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To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


UGLY DUCKLING

Armando is a nerdy college sophomore who mostly hides in the shadows until popular girl Cecily Nowlin asks him for help passing college algebra. If Cecily doesn't pass the class, she won't graduate in the spring.


What's in it for Armando, though? Besides spending time with the most desired girl on campus? Cecily tells Armando she'll make him popular if he helps her pass the class, but there's a catch...


Cecily can only make Armando popular as a girl. Cecily is willing to help him become one of her girlfriends, but is Armando willing to give up being a man to become Cecily's pretty girl?


OFFICE DOLL

Virgil messes up big time, so his boss Edith puts him in the doghouse. He will do anything to get back on her good side.


Edith has a plan for Virgil. It’s one she’s been considering since hiring him.


Virgil doesn’t know it, but Edith would love to make him her doll. Now she finally has an excuse to make it happen. 


SECRET ADMIRER

Jeffery is a man who loves wearing lingerie but fears dating a woman because they haven't accepted him in the past.


Christine drops into his life. She knows his secret, but he doesn't know she knows. She is his secret admirer from a distance until she can no longer resist her urge to doll up Jeffery. 


What games will they play on their journey to love?


RUNAWAY GROOM

Luis has known there’s a woman within himself for years, but he’s never had the courage to set her free.


There’s little time until Luis is supposed to marry Fatima. It’s a marriage their parents have pushed, even though Luis is positive he and Fatima have already fallen out of love.


With only a couple months left until the big day, Luis needs to experience womanhood before he might never have the chance again. It only takes a few clicks on the internet for a box of womanly treasures to arrive at his door, but Luis will still have to find the courage to free his feminine self.


BAD BOSS

Deborah Williams gets fired from her job because of an altercation with James, but Deborah won't go down without a fight.


With her girlfriends, Deborah plans a payback party to get revenge on James.


Little does he know... but Deborah plans to dress James up like a doll with her girlfriends and have a party.


FARM MAIDEN

Charley is down on his luck after losing his job until an old friend helps him.


Robert is a farmer in Foss, Illinois but needs help keeping his house clean and having a warm meal to come home to.


What will happen when Robert asks Charley to dress as a homemaker?


HUSBAND IN PEARLS

Clea is tired of her distant husband and wants to change his behavior after two years of marriage.


She remembers a time when her husband dressed as a woman for Halloween, and an idea grows in her mind.


Doug becomes Dina in this adventure of discovering Doug's love for femininity.


WHEN THE TABLES TURN

Karen is fed up with how her husband, Gary, treats her, and then she discovers he wears panties! Her alpha! Karen can’t believe it and wants to teach Gary a lesson. 


The wife, Karen, turns dominant. We'll see just how much Gary likes getting feminized by his wife.


ROULETTE

Halloween has more treats than tricks in this steamy read. Two couples experience the highs and lows of this exciting, memorable holiday. Which couple will you love more?


TAKE DOWN

Maryellen comes from a powerful family with plenty of unspoken rules, which include marrying a rich man named Nick without question, even though Maryellen’s heart belongs to John. Nick is nothing but a cheater with deep pockets to fuel her mother’s ambitions.


Maryellen’s family expects her to get married now that she has graduated law school. The date is set. It's what will look best to the public. Maryellen only has a few weeks to ruin her wedding since her parents have already denied her request to cancel the wedding.


It seems there’s nothing Maryellen can do. Everyone except John is against her, but then Maryellen gets a crazy idea.


Ask John to dress up as a woman to seduce Nick. They’ll get everything on film to expose Nick as the cheater he is. It’s the only way. If they don’t succeed, love won’t win.


UGLY DUCKLING

CLOVER COX
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1

Armando wasn’t the most attractive or stylish man. Hell, he was hardly a man, as his nineteenth birthday had just passed. He was a sophomore in college, studying political science with a minor in history. Armando was a major nerd and tried to remain invisible but couldn’t, despite his efforts.

It was impossible not to notice his ratty shoes and tattered, worn shirts. His pants, the three pairs he owned, hadn’t been updated in years. Long before he entered the halls of university. They had sun stains and frayed edges. Armando had grown his hair long to hide his face, but he couldn’t go unnoticed. Not with Cecily Nowlin in the classroom.

Cecily was a senior, and everyone on campus knew her name. She was the daughter of the richest man in town, Wesley Nowlin. He owned a brick factory and countless rentals, and Cecily had no problems spending his money.

She was always wearing the most fabulous clothes and smelled of the most expensive perfumes. Cecily drove a luxurious hardtop convertible sedan. Nobody could miss her when she was driving around with the top down, her bleached blonde hair blowing in the wind. Designer sunglasses covering her eyes.

Armando would give an arm to be with a girl like Cecily, so it was a shock to the system when he saw her enter his college algebra class. He tried his best not to stare, but it was impossible. She shined like a pot of gold, and Armando couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Nobody could, but she seemed to notice him.

Was it his mop of dark hair? His gray eyes? Armando couldn’t understand why Cecily was staring back at him, but he felt a spark every time their eyes met.

The first day covered nothing except rules and expectations for the class, so it was an even bigger surprise when Cecily ran after Armando after the class ended. He was the first one out the door, but Cecily caught up to him. She tapped him on his shoulder.

“Hey, you. What’s your name?”

Her voice was unmistakable. Cecily was standing behind him. He could smell her patchouli perfume closing around him like a snake hungry for its dinner. It was intoxicating. Dangerous. The seductive smell made his little dick rock hard.

Armando turned around when Cecily tapped on his shoulder again. He didn’t need a mirror to know he was redder than molten lava.

Cecily offered an amused smile. “What? You’ve never talked to a girl before or something?”

Armando folded his lips. He had no idea why Cecily Nowlin was speaking to him, but standing in her presence made him feel heavier than lead. He wanted to hop out of the hallway window. It didn’t matter that they were on the third floor. He’d do anything to end this interaction, which was much more painful than it’d been in his dreams.

“Hello? Oh my goodness. I think I broke him,” Cecily said to the small, yet growing, crowd that’d gathered around them.

“His name is Armando,” someone shouted.

“Yeah, he’s some history nerd or something.”

“Is that true?” Cecily asked in a playful voice. “Are you a history nerd? Is your name Armando?”

“Yes,” he said. He hated how hard his dick was and how he couldn’t cover his crotch without drawing more attention to himself. He hated how he couldn’t flee Cecily’s bubble. It was as though she’d caught him in her trap, and it was much too sticky to escape. “I want to become a lawyer, and then a judge.”

“A judge, huh? Then you probably wouldn’t want what I was going to propose. I’ll just have to find another nerd to do my bidding,” Cecily said with a twinkle in her brown eyes. She walked past Armando, tossing her bleached blonde hair over her shoulder as she did. Several guys followed her, begging to be her nerd.

Her heels clicked against the hallway floor as she walked away from Armando, not once looking back as she did. Armando dropped his head as the crowd dispersed. He wanted more of Cecily’s time, even if she didn’t have the best of intentions.

Armando couldn’t help himself. He ran after her, catching her just as she was walking toward the door that led outside to the campus. The other guys retired as Armando approached Cecily. She hadn’t even glanced in their direction.

“Oh, it’s you.”

“Yeah,” said Armando. “What were you going to ask me?”

“So, now you can speak?”

“There were so many people around us, I didn’t know what to say.”

“You don’t know how to say your name? I’m guessing you know mine,” she said. She folded her arms over her chest. A couple of people stopped to watch.

Armando grabbed her wrist and led her away from the people. “You always draw a crowd, don’t you?”

“What can I say? People want to know what I’m doing,” she said.

Armando knew it was true. She had over a million followers on her social media accounts, and they only kept growing. She was certainly a celebrity on campus, which Armando was experiencing firsthand as he tried to find them some privacy. They ended up by a tree over a hundred feet from the building’s doors. Armando turned toward Cecily, who looked confused but not upset.

“Hurry and ask me before another crowd forms,” Armando said.

“Are you any good at math?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty good. Why?”

“I was hoping to make a deal with you,” she said.

“What?”

Cecily sighed. “This isn’t my first time taking college algebra, and they won’t let me graduate without it, which would be a major bummer in the spring. I must pass this class. You understand?”

“Yeah,” Armando said with a nod.

“Will you tutor me? Do some of my homework? If you make sure I pass this class, I’ll make you popular.”

Armando's stomach flipped. A heat exploded across his body. He’d dreamed of becoming popular, even though it never seemed like a reality. Armando knew Cecily was the one who could turn the ship around for him if anyone could.

“You will?” he asked.

“Only if I pass the class.”

“That’s a semester away. How can I trust you?”

“I always keep my promises,” Cecily said while looking Armando in the eye. She put out her hand after staring at each other for several beats. “So, what do you say?”

Armando’s gaze lingered on Cecily’s hand for a moment while he considered what his life could look like if Cecily kept her promise. Part of him didn’t trust her, but he figured he’d get to spend time with Cecily over the semester either way. Maybe even kiss her.

“Deal,” Armando said. They shook on it, and Armando could swear he heard the clicking sound of a camera.

“Perfect,” Cecily said with a devilish smile. “I’ll be in touch. Don’t let me down, nerdy boy.” She walked away, like she’d forgotten Armando even existed.

Armando felt a little humiliated by Cecily’s superiority, but he wouldn’t stand up to her. He wouldn’t back out of his agreement. Armando would savor every minute he had of Cecily’s time and hope she kept her promise, but he wasn’t stupid. History was full of people backing out of promises.
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Armando and Cecily spent countless evenings together over the semester. They went to the library, her apartment, and even Armando’s dorm. They’d only gone there once. Cecily didn’t say anything, but the size of his room disgusted her. She didn’t know how she’d lived in a dorm her freshman year and had no idea how Armando was still doing it during his sophomore year.

Seeing Armando’s dorm brought back horrid memories of her roommate’s dirty clothes and nasty panties scattered around about the room, so they spent most of their time at the library or at Cecily’s apartment off campus.

It was the morning before their final exam. Armando and Cecily were in the library, going over some notes with cups of coffee. Armando had done plenty of Cecily’s homework over the semester, but he took the time to make sure she understood the material well enough to score decent grades on her test.

Cecily was bored with studying, so she shut the book. “It’ll be fine. Don’t worry,” she said. Cecily had maintained a ‘B’ in college algebra with Armando’s help, so she would have to bomb the test to fail the class, which she didn’t think would happen.

“You sure?” Armando asked. He worried his time with Cecily was ending. Would they ever hang out after the final exam today? Armando had yet to kiss Cecily, even though he stared at her lips every time they were together. All he wanted was to feel her lips against his, but kissing her would feel like a violation. It was strange, but they’d almost become friends over the semester.

“Yeah,” Cecily said. She picked up her coffee, which had a splash of cream and sugar, to take a sip. “I don’t want to overload my brain before the test, you know?”

Armando nodded, feeling sick to his stomach. The weather had turned cold outside, so he was wearing a sweater, but it couldn’t keep him warm. He hated himself for falling in love with Cecily. She’d made it too easy, being nice to him all semester.

“Is this it?” Armando asked. Desperation laced his voice.

“What do you mean?” Cecily was like a cat playing with its mouse, giving Armando a knowing smirk. She’d thought a lot about making this nerdy guy popular over the semester and was certain her project would be much harder than the one he’d completed.

It took a lot of work to maintain her popularity, and she really couldn’t make just anyone popular, no matter how hard she tried. Popularity chose some. Avoided others. Cecily didn’t know what it would do with Armando, but she was willing to take a chance… if he played by her rules.

“You know, will we see each other again?”

Armando’s question sounded so pathetic that it was honestly cute. Cecily reached out and pinched his cheeks, staring into his gray eyes. They were shockingly beautiful. She’d almost made him cut his hair until a better idea popped into her head halfway through the semester. It’d been incubating, like an egg under a heat lamp.

“Of course, silly. I’m a woman who keeps her promises, granted I pass the test today.”

“You don’t want to review more questions?” Armando asked. He was afraid everything might fall apart after the final.

“What? You don’t have faith in me?”

“No, it’s not that. It’s—”

Cecily grabbed her coffee and stood. She needed some fresh air before the test. They still had half an hour until class started, so she planned on taking the long way to class, despite the cold weather.

“I’ll text you later, Armando. See you in class,” Cecily said with a wink as she stood from the table and gathered her things. She hiked her purse up her arm and took a sip of her coffee.

“Bye,” Armando said and watched Cecily leave, doubtful she’d ever make him popular but happy he’d have more of her time. Hopefully long enough to get a kiss.
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Cecily: Professor just posted the grades, and I got a B+ in the class. Can you believe it? Get your ass over here to celebrate.

Armando read the message seconds after it arrived, wanting to escape from his dorm, but he couldn’t come off too eager. Now that Cecily didn’t need him, she could drop him any second. He had to tread carefully.

He couldn’t be the nerdy guy who wanted to recite lines from the Constitution. Nor could he talk about local politicians and what they were and weren’t doing for the community. All those nerdy tendencies had to die with the end of the semester.

Armando waited twenty-four minutes before replying.

Armando: When should I come over?

Cecily: Now! I have some champagne in the freezer. Some of my girlfriends are coming over too! They want to meet the guy who helped me pass math.

Her message came through seconds after Armando’s. He ran to his closet. There was nothing decent in there, but he grabbed the best he had. Four girls. One room. A bottle of bubbles. It was a dream of Armando’s that he never thought would come true.

Armando: I’ll be over in thirty.

Cecily: Perfect! Bring a pizza and don’t forget the salad and breadsticks.

Armando told Cecily he would, even though he barely had enough money to cover the purchase in his bank account. He would spend his last dime to be with Cecily and her girlfriends, though. She’d talked about them before while they studied, but he’d never met them. Armando only knew them from posts on social media.

Jennifer Barnes, Ro Lane, and Vivian Mooney were in Cecily’s clique. The four of them were always together. In pairs. Trios. As a group. They spent all their time together. They had the hottest boyfriends. Not that any of them lasted long. The only thing that seemed to last was their friendship.

Armando knew he couldn’t become their opposite. He couldn’t become one of the popular guys they dated, but at least he could spend an evening with them. Soak up the memory to revisit for the rest of his life.

***

It was cold, so Armando had covered his pit-stained t-shirt with a thrift-store sweater. He walked up to Cecily’s apartment. It wasn’t his first time there, but he’d never heard music and laughter on the other side of the door. He’d always seen serious Cecily. The woman who was determined to graduate with her degree in textile designs and escape the college-town life.

Cecily opened the door after Armando knocked. The conversation behind her never stopped. These girls were clearly friends, which made Armando feel awkward and out of place when Cecily told him to step inside.

“Don’t worry,” Cecily said, and wrapped her arms around Armando’s shoulders. “My friends don’t bite.”

Cecily pulled Armando into her apartment. She didn’t lift her arms from his shoulders as she guided him to the living room. Ro, Vivian, and Jennifer were playing a game of cards, but they stopped when Cecily came into the living room with Armando.

Armando reddened as the ladies focused their attention on him. Ro, who had a short pixie cut and a thin frame, stood right in front of Armando, looking into his eyes. “So, this is Armando?”

“Yes,” Cecily said with a laugh. “Be nice, Ro. I know how much you love messing with nerdy guys.”

“You never know which ones have big dicks,” Ro said before she let her eyes fall to his crotch.

“Just because you had that guy sophomore year, doesn’t mean all guys are like that,” Jennifer said.

Ro sighed, thinking back to the senior engineering student she’d dated her sophomore year. He was shy, nerdy, and surprisingly dark in the bedroom. He used to tie her up and spank her when she was bad, but then he moved across the country for a job. Ro had never been more heartbroken in her life.

“That’s true,” Ro said. “Have you looked Cecily? Is it big?”

Cecily grinned. “I haven’t looked. Anything to say for yourself, Armando?”

He shook his head vigorously. He didn’t lift his eyes. Armando was afraid he might melt if any of the women looked at him. “You said something about champagne?” Armando asked without meeting their gaze.

“Yes,” Cecily shouted. “You’re the only one without a glass. Let me grab one for you.”

Ro, Jennifer, and Vivian watched Armando stand awkwardly in the middle of the living room while Cecily fetched him a glass. He was so happy about his long hair, using it to block his eyes. Armando felt like he was in a slow-motion car crash the longer he stood in Cecily’s apartment.

Cecily grabbed his free wrist after handing him a flute glass and pulled Armando to the couch.

“Come on, Armando. Let’s play a game. There’s nothing we love more than a game of strip poker. Isn’t that right, ladies?”

The girls laughed. “Yeah, first one naked loses,” Vivian said with a gleeful grin. “Cecily, did you wear panties today?”

“Yeah, you bitches aren’t beating me over a technicality like that again.”

The ladies laughed. Armando blushed, feeling nervous about playing strip poker. He knew the rules to poker, but he hadn’t played since he deleted the app from his phone a few years ago. The game didn’t interest him much, but then again, he’d never played with four hot girls who might end up naked.

“What do you say, Armando? Wanna play some strip poker?”

Armando lifted his eyes, looking at each girl through the strands of hair covering his face. Cecily wanted to grab some clippers and shave it all off, but she was patient. Armando was her doll, only he had yet to learn it.

“Okay,” he said in a small voice.

Ro grabbed the deck of cards, shuffled, and dealt. “Let the game begin, bitches.”

Everyone grabbed their cards. They verbally offered items of clothing as bets. Mostly socks to start, but it wasn’t long before the bets became much more risque. Ro was winning in the beginning. Then Armando took the lead, but everyone except Vivian was down to their underwear after several rounds.

“We’re getting close,” Cecily said.

Armando only had his boxers left, and he really didn’t want to be the one to get naked. They’d all see his dick and make fun of it. Armando knew he was smaller than most guys. He didn’t mind and could get himself off, but it’d stopped him from ever using dating apps. He was still a virgin and would probably stay that way until he found a woman who didn’t care about his smaller size. A woman who could love him for who he was and not what he carried between his legs.

“Yeah, we are.” Ro met Armando’s eyes as she gathered the cards to deal. Everyone picked up their cards after Ro dealt and flipped over the shared cards. It wasn’t looking good for Armando. He didn’t even have a pair. The only rule of their strip poker was ‘no folding’. Everyone except Vivian had undergarments on the line as a bet.

The next hand ended with Armando losing.

“Underwear off,” Jennifer shouted.

“Yeah, take them off!” Ro hollered.

“Ooh! We’re gonna see some dick, ladies,” Cecily teased.

Armando had agreed to the rules, even though all he wanted to do was grab his clothes and run out the door. He considered it, but then the ladies would hate him forever.

“Don’t laugh,” Armando said as grabbed his boxers. He cursed his dick for getting hard as the women stared at him, especially since there was no turning back. They were chanting for him to drop his boxers, rattling the walls with their noise. “Shh, all right.”

Armando dropped his boxers, revealing his hard cock that was just shy of four inches. He’d pumped and measured it more times than he could count, but nothing he did made it grow past four inches. The ladies burst into laughter, pointing at his dick.

“Look at it!” Vivian shouted. “It’s so tiny and hard!”

Cecily covered her mouth, trying not to laugh, but the giggles escaped her clasped hand. She was shaking.

Armando’s cheeks reddened. He bent down and grabbed his boxers, pulling them back up. “That’s enough naked time for one day.”

“Oh, come on,” Jennifer said. “We don’t care if your dick is small. Do we, ladies?”

Ro shook her head, calming herself from a laugh. “It’s adorable, really. Not all girls need a big dick to make them happy.”

“Yeah, honestly, the smaller the better, if you ask me,” Cecily said. She grinned and met Armando’s gaze for several beats, but the other ladies didn’t notice. They were too busy checking what Cecily had to drink in the fridge, skipping around in their undergarments.

Nobody got dressed until after they watched a movie. Armando would never forget being smashed between the ladies on the couch when they watched the movie wearing nothing except his boxers.

He thanked Cecily and hugged her at the end of the night before heading home, thinking it would be the last time they ever hung out, but Cecily wasn’t through with Armando.

She had nothing to do over winter break, and Armando was the perfect project to fill her time.
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Armando couldn’t believe he was sitting in Cecily’s living room the day after hanging out with her and her friends. Maybe she would really follow through with her promise to make him popular. He could have lived with the night they all spent together, but Cecily had called him in the morning and told him to come over for lunch.

They were eating fast food over a linen tablecloth in Cecily’s dining room. She loved to keep life classy, even if she was eating trashy food. She’d just charge the dry-cleaning bill to daddy’s credit card, like she did with everything else.

“My demands are simple,” Cecily said.

“What?”

Cecily had yet to touch her food, even though her stomach was rumbling. She needed to tell Armando her plan. She had been waiting for months, but the time finally arrived.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about how to make you popular, and there’s only one way that’ll work.”

“How?” Armando asked. He didn’t crave popularity as much as he had at the beginning of the fall semester, but he would take whatever help he could from Cecily to stop being a dweeb. Armando couldn’t wait to graduate and finish law school so he could get a job and buy decent clothes. He worked part time now, but it barely gave him enough money to eat.

“You’ll have to become a girl,” Cecily said.

Armando lifted his eyebrows; unsure he’d heard Cecily correctly. “What did you say?”

Cecily folded her lips and pushed herself up from her chair, walking around the table to Armando. She touched his shoulder. “It’s the only way, Armando. I’ve given it a lot of thought. Between your thin body and long hair and submissive attitude, it’ll be much easier to turn you into a popular girl than a popular boy. You don’t have to agree, but it’s the only way I can make it work.”

Cecily dropped the bit of Armando’s hair she was holding and returned to her seat. She picked up her sandwich and took a bite. It tasted better than ever now that she’d gotten the truth off her chest. The pickles, the mustard, the ketchup. It was simply splendid.

Armando was speechless. He should have said no instantly. He should have been offended by the idea of Cecily dressing him up as a girl to make him popular, but nothing Cecily said could anger him. Cecily was right that he could probably never become a popular guy. He’d always been a skinny nerd who cared more about his grades than sports or girls, but the idea of becoming a girl was too much.

“No,” he said after a long pause.

Cecily chewed and swallowed her bite. “No?”

Armando wanted to spend more time with Cecily, but he couldn’t do it as a girl. There was no way anyone would believe he was a girl, no matter how much makeup Cecily put on him, and he wasn’t about to spend his time running around town trying to be popular when everyone would know he was just a guy in a dress.

“It would never work. What’s the point of trying?”

Cecily frowned. She wanted her winter-break project, even if it would be more challenging turning Armando into a girl than it was passing college algebra.

“Oh, come on, Armando. You can’t give up before you even try.”

“There’s no way anyone would believe I was a girl.”

“You’d be surprised,” she said.

“I appreciate you being nice to me, Cecily, and I’m glad you passed your math class, but there’s no way.”

Normally, Cecily would have let Armando run away and moved on with her life, but she was looking at an entire month with little to do. Cecily put down her sandwich to give Armando her undivided attention.

“Come on, Armando. Won’t you at least try? Let me put some makeup on you now, and we’ll see what you think. There has to be a dress in my closet that’ll stretch over your tiny body.”

“What? You’re insane, Cecily,” Armando said with a laugh. “You’re way skinnier than me.”

“Not but as much as you’d think. You’re probably a size six. Size eight, tops. I’m a size four, so it’s really not that different.”

“You think?” Armando asked. He had no idea about girl sizes, but it didn’t sound much different. He was certainly on the smaller end of men’s sizes, so maybe she was telling the truth. Armando had never considered his body to be feminine, but maybe it was more girly than he’d ever realized.

“I’m certain.” Cecily ran her fingers along Armando’s shoulder blades, reaching around his body with both hands. She squeezed his surprisingly firm chest. “All we need is to stuff these, put you in a cute dress, style your hair, and doll up that face. You’ll be a girl in no time.”

Now that Cecily was giving him something to envision, Armando could see it. Him as a woman. He didn’t know how he hadn’t noticed it before, but he could easily pass as a girl with a little work.

“If I dress as a girl, you’ll make me popular?”

“I’ll try my best, but only your girl form has a chance at popularity. We’d have to give you a new name and everything. Are you willing to do that?”

Armando thought about what his life would look like, and it only confused him. “You mean I’d have two identities or something?”

“I guess, but do you really think you’ll want to go back to being Armando after getting a taste of being my best girlfriend?”

Fantasies of walking around town with Cecily on his arm filled Armando with immense joy. He didn’t care if it meant wearing a dress and putting on makeup. He wanted Cecily in his life, and there was no telling what could happen. Armando might enjoy himself. He didn’t hate the idea as much as he thought he should.

“What should my girl name be?”

Cecily narrowed her eyes as she thought, wondering what name might fit Armando, and then it hit her. “Mandi, with an ‘i’ because you’re different. Your parents gave you Mandy with a ‘y’, but you had it legally changed when you were eighteen because you’re a badass.”

Armando grinned. “Mandi,” he said. “I like that.”

“Why don’t we give Mandi a test drive?”

“What do you mean?”

Cecily grinned and grabbed Armando’s hand. “Follow me.” She led Armando to her bedroom. It was clean and white with pink accents. She had a mountain of pillows on her bed and a desk in the corner next to a bookshelf, stuffed with books about textiles and fashion.

“Sit here while I find you a dress,” Cecily said.

Armando didn’t move. He waited as Cecily rifled through her clothes. She came back a few minutes later with a stack of options.

“There has to be something here that’ll work. Take these to the bathroom and try them on while I gather my makeup.”

Cecily dumped the clothes into Armando’s arms and pushed him out of the bedroom. He went to the bathroom. She closed the door behind him. He placed the pile of clothes on the floor, wondering if he should go through with this. Armando could still leave. He could walk out that door and end everything with Cecily right here, but the thought of never spending alone time with her again was too depressing to bear.

Armando grabbed a blue dress that looked stretchy. He was surprised to find several pairs of panties beneath it. He thought about skipping them, but then he figured his boxers would probably look terrible beneath the tight fabric, so he resented and picked up a pair of blue panties. The dress was navy. The panties were the color of the sky on a sunny day.

Armando undressed, setting his tattered clothes aside. He wished he could afford a new wardrobe, but he could barely afford to eat. It was a miracle that he kept up his GPA.

“Here goes nothing,” Armando said before pulling the sky-blue panties up his legs. They hugged his growing cock, tucking its small length perfectly in place. Armando loved how the panties cupped his package and formed a V-shape along his thighs, making him feel womanly and powerful and beautiful.

