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CHAPTER ONE

“Oscar, I’m not going through this anymore. You say you’re going to do something, but something else happens, and it never gets done. I’m done. I can’t take this anymore. You have to go.”

“Go? Go where?”

“I don’t care. Sleep at work, sleep in your car; I just don’t want you in this house anymore.”

“Fine. I’ll move my things into my office until I find someplace to go.”

“NO! I want you out of the house by Friday.”

“Friday? That’s tomorrow.”

“Yep.”

“Come on, Joan. Don’t be like this. I’ll change, you’ll see. Let me stay and prove it to you.”

Joan was standing in the middle of the living room with her hands on her hips. “You’ll change? Really, you, Oscar Ramsey, are going to change? Well, let’s see what Mr. Oscar Ramsey has done that he told me he would do.”

Joan walks toward the garage. She opens the door. “Oscar, can you tell me where my car is right now? Oh, that’s right, it’s parked on the street because you still haven’t cleaned out the garage. You keep piling stuff in here that you say you will take to the dump, but it hasn’t been taken to the dump. This is five years of crap you’ve piled in the garage. But you know what, this crap is out of here today. I’ve already called some guys who do this kind of thing. They will be here in an hour to haul all this stuff off, so you don’t have to worry about it.”

“I have some things in there that I don’t want to be thrown away.”

Joan whirls around, shooting daggers at Oscar with her eyes. “Well, I guess you had best put on your big boy panties and wade through all that junk to find whatever it is you want to keep because when they get here, everything in that garage is gone.”

“What about the kid's toys and bikes that are in there?”

“They haven’t played with them in years; they’ll never miss them.”

Joan walks back into the house and opens the broom closet. She jumps back as things start falling to the floor.

“What about this closet you told me last week you would get cleaned out? Oh, that’s right, you had to quote work late unquote, and then you were just too tired to do it, but you would tackle it on Sunday. Let’s see what happened Sunday. Oh, yeah, your good friend Felix called and wanted to go bowling, so you just needed to unwind and went bowling with Felix.”

“So? Don’t I deserve to have some fun?”

“Yeah, everybody deserves to have fun every now and then, but adult responsibilities come first. When was the last time I got to do something fun? When was the last time you helped me around the house or did what you promised me you would do?”

Oscar opened his mouth to tell her she went on a cruise with her sister and mother, but he remembered that it had been ten years ago. Come to think of it; Oscar couldn’t remember any time in the past five years that Joan hadn’t been either working or taking care of the kids.

“You can’t think of anything, can you? That’s because I am the only adult that lives in this house. I work a full-time job, I come home, I cook dinner, I put a load of laundry in the washer, I help the kids with their homework, I make sure they take a bath, I clean the kitchen, I put the wet clothes in the dryer, I put the kids to bed, and I might get to take a shower before I go to bed and that is after I have put the dishes away, cleaned up after the kids, folded the clothes and put them away. What are you doing during all this?”

Oscar had the decency to look ashamed and embarrassed. He really had not been a good husband or father to their kids.

“I’m sitting on the couch watching television.”

Joan nodded, “You are sitting on the couch watching television. What do you do if one of the kids wants some attention from you or wants to tell you about their day?”

“I tell them to leave me alone; I’m watching television.”

“Right, so who do you think the kids are going to want to stay with?”

“You.”

“Right, I’m keeping the house and the kids. If you think you can remember, you can see them every weekend. You may come here to be with them, or you can pick them up and take them to the park or someplace. I will have to see where you live before I let them stay overnight with you.”

Oscar knew that Joan was right. “Okay, I’ll pack my things and get out.”

“Your things are already packed. I’ve had them packed for two weeks. You didn’t even notice that most of your clothes weren’t in your closet anymore, did you ?”

Joan shook her head, walked to the bedroom she used to share with Oscar, and came out carrying two suitcases. She sat them beside the front door. Joan walked back into the bedroom and carried out a box. She set the box down beside the suitcases and stood up. She blew a piece of hair that had fallen into her face away from her face. Joan popped her hands on her hips.

“Do you think you might be man enough to go carry the last box out of the bedroom, or do I have to do that one too?”

Oscar grumbled something under his breath, but he walked into the bedroom and carried the last box to the door.

“Let me know where you will be staying so I know where to forward your mail.”

Joan stood at the front door and watched as Oscar loaded his stuff into his car. Joan took one last walk around the house to make sure she had packed all of his stuff, and there wasn’t anything left that he would need to come back to get. The only thing she spotted was his golf clubs, but they were buried under the pile of stuff that had fallen out of the broom closet. They could go to the dump with everything else. She was just glad to finally be rid of Oscar.

Joan walked back to the front door and saw that Oscar was still sitting in his car parked in the driveway. As far as she was concerned, he could sleep in his car. He just wasn’t coming back into the house unless it was to pick up the kids.

Joan looked at Oscar one more time and then shut and locked the front door. She had just enough time to take a quick shower, get dressed, and get to work on time.

Oscar was still sitting in his car when Joan walked out of the house and got into her car, and drove away. She smiled to herself, just thinking about Oscar trying to get back into the house. She had already had the locks changed.

Joan turned on the radio and sang as loud as she could all the way to work. She felt happier today than she had in five years.

