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Keeping up with Jackie
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Chapter 1



“Get up!” I’m screaming at the TV. My fighter is laying face down on the canvas. My fighter? What am I saying? I don’t know shit about boxing. The only reason this guy is my fighter is my friend, Chuck, told me this bet was a sure thing—a lock, he called it. Well, the sure thing is now unconscious. This isn’t happening.

The ref starts counting but there is basically a zero percent chance this guy is going to get off the canvas. I’m still yelling at the TV for him to get up though. People in the bar are looking at me. Probably wondering why this skinny white kid is so worked up about some inconsequential fight that nobody but the fighters’ mothers will even think about tomorrow.

Three-thousand dollars.

That’s why I’m so worked up. Three-thousand dollars is my entire life savings and what I’m about to lose barring some miracle hand of God descending from the rafters and plucking this no-name boxer off the canvas.

But the miracle doesn’t come.

The ref waves his hands over his head and a doctor rushes into the ring. The boxer hasn’t even moved yet. I would care more that the guy looks like he might be dead but he just cost me all the money in my bank account. Hell, I’m going to have to pick up some extra shifts at the coffee shop to make my rent this month.

The bartender changes the channel to a women’s basketball game.

I chug the rest of my beer and slam it on the bar.

“What the fuck?” I say to Chuck. He hasn’t said a damn word since the beginning of the second round when it was obvious what was about to happen.

Chuck’s eyes are shifting around looking everywhere but at me. He’s sucking hard on a Camel light.

I smack his shoulder.

He finally looks at me.

“What the fuck, dude,” I say. “You said it was a sure thing.”

“I thought it was. I don’t know what to tell you.”

“Goddamnit,” I say.

“I’ll buy us a round,” he says. “It’s the least I can do.”

Chuck orders two shots of top-shelf whisky and when he goes to pay he looks in his wallet, then looks at me. “Shit, dude,” he says. “Can you cover this one? I forgot to bring any cash.”

Chuck is a fucking douche. I make a mental-note to never talk to him again.

But first I have to collect his share of what we owe to the bookie. The only reason I thought it was even a good idea to put up three thousand dollars on a sport I’ve never watched in my life, let alone bet on, is that Chuck was betting ten-thousand dollars. And Chuck is no high roller. In fact, he’s probably the only person in my life that’s more poor than me. But he seemed so confident, and well, ten-thousand dollars kind of speaks for itself.

That’s what I thought, anyway.

“So, how are you going to get me the money,” I say.

That’s another aspect of this situation I’m starting to realize. Chuck is the gambler. I wouldn’t know how to place an illegal bet if my life depended on it. Chuck told me which shady guy to talk to. It was easy actually.

It was an Italian guy in a track suit he pointed me towards. A guy that is currently sitting at the end of the bar looking at a newspaper. A guy, (probably in the mob by the way), that thinks I now owe him thirteen-thousand dollars. In reality it’s ten from chuck and three from me but I get the feeling that the mob guy isn’t going to care about the distinction.

Which is why I need to get the money from Chuck, ASAP.

“About the money,” Chuck says.

“What about it?” I can feel my throat tightening.

“Listen,” Chuck says. “I’m going to spare you the bullshit.”

“Thanks,” I say, my voice flat.

“The thing is I don’t have the money. And I’m not going to be able to get it either.”

I’m waiting for the rest of the story. Some excuse, or maybe an apology, something… anything. But it doesn’t come.

Chuck just shrugs.

“You’re kidding, right?” I say.

“I’m getting out of town for a while. I would suggest you either do the same or else pay that man his money. Because those mob guys don’t fuck around. I’m not kidding.”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing right now.

Chuck is a fucking douche.

“Shit, he’s coming over here now,” Chuck says. “I’m leaving. Thanks for the whisky.”

Then Chuck darts off his chair and he’s out the door before I can even begin to think about how to stop him.

I feel a thick hand on my shoulder. It’s crushing me, pressing me down into the ground.

“Look’s like you lost,” a voice says.

I turn around.

It’s the bookie. And he’s grinning at me. A gold tooth shining in the dimly lit bar. How did I not notice that gold tooth before? And why the fuck do I care about it now? It’s funny what your mind does in a crisis situation. And being on the hook for your degenerate buddy’s ten-thousand dollar bet qualifies as a crisis I think.

“You have three days to pay me,” he says.

“So, the thing is,” I say. “Only three-thousand of that thirteen was mine. The rest was my friend.”

I see the punch coming but everything goes slow-motion like I’m in the Matrix, except I’m not Neo and I don’t even attempt to dodge the fist he launches into my gut. Then I’m doubled over, coughing, struggling to breathe. From this angle I get a close-up view of the guy’s shoes. They’re leather, recently shined it looks like, and I can see my face in them. It’s surreal.

He pulls me back up to look at him.

“I don’t give a fuck about your sob story,” he says.

I still can’t breathe.

“The only thing I care about,” he says, “is you paying me my money. Thirteen large. You got three days.”

He jams his hand into my pocket and drags my wallet out, removes my driver’s license, then lets my wallet fall to the ground.

He looks at the picture, then looks at me. I have longer hair in that picture.

“You kinda look like a girl in this picture, you know that?”

I shrug. It’s not the first time I’ve heard that.

“Is this your address?” he says.

I nod. Finally, I feel like I can breathe a little again.

“Three days,” he says. “Or I’ll break your legs.”

Then I can’t breathe again. My stomach turns over. I run to the bathroom and get there just in time to empty my guts into the toilet.


Chapter 2



When I get back to my apartment, I’m sober again. My whole body is numb. Inside, I find my roommate, Stacy, sitting on the couch painting her toenails.

She looks up from what she’s doing and when she sees my face she says, “Who peed in your cheerios?”

I plop down on the couch next to her and sigh. “I’m fucked,” I say.

“It’s about time,” she says. “I was starting to wonder if you ever got laid.”

“That’s not funny,” I say. Although, I can see her point. In the four months since I moved into the second bedroom of Stacy’s apartment I haven’t had even a whiff of a date.

