been there yet. They opened after I moved for school.”


  “See you at six, I have to go. I’m already late for a meeting,” he said and stood. He went to hug Lavonne but stopped a couple inches from her. Lavonne watched Richard drop his shoulders and walk out the door. She made a mental note not to arrive late for dinner because she wanted that building.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  Richard Conway sat at a conference table with his real estate agent. His accountant was on the phone, moving his money around to make the large purchase. Richard stared at the two contracts, hoping that everything worked as it would in his mind. He knew there was a chance it’d blow up in his face, but Lavonne was worth the risk.


  “Are you sure about this?” the agent asked for the fifth time. Richard had a mental image of slamming his face against the desk but resisted in the name of civility.


  “Ask me that question again,” Richard said in a dark, controlled voice.


  The agent sealed his lips and went back to arranging the papers. His accountant voiced some concern but didn’t nag Richard after the first time. He had enough money. The man was a financial adviser. He knew how much rested in his accounts. It wasn’t rocket science, and Lavonne would pay him back, anyway. It was on retainer. He was keeping it safe for his new beauty. The woman of his eye. The one that couldn’t get away from him.


  “How much longer do we have to be here?” Richard asked. “I have a date tonight.”


  “So, this is the gift? For that woman we saw the other day. You’re mad, man,” the agent said.


  “Why don’t you shut the fuck up and make your commissions,” Richard said, trying really hard to to punch the guy in the face.


  “Okay, the money is good to go. Write the checks, and they’ll clear,” the accountant said. “But Richard, you’ll need to be careful the rest of the year. I know you want to hire more employees, too.”


  “We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it,” Richard said and hung up the phone. The real estate agent shook his head and finished the paperwork, having Richard sign along the dotted lines. At the end, Richard wrote a check for each property. The one for Lavonne and the other that she had mentioned down the street. He was sure they’d want to be close. She would dance with joy when he told her the news. Richard leaned back in the chair, smiling to himself.


  “Guess you bought yourself two properties. Come by my office this afternoon, and I’ll have the keys for you.”


  “Perfect, that wasn’t so hard was it? You just made double the money.”


  “Yep,” the man said and showed Richard a genuine smile. Richard shook his hand and left the room, stuffing his hands into his pocket. A strange sense of completeness filled him. He couldn’t wait to see Lavonne for dinner.


   


  ♦


   


  How could he? That controlling, egotistical asshole. Lavonne paced back and forth in front of her childhood bed. The walls blank around her, but her body exploding with fury. If she were a volcano, she’d have painted the walls red with an eruption. Lavonne and Grace had gone to a real estate agent that day but were shocked to find out that the house was already under contract. Because of the town’s size, Grace easily found out who’d bought the property. That prick, Richard Conway.


  And Lavonne had thought about giving him a chance. She scoffed into the air, checking her watch. It was almost six. She couldn’t control herself. Anger fueled her. Lavonne stormed outside and sped across town. After slamming the car door, her stilettos clicked against the city sidewalk. She hoped Richard was waiting there, ready for her. Ready for her fury.


  The restaurant glowed in the distance. Lavonne ran through things she could say in her mind. You’re a fucking asshole. I hope you fall off a cliff and break your neck. Only a scum of a man like you would buy a property from under your crush.


  Too many ideas ran through her mind. She couldn’t pick one, but each second she got closer to that door. Closer to Richard. A step away from possibly going to jail. Where would they send her? The woman’s jail? The men’s? She didn’t want to think about it too much.


  She reached the door. Richard sat at a table for two along the wall. The place was dark but used bright materials. Light tabletops. White chairs. Linens. It looked too classy for Lavonne. She swallowed, taking a deep breath and stepped inside.


  “Good evening, do you have a reservation?”


  “I see my party,” Lavonne said without looking at the host. She charged past the young man. He looked both ways, unsure what to do about the crazed woman that’d just come into the restaurant.


  Lavonne rounded the corner. Richard waved at her. His lips spread into a smile. How smug. He’s not a savior. Lavonne stepped to him. “How could you?” she asked. Without warning, she scooped the glass of water into her hand and dumped it over Richard’s head. He gasped and cursed with it.


  “What the fuck?” he asked. Ice cubes slid across the wood floor. The music continued on the speaker, but everyone was quiet. They all looked in their direction.


  “You bought the property! This city is small enough to find out you went from under me and bought the place. You’re a fucking asshole,” Lavonne said. Her finger pointed at him, stabbing the air. She turned on her heel. The manager was walking in their direction. She threw up her hands, “I’m leaving. He can pay whatever you need. Apparently he’s made of money,” she said. Lavonne used the back of her hand to push her hair back and switched her hips. Everyone watched her strut to the door, taking no time at all. She heard Richard arguing with the manager but didn’t look back.


  The night air swirled around her, creeping up her dress. It tickled her dick. She loved wearing dresses at night, especially without stockings. A nude pantyhose hugged her skin, but it didn’t stop the sensations of the cold air. Her dick grew a little against the tight fabric, pressing, trying to get free. She shook her head and kept pushing. A distant voice called her name.


  “Lavonne. Lavonne.”


  She walked faster, but there was no way she was about to run. The voice grew louder. She cursed to herself. She could see her car at the end of the block.


  “Lavonne,” Richard said. His hand grasped her shoulder. It was wet.


  “Don’t you dare touch me,” she said through clenched teeth.


  “Please, hear me out.”


  “You could have left the property on the market. You don’t have to save me. I’m not a little fucking girl,” Lavonne said. She wished she could control herself, but Richard had sent her over the edge. He was scum. She wanted to smack that smirk off his face. Wet hair hung over his forehead. It almost looked sexy through the rage.


  “It wasn’t like that. I bought that place and the one you told me about down the street.”


  Lavonne paused. She rested her hand on her hip. “What?”


  “I plan on selling you the other one. It’s my gift to you, but now that you poured water over me, I’m not so sure.”


  “Don’t play games with me, Richard. I’m not in the mood.”


  “You’re not the one covered in cold water.”


  “True, but you’re not the one that plotted their revenge all afternoon. I was so angry,” she said, losing control of her girlish, singsong voice.


  Richard stepped closer. He took Lavonne’s hand in his. They weren’t much different. He looked into her green eyes. She saw her reflection through his pupils. “Let’s go somewhere else for dinner and talk. Mind if I change first?”


  “Where do you live?”


  “Just around the corner,” he said. “Wanna come with me?”


  “Okay,” Lavonne said with a slight hesitation. “Let’s go.”




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  They stepped into Richard’s flat. He had a place above one of the downtown shops. Everything seemed sleepy at night. Lavonne sat with her legs crossed, gazing out to the lampposts. Street lights flickered in the night. Richard had gone to his bedroom to change. She was alone.


  Artwork hung on the walls. Mountain valleys and other landscapes, but they were originals. She pictured Richard brushing lines onto the canvas, sitting in his boxers. Maybe his body was hard. Sculpted like his face. Lavonne pulled the hem of her dress closer to her knees. Waiting for Richard to emerge pushed her discomfort level higher by the minute. Her thoughts ran wild. Innocuous noises sounded sinister. She couldn’t keep calm.


  To her relief, Richard came out a minute later. He wore a much more casual outfit, which made her feel overdressed. Jeans and a t-shirt that hugged his hard body.


  “You should have warned me to dress more casually,” Lavonne said.


  Richard raised his eyebrow at her, “like you warned me about that glass of water?”


  “Touche.”


  “Would you like a glass of wine? I have a great Chardonnay in the fridge. It’s from the Napa Valley.”


  Lavonne mocked Richard in her head. Napa Valley. Of course his wine came from a region. Lavonne never checked that. He was already going for the glasses, not waiting for her answer. He poured one glass and stopped before filling the second.


  “Would you like some?”


  “Half a glass,” she said. Lavonne stood and crossed the room, taking the glass from Richard.


  “Cheers,” he said, meeting her eyes.


  “To misunderstandings.”


  Their glasses clinked. Lavonne stared at him over the rim as she sipped the tangy wine. It had a sweet aftertaste like bananas. Much better than what she bought for parties. She almost felt bad for mocking Richard in her mind, which turned her face into an awkward smile.


  “What are you thinking about?” he asked.


  “You. Tonight. Do you forgive me?”


  “As long as you buy this property.”


  “It’s a done deal. We’ll take care of it this week,” she said.


  “Then, we have nothing to worry about, do we?”


  “That depends on what you’re after. I know it wasn’t that building,” Lavonne said. Her tone changed. Her voice was still high and sweet but serious.


  Richard swallowed. He glanced over his shoulder at the microwave. Lavonne loved the breadth of his shoulders. The way a line formed in his neck as he moved. Sitting with a man in his apartment. It peaked Lavonne. She could picture taking off his shirt. But fear kept her in the chair. She wouldn’t touch him, as much as she wanted too. So many men had left her for being prude, but she couldn’t dare share her secret. Remaining a women in their eyes meant too much. Dating was about so much more than sex, especially for Lavonne. She had trusted no one enough yet to reveal her secret. They all left her before it got to that point. Richard wouldn’t be any different.


  Their eyes lingered. They hadn’t spoken. Lavonne imagined his mind swirled with thoughts like hers. Her breath quickened. She downed the wine to steady herself. Bananas. It tasted so much like bananas.


  “Where did you find this wine? It tastes like tangy bananas,” she said.


  “It’s great, isn’t it? Forty bucks a bottle,” he said.


  “It better taste good at that price. Aren’t you supposed to be manage money?”


  “It’s my fix. Everyone should splurge on something and keep the rest in check. I don’t have more than a bottle a week.”


  “Okay,” she said, averting her eyes. She set the glass on the counter. It was empty. Richard’s was too.


  “Should we go to the bar around the corner? They have food.”


  “Yes,” Lavonne said. Grabbing her bag, she rushed to the door to get outside.


   


  ♦


   


  They walked down the sidewalk together with Lavonne moving a bit quicker than Richard. The temperature had dropped since they walked back from the restaurant. At least Richard wasn’t wet anymore. He wanted to hold Lavonne’s hand, but she seemed a little uncomfortable, so he kept his hands shoved into his pockets.


  “What bar are we going to? So much has changed since I lived here.”


  “Just this one where those two are smoking cigarettes.”


  “Do you smoke?” Lavonne asked.


  “I quit,” he said.


  Lavonne nodded. Richard watched her strut in front of him to the door. She flipped her hair back like she always did. It drove Richard wild. He wanted to wrap her long locks around his hand and pull. Watching her beg for him would complete everything. Nothing could top it. Richard was sure. Lavonne reached the door and stepped inside. She didn’t hold it open for Richard. All the anger must not have disappeared.


  Richard ran in after her. He watched her eyes go wide as she registered the surrounding place.


  “What are we doing here?” she asked in a calm, registered voice.


  “We couldn’t go back to Mario’s after what you did, and they have the next-best food. I’m starving.”


  “Can’t we finish this in the morning? With the paperwork and everything else?”


  “Oh no. You owe me dinner, Miss. Rincon.”


  “I don’t owe you a thing, Mr. Conway.”


  “A quick dinner, and then we can leave.”


  “We had a drink at your house. Doesn’t that count?”


  “Lavonne, please,” Richard said.


  “Fine. Get me a pale ale and something to snack on. I’m going to get the only table before it’s gone.”


  Richard nodded and disappeared to fill Lavonne’s command. She went over to the table. Shining against the darkness, it was hard for Richard not to stare at Lavonne. He noticed other men looking in her direction. He’d have to get back to the table quick, but a line held up the bar. There was another line for the kitchen. Richard planned to stop at the table before going for the food. The bartender took his order a few minutes later. Richard paid the guy, grabbed the two pints, and turned to go back to the table. Some young thuggish-looking guy was hovering over Lavonne. He had tattoos up and down his right arm. None on the other. Richard didn’t feel like dealing with some young punk, but he felt a strange possessiveness over Lavonne.


  “What’s going on over here?” Richard asked. He sipped from his beer and placed the other in front of Lavonne.


  The guy stepped back a few steps. Lavonne looked up through her eyelids at the two. It was like she wanted to test Richard. How far would he go? Richard clenched his teeth and spoke to the man as evenly as he could manage, “we’re trying to enjoy a date. Mind if you leave us to it?”


  The young man looked at Lavonne. Then at Richard. Then back to Lavonne. He shrugged his shoulders and walked off, “enjoy grandpa.”


  Richard looked at the guy, narrowing his eyes, until he felt Lavonne touch his hand. It was so gentle. Like a feather falling through the sky. He turned to her, “sorry about that guy.”


  “Don’t worry about it.”


  “I’m going to get the food now. Will you be all right?”


  “Beyond fine. It’s the dress. I look like I should be on a yacht in the Mediterranean.”


  “You look sexy,” Richard said.


  Lavonne blushed, covering her mouth. Richard wanted to grab her by her tiny waist to control her. Move her how he wanted. Richard leaned down and kissed Lavonne on the forehead before heading to the food counter. The line had died since he went to the bar. Watching Lavonne from across the room, he didn’t take his eyes off her. She was like the sun behind a cloud. You took what chances you had to stare. He was keeping her safe, and she liked it. Men didn’t dare approach her. They saw what happened with the last guy. Two drinks sat on the table. The message was clear.


  Richard ordered the food and got his ticket. He went back to the table.


  “They’ll bring it to us,” he said.


  “Perfect,” she said and sipped her drink. It was down to the ice cubes. She shook it, making the ice rattle in the glass.


  “Want another drink?”


  “I’ll wait until after the food. Mind sharing with me?”


  “Not a problem,” he said.


  They chatted. Lavonne told Richard about her new recipe. It was a coffeecake for her father. She explained how he liked to eat it with breakfast.


  “You’ll have to make me some,” Richard said.


  “Once I get the house, you’ll get all kinds of baked goods coming to your door,” she said with a wink.


  “Is that a promise?”


  “Looks like we’ll have to wait and see.”


  “Not too long,” he said. Richard took a large drink from his beer. The food arrived a moment later. He bit into the burger as soon as the worker set it on the table. In a dainty motion, Lavonne scooped up a fry. She bit into it, careful to not let her lips touch the potato. Juices dropped from the burger onto Richard’s jeans.


  Lavonne chuckled and passed him a napkin. He laughed at himself, dabbing at the fresh stain.


  “Wanna go to the bathroom and get water for that?” she asked.


  “No, I’d rather stay with you. There are creeps everywhere.”


  Lavonne drank from her beer. She gazed around the crowded bar. “I can handle myself. Little do you know, but men don’t scare me. I don’t think they’re any bigger or better than me.”


  “You’re a tall lady, but you’re still a lady,” Richard said in a definite tone like he didn’t want to hear an argument.


  “Whatever you say. They aren’t my jeans,” she said. She took another fry. Richard ate his burger. Music played in the background. Rock from two generations ago. Music Lavonne’s father used to play when she was tiny. Rockstar was one of the many jobs Lavonne’s father had decided for her. Lavonne told Richard stories about how he would pipe his dreams for her on the way to school.


  Richard finished his burger and pushed the small metal tray across the table. He downed his beer. “Come to the bar with me. I don’t want to leave you alone again,” he said.


  Lavonne followed Richard over to the bar. He could see the look on her face. She didn’t enjoy being told what to do. They got two more beers. Richard closed out his tab. Lavonne said she wouldn’t have another. Richard was getting sleepy too. He gulped from his beer. A film covered the glass.


  “Wanna play darts?”


  “I’m terrible at that. I miss every time,” Lavonne said. She switched her hips, making her look unsure.


  “I’ll let you step closer, how about that?”


  “Deal,” she said. Lavonne looked around the room and headed toward the dart board. Richard had to rush to keep up with her. There was a line on the floor where people should stand. Lavonne stood at it and then took two steps closer to the board. “So, I get to stand here?”


  “Sure,” he said.


  Richard watched as Lavonne stood at her new line with the darts in her hand. She could almost touch the board where she was standing. Richard didn’t care. He’d let his woman do whatever she wanted. It wasn’t his job to make her lose. He wanted to make her happy. That was all. Nothing more, nothing less. Obviously, he had some things to learn. Not buying a house was one. It seemed like a dick move in retrospect.


  “Wow,” Lavonne screamed. Richard shook his head and noticed that she had shot a bullseye.


  “Congrats,” he said and hugged her. It happened so fast. She stopped. Her body went hard for a moment before she wrapped her arms around his body. Lavonne smelled of oranges and fried food.


  They shot a few more times, but Lavonne kept hitting the bullseye. Richard threw up his arms in protest.


  “I’ll never win this way.”


  “It’s getting late. Let’s go,” Lavonne said. She set down her empty beer. Richard didn’t have anymore either.


  “How are you getting home?”


  “I called a taxi,” Lavonne said and lifted her phone. “I’ll have my mom drive me by my car in the morning.”


  “Smart lady. When will I see you again?”


  “Once I get my finances in order. It shouldn’t take more than a couple days,” Lavonne said. They were already standing outside. Richard saw the taxi approaching on her screen. He didn’t have much time.


  Richard stepped closer to Lavonne. He cleared his throat. “There’s one more thing,” he said. Without thinking, without pausing, Richard reached his hand to the back of Lavonne’s neck. He moved his lips closer to hers.


  “We can’t—,” Lavonne said.


  But it didn’t matter. Her lips met Richard’s. Their eyes closed. They leaned their heads to the side. Richard’s hand dropped to the small of her back. It traced to the top of her ass. He pulled her closer to his body. Lavonne gasped. She kissed him a second longer before pushing away.


  “It’s too soon. We barely know each other,” Lavonne said.


  “I couldn’t help myself. You’re beautiful.”


  “Please go,” she said. “My taxi’s almost here.”


  “Right, see you at the meeting,” he said. Dropping his shoulders, Richard walked around the block to his apartment. He didn’t look back out of fear Lavonne would give him a nasty look.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Lavonne washed her hands as the coffee cake baked in the oven. She ran a brush through her hair. Her father watched a game of some sort on TV. Lavonne hated when they were alone together. Her mother acted like lubrication between their friction. Lavonne was hiding in the bathroom until her timer buzzed. Nothing calmed her more than running a brush through her hair. Stroke after stroke, it slowed her racing heart. Her mother had left an hour ago, and Ben hadn’t gotten out his chair since then, but it was only a matter of time.


  It was always just a matter of time. Even when Grace was there to help them. It didn’t matter.


  It never did.


  They had been two magnets with the same charge ever since Lavonne came home in a skirt.


  Grace, her mother, didn’t react. Her father had beat her. Lavonne’s relationship with Ben had never been the same since that day. Every time she smelt lavender, it reminded her of that time. She could remember how happy she’d been with her new perfume. The skirt. Her first pair of heels. She’d been saving for ages. It had been the first day Vance became Lavonne. The best and worst day of her life. Lavonne laughed at how the world did that to her.


  Her best friend then Carl, now Carolee, encouraged her to wear the outfit around the mall. She had been so happy she wanted to wear it home too. They were twins. Lavonne couldn’t wait to spend more time with her now that she was back in town. It wasn’t long after that day that Carl transitioned to Carolee.


  Lavonne’s timer buzzed. She could smell the coffee cake in the bathroom. It was ready to come out the oven. She was sure her father would want a slice right away. She took a deep breath and opened the door.


  It looked like Ben hadn’t moved from his chair. Lavonne coasted across the wood floor, careful to stay quiet. She missed the spot that squeaked. Opening the oven door gently, she pulled out the dessert and rested it on the counter. Lavonne needed to snap a photo for her blog. She had the recipe ready to go. Her mother’s kitchen was much better than the studio apartment, but she had to make it match her other shots. The studio had cooler tones. Less white.


  Lavonne placed a blue towel on the island. She spread it out and found her mother’s orange plate. It was a funky piece Lavonne had gotten for her on a trip to Europe last summer. She had found it in a vibrant market close to the beach in Portugal. Every time she looked at the plate, she tasted the ocean. The two colors would look perfect with the earthly tones of the bread. The spiral of goodness inside would pop. As she was setting everything up, Lavonne heard footsteps. Her heart dropped.


  Ben appeared in the doorway a moment later. He looked at the bread and then at Lavonne with conflicted eyes. It was obvious he cared more about the bread than his own daughter. Lavonne cut a couple pieces of the warm bread and fanned them out on the plate.


  “Looks good,” he said. He rubbed his belly while staring at the cake. His eyes avoided Lavonne. Ben never looked at her for more than a moment. Lavonne was their only child and an obvious disappointment to Ben. Grace showered her with love nowadays, but there were dark periods with her too. Going away to college was the best thing that ever happened to Lavonne, but she was ready to have a normal family life. She loved her father and needed his acceptance.


  He still had his eyes cross, trying hard not to look at Lavonne. She ignored him and snapped pictures for her blog. Ben hovered over her, eager for a slice. She got some good pictures and took a piece for herself.


  “The rest is yours,” she said.


  Ben’s eyes brightened. “Really?”


  “Yes, would you like some milk?”


  He hesitated. His eyes met hers. “Sure, thank you.”


  “Take a seat,” she said.


  “But my game.”


  “Just for a second while I get the milk,” Lavonne huffed. Ben sat and tapped his hands on the counter. His head turned toward the living room, even though he couldn’t see the television from the kitchen. He ripped bread from the loaf and stuffed it into his mouth. “Here,” she said and placed it on the counter.


  Ben looked at her like a stranger. “What happened to your voice?” he asked.


  “Lots of practice, dad. Can we please not do this today?”


  But his face had already changed. His eyes were glued to her. He was searching for his lost son. Lavonne could see it. She did all the time. It broke her heart, but she didn’t choose to feel like a woman. She had since she was little. Vance was never who Lavonne was, as much as her father wanted it.


  “What happened to you, Vance?”


  “That’s not my name, dad,” she said. Her body was becoming hot. She hated how Ben pushed her buttons. Almost nobody from her past would recognize her besides Carolee. None of the people she went to high school with because she didn’t post on social media. She didn’t need to update them. Her life was hers.


  “Why did you choose this, Vance? You were supposed to be my boy. We were gonna drink beers and talk about girls.”


  “We can still do that dad,” she said. Her voice sounded so much higher in her head. It was like she had a machine in her throat. She couldn’t turn it off.


  “You’re not a woman, Vance. I know you’re still in there,” Ben said. He was crying now. He always made it to tears. It shocked Lavonne how much her transformation disturbed her father.


  Tears burned in Lavonne’s eyes. She couldn’t take it. “I was born this way, dad. I really can’t help it. Read one book I’ve given you on the subject. But please, this has to stop.”


  They were both balling like babies. Anger rose in Lavonne. She had to get out of the house.


  “I don’t care about some fucking book. I want my boy back.”


  “He’s not coming back, dad!” Lavonne said and slammed her fist down. She wasn’t looking and smashed it into the orange plate from Portugal. It cut her hand. Blood ran from the wound.


  “Are you okay?” her father said.


  “Leave me alone,” she said while grabbing a kitchen towel. She wrapped it around her hand and ran out the door. She got in her car.


  Lavonne: Are you busy? I need to talk.


   


  ♦


   


  Lavonne stepped out her car, nursing her wound. She had stopped to get a bandage. Her eyes burned from the tears, but she had given her father enough for one lifetime. If he couldn’t accept her as Lavonne, he shouldn’t talk to her. She was tired of the man closest to her treating her like shit. Like she wasn’t a person. She felt like a mutant every time she was around Ben and had had enough. Lavonne took a deep breath before stepping into the cafe.


  Her friend, Carolee, waved from the table. Lavonne suppressed any remaining tears and hugged her friend. Carolee could see the emotions in an instant. “What happened, dear?”


  “Nothing,” she said, trying her best not to show the pain.


  “Oh honey, let’s get you a mocha and talk about it. I think I saw some chocolate croissants up there,” Carolee said. She hooked her arms into Lavonne’s. They walked to the counter like two normal girls. Nobody could tell they had been boys in the past. Maybe a couple people in the town knew their history, but nobody seemed to care. Carolee had always been a bit more flamboyant than Lavonne, especially when they were Carl and Vance. It was hard not to think about those days when she was with Carolee. Maybe she just needed more time to adjust.


  Carolee pulled Lavonne close when they got to the counter, “a frozen mocha and two chocolate croissants.”


  “Thank you,” Lavonne said in a weak voice.


  “Anything for you.”


  “I’ll bring that over to the table,” the barista said and slid a number across the counter. Carolee took it and pulled Lavonne with her across the room. It was impossible not to feel brighter with Carolee’s bright, bubbly personality around. She missed her friend, even though she had made more in the city. Nobody would understand her like Carolee. They changed together. They held the other’s hand. It was a beautiful piece of her history.


  “Why is your face like that, girl? You’re a mess today,” Carolee said.


  “Coming back to town has stirred so many emotions. I don’t know what to do with myself. My father this morning.”


  “What did Ben do now?” Carolee asked in an annoyed voice. Her father wasn’t much better, but he had at least accepted her. One day Carolee told her the story. He’d come home and sat next to her on the bed and said, ‘I get it. You were born that way.’ When Carolee told her the story, Lavonne had cried. They were happy tears with a tinge of jealously. She wished Ben could see it that way. Grace tried her best, but nothing broke through her father.


  “He just can’t let it go.”


  Lavonne lifted up her arm and showed Carolee the bandage. “I got so upset, I broke a plate.”“They should go to a counselor, but there’s nothing you did. You’re perfect, Lavonne,” she said.


  “Frozen mocha,” a young man said. The ladies jumped. Lavonne wiped away her loose tears and took the drink. The guy lingered for a moment, staring at them, before walking back to the counter. They heard him comment to another guy about how hot the ladies were.


  “Guess we have an admirer,” Carolee said.


  “If only he knew.”


  “Right,” she said. They laughed together.


  “Did your dad see a counselor?” Lavonne asked.


  “No, but it was my grandfather that made him stop harassing me. My grandfather,” Carolee said and shook her head, “I couldn’t believe it when he told me, which wasn’t until last year. All that time I’d thought he came to the conclusion on his own, but he needed a push. Your dad just needs a push from the right person.”


  “I hope it happens soon. I moved back to be closer to the people I love most,” Lavonne said.


  “My love for you will never die,” Carolee said and placed her hand on Lavonne’s. They sat in the cafe for a couple more hours catching up. Carolee was still single. It was hard for a girl with a dick. Revealing the truth took more than Lavonne had imagined in the past. She thought it’d be so easy before transitioning, but revealing the fact had proved impossible. And the horror stories. There were more positive ones than horror stories, but anyone could become a victim. Testosterone fueled rage.


  The two ladies stood after their drinks sat empty and their words evaporated. Carolee had to get to work, and Lavonne needed to stop by the bank. They hugged and went their separate ways. Lavonne stopped at her car and turned to Carolee, “I’ll see you soon.”


  “Next time have some muffins,” Carolee said back and waved before slipping into her car.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Richard, the real estate agent, Lavonne, and Grace all sat at a table. There was another woman Grace’s age handling all of Lavonne’s paperwork. He figured it was one of Grace’s friends. He didn’t care. Lavonne was the only thing in the room that mattered. Her beauty. The way she sat in the chair. She didn’t slouch for a second. Her lips glistened with moisture. The color she wore attracted Richard. He wanted her to leave a mark on his cheek, so people knew he had a woman at home that wore that shade.


  But she wasn’t even looking in his direction. She sat up straight but stared down at the table. Richard tried everything to get her to look at him. His eyes lingered on her. He didn’t care what Grace thought. Her daughter was Richard’s target, and he had to have her.


  “Mr. Conway, please sign here to relinquish your rights to the property and then here to accept Miss. Rincon’s payment.”


  Richard grabbed the pen. He held it firm in his hand while staring across the table. She still avoided eye contact, driving Richard mad. Everyone else leered in his direction until the pen hit the paper. He took much longer than he should have to sign the papers, but he needed Lavonne. She had to look at him.


  The woman representing Lavonne slid a check across the table. It had Lavonne’s full name written on it. A bank order. Everything she had. Richard felt a wave a grief wash over him. Only an asshole would buy a property like he did. He wanted to get on his knees and beg her forgiveness but didn’t want to look like a fool, either. Richard had a love before. He had ruined it with his controlling ways. And she cheated on him with his brother. The chicken or the egg. It was something like that, but it couldn’t happen again with Lavonne. His heart wouldn’t recover. For some reason, something in her eyes, he had fallen for her. The way she carried herself was like no other. He wanted Lavonne on his arm. His wife. He could picture it already.


  The real estate agent tapped Richard’s shoulder. “That’s all we have to do. Where are the keys?”


  Richard coughed. He acted like he hadn’t been staring at Lavonne for the past twenty minutes. Reaching into his jacket pocket, he retrieved the keys. He slid them across the table. Lavonne lifted her head for the first time. Taking the keys, her green eyes stared into his. They entranced him. To hold him while a future lifetime with Lavonne ran through his mind. It was crazy how quickly the mind could fall for someone. Richard dropped his head. He had lost the battle. There was nothing in her eyes but contempt for the man who’d held her prisoner.


  “Hope you visit the website or stop by when we become a cafe,” Lavonne said as she played with the keys in her hand.


  Richard grunted. His head hung. The women stood and left the room, leaving Richard with just the agent. They thanked him, but he couldn’t bear to meet Lavonne’s eyes again. Not without exposing his weakness. No woman wanted to see that. He was a cat in the corner licking its wounds. The agent saw them out and came back a few minutes later.


  “What is wrong with you today, man?” he asked.


  “That woman stole my heart.”


  “You gotta grow up. She’s hot but dude. You’re acting like a teenager.”


  “Collect your money and leave me the fuck alone,” Richard said.


  “Call someone else next time you want to buy a house,” the man said and slammed the door on his way out.


  Richard wiped a hand over his face. His behavior baffled him. It wasn’t like himself, but Lavonne ate at him like a disease. He wouldn’t be the same for months, and every time he drove past her office, it would hurt. A few minutes later, Richard stood and left. He was in a daze the rest of the day.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  A month had passed since Lavonne closed on the property. Living on her own was great. She didn’t have to deal with Ben and his drama. Her bed was comfortable, the furniture fit well in the space, and she had a bigger kitchen than the studio. She also had a kitchenette with an oven and photo-shooting space installed downstairs. Her posts would never be better.


  Lavonne ran a brush through her hair and gazed in the mirror. She had to get downstairs soon to start the day, but she had a few minutes left. Her mind flashed to the boyish face underneath it all. The one she could still see every time she looked in the mirror. The one nobody else seemed to notice. Even Richard. Oh Richard. How she longed for him and all the other boys she let get away in her life. But what would they say when she revealed her secret? Humiliate her? Embarrass her? It wasn’t worth the risk. She hadn’t heard from him since closing day, which was a relief to her.


  The phone buzzed. It was time for work.


  She got downstairs and her assistant was already waiting outside the door. Ruben was her name. Lavonne posted an ad, and she was the best candidate by far. She proved it day after day, even though she only started two weeks ago. Lavonne hoped to grow the company with her because Ruben accepted her. Lavonne had revealed her secret, and Ruben didn’t even flinch.


  “Good morning,” Ruben said with a bright smile when Lavonne opened the door.


  “Welcome, how are you?”


  “A little tired still but great. I’m ready to make some bread and blog posts.”


  Lavonne couldn’t tell Ruben was tired. She seemed like a ball of energy, but that’s what Lavonne loved about her. She said what was on her mind and always tried to look at the positives.


  Ruben stepped inside, but something kept Lavonne’s attention. She didn’t move from the door. Somebody was walking in her direction.


  “What’s going on? It’s cold outside,” Ruben said.


  It was true. The sun hadn’t yet heated the day, and the fall had been colder than normal that year. Lavonne apologized and stepped outside. The blurry shape came into focus. It was Richard. He ran a hand through his dark hair. His eyes focused on Lavonne. She hadn’t seen him at all since closing. He hadn’t messaged her once. Maybe he was going to the place next door, but didn’t blink. It made her heart race. His concentration.


  “Lavonne,” he called when he got within earshot.


  She waved at him, wishing she had stayed inside. Ruben could have sent him away. He got to the door. He had a card in his hand. Passing it to Lavonne, she took it.


  “What’s this?” she asked.


  “A congratulations. An apology. An invitation,” he said. “It’s a lot of things.”


  His chuckle warmed Lavonne’s heart. She hadn’t realized that she missed his voice. His smell. It was like walking up to the ocean on the first day of a vacation.


  “Thank you,” she said and folded the card under her hand.


  “Aren’t you going to open it?”


  “Later. Is that all you need Richard?” Lavonne asked.


  “Well,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. The way he did that made him look sexy. It showed a few of the grays to the root. “I was hoping we could go out together.”


  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


  “That’s why I’m here?”


  As much as Lavonne wanted to agree, she had to fight it. Going with Richard wouldn’t be right. He wouldn’t accept her. It was too much to go through. To think about. She had a business to get off the ground. “I’m busy with work,” she said.


  “Me too. We’re trying to double. We can grow together,” he said.


  It was almost too good to pass up. Richard was older, successful, and handsome. Everything Lavonne could ever want in a man.


  “Give me a chance.”


  “People have layers. You might not like what you find,” she said.


  “If you give me a chance, I’ll do the same for you,” he said. His dark eyes locked on Lavonne. She couldn’t resist him much more. Pushing him away was like drowning herself in the sea. There wouldn’t be time to rescue herself. Regret would kill her. She could see it. What could have happened? The question that haunted so many.


  “You better mean those words.”


  “Is that a yes?”


  “One date. We’ll see how it goes,” she said.


  Richard grabbed her hand and kissed the back, “you won’t regret it.”


  “We’ll see. I gotta get back to work,” Lavonne said. She turned and went inside without looking back. Her phone buzzed before she got to her desk. It was a text from Richard.


  Richard: Mario’s? Tonight at six?


  He was still standing in the window like a dork. Lavonne put up her thumb and shook her head.


  “What was all that about?” Ruben asked.


  “That guy is a fool,” was all Lavonne said. They got back to work and Ruben didn’t mention it again. Lavonne decided she would tell him the truth tonight. She’d never tried saying it on a first date, and every time it became too big a secret to reveal. Her relationships always ended in fights over sex. She was a prude. Never put out. She cried herself to sleep sometimes, but that would change. Richard was her chance to try something different. If nothing else, to see a straight man’s reaction.


  Lavonne shook her head and got Richard off her mind. She had recipes to post and cookies to make. “Let’s do Macadamia nut today.”


  “That’s not on the schedule, but we have the stuff for them. Let’s do it,” Ruben said with a smile. She went to switch the ingredients.


   


  ♦


   


  The day passed slower than a snail crossing the road. Richard was walking home from the office. He had stared at his computer screen without focus much of the time. The managers in his office bombarded him with questions. It was their job to hire people. They had to put together marketing. Richard didn’t have an idea for everything. That’s why he had hired them in the first place. Their questions exhausted him. To decide things with Lavonne on his mind was an impossible task. One he didn’t want to do. Not until after dinner. If she didn’t want him the after tonight, he’d let it go.


  Richard stopped by his place to change. He washed his armpits and spritzed cologne onto his wrists. It smelled of cut grass and lemons. He liked the more feminine colognes because women always complemented his scent. He had a few sniff him. But not Lavonne. She barely looked at him that morning. He couldn’t get the roundness of her lips off his mind. The way she stood. One food crossed over the other. Her heels made her an inch or two taller than him. It didn’t matter. Nobody could deny her beauty.