Oscar sat in his car and watched Joan leave for work. He waited a few more minutes until he knew she was out of sight. He got out of his car and walked to the front door. He tried to put his key into the door, but it wouldn’t fit. He tried again and got the same results. Oscar sighed and hung his head. Joan hadn’t been kidding this time; she was really out of Oscar’s life forever.

Oscar walked back to his car and called his friend Felix. Felix and his wife had divorced a few years ago, and Oscar knew Felix had a spare bedroom.

Felix answered on the second ring. “Hello.”

“Hey, Felix.”

“Hey, Oscar, what’s up?”

“Joan threw me out.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Nope, she means it this time. She had already packed all my stuff. She even changed the locks.”

“Oh, wow, she means business this time, doesn’t she?”

“It looks that way. Hey, I hate to impose, but could I stay with you until I find my own place?”

“Sure, buddy, I’d love to have the company.”

“Thanks. I guess I’ll see you after work. I don’t have time to bring my stuff over right now.”

“That’s fine. I’ll see you around 6. I’ll put the key under the brown flower pot at the back door.”

“Okay, thanks again.”

“Hey, what are friends for?”

Oscar hung up the phone and went to work. He had a hard time concentrating as his mind kept running over all the things he could have done to make his marriage work. It was too late now; he just had to get over it and move on.

When Oscar got off work, he almost drove back to his house but remembered he didn’t have a house to go back to. He had to turn around and drive to Felix’s house. It was only five when Oscar got to Felix’s house. Oscar parked his car, walked around back, found the flowerpot, and retrieved the key. Oscar opened Felix’s backdoor and walked inside. He unlocked the front door to make it easier to carry his stuff inside.

Oscar had just brought in the last box when Felix got home. Instead of taking the boxes into his room, Oscar had just dropped them in the middle of the living room. Felix had forgotten Oscar was moving in with him until he walked in his front door and tripped over the boxes Oscar had placed on the floor.

“Dammit!”

Oscar came out of his room. “What happened?”

Felix was picking himself up off the floor when Oscar walked back into the living room. “I tripped over these boxes. Why the hell didn’t you take these to your room?”

“They’re heavy. I carried them as far as I could.”

“They can’t stay here. Move them into your room.”

Oscar mumbled something under his breath but picked up one of the boxes and carried it into his room. He didn’t immediately come back for the other one, so Felix went looking for Oscar.

Felix found Oscar lying on his bed naked and asleep.

“What the hell, Oscar!”

Oscar woke up with a start, “What!?”

“You carry one box, and you have to take a nap?”

“Sorry, dude, a lot has happened today that I need to process.”

“One, why are you naked? And two, get those boxes into your room, and you can process all night long if you have to.”

“I like sleeping in the nude.”

Felix didn’t actually mind the fact that Oscar was naked. Even though Oscar was a relatively lazy person, his body was in good shape. Felix had a secret that only a few people knew about. Felix felt his manhood twitch in his jeans, looking at Oscar. Oscar pulled on a pair of sweats without bothering to put on any underwear. He brushed past Felix on his way out his bedroom door. Felix took a deep breath and savored Oscar’s scent.

Oscar reluctantly carried all the suitcases and boxes into his room. He didn’t bother unpacking anything because deep down, he thought he could talk Joan into taking him back.

It had only been two weeks since Oscar moved in with Felix, and Felix completely understood why Joan kicked Oscar out. Oscar was the biggest slob Felix had ever seen in his life. Oscar refused to pick up after himself. He wouldn’t even take his plate to the sink after he got through eating.

Felix had put up with Oscar’s sloppiness long enough. He knew exactly how to get him to start cleaning up after himself. He decided to put his plan into motion right after work. Oscar wouldn’t know what hit him.


CHAPTER TWO

Oscar was completely oblivious to his bad habits. What everybody else could see, he had a blind eye to. When he arrived home from work and Felix was sitting on the couch waiting for him, it kind of shocked him. He always beat Felix home from work.

“Hey, you’re home early.”

“Yeah, I only had to work a half-day today.”

“Lucky you,” Oscar threw his jacket across the back of a chair when he could have easily hung it on the hall tree beside the door.

Felix shook his head. He made a mental note to tell Joan that she was a saint for putting up with Oscar for almost 15 years.

“So, have you found a place to live yet?”

Oscar frowned. “I thought I was living here?”

“No, you called and asked if you could STAY here for a few weeks until you found your own place. It’s been three weeks.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize you wanted me gone.”

“It’s not that I want you gone, but you haven’t offered to help with any of the bills like you said you would, and I have been buying all the groceries and listening to you bitch about not liking what I fix.”

“Well, if I had known living with you was going to be so structured, I would have found some other place to go.”

“I don’t think having a few rules is considered structured. This is my house, but you are treating it more like a frat house.”

“I’m not a teenager, Felix; you won’t treat me like one.”

“Nobody is treating you like a teenager, Oscar. I thought we were two grown adults who were going to share responsibilities, but you obviously need a full-time maid just to keep up with you.”

“I need a maid?”

“Yes, you need a maid. Where did you put your jacket?”

Oscar looked around and saw his jacket lying across the back of the closest chair. “On the chair.”

