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Chapter One

Stewart Moore sat at his friend Charles’ house playing a new video game. They were both juniors in college but had lived in the same neighborhood where they grew up. Charles always had the newest technology. He spent all his money on electronic toys. Stewart used his funds for a more private fix; panties.

He was wearing a silky pair as they played. They tickled his shaved balls. He switched his legs to satisfy the itch. Looking over at Charles, his friend didn’t seem to notice. He was too busy shooting zombies. But the fear of getting found out sent heat coursing through Stewart’s bones.

“Back me up! We’re going to die,” Charles screamed. He sent dagger eyes in Stewart’s direction for a moment before looking back to the screen.

“Sorry, bro,” Stewart said and got back into the game. They played, killed zombies, and ate popcorn for the next couple hours. Stewart’s mind wandered more, but he didn’t lose focus out of fear that Charles would suspect something. It was irrational, Stewart knew, but he couldn’t help it.

After a couple more hours, the sun had set, and Stewart needed to get home. He threw the controller to the floor and said, “I have a paper to finish before tomorrow morning.” Stewart stood and grabbed his bag.

“Come on, bro. One more game,” Charles said, but Stewart refused. He slipped out the room to the familiar hallway where he had walked for many years. It wouldn’t be long until Charles moved out from his parents’ home. Stewart would do the same. They both had plans to move to big cities, different ones. It didn’t matter. It was all hypothetical, but the day would come. They couldn’t live at home forever.

When Stewart reached the bottom of the steps, Charles’ sister was standing in the kitchen. She held a spoonful of ice cream to her lips. Teressa was older than Stewart and Charles by a couple years. She was about to graduate with her Master’s and planned to move to the big city, Minneapolis, which wasn’t too far from home. Stewart always got nervous around her, even though they had known each other for years.

“How are you?” he asked.

Teressa sighed at Stewart and disappeared into the living room. He didn’t know what to say or if he should follow her. Stewart stood in the half-dark kitchen with no company. He heard Charles playing the game upstairs. Teressa had turned on the television. Stewart reached in his pants and moved his hardened dick to a comfortable position. The silky fabric sent a blast of pleasure through his body.

He needed to buy more. Stewart grew tired of wearing the same pairs every day. And it was hard to do laundry with his mom home all the time. Doing it at a public place in the middle of the night was getting old too. He wanted enough pairs to last a month, so he didn’t have to lose sleep every few days to wear his favorite pairs.

Stewart walked to the front door and said nothing to Teressa before leaving. She was out of his league anyway, and what woman wanted a man that wore lingerie?


Chapter Two

The day was gorgeous. Butterflies flew in the air. Big, fluffy white clouds passed through the sky. Children were at school and other adults at work. A few weeks remained until summer vacation, and Stewart was counting down the days. He couldn’t wait to turn in his last papers and begin the vacation. But school was only a small part of Stewart’s life, and it didn’t bring nearly as much joy as shopping for panties.

Females loved it too. He explained how he was buying a surprise for his girlfriend, and the saleswomen always treated him like a god after that line. He wasn’t a feminine guy. Stewart had a deep voice and nice muscles. He did push-ups in the morning.

Stewart always went shopping on weekdays when he had the mall to himself. The weekend terrified him. But a Tuesday or Wednesday at lunchtime proved relaxing. Stewart went to the first store that always had the best sales but worst selection. He could normally find some he liked.

The familiar woman greeted him from the register. She raised her eyebrow at him, which sent a rush through Stewart. He could see the doubt flicker through her eyes before she walked toward him. “Another pair for your girlfriend?” she asked in a curious voice. The tone unnerved him.

“Yes, she loves when I surprise her,” he said. Stewart’s voice cracked at the end, moving from a deep resonating tone to nails on a chalkboard.

“Right, we have new sales over in that corner,” the woman said.

Stewart walked over to the elevated bin and started to sift through the lingerie. He was the only person in the store, which unnerved him. He looked around as a heat crept up his neck. Nobody was watching him. Stewart took a deep breath, unable to focus on the fabric in his hand. He felt the textures from plain cotton to lace but couldn’t focus. The woman watched him with a curious eye from the cash register.

After a minute or two of panicking, Stewart calmed himself and saw a white lacy pair he liked. He imagined how his dick would look pressed up against the fabric. A mesh pair like guys in Asia wore would be nice. He had seen something on the internet about it. They looked comfortable and designed for men but still feminine in his mind. Maybe he could go that route.

Stewart picked up two plain cotton pairs and walked to the register. They were buy one, get one free, so he didn’t pass up the offer. The worker said nothing as Stewart paid for the lingerie. He grabbed the bag and didn’t look back before heading to the next store.

Walking to a mall map, Stewart caught his breath. There had to be a store he hadn’t shopped at before. Stewart moved his hand over the map and located a women’s store he hadn’t heard of. It was on the other side of the mall, but he couldn’t risk more awkward glances after the interaction at the previous store.

Entering the next store, it smelled of roses and citrus. Mannequins decorated with the latest designs dotted the store. It was much fancier than the last place, and the prices probably matched that. Stewart tried not to spend much money on his secret fetish, but he couldn’t help it. Some people bought lottery tickets, and he bought panties.

“What can I help you with today?” a saleswoman asked. Stewart jumped because he hadn’t heard her approach.

“Shopping for my girlfriend,” Stewart said and approached the large island. The woman radiated like most did when he first used that line. Stewart remembered to act like he’d never done it before and stopped before pulling open a drawer.

“Well, you probably need lots of help, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah. Will you show me where things are?”

The woman clapped her hands. Her lips spread into a wider smile. She showed Stewart around the store for the next five minutes. She treated him like a monkey learning how to interact with humans. He suppressed the annoyance bubbling under the surface. He just wanted to buy a couple nice pairs, that wouldn’t break his budget, and wear them at home while he jacked off. After the worker finished her overly detailed tour, Stewart returned to the island with the mannequin he liked.

It wore a red pair with thick lace that would hide the details. The smaller the holes, the sexier Stewart found it. Pokes of skin, revealing just enough to stir his sex drive. He read blogs and dreamed of finding a woman to share his fantasies with, but the reality was most women hated it. Stewart couldn’t bring himself to search for a girlfriend. He liked the panties too much. Stewart held the red lingerie in his hand, staring at the beautiful fabric. The quality showed compared to the other store. It was worth the price. He rubbed his thumb over the durable piece, loving the way it made him feel on the inside.

“What are you doing here, Stewart?” a familiar voice asked. It sent Stewart’s heart to the pits of his stomach. Someone had found him. He turned, afraid to see who spoke to him. “Hello? Earth to Stewart?”

He turned, and Teressa stood behind him. His best friend’s sister had caught him shopping for panties. It took him everything not to drop to his knees and cry, but he couldn’t do that. He was a man with muscles. Society would judge him for that. “Hey Teressa, I’m shopping for my girlfriend. What are you up to?” he asked, trying to sound as casual as possible. He hoped she would believe his lie.

“What girlfriend?” she asked. Her face turned to the most wicked smile Stewart had ever seen. He wished to disappear, evaporate.

“You know. Tonya?” he said with a rising tone.

Teressa cackled. She couldn’t contain the laughter. She took a full minute to calm down, which brought stares from the workers. Stewart was hoping it was a dream. He reached in his pocket and pinched his leg, but nothing happened. Teressa stood there laughing at him. “Wait until I tell Charles his best friend likes to wear panties. He will LOVE this,” she said. Teressa pulled out her phone.

“No,” Stewart said in a demonic voice. He snatched the phone from her hands.