  Checking his watch, Richard had ten minutes before the reservation. He didn’t want to get there early in case Lavonne had a plan to dump water over his head again. She could get there first. He buttoned his shirt and took a glass of water before heading out the door. He should have worn a jacket. It was cold outside. He shivered as he walked the few blocks to the restaurant. When he rounded the corner, he could see Lavonne through the dimly lit window. She had already ordered a glass of wine. She looked calm and nervous. Her finger tapped the stem of the glass. A jacket draped over her shoulders.


  “Good evening, reservation?” the host asked.


  “My party is already here,” Richard said.


  The host narrowed his eyes. A tinge of recognition filtered through them. “No way. You two are giving it another go?”


  Richard smiled and said, “No drama tonight. Promise. I’ll seat myself.”


  “Good luck,” the young man said.


  Rounding the corner, Richard waved at Lavonne. Candlelight flickered against her. She looked radiant any time of day, but especially in the romantic lighting. The same table. A different night. Lavonne stood when he reached the table and offered a hug. He embraced her. She smelt delicious. Like spiced flowers. It went with the season.


  “You look great,” he said, gently smelling her once more before taking a seat.


  “As do you,” she said with a soft smile. Lavonne gave Richard a plastic container of cookies. “Macadamia nut.”


  “Amazing,” Richard said. “You’re spoiling me already.”


  Lavonne nodded and said nothing. Richard placed the cookies on the side of the table. It took a lot to resist them before dinner. He could see himself snacking late into the night on them. The waiter darted over to the table and asked if Richard wanted a drink. He ordered a martini on the rocks with no rim.


  “That’s a summery drink,” Lavonne said.


  “They’re delicious. It sounds good right now. Goes with my mood.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Happy as can be. Like I’m on vacation.”


  The way Lavonne’s face lit up at his words stirred his emotions. He couldn’t take no for an answer. He would, if he had to, but it’d take even longer to get over her the second time. Maybe coming here was a mistake.


  “What are you eating?” Richard asked.


  “I’m thinking the fish special. The couscous sounds delicious.”


  “Maybe I should do the steak salad special. It seems hearty.”


  “Do it,” she said and lifted her wineglass. Her eyes lingered on him. Richard could tell something was on her mind, but the waiter returned. She ordered the fish. He ordered the salad.


  There was live music that night at the restaurant. A band playing beautiful instrumental music. Richard sipped on his margarita. Lavonne drank from her wine. Her fingers tapped the stem again.


  “What are you thinking about?” he asked, dying to hear what she had to say. She looked relaxed, hopeful even. Terror mixed in with those. Her face changed with each second. It was like Richard could read her thoughts.


  “There’s something I want to confess,” she said.


  Richard gulped. He was afraid to hear what she had to say. It could be anything. Maybe she had a boyfriend already and had just been nice to get the property. Richard pinched his thigh. Lavonne traced her finger around the rim of the wineglass. Richard had said nothing. His mouth wouldn’t open. Words couldn’t form. He was waiting for her.


  “I said before that people have layers,” she said. She controlled her words, steady. Lavonne looked around the room as if everyone were listening to their conversation. “I said it for a reason.”


  “What were you trying to tell me?”


  Lavonne sighed. She averted her eyes before she spoke, “I haven’t always been Lavonne.”


  “Are you in witness protection?” Richard asked in a whisper. He leaned forward. Lavonne laughed. Her giggle wrapped Richard like a warm fire. He could listen to it for hours.


  “I don’t think it’s that serious, but you’ll be the judge.”


  “Just tell me already.”


  Lavonne’s finger tapped the stem again. She ran her free hand through her hair. “I used to be a man and still have my male parts,” she said. Her words sounded heavy. They were like bricks on Richard’s shoulders.


  Richard couldn’t even speak. His mind was blank. The waiter came and set the dishes on the table. Lavonne thanked him. Her voice had a cheery tone to it. She sounded relieved, happy. Shock ran though Richard, but he tried everything in his power to stay balanced. He didn’t want to hurt Lavonne. Show her disgust. He wasn’t disgusted, but the idea of a dick on her gorgeous body had his head spinning. Richard sat back in his chair. He must look like a deer in the night, lost and searching for home. About to get hit by a car. His hands gripped the arm on the chair.


  “Everything okay over there? This couscous is delicious,” she said.


  “Just processing,” he said.


  “We don’t have to go out again. I’d understand. Thank you for not beating me up. It’s honestly a relief. I feel like I’ve overcome a fear,” she said. “Let’s just enjoy dinner. I have zero expectations, relax.”


  Lavonne’s sweet words worked on Richard. He lowered his shoulders and sipped his margarita. She had no expectations. Treat her well and go home. That was all he had to do. She was the same lady he lusted after ten minutes ago. Five minutes ago she had been his entire life. “This steak looks great too. They cooked it perfectly,” he said. It was like he was seeing the salad for the first time. “You were afraid I’d beat you up for telling me that? I honestly can’t believe it. You’re so feminine. Beautiful. I’m in shock.”


  “It took a long time to get here. My heart goes out to all the girls in the change, but that’s how it is for us. People get beat up all the time for revealing their true identity. I wanted to come straight out and say it this time. Take me or leave me, it’s up to you.”


  Richard stammered. Vowel sounds came out his mouth, but it wasn’t anything audible.


  “Take your time. Seriously, let’s just enjoy dinner. I’m Lavonne. You’re Richard. We’re at Mario’s having a nice night.”


  “Yeah,” he said and smiled. Richard wasn’t sure where his emotions lay, but he downed the drink and ordered another one. Lavonne had put her heart on her sleeve. He wasn’t sure they’d make it to a second date, but she deserved respect. Nobody should hide in a closet for who they are. Richard believed that. The waiter brought his new margarita, “Cheers to getting over your fears and living your best life!”


  “Cheers!” Lavonne said. Her smile still intoxicated him, but every time Richard looked at her he saw a penis. A penis hanging between her legs. He cut into his salad before the image overwhelmed him.


  They chatted about business and skipped dessert. Neither ordered another drink. Richard walked Lavonne to her car after paying for the meal. “Thank you for coming out with me. I begged you like a fool.”


  “You were a bit crazy,” she said with a soft laugh.


  Richard’s eyes lingered on her. He took in her whole body. Could he get over the fact she had a dick? Richard didn’t know. He’d have to sleep on it. “I’ll see you soon,” he said and leaned forward. He planted the smallest kiss on her lips. She kissed him back.


  Her smile. It shined in the night.


  “Goodnight,” she said and drove off into the night.


  Richard walked back to his apartment with a thousand possibilities running through his mind.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  Richard hadn’t called. A week passed. Lavonne expected it, but she’d always remember him. He was the man that helped her overcome her fear. She told Richard about her transition without him losing his mind. Eventually she’d find the person that would accept her completely for who she was. A woman was also on the table. Anything was possible. Whatever happened, Lavonne felt better. Free from the chains that’d locked her in the past.


  Ruben was out of the office. She had gone to the store to get more ingredients. Lavonne had just finished taking pictures of muffins they made that morning. She planned to take a few to Carolee after work. They looked great against the blue background.


  Lavonne focused on her computer screen. She didn’t notice the man approaching the door until the bell chimed. She turned to see who it was. Her head pounded.


  Ben.


  “Hey dad,” she said.


  “Lavonne, how are you?”


  She couldn’t believe he had used her female name. Ben almost never addressed her like that. Lavonne could hear her mother screaming in the background.


  “I’m almost there. Wait for me.”


  “Nothing is happening, honey,” her father yelled to her mother. Lavonne had so much work to do. She didn’t need any drama. Her father’s eyes returned to her, making Lavonne’s body twitch. Him coming around had meant nothing but bad news since her transition, but something was different in his eyes. Remorse, maybe? His hovering presence in the doorway made Lavonne shift.


  “Would you like to take a seat?” Lavonne asked and gestured her hand to one of the plastic chairs.


  Grace barged past Ben and threw her bag onto a chair. She threw open her arms to hug Lavonne. Ben followed his wife inside. He took a seat in the chair next to her bag.


  “This is a nice place you got here,” Ben mumbled while looking around the small office.


  “Thanks, we’re doing what we can.”


  “That’s right,” Grace cheered. Her voice was much brighter than Ben’s, almost artificial. Filled with love. “How are things going with your new employee? We miss you at the house.”


  “Ruben is great. She does everything I ask and more. Earns every penny I pay her if you ask me.”


  “Do you have any cakes prepared? I’m starving,” Grace said.


  Lavonne ran over to the plate muffins in the photo area. She took two to her father and mother. They bit into them, making the room grow silent around them. Lavonne perched on the edge of her desk. She noticed the way her father’s eyes judged her. They traveled from her heel up to the rim of her dress. He almost looked sad but didn’t say anything like he normally did. Lavonne just wanted to get back to work and move on with her day.


  “Why did you guys come here?” she asked.


  They looked at each other like two people who shared a secret. News they were dreading to spill. Grace plastered a smile onto her face like usual and said, “well Lavonne, my dear, your father would like to tell you something.”


  He grunted and looked up at Grace with narrow eyes. “We both want to tell you something,” he said. His voice low. Lavonne could barely hear him.


  “Just tell me. I have a busy day,” Lavonne said. She loved her parents, but unexpected visits weren’t her favorite.


  “We went to a counselor,” Ben said.


  The words hit Lavonne. She couldn’t believe what they were saying.


  “Yes, a good one. Your father and I want to understand you, our beautiful daughter,” Grace said.


  Ben rubbed his temple. “Yes, our daughter. You didn’t choose to feel the way you do, and Lavonne, I do. I love you more than you know. Not a day goes by I don’t feel guilt, confusion. So many things.” He rubbed a tear from his eye.


  Grace rested her hand on Ben’s shoulder. Her parents cared. Lavonne could always feel it, but the way they showed her had pushed Lavonne away. “We’re working though it, Lavonne. Can we set up a weekly dinner?”


  “I’d love that,” Lavonne said. She wiped a tear from her eye, holding the waterworks inside. Her father almost never cried. They laughed at each other and did a group hug. “Thank you. I love you guys so much.”


  “We love you too,” they said while hugging.


  Lavonne sucked in and wiped at her eyes. It was helpless. She pushed it away and said, “let’s get lunch. I’m starved.”


  “Okay, but we have this thing in an hour, can you meet us at the restaurant on the west side of town?”


  “Sure thing, mom, I’ll head over there now. You guys go ahead and I’ll catch up,” she said.


  They agreed and left out the door. Her father looked back at her a moment before going out of sight. His approval meant a lot. They could all move forward as a family. That was more important than any relationship. As nice as a partner would be, her parents’ love was everything. Lavonne grinned as she packed her bag. It took a few more minutes than she’d hoped, but she got out the door.


  A note waited for her. Someone had tucked it under the wiper blade. She pulled it out and unfolded it. Looking over her shoulder, she hoped nobody was watching.


  You definitely surprised me. I’ve gone back and forth in my head about it, but I want to see you again. If you’ll see me, that is. You’re beautiful, Lavonne, and I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re all the woman I need. Text me.


  - Richard


  Lavonne folded the note and slipped it into her purse. She didn’t know what was happening, but it was a good day. A great one. The best of her life? She lightly slapped her face. It wasn’t a dream.


   


  ♦


   


  She had texted Richard. It wasn’t until late afternoon that he got the message, but excitement ran through his bones. Lavonne had a dick, yes, but she also had the most beautiful lips Richard had ever seen on a woman. The way she carried herself, walking with her shoulders back. She looked like a model at all times. Her sweet voice. The giggle. He found a picture on her on his phone and traced the screen with his thumb.


  Her face dazzled. Richard sat on the edge of his bed, fully dressed and ready for their date. They had plans to go to Mario’s again. It was the best restaurant in town. They’d become regulars. Discover new places together. Richard imagined sex with Lavonne. Would she ever want to fuck him? He didn’t know that he could handle that. Making love to Lavonne from the back didn’t both Richard. But a little voice whispered in his head. He pushed it away. Lavonne was sexy, worth any risk. He didn’t need children. He had nieces and nephews. Spending his money on travel and recreation appealed to Richard more than springing for a child. Maybe they’d adopt, if that’s what she wanted.


  Richard pushed his hand through his hair and looked at himself in the mirror. It sat against the wall, taking up a lot of space. He loved jacking off in it. Watching his cock grow and cover his face when he lay on the bed. Made him feel like a king.


  His phone buzzed.


  Lavonne: I will be fifteen late. Running behind at work.


  Shaking his head, Richard pictured her running around her apartment. She only lived above her office.


  Richard: Not a problem. I’ll be waiting.


  Lavonne: *kiss face*


  He crossed a leg over his knee. Not in the feminine way, but propped up like a man. He had to exude dominance and masculinity that night. He was the alpha and Lavonne would be his woman. She wasn’t a man. A penis didn’t make a man. It was the personality. The way he carried himself. Richard ran through the night in his mind. He didn’t know how it’d go, but he knew how he wanted to end it. Richard checked his drawer for supplies if it got there. He felt like a pig, wanting sex so soon, but Lavonne was gorgeous. And if he hated the genitalia situation, better to know sooner than later.


  Richard checked his water. Their reservation was in ten minutes. Added with the fifteen extra it’d take Lavonne, he had some time. But he didn’t want to be an asshole. They held a table. He respected that. Gathering his things, Richard headed out the door. He’d get a margarita with no rim while he waited for Lavonne.




  Chapter Nine


   


   


   


  Lavonne dressed in her favorite white dress. It had the thinnest black stripes. They were like shooting stars in a night sky but reversed. Elongating her body and slimming her down without too much attention. She stood in the mirror brushing her hair over the dress how she loved to it. It was like her meditation. She needed it. Thoughts of the date with Richard ran through her mind. He knew her secret and still wanted to continue dating. It boggled her mind. The handsome, slightly older man desired her. She attracted him.


  Her apartment smelled of a burning candle. She had chosen a pumpkin-spice flavor for a feeling of autumn. It tickled her. She’d change to something light and flowery in spring. The apartment had quickly become her home, separate from the hustle and bustle of the office. Lavonne turned one way and then the next in the mirror, examining her body. Her phone buzzed.


  Richard: Not a problem. I’ll be waiting.


  The message warmed her heart. She sent him a kiss face and returned to the mirror. Resisting picking up the brush, she focused on accessories. She wasn’t huge on jewelry but wanted to make an impression. It was a date they’d remember forever, for better or worse. Lavonne had a pair of white heels to match the dress. She needed something to pop. She hooped gold earrings into her ear, wrapped a gold bracelet around her wrist, and snapped a gold necklace around her neck. She moved her hair to the side opposite her bracelet to balance the look.


  She checked her phone. The restaurant wasn’t far from her house either, but she’d be late if she spent any longer in the mirror. Lavonne threw a few essentials into her bag. Things for if the date went well. Pepper spray for if it went sour. She tucked it under some other things, hoping she wouldn’t need it at all.


  After grabbing a jacket, Lavonne rushed outside to her car. She started it and darted down the road. Mario’s was about a seven-minute drive from her house, depending on traffic. It took more like five. Most people weren’t out at eight on a weeknight. Lavonne shouldn’t be either since she had work in the morning. People wouldn’t get their recipes if she slept on the job.


  Lavonne got to Mario’s and saw Richard at the usual table. She hoped it didn’t become a routine. Most of the food there was rich and fattening. They’d have to find a new place. She was already planning their future as she stepped inside. The host waved her though, recognizing her from before. Richard stood when he saw Lavonne round the corner. He went up, wrapped his arm around the small of her back, and kissed her. A light, gentle kiss like a man who’d been missing his woman. Lavonne’s dick jumped at the sensation. Right, her dick. She hoped Richard could look past it when they reached that point. He looked so handsome in the dark. Irresistible. It was a wonder he didn’t have a woman already.


  Richard let go, almost dropping Lavonne back to the floor. Her body had come almost entirely feminine. The curves, thin arms, fat ass. She loved having Richard touch her like that, feeling her with desire. Knowing her secret. They sat at the table. He’d already ordered her a glass of wine.


  “It’s the same as you got last time,” he said.


  “Perfect. Cheers,” she said. They clinked their glasses together. The candlelight flickered against them. Romantic nights weren’t part of Lavonne’s life, but she could get used to them. But a question burned inside. “Why don’t you already have a woman?”


  It was like Lavonne had hit a button. Richard’s face darkened. He stared into his margarita and spoke, “I had a lady. It ended six months ago. Honestly, I hadn’t noticed a woman until you. It must be the way you carry yourself. Your confidence. You’re like a princess in the mist.”


  “A princess in the mist?” Lavonne asked and giggled.


  “And that. Ah, I could listen to you laugh all day.”


  Lavonne covered her mouth, stopping instantly. His words embarrassed her. She didn’t like how closely Richard paid attention to her. What if she farted or burped? He wouldn’t find her so sexy then.


  Richard stretched out his hand and placed it on Lavonne’s. “You’re beautiful. Be yourself, who you are here,” he said and tapped his heart. “I’ll do my best to do the same.”


  She nodded and sipped her wine. The waiter came by and took their order. They went with the specials again. Lavonne figured they were those types of people, wanting to try something new.


  “So, what happened with your ex?” Lavonne asked after they got their meals. She had been pulling at the pasta with her fork, unable to stop thinking about the mysterious woman.


  “She cheated on me.”


  “That’s horrible,” Lavonne said. She clasped her hand to her mouth.


  “Tell me about it. With my brother.”


  “What? Stop.”


  “Yep. Poor Richard, everyone says. They’re still together. Engaged to get married. It’s like people are mad at me that I can’t be ecstatic for them. The happy couple,” Richard said. He was spitting out his words. The wound burned. Lavonne couldn’t imagine. She would have to kill her sibling if they did that to her. Maybe not that extreme, but they would never speak again. Dead in theory. Who is she? Gone.


  “I’m sorry,” Lavonne said. “You must be angry.”


  “It hurts, but what can I do? Everyone else has moved on. Now, it’s my turn.”


  Lavonne stabbed her fork into the food and ate a bite. She saw a softer side of Richard after he shared his past. He drank from his margarita, gave Lavonne a soft smile. He looked innocent. Somebody who loved and wanted love back. Lavonne would give him a chance. She wanted to see his reaction to her cock. Her body longed for touch. For somebody to run their tongue along her abdomen. To grab her. Snake their fingers through her hair.


  “Want dessert?” Richard asked when they cleared away the plates. They only had a bit of their drinks left, and Lavonne had other things on her mind. She’d never been fucked before. It sounded interesting. She’d seen enough videos. It couldn’t hurt too bad. That’s what she told herself.


  “I was hoping for a different kind of dessert,” she said, giggling. Lavonne sipped her wine to calm herself.


  Richard raised his eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Let’s make that happen,” he said. He waved the waiter down and handed him the credit card without seeing the bill. Lavonne blushed. Richard scrutinized the bill last time, making sure they hadn’t put on an extra charge. She saw him do it. He left a nice tip, but it wasn’t an easy transaction for the waiter.


  The server came back with the bill. Richard took his time to look over it and left a thirty percent tip. They got up, putting on their jackets. Richard held out Lavonne’s while she slid her arms into the sleeve.


  “Should we go to your place?” she asked.


  “That’s perfect,” he said.


   


  ♦


   


  They stepped inside Richard’s apartment. It happened so quickly. His lips pressed to hers. Lavonne’s back slammed against the wall. She gasped as Richard’s hands explored her body. She didn’t resist. Nobody had ever touched her the way he was. Lavonne’s body pulsated with passion. Lifting her right knee, she wrapped it around his back. Richard pressed into her harder. His tongue slipped deeper into her mouth.


  Lavonne opened her mouth. A soft moan escaped her. Richard’s hand gripped her thigh. He squeezed her ass. He whispered into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you hard. Make love to you all night.”


  Richard took her hands at that moment and lifted them above her head. She resisted nothing he did. Her body was his. He could do what he wanted. Show her the ropes.


  “I hope your ass is ready,” he said. Richard took both hands and held her cheeks. She instinctively wrapped her legs around him, and he lifted her into his arms. “Fuck, you smell good Princess. I will be your king.”


  “Mmhmm,” Lavonne managed. She couldn’t concentrate. He was carrying her to Richard’s bedroom. He kissed her as they walked. His muscles wrapped around Lavonne like a warm blanket. She’d never had a hard body like his pressed against hers but loved every second. It was like living in a different body. Becoming somebody else for the night. Richard kicked open the bedroom door and threw Lavonne to the bed. She squealed and bounced on the soft mattress. Richard’s eyes glazed over. He looked hungry, raw. She’d never seen a man look like that. It frightened her and aroused her. She could feel her dick growing in her panties. Richard lifted her legs, staring directing into the part of her dress. He licked his lips.


  “Wow,” he said. His kissed her leg. Every hair on her body stood at attention. Her legs tickled as he touched them. He ran his tongue along her freshly shaved skin. “You taste delicious. I love whatever soap you use.”


  “Thank you,” Lavonne said through a muffled giggle.


  Richard growled. “I love when you make that noise. You drive me wild. Like a shark that smells blood.”


  “That’s exactly what you look like,” she said.


  Richard smirked and removed her heels. She hadn’t worn pantyhose that day. She felt so exposed. His hand trailed down her leg until he reached her thigh. It tickled. Lavonne giggled. Richard seemed to love it, making her laugh harder until she accidentally kicked him in the face. Lavonne got to her knees on the edge of the bed. “Are you okay?” she asked.


  “Perfect,” he said from the floor.


  Lavonne glimpsed herself in the mirror. Her hair looked a little wild. Bunched up in the back. She enjoyed the look. It was different, less uptight than her normal style. Richard got to his feet and got into the frame with Lavonne. They watched each other. Richard raised his hand and traced his thumb along her lips, kissing her softly.


  “I’ve never been fucked before,” she said. The words fell out like a mudslide.


  “I’ll be gentle,” he said. “You know, I’ve never been fucked either.”


  Lavonne looked at him sharply before slapping his chest. Her hand rested there. He stared into her eyes. His were dark like the bark on a tree. Lavonne could stare at them for hours. “We can cross that bridge another day. Would you be willing?”


  “To let you fuck me?”


  Lavonne nodded.


  “Anything is possible,” Richard said and kissed her again. She didn’t want it tonight and hadn’t expected that at all. Richard didn’t seem like the submissive type, which Lavonne liked.


  His eyes changed again, glazing over. Richard leaned forward and made Lavonne fall back to the bed. He climbed atop her. Kissing her, Richard explored her body. He reached behind her and unzipped her dress, pulling it to the floor with him. He stood and commanded Lavonne to help him with his clothes.


  She got to the edge of the bed and unbuttoned his shirt. He played with her hair as she worked, unbuttoning everything one at a time. She pulled off his shirt. It fell to the floor and revealed his defined body. There wasn’t a solid six-pack, but it was obvious he spent time at the gym. Maybe he drank some beer too.


  “Don’t forget the jeans,” he said. Lavonne’s fingers went to his waistline. She loosened his pants and unzipped them. They dropped to the floor, revealing Richard’s erect dick under his boxers. It looked thick. Long too. Lavonne quivered. “And the boxers.”


  She pulled them down. His dick bounced back. Richard grabbed Lavonne’s shoulders and guided her. He turned her over and placed her head over the edge of the bed. She stared at herself in the mirror. Richard’s dick dripped precum above her. He positioned himself with one leg on either side of her head. Lowering his body, Richard’s dick touched Lavonne’s lips. She opened up and accepted his thick shaft.


  “Breathe through your nose,” he said, looking at her through the mirror. Their eyes met. His thick dick stuffed into her mouth. Her own dick pressed hard against her panties, begging to be free. “That’s it, princess. Give your king what he needs,” he said. His cock slid between her lips. She watched herself in awe, wanting his cock more by the second. Her body purred. She had a strange desire to have the cock up her ass.


  Richard reached down and into Lavonne’s panties. His hand grazed her dick. He didn’t flinch. His hand rounded and pressed against her ass. She lifted her hips in response, making it easier for Richard to play with her hole. They stayed like that a good five minutes. Richard loosening Lavonne with his fingers while she took his dick, trying her best to breathe through her nose. She got it after a couple minutes, and Richard was fucking her deep in the throat with three fingers up her ass.


  He pulled out. Lavonne gasped for air. “Fuck me,” she said.


  “Get me a condom out that drawer,” he said, pointing to the top drawer. Lavonne stood and went over to the dresser. She opened it and saw a bottle of lube and a condom. “Bring it over here. Take off your bra and panties too,” he said.


  She did as he asked, taking off the bra first. Her new boobs bounced and stayed in place. Richard seemed to like them. He climbed across the bed and put a nipple into his mouth. He pushed at Lavonne’s panties until she dropped them to the floor.


  “There you go,” he said. He grabbed her dick and stroked it while sucking on her nipple. She was trying everything she could do not to cum. Lavonne pushed him away after a minute.


  “It’s too much. Fuck me,” she said.


  “Put the condom on my dick.”


  She looked at the package, trying to remember how they worked. Lavonne had used them as a guy but not for years. She was basically a virgin. After a minute, she figured it out and had Richard’s cock protected. She put lube onto his dick, and he had her in a doggy position before she could think twice.


  “Take a deep breath. I read that today,” he said.


  “You researched this?”


  “Yeah. I’ve never fucked an ass before.”


  “Deep breaths,” Lavonne said. “Got it.”


  She breathed in. Then out. Richard pressed his dick against her lubed hole. When she breathed out, he entered her. It exploded with pain. She yelled out.


  “Deep breaths,” he said, massaging her ass cheeks.


  Lavonne nodded, trying not to cry. Richard moved his cock slowly. They went like that for a few minutes until Lavonne encouraged him to go deeper.


  “It’s starting to feel good,” she said, shaking her ass. Trying to move her hole along his dick. It felt natural. Like the thing she’d been missing in her life.


  “Oh yeah,” Richard purred. He smacked her ass and took control. Richard used his full length to fill her hole. Lavonne’s dick stayed hard as he pumped in and out of her. He stroked her cock when he could, between fucking her senseless. He mounted her, flipped her, put her in every position he could think of with a view of the mirror. She loved watching his dick play with her hole. “I’m going to cum,” he said. His face turned. His eyebrows twisted.


  “Please baby,” Lavonne said, using her most-feminine voice. She moaned louder than an alarm. It was all dramatic and over-the-top, but they loved it.


  Richard pounded into her, filling her with his shaft. He stayed deep and grabbed Lavonne’s dick. She didn’t resist. It only took a second. A few strokes with Richard’s sloppy, sexy-covered hand. Lavonne exploded all over herself. It shot to her face. They laughed at how far it went as their bodies relaxed together, in euphoria from the orgasm.


  “I definitely want to do that again,” Richard said. “Wanna be my girlfriend?”


  “Sure,” she said.


  And just like that Lavonne and Richard became a couple.




   


   


   


   


   


  ACCEPTING DAVID AS DANI




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  David Rivera sat in the living room and watched TV as Jessica got ready for work. There had been some tension in the house over the last few weeks because David was keeping a secret. Jessica had walked into the room a couple weeks before, and David closed his laptop. He refused to tell her what he’d been researching.


  Little did Jessica know, David was looking up how to tell one’s wife that a husband enjoyed dressing as a woman. That was David’s thing. He didn’t do it much, out of fear of being caught, but he couldn’t watch his wife get ready in the morning without wanting to slip on a pair of panties with her. They made panties for people with dicks. He’d seen them on the internet. They were a click away.


  David flipped through channels on the television. He could hear Jessica fumbling around in the bathroom. They’d already eaten dinner. The dishwasher was running in the background. Swishes of water. Steam floating around the kitchen. Jessica stepping into her lacy panties. David could picture it in his mind. The way the fabric hugged her hips. The silk tickled her skin.


  Briefs weren’t the same, and Jessica hated them. She thought real men should wear boxers. She’d never accept David wearing panties. His heart raced so fast every time he even thought about bringing it up. He loved Jessica more than he loved wearing women’s clothing, but cross-dressing was a close second. He’d never done it in public, but the desire raged in his heart. It tapped on his conscience like an annoying kid. He couldn’t even concentrate on the television.


  Jessica emerged from the bathroom a moment later. She wore scrubs for her night shift as a nurse. Her face held the same scowl as it had for the past few weeks, ever since David refused to open his computer. Jessica went to the kitchen to pack a meal without saying a word to David. A friend had asked her to cover. She normally worked during the day. Tonight would be the perfect time to wear her panties. David could hardly contain his excitement. It was the only thing on his mind.


  The red, lacy pair in the top-right drawer. The transparent turquoise ones that showed Jessica’s pussy lips. Those were his favorite. There was a simple white pair with thin waistband strings that popped into his mind. Jessica had great taste. Any of them would do. David did the laundry for the couple just to touch them. Jessica bragged to her friend’s that her husband did the laundry. Would she change her tune if she knew the truth?


  It wouldn’t surprise David. That’s why he couldn’t tell her. It had to stay a secret. He was doing everything he could to make it up to her, but she wanted to truth. The one thing David couldn’t share. She would leave him, break his heart. After turning off the TV, David put on a strong face and went to the kitchen. Jessica looked up at him with death in her eyes. It was getting worse by the day.


  “Honey, want me to make you something for breakfast?” David asked. “I can leave it in the fridge. All the laundry is done too. Folded and put away.”


  “I’m fine. I’ll probably just get something in the hospital cafe before I leave,” she said. Jessica hadn’t looked up from the plastic container.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “You know what’s wrong with me,” Jessica said. Her voice was thick with frustration. “Are you having an affair?”


  “No,” David said. His voice was desperate. “I would never cheat on you.” He meant those words, but Jessica’s face said it all. She struggled to believe him.


  “Just tell me what you were looking at on the computer,” she said. “I won’t get angry. Not knowing is worse than whatever it could be.”


  David lied for the first time in their marriage, “it’s a secret trip for us. I didn’t want to ruin the surprise.”


  Jessica’s face twisted. She smacked David’s shoulder, “really? You have me panicking over a vacation, David! Why couldn’t you have just told me?”


  “You know I like surprises,” he said.


  “Do you? When have you done a surprise before?”


  “I thought it could be something new,” he said. The cobweb was growing. David could feel a ball of sweating forming on his forehead, but Jessica seemed to believe him. Her face had softened. She was looking at him with those sweet brown eyes David loved.


  “Never do that again. When is the trip?”


  “In a couple weeks. It’s just the weekend. I planned it around your schedule,” David said. He hadn’t booked a trip. He didn’t even know Jessica’s schedule, but she had it posted on the fridge. There would be a trip, one way or another. He’d work around his job. David had vacation days.


  “Okay, David. I have to leave. I’ll see you in the morning,” she said and kissed him on the lips. It was the first time in over a week. Her anger evaporated at that moment. He could never tell her the truth. The cross-dressing weighed on his mind. It wouldn’t stop. She would leave him when she found out what David really liked to do when she wasn’t home. On night’s like this.


  David eagerly watched Jessica head out the door. Her headlights shined into the house from the driveway as she backed out. David waved from the window like a good husband as she disappeared to the hospital. He went over to the microwave and set a timer for ten minutes. Maybe she’d forgotten something. He couldn’t take a chance.


  In the meantime, he went to make his selections. He pulled open the top two drawers that housed all of Jessica’s lingerie. David closed his eyes while touching one bra. He imagined large breasts on his chest. He wanted to fill a D-cup like Jessica. The way her tits bounced when they fucked was everything. He wanted Jessica to experience that with him. Like all those couples he’d met in the chat rooms. The men who took the leap. The few that were accepted. Most of the girlfriends and wives dumped the guy. Which group would Jessica join? David didn’t want to know. He had a feeling.


  David placed his favorite pairs on top of the dresser. The red pair and the turquoise pair. He left the white one in the drawer, fearing he’d make a mess on it. No evidence. He couldn’t leave a trace. There were so many to choose from though, it was hard not to wear them all. One minute for each. She’d never know. David went back to the kitchen to check the microwave. Only a few seconds remained on the timer. Jessica hadn’t returned. She wouldn’t until morning, so he had plenty of time.


  After silencing the timer, David returned to their bedroom. He gathered the panties and went to the bathroom where they had a full-length mirror. He wanted to wear the turquoise pair first. It wouldn’t hold his dick after an erection, which wouldn’t take anything in Jessica’s panties. He felt the love of his wife. The woman he married. David glanced at his wedding ring. He never made a vow to stay out of her pantie drawer and deny his deepest desires. This wasn’t cheating.


  David stood in front of the mirror and held the panties in his right hard. His dick was growing just at the thought. He unbuttoned his pants and got them off. He dropped his ‘manly’ boxers to the floor and slipped on the panties. His uncut dick pressed against them. It was growing too fast. Lifting his shirt, he admired the outline of his cock against the lace. It didn’t hide a thing. He watched as the veins enlarged along his shaft beneath the panties. In any second, precum would leak from his tip. No evidence. No traces. The red pair was much easier to handle and clean. He got the turquoise ones off. His dick bounced in the mirror. He was harder than he’d been in weeks. Jessica should work night shifts more often.


  Heading back to the bedroom, David replaced the turquoise panties in the drawer. He lifted his shirt and threw it on the bed to cover up any mess he might make. No evidence. He had never left any and wouldn’t start that day. It wasn’t in his character. David pulled out his laptop and opened it to his favorite site. There was a new video he hadn’t seen. A man dressed in a beautiful pink dress. His female partner stood on the side with a strap-on around her waist. They looked gorgeous. David closed his eyes to imagine Jessica and himself in the same position. It was his fantasy. He didn’t want another woman, but he didn’t want what they had now. The conflict pulled at him daily.


  The man got into a doggy position. The woman climbed onto the bed behind him. David wore the panties with his dick out the side. It stood tall. It glistened from his spit. He spat again, covering his hand. Rubbing it into his dick, his body purred. It was delicious. He opened his eyes again because of the grunts coming from the man. The woman giggled as she fucked him with her thick dick. Would Jessica like that? Would she do that to him?


  He wanted nothing more than to drop to his knees and tell her, but instead, he had come up with a lie. David had to plan a vacation. It’d probably lead to another lie and then to his divorce. The stress gave him pause. He lifted his hand from his dick. The couple was fucking on the screen. Jealousy filled him. He wanted to be that man. It had to happen, with Jessica. No other woman.


  His mind did a full circle. It was an image he pictured every day, his wife fucking him. Making him happy. Selfishly, blissfully covered in joy. That’s how he’d feel. It tickled his dick. He spat in his hand again, stroking his cock while wearing the lacy red panties. His uncut cock leaked precum like a loose hose. Drip, drip, drip. Soon he didn’t need a drop of spit. His precum lubricated his cock.


  The man in the video had short hair. Just enough to pull. The woman made good use of it as she fucked his ass. His legs were smooth. He wore a thong with the band pulled to the side. They hadn’t removed the pink dress. It was so hot, everything David wanted. He wished for it every time a star shot through the sky. It didn’t happen much in the city, but they weren’t far from country roads in Maplefield, Minnesota. They lived in the outskirts of town too. A big house with a lot of land, not too far from the lake. There were lakes all over Minnesota.