Which is in stark contrast to Stacy’s situation. We don’t talk about it much but she’s a call girl. An escort. And she makes pretty good money at it from what I can tell.

As I start to tell her the story about how Chuck talked me into the bet, and how the goon at the bar socked me in the gut when I tried to explain the situation to him, her face is getting progressively more concerned.

When I finish, she says, “Well, I thought you were just being dramatic when you said you’re fucked, but I actually agree with you now. Definitely fucked.”

“Thanks,” I say, sinking back into the leather couch. “Maybe I should just leave town.”

“I thought,” she says, "he knows where you live.”

I nod.

“Where I live.”

I nod again, not really listening to her.

She hits the back of my head with her open palm.

“What the hell,” I say, rubbing the spot where she hit me.

“If you think you’re going to leave town and have some asshole you owe money to come sniffing around here looking for you, then you’ve got another thing coming.”

She’s right. That would be the ultimate dick move.

Then Stacy starts giggling. She runs her fingers through my hair; her eyes scan my body, like she’s sizing me up.

“What are you doing?” I say.

“I can actually help you make some money,” she says.

I’m barely registering the words coming out of her mouth.

“Are you listening to me?” she says. “You’re not going to like it, but this could really solve your problems.”

“Ok,” I say. “What is it? Whatever it is, it can’t be worse than having my legs broken.”

“No, it’s not worse than that.”

“So, tell me,” I say, starting to get annoyed with her.

Stacy smiles, and shakes her head, like she’s on the verge of dismissing the idea, like it’s too crazy even for her.

Now I’m intrigued. “Are you going to tell me or just let me sit here and suffer?”

“My scheduler called earlier,” she says. Her scheduler is the guy that gets her dates. It’s not a pimp; he doesn’t make her do things she doesn’t want. It’s just a guy that does marketing and admin work.

She starts giggling again.

“Just fucking tell me,” I say.

“He asked me if I knew any t-girls looking for a date.”

“What’s a t-girl?” I ask, wondering what this has to do with my problem.

“Lady boy?” she says. “She-male? Tranny? Any of those ring a bell?”

I’m looking at her, still trying to figure out what the hell she’s talking about, when it dawns on me all of a sudden. “You’re suggesting…” I roll my eyes. “This is a serious problem, I need a serious solution.”

Stacy looks me in the eye, the smile gone now. “I’m completely serious.”

“Me? Dress up as a woman. And fuck some sleazy dude? Hell no.”

“Hear me out,” she says. “You wouldn’t have to have sex with them. Most likely not, anyway. It’s an actual date. And my scheduler doesn’t deal with sleazy guys. This is a special request too so they pay extra. You would clear a thousand just to go out with him, and a lot more than that if you hop in bed.”

That is a lot of money, I’m thinking. It would take me almost a month to make that at my shitty job. And I could do it in one night. “But,” I say, “I need way more than that.”

“You have to start somewhere,” she says. “There aren’t many legit ways to make ten grand in a couple days. Besides, maybe you flirt with this guy, make him fall in love with you, give him a little handy maybe, let him suck your dick, ask for some expensive gift on top of what he pays you. With a bit of hustle and some luck I think you could come pretty close to making it.”

“Give him a little handy? Jesus.”

“Oh come on. You’ve probably done it to yourself thousands of times. You’re practically an expert.”

“But still,” I say.

“What? You’re worried it’s going to turn you gay?”

I shrug. The truth is, I had a couple drunken experiences in college with some guys. And while I didn’t necessarily dislike it at the time, it was years ago and dressing up like a woman then having sex for money is a whole different story.

“I think you should do it,” Stacy says. “Who knows, you might like it. It could be a new career path for you. And anyway, you’re always telling me how much you hate your job. Right?”

She’s not wrong about that. But the few times I day dreamed about what to do instead, becoming a top-shelf transsexual prostitute didn’t make the list.

“What would I even do?” I ask.

“So, that’s a yes?” she says, almost squealing.

“It’s not a yes, I’m just wondering about the logistics. I mean, I don’t know the first thing about being a girl.”

“I’ll show you! It’s fun. Guys fall all over themselves to impress you. Come on, let’s play dress up.” She jumps up from the couch, and before I have a chance to back out, she makes a beeline for her room and yells for me to come in there.


Chapter 3



The next thing I know, I’m standing outside Stacy’s closet, catching dresses she’s throwing at me. How could one person have so many clothes?

“Don’t you think this is enough?” I ask.

“Maybe you’re right,” she says, coming out of the closet now, enjoying the whole situation a little too much. “But don’t you just love trying on clothes?”

“Umm…”

“I know, me too.”

I put the clothes down on her bed and consider running again. Maybe she can see it in my eyes because Stacy says, “You’re doing this. So, just get right with yourself about it. You even said it: you need money. This is money. Easy money even. So, strip.”

“Strip?”

“Yeah. Strip your clothes off.”

“Here?” Feeling a little self-conscious all of a sudden.

“Don’t be shy, you dork. When girls play dress up they get naked together. That’s just how it is.”

“I’m not a girl though. And does that mean you’re getting naked too?”

Stacy looks at me. I’m wondering if I said the wrong thing, went too far. Right now she’s the only friend I have that could help me out with this problem and I definitely don’t want to piss her off. But then she grins, shrugs her shoulders, and peels her shirt off like it’s no big deal, revealing her perfect bare breasts. God knows I’ve been wanting to see those ever since I moved in with her. Who knew all it took was being willing to play dress up? Maybe I could get used to this after all.

“You’re staring,” she says.

“Sorry.” My face is heating up, and I look away.

“Now, it’s your turn. I’m not the one that needs a hot outfit, am I?”

Resigned to my situation, I sigh and take off my shirt and pants. In my fantasies about getting with Stacy, I would imagine us being in her room, half-naked together. And here I am, standing there in the middle of her room in just my boxers, with a half-wood. There she is, topless, inspecting my body, and it’s not at all how I imagined it. But it’s better than nothing I suppose.