Felix stood up and walked toward Oscar; he picked up his jacket and walked two steps to the hall tree, and hung up the jacket. “How hard is it to put the jacket on the hall tree instead of throwing it across a chair? It’s not like it’s across the room. It is literally beside the door.”

“Fine, I’ll hang my damn jacket on the stupid hall tree from now on.”

Felix smiled and shook his head. “No, you won’t. You’ll come home tomorrow and do the exact same thing you did today. Do you know why? Because nobody had taken the time to teach you some manners and make you grow up.”

“You think you are man enough to teach me some manners and make me grow up?”

“I know I’m man enough. In fact, I have made a list of demands that you will do, or you will be living in your car or on the street.”

Felix walked to the coffee table and picked up a sheet of paper. He handed the paper to Oscar. Oscar read down the list of things, and his face went ghostly white. Oscar looked from the paper to Felix. Felix was standing with his arms crossed over his chest.

When Oscar finished reading the list, he looked at Felix.

“You can’t mean these things.”

“Oh, but I do. That list isn’t in any particular order; you may pick and choose what you would like to do and when you want to do them. Just like I have the right to enforce any rule I see you break at any time and anywhere.”

Oscar read back down the list of things. He still couldn’t believe what he was reading.

	Dress up in women’s clothing. 
	Clean the kitchen while wearing a French maid’s outfit and heels. 
	Clean the bathroom while wearing lacy thongs and a bra. 
	Vacuum in the nude. 
	If you forget to hang up your jacket, you have to perform a sexual act for Felix. 
	If you complain about a meal Felix cooked, you have to do whatever Felix tells you to do. 
	If you don’t pay half the bills, Felix gets to do whatever he wants to you. 
	If you don’t do what Felix asks, when Felix asks, you will suffer whatever consequences Felix sees fit. 


The list went on, but Oscar couldn’t handle reading anymore. He just looked at Felix for a long time without saying anything. Felix just stood there watching Oscar with his arms across his chest and an eyebrow raised, waiting for his response.

“You can’t mean this.”

“Oh, but I do. You have your choice, either start helping out or pick one to do. I could enforce number five right now, but since you didn’t know about it, I’ll let you pick another one as punishment.”

“But that isn’t fair.”

“Has it been fair to me to pay for everything? You make more money than I do, but I have paid every bill.”
 

“All you had to do was ask for money.”

“I did every time I was paying a bill. I asked if you had your part. Do you know what you did? You would raise your hand to tell me to be quiet because you were watching television. You are always watching television, Oscar, but no more; I got rid of the TV.”

Oscar looked around the room. He ran to his bedroom. “You can’t do this. I live here too.”

“When you start putting forth some money, you can say you live here too, but for now, this is my place, and you will live by my rules or suffer the consequences. Since it seems like you are defying me, I think I will enforce number eight.”

Oscar looked down at the list, and his face grew pale. “What are you going to make me do?”

“Oh, you’ll see.”

Felix closed the distance between them and captured Oscar’s lips. Oscar was too shocked to move. He just let Felix kiss him. Oscar was secretly hoping this was all Felix would demand of him. He hadn’t even been able to sit down since he came home, and he was tired.

Felix kissed across Oscar’s cheek and down to his neck. Felix nibbled his way across Oscar’s collarbone before he started loosening Oscar’s tie. Once Felix had Oscar’s tie unknotted, he slid it out of Oscar’s shirt collar and began unbuttoning Oscar’s shirt. Felix’s mouth followed every button. When Felix unbuttoned a button, he planted a kiss on the skin that was exposed. Once Felix got to the top of Oscar’s pants, he paused long enough to untuck Oscar’s shirt.

Felix knelt down in front of Oscar and licked his belly button. Oscar tried his best to push Felix away, but it didn’t do any good.

“Come on, Felix, you’ve taken this too far.”

Felix rolled his eyes up at Oscar. “Oh, I have only started.”

Felix unfastened Oscar’s belt and pants. He unzipped Oscar’s pants extremely slowly, making sure to rub against Oscar’s soft manhood in the process. Felix put his fingers inside the waistband of Oscar’s underwear and began wiggling Oscar’s clothes off of him.

Once Oscar’s soft manhood fell out of his underwear, Felix slid it into his mouth. Oscar grabbed Felix’s head and pulled Felix off of him. Oscar grabbed his pants and tried his best to leave the room, but he tripped and fell across the couch.

Felix didn’t miss a beat. “You are right; the couch would be a lot more comfortable.” Felix began walking toward Oscar extremely slowly. Oscar was trying his best to get off of the couch but couldn’t get himself untangled from his own clothes.

Felix had been taking his clothes off as he walked toward Oscar. By the time Felix made it to the couch, the only thing he had on was his underwear, socks, and shoes. The front of his underwear was tented with his hardness.

Oscar’s eyes kept flicking from Felix’s face to Felix’s erection. Felix stopped right in front of Oscar. He grabbed the base of his erection through his boxers.

“Do you want to see what’s hiding under there?”

Oscar couldn’t take his eyes off of Felix’s manhood but kept shaking his head “no.”

“I think you do.” Felix pulled his boxer shorts down, and his erection sprang out and almost hit Oscar’s face. Oscar tried to back up but was already lying splattered across the couch. Oscar tried his best to stop looking at Felix’s hard-on, but it was right in his face.