  David stroked his cock. He was more into it, filtering between his fantasy and the video. It was turned up loud. Nobody was home. He loved how the man sounded, getting fucked in the ass. It made him play with his own hole. Using the precum soaked hand, he fingered his hole. He was so close. His dick twitched. Cum would cover Jessica’s red panties if he wasn’t careful. David took big breaths while fingering his hole. He bit his bottom lip. He was that man in the video. David was getting fucked by his wife. The image clear in his mind. He needed Jessica more than ever.


  “What the fuck are you doing, David?”


  It was like getting hit by a freight train. Everything came into focus. Panic gripped David. Jessica was standing in the doorway with her hand over her mouth. It petrified him, his body unable to move. Slowly, after what felt like hours; centuries; too long for comfort, David moved his fingers from his hole. Jessica was crying. She hadn’t moved. Her eyes fixed on David’s dick, surrounded by her lacy red panties.


  She spoke through the tears, “Why are you wearing my panties, David? What the hell is going on?” she said. Her voice was hysteric. She hollered when she spoke.


  “Sweetie, I don’t—”


  “No! Don’t you sweetie me. This is unacceptable,” she said. “You’re wearing one of my favorite pairs. Take them off right now, David!”


  Her voice rang in his ears. It was a moment he’d never forget. The night he lost his wife. A time that led to their divorce. Would she tell everyone? His mind ran through the possibilities, unable to move. Jessica screamed and lurched toward him. Grabbing the waistline of the panties, she pulled. It was so hard the fabric ripped. Jessica didn’t seem to care. Her eyes had changed. David lay there as she ripped the panties from his body. She threw the pieces across the bed as she screamed profanities.


  “And turn this fucking video off,” she said and slammed the computer shut.


  David cried. It was the only thing he could think of doing. “I didn’t think you’d come back. I’m sorry,” he said.


  “Get out of my bedroom,” she said in the darkest voice David had ever heard come from her mouth. “Get out,” she said again, hitting him on the chest. She wasn’t herself. David didn’t blame her.


  He moved, rolling off the bed. Scurrying out the room, Jessica got up and slammed the door behind him. David went to the spare bedroom to get a pair of shorts he had in there. He put them on and grabbed a blanket. His erection disappeared; maybe even shrunk into his body. David went to the living room to watch TV and cry himself to sleep. His marriage was over.


   


  ♦


   


  The water burned Jessica’s body, but she didn’t care. In her master suite, it felt like a private oasis. One far away from David. The tears had subsided, but the anger was still there. Burning like a forest fire. How could he think it was okay to wear her panties? To hide a secret from her like that? Jessica didn’t want to know how long he had done it. It could have been years. Since they moved into the house? Five years ago. Jessica splashed hot water onto her face and watched soap suds run into the drain.


  Touching her large, d-cup breasts, Jessica imagined David wanting a pair of his own. That man in the video wore a pink dress. He had tits. David had to want the same thing. Jessica washed her body off once more before turning off the water. Staying in the shower didn’t help. They had to see a counselor. Somebody that could help David see the light.


  She shook her head as the thoughts came into her mind. Jessica supported people for who they were. She had trans friends. Gay friends. It wasn’t a big deal. But those people weren’t David, the man that made such sweet love to her on their honeymoon.


  It was like she could feel the ocean breeze. They had gotten a cabana on the beach. Salty winds and the loud crashing waves. Better than anything Jessica had dreamed, and the sex. It was the best of her life. They didn’t stop all weekend. Her pussy had been David’s dessert after every meal. She never once thought of him as gay or someone that wanted to dress like a woman. He used to wear briefs, but a lot of men did that. It wasn’t abnormal. Normal and abnormal. Jessica hated herself for thinking like that.


  She screamed and slammed her fist against the vanity counter. It felt like a punishment. Her life had been too perfect. They had their first major fight two weeks ago when David had kept a secret from her. She grew skeptical of the vacation. Hopefully it wasn’t real. She didn’t need to take a road trip with David now. They needed a few days apart.


  Tears swelled in Jessica’s eyes. She dropped to the floor and hooked her arms around her knees. It wasn’t something she could ignore. Looking the other way wouldn’t help either of them. She had to decide to accept David or leave him. Let him free like a butterfly. She couldn’t change him. People didn’t like cages. She knew that from experience. Her father pushed her so hard to become a lawyer like everyone else in the family, but she wanted to save lives. Nurses did that. Lawyers made people unhappy. Her parents always argued. They brought work home. Jessica didn’t want that, and she had chosen her path. David needs the freedom to do the same. Jessica told herself that as she rocked back and forth on the floor.


  Grabbing the edge of the counter, Jessica lifted herself to her feet. She needed the bed to herself that night, but she wasn’t angry. David was her other half, and they would get through this, even if that meant letting him free.


  Jessica rubbed lotion into her skin. The nurse she meant to cover sent her a text.


  Alex: I’m so sorry again I forgot to tell you I didn’t need the cover anymore. I owe you big time. Dinner? Drinks? You name it.


  Jessica didn’t have the energy to reply. She would get drinks with Alex soon. They were good friends. And after all this with David, she’d need someone to talk to. Jessica went to the door and pressed her ear against the wood. David was watching TV. As much as she wanted to sleep next to him, she needed a night alone. Deep down, she knew it. Jessica climbed into bed and cracked open a book. It didn’t take long for her vision to become blurry and fade to sleep, dreaming about the romantic beginnings with David.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  David awoke on the sofa. Sunlight filtered in through the window. His neck hurt. Rubbing the back of his neck, he heard Jessica stir in their bedroom. She hadn’t come out all night. David couldn’t stop thinking about her. The way she had looked at him when she found him in her red panties. Disgust. Shock. He couldn’t tell what she was thinking, but it wasn’t good.


  His head pounded. David needed some coffee to soothe the ache. Nothing would change Jessica’s reaction, but coffee would help him get through the day. It’d be his rock to reality. David filled a filter and got the water running. The nutty, chocolate, distinct coffee smell drifted through the room. Jessica opened the door. Their eyes met.


  “Morning,” she said.


  “How’d you sleep?” he asked, instantly regretting the question. Her eyes looked like death.


  “I need coffee.”


  David nodded and set out two mugs. He gripped the counter. She ignored him and tapped away at her phone. It was like any other morning. Not a drop of anger showed on Jessica’s face. The coffee was ready a few minutes later. Jessica never looked up from her phone, and her body language showed nothing. She wasn’t shying away from David. Nothing out the ordinary. David poured the black liquid. Neither took milk nor sugar.


  “Thanks,” she said. Jessica lifted the mug to her lips and blew on the brew, still not looking away from her phone.


  “What are you reading?” David asked.


  “Nothing much. Just on social media,” she said.


  “Do you want to talk about what happened?”


  “Not yet, I’m still processing,” she said. Her voice wasn’t heavy. It scared David. After all the aggression last night, he expected more in the morning. The moment before the storm. It wouldn’t last. David didn’t let his guard down.


  “What are we going to do about it?” he asked. He was desperate for something. Some type of answer.


  “I told you, I need time,” she said. Jessica met David’s eyes for the first time. They were fierce, intense. David nodded and dropped the subject. Jessica sipped her coffee. She had set her phone on the island, upside down. She was staring at David, making him shift on his feet. Her eyes burned into his soul. “So, where are we going on vacation?”


  David tapped his fingers on the counter and took a drink of his coffee. Anger flickered into Jessica’s eyes. “Don’t do this again. No more secrets. You said we’re going somewhere. I want details, now.”


  The way she set her coffee on the island sent a chill down David’s spine. He looked past Jessica as she stared at him. Her gaze burning a hole in his chest. “David, tell me. Where are we going?”


  Sweat was forming on his forehead again. He thought and thought and then said, “I thought we could decide then. I got us a hotel gift card. They’re everywhere.”


  Jessica narrowed her eyes at David. “What dates?”


  He hadn’t looked at her schedule. Cursing himself, he thought of her usual one. It changed so often though he couldn‘t be sure. She helped anyone who asked. People adored Jessica. They talked about her. She was like the queen of the nurses. Everyone owed her a favor, including David.


  “Next weekend. Sunday and Monday. I took off Tuesday too, if you can spring it.”


  “Fine, but I want to see a counselor before then,” she said.


  “You know how I feel—”


  “We need someone to mediate our conversation. I can’t talk to you,” Jessica said and held up her hand.


  David tightened his lips, not saying a word. He owed that to Jessica. That was her favor. “Fine. Let me know when, I’ll be there.”


  “Thank you,” she said. Jessica grabbed her coffee and went to the bedroom, slamming the door on her way.


   


  ♦


   


  Jessica had the house to herself. David had finally left for work after whining in her face all morning, trying to talk. Why in the world would he think she wanted to talk? They needed someone in the middle or she’d rip off his head. Her control teeter-tottered like a seesaw. She had told no one. Not a soul. What would they say? Ridicule her?


  Now that David was at work for the day, she had time to search the internet. Last night her emotions were too jumbled to think. But in the morning sun, she saw differently. David was still David. He just liked to wear panties.


  Jessica made a fresh batch of coffee. Her eyes twitched after tossing and turning throughout the night. The fresh smell of a new brew relaxed her mind. She perched against the kitchen counter, pulling split ends from her hair, as the coffee dripped into the pot. Her mind drifting from one place to the next. Every thought consumed by David, but they were more images than words. Her idea of what David as a woman would look like. He had a sister. She was beautiful, but that didn’t mean Jessica wanted her sexually.


  She screamed into the air. Their house was big. The neighbors couldn’t hear a thing. A huge yard separated them. It occurred to Jessica that maybe another wife in the neighborhood was dealing with the same problem. They were trying to have kids. Could Jessica raise a family with David? It all stressed her out so much.


  The coffee stopped dripping. She got a mug from the cabinet and filled it. After blowing over the rim, she took a drink. Jessica walked over to her computer that faced the big, fenced backyard. She wanted to get a dog too, after their first baby was a year old. She had a plan; David was ruining it.


  Jessica opened the laptop and searched caught my husband in my panties. Her heart raced as search results lined the screen. Millions of entries. Suddenly, she didn’t feel alone, but now she couldn’t trust any man. If she left Richard, what were the chances she’d find another man with the same fetish? Millions of results. It rattled her.


  She clicked on the first link and read through the comments. Other wives and girlfriends going through the same thing. It was so taboo. Women wore boxers all the time. They did it in movies, at home, some even went to the store in them. Jessica had seen those women in the gas station late at night, but men weren’t allowed to wear panties. It went against everything the world taught them.


  The other women seemed to agree. They were distraught. One said she eventually caught her husband with another man after she’d accepted him for who he was. What the nerve. Jessica noted to ask David if he was gay. If he wanted a man, if he was a woman trapped in a man’s body, he had to let her know. With someone between them. A sex therapist, perhaps.


  Jessica didn’t want a divorce. She didn’t want to date again. But the thought of catching David with a man’s dick in his mouth, that was too much to handle. She closed that page and went to another.


  It sounded more positive. Most men that wore panties weren’t gay, it had said. Jessica latched on to this. It was a fetish. His dick had been hard. He was watching porn with a woman fucking the man. There was hope. Jessica could make that work, perhaps.


  She pictured herself like the woman in that horrid video. The one that’d burned into her mind. She was using such a large dildo. It hung off her body like an elephant’s trunk. Did David want that? Jessica didn’t know that she could fuck him up the ass when his dick felt so good in her pussy.


  Jessica closed that page and typed in sex therapists in Maplefield Minnesota.


  There were thousands of results, but only one good one. It linked the woman to everything. She wrote books and had a video series. Her name was Dr. Cobb, full name Leila Cobb. Jessica picked up her phone and dialed the number on the website.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  David Rivera was nervous to see his wife as he sat in his car in the driveway. She was home. Her car was right there in front of his. Maybe she had packed her bags and was standing by the door ready to leave, waiting for David to come home. She hadn’t texted him once that day or returned his call. Complete silence. He didn’t know what to expect but couldn’t sit in his car forever.


  Opening the door, David stepped onto the driveway. Jessica appeared in the entryway. She held open the door for him; he stepped inside. Her eyes showed nothing, making David swallow. He feared the next hour of his life, but the house smelt of his favorite meal. Lasagna.


  “Did you make a lasagna?” he asked.


  “Yes, I know it’s your favorite,” she said with a soft smile.


  David dropped his bag on the hook and stepped into the kitchen, turning to Jessica. She was walking carefully behind him. He hoped there wasn’t a knife behind her back. Ambling, he moved toward the island.


  Jessica circled to the other side. “Would you like some red to go with the wine?”


  “Is everything okay?” he asked.


  “Yes, why do you ask?”


  David took the wine and gulped before speaking, “you’re so cheery. I thought you’d have packed and left by now.”


  “We took a vow, David,” she said. “That’s important. I’m not saying we’ll stay together. I read some questionable things today.”


  There was so much on the internet. David wasn’t gay. He didn’t want a man. Jessica meant everything to him. As David opened his mouth to speak, Jessica raised her hand, “I don’t want to hear it. Save it for our session.”


  David felt his body turn cold. He had promised to talk to someone, but it wasn’t what he wanted to do. “Can’t we work this out on our own?”


  The laugh that left Jessica made David’s mouth dry. “No way. We’ll get divorced tomorrow if that happens,” she said. She grabbed a spatula and cut into the lasagna sitting on the counter.


  “It looks delicious,” he said.


  “We both need it.” Jessica slid the plate across the counter. She had a bowl of salad sitting in the middle. They always ate at their island. It was open to the living room. They could sit and watch TV. Ignore each other and zone out. After a long day of work, sometimes that was all they wanted to do. The television wasn’t on that day. Their silence and awkward gazes were suffocating. “If you want to stay my husband, we will visit the sex therapist I found.”


  David ate the lasagna and drank the wine. Jessica did the same. Her words were final. He couldn’t argue with her. The ball was in her court. David didn’t want to spill his problems out to some stranger, but Jessica didn’t flinch. She finished her food and smiled at David. He had half of his left.


  “When is the appointment?” he asked.


  “She got an opening tomorrow because somebody had to cancel.”


  “Tomorrow?”


  “Yes, isn’t it perfect?” Jessica asked with a huge smile spread across her face.


  “I suppose,” David said, pushing around his lasagna.


  Jessica grabbed her wine and went over the armchair. She picked up the book she’d been reading from the coffee table. David turned to look at her. She smiled back at him.


  “We made a vow, sweetie. We’ll work this out.” Jessica picked up her book and read.


  David should have felt better. His wife was giving him everything he wanted, but a sadness coated his aura. She knew his secret. The previous night exposed everything he’d kept to himself their entire marriage. A while later, David finished his meal and joined Jessica in the living room. They watched a show and went to bed like any other night. The only difference, they had a heart-wrenching meeting in the morning.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Jessica reread Dr. Cobb’s website on her phone during breakfast. Her stomach fluttered. She was nervous, same as David. His eyes showed the fear, but they had a problem. It wasn’t something she wanted to deal with alone. Maybe Dr. Cobb could help Jessica understand her husband in a way David doesn’t know how. He doesn’t know how good it’ll be for him to have a third party. His sullen eyes whipped her with guilt as they got into the car.


  They drove across town without speaking. The music played at a comfortable volume, but it was much too loud for talking. They didn’t turn it down for the commercials either.


  David drove. Jessica gazed out the window. She didn’t want to meet his sad face. It screamed for her to say turn around. Work it out on their own. They had been through things before in the past. But the truth was, she thought none of those petty fights came close walking in on him in her panties. They were at the office sooner than Jessica had expected. There was a sign outside a normal-looking house. It fit perfectly for a sex therapist. Jessica smiled to herself. The next hour would be an interesting one.


  “Are we going through with this? I thought you were joking,” David said as he looked up at the house.


  Jessica had her hand on the latch, ready for whatever Dr. Cobb had to say. “Yes, we’re going. She can help us in ways we can’t help ourselves. There are great reviews online about this woman. Give it a chance,” Jessica said. She rested her hand on David’s thigh. Looking into his eyes, she said, “I love you and want to make this work.”


  David nodded, “me too.” He didn’t protest and got out the car. They climbed the stoop together, holding hands. Jessica wanted to make sure David knew they were a pair. One couldn’t come without the other. “We’re in this together,” she said.


  “You’re an amazing woman.”


  “And you’re an even better husband. I don’t know what I want yet David, but we have to take this step,” she said. They were standing at the door.


  David nodded, “I will be okay, It’s only an hour.”


  And with those words, the door flew open. A slim, older woman stood on the other side. She was of average height and wore a long dress that reached her ankles. Her hair was pulled back in a messy bun. Her smile was gentle, inviting. “Welcome to my home. How are you two today?”


  “We’re here,” Jessica said.


  David said nothing.


  “I know it can be difficult, but you two are taking a step in the right direction,” she said. Her soft eyes gave Jessica a sense of comfort. She could trust this woman with their secret. This wasn’t her first time seeing this problem. She had said it on the phone. David’s behavior was perfectly normal. “Please, come inside.”


  They stepped inside. The room smelt of lemon cleaner and old books. There were two rooms on the main floor, from what Jessica could see. “Go on to the back, where the big desk is,” she said, coming in behind them. Jessica made her way there. David sulked behind her, hanging his shoulders. They sat next to each other while Dr. Cobb grabbed them some water. Jessica reached her hand over and rested it on David’s thigh, “please, don’t hide anything from me. For both of us.”


  David nodded. He looked sick, but the time would past. They would grow and heal. Secrecy broke relationships. Truth healed them, even if that meant going separate ways. Jessica didn’t want to waste her life walking in the wrong direction.


  She looked over at David. He back at her with watery eyes. Dr. Cobb entered with a tray of drinks. She set it on the desk between them. “Good morning, Mr and Mrs Rivera.”


  “Thank you for seeing us on such short notice,” Jessica said.


  “It must have been meant to happen,” Dr. Cobb said.


  “Dr. Cobb, I’m nervous.”


  “Please, call me Leila. And who are you two?”


  “I’m Jessica, and he is David.”


  “Does David know how to speak?” Leila asked, looking at the man..


  He cleared his throat. It sounded like a broken-down car. “Sorry, this is hard for me.”


  “Don’t worry, David. This is a safe place. There are no recordings. I might make notes, but that’s only for my memory. Not a soul will know what we say here,” Leila said. Her trusting face promised so much. Jessica could see David relaxing in his chair. She let out the breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. “Take a water. Let’s sit here for a second.”


  “And do what?” Jessica asked.


  “Nothing. Just look at each other. Grow more comfortable in the space. Thirty seconds,” Leila said and turned the small clock on her desk toward them. Tick. Tick. Tick. Jessica watched the second hand move in a circle. “Relax,” her voice said. “Close your eyes.” Jessica did. Ten seconds later Leila spoke, “now let’s talk about what happened. Why are you two here today?”


  Jessica and David shared a look. She nodded at him for him to speak. He grunted and said, “Jessica caught me wearing her panties the other night.”


  “Wow, that must have been shocking for you Jessica. How do you feel about David wearing your panties?”


  She considered Leila’s question. Jessica pulled on her skirt, “like I don’t know my husband. I never would have thought of him as the pantie type.”


  “We’re creatures full of surprises,” Leila said. “How long have you been wearing her panties, David?” He looked at the floor and pinched his nose. Jessica could feel the frustration radiating from his body. “David, this is a safe place. Isn’t that right, Jessica?”


  The walls were closing in around her. She could have been in an oven. “Yes,” she choked.


  David didn’t respond. Leila asked again, “how long have you been wearing your wife’s panties, David?”


  He sighed. His voice loud like a whale, “since we got back from the honeymoon and moved into the house.”


  Jessica gasped. “That long?”


  David wouldn’t look at her. He nodded his head.


  “How does that make you feel, Jessica?”


  “Shocked. Betrayed. Why have you never told me?”


  “What kind of man wants to wear panties?” David asked. He was crying.


  Jessica held her hand to her mouth. She didn’t know how to respond. Leila placed a box of tissues on their side of the table and said, “it’s perfectly normal for men to wear female lingerie. Much more common than the public would believe. It’s taboo, yes, but absolutely common.”


  Leila’s firm voice startled Jessica. She couldn’t believe the woman spoke with such certainty about men wearing sexy undergarments. Her breath became uneven. She wanted to go home. Maybe they could work it out on their own. They sat in silence. David crying, Jessica in shock, and Leila observing them. Until she cleared her throat and continued, “Jessica, you’re a free woman. Do you want to leave David?”


  “No,” she said with certainty.


  David looked at his wife. His tears had slowed.


  “What if he wanted to become a woman? What would you do then?”


  “That’s not something you’d want, is it?” Jessica asked. She could feel how her face crunched together.


  “Of course not,” David blurted.


  “What is it you want David?” Leila asked. “Do you want Jessica? Or a man? What’s your sexual fantasy?”


  David stammered. His voice uneven, “I don’t know.”


  Jessica couldn’t take it. She checked her watch. They still had about half the meeting to go. “Please, David, tell us. Are you gay?”


  “No, Jessica, I’m not gay. I love you.”


  “Then what the fuck do you want?” she asked. Jessica was losing control of herself. Her mind flashed to David on the bed. His dick hanging out one of her favorite pairs of panties.


  “They make me feel sexy. I love the feeling of the fabric against my skin. I don’t know what it is, honey. Please, I love you so much.”


  “Me too, but what if you leave me for a man? What would I do then? We were trying to have a baby,” Jessica said.


  Leila rested her hand in the middle of the desk. They both looked at her. “It sounds like David is sincere, doesn’t it?”


  “Yes,” Jessica said.


  “Do you want to stay with him? Even if he has this fetish?”


  “I don’t want to leave him. I don’t want to become a single woman again. But I will if I have to. Please be honest with me David,” she said.


  Leila cut into the conversation before he could respond, “you two are free humans without shackles. Nothing more than a piece of paper and societal restraints hold you two together. Let’s do a little homework. Jessica, I want you to hold David’s hand over the next few weeks while you two explore how far you’re willing to go. Find out now what you’re comfortable with before you waste more of your life. And David, you need to ask yourself what you really want. How much of a woman are you inside. Is this a fetish? Or is it more?”


  “I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. The tears sliding down David’s face.


  “You two need to spend the next few weeks going as far as you can. Draw the line somewhere. We’ll meet once a week while we get through this rough patch. How does that sound?”


  “We can do it,” Jessica said. She reached her hand out to David. He took it. They nodded together.


  “Great. Our time is up today. Why don’t you two try shopping for panties this week? Maybe use them in the bedroom. You can take this slow. Do what you’re comfortable with, Jessica. Don’t let David push you too far. David, go slow. Don’t get too excited,” Leila said. They were all standing by that point. Leila walked them to the door. She stood in the frame as they walked down the steps.


  Jessica waved to her from the passenger window as they drove away, a changed couple. Never to return to what they were. The past was behind them. Gone like a rainstorm.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  The mall door slid open. It was the weekend. A few days had passed since their meeting with Dr. Cobb. They’d decided to wait until the weekend to go shopping. Jessica could see the latent excitement in David’s face. He was restraining himself. The fantasy had burned inside of him for a long time. Jessica saw it every time their eyes met. He wanted to share his stories. Let the words fall out. Jessica wanted to wait until their next appointment. They could pick out some underwear until then. No bras. Only panties.


  “Are you sure you want to do this?” David asked. He sounded young, nervous. As if he were about to have sex for the first time.


  “We have to do this,” Jessica said. She didn’t want to hear it. “Let’s just pick a pair and get out of here. I don’t want anyone to see us.”


  “Who do we know?”


  “A lot of people,” Jessica hissed. Over the past week, David had become brighter while Jessica grew darker, more reserved. The discovery slapping her in the face every time she dared to forget. Her husband wore panties. He got hard from it. Men all over the world were just like him. They didn’t teach that in sexual education. Prepare ladies, men like to wear panties too.


  “Jessica, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”


  “I said we have to. It’s not an option. If we want to heal, there isn’t a choice.”


  They were outside the lingerie store. Jessica ducked her head and crossed the barrier where the floor changed. David followed behind her. A large bin sat in the middle. Jessica stood by it. David went by her side. “What looks good to you?”


  David touched nothing. His eyes moved over the bin. He pointed, “that one over there.”


  The pair looked eerily familiar to the red pair he wore when she found him. Jessica shook her head, “no, not those. Pick a different color.”


  David frowned and scanned the bin again. “What about those?”


  He was pointing at a sage-green pair with lace in the middle. It’d show his dick. She didn’t mind them. “Fine. Let’s get two while we’re here. Try something black. Simple.”


  David walked to the other side and pointed out a plain cotton pair. “Those are perfect,” she said. “Wait for me outside.” Jessica went to the register while David went to sit on the bench right outside the store. Jessica’s hands trembled as she handed the credit card to the saleswoman.


  “They’re three for two from that bin. Don’t you want another pair?”


  “Oh no, it’s okay,” Jessica said automatically, but then her consciousness nagged her. Who missed out on a free pair? Jessica held up a finger to the woman and ran back to the bin. She looked around, but the red lacy pair stood out among the group. Jessica grabbed them and ran back to the register.


  The woman scanned the underwear and threw them into the bag. She handed the credit card back to Jessica and wished her a good day.


  David smiled when she got out the store. Something came over her. She loved to make David happy. Pulling out the red pair, she said, “look what I got? They were three for two.”


  “Let’s get out of here,” David said and kissed her. His facial hair rubbed against Jessica’s face the way she loved. It made her drip a little every time. They held hands and walked to the car.


   


  ♦


   


  It was the weekend. Why not drink alcohol and fool around in the afternoon? David was about to put on panties for his wife for the first time, after all. They mixed spiced, warm wine to go with the cold weather. Jessica loved the time of year when she could snuggle up on the couch with hot, spiked beverages. She always talked about it. Nothing better than fall in Minnesota, she would say.


  David threw back his first drink. It burned his throat on the way down. He didn’t care. Sitting with Jessica stirred his emotions. Her scent made it hard for David to think. The way she sat with her legs tucked under her ass. David wanted to sit the same next to her. His desire to become his wife’s wife was much stronger than he’d let on in the meeting. Leila had given them homework. Push the boundaries. But the way she had warned David replayed in his mind. She knew how far he could go. There was a seriousness in Leila’s eyes, warning David not to push it too far.


  He wanted to go all the way, and it was the first day. The fantasy tapped at him like rain on a window. They were both on their second drink. The bag from the lingerie store sat on the island. David stared at it through his peripheral vision.


  Jessica watched the TV. There was a home renovation show on. She loved watching those. The transformation from an ugly house to beautiful. Everyone loved a makeover. David wanted his. He was jealous of the house that had Jessica’s attention. They’d waited all weekend. It was his turn for a change.


  “What should we do?” he asked.


  Jessica glanced at the bag on the island before looking at David. “Don’t you want to wait until this show is over?”


  “We always get sucked into the next one. Don’t you want to try?” David asked, resting his hand on Jessica’s thigh.


  Her face turned. Her lips became tighter. She took a large drink from the mug. “Let me get one more drink in me first,” she said.


  David didn’t argue. He took her mug and filled it with the warm wine. “Here you go,” he said.


  “Thanks,” she said and turned back to the TV. They were at the end. The big reveal when the homeowners would walk into their remolded home. Jessica’s eyes brightened as the couple toured the home. A man and a woman. Normal, just like any other day. David noticed Jessica glance at him with questionable eyes.


  After the credits appeared, and they switched to the next program, Jessica turned off the TV. “Now or never, I guess,” she said and threw back her third mug. She got up and went to get more “I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” she said. It was more to herself than anything.


  David watched her. The nervous expression on her face cracked his heart in two. “We don’t have to do this, really.”


  “I want to try. We have to try, or you’ll just leave me. Both of us know that,” she said.


  He couldn’t argue because it was true. After the secret had come out, David had to satisfy his needs. There was no hiding anymore what Jessica knew. The panties were calling his name like fresh bread out the oven.


  “I read that some men like to shave,” she said.


  “What do you want to do?”


  “We can try shaving you.”


  “Now?”


  “Go get my favorite mixed tape. We can play it while we shave you,” she said, talking about her collection of Sade. David ran off to the other room and came back with a CD. She placed it in the stereo. Instantly, the melodic sounds that calmed her so many times before filled the air. She hummed along as the alcohol crept up on her. “Get your razor and trimmer and everything we’ll need to clean you up down there,” Jessica said, pointing toward David’s crotch.


  He nodded and ran off. “It’s all in the bathroom. Meet me there?” he called back before turning the corner down the hall.


   


  ♦


   


  “Sure,” she said. To give her husband what he truly wanted scratched at Jessica’s mind. She could walk away and never go through with it. Make it her first question on a date in the future, but people lied. What man would admit he liked wearing panties? They’d lie. She knew they would.


  “Can you bring my drink?” David called.


  She grabbed it without responding and went to the stereo to turn it up. The smooth tunes would help her through the shaving. One of the hardest things she’d ever do. Walking toward the bathroom, the feeling was indescribable. She imagined herself as a criminal walking into the courthouse to face a jury. Or walking down a street alone at night in an unfamiliar city.


  When Jessica entered the bathroom, David stood naked in front of his mirror. He already had their purchases laid out. The amount of joy in his expression shocked Jessica. He needed that lingerie. Jessica needed fresh air.


  “What should we trim first?” David asked. Looking down, he was hairier than Jessica had realized. Long hairs shot out from every part of his private area. It covered his balls, thighs, ass, and everything else. It never occurred to her that he’d ever want to get rid of it. She had David trim from time to time, but he seemed like any other guy. Too much hair all over.


  “What do you want to trim first, David?” she asked. Jessica could hear the sarcasm in her voice but didn’t care. David didn’t appear to register it.


  He leaned his head each way while assessing his privates. “I guess I will do as much as I can now. Will you touch me up?”


  “Sure,” she said.


  “Don’t forget. It’s our homework,” David said brightly.


  Jessica’s mind flashed back to their wedding day. David had looked handsome, young. They’d spent the entire summer kayaking down rivers and swimming in lakes. His skin had been kissed by the sun, dark and perfect for photos. His facial hair perfectly groomed. Jessica pictured him as the envy of every woman in the party.


  David now, in their bathroom with panties on the counter, looked much different. Dr. Cobb’s words floated into her head. Jessica had a duty to support her husband or set him free. The options put a sour taste into her mouth. David’s hair dropped to the floor; his skin becoming as smooth as hers.


  “How does it look?” he asked.


  “Sparkling,” she said and lifted her mug into the air.


  David frowned but continued getting the hair off his balls, ass, and thighs. Jessica swirled the wine in her mug. It wasn’t warm anymore. Just spiced with cinnamon. She needed another but was feeling a bit drunk. Support her husband. He was relying on her.


  After a few more minutes, David had most of the hair cut. He turned to her, which made Jessica’s stomach drop. It was the moment. “Can you finish me?”


  Jessica threw back the rest of the chilled off wine. “Okay,” she said. Her legs swayed as she stood and took the trimmer. She had to do the delicate areas. The ones he couldn’t see. Jessica about cried. “I’m not doing your crack. Not today. How about just everywhere else?”


  “Whatever you need,” David said. His dark eyes locked on her. His face expressed hope.


  Jessica took a deep breath. She pushed the blade across David’s ass. It went along the curves of his body without problems. Everything looked feminine. Men and women weren’t much different in their raw forms. Women could get just as hairy as men. Some men didn’t have anybody hair. It was all subjective past the genitals. Jessica pictured David with more accessories. Panties, tits, and heels. With his hairless legs, she could picture it. It wouldn’t be the end of the world, but it also wasn’t the man she married.


  As Jessica finished trimming the loose ends, she realized there was nothing left to do but put on the panties. She cut off the trimmer and asked, “are you ready to try them on?”


  “Yes,” he said. “Are you?”


  “As ready as ever.”


  David turned and went to the counter. He held up the simple black pair and slipped them on. They hugged his hips much better since they were a large. His dick pressed tightly against them, arousing Jessica. His ass and thighs looked sexy without all the hair. Much better than she had expected.


  “What do you think?” he asked.


  “It’s not so bad,” she said, staring at his growing shaft. It pressed against the black fabric. A wet drop formed around his tip. Jessica licked her lips without thinking. David smiled back at her.


  “You’re the most amazing wife a man could have,” he said, stepping forward. He kissed her without waiting. She gasped as his tongue thrust into her mouth. His hand cupped her breast. Her pussy gushed without warning. A warmth grew in her center.


  “Put on the red ones,” Jessica said between kisses.


  David pulled back, “really?”


  “Yes,” she said, impatiently.


  He kicked off the black pair and stepped into the red ones. The lace showed the veins of his dick. It was feminine and masculine at the same time. Nothing had changed. He was just wearing panties.


  “Close your eyes,” David said and got down to his knees. Jessica sat on the counter. He got her naked and exposed her dripping pussy. “Mmm.”


  “You like that sissy boy?” Jessica asked, surprised by her own words.


  “More than you know,” he said, pressing his mouth to her hot sex. She gripped the counter and closed her eyes as David’s tongue worked her lips. Her hand traveled down to her clit as David pleasured her.


  Jessica peeked with one eye and saw David’s cock rock hard out the side of the panties, covered in precum. The sight warmed her. Made her feel more dominant. David knelt on the floor wearing lacy underwear. Jessica closed her eyes and gripped the back of David’s head with her free hand. She pushed him deep into her.


  He accepted Jessica’s rough hold, lapping at her pussy lips. Beating his cock with fury.


  Jessica panted. She was getting close. Between David’s tongue and working her clit, she was hot and ready. “Get ready baby,” she said.


  David moaned into her pussy, letting her know he wanted it. Before she could cum, Jessica noticed pulsations coming from David. She opened her eyes and saw load after load of cum shoot from his dick and cover the floor.


  “Yes, baby,” she said. Her head fell back. Her body exploded. Wave after wave left her. She held David’s head in place while her nectar covered his face. He didn’t protest. She didn’t let go until her body had completely relaxed.


  David collapsed to the floor. His hard dick sticking out the side of the panties.


  Jessica leaned against the mirror and said, “that was great. Now, get out of here. I’m going to take a shower. Take your panties with you too, sissy boy. And don’t forget to wipe up your cum on the way out.”


  David crawled quickly across the floor, gathering his things, cleaning the cum from the floor. He left and went to the other bathroom to shower.


  Jessica got into the shower after he left. The moment washed over her. The realization became stronger. As hot as the head was, David had been wearing a thong. She cried, but the streaming water hid it. Jessica went to bed like nothing had happened. Everything was normal. Her husband was a cross-dresser.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Adjusting to her new life proved hard. Jessica had worked that day at the hospital and her feet were killing her. The last thing she wanted to do was rush home to an erotic fantasy. David had messaged her a picture of him that day. He was wearing panties under his jeans. His dick looked delicious, but the other bit made her nauseous. David had become a tornado she couldn’t stop.


  His car was there already when she pulled into the driveway. Her shifts were twelve hours. He was probably making dinner as she stared at the brightly lit windows against the dark, late-fall sky. She hadn’t responded to his message. He’d say something about that. Sure, David gave her head, but Jessica couldn’t justify everything for some sloppy tongue.