“What’s stopping me from telling him, Stewart? We live in the same house.”

“Please, I’m begging you,” he said in a whisper.

“Give me my phone back, Stewart,” she said.

“No, not until you promise you won’t tell Charles.”

“How about this? Buy your panties and then meet me in the food court. You can buy me lunch too. Keep my phone until then.”

“Okay,” Stewart said. His voice was unsteady, but he did as Teressa said. He went to the counter and paid for his new clothing, but shame poured over him like a chocolate fountain. He had a sinking feeling Teressa would require a lot for her silence. Stewart grabbed his bag after paying and walked toward the food court with his head bowed.

♦

Teressa waited in the food court while Stewart finished at the lingerie store. She didn’t know why, but having this power over him already felt like an addiction. Teressa knew something about Stewart, her younger brother’s best friend, and Charles was the only person he wouldn’t want to know. Teressa could get anything out of Stewart in exchange for secrecy. Teressa tapped her fingers together as she thought about the possibilities.

After a few minutes, she saw Stewart walking toward her. There were many people in the mall. She had come for an interview at her favorite store, mostly for the discount, when she saw Stewart looking at panties. It was like seeing an animal in its natural habitat as opposed to the zoo. Stewart looked sad as he approached. He didn’t watch where he walked. Teressa went to fetch him.

“Where are you going, sweetie?” she asked and hooked her arm in Stewart’s. He passed Teressa her phone.

“What do you want from me, Teressa?”

“The question is really what you want from me. Wouldn’t you tell Charles if you saw a guy you know shopping for panties?”

“No, we’re in college now. That’s immature. I’m twenty-one, not sixteen.”

“Whatever, and I’m twenty-three. What’s the difference, Stewart? The only reason you’re upset is because you got caught. Isn’t that right?”

Stewart hung his head and rubbed the back of his neck. His biceps flexed. Teressa loved how manly he looked for a nerd. He and Charles played video games and talked about the weirdest things. Occasionally, she heard them talk about girls, but it never lasted long. The electronics seemed much more important than sex to them.

“What do you want to eat?” Teressa asked. “I hope you have some money left over after that expensive lingerie.”

“Keep your voice down, Teressa.”

“It’s for your girlfriend. What’s the problem?” she asked and threw her head back with laughter. Stewart guarded his face with a hand. Teressa pulled him toward the pizza station. They ordered two slices and a soda to share. Teressa directed him to a table and instructed him to sit.

Stewart sighed and pushed his fork into the cheese. Teressa ate hers like a savage. She didn’t care what Stewart thought of her. They’d known each other for years. Every time she looked up at Stewart, a picture of him in panties flashed through her mind. She had to see him wearing a pair before all this was over. Teressa didn’t plan to make Stewart suffer, too long, but she wanted to get her money’s worth. It wasn’t every day people got a chance like her.

Teressa finished her slice, but Stewart hadn’t touched his. “Aren’t you going to eat?” she asked.

“I’m sick to my stomach,” he said. “I never thought this day would come. They say to go shopping in a different city on chat rooms to avoid this.”

“Guess you should have listened,” Teressa said. She tried to hide the amusement in her voice, but it proved difficult.

“What do you want, Teressa?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” she said.

“Are you going to tell Charles?”

“That depends on you, sweetie.”

“Why are you doing this?” he asked.

Teressa leaned back in her chair, assessing the man in front of her. He wasn’t bad. She didn’t have a problem with the panties, but the fear in his eyes was priceless. She wished to bottle it for rainy days. “Why are you embarrassed? What do you fear, Stewart?”

“Men can’t wear panties.”

“But you do, Stewart. Are you not a man?”

Stewart slammed his fist on the table. People looked their way, but Teressa didn’t flinch. She wasn’t afraid of him. They had fought before, and she won every time. “You know what I mean,” he said.

“Look Stewart, I haven’t decided what I want from you, but you owe me for my secrecy. I won’t tell Charles, for now.”

“When will you know?”

Teressa shrugged her shoulders and stood. “It could be today or a week from now, but don’t worry, I won’t tell Stewart without giving you a chance.”

“You want me to finish your math homework or something?” he asked.

“Don’t get smart with me, Stewart. That’s the last thing you want,” she said. Teressa hiked her bag up her shoulder and walked away from the table. She said nothing else and left Stewart alone with his untouched pizza. They hadn’t given Teressa the job, but she felt on top of the world.


Chapter Three

Stewart sat on his bed refreshing his phone. Charles hadn’t messaged him, and neither had Teressa. He had a paper due the next morning but couldn’t concentrate on the screen. His mind ran in circles thinking about all the potential outcomes: Teressa could demand money, Charles might stop hanging out with him, or his parents could kick him out the house.

The little bag from the morning’s shopping sat at the end of his bed. He had a locked safe in his closet where he kept all the panties, but he couldn’t bring himself to open the treasure chest. He had held it dear for so long, but now it appeared menacing like Halloween night. The dark chest an outline of a monster. The lock its mouth.

Stewart threw his head back to the pillow and kicked the mattress. Anxiety built up in him. He couldn’t calm the nerves. He had tried for hours without success. Flipping over to his stomach, he thrashed but caught his reflection in the mirror. His crazed eyes were alien. He didn’t recognize himself.

Anger filled him, and he snatched the bag from the end of the bed. Stewart dug into it and pulled out a pair of panties. Ripping them in half, he cried into the fabric. Stewart balled as the beautiful underwear fell to his bed. He had wasted a good amount of money on them. Before tearing the second pair, he calmed himself.

Stewart stood and went to his closet to unlock the safe. He pulled out the cheaper pairs and tore them. Each piece had a special memory. A time he spent alone in his bedroom. He loved the way his dick looked pressed up against the thin fabric. It appeared much bigger in panties than boxers. He came in each pair; soiled them. Every one expect the few he had bought that day.

As he reached the tenth pair, his phone buzzed. Tears about fell from his eyes. The suspense had tortured him.

Teressa: Wear one of your new pairs and meet me at the park.

Stewart didn’t hesitate to kick off his jeans and slip on the second nice pair. He stopped to look in the mirror. The red lace hugged his sides. He watched himself in the mirror. His hairy legs touched by the light fabric. He would have walked out the door like that if society allowed. His dick barely showed through the little holes. The peek-a-boo shot of his hardened dick removed his inhibitions. Nothing mattered once he slipped on a pair. People could fuck off because he felt sexy and alive.

Stewart: When?

Teressa: Now. It’s dark enough nobody will see us.

His heart racing, he slipped the jeans back over his panties. The fact it was Teressa that discovered Stewart had him on edge, but another part of him loved that somebody was pushing this side of him. Stewart slapped his face in the mirror and told himself everything would work out. He had to trust Teressa with his secret. It was all he had.

Donning a cap, Stewart slipped out the back door. At least his parents never asked where he went anymore. He got to live there rent free at twenty-one, and they didn’t question him. They only cared that he finished his degree and got a good job. But that could change if they discovered his panties. That wouldn’t fly with Stewart’s father, but he didn’t care. Stewart loved women, but he loved panties too. Nobody understood him, but maybe Teressa did.

At least she was having fun with it. Stewart’s dick throbbed in his pants as he ran to the park.

♦

Teressa waited for Stewart on the slide, facing away from the street. She wanted to meet him here, but there was a better place down the road for what she wanted to do to him. She sent Stewart the last message and expected it wouldn’t take long for him to arrive. Stewart was the punctual type. He normally arrived uncomfortably early for things like birthday parties. It was one of his quirky traits for which everyone loved and hated him.