“Well,” she says, “you’ll need some different underwear, that’s for sure. Did you buy those in the 90’s?”

She’s pointing at a hole in my boxers.

“They're comfortable,” I say, shrugging.

“If you think those are comfortable, you’ve never worn women’s underwear. It’s another level.” She opens her dresser drawer and pulls out a pair of red panties.

“Shit,” I say, really feeling the gravity of what she’s asking me to do now. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“Stop being a baby. You know, there are a ton of guys that would pay money to be in your situation right now: having a hot girl teach them how to cross dress. And not only are you getting my expert advice for free but you’re going to get paid to do it later.”

Somehow, I’d been blocking that part out of my mind, just trying to get through the dressing like a girl part. But actually going out on a date with some strange dude, knowing I would have to keep up a charade of being a trans woman, was starting to give me a panic attack.

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself,” she says. “I can see it in your face. You got yourself into this mess, now you’re going to get yourself out of it, OK?”

She’s right. I can do this.

Stacy hands me the panties and she’s close enough that I could touch her perfect tits if I wanted and if I thought she would let me. And I definitely do want. Now the problem is my cock is rock-hard and she wants me to take off my underwear and put on her skimpy pair of panties. I look down at myself, then up at her.

“Yeah, I can see it. You have a boner. So what?” she says. “I’m hot, I know. I don’t blame you. But guess what, I’ve seen hundreds of cocks so don’t start getting all shy now. We’re going to get a lot more intimate when I wax you, so you better get used to it now.”

That’s the first she’s mentioned waxing and while I’m distracted with that new thought, Stacy bends down and yanks my boxers down to my ankles. My dick springs up and almost hits her in the face when she stands back up.

“Oh, hello,” she says. “Damn, I didn’t know you were packing heat, boy.” Stacy reaches out and wraps her fingers around my throbbing length, squeezing it in her hand.

Is this my life right now?

“No. Bad girl,” she says, releasing my cock. “Let’s not get distracted. Get those panties on you and I’ll find you a nice bra we can stuff. Oh my god this is so much fun! I feel like I’m in middle school again.”

Good thing one of us is enjoying it. Actually, it’s not that bad, if I’m being honest with myself. My hot roommate did just grab my cock after all. And it’s taking my mind off the money for a minute, not to mention adding reams of new material to my mental spank-bank.

While Stacy digs through her drawer for a bra, I slip the panties up over my hairy legs, and stuff my junk in to them. Hmmm. She’s right. They are pretty damn comfortable. There’s a full length mirror on her wall and I check myself out. Not bad. When I turn around and just look at my ass I can definitely see how I might look like a girl if it weren’t for all the hair. My ass and legs are definitely on the feminine side I realize.

Stacy says, “Wow.” She’s looking at my bulge. “Those panties are definitely going to be stretched out. But what to do? Do t-girls have some kind of special underwear to keep their package in place?”

“How would I know?” I say, shaking my head.

“But, besides all that hair… You definitely have some potential. I’ll say that much. Good thing you don’t have broad shoulders.”

“Hey!” I start to protest, but I look back at the mirror and she’s right. I really do have a body that’s close to a girl’s. I never really thought about it before now.

Then she helps me put on a bra and she stuffs it for me, giggling the whole time telling me how much fun this is. After she has me try on at least ten different outfits, she finally decides on the one she says accentuates my body style the best. We try high heels but I’m terrible at walking in them so we go with a pair of flats. It would be silly if I broke my own leg trying to walk in heels. But then the mafia guy wouldn’t be able to threaten me with that anymore. Probably he would just break my arms instead.

“Now,” Stacy says, “we just need to take care of all that hair.”


Chapter 4



“Fuck!” I yell.

“Stop being a baby. Jesus.”

Easy for her to say. She’s not the one getting waxed for the first time in her life. And I do feel like a baby. We’re in the bathroom and I’m on all fours. Stacy already ripped all the hair off my legs, my front and my balls. Now she’s doing my ass: the cheeks, the butthole, everywhere. And she’s not shy about it, either. She’s getting up right up in there.

“You know,” she says, “you have a pretty cute asshole.”

“Stop,” I say.

“No really. Some assholes aren’t that pretty. But yours… Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

“No. Definitely not,” I say. Feeling super vulnerable right now with her trying to make a field study out of my stink eye.

“You’re really missing out. I love it.”

“Seems painful.”

“It can be, but it doesn’t have to be. And for a guy it’s got to be even better because you have a prostate.”

Stacy rips another strip of wax off of me and I don’t even yelp this time; I’m just resigned to the pain at this point.

“I’m almost done,” she says.

“Oh, take your time, I’m really enjoying it,” I say, deadpan.

“Watch it, buddy. You’re lucky you have a friend like me that’s willing to rip hair off your naughty bits for you.”

“No, you’re right,” I say, serious now. “I’m grateful. I hope this works.”

“It will. Don’t worry.”

When Stacy finally finishes she slaps my butt gently then says, “Hey, while you’re in all fours, you wanna try something?”

“Try what?”

“I have some lube.”

“No. No way.” I’m protesting, but there’s a part of me that’s a bit curious. And at this point I’m horny as hell. My dick has been hard the entire time she’s been waxing me and I need some relief.

“Come on! It’ll be fun. I’ll be gentle.”

“Fine.” I’m pretending like I’m not into it but I’m actually really turned on.

Stacy gets a bottle of lube and squeezes some between my crack, then she coats her finger with it and starts rubbing it all over my taint and against my asshole in a circular motion.

And it feels really fucking good. My cock is going full force.

“Relax yourself,” she says.

I do and she slips her index finger inside me.

It’s super intense and a moan comes out of my mouth before I can stop myself.

“Somebody likes butt play!” Stacy says, fingering my ass now.

“Fuck,” I say. “That’s amazing.”

“Told you.” She reaches around with her other hand to grab my shaft, slowly stroking it while she penetrates me.

“Jesus Christ, that feels so good.”