  Cold air smacked her when she opened the car door. Leaving the warmth, she ran across the driveway. The door was unlocked. She rushed inside.


  “Evening,” David called from the kitchen. It smelt of garlic and tomato sauce. “How was your shift?”


  “Good, nothing too eventful happened,” Jessica said. Eventful was never good at the hospital, so she counted her blessings on the calm days. “What about you?” she asked.


  “Same old. Life of an engineer,” he said. Jessica hooked her bags in the entryway, staying as long as she could before it became awkward. Leaving David wasn’t in her life plan, but the images of him in panties burned in her head. She took a deep breath before rounding the corner.


  “That was quite the photo you sent me today, David,” she said.


  “Sorry, I get excited every time the fabric tickles my dick. There’s something about it that makes me feel sexy.”


  “You can’t send me stuff like that when I’m at work.”


  “You’re right, I shouldn’t do that to you.”


  The frown coupled with a depressing slouch in his shoulders sent ripples through Jessica. She couldn’t hurt her husband like a monster. She was one of the few people he had. The love of his life. Jessica lifted her shoulders and sat higher in the chair. “Sorry, it’s just a change for me. Remember how Elisa said, we have to take it slow.”


  “I know. Want some pasta?” David asked, trying to change the subject.


  “Please, that’d be great,” she said. “I’ll get us some water and silverware.”


  They worked in silence for the next few minutes, exchanging glances across the kitchen. David set the plates on the island. Ice crackled in the water Jessica sat on the counter. Steam swirled from the hot tomato sauce sitting atop the past. Jessica stabbed her fork into the noodles, twirling them. She slurped. David did the same, eying her from his peripherals. Light instrumental music played from the stereo. David always turned it on before cooking.


  “This is delicious, David. I love the nights you cook,” she said.


  “You’re cooking is better,” he said. David moved his foot closer to her and rubbed them together.


  “How long have you wanted to dress as a woman?”


  “It was the summer after my senior year. The first time I wore panties,” he said. His voice trailed off. It had sounded like he was about to share a story but stopped.


  “Is there more?” Jessica asked.


  “Do you want to hear about it?”


  “Yes, it’s who you are,” she said and placed her hand on his thigh. They had stopped eating. Water pooled around the bottom of the glasses.


  “I don’t know how it happened, but after orientation at college I ended up some bar. The guys I met on the first day had snuck me in the place. My heart was racing. I still remember how nervous I felt that night that somebody would kick me out, discover I was just some eighteen-year-old kid at the club. I met this woman. We danced all night.”


  His voice trailed off again. He took a bite of the pasta. His eyes showed the memories playing in his mind. “Continue,” Jessica said.


  “Sorry, I have never told anyone this. Even those guys who became my friends throughout college. Well, that lady took me home, and she loved seeing guys in panties. It was her thing. I was so horny and young, and she was hot.”


  Jessica chuckled. She couldn’t believe her husband had done that. There was a one-night stand or two or three in her history, but David always seemed so perfect and pure. “You put on panties?”


  “I did, and that lady and I messed around a couple more times until she moved away to California. We haven’t talked since. But ever since that night I’ve had a thing for wearing panties. They make me feel sexy and get my dick hard in an instant.”


  “Well, I’m not that lady. I need some adjusting time,” Jessica said. She didn’t feel jealous. It was more like inadequate. She couldn’t give her man what he needed in life. Pushing her food around, Jessica went silent. David didn’t add more to the conversation, either. They ate. More him than her. She always put her extras in the fridge. It wasn’t out of the ordinary.


  David stood after finishing his plate and set it in the sink. He turned to Jessica and asked, “want me to wrap that up?”


  “Yes, thank you,” she said, turning her head to the side. Looking at David was painful. Remembering the picture from this morning, worse.


  David scraped the food into a plastic container while Jessica went to the sofa. Jessica lifted the remote when David said something, “there’s something I want to tell you.”


  “What is that?” she asked. Her mind unsteady.


  “I want to wear a dress when we make love next time.”


  Jessica’s eyes went wide, her hand flew to her face. She couldn’t stop her nose from crinkling. How could David say that to her when she’d just asked him to slow down? She needed to hit pause on him. Where was the remote? He was like a thief in the night, taking whatever he wanted. “David, please don’t say another word.”


  “What are—”


  “David! Shut up!” Jessica said. She stood and ran to the entryway. Grabbing her coat she flew out the door. David followed her. She turned on her heel and hollered through clenched teeth, “don’t you dare follow me.”


  “Jessica, plea—”


  “David, we have therapy tomorrow. Talk to me then,” Jessica said as calmly as she cold and then stormed down the sidewalk. It was cold, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t be around him. It took forty minutes of walking around the neighborhood for Jessica to calm enough to return home. She raised her hand at David upon returning when he tried to speak. It was bitchy, yes, but she had told him to save it for therapy. She didn’t want to lose her husband by exposing the dark thoughts running through her mind. Instead, Jessica went to the bedroom and locked the door until morning.


   


  ♦


   


  David and Jessica climbed the stairs of Dr. Cobb’s office together. She waited in the door’s frame waving at them. David wondered if she could sense the waves of tension between him and his wife. Jessica looked through the side of her eye at David. Her lip snarled. She exhaled.


  “Good morning, my lovely couple. How are you two doing today?” Leila asked. Her voice shined like the sun. Her words came out like a song.


  Jessica grunted.


  David said, “we’ve had better days.”


  “Oh now, come on inside. I’d love to hear what happened,” Leila said and pushed the door. They walked through her narrow hallway to the familiar desk.


  David sat. His hands went to his lap. Jessica was by his side. She didn’t even glance at David. This was going to be a hard day. David had never seen her wear such a dark expression. Dr. Cobb sat across from them. She had brought glasses of water on a tray. Her smile faded to a more serious expression.


  “What’s going on between you two? There’s so much negative energy floating around this room.”


  “David wants to wear a dress while we have sex,” Jessica said. Her voice even but angry. She clenched her jaw. Her cheeks twitched.


  “That’s not a far step from panties, is it?” Leila asked.


  “No, but I had just told him I needed more time. We have to move more slowly. He literally told me the second after I said that,” Jessica said and slammed her hand on the desk. The glasses shook. Water splashed out of one and onto the tray. “I’m sorry,” Jessica said and wiped her eye.


  “It’s okay. David, why did you tell her when you told her?”


  He shook his head and rubbed his temple. “I wasn’t listening to you properly, Jessica. That’s my fault. But I’d wanted to tell you all day. For many years really, but I hadn’t found the chance. It was like a volcano erupting from my mouth. I couldn’t stop it.”


  “What do you think about that, Jessica?”


  “He needs to pay attention to my emotions if he wants to take this journey together. I understand that his feelings have been latent for many years, but that isn’t my fault. He hid this from me for over five years,” she said, wiping her eye with a tissue.


  “David has expressed why he hid this, and you seem very forgiving Jessica. I asked David to think about his ultimate goal with this. As you read, Jessica, it can go to the extreme. Did you do your homework, David?”


  “Yes,” he said.


  “Do you want to hear this, Jessica? Remember, you’re free to divorce David. That isn’t ideal, but sometimes it is the best solution. Compatibility is important in a marriage. Wouldn’t you agree, Jessica?”


  “Yes,” Jessica said. Her voice small.


  “Should we let David share for us what would make him most happy?”


  “Yes,” Jessica said. She looked at the ground.


  “Okay, David, please tell us what your ultimate goal is.”


  David took a deep breath and looked over at his wife. She stared at the floor. “I want to become my wife’s wife,” he said.


  Jessica lifted her head and slowly turned it his way. She looked possessed. Evil. “What did you just say?”


  “I want to become your wife. Not your husband. I want to become Dani.”


  Jessica gripped the desk. David reached his hand out to comfort her, but she slapped his hand away. “Don’t fucking touch me, David.”


  “It’s who I am inside. I can’t help how I feel. Dani is who I need to become,” he said. “It’s been this way for so long.”


  “You should have said this before we got married. I could have found a regular man and not some sissy,” she said. Jessica spat out her words.


  Leila sat back in her chair and observed, not interrupting.


  “I am a normal man,” he said.


  Jessica threw her head back and laughed. “Yeah, right. You’re nothing but a freak.”


  “Jessica,” Leila warned.


  “Sorry, David. This is why I didn’t talk to you last night. My thoughts are wicked. What do you expect from me, David? You’re dropping a bomb in my lap. Pow!”


  “Nobody is perfect.”


  “But we’re not all liars,” Jessica said. “You hid this from me for years. What do you expect from me now? Happiness? Remorse?”


  “Sympathy,” David said in a low voice. He felt a truck had been dropped on his head.


  “Okay,” Leila interrupted. “These wounds are fresh. You both need time to heal. Why don’t you spend the next couple nights apart and then try going on a date?”


  “We have a trip this weekend,” David said. “On Sunday. We booked a two-day getaway.”


  “Perfect. This is fantastic. You two need to go all the way. Jessica, David has shared his deepest desires with you out of love. I know it hurts right now, but you have to lick these wounds and try to heal.”


  Jessica nodded. Her face had become more relaxed. There was nothing bigger David could say. The bomb had exploded. Now, it was time to put the pieces back together. David rested his hand on Jessica’s thigh. She didn’t resist the second time.


  “What do you want us to do?” David asked.


  “I want David to go as Dani on this trip. Get a wig. Some fake breasts. Become as feminine as possible and take it all the way. Jessica, in a few weeks, you can decide what you want. You don’t have children yet. There’s still time to live how you want to live, just as Dani needs to,” Leila said. She rested her hand on Jessica’s. “Can you two do that?”


  “Yes,” they both said.


  “All right, then. You two go have some fun. That’s the end of our hour together,” Leila said. They stood, and she walked them to the door. David had a weight rise off his chest by the end of the meeting. He would become Dani for a couple days. Luckily, he already had a secret stash of dresses hidden in the house. He’d pretend he went shopping for them. No problems. It was all the same.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  It was the day of the vacation. Jessica sat in the living room while David gave her a fashion show. He wanted her to pick which dresses made him look the best. He had a bag full. Said he went shopping. Jessica wasn’t sure that was the truth but didn’t want to think about it. He had tried on a white dress, but it somehow made him look more masculine. It didn’t cover his broad shoulders enough.


  David came out the bathroom wearing a black cocktail dress. It covered his shoulders and went down to the floor. With the strap-on breasts and wig, he looked rather feminine. If she hadn’t known it was her husband, she would have thought it was a woman. Minus the bulge pressing against the dress.


  “You’ll have to tape that down or something.”


  “I read a blog today about tucking. I tried it. Feels crazy, but I can do it before we go out to dinner or something,” he said. His voice was too excited.


  “Right. Well, take that one. Pack any of the dresses that cover your shoulders. Leave the ones that don’t. Let’s go. I want to get to the hotel before it’s too late,” Jessica said. She stood and went back to the bedroom. Their suitcase sat open on the bed It was filled with panties, jeans, and bras. There wasn’t a single masculine thing in there. David had gone out for female deodorant and toiletries.


  He came into the room behind her and placed three dresses into the suitcase. Jessica chocked on air.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked. His voice had grown sweeter throughout the day. He was training to sound more feminine.


  “It’s an adjustment, that’s all,” Jessica said and turned to kiss him, but a woman looked back at her. She stopped and ducked out of David’s hold. She sat on the other side of the bed.


  “You know, I was thinking,” he said.


  “What were you thinking, David?”


  “You should call me Dani during the trip.”


  “Fine,” she said, hiding the disgust. Her face didn’t contract. She looked her husband in the eyes and said, “we’ll do this for one weekend, but I can’t guarantee we’ll stay together after it.”


  “Okay,” David said.


  His smooth voice chilled Jessica. He was perfectly okay with leaving her to pursue wearing a dress. She wanted to scream, pound against the walls, but she sat there. Without moving. She didn’t speak. Jessica had nothing to say.


  “Are you ready to get going?” David asked.


  “Where exactly are we driving again?”


  “To a town along the Mississippi between Minnesota and Wisconsin. They have rooms overlooking the water with nice beds. It’ll be a great time,” David said.


  “Let’s go then,” Jessica said and got to her feet. David, a.k.a Dani, followed her with the suitcase. She wore jeans and a feminine top. Dani hadn’t taken off the wig or makeup. She had a wife, not a husband, that followed her out the door.


   


  ♦


   


  David drove. He had to take off the heels to do it properly. It was all so foreign to him; life as a woman. He loved it. It suited him. Catching glimpses of himself in the mirror gave him life. David was gone. Dani had arrived.


  Jessica glanced over at him. David tried not to look back, but the contempt in Jessica’s eyes unsettled him. He didn’t know that he’d become Dani. He couldn’t return to his male self. Not after feeling the hair flap against his neck. The sweet smells of perfume rolling off his skin. It empowered him. He couldn’t stop it.


  They were halfway to the town when Jessica asked, “how long until we get to the hotel, David?”


  “Dani,” he said.


  “Right, how long, Dani?” she corrected herself.


  “About an hour and a half,” he said, trying to make his voice as feminine as possible. It proved harder than he’d imagined. His voice cracked. A bass undertone trickled into every word he said like a throaty woman who smoked too many cigarettes. The Adam’s apple didn’t help conceal the truth either. Anyone could look at him and tell. A man in female clothing. His buddies would die laughing.


  “That’s not too bad,” she said. “You’re doing the check-in, Dani. The hotel is in your name.”


  “Not a problem,” David said, but he had forgotten that. He wished he had waited to change until check-in but had been so excited to leave the house as Dani.


  “I’ll be there with you,” Jessica said. She rested her hand on David’s thigh and forced a smile.


  Not wanting to talk more, David turned up the music. They jammed out until they got to the outskirts of the small town. It was a place they’d traveled to before. Jessica loved the cabins on the lake or boating down the river.


  “Where’s the hotel this time?”


  “On the Minnesota side, but we’re going to drive through Wisconsin for a bit. It’s how the highway goes.”


  “Do you have a picture?”


  “Yeah, look in my phone,” he said. David hadn’t used his Dani voice, so he tried to correct himself. “The link to the reservation is in my calendar.”


  He glanced over as Jessica went to the link, “keep your eyes on the road,” she said.


  They weren’t far from the small city in Wisconsin. There was a mega sex store on the outskirts of town. David pointed it out, “Wow, look of the size of that place. They must have anything you’d want for the bedroom.”


  “Yeah,” Jessica said without much enthusiasm. “The hotel looks nice. Hopefully it doesn’t get any colder while we’re here. This time of year is so finicky.”


  “Let’s hope so,” David said. They drove through the familiar town. “Is there anything you want for dinner?”


  “Fast food on the way? I want to use that hot tub I saw in the ad,” she said.


  “Okay,” he said. David kept driving until they were closer to the hotel and stopped at one of the fast-food places right before the bridge. “The hotel is on the other side with a direct view of the town.”


  “Perfect,” she said.


  They ordered some hamburgers and fries. Jessica got a shake. David got a coffee. He was feeling tired after all the driving. The worker in the window gave David a strange look but said nothing. The face was enough to send chills through David. He didn’t want to go to the hotel.


  After eating in the parking lot, they threw away the trash and drove across the bridge. David let Jessica out by the door. She took the suitcases inside while David went to find a place to park.


  David, dressed as Dani, sat in the car. He was unable to move. The heels felt so heavy, and there weren’t other options. David opened the mirror and stared back at himself. Dani wasn’t bad looking. She had thick lips and seductive waves. Her eyelashes long and curled. The Adam’s apple stuck out against the makeup and feminine clothing, but everything else looked good. Not much facial hair had grown back in the day, but he’d have to address that soon. Dani couldn’t have black flecks about her face.


  He got out the car. His heel hit the dark pavement. He stood, adjusting his top and jeans. It covered his shoulders but exposed the fake cleavage. It would only take a few minutes, he told himself. Check-in wasn’t forever, but the hotel lobby glowed like an interview. A place to prove himself as Dani, the woman his wife needed to love.


  As he approached the door, he saw Jessica sitting on a sofa with their suitcases. She was reading a magazine.


  “Good evening,” the receptionist said when David stepped inside. He was a young male with an eager smile. Most likely new to working.


  “Hello,” David said, trying to use the highest voice possible.


  The young man didn’t seem to notice, yet. Jessica was watching with intense eyes when David looked back at her.


  “Reservation?”


  “Yes. Rivera.”


  “David?” the man asked with a questionable tone. He searched Dani’s feminine face. David could see when his eyes clicked, seeing the man beneath the coat. “Right. Identification, please.”


  David slid over his ID, his cheeks turning red. The young man looked over the card in his hand then back up at David, “you are a man, correct?”


  “Yes,” David whispered.


  “Okay,” he said. David could see a hint of judgment in the man’s eyes. “It looks like you’ve already paid for the next two nights using a gift card, correct? And a credit card for incidentals?”


  “Yes, here you are,” David said.


  The young man typed a couple more things into the computer. “And who is your guest?”


  “My wife, she’s sitting right there,” David said without pointing at Jessica.


  “Mmhm,” he said. The receptionist gathered a few things and gave David back his credit card along with a few room keys. “Enjoy your stay, miss” he said with a smile plastered to face. David ran over to Jessica, and they got to the room as quick as possible, stabbing the elevator button until it came.


   


  ♦


   


  Jessica sat on the edge of the bed as David adjusted his wig. There were hints of the man under the makeup and dress. His hands looked too rough and large. The hips weren’t wide enough. His shoulders too broad. And the Adam’s apple that didn’t seem to disappear. Every time David, or Dani, turned his head, it stuck out like a thumb in the night trying to hail a car.


  “What do you want to do tonight?”


  “Check out that hot tub. Let me shower off the car smell first,” Jessica said.


  “You don’t want to shower before the hot tub? What will I wear? I didn’t pack a bikini,” he said, using that annoyingly high voice. It went between sounding like a girl who needed to take more math classes and a woman who drank whiskey and smoked cigarettes.


  “You could wear shorts and a t-shirt. I don’t know how those fake tits work with a bikini,” Jessica said. Her voice came out harsh. She tried to smile after the comment. David sat with his back to her on the other bed. She got up and went over, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Wear shorts and a bikini, Dani. You will look great.”


  She nodded. From behind, David could have been one of her girlfriends, minus the large shoulders. “Let me take a shower, and we’ll go to the hot tub,” Jessica said. She got up. David didn’t reply.


  The water ran over Jessica’s body, scolding her a little. It helped bring sense to the out-of-body experience. Her husband playing Dani, trying to convert to Dani full-time. She pictured her life with a wife instead of a husband. Jessica loved dick. The rest was debatable, but the dick wasn’t. She needed it. To give her babies and passion. Jessica cut the water off and dried, changing into her one piece before stepping back into the hotel room.


  Dani glanced at her. His eyes full and dark, the same ones she fell in love with.


  “Let’s go to the hot tub,” Jessica said and grabbed some towels. They walked through the empty hallway. Nobody seemed to be at the hotel besides them. It was eerily quiet. “Nobody must be here because of the time of year.”


  “It’s also Sunday,” David reminded her, using his regular voice.


  She looked back at him with a questionable face.


  “It’s hard to talk like that,” he said.


  “You have to act like Dani,” she said.


  “Here’s the door, sweetie,” he said, using the high register.


  “Thank you, Dani.”


  The humid air hit Jessica. It was hot in the room and smelt of chlorine, but they were alone. Nobody around but them. Steam and condensation coated the glass walls. Nobody could see inside the pool room. Jessica placed her towel on one of the foldout chairs. David looked around and asked, “will this ruin my makeup?”


  “Maybe, but I don’t care, Dani. Let’s enjoy the hot tub.”


  “Okay,” he said. David stepped out of his shoes. Jessica already had her feet in the water. “How does it feel?” he asked.


  “Amazing,” she said. “Just what I needed.”


  “Me too,” David said. They were both in the water. Steam floating up around them. Their faces reddened by the second.


  Jessica stared at Dani, her husband, and wanted to kiss him. Even if he wore a wig and makeup, those eyes were still beautiful. Jessica moved closer to David. She stared at him. He looked back with discomfort.


  “What are you—” David asked.


  Jessica stopped him with her mouth. His words couldn’t escape his mouth before Jessica’s tongue entered it. She felt the lipstick press against her lips, caking on while she kissed Dani. It didn’t bother her. More so, it gave her empathy for all the men she had kissed. Jessica wrapped her arm around David’s familiar body and closed her eyes. He felt great. His lips and soft body. His rough hands moved up and down hers. It could have been any other day, until Jessica opened her eyes.


  David leaned into the kiss, making Jessica wade back a little. She broke the kiss and looked at the strange woman. She saw Dani, but Dani still had a dick.


  Jessica reached her hand under the water and up David’s shorts. His dick hard and ready to take her.


  “Fuck me,” she said.


  “Here?” he asked.


  “Right here,” she said and leaned against the hot tub wall, lifting her body just enough so her pussy was out the water. She moved the fabric to the side and revealed her hot, swollen pussy lips. David reached her hand to them without thought. His fingers slid into her hole. She wrapped her hand around David’s neck and pulled him close. He kissed her neck with his lips, covered in lipstick. “I said fuck me, Dani. Use that hot cock of yours,” she said.


  David didn’t hesitate. He pulled the shorts to the side and pushed his dick into her. Jessica gasped as his thickness filled her. Her pussy gushing to give him the lubrication he needed. Nothing between them. No protection. They were husband and wife. Or wife and wife. Jessica lifted her legs and wrapped them around David’s back as he fucked her tight hole.


  “Yes, baby. Give me that dick, Dani,” she said, panting like a porn star.


  David grunted like he always did when they fucked, pushing into her with all his force. Using his entire length.


  Sounding like a man. “Fuck, I’m going to cum with that good dick,” Jessica said. David thrust. She moaned. A soft whimper escaped her every time David hit her spot. He always did that. It drove her wild. A heat grew from her center and spread out.


  “Cum baby,” David said and moved his hand down to her clit. He used her wetness to rub the precious knob. Jessica cried out in pleasure. “I’m close too., he said.


  Jessica gripped David’s shoulders. Her nails dug into him. Her eyes vibrated. The walls of her pussy contracted around his dick. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she said until the words stopped. Jessica’s back arched, and she covered David’s wet body with her nectar.


  “Yes, Jessica, fuck. I love you,” he said, grunting. David filled her with his milky seed. Jessica collapsed onto the floor. David’s dick slid out of her, and he remained half in the water. Jessica’s glistening pussy stared him in the face with her back on the ground. He rested his head on her thigh. “That was amazing.”


  “It really was,” she said and giggled.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  “There’s an art museum at the University I’d like to see. Wanna go?” Jessica asked. She was dressed and ready for the day. David was still exhausted and out of his Dani outfit.


  “No, I think I’ll stay here for now,” he said.


  Jessica frowned, “okay, well there’s a bus. I’ll just take that and leave the car. We can get lunch together after?”


  “Yes, that sounds good. I’ll shower and get ready,” David said. In all honestly, he was dying to become Dani. To change his clothes and take on his other half. Last night played through his mind. The way his dick slid in and out of Jessica with panties around it. It was the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his life. Jessica’s pussy swollen and dripping with his loads of cum. He had decided at that moment he always wanted to keep his dick. He didn’t want to fill his wife with some fake dick, but he was hoping she’d do that for him.


  David watched Jessica as she got ready to leave. She grabbed a key card and headed out the door. “I’ll see you in a couple hours,” she said and winked before stepping out the door.


  He needed to get ready. It took at least thirty minutes to become Dani, if not longer. David still wasn’t one-hundred percent used to applying the makeup. While showering, David lathered the suds on his body. His dick became hard while he touched himself. He wished he had boobs to complete the look, but a flat chest stared at him back. His body was hairless but too masculine. Sure, a dick was fine, but he wanted tits and an ass. They’d have to call a doctor for estrogen when they got back to Maplefield.


  David finished his shower and went to change into his outfit. He felt like the black cocktail dress that day. David pulled up the information on how to tuck his dick and did that before slipping on his panties. His balls pressed up into his body felt strange but weirdly natural. He could get used to tucking. David wore pantyhose over the underwear to help hold down his bulge. After spraying on some floral perfume, David stepped into the cocktail dress. He placed the wig on his head, becoming Dani in an instant. The hair fell over his shoulders, long and wavy.


  Dani ran lipstick over his lips and tied a scarf around her neck to hide the Adam’s apple. She grabbed the car keys and the hotel card before rushing out the door, wearing a throw over everything to combat the cold weather. She strutted to the car, careful to not walk too fast. The young man wasn’t in the receptionist desk. A woman was working and didn’t even look twice at Dani. She breathed a sigh of relief.


  Driving into town, Dani glanced at her GPS. She’d taken the right heel off for driving. After about twenty minutes on the road, she had arrived at her destination. Dani stepped out the car, hiked her bag up her shoulder, and walked to the entrance of the sex shop. She checked her watch, wanting to get back before Jessica, but still had plenty of time. And she felt fabulous. On top of the world. Her hair blew in the cold wind and a smile cracked across her face. Dani felt like a woman and did a little spin in the parking lot before going inside.


   


  ♦


   


  The museum was fabulous. They had wonderful paintings by students, and many of them showed promise for the future. Jessica had always wanted to become an artist but chose nursing instead. She stared out to the Mississippi River as she crossed over the bridge. It rushed along, heading towards the Gulf of Mexico. She wondered how long it’d take the water she saw to get there.


  Jessica got off the bus at the next stop and walked the couple blocks to the hotel. There was only one more stop before the bus turned around and went back to the city. Maplefield was small compared to Minneapolis, but this place was tiny compared to either. They didn’t have much more than a small University, fast-food joints, and a few mom-and-pop places along the downtown streets. Jessica had seen a lot in less than a couple hours from walking around after the museum.


  She hoped David was hungry and ready for lunch as she ascended in the elevator at the hotel. Her stomach rumbled. Jessica tapped her key card against the lock. The green light signaled, and the lock clicked. Jessica pushed open the door.


  Jessica gasped. David, dressed as Dani, sat on the bed on all fours. A large, strap-on dildo rested by his side. Dani, wearing the black cocktail dress, smiled at Jessica. Her heart raced. No. She wasn’t ready for this. It was too much. She choked for air, unable to breathe.


  David’s smile faded. He flipped over and sat on his ass, staring at his wife as she hyperventilated against the mirror.


  “What the fuck is that, David?” she asked, pointing at the dildo.


  “To fuck me. Like I did you last night,” he said. The scarf around the neck hid his Adam’s apple. The dress didn’t show his shoulders. Dani appeared positively female. Not a drop of male minus the bass tone in her voice. The person in front of her wasn’t the man she married. Dani continued, her voice as high as ever, “please, honey. I need this too. I want to try this with you,” Dani said and reached her hand for Jessica.


  Jessica shook away and darted for the door. She pressed against it, trying to get as far away from Dani as she could. The door wasn’t far enough. “Don’t move, Dani. If that’s your name,” Jessica said. Her eyes wide. Her breath short.


  “Jessica, please. We’re trying to work through this. This is our homework.”


  “And you’re going way too fast for me. Who asked you to buy a dildo?” she asked. Her voice became shaky. Jessica couldn’t stop herself from crying. She wiped away the tears, trying to fight them, but they just kept sliding down her face.


  “Honey, I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you,” David said in his normal voice.


  It frightened Jessica to hear her husband while looking so much like a woman. He had covered all the right areas, hiding all the masculine bits of his body.


  “Please, go to the bathroom. Hide there. Give me a minute,” she said.


  “But, Jess—”


  “Now!” she said, stomping her foot in place. She hadn’t taken her back off the door. Dani bowed her head and closed the bathroom door behind her. Jessica went to her suitcase and changed into her swimming suit. She didn’t want another minute of the vacation. The dildo stood out at her like a neon sign on the bed. She pushed it to the floor. “I’m going to the hot tub. Be ready to leave when I get back in an hour. Look like David, not Dani. I can’t do it. Not right now. We can talk about this in therapy,” Jessica said. She stood outside the bathroom door.


  “Okay,” David said. “See you in an hour.”


  “Thanks,” she said and slammed the door behind her.




  Chapter Nine


   


   


   


  They sat in Dr. Cobb’s office. She had added ice to the water that day. Jessica noticed because she hated water without ice. Sitting next to her cross-dressing husband wasn’t a delight either. He wore his Dani outfit to the session. Leila had asked him to do it. Jessica didn’t want to sound like a bitch to her, so she agreed, but David heard about it the entire drive to the office.


  Jessica sat with her arms crossed in the chair. Her legs tight together too. She hated where life had taken her. The image of David, or Dani, on the bed with his ass in the air haunted her. She couldn’t fuck her husband. What wife did that?


  “Jessica, how does Dani make you feel?” Leila asked. David had just retold the story of their adventure at the river. The one that ended with Jessica in the hot tub until David, not Dani, came to drive her home.


  “I asked her to take it slow. She doesn’t listen,” Jessica said. Her words penetrated her. She felt horrible; a bitch to her husband, but he expected too much of her.


  “Jessica, you can leave Dani, but can’t you feel how happy she is? Now that her secret is out and free.”


  It was undeniable. The change in David, but Jessica didn’t want to hear it. “Sure,” she said and shrugged her shoulders.


  “How does Jessica make you feel, Dani?”


  The woman, complete with a scarf around her neck, looked over at Jessica. Dani was stunning. David had learned quickly, but Jessica wasn’t a lesbian. She didn’t dislike gay people. She was born to like dick. It got her wet just thinking about David’s thick, caramel-colored dick.


  Dani leaned her head to the side and spoke, “sometimes I feel loved by her, but other times I don’t. She’s hot and cold.”


  “Do you think you’re moving fast, Dani?” Leila asked.


  Jessica opened her mouth, but Leila raised her hand to shut her up.


  “Perhaps, but these feelings have been inside of me for so long. There have been so many nights I wore Jessica’s lingerie and dreamed of this day. I want to show her the full me, so she can accept me or let me go.”


  Let me go. The words floated through Jessica’s mind. Dani seemed perfectly happy to end the relationship. Five years. Five fucking years. Jessica’s mind shorted. She slammed her hand on the desk, “how dare you, David! You kept this shit a secret from me for years. And now it’s that simple. Let me go. Fuck you!”


  “Jessica,” Leila said calmly. Dani had a hand to her mouth. Her eyes wide and staring at Jessica’s furious face. Jessica’s eyebrows bent in toward the bridge of her nose. She saw doubles. Leila’s voice sounded like a fuzzy whisper, “please dear, I know this is hard, but we’re doing our best.”


  Dani, lipstick and all, spoke, “I love you Jessica, but I can’t go back. I’m so sorry for hiding this from you. It wasn’t right,” she said and rested her hand on Jessica’s. Jessica didn’t pull away. She let the words float into her head as the world became clear again. “You deserved the truth before we got married. I’m an asshole for that, but please, I can’t go back.”


  Jessica stared at their cusped hands. Dani’s still a bit rough. Her nails were unpolished but her hands moisturized. It wouldn’t be long until he had them exactly like a female. “I know,” she said. Her voice cracked. She was on the verge of crying. All the memories of their five years crashing into her like ocean waves.


  “Dani, would you mind giving us a moment and wait in the kitchen?”


  “Sure,” she said and stood. Jessica watched the woman disappear.


  Leila turned on a radio for some light noise. Jessica wanted to leave and never come back. She wanted her husband. There was a list of things she could use.


  “This must be a lot for you to handle,” Leila said.


  “It is,” Jessica agreed.


  “Do you want to leave Dani? You know, that’s perfectly fine. She will understand.”


  “She is my husband,” Jessica said.


  “She loves you.”


  Jessica sighed and huffed. She fiddled in her chair. “I can’t love a woman the way I loved David.”


  “What do you want most, Leila? Why haven’t you left yet?”


  “I don’t know. The time, the guilt, what my family will think.”


  “What would your family think?”


  “They loved David. They’d probably be disgusted if I stayed with him.”


  “Her,” Leila said. “It’s clear Dani wants us to accept her as a woman.”


  “I know, but what do I say to that? I’ve loved him for so long, and now there’s this.”


  “Why don’t you think about what you’d need to stay in this relationship and accept David as Dani? That’s your homework this time.”


  “And if I don’t want to accept him?”


  “Then pack your bags and leave. Humiliation might follow the break-up, but you can’t hide forever if you stay together, either. Think about what you want, Jessica. Dani wants to try this with you. I can see it in her eyes.”


  Jessica tapped her fingers along the desk. The minute hand was two minutes to the hour. “Let’s stop here for today,” Jessica said.


  “Not a problem.”


  “Let’s go, Dani,” Jessica called into the house. Dani appeared after the sound of stilettos tapping against the floor. Leila walked them to the door and waved goodbye. Jessica had some soul searching to do.




  Chapter Ten


   


   


   


  David had walked around the house on eggshells the last few days. He hadn’t worn his Dani outfit but felt stripped of life without it. Returning to the past wasn’t an option. He couldn’t handle it. There was too much to live for as Dani. David lifted the lid on the teapot, checking his brew. Quiche baked in the oven. Jessica should return home from work at any moment. She had picked up a night shift for a coworker. They both had the day off.


  A few minutes later, while David sat at the island, Jessica pulled into the driveway. His heart beat a bit faster. The sound of her keys in the door made him tingle and jump in his seat.


  She opened the door. When she stepped into the kitchen, she smiled at David. He jumped to his feet, “do you want any coffee? I made us quiche for breakfast. It should be ready in a minute.”


  “No coffee. I think there’s some orange juice in the fridge,” she said. Jessica pulled the band out of her hair and shook it. She smelt of the hospital. Sterile and a bit dirty. Death and new life. So many contrasts in the smell of a hospital, but she brought it home every time. Jessica grabbed a glass and poured herself some orange juice. “The quiche smells great. What’s in it?”


  “It has broccoli, ham, and cheddar. Your favorite,” he said.


  “You always do spoil me,” she said.


  “It wasn’t too hard. Anything to make you happy,” he said.


  Jessica rocked her glass back and forth on the counter like a swing. She stared out to the window. “How have I been making you feel? Since everything.”


  “I’ve been rushing you. That wasn’t fair,” he said.


  “Do you love me less now?”


  David sped to her and wrapped his arms around her body. “Of course not. I love you, Jessica. You’re the one I’m meant to be with.”


  “And Dani? What about her? Who is she meant to be with?”


  “You,” he said. A timer buzzed. David looked toward the oven. Jessica said nothing as he pulled it out the oven. He set it on the cooling rack. “Don’t you believe me?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she said. “But it’s hard for me to accept you when you’re dressed as Dani.”


  “So, what do you want, Jessica?”


  “I want my husband back.”


  “You have him.”


  “But this isn’t what you want.”


  “No,” he said. “It isn’t. How can you accept me as Dani?”


  “I’m trying my best, but I’m not sure yet. There has to be a way, right?”


  “I hope so,” David said. He wrapped his arm over her shoulder. They sat there and looked out to their backyard; morning sun filtering in through the large door. “Want some of this quiche?”


  “Yes, I’m starved. Last night was rather eventful at the hospital,” she said.


  “Those nights are the worse. At least you can sleep today,” he said.