Hearing pounding footsteps in the distance, Teressa prepared herself mentally. She had thought about it all day; what she wanted from Stewart. Her lips curled into a smile as she thought about the wickedness of herself. She didn’t care Stewart wore panties, but he did. And he would pay a price for keeping it confidential.

“Teressa,” she heard. Stewart’s voice was a faint whisper. She flashed her dim cell phone screen in the darkness. He ran toward her. She stood and faced him.

“Hey,” he said. He smiled, which surprised Teressa. She expected to see him trembling, but he looked happy to see her. Pushing away her mild disappointment, she returned the greeting.

“Follow me,” she said.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“To the small clearing in the woods by the creek.”

“Good idea.”

Teressa led the way with a dim flashlight. She wanted no one to notice them disappear into the trees. There weren’t many animals in the woods because it was small, but they surprised her sometimes. Stewart followed close behind her, hanging onto her belt. They reached the creek a minute later.

“Stand over there on that big rock,” she said and pointed.

Stewart hesitated before walking the few feet. He stood and faced Teressa, “what now?”

“Take off your pants and kick them to the side,” she said.

Unbuttoning his jeans, Stewart let them fall to the ground. He cupped his hands over his privates, but Teressa waved in the air. She wasn’t there to play games.

They could barely see each other in the low light, but it was enough. Their eyes had adjusted. Stewart rubbed his dick. The excitement building between Teressa’s thighs from watching a man in lacy, red panties surprised her.

“And now?” Stewart asked

“Keep them on, but pull your dick out the side.”

Stewart moved the underwear over his dick, and the thick piece fell out the side. That erupted a new sensation in Teressa’s center. She hadn’t expected Stewart to have such a nice cock. The only guy she ever had sex with was tiny and unsatisfying, but Stewart wasn’t that. His dick would fill her to the brim.

“Now stroke your dick. I want to see you cum,” she said.

“Seriously?” he asked in a harsh whisper.

“Yes. This is only the first task. I can always go home and tell Charles what we’ve done today.”

Stewart wrapped his hand around the shaft. He stroked his cock, oozing with precum. It lubricated itself in seconds. His body vibrated as he played with himself. Nobody had watched him before, and Teressa was beyond a dream. She was gorgeous, older, and intimidating.

Teressa resisted reaching her hand into her pants as she watched Stewart. His dick masculine and attractive against the lingerie. Teressa wished to kneel under him and take the cock into her mouth, but that would have to wait. Today was about conditioning. Stewart would become hers. She would keep his secret and that thick cock. No other woman could have her nerd. She grew more possessive by the second watching Stewart stroke. His body buckling as he tried not to cum.

“Don’t resist, baby. Catch it all in your hand.”

Stewart reached under his dick. He was moaning. The noise almost made Teressa uncomfortable, but it was so sexy. She could have watched Stewart for days. He lifted his shirt and revealed a defined abdomen. The panties shined in the night. His body did too. Teressa couldn’t wait to taste him, but first she had to control him. He was hers. She had already decided. Her brother would have to get over it because she was stealing his best friend.

Stewart warned Teressa. He bit his bottom lips and shot into his open palm. Teressa turned on her flash and snapped a photo.

The image couldn’t have been clearer. Stewart’s thick dick slick with cum. A pile of the white goo in his hand. And a happy smile on his face. Red panties hugging his sexy hips. Shock replaced the happiness after the flash, but she had captured it. She would never delete the photo. Teressa knew it. She had what she needed for the night. It was time for bed. Locking her camera, she turned to leave.

“What. The. Fuck. Did. You. Do?” he asked.

Teressa laughed and went back up the trail they had entered. Stewart ran after her, but slime covered him, and he wasn’t wearing jeans.

By the time Stewart dressed, he couldn’t find her anywhere. She had disappeared with a compromising photo of him. He realized she had had nothing but her word before, but now she had visual proof.

Emotions rippled through Stewart like a tornado.


Chapter Four

Teressa sat at home with a bowl of ice cream. She loved all the flavors, but vanilla was her favorite. Glancing around her to make sure nobody was there, Teressa peeked at her phone. Stewart looked like an angel in the darkness. She had sent the photo to her email for safekeeping. The red panties stood out against his pale skin. Teressa had masturbated to the thought of his thickness filling her. She had a plan in mind but had to wait until the weekend. They both had school. She had papers to finish before the summer holidays and graduation.

After turning in her final report, Teressa would concentrate on Stewart. He was beautiful under the awkward exterior. She could give him a makeover: from a man to a woman. Teressa pictured Stewart in a dress, blonde wig, and high heels. It would look awkward with his muscles, but Teressa would try it. See how she liked it.

A few days had passed since she snapped the photo, which had allowed her time to form a plan. They would leave together for a trip Saturday morning, the next day.

Ready or not, there was a price for her silence. Stewart had to pay it, but she had a feeling he’d like the outcome. People called Teressa beautiful, but she wasn’t mean. But she aimed high, dating the most eligible men. Stewart was a nerd who didn’t know how to speak to women. All the times he had tried talking to her in the last few years were pathetic failures.

Teressa: Get out your credit card, baby. We’re camping tomorrow.

♦

Stewart lay on his floor; nose pressed to the carpet. He held his breath, wondering how long it would take to die. That wasn’t what he wanted, but he felt like it would have been better than living through more days without knowing. Ignoring Charles’ messages, he scraped his fingers on the carpet. The pillow-like texture did nothing to relax him. He took a few short breaths with one long exhale.

He had turned in his papers for school but rushed them. They weren’t his best work. One paper had mistakes throughout it on the online editor, but he still submitted it. It didn’t matter. His teacher would get over it. If he got a B instead of an A, his mother would deal. Stewart had bigger things on his mind than school. Teressa had a compromising photo of him and a ton of friends on social media. She could ruin him in an instant. Even if she blurred out the dick, people would still see his panties. Charles would never talk to him again.

Stewart rolled over to his back and stared at the ceiling. The uncovered bulb burned his eyes, but he didn’t care. The pain felt nice against the unsettling nature of his mind. Stewart clawed at the carpet as he lay there with his eyes open, wondering how long it’d take for the bomb to explode.

Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. His phone vibrated on his bed. He hadn’t looked at it. He figured it was another message from Charles and took a while getting up from the floor. To his surprise, Teressa had texted him.

Teressa: Get out your credit card, baby. We’re camping tomorrow.

Stewart read the message a couple more times and let the reality settle. Teressa had complete control over him. He could share his secret with the world and relinquish her power or play along with her games. Flickering back to his feed with Charles, Stewart spilling the truth. Before the photo, it would have been so easy. He could have made up a story about how it was for a prank. Charles would have shrugged his shoulders and moved on, but now there was graphic evidence of his fetish. Stewart had cum in his hand. It was warm, delicious. Sexy that a woman had commanded him to do it, but he couldn’t return to the past.

He wasn’t magic. That didn’t exist in the world. As much as he wished to mutter a spell and watch his problems disappear, it wasn’t an option. Stewart didn’t have much money. He could let Teressa bleed him dry or stand up and fight.

There was only one real option.

Stewart: I don’t have much money, but we can go for a night.

Teressa: You have enough money for panties, don’t you?

The picture of him in the woods followed. Stewart swallowed the bile that leapt up his throat. Maybe he could break Teressa’s phone, but she probably already had the photo stored on her computer. There was no way out of his situation. If he had thought more clearly in the beginning, he could have outmaneuvered Teressa. But that was the past.

Stewart: Please Teressa, can’t we work something out? I’m doing everything I can.