I want to last as long as I can, savor this moment, but it’s too intense, and pretty soon I have one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. My dick erupts and a geyser of cum shoots out of me so hard the first spurt hits me right in the face. I don’t even care; I’m lost in ecstasy.

There were a lot of firsts in my life today. But learning about how good it feels having my ass fingered is definitely the highlight.

I collapse onto the floor, my hairless legs crossed with my withering cock tucked between them. I look down at myself. Since my junk is tucked between my thighs, the illusion of being a girl is actually pretty convincing.

“What a weird day,” I say to Stacy.

She laughs at me. “Let's find you a wig.”


Chapter 5



The next day, I’m freaking out when it comes time for my date. Stacy is telling me I look hot as hell and not to worry about anything. It’ll be so easy.

Easy? I don’t think so. She is right about how I look though. I have on this sexy red dress and when I look at my reflection in the mirror it’s pretty much impossible to tell I’m not a woman.

The door buzzer to our apartment goes off and I almost jump out of my shoes. Stacy puts her hands on my shoulders and in a soothing voice says, “You got this. If you don’t like it you can just say you’re sick and you have to go. Okay? It’s not a big deal.”

“Easy for you to say. You're not the one cross dressing and about to prostitute yourself for the first time in your life.”

Stacy smiles and smacks me on the butt. “Go get ‘em tiger.”

I speak through the intercom to my date, making sure to pitch my voice up some so I sound like a woman. “I’ll be right down,” I say.

“Oh!” Stacy says. “I almost forgot.” She goes to her room and comes back with something in her hand. Then I see what she’s carrying.

It’s two condoms.

I swallow the lump in my throat and take them from her, putting them in my purse.

She shrugs. “Just in case.”

When I get downstairs, there’s a guy with his back to me in a perfectly cut suit, holding a bouquet.

He turns around when he hears my footsteps.

“Wow,” he says, his dark eyes opening wide. “You’re beautiful.”

The guy is in his early thirties, dark hair, dark eyes. Looks like a young Al Pacino; but Pacino from Godfather Part Two, not Scarface. He has a real gentleman vibe about him. And he’s attractive as hell.

When I pictured what he’d look like before, it was some crusty old dude, a total creeper. But this guy is nothing like that.

“I’m Renzo,” he says, holding out his hand for me to shake.

“Hi,” I say, putting my hand in his. It’s much bigger than mine, and I can tell it’s strong, but he doesn’t squeeze my hand very hard. Not like the normal handshakes I’m used to getting from men. This one is gentle. “I’m D— “ I stop myself before I say my actual name, Doug. Somehow, with all the preparing me to be a woman, Stacy and I didn’t come up with a woman’s name for me. Thinking on the fly, I blurt out the first woman’s name I can think of that starts with a D.

“I’m Dorothy,” I say. Dorothy? What the fuck? Was I born in 1920?

“Dorothy,” he says, slowly, letting it drip out of his mouth. “I like it.”

He smiles at me, all confidence. “I brought you these.” He hands me the flowers.

“They’re beautiful,” I say, smelling them. “Oh wow. They smell great.”

“I’m glad you like them. I’m parked over here.”

As we walk to his car, he has his hand on the small of my back, leading me, and I realize how much I’m starting to like being a woman, having a man bring me flowers, take charge of the situation. If this is all there is to it, and he’s going to give me a thousand bucks then I should have started doing this a long time ago.

We get to his car, a brand new Cadillac, and he opens the door for me. “Watch your head,” he says, as I get in. What a fucking gentleman. I didn’t know guys like this even existed.

After he gets in the car, and starts driving, I say, “So where are we going?”

“Well, I was going to take you some place private, but after seeing you, after seeing how beautiful you are, I think I’m going to take you to my restaurant.”

“Your restaurant?”

“One of my restaurants. A little Italian place I own. Well, I’m part owner. More like a silent partner, you know? How does that sound?”

“It sounds great. I love Italian food.”

He looks at me and smiles. “I thought you might. This place has the best Italian food in the city. You’re going to love it.”

“Perfect.”

“The only thing is, some of my business associates will be there.”

“Okay,” I say, not understanding what he’s getting at.

“My associates… they’re conservative you could say. Sometimes, when I have a date with a girl like you, a very pretty girl, that doesn’t look like she might be a man, I like to take the girl around them, show her off.”

“That’s fine,” I say, wanting to be agreeable. If this guy owns a restaurant he must be super rich and maybe I have a chance to hustle the whole ten grand out of him, like Stacy said.

“But the thing is, they can’t under any circumstances think that you might not be a girl. Because my associates, being traditional Italians, being the conservative guys that they are, wouldn’t take it so well if they thought I might be dating a man. But you—“ He takes his eyes of the road for a moment, and looks at me. “—You are a ten out of ten, and there’s no chance they’ll ever suspect a thing.

“So, are you okay with it? We can go somewhere else if you’re not.”

Still, wanting to be as agreeable as possible, I quickly nod my head. “Yeah, I don’t mind. It sounds fun.”

So this guy, this businessman, has a thing for trans girls and he gets off going on dates with them around his conservative business associates. And he’s going to pay me a thousand bucks to do it. I can handle that. No big deal.

That’s what I thought, anyway.

When we get to the restaurant I realize just how wrong I was.

Everything starts out fine. Renzo pulls up front of the little hole in the wall restaurant and gives his keys to the valet. We go inside, and the maitre d' greets us; he acts like Renzo is the king of the world, says his table is all ready in the back. Okay, all good. Renzo does own the restaurant after all.

But when we pass by the bar to get to our table is when things turn south.

Sitting there, reading the paper, sipping on a drink, is the mob guy I owe money to!

I do a double take when I see him, then try to hide my face as we’re about to walk by, hoping he doesn’t see me.

But he sees us and gets up and greets Renzo, calling him boss.

“How you doing, Legs?” Renzo says to him, shaking his hand.

“Not bad, not bad. It’s a slow day.”

“Let me introduce you to my date. This is Dorothy. Dorothy this is Legs.”