  Jessica nodded. He cut into the slightly cooled quiche and put it on a plate for her. Jessica took it, almost snatching the plate from his hands. He cut himself a piece while she took the first bite. She coughed on the hot food. David chuckled, convinced life wouldn’t change with him as Dani. Their happiness would only grow. They ate as Jessica told her tales from the previous night at the hospital.


  She stopped while she was halfway through her meal, pushed her plate away, and turned to David. “I was thinking a lot last night through all the madness.”


  “About us?”


  “Yes. Well, mostly about Dani. I’m not quite sure yet about our future but want to try something.”


  “What’s that, Jessica?”


  “While you know I’m not keen on it, I love you for who you are. It’s not what’s on the outside that counts. You are the person I married, man or woman, and I want to make this work.”


  Her words were like a shower in hot weather. “I shouldn’t have kept this from you, Jessica, but I loved you so much. It didn’t seem like a big deal. I guess I’ve always felt Dani inside of me, but I love women. I love you, Jessica.”


  “Me too, baby,” she said. They held their hands together. Their love wrapped around them. It gave them warmth like the morning sun.


  “What do you want to try?”


  “Get dressed up as Dani and let’s go out. We can get our nails done. But I need a nap first.”


  “Okay, that will give me time to change.”


  “Yep,” said Jessica in a bright voice. “Can you clean up too?”


  “Sure, anything you need.”


  “Wake me up in two hours, Dani,” Jessica said and disappeared into their master bedroom.


   


  ♦


   


  Jessica was snoring lightly when he went to the closet for his dress. The dishwasher ran in the background. Light music played on the stereo. The house was calm and quiet as David got ready for their adventure. He couldn’t believe Jessica but also knew her. This was the last test. She would decide after today to leave or stay. It lingered in the air. David, Dani, wanted to love his wife but had to love himself first. He shook his head.


  David stood in the guest bathroom with the dress draped over the shower rod, safely off to the side. His legs were a bit hairy after a few days of not grooming. David lathered his legs from foot to ass with shaving cream. Hot water sat in the bottom of the tub. David dipped the females’ razor into the water and gently pulled it up his leg. After dipping it again, he did the same. Repeating until he finished his left leg. It glistened but started to burn without the cream. He ran over to the sink and got lotion onto his skin.


  The burn cooled and revealed one sexy leg. The right one appeared much hairier than the left one. His hand trembled as he began on the next leg. It was harder to maneuver since he used his right hand as the dominant one, but he managed after a few minutes and put lotion on much quicker the second time, not waiting to stare in awe at himself.


  David looked in the mirror. His dick stood out against the hairless legs. He turned to check out his ass. The delicate parts remained.


  He went to the bath and changed the water. It steamed as he drew a thin layer of fresh hot water. He lathered the delicate areas that remained before dipping the razor into the water. He stared down at his dick while gently moving the blade over his pelvic region on hair. To live with hair in those areas wasn’t an option, but he kind of liked the dick. It appeared much larger against the hairless region.


  Lifting his leg onto the side of the tub, he removed hair from his balls and ass. It all looked fresh and clean after he dried and lotioned the area. He fanned his privates to keep away the burn, not wanting it to blister like it had the first time. David added extra lotion to the area. One step closer to Dani.


  He lifted the fake chest onto his shoulders and strapped it around the back. Jessica had slept for over an hour at that point. Time transcended him in the bathroom. He loved removing the hair without worry. Jessica wouldn’t come and discover him. She knew what he was doing. The lightness in his heart was irreplaceable. Nothing could change that, not even staying with Jessica. If she couldn’t love him as Dani, he hoped they’d stay friends. David was still naked on the bottom and turned each way in the mirror, checking out the fake breasts.


  He hoped to get real ones one day. That would be the icing on top of the cake for him, especially if Jessica were there to hold his hand through the process. Jessica, he had put her through so much, but that didn’t stop him. She had offered to get their nails done. She told him to change, freeing David of all worry. This was her decision, good or bad.


  David transformed more into Dani by the minute. His legs stopped burning after the third coat of lotion, so he tucked his dick and stepped into the panties. It almost looked like he had a vagina in the mirror. A hairless slit. Almost. He wore the sage-green pair they bought the first time out. He stepped into the white dress, thick cotton for the winter. It wrapped around his neck with a built-in turtleneck. To complete the look, David stepped into some thick black tights and flats to match. He’d found the dress online with a few others. David didn’t know how long it’d take him to go to work as Dani, but he was ready to live his life as her.


  He looked in the mirror. The only thing missing for Dani was the wig and makeup. His Adam’s apple had disappeared under the brilliant white turtleneck; his shoulders too. David took the wig from atop the toilet lid and placed it on his head, adjusting it until it was just right. The wavy curls hung over his shoulders. He unzipped his makeup bag and went to work on his face, highlighting this place and shadowing others. He had watched many video tutorials and practiced when Jessica wasn’t home. His face transformed to a softer, rounder one of a female.


  David had become Dani. Dani zipped up her makeup bag and got the bathroom cleaned up in a few minutes. Jessica still snored lightly in the background. She went and placed all her stuff in the closet, careful not to wake her until the right moment. She spritzed some perfume onto her wrists that they had in the closet. One of Jessica’s favorites. She hoped Jessica liked it and everything else.


  Dani went and sat on the edge of the bed. She lightly tapped on Jessica’s foot. “Wake up, beautiful. You asked I wake you now,” she said, using her sweetest voice. She practiced every second she could.


  Jessica twisted in the bed. Her eyes fluttered open. She rubbed them and looked at Dani, “hey,” she said in a groggy voice.


  “Do you still want to go get our nails done, love?” Dani asked.


  “Yes, Dani. I do,” Jessica said and rolled back over. Dani giggled at her wife. Jessica clearly didn’t want to get out of bed.


  “Are you sure, sweetie? We don’t have to go.”


  “I’m sure, Dani. Give me ten minutes. I’ll be right out.”


  “I’ll warm up the car in seven then,” she said and stood. Dani left the room, and the shower turned on a minute later. Jessica came out seven minutes later with her hair partially dried and pulled back into a ponytail. Her dark-brown eyes rested on Dani, who sat at a stool.


  “Let’s go. The appointment is in thirty.”


  “Perfect, I’ll drive,” Dani said.




  Chapter Eleven


   


   


   


  Their day together passed beautifully. Nobody questioned Dani once or gave her a strange eye. It was like being out with a girlfriend. Effortless and fun. Dani didn’t talk much to others, but her voice sounded better with each sentence. She could have fooled Jessica many times over. It wasn’t hard to spend time with Dani, if Jessica could look past the David part. She had to let the idea of him go. She knew what she needed to stay and make their relationship work. Dani and Jessica, an evolution. Time changed everything.


  Dani emerged came from the kitchen to the couch carrying warm wine. It was their favorite winter drink. They made sure to indulge when they could. A gardening show played in the background. It was a late-fall special, reminding people to plant their bulbs and how to do it. Jessica had done hers back in September. In a few weeks, the grounds would freeze and it’d be too late.


  “Thank you,” Jessica said, taking the drink from her.


  “You planted some bulbs, didn’t you?”


  “Yep, tulips.”


  “Beautiful,” Dani said. “Cheers.”


  They tapped their mugs together and watched the show. Jessica’s mind wandered. She couldn’t stay focused on one thought for more than a second, but they were all superficial. One thing rested on her mind.


  “I know what I want,” she said.


  “To eat?”


  “No,” she giggled, but she was a little hungry. They hadn’t eaten since lunch at the mall. “To make our relationship work. I know what I need from you.”


  “What’s that?” Dani asked and sat up on the couch. She tucked her legs under her bottom, staring at her wife in the eyes.


  “You are Dani, I see that. It’s who you’re meant to be,” Jessica said. Eyes never change. She’d always see a little of David behind Dani, no matter how much her body changed over the next few years. “But for us to stay together, I need you to keep your dick. I love it, and I want babies.”


  Dani smiled. Her lips parted. She flashed her teeth. “I want the same thing,” she said.


  “You mean it?”


  “Yes, love. I don’t want to get rid of my dick, and I want to fill you up with babies. You want to have babies with me as Dani?”


  “It’s not conventional, but I chose to love you for better or worse, and we can only get better from here. What do you say?”


  “A million times yes,” Dani said and hugged Jessica. She pulled back and kissed her wife. “Let me make sweet love to you.”


  “I was thinking we should try me fucking you,” Jessica said with a wicked smile.


  “What are we waiting for then?” Dani said and hopped to her feet. They left the drinks sitting on the table and went to the bedroom.


   


  ♦


   


  Dani followed Jessica into the bedroom. Her heart raced. She clenched her ass. There had never been more than a finger up her ass, and even then, she was gentle with herself. Surprise caught Dani more than anything.


  Jessica turned to Dani when they entered the bedroom and threw her to the bed. Dani gasped, remembering to use her girl voice. She couldn’t wait to act as Jessica’s bitch. Getting fucked by her. Fucking her in return. She pictured their life as Jessica smacked his ass and giggled.


  “Turn off, sissy,” Jessica said, growing more dominant by the second. “Where’s that strap-on you bought without my permission?”


  Her voice got Dani’s dick hard in an instant. “Over in the closet,” she said in her best throaty voice, trying to sound like a bitch about to get fucked.


  Jessica rummaged through the closet for a second and pulled out the strap. She threw it to the bed. “Put it on me, sissy.”


  Dani grabbed it from the corner of the bed and got to her knees. There was a little knob on the inside to slide into Jessica’s pussy. She was dripping as Dani worked her hands around Jessica’s pussy. “What’s taking so long, sissy?” Jessica asked while Dani was busy admiring her sex. Jessica didn’t hesitate before shoving Dani’s face into her pussy. Her freshly painted nails traveled up to Jessica’s breasts for stability. Jessica used Dani’s face. Dani couldn’t breathe. She didn’t try as her tongue pleased Jessica.


  “Hurry up this time,” Jessica said.


  “This is so hot. What’s gotten into you?” Dani asked, unable to continue. She was rock hard, burning for more.


  “Don’t worry about anything but getting fucked,” she said, forcing Dani’s hands to work with the strap. The knob slid into her dripping pussy without issue. Dani got it on quicker the second time. “Take all your clothes off and get on your hands and knees,” Jessica said when the strap was secure around her body.


  Dani didn’t hesitate. She pulled the white dress up and off her body. The leggings were nothing to get off either, and her dick screamed joy when she let it free from the panties. Jessica unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. “Take off that chest thing,” Jessica said.


  Dani unhooked her bra and dropped the heavy tits to the floor. Her body bare and exposed. “Suck me dick, bitch,” Jessica said, lightly pushing Dani’s head toward her large dick. Dani parted her mouth and took the strap between her lips. She sucked as Jessica guided her head up and down the shaft. Jessica moaned and appeared to enjoy herself. “Now, get on your hands and knees.”


  Jessica lubed up her dick and spread a little between Dani’s hairless cheeks. “Get ready, baby. Take a deep breath,” Jessica said.


  Dani listened, and when she exhaled, Jessica pushed into her. Dani yelped but didn’t resist. “Go slow,” she said.


  Jessica smacked her ass and inched the dildo into Dani’s ass. She poured a little more lube where the dick met Dani’s hole. Dani clenched the sheets while Jessica went deeper into her. Her body exploded with feeling as the cock pressed against her prostate, making her want to cum without even touching her dick.


  “How does it feel?” Jessica asked.


  “Perfect, for you?”


  “Um, amazing,” she said with a giggle. “This thing keeps hitting my spot. Oh my,” Jessica said as she moved around inside Dani’s ass.


  “Me too,” Dani said. “Fuck me, baby.”


  “I’m going to cum soon with this thing,” Jessica said and smacked Dani’s ass. She moved her hips, gliding the dick in and out of Dani’s hole. It circled tight around the dick like a suction cup. Jessica purred as she fucked Dani, her husband, becoming her wife. Dani couldn’t touch her dick. She was too close to cumming. “Fuck. This feels good.”


  Jessica picked up the pace. They both moaned. Jessica reached her hand around to Dani’s dick. Dani begged her not to, but Jessica didn’t listen. She arched over Dani, her soft tits pressed against Dani’s back as she fucked her slowly.


  There was no warning. Dani couldn’t speak. Her face buried into the sheet. She exploded all over Jessica’s hand, covering it with goo. Jessica laughed and rubbed it into Dani’s body before she moved her hips a couple times and came all over Dani’s ass. Her nectar leaked from the strap, covering Dani in a lovely warmth.


  Jessica collapsed to the side and said, “take this thing off me, Dani.”


  “Whatever you need, my love,” she said and got to work.


  They lay there the rest of the night, touching each other and only getting up for snacks. Dani never turned back to David after that day. Time moved forward, and David became a thing of the past. Dani was the future. Love was all that mattered.




  Chapter Twelve


   


   


   


  Six Weeks Later


  Jessica picked up the phone and dialed Dr. Cobb’s number. Leila was a fantastic therapist, and Jessica had already left a positive review, but she and Dani canceled the last meeting. She didn’t want to waste another two hundreds dollars.


  “Good morning, Dr. Cobb speaking,” she said. Jessica had called the office phone.


  “Morning Leila. It’s Jessica,” she said, tapping her finger on the kitchen island. She was alone at the house. Dani had gone to work, where she dressed as Dani and not David.


  “How are you and Dani? You missed the last appointment.”


  “We’re fantastic. The sex life is good, as you know, and we’ve told all the family. Everyone doesn’t agree, but they can love us or hate us. We’re happy.”


  “That’s right, Jessica. I’m happy to hear that,” Leila said. “Will you make it for your appointment this week?”


  “That’s why I called. I think we’re fine now, but we wouldn’t have gotten here without you. I can’t thank you enough,” Jessica said. The morning sun cheered her. She’d miss Leila, but she had done her job. It was time to move forward.


  “You’re welcome, Jessica. I wish you and Dani the best,” Leila said.


  “There’s one more thing I wanted to tell you. We just found out last week, but I’m pregnant. We’re having a baby,” Jessica said. She couldn’t help but scream it every time.


  “Congratulations. Don’t forget to invite me to the baby shower,” Leila said.


  “We won’t. See you soon,” Jessica said and hung up the phone. She stood up and went over to the window, mindlessly rubbing her belly. Things were different, but they hadn’t changed much at all. Dani had the same eyes. She was the person Jessica loved, man or woman, and now they were having a baby. Jessica laughed to herself and looked out to the snow-covered yard, where her future babies would play.




   


   


   


   


   


  BETRAYAL




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Running was Carol Cyphers’ favorite activity. From the wind hitting her face to the sounds of her sneakers pounding against the pavement. Running worked her heart and kept her thigh gap visible. She spent countless hours in the gym trimming her body to a more feminine silhouette. Most people wouldn’t have guessed Carol had a driver’s license that said ‘Carl’, but she did. A special surprise rested between her legs, but she kept it tucked in place, hiding from the world.


  Carol was running a marathon right now. It was late winter. The leaves hadn’t come back yet, but the days were growing longer. The weather was becoming warmer. Carol was dreaming of days by the pool in her bikini. She had special tops with fake breasts. She had mastered tucking and almost never had an emergency. Years of training and resistance exercises had taught her to keep her dick in place.


  Carol’s put one foot in front of the other. Her breathing was heavy and loud. She had to run five kilometers and was halfway to the finish line. She focused on the people in front of her to give her enough adrenaline to keep up the speed. It would have been easy to slow to a jog, but Carol pushed herself in races. She had an urge to win (although she’d never placed first) and beat her times from previous races.


  Minutes passed. Carol focused on her breathing. In. Out. In. Out.


  The clothes on her body had grown heavy by the fourth kilometer. She continued, not having walked once, and ran at her quick pace. Several people were ahead of her, but the majority trailed behind. Carol turned a bend and saw the finish line ahead. The flag was tiny but becoming bigger as she continued along the path.


  After struggling near the finish line, Carol made it across. She came to a stop, doubling over with her hands on her knees. Her breath heavy like a heave. She checked her time and had shaved off a minute since her last race. She patted herself on the back, took her medal, and went to grab a cookie and milk the workers of the race were passing out.


  Carol left the building before most people had finished and started walking to her car when she heard her name. Carol pretended she hadn’t heard whoever was saying her name, dropped her head, and hurried down the sidewalk. The race had taken place in the city. Carol was from the suburbs. People around here didn’t know her.


  “Carol,” the masculine voice said again. His rich voice impossible to ignore, but Carol tried her best. She heard the man’s footsteps approaching her from behind. Her heart was like a locked box in her chest, clutched and desperate for air.


  The man touched her shoulder. He didn’t grab it. It was gentle, but Carol screamed at the top of her lungs. She turned around to kick the man in his balls, but a familiar face stopped her.


  “Hey,” Thom said. Thom was the ex of Carol’s sister. They had broken up a year ago when Debby, Carol’s sister, dumped him like trash in a bin.


  “Thom,” Carol said, clutching her chest like a woman from the movies. She loved to dramatize her life, much to her father’s disdain. “You shouldn’t scare a lady like that.”


  “I know, but when I saw you I just reacted. I forgot you don’t come out here often,” Thom said in his slick urban accent. Carol had always loved how the words fell from Thom’s mouth. They were from the same city, but he sounded like they could have grown up on different sides of the country.


  Carol looked up at Thom. He was a few inches taller than her. He had blue eyes one could see from across the room, thick muscles, and brown hair with a low fade. Carol had never seen his hair longer than a couple millimeters long.


  “What’s up, Thom?” Carol asked. She had caught her breath since the race but felt gross and sweaty talking to a man as attractive as Thom. The edges of her hair felt out of place, matted, and ugly. She wore yoga pants and a long-sleeve running shirt; sweat soaked through the fabric.


  “I don’t know,” he said, staring at Carol. She felt exposed and uncomfortable.


  “I’m sorry for anything Debby did, Thom. You were always nice,” Carol said.


  Their parents hated Thom because of his urban accent, tattoos, and street clothes. He never wore slacks or button ups like their father. He didn’t care about university and thought rules were for punks. Carol had heard him say those things when she spied on him and her sister. He was twenty-five, Debby was twenty-four, and Carol was twenty-two.


  Twenty-two and innocent. She had never done more than kiss a boy, and those kisses were few and far between. Carol was too nervous to have sex with the secret hiding between her legs, so she had eavesdropped on Debby’s life. Her passions. Her sex life. Carol enjoyed having her feminine dick, but she never wanted to live as a man. Women were everything in her eyes. They made the world spin, and Carol wanted to harness that power and live life as a woman.


  “How’s your sister doing?” Thom asked. He looked angry and sad. Tortured. Debby had a habit of breaking hearts. She had been gifted a beauty so effortless, it drove Carol mad. Carol loved her sister, but Debby didn’t even comprehend how destruction a woman like her could inflict on a man’s heart. Carol had watched over the years how her sister moved on from a man she dumped within a day, but the guys took much longer. Some of them never got over her, and it always ended with Carol getting stopped by the ex, so they could talk about Debby.


  “She’s fine. Like I said, Thom, I’m sorry for anything that Debby did to you. Can I leave now?”


  Thom put up his hands. He didn’t want Carol to accuse him of anything. “We used to have fun playing the game together. Why don’t we do that?”


  “I’m rather busy,” Carol said. It was a white lie. She had graduated university last year and was interning in her free time to find her career field. She was living at home until the fall, when she hoped to have found employment. Carol only worked fifteen hours a week and filled her time exercising, reading, or staring at herself in the mirror. Listening to her sister gossip about the latest man in her life.


  Carol felt her life was about everybody but herself sometimes. Since she had dressed as a woman at nineteen, people ignored her feelings. They treated her like a carton of eggs or a loaf of bread. Carol was perceived as a fragile creature and one wrong word would break her. Thom had always treated her differently. He had treated her like any other person, knowing her secret.


  “What are you doing now?”


  “Going home to shower,” Carol said.


  “Come over, Carol. What are the chances of us running into each other? I didn’t know you ran,” he said.


  Carol leaned to the side, bending one knee. She had a change of clothes in the car. She would like to shower, but it wasn’t dire. Making excuses was her specialty. “Where do you live?”


  “Down the road. We can play video games like we used to and catch up.”


  “As long as you promise not to talk about Debby,” Carol said.


  “I’ll try my best.”


  Carol got Thom’s address from him. She typed it in the map and went to her car. It was a couple miles away. Thom disappeared around the corner, and Carol drove to his house after getting in her car.


   


  ♦


   


  Thom had been by the race because his buddy lived over there. Thom wouldn’t tell Carol he bought weed at his friend’s house, and she hadn’t asked what he was doing when they crossed paths.


  Now, she was in his bathroom changing out of her running clothes, and Thom was setting up the video game in his living room. Carol loved racing games, and Thom enjoying hanging out with people at his place.


  Carol came out of the bathroom wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Thom knew she had been born a man, but that didn’t bother him. He understood Carol and cared for her as a person. She was down-to-earth and loved to play the game like him. They could hang out, and that small fact almost never came up.


  “My favorite,” Carol said and took a controller, collapsing on the sofa next to Thom. He wanted to ask her about Debby but respected her request not to talk about her sister.


  They were close sisters, and Debby had never questioned her sister. Never once said anything bad about Carol. Once one discovered Carol had been born as ‘Carl’, the subtle features would reveal themselves like her longer fingers, thicker muscles, squarer frame, and husky voice, but Carol had reduced her masculine features to a minimum without surgery. Thom found her attractive if he let his mind forget what rested between her legs.


  He had even thought about fucking her once or twice, but that would have been a betrayal to Debby, his ex-girlfriend. Thom was a man and couldn’t help but look at women, thinking about how his dick would feel inside her pussy. Thom had a weakness for women with dark skin too, like Carol.


  And eyes never lied. Thom noticed how Carol looked at him through the corner of her eyes when they would play video games. He didn’t hide it when he used to sniff her hair while hugging her. He and Carol had ignored whatever heat existed between them while Debby treated Thom like a doll from last season.


  Carol stepped out of the bathroom. She smelled like she had freshened up. Any mustiness had been replaced with flowers and sugar. Thom loved how well Carol took care of herself. Debby had an effortless charm. She took it for granted, but Carol was mindful of everything around her. She was like a mouse hiding in the darkness, waiting for the people to fall asleep to steal the food.


  “You smell nice,” Thom said. His eyes moved up and down Carol’s body. Black curls fell out of her ponytail like a fountain. She had tied her hair into a ball at the top of her head. She wore jeans and a t-shirt. Her ass was thick. Her waist thin. Thom never understood how someone born as a man had the body Carol maintained. It impressed him every time he saw her. Almost a year had passed since Debby broke his heart.


  “Thank you, Thom. Do you have any water?”


  “Sure,” he said and hopped up from the sofa. He grabbed them two glasses of water. Carol was scrolling through her cell phone when he returned to the living room. Carol took the glass. They played video games and chatted.


  Carol told Thom about her internships. She was leaning toward business administration and management. Thom had gotten a job at a car factory, which paid a lot more than his old fast food job but less than his illegal endeavors. A couple hours passed. They raced and talked trash. Thom hadn’t realized how much he missed Carol. Debby was like a black hole, sucking the life from Thom. She had no heart because Carol had enough for both of them.


  Thom couldn’t help himself. Seeing Carol brought mixed emotions to his heart. “How do you deal with Debby as a sister?”


  Carol shrugged, “we’re family.”


  “Yeah, but she’s a—”


  Carol stood up and placed the controller where she had been sitting. “Today was fun, Thom. Thank you for hanging out, but I should get back to Bendersville now,” Carol said.


  Thom stopped her from leaving and ripped a piece of mail for paper. He wrote his number and passed it to Carol. “Text me before you leave,” he said. “I want your number.”


  “What do you need with my number?”


  “I want to text you,” Thom said. His blue eyes were like a cloudless day in early spring. Thom wanted to see Carol again. It shouldn’t matter what Debby thought. She and Thom were friends. They had been friends, and Thom wanted to continue their relationship. Show her the world. His friends were tolerant of everyone but bigots. They had seen Carol a few times when Thom dated Debby and treated her with dignity.


  Carol typed a message, and Thom’s phone vibrated. He saved her number. “Now we don’t need your sister to see each other.”


  “Take care, Thom,” Carol said. She flashed a smile at Thom that had him thinking about Carol with her legs in the air. What lingerie did she wear? How did she hide her dick? Because the woman never had a bulge. Thom watched Carol leave, grinning to himself, and went back to playing the game when he heard her car pull away.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  Carol and Thom had been sending endless messages to one another since they spent the afternoon together. They only stopped when one of them was working. The days were flying by like seconds on a clock. Carol wanted to see Thom again, but their schedules wouldn’t align for another week. He had invited her out next Friday night, but Carol almost never went dancing. Thom and Debby had gone often. Debby still went with her girlfriends but only invited Carol on special occasions.


  They weren’t terrible sisters. They didn’t fight often. More like opposite sides of the same coin. Carol would stay in with her books or movies while Debby went out to find boys. But part of Carol’s problem was the anxiety she faced from the name on her driver’s license. What if a bouncer at a club asked her to explain? What if he tried to ‘check’? Carol didn’t want to risk the chances but was reconsidering since Thom had asked her out.


  Thom was a sexy white boy, and she wanted to spend more time around him. Dance on him. What would he look like when he sweat?


  Thom: What are you doing?


  Carol read the message as soon as it had come through. She was sitting on her bed with a book open next to her, but she had been scrolling through Thom’s social media pages. He had a lot of pictures of himself shirtless on a basketball court. His expression always had a darkness like he was thinking a sinister thought. Did he have a dark side? Was he a bad boy? Debby had mentioned Thom being something of a bad boy, but she could exaggerate.


  From twenty to twenty-three, Debby had a major fixation with bad boys. She would watch movies with men doing bad things. She would talk about robbers and thieves. What if one broke in the house? How would they defend themselves against such a man? Her sister had once suggested giving up their bodies for freedom. They could call the police while sucking dick. Carol had been disgusted by her idea, but those were the thoughts Debby shared.


  Had she and Thom role played? Debby dropped the bad boy fixation like a bad cold last year when she started medical school. Now, she went after successful men who were graduate students at the university. She wanted to find a black man who studied finance, but Carol hadn’t heard an update in a few weeks.


  Carol: Sitting at home. Reading a book.


  Carol hadn’t added Thom on any social media accounts, but he didn’t make his pages private. He showed his six-pack abs to the world. His thick arms. Those eyes. Carol couldn’t stop staring at his pictures.


  Thom: You always had your nose in a book when I came over. Wanna play the game? Come over. I’m just sitting in the house.


  Carol and Thom had made plans for the next week, and she wasn’t dressed to leave the house. She wanted to lie in bed and stare at shirtless photos of Thom.


  Carol: It’s too late for me to drive to the city. I’m thinking about you though.


  Thom: Thinking about me how?


  Carol’s hand hovered over the digital keyboard when Debby threw open the door. She had her hair wrapped up in a towel and was wearing basketball shorts with a t-shirt and no bra. Their parents weren’t home, and Debby didn’t hide anything from Carol. They were sisters in that sense.


  “Do you have any—?” Debby started but tilted her head, staring at Carol. Carol had her legs stretched up the wall but turned her body to face Debby.


  “Do I have what?” Carol asked, annoyed. Lines creasing on her face.


  “Why are you smiling like that, Carol?”


  “None of your business, Debby. What do you want?” Debby’s eyes narrowed and looked at Carol’s cell phone. Carol grabbed a pillow and placed the phone under the pillow and rested her head atop it. “I don’t have time for your games, Debby. You know where my hair stuff is. Use whatever you want.”


  Carol went between wearing wigs or using her natural hair. She had grown it out over the past few years, and it was finally long enough to straighten and play with. Her father hated it, but she couldn’t help who she was. Dressing as Carol made her feel natural, comfortable. It was like sleeping at home after being away for weeks.


  Debby leaped across the room. Carol and Debby fought over the phone. They scratched, pushed, pulled, but Debby won in the end. She always did. Carol still felt bad hitting her sister after the messages their father had ingrained in Carol about boys hitting girls. The first time his father had said it, Carol responded that she wanted to dress as Debby’s sister so they could fight. That had ended in a beating. That day still haunted Carol, but the family had moved on. Carol’s mother kept their father at bay.


  “Who is Thom?”


  “You don’t know him,” Carol said.


  Debby held up her hand to block Carol as she read the messages, moving the phone every time Carol tried to grab it.


  “Stop it, Carol. This Tom lives in the city. This Thom knows me. Carol, please tell me this is not Thom Wetherby,” Debby said.


  “It’s not, and what do you care, anyway? You dumped Thom,” Carol said and snatched the phone from Debby.


  Debby snatched it right back and ran to the door, “you’re lying. This is my Thom!” she screamed. “How dare you try to steal what is mine!” Her voice was shrill. Rage charged through Carol as she chased her sister through the house. Her sister was the biggest deceiver in the world. She couldn’t want a man she hadn’t mentioned in over a year. Carol didn’t believe her.


  Debby reached her room and slammed the door. She locked it. Carol banged on the door. “Give me back my phone, bitch!”


  “Shut up, whore! How dare you try to talk to Thom!”


  “I ran into him after that marathon last week. We played video game at his place.”


  “You went to his house?” Debby asked. Her voice had climbed an octave; moving to a high note at the end. Carol flinched. Debby opened the door, her face enraged, and threw the phone to the carpeted floor. Carol went to slap her, but Debby slammed the door in her face. “I saw how you used to look at Thom, Carol. You think I’m stupid, but I’m not. Plus, he would never go for a girl like you. You know what I mean, sis. Never cross me like that again.”


  “Thom and I were friends. He asked me to his house. If you should yell at anyone, yell at him,” Carol said. Her phone was face-down on the floor beneath her.


  “I’m not talking to you right now,” Debby said and turned on music to drown out Carol.


  Carol picked up her phone and went to text Thom, but their messages had disappeared. Carol looked for Thom’s number. Debby had deleted everything and blocked his social media accounts. Carol clenched her fists, breathing out of her nose. She was about to beat down the door until her parents walked in the house. Her father screamed for Debby to turn down the music, and Carol went back to her room. She threw her phone on the bed and beat her fists against a pillow.


  Carol was seething and hoping Thom would message her soon because she had thrown away his phone number out of fear Debby would find it. After the anger had dampened itself, Carol rested her head against a pillow. She didn’t know what she wanted with Thom except more time to explore her feelings. Carol had never pictured herself with a bad boy, let alone one who was her sister’s ex.


   


  ♦


   


  Several days passed without a response from Carol. Their exchange had been making him hard and horny, but Carol left him high and dry. He didn’t want to message her back now and come off as a punk. Thom went on with his life. He hadn’t forgotten about Carol, but the ball was in her court. He had sent the last message.


  Thom got home from work and kicked his shoes off. He had a habit of taking a shower after work, so he went to the bathroom and undressed. Thom’s bathroom had a claw-foot bathtub and old tile floors. A box window he’d open to let out the hot steam. Thom washed his body and thought about Carol and what she was doing. He hadn’t dated anyone seriously since breaking up with Debby. His heart was too fragile. He couldn’t handle someone hurting him that badly again, but Carol was attractive. Stable.


  She gazed at him with thirsty eyes. Thom had been with enough women to know when one wanted him. Carol was no different. He wondered if she had ever taken a dick in her sissy hole.


  Or was she a freak like Debby? Debby loved sex more than any woman Thom had before her. She would try positions most men only dreamed of, but that didn’t make up for how she had treated Thom like an old sweater. Not a cute one. An ugly sweater that Debby never wanted to touch again. It wasn’t even worth donating. Thom was a fool for lusting after the Cyphers sisters when their father hated him. He hated ‘ghetto’ men, no matter if they were white or black. Their father had made that clear to Thom.


  His name was Maurice. He was a doctor and made sure everyone he met knew it. For Thom, there was more to life than a fancy degree. Thom knew people who had bundles more money than Maurice from selling drugs or stealing cars, but what did money matter? People had died in Maurice’s care. Who was to say what was right or wrong? Thom hated people that played into those stereotypes. He hadn’t noticed it at first, but Debby was no different from Maurice.


  She had played him like a clarinet. Read him like notes on a scroll. Debby flipped her script faster than an improv actor. Now Debby filled her social media with her ‘academic’ friends and only hung out with people from the university. Her wild days behind her.


  Carol wasn’t so hot-and-cold. She was easier for Thom to read. He didn’t need an instruction manual to understand her.


  Thom’s phone vibrated. He paused the game to pull it from his pocket. He couldn’t believe his eyes.


  Debby: I miss you, boo. What are you doing?


  Thom gripped the phone like heavy weights, angry and confused to why Carol hadn’t returned his message. He was waiting to hear from her and every other message irritated him. He didn’t know what Debby wanted, but she hadn’t messaged him in over a year. Not since she broke his heart.


  Thom: Playing the game. You?


  Debby: Missing you.


  Thom: I don’t believe you.


  Debby: Are you free Friday night? We should get together and dance.


  Thom had planned on hanging out with Carol on Friday night, but she hadn’t returned his messages. He didn’t want to text Debby about Carol and expose that they had hung out. What if it ruined his chances to score with Debby? Carol was a friend. Playing the game and spending time with her made Thom’s day, but pussy came first. People said ‘bros before hos’, but Thom had to put himself first.


  Carol hadn’t messaged in days. She ghosted him. Thom could read the signals. He didn’t need multiple hints.


  Thom: Come over on Friday. We can hit a party together. Dress nice.


  Debby: You got it, daddy.


  Debby had added kiss faces. Thom thought it was strange, but his penis was speaking for his mind. Debby had a familiar pussy, and Thom wouldn’t mind getting his dick wet.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  Carol was sitting on her bed. She had worked at her internship today, but it wasn’t a good day for Carol. The plans she made with Thom were for tonight, but she didn’t have his number, and Debby wouldn’t give it to her. Debby had been acting cold toward Carol since she discovered the correspondence Carol had with Thom.


  Debby walked into Carol’s room while she was scrolling through news stories and took several items for Carol’s hair stuff.


  “What are you doing?” Carol asked. Debby always spent her budget on drinks and stole Carol’s hair products, but that had to stop. Their dad gave them both the same amount each month. It wasn’t fair Carol spent hers on necessities while her sister tramped around town.


  “Come on, Carol. It’s just a squirt,” Debby said and opened Carol’s bottle of product.


  Carol roared and jumped out of bed. She snatched the bottle from Debby and the liquid inside sprayed all over Carol’s shirt, but she didn’t care. Debby had no right coming in her room and stealing what Carol had budgeted her money to buy. If Debby hadn’t deleted Thom’s number, she might have looked the other way like all the previous times, but Carol wouldn’t continue letting her sister walk all over her.


  Slamming the lid shut, Carol took the other items Debby had grabbed from her.


  “Why are you acting like this?” Debby asked. The hair cream hadn’t landed on her, and it was seeping through Carol’s clothing.


  “You know why, Debby. Don’t play dumb,” Carol said.


  “What kind of sister goes after her sister’s ex?”


  “We played video pages, you demented bitch. I’m tired of you coming in here and stealing my hair product like it’s yours. You were the one that dumped Thom. He asked me to play video games. What? I can’t be friends with your exes now?”


  “Isn’t that an unspoken rule, Carol?” Debby asked.