Armando wished he could shave his legs to have the full effect, but it would have to wait. The navy dress was calling. Armando pulled it over his head and was amazed at how it hugged his body like a glove. He turned to his side, admiring to curve along his backside. Armando had never noticed how juicy his bottom was, but damn, it looked good in the mirror.

A knock on the bathroom door scared Armando half to death.

“Mandi, darling, how are you doing in there?”

Armando stared at himself in the mirror, now wearing the panties and dress. He looked like a girly version of himself. It was amazing how womanly he looked, and he hadn’t done anything with his hair or makeup. He hadn’t even stuffed his chest.

“Okay,” Armando said.

“Sweetie, gross. You can’t keep talking like a boy. You’re a girl, Mandi. Remember?”

Armando swallowed, wondering how he would disguise his voice. It wasn’t overly deep, but it certainly wasn’t feminine. He sounded like a guy and had to change that if he wanted to be popular.

“Yes,” Armando said in a falsetto. “I’m Mandi. I’m a girl.”

Cecily laughed, losing control of herself for a second. “That’s better, but it’ll need some work. Open the door and let me see.”

Armando glanced at the bathroom doorknob, knowing this was his last chance to rip off the dress and turn around before he went too far down the rabbit hole. What else would Cecily have him do? What else would she make him wear? Armando looked at himself in the mirror once more before sighing, realizing he would regret leaving more than staying.

Cecily had tights and a makeup bag in her hands when Armando opened the door. She gave him the tights. “You look great already. I told you that you could pass for a girl.”

Armando blushed, hating how right Cecily was. He would pass for a girl much easier than he realized. “Yeah,” he said. The bathroom suddenly seemed much smaller with Cecily in it, staring at his feminized form.

“I brought these tights to cover up your hairy legs. Put them on, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

“Okay,” Armando said. He pulled the tights up his legs, looking ten times more like a girl with his hairy legs covered.

“Make sure you shave them before the next time we hang out. Got it, Mandi?”

“Yeah,” Armando said.

“Your one of my girls now, so I’ll expect you to act the part. That means shopping tomorrow morning.”

Armando’s heart sank. He wanted to make Cecily happy and go shopping, but he was dirt poor. “Um, I don’t really have the money.”

“Don’t worry, sweetie. It’s my treat since you helped me pass math. If I’m going to make you look popular, you’re going to have to look the part. Money isn’t an issue for me. Promise. Plus, it’ll be fun.”

Armando couldn’t believe Cecily’s generosity. He wanted to agree, but it didn’t feel right. “You can’t do—”

“Nonsense, Mandi. I don’t want to hear it. Okay?”

“Fine,” Armando said. “If you insist.”

“In a girly voice. Talk lighter,” Cecily barked.

Armando cleared his throat. “If you insist,” he said in a sultry whisper that almost sounded feminine. They both got chills.

“Damn,” Cecily said. “Keep practicing. That was hot.”

“Yeah?”

Cecily nodded and opened her makeup bag. She told Armando to sit on the toilet and got to work, erasing the masculine features from his face, making him look utterly feminine by the time Cecily finished. She almost stopped, but then thought better of it, and added another layer of eyeliner to make Armando’s gray eyes pop.

“Fuck, you’re hot, Mandi. The guys will be drooling over you. Where’s your phone?”

Armando’s heart was racing. He had yet to see himself in the mirror, but he could feel the layers of makeup on his face. “Why do you want my phone?”

“Mandi needs a social media account. I’m going to tag you in some photos. Hope you’re ready for a photoshoot!”

“A photoshoot? Now?”

“Yes, girl. I didn’t do all that work for nothing, and it’s almost nightfall, so the lighting will be perfect. Just dark enough to make you a bit of a mystery. Plus, your best feature is that fat ass until we can get your hair right.”

“You want me to make a social media account for my girly half?”

“Mandi, why are you making this so difficult? Do you want to be popular or not?” Cecily asked, clearly losing her patience with Armando. “And stop talking in that ugly boy voice. No girlfriend of mine will talk like that.”

Armando nodded. “I’m sorry,” he said in his best girly voice. “Let’s take some pictures, bitch.”

“That’s better, slut. Get ready to stick that fat ass in the air. I want all the boys drooling over it,” Cecily said.

Armando got halfway erect at the suggestion, even though he didn’t know why. He wasn’t attracted to men, but something about them wanting his girl form had his little dick hard.

“So, where’s your phone? This doesn’t need to take all night, Mandi.”

Armando grabbed his phone, unlocked it, and passed it to Cecily. She downloaded a social media app and created Mandi’s new profile within minutes. Armando checked himself out in the mirror while Cecily worked, amazed by the transformation. His masculine features were gone. He looked like any other girl, even though his hair was a bit of a mess.

“Shouldn’t I get this hair out of my face?”

“No,” Cecily ordered. “Not tonight. Not until we can get you a cute cut and some extensions.”

“Okay. Where are we taking pictures?”

“There’s a hill with views of the sunset about half a mile from here. Let’s go.”

Armando hesitated at the door, telling Cecily he couldn’t go outside dressed like a girl, but she told him they had to go to the clearing because it was the best place to take pictures. Armando protested a second longer until Cecily threatened to drop everything and forget Mandi ever existed.

“Fine,” Armando said and followed Cecily outside. His nerves were on overdrive as they walked along the trail behind Cecily’s apartment that led to the hill. They passed a few people. Armando would swear one guy they passed was checking him out, but he couldn’t know for sure. At least nobody bothered him.

“Here we are,” Cecily said when they made it.

It was nearly winter, so the trees were absent of leaves. Birds had left their nests. A light layer of snow covered the ground. Their breaths turned to mist in the air.

“Pose for the camera, bitch.”

Armando felt awkward and out of place. He put his hands on his hips, but it didn’t feel right when he smiled. It felt forced. Unnatural. Not like anything he’d ever want to post on social media.

“Loosen up, honey. Don’t you want the boys to like your photos?”

Armando’s dick twitched at the question. He imagined guys at home, scrolling through their feeds, clicking on hot girls. He wanted to be one of the girls who got hearts.

“Yeah,” said Armando.

“Then show me your bad self, Mandi. Show those boys what they’re missing.”

Armando took a deep breath and shook out his hair to cover his eyes. He turned, so that his ass was facing Cecily, and looked over his shoulder. Strands of hair covered his gray eyes, but it all looked incredible against the cloudy winter sky.

“Fuck yeah, Mandi. That’s hot. Just like that. Stick out that ass,” Cecily said as she clicked the camera.

Armando lost himself in the motions, moving his hips each way between shots. He lifted his arms into the air, but he never once turned around. Armando knew his ass was his best side, so he showcased it. He bent over, arched his back, and did everything else he could think of to highlight his ass while looking over his shoulder at the camera.

“We got a lot of good ones. Now let’s take some together, and I’ll tag you in my photos to bring you tons of traffic.”

Armando’s mind raced at the thought of people seeing him dressed in women’s clothing, but at least they’ll think it’s some girl named Mandi. Armando had come too far to stop now, even though the thought of someone discovering that he was Mandi terrifies him, yet it doesn’t stop him.

Cecily clicked selfies of them. Armando brushed his hair out of one eye and stared into the camera with Cecily. They snapped several pictures, and then Cecily picked her favorites. She added filters and showed Armando for approval.

“I can’t believe how different I look,” he said.

“So, I’m good to post them?”

Armando took a deep breath, unable to believe that he was agreeing to this, and nodded. “Yeah, go ahead.”

Cecily grinned, published the photos on Armando’s account, and just like that, Mandi was born.
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Armando lay in bed the following morning, staring at the thousands of likes his photos had accumulated overnight, thanks to Cecily’s tag. He’d picked up a few hundred followers too, which was nothing compared to Cecily, but it was more than he’d ever had. Mandi was becoming popular, which was amazing, as long as nobody found out Mandi was really Armando in a dress.

Armando’s phone rang as he was reading a comment saying how pretty his eyes were. Cecily was calling.

“Hey,” Armando said when he answered the phone.

“Have you seen all the likes you’re getting as Mandi? People are eating it up. I told you that you’d be a popular girl.”

Armando hated how right Cecily was, but he was loving that he had an alter ego. It made him want to go out and dance. Kiss a boy. Do things he’d never do as Armando.

“Yeah, you were right.”

“Come over,” Cecily said. “We’re going shopping.”

“Now?”

“Yeah. Be here within an hour, or I’ll leave without you. Bye, bitch.”

Armando hopped out of bed, no longer caring about the likes and followers that were popping up on his account by the second. If his account was this busy after a day, Cecily’s must be insane. He couldn’t imagine trying to keep up with it all, but Cecily was making good on her promise, and Armando wasn’t about to miss his opportunity.

He went to the shower and stripped naked before stepping into the stream of hot water, hating how he’d gotten hard on his trip from the bed to the bathroom. Armando was too busy thinking about Cecily and her flawlessly bleached blonde hair. The way she stared at him when they were together, looking into his gray eyes like nobody had before her.

Those moments were worth everything she asked of him. Like how he'd shaved the night before to fulfill Cecily’s wishes. Armando knew Cecily would never be his girlfriend romantically, but they could be friends. Armando could keep up this Mandi act if it meant spending time with Cecily.

Cecily was waiting for Armando, but he had to attend to his hard cock first. He wouldn’t be able to keep it down around her if he didn’t relieve himself, so he stood under the steamy water and held his hard four-inch cock, stroking it slowly.

Armando closed his eyes and thought about pressing his lips against Cecily’s. Tasting her sweet patchouli scent. It intoxicated him every time they were together. It was never a surprise when she turned the corner. He always heard her heels and smelled her fragrant perfume before the vision of a goddess emerged.

Armando’s cock throbbed in his hand as he imagined Cecily stripping one of those times that she’d turned the corner in the library. Then an image of her opening her apartment door in a mesh robe filled his mind. It was light pink and had poofy trim. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath the robe. Nothing else except a pair of pink strappy sandals, her patchouli perfume, and a diamond necklace.

“Welcome, handsome.”

What could Armando say? He was speechless as Cecily pulled him into her apartment and stripped him naked.

Then they were back in the library, making love on a desk, except Armando was no longer Armando. He’d transformed into Mandi. A beautiful girl with a cute little dick. His cock no longer seemed small, though. It was perfect on Mandi’s body, and Cecily was paying it attention as a crowd gathered around to watch, much like people did every time Armando was with Cecily.

Cecily played with Mandi’s dick in Armando’s vision, flicking it with her tongue before lifting her hips and sinking onto his rod, devouring his member with her wet pussy.

Mandi cried out as pleasure took over, yelling how much she loved Cecily’s pussy around her girly dick. Cecily squeezed Mandi’s chest as she bounced on her dick, crying how she was about to cum. The crowd cheered. Mandi and Cecily stared at each other as they got closer to an orgasm.

Armando opened his eyes just as cum erupted from his cock. It hit the tub’s bottom, forming a glob in the stream of water before heading for the drain. He kicked the cum with his foot to help it on its way as he caught his breath, telling himself it was only a fantasy. Cecily would never sleep with him. She could have whatever guy she wanted, so why would she ever want a guy who wears dresses and makeup like him?

***

Cecily opened the door to her apartment, wearing a black knit dress with black tights. She had on a pearl necklace and silver earrings, and her perfume was different. Armando couldn’t place the smell, but he liked it.

“Come in,” Cecily said, pulling Armando inside. “Did you shave like I asked?”

“Yeah, last night.”

“Let’s see.”

Armando swallowed a breath as he lifted his pant leg to show Cecily his smooth skin. He’d shaved every speck of body hair he had and lathered himself with lotion like a fool after watching some tutorial videos online. He was so tired by the time he finished that he’d passed out, but it was insane how feminine the smooth skin made him look.

Cecily grinned as she bent down to rub her fingers against Armando’s leg. “Not bad. Nice work. You’d better keep it up if you want to be one of my girls. Understand, Mandi?”

“Yes,” Armando said. “I understand.”

“How many times do I have to tell you to use a girl voice? I’m so tired of that gross boy voice. Do you want to be an ugly duckling forever, or do you want to shine like a swan?”

Armando folded his lips and dropped his head. He didn’t know how to answer. He’d been Armando his entire life, so how was he suddenly supposed to change his voice and become someone else?

Cecily stepped forward and lifted Armando’s chin. She pressed on his chest, just above his heart. “Believe it in here. You’ll never be a sexy, popular chick like me unless you believe it in your heart that you are. Understand?”

Armando understood, but accepting the truth meant sacrificing part of himself, and he wasn’t sure he was ready. “What if I’m no good? What if I can’t do it?”

Cecily grabbed Armando’s shoulders and lightly shook him. “You can do whatever you set your mind to, my beautiful angel. I want you to be my girl. My best friend, but you have to be Mandi. I can’t walk around town with Armando hanging off my arm. None of the sexy guys would talk to me then, now would they?”

Armando stared at Cecily, knowing she was telling the truth. There was no judgement in her eyes. All he had to do was accept Mandi in his heart, and Cecily would do everything in her power to make Mandi a popular girl, but Armando could never tell people the truth. He would have to live two lives. Nerdy boy and popular girl.

“I’m scared,” Armando said. “I don’t want people to laugh at me.”

“People will want to be you. They’ll hate you because they aren’t you, especially the girls. Do you know how much it’ll eat at them that I have a new best friend? I saw they liked your photos.”

“Yeah, I think they were the first ones who did,” Armando said brightly.

Cecily leaned forward and whispered, “they’ll cut you if you’re not careful, Mandi. You’re one of us now, or have I been wrong about you this entire time?”

Armando knew what he had to do when Cecily looked at him after asking the question. She’d known before he did that he was just a confused girly boy waiting to blossom. Armando shook his head.

“No, what do we have to do?”

“Shopping,” Cecily hollered. She grabbed Armando’s wrist, and then they were out the door, driving over an hour to a strip mall far from where they lived.

***

“You can’t spend that much. These extensions already cost you a fortune,” Armando said and ran his fingers through his newly lengthened hair. He couldn’t stop touching it.

“Nonsense,” Cecily said and passed the sales attendant her credit card. Her father never questioned it when she spent hundreds of dollars at a store. “Daddy doesn’t care. Promise.”

The sales attendant rolled her eyes, but neither Cecily nor Armando noticed. They were too busy thinking about all the dresses and skirts and skinny jeans that Armando had tried on over the past hour. There were some terrible ones, but they’d found plenty of winners to bring Mandi to life.

“Let’s head back to my place,” Cecily said, and grabbed some bags after tucking her credit card and the receipt into her purse.

Armando grabbed the remaining bags and followed Cecily out of the door, amazed that she’d dropped hundreds of dollars to make sure Armando was a pretty girl.

They went back to Cecily's place, where she did Armando’s makeup before Armando presented a fashion show to Cecily while they drank gin and tonics. It was only the afternoon, but nothing else mattered in the world when Armando was with Cecily. She was his light. His air. His everything.

It wasn’t until later in the afternoon that Cecily told Armando that he needed to leave because she had stuff to do.

“I’m sorry, sweetness. You look so adorable in those dresses, Mandi, but duty calls. Why don’t we snap some selfies before you leave?”

“Okay,” Armando said.

“Drop your face a little. Look mysterious. Showcase those sexy eyes.”

Armando did as Cecily instructed. He pushed a bit of his hair into his face, so that it only revealed a peek of his gray eyes as he stared into the camera. He pulled his new extensions over his shoulders. His girly face pressed against Cecily’s.

“Perfect.”

She snapped the picture, added some filters, and posted it to her social media, tagging Mandi in the picture. Armando’s phone was vibrating seconds later.

“Why don’t you see if one of the girls liked your new pic?”

Armando grabbed his phone and opened it. Vivian and Ro had liked the photo already. Ro had even added a comment.

Ro: You’re so sexy, Mandi! I haven’t met you yet, but I’m sure I will soon! Stay gorgeous! Kisses!!!

Cecily laughed and snatched Armando’s phone, loving how jealous her girls were of Mandi already, and she’d only just begun with her new project. She couldn’t wait to showcase Mandi around town. It was about time for her to make a debut.

“That’s cute. Ro doesn’t even bother to hide her jealousy.”

“Should I be worried?” Armando asked. He didn’t want to come between Cecily and her friends.

Cecily shrugged. “Depends on how sexy you look on New Year’s Eve, I guess.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going to be my date for a party, but look, I’m going to be honest.”

“What?” Armando asked as his heart sank to the pits of his stomach. Cecily leaned forward, and he could finally decipher the smell of her perfume. Vanilla with a hint of honey, like baked goods fresh out of the oven.

“Your voice is trash, Mandi. I’ve told you a million times, and I’m not kidding. You will not be one of my girls unless you fix it, and you have until New Year’s Eve. I’ll be busy with my family over Christmas, so you have a week to practice. The first few weeks of January are the perfect time to make you popular before the new semester, but I need you to be ready.”

“I’ll be ready,” Armando said. His voice wasn’t at all feminine.

Cecily looked at him doubtfully. She crossed her arms and shrugged. “Whether you are or not is up to you, but you won’t be going with me to the party if you aren’t ready. I’m not ruining my reputation to make Mandi popular if you aren’t going to take her seriously.”

The reality hit Armando like a hammer on a nail. “I understand,” Armando said. “I’ll do better.”

“Good,” Cecily said. “Grab your bags and get out of here. You have lots of work to do before the party.”

Armando nodded and grabbed everything Cecily had bought him. He took a deep breath and looked at her while standing at the door, preparing himself to use Mandi’s voice.

“Thank you.”

Cecily smirked, loving how womanly Armando sounded already. She curled her fingers to wave goodbye, and then he was out the door.
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Christmas came and went. Armando spent most of the time alone in his dorm. He went home for Christmas, but they’d only eaten dinner, and then Armando was back at the dorm, practicing his girly voice in the mirror.

“My name is Mandi,” Armando said into the mirror. “I’m a sophomore. I want to be a judge. Or a politician. Would you vote for me?”

Cecily had dropped off some of her old makeup a couple of days ago when Armando was asking her questions about what to buy. He was grateful she had given him something because he’d thought about which meals he could skip to afford eyeliner and lip gloss.

“Why wouldn’t you vote for me, Mr. Buns?” Armando asked, pretending he was at some mixer with a bunch of highbrow men vying for Mandi’s time.

“Oh, I promise I’ll lower your taxes. Won’t you give me a chance?” Mandi cheered when the man finally agreed, moving on to the next man to convince him to give Mandi his hypothetical vote. They could always change, but there was nothing Mandi loved more than hearing a man was willing to vote for her.

Armando took a breath, coming out of his trance. He’d been going into them more often since he’d started practicing in the mirror every free second he had. Armando was determined to become Mandi before New Year’s Eve and would sit in his dorm practicing until the very last second.

New Year’s Eve was only a few days away, and Armando felt like he’d never be ready, but that wouldn’t stop him from trying. The more time he spent with Mandi, the more she felt like a part of him. He was becoming Mandi and only hoped that he could become enough of her before the party.
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Mandi stood in front of the mirror in her dorm, adjusting her white strapless dress. People said not to wear white after Labor Day, but Mandi didn’t care what anyone said. She was sexy, and the white dress looked fierce, so she was going to wear it. At least until her roommate Curtis came home from his parents’ place up north.

Curtis would freak if he saw Mandi in the dorm, but she wasn’t worried. She had his cell, and all the clothes Cecily bought her were tucked away in a locked suitcase. If anyone walked in the room, it’d still look like Armando’s, but Armando was no more.

He’d become Mandi, and she was here to stay, at least through winter break, if Cecily accepted her. They hadn’t seen each other since Cecily dropped off the makeup, and that was almost a week ago, so Mandi was crazy nervous to see Cecily, but it was already New Year’s Eve.

Cecily: Come over, sugar. I’m getting dressed now.

Mandi: On my way. Hope you’re wearing something slutty.

Cecily: Shut up, bitch. I’ll wear what I want. Are you wearing something slutty?!

Mandi: You’ll see when I get there.

Mandi locked her phone’s screen and sat in front of the mirror. She grabbed some lip liner that Cecily had given her and traced the black pencil around her red painted lips. Mandi had already dollified the rest of her face after putting on the panties, stockings, bra, and dress. She’d stuffed her bra too with pads that Cecily had given her. They added shape to her otherwise flat chest.

Mandi loved how she looked with boobs. Between those and her ass, she had curves that would stop a man in his tracks. She couldn’t wait to show Cecily how far she’d come over the past week. She wasn’t the girl she’d been a week ago. Gone was the shell of her masculine self. Mandi was ready to be one of Cecily’s girls. Every ounce of doubt had left her heart.

***

“Mandi,” Cecily hollered when she opened her apartment door. “How was your Christmas? Come inside.”

Cecily’s question was a test, but Mandi was ready. She cleared her throat and used her most feminine voice to reply, drawing on the woman who had been hiding within her.

“My holiday was lovely. Had dinner with my parents. They gave me socks.”

Cecily smirked. Every ounce of Armando had disappeared, and the person standing in front of her was all girl. Of course, Mandi had a cute little cock between her legs, but that information was on a need-to-know basis.

“Socks? You’re kidding, girl.”

“I wish I was,” Mandi said. It’d seemed impossible to talk like a girl a week ago, but now the words were coming out without effort, like weeds in a garden.

“Couldn’t your parents have done better than socks?” Cecily asked with a shake of the head. She grabbed Mandi’s arm and pulled her inside. She slammed the door behind Mandi and let her eyes travel up and down her girlfriend’s outfit. It was smoking hot. No guy would know Mandi had been nothing but a nerdy boy before Cecily got to her.

“They do what they can,” Mandi said, but Cecily was done talking about the holidays. She grabbed Mandi and spun her in a circle.

“That outfit is fucking fierce. Who knew those legs were hiding under all that nasty hair and ugly jeans?”

Mandi blushed. “My legs do look rather feminine, don’t they?”

“All the boys will drool over you, but there’s something we need to do before we hit the party.”

“What?”

Cecily grabbed Mandi’s hand and pulled her to her bedroom. She was wearing sweats, but her makeup was done, and there was a gorgeous outfit waiting on the bed. It was a silver dress that sparkled like a disco ball. Mandi sat on Cecily's bed and bit her lip as Cecily stripped down to her underwear to change.

Cecily stopped when she realized Mandi was staring. Cecily was standing in the middle of the room in nothing except her bra and panties. “So, you’re still attracted to me?”

Mandi bit her lip, overwhelmed by Cecily’s eyes on her. Cecily lifted her eyebrow, which prompted Mandi to answer. “Yes,” she said. “I’m attracted to you, but don’t worry. I won’t do anything weird.”

Cecily smirked and stepped forward until she was hovering over Mandi. She ran a hand along her side, loving how Mandi stared at her like she was the sexiest woman alive. Those gray eyes were so seductive, Cecily almost wanted to kiss Mandi. She almost wanted to ride her little dick.

“Why don’t you want to do anything weird?” Cecily asked as she placed her hand on Mandi’s shoulder.

“I wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable. We’re friends,” Mandi said.

Cecily pushed her knee into Mandi’s thigh, watching the excitement in Mandi’s eyes as she moved her knee higher up her friend’s leg, wanting desperately to reveal her little erection, but the panties she was wearing were doing a great job of keeping it in place. Mandi’s white dress was just short enough that she could see the pink of her panties.

Cecily’s lingerie was black, as were the shoes she planned to wear. They were five inches tall, but that wouldn’t stop her from dancing all night. She would just take them off if they got too uncomfortable, but heels had never been a problem before.

Cecily grabbed her dress and bent over in front of Mandi to put it at her feet. She stepped into it and pulled it up her body, looking over her shoulder at Mandi.

“Could you help a girl out?”

Mandi nodded and hopped to her feet. She zipped up Cecily’s silver dress and got a whiff of her patchouli perfume. Mandi savored the scent, loving all the memories it brought. All those evenings in the library explaining the math on the homework assignments Mandi had completed for Cecily.

“Thanks,” Cecily said and turned to face Mandi. “How about we make a deal?”

“What?”

“For every guy’s number that you get by midnight, I’ll give you a kiss. Maybe we’ll even livestream them. That’d make you a real star and might even get me a few more followers.”

“Really? You mean it?”

“Yeah, it’ll be fun. What do you say? Ready to fool a few boys?”

Mandi’s little dick twitched, and her heart fluttered. This is what she’d practiced all week to do.

“I’m ready,” Mandi said.

“Perfect. Let’s snap a picture before we hit the party. Make everyone jealous before you even get there.”

“You want everyone to hate me, don’t you?” Mandi asked.

“Something like that,” Cecily said. She grabbed her black heels and slipped them on her feet. Mandi helped Cecily clasp a silver necklace before Cecily slipped silver hoops into her ears.

Mandi followed Cecily to the kitchen. Cecily grabbed two flute glasses and opened a bottle of sparkling water. She poured them into the glasses and handed one to Mandi. “Come on. Let’s take pictures on the porch.”

“Sparkling water?”

“They’ll never know it isn’t the real thing,” Cecily said and pulled Mandi toward the door that led to her porch.

They stepped outside and held up their glasses as Cecily used a selfie stick to hold her phone and snap a picture. They took several more before going back inside, sipping on their sparkling waters. Cecily picked her favorite pictures, edited them with an app she used, and posted them to her account.

Mandi’s phone started vibrating like crazy. She looked up, and Cecily was smiling back at her. “People are getting so curious about you. How many followers do you have now?”

“Four thousand,” she said in a giddy tone. “I can’t believe it.”

Cecily didn’t match Mandi’s enthusiasm. “I’m surprised you don’t have more. We’ll have to do something about that.”

“Like what?”

“I can’t let all my secrets out at once, darling. What would be fun about that?”

Mandi couldn’t argue. She shrugged and tossed back the rest of her sparkling water. “I guess it wouldn’t be much fun at all.”

Cecily grinned. “I love your new voice, Mandi. It’s so sexy.”

“Thanks.”

“Let’s get out of here. The party started over an hour ago. I’m sure there’ll be enough people by the time we get there to make an entrance.”

Mandi smiled and followed Cecily. The party was within walking distance, but they took their time since they were both wearing heels. Mandi’s were only three inches, but they still felt like mountains to her. She’d practiced walking in heels throughout the week too, watching countless videos.