“Go ahead and touch it. I know you want to.”

Oscar kept shaking his head, “no,” but it was like his hand had a mind of its own. Before he realized what was happening, he had reached out and touched the tip of Felix’s erection. There was a drop of pre-cum on the tip, and Oscar smeared it with his finger.

Felix closed his eyes for only a moment to savor Oscar’s touch. Training Oscar might not be as hard as Felix thought it was going to be. Felix took another step closer to the couch and closer to Oscar’s face.

“Put it in your mouth.”

Oscar’s head just couldn’t stop shaking “no,” but his tongue came out of his mouth and licked his lips. Felix’s erection twitched at sight. Felix moved closer until all Oscar had to do was open his mouth. Felix watched in amazement as Oscar’s mouth opened. Felix didn’t waste any time sliding his hardness into Oscar’s mouth.

Again, Felix closed his eyes for only a moment to enjoy the sensations of having Oscar’s hot mouth engulfing his manhood. Felix slowly began moving his erection in and out of Oscar’s mouth. To Felix’s surprise, Oscar actually began putting some suction on his manhood.

Felix knew he probably wouldn’t last too long, and that was fine with him. Felix was just amazed that Oscar had willingly opened his mouth to suck him without Felix having to make him. Felix reached down and picked up one of Oscar’s hands. Oscar rolled his eyes up at Felix with a questioning look on his face. This look alone just about sent Felix over the edge. Felix brought Oscar’s hand up to his balls. Oscar began massaging Felix’s balls.

Felix quickened his thrusts and was soon shooting his load into Oscar’s mouth. Felix watched as Oscar swallowed mouthful after mouthful of his sperm. Once Felix was spent, he pulled his still hard manhood out of Oscar’s mouth and knelt down in front of Oscar.

Without saying a word, Felix slid Oscar’s softness into his mouth and began “chewing” on it. It wasn’t long before Felix felt Oscar getting hard. Felix slid Oscar’s hardening manhood down his throat and began humming. Oscar groaned. Felix smiled around Oscar’s erection. Felix quickly set up a rhythm of sucking, swallowing, and humming. Felix felt Oscar get bigger in his mouth and saw his hands flex at his sides. Felix swallowed Oscar down one more time and began humming without any warning; Oscar shot his load down Felix’s throat. Felix held Oscar’s softening manhood in his mouth for a few more minutes while it twitched and spat a bit more.

Once Felix knew Oscar was done, he released Oscar’s manhood and stood up. He didn’t say anything to Oscar as he got dressed and walked into the kitchen to prepare their dinner.

Oscar slowly stood up, put his clothes on, and walked to his bedroom. He sat on the side of his bed for a few minutes, thinking about what had happened. Oscar went into the bathroom to take a shower. He had never thought about what the bathroom looked like. He just did whatever he needed to do in there and left. But this time, Oscar actually took notice of the mess. Without being asked, he picked up the clothes that he had thrown on the floor and put them in his hamper. He cleaned the sink and counter; he even scrubbed the toilet. Oscar undressed and quickly took a shower. He made sure to wipe everything down once he was finished. He threw the towel in the hamper.

Oscar noticed both hampers were overflowing, so he decided to put a load of laundry into the wash. He separated the clothes into piles and took a load of towels to the washing machine. Oscar put detergent into the machine, loaded the towels into the machine, and started it.

Oscar went back to his room and gathered up his clothes that needed to be dry cleaned. He put them in a bag and sat them beside the door so he would remember to take them to the dry cleaners tomorrow.

Felix heard the washer going and went to investigate. He lifted the lid and saw it had towels in it. Felix then went to the bathroom and was amazed at what he saw. Oscar had cleaned the bathroom without being asked. Felix smiled to himself. He wondered if Oscar had worn lacy thongs and a bra while doing it. Felix walked down the hall and knocked on Oscar’s door.

“Come in.”

Felix opened the door to Oscar’s room and was once again shocked. Oscar had actually cleaned his room to a certain extent. Oscar’s clothes had been picked up off the floor, and you could actually see his bed. Oscar was standing in front of his dresser, folding underwear and putting them away.

“Wow, you’ve been busy.”

Oscar didn’t say anything; he just shrugged.

“I just came to tell you that dinner will be ready in about five minutes.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Felix turned around to leave and saw the bag of laundry beside the door.

“Hey, are you taking some clothes to the cleaners?”

“Yeah, I’m going to drop those off tomorrow. Do you have some you need me to take?”

“Sure, if it isn’t an inconvenience.”

“No problem, it’s on my way to work.”

“Thanks, I’ll get them right after dinner.”

“Okay.”

“I smell the bread; I’ve got to check it.”

“I’ll be there in just a minute.”

Felix left Oscar to his cleaning and went to check on dinner. Felix had made meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and green beans. At the last minute, he decided to put some rolls into the oven. Felix opened the oven door, hoping that he hadn’t let the rolls burn. The rolls were nicely golden brown. Felix had just put everything out on the table when Oscar walked into the dining room.

Oscar walked over to the bar. “What would you like to drink?”

“A beer will be fine with me.”

“Okay,”

Oscar grabbed two beers out of the fridge behind the bar, opened them, and carried them to the table. He placed one next to his plate and the other beside Felix’s. Both men sat down. Oscar placed his napkin in his lap and waited for Felix.