  Carol didn’t know what to say to Debby. She wanted to respect her sister’s wishes and not see Thom, but there had been something simmering in the air that day. Carol’s eyes had flickered to Thom’s, and she saw how he’d been watching her. How his eyes moved along the curves Carol worked so hard to achieve.


  “Whatever, Debby. Take what you want,” Carol said, passing the bottle of hair cream to Debby.


  “You’re the best sister in the world. I knew you would understand what you did was wrong,” Debby said. She grabbed the rest of the things Carol had taken back and disappeared from the room. Carol heard the shower turn on in the distance. Their parents weren’t home. They almost never were.


  Carol waited on the edge of the bed and counted to sixty before sticking her head out of her bedroom. She looked down the hall toward their shared bathroom. Steam billowed out from beneath the door. Carol had at least ten minutes, so she went to Debby’s room.


  Debby’s phone sat on her dresser. It took several tries for Carol to unlock Debby’s phone. She had switched her password to their mother’s birthday. Carol installed a tracking app and hid it in the background. Carol glanced at the clock. She had been in Debby’s room for seven minutes already, but the water was still running in the bathroom.


  Carol synced Debby’s phone with hers and raced out of the room. She got back to her bed the moment Debby cut off the water. She always opened the door right away to let out the hot air.


  Carol’s heart was racing when she heard the bathroom door open, but she had already accomplished her goal. Carol paced her room with the door closed while Debby finished getting ready.


  Debby stopped by Carol’s door wearing a skirt that was far too short. She had on heels and a light sweater. She had on a jacket too. Debby returned Carol’s hair things and winked at her before rushing out the door.


  Carol opened her app that was tracking Debby. She headed south on the highway. Carol went to shower, wavering between driving down to Thom’s apartment or not. She had his address and nothing to do. They had made plans for tonight, but what if he was with another woman? Maybe Carol had been imagining the tension between them.


  Maybe she was blinded by his hard muscles and blue eyes. His smooth, deep voice.


  After showering, Carol did her hair in the bathroom. She lost track of time while doing her makeup in the mirror. If Carol ever had a stressful day, putting on makeup was a great way to calm herself. Something about the brushes moving over her skin and transforming her face soothed her.


  Carol opened her phone and checked where her sister had gone. Her heart dropped when she realized the location. She had spent enough time looking at a map to recognize the cross streets. Debby was at Thom’s house. Carol’s chest clenched. She raced to change into a velvet, long sleeve dress with black nylons beneath. The dress was a dark red. She wore black heels with it. A brown lipstick with liner. Her curls hung over one side.


  How could Thom resist her when she looked like this? Debby had taken enough from Carol. She had only wanted Thom’s friendship, but now she wanted more. She wanted to give him her innocence and steal his heart. Debby couldn’t take whatever she wanted when she wanted it. Carol grabbed her keys and went out to her car to drive to the city.


   


  ♦


   


  Thom’s heart never recovered from when Debby had broken it in two, but here she was in his living room on his sofa. Thom had made plans to go out with Carol tonight, but she never replied to his flirty text. What kind of man would it make him if he replied? If he reached out? Men ridiculed other men for such behaviors, and Thom was one to prove himself as an alpha, incapable of emotional damage from women.


  His friends didn’t know how badly Debby had hurt him. Nobody knew but himself. He couldn’t believe he had let her back in his life. She barely had to knock, and he had opened the door.


  “What have you been doing this past year?” Debby asked.


  “Just working at the car factory. Trying to stay out of trouble,” Thom said. Debby was wearing a shirt that didn’t hide the curves of her breasts. Thom thought back to when he had sucked on her titties while fucking her against the hood of his car. It happened in a parking lot in the middle of the night. The lights were busted. It had been dark. Thom remembered that night like it was yesterday. Fucking outside had been Debby’s idea, much like everything else they did. “What about you, Debby?”


  “Going to medical school. I’m so busy with everything, I hardly have time for a social life,” she said. Debby had dropped Thom to focus on medical school, but she posted photos from the bar every weekend with a different man or her girlfriends. Debby might have thought Thom wouldn’t notice. She probably hadn’t considered Thom when she posted those photos.


  Part of Thom wanted to pin Debby against the couch and fuck her how they used to, but the other half of him wondered how many men she had been with in the last year. No way a woman as freaky as her hadn’t fucked someone.


  “What is Carol doing tonight?” Thom asked. He didn’t want to talk about Debby’s medical school. She could act like a snooty bitch sometimes. There were two types of knowledge: book smarts and street smarts. Debby wouldn’t have been able to survive two days in Thom’s world without him holding her hand. That was why she had retreated. Disappeared. Left him for the university and the doctor’s circle.


  “Probably reading some book,” Debby said, laughing. She didn’t meet Thom’s eyes, reaching to the coffee table for her purse. She pulled out her water bottle and took a drink, letting the time pass. “Does your job know you used to steal cars and scrap them for parts?”


  “Don’t think so,” Thom said. “Are you going to go snitch on me?”


  “No,” Debby said. The sound of her laughter had Thom’s skin crawling. He wished Carol had messaged him back so he could have gone out with her instead. Most of his friends worked on the weekends or at night. They didn’t have typical nine-to-five jobs. Thom worked various shifts at the plant but had several days and nights at home during the week.


  “What are you doing here, Debby?”


  “I’ve been missing you,” she said. Debby lifted her legs and folded them under her bottom. She stared at Thom and batted her eyelashes. He used to love when his white hands would caress her dark body. She was one of the most gorgeous, intelligent women Thom had fucked.


  Debby leaned forward, wrapping her hand behind Thom’s neck, but he shook his head and pushed her away. He wanted to kiss her, but his heart hadn’t healed from the way Debby left him. He thought they’d been happy and having fun. Thom felt foolish for letting this woman sit in his living room, smoke his weed, and act like nothing had happened between them.


  “You don’t want to kiss me?” she asked.


  “Nah,” he said. “You’re playin’ games.”


  “I’m not. How could you say that?”


  “You wanna go to the club or not?”


  “You know I wanna dance, baby. Why you actin’ like this?” Debby asked.


  “If you stay around a few dates, I’ll consider kissing you,” Thom said.


  “Oh, yeah? You’re making the rules now?”


  “Yep. Get your jacket. We’re leaving,” Thom said and stood. He wasn’t letting Debby control his life. He didn’t trust her. Was she authentic or playing him like an app on her phone?


  “Fine, Mr. Man,” Debby said and grabbed her purse and jacket. She shook her hair, making sure Thom was watching her breasts while she did it. Thom opened the door and waved his hand for Debby to exit. He wanted to dance and then send her home for the night. Debby was a great fuck, but it wasn’t worth suffering in silence for another three months when she never called again and went back to posting more pictures with different men and girlfriends at bars and restaurants.


  Thom closed the door, turned the lock, and followed Debby outside.


   


  ♦


   


  Carol was waiting in her car for someone to leave Thom’s apartment. Debby’s car parked in front of hers. Carol was in an unfamiliar neighborhood, but the streets were quiet. Few cars and people passed her.


  She could only think about what they were doing. Carol could see light coming from Thom’s living room window but couldn’t make out any bodies. She would have to get close to the window and didn’t want her sister to see her creeping. R&B music played on the stereo at a low volume. Carol hummed along with the songs while she calmed her thoughts.


  What did it matter if Debby stole Thom? Weren’t they only going to become friends? Carol felt hollow if she thought too long about how Debby had swooped in her life and controlled it. She had always told Carol what to do since the beginning. Debby’s dominance grew when Carol began dressing as a woman.


  Carol ran her fingers along the red velvet dress, feeling the soft fabric under her fingertips. It was like gliding across snow with skis. Carol checked her phone. She had been sitting outside Thom’s house for thirty minutes. She was becoming tired and paranoid of someone robbing her car.


  Fifteen minutes later, Carol grabbed her keys to leave. If Thom wanted her, he would have texted. Carol didn’t need more signals that showing up here had been a bad idea. Carol would never forgive Debby for this, but Debby was a natural-born woman. Carol never wanted to give up her dick. The cards were stacked against her, and Debby would always take advantage. Carol had been foolish for playing along with her sister’s games for as long as she did.


  When Carol put her car in drive, the living room light turned off. She cut the engine and waited, looking toward the front door. Debby and Thom exited the apartment building, and the fear left Carol’s body. She felt betrayed and embarrassed and wanted revenge. She wanted to use her fury against her sister.


  Stepping out of the car, Debby noticed her. “What the fuck are you doing here?” Debby hollered.


  Carol stood outside her car. She ran her hands down her dress to straighten it out, wanting Thom to notice her. He had never seen her this dressed up before, and Carol saw him looking her way.


  Debby charged across the street. Thom stood on his stoop and watched the sisters. Debby reached Carol and put her hand in Carol’s face, jabbing her finger in the air.


  “What the fuck are you doing here, Carol? You spying on me?”


  “No, actually, Thom and I had plans tonight, and I wanted to see if he still wanted to go out,” Carol said loud enough for Thom to hear. He walked down his front steps and crossed the street, standing off to the side of the sisters. Carol met his eyes and saw his blue irises sparkle under the streetlight. When he looked at Carol, her blood flowed.


  “You never messaged me back,” Thom said.


  “Because Debby stole my phone and—” Carol said, but Debby reached out her hand to cover Carol’s mouth. Carol pushed her. “Don’t cover my fucking mouth.”


  Thom put up his hands and backed away. “Don’t tell him lies,” Debby said.


  “It isn’t a lie. You stole my phone and deleted his number. Then you got all jealous and came here to ruin my potential friendship with Thom.”


  Debby ignored her sister and turned to face Thom, “baby, don’t believe her. She’s lying. I never deleted your number. She told me herself that she thought it was creepy you invited her to your house. When she mentioned you, it brought back so many memories,” Debby said.


  Carol scoffed. She couldn’t believe her sister had the nerve. She resisted a strong urge to pull Debby by the hair and slam her face into the car window. Carol wouldn’t act like a child with Thom standing right there. What would he think if she reacted with violence?


  “I don’t know, Debby. You came out of nowhere right after I saw Carol.”


  “Yeah, she told me she saw you, and it gave me some feelings. I made a mistake leaving you, Thom. Believe me.”


  “You’re so fake,” Carol said. “You know what, Thom. I’m sorry for coming over here. I thought you had gone somewhere else, sister, but I guess you can’t let me even have a friend.”


  Carol opened her car door. A hint of disappointment flashed across Thom’s face. He looked like he wanted to stop her but didn’t know how to find the words. Maybe Carol was imagining it to make herself feel better because he didn’t say a word to stop her. Didn’t he want to hang around the house and play video games? Maybe he would brush his hand against Carol’s velvet by mistake. Would she feel a chill down her spine?


  Neither her sister nor Thom spoke, so Carol slid in her car. She turned the key in the ignition when Debby’s phone rang.


  “Hello?”


  Carol and Thom exchanged a look. He looked sorry but didn’t have the balls to stand up to Debby. Carol wanted to disappear and pretend she never drove across town to sabotage their date. She would have to delete the GPS tracker from Debby’s phone before she found it. Tomorrow while she showered.


  “What? What are you saying daddy?” Debby said. She only took that tone when something bad happened. Carol’s ears perked up, and she listened to the conversation. “Yeah, I’ll head right there.”


  Another pause.


  “He’s right here. We went out together, but we’re coming back now.”


  “What happened?” Carol asked, knowing her father had referred to her as ‘Carl’.


  “Grandma died,” Debby said. The tears began, and Carol got out of the car and wrapped her arms around Debby to comfort her.


  Thom went back inside when the awkward moment passed after standing to the side like a statue hidden by a large tree. Carol and Debby got in their cars and drove home.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Carol had a hot-and-cold relationship with her parents. They tolerated her wearing dresses and skirts. Over the past few years, they had learned to accept Carol wasn’t Carl. Carol didn’t want to remove her penis, but she felt more powerful dressed as a woman. Her confidence skyrocketed when she put on eyeliner and fake eyelashes. Carol didn’t want a label but wanted to discover who she was, one step at a time.


  Carl turned to Carol when Carl tucked his dick, slid on a thong, and placed a wig on his head. That was how he was most comfortable.


  Several days had passed since Friday night, and the family had a funeral to attend. Carol was about finished getting ready. She had never gone to a major family event as Carol but felt now was the time. After running lip gloss over her top lip, Carol smacked them together. She had on a thin sweater with a skirt and her normal curly wig. It was a conservative outfit. Nobody would think twice of her. She wouldn’t even sit with the immediate family if they didn’t want.


  Carol grabbed her purse from the dresser and went to meet her family by the front door. Her father was calling for them. She heard Debby running down the stairs.


  When Maurice’s eyes met Carol’s, her heart dropped. Her father had an expression on his face she would never forget. Like three birds had shit on his in a row. Impossible. Disgusted. Angry. The emotions running through Maurice’s face were like the needle of a spinning wheel on a game show.


  “What are you wearing, Carl?”


  “My name isn’t Carl, daddy,” Carol said. She tried to use her sweetest voice, but it only made her father’s face curl more. Tonya, Carol’s mother, clutched her chest when she came out of the kitchen and saw what was happening. Carol knew she had made a mistake by leaving her room dressed as a woman, but it wasn’t right to force her in a body she didn’t love. She hated walking around the world as Carl. Who was he but a picture on her driver’s license?


  “Carl! Get back in your room right now and change!”


  Carol looked from her father to her mother. She saw a pleading expression on her mother’s face, but Carol had snapped. Debby came back from outside and said, “what’s taking so—” but stopped when she saw Carol standing at the top of the stairs. Everyone knew her father would have reacted so severely except Carol.


  She thought her father had relinquished his hate, but it took full force. Maurice charged up the stairs and grabbed Carol by her ear. He pulled so hard; she thought her ear was ripping from her body. Carol screamed, and Maurice dragged her to her room. He threw her through the threshold, and Carol fell to her knees, catching herself before her head hit the ground. Her father’s anger blindsided her. Carol hated herself for crying.


  “You can act like some sissy bitch in this house, but you’re not going to make me the laughingstock of the family. Frankly, I hate you. I hate that you aren’t a man. Seeing you as a sissy makes me sick, Carl.”


  “Maurice,” Tonya screamed. “Do not talk to our baby like that!”


  “Shut up, Tonya. It’s your fault he’s like this. You babied him too much,” Maurice said.


  “This is not mom’s fault. I was born this way, asshole!”


  Maurice went to punch Carol. His fist stopped millimeters from her face. “Put on some clothes and dress as a man,” Maurice said and spat, saliva spraying from his mouth. Carol sobbed, but Maurice hovered in the doorway yelling at Carol to move faster. She took off her skirt and women’s sweater, changing into a black button up she had buried in the back of her closet.


  Tonya rushed to iron it and the slacks Carol had picked out for herself. She felt butch and too manly when she had the button up and slacks on. Maurice shook Carol by the shoulders.


  “It’s nice to see you, Carl.”


  “I’m not Carl,” Carol said.


  “Man up your voice. We don’t want the entire family thinking my son is sweet.”


  Carol’s jaw flexed, but she did as her father told her. She left the house dressed as Carl and acted her part, hating every second. She would have rather stood on hot coals. It felt like water going down the wrong pipe. Playing Carl was like fighting for air, but she had done it to please her bigoted father. She felt like a puppet with strings coming from her back.


  What else do you want me to do, dad?




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Thom had texted both sisters asking about their grandmother, but neither replied. Over a week had passed, and Thom was thinking he should file the two women in a ‘forgotten memories’ folder and hope they didn’t haunt his dreams.


  Was Thom capable of having sex with a woman who had a penis? Thom thought about Carol often. Debby was after power over everyone in her life, but Carol had been hoping for something different. He saw it in her eyes but didn’t understand his own emotions. What would the world think of Thom being more than friends with a woman like Carol?


  People knew they were tight, but friendship only went so far. Thom wanted to cross a line with Carol he had never imagined. He wanted to see how his dick would feel in her sissy hole. Most women never wanted it up the ass. Thom wouldn’t mind doing anal. Carol still had a hole. She was a woman in Thom’s eyes; one he could enjoy.


  Ever since seeing Carol in her velvet dress, Thom’s thoughts about Carol had turned dirty. Her ass looked bigger than Debby’s. She had softer eyes. More innocence. Debby was like a taking a used car for a test drive. Carol would be the never-before-seen edition of a new car. The model the company was planning to release in two years. The one that hadn’t left the factory because it was too valuable for the public eye.


  Debby: It was a mistake to play with your emotions, Thom. I shouldn’t have called you in the first place. I can act controlling sometimes. Anyway, blocking your number. Take care! Xoxo


  That was one way to end things. Thom blamed himself for falling for Debby a second time. He opened his chat with Carol, but messaging her would feel like cheating. Like he was using her. He wanted a friend like Carol in his life, but it wasn’t worth it to get tangled up with the Cyphers sisters.


  Thom deleted the messages he had with Carol and Debby and erased both of their contacts from his phone. He thought deleting them would have made him feel lighter, but it was like a heavy cloak had fallen over him. Thom sighed and stared at his ceiling. He hadn’t smoked weed in several days but had a strong urge to roll a joint and act like these women weren’t hurting him.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  “I’m so sorry daddy treated you like that,” Debby said. The funeral had been a few days ago, and nobody was speaking in the house. Tonya and Maurice had a huge fight after the funeral. Carol dressed as Carl for two days before having the courage to wear her skinny jeans. She hated Maurice for making her feel like less than a person, but he was a man. Carol hadn’t fallen into the perfect male-offspring box. Her path had taken bends and turns along the way.


  “Don’t,” Carol said. She couldn’t handle Debby’s sympathy. Carol knew her sister loved her. They were competitive, but the put aside petty problems in dire times. Debby had issues of her own, but she had been born so comfortable in her skin. She didn’t understand Carol’s pain fully but offered sympathy. Carol had also envied her sister’s easiness the most. She walked through life like she didn’t have a doubt about the where she headed.


  Debby rested her hand on Carol’s arm. They sat on Carol’s bed with the door closed. Carol knew Debby really wanted to use her hair products but loved the comfort her sister provided. She didn’t want to talk about what their father had said. How he dragged her across the room like a doll. It was like a gruesome scene in a movie. Carol struggled to deal with its reality. Her father had treated her worse than people treated objects without a beat in their chest.


  “How could he have done that? Doesn’t he know how bad he hurt me?”


  “He doesn’t understand, but I do. I think I’ve always known you were my sister and not my brother, Carol,” Debby said.


  “Thank you.”


  “I wanted to give you this,” Debby said and had a piece of paper in her hand. She passed it to Carol. Carol unfolded the paper and saw Thom’s name and number written on the lines in Debby’s girlish handwriting. She used big loops and circles. “I should never have called him. I don’t care about Thom, and you two were great friends. When you two used to play the game together, it would make me jealous.”


  “You never had a reason to get jealous,” Carol said. Thom used to look at Debby with the most love-struck eyes she had seen, but he hadn’t been looking at Debby like that when they were outside his apartment. His expression had been different. Like he wanted Debby to disappear, so he could have escaped with Carol.


  “You get more beautiful by the day, and I see men look at you when we go out together. I guess when I saw a flirty text from Thom, I lost it. You mean more to me than a boy, Carol,” Debby said. She was rubbing Carol’s hand with her thumb and staring at the sheets. She hadn’t lifted her eyes for many beats. Carol wanted to see her sister’s brown eyes. Her anger had evaporated like steam from a cooling pot of boiling water.


  “I’ve been jealous of you my entire life, Debby. You have an effortless beauty I wish I had been born with, but we know that story.”


  The sisters laughed together, holding hands. They talked about how crazy and old-fashioned their father was. Debby comforted Carol like she’d been doing their entire lives. Carol rested her head on Debby’s shoulder after they had exhausted their words thirty minutes later. Carol felt she had complained enough about her father for one year. He wasn’t evil but could lose his temper. Carol could comprehend his pain even if she didn’t agree with it. He wasn’t the one living in her body, her mind.


  Debby sighed and slid from the bed. Carol wanted her to leave, anyway. She was halfway through a crime novel and wanted to find out who committed the crime.


  “Mind if I borrow some hair stuff?”


  “Go for it,” Carol said and cracked open her book. She would find the right time to use Thom’s number.


   


  ♦


   


  Thom had about given up hope on Carol when she texted him. It was like seeing the sun after a week of rain. Like the first warm day after a cold stretch in winter. Thom’s heart raced when he read the message.


  Carol: Thom, it’s me Carol. Sorry for taking so long to message you. Been crazy busy since our grandmother passed away.


  Thom didn’t know whether to mention the fact Debby had texted him to break everything off. He knew she had been playing games and prided himself on not falling for her trap. He hadn’t allowed her lips to touch his. She didn’t win her round and had already posted pictures out with her girlfriends at a bar near the university.


  Carol moved slower. She was like a snail, sliding through life and leaving a trail wherever she went. People remembered Carol. They talked about her. When he and Debby broke up the first time, a couple friends had asked why Carol wasn’t coming around anymore. She had only gone out a few times with them but made a lasting impression.


  Thom: Don’t worry about it. What are you doing?


  Thom wanted to invite Carol over but looked around his place. The state of his apartment gave him pause. How long would it take him to clean up the strewn clothing, random dishes, and whatever else he hadn’t cleaned?


  Carol: Sitting at home and staring at the ceiling. My internship isn’t enough hours, and I can’t read another mystery. I’ve read four this week.


  Thom couldn’t remember the last time he had read a book, but the thought of Carol sitting in bed with a book had him touching his dick. He would love to walk in his room with a woman like Carol on the bed reading. She would act like she wasn’t paying attention to his presence until he snatched the book from her hands and threw it across the room. What would Carol do if he lifted her into his arms?


  Thom moved his hand inside his pants, touching his dick. He wanted to show Carol what he could do. How he could please her.


  Thom: Come over and play the game with me.


  Debby was a faint memory now that Thom had dirty images of Carol in his mind. She had so much more life and personality than her sister. Who cared that she had a feminine dick? She was a woman. Thom would fuck her like one too, but Carol seemed much too innocent to rush and have sex. Was she a virgin? Thom would have to work on getting her pants off, but he didn’t mind. Most of the women he knew had slept with all of his friends, and he was tired of the same circle of women.


  Carol: Now?


  Thom: Yeah, now. You ain’t busy.


  Thom locked his phone and stopped touching himself. He didn’t want Carol to see his place like this. He hadn’t had a woman over since Debby came that night and hadn’t cleaned once since. Thom made quick work running around his apartment to clean the mess.


  Forty minutes later, a knock came at the door. Thom turned on some rap music at a low volume and opened the door.


  “You made it,” he said, smiling at Carol.


  She smiled back at him, “yep.” Carol walked inside the apartment. She was wearing a white dress with a pleated bottom like she had spent the day playing tennis. Her legs hairless, dark, and shimmering. Carol turned her head over her shoulder and asked, “didn’t you want to play the game?”


  Thom had forgotten where he was by staring at Carol’s legs. He nodded, without speaking, and went for the controllers. Carol took one, and they played the game.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  Two Months Later


  Carol took extra care shaving in the shower today because she was visiting Thom later. They hadn’t had sex yet, but Carol was desperate to get his pants off. Over the past two months, they had been spending a lot of time together, and Carol couldn’t take it anymore. She needed Thom to fuck her. To break her invisible cherry. Stretch her ass for the first time. Carol had used her fingers before but never had a man fuck her. She had to make a move.


  Thom looked at her with heavy eyes when they hung out but seemed afraid to act. Carol was too, but that was changing today. Two months of waiting was long enough. Carol never saw him with any other women, so she assumed he was single. Waiting and watching the time tick away. She wondered if he was hesitant because of her feminine dick or overwhelming aura of innocence.


  Carol normally wore jeans and a sweater or light shirt when she went to Thom’s, and if they weren’t at his house, they were at the gym. He had become her regular workout partner, and she loved his motivation. He pushed her to try new moves, but she was careful not to grow her muscles too much. Carol loved her thin, feminine body.


  Carol put on a green dress the color of jade. It had a split up her right thigh that went up to a few inches below her waist. She wore a black lace jockstrap and felt air sneaking up her dress and hitting the split in her ass. She had never worn one before but thought it would send the right message once Thom got her dress off. Carol wore her curly wig and pinned it to one side with a ruby hair clip. Carol ran lip liner over her top lip and smacked her lips, feeling gorgeous.


  Walking across the hall of her new apartment, Carol entered her sister’s room. They had moved to an apartment in the city together. Debby was at the hospital right now, but Carol needed her lipstick. She had the perfect shade of dark red to match Carol’s ruby. 
Carol was starting a job next month too, and they didn’t mind if she went to work as Carol instead of Carl. The pieces of Carol’s were falling in place, but she had one more item to check off her list.


  After using her sister’s lipstick, Carol grabbed her bag. She was already running late and hoped Thom wouldn’t mind once he saw how she was dressed. They didn’t have anything special planned beyond hanging out and enjoying the other’s company; ordering dinner to the house. Carol had only smoked weed twice over the past two months (it wasn’t for her), and Thom had cut back since they started hanging out more.


  They would probably drink hot tea and water while playing the game, but Carol hoped to move things in another direction. Would the dress send a message? Would Thom act? If things didn’t change, she would have to stop going over to Thom’s because she couldn’t be around him without thinking of his dick using her holes.


  Carol glanced at herself in the mirror before turning off all the lights in her apartment and locking the door on the way out. She didn’t live in the same area as Thom, but it was much closer than from when she lived in the suburbs. Carol felt ridiculous smelling of perfume, dressed in jade green, and a ruby clip in her hair, but she started the car and put her foot on the gas before she could change her mind.


   


  ♦


   


  A year ago, Thom would never have thought about fucking Carol, but time could change perception.


  Sitting on his sofa, Thom had his hand in his pants with porn playing on his phone. A muscular man, with a similar body to himself, was fucking a chick who had a dick. She looked as feminine as any other woman on the street, much like Carol, but she had a little dick sticking out of her thong. The man fucking her didn’t seem to mind while he was thrusting his dick in and out of the woman’s ass.


  Thom touched his tip, slick with precum. He and Carol had been hanging out over the past two months. More than Thom had ever hung out with a woman without fucking her, but Carol was special. Thom learned to live with the tension in the air. It was like they were on a seesaw, going up and down. One day he would move closer to Carol, and she would back away. Other days, Thom did the backing away.


  Knowing Carol was coming today, Thom had cleaned his place last night. He kept it a lot cleaner now that Carol came over often. Some days, he would slip, but she was down-to-earth and never complained. Not like some other women.


  The woman in the video was moaning like a dirty whore. She had a falsetto. No trace of the man she used to be beyond the dick darting out of her lingerie. The man wasn’t wearing a condom. Cum was leaking out of the woman’s ass as he fucked his sissy. Her feminine body.


  A knock came at the door. Thom cursed and squeezed his dick. He had lost track of time, clicking on one video and then the next. Edging himself as he waited for Carol to arrive. Two months was long enough to wait. He had to make a move or move on because Carol was turning Thom into a sissy lover. He wanted to show Carol how much he would enjoy making love to her, if she would have him.


  “Coming,” Thom said, trying to tuck his dick to the side, but there was no hiding it. He was too big. Thom shrugged and went to the door.


   


  ♦


   


  Thom opened the door, and Carol’s eyes went straight to the thickness bulging from his pants. Carol touched her chest, unable to stop staring at Thom’s dick. She wanted to drop to her knees and suck his dick there in the hallway. Should she make the first move? Would Thom push her away in disgust?


  “Hello,” Carol said, finally looking up to meet Thom’s blue eyes. They were like a clear day at noon. “What were you doing?”


  “Thinking about you,” Thom said, narrowing his eyes. Carol felt breathless as Thom stared her down. He was a bad boy with a soft heart, thick muscles, and a large dick from what Carol could see. Much bigger than her feminine cock. “Come inside,” Thom said and waved his hand toward the living room.


  Carol’s black heels, covered by the jade dress, clicked against Thom’s hardwoods. She noticed how he was watching her ass, so she switched her hips harder in hopes Thom would come up behind her and unzip her dress. Snatch her like money blowing down the street.


  “You look gorgeous,” Thom said. His voice a low rattle. Carol hadn’t turned to face Thom, keeping her ass in his line of view. The dress hugged her body and showed the hourglass figure she spent her free moments sculpting.


  “Thank you,” Carol said, running her hands along her side. Her body was burning hot as she heard Thom’s footsteps cross the floor. The floorboards moved under weight. She moaned and bent her head back as though Thom were already fucking her. She visualized it, felt it.


  Thom came up behind her, pressing her body against her back side. His left hand started at her waist. His touch was like licking frosting from a cupcake. Carol’s body buckled as Thom’s fingers traveled up her center, moving past her breasts and up to her neck. Thom gently wrapped his fingers around Carol’s neck and squeezed. Carol moaned, loving his touch. Her dick was throbbing in her lace jockstrap. Her hole tightening and releasing.


  Thom turned Carol by the neck and kissed her. Her body was like wet sand in Thom’s arms. She would have fallen to the floor without his support. Without his hard penis pressed against the back of her dress, driving her wild.


  Carol turned for the first time to face Thom, grabbing his dick through the fabric. She allowed her body to collapse to the ground and rested on her knees, using Thom’s body for support.


  “What are you doing?” Thom asked.


  Carol gripped Thom’s pants and pulled at his waistline until they were around his ankles. His dick looked more delicious in person than Carol had ever envisioned. He was uncut and dripping. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her mouth around the tip. Thom held her shoulders. His touch wasn’t heavy. He didn’t force his dick, but Carol was hungry and excited. She couldn’t wait, so she moved her mouth up Thom’s shaft until she was choking on his dick.


  When Carol’s pace slowed, Thom took over. Carol held Thom’s thighs as he fucked her face, pushing his dick into the back of her throat. Carol had the determination to take his dick and didn’t fight his thickness. She accepted it like a gift on her birthday.


  “Take off your dress,” Thom said and pulled off his shirt. He kicked his pants to the side. His muscles were like a sculpture with tattoos.


  Carol hesitated, and Thom helped her to her feet and unzipped her dress. She crossed her arms over her bra when Thom pulled her dress down and revealed her lace jockstrap.


  “Wow, that’s the hottest ass I’ve ever seen,” Thom said and dropped to his knees behind Carol. She had shaved and cleaned vigorously in hopes Thom would do just what he did. Thom pushed Carol over the side of the couch, spread her cheeks, and ran his tongue along her backside.


  Carol whimpered and moaned, her hair still in place. It hung down and bounced with Thom’s movements. He smacked her ass and fingered her hole.


  “You’re tight, baby,” Thom said. His dick swung from his pelvis as he moved. Carol wanted to take it without protection. She wanted Thom’s seed deep in her ass. She wanted it to leak from her hole like she had seen in a porno once.


  “You get tested?” Carol asked.


  “Yep. I’m negative. You?”


  “I did once, but I’m a virgin. I don’t know why I went, but I always wanted to see what it was like.”


  “You’re a virgin?” Thom asked. He was on his knees behind Carol with her cheeks spread. She had one knee on the arm of the sofa and her hands at its back to support herself. Thom pushed a finger in her hole. Then another. “You ready to give up that virginity?”


  Carol closed her eyes and nodded as Thom moved his fingers deeper inside her ass. Her feminine dick pressed against the fabric of the black lace jockstrap Thom hadn’t removed. He moved his hand forward and rubbed along her shaft.


  “Someone likes it when I eat her sissy hole,” Thom said. His lips were wet and shiny.


  Carol grabbed his head and pushed it back into her ass. She had enough talking and wanted to feel what she had been wanting for years. Carol was almost twenty-three and ready.


  “Fuck me,” Carol said.


  “I don’t have any condoms,” Thom said. “I wasn’t expecting this when you came over. There’s a gas station down the street. I can—”


  “Shh. Just fuck me, baby. I want it bare. We’re both negative.”


  “You sure?”


  Carol moved a finger to her ass and fingered herself. That was all Thom needed. He moved her hand and replaced it with his dick. Thom moved his dick along Carol’s split, pushing it in her sissy hole sometimes. Teasing her.


  “Fuck me, please,” Carol said. She was gripping the sofa. Her dick was harder than it had every been. Her body felt like a live wire that was missing its connection. Carol needed Thom to plug her with his dick. Flip the switch. Power up the electricity.


  When Thom pushed half his dick in her ass, a blinding pain overcame Carol’s body. She gripped the sofa harder and wailed as her body adjusted to Thom’s size. She needed his dick and wouldn’t protest the pain that soon turned to pleasure.


  Once Carol had adjusted, Thom pulled out his dick and spat on his uncut cock. He pushed his bare extension back into Carol’s cave, and it moved with ease. Thom held her jock as he fucked her sissy hole.


  Carol smiled as the pain subsided and became full-blown pleasure. It was better than her best birthday gift. Better than graduating university or finding her first job. As Thom’s dick slid in and out of Carol’s sissy hole, she knew she would need more of this feeling. Daily, if she could afford the time. It was better than a pedicure or getting her hair done. Better than shopping for a new outfit.


  “Fuck, you’re tight,” Thom said while using her hole.


  “My hole is yours,” Carol said. If she touched her dick, she knew she would cum. Her feminine cock was dripping with precum as Thom used her hole.


  “You sure I can cum in you?” Thom asked. His movements had grown slower.


  “I need it,” Carol said.


  Thom ripped Carol’s jockstrap in two and it fell to the sofa beneath her. Her dick stood at attention, and Thom stroked it. She shot her load before she could push away Thom’s hand. Cum covering the sofa and lingerie. Thom didn’t seem to mind and smacked her ass with his wet hand, smearing the cum on her cheeks.


  Carol’s ass tightened. Her body tensed. She was cumming a second time. She looked back at Thom, and his eyebrows furrowed. Something warm filled Carol’s ass. It was such a strange feeling, but she wanted Thom to cum inside of her whenever he could. Whenever they had an opportunity.


  Thom pulled out, and Carol collapsed to the sofa. Her dick still hard and wet, leaking cum. Thom went to grab them towels. 
They cleaned up and played the game for an hour without getting dressing before going to Thom’s bedroom for round two.




   


   


   


   


   


  HER BEGINNING




  Chapter One


   


   


   


  Frances


  The weekend brought fewer car horns and more people walking down the street. I watched them through the open window in my bedroom while I was sitting and playing with my hair in the mirror. My textbooks were open on my desk, but I couldn’t concentrate. It was April, and I graduated from university next month. After six years of part-time study, I would finally receive my bachelor’s degree in business.


  Every life was unique, but I would say mine has been like a tornado in winter. My parents were artists, liberal and outspoken. They were embarrassing sometimes yet motivating at others and accepted me as a trans woman. I felt grateful to have parents who loved me and hadn’t question the doubts I had in my former body. They supported me and helped pay for my transition, but it didn’t come without a cost to me. My parents weren’t rich, and I did everything I could to help foot the bills.


  When I was eighteen, my parents paid for my breasts as a graduation present, but it had cost them a large chunk of their savings. They were happy to pay for them though and gift me a new ticket to life.