“Not bad, Mandi. Lean back your back a little, though. It’ll make you look more natural when you walk. Like, just an inch or two.”

“Like this?” Mandi asked, doing as Cecily had suggested.

“Exactly like that,” she said. “Don’t tell my friends, but you might even be sexier than them.”

“You don’t mean that,” Mandi said.

Cecily shrugged. “You never know with me. Remember, one kiss for every number. Ready to play?”

“Let’s do it.”

***

The music didn’t stop, but everything else did when Cecily and Mandi walked through the door with their arms linked. Mandi was short, and her dress was even shorter, so nobody suspected she was a guy under it all.

There were whispers, though.

Who is she?

What is she doing with Cecily?

Why her? What’s so special about that?

Mandi couldn’t let the whispers stop her from the mission. She wanted to feel Cecily’s lips at midnight. She wanted the good luck her kisses would bring, and she could already make out a few different guys sizing her up, probably wondering how easy she’d be to get into bed.

Cecily’s other friends were at the party, but she mostly ignored them, simply waving in their direction before pulling Mandi to the dance floor. Mandi couldn’t help but notice how they formed a circle and started talking amongst themselves.

“Shouldn’t we say hi?”

“They’ll come over, eventually. Trust me,” Cecily said.

They didn’t touch when they danced. Cecily threw up her arms and moved her hips to the beat. Mandi followed her lead, closing her eyes as she danced to shake off her nerves about being at a party dressed as a girl.

A hand landed on Mandi’s hip, making her yelp. She turned to find a handsome man with sparkling blue eyes standing behind her. Mandi had seen him around campus but couldn’t put a name with the face. Cecily seemed to know him, though, screaming when she realized he was standing there.

“David, it’s so good to see you! Have you met my friend, Mandi?”

“I saw her in your picture, but no, we haven’t met. I’d remember seeing a pretty face like hers.”

“Well, don’t talk to me about it. Dance with her,” Cecily said. She pushed Mandi toward David and winked at them before crossing the room to her other friends. They were mad at her for ignoring them when she walked through the door, but what could they really do about it?

“So, your name is Mandi?” David asked.

“Yeah, that’s me. Do you go to school here?”

“Journalism major. You?”

“Political science,” Mandi said.

They stood in an awkward silence for several beats until David asked Mandi to dance. She agreed. The DJ was playing a fast-paced song, so they shook their hips. Mandi rubbed her ass against David’s crotch at one point, feeling his hard dick against her backside.

She ignored the erection in her panties when she turned to him, suddenly wanting to kiss his lips, but she couldn’t stop with one guy.

“Give me your number?” she asked David. He nodded and punched his number into her phone. “I’ll call you.”

“That’s it?”

“Tonight is about the girls,” she said, and patted David on the shoulder before walking away to find Cecily and the others.

They were drinking beers by the outdoor fire. Ro was smoking a cigarette and telling a story to the other girls, throwing her arms around like a clown on stage. She stopped when Mandi’s presence burst their bubble.

“There you are,” Cecily said. She was tired of Ro’s story, anyway. What a snooze. “How was David? Did you get his number?”

“Yep,” Mandi said with a knowing smile. David’s number meant she would get at least one kiss at midnight. Her dreams of feeling Cecily’s lips against hers would come true. “What are you guys doing?”

“Ro was just telling us this boring story about a customer. Really, Ro. Why even bother? We don’t care about some annoying guy who came into your job.”

Ro frowned, and the other girls laughed. Mandi didn’t know what to do, so she shifted in place, wondering what other guys she could find to give her a phone number. One guy in the corner was checking her out, so she excused herself from the group and went straight to him.

The closer got to him, the more the skunky smell of weed filled the air. He lifted a joint to his lips and took another puff, blowing it toward Mandi. She waved her hand to break up the smoke.

“Can I help you?” the stoner guy asked.

“Yeah,” Mandi said. “What’s your name?”

“Harry. You?”

“Mandi.”

“How come I haven’t seen you around here before?”

“Is that why you were staring at me? Trying to figure out who I am?”

“Maybe,” Harry said.

“Or do you think I’m hot?”

It was dark, but Mandi could still see a blush streak across Harry’s face. “Maybe I think you’re hot. You want to hit my joint?”

Mandi had only smoked weed a couple times before, but something about the party, the dress, the wintry air. It made her want the joint, so she took it. Mandi sucked in a drag, which made her cough terribly. She thought her chest was going to fall from a fissure in her chest.

“Fuck,” Mandi said as she caught her breath. “That shit is strong.”

Harry laughed and hit his joint, which didn’t seem to have the same effect on his lungs and throat as it did on Mandi’s. Mandi wasn’t sure she wanted anything from Harry after tonight, but she’d already come this far, so she asked for his number.

“Sure, whatever,” Harry said. He put his number into Mandi’s phone, and then she left stoner Harry where she found him to head back to her friends. They were whispering when Mandi approached.

Mandi opened her mouth to say something, but a tap on the shoulder distracted her. She turned around to find a stunningly tall black guy with a handsome smile standing behind her.

“Hey, I’ve been watching you tonight. Don’t bother with that stoner, Harry. He’s a loser.”

Mandi had no plans of giving herself to Harry, but where does this guy get off telling her what to do? “And who are you, exactly?”

“I’m Ernest Hancock, star power forward on the basketball team.”

Ernest was cute, but Mandi didn’t love his cockiness. Maybe she envied it, though. She’d never had a backbone when she was a boy. Mandi smiled at Ernest and tried to walk past him to her friends, but he sidestepped to block her.

“Where are you going, pretty lady? Aren’t you going to tell me your name? I promise I’m much better than Mr. Stoner. I’m on track for the NBA. What does he have?”

Mandi put a hand on her hip and popped it to the side. “You think you’re hot shit, don’t you?”

Ernest smiled, revealing a set of stunningly white teeth. They served as a flashlight in the darkness. Mandi wasn’t too interested in Ernest, but she liked the attention. Plus, one more number meant another kiss from Cecily at midnight.

“I don’t think, I know.”

Mandi chuckled. “Whatever.”

“So, are you going to tell me your name?”

“I’m Mandi, Ernest.”

“How come I’ve never seen you around campus?”

“It’s a big school. You can’t know everyone.”

Ernest relaxed, letting his shoulders drop. “No, but I would have remembered seeing a beauty like you.”

“Do you feed every woman those corny lines? Seriously, where did you find them? On the back of a cereal box?”

“Damn,” Ernest said with a smile. “Dropping acid on a brother with your words. I like feisty women, though. Bet you’re wild in the bedroom.”

The only person Mandi wanted to fool around with was Cecily, but it was fun letting Ernest fantasize. Technically, Mandi was still a virgin, but she wasn’t about to let Ernest know that. Not when he’d probably had over a hundred women and counting.

“You can’t judge a book by its cover. Look, Ernest, you’re handsome, but tonight is about the ladies,” Mandi said and looked at the group watching her. Cecily had her drink pressed against a wicked grin. “Mind giving me your number, and I’ll call you in the New Year?”

Ernest agreed, grinning like he knew he’d be hearing from Mandi. She passed him her phone. He typed his number and asked for a hug before she left. Mandi shrugged and figured it wouldn’t hurt, standing on her tiptoes to wrap her arms around his back.

“See you around, beautiful.”

“Bye, Ernest.”

Mandi waved and walked over to the girls. They were gathered around whispering, but they stopped when Mandi got within earshot. Cecily stepped forward and linked her arm with Mandi’s.

“You’ve been on quite the adventure, haven’t you? Don’t talk to too many guys, or the girls might start calling you a slut.”

Mandi blushed. “I got three numbers. That should be enough.”

“Let me see,” Cecily said. She held out her hand.

Mandi opened her phone and showed Cecily the recent additions to her contacts. “Good job, Mandi. You’re a natural. You should have seen how jealous Vivian was while you were talking to Ernest. She’s been lusting after him for months, and he won’t even look at her.”

“Really?” Mandi asked. A pound of guilt fell onto her chest. She would have introduced Ernest to Vivian had she known, but Cecily didn’t seem concerned.

“Yes,” Cecily said with a sinister undertone. “It’s honestly pathetic. I had to tell her to stop staring at him just last month, which was beyond embarrassing. Like, fix your eyes, bitch. He’s probably not paying her any attention because she acts like a STALKER.”

“Oh, I didn’t know. I can give her his number.”

“Don’t you dare,” Cecily hissed. “It’d look bad on me if she started calling him nonstop. I can’t have one of my girlfriends be a desperate loser.”

Mandi nodded, unsure how to respond. She’d been a desperate loser just a few weeks ago, but Cecily helped her transform from a nerdy boy to a popular girl. Mandi didn’t want to ruin her position, so she stayed silent, and she definitely wouldn’t be passing along any numbers.

“It’s almost midnight,” Cecily said after a long pause. “Let’s find the perfect place to livestream our midnight kiss.”

“What about over there?” Mandi was pointing to an area on the other side of the fence, away from the other partygoers. There was a lone rock big wide enough to hold two people. The moon was shining above it, bright in a sky of stars. The air was frosty, so everything looked still, void of summer’s active life.

“That’s a perfect spot,” Cecily said and pulled Mandi toward the door on the fence. They stepped through it. Peace washed over them now that they were away from the crowd of bodies and thumping speakers. Cecily laced her fingers with Mandi’s, which made her little dick hard, and pulled her toward the rock.

They pulled on the coats they were wearing to cover their asses before taking a seat, close together on the level part of the rock.

“You impressed me tonight, Mandi. I honestly wasn’t sure you’d ever even fix your voice, but you’ve blown past my expectations. There’s no way anyone can tell.”

Mandi’s chest warmed at Cecily’s kind words. “I hope not,” Mandi said. “I love being Mandi and would hate for people to know the truth. It’d strip me of the power she gives me.”

Cecily frowned and grabbed Mandi’s hand. “Nobody can take this power away from you, Mandi, whether they know the truth or not. Got it?”

Mandi frowned and cast her eyes to the side. She wanted to believe Cecily and have the confidence she had, but it’d destroy her if people found out the truth.

“Promise me, Mandi. Promise nobody will take your power.”

“How can I promise something when it’s not true?”

“Isn’t Mandi alive in your heart?”

Mandi grabbed her chest, pushing down on the pads in her bra. They weren’t real, but they felt so when Mandi was wearing them. They were real to people who saw them. What did it matter what people thought when Mandi felt like she was flourishing?

“Yes, she is, but—”

“Don’t question who you’ve become if you’re enjoying it. You’re beautiful, Mandi. I love having you as my friend.”

“I love being your friend,” Mandi said.

They stared at each other, sharing a moment of intimacy under the bright moon. It was a tad cold, but they were warm near each other. Cecily checked her phone during the lull in their conversation.

“Almost midnight. You ready?”

“Yeah,” Mandi said. “Are we livestreaming the kiss?”

“Our followers want to see us,” said Cecily.

Mandi grinned. Cecily got her phone ready with a video of the ball drop in the corner and her camera on the rest of the screen. They waited until there were only ninety seconds left before midnight to start the livestream, smiling into the camera like girls who wanted to fuck.

“Hey, everyone. It’s almost midnight, and I’m here with my new best friend, Mandi.”

“Hey, boys and girls,” Mandi purred.

“She’s fucking horny. I’m horny. We’re ready for the New Year. Who wants to see us kiss?”

Comments and emojis filled the screen. Mandi and Cecily got closer. They pressed their faces together in the camera. They touched. It wasn’t long before there were only ten seconds left until midnight. Cecily and Mandi counted down with all the followers who were watching, waiting as anxiously as Mandi for the kiss.

“One,” Cecily hollered. “Happy New Year!”

She turned to Mandi, grabbed her face, and gave her three sloppy kisses. Each one more passionate than the last.
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“Promise your friends won’t hate me?” Mandi asked. It was the morning after New Year’s Eve, and they were standing outside of a restaurant for brunch. The other girls were waiting inside.

Cecily shrugged. “They probably already hate you, sweetie, but you can’t let that stop you.”

“They hate me?” Mandi felt a panic rip through her. She didn’t want the ladies to be against her but didn’t know what she could do to change it. Mandi wasn’t about to push away Cecily. She savored every minute they had together, knowing it could all end at any second.

“We all hate each other, honey. Don’t you get it yet? I thought you were a girl.”

“I am,” Mandi said. “I just feel like I’m stepping on your friends’ toes without trying.”

“Comes with the territory of being the new girl. They hate how much of my attention you steal, but you want to keep hanging out, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Mandi blurted. “I’d like to keep hanging out.”

Cecily grinned at how cute it was when Mandi tried to keep her cool. At least she could maintain her feminine voice through the excitement.

“Then we’ll keep hanging out. Forget about my friends. Trying to figure out what they’re feeling will drive you crazy. They’ve been trying to get the attention you have since I added them to the circle, so I wouldn’t be surprised if they were plotting how to take you down, but I’ll protect you.”

Mandi had been so focused on Cecily that she didn’t notice the three ladies staring at them from the restaurant’s lobby, talking amongst themselves, trying to figure out why this new girl with gray eyes looked so familiar and where she’d come from because her presence was rather annoying.

“What makes me so special?” Mandi asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe it has something to do with those beautiful gray eyes,” Cecily said before leaning forward and pressing her lips against Mandi’s ear. “Or maybe it has something to do with that adorable dick beneath your dress.”

Mandi caught her breath, steeling herself before she grew hard. Her panties would keep her dick down, but they could only do so much when Cecily got this close. Her touch sent Mandi’s body into overdrive.

“Oh,” Mandi said. “I see.”

“Stop overthinking everything, Mandi. Come on, before those bitches say more stuff about us,” Cecily said and pulled Mandi toward the door.

Vivian, Ro, and Jennifer acted like they hadn’t been talking trash about Cecily and her new friend. They beamed when Cecily and Mandi walked through the door, arms linked.

“You made it,” Jennifer said. “We were getting worried you were going to ditch us.”

“Why would we ever do such a thing?” Cecily asked with a laugh.

“Maybe because that’s exactly what you two did at the party last night. And what was that livestream?” Ro asked. Jealousy was clear in her voice.

Cecily ignored her. “Did you get us a table? Don’t tell me there’s a wait.”

“No, our purses are at the table. Let’s go,” Vivian said.

Ro’s heavy gaze lingered, going between Mandi and Cecily. Mandi felt like she was going to explode from the anxiety coursing through her, but Cecily didn’t look at all bothered. She ordered a mimosa and talked to Vivian about how she’d dropped Mandi off at home before picking her back up in the morning.

“You two are spending a lot of time together. How did you meet?” Vivian asked.

“We had a class together,” Cecily said. “We never really talked until we bumped into each other after our last class.”

Jennifer turned her attention to Mandi. “What class?”

Mandi squirmed in her seat. She wasn’t old enough to order a drink but desperately needed one. She was still a little hung over from the shots she’d drunk at the party. Mandi never drank. She didn’t smoke. The combo caught up to her after the midnight kiss with Cecily, who was kind enough not to mention to her friends how Mandi had puked on the drive back to her dorm.

“Communications, right? I can’t remember anymore,” Mandi said, trying to play dumb. She wasn’t about to tell them they had college algebra together. Cecily’s girlfriends would put the pieces of the puzzle together and out Mandi in front of everyone.

“Who can remember?” Cecily said. “Let’s order, ladies. You can be jealous of Mandi later.”

Ro scoffed. “Who’s jealous?”

Cecily lifted her eyebrow and picked up the menu, glancing at Ro over the menu’s edge with a shake of the head.

Mandi thought she was going to die over breakfast from the tension in the air, but it all ended with a photo of the five of them gathered around the table. Nobody would suspect bad blood in the water if they saw the picture. They’d see five smiling women enjoying a lovely brunch on a cold winter day. After all, wasn’t that what happened?

Damn, it was confusing being a girl.
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Mandi dreaded the upcoming semester. She never wanted Curtis to come home from his parents’ house. She was having the best time of her life over winter break and never wanted it to end. Cecily was the best friend Mandi could have ever dreamed of, only she never thought she’d have to become a girl to have her, but being a girl was the best.

Mandi had tons of followers. Boys checked her out everywhere she went. Mandi still wasn’t sure she wanted to fool around with a guy, but she loved the way they looked at her. They stared at her legs when she wore dresses and skirts. Never without a pair of heels.

How could one change so much in a few short weeks? Mandi never would have believed in a million years she’d be who she was today. Not even a month ago, but now Mandi accepted her new persona. She never wanted the illusion to shatter. Not in her mind or anyone else’s.

“What do you think of this dress?” Cecily asked as she held a red minidress against her slim body. They were in her bedroom. Cecily was going through her closet while Mandi flipped through a magazine on the bed. They just got back from having lunch at an expensive restaurant in town. Daddy’s treat.

“It’s hot. What’s the occasion?”

“I was thinking we could have a little fun,” Cecily said.

Mandi’s heart raced. Fun for Cecily could mean a plethora of things. “What fun did you have in mind?”

“Remember those boys from the parties? Do you still have the numbers?”

“Yeah,” Mandi said. “Why?”

“Why don’t we call one of them and tell him to come over? We need more photos on our pages, and you still don’t have one with a hot guy. Who was the basketball player?”

“Ernest?”

“Yeah, let’s get him. Stoner boy won’t get us any likes, and I so don’t want to hang around David. He can be such a creep. You haven’t called him, have you?”

“No,” Mandi said in a breath. “Why? What did he do?”

Cecily shook her head. “It’s nothing. He just always comments on my photos and finds ways to talk to me, and I swear I see him staring at me around campus.”

“Is he stalking you?”

Cecily shrugged. “Probably, but he’s harmless. He would have done something already if he was going to do anything.”

“Okay,” Mandi said. She wasn’t convinced, but there was no arguing with Cecily. “You want me to call Ernest?”

“Yeah, tell him to meet us at the park. Tell him to wear a big coat and sexy underwear.”

Mandi’s face reddened. She couldn’t write a message like that to Ernest. “What? No way! You send him that message if you want, but I’m not doing it?”

Cecily frowned, looking tragically upset. She stepped toward Mandi like she was about to slap her, but she sat on the bed instead, exhaling deeply. The closer Cecily was, the more Mandi could smell her patchouli perfume.

“Excuse me?” Cecily asked.

Mandi grabbed her phone and opened Ernest’s contact page. “I’m sending the message now. Big coat and sexy underwear. Which park?”

“Pinewood. The one down the street.”

Mandi typed the message and sent it before Cecily dumped her like a bag of garbage. She gave Cecily the phone for her approval. Cecily sent the message before passing Mandi back her phone.

Ernest replied within a minute.

Ernest: What? Sexy underwear? What are you trying to do?

Cecily whispered into Mandi’s ear what to write.

Mandi: Photoshoot. Cecily and I want you in our pictures.

Ernest: Fuck, you both are so hot. We hanging out after the shoot?

Mandi: If you’re lucky. We still haven’t seen your underwear. Better make sure they’re super sexy! Meet us there in forty-five minutes?

Ernest: Definitely! I’ll be there.

“You’re such a good friend. I love having you in my life,” Cecily said and rubbed her hand along Mandi’s thigh. “Let’s get dressed and go. I can’t wait to take these pictures.”

Cecily grabbed two of her faux fur coats and snow boots. She picked out sexy lingerie for them to wear, and then they were out the door.

***

“There you are,” Ernest said with wide arms and an even wider smile. Cecily and Mandi gave him a hug. They were all wearing faux fur coats and pants, but those wouldn’t stay on long.

“Here we are,” Cecily said. “Did you wear sexy undies?”

“Yeah. What kind of photo are you trying to take?”

“A sexy one, but we can’t do it here. Come on. There’s a trail over here that’ll take us to the perfect spot.” Cecily walked past Ernest and led the way to a private clearing along the trail. It was one of her favorite spots to snap pictures because it seemed like nobody else knew about it. She’d only seen other people in the clearing twice out of the countless times she’d gone, and those instances were during the summer.

Nobody was in the clearing when they arrived. Snow covered the ground, only touched by animal prints. No humans.

“Here we are,” Cecily said. She stepped into the clearing, lifted her arms, and spun in a circle.

“So, are we really here to take pictures or fuck?” Ernest asked. “I’d love to have a three sum with you two. It’s cold, but I don’t mind.”

Cecily smirked, stepping toward Ernest. She reached down and grabbed his dick. He gasped when she tightened her grip. “Excuse me? What did you say?”

Ernest panted as Cecily stared into his eyes and held his package in her hand. It was an impressive size, but Ernest needed to learn who was in charge. If she wanted to fuck, it would be on her account. Not because of his suggestion.

“Nothing,” Ernest said. “Please let go of my balls.”

Mandi watched, both in awe and terrified Cecily might do the same to her. Cecily finally released Ernest. He took a deep breath and stepped away from Cecily, but he wasn’t running. Mandi was surprised when she looked down at Ernest’s parted coat and saw his dick growing.

Cecily giggled and pointed at Ernest’s hardening cock. “You love being told what to do. No surprise there, though. All you athletic guys are the same. So, what underwear are you wearing? I want to see.”

Ernest dropped his sweatpants. He was wearing a pair of black and red trunks with white lettering that hugged his thick dick. It was so long, nearly hanging out of his underwear.

“Excellent choice, Ernest. I love how these highlight that juicy cock.”

Ernest flashed his sparkling white teeth. “Thanks,” he said. “So, what are you two wearing?”

Cecily glanced at Mandi and lifted her eyebrow. “I’ll show him mine if you show him yours.”

Ernest was grinning like a fool, throbbing hard under that thin layer of fabric holding his dick. “Yeah, come on, ladies. Don’t make me wait any longer. I’m dying to see what you have on under that.”

Cecily stripped first, down to her red lingerie. She was wearing a black coat. She was supposed to be the bad girl, and Mandi was the innocent one, dressed head to toe in white. Her coat. Her lingerie. Mandi hesitated as she stripped, but it didn’t take long until she was down to her undergarments.

“You two are fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks,” Cecily said. “Let’s get these pictures before we freeze our asses off.”

She set up a tripod and placed her phone on it before giving Mandi and Ernest instructions. She wanted Ernest to look like their alpha, and they were all supposed to show glimpses of their undergarments at all times. Ernest had a body like Cecily was expecting. Defined and muscular. Abs for days. Perfect for photos.

“Put your hand on his abs,” Cecily said to Mandi.

Mandi moved her hand. Cecily put her hand on Ernest’s abs, too. He had an erection beneath his underwear, but it didn’t matter because fabric covered it. Nobody would tell them to remove the picture of snow demon and snow angel with their mighty king.

“Let’s get some on our knees looking up at him,” Cecily said.

Mandi dropped to her knees. Cecily did the same. Ernest got into the role of king and started acting more dominant, aggressively putting his hands into their hair. Looking at the camera like he wanted to kill everyone and anyone in his path.

“These pictures are hot,” Cecily said when she checked her camera. “I think we got everything we need.”

“So, what? You two are just going to leave me hanging with this bad boy all swollen and excited?” Ernest grabbed his dick.

Mandi about fainted. He was so much bigger than her. Mandi wasn’t sure she’d ever seen a dick as big as his. There was nothing she could do to help Ernest, but Cecily had other plans. She glanced at Mandi for a second and smirked before turning back to Ernest.

“That would be cruel, wouldn’t it?”

Ernest’s eyes popped open wider, like he wasn’t expecting the ladies to do anything about his question, but he wasn’t dumb enough to pass up some action getting thrown his way. “Yeah, it would be insanely cruel. You two are fucking sexy.”

Cecily closed the distance and wrapped her leg around Ernest. She placed her hand on his chest and purred. “Ooh, you’re so warm, Ernest.”

He wrapped his hand around the small of Cecily’s back. Mandi watched as they moved closer together, closing their eyes like they were about to kiss, and then it happened. Mandi wanted to be angry and jealous, but they were both so beautiful, and Cecily looked like she was enjoying herself. Her hand was on the outline of Ernest’s dick, stroking it.

Watching them made Mandi hard. She reached down to cover her hardness since it’d come untucked. She didn’t want Ernest to see.

Cecily opened her eyes while she was kissing Ernest, startling Mandi. She was staring right at her. Cecily put out her arm, beckoning Mandi. She looked around. There was nobody, so Mandi stepped forward until she could take Cecily's hand.

Cecily grabbed the waistline of Ernest’s trunks and pushed them down over his cock, revealing his massive member. He was hard, cursing at the frigid weather.

“Oh, it’s cold, but Mandi’s going to warm you up by sucking your big cock. Aren’t you?”

Mandi glanced at Ernest’s enormous cock, unsure how she’d fit it in her mouth, but she knew she had to try, so she got to her knees in front of Ernest. Cecily grabbed Ernest’s cock and wagged it in Mandi’s face. “Come on, beautiful. Open those sweet lips.”

Ernest growled and groaned. His body shook. “This is so fucking hot. Hold my cock while she sucks it.”

“You heard the man, Mandi. Let’s make him happy.” Cecily laughed and wagged Ernest’s anaconda cock some more. They were outside in the cold, surrounded by snow, but it didn’t matter. They’d forgotten all about the snippy breeze and frosty air.

Mandi parted her lips and took Ernest’s cock. Cecily grabbed the back of her head and pushed it up Ernest’s cock, making her choke a little.

“Breathe through your nose and take it,” Cecily said.

Mandi took a breath through her nose. Ernest’s cock sank deeper into her throat, but Mandi could take more of it now. She bobbed her head on Ernest’s cock while Cecily held its base. Mandi could hear them kissing above her, but she was too lost in the motions of sucking Ernest’s perfect member to care. It was so big and wonderful. Mandi could feel herself falling in love with Ernest’s cock the longer she had it in her mouth.

Ernest broke the kiss to focus on Mandi sucking his cock. He grabbed the sides of her face and started fucking her mouth harder. He was on the verge of cumming, but he couldn’t cum without making Cecily cum first. She wouldn’t allow it.

Cecily pushed Mandi off Ernest’s cock, making him groan. “What the fuck?”

“On your back, mister. Hope you like eating pussy.”

Ernest opened his mouth, but Cecily pointed at the ground. She didn’t want to hear it. Plus, Ernest wasn’t the kind of guy to argue. He was big and tall and had a monstrous cock, but he still knew how to take direction from a powerful woman like Cecily.