Felix put a slice of meatloaf onto Oscar’s plate. Felix then handed Oscar the bowl of green beans. Oscar put some beans on his plate and handed the bowl back to Felix. Oscar reached into the bread bowl and took out two rolls, and placed them on his plate. Felix was piling mashed potatoes onto his plate and then handed the bowl to Oscar. Oscar put some potatoes onto his plate and sat the bowl back down on the table.

The two friends ate in awkward silence. Oscar couldn’t take it any longer. He had so many questions running through his mind about that crazy list Felix had come up with.

“Felix, can I ask you some questions?”

Felix swallowed the bite of potatoes he had in his mouth. “Sure, you can ask me anything.”

“Well, I don’t really know where to begin. I guess the biggest thing is that list of stuff you gave me.”

Felix swallowed a bite of meatloaf. “What about it.”

“For one, it’s crazy.”

Felix raised an eyebrow. Oscar held up his hand. “Before you start doling out punishments for me talking back, you have to know that those demands are a bit extreme.”

“Maybe they are, but I feel like it’s what I need to do to keep you from taking advantage of me.”

Oscar frowned. “How am I taking advantage of you?”

“By not cleaning up after yourself, not helping with the bills, complaining about what I cook, and I could keep going.”

Oscar looked across the table at his best friend. “Have I really been that horrible of a roommate?”

“To be honest, yes, you have.”

Oscar got quiet for a few minutes. “I guess I never thought about what I was doing. Joan threw me out for the exact same reasons. I always told her I would change, but I guess I never did.”

Felix watched Oscar’s face. He could tell that Oscar really hadn’t thought about his daily life until now. Even after Joan threw him out, it still didn’t dawn on him that he was the person at fault.

“Oscar, can I ask you some questions without you getting mad?”

Oscar shrugged, “I guess.”

“When you were growing up, did you have chores to do each day?”

“Like making my bed, putting my toys away, things like that?”

“Yeah.”

Oscar hung his head, “No, my mom always did that for me.”

Felix nodded. “So, you didn’t have to do anything? When your mom did laundry, did you put your clothes away?”

“No, mom did all that.”

“Okay, so, how did you survive in college?”

“Like everybody else.”

“Who washed your clothes? Who cleaned up after you?”

Again Oscar frowned because he honestly didn’t know what Felix was talking about. “My mom.”

Felix was completely taken aback. “You mom drove to your college and cleaned up after you and did your laundry?”

“What are you talking about? The college I went to was in my hometown. I lived at home while I was in college.”

Felix finally understood why Oscar was so messed up in the way he did things. He was never taught how to do these things. Felix wasn’t even sure how Oscar knew how to separate out clothes unless he had watched Joan and just picked up on some things.

“Oh, so now I am beginning to understand why you are so screwed up. Your mom did everything, and I mean everything for you. She didn’t teach you how to be a man. She didn’t show you how to cook, clean, or anything. So when you got married, you automatically thought that all women did all the things your mom did, and you just got to do what you wanted to do. I’m amazed Joan put up with you for as long as she did. I would have probably thrown you out after a year.”

At first, Oscar started to get angry, but he thought about it. Maybe Felix was right. His mom did do everything for him. He couldn’t remember one time when he had done something for himself. He now understood why Joan had gotten so upset when his mom had asked them if they wanted her to go on their honeymoon. His mom had messed him up royally. Oscar looked up at Felix.

“So, is there any hope for me?”

“There is always hope.”

The men finished their dinner in silence. Oscar was lost in his thoughts. The thing that kept bothering him was most was the fact that what Felix had done to him earlier really wasn’t all that bad. He would never admit it to Felix. When Oscar finished eating, he took his plate to the kitchen, rinsed it, and put it in the dishwasher. He walked back into the dining room.

“Are you through? If so, I’ll clean the table.”

Felix looked up and frowned at Oscar. “Yeah, I’m through. Are you feeling okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

Oscar took the food back into the kitchen and put it on the stove. He began rummaging around in the cabinets, looking for bowls to put the leftovers in. Felix had finished eating and brought his plate into the kitchen. He saw all the cabinet doors open.

“Whatcha doing?”

Oscar looked over his shoulder at Felix, “Looking for bowls to put the leftovers in.”

“Oh, here.” Felix walked over to a cabinet and opened it.

Oscar smirked at Felix, “Well, I would have gotten to that one eventually.”

Felix laughed, rinsed his plate, and put it in the dishwasher. Oscar took all the dishes he had just emptied to the sink and began rinsing them to be put in the dishwasher.

Felix couldn’t help himself. “Hey, if you are going to clean the kitchen, you need to put on your French maid uniform.”

Oscar looked confused for a moment. “Did you actually buy one?”

Felix nodded, “yep.” Felix walked out into the mudroom and brought back a garment bag. He handed it to Oscar.

Oscar hesitated for only a moment. He remembered Felix’s list, so he took the garment bag and walked to his bedroom. It didn’t take him long to change. Felix was sitting on the couch reading the paper when Oscar walked back through to the kitchen.