The guy he’s calling Legs, the guy who I owe thirteen grand to, the guy who just yesterday threatened to break my legs, is holding his hand out to me, smiling like an angel. I want to run away before he recognizes me but I realize it would be absurd to try to leave now.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Legs says.

“Very nice to meet you to,” I say, shaking his hand.

He squints his eyes at me. Here it comes, I think. “Do I know you? You look familiar.”

I shake my head furiously. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Are you sure? Do you dance over at The Velvet?”

“Nope,” I say, wanting to crawl under a table.

Then, thank god, Renzo steps in. “What the fuck, Legs? I introduce you to my date and you accuse her of being a stripper? Where’s your manners?”

Legs looks like a scared puppy. “Sorry boss. I don’t know what I was thinking. Sorry ma’am. It was very nice to meet you.”

We make our way to our table as I’m finally realizing the situation and doing my best not to shit my panties (which are riding up my ass at this point). Renzo, my date, is a mobster. And the guy I owe money to works for him.

And in the car, when he said his conservative business associates wouldn’t look kindly on him dating a lady boy, he meant that they would kill him and probably me. And I've seen enough gangster movies to know it would most likely be a painful death.

So as I sit down at the candle-lit table with Renzo, my Al Pacino lookalike prostitution date, taking stock of my situation, I’ve gone from owing a mobbed up goon named Legs thirteen grand, where the danger of me not paying within three days is him breaking my legs, to being dressed as a woman, with a very powerful mob boss, where if anybody finds out, I’m going to end up with my feet set in concrete and my body dropped over the side of a boat.

“Everything all right?” Renzo asks me.

“Fine, fine,” I say, taking a gulp of water, feeling my chest tightening under the constricting bra I’m wearing. “Everything’s great. I think I’d like some wine.”

Once I get a few glasses of cabernet in me, I’m able to get my nerves back under control, and I wipe my sweaty palms down the front of my dress.

Renzo orders for us and we have the best meal I think I’ve had in my life. Renzo, contrary to how I’d imagine a mob boss with a thing for trans girls would act, is a complete gentleman.

He’s actually really funny too, making me laugh the whole time. Legs finally leaves his post at the bar and doesn’t come back and I finally can stop holding my breath and stop wondering if I’m going to strangled to death from behind at any moment.

When we finish the meal, and the desert, and the after-dinner drink, Renzo tells me he’s had a lovely time but needs to take me home because he has some business to attend to. Again, leaning on my knowledge of mob movies, I don't even entertain the idea of asking him what that business might be.

And just when I was starting to enjoy myself too.

I’m tipsy on the car ride back to my apartment and, remembering what Stacy told me about trying to hustle him a bit, I put my hand on his leg, squeezing his thigh. He glances over at me, flashes me a smile, and covers my hand with his, squeezing it gently.

In front of my apartment, he gets out and opens my door. I grab the flowers he gave me earlier, and try not to trip in my drunken state in unfamiliar ladies shoes. We walk up to the door to the building holding hands.

“I had a really great time,” he says.

“Me too,” I say. And I really mean it. Despite the circumstances, it was one of the nicest nights I’ve had in a while.

Then he leans in and kisses me. And before I can remember that he’s a guy and I shouldn’t want to kiss him, I greet his mouth with slightly parted lips. Our tongues touch for the briefest moment and I swear there was electricity going off.

He pulls back, the cutest grin on his face, and then he’s putting something in my hand. I look down. It’s a stack of hundreds.

“Oh,” I say.

“Listen. I really enjoyed spending time with you. Maybe we can do it again tomorrow night? Maybe something a bit more private so we can get to know each other better?”

Half of me is telling me it’s a terrible idea. That I’m playing with fire every second being seen with this guy. But the other half of me (maybe the bottom half judging by the uncomfortable bulge in my panties) is telling me to go for it. He’s nice, makes me feel wanted, and besides, there’s obviously much more where the stack of hundreds in my hand came from. God knows I need more. Way more. So without much hesitation, I agree.

His cute grin turns into a full-blown smile. He says, “Perfect. I’ll send a car for you tomorrow night. 8 o’clock. Sweet dreams, Dorothy. Thank you for the lovely evening.”

“Thank you, Renzo.”


Chapter 6



I’m pacing around Stacy’s room, wearing only a pair of panties and socks. There are clothes everywhere. It looks like a bomb went off in a department store.

And I’m freaking out.

Renzo called earlier today and said to wear something nice, that he invited a few friends over to join us for dinner. His voice sounded so sexy, so masculine over the phone. I was so nervous I couldn’t think of what to say. He told me he was excited to see me. I told him I was excited too, and the truth was I wasn’t even hustling him at this point. I really was excited.

And so now, I don’t know what the hell to wear and it’s making me run around like a chicken with its head cut off.

“Goddamnit!” I throw up my hands in frustration after trying on the same dress for the third time, not liking how it makes my legs look—too manly.

“Oh my god,” Stacy says. “You are such a drama queen. You’re really getting into this acting like a woman thing aren’t you?”

“Don’t even start with me,” I say. “You know how important this is. If anybody finds out I’m not a woman, I’m probably dead. If I don’t impress Renzo enough to get another nine thousand dollars out of him by tomorrow, I’ll get my legs broken. So yes, maybe I’m acting like a drama queen but it’s not unreasonable!”

“Relax! You’re going to hyperventilate yourself.”

She’s right. My chest is heaving in and out and I’m starting to feel a little dizzy.

She hands me a black dress. “Try this on again. I’m telling you it looks great on you.”

Stacy helps me get into the dress, zips the back up for me. We look at my reflection in the mirror.

“Fine,” I say. “I look like a cow but it’ll have to do.”

“You’re hilarious. You look hot and you definitely don’t look like a cow. Jesus.”

“Sorry. I’m just a little stressed out.”