He lay on his coat, and Mandi got right back to sucking his dick as Cecily lowered her pussy onto his face. She grabbed the top of his head and moved her hips, fucking his mouth with her cunt.

Ernest hollered and moaned, but Cecily had his mouth covered with her pussy, so it was a complete shock when Ernest sprayed his load into Mandi’s mouth. It was thick and hot and surprisingly delicious. It’d caught Mandi by surprise, but she swallowed every drop of Ernest’s seed.

She reached between her legs and rubbed her tiny cock through her panties while she bobbed her head on Ernest’s super sensitive cock. He was thrashing, but Cecily had him locked in place, using his mouth to reach her climax.

She and Mandi came at the same time shortly after Ernest. Mandi finally lifted her mouth from Ernest’s cock as a thick load of cum soaked the inside of her panties. Cecily hollered loud enough to cause an echo as she came all over Ernest’s face.

They climbed away from each other and got dressed before anyone found them, giggling on the way back to the car.

“Hope to see you ladies again,” Ernest said.

“We’ll see,” Cecily said with a wink. Mandi said nothing. They got in the car, and then they were gone, like they’d never been there at all.
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“I can’t believe it took me a week to post those photos,” Cecily said. She locked her phone and tossed it to the side. She’d finally posted the photos of them with Ernest in the woods. They would probably get tons of likes, but Cecily was caring less and less about her life online the more time she spent with Mandi.

“We’ve been having too much fun,” Mandi said. They’d been watching movies, cooking meals, playing board games, chatting online in lingerie with random people while wearing masks, and a bunch of other stuff. Shopping. Restaurants. Walks in the park.

Cecily laced her fingers with Mandi’s. She hated that school was starting in a week. Mandi would have to go back to being a boy sometimes. She was already looking for a new job where she could start as Mandi, though. Neither of them wanted her to go back to those ratty clothes and the dull life she had as a boy, but a girl had to do what she had to do.

Cecily fell in love with Mandi the first time she heard her use her girly voice, but she never had the courage to say it until now. Staring at Mandi. Lying in her bed. Oblivious to the outside world.

“I’m falling in love with you, Mandi.”

“You aren’t the only one. None of the popularity or followers or anything means as much as having you in my life.”

Cecily pulled Mandi close. She reached down and touched her hard dick, smiling at her woman. Mandi didn’t mind. Nothing felt more comfortable than Cecily’s touch.

“Can you believe you have almost twenty thousand followers in less than a month?”

Mandi felt a little excited every time she thought about how many people followed her and liked her pictures, even if it was a bit superficial.

“No, it’s unreal.”

“Maybe we should use our followers to stay at hotels for free,” Cecily said.

“And travel around the world?”

“Yeah,” Cecily said. “I can put the tickets on daddy’s card. He loves the airline miles.”

“I’ll have to get your dad a nice Christmas present.”

“Sure. Is it okay if we sleep with some hot guys along the way? Like we did with Ernest?”

“Promise we’ll always do it together?”

“I promise,” Cecily said.

“That’s fine with me.”

Cecily smiled and was about to talk about the places she wanted to visit, but a violent knock at the door interrupted them. Cecily thought it was a prank until the person knocked a second time. Mandi and Cecily looked at each other with terrified eyes.

“Who the hell is that?” Cecily asked.

“Open the door, Cecily. It’s us.”

“Ro,” she said. “They’re so annoying. Thank you for being nothing like them.”

Mandi rushed to put on her clothes. Cecily took her time, giving Ro the chance to bang on her door twice more. Cecily threw open the door. Mandi stood behind her, afraid of what might happen.

“My neighbors will call the cops if you keep it up. Get inside,” Cecily said.

Ro pushed past Cecily. Vivian and Jennifer followed. They sat on the couch. Mandi and Cecily sat in the chairs.

“What the fuck do you want, Ro? Mandi and I are busy.”

Mandi hadn’t noticed before, but Vivian was crying. She sucked in a deep breath before wailing. “How could you, Cecily? You’re supposed to be my friend, and you! You’re a fucking whore!”

Mandi touched her chest, shocked Vivian was pointing at her and yelling. She wanted to run to the door, but Vivian would probably chase her.

“Oh, you’re upset about the pictures we took with Ernest? They’re just pictures, Vivian. Plus, we’ve been over it a million times. If he wanted to be with you, he would have asked already with how much you stare at him. He approached Mandi and gave her his number, so we used it. Get over it.”

“You’re such a bitch, Cecily! Why are we even friends with you?”

“Vivian, open your fucking eyes and look around! You have it made being friends with me. Stop going after what you can’t have and pick up one of the guys who drools over you every time we go out!”

Vivian sucked in a breath and glanced at her lap. “None of those guys are Ernest. You know how much I like him, yet you still took those pictures.”

Cecily screamed into her folded lips. She stood. “Is that why you guys came here? I really can’t deal with this.” Cecily walked to the door and opened it. “I love all three of you, but this jealousy you have of Mandi needs to stop. I’m allowed to have other friends.”

Jennifer, Ro, and Vivian stayed where they were. Cecily cleared her throat and glanced at the open door, but they still didn’t move.

Ro looked at Mandi. “We know who Mandi really is. Or should we call you Armando?”

Mandi’s world shattered at that moment. Cecily frowned and slammed the door shut, returning to her chair. She looked at Mandi, whose expression showed nothing but panic. It shattered Cecily’s heart to see her girl like that.

“What do you want?” Cecily asked.

“We want things to go back to the way they were before this started,” Jennifer said, gesturing at Mandi and Cecily.

“That’s not possible. We’re in love.” Cecily took Mandi’s hand and kissed it. Cecily held it and looked back at her friends. They protested, but Cecily silenced them. “If you reveal Mandi’s secret, I’ll see that you regret it. I have dirt on all of you, and who says I can’t sprinkle a little extra seasoning on top? With all the evidence I have about what’s true, people are bound to believe what’s fake. Do you really want to mess with me, or can we just keep being friends and forget all this ever happened? What’s so bad about adding another girl to the group?”

Vivian, Ro, and Jennifer looked at each other. They knew they weren’t a match for Cecily, so there was no point in even trying. They immediately switched topics to something they’d seen at the store earlier, chatted for five minutes, and then the girls were out the door.

Mandi’s heart was still racing when Cecily came back to her after locking the door behind her girlfriends.

“You really think they won’t tell?” Mandi asked.

“I’m positive, babe. Your secret is safe.”

“Thanks for watching out for me.”

“Always,” Cecily said and kissed the top of Mandi’s head.
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Three Months Later

An alarm clock rang. Cecily stirred, rolling over into Mandi’s arms. She let her hands roam where they may.

Many adjustments had been made since the new semester started. Living a double life was nearly impossible, and it was even harder when others knew the truth. The girls were playing nice so far, though. They accepted Mandi as one of their own, or so they pretended.

“Right there,” Cecily panted. She was sitting on Mandi’s hard cock. It was hitting her spot. Mandi had spent the night at Cecily’s, like she did most nights, always changing into something cute when she arrived.

Mandi held Cecily’s hips as she bounced up and down on her cock, satisfying her morning wood. They didn’t have sex every morning, but it was always magical when they did.

Cecily held her breasts as she used Mandi’s dick. Mandi watched Cecily’s transfixed face, clearly off in a different world. She reached forward to touch Cecily’s clit how she liked when Cecily gave the word. They were both close. Both were ready to release the stiffness from a night’s sleep before a long day of classes.

“Oh, I fucking love your dick, Mandi.” Cecily hollered as she came.

Mandi gasped and released the orgasm she’d been holding, cumming deep in Cecily’s pussy.

They got out of bed, showered, and talked about how much they hated it when Mandi had to put on her tatty boy clothes, but at least she’d be able to change back after class. Mandi couldn’t believe she’d almost given up on the chance to live a girly life, but she was so delighted she’d taken the leap. Nothing was better than being Cecily’s girl.

“I’ll see you tonight,” Mandi said. She was in boy's clothes, using her girly voice.

“Bye. Love you.”

“Love you too,” Mandi said. She kissed Cecily, and then she was on her way.

When Mandi stepped out of Cecily’s building, she felt more like Armando. She certainly looked like him. To the outer world, she was still Armando much of the time, but at least now Mandi would always be alive in Armando’s heart.

There was no extinguishing her fire.
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I kept my head bowed as I waited, too afraid to upset my boss Edith once again. She’d been so cold to me ever since I ruined her chance at a major account while we were at a business dinner. I flushed with disappointment every time I thought about it. Edith used to treat me like her prized possession, but everything changed when I spilled a bottle of thousand-dollar red wine all over the client’s ten-thousand-dollar suit.

Edith never looked angrier than at that moment. She promised to buy Jerome Norris, the client, a new suit and everything, but he wasn’t having it. Jerome chewed me out about being unprofessional for having three cocktails before the wine and stormed out of the restaurant, leaving us with the bill.

Jerome was an ex-boxer turned cigar aficionado and was trying to make the tobacco product popular. He wanted grown folk, the thirty-plus crowd, lighting up cigars like they were made of candy, and Edith wanted to be the woman behind his plan.

It’d all been going so well until I spilled the wine, but there had to have been more to it than that. I secretly thought Jerome had a problem with me from the second we met.

Maybe it was because I was a white boy. It was the only reason I could think of because if I was being honest, besides spilling that bottle of wine, I was pretty perfect.

Jerome was big on supporting black-owned businesses, which was why he'd reached out to Edith in the first place. Edith was biracial. She had the complexion of milk chocolate, and her hair was all natural. If someone saw her, they would never guess that her father was white.

If that was Jerome’s problem with me, then he should just get over it. Edith could hire whoever she wanted, even though I wasn’t sure how long she’d keep me around after the wine-spilling fiasco.

“Virgil, there’s an error on this report!” Edith hollered.

I was standing in front of her desk with my head still bent, afraid to look up and meet the fury in her eyes. She was so powerful. So dominant. Her ad ideas had made it to the Superbowl twice, and she was in the works of collaborating with another team on an upcoming commercial for the next Superbowl.

Edith had her finger on trends before anyone else even got a whiff. She was simply the best at what she did, and everyone wanted to work for her, but she’d given me the job, and now I was probably on the chopping block.

I’d graduated in honors from a bachelor’s program in business administration with a minor in marketing and practically begged Edith to hire me because of the boutique marketing powerhouse she’d become.

“What’s wrong with the report?” I asked in a quivering voice.

Edith slammed her hand on the desk, pushing her curly brown hair behind one ear as she stared into my soul with those intense eyes. I didn’t look away. I knew better, but all I could see was us at dinner. Her yelling at me in the parking lot. I swear she looked like she wanted to bend me over and spank my bottom that night, but she just got in her car to leave instead.

I’d never been more humiliated or upset or confused in my life, and I just wanted us to go back to how we’d been. I missed laughing with Edith. I missed how she’d bring me little treats from the bakery and tell me that she liked my shirt. She probably didn’t know it, but I’d fantasized about making love to her more times than I could count.

My voice was light, and my body was slim, but I definitely found women attractive. Some guys caught my attention too. Not that I ever did much about my desires. My sheets had zero stains. All my solo sessions were in the shower, so my jizz could swirl down the drain. Nearly all of my waking hours were devoted to Edith, but honestly, I’d fire myself if I were her.

“You added these numbers wrong! I mean, really? This is simple mathematics!” Edith caught herself and took a deep breath, lowering her voice before she spoke again. “You’ve really been going downhill, Virgil. I’m not sure what to do with you, but you’ve got to shape up, or I’ll have to ship you out.”

I swallowed, feeling the tears well in my eyes. How could I be such a punk? I hated myself! I covered my face and didn’t move, even though Edith was holding the report in the air for me to take it. I was too embarrassed with myself to work. I messed up simple addition! There was something seriously wrong with me.

“Virgil! Take this damn spreadsheet and get out of my office! These reports never used to take you this long. I’m really starting to worry.”

I sucked in a sharp breath and wiped my arm along my nose. Edith winced. I dropped my head and ran out of the office, feeling lower than low. I wished more than anything there was a way for me to get my boss to forgive me. I wished that Jerome had never entered our lives because we were so much better off before I spilled wine all over him!

Edith didn’t talk to me the rest of the day, but there had to be a way for me to get back on her good side. There had to be a way to put the past behind us.

I just knew it.
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Another few days passed, and I was still in the doghouse. Edith wasn’t friendly. She didn’t speak to me more than what was necessary to facilitate her business. She didn’t bring me little treats from the bakery. No smiles when she passed my desk. I was getting so desperate that I looked for other jobs, but I couldn’t imagine working for anyone else.

Edith was a boss bitch and everything I wanted to become. She wasn’t even ten years older than me, but it seemed like she had the world in her hands. It seemed like nobody could stop her, even if they poured concrete walls around her. She’d find a way out, and then she’d thrive once she got to the other side.

It was near the end of the workday. It was a Thursday, and I really couldn’t stand another weekend wondering how Edith would act on Monday, so I acted on the penultimate day of the workweek. Edith was scrolling through her computer. I swallowed and knocked on her office door.

“Yes?”

“Edith, can we talk?”

She sighed and kept scrolling without looking in my direction. I could see a reflection of the image of the screen on her glasses. I stood in the doorway, waiting for her to say something, but she didn’t. She was amazing at acting like I wasn’t even there.

“Edith, please. You know how sorry I am about losing Jerome Norris’s account. If I could go back and—”

“Shut up, Virgil. I don’t want to talk about it.”

I swallowed, hating how cold Edith was acting. She’d never told me to ‘shut up’ before. I felt like I was going to cry again, which was the worst part. I couldn’t continue with the abuse!

“If you’re going to fire me, just do it already! I’m tired of walking on eggshells around you, Edith! This used to be a fun job!” I cursed to myself as the first tear fell. I was hot in the face from yelling, but Edith looked unphased, which honestly made me love her even more than I already did.

“Virgil,” she said with a long sigh and finally turned to look in my direction. “What do you want me to say? Jerome has a ton of rich contacts. It was about so much more than the cigars.”

“I know, Edith, I’m sorry, but I can’t keep doing this!”

“Then leave. You know where the door is, but if you think I’m about to sign some papers that say I fired you, then you’re highly mistaken. I’ll wait until you really mess up, and then I’ll toss you out the door, but until then, I can put up with your mediocre performance. How long until you snap? A week? Two? You’re already fraying at the seams,” Edith said with a snort. “To think you actually want to run your own business.”

I frowned as Edith laughed harder. She was laughing so hard after a moment that she had to stop to catch her breath. I was burning. My cheeks had to have been a deep red color. Edith was such a bitch! I wanted to scream at her that she was wrong, but I was powerless.

My family was dirt poor. I got a full-ride academic scholarship, but an education wouldn’t carry me to the top. I needed connections. I needed people on my side who would invest in me and lift me up, as others had done for Edith. She was the ultimate people person. She could turn a grump into a bright and happy soul within minutes of speaking to the person. Her skills were remarkable.

Edith stood when I didn’t move. She seemed to float as she moved until she was standing in front of me. Her perfume suffocated my nostrils with its delicious scent. My hairs stood at attention when Edith placed her fingertips under my chin, lifting my face to make me look into her eyes.

Her mesmerizing emerald eyes. She was honestly the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, and I hated how her simple touch was making my manhood grow.

“Virgil,” she said with a purr on her tongue.

“Yes?” I asked in a whisper. My cock was throbbing against my slacks, desperate to come out, but it would never happen. Not with Edith. She had a roster of men to choose from, so there was no reason on Earth she’d ever want me.

“Why are you so tense?”

“I…” There were no words that could leave my lips. Edith still had her fingers beneath my chin, and I felt like I could cum. It was pathetic but true. It’d been so long since anyone had touched me, and now the sexiest woman in the world was stroking me with her fingertips.

“Virgil, have you ever noticed how thin you are?”

A breath escaped my lips. “Uh, yeah. I guess. Why?” My cock was throbbing uncontrollably. I didn’t want to cum in my pants, but I was getting close.

“Don’t tell anyone I told you, but it’s one of the reasons I hired you. When you came into my office wearing that fitted button-up tucked into your chinos. Shit, I almost jumped on you then.”

“What?” I asked in a weak voice.

Edith gripped my chin and forced me to stare her in the eyes. “I’ve always had a thing for you, Virgil. Don’t you get it?”

“You’ve had a thing for me?”

“Don’t act so surprised,” Edith said with a chuckle. “I love a skinny boy with rich brown eyes like yours.”

I bit my lip. “Really?”

“Well,” Edith said as she released my face and took a step away from me. I could finally catch my breath. Maybe I had a chance not to cum all over the inside of my pants. “I’ve always had a thing for you, but you desperately need a makeover.”

“Hey!”

“Oh, calm down! You’re plenty handsome, but you’re not exactly what I want. There are a few tweaks I’d make before I let you have me.”

“Are you saying I have a chance?” I asked, feeling my cock twitch. If there was any chance in the world I could have Edith, I would do whatever she asked. Just the thought of being inside of her could make me lose my mind if I thought about it too long.

“Perhaps, if you’re willing to play by my rules. You could also just stay my employee and get out while you’re ahead because once I have a taste of you, I won’t want to let go.”

I stared at a random spot on the wall, wondering how Edith could possibly want to make me over, but I could handle whatever it was. Did she want me blonde? Cut my hair? Buy me some new clothes? That didn’t sound so bad if it meant I could have the woman of my dreams.

“So, what do you say, Virgil?”

“Will you be nicer to me at work?”

Edith sighed. “Whatever. I’ll stop being a bitch. I’m still upset about losing Jerome, but he and I have gotten back in touch. All hope isn’t lost.”

I gasped. “Really? Are you being serious right now? He’s going to give us another chance?” I was screaming. I was so out of breath I felt like I might faint.

Edith put her hand on her hip and cocked it to the side. “Boy, Jerome is giving me another chance. Don’t get it twisted. You’ll be nowhere near this project.”

“Sure, whatever you say. I’m just so happy and relieved that I didn’t completely ruin that contact for you,” I said with happy tears in my eyes. I was so out of sorts that I dropped to my knees to catch my breath, feeling on top of the world. There was no reason to fear losing my job. Edith and I could go back to normal, or we could have even more.

The realization hit me after I’d caught my breath and got back to my feet. “Were you being serious about you thinking I’m cute? Could we really go out?” I asked, trying to imagine a situation where Edith and I would actually be seen out together. She was nine years older than me and a million times more successful. “Or were you just pulling my leg?”

Edith closed the space between us. She brushed her fingers along my cheek, getting my cock hard all over again. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I don’t know if I want a boyfriend and all that, but you and I could have a little fun if you’re willing to let me give you a makeover.”

“You mean like a haircut and shopping?”

Edith smirked. “Yeah, something like that.”

I didn’t want to ask why there was such a sinister tone in her voice, so I swallowed and nodded, knowing I’d regret passing on the opportunity more than I would taking it.

“Okay, what do I have to do?”

“Meet me at my place after work tomorrow around six. We’ll go shopping then. If you don’t mind, I have to make a phone call before a dinner meeting.”

“Sure,” I said and stepped out of Edith’s office.
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Tiffany, Edith’s personal shopper, was standing in the lobby of her building when I approached. It was Friday evening. I was disappointed to see Tiffany instead of Edith but knew Edith probably had a meeting or a phone call before she could see me.

“Virgil!” Tiffany hollered and threw open her arms. Her long, tight braids bounced on her shoulders as she ran over to me. “How have you been?”

“Wonderful,” I said and gave her a hug.

“Sorry Edith couldn’t make it, but she gave me a detailed list of what to buy,” Tiffany said with a playful grin. “She expects us back at her place by eight after her meeting.”

“Okay,” I said. Tiffany led me to Edith’s private car. Her driver, Wallace, held open the door. I thanked him as I slid into the backseat next to Tiffany. We went to an elegant strip mall in the suburbs. Wallace opened the door for us as we stepped out the car.

“Let’s go in here first,” Tiffany said and grabbed my arm, dragging me toward a store that was far out of my price range, but Edith was buying, and there was a chance I might get to taste her pussy on my lips, which made my dick hard just thinking about it.

My briefs and jeans were tight enough to hold down my throbbing cock without attracting too much suspicion. There were several salespeople inside. They didn’t rush over to help us, but I could tell they were waiting for us to call them over at a moment’s notice.

“So, what does Edith want me to wear? A suit?”

Tiffany glanced at me and grinned without saying a word. The store was clearly split into men’s and women’s sections, and I got confused when Tiffany started walking toward the women’s clothing, but I didn’t ask any questions as I followed her. I figured maybe she was looking for herself before we started on my shopping, but I should have known better.

It only got worse when Tiffany picked up a skirt and held it in my face. “Virgil, what do you think of this?”

The skirt was white and pleated and looked like something a society woman might wear on a tennis court. “Um, it’s cute, I guess.”

“Why don’t you try it on? What size are you? A six?” Tiffany asked as she held the skirt out, waving it in front of my face.

I gasped. “Why in the world would I try on that skirt? Have you lost your mind?”

Tiffany cleared her throat. “You’re the one who agreed to make Edith happy. You think you’re the first guy she’s had me take shopping? I knew this day would come when I first saw she hired you. You’re Edith’s type,” Tiffany said in a sensual voice.

“Her type? What does that mean?”

“What do you think it means? She wants you to wear a skirt, and trust me, this is only the tip of the iceberg, honey.”

My heart was racing when I glanced at the skirt again. I couldn’t believe Edith! She had no right to send me on some shopping spree for women’s clothing. I was a man for crying out loud! A man who loved women and only had a minor curiosity for men and dicks and all that.

I pulled out my phone and hit Edith’s name. She answered on the third ring.

“What is it, Virgil? I’m about to start my meeting.”

“A skirt? Really? You want me to wear a skirt? Who do you think I am, Edith?”

Edith sighed into the phone. “Look, Virgil, get over it. Either put on the skirt or don’t, but if you really want to make me happy, you’ll go to the nearest dressing room and try on every single item of clothing Tiffany gives you. Understand?”

My body broke into a fiery heat. I didn’t want to humiliate myself by trying on skirts and dresses and whatever else Tiffany decided to give me, but what other choice did I have? I wanted Edith more than I wanted to leave the store. She was the woman of my dreams, and maybe I wouldn’t look that bad in women’s clothing. What was so bad about trying it once?

“Tiffany said something about there being other guys,” I said.

“None of them are you, though, Virgil. We’ve been through so much, you and I. Wouldn’t it be fabulous to be girlfriends for a night? Don’t you just want to let go and see how powerful you might feel as a woman?”

I was silent. How could I answer a question I’d never once pondered? Sure, I thought about what it might be like if I’d been born a woman, but I never thought about dressing up and acting like one. I honestly didn’t think about much besides business and work and how to make money.

“Look, Virgil. I need to hang up, but this makeover is as much about you as it is me. If you’re not willing to let me doll you up, then I won’t want to fool around with you, but that’s fine. You’ll go back to being my assistant, and we’ll pretend like this never happened. I’ll even bring you treats from the bakery when I go.”

I warmed, feeling like maybe I wouldn’t need to put on a skirt after all, but when I lifted my eyes to glance at it in Tiffany’s hand, I knew that I would wear it. I would do whatever Edith wanted me to because deep down, I knew I was in love with Edith.

“Good luck in your meeting.”

“Hopefully I’ll see you at my place after.”

“Yeah,” I said. Edith quickly told me goodbye and hung up the phone. I took a deep breath and went over to Tiffany, ready for whatever she had to give. “I probably should have shaved before I came here, huh?”

Tiffany brightened. “Are you going to try on the skirt?”

I shook my head and grinned. “I guess.”

“Goodie,” Tiffany said with a clap of the hands. She handed me the skirt and pushed me toward the dressing rooms, where I tried on at least ten different skirts and dresses. Some of them looked terrible, but there were others that made me look positively feminine and delicious. Honestly, someone could catfish me with a picture of my legs if they weren’t hairy.

That was only the first store of many.

I wasn’t sure how much Tiffany ended up spending, but I wouldn’t be surprised if it was more than a thousand. We were carrying at least nine bags by the time we made it back to where Wallace was waiting.

“How was shopping?”

“Delightful,” Tiffany said with a bright smile. “Virgil is going to make a lovely girl.”

Wallace blushed, and I felt my stomach drop to the pits of my stomach. “Very well,” Wallace said as Tiffany slid into the backseat. I couldn’t even look Wallace in the eye when I got in behind her.

He closed the door, and then we were off, heading back to Edith’s place. I was nervous and excited and woefully unprepared for what my boss had in store.
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We got to Edith’s apartment a bit before she did. Tiffany took all the clothes out the bag and placed them on the dining-room table, sorting them by style and color. I watched Tiffany in awe, wondering what her closet looked like and finding that I was a little jealous of the images forming in my mind.

“How long have you been working for Edith?”

Tiffany lifted her eyes and smiled. “Seven years or so. I do a lot of little jobs but working for Edith is my favorite.”

“So, you’ve bought clothes for other guys before?”

“Not like today. She normally only has me pick out an outfit or two, but she really went all out on you.”

I was going to ask another question, but then the elevator doors to Edith’s loft opened. She came out. The scent of her perfume instantly hit my nose, intoxicating me with its aroma. I suddenly felt at peace. It didn’t matter that Edith was about to dress me up like a doll and make me her girl. Part of me was excited to experience the difference.

Would I be able to fool people? Would men want to fuck me?

“Hello, my beautiful people!” Edith gave Tiffany a hug before turning her attention to me. “How was shopping?”

“It was interesting, but I had fun,” I said.

“Perfect,” Edith said. She pulled me into her arms and squeezed tightly, making my desire even stronger as her perfume covered me. “I’m so glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“Need anything else from me?” Tiffany asked.

“You’re free. Send me a payment request, and I’ll approve it.”

“You got it, girl. Have fun,” Tiffany said and kissed Edith on the cheek before heading toward the elevator. She winked at me as the doors were closing, which made me nervous about being alone with Edith. I was all hers now. There was nobody around except us.

I’d been in Edith’s loft countless times, but I’d never felt so insecure or out of place. Edith went over to her cabinet without saying a word. “Would you like anything? Wine? Sparkling water?”

“I’ll have what you’re having.”

Edith hummed as she got to work mixing a sparkling limeade. She sat across from me, taking a sip. I picked up my glass and did the same. The drink was fresh and delicious but did nothing to calm me. I felt like I was going to explode from the nerves coursing through me.