Felix glanced up. His manhood twitched at the sight. Oscar was an absolute knockout in that outfit. He definitely needed to do some “manscaping,” but he had the legs for it. Oscar tried his best to ignore Felix as he walked past, but for the life of him, he just couldn’t do it without shaking his ass.

Felix let out a wolf whistle, and Oscar laughed as he walked into the kitchen. Oscar went to the sink and finished rinsing the dishes, and put them in the dishwasher. He wondered where the dishwasher detergent might be. The most logical place for him was under the sink. He opened the door, and sure enough, there it was. Then he had another problem. He didn’t actually know how much to put into the dishwasher.

“Hey, Felix, can I bother you for a minute?”

“Sure, what do you need?”

“How much detergent do I put in the dishwasher?”

“You should see a compartment on the inside of the door.”

“Yeah.”

“Just put one tablet in it and then take the other bottle and put that in the compartment beside it. Just fill the second compartment up with the liquid.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

Oscar did as he was told and started the dishwasher. He took a dishcloth out of the drawer, got the cleaner from under the sink, and began cleaning the stove. When Oscar was finished with that, he found the mop and mopped the floor. Oscar had watched Joan mop their kitchen, and he tried his best to mimic her movements. He was backing out of the kitchen while mopping. When he got to the part of the floor that separated the kitchen and living room, he propped the mop up against the wall to wait until the floor dried.

Oscar took the time to admire what he had done. It felt really good to help another person out. He was pleased with himself and walked into the living room. He had completely forgotten he was in a French maid’s uniform when he decided to just plop down in the chair he always sat in. Oscar hadn’t done that much physical labor in well forever. He laid his head back against the chair and was asleep in no time.


CHAPTER THREE

It was all Felix could do to leave Oscar alone. He finally decided he would just take some pictures of Oscar that he would masturbate to later. Felix used both his regular camera and his cell phone and took many pictures of the sleeping Oscar. Felix made sure to get every angle possible. Oscar stirred, and Felix quickly got back onto the couch.

“Welcome back to the land of the living.”

“Sorry, didn’t mean to go to sleep.”

“No problem. You wanna watch a movie?”

“I’d love to, but you got rid of the television, remember?”

“Well, I just moved them into the basement. We can go get them if you want to.”

“Really?”

Felix laughed. “I have never seen a man who was so obsessed with the television.”

“That’s all I did growing up was watch television. I didn’t have that many friends, so it was the only entertainment I had.”

“That’s sad, man. Let’s go get the television and watch a movie.”

“Okay.”

Felix and Oscar went to the basement and carried the television and cable box back upstairs. It didn’t take them long to get everything hooked back up and working.

“Are there any good movies on tonight?”

“Don’t know, but we can look.”

“If we are going to watch a movie, we have to have popcorn. I’ll go make some.”

“You know how to make popcorn?”

“Yeah, we have microwaveable bags, don’t we?”

Felix chuckled, “Yeah.”

Oscar went toward the kitchen to make the popcorn. Felix took this opportunity to take some pictures of Oscar from the back. Oscar stopped, grabbed the mop, and put the mop back into the mudroom. While he was in the mudroom, he checked on the towels he had put into the washing machine earlier. They were ready to be put into the dryer, so he Oscar did that before going into the kitchen to make the popcorn.

Oscar grabbed two bags of popcorn and one large bowl. While the first bag was popping, he poured two glasses of soda. He walked the drinks back into the living room. Oscar grabbed two coasters and put them on the coffee table before placing the drinks on them. Oscar heard the microwave beep and went to get the popcorn.

Felix watched as Oscar walked around in his skimpy uniform, and his erection got bigger. If he didn’t get a handle on his emotions, he was going to have to go relieve some pressure soon.

Oscar was oblivious to what he was doing to Felix. He was just trying his best to be helpful. Oscar opened the microwave door and grabbed the bag of popcorn. He had never actually popped any popcorn by himself but had watched Joan do it. The hot bag burned Oscar’s hand; he screamed in pain and dropped the bag on the floor.

“Damn, that’s hot!!!”

Felix came running into the kitchen. Oscar was bent over the sink running cold water on his hand. Felix carefully picked up the bag and placed it on the counter. He went over to Oscar to see what his hand looked like.

“Here, let me see.”

Felix carefully took Oscar’s hand. It was red where the hot butter from the bag had burned the skin a bit.

“It’s not too bad, just a first-degree burn. Let me get some burn cream.”

Felix walked out into the mudroom and came back with a first aid kit. He took a paper towel and dabbed the wetness off of Oscar’s hand. Oscar flinched a bit.

“Sorry, this might sting a bit.”

Felix carefully applied a light coating of the burn cream to Oscar’s hand. He wrapped a thin layer of gauze around Oscar’s hand and secured it with some tape. Felix knew not to wrap it too tightly as it could cause the heat to go farther into the hand. He just wanted to give the cream a chance to do its job.

“How does that feel?”

“It feels fine. Thanks.”

“Why don’t you go sit and find a movie while I finish with the popcorn?”

“Are you sure?”

“Yep, go on.”

Oscar walked back into the living room and turned on the television. He pulled up the guide and began flipping through page after page of movies. He found a couple that he thought was interesting but wasn’t sure if Felix would like them. Oscar heard the microwave beep and then the popcorn being poured into the bowl.