“You’ll be fine. You’re a natural. But, listen. A little advice from an old pro? Don’t go falling in love with this guy. I know this is all a little new to you, and there are a lot of changes happening, but falling in love with him is just going to make your life hell. Look at him as a paycheck. You’re offering a service and he’s paying you for that service. End of story. Ok?”

“I know. Trust me, I’m not falling in love with… a dude.”

But is that true? The way he makes me feel when he touches me, when he opens the door for me, when he orders food for me and somehow knows exactly what I’ll like. When I’m with him, it makes me feel like he’s the king of the world, and I’m his queen. Like he would do anything for me.

Wow. I really do have it bad.

Focus, Dorothy. Or Doug. Gah! I don’t even know my name anymore.

When the driver shows up, Stacy is still helping me put my makeup on so I make him wait another ten minutes.

Downstairs, I’m happy to see the driver is from an actual car service, and not some mobster, and especially not that goon, Legs. I’d really like to avoid him at all costs at the moment. If he finally realizes who I am, it’s not going to end well.

We pull up to Renzo’s house, and I’m awe struck. It’s an actual mansion. It must cost a fortune!

I ring the doorbell and pull the hem of my dress down, wondering if it’s too short, or not fancy enough.

Then the door opens, and Renzo is there, looking at me, smiling, his eyes taking me all in. He says, “Dorothy. You look amazing.”

All the butterflies leave me stomach when he kisses me, a deep, passionate kiss, that makes my toes curl and my nether regions tingle. A kiss that would make anyone swoon.

Stacy’s reminder to not fall in love is just a faint echo in my mind now.

Inside the house, there are about ten people there. Renzo walks me around to everyone, introducing me. He’s so smooth with them too, knowing just what to say to make people laugh. And the people at this party… Jesus. There are politicians, businessmen, high-ranking cops. With this house, and friends like these, I’m starting to realize just how rich and powerful Renzo really is.

Dinner is amazing. Renzo sits at the head of the table, with me at his side. He has the chef from another one of his restaurants (how many does he have?!) personally serving us.

After dinner, people are mingling. I lose track of Renzo and I’m talking to the wife of the Mayor’s campaign manager about some charity event she’s organizing. She’s asking me if I want to come when I feel hands around my waist and warm breath against my ear.

“Can I steal her away from you for a minute?” It’s Renzo.

“Of course,” the lady says. “You’ve got a real winner there Renzo. Such a smart and polite girl. And pretty too!”

“I know, she’s gorgeous,” Renzo says.

I know my face is turning red from embarrassment and luckily Renzo pulls me away when he does because I really hate it when people see me blush.

He leads me outside, to a terrace that overlooks the city. The view is amazing.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” He asks.

“It’s okay,” I say.

“Yeah, it’s not really my scene either. But I have to mingle with these people if I want to get anything done in this town.”

“They’re not so bad,” I say. “But I wouldn’t be upset if they left and I had you all to myself.”

Renzo pulls me close, kissing my neck, nibbling at the sensitive skin near my ear, driving me wild.

Our bodies pressed together, I can feel his hardness against my leg. Up until now, I haven’t done anything that I would consider all that gay. Well, okay, he’s kissing me and I’m enjoying it but there hasn’t been any genital touching. It’s an arbitrary line to cross, I know—especially considering that I’m making out with a man while I’m dressed as a woman with my hard cock stuffed into a tight pair of my roommate's panties—but it’s still a line.

And then I cross it.

Reaching down between us, my fingers find the outline of his bulge. He groans into my ear as I grab his length.

“Fuck,” he says. “I want you so bad.”

I start stroking him as he showers my neck with aggressive kisses.

“I need you,” he says.

Then we’re making out as I unbutton his pants, slide my hand against his warm skin, slowly brushing my fingers lower until they find what I’m looking for.

I squeeze his cock against the palm of my hand. He bites my neck.

And now I want him too. Truthfully, I wanted him all night. But now it’s to a point where I need him. And I tell him.

Whispering into his ear, I say, “I want you inside me.”

He looks me in the eye, all lust and determination. “Let’s go upstairs.”


Chapter 7



In his room, he throws me down on the bed, then climbs between my legs. I wrap them around his powerful torso, pulling him towards me. He kisses me and I’m melting under his weight, feeling so secure and more turned on than I have in my entire life. The scruff from his whisker tickles my cheek.

“Please fuck me, Renzo. I want you.”

Reaching down, he pulls my dress up, kisses my smooth stomach, then in one aggressive motion, he rips my panties down, pulls them off my legs and throws them over his shoulder.

He looks at my hard cock, then up at me, pausing for a moment before moving in for another passionate kiss, while he pulls his pants down to his knees.

Now our dicks are touching, rubbing together as he moves his hips up and down.

I’m moaning like a woman, caught up in the ecstasy of the situation. Two days ago I never would have imagined I’d be in this situation. But here I am, loving every second of it.

“Can I suck you?” I say. The words barely sound like their coming from my mouth. They’re so foreign. But it’s me alright, and I mean every bit of it.

Renzo stands up, strips out of his shirt so that he’s completely naked now, towering over me at the edge of the bed.

I sit up, my face just inches from his manhood. He grabs the back of my head, guiding me forward.

I let him lead. This is my first time sucking a cock after all, and anyway it's turning me on letting him have his way with my mouth.

Slowly, he starts fucking my face. I have my hands on his rock-hard ass, grabbing it, holding on, just along for the ride of my life.

He’s being firm but also gentle, and I can tell he’s holding back some. Maybe he senses I’m new at this.

But fuck that. I want it all. I push my head forward, letting his cock all the way in as far as it will go, feeling his crown entering my throat with each thrust, doing my best to relax.

I think he loves it because he’s fucking my mouth hard now, groaning. I can feel his butt flexing every time he moves into me. My own cock is throbbing now, wanting attention. But this is about him, not about me.

Renzo pulls out of my mouth, saliva dripping from his tip.

“Turn around,” he says.

I do as I’m told. Turning around on the bed, getting on all fours, arching my back and looking over my shoulder at him.

He’s smirking.

“Is this how you want me?” I say.