“So, Virgil, how did the clothes fit?”

“Fine,” I croaked. “Just fine.”

“Was there any piece you loved?”

I looked at the women’s clothes spread across the table, remembering how I’d looked in the mirror wearing each, and there was one dress I particularly liked. It was a little loose around the chest, but it made my ass look huge. It was red and short and gave me a surprisingly feminine form.

If I was going to dress as a girl, I wanted to pass. I didn’t want people looking at me like I was just a boy wearing a dress. I wanted them to look at me and salivate over the curves of my body.

“That one,” I said and pointed at the red dress.

Edith’s lips curved into a smile. She picked the short red dress off the table. “My, this is a wonderful choice. Did you try it on?”

I bit my lip and nodded. “I tried on everything.”

“You’re such an obedient boy. I love it,” Edith said with a wild grin.

I swallowed, wondering if I should have put up more of a fight. Was that what Edith wanted? Was that what she’d expected? I suddenly realized that I could have told her no, but it hadn’t seemed like an option at the moment. All I wanted was to make her happy. I wanted to be squarely within her circle instead of standing on its edge.

“Was there anything wrong with the dress when you tried it on?” Edith asked after I hadn’t said anything.

Should I tell her that it was small in the chest? Should I tell her that I thought I needed big boobs, or would that just make her push me harder? Would she make me even more of a girl? Would she push me past my limits?

“Virgil! Hello! I’m talking to you.”

I cleared my throat. “It was small in the chest.”

Edith grinned. “Are you saying you need boobs?”

I said nothing and didn’t lift my head to meet Edith’s eyes. Was this what she did to all her boyfriends? Did they all fall into her trap so easily, or was I different? There were so many questions I wanted to ask, but I knew Edith would never give me the answers, and even if she did, how could I know she was telling the truth?

I either had to accept that I was going to dress up as a girl or leave, so I took a deep breath and finally spoke.

“Yes,” I said in a soft voice.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I need boobs. The dress looks great on my legs, but my chest looks way too flat.”

“Why didn’t you just say something? I had Tiffany pick out lingerie for you too. Did you see it?”

I shook my head. Edith picked up a bag Tiffany hadn’t unpacked and turned it upside-down, letting the contents rain onto the table. There were stockings, panties, bras, and sleepwear that looked positively feminine.

“That’s all for me?” I asked with a whine in my voice.

“Oh, don’t sound so sad! We both know you’re going to love it! Most of my boys won’t even try on a dress until the third or fourth time I ask, and you went right for it! I knew there was something special about you when we met.”

I groaned, wishing I’d been more like those other men. Why did I agree to wear a dress so easily? Why did I know I was also about to do whatever else Edith asked of me?

Edith grabbed my shoulders and put her face inches from mine. If I moved a tiny bit, I could kiss her, but I resisted.

“Come on, Virgil! This is exciting! Haven’t you always been curious about getting in touch with your feminine side?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted. “It’s not something I’ve thought too much about, but I guess I wonder what it’d be like to be a girl from time to time.”

“Who doesn’t? Being a woman is fabulous!” Edith opened her arms and spun in a circle, and a big part of me wanted to be her. I wanted to capture that feminine energy and make it my own, which was exactly what I was about to do with some guidance from my boss. My idol. My future lover, if I was lucky.

“Can I ask you one question?”

“Ask me anything,” Edith said with a bright smile.

“Why do you want me to dress up as a girl? Don’t you like masculine guys?”

“Sometimes, sure, but there’s nothing I love more than a cute femboy. I can picture us doing so much together, but if I’m being honest, I think you’ll be much more powerful as a woman. You kind of come off as a bitch as a guy, and nobody likes a bitchy guy, but men will worship a bitchy woman if she handles herself with class.”

“You really see a future for us?” I asked, wanting everything Edith just described.

“Yes, you’re fabulous, Virgil, but we need to make you a girl, so you can reach your true potential.”

I opened my heart and put myself in Edith’s hands. She was a force of nature, and I wanted to be by her side when she took over the world. Becoming a girl to have all that didn’t sound so bad.

“Tell me what to do.”
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“Twirl! Twirl!” Edith snapped her fingers as she hollered at me. I was wearing the red dress with a pair of red panties and a stuffed red bra. Edith had gel inserts that made my bosom look surprisingly big, and it made my body look utterly feminine.

All my body hair was shaved clean. I’d lathered myself with lotion afterward, which made my skin shimmer. I stared at my naked body for minutes in the mirror. Besides the cock hanging off my pelvic region, my body was all smooth and girly and brought a strange sense of happiness.

I twirled in the red dress as laughter spilled from my lips and the gel inserts swayed on my chest. I felt like I had real breasts. I felt like a girl and couldn’t get over how amazing it was. If it weren’t for my short, manly haircut, I was positive people would think I was a girl at first sight.

I got a little dizzy and fell into Edith’s arms. She held me up by wrapping her arm over my shoulder and her other around my side.

“You’re gorgeous, Virgil, but you’ll need a new name. You can’t tell people you’re Virgil.”

I caught my breath and tried to steady myself, still feeling a little dizzy from spinning in all those circles. “Do you have a suggestion for a name?”

“Hmm,” Edith said and tapped a finger against her lips. “What about Valerie?”

“Valerie,” I repeated.

“Don’t you like it?”

“It’s cute. You don’t think it’s too close to my original name?”

“Maybe. It’s up to you, girl. Tell me a name, and I’ll call you it, but you need to decide quick because I want to go out.”

“Go out? Tonight?”

“Yes, girl! It’s Friday night. What do you think? That we’re just going to sit around here and stare at each other? There are places to go. People to see,” Edith said with a laugh.

I swallowed. There was so much more I needed to worry about than my name, like how I’d sound when I told a man anything about myself.

“Where did you want to go? I might look like a woman, but I don’t sound like one. And my makeup? Edith, I can’t go out like this!” There were hints of panic in my voice.

“Girl, take a breath. You just need to talk more lightly. Don’t try to go too high, though, or your voice will crack.”

I cleared my throat and parted my lips to say something like a woman but got too scared, so I snapped my mouth shut. I went to try another phrase but got nervous all over again, and I could feel an internal avalanche of nerves forming, and I really didn’t want to be a mess before we went out on the town.

Edith grabbed my shoulders. “It’s okay, girl. Take a breath. I’ll grab a wig and some makeup. Tiffany got you some shoes, right?”

“Yeah, I told her no heels though.”

“No heels?” Edith asked in a loud voice. “Have you lost your mind? You will learn how to walk in heels. Where are the shoes?”

I grabbed a pair of flats from the table and gave them to Edith. She squealed and ran off to her closet.

“What?” I called after her.

“We’re the same size!”

I cursed to myself. Edith never went without heels. She wore heels that were so tall I was sure she would fall on her face. I watched her sometimes, just waiting for her to tumble, but she never did. It would be a different story for me, though. I was sure of it.

Edith came back with a pair of three-inch black stilettos in her hand. “Put these on, girl. You can’t go out with me unless you’re in heels.”

I groaned but took the heels. There was no arguing with Edith, and honestly, by that point, I really needed a drink in my system, and if heels would get me there then so be it. I sat on the couch and curled my legs to the side as I slipped on the heels. They fit comfortably, but I still wasn’t sure how I’d ever be able to walk in them.

“Okay, girl. Now stand and walk over to me,” Edith said.

I swallowed as I stood, feeling like a giant in the heels. I was on the shorter side for a guy. Now I felt on top of the world. The arch was a bit uncomfortable, but just standing in the heels made me feel more powerful than ever. I felt like I could walk into any room and land a deal.

“Come on, Valerie! You can do it!”

“I’m coming! Give me a second!”

“Don’t get sassy with me, girl! I’ll destroy you even quicker than I made you.”

“Edith!”

“You’re so sensitive. I’m just messing with you, but you really need to come on. I want a drink!”

I took a deep breath and followed the advice Edith had given me. I squared my shoulders and leaned them back slightly as I took my first step. She coached me with each of the steps, and I managed to make it to her without falling on my face, but she wanted me to do it again.

“Walk like a girl. Walk like you’re sexy. Not like you’re concentrating on walking.”

“Like it’s that easy!” I huffed.

“Come on, girl! We’re wasting time.”

I groaned, but then Edith stomped her foot, which reminded me that she wasn’t one to play. She’d just leave me at home and go out herself, and then all my hope would be lost, and that wasn’t what I wanted, so I put my hands on my hips and strutted back and forth across the living room until Edith was cheering for me.

“Go, Valerie! Go, Valerie! Rock those hips!”

I glanced over my shoulder with sass and snapped my finger when I reached one end of the living room, twirling in my heels.

“Yesss! Work it, bitch!”

“Who’s a sexy girl?” I asked as I pounded my stilettos against the hardwoods. “I’m a sexy g—” I squealed as I tumbled to the ground.

Edith hollered and ran over to me. We both burst into laughter when I realized I was fine.

“Someone got a little too cocky.”

“Guess so,” I said.

“Come on, Valerie. We need to finish your hair and makeup because I’m in desperate need of a drink.”

“Same,” I said, and then Edith helped me to my feet. She put a brown wig on my head after dolling up my face, and I honestly couldn’t believe I was looking at myself when I saw my reflection in the mirror. Every trace of my masculinity had been washed away. I was all woman and couldn’t wait to hit the town.

“You ready?” Edith asked.

“Yes!”

She looked me once over and shook her head. “No, you’re missing a purse.”

She went and got a spare purse. It was a little tiny box with a long chain, and I felt even more marvelous when I hung it on my shoulder.

“Now you’re ready.”

“Let’s go, girl!” I said in the lightest voice I could muster.

“Perfect,” Edith said and grabbed my wrist. We raced out the door, and I couldn’t help but notice how Wallace checked me out when he opened the door. There was recognition in his eyes, but that didn’t stop him from seeing me as a woman, which made me extra hopeful for the night. Wallace closed the door, and then we were off.

***

All eyes were on Edith and me as we entered the lounge. Countless men looked up and down our bodies, making my girly cock stir. I felt like I could have my pick of the crop, which was never an experience I had as a man.

“Come on, girl. Let’s find a spot.”

The lights were low. The chairs and booths were covered in a dark violet suede. Gorgeous art hung on the walls. A band played live jazz on a candle-lit stage. Edith laced her fingers with mine as she pulled me to a small circular table with two exquisite chairs.

“Let’s sit here,” she said.

I nodded and sat across from Edith, trying to ignore all the men who were staring at us. Most were alone or with another male friend, clearly on the prowl. We women were in the minority.

A server came over. Edith ordered us two vodka martinis. I would normally drink a beer or a fruity cocktail, but Edith said a martini was a must.

“Why? Just to fit in?”

“Image is everything,” she said with a grin. “Haven’t you learned anything by working for me?”

“What if I wanted a beer? What’s so wrong with that? Ladies can drink beer.”

“Ladies drink martinis. You can order a Manhattan if you want, but men feel less threatened by a woman who drinks clear martinis. If a woman plays her cards right, she can get a man to empty out his wallet without him ever realizing he opened it in the first place,” Edith said.

“Is that scientifically proven?”

Edith fluttered her eyelids. “What’s science anyway?”

“Are you being serious?”

“I don’t know, but you’re far too serious. You’re always wound up and two seconds from boiling over. Don’t you ever just take a break? Don’t you ever take time to relax? Men want women to make them feel pampered and cared for, even if the woman is in charge.”

“Doesn’t all that get exhausting?”

“Sure,” Edith said. “Which is why I really want a girly boy like you to be my number one. I want a boy who can fuck me but also be my best girlfriend, and you’re already doing an amazing job.”

“Am I?”

Edith nodded, looking past me. “All right. These guys are approaching. Stay cute.”

I adjusted my shoulders and let out a breath. I could smell the cologne before I saw the men who were wearing it.

“Evening, ladies. Mind if we buy you some more martinis? What are they? Vodka or gin?”

Edith lifted her eyebrow while she looked at me, like she wanted me to answer. I licked my lips, but Edith said nothing, and the air around our table was getting rather uncomfortable.

“They’re vodka martinis,” I said in my girly voice.

“Should we order another round? My friend and I need another drink.”

“Won’t you boys tell us your names before you buy us a drink?” Edith asked.

“I’m Brandon, and this is Nathan.” The one talking was clearly more of an alpha. He had confidence for days. Nathan seemed a little quieter, but maybe there was more to him than met the eye.

“I’m Edith, and this is my girlfriend, Valerie.”

Brandon licked his lips when he looked at me. Nathan kept stealing glances of Edith. I didn’t know if I was ready to entertain men, especially guys like Brandon and Nathan, but Edith seemed like she wanted company.

“So, you ladies want those drinks?”

“You’re mighty eager, aren’t you, Brandon?” Edith asked in a teasing voice.

“When I see something I want, I go after it.”

“Does that mean you’re successful? How much money are you making?”

Brandon froze and seemed to lose a hint of his alpha swagger. He glanced at Nathan, who looked even more timid than Brandon had become. I couldn’t believe Edith had actually asked how much money he made, but she was a boss bitch. Why would she want some poor man’s dick?

“What kind of question is that?” Brandon finally asked.

“A serious one,” Edith said before taking a sip of her martini.

“I make millions, but I’m not after no gold digger.”

“Trust me, honey. The only people digging for gold in my life are the men trying to get at me.”

Brandon narrowed his eyes before turning his attention to me. “What about you, sweet face? What’s your story?”

Edith and everyone else watched me, waiting for me to speak. I cleared my throat and used my best girly voice to explain that I worked for Edith, which Brandon didn’t seem to mind. We broke off into pairs and made it through two more martinis before Edith was pulling me away from the guys, telling them that we needed a bathroom break.

I couldn’t believe it when I was standing in the women’s restroom. Girls passed me without even looking twice. They really couldn’t tell I was a boy in a dress, which made my heart warm. I loved how well I could pass for a lady.

“We need to ditch those guys,” Edith said as she checked herself in the mirror. “You ready to go?”

My eyes widened. “You just want to leave them?” I asked in my girly voice.

“Yeah, they’re total posers. I know a rich man when I see one, and that’s not him.”

“You only date men with money?”

“I only date alphas with money. It’s just my thing,” Edith said with a shrug. “Let’s go.”

I didn’t object as Edith pulled me into the night. We took a taxi because Wallace had already gone home and giggled with each other the entire way back to Edith’s place.
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Edith and I were tipsy as we stumbled into her loft. We gravitated toward each other when the elevator doors closed. Our lips parted. We kissed. My girly cock was getting hard beneath the red panties Edith had me wear.

“You did so great tonight. I think you’re ready for tomorrow,” Edith said between kisses. She had her hands all over my body, making me worried I’d cum before we even got around to any meaningful action. Her lips tasted incredible, but I wanted to have the flavor of her pussy all over my mouth. I wanted to fall asleep tasting it over and over again.

“What’s tomorrow?” I asked, so hungry for Edith. Desperate to slide into her dripping pussy while wearing my pretty red dress. Whatever plans she had could wait. “We don’t need to talk about tomorrow.”

“Yes, we do.” Edith broke the kiss and took a step back, leaving me hungry for more. “We’re flying to Miami.”

“What? Why?”

“Enough talking,” Edith said with a grin and came back to me, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me close to her face. She pushed her tongue into my mouth as she reached under my dress to grab my ass. I gasped as she moved her fingers closer to my thong, slipping them past the fabric and into the split along my ass. My body stilled when she pushed her finger against my entrance.

“Has anyone ever been inside of you?”

“No,” I said in a whisper.

“Have you ever wondered what it’d be like to get fucked?”

I shook my head. “Why? Are you going to fuck me?”

“Wait here. Don’t move a muscle.”

Edith ran out of the room. My body was a wreck with nerves, but what could I say to Edith? I couldn’t ask her to stop. Not after we’d come this far. There was a chance I could slide into her wet pussy lips, and I’d do anything to feel that sensation. I’d already dressed up as a girl and enjoyed that, so why shouldn’t I be open-minded to other stuff?

When Edith came back into the living room, she was carrying a dildo. It was long and floppy, and I honestly hoped she didn’t plan on putting it in my ass, but I knew better. I was seriously reconsidering the happy-go-lucky thoughts I’d just had.

“Are you planning to put that in my ass?”

“Call it your bussy. It sounds much cuter.”

“My bussy?” I felt my cheeks grow hot. They were probably changing colors. There was no way I could actually call my asshole a bussy. Had Edith lost her mind? “No, I’m sorry. That’s where I draw the line.”

“Honey, whatever lines you draw, we’ll probably end up passing them. You’re the doll of my dreams, and I don’t plan on letting you go.”

“I am?” My voice sounded needy and pathetic, but Edith was so wonderful and amazing, and if I could be her special someone, I wanted to become that person. I wanted to be there for her at every turn.

Edith gently pushed my long, brown hair out of my face. “How about this? If you stick this dildo up your ass, I’ll let you eat my pussy.”

I licked my lips. They were dry and needed her wet pussy lips to moisturize them. I could handle a little anal penetration for that.

“What do I do?”

Edith grinned as she popped open a bottle of lube. “Relax that bussy because this dildo is thick,” she said with a laugh.

“Don’t you have a smaller one?”

“You’ll be fine,” she said and handed me the lubricated dildo. I stared at it with wide eyes, wondering how I’d ever fit it inside me, but then Edith lifted her dress and pushed her panties to the ground and all my worries flew out of the window. All I could think about was tasting those glistening pussy lips.

“Stick it up your bussy, girl.”

“Should I put some lube on my hole first?”

Edith passed me the bottle. “Sure, slather it up with as much as you need, but the most important thing to do is relax.”

I nodded as I got down to my knees. I was at eye level with Edith’s gorgeous pussy, which gave me all the motivation I needed to press the tip of the dildo to my ass. I was still wearing the red dress but had removed my panties for easier access. I took deep breaths trying to do my best to relax, but I could already feel the pain of the initial stretch.

“Relax, girl. You can do it,” Edith said as she touched herself. I watched in awe as she spread her wet, shimmering lips to reveal the tight hole between them. I felt my ass relax a little for the dildo as I watched Edith touch herself. “There you go, Valerie. Sit on that dick and spread your bussy.”

I gasped as the tip pushed through my ring. I did my best not to clench, but it was impossible. The pain was blinding. I closed my eyes and took a breath, refusing to pull off the dildo because I wasn’t sure I’d be able to put my ass on it again if I did. Edith touched herself and cheered for me to continue, but I honestly didn’t even hear her as I took deep breaths and lowered my ass onto the dick.

I didn’t open my eyes again until I had the dildo deep in my ass, spreading my hole even more than I thought possible. Edith was standing right in front of me. I could smell the delicious scent of her desire as she grabbed the back of my head and moved my mouth close to those dripping pussy lips.

Edith held my head against her womanhood as I lapped up her juices and massaged her pussy with my tongue. She moaned like crazy and told me not to stop. She told me that she wanted to squirt all over my face. I had to grab my dick to steady myself, afraid I’d bust a nut all over my red dress. I hiked it up between licks, revealing my stiff cock.

“That girly dick looks so sexy,” Edith said as she glanced down. “Stroke it and cum with me.”

I was so overwhelmed by the heat of her pussy against my mouth that I could cum in seconds. I hadn’t been touching my cock for that very reason, but I couldn’t disobey Edith’s order. She was staring down at me, waiting for me to do as she’d said. I grabbed my cock and stroked it once, moaning deeply. It was so sensitive and slick from my lubricated hand, and it didn’t help that I had a dildo deep in my ass pushing up against my prostate, making everything feel a million times more sensational than normal.

“Getting close, girl?”

I nodded and moaned into Edith’s pussy.

“Me too,” Edith said before beginning a crescendo of moans, each one louder and more feminine than the last until she was screaming at the top of her lungs and covering my face with her girl cum.

I pushed all the way down on the dildo and rubbed my cock once more before busting my load, cumming at the same time as Edith. She held my face against her womanhood as we came, but it was everything I wanted.

Now I would have her scent on my nose for the rest of the night.
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“Rise and shine, Valerie! We have two hours until our flight to Miami!”

I groaned and stirred, refusing to open my eyes. Edith wasn’t having it, though. She sprayed something on my face, which startled me out of my sleep.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked in a not-so-girly voice.

“Hey! Watch your voice! You’re Valerie until we get back from Miami. This is a business trip.”

“Sorry, but you can’t just spray shit in my face and not expect me to get upset. What’s in there, anyway?”

“Oh, it’s just water! Lighten up!” Edith gripped the covers and ripped them from my body. We’d slept in her bed after making out and talking for over an hour in the dark. It was wonderful. “Come on, Valerie! We can’t be late.”

“I don’t even have anything packed,” I said in a groggy voice. “Why can’t we just stay in bed?”

“We’ll have a bed in Miami! Now, come on! We have a meeting with Jerome Norris when we get to Miami, and we really can’t mess it up this time, so I need you looking cute when we get there."

I flushed. “You can’t be serious, Edith. You want me to see Jerome? After everything that happened?”

“Jerome is meeting Valerie. Trust me, she’s much cooler than Virgil will ever be.”

I shook my head. What point was there in arguing with Edith? I didn’t see much difference between me as Virgil or me as Valerie besides appearances, but maybe my personality changed when I became her. Maybe I was brighter and happier and less of an annoying, bratty bitch.

“I don’t even have anything packed.”

“Don’t worry. I have a suitcase packed with some of the outfits you picked out yesterday. I grabbed you a fresh razor. There’s a change of clothes for you in the bathroom. Why don’t you go take a shower and put them on?”

I nodded and got out of bed. We were in a hurry, and I’d already wasted enough time by sleeping in far longer than Edith had, but I didn’t even hear her get out of bed.

The dark blue sundress I’d tried on yesterday was sitting in the bathroom, along with light blue, lacey lingerie. I took a quick shower, touching up my shaving job. Then I stepped out and dried off and put on three layers of lotion, worried I might break out in red bumps before I saw Jerome, who was honestly sexy.

I wanted him to look at me with desire. I wanted him to forget all about the wine I’d spilt on his suit. He was on my mind as I slipped into the light blue lingerie. The bra was padded and gave me a decent bosom when I put on the dress.

“Valerie! Come on! We’re going to be late!”

“Coming,” I hollered. I was just about finished. We’d have to do my makeup later, but I’d be passable with just the wig and maybe a cute pair of stilettos. Luckily, Edith had a pair of white pumps waiting for me by the bathroom door when I opened it.

“Put on those shoes, and let’s go! I’ll kill you if we miss another chance at working with Jerome!”

“Why didn’t you wake me up earlier?” I screeched, feeling far too pressured. We still had to drive twenty minutes to the airport, and that was if there wasn’t traffic. My heart was racing all the way to the airport with Wallace zipping through traffic while Edith did my makeup.

Luckily we made it on time, but just barely. Everyone had already boarded the plane when we got to the gate, but they acted like it was no big deal because we were fabulous and sitting in first class. I felt like I could finally breathe when we were in our seats.

I hadn’t screwed up the meeting.

Not yet.
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Edith and I got in a bit early, so we checked in to our hotel and lounged around until we had to freshen up and head to Jerome’s condo. He had a penthouse overlooking the ocean, and I couldn’t wait to see it.

“Now, you better be on your best behavior, girl. No screwing this up tonight,” Edith said as we rode up the elevator to Jerome’s place.

“I promise. I won’t do anything to mess this up.”

“If you do, I’m not sure we can be best girlfriends. You know the saying. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice.”

“Shame on me. Yeah, yeah. I know,” I said in my girly voice. I was all Valerie and would do my best to keep my true identity under wraps, considering what’d happened the last time Jerome and I were together.

“Are you getting an attitude, girl? You’d better watch that mouth.”

“Or what?” I said to mess with Edith. She glared at me and was about to say something, but then the elevator doors opened, and we were in Jerome’s loft. He was standing by the kitchen, and there was a man I didn’t recognize on the couch who was puffing on a cigar.

“Edith,” Jerome said and threw open his arms. “It’s so good to see you. Who’s your friend? Did you fire that old assistant of yours?” Jerome asked a hint too delighted.

“No,” Edith said with a wild grin.

I wanted to run back to the elevator and disappear, but it was too late for that. Jerome took one good look at me and saw right through the feminine disguise. If he’d seen me on the street, he probably never would have seen who I really was, but it was impossible to hide next to Edith. We’d been a pair too long.

“Oh, shit. I…” Jerome turned to Edith, clearly looking for help on how he should continue.

“Valerie, don’t be shy. Introduce yourself to the man.”

I walked up to Jerome. He was looking up and down my body with a curiosity that looked a tad too sexual. Was he really imagining himself doing stuff to me? Did he want to undress me and bend me over that couch? Something I imagined he’d done to countless women, but had he ever done it to a femboy like me, and why did I kind of hope it happened?

Had that dildo last night changed me?

“Hello,” I said in my softest voice and let my gaze fall to the floor, but I didn’t miss the thickness of Jerome’s bulge along the way. “I’m Valerie. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Water under the bridge,” Jerome said as he stepped closer. His scent was manly, but somehow it was equally as intoxicating as Edith’s. A vision of Jerome’s dick in my ass and Edith’s pussy on my lips passed through my head. I got hard against the white thong I was wearing.

I’d changed into a little black dress with white lingerie at the hotel with the same white pumps I wore on the plane.

“Richard, come over here and meet the ladies.”

That was when I realized the man sitting on the couch was Richard Goodwin, the big fish Edith had been after when she reached out to Jerome in the first place. Richard Goodwin was a millionaire many, many times over if he wasn’t a billionaire already. He stood from the couch and walked over with a cigar in his mouth and a scotch in his hand.

“Why, don’t you two look nice?” Richard said as he observed us with hungry eyes. “Can’t say no to a couple gorgeous ladies joining the party.”

Edith stepped forward and smiled brightly. “It’s nice to meet you, Richard. Jerome has told me so many wonderful things about you.”

Richard chuckled deeply and clasped Jerome’s shoulder. “Is that so?”

“Yes, sir. Not a negative word to date,” Edith said with a twinkle in her eye. “What are you drinking?”

“Just an aged scotch. Would you like one?”

“Do you know how to make a martini?”

Richard beamed as he looked at Edith, clearly falling for her charm. It was impossible not to like her. I’d seen her hook countless clients just by batting her eyes and using that voice that sounded like honey on a freshly baked croissant.