Teressa: A night is fine, but you better make it one to remember. I’ll come by your house in the morning. You’re driving.

Stewart sent a thumbs-up icon to her and curled into a ball. His stomach hurt from the worrying. He wished to wake up to a different reality, but he couldn’t change the truth. Teressa walked his down a path of no return. Stewart hadn’t imagined how wicked Teressa was, but she showed her real side. It would only get worse the further they strolled down the trail. There was no telling what Teressa could capture Stewart doing the next day.

As Stewart lay his head on the pillow, he thought of confessing. It was the only way to strip Teressa of her power. He could walk downstairs and dump the safe onto the kitchen table. Watch as his parents realized what he enjoyed doing in his alone time. That would most likely end with a note attached to his door to vacate the house. Stewart didn’t want to find money for rest.

His eyes fluttered. He yawned before drifting to sleep.


Chapter Five

Teressa walked to Stewart’s house. The air was a little sticky on that hot morning. Swimming in a lake sounded like the perfect activity, but Stewart had some shopping to finish first. Teressa had plans for Stewart. She loved how Stewart dug his hole deeper and deeper. Soon, he would become Teressa’s boyfriend. Her boyfriend who wore dresses and lingerie.

Stewart waited outside with a smile. He waved at Teressa as she approached. His hairy legs stood out against a pair of baby-blue shorts. Teressa made a note to take care of that. He looked preppy and masculine. His short hair blew in the humid wind. She couldn’t wait to dive into the cold lake water.

“Morning, you plan an adventure for us?”

“Something like that,” Teressa said and went to the passenger’s door. Stewart got in the other side and started the car. The air conditioning that hit her face turned cold in an instant. Teressa had the directions in her phone and directed Stewart, but he soon turned to her with an awkward face.

“Isn’t the lake going in the other direction?”

“We have a stop to make first.”

Stewart’s knuckles turned white around the steering wheel. “Where?” he asked.

“Take a guess,” she said. Their town wasn’t huge, and there was only one major stop in the direction they headed; the mall.

Shaking his head, Stewart said, “isn’t the picture enough? Are we going to the mall?”

“Ding, ding, ding.”

“I have little money.”

“You have a credit card and a secret. You could tell everyone about your panties. Then, I can finally talk to someone about this photo I took. Honestly, that doesn’t sound like a bad idea. Give me your phone. I’ll make a post for you and send it. One and done,” she said, knowing he wouldn’t dare do it. No man she knew would go that far. At least the ones that portrayed a straight persona.

“My parents would hate me.”

“Is that your biggest fear, baby? I’ll take care of you,” she said and rubbed Stewart’s thigh. She saw his dick pulsate under his jeans. Her touch excited him. Teressa loved the control that a woman had over a man.

“They’d kick me out the house.”

Teressa felt sad for Stewart a moment, but that evaporated like steam from pasta water. She had to enjoy the moments while they lasted. Stewart wouldn’t answer to her beck and call forever. He would grow a backbone once he hit his breaking point. Teressa glanced out the window at the buildings rolling by and said, “You have nothing to fear with me. I don’t mind your secret.”

“But you want to tell everyone. Can’t you keep it to yourself and not blackmail me?”

“Eventually, but you have to earn that first. I’m not budging on this, Stewart. Drive to the mall so we can shop.”

Stewart pressed his lips together and stared straight ahead. He didn’t look in her direction once until they arrived to the mall. As he unbuckled his seatbelt, Teressa was staring at him. Their eyes connected. She looked into his soul and winked.

“This will turn out as the best day of your life,” she said.

“Yeah, right.”

They walked toward the entrance together. There were a lot more people than that Tuesday. It was the weekend, and people wanted to spend their money. Teressa reached out her hand and intertwined her fingers with Stewart’s. “I know I’m being a little cruel, but I’ve been reading a lot of blogs. There are many people like you, Stewie. Have fun with me,” she said.

“There’s nothing fun about blackmail.”

“Not when you say it like that,” she said.

“What am I supposed to say?”

“Just put a smile on your face if you have nothing nice to say.”

Stewart sighed and looked ahead, but he didn’t drop Teressa’s hand. They walked like any other couple. People didn’t even look twice at them. If anything, Stewart should thank her for acting as a shield. She protected him from the strangeness of shopping alone. Squeezing his hand, she didn’t realize how far her thoughts had drifted.

Teressa pulled Stewart through the sliding doors into the air-conditioned building. It steamed with people. Stewart’s face showed how he felt. Teressa leaned over to him, “everything will be fine. No reason to act nervous.”

“You’re the one with the power. You can say that.”

Teressa said nothing and pulled Stewart into her second-favorite store. She couldn’t enter her favorite after bombing the job interview; at least for a few weeks. This store was cheaper too. Stewart had complained a lot about his money. She would try to respect his budget, but the dresses had to fit him just right. They had to hide his jagged, masculine edges.

Picking up a few choices, Teressa rushed Stewart to the dressing rooms. There weren’t any attendants to explain why Stewart went in and not her, which seemed to soothe him. Stewart slipped in one room with the dresses. Teressa sat outside on an old chair. Ripped fabric exposed the cushion at the edge. To hear Stewart change into a dress turned her on unexpectedly. It reignited the burning between her thighs. Pulling out her phone, she reminded herself of Stewart’s thickness. His well-endowed piece would fill her soon. She needed to feel it. Waiting for him, knowing he was undressed and probably hard, had Teressa looking for a fan.

“Is there anyone out there?”

“Nobody but me, baby,” she said.

Stewart emerged from the room. A white dress hugged his hips, but the straps were far too thin for his broad shoulders. She wanted to hide the man underneath. Women were beautiful, as were men, but Teressa wanted to test Stewart. Everything she had read said he would love it. She wanted to please him; make him feel alive. “No,” she said. “Not that dress. I messed up because you need bigger straps. Don’t try on the black one, they’re the same design. Switch into the yellow one, and I’ll look for more options.”

He nodded and closed the door. While Stewart slipped into the yellow dress, which covered his shoulders, Teressa went to find other choices. She focused on styles that would cover places the white one didn’t. The yellow one looked nice, but she worried about the color against his light skin. Teressa found a blue dress the color of Stewart’s shorts in the morning and a gray option. She also picked up a one-piece swimsuit for the lake and some skirts she was positive about. Stewart would need them for his short trip.

Teressa knocked on the door, and Stewart opened it. She was right about the color of the yellow dress and made him change out of it. Then, he came out in the blue dress a few minutes later and looked marvelous. If it wasn’t for all the body hair, he would have looked like a woman. The dress transformed his figure and hid all the masculine edges.

“That dress is perfect. You look stunning,” Teressa said. She grabbed Stewart by the shoulders and dragged him to the mirror. “Look at yourself. It’s amazing how that dress changed you.”

Stewart’s eyes darted around the mirror as he took in the image. “I don’t look bad, do I?”

“Not at all, baby. Get that off so we can pay. We’ll get the swimsuit too.”

“Okay, whatever you want,” Stewart said. The nervous smile on his face told the story. Teressa let all her anxiety free about ‘torturing’ Stewart because they were both enjoying the game. She could see it in his eyes. Teressa handed the cashier the clothing, and Stewart passed her his credit card. They giggled together over the secret they shared. The strange looks didn’t matter. They were happy to have fun.


Chapter Six

Clenching and releasing. Clenching and releasing. Those were the only movements Stewart could make to calm his nerves as he drove to the cabin. Teressa gave directions, but they had a few miles on the current road before he had to turn. Clenching and releasing. Teressa sang along to the music like it was any other day. She didn’t appear concerned about the bag of goodies in the trunk.