  The day of the surgery had been the best day of my life until that point. Waking up and looking down at the beautiful c-cups. My penis still bothered me, and I was too disturbed to use it except for weak moments under my covers or in the shower. I wanted a man to love me so badly, but what man lusted after a woman with a penis? I knew they existed, but I had been too afraid to look. Every time I had cum from my penis, it was like a slash on the back. How could I love a man if I couldn’t love myself?


  Last year, my parents took out a loan for my gender-reassignment surgery. I had to pay on the loan and worked part-time as a waitress to make ends meet. I would love to win the lottery, but it hasn’t happened. Every few weeks, I would buy a scratcher or a quick pick. Who knew what I would do with the money if I won, but my makeup line would become a reality.


  In the time I wasn’t waitressing or studying, I developed a cosmetics line. I had been working on the makeup line for years. It was my baby. I made my products with natural ingredients. I turned vegetables to powders. My mother helped when she wasn’t busy painting in her studio. She used the products, and we sold samples to our friends. I wanted to set up a production site in the city and start selling the products online. I needed permits and employees and money.


  Closing my textbook, I stood from my desk and went to take a shower. I had time to study before the test. Only a few more weeks, and I would graduate. I couldn’t wait to throw my cap in the air and put university behind me. Bendersville College was a great university, but six years was a long time when most of my friends had graduated two years ago. Their pictures of a life after college were hard to stomach, but I survived. I had my breasts and vagina. I had everything I had ever wanted in life (besides a man), and my parents loved me.


  Stepping out of my room, my mother was watching television on the sofa. Her name was Leona, and she was the best mother a daughter could hope for. Every person had a different relationship with their parents, but my mother and I shared a special bond. She wasn’t my friend but a guide. A model of light in the dark world. Someone I hoped to emulate but not copy. I didn’t want to live the artists’ life like my parents, but their joy and offbeat approach to living taught me many things I wouldn’t have learned in a more rigid household.


  “Hello, Frances,” my mother said. She was flipping through channels. Her pants covered in dry paint. She wore the same ones every morning when she worked in her studio. I had to take a shower before my shift at the restaurant and didn’t have time to watch the rerun of our favorite talk show. “Have to work today?”


  “Yeah, I’m about to shower and leave.”


  “Okay, I’ll leave leftovers in the fridge for when you get home.”


  “Thanks, mom.”


  “Good luck at work,” Leona said and returned to the TV.


   


  ♦


   


  Keith


  Sitting in a meeting, Keith Williams listened as his right-hand man, Robert, presented their pitch to the investors. He needed new partners to come along and join his dream of building a new strip mall in the suburbs. Keith owned several businesses, but one of his most successful ones involved renting retail spaces. Keith developed the projects with other investors and collected rents over the years.


  “Thank you,” Robert said and closed his computer. He answered a few questions about cost estimates and the duration of construction. Keith hated how people couldn’t listen. Robert had mentioned everything they were asking in his presentation, but neither of them could argue with their investors. They had deep pockets and a desire to grow them. Robert took his seat, and Keith stood.


  “What do you say gentleman? Want to make some money?”


  The men cheered Keith and promised to sign the contract so Keith’s parent company, Keith’s Rentals, could start construction. Keith also owned a sales-and-repair company for electronics, Keith’s Electronics. Many people in St. Louis knew who Keith Williams was. He was something of a local celebrity, growing up in a lower-middle class family in the city and becoming a successful businessman worth millions.


  Robert and Keith left the building, Robert following behind his boss. Keith wore a navy business suit and brown leather shoes. He was forty-five years old, divorced, no children, and hungry to make as much money as he could. He hooked up with women around the city, but there wasn’t a woman who could hold him down. Not after what his ex-wife had done to him.


  Keith’s ex-wife’s name was Molly, and she had only married him for the money. She made that clear after they had finalized the divorce paperwork. Molly had taken a large chunk of Keith’s fortune and left him for her female hairdresser. She had always been a fan of three sums with women, but Keith hadn’t thought anything of it until Molly left him for a woman. She had hidden the fact she took birth control throughout their entire marriage too. Keith tried not to dwell on his losses and thought more about his successes. The money he had rolling into the bank. People noticing him on the street for his business credentials. Keith felt as complete as he felt empty.


  He often asked himself: what did love matter when one had money?


  Sitting in the backseat of his SUV, Keith turned to Robert. They had a driver, so they could talk business when they drove from location to location. Robert traveled more than Keith since he had to check in with all the property managers and store managers. Keith sent him around the city like a pawn on a chess board, but Robert loved his job. He didn’t mind his six-figure salary either.


  “Make sure those men send their checks, and we have to prepare for that seminar next week. Are we using the same speech from last time?”


  “No,” Robert said. “Last time was about property management. This seminar is about starting and expanding a business.”


  “Perfect,” Keith said. He typed a note on his cell phone as ideas floated through his mind. He had a lot of suggestions for starting and expanding a business. Most of his seminars had a prepared speech, but Keith only referred to it if he lost his train of thought. He liked to tell stories to inspire the attendees. The talks were another way he had expanded his business in the past few years. “I’ll be ready when I go on stage. You always look so worried.”


  “Because you’re almost never prepared. It’s a wonder you’re so successful,” Robert said.


  “It’s all about confidence,” Keith said and winked at Robert.




  Chapter Two


   


   


   


  Frances


  A week closer to graduation, and I could already taste freedom. It was spoiling me like ice cream sitting out on a hot day. I had today off work and school and had decided to attend a business seminar.


  The keynote speaker was one of my idols, Keith Williams. He was a Bendersville College alum and local celebrity in the St. Louis business world. I looked up to the man because of his success without leaving home. He didn’t have to run off to Chicago. He proved to all his haters there was money to make in St. Louis, and I wanted to follow in his footsteps. There were plenty of abandoned factories I could convert into a makeup warehouse.


  Arriving at the convention center in the city, I felt like a grown woman ready to conquer the world. I wasn’t just a waitress, even if the guests at the restaurant saw me that way. I was Frances and ready to shine. After entering the building, I showed my ticket to the guard and found a seat inside. They used a smaller auditorium of the lot for the presentation.


  I should have worn a jacket. The air conditioning was much colder than I had expected, and the hairs on my arm stood, but I had nothing to warm my body but a sleeveless dress. The guards shut the doors, and Keith Williams took the stage.


  He was wearing a black suit with black shoes and a pink button up beneath the jacket. I could see his hazel eyes from my seat. His square jaw. The salt-and-pepper hair. A heat in my center swirled like clothes in a washing machine. Over the past year, I had adjusted to life without a penis. My anxiety had flatlined since the surgery, but I had tucked and avoided my penis for so long, the vagina still felt unreal sometimes. My vagina.


  Keith Williams spoke about starting and expanding a business. Many professors used his legacy as a case study at the university. I wanted to start a business like Mr. Williams had when he was my age and expand it into something I had never dreamed possible.


  After the speech, Mr. Williams took questions, but he didn’t see my hand, or he had ignored it, but I wished to speak to him. I waited after the meeting in the parking lot. Mr. Williams was walking next to another man when I ambushed him outside. The other man didn’t jump out to defend Mr. Williams, so I assumed he wasn’t a guard. The sun was falling in the sky, moving toward the west as the day progressed.


  “Robert, protect me,” Mr. Williams said and pushed the man in front of him as a shield.


  I chuckled and stopping walking, tossing my blonde waves over my shoulder. I had brown hair with a blonde ombre, curled at the end. Leaving the house without using the curling iron first wasn’t an option. I had on white heels and a white strapless dress with a light blue clutch.


  “I don’t mean any harm, sir. You’re an inspiration to me, Mr. Williams. I’m getting a bachelor’s in business from Bendersville College like you did,” I said, holding my clutch in front of my pelvic region.


  “Give my assistant your card, and we’ll call you,” Mr. Williams said without stopping. I couldn’t see his eyes under his sunglasses. Nobody else had waited outside to give Mr. Williams their business card. I must have looked like a freak. Desperate for him to mentor me. He probably didn’t care we would be alumni of the same university once I graduated.


  The man walking next to Keith Williams took my card and hurried behind his boss to the SUV where their driver was waiting. I watched the driver open the door and couldn’t stop myself from screaming, “thank you for the talk. I learned a ton!”


  I saw Mr. Williams look over his shoulder for a brief second before stepping into the SUV. The driver closed his door and smiled at me before starting the vehicle and driving off. I had been standing there like a statue, starstruck and wondering if Mr. Williams would ever look at my website. Would he ever call? Was I attracted to a man closer in age to my parents than me? A man who was a sexy, silver fox. I had never been with a man before but had strong sexual urges after seeing Mr. Williams in person for the first time.


  I ignored whatever was happening within and focused on my homework when I got home. The likelihood of a man like Mr. Williams calling me was next to nothing. There was nothing wrong about fantasizing about an older, successful man when I knew nothing would come of it.


   


  ♦


   


  Keith


  A couple weeks had passed since the seminar, and Keith couldn’t get the mystery woman out of his head. The one who had stopped him outside. He had done the same to one of his idols when he was young and fresh out of college. Keith would have messaged the woman by now if she hadn’t been as attractive as she was. The woman’s image had burned into Keith’s mind: all white outfit with a light blue clutch. She looked virginal; innocent. Keith wanted to rob her of any innocence she might have had and show her what a man could do.


  Keith hadn’t asked Richard for her business card because he knew he would have been unable to resist messaging her. Searching her on the internet. Finding out everything there was to know. He had a belief that the woman he met had a business sense. She looked professional, smart, and her eyes held wisdom. She had been through things others hadn’t. Keith didn’t know her name, but he had her image in his mind, which meant much more.


  Her button nose, blue eyes, blonde tips with brown roots, thick brown eyebrows, full lips, a thin waist, and a round ass. Keith had noticed her when he was speaking on stage and saw her ass the second he left the convention center. She had been like a lone tree in a field standing there in the parking lot. Her buns jetted out from under the fabric, begging Keith to grab her ass. Keith had to ignore her, or he would consume her. He had felt this feeling before when a woman captivated him. When a woman had brains and beauty. When she was young and an admirer of Keith’s accomplishments.


  “Richard,” Keith called. Enough time had passed. A fortnight of thinking and regretting not taking the woman to dinner right away, but Keith’s gut had proved him wrong once. He had been married, and that ended in disaster. He had known before the wedding that it wouldn’t last, but Keith’s stubbornness kept him from calling off the wedding. It kept him married for years longer than he should have been, but Keith had committed to Molly from day one. Love at first sight. She had never loved him like a woman should have after the first year, and Keith should have known better. He had gotten plenty of pussy since the divorce to make up for it, and his heart was aching for another chance at love. But love was a monster, and Keith wasn’t sure he had the courage to walk down that road again.


  “What can I do for you, boss?” Richard asked. He was standing in Keith’s doorway. Richard had an office across the hall, and they each had a secretary. There were a few other people that worked in the head office too, but Keith kept employment to a minimum outside of his properties and stores.


  “Do you have the business card of the woman that stopped us in the parking lot?”


  “I should have it somewhere,” Richard said and left. He came back a few minutes later and placed the card on Keith’s desk.


  Frances Musgrove


  She had a business promoting natural cosmetics. Keith spent the next hour exploring her website and social media. She didn’t have any pictures from before a couple years ago, but Keith couldn’t stop staring at the photos she had posted. He didn’t have any social media accounts apart from the one for his business. Maybe Frances could update Keith’s page with her youthful take.


  Keith’s dick was hard in his jeans. He rubbed his dick under the desk, hand in his pants. Nobody could see Keith with the wood and computer blocking him. After planning Frances’ future for her, Keith put a rest to his fantasies and took a step to make them a reality.


  Keith: Ms. Musgrove, this is Keith Williams. You came to my seminar a couple weeks ago, and I was wondering if you would like to have dinner and talk business? I saw your website, and your products look interesting. I would like to see them in person this Friday evening, if you’re free.


  Closing his browser, Keith stared at numbers on a pie chart. Keith hated lusting over a woman so much younger than himself, but he couldn’t help it. There was something in Frances’ eyes that caught his attention. An authenticity. His crush only grew now that he had seen how professional her website was. She had a collection of makeup tutorials and shared her recipes with tens of thousands of followers. Keith wanted to help her grow that into a business she could live from forever.


  Frances: I can’t believe this, Mr. Williams! Unfortunately, I have to work Friday night, and nobody will cover my shift! Are you free Saturday at all? Please say yes. I will quit my job and meet you Friday night if I have to.


  Keith: Not necessary and please call me Keith. We can meet Saturday afternoon. I know a great place we can meet.


  Keith sent Frances an address for one of his favorite restaurants in the city. He owned the space the chef rented and did everything he could to promote the establishment. The food was delicious, and Keith hoped Frances would love it as much as he did. He couldn’t wait for Saturday to arrive.




  Chapter Three


   


   


   


  Frances


  Running a brush through my hair, I couldn’t believe I was about to have lunch with my biggest local idol. There were singers and celebrities I wouldn’t mind swapping lives with, but Keith Williams’ story was one I could copy. People at Bendersville College idolized our alumni who had made it big, and I was no different. I hadn’t expected much when I gave Keith my business card, but now I had to show my cosmetics to him. My business cards online had my name and social media handles. I knew there was a lot I could do to improve my products and website and was anxious to hear what Keith would say.


  Could I call him ‘Keith’? He had asked me to use his first name, but I had referred to him as ‘Mr. Williams’ in my head for years. Would the other students become jealous if I showed them our conversation? What if he took me on a business partner? Mr. Williams, Keith, was known to help startups like mine. He preferred retail to technology. He sold electronics, not the internet or an application.


  I stared at myself in the mirror and placed the brush on my vanity. I had finished my makeup before brushing my hair, but sitting down with Keith later terrified me and had me wanting to start over my makeup. He had so much influence in the city, and I was a measly college student. What did he want with me? Questions swirled in my mind as I walked from the bathroom to my bedroom.


  Why was I having dirty thoughts about a man my parents’ age? What would they think if they found out about my interests in a man with salt-and-pepper hair? Who even said that Keith was interested in me sexually?


  I was wearing white panties and a white bra as I searched my closet for a dress. There were too many options to choose from, and I wanted to look perfect for Keith. Images of me lying naked against his chest by a burning fire flashed through my mind. Or me running toward him with my breasts bouncing in a bikini.


  I didn’t know why I was thinking about all these things with Mr. Williams. I was a virgin and trans. He was older and once divorced. How would a man like Keith react when he discovered the truth? He had probably been with more women than I had years of age. All of my friends had lost their virginities years ago. I was twenty-four and an exception from the people I knew, but that didn’t mean I never felt horny. I often had sexual urges I couldn’t control. Before my penis would get hard, and now I felt a warmth between my thighs. A tingle and urge for someone to fill my emptiness.


  After staring at the line of dresses on my bed, I decided on a light-pink dress. It was the color of clouds in a sunset. Hearts on Valentine’s Day. I picked a small white purse with a chain strap and off-white heels to match it. I wore a black hat with a thick white and pink ribbon. The newspeople hadn’t predicted cold weather today, so I forwent a jacket and grabbed my keys from the dresser.


  I stopped in the bathroom to check my makeup, grabbed my bag of supplies by the door, and went outside to my car. I took off my heels and hat to drive to the city, more anxious than I had ever been in my life. Blasting the music, I sang along to pop songs and tried to ease the nerves. Spring air rushing in through the open sunroof and cracked back windows. I had my hair pulled up, so the wind wouldn’t ruin it.


   


  ♦


   


  Frances


  I stepped out of my car and walked down the street to the restaurant. It was much closer to the city than where I lived. The restaurant was near the biggest park in St. Louis but west. I spent my life in the suburbs but hoped to move to the city or around this area when I graduated college. All my friends were trying to leave the Metro area, but I enjoyed living where the rivers met.


  Keith Williams was waiting inside. He waved from the table and stood when I reached him to kiss me on the cheek. He was more old-fashioned than I had imagined.


  “Wow, you look stunning,” he said, his eyes moving up and down my body. The pink dress hugged my curves and showed the feminine figure I had worked years developing. I always wondered if people could see the man I had started as, but they never did. Those years were behind me, but the anxiety and fear never vanished entirely.


  “Thank you,” I said and took in what he was wearing. He had on a button up that showed his muscular figure. He had thick arms. I wondered if he could hold me in his arms while fucking me like I had seen in pornos. Like I had dreamed of for years. Keith looked man enough to have me in any position he liked. “As do you,” I said. His hazel eyes met my blues ones. Standing close to him was like heat escaping an oven.


  “Shall we?” he asked and gestured toward the chair he had pulled out for me.


  “Yes, we shall,” I said and sat. “Do you live around here?”


  “Yeah, I live in one of the high-rise buildings about a mile away.”


  “Wow, I forget what it must be like having your bank account,” I said. I knew Keith was rich but never pictured how he lived. The condos where he lived cost upwards of three-hundred thousand for anything with more than one bedroom, and I didn’t see Keith living in a one-bedroom. Our life in the suburbs was much cheaper, but Keith could probably buy his apartment once a month if he wanted.


  Keith chuckled, “I bought the condo after my divorce.”


  “I forgot you’re like a real person,” I said. When I heard myself speak with Keith Williams sitting across from me, I felt I sounded childish. Immature. A girl from the Valley.


  When the server arrived, Keith ordered everything for us. He picked three vegetarian dishes. He verified I was okay with the dishes before the server left. The last date I went on had been a mess. The guy had known I was trans, and he was straight but ‘open-minded’, but he had been a nervous wreck, nonetheless. We never spoke after that, and I hadn’t dated since. That was six months ago. The last date I had before that was three years ago and equally painful. Dating had never gone well for me, but Keith had a calmness and maturity to him I had never dealt with before. It was no wonder he ran multiple businesses and still had time to have lunch with a lonely college girl on a Saturday afternoon.


  I was trying not to question our time together, but Keith was an older man. I was a woman twenty years his junior. Twenty-one if someone were measuring exact figures.


  “Are you a vegetarian?” I asked.


  “Not at all. You?”


  “Mostly, but I will eat meat if it’s there. My mom does most of the cooking,” I admitted.


  “That must be nice,” he said.


  “I guess, but I’m getting a little old for that, aren’t I?”


  “How old are you?”


  “Twenty-four,” I said, my voice growing soft. The server interrupted us and delivered the meals. Keith ordered a bottle of wine. The server checked my ID but not Keith’s. “Do you think we should drink? It’s the middle of the day,” I said.


  “We’re having a business lunch, you’ll have to learn how to handle your alcohol if you’re going to have business lunches.”


  “That’s not true,” I said, batting my lashes. “Not everyone who does business drinks alcohol.”


  “Fine, I’ll cancel it. Sparkling water okay?”


  I nodded, and Keith called over our waiter and changed the order, requesting limes with the water.


  “So, do you know how old I am, Frances?”


  I nodded. He didn’t have to tell me. I knew everything about Keith that I could search online, and he knew it. Keith had more confidence than any man I had ever been around. I could taste it in the air. See it in the way Keith sat. He was a man who could command any room he walked in, and few people in the world would question him.


  We ate lunch and drank the sparkling water with limes. Keith gazed at me from across the table like no man had before him. What would he say when I told his I was a trans virgin? That I had been a man in my past life and could never bear his children. Why was I thinking about children? Wasn’t this a business meeting? How he was looking at me had me questioning the very air I was breathing. The pasta I swirled around my fork. The aromas of garlic and citrus.


  “So, didn’t we come here to talk business?” Keith asked, but the look in his eyes said something his words didn’t. I watched couples on benches or in food courts. It was one of my favorite ways to pass time; imagining a reality where I had been born in the right skin. What if my life had been that of a hetero, cis woman? 
Instead, I spent years feeling different. People called me names and had no idea how badly their words hurt me. Would Keith do the same when I told him the truth? Would he turn from a white knight to a fire-breathing monster? I couldn’t bring myself to tell him who I was; who I had been. Being born in the wrong body hadn’t been my choice, but few people understood that. How could they when they were given the correct body when their embryo developed?


  Keith waved his hand in my face. I was staring at the pasta twirled around my fork, zoned out and anxious. Horny and confused. “Did you bring your products to show me?” Keith asked.


  I grabbed the bag of supplies at the side of my chair. Keith pushed the food out of the way and waved his hands for me to place the makeup there. I used clear plastic containers for my products and showed him what they were. Keith asked questions about how I mixed the powders and the natural binders I used.


  “I noticed you didn’t have a brand name on your website, why not?”


  My stomach flipped. I knew Keith would mention that. He probably had a list of improvements. I pinched my leg under the table, gathering myself. “Since I don’t have any trademarks or patents, I didn’t want to expose too much of my business. Nothing I share is a secret. The information is already out there, I just present it in a more professional way. I’m focused on people knowing who I am rather than the product I plan to sell.”


  Keith wagged his finger in my direction, “you’re a smart woman,” he said.


  “Thank you,” I said.


  The server stopped by, and Keith had him clear the dishes. He ordered coffee and a slice of chocolate cake. We discussed my vision for the cosmetics company. How I wanted to open everything in St. Louis and start selling my products online. Open a few storefronts. I could see Keith crunching the numbers in his head. We discussed everything I knew about safety licensing. That was the biggest headache stopping me from selling my product online, but I wanted to do everything from the start.


  Keith called the server over and passed the man his credit card.


  “Do you have free time this afternoon? I have a business dinner at seven, but we can spend the day together until then. The botanical gardens aren’t far from here. We can walk and see the fresh blooms.”


  I checked my phone to look at the time, but I didn’t have anywhere to go, so I nodded. Why wouldn’t I want to spend an afternoon with a millionaire who cared about flowers blooming in spring? If he had pushed me against the car outside the restaurant and kissed me, I wouldn’t have resisted. We had discussed business and kept the conversation light, but there was a boiling sexual tension beneath the surface.


  We got into our separate cars and drove to the botanical gardens. I had probably looked like a fool when I waved goodbye. I didn’t know who I was becoming, but I wanted to spend more time with her. If half of Keith’s success could rub off on me, I would have a splendid life. After all, people said it was about who I knew and not what I knew.


   


  ♦


   


  Keith


  Keith arrived a few minutes before Frances and rested against his car, waiting for Frances. She had been more than he anticipated. She had a clarity and vision for the future Keith didn’t see in most young people. Keith wanted to mentor her, but he also wanted to love her. Make love to her against his window overlooking the city. Press her ass cheeks against the glass as his dick slid in and out of her wet pussy. Would she drip for him? Would she squirt? Could she take a couple fingers along with his cock?


  When Frances stepped out of her car, Keith waved away the dirty thoughts. Time would take them there. He had to warm the stove before he could cook the meal. Frances was wearing a pink dress and had added a hat since the restaurant. She could have been a model in a magazine, and Keith wanted Frances on his arm. He didn’t care what people thought about their age difference. Frances was more mature than other women her age. She had a determined spirit and knowing eyes like she had lived years more than she had.


  “You beat me. I got caught at a yellow light, and you lost me.”


  “I noticed that,” Keith said and wrapped his arms around Frances. She embraced him, but her body was timid. Her touch soft. Keith squeezed her and pulled back to an arm’s length to admire the woman standing in front of him. “Do you dress like this every day?”


  “If I have time, yes. Otherwise, I’ll wear jeans and a t-shirt.”


  “I bet you look just as good in that,” Keith said, wanting to move her hair behind her ear but resisted. He didn’t want to make her uncomfortable in his presence. Keith would leave the breadcrumbs. Frances could follow if she pleased or ignore the signals if she didn’t. “Let’s get inside,” Keith said. He put out his hand, but Frances ignored it and walked like a stiff board to the door.


  Keith and Frances walked around the gardens for thirty minutes, admiring the new blooms and talking about her makeup line. Keith shared his vision for her future and how she could make it happen. Frances listened and countered to a few points. Keith would never tire of her brilliance. He wanted to discuss business with her over dinners or while resting their heads on his pillows before bed. Keith imagined a future with this woman almost half his age when she showed no interest in him.


  After walking around for another fifteen minutes, Frances complained that her heels were hurting. Keith would have rubbed her feet on a bench but didn’t offer. They didn’t know each other well enough, so they walked to the restaurant in the gardens instead.


  Frances ordered a tea, and Keith ordered a draft beer. They sat at a wooden table several feet from the bar. A ceiling covered them in shade, but the restaurant didn’t have walls. A few pillars supported the roof and let air pass through the space. Keith adored how Frances’ blonde tips would curl and dance in the breeze. He couldn’t wait to watch her hair fall over the side of his bed as he pushed into her pussy and sucked on her nipple.


  “How’s your tea?” Keith asked, sipping his lager.


  “Fine, and your beer?”


  Not as good as your pussy. “Fine,” he said. “When do you graduate?”


  “In a few weeks,” she said.


  “We need to get your business off the ground the moment you step off that stage.”


  “Don’t I get to party one night first?”


  Keith shrugged. “I guess, if you need it.”


  “What are we doing here, Mr. Williams?”


  “I thought I told you to call me, Keith,” he said, although he didn’t mind how ‘Mr. Williams’ sounded coming from Frances. He would love to see her on her knees calling him that.


  “Right, Keith. It’s a hard habit to break,” she said, blushing, but then her face changed like the sky with an encroaching tornado. A room at night when the electricity went out. She had a dark cloud covering the brightness Keith loved to see. “There’s something I have to tell you, Keith. I don’t share it with most people now that the most difficult times have passed.”


  “What are you talking about, Frances?” Keith asked.


  Frances glanced in each direction. Her profile as beautiful as her portrait. Keith wanted to dress her in white and put a ring on her finger. They hadn’t known each other long, but he hadn’t been this captivated by a woman since when he met Molly. Her wit and curiosity had stolen Keith, and Frances was doing the same all these years later.


  Tilting her hat to the other side, Frances looked nervous. She fiddled with the chain strap from her purse. “I don’t know how to tell you this, Keith.”


  “What is it? Do your cosmetics contain poison?”


  Frances laughed, “no, it’s not about my company. It’s about me.”


  Keith wanted to call her ‘perfect’ but didn’t want to sound pathetic. Less of a man. He stopped himself and stared, waiting for Frances to continue.


  “My name is Frances, but it hasn’t always been that way.”


  “Are you part of Witness Protection?”


  Keith loved the rhythm of her laughter. The way her voice went a little higher. Would she hit that note when he buried his bone inside of her? How would she sound when he was fucking her with all his force? Would she squeal? Be quiet and bite her lip?


  “I’m not in Witness Protection. I’m a trans woman, and I’ve never been with anyone before.”


  Keith blinked. He stared at Frances. Her feminine beauty. He didn’t see one trace of man when he looked at Frances and couldn’t comprehend what she had said. How was it possible? How was this defying, sensual goddess a former man?


  “My parents were very supportive and helped me start my transition young. I’m not great at dating, but this is more than business, isn’t it?”


  Keith didn’t know how to answer. He had wanted more than business but doubt crept in the back of his mind. St. Louis was a conservative city, and he was famous within it. Men admired him, and women wanted to be with him. Keith couldn’t count the number of housewives who had seen him at a store or elsewhere and tried to kindle a romance. An affair for them to remember. Keith had never slept with a married woman (to his knowledge) but loved how they fawned after him while wearing their wedding rings.


  Those instances also made Keith doubtful of marriage. He didn’t know where he would end up nor what he had wanted from Frances. Sex? Romance? He wanted to help her start her business and have fun while doing it, but was only fun every possible? Could he fuck a woman as inspiring as Frances without falling in love? Could he fuck Frances now that she dropped this bomb in his lap? Did it matter that she used to be a man when she looked this beautiful as a woman? Could she have children?


  “Are you going to say something?” Frances asked. She waved her hands in her face like she was trying to stop tears from falling. Keith blinked. He wanted to asked her if her being trans meant she could have unprotected sex without getting pregnant but knew that would blow any chance he had with her. Keith hated himself for not being able to think of anything but that question on repeat. Frances stood up from the table and threw her napkin at him. “I knew I shouldn’t have come here today!”


  Frances stormed off, and Keith sat there staring ahead. He was stuck to his chair and floating in a different world. It took him several beats to hop up from his chair and chase after Frances, but she had already left. Keith ran his hand through his hair, wondering if he could get over Frances being a trans woman or if she would even give him a second chance after this incident. Keith went back to the restaurant and paid before leaving the gardens.




  Chapter Four


   


   


   


  Frances


  Keith had sent several messages over the past couple weeks, but I couldn’t fall for his games. We were people of a different era. He was my parents’ age. It didn’t matter that I lay awake at night and fantasized about his muscular arms holding me down while he took my virginity. Those thoughts were dirty and had no place in the world where Keith was twice my age and had no comment when I told him I was a trans woman.


  Walking out of the kitchen, I held a tray in my hand. The dinner shift was in full swing, and I had six tables to manage. They asked for things, and I went to fetch whatever my customers requested. The shift passed, and my tips added up.


  At the end of the night, I was counting my tips when the bell at the door dinged. I worked at a cafe in Bendersville, so we closed at half-past nine because nobody came after that time.


  “We’re closed,” I said without turning around. Almost no crime happened out here, and there were two guys in the kitchen who would defend me. One carried a gun in his car. The other waitress had gone to the bathroom. The owners left hours ago.


  “You won’t return my messages, and I don’t know what to do,” a familiar voice said. It was soothing like a note played by an oboe.


  I didn’t turn around, but my skin felt like a thousand insects were crawling on it. How had Keith found me here? I never told him where I worked. “What do you want, Keith?” I asked.


  “For you to hear me,” he said.


  I turned, and Keith was holding a bouquet of roses and a rectangular box of chocolates. Nobody was with him. He was alone and had pleading eyes. I waved my hand for him to sit in the booth across from me. Silverware scattered on the table between us. Polishing the silverware was the last thing I had to do before putting up the chairs and sweeping the floors. My mom texted me a picture of the vegetable ratatouille she had prepared, and I couldn’t wait to get home and push a fork through it.


  “Why haven’t you returned my calls?”


  “Because this is ridiculous. I appreciate your offer to help my business, but I’ll have to find another way.”


  “You know I’m the best in the city,” Keith said and wasn’t wrong. He was first-generation rich. He had grown up in a lower-middle class family in the city. His childhood had probably been more destitute than mine. “But if you don’t want my help, then don’t take it. If I told you why I said nothing, you would hate me, and I didn’t know what else to say at that moment.”


  “What were you going to say?” I asked. The other waitress had reappeared from the bathroom, but she kept her distance and started on the chairs and sweeping. We communicated though eye contact before I returned my attention to Keith. He looked over his shoulder and noticed the waitress.


  “I shouldn’t say it,” Keith said. “But I want to see what there is between us. Age is only a number.”


  “Says the man who has lived twenty-one years more than me,” I said.


  “Don’t fixate on it, Frances. We could have something special. I have a feeling you would push me to new heights. I want to hear what you think about my businesses.”


  “Sounds like you could hire me as a consultant then,” I said.


  “Or I could ask you to be my girlfriend,” he countered.


  My ears buzzed. “What was that?”


  “Be my girlfriend, and I’ll help you fly.”


  “Now you’re bribing me?”


  “No, I’m not. We can stick to business, but I have a feeling we won’t be able to stay apart for long. I see how you look at me, Frances,” Keith said.


  My center caught fire and felt emptier than it ever had before. Would Keith filling me with his penis solve the emptiness I felt between my legs? “I can’t be your girlfriend,” I said, trying to sound defensive. Trying not to throw myself across the table to give Keith every inch of my body. My mind and body conflicted like never before. The woman who had studied and maintained a high GPA wanted to tell Keith it was business or nothing, but the other half of my soul wanted to explore the raw urges hiding in the shadows of my consciousness.


  “Why can’t you be my girlfriend? We can date. I won’t see anyone else. You can call it quits whenever you want,” Keith said. “I want to get to know you, Frances. I can keep my professional and personal life separate, can you?”


  I didn’t know whether to trust Keith. Would letting him in my heart destroy my future? People could say one thing and plan another. My mother taught me to never trust people by what they presented on the surface. Everyone had a motive, and that included Keith. It included myself. Would I have given Keith another chance to speak to me if he weren’t the successful man he was? The chances were slim.


  “But you’re twice my age,” I said. The other waitress caught what I said and glanced in our direction. Keith picked up a rag and silverware and polished the cutlery as we sat in silence for several beats.


  “Does the age really bother you, or are you allowing society to dictate what you think?”


  “Tell me what your question was that kept you silent, and I’ll consider it.”


  “Can I whisper it to you?” Keith asked. He checked over his shoulder, and my coworker went back to work like she wasn’t listening to our conversation.


  I nodded, and Keith leaned over the table. “I was wondering if you could get pregnant or not.”


  I slapped Keith with my napkin, and he put up his hands in a surrendering position. “You’re such an asshole.”


  “You’re the one that wanted to hear it after I warned you. Don’t hate me. I am an asshole. I’m a man with no understanding of what you went through.”


  “But it doesn’t both you I’m trans?”


  Keith shook his head. “You never answered my question.”


  I shook my head. There were scientists working on making it possible for trans women to have children, but I was happy with my vagina. Of course I would have loved to have a reproductive system like cis women, but my cards hadn’t been dealt that way. I was born in the wrong body and did everything I could to fix it, and now the world saw me as a woman, and that was enough to satisfy me. There were plenty of children in the world to adopt once I found a loving husband.


  “Do you ever want children?” Keith asked.


  “I’ve thought about it. You?”


  “I did, but that’s a story for another day.”


  “That’s not fair. I told you something, now you have to spill.”


  “Why don’t you come over to my condo tomorrow afternoon, and we can spend the day together,” Keith said.


  I had plans with my mother tomorrow afternoon, but she would have to forgive me. There was no way I could tell this hunk no. “Fine, you win. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


  Keith smiled and stood from the booth, leaving the chocolate and flowers on the table. He stood in front of me and kneeled on the booth’s end. I smelled the cologne rolling off of his body as he bent closer to me. He had salt-and-pepper hair from his head to his beard, and I loved how he styled it.


  “I’ll see you tomorrow, Frances,” Keith said and kissed my cheek.


  I caught my breath and reached my hand up, but he had already pulled away and was walking to the door. I had been wet before but never from a man’s touch. My pussy was flowing for Keith. I gripped the table as I came back to reality. The door ringed, and Keith disappeared, but his presence lingered.


  “Wow,” the other waitress said and sat across from me after Keith left.


  I picked up the dessert menu from the table and fanned myself. If I was this hot from one kiss, how would I act if Keith got me naked? The waitress and I talked about Keith and his attractiveness until we finished and locked up the restaurant.


   


  ♦


   


  Keith


  It was late on a Saturday afternoon in spring, and the sun was high in the sky. The temperature had crept up throughout the day, and Keith used a fan to circulate the air in his condo. Air conditioning seemed like a waste this early in the year, but maybe Keith was deluding himself. All he could think about was Frances. Her two-toned hair, thick lips, button nose, and round ass. He wondered if she would put it in the air for him and move it from side to side, let him smack it.


  Keith walked around the house wearing nothing but trunks. The boxers hugged his thighs and exposed his thickness. He went to the sliding glass door and stepped out to his balcony. He had two chairs and a table and views of the city. The balcony faced east, and he could view the Arch. Steel reflecting in the sunlight. It faded into the background most days, but he loved having it in his sights. The condo was a vast improvement from his old house deep in the suburbs that Molly had decorated with her knick knacks. Keith pushed Molly from his mind. She had lied and deceived him for far too long. She made a mockery of his public image.