“That’s perfect.”

He grabs my hips. The underside of his cock rubs against my entrance.

“Stop teasing me,” I say. “I want you inside me.”

He grabs his cock and presses the head against my puckered asshole, slowing entering me, only letting the tip go inside, then pulling out again.

I’m moaning as he does that same thing several times, putting just the head inside me, the pulling it out.

The next time he does it, I try pushing back into him, trying to tell him with my body that I want him—all of him.

But he holds my hips in place, seeming to get a kick out of teasing me.

“You really do want my cock don’t you?”

“Yes, baby,” I say. “Give it to me. I want you to fuck me, hard.”

“How bad do you want it?”

“Real bad. Please. I want your cock inside my tight little ass.”

That seems to satisfy him, because then he grabs my hips, digging his fingers into my soft flesh, and guides himself into me, slowly, until he sinks his entire length into my virgin ass.

I’m completely filled. And it feels… so hot. He starts pumping his hips into me, and even though I’m not touching my dick at all, I feel like I could come at any moment. Who knew getting fucked in the ass could feel this good?

My fingers are clenching the sheets as he fucks me even harder, slamming his Italian cock into me.

“Oh fuck, Renzo. Oh fuck.” I can feel the orgasm building now. “Oh god, that feels so good. Don’t stop.”

He’s hands grip my waist, pulling me towards him with every stroke.

Then I feel it coming. It’s an orgasm that starts deep inside me. My cock starts to leak come as the pleasure tears through my body. I’m moaning so loud I’m sure the people downstairs can hear.

But I don’t care.

“I’m coming Renzo. Oh my god, I’m coming.”

Then I feel his cock explode inside my ass. He collapses down on my back, biting me, as his hips continue to pump, filling me with his warm come, until he’s finally finished.

“Jesus christ, Dorothy,” he says. “That was unbelievable. I think I’m falling for you.”


Chapter 8



The next morning I wake up to Renzo walking into the room, carrying a tray.

“I hope you’re hungry,” he says. “I brought you some breakfast.”

“Wow,” I say. “You brought me breakfast in bed?” Nobody’s ever done something this nice for me before. I’m completely flattered.

“Of course, I did. Stick with me and there’s lots more where this came from.”

“Renzo. Why are you being so nice to me?” I sit up, leaning my back against the large oak headboard.

He puts the tray of food across my lap, shrugs. “You deserve it. I know people, Dorothy. You could say it’s part of my job to get a sense of people when I first meet them. You don’t last long in my business without having that sixth sense. And you’re good people.”

My cheeks are burning from the compliment and I lean over and kiss him on the lips. “You’re so sweet. This is great.”

“Listen, I have to work today.”

“On a Saturday?”

“So what? You don’t get ahead in life by sitting around on your ass just because it’s the weekend. Unless of course, you got a body and a face like yours. Then you can sit around all you want and guys like me will shower you with whatever you want.”

“Stop it. You’re going to spoil me.”

“I hope so. But like I was saying, I have to work today but I’d like to see you again tonight. And I was thinking maybe you could go shopping today. I wouldn’t mind seeing you dressed up in some leather.”

“Leather? I don’t know.”

“Come on. You would look so good in it. And even better when I’m taking it off of you. But it’s up to you. Get whatever you want. There’s some cash in the top drawer of the dresser over there. Take however much you need, okay?”

Before he leaves, he kisses me on the cheek and squeezes my hand. “I can’t wait to see you again.”

While I’m eating, my phone dings with a text message from an unknown number.

UNKNOWN: You got my money?

ME: Who is this?

UNKNOWN: You know who the fuck it is. You got my money or do you want me to break one of your legs to help you find it?

Jesus. How the hell did he get my number. He must have looked it up somehow since he knew my name from looking at my driver’s license.

ME: I’ll have it really soon. Don’t worry.

UNKNOWN: If you don’t have it by tomorrow I’m going to start breaking things off of you.

ME: No problem.

My heart is pounding as I put the phone down. With the whole Renzo thing going on last night, I kind of forgot how much shit I’m in.

Quickly, I finish up the food, and throw my dress on then I go over to the dresser where Renzo said the money was.

When I open it I can’t believe my eyes. There has to be at least twenty grand in there. This would more than solve my problem with Mr. Legs. But if I took ten grand from Renzo without asking I have a feeling I would have a whole new problem.

And besides that I’m not going to steal from someone who’s being so nice to me.

Technically, he does owe me for last night though. And he did tell me to take as much as I want. But I’m pretty sure that he didn’t mean take ten thousand dollars to go buy something leather from the store.

Shit.

Our first date was a thousand dollars. And I didn’t sleep with him. Nothing happened at all. And last night I came to his house (a house call should be extra, right?) and I let him take my backdoor virginity. So that has to be worth something. Still, I don’t think I can reasonably charge more than say, five grand for that. And I definitely don’t feel comfortable taking that much. Fuck, what do I do?

I call Stacy but she doesn’t pick up and I don’t leave a message.

In the end, I decide to take three thousand dollars. That seems fair and I decide maybe I’ll ask him for a loan or something later. I’m not sure. I’m definitely not going to take something from him without asking though.

For the rest of the day, I do some shopping, picking out some things I think Renzo will like and when I get home to my apartment later that afternoon the shit hits the fan.


Chapter 9



I take a shower, and I’m in the bathroom, wearing a robe with just a pair of panties on underneath, painting my nails, when it happens.

“Hello, Doug,” Legs says. He’s standing in the doorway to the bathroom with a creepy grin on his face.

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me. How did you get in here?”

“I picked the lock. You playing dress up or what?” Pointing at the nail polish.

“I’m just, uh…”

He grabs the lapel of my robe and rips it open.

“Holy mother of God. You’re wearing ladies underwear? What kind of shit is this?”

I snatch the robe closed and stare at him. “What are you doing here?”

“You know, if I squint,” he says, “you look kinda cute.”

He’s coming towards me. I back away to the other side of the bathroom, looking for something to grab, something to hit him with if I have to. But there’s nothing.