Throughout the drive, Stewart had grown more excited than nervous. The cabin was secluded. Teressa could change Stewart however she wanted there without fear. Their neighborhood park was a conspicuous place where anyone could have seen them. It gave Stewart a rush every time he thought how nobody had caught them.

“How far until we turn?”

“That’s the fifth time you’ve asked,” she said. Her tone expressed how annoyed she was by the constant questions.

“I’m nervous we’ll miss the turn,” he said.

The GPS spoke to them before Teressa could reply. He had to turn in two miles. She sighed and returned to belting out the song the GPS had interrupted. Her voice wasn’t perfect, but Stewart could have listened to her for the rest of his life. The way she dressed him in the mall had sent an arrow through his heart. He was smitten, in love. Teressa could control Stewart for as long as she wanted. He enjoyed being told what to do.

They turned down a dirt road after the next song started. Clenching and releasing. Driving down the unpaved road, the car rocked with the texture. They bounced in their seats. Heat rose in Stewart as they neared the lake. It was a big lake with few cabins. Teressa had found it and said it was the most-private.

“Where do we park?”

“There’s a place to check-in. The website said it’s the first cabin we see after turning onto the dirt road.”

They continued. A few songs played, and they had seen nothing except dense forest. On the fourth song, Teressa said, “I see a building up ahead.”

Stewart squinted, but as he drove, the small cabin came into focus. He parked outside the door and turned off the car. Teressa asked for his credit card. “Wait here. I’ll pay and get the key.”

“What if they want my ID?”

“Then come inside,” she said. They hopped out the car and went to pay. An older man, large around the waist, checked them in. He didn’t ask for any identification from Teressa, even though she used Stewart’s card. Instead, he explained how to walk to the lake. There were several paths, depending on the wants of the guests. Teressa traced her line along the shortest, easiest path. She didn’t want to hike on her short vacation. There were two lakes on the property. Their cabin sat on the smaller of the two, but she wanted to swim in the big one. “Any creatures we need to worry about?”

“There are some fish, but we’ve never had problems. Nothing more than little nibbles that tickle,” he said in a jolly voice. The man passed the keys to Teressa and said, “you all enjoy now. I’m here if you need me.”

“That guy was nice,” Stewart said when they got outside.

“See, this isn’t too bad, is it? You can be yourself with me, baby. And live like a normal man. What else do you want?”

“Nothing I can think of,” Stewart said and rested his hand on Teressa’s thigh before starting the car. That moment sent a spark from his fingertips to his heart. He stared into Teressa’s seductive eyes. Her face was perfect dimensions. Stewart couldn’t believe he finally had a chance with Teressa, and she knew his secret. Either way, he wanted tonight. It was worth the money he spent. Worth the potential fallout with his family and friends. Teressa meant the world to him for accepting him; the real Stewart. “Let’s get to that cabin.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice,” Teressa said and rubbed Stewart’s hand in her lap. Their bodies moved close for a second, like they were about to kiss, but a car pulled up next to them. They waved at the other couple and departed to find their cabin.

♦

Teressa didn’t lift a finger. Stewart carried in all the bags by her command. He didn’t want to disappoint his love, the diamond in his eye. She sat with her legs up on the coffee table. The cabin was luxurious on the inside; decorated with everything they’d need for a night’s stay. There was firewood by the back door and snacks in the fridge. The decor made Stewart feel better about the price, but it would take extra hours at the job to pay off the massive debt he was incurring.

Stewart dropped their luggage in the bedroom and returned to the living room. He sat by Teressa’s side. She smiled at him and stood. “Meet me in the bathroom. Put on some music before you go.” Teressa disappeared before Stewart could ask what she wanted from him. He hadn’t had a second to relax. He wanted to put his feet up and zone out in front of the TV. “No time to sit around, Stewie,” Teressa called. “Get moving!”

He jumped up from the couch and searched his phone for a playlist. Never listening to music, it was hard, but he found something from a cursory search: best music for lounging - playlist.

There was a wireless speaker with surround sound in the entertainment center. Stewart connected his phone and raced to the bathroom before Teressa returned from the bedroom.

She met him there a few minutes later, carrying the bags from the mall and one Stewart hadn’t noticed before. “Nice music selection, baby.”

“Thanks,” he said and looked to the ground.

“Are you wearing panties?”

Stewart’s cheeks burned bright red. “Yes, I thought you would have wanted that.”

“You were correct,” Teressa said. She cupped her hand around Stewart’s jaw. Her hair fell over her shoulder. The eyes transfixed him. He was lost in her beauty. It didn’t matter who she was before because everything had changed when Teressa found Stewart at the mall. He looked up at her, and she had a happy expression. Stewart didn’t disgust her. He had nothing to fear with her, and he had shunned finding a woman to accept him more than anything.

“What do you want to do, Teressa?” Stewart asked. He timidly reached his hand to her thigh, not wanting to upset the woman or lose her affection. In a short time, she had gone from nothing to a sustenance more important than water. Or the air he breathed.

Teressa sat on the edge of the tub and rubbed his legs. “They’re too hairy. We need to shave your body before you wear a dress.”

Stewart grazed his hand over the thick hair. “I have nothing for that.”

“I have it taken care of. I thought of asking you to bring stuff but didn’t want to ruin the surprise. What do you think?”

“About shaving my body?”

“Yes,” she said. He couldn’t say no to her smile. He’d always been curious about shaving but wouldn’t have been able to wear shorts at home. His parents ridiculed men that shaved their legs. They had a lot to say about people that strayed from gender norms. “Take off your pants. Get naked.”

Stewart gripped the bottom of his shirt and removed the cloth from his body. The feminine edge of the panties stuck out from his jeans. They hugged his muscular hips. Teressa reached forward and unbuttoned Stewart’s pants. She pulled them to the floor and left Stewart standing there in his panties. “Twirl. Do a little dance.”

“Seriously?” he asked. “I don’t know how to dance.”

“Make something up. Relax. Don’t be so serious. Nobody can see you but me.”

Stewart took a deep breath and looked down at his body. He loved watching the outline of his dick grow in the tight lingerie. Moving his hips from side to side, Stewart looked into Teressa’s eyes as he rocked. She smiled and covered her mouth, dampening the sound. Stewart closed his eyes and danced like nobody could see him. He locked his hands behind his head and moved around the bathroom, almost falling into Teressa. She burst into laughter and said, “that’s enough,” between the snorts. “Get those panties off.”

Slowly pulling the waistline over his dick, the hardened shaft popped out. He didn’t hide it that time. Instead, he stared at Teressa from across the room. His body pulsated with desire. Stewart needed Teressa any way she would take him. He didn’t care, all that mattered was that she was the woman with whom he lay.

Teressa got to her knees in the most seductive form Stewart had ever seen. She crawled to his naked body like an animal in the wilderness. She was a cat on the hunt. Stewart’s body shuddered as he imagined entering the beautiful woman; if she would allow it. She had complete control over him, his mind and body. Teressa could command him to do whatever she wanted, and Stewart could see that recognition in her eyes as she reached his feet. He instinctively covered his dick.

Teressa moved his hand away and looked into his eyes. She was fully dressed. He was naked, nothing hiding his every inch. “You’re so hard for me,” she said and wrapped her hand around Stewart’s oozing dick. Her touch ignited every nerve in his body. He couldn’t breathe. Not a single thought floated into his mind. Her hand was like a finger on the controller. “You want to fuck me, baby?”