Felix came back into the living room with the bowl of popcorn. He put the bowl on the coffee table in front of them and sat down on the couch.

“Find anything.”

Oscar shrugged, “There are a couple of movies that look interesting, but I wasn’t sure you would like them.”

“Show me.”

Oscar flipped between the movies while Felix read what they were about. Felix told Oscar which one he wanted to watch, and they settled onto the couch to watch it. Felix wasn’t interested in a movie; he just wanted to be close to Oscar.

Oscar started the movie, and the men watched it in silence. The only sound in the room was from the crunching of the popcorn. They had been watching for about 30 minutes when Felix shivered.

“I’m a bit cold.” Felix reached behind him for the afghan that was always on the back of the couch. He threw it across his legs. Felix held up one side of it.

“Do you want to share?”

Oscar shrugged. “Sure.” Oscar scooted across the couch and pulled the afghan across his legs.

This put the men’s legs touching. Felix’s manhood began twitching again. Felix kept his left hand under the blanket while his right hand was out feeding himself popcorn. Felix slowly moved his hand until it was touching Oscar’s thigh. Felix waited for a moment to make sure Oscar wasn’t going to move away.

When Oscar didn’t move, Felix moved his hand and began running his fingers across the lace on the bottom of Oscar’s uniform. He slowly moved his fingers in circles, barely touching Oscar’s skin.

Oscar was trying his best to ignore Felix’s hand on his thigh, but it was getting harder and harder. The circles Felix's fingers were making on his thigh were raising goosebumps on his skin which caused him to shiver.

Felix took this as a good sign and moved his hand so that it was fully resting on Oscar’s thigh. Again Oscar was afraid to move, but he knew where things were heading. He really didn’t want to go through what he went through earlier that day but knew he couldn’t stop Felix.

Felix moved his hand so that it slid under the skirt of the uniform. This allowed him to brush his pinky across Oscar’s scantily clad manhood. Oscar gritted his teeth to keep from squirming. Oscar figured if he allowed Felix to lightly touch him, Felix wouldn’t expect anything more from him.

When Oscar didn’t move, Felix took this as another good sign. He slid his hand up and over Oscar’s manhood. Felix began rubbing and squeezing it more. To Oscar’s horror, he felt his manhood growing under Felix’s hand. How in the world could he be sexually attracted to another man? It was just wrong!

Felix moved the panties Oscar was wearing to one side, and his erection sprang forth. Felix wrapped his hand around Oscar’s hardness and squeezed. To increase Oscar’s uncomfortable state, he heard himself groan.

Felix began moving his hand up and down Oscar’s length. Oscar was gritting his teeth. He couldn’t believe that this was happening to him again. He hadn’t even done anything on the list to have caused Felix to do this. He opened his mouth to protest, but Felix shifted and captured his lips.

Felix quickly changed hands. He moved his right hand to Oscar’s hardness and put his left hand behind Oscar’s head. Felix held Oscar’s head firmly but gently. Felix kept stroking Oscar’s manhood. Oscar felt an orgasm building. He tried his best to fight it, but Felix knew what he was doing, and soon Oscar began shaking and sweating.

Oscar tried to break the kiss, but Felix wasn’t letting him go. Felix increased the pressure and speed of his strokes. He knew Oscar wasn’t going to last much longer. Oscar groaned into Felix’s mouth as he shot his load all over Felix’s hand, the blanket, and himself.

Oscar thought Felix would turn him loose after he had cum, but Felix kept his hand and mouth where they were at. Felix didn’t give Oscar a chance to go soft. He kept stroking his manhood so that he would stay hard. Felix finally released Oscar’s lips, but he didn’t turn loose of his manhood until he had bent over and slid it into his mouth. Felix moved his hand down and started massaging Oscar’s balls.

Oscar leaned his head against the back of the couch. Mentally Oscar hated what Felix was doing to him, but physically, he loved it.

Felix paused just one moment so that he could release his own erection. His pants had been pinching it for too long now. Felix grabbed one of Oscar’s hands and placed it on his erection. Oscar really didn’t want to, but he knew Oscar would punish him if he tried to stop. Oscar began stroking Felix’s erection.

Felix sighed and swallowed Oscar’s erection one more time. Felix was ready to take this game one step further. He moved his hand away from Oscar’s balls and ran it down the seam to his virgin ass. Without even realizing what he was doing, Oscar tightened the muscles of his butt. This displeased Felix. He bit down on Oscar’s hardness.

“Ow, damn, man, that hurts!”

Felix took his mouth off of Oscar for a minute.

“Then quit defying me.”

Oscar growled but sucked in a breath when Felix began sucking him again. Felix’s fingers went back to rubbing against the seam between Oscar’s legs. Felix moved Oscar’s hand from his erection and slid into the floor in front of Oscar.

Without removing his mouth from Oscar’s manhood, Felix pulled Oscar’s hips off of the couch a bit more. Felix slid Oscar’s manhood out of his mouth and slid his tongue down its length, ran it around Oscar’s balls, and then down the seam to Oscar’s ass.

Oscar was fighting everything in him not to jump up off this couch. Oscar dug his fingers into the couch as Felix’s tongue circled around his puckered tightness. Felix flicked his tongue against the opening of Oscar’s ass. Felix pushed forward, and his tongue went into Oscar’s ass as far as it could. Felix moved his tongue in and out of Oscar’s ass for a few minutes. Felix quickly moved his fingers up to take the place of his tongue.