  ‘The Wife of a Successful Local Millionaire Runs Away with a Woman’


  A local newspaper had ran that headline. It had been accurate, but Keith’s pals at the golf course ridiculed him for a year over that. It took more one-night stands than Keith could count to make up for the years he wasted with Molly. If Keith hadn’t been so busy thinking he was the luckiest man in the world, he would have noticed Molly’s behavior in their three sums. How she had touched the women and almost never gave her body to her husband. Keith always ended up fucking the stranger. The woman he didn’t love.


  Keith read news on his phone as he sat outside and enjoyed the spring breeze on his balcony. He wore nothing but the trunks and touched his dick through the thin fabric. He was waiting for Frances to arrive and couldn’t stop thinking about fucking her. She looked at him in a way Molly never had. Keith had fallen in love with Molly’s intellect more than her looks, and the same was happening with Frances.


  For so long Keith had been unable and unwilling to love, but that was changing with Frances. Now he couldn’t stop himself from falling from a cliff into the bit of madness named love. Would there be a soft bed of pillows to save him or would he fall on a pile of rocks?


  Keith exhaled, releasing his negativity. His phone vibrated.


  Frances: I’m about to leave my house. See you in thirty?


  Keith replied ‘yes’ and rushed inside, kicking off his trunks when he got in the door. He needed to shower and hadn’t thought the day would pass as fast as it had. Some days, Keith only wanted to wear underwear and sit around the house. He could work from home if he wanted but turned off his brain one day a week if he could.


  After shaving, Keith stepped in the shower and rushed to wash himself and dress before Frances arrived.




  Chapter Five


   


   


   


  Keith


  “I’m downstairs,” Frances said. She called right after Keith had fastened the last button on his shirt. He wore moisturizer every day and squirted some in his fingers before racing downstairs to meet Frances. He didn’t want to send her up alone on her first visit.


  When Keith got downstairs, Frances was standing by the security officer’s desk. She wore a navy dress with sleeves that stopped above her knees. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders down to her breasts. A thin black belt wrapped around her waist. She walked to Keith in her flats which made her shorter than Keith. He liked looking down into her blue eyes.


  “How are you?” Keith asked, pushing her hair over her shoulder. The security guard watched as Keith bent his head to meet Frances’ lips. He hadn’t given her time to answer the question.


  “I’m fantastic now,” she said with a smile.


  Keith put out his hand and took Frances to the elevator. They went upstairs, kissing on the way up. Frances’ back pressed against the wall. Keith’s tongue feeling the warmth of hers.


  They walked into Keith’s condo, and Frances gasped. She ran to the sliding glass doors. “You can see the Arch from here? That’s incredible,” she said.


  Keith walked up behind her, placing his hands on her shoulders. He wanted to unzip her dress and pull it over her shoulders. How would her ass look with nothing covering it? Keith resisted putting out his hand and touching her ass, knowing he shouldn’t.


  “Do you like what you see?”


  “Yes, your place is beautiful. I can’t wait to afford my own condo,” Frances said.


  Keith was still holding her shoulders, but Frances’ wasn’t tensing at his touch. He bent over and kissed her ear. “I think success will happen for you sooner rather than later.”


  She turned to face Keith, and he hugged her body. “You think so?”


  “Yes,” he said, staring into her blue eyes. “You’re ambitious, intelligent, and sexy as hell. With that combination, you could take over the world.”


  Frances blushed. Keith loved when he could brighten her cheeks with his words. He pecked her lips and released her before her went too far. “Should we head to the park? I have a date planned for us,” Keith said.


  Frances ran to the door and opened it. She smiled, and Keith would remember that image of her standing in the doorway forever. The first time she had come over. Keith knew they would spend a lot of time together. He could feel it. Frances had dropped into his life like a hundred-dollar bill on the ground. He would have been stupid to not chase it. Keith grabbed a few things around the house, double checking he didn’t forget anything.


  “What’s taking you so long?” Frances whined from the doorway.


  “Sorry, I have to make sure I have everything we need,” Keith said. He had called a taxi on his phone since he didn’t want to drive. When the car arrived, Keith opened the door for Frances. She tucked her dress under her ass and slid in the car.


  Keith had the driver take them to the lake in the big park. Kieth helped Frances out of the car when they arrived and threw a twenty-dollar bill to the driver.


  “What are we doing here?” Frances asked.


  “Paddle boats?”


  “I haven’t done these since I was a kid,” she said.


  Keith didn’t want to think about their age difference, so he didn’t. “Well, why don’t we get to it then?”


  They walked up to the window to pay for the paddle boat rental. Keith helped Frances into the paddle boat and followed behind her. They peddled and went out to the center of the lake. Birds swam by them. The sun wasn’t too hot, and there was a breeze in the air.


  Keith put out his hand for Frances, and she held his. She looked up at him. Plants from the background framed Frances’ face. She smiled and giggled as Keith stared at her intensely.


  “What are you looking at?” Frances asked while giggling.


  “You,” he said. “You’re the only thing worth looking at in this park.”


  Frances turned her face away from Keith and gazed at the new blooms. Keith paddled the boat. It turned in a circle. Then another.


  “You have to help, Frances,” Keith said.


  “What are we doing here, Keith? What do you want with me?”


  “Anything you’ll give me. Friendship, romance, a work partnership. I want to make you mine and make you a star. You have it in you, Frances. I’ll only add a little fuel to get you started.”


  Frances turned back to face Keith. She was like seeing a sunrise in morning. “What if you hurt me?”


  Keith sighed. He understood her concerns. Why should she trust a man so much older than her? One who had earned a reputation as a ‘player’ since his divorce. Keith had gotten all the nonsense and regret out of his system and wanted to find love again. He had found something in Frances, but they had to water their seed and watch it grow. Keith wouldn’t rush Frances, but she was overdue to explore her new body. Accept her womanhood. Keith wanted to show her how beautiful she was. It didn’t matter who she was before because she was Frances now, and Keith had been hit with an arrow in the heart.


  “Frances, I promise to do everything in my power not to upset you. I’ve been hurt before and know how painful it is, and I would never intentionally cause you pain. There aren’t many people like you, Frances. Most people want a shortcut in life, but you’re willing to do the work. You show intelligence beyond your years. Those are the things I love most about you. Of course, you’re incredibly sexy too, but that is more of a bonus than the base.”


  Frances hid her face in her shoulder. When she looked up at Keith, her expression ruptured his heart. Her grin somewhere between elated and fearful. “Thank you, Keith. How long have we been out here?”


  “Almost an hour. I have something else planned in the park. Would you like to go there?”


  “Yes, please,” Frances said. She leaned over and kissed Keith, holding her hand on his face. Her force more than Keith had expected. She wanted him as much as he wanted her, and Keith had no doubts of that now. He would wait until she was ready, but his mind was busy imaging in which positions he could make love to Frances.


   


  ♦


   


  Frances


  Keith held my hand as we walked down the sidewalk in the park. We looked like a ‘normal’ couple besides the age difference, but Keith looked fantastic for forty-five. We were a man and a woman. The world didn’t see me as trans from the outside. Maybe some thought I was too young for Keith, but a date like the one we were having had been a fantasy of mine for years. Keith had a clear sense of who he was and made me feel secure after a lifetime of not knowing who I was or how I fit in the world or if I would ever find a man.


  “What do you have planned next?” I asked after we had walked for ten minutes. I was enjoying holding his hand and smelling the scents of new flowers blooming, but wondering without a purpose wasn’t something I did often.


  “Can’t you wait for the surprise?”


  “How much longer until we get there? Are we going to the Art Museum?”


  “No, we’re not. Wait a few more minutes, and you’ll have the answer to your question,” Keith said.


  I was carrying a clutch today and squeezed the purse to relax my body. Keith had just promised he wouldn’t do anything to hurt me, but I couldn’t help feeling paranoid. Looking up at Keith, he looked handsome. The sun shimmered against his white hair. I loved the salt-and-pepper look from his head to his beard. He had his hair shorter around the sides and longer on top. Around the sides was white with the salt-and-pepper above. Could I give my virginity to a man who wasn’t my age?


  Maybe it was like the dates. Maybe Keith would be better for my first time because he already knew his way around the bedroom and life, unlike many men my age. I had gotten close to sex once a few years ago, but the man freaked when he found out about my penis. I would have given him my ass, but it was a deal breaker for him. He had crushed my heart, and I never wanted to try again. Trying to find love was like juggling knives, and I was risk-averse.


  Keith and I had been walking without speaking, enjoying the spring weather. Keith stopped me and turned me toward the field. A man was standing on a blanket under a tree with a picnic basket. Keith pulled me to follow him. My heart was racing as we approached the man. Was Keith trying to give me off to someone?


  After Keith handed the man a fifty-dollar bill and thanked him, the stranger disappeared. “What do you think?”


  “Is this for us? You planned this?”


  Keith nodded. “I thought we could have dinner in the park. What do you say?”


  “I say yes,” I said and sat on the blanket, kicking off my flats. Keith joined me and opened the picnic basket. There were sandwiches, salads, and juice boxes in the basket. Keith placed the items on top of the lid after removing them. “Have whatever you like, Frances.”


  “This is the best date I’ve ever been on,” I said and kissed Keith before picking up a sandwich. The ingredients they used to prepare it seemed inspired by the Mediterranean. Keith ate a salad, and we drank our juice boxes. They were big juice boxes and had plenty of liquid for the meal. I would have trouble finishing it all.


  “You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever spent time with, Frances. I want to know everything about you,” he said. “The good and the bad.”


  “You say that now,” I said, covering my mouth. I was still chewing a bite of the sandwich.


  “We could do something fun every weekend like this. We could build a life together,” Keith said. He was looking down at his shoes when he said it. He lifted his eyes, and my heart jumped. The depth of his gaze was breathtaking, as though his soul had transcended his physical body. His aura stronger than his beauty.


  “A life? This is only our second date, Keith,” I said. “And the first one was about business.”


  “I will do anything you need to help your business, Frances, but what is happening between us means so much more than numbers and money. You can’t buy how I feel about you,” Keith said.


  We were sitting under a tree. The sun was leaving the sky, and it was growing dark outside, but I felt safe next to Keith. I felt loved in a way I had never anticipated from a man like Keith; one so confident, muscular, and hetero. I had heard women chatting about him in business classes after he was brought up, saying how sexy he was, and I was the one on a date with him. Keith could have whoever he wanted, and I couldn’t wrap my head around him wanting me.


  “What do you see in me?” I asked, feeling young and innocent. How did I sound to him? Pathetic? He had made his stance clear several times. What would it take for me to believe him?


  Keith grabbed my hand and held it in his. He lifted it to his lips, staring at me while he did it. My pussy was tingling in a way it never had at his touch. I wanted to lie on the blanket and feel his body press against mine. How big was his manhood? Could I handle his size? Would it feel wonderful getting fucked for the first time?


  “I’ve told you, Frances. You’re an amazing woman. You’re talented, determined, and intelligent. Your sex appeal is more intense than an earthquake.”


  I giggled. His confidence wrapped around me like a coat in the winter. “But I’ve never done anything before. You must have so much more experience than me,” I said. Keith made me feel comfortable, and I didn’t mind sharing my insecurities with him. He had promised to protect me; keep me safe.


  “Don’t worry about what you haven’t done. I want you to love your body. I want you to love sex. Our physical touch,” Keith said. He moved his arm and brushed the back of his right hand up my arm. His touch caused a million prickles to explode across my skin. A moan escaped my mouth, and Keith’s eyes turned dark like the sky above us. Nobody was around in the park. We were alone in the shadows of a tree at dusk. The sky a deep purple.


  Our tongues touched. Keith pushed his fingers into my hair, gripping the strands at the roots. Keith moved his hand from my hair to my legs. His callouses tickled my thigh as his hand snaked up my leg. “I want you to love getting fucked. Have you thought about me fucking you?”


  Keith didn’t know what he was doing to me, or maybe he did, but I was weak in the knees. My pussy felt wetter than it ever had against my clad panties. I couldn’t deny Keith. “Yes,” I said, my voice not above a whisper. A breath from tightened lungs.


  “When do you think about me fucking you?”


  Keith’s fingers were inches from my pussy. He had his right hand up my dress, and I wasn’t telling him no. I wanted him to take it farther but didn’t know how to ask.


  “Frances, answer me.”


  “When I wake up. When I go to sleep. I think about it more than I’d like,” I said.


  Keith moved his hands higher under the dress. He was touching my panties. He gripped the waistline and pulled them from my body, placing them by the picnic basket. My pussy felt freer yet wet. The spring wind tickled against my exposed folds. Keith’s finger brushed against my hole, sending explosions of joy across my body. I was panting but couldn’t stop. I didn’t care if anyone heard me with the pleasure I was feeling as Keith rubbed in the juices my pussy produced, careful not to enter my hole. Before getting the surgery, I never imagined I would get wet like a woman, but it happened. I felt natural, extraordinary.


  “How does it feel, Frances?” Keith asked.


  “Amazing,” I said.


  “Do you mind if I have a taste?”


  I looked around. We were still in the park. It was one thing for him to touch me, but would I let him perform oral in public?


  “Please, Frances. Nobody will see us,” he said. “Lie back, and I’ll do the rest.”


  “You can’t be—” I said, but Keith silenced me with a kiss. He pushed my body back. I wanted him to touch me. To lick my pussy, but we were outside. I was exposed and a virgin.


  Keith’s head traveled down my torso, and I didn’t stop him. I had no desire to stop him, but my mind wrestled. The sensible side versus the adventurous one. Keith rubbed his finger over my hole and clit one more time before connecting his mouth with my pussy. His lips were like rolling down a hill of lavender.


  I stifled my moan, but my body was like the ocean in a storm. I couldn’t control the sensations ricocheting within my body. My legs wanted to thrash, but I restrained myself as Keith worked magic with his tongue.


  “Fuck Keith,” I said, not knowing how to react to Keith’s expert tongue moving over my pussy like figure skaters on ice. Every time his tongue touched my clit, I felt like my pussy wanted to shoot from my body. Like there was urine trying to come out but no escape. My center warmer and more alive than I had ever felt any of those times I touched myself after healing. Keith was doing something to my body. Rewiring it. Showing me what I had been missing all these years and making me feel more like a woman than I ever had.


  Keith popped his head up. Spring wind rushing around us. The juices making the wind colder than it was. He kissed me before returning his attention to my split. My cave. The build up continued, and I felt close. Like I almost had it. Like I was going to cum as a woman for the first time.


  But then there was laughter in the distance, and my heart clutched in my chest. The climax flatlined, and I fell back to earth. “Do you hear that, Keith?” I asked, pushing on his shoulders.


  He lifted his head and listened, “Oh, shit. You’re right.”


  I cursed and grabbed my panties, pulling them on in a hurry. A couple walking their dog passed us. They probably had the worst opinions of the hysterical couple in the dark park under a tree. Keith and I couldn’t stop laughing after the couple passed us.


  Keith and I took a taxi back to his house after cleaning up the picnic. He invited me upstairs, but I declined. I had to refocus and wrap my head around what had happened in the park. When I got to my car, I collapsed in the driver’s seat. My legs felt weaker than gelatin falling against the floor. I knew it was only a matter of time before Keith would undress me and take my virginity. I blasted pop music on the drive home, but there was no drowning out my thoughts. Keith had crowded my thoughts like smoke at a fire.




  Chapter Six


   


   


   


  Frances


  Graduation had arrived, and I was sitting in the auditorium with fellow graduates. My blonde ombre hung over my shoulders and covered the gown. Our school colors were red and white. The men wore white, and the women wore red. The red gown looked lovely with my black heels. I was wearing a simple black dress beneath the gown with fake pearls. Red lipstick. My parents were sitting high in the audience, but I had located them.


  We waved at one another again before the president of the Bendersville College took the stage. He gave a short speech about viewing the college degree as an asset in life no matter the major. He spoke about the American economy and jobs. My mind drifted to the night at the park. Keith and I hadn’t had time to get together but had plans to meet after I had dinner with my parents. We had my big graduation party last night.


  After the president finished speaking, someone else took the stage. I didn’t recognize the woman, but she had an important title I couldn’t remember. She called out half of the names, ending on the letter M. My last name was Musgrove. By the time the woman had called my name, her voice was scratchy and dry. They gave me a blank diploma holder and snapped a picture. I had to pick up the real diploma next week.


  When I was walking down the stage, I noticed Keith. He was hollering and waving in my direction. I blushed and gave him a half wave before turning to find my parents. My heart was racing when I took my seat. Keith hadn’t told me he would stop by gradation. We had plans tonight, but never mentioned anything about graduation. The people next to me were strangers, and I wanted a friend to gossip with about my sexy silver fox.


  My mind was awash recreating the scene from the park. I couldn’t wait to take sex to the next level with Keith. He had given me the perfect introduction, but I grew hungry over the past two weeks without him. Seeing him in the audience invigorated my libido. It had me wanting to drag Keith to the bathroom and drop to my knees to return the favor.


  After the second speaker took the stage and finished calling the students, the president took the microphone again.


  “Before we all leave today, we have a special guest to remind us where a college degree can lead. Please welcome our alum who has become a local business leader, Keith Williams,” the man said.


  The audience and students erupted in a roar as Keith walked from his seat to the stage. The people didn’t stop clapping for Keith until he reached the microphone and cleared his throat. It took his eyes no time to find me. They were like daggers, and I was the target. He spoke about starting his business after leaving his graduation. His voice didn’t quiver. He held his shoulders high. Keith spoke with the same ease in front of an auditorium of people as he had when we were in the park. Keith snuck out after his speech, and it was chaos trying to find my parents.


  “That Keith Williams is something else, isn’t he?” my mother asked when she reached the floor. My father had left to fetch the car.


  “I want to be half as successful as him,” I said.


  “And only care about money?”


  I shrugged my shoulders. The older I became, the more I realized how different I was from my parents. Sometimes I thought they wondered where I came from, but I was their child. We were family. I linked my arm with my mother’s, and we went to meet my father by the car, talking about my dreams for the cosmetics line.




  Chapter Seven


   


   


   


  Keith


  Keith arrived home an hour after the graduation ended. They had snuck him out the back to avoid the crowds. His car had been parked in a separate lot with better access to exit.


  He sat on his sofa waiting for the meal he had ordered. Frances was out with her parents, but seeing her had driven Keith mad. He wanted to wait around for her, but security hadn’t allowed it. Too many people wanted signatures and had questions. They would have trapped Keith there for hours, and the school hadn’t paid him to speak. Getting closer to Frances was worth waiting hours after he hadn’t seen her for two weeks.


  The food arrived, and Keith went downstairs to tip the driver. He ate the sandwich and salad while watching television; his cell phone to his side. The screen shined, and Keith had the conversation with Frances open.


  His phone buzzed after he had finished and thrown away his meal.


  Frances: Just got home from dinner with my parents. I didn’t expect you at graduation today.


  Keith: I missed you too much to stay away. They didn’t even pay me to speak there today.


  Frances: It was all for me?


  Keith: Everything I do is for you. Come over. I miss you.


  Frances had turned Keith’s world upside-down, and he wasn’t trying to turn back to how he was. Frances was everything he wanted in a woman but didn’t know how to find. He always sought women without ambition. Ones he knew wouldn’t stay around long, but Frances had come into his life like a winning lottery ticket.


  Frances: Leaving my house now.


  Keith: Make sure you have clothes to spend the night. It’s getting late.


  The sun was setting in the horizon. It would disappear in the next couple hours, and Keith wanted to hold his woman through the night. He wanted to explore her body if she would allow it. She controlled the field, but Keith was ready to play. Frances only had to blow the whistle.




  Chapter Eight


   


   


   


  Frances


  Stepping out my car, I looked both ways before crossing the street. I had found a spot across from Keith’s high rise. The guard recognized me when I walked in, and I saw his eyes move up and down my body.


  “Here to see Mr. Williams?” the man asked.


  I nodded. I had a bigger purse to carry my change of clothes, and it was weighing down my shoulder. The guard let me enter without signing the board because Keith had called him ahead of time. I turned back and winked at the man before disappearing into the elevator that carried me to Keith’s floor.


  When I arrived, Keith was standing in his doorway wearing linen pants that left nothing to the imagination. He wasn’t small, and the bit of flesh I could see through his pants had me hot and bothered, but I maintained control. He couldn’t see how desperate I was to taste his cock hitting the back of my throat like I had seen in so many pornos before but never experienced.


  I walked toward Keith, fiddling with my purse as my heels pressed into the carpeted hallway.


  “Evening gorgeous,” Keith said and took me in his arms. We kissed, and the world faded to blackness with his lips against mine. When we stopped, he asked, “how does it feel to be a college graduate?”


  “Unreal? I have to pick up the diploma next week,” I said.


  “Do your parents know where you are?”


  “It doesn’t matter. I’m twenty-four, not a child.”


  “That’s true. I’m only teasing you,” Keith said. He rubbed his thumb against my chin. I couldn’t wait to take off my heels so he stood taller than me. Keith pulled me inside. He sat me on the sofa and took the pumps from my feet, throwing them across the room. Taking my right foot in his hand, Keith rubbed the sole of my foot. I moaned, not sure if I had ever received a massage in my life. “I missed you these last two weeks. We can’t spend that much time apart again. I’ll get you an apartment near here. You can have your own space. No strings. You can take over the rent once you start making money from the business,” he said.


  “That sounds nice, but you don’t have to do that,” I said. Keith paying my rent would be too much, but he was right. I didn’t want to spend two weeks away from him again. I had been so busy with finals and work, the time flew by, but my body had ached for his touch. Keith moved to my left foot, massaging it with equal passion as the right.


  “Frances, I need to do it. If you moving closer would solve our problem, money is not an object. You mean more than whatever I could pay for a year or two in rent. We can make a contract that says the money comes without strings,” Keith said.


  My heart was beating like a hummingbird. How could Keith be offering to pay my rent? I wanted to live closer to him and the city, but it wasn’t right. I had to make my own way. My eyes glazed over as my mind overheated like a car without oil. Keith’s hand traveled up my thigh, sending me back to reality.


  “We can worry about that later. I only wanted to tell you it was an option if you living in Bendersville is what keeps us apart.”


  “Thank you, Keith. I’ll think about it,” I said.


  Keith and I talked about the dinner I had with my parents and the graduation party last night. The tension and awkwardness faded. His offer didn’t offend me. I knew he only wanted to help and have me closer, but I had always been an independent soul. Would accepting his money cripple me? Make me weak?


  I didn’t have an answer tonight, but I loved his body next to mine on the sofa. We watched TV and snuggled and drank wine. I didn’t plan on driving home tonight, and Keith had a pinot noir from Oregon.


  “Want a cookie?” Keith asked halfway through the movie. I agreed, and he ordered a few cookies on his phone to go with the wine. The man arrived twenty minutes later with our cookies. We ate them and finished the bottle of red. The movie had a sad ending, but a happy conclusion wouldn’t have worked.


  Keith placed his wine glass on the coffee table. He took the one from my hand too and set it on the table. His breath smelled of the wine we were drinking as he closed the gap between our faces.


  “You drive me wild, Frances,” he said with his face millimeters from mine.


  “I want to return the favor,” I said.


  “What favor is that?”


  “The park. I’ve never…”


  My voice trailed off. I couldn’t bring myself to tell Keith I had never sucked a dick but was dying to free his from the linen pants.


  “You’ve never what, Frances? Anything I can help you with?”


  I nodded, squeezing my breasts between my arms. Would he slide his dick between my titties? I had seen that before too and always wondered what it would feel like. Every night I went to bed, my body ached for Keith’s touch. Since he showed me the intensity of a tongue pleasuring my clit, I was eager to try more. Needy. Thirstier than a woman lost in the desert.


  Keith stood up and unbuttoned his pants without pulling down the zipper, but I could tell he wasn’t wearing underwear. A light layer of hair thickened as it moved closer to his cock which was hard and pressing against his zipper. “Is this what you had in mind?”


  “Take off your pants,” I said.


  Keith smiled and did as I told him. He unzipped his pants and dropped them to the floor. His penis was uncut and dripping with precum. He was thick and long. My body was becoming hotter than a furnace in winter. I waved a hand in my face, but it did little to cool me.


  “Like what you see?”


  I nodded. I was wearing a jersey dress which came down to my knees. Sliding from the couch to my knees, I looked up at Keith through hooded eyes. Keith moved the coffee table out of the way, careful not to knock over the wine glasses. I was staring up at him, and he was staring down at me. His dick hanging in my face.


  Reaching up, I grabbed his thickness and held it in my hand. When I pulled up, his foreskin covered his tip. When I pulled back, his tip was sticky and oozing precum. Keith held his hands behind his back. He had a six pack and thick thighs. His ass was hard like metal. A thin layer of hair covered his legs, up to his defined abdomen. I rubbed my other hand up and down his torso as I held his dick in my hand. Keith grunted as I touched him. My body was like melted wax under my dress; hot and fluid.


  Parting my lips, I moved my head to his dick. His tip was salty against my tongue. The taste was a shock to my system, but I moved my mouth farther down his manhood, taking as much as I could before choking. Keith looked down, smirking. I wanted to prove myself to him. I would learn how to suck his dick better than any other woman around. He would beg for my blowjobs. Dream of them when I was away promoting my cosmetics line. No other woman would replace me in Keith’s life.


  After catching my breath, I went back to work on Keith’s cock. My throat loosened after the first few minutes. I picked up a rhythm. Keith perched on the arm of the sofa as I gripped his thighs. Keith fuck my face had my panties dripping. I almost enjoyed sucking his dick more than him eating my pussy. Almost.


  “Fuck, baby,” Keith grunted as he held my face and pushed his manhood into the back of my throat. I was learning to breathe through my nose to take his cock.


  Keith slowed his movements. His hips took longer, deeper thrusts in and out of my mouth. When he pulled out to his tip, I loved how the skin rolled up the head of his cock. I loved when Keith pushed his dick back in my mouth, making me take it until my lips hit his pelvic region.


  I had my eyes closed and hadn’t expected it when a thick, warm liquid filled my mouth. Keith’s cum was squirting from his dick like a broken water fountain, and I was swallowing every drop Keith gave me as he held my face with two hands. After unloading in my mouth, Keith removed his cock. A stream of cum connected my bottom lip and his tip. It fell to my dress. I was wet and hot but didn’t need to cum. Keith’s cock was softening, but it still looked thick and delicious.


  “That was amazing, Frances,” Keith said and bent down to kiss me. His abs flexed when he returned to his position. He pulled at his softening cock. I touched my breasts. They called my attention, and I couldn’t ignore them. “Thank you.”


  “You’re welcome,” I said, resting my leg against his thigh.


  “Should I do you?”


  “Later,” I said and yawned. It was getting late, and the wine had stolen my energy.


  “Whatever you say,” Keith said and kissed my forehead. He went to his bedroom and came back wearing a pair of shorts. I assumed he didn’t have underwear on by how his dick looked through the fabric. We stayed up and watched another movie, but I didn’t last long. The last thing I remembered was falling asleep in Keith’s arms on the sofa.


   


  ♦


   


  Keith


  Frances had fallen asleep in Keith’s arms. He finished the movie and watched her sleep while brushing her hair. Keith used a damp finger to remove flakes of cum that had dried on her lips and face. She looked peaceful as she slept, and Keith couldn’t wait to enter her. He wanted to fuck her and claim his territory. His woman. No man would ever have a chance with Frances as long as she loved Keith.


  After finishing the movie, Keith lifted Frances into his arms. He carried her to the bedroom. She stirred when he placed her under the covers but didn’t wake. She was like watching stars in the countryside. Moonlight filtered in through the windows and highlighted Frances’ softened features. Keith could have watched her all night if his eyes hadn’t grown heavy.


  Keith wore boxers and a t-shirt to bed. Frances still had on her dress, but it was a comfortable material. Keith wrapped his arm over Frances’ body, and she backed up into him. His dick pressed against her ass.


  “Night,” Frances whispered before her breathing fell back to a sleeping rhythm.


  “Night,” Keith said and kissed her head before drifting off to sleep.




  Chapter Nine


   


   


   


  Frances


  I awoke in Keith’s arms still wearing my dress. I vaguely remembered him carrying me to bed, but I had been exhausted by the end. Rolling over, Keith grunted but didn’t wake up. I snuck out the room and went to his bathroom to shower. He had everything where it should have been. The towels and extra soap weren’t hard to find. I showered and felt better after the hot water cleaned my body. I wrapped a towel around my body to get my clothes from the living room.


  When I went to the living room for my bag, Keith was walking around in his boxers and t-shirt. He had an erection and wasn’t hiding it.


  Keith noticed me staring and shrugged his shoulders, “happens in the morning.”


  I don’t know what came over me, but I had to have his dick. I ran across the room and fell into Keith’s arms. He had been carrying a glass of water, and it spilled on my back. Keith didn’t drop the glass as though he excepted my embrace, pulling me close to his body. “You want to use it, baby?” Keith asked.


  “I need it,” I said and reached into his boxers. Keith didn’t resist my hand as it wrapped around his uncut cock. Keith kissed me while his dick was growing in my hand. He lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom. I couldn’t touch his dick, but Keith made me feel like a dainty princess in his arms. Keith threw me to the bed and dropped his boxers to the floor. I let the towel fall from my body, revealing my pussy and breasts.


  Keith licked his lips at me and stroked his cock while he stood in front of the bed.


  “There was something I wanted to tell last night,” Keith said.


  “What’s that?” I asked.


  “I wanted to show you my paperwork. I’m clean and don’t have any STDs,” he said.


  “Neither do I. I got tested a six months after the surgery and haven’t been with anyone but you,” Frances said.


  “Are you okay if we don’t use condoms?”


  I had never considered my first time without a condom. I had envisioned it a million times before. The man would roll a condom over his dick. We would have a bottle of lube because my pussy getting wet wasn’t a guarantee (although I was dripping right now with Keith’s hard cock teasing me from across the room). The man would fuck me, cum, and I would see the cum in his condom.


  But now that Keith had presented the idea, I was reconsidering.


  Keith took out the papers and passed them to me. I glanced and saw where it said Keith was negative of all diseases, and every concern flew out the window. I couldn’t get pregnant and wanted his dick in me now.


  “Fuck me,” I said and moved my hands to my pussy, playing with my hole. Teasing Keith. I had only fingered myself a couple times but slipped in a finger for Keith’s pleasure. He grunted while stroking his cock.


  Keith climbed on top of the bed. His dick slick with precum. My pussy wet from its juices. Keith grabbed my ankles and lifted my legs in the air. He moved his dick in place, brushing it against my hole. He slid it up and down my womanhood, teasing my clit.


  Without thought, I grabbed Keith’s dick and steadied it before forcing his tip in me. He was much bigger than any finger (or device) I had ever used. His tip stretched my walls more than they had ever been before. I gasped. Keith fucked me with the tip of his dick while I adjusted to his size and overcame the initial pain. I lifted my hips to ask for more after adjusting to his size.


  By the time Keith entered me completely, I had come undone. Our juices were mixing like vodka and cola; sticky and intoxicating. I gripped his muscles as he thrust in and out of my pussy, stealing my last shreds of innocence. Keith leaned down and connected his mouth with my nipple, sucking on each breast for a moment while fucking me slowly.


  Every time his manhood pushed into me, my body felt full and complete. He was the missing key in the puzzle of life. Keith wrapped his arms under my shoulders, holding me from the beneath while facing me. His hazel eyes staring into my soul as his extension filled my hole. He was older than me, but it didn’t matter. I felt destiny had brought us to this moment, and Keith had been the chosen man to show me how much I loved my new body. How beautiful I was no matter the scares that remained under the surface from my transition.


  “You’re the only woman for me,” Keith said, his penis pushing my walls. It hit spots I hadn’t known existed. Keith reached between our bodies and played with my clit.


  I panted, unable to respond. I gripped his muscular back as he kissed my neck and rubbed my button. The sensation I had in the park was coming back, like I was hiking up a mountain, and Keith was my guide.


  “Right there, baby,” I managed. He was moving slow and digging deep. He was hitting my spot and unraveling my reality.


  Keith kept his pace, moving his entire length in and out of my pussy. He held my body tight as he fucked me, sending me closer to the edge. He fucked me like this for several minutes until he started making strange faces and slowly down.


  Keith pulled out of me, leaving me empty and hungry for his cock. I thought I had done something wrong until his mouth connected with my pussy. Keith ran his tongue around my hole but focused his attention on my clit.


  It was right there. I closed my eyes, let go, and came for the first time as a woman in Keith’s mouth. My body lost control, and cumming felt entirely different from before my transition. The climax was natural. I accepted it. Keith had shown me the light and treasures of my body, and I would always appreciate him for it.


  Keith stood above me on the bed and jacked off his cock until he came all over my naked body, mostly on my tits and stomach. A little landed on my face. Keith kneeled next to me and rubbed the cum in with his cock. We laughed. He collapsed on the bed next to me, and we tangled our bodies together.


  “You didn’t want to cum in me?”


  “I wanted you to cum first. You did, didn’t you?”


  “Yes,” I said and kissed Keith, knowing this was only the beginning of a magical relationship.




  Epilogue


   


   


   


  Frances


  5 Years Later


  “Stop it, Romeo,” I said, wiping the food my son had thrown off of my navy dress. It was a weekday, and Keith and I worked from home most days now. He was in his office, and I had stopped to cook lunch for everyone. Keith made (or bought) dinner.


  Romeo threw another noodle with tomato sauce in my direction, but that one missed me. He burst into laughter and called me a ‘messy monster’. He was like a broken record sometimes, but I loved him more than I had ever dreamed imaginable.


  After our romance first started, Keith rented an apartment for me two blocks from his. We loved that year. I had my space, and he had his, but we had moved in together by the next year. Then two years after that we married and adopted Romeo a year later when he was turning three. My parents hadn’t accepted Keith at first, but they warmed up to him over the years. He proved himself as a fantastic father, lover, and husband.


  My cosmetics line had taken off, and I had a cute office I visited once or twice a week but handled most things from home to spend more time with Romeo. We would both spend more time at the office once he started kindergarten but were happy making sacrifices until then.


  Money only meant so much, and we both cared more about nurturing our family and future. We were thinking of adopting another child who was a little older than Romeo or right around the same age. If the pieces lined up, we would go for it. The agency had our information, and we had told them to contact us if they were having trouble finding a home for a child around Romeo’s age.


  Until then, we were happy. My dreams had come true after finding love in an unexpected place, and I would cherish every moment I had with my family. No monetary gain nor step up in business meant more than Romeo and Keith. They were my king and my prince, and I couldn’t live without them.




  Thank You for Reading


   


  I hope you enjoyed reading Elements of Seduction: Short Story Anthology. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥


   


   


   


  ↓ Links ↓


   


  Clover Cox Mailing List


  Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox


  Goodreads Profile


  Website: clovercox.com


cover.jpeg
8 BO‘OKS

i

|

it i T =
f.\%&u@ﬁﬂ?&q.;; \ ) %y

- CLOVER COX