“Vodka or gin, baby?”

Edith stepped forward and linked her arm with Richard’s. “You pick,” she said and led him to the bar Jerome had built into the wall. I watched and wondered if Richard even knew Edith was making her moves, but Jerome stepped forward and stole my attention.

“You sure do clean up nicely,” Jerome said and let his eyes pass over me again. I felt a flutter in my stomach, but that sensation was just telling me what I already knew. I wanted Jerome. I wanted to get down to my knees and suck his dick just as I’d eaten Edith’s pussy the night before.

“Thanks,” I said in a soft voice. “Your place is lovely.”

“You want a tour?”

I swallowed and smiled shyly. “Sure.”

Jerome was so handsome and confident and dripping with success as he showed me around his loft. He had an entire room dedicated to sports and exercise equipment, which explained those massive arms and thighs. He could probably pick me up and pin me against the wall to fuck me hard.

I got stiff just thinking about it.

Edith and Richard were sipping their cocktails and sharing his cigar when we returned to the living room. The views in Jerome’s place were spectacular. His windows looked toward the sea, which seemed like it would never end.

Jerome gestured at the couch. We sat next to Edith and Richard, who were giggling about something probably unrelated to business. Edith almost never talked business when first meeting someone, which was part of the reason I thought she was so successful.

“You want a cigar?”

I blushed. “Oh, I don’t smoke.”

Jerome grinned and moved closer, placing his hand on my thigh. “Won’t you share one with me?”

Edith gave me a look that said I probably should, so I smiled and shrugged and watched as Jerome lit a cigar. He took a few puffs before passing it to me. I took the cigar and inhaled, swallowing the smoke that made me cough like a fool.

“Don’t swallow, baby girl. Just let the smoke hang around in your mouth before you blow it out.”

“Like this?” I asked and tried again.

“Exactly like that,” Jerome said and moved his hand higher up my leg. I stiffened as Jerome got dangerously close to my dick. “You’re so sexy as a girl, Valerie.”

My cock stirred, threatening to push against my panties and make a tent under my dress. “You’re not so bad yourself,” I said. “You don’t have a problem with…?” I focused my gaze on my crotch.

Jerome shook his head. “I’ve always been curious what it’d be like to be with a femboy.”

Richard cleared his throat. “What are you talking about over there?”

Jerome looked over his shoulder at Richard. “You’d never believe it, but this is Edith’s assistant I was telling you about.”

Richard stared at me a long moment. “I thought you said her assistant was a guy.”

I cleared my throat, and Richard’s eyes widened. He glanced at Edith for confirmation, and she nodded once. “Shit, really? I can’t tell.”

Jerome grabbed the cigar and set it in the ashtray on the table. He reached his hand forward and cupped my face with it, moving his lips dangerously close to mine. “I couldn’t tell, either, but I love what I’m seeing.”

“Yeah, she’s hot.”

Edith scoffed. “What about me, Richard?” she asked. I saw her touch her chest, but then Jerome’s lips landed on mine, robbing me of my senses.

I moaned as he gripped the side of my face and kissed me more deeply. He squeezed my thigh and moved his hand until it brushed against the outline of my erection, which made him moan into my mouth.

“I can barely control myself around you. You’re so sexy as a girl.”

“So, you don’t hate me?” I asked in a breath.

“Why would I hate you?”

“I don’t know… because I’m white.”

Jerome laughed. “What does race have to do with anything?”

“I swear you didn’t like me and couldn’t figure out why.”

“Well, you used to come off as a know-it-all, and then you spilled the wine all over my suit, but I have nothing against you, beautiful.”

I blushed, feeling like I’d overreacted for no reason. I scooted closer to Jerome, wanting him all over me. Inside of me. I wanted to feel his lips against my neck as he pushed deep into my bussy. For a second I thought I was going too far, but then I looked over my shoulder to see Richard and Edith locked in a kiss.

“You want to have a little fun?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Good,” Jerome said. He grabbed my hips and pulled me onto his lap. I gasped as I moved my legs to straddle his. He moved his hands under my dress and squeezed my ass, making me moan at his touch. His dick was rock hard, and I could feel precum leaking through my panties.

Jerome was kissing me, but I could tell he wanted more by the way he was squeezing my ass and pulling apart my cheeks. He thrusted his hips, dry fucking me, and all I wanted was for him to remove the layers between us.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

Jerome reached his finger into my panties and pressed against my shaved hole. “Damn, you’re tight, girl. You want my dick in this ass?”

“Yeah, fill my bussy, boy.”

“Your bussy? I like that,” Jerome growled as he fingered my hole harder. Taking him would be so much different than the dildo because he would have all the control, which only made me want his dick more. I was so grateful Edith had already trained my hole, almost like she’d known exactly what would happen, but I didn’t dwell on that.

I was too lost in the sensations of Jerome fingering my hole with his thick digits, but I doubted they compared to his cock.

“Use that bussy,” I hollered.

Richard and Edith had stopped kissing and were watching us when I glanced in their direction. Part of me wanted to curl up an hide, but what was the point? We were all sexy and healthy, and I really just wanted to have some fun.

I opened my arms. Richard and Edith gravitated in our direction. They took turns kissing me as Jerome sucked on my fake breasts through the dress and fingered my hole.

“You want some dick in your bussy, Valerie?” Edith asked.

“Yes, please! I need it!”

Edith reached under me and unbuttoned Jerome’s pants. He moaned as she pulled his pants and underwear to the floor, revealing his thick cock. It was so dark and sexy, and I desperately wanted it in my mouth, so I moved down Jerome’s body until I was on my knees between his parted legs.

Edith held Jerome’s cock as I parted my lips. I had my hands in my lap as I closed my mouth around Jerome’s cock and started bobbing my head. Edith pulled me off his dick a moment later and shook Jerome’s cock to slap my face.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Richard said.

I glanced at him, and he had his hand in his pants, but there was no reason he couldn’t join the party. I’d become a cock-hungry slut in the matter of a night, and I wasn’t about to miss this opportunity.

I reached out to grab Richard’s thigh and moved him toward the couch. He sat and grunted, unbuckling his belt. He ripped it off at lightning speed and was without pants before I could catch my breath. Edith held my head and moved my mouth to his cock. I parted my lips and took Richard’s member.

His cock was like a fountain of precum, salty and slick and equally as satisfying, even though his cock was a little smaller.

Edith climbed on the couch and put her pussy in their faces while I sucked their dicks. It was so hot listening to one of the guys eat her out while I sucked the other. My cock was throbbing in my panties, and I desperately wanted to touch it, but I needed a dick in my bussy before I did.

I didn’t even think about it when the desperation became too intense to ignore. I stood and spat on my hand, wiping it against my backdoor entrance as I turned my body away from Richard. He watched me with wide eyes as I moved my hole toward the tip of his dick, pushing down until he was inside of me.

I’d only moved the thong to the side, so it rubbed the side of his cock when I let go, which he seemed to enjoy. He held my hips as I gently bounced on his dick. I bent forward and grabbed his ankles as I bounced faster on his uncovered cock, trying to milk him of his cum. I wanted all of it inside of me, leaking out of me like a dirty little whore.

Richard smacked my ass as I rode his dick, and the noise echoed around the room. Jerome and Edith stopped to look at us.

“Don’t cum before I fuck your bussy, girl!”

“Dude, you got to fuck her. She’s so fucking tight,” Richard said like he was about to unload in me.

“Let me fuck her before you cum, bro.”

“All right. We can take turns,” Richard said and pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty and hungry for more cock. I moaned as I rubbed my girly cock through the white thong, so close to cumming but ready for more dicks in my ass.

“You boys enjoy her bussy while I use that mouth,” Edith said and moved me to the middle of the living room. She propped herself up on her hands and moved my face into her pussy as the guys got into position behind me.

Jerome pushed into me. He was thicker than Richard and produced less precum, so his cock felt incredibly big, and the friction was so much more intense, but I took it like a good girl. I kept my face in Edith’s pussy as Jerome pounded my ass with his bare cock.

“This bussy is the fucking best,” Jerome said as he pushed deep and pulled out. “Fuck this hole before I cum.”

Richard entered me and pounded my hole for a full minute before pulling out, and then Jerome thrusted into me. I kept my eyes closed and enjoyed the pleasure and sensations coming from all directions, and I didn’t even have to touch myself to cum.

It happened when Jerome entered me for the fourth or fifth time. He hit my spot in just the right way, and I busted all over the inside of my panties as I moaned into Edith’s pussy, and then they just kept using my hole.

It was a few minutes later when Richard hollered out. He dumped his load into me first, and then Jerome fucked me for a full minute before filling me with his, pushing a little of Richard’s seed out of me with each of his thrusts.

I reached into my panties and jacked myself off until I came a second time while I licked Edith’s pussy and clit until she was cumming all over me. When I finally looked up, the guys were sucking on her hard nipples.

Jerome laughed and fell back to his bottom. Richard was grinning like crazy and shook his head. Edith and I shared a knowing look, like we’d gotten what we wanted but also had the men right where we wanted them. They would do anything for us now.

“You guys want to get in the hot tub?” Jerome asked.

“I’d love that,” Edith said. “It’s on the balcony, right?”

“Yep. Let’s rinse off first, though. My shower is big enough for the four of us.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

Jerome grinned and took my hand. Edith grabbed Richard’s, and we all went to Jerome’s oversized shower with five different showerheads, so it wasn’t at all awkward. It was actually rather sexy, and things only got spicier once we got outside to the hot tub.
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One Year Later

Business was better than ever, and Edith had even made me a partner in the company, so I got a cut of the profits. I was still her executive assistant, but it was more than that. She never made a major decision without consulting me, even if she ended up going against my advice.

I didn’t mind. Edith and I had so much fun together that I could never stay mad at her. Business was business, and we had so much more than that.

“Ready to be Valerie for the weekend? We need to leave for the airport in fifteen, but Wallace has our bags in the car.”

“You know it, girl! I can’t wait,” I said in my girl voice and snapped my fingers.

“Good, clients love her.”

“You love her.”

Edith grinned. “You know I do, but seriously, you’re so much chiller when you’re a girl. I don’t know what it is, but it’s like you become yourself when you get all dolled up.”

There was some truth to Edith’s words. Sometimes I didn’t know if I was more myself as Valerie or Virgil, but I was certainly more entertaining as Valerie. When I put on my hair and dresses and heels and everything else, I felt like I could conquer the world and have a little fun while doing it.

“Should I change on the plane?”

“Yeah, we’re flying private, so you have plenty of time to get all sexy.”

“Perfect,” I said and typed a few more things before closing out my programs. Edith and I didn’t always fool around with clients, but we normally found a boy or two to enjoy during our work trips.

I couldn’t wait to see what the weekend had in store.
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CHAPTER ONE

Jeffery Shelley had a normal life for a man who had just turned thirty. He was walking back up the stairs to his home after grabbing a package from the porch. He didn’t have to work that day or the next and was planning to enjoy himself.

Jeffery spent his time off at home in his duplex where he owned the upstairs half. Bucktown, Chicago was an expensive neighborhood, and anything renovated went for top dollar. Jeffery bought a place that was older and in decent shape but not modernized. That was a rare find in Jeffery’s neighborhood. He was born and raised in Chicago. Ukrainian Village. He studied in the city too at the University of Illinois - Chicago, where he finished his RN to BSN and then started working at a local hospital.

That afternoon, Jeffery sat at his kitchen table. He had taken a small knife from his kitchen drawer and held his package with glee. He couldn’t wait to cut through the tape and see what he had ordered. Keeping his shopping budget under wraps was a challenge for Jeffery. He had paid off all his student loans and afforded his mortgage with little fuss. No children were eating up his money like cereal at breakfast. Jeffery wasn’t against children in his future, but he had to find the right woman first. With hookups, he played it safe and tried to avoid an unwanted pregnancy.

Jeffery was a handsome man. He didn’t have problems finding dates on the apps. Women loved to hang out with him until they discovered his secret. A fetish he couldn’t resist. A tug of warm with his heart and mind. Jeffery couldn’t imagine living with a woman—and her lingerie—without said woman understand Jeffery for who he was.

Jeffery had loved once, and he wouldn’t love again without a woman accepting him. When he was younger, Jeffery thought he could ignore his deepest desires. Jeffery wasn’t gay. He didn’t want to become a woman, for more than a few hours a time, but had to satisfy his cravings.

Sex with a woman was about more than entering a warm hole for Jeffery. He had a fleshlight for that, if he needed to pound a tight space. Whenever Jeffery found a random chick online, their sex felt meaningless without lingerie cupping his ball sack. To Jeffery’s extreme disappointment, the one woman he had found who accepted his lingerie wasn’t compatible with Jeffery on an intellectual, emotional level. They had a few nights of hot sex but called it quits after their fourth dinner date. The conversation drier than a towel in the desert sun.

Opening his box, Jeffery parted the lids. He always had mixed emotions when he pulled out a new pair, only wishing people could understand and accept him for what he loved. The pair was spectacular: white, silk, and lace. Jeffery held the thong in front of his face, satisfied they looked similar to the picture online.

Jeffery spent hours a week in the gym to work his ass and make it firm, so he could wear thongs like the white pair he held. Most women wanted nothing to do with Jeffery because of his fixation on lingerie, but he had toys to please himself. He didn’t need a woman if they didn’t want him.

Taking the lingerie to his bedroom, Jeffery opened his middle drawer. He kept his toys buried in the back in a box. He pulled out the old shoe box for sandals and opened it. Jeffery set the box on his dresser and lifted the shirt off his body. He had a flat stomach and thinner arms. He spent more time on his legs than anything else at the gym. After removing the rest of his clothing, Jeffery pulled on his hard dick, stretching its length and admiring himself.

Jeffery stepped into the white thong and felt it grace his hips for the first time. Every first time with a new pair was different but almost as glorious as the last. He loved finding a new designer or style that he didn’t have. Another reason he lived alone and never invited women over was his massive stash of lingerie and women’s clothing in the closet. Most ladies would only assume the worst if they saw them. Stepping over to his mirror after grabbing his makeup bag, Jeffery dolled up his face.

He went back to the dresser and got his box of toys. Every day Jeffery had off, he couldn’t escape his ritual. Jeffery used his toys in front of the mirror, edging himself and streaming porn on his phone. He didn’t need a woman when he had a fleshlight and lingerie.

♦

Christine Whitehead worked as Head of Marketing in Chicago and served long hours to keep her title. She was typing at her desk, reviewing and fixing everyone’s work from the week. Underlings were always nipping at her heels trying to take her position, but she had started with the rapidly growing company shortly after its inception five years ago and had received her management position at twenty-nine. She wasn’t letting go of it either unless the company went under. Their expansion hadn’t happened without her knowledgeable marketing. She credited herself with the online presence and success, but the products they sold were top-notch. Christine wouldn’t have joined the company if she hadn’t believed in what they were doing.

After another hour of staring at her computer screen and the new ads for the following week, Christine had to call it a night. It was Friday, and she could work from home the next day, but she had to grab something to eat and shut down her brain. Episodes of reality TV were waiting for Christine on her recorded programmings. She worked just south of downtown Chicago and lived a bit north of it, but she had a car. Christine only took a taxi or public transportation if she was going out to get hammered.

Christine grabbed her jacket and hiked her bag up her shoulder after putting it on. She went out to her car. The company had spaces for all the employees in a garage across the street. Christine took the streets because she knew the ones that almost never had traffic. Even in a city as busy as Chicago, there was almost always a way without traffic. She didn’t have a long commute. It took anywhere from fifteen to twenty-five minutes depending on the day.

When Christine arrived home, she called the Chinese restaurant around the corner and placed her usual order or fried rice with vegetables and an egg roll because she couldn’t resist. Christine did her usual after-work planks and stretches. She would do jumping jacks in the office for more energy throughout the day but didn’t spend too much time at the gym. Her life consisted of work, every restaurant within a ten-block radius (unless they had given her stomach problems), and the frequent use of her vibrator. She would read, watch TV, and listen to music, but those were backgrounds to the main functions of her life.

Christine went for her food after the quick exercise and returned home to watch her recorded show. She loved how people on reality television would act rowdy for the cameras. Or how the editors chopped up the film to produce more drama. She always wondered how often they repeated scenes for more effect.

A glass of wine was calling Christine after she finished her half order of rice and the egg roll. She filled a glass with white and listened to the drama from her kitchen. After a long day at work, Christine wanted to relax more than anything. Reviewing charts, files, campaigns, and everything else sucked the energy from Christine. She had to release and feel alive. Her employees weighed her down like bags of sand. The company’s problems rested on her shoulders along with the other head managers. When quarters went well, Christine was on top of the world, but the world changed in a second.

The past quarter had gone well. They started October with growth and more profits, but Christine sensed a plateau coming. She hated thinking about work at home, but it followed her like a shadow. She hadn’t finished looking over the charts and pushed it to the weekend, but they couldn’t wait until Monday. At least she made enough to pay off her loans from undergrad, and the company had paid for her Master’s online. She finished a couple years back and hadn’t thought once about the price. Christine had a mortgage but afforded it without much of an issue. She felt blessed twice a month when she received her paycheck but worn down like a slave after a difficult day in the office like today.

Before returning to the living room, Christine went to her room for a special toy no bigger than her finger. It vibrated. She grabbed a towel. It took two trips to get everything into the living room. She changed the channel until she found a show with hunky men. It was another reality show, but she muted the TV. She opened her phone too and found her favorite website. Scrolling through the feminized men and watching the hunks on TV, Christine used her vibrating friend and enjoyed a few minutes of solo ecstasy.


CHAPTER TWO

Jeffery sat on his knees in front of the mirror. Whenever he received a new pair he loved, he had a habit of ruining them on the first day. It wasn’t anything a soak and wash couldn’t handle, but Jeffery couldn’t help himself. The white pair had been no different. It was the following day, and Jeffery couldn’t cum again. He didn’t take his work home with him, beyond the emotional stress, so he never had much to do beyond rubbing his dick and covering a towel with his cum. But Jeffery had to find something else. He had fallen asleep and woken up with his dick in his hand.

After eating lunch and starting a load of laundry, Jeffery showered. He washed away the makeup with a specialized cloth and scrubbed his body with masculine soap. He wanted to smell like a manly man in public so people wouldn’t suspect the panties he wore underneath. The only time Jeffery wore regular boxers was when he met up with a woman, unless they had discussed his fetish online first. But that only happened with the one woman. Jeffery still couldn’t get over how hot the sex had been with no emotional connection. Jeffery wanted to call her, but she had blocked his number. Or that was what he thought. She never replied the last few times he messaged her.

Drying off his body, Jeffery opened his crate of lingerie. It was a plastic bin he stuffed into the back of his closet, but he used it every day. Jeffery’s lingerie was his most prized possession. He picked out a blue pair that had never failed him. It was a thong, made for women, that constricted his dick the right amount. He could breathe in them without having too much room to harden and stretch. If a woman locked him up one day and turned him into her doll, Jeffery wouldn’t complain.

Jeffery studied himself in the mirror, taking in his masculine body in the lingerie. Jeffery always felt off after a night of masturbating and fucking a fleshlight and looking like a hot chick with no tits and short hair. He went without shaving that day. His hair wasn’t too long from yesterday. He tried to keep his legs and body hair free and had shaved in the morning before his package arrived. It wasn’t like Jeffery would have a woman to pleasure today, so he resisted returning to the shower to shave.

Jeffery put on a pair of jeans and a sweater over a t-shirt. He tightened a belt around his waist, checking his phone. A movie Jeffery wanted to see started in an hour. He went to the bathroom and brushed his teeth, grabbed his jacket, and went outside to the chilly streets of Chicago to walk to the movie theater.

♦

Christine had been ignoring her work after her night of drinking wine and using her toy. She had no shame. She could pick up where she left off after a movie. Standing in line at the theater, Christine was wondering what movie she was going to see when she saw him. Tall. Thin but clearly worked out. Slim waist. Light muscle definition. Brown, wavy hair. Christine wanted to find a man, but they were all jerks. Overly dominant and demanded things of Christine. She was her own woman and didn’t need a man telling her what to do or when they should get together.

Christine overheard the brunette order his movie ticket and asked for the same time and show. She didn’t follow him to the candy line but watched him from afar. She had come thinking she would see the action film, but her sexy stranger bought a ticket for the chick flick. Maybe he liked to cry. Christine dreamed of finding a man willing to cry during a movie. Enjoy an evening on her shoulder. Snuggle in her arms. She didn’t always want to act like the innocent, submissive woman. Christine wasn’t that. Not every day.

The man bought snacks. He had popcorn and a bottle of water. Christine sneaked in a container of tea in her purse. She wasn’t paying for plastic but wouldn’t hold it against her brunette. He couldn’t walk around with a purse without the vast majority judging him. Christine didn’t mind men who expressed femininity in their clothing choices. She wore jeans and t-shirt. She had blouses and pantsuits. Christine didn’t believe in hard gender lines but every man she attracted was macho and masculine. She had liked it at first, but as she got older, the men became less interesting.

Either she found a man who was buff and lacking ambition to fuck a couple times or a guy who felt threatened by her career progress. Most of the men her age hadn’t climbed their company ladders, but Christine couldn’t help that. She wasn’t giving up her job to please a man. She had wine and her toy.

Christine bought snacks after her brunette left the line. She grabbed gummy candy and rushed to follow her brunette. When she entered the theater, they hadn’t started commercials. Christine backed out and went to the bathroom. She didn’t want to be the only person in there with him. While Christine was sitting in the stall after lining the seat with paper, her heart raced. She opened her phone and scrolled through social media until five minutes had passed.

Christine dabbed her wrists with water. Nobody was in the bathroom with Christine. She felt ridiculous for following a man. A lingering desire hung in the air after her night of self-pleasure. Christine shook it off and dried her hands. She returned to the theater, and more people had arrived, but Christine spotted her sexy stranger without effort. She went to one of the back rows to sit behind him. Stare at him. Take in his reactions. He looked rather comfortable sitting alone in a chick flick.

Sitting through the movie, Christine’s feelings grew. She wanted to know everything about the man sitting a few rows in front of her. He was a mystery she had yet to solve. Christine enjoyed the movie but her view more. If she didn’t take a chance, she would regret it forever. Christine raced out the theater, nearly pushing over a few people. She went to the concession stand and begged the worker for a pen, darting over to the napkin holder. People were rolling out the open door, and Christine couldn’t see her man anywhere, but she was determined.

Scribbling her name and number onto the napkin, Christine threw the pen back to the worker and darted after the stranger. It took a few seconds of panicked searching, but Christine located her target. She went to touch his shoulder, but the man bent down. He didn’t notice Christine behind him because of all the surrounding chatter, but Christine saw something. A hint of blue popped out from under his jeans.

Her sexy brunette, wearing lingerie! It was the tiniest sliver, but Christine was positive. She thought she had the same pair in her drawer at home. When the man sprang up from tying his shoe, he bumped into the stunned Christine. The man grabbed her and stabilized Christine before she fell.

“I’m sorry for bumping into you,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth like he could have worked at a radio station. It surprised Christine for a man who wore panties.

“Don’t worry about it,” Christine said, batting her eyelashes. She was moments from bursting into laughter. The napkin in Christine’s hand weighed heavy against her palm. She slapped it against the brunette’s chest and ran toward the doors. She didn’t look back before making it outside. Christine had walked to the movie theater, so she ran her fastest to get out of view before he could follow her.

Christine didn’t stop running until she made it a few blocks away. Maybe her crush lived near Wicker Park. She wondered why her brunette wore panties and how long she would keep it a secret if they went out. When Christine returned home, she checked her phone, but the man still hadn’t messaged her. It had been less than an hour, and she was already growing anxious. She hoped he would use the number.


CHAPTER THREE

A few days had passed, and a new package arrived. Jeffery had worked all day at the hospital and grabbed the box from his front porch before climbing the stairs to his half of the duplex. Jeffery needed to clean his body after spending the day with germs floating through the air like oxygen. Scrubbing himself with a feminine-scented bar soap, Jeffery couldn’t wait to feminize himself and play with his new pair of lingerie. He shaved his body, passing the razor over his lathered skin. He couldn’t remember which ones had arrived after a mini online shopping spree in the middle of the night.

The woman from the movie theater who gave Jeffery the phone number excited him. He loved the prospect of a date, but the more he thought about it, the less Jeffery wanted to trade his fetish for a girl. He had done that before to disastrous results. The woman left him without concern after he hid his true self for an agonizing length of time. Seconds could feel like days, and years could feel like minutes. Hiding himself was like watching a snail cross the road. Jeffery wouldn’t put himself through that pain again.

Stepping out the shower, Jeffery wrapped himself with a towel. His body red from touching up his shaving. He rubbed lotion into his skin and thought about his week.

He wanted to use the woman’s number from the movie but didn’t know what she saw in him. Jeffery beat himself up as he stared at himself in the mirror, wondering what he should do. No answer seemed like the right one. If a woman couldn’t accept him for who he was, why should he settle? As much as he had loved holding his ex at night, smelling her sweet shampoo when her hair tangled into his nose, or touching her hourglass figure, Jeffery couldn’t hide himself.

He was too old for suffering for a love that would end when the truth came out.

Jeffery dried his body. He could walk around the house naked. He didn’t live with anyone, and if people watched him from his open window, that wasn’t his problem. Jeffery never covered himself before putting on panties but hid the secret from his neighbors too. His room had a door and shades.

Standing naked in the kitchen, dick dangling over his hairless balls, Jeffery ripped open his box. It was the red pair made for men. He rarely bought lingerie designed for men but wanted to test out the hole for the dick. Another box was on its way with women’s lingerie.

Jeffery took the pair into his bedroom and performed his usual ritual with his box of toys in front of the mirror, and the hole proved fun, restrictive, and sexy. His dick looked huge when he fucked his fleshlight.

When Jeffery had cum, he was feeling weak and vulnerable. He cleaned himself off and went back to the living room to watch TV and think about the woman from the movie theater.

♦

Christine had been losing hope on the man wearing lingerie from the movie theater until her phone vibrated one evening when she was working late in the office. She had to keep those juniors off her heels and outperform every one of them. But the man’s message had brightened Christine’s monotonous day.

Jeffery: Christine Whitehead? This is the man from the movies. Jeffery. How are you?