“Yes, please,” Stewart said. His voice cracked. He felt exposed and pathetic next to her beauty. He was a nerd that studied science and engineering. Pretty girls that studied communications like Teressa didn’t associate with his kind. They were on a different level. He would have done anything to feel inside Teressa. Even if it was just once. He wouldn’t forget that moment the rest of his life if it happened. “I’ll do anything you want.”

“Your thickness makes my thighs burn. It’s honestly beautiful, your cock,” Teressa said as she stroked his dick. “It’s thick and juicy. Uncut and leaking at my touch.” Teressa moved her head close and lapped up Stewart’s precum with her tongue.

It took him everything not to cum. He curled his toes and bit his lip.

Teressa licked again.

Stewart moaned.

“You’re like putty in my hands, baby. Do I turn you on?” Teressa asked. She squeezed her breasts together with her arms, batting her eyelashes.

“More than you know,” Stewart said. His words broken. He couldn’t keep it together. Her touch put him at the edge. He could cum in an instant.

Teressa, without hesitation, took Stewart’s entire length in her mouth. She tightened her lips around his base and sucked. Stewart grabbed the counter to avoid falling. His eyes rolled into the back of his head. He tried pushing Teressa’s head away, but she didn’t budge. Her hands grasped Stewart’s ass, and she wasn’t letting go. She sucked his dick for a minute. Until Stewart screamed and begged her to stop unless she wanted a mouth full of cum.

“Not yet,” she said and stood. Teressa went over to her bag and retrieved a pair of clippers. She plugged them into the wall and said, “put your leg up on the tub.”

Stewart did, and she flipped the switched. She started with a higher number to get off the long hairs. Stewart couldn’t believe how much removing the hair changed his form, his shape. He was looking more feminine by the second. Switching to the smaller size, Teressa removed the last bit of hair from his legs. She handed Stewart a razor and cream to take care of the more delicate areas.

He finished without cutting himself. “Yum, look how delicious you are now,” Teressa said. She rubbed lotion into his skin from his feet to ass, so he wouldn’t burn while the continued. They finished removing the rest of his body hair before she had Stewart hop in the shower and rinse all the extra hair from his body.

Stewart was red stepping out the shower. To have Teressa rub his body down a second time sent his dick to attention. He couldn’t help but get excited by her touch.

“Put on the dress and we’ll make dinner.”

♦

Dinner was fantastic. Stewart had cooked them an outstanding meal with the bit of food they had at the cabin. He found a recipe online and whipped it up, wearing his dress and the cutest apron. Teressa snapped a couple photos without Stewart knowing. She sat at the island while he cooked. Insects chirped outside, and a smooth tune played over the wireless speakers.

It was dark but beautiful outside. Teressa finished her plate and pushed it to the other side of the island. Stewart had eaten much quicker than her. He washed the dishes while she returned to the sofa. “You’re great at the domestic life. I love a man that does chores.”

“That’s all that matters?” he asked. His voice sounded weird with the attire. She would have to work on his feminine voice when he wore dresses. If he was going to do it, Stewart should go all the way. He loved the dress, Teressa could see it in his eyes. Feminizing Stewart brought joy to her heart too. To watch him transform from a man uncomfortable in his skin to one that blossomed more by the minute.

“You matter, baby,” she said. Stewart rinsed the last dish and placed it on the drying rack. Teressa had an idea. She went to the bathroom and returned with one outfit they’d bought.

Stewart raised his eyebrow at her, “What now?”

“Put this on and let’s go swimming.”

“Right now? It’s dark. Can’t we wait till morning?”

“You’re telling me you want to wait until everyone can see you wearing that one piece in broad daylight? Okay, suit yourself,” Teressa said and shrugged her shoulders. She plopped back on the couch and threw the swimsuit to the side. He knew he had to wear it at least once, and she could wait. Turning on the TV, she put one hand behind her head. Yawned.

Stewart ran over to the couch and snatched the swimsuit. He ran to the bathroom. Teressa giggled to herself. She went to the hall closet and grabbed a couple towels. She didn’t plan on wearing much when she went swimming, but Stewart had to experience life as a woman. One-piece swimsuits were the definition of a woman for Teressa. Men almost never wore anything similar. They didn’t cover their nipples. Breasts, for whatever reason, caused a stir. Every time Teressa went swimming, she had to talk herself into covering them and not staging a protest at the beach or swimming pool. Women should let their breasts hang free. Men got to, and women should too. Teressa pushed the battling thoughts from her mind when Stewart emerged.

He looked ridiculous and sexy. The straps hardly covered his broad shoulders. There were little lumps where his chest didn’t fill the pouch. His balls and dick, now hairless looked like an ultimate camel toe. She could tell that his dick had pressed between his balls, spreading them to either side.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Not bad. You know they make these for men too, right?” he asked and flapped the air breasts.

“But that wouldn’t make you desire breasts. Would you ever want a pair?”

“Permanently?”

“I don’t know, it’s just an idea.”

Stewart rubbed his chin and placed his hands on his hips. Pouting his lip, he said, “you think I look like a lady?”

The feminine, breathy voice that left his mouth shocked Teressa. It was like she saw the future, a future with Stewart as a woman. Her woman with a dick to give her babies but remain sexy as all hell. If Stewart’s future woman form used that voice, Teressa would never leave. She said nothing and stood, grabbing Stewart’s hand as she ran to the door.

Using her flashing app, she led them down the path to the big lake. Stewart carried the towels. Teressa wasn’t afraid of the dark, but Stewart lagged behind her clutching the towels. “Come on, let’s hurry and get out of the trees.”

“Right,” Stewart said and looked forward. He walked faster to keep up with Teressa and her light.

They made it to the clearing with the large lake a few minutes later. There were no cabins on the big lake. Teressa couldn’t see any other people on the water. She figured they were alone. After deciding that nobody could see them, Teressa lifted her shirt and kicked off her shorts.

She got down to nothing put her panties, letting her breasts hang free. Looking to her right, she noticed Stewart kneeling beneath her. He bowed and fanned her body as if she were a goddess. As cute as it was, she didn’t want him to continue. “Jump in the water. Tell me how cold it is.”

“You jump in the water.”

“I can always send that picture to everyone, along with the others I added to the collection today. Now, they’ll see you in a dress too,” Teressa said while tapping at her phone. She wasn’t doing anything but moving her finger back and worth, but Stewart couldn’t tell.

“No,” he said and jumped into the water.

Teressa smiled at herself, loving how he listened. Stewart emerged a moment later and said, “it’s a little cold but not too bad.”

Teressa jumped in the water next to Stewart. The freezing water shocked her system. She hit Stewart when she came up, “you lied to me,” she said and splashed water at him.

He stuck out his tongue, “that’s what you get for blackmailing me.”

Teressa swam to Stewart and wrapped her body around his. He begged her to stop, but she held onto the dock. He would not drown. “Look at the stars. There are more dots than darkness.”

Stewart entertained her and looked where she pointed. Golden spots covered the sky. Teressa loved how they looked against the ripples in the water. The warmness of the day had turned into a comfortable night. She could have stayed outside for hours, enjoying the darkness. The sounds of insects in their habitat.

Teressa released Stewart and lifted herself onto the dock. She lay back. Stewart tried to follow her, but she placed her foot on his shoulder. “Stay in the water, baby,” she said, staring at the sky. Stewart turned and swam a little. She listened to his feet kick against the water. The smell of moisture in the air. It sank into her bones. Her wet skin cold from the air.

“Baby, come over here,” she said, after slipping off her panties. She had done it when Stewart wasn’t paying her attention.