Felix stuck one finger into Oscar’s saliva-coated tightness. Oscar shivered. Felix moved his finger in and out of Oscar while wiggling the finger around on the inside. Oscar shivered again. Felix inserted another finger into Oscar, and Oscar gasped. This gasp wasn’t one of pain; it was of pleasure. Felix had gone back to sucking on Oscar’s manhood while he was fingering his virgin hole.

Felix moved his body up against Oscar’s. He rubbed the drop of precum around on his tip and stuck it where his fingers had been. Oscar started to stiffen, but Felix held his hips firmly.

“If you stiffen, it will hurt both of us. Quit thinking and just start feeling.”

“That’s easier said than done.”

“Yes, it is, but if you don’t trust me, it will be bad.”

Oscar pushed his head back against the couch harder. He dug his fingers into the couch cushions more. He tried to make his brain quit thinking. Oscar was willing everything inside him to just feel the pleasure rather than focusing on how wrong this was.

Felix knew Oscar was fighting his inner demons at that moment. Felix positioned his hardness in between Oscar’s butt cheeks, then bent over his body and captured his lips. Oscar started to fight the kiss but decided it was time to quit fighting. He moved his lips under Felix’s and kissed Felix back. Felix stuck his tongue into Oscar’s mouth and explored the recesses of his mouth. When Oscar pushed Felix’s tongue out of his mouth and pushed his tongue into Felix’s, Felix took this opportunity to push himself into Oscar’s virgin hole.

Oscar gasped, opened his eyes, and lifted his hips up off the couch. Felix grabbed hold of Oscar’s hips to hold him in place. Felix didn’t immediately begin thrusting himself in and out of Oscar. He just pushed himself in as far as he could go and stayed there. Felix let Oscar get used to the sensations of having another man’s erection in his tightness.

Oscar looked down his body at Felix. Felix was looking back at him. Oscar couldn’t believe everything he was feeling at this very moment. He knew he wanted to feel more, so he moved his hips just a bit. Felix looked into Oscar’s eyes for reassurance. Oscar nodded.

Felix slowly pulled his manhood out until the tip was the only thing inside Oscar. Oscar sucked in a deep breath. Felix slowly pushed himself back into Oscar as far as he could go. Oscar shivered. Felix once again pulled out until just the tip was still inside Oscar. Felix pushed himself back into Oscar and soon had a rhythm going that was driving them both crazy.

“Felix, I had no idea….”

“I know.”

The friends’ eyes locked onto each other, and soon they were both shaking violently with their impending explosions. Oscar’s hands had a mind of their own. One hand went to Felix’s hip to encourage him to push harder. The other one went to his own erection as he began stroking himself.

“Harder Felix, please.”

Felix didn’t hesitate to give his friend what he asked for. Felix began pounding himself in and out of Oscar’s ass. Felix slammed himself deep into Oscar and erupted deep in his bowels. Oscar’s hand was keeping time with Felix’s hips, and his explosion covered himself and Felix.

Felix collapsed on top of Oscar while they both learned how to breathe again. Oscar reached up and stroked Felix’s back.

“When do I get to do that to you?”

Felix managed to raise his head. “Really?”

“Hell, yeah!”

Felix kissed Oscar hard. Over the next several nights, Oscar slept in Felix’s bed, and Felix showed Oscar how wonderful it could be to be loved by another man. From then on, Felix didn’t have any more problems with Oscar. Oscar paid his bills on time, he cleaned up after himself, and he even learned how to cook.


INTERESTED IN MORE?
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FREE TEASE

I would like to give you a taster of my other book called “From King, To Humiliated Sissy Slave”, if you like the preview then please consider picking the full book up

Richard stood behind George and moved the layers of skirt around to expose his naked ass. Even the cool breeze across his ass didn’t grab George’s attention. The next thing Richard did certainly got his attention. Richard pressed his hard cock against George’s ass and pushed it inside of him.

George gasped and tried to pull away from the men that were at either end of him, but he couldn’t. Charles still had his head, and Richard was gripping his hips. He groaned at the sensation in his ass. It wasn’t a pleasant feeling, but it wasn’t all that bad either.

“How do you new Queen feel?” Lord Charles asked.

“Mmh, she’s nice and tight,” Richard said, slowly moving his dick in and out of George’s ass.

“Fuck her real good,” Lord Charles ordered.

Richard moved his hips faster until his thighs slapped against George’s ass. George groaned as loud as he could with a dick in his mouth. The sensation he, at first, didn’t like started to become nice, pleasurable even.

Richard and Charles moved together, fucking both ends of the new Queen. George was overcome with a new sensation. His dick had become hard at some point, and he felt the familiar sensation of orgasm overtake his body. A second later, Charles shoved his dick deep down his throat, filling him with cum. Richard followed not long after, filling George’s ass with cum. George groaned and shot his own load onto the slip that he wore underneath all of his skirts.

George slumped to the floor, exhausted from the fucking he had just taken. Richard fixed himself and stepped off to the side. Charles left his dick hanging out, waiting for the next go around.

“I knew you were going to be good at your new job,” Charles stated


THE END
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