It wasn’t like Christine to give a man her number, but she had been crushing on Jeffery from afar that entire movie. He wasn’t wearing a ring, wasn’t with another woman, and looked rather normal. Until Christine saw his panties, but she had already been too deep. For a while, she felt offended a man who wore panties didn’t want to associate himself with her, but she reminded herself that everyone had their type. Maybe he was gay?

But Christine was positive she had seen Jeffery glance at her breasts. Not that every gay man had a telling voice, but he sounded straight. Christine felt bad for thinking like that but thought Jeffery came off as a woman-loving man. Single.

Christine picked up her phone. Jeffery. She still didn’t have a last name, and Jeffery had all her information. He could search her on the internet and find her full history. She had posted most of it between various social media profiles but wanted to have dirt of Jeffery. He could have searched everything by that point, and she wasn’t trying to put herself at a disadvantage with a man. What if he was a manipulator? A womanizer? Christine had her guard up every time she went out with a man for the first time.

Christine: Fantastic! You?

Jeffery: Pretty good. Why did you give me your number?

Christine: You’re a handsome brunette who looked normal and single?

There were some men who walked around without wedding rings. Christine never understood how their wives tolerated them running around the city without a wedding ring. Chicago was an easy place to hide in plain sight. A thirty-minute ride on public transit put a person in an entirely different world. Christine wouldn’t trust any man she married to step out the house without wearing his ring.

Jeffery: I am single. Are you?

Christine: Yes. Work runs my life.

Christine was sitting at her desk and all her subordinates had already left for the day. One reason they would never surpass her. The head boss was still working away in his office down the hall. He loved Christine and admired her work ethic. They often went out for a drink after staying far too late.

Jeffery: You free again this weekend?

Christine: Yes, should we do something together?

Jeffery: I would enjoy that.

Christine held her phone to her chest. She had forgotten about the blue hint of lingerie. She was wearing a rather drab pair herself. Jeffery probably had on a more exotic pair. She would have to step up her game if they ever crossed that line because she couldn’t have a man show her up in the lingerie department. Christine didn’t care if Jeffery enjoyed wearing feminine clothing. She could indulge his fetish because she had a couple herself. Hopefully Jeffery could walk a two-way street and accept her as she would accept him.

Christine: Perfect. This weekend we can meet…

She finished her message and typed in the details of where to meet her. She picked a public spot closer to where she lived in Wicker Park. There was a parking garage across the street from where she wanted to meet Jeffery, her future lover. She hoped he had a nice package under those sexy blue panties. Her thoughts drifted as she worked for another hour before calling it a night.


CHAPTER FOUR

Jeffery arrived to the beach by metro, wearing boxers that felt far too loose around his privates.

He loved living in a city where he could take a train or bus wherever he needed but wanted a car sometimes. He had to transfer twice and would prefer to drive directly to where he desired. Walking up the trail, Jeffery saw Christine. She waved at him, standing on the beach. Waves crashed along the shore of Lake Michigan. The trees had turned colors, and fall was in full effect, but with a light jacket walking around wasn’t a problem. Jeffery loved where Christine had picked, but he figured they lived near each other if they had crossed paths at the movie theater.

“You made it,” Christine said. Her black hair flapped in the wind. It was always windier by the water.

Jeffery stepped forward and hugged Christine. Her blue eyes fierce against the black hair and pale skin. She smelled of cinnamon and baking spices. Jeffery tried not to inhale too hard when her hair touched his nose. He stepped back and admired her beauty.

“I made it,” he said. “How did you get here?”

“I drove. You?”

“The L and then the bus,” he said. Jeffery cast his eyes to the ground, embarrassed he didn’t have a car. He had never wanted to pay the extra money. He wondered how much Christine made to afford a car in the city.

“Where do you live?”

“Bucktown. You?”

“Wicker Park,” Christine said. “You aren’t far. I can drive you on the way back, if you’d like.”

Jefferey agreed, and Christine directed them to the path. He walked beside her but felt like he should follow along behind her. She was stunning. The softness in her face, void of hostility. Men would drool over a woman like Christine, and she had chosen Jeffery. He was lucky to have a woman with Christine’s appeal find him attractive. He wanted to confess his secret, but it felt too soon. What if she ran away? How would Jeffery cope with losing such a radiant woman?

They walked along the beach, lake waves beating in the background. Others jogged and biked past them, but they didn’t care. Christine asked him about working in the hospital. She told Jeffery about her long days at the company working as Head of Marketing. Christine gave off a boss vibe. She held her head high when she walked and spoke with confidence, not missing a beat. Thinking about each word that left her mouth.

Red lipstick covered her pink lips. It contrasted against her pale skin and black hair. Her look was editorial. She could have been a model in a magazine. Jeffery leaned into himself, not wanting to turn off the enchanting woman.

Christine stopped them, turning toward Jeffery. “We should do something different,” she said. “I’m tired of walking. It’s a bit gray outside for this.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Turning around. We can go to the brewery. My car is the other way,” she said. Her chuckle warmed Jeffery’s body on the chilly day. He had a jacket, but Christine did a better job at keeping him warm. They were walking back to the car and enjoying the city views coupled with the lake. Crystal blue water against the gray sky, spanning into the horizon. Two lone guys played volleyball on the beach. No words spoken between them until they were close to the car. “There it is,” Christine said and pointed.

“To the brewery we go,” Jeffery said.

♦

Christine drove across the city. They headed to one of her favorite local breweries that gave complimentary tours. She normally bought a six pack of their brews at the store but decided refilling her fridge could be an opportunity to spend time with Jeffery, her new fling. She wasn’t sure if she wanted him as a boyfriend but enjoyed his calm personality.

He was gazing out the window as they headed to the brewery. Christine didn’t know what to ask him. One question pushed against the back of her lips, begging to slip out: Why were you wearing lingerie at the movie theater?

That one question would turn into more: Does it turn you on? What color thong are you wearing today? How long have you been wearing lingerie?

Christine kept her eyes forward and hit green lights across the city, watching Jeffery from her peripherals wondering what he would look like without his jeans while wearing a black thong. Or a red one. Maybe pink. She could see him wearing a bright color or something dramatic. A print.

Turning her head, Christine glanced at Jeffery. His brown hair had waves like the lake. She wanted to speak but couldn’t think of anything but his lingerie.

“How long have you been Head of Marketing?” Jeffery asked after she’d been staring at him several beats. They weren’t far from the brewery.

“Several years. I started at the company and rose to the top quickly,” she said.

“That’s lucky,” he said.

“Yes. They’ve given me some sizable bonuses,” she said.

“Do you enjoy running the show?”

“More than you know,” she said, winking at Jeffery. Christine hadn’t been on a date in ages and felt like theirs was falling apart. She was enjoying their time together but couldn’t communicate with the questions multiplying in her head.

They arrived at the brewery. Christine found a spot on the street which almost never happened in Chicago. They paid the meter and went inside the brewery. Christine glanced at Jeffery by her side as they checked into the next tour. The company did them hourly that day, and they had thirty minutes to wait.

“I want to buy something from the store,” Christine said and pointed. Jeffery followed behind her as she picked out her favorite blend.

“You come here often?” Jeffery asked, sneaking up behind her.

“Not really,” she said. “I normally buy this at the grocery store but figured we could come here together.” Christine was holding the beer and had turned to Jeffery, picturing him in those blue panties. Christine folded in her lips, trying to resist the urge to laugh at the picture in her head of the handsome man feminized and half-naked. Before Christine lost control of herself, she took the beers to check out. Jeffery waited by the door for her. They took her purchase out to the car before the tour.

Standing outside, they waited under a tree brimming with fall colors. “Don’t you just love the leaves?”

“Until they fall and the snow starts,” Christine said. As much as she loved the fall, she hated winter.

“Right,” Jeffery said.

“What about you? Do you love the fall?”

“It’s nice to wear more layers. I like sweaters and jackets,” he said, rubbing his chest.

Christine wondered if he had ever stuffed balloons under his shirt like so many men had. Did he enjoy doing it? Seeing himself with a pair of big, uneven knockers? No two were ever exactly the same. Christine’s left nipple was a bit bigger than the right. One breast sat higher than the other.

“I wish I didn’t have to work so much so we could spend more time together,” Christine said.

“I wish I didn’t have to work Sunday this week.”

“Do you think we should get together next weekend?” Christine asked.

“I would love to spend more time with you, Christine. If you’re willing.”

“Next Saturday then,” Christine said. She checked her watch, “we should get inside before they start the tour without us.”

Christine wanted to peel Jeffery’s layers, find out more about his fetish. She had never met such a masculine man to wear lingerie. Then again, Christine wasn’t the most ‘normal’ of the bunch. Running a rapidly expanding company required a variety of stress relievers. Jeffery had his own too, as she knew. He didn’t know she knew. How the secret hung in the air like a piece of rotting pineapple.

They went through the tour and tried samples at the end. Christine took Jeffery home afterward, and they didn’t kiss. A simple hug before he stepped out the car and disappeared into his flat.


CHAPTER FIVE

Friday night. Three loads of cum spread across a towel. Two pairs of soiled panties. One homemade video on repeat. Jeffery loved recording himself in panties stroking his feminine dick. He was a sissy lady. The world didn’t know it. Everyone saw him as Jeffery Shelley, the male nurse. The hetero nurse with no woman in his life. Nobody in Jeffery’s circle knew about his love of lingerie. His desperation to feel as beautiful as a woman, unachievable as that was.

Jeffery deleted the video. His dick limp in the new gold thong. It was the second soiled pair, stained with his seed. Wet with water-based lube. Jeffery had a tub of panties at his disposal, he could jack off all night, but Christine was weighing him down. The secret. The growing web of a lie.

How long could Jeffery hide behind his closed door? Wearing his blush and eye shadow? Staring at himself in the mirror with his dick in one hand and phone in the other? Would a woman ever accept Jeffery for what he required?

Sliding his cock to the side, Jeffery pulled the gold thong from his thighs. No hair around his soft dick. Jeffery parted his thighs slightly and tucked his dick between them, making it invisible. Moving his hand down, Jeffery touching the tucked skin. What if it were a hole? If he had one wish in the world, he would want to try it for the night. Just once.

Jeffery bit his bottom lip and moaned, pressing into his pelvic area. His body exploding with pleasure as though it were his hole being finger fucked. Rubbing himself like he had a clit to pleasure, Jeffery bent his head forward, eyes closed, panting. His dick begging for life between his thighs. Jeffery didn’t give it an inch as heat crept up his back.

Grunting, panting. Jeffery was a woman alone in a field of flowers with his eyes closed. Oozing his nectar onto his fingers. Entering his own hole. His pussy. The one he was never given. The one he would never have the courage to get. Jeffery loved wearing panties but loved his dick more. He had considered if he was meant to become a woman and decided against it. There were all types of people in the world, and he was his own person. He didn’t care what anyone thought about what made him happy.

There were others like him. He wasn’t alone, even though he felt that way.

Thinking about Christine, emotions overwhelmed Jeffery. He opened his eyes and caught a glimpse of himself. Jeffery spread his thighs. His dick fell forward, and Jeffery returned to his reality. He had a date with Christine tomorrow and needed to tell her the truth, for better or worse. His feelings toward her were growing too fast to ignore. It was idiotic to think he wouldn’t fall for Christine if he kept his deepest desires from her.

If she didn’t want him, fine. But he was tired of living with the lies. Jeffery resisted soiling another pair that night and watched TV before going to his bed, excited to see Christine the next day. They were meeting at his house. Jeffery had bought ingredients to cook lunch, and they would go from there. He wasn’t sure what she wanted to do, but he drifted to sleep fantasizing about Christine’s accepting him.

♦

Christine could have walked to Jeffery’s place. He lived close to her, but she drove and parked in a garage a couple blocks away. She didn’t mind paying a little extra to stay out the cold. Walking down the street, Christine held a small bag she had picked up downtown before heading home from the office yesterday. She went shopping for a treat for Jeffery. She couldn’t wait to show him what she had bought. Christine double checked her phone to make sure she had the right house before knocking on the door.

There were two entrances, but Jeffery had specified which. She loved how close he lived. When the weather was nicer, she would walk. Jeffery could walk to her place from here and pick up food on the way. She was planning a future in her head as his footsteps sounded from the top of the stairs.

Jeffery opened the door. His white teeth shined. He chuckled as he took in Christine’s body. She was wearing a knit dress with tights and boots, not trying to feel the cold.

“Welcome to my place, Christine,” Jeffery said. He opened his arms for a hug. Christine embraced him and passed him to climb the stairs. The space had a minimal feel. There wasn’t much furniture, but what Jeffery had was nice. She took off her jacket and set it on his table along with her purse and the small bag with Jeffery’s present.

“It’s lovely,” Christine said. She stepped around the house, her heels clicking against the hardwood. Unlike most men, Jeffery seemed to notice them. He seemed to study what she was wearing more than her breasts and ass from what Christine could see from his eye movements. Jeffery didn’t stop her from looking around his common area, standing several feet from her. Not speaking.

“Thank you, Christine. Would you like something to drink?” he asked.

“Water,” she said.

He disappeared to the kitchen like a servant on a mission. Christine wondered how often people visited Jeffery. What his friends were like. Where his secret stash of panties was hiding. Christine opened a little ornamental box in the living room, but it was empty. Not big enough to hide the panties either.

When Jeffery returned, Christine was standing against the sofa, waiting for him.

“Here you are,” he said.

“Thanks, Jeffery,” Christine said. She went over to the glass door that went to Jeffery’s terrace. He had space to move. More than Christine did at her condo where she had the tiniest terrace. She couldn’t even put a table on it, but it let in fresh air in the summer. Christine wondered how much he paid for the place but didn’t want to ask. They didn’t know each other well enough for that. She would have to wait until the third date. Maybe the fourth if things didn’t go well when Jeffery opened his gift.

“What’s in the bag?” Jeffery asked.

The tissue paper sticking out from the top of the bag didn’t help disguise it. Christine sipped her water and debated, wondering if she should wait. But it was too late. She couldn’t act like nothing was in the bag. “Why don’t you open it?” Christine asked.

Jeffery went over to the bag and hesitated while Christine chugged her class of water. She didn’t know how to explain what she had bought. It was all starting to overwhelm her. Jeffery, the lingerie, the prospects of finding a man who wouldn’t mind playing dress up. She wasn’t sure he would like what she had in mind but would take things one step at a time. Jeffery parted the bag and threw out the tissue paper, his mouth falling agape when he realized what was inside.

Pulling out the red thong, Jeffery didn’t speak. He held it up and looked at Christine like it was some kind of joke. Her mouth didn’t part as she struggled to think of a way to explain herself beyond the truth.

“What is this, Christine? A joke?” Jeffery asked using a macho voice. He held his chest higher, holding out the lingerie like a pair of stinky socks. “I’m a man. Why would you get me these?”

Christine tried not to laugh at how serious Jeffery looked. He didn’t waver. Christine snatched the thong from Jeffery and said, “I saw you at the movies.”

“I know. You gave me your number, and now you’re here giving me a rather inappropriate gift.”

“Is that so? If I’m not mistaken, I saw you in a blue lingerie,” Christine said, placing her hands on her hips. She wasn’t letting this one slide by her without Jeffery admitting to the truth.

His face cracked. Just for a second but long enough for Christine to notice. She held up the white thong, “tell me you don’t love this. Admit it, and I’ll leave know. I thought you would love this gift, but I must have guessed wrong. I’m sorry to offend you,” Christine said.

♦

The white thong dangled in the air like free money. A winning lottery ticket. Keys to a new car someone else paid for. Jeffery wouldn’t mind taking a ride between that lace and cotton. The string grating between his groomed cheeks, cleaner than a car leaving the car wash. Jeffery rocked between snatching the thong from Christine’s hand and dropping to his knees, begging her to stay. Feminize him. Be the woman of his dreams, but the other half enacted the societal lessons Jeffery had learned for years. His entire life since shooting out to the world.

“You didn’t offend me, but men don’t wear lingerie.”

“Some do. Cut the crap, Jeffery. I saw you in panties. Don’t tell me I’m mistaken.”

“You are,” he countered. Jeffery couldn’t bring himself to pick the hanging fruit. Christine threw Jeffery a flotation device, but he preferred to drown and have the sharks devour him. Mix with the sand and disappear without ever finding love or a woman.

“Fine. I must have been mistaken. My bad,” Christine said. She turned to the table and gathered her things. Black hair. Blue eyes. A radiant smile. Jeffery watched as the woman packed her bags, threatening to walk out of his life and never return. The woman who had brought him lingerie without prompting. Why couldn’t he let down his guards and accept Christine for the truth she told? A belt couldn’t stop his pants from riding down all the time, nor his panties from riding up. He had felt something that day at the movies.

Christine reached the door before Jeffery tried to stop her. “Wait,” he said. She didn’t descend the stairs, waiting for Jeffery to speak.

Silence.

Christine sighed and turned to leave. Jeffery grabbed her shoulder. She turned on her heels and pointed her finger in his face, “never grab me like that,” she said. Her voice rose to a commanding tone. Jeffery stepped backward and threw his hands into the air.

“I’m sorry, Christine. I’m too afraid to speak.”

“Well, you had better speak or I’m leaving. I don’t have time for a man who can’t live up to his desires. We all have parts about us we’re afraid to share with the world, but I tried to extend a branch to you. Now I’m interested in a man who wears blue lingerie, was that you?” she asked.

Jeffery bowed his head and nodded, “it was. But you can’t tell anyone,” he said.

Christine pushed Jeffery on the chest. He was wearing a sweater and jeans. Not a heavy knit but more like a sweatshirt, thin and clinging to his narrow muscles. Christine stopped in the middle of the room, grabbing Jeffery’s shirt and pulling him close. Her voice not higher than a whisper, “I want to feminize your sissy ass,” she said.

Jeffery inhaled, staring into her ocean-blue eyes, wondering which beach would have her color. They were sapphires against her black hair. Sparkling gems. Seductive and impossible to break contact. Jeffery lost himself in her eyes, wanting to become Christine’s sissy more than anything. Her doll. Whatever she wanted of him.

His walls had cracked. Water breaking through the dam.

“Please, Christine. I’ve been waiting for a woman like you,” Jeffery said. He was sinking to his knees without thought, staring up at his queen. His woman. The mistress who would set him free.

“Get off your knees, Jeffery. Don’t act desperate,” Christine said.

Jeffery couldn’t control himself. He had never been with a woman like Christine. She wasn’t like the woman he had met online to feminize him. That woman sought men to feminize and enjoy. They had a connection based on that and nothing else, but Christine didn’t seem to have the same agenda.

“Have you feminized a man before?” Jeffery asked, casting his eyes to the ground. He lifted his voice a note, wanting to sound sexy for his queen. He had fallen in love. Arrow to the chest.

“Never,” Christine said. “How often do you wear lingerie?”

Christine’s question was like acid pouring over Jeffery’s skin. An attractive woman talking about his lingerie. It was like his wildest dream and biggest fear. He stumbled over his words. Gibberish left Jeffery’s mouth.

“What was that?” Christine asked, chuckling. “I didn’t catch your word salad.” Christine took Jeffery’s hand and walked him over to the sofa. They sat there, and he was still without words. “Jeffery, answer my question. I’m not here to judge you. I want to understand what my sexy brunette from the movies thinks. How he feels,” she said, rubbing her hand up Jeffery’s thigh. She was sitting at an arm’s length, but her touch rattled Jeffery. He was gas, and she was his match to make a flame.

Jeffery wondered if she was feeling the same strong sensations as she touched his leg. “So, Jeffery? How often do you wear lingerie?”

He shook his head, not wanting to answer the question.

“I know you have a stash around here somewhere, don’t you?” Christine asked, looking around the room.

Jeffery nodded. “Can’t we talk about this another day? After the date?”

Christine shook her head, smirking. “Absolutely not! I want to see what you have. Where is it?” she asked, standing. She looked around the living room, but there wasn’t anything.

Jeffery wanted to show her but hadn’t ever been in this situation. Jeffery felt like he was dreaming and would fall from a cliff to awake any second. Sweat running down his chest. Heart pounding. But when Jeffery pinched himself, nothing changed.

“Show me!” Christine said and tugged on Jeffery’s shoulder. She spoke in a playful voice. Her smile charmed Jeffery like a spell. A potion in her looks misted through the air. Spritz. Spritz. Her words were flowers hung up to dry before landing in a bowl by the entryway.

“You will make fun of me,” Jeffery said. “Why can’t we wait a couple weeks? I appreciate your gift. Thank you for understanding.” He didn’t want to disclose the extent of his collection. Better for Christine to see the tip of the iceberg, not everything under the water, but she had him swinging from a hook. He wouldn’t last long under her spell. “Shouldn’t we grab a bite to eat? There’s a cafe down the street.”

“No, not until I see your collection,” Christine said. She pouted and crossed her arms over her chest, under her breasts. They looked delicious squeezed by her arms. She probably did that on purpose to persuade Jeffery, and it was working.

“Why can’t you wait?”

“I don’t know. I’ve been thinking about it all week. Do you only have the blue pair?”

Jeffery shook his head.

“Obviously. Please, show me. I promise. I won’t judge,” she said.

Jeffery relented and stood. He knew he would regret opening this door but couldn’t tell Christine no a second longer. She looked too good. What if she left and disappeared forever because of his stubbornness? Jeffery would never forgive himself. “If you want to see, follow me to the bedroom,” he said. Jeffery stood from the sofa and walked to his room.

Christine followed. Jeffery peeked over his shoulder as they walked. Jeffery motioned for her to stay back, “sit on my bed. Don’t hover,” he said.

“Fine, Mr. Bossy,” she said and sat.

Jeffery dug in his closet, wondering if he should move forward or kick Christine out. They hadn’t agreed to expose Jeffery like a man standing naked in a field of strangers with his hands tied so everyone could see his junk.

“Tick, tock, Jeffery. What’s taking so long?” Christine called from the bed.

Jeffery held his tub of lingerie by the exit of his closet, debating on whether to move forward. Christine called him again. He took a deep breath and stepped into his bedroom where Christine was eagerly awaiting him. She rubbed the bed, motioning for him to place the bin where she could reach it.

“Wow, that’s big. Is it full?” she asked.

Jeffery’s hands shook as he placed the tub on the bed. If he opened it, there was no telling how Christine would react. He had thongs and panties in this one. More tucked away in his closet: silk nightgowns, fuzzy flippers, throws, and so much more. Everything Jeffery needed for a night of self-pleasure dressed as a woman who nobody could stop.

Christine touched Jeffery’s shaking hand. She nodded.

He took a deep breath and detached the lid. It snapped, crackling in Jeffery’s eardrums. He lifted the lid, and Christine scooted closer. She gasped when she saw what was inside, but Jeffery lost himself in the void of wonders. He dove his hands into the sea of fabric, hungry to feel it against his skin. Pulling out pair after pair, Jeffery gushed at his collection. He lost himself in the colors and textures, remembering where he had bought each of them. Details flying out of his mouth like kernels into a silo.

Christine nodded along, but Jeffery didn’t pay attention to her. He had lost himself in the wonders that were his clothing. He wanted to slip on a pair and perform his ritual. Jeffery lifted one of his favorite black pairs from the box, examining them in the air. Remembering how his dick looked in the mirror against the peekaboo lace.

When Jeffery turned, Christine had disappeared. She wasn’t there. He looked both ways, and when Jeffery left the room, he saw that Christine had taken her bag and left while he was talking. He hadn’t noticed her leave. Jeffery exhaled, hating himself for agreeing. He shouldn’t have showed Christine such a real part of him. Jeffery slammed his door shut and kicked the tub off the bed, screaming and beating against the mattress. All he could think was: why?

♦

Christine ran down the sidewalk to her car, escaping the mountain of lingerie. Jeffery’s eyes had appeared crazed as he dug through the box, showing Christine pair after pair. Telling his stories. Christine had coaxed him, made him open up, and then dropped him like a skillet with a cockroach. Getting in her car, Christine slammed the door and started the gas before she could turn around and back away. She drove as fast as she could through the Chicago streets, taking her back ways. Wondering how badly Jeffery was hurting. She didn’t mean to react how she had, but watching a man douse himself with a shower of feminine fabric was a first.

Needing a breath, Christine sat in her car several minutes while her heart stopped racing. She wanted to turn around and return to Jeffery but couldn’t. Her hand wouldn’t move to the ignition. Push to start. She opened the door and stepped out her car and raced inside as quickly as she could.

Christine would never forgive herself for crushing Jeffery like that. She was the one who had started the conversation.

Sitting in her living room, Christine wondered if she should message Jeffery but decided against it. It was too soon. What would she say to him? He had exposed himself to her. The truest parts of himself were on full display, and Christine poured acid over him like a bitch without a heart. Christine opened a file to distract herself, but the moment replayed in her mind. She would have to make it up to Jeffery when the time was right.

He wasn’t the only one with a fetish, and Christine had been hoping Jeffery would help her with hers. But she had shunned his. It was shock, nothing more. She hadn’t expected to see so many pairs of panties or such a hunk of a man talk excitedly about lingerie.


CHAPTER SIX

Jeffery kneeled on his bedroom floor wearing a tarnished pair of lingerie. Christine hadn’t called nor texted and sent Jeffery into a masturbation furry to keep the blues at bay. He didn’t want to fall for his depression. It wasn’t his fault that Christine hadn’t understood his desires to wear lingerie. People talked excitedly about their music collections, cars, or even salt-and-pepper shakers without such ridicule. Why did the world have such a problem with men who liked to wear the delicious textures of satin, silk, and cotton?

If Jeffery wanted to tuck his dick between his thighs and pretend he had a vagina, why did anyone else care? He paid his bills. He took care of sick people for work. Jeffery wanted the world off his back and acted strong in the wake of Christine. His dick was raw and red, tender to the touch, but Jeffery didn’t care. Touching himself kept his mind off Christine, if only for a moment.

Watching the hot men in dresses get fucked by their women softened Jeffery’s mind too. He wanted to experience numbness without drugs and alcohol. Christine nor any other woman was worth losing himself to an addiction. She could have vanilla sex if she wanted, but Jeffery wouldn’t. He had moved on to a new phase in his life after Christine left him without saying a word.

She had pushed him over that line. He didn’t want to show Christine his collection of lingerie the first time. What if he had pulled out all the boxes? There was a moment where he had wanted to. Women were snakes, and Jeffery would never trust another one with his secret.