“I told you I’d have your money soon.”

“Yeah, I know,” he say. “I just wanted to make sure you weren’t getting any funny ideas. But now that I’m here I see you’re dressing up like a girl, and I’m wondering what the hell is going on?”

“Listen,” I say. “I’m going to have your money. I can give you some right now. I have four grand.”

“I’ll take it but don’t think you’re getting any favors from me cause you look like a chick. That’s some sick shit you know?”

This guy has an insane look in his eye. Like he wants to fuck me. Or kill me. Or both. I’m not sure.

“The money’s in my room. I’ll get it for you.”

He’s blocking my way out of the bathroom. I go to walk around him but he steps in front of me. I try to go the other way, and he grabs my wrist. It feels like he’s going to break my arm in half just by squeezing it.

“Fuck, that hurts,” I say. “Let me get your money.”

His meat hook wrenches down on my arm even harder. My legs buckle from the pain and I fall down to my knees on the floor in front of him.

“I’m giving the orders around here. Understand? Freak.”

“Yeah, I understand. Just let me get you your money. I’ll have the rest of it tomorrow. I swear.”

He’s looking down at me, grinning. The asshole is really getting a kick out this.

“You’re pretty damn cute you know? When I was in the joint I let some dudes like you suck my dick. Happened loads of times. I mean, it’s not gay if some fag is the one sucking your dick, right?”

He actually seems to be asking me. I don’t know what to tell him. But there is no way in hell I’m sucking this douche bag’s cock. He can kill me before I do that.

After what seems like an eternity, he lets go of my wrist. Slowly, I crawl around him then stand up.

“No funny business,” he says, while following me to my room. My heart is about to beat out of my chest but I’m walking because I don’t want to make any sudden movements that will set him off again.

The cash is on my desk. I’m counting it when he grabs me from behind, starts kissing my neck. I freeze. His breath smells like dog food. I think I might vomit.

“You got a nice little ass on you, don’t you?” I can feel his hard cock pressing into me. He’s trying to push me forward, make me bend over.

Fuck this. With all my strength, I slam by head backwards. I hear a crunch when I connect with his nose, then a scream.

I turn around to see blood streaming out of his face. He’s looking at me like he’s actually going to kill me now. He’s faster than me, and grabs me before I can get away, pulling my arm behind my back like the cops do.

Now I’m screaming. It feels like he’s going to rip my arm off.

“You little fucking bitch,” he says. “You broke my nose. I can’t believe you broke my fucking nose. I'm gonna kill you.

While I’m struggling and failing to get away from him, his cell phone starts ringing in his pocket. He knees me in the stomach. All the air leaves me as I collapse onto the ground again. I’m sucking in for air, gasping, but I’m not getting anything.

He answers his phone. I can barely make out his voice over the nasty sound my lungs are making trying to get air back into them.

“Renzo,” he says. “You’re never going to believe what just happened to me. A fucking tranny just broke my nose. Can you believe it? I’m at this guy’s house, collecting, and I find him dressed up in ladies underwear. And then out of nowhere this fucking fag head butts me in the nose. Can you believe that shit?”

My air is slowly starting to come back to me. What would Renzo do if he knew I were here on the floor? Would he tell this monster to just kill me? So there’s no chance of anybody finding out about his secret?

“You want the address?” Legs says. Then I hear him tell Renzo my address before he hangs up the phone.

“The boss says he's coming over. I told him don't bother, I'll take care of it. But he insisted. Says he’ll be here in ten minutes. I think you’re a dead man. Or girl, or whatever the fuck.”


Chapter 10



The whole time we’re waiting for Renzo to show up, Legs is telling me about all the cruel shit he’s going to do to me before he kills me.

I’m almost positive this is going to be my last day on earth.

When Renzo finally shows up and Legs lets him in, he takes one look at me with cold, dark eyes. Then takes Legs off to the side and he’s whispering to him.

Fuck. I’m definitely screwed. He acted like he didn’t know me. But I’m positive he recognized me. I don’t have my wig on but he knows what I look like for Christ's sake.

And all that bullshit this morning, about how much he liked me. That was all just a line of crap. He doesn’t give a shit.

“Boss,” I can hear Legs saying. “Let me do it. The mother fucker head butted me when I wasn’t looking. I should be the one that does it.”

Renzo just stares at him.

Then Legs points a finger at me. “You are so fucking dead you faggot.”

Then he storms out of the room. And I hear the door to the apartment slam shut.

Renzo doesn’t look at me. He immediately takes his cell phone out, calls someone. Into the phone he says, “Our friend, the debt collector? It’s time for him to take a vacation. A permanent one.” Then he hangs up the phone.

I close my eyes. This is it.

I flinch when I feel his hands grab my shoulders.

“Dorothy,” he says.

I open my eyes. His face has changed from the cold expression he walked in with. Now it’s all concern.

“Are you okay?” he says. “Did he hurt you?”

“Are you mad at me?”

“Fuck no, I’m not mad at you. But why didn’t you tell me you owed him money. He said you owe him thirteen?”

“Yeah, it was a stupid bet my friend talked me into. I don’t know what I was thinking.” Tears starts to well up in my eyes.

“Hey, none of that.” He pulls me into his chest, hugs me. “Why didn’t you just take the money from my dresser. There’s enough there to cover thirteen.”

“I wasn’t about to steal from you. Not after you were so nice to me.”

“Jesus, Dorothy. You could’ve just asked me. I would have given you that in a second.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Well, you don’t have to worry about it now. Legs ain’t going to be bothering you any more. Or anybody for that matter. You understand?”

“I’m so glad you’re here. Jesus, I thought I was going to die.”

“Don’t worry about that now. You’re safe with me. Wipe those tears off your face. And put something more comfortable on. I’m going to make you some dinner. I hope you like spaghetti.”

That night we drink wine and eat spaghetti, talking about life. When we’re finally done talking, we move to the bed and stay up until the sun peaks through the window, letting our bodies do the talking.
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