Getting closer, she saw the stillness in his body as he recognized the part between her legs. It was the first time she had exposed herself to him. “Don’t let it frighten you, my love. Come please me,” she said. Using her sluttiest voice, Teressa said Stewart’s name repeatedly. The hole between her thighs burned for him. His mouth. The touch of his tongue to her throbbing center. “Have you licked a pussy before?”

Stewart hesitated before confessing that he hadn’t. “It’s okay, baby,” she said. “Mama will teach you. Just kiss it to start.”

Stewart swam over to Teressa. Her pussy hung in the perfect position. He could please her from the water, under the starlight. It was like a dream. Using his night vision, Stewart moved his lips to hers. He kissed the gentle folds between her legs. Teressa moaned to encourage him. She wanted more. Needed it.

“Now lightly touch your tongue to the folds. Don’t be afraid to play with the nub where all my pleasure centers are.”

Stewart touched her with his wet hand before moving in again to use his tongue. Teressa enjoyed his inexperienced tongue exploring her pussy. She loved how delicate his touches were. He did as she said, moving between her pussy and clit. Teressa lay back, enjoying the stars as Stewart serviced her.

“Yes, baby. Don’t stop,” she moaned. Teressa wrapped her legs around Stewart’s head and pulled him close. Her body tensed as the pressure built inside. It wouldn’t take long. A few more licks, and she’d surrender. Her body would be able to take more. “I’m getting close,” she said.

Stewart didn’t pull back. He tried harder, using everything Teressa had taught him a few moments ago. Teressa scraped the wood deck as every nerve in her body exploded. Stewart stopped, not moving his head, allowing whatever left Teressa to cover him.

As her body relaxed, Teressa sighed. All the energy sucked out of her, she wanted to cuddle up on the sofa. “Let’s watch a movie.”

“Whatever you want,” Stewart said and got out the water.


Chapter Seven

The previous night swirled in Stewart’s mind. They had fallen asleep on the couch watching a movie after Teressa came all over him by the lake. Stewart carried her to bed after waking up early in the morning. She was beautiful when she slept; peaceful like a summer afternoon. Whatever tension there was in her face while awake evaporated with sleep.

It was the morning, and Stewart had woken up before Teressa. She lay by his side, covered yet naked beneath the fabric. Stewart lifted the thin sheet to peek at her succulent body. He wanted to coat her figure in cream and lick her from toe to neck.

Leaving the room, Stewart went to search the fridge. His stomach rumbled after swimming and servicing Teressa. There were ingredients to make a vegetarian omelet. After chopping the vegetables, Stewart beat the eggs with water. Not noticing anything around him, Teressa emerged from the bedroom. She wore a thin, see-through robe. Her nipples round and red, sticking out through the fabric. Stewart wished to take one between his lips, sucking until she told him to stop.

“Morning, what are you cooking?”

“Veggie omelet. How does that sound?” he asked.

“Good, but you can’t wear that. It’s boring,” she said.

Stewart looked down at his outfit. He wore shorts and a t-shirt. He had changed out of the swimsuit last night, wanting to wear something comfortable to bed. Teressa instructed Stewart to change before he cooked. There was a short skirt in the bedroom. Teressa said she hadn’t shaved his legs for nothing and wanted to see her work.

Returning to the kitchen, Stewart felt like a slutty woman. The skirt rode up his ass, barely hiding the panties beneath. The sizzle of the skillet filled the room as Teressa sat at the bar and Stewart cooked. He stirred the vegetables, cooking them a minute before the eggs. His heart raced as Teressa gazed at him across the island. Sunlight changed the dynamic. Everything seemed more innocent in the daylight, but sexual tension waded between them.

It was stronger than the smell of garlic in the air. Stewart wanted to throw the pan to the floor and take Teressa to the bedroom. He longed to kiss her, feel inside of her. Stewart looked up from the pan, Teressa was staring at him. “Do you like women or men?” he asked.

“I like you,” she said. “Traditionally, I’m attracted to jocks, but you interest me Stewart. You caught my attention.”

Stewart transferred the hot vegetables to a plate and began on the eggs. His cheeks burned from her comments. He could have kissed her and left everything behind. His future didn’t matter if she wasn’t in it. Stewart folded the omelet because he didn’t know what to say. Teressa didn’t press him. She had gone to watch the birds from the window, commenting on their actions. Stewart cut the omelet in two and severed it for them, “breakfast is ready.”

“You’re a doll,” Teressa said and returned to the island. Stewart took a seat next to her, wearing the skirt and feeling fabulous. He crossed his legs to stop the air from flowing between his legs and tickling his junk. Teressa pushed her fork through the eggs and took a bite. Stewart moaned at the sight of the food passing her thick lips. He pictured her in bathroom how she’d been the day before with his dick in her mouth. The suction he’d felt. It made his knees weak.

“Did you like last night?” Stewart asked.

“On the dock? Are you kidding, sweetie?” she asked and patted his face. “That was the best thing ever. I loved every second.”

“You mean it?”

Teressa turned to him and pouted, “don’t doubt what I tell you. I might not always be nice or give you what you want, but I’ll never lie.”

Stewart nodded and took the first bite of his omelet. It was delicious. The flavors complex like the emotions he felt for Teressa. They ate in silence while the birds sang their morning tunes. Teressa mentioned them often. She must have loved birds. Stewart took a mental note. He’d always listen to what she said to surprise her.

“This is an amazing breakfast,” she said. She had finished before Stewart. His mind was too busy spinning in circles to eat. Teressa sat there and talked about her school life, her friends, and anything else that popped out her mouth while Stewart finished his meal. Every word that left her lips was like buttercream frosting on his lips. He wanted to eat them, record them; do whatever he had to to never forget. “Hurry and finish. I want to play with you,” she said after Stewart had failed to eat all his food. She had finished nearly ten minutes ago.

“Play with me?” he asked. His voice was higher than normal. The skirt made him want to act the part. He loved the freedom it provided.

“Yes,” she said and picked up both the plates. She scrapped Stewart’s last couple bites into the trash. “Go get my special bag from the bedroom and don’t open it!”

♦

Stewart sat under Teressa. His head was just above the couch, and her leg perched on the top. Teressa grasped the back of Stewart’s head as he got a second round of practice pleasing her orally. She moaned, getting wet and ready to take his thick dick. It stood at attention under his short skirt. He didn’t touch it, but the cock had escaped. The underwear didn’t hold.

Every glance down brought a sense of emptiness to her center. She needed this thick manhood to fill her burning desire. To calm her down and recharge her battery. No matter how much she feminized Stewart, she’d always want that thick dick to ride.

After she couldn’t handle the hallow feeling, Teressa went to her bag to get a condom. She went back to Stewart, walking like a runway model across the living room. She stared deep into his eyes before lowering to her knees in front of him. Stewart smiled, looking excited for whatever she wanted. Teressa loved how he wished to please her. Everything was about her.

And his dick. His thickness. It was everything she had dreamed and hoped for in a man. And he was hers.

Teressa hiked up Stewart’s skirt and used her teeth to pull his panties down to his ankles. He kicked them off for her. She smiled up at him and ripped open the condom wrapped. She placed the opening tightly over his thick tip. Using her mouth, she rolled the rubbed down his stiff shaft. She choked reaching the bottom, but it was worth it.

Standing up, Teressa removed the light robe from her body. She stood naked in front of her lover. To make love with Stewart meant entering a new world. One where they were together, accepting each other. “What do you think?”

Stewart stammered before forming words, “you’re beautiful. I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

Teressa went to Stewart who sat on the sofa. She placed a knee on each side of him. He timidly placed his hands on her hips. She commanded him to act more dominant. Take the meal she offered. He didn’t hesitate. His gripped tightened on her.

She moaned. Teressa loved how he listened. Her pussy gushed at the sensation of his manhood pressing against her entrance. Teressa dug her nails into Stewart’s chest as she slid down his shaft, taking his every inch. She yelped at the pain but didn’t get off. She waited until her body adjusted.

Stewart played with her breasts. He took a nipple in her mouth, sucking on the sensitive areola.

Teressa moved Stewart’s hands to her ass. He gripped her cheeks as she moved her pussy up and down his dick. She gripped the couch behind Stewart as she used him for her pleasure.

“Touch my clit, baby,” she said, gaining a rhythm on his dick. After dreaming it, she finally had his rod inside her. Pressing into her spot with each movement, she came undone. She rocked her hips this way and that way, finding the best place. Stewart went between pleasuring her clit, kissing her body like a madman, and gripping her other areas like a hungry animal.

There was no civility in their movements. They used each other for pleasure. Stewart still wearing a skirt that was drenched in her juices. Teressa threw her head back as a pressure built in her center. She couldn’t hold it for long. Her moan became unhinged. She cursed as Stewart’s thick dick slid in and out her sloppy wet hole.

“Fuck, sweetie,” she said and gripped Stewart’s hair. She pulled and got close to his body. Her breasts pressed into his face.

Teressa didn’t move as her body released its energy. Nectar fell from her pussy, covering Stewart. He held his woman close as her body went to a different universe. His dick still inside her, every micro-movement was too much to handle. She didn’t want to. Couldn’t.

“You’re amazing,” she whispered into Stewart’s ear as she returned to reality. Her pussy begging to relax and get his massive cock out of her.

Lifting her hips, Teressa got off his dick and fell next to Stewart on the couch. “You’re amazing too,” he said and kissed Teressa on the lips.

♦

Stewart watched Teressa from the couch. She stood by the sink drinking a glass of water. He still wore the panties covered in her juices. His dick twitched from cumming twice. Once in the pussy and again when Teressa was taking the condom off him. He couldn’t help it. Luckily, all the goo got in the rubber right before it fell to the ground. Teressa set the glass on the counter and returned to the living room.

She stood above him with her hands on her hips, still naked. “I’m not done with you.”

“You’re not?” he asked. Her commanding voice made his dick twitch. Her naked body helped too. The folds between her legs. The warmth of her center. Stewart could spend the rest of his life there if she allowed it.

“No, I’m not. Put your panties back on.”

Stewart raised his eyebrow and grabbed the lingerie from the floor. Teressa went over to her bag and lifted it to her chest. She appeared powerful, like a goddess, standing over him. He wanted her to use his face again. She tasted amazing. He loved walking around with her scent attached to his face. Stewart stood to get the panties around his waist.

Teressa pulled out a large dick from her bag with a strap. His heart dropped. “You want to fuck me?”

“You want me to fuck you,” she said, laughing.

Stewart had thought about it, even played with his hole once or twice, but to admit it to a woman? Never. He wouldn’t have considered that, but there she was again. Teressa lived a few steps ahead of Stewart. “I’ve never said I wanted that.”

“Please,” she said and waved her hand in the air. “Crawl over here and put this on me.”

His eyes went wide, but he was past talking back to Teressa. She knew he would do anything she wanted. He was a pawn on her board. Stewart reached her and knelt below her. Teressa tossed the strap to his side. “Hurry, baby. Mama wants to show you how good it feels.”

“Whatever you want,” he said. His hands trembled as he picked up the device. It was so foreign; different from anything he’d seen. The dick wasn’t too big. Smaller than his. There was another part that must have gone inside Teressa. He used her wet pussy to lubricate the toy and slid the small side into her hole. She moaned, smiling down at him.

Stewart worked the pieces around Teressa’s thighs and waist. She instructed him when he did wrong. It only took a minute, and there she was. Teressa stood with a dick, ready to fuck Stewart. His heart raced in his chest. She would fill him like a sissy in the next minute. He had nowhere to go. She had pleased him, let him use her hole, and now he had to return the favor.

“Get over there and put your ass in the air,” Teressa said. Her voice was firm and light at the same time. Stewart went to the edge of the couch, leaning over it. His dick hard and long against the arm. Teressa came up behind him.

She pressed the dick lightly against his virgin hole through the thin fabric. “Wow, you’re tight. That won’t be the case a few weeks from now,” she said.

“You wanna fuck me often?” Stewart asked and wiggled his ass in the air. He was wearing the skirt and panties, feeling extra feminine. Teressa gripped the lingerie and ripped the fabric where his hole was.

She smacked his raw skin, leaving a red mark in its wake. “This little hole will beg for my dick soon,” she said, sliding it between Stewart’s crack.

It tickled his hole every time it passed. She covered it in lube and used some on his ass. Using a finger, Teressa tested Stewart’s hole. As she got deeper inside him, she pressed his spot. It sent waves of desire over his body. Suddenly, he wanted the dick inside him. She removed the fingers and pressed against his hole, slipping the first inch inside.

An incredible rush of pain sent tingles across his body, but he didn’t resist. “Slowly,” he grunted. Teressa gripped Stewart’s hips and took her time filling him.

Stewart couldn’t focus on anything else but the intensity happening inside his ass. His hole burned, but Teressa stroked his dick to ease the tension. Stewart was rock hard, burning with lust.

Teressa fucked his ass, using his hole. It never felt that good, but he loved having Teressa behind him. She could fuck him anytime she wanted. After a few minutes, she had pulled out of him and dropped the strap to the floor.

She made him finish with his tongue. Stewart jacked off while squatting under her, eager for every drop of her nectar.


Chapter Eight

Later in the day, after showering and eating another meal, Teressa and Stewart packed their bags to return home before the sun set in the distance. Stewart didn’t enjoy driving on the country roads at night, and they both had plans the next day. Stewart zipped his small bag and sat by the island, finishing his glass of water.

He had changed into men’s clothing because his parents would have died if he returned home in a skirt, but he and Teressa had agreed that they loved their time together. It was a beautiful day of passion and lovemaking.

“Where does this weekend leave us?” Stewart asked, eager for a future with Teressa. He was the woman for him. He didn’t want to search another day in his life. The sex, the bond, and their chemistry had him desperate for an agreement. A label. Words that bonded them together.

Teressa folded her clothes. She tapped her chin as though she were thinking about his question. “Friends with benefits?”

“I want more than that,” he said.

She said nothing and finished packing her bag. She zipped it and stood, “should we head home now?”

“Teressa, please. I don’t want uncertainties. We need a future together.”

“Can’t we take it slow?”

“You accept me for who I am. I’ll do anything you ask, you know it’s true,” Stewart said. He got to his knees and crawled to her.

Teressa sighed. “That means spoiling me once you get a big-boy job.”

“That’s soon. Next year. You can have whatever you want then. I promise,” he said. “Does that mean you’re my girlfriend?”

Teressa looked to the side and shook her head, “I suppose.”

Stewart cheered and rested his head on her knee. “Does that mean you’ll delete the photos?”

Teressa howled with laughter. “Not a chance, baby. Let’s get back before it’s dark,” she said. Teressa grabbed her bag and walked to the door. They had cleaned before packing. There was nothing else to do at the cabin. Stewart called after Teressa, begging her to delete the photos. “It’s me or the photos, baby. You want a girlfriend?”

Stewart grunted something under his breath and said nothing more about it. They got into the car and drove home, holding hands the entire way. A new couple, deeply in love. Stewart wouldn’t let go of his catch as long as she accepted him. Teressa was his everything.
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