He would find women who liked to feminize men and sleep with them. Maybe start a relationship if it led to that, but Jeffery wouldn’t rush into anything. He had built himself up like a fool with Christine, thinking she was different.

When he had first opened the gift and pulled out the white thong, Jeffery couldn’t believe what he was seeing. A woman had gifted him what he most desired without asking. No confirmation. He had felt like the luckiest man in the world until Christine left and stomped on his heart with steel-toe boots. A kick in the gut.

Jeffery shook his head. He ripped the lingerie from his body, staring at himself in the mirror. Toys scattered around him. He was a mess and desperate for someone to love and accept him. He had spent so many years alone and afraid to date. Afraid to expose himself, and for good reason according to Christine’s reactions.

Would he ever find someone? They said there was a person for everyone, but Jeffery was starting to lose faith in that line. He had turned thirty, and dating was getting old, but the women he had opened himself up to left without a care for Jeffery’s feelings.

Societal norms meant more. Jeffery held his torn thong. It was a pair he loved, but anger got the best of him. Jeffery took off his micro-mesh top and tossed it to the side. Makeup still on his face. Mascara a touch faded from the lone tears. He tried his best not to cry, but a mixed ball of anger and sadness swirled inside him like wind before a storm. Why had Christine left without a word? Why hadn’t she sent one message? Did Jeffery mean that little to the world?

Was his need to wear female clothing that disgusting that not one woman could accept him? Jeffery had found a community online that accepted him, but they weren’t someone to feed him soup when he was sick. They couldn’t run an errand when Jeffery couldn’t get out of bed. Would he ever find a woman to love him as a straight man who happened to wear silk nightgowns and thongs? Custom-made high heels. Dresses that hugged his hips. Fake breasts to make him feel luxurious and sexier than any man version of himself.

Jeffery arranged his toys and things in their places. He put everything away and went to the shower, washing off the lube and dried cum; wondering when things would click in his life.

♦

Christine was working from home that day, but Saturday hadn’t left her mind. She felt horrible for leaving Jeffery without a word, and the storm cloud above her head grew by the day. Staring at her computer screen, Christine couldn’t focus on a single task. Her campaigns were falling behind because she felt distracted from the interactions with Jeffery.

On Saturday, Christine hadn’t wanted to leave Jeffery hastily like she had, but the sheer amount of lingerie had overwhelmed her. How Jeffery spoke about them like they were his pets shocked Christine. She snuck out the room without Jeffery noticing because sifting through the panties engrossed him more than Christine’s presence.

At that moment, she hadn’t been sure Jeffery was who she wanted. But after the moment had become history and simmered in Christine’s mind, she knew she wanted to try with Jeffery. It wouldn’t be fair to herself to not reach out to him.

Christine didn’t have time to search the apps. The day at the movies replayed in her mind when she had seen Jeffery for the first time. Alone. No ring on his finger. Sexy and masculine. When he had bent over, revealing his panties, Christine had a choice to make then. She could have continued with her day, but she had known his fixation and went ahead giving Jeffery her number.

Christine had bought him a white thong but ruined everything. She had broken Jeffery’s heart with no remorse for her actions. If a man had done similar to her, Christine would have cried for days. She would have hated herself and questioned everything.

Pushing her files to the side, Christine lifted her phone to her face. She stared at herself in the dark reflection, calling herself a monster in her head. Why had she treated a man with no sympathy? What if he did the same to her when she shared her fetish?

She had never told anyone what she liked and seeing Jeffery’s panties was like seeing a ship while floating on a log.

Christine moved her work to the side and set a pen and paper on her desk. She never wrote letters, but Jeffery deserved one. She had to explain herself with the opportunity to edit and pick out the bad lines.

Dear Jeffery,

I’m the biggest bitch in the world, aren’t I? You probably hate me, and I hate myself for what I did to you.

Please know there is nothing wrong with you. I’m the one with the problem for leaving you without a word of my departure. I want to see you again, if you can forgive me.

I hope this letter finds you okay and hope we can pick up where we left off. You aren’t the only one with secrets, Jeffery. Would you like to learn mine?

Christine

Christine had Jeffery’s address from when she dropped him off that one time. She folded the letter and walked to the nearest post office where she bought an envelope and stamp and sent Jeffery a letter.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Jeffery watered his plants around the house. He had worked the last two days but had that Saturday off. He thought about doing his normal routine but cleaned the house instead. It smelled of lemon spray and pine. He had washed every surface he could to rid his house of any bad vibes. The little bag Christine left behind was long gone, somewhere in a dump along with the white thong. Jeffery liked what she bought him but couldn’t keep it. Every time he saw the pair, it reminded him of what Christine had done. She had no heart.

Going downstairs, Jeffery went to check the mail. There was a letter from Christine. Jeffery snatched the envelope from the mailbox and raced back up the steps. He ripped it open and read what she wrote. His heart broke in two. He wanted to see Christine but didn’t know where she lived. He had her number and sent a message.

Jeffery: I got your letter. <3 Where are you?

He went to his terrace and looked out to the city. He could hear the metro rushing by several blocks from his house. The city in full swing on a Saturday. Jeffery held his phone, hoping Christine would reply. He read over the letter two more times, wondering what her secrets were. What if she liked something more exotic than Jeffery? Would he run and leave her behind like she had done to him?

Standing on his terrace, Jeffery took in the colorful fall leaves. He would hate when they fell from the trees and snow followed. Ice hanging from his roof. Shards of dripping water frozen in time. Jeffery checked his phone again, but there wasn’t a message. Only a few minutes had passed, but Jeffery felt deflated and like he would never see Christine again. A week had passed since the day she left him. Sure, there was a letter, but what if she had changed her mind again?

Jeffery’s doorbell rang while he was pushing himself into an unnecessary sadness. A depression after receiving tender words from Christine. He tried not to rush downstairs to open the door but was hoping his woman was on the other side.

When Jeffery opened the door, Christine was standing there. She smiled. Her blue eyes stunning against her black hair. The starkness would never stop surprising Jeffery. Her utter beauty. She was his queen and waiting for her crown.

“Christine. I just got your letter. Do you want to come in?” Jeffery asked. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt with a thong beneath. It was an orange pair that held his balls. They didn’t all give equal support which he liked when he was lounging around the house.

“I was thinking we could go to the cafe down the street?” she asked.

“Sure. Let me grab my jacket. I’ll be right back,” Jeffery said and ran up the stairs. He couldn’t believe Christine had returned to his life. He rushed to put on his jacket and lock up the house, excited to spend time with her.

♦

Walking down the sidewalk, Christine wondered what Jeffery would look like in a dress. Was he wearing lingerie now? She hadn’t seen him bend over yet but would keep her eye out. She didn’t want to ask. They should take it slow. The panties didn’t bother Christine, and she wanted a man. The weather was growing colder, and she would need someone to hold her at night. Blankets and gas heat could only provide so much warmth. There was nothing like a warm body next to her to help keep out the cold.

“Thanks for seeing me,” Christine said. She looked over to Jeffery. His brown hair in waves. Not a drop of facial hair on his face. He must have used a razor every morning and moisturizer. Christine wondered if he had a makeup routine. How far did his feminization take him?

“I can’t stay mad at a woman as beautiful as you. I threw away your gift when you left that day. Can you forgive me? I was so angry, I didn’t—”

“It’s okay, Jeffery. Don’t worry. I would have done the same if I were you. I didn’t deserve your kindness that day. You showed me your heart, and I rejected you. Can you forgive me?” Christine asked. They were standing at the corner near the cafe.

Jeffery nodded. “I want to know you. You seem like a fantastic woman. Why would I ever want to pass on a chance like that?”

“Because I was a bitch to you,” she said. Christine switched from side to side, staring at her man. She wanted to touch him. Reach out her hand and brush his face. Was he wearing moisturizer? Would she feel it on her finger? The residue of cream protecting him from skin damage. Was he wearing foundation? It didn’t look like it, but Christine wasn’t sure. “Should we go to lunch and move past this? Act like last week never happened?”

“What are you talking about, Christine?” Jeffery asked. They giggled, and Jeffery walked forward to open the door. Christine entered the cafe first. Families, couples, and other strangers populated the cafe. They didn’t know anyone, but Chicago was a busy place. People moving from one store to the next, minding their business. Completing their errands. Stopping for a snack. “What would you like?”

Christine told him and took an empty table in the corner. Pedestrians hustling about Bucktown outside the window. Christine watched the strangers moving about and wondered what their stories were. Who was having a bad day? A good one?

Jeffery returned to the table with their drinks, filling the surrounding air with their aroma.

“Thank you,” Christine said.

“You’re welcome.” Jeffery had a tea. He dipped the tea bag in and out the hot water, staring at Christine over the curling steam. She looked back at him. His brown eyes stoic, pensive. She wanted to know what he had lived in his life. What he had seen at the hospital.

They kept the conversation light that day, talking about work and their families. Stories from the past. Christine hadn’t laughed as hard as she did that day in months. Jeffery was an injection of energy into her dull life. She didn’t want to ruin things with her sexy brunette a second time. He wore lingerie and women’s clothing. He could help fulfill one of her biggest fantasies. As with everything in life, it wouldn’t achieve her ultimate dreams, but it was the closest she could get.

Christine walked back to Jeffery’s house after their lunch date. She had to head home. They hugged on Jeffery’s front porch before Christine left. She wanted to kiss him. Touch her lips to his, but she couldn’t bring herself to make the first move. He didn’t cross the line either, but their lips hovered. She had felt something when they stared into each other’s eyes.

They had agreed to meet the next weekend if they couldn’t meet before then. They both had busy schedules, and Christine had deadlines to complete. She couldn’t blow them off for Jeffery, as much as she wanted to. His smell lingered in her nose for the rest of the day as she worked and thought about her man in Bucktown.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Jeffery didn’t have much to do that day after work. He wasn’t feeling the need to touch himself now that he and Christine were on better terms. They had been texting ever since their date at the cafe. Not nonstop, but they each sent a few messages a day; between work or while he was on break. Christine was a busy lady and didn’t have much time during the week. Jeffery could live with that if they became more serious because she was worth whatever price.

If he only saw Christine once a week, it would be better than nothing. They had the best conversation at the cafe about their pasts and what they enjoyed doing when they had time off work. Jeffery loved spending time in lingerie, but he had other interests too. They both discovered they enjoyed history and old buildings. Chicago was full of interesting architecture from the past, despite the huge fire.

Jeffery’s phone vibrated. He jumped in his seat and opened it. Christine had messaged him.

Christine: What are you doing?

Jeffery: Sitting at home, watching the leaves fall from the trees.

It was raining, and the leaves couldn’t hold on. He was bored but didn’t feel like digging into his lingerie. His dick hadn’t recuperated from the endless sessions in the prior week. He had to give it a rest.

Christine: Wanna grab a drink? I can meet you at the bar by your house.

It wasn’t raining too hard to walk a few blocks. There was a bar right next to the cafe they had talked about when they went. Their conversation had been lighter than air. Easier to have than a massage. Jeffery looked outside, and people were walking down his street. He hadn’t planned on leaving, but Christine was special.

Jeffery: What time?

Christine: I’m leaving the office in ten. So let’s say thirty. Right next door to the cafe.

Jeffery: I know where you mean. See you there. I’ll get us a table. Want anything to eat?

Jeffery left a few minutes early to put in their orders when he arrived. He walked there without getting too wet. He ordered a burger for himself and fries for Christine. Since leaving work, Jeffery hadn’t eaten. He ordered the side salad instead of fries, but it was iceberg lettuce with shredded carrots and grape tomatoes.

Christine arrived a few minutes later than she had said, but Jeffery didn’t mind. She was wearing a pantsuit made from a vibrant pink material. It wasn’t hot pink, but it brightened the dingy room. Everyone glance at her as she crossed the room to the table. When she sat, a small bubble of flowery perfume surrounded them.

“You smell great,” Jeffery said. “And look amazing.”

Christine winked at him, “thank you, dear. Are these my fries?” she asked.

The food had arrived a second before Christine. Jeffery nodded, and she drizzled ketchup over the top of her basket. He bit into his burger. They talked about her day at work managing the marketing department. Her company was growing so fast they didn’t know how to employee enough people, and she was having to develop campaigns for the HR department on top of everything else.

Dinner passed. They each drank two beers, and Jeffery was falling more in love with Christine by the second. He didn’t know how long he would last without confessing how he felt to her. What would she say to him? Would she accept his love or reject him like she had before? He had to keep whatever he was feeling to himself.

It had stopped raining by the time they were ready to leave. Christine had to work early in the morning.

“Thank you for eating with me. I always have leftovers at home and watch reruns of daytime talk shows,” Christine said. They were standing outside. She pulled her jacket tighter across her chest.

“I should thank you. Will I see you soon?” Jeffery asked.

“Saturday?”

“That works for me. I normally have off on the weekends unless I trade with another nurse,” he said. “My desire to see you makes me never want to work on the weekend.”

Christine chuckled and blushed, covering her mouth. Her blue eyes stood out even more. They stared at each other, daring the other to make the first move. Who would crack?

Jeffery did. He pushed forward and kissed Christine. Their mouths slowly opened to allow their tongues room to touch. They pulled apart a few beats later, standing there.

“I’ll see you Saturday,” Christine said. She rushed away to her car before Jeffery could pull her in again. Jeffery stood there, hard in his thong, wanting another taste of Christine’s luscious lips.


CHAPTER NINE

Saturday had arrived, and the last leaves were clinging to the trees. It wouldn’t take long until they fell to the ground to become covered in snow. Christine left her house and drove to Jeffery’s place. She found it easier to find parking where he lived than other places she went. Maybe it was because she always went on Saturdays to visit him. Christine got out her car. She had a day planned for them, if Jeffery would go along with her plans. If he told her no, she would understand. She didn’t deserve his trust after how she had left him without explanation.

Jeffery was expecting her when she knocked on the door. He answered quickly and followed her up the steps. She loved the minimalist feel to Jeffery’s place. How he kept it clean and free of clutter. She hadn’t seen his closet and wondered what that looked like but could wait. Earning Jeffery’s trust was the most important task for Christine. She didn’t want to return to where they had been.

“I have something planned for us today,” Christine said when they sat on the sofa. Jeffery brought them two glasses of water.

“It’s ten AM. Do we have to do something right now?”

“We don’t have much time, dear. We both like architecture and old buildings,” Christine said, nodding. Jeffery nodded along with her.

“Your point?”

“I bought us tickets to an architecture tour,” she said. “It starts at one PM. We only have three hours to get you ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Have you ever worn your stuff in public? More than lingerie I mean.”

“Christine, you want me to go in public wearing what?”

“Everything. A dress, makeup, hair, and heels. I want to feminize you and take you out in public,” she said. “Haven’t you dreamed of doing that?”

♦

“Not so soon,” Jeffery said. He couldn’t hide that he wanted what Christine was offering him. It was one of his biggest fantasies, and an architecture tour was perfect. He could blend in with the group. He wouldn’t have to speak.

“Please, do it for me Jeffery. We could have so much fun running around the city. We’re the only two that would know. I bought a wig for you,” Christine said. “It’s in my car. Chestnut brown like your natural color. It will complement your eyes.”

“You really think it’s a good idea?” Jeffery asked. He wanted to trust Christine and let her feminize him, but a small part of him whispered that it was a dreadful idea. What if Christine ran away and broke his heart? Was she a flake or could he fulfill a dream with her? Even if he had one perfect day, it would complete him.

“I do!” she said. Christine touched Jeffery’s thigh, but she had made that move before.

“How do I know I can trust you?”

“That’s fair, Jeffery. Maybe you can’t trust me, but I really want to live this with you. I have a secret fantasy of my own but want to keep it a secret until we do yours.”

“No,” he said. “That’s not fair. You have to tell me now. What is it?” Jeffery asked.

Christine shook her head. “We do you first, and I promise to show you mine. I’ve never even talked about it to anyone before, but I knew when I saw your panties at the movie theater you would be the man for me. We have to trust each other, as hard as it will be,” Christine said.

“Can’t you give me a hint? You can’t expect me to feminize myself and walk outside with you without knowing your big secret. How is that trust?” Jeffery asked.

“Because you believe that I will tell you the truth when the time comes, which I will. I don’t want to hide from you, Jeffery. We’re meant to explore together. I feel it in my bones.”

“Do you?” They chuckled.

“You know what I’m saying,” she said.

“And my hint?”

Christine touched Jeffery’s stomach. It pressed against him, warming his body and soul. He wanted to kiss her. Smell the shampoo in her hair. Touch her tight body while she touched his. The hint went over Jeffery’s head. He didn’t know what she was trying to say by touching his stomach, but he accepted her answer. The moment passed, and Jeffery wanted her to feminize him and complete a lifelong dream. Women walked around every day looking stunning while Jeffery had to conform. Not today. He would break free with the support of his woman, Christine.

“Let’s do this,” he said.

Christine clapped and jumped in place. “I can’t wait to make you my doll. You’re going to look sexier than ever once I dress you up in your dress and wig. What else do you have to work with? Please tell me you have some shoes that fit. I didn’t want to spend all my money when I thought you might have everything. Do you?”

Christine was rambling, and Jeffery didn’t want to cut her off. Not his queen. She pulled her hair into a messy bun like she was about to start working on a painting. Jeffery would act as her blank canvas. He never had a woman feminize him. That day he met the chick online, he had treated himself to a day of luxury and buildup before she came over to put him in his place.

Having a woman he cared about so deeply like Christine feminize him was a game changer. His dick sprang to life, but he tucked it between his thighs and squeezed. “I have everything you need in my closet,” Jeffery said.

“We better get to work on making you a sexy woman. Nobody will recognize you once we finish,” Christine said. She had an abundance of determination in her eyes. Jeffery wanted to spend his life with her if she accepted him for who he was. He had been wanting to find a woman like her for ages without luck, but times were changing.

“What would you like me to wear?”

“Do you have a red dress?”

“I do,” Jeffery said. He went to his closet and returned with the red dress. It looked comfortable and sexy. Christine wouldn’t mind wearing it herself. “Wait here. I’ll get everything we need,” Jeffery said. His voice trembled. Returning to his closet, Jeffery got out his big bag of makeup. He had accumulated a lot of tools over the years to feminize himself. After he couldn’t find a woman to please him, Jeffery had to take measures into his own hands. He wanted to enjoy the positives of femininity without the pain.

Christine had caused him pain, but Jeffery had to forgive. He couldn’t hold the past against her if she was willing to move forward. She had a secret he still didn’t understand, but everyone had their likes and dislikes. It pleased Jeffery that his was already out in the open, and they were moving forward. He would go out in public with a knowing woman in broad daylight for the first time. His heart raced as he gathered the supplies he needed: makeup, shoes, and a backup wig. He would see what Christine had brought with her. Maybe he would like hers more with the outfit.

When Jeffery placed everything on the bed, Christine didn’t flinch. She smiled at Jeffery and examined everything he had produced. “This is real for you, isn’t it?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Feminization. You love feeling like a woman,” Christine said. She flipped the bag of makeup over, looking through the foundation dust caked to the plastic.

“Women are the most beautiful creatures in the world. I’ll always be a man, but I love feeling like a woman. Thank you for doing this with me,” Jeffery said, placing his hand on Christine’s.

“How often do you dress yourself up?”

“Depends on the week, but at least one time a week. For personal fun, if you know what I mean.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” Christine said. She touched the red dress, rubbing her hand down the thick cotton. It was perfect for fall. One of Jeffery’s favorites to walk around the block in if he was feeling adventurous. He almost never went outside in his gear, but the urge overpowered him sometimes. Occasions when his neighbors wouldn’t be home. He could be anyone leaving from a visit at Jeffery’s house, wearing a hat to cover his eyes. Neighbors were nosy, even in a city as busy as Chicago. People on the streets recognized each other, and Jeffery didn’t want them to see him in his most precious attire.

Jeffery sat on the bed, tempted to dress himself but didn’t want to scare off Christine a second time. He took a deep breath. “Would you like to help me, Christine?”

“Absolutely!” she said, feigning comfort. Jeffery shook it off. The first time for everything was awkward. They would move past the bridge and start on their journey, if Christine was willing to accept him which it appeared she was.

Jeffery touched her thigh, gripping her flesh. Not hard but firm enough to convey his desire for the woman sitting next to him. “I want you, Christine. I’m straight and love women so much that dressing like one turns me on. If you don’t like it after today, you can leave. But let me prove it to you,” he said, leaning in. While gripping her thigh, Jeffery kissed her lips. He jetted his tongue into her mouth, climbing atop her. The dress crinkled beneath them, but Jeffery didn’t care if it meant showing his woman he wanted her. That she was beautiful. Jeffery pushed his fingers into her black hair. She gasped as he tugged lightly, kissing her neck.

Jeffery wouldn’t leave a mark, but he sucked on her collarbone. She clawed into his back, panting. Jeffery reached under Christine’s shirt, and her back arched under him. She moved to his touch. Jeffery walked his fingers up and down her stomach, loving how she felt beneath him.

“You’re beautiful, Christine. I want you, okay?”

She nodded.

“Would you like to help feminize me?” Jeffery asked.

Christine nodded again.

“Get the wig from your car, and I’ll slip into this dress. You can zip it up when you get back, okay?”

Taking her keys, Christine went outside for the wig. Jeffery took a deep breath after she left the room, not believing such a magnificent woman wanted him. Had his luck turned around? Jeffery tucked his dick before slipping on a black thong. He wanted everything fresh for his day with Christine. Then, Jeffery put on his fake breasts and stepped into the dress. He was already looking more like a woman and had shaved everything that morning. Jeffery kept the hair off his body as a habit. He pleasured himself enough that the effort was necessary.

Christine returned from her car with the wig, and it was getting late. They had to leave soon, or they would miss the beginning of the architecture tour. There were many options for tours around Chicago. Jeffery wondered what they would see.

“I love this wig,” Jeffery said. He brushed the long hair with his fingers and admired its length. His brown wig was shorter than the one Christine had picked out, and what she bought looked expensive. “We’ll use it today.”

Christine helped Jeffery finish dressing, and Jeffery grabbed a small purse from his closet. Jeffery rocked his hips in the mirror, swinging his hair from side to side. Christine stood behind him. “I can’t believe how much you look like a woman.”

“The magic of makeup and fake hair,” Jeffery said and swung his hair back. “Why don’t you call me Jess for the day. Short for Jessica,” he said.

“Jess, I like that.”

“We’re just missing one thing, and the weather is perfect for it,” Jess said. She went to the closest, feeling like a radiant woman, and picked out a black jacket and a red and black scarf. She had on black heels. The tones were subtle and didn’t scream over-the-top. Jess felt sexier than she had in months, and she had a woman by her side.

Stepping back into the room, Jess asked Christine, “ready?”

“Yep. Are you?”

“More than ever,” Jess said. She linked her arm with Christine’s, and they left to make the tour.

♦

Christine couldn’t believe how much Jeffery looked like a woman. Jess would be her name for the day. Christine loved the change and loved even more than there was a dick between Jess’ legs to fuck her later. She wondered how long was appropriate to wait for sex because that kiss had sent Christine over a mountain yodeling. A warmth had been building inside of her when they were in Jeffery’s apartment. Jess’ apartment. Christine was trying to train herself to think of Jeffery as Jess. She would grow accustomed to Jess and Jeffery as one person. One delectable package.

“Have you done tours of the city before?” Christine asked as she drove across town. She hadn’t told Jess what they were doing for their architecture tour.

“Maybe when I was a kid, but not as an adult, no. Too busy saving lives at the hospital,” Jess said. She was using a more feminine voice. She sounded like a woman who had smoked a few too many cigarettes but not necessarily like a man. Christine wanted Jess to talk like that as she slid her feminine dick into Christine’s thirsty hole. A man hadn’t fucked her in longer than she could remember. With all the work, life was a bit of a blur. The years passed faster as she got older. More memories, less sense.

“You will love this tour, Jess. I did it a couple years ago, and the weather is great. Hopefully the sun stays out. We don’t want clouds.”

“Is the tour outside?” Jess asked.

Christine nodded. They had arrived downtown, and Christine parked in her spot she used during the workweek. She paid good money for it and was delighted to use it on the weekend. “We’re here.”

“Is this where you work?”

“Across the street, but they pay for my parking,” she said. Technically, the company paid for it, but she felt it was part of the ‘package’. In a different city, she might not have had to pay.

“What are we doing?” Jess asked.

“Get out the car, and you’ll see,” Christine said. They exited the vehicle and held hands while walking downtown. People didn’t think twice about two women holding hands in Chicago. They walked to the river, and people were boarding the boat. Christine pointed, “We’re taking the boat down the river walk, and they’ll show us buildings.”

Jess looked down at the boat and smiled, “sounds perfect. Glad I brought my jacket,” she said.

“Me too,” Christine said. She couldn’t help herself and kissed Jess on the cheek. She couldn’t wait to share her fantasy with Jess after today. Christine wanted to enjoy today and move forward with her relationship with Jess. They could take each other to the limits of pleasure.

♦

People didn’t pay Jess and Christine much attention while they were on the boat. They had two seats to themselves and Chicago to explore. They laughed and giggled while the guide talked about the history of Chicago. Nothing was funny but the secret Jess and Christine shared. Jess felt on top of the world while on the tour with her sexy girlfriend, Christine.

Jess loved seeing Chicago from a new light. Everything seemed better with Christine by her side. After the tour, they stayed around downtown and went to Millennial Park to walk around and enjoy the last bits of fall weather before it disappeared until the next year.

“Thank you for taking me on the tour,” Jess said. She was holding Christine’s hand as they walked through the park. It was before five PM, and the sun was shining. Giving them warmth, but it wouldn’t be long before the sun fell beyond the horizon, replaced by the moon and a chill.

“We should do more things, Jess. I love spending time with you,” Christine said, squeezing Jess’ hand.

“Me too. We are a special pair,” Jess said. Leaves had fallen from the trees. Few remained, and the city looked bare without the greenery. Jess stepped off the path and into the pile of leaves. She couldn’t help herself while wearing the dress. Feeling as feminine as she did and in public. Jess spun in circles over the fallen leaves. Christine joined her, and they danced until a guard told them to get off the grass.

They laughed, running away while holding hands. Jess caught her breath. She wanted to kiss Christine. They brought out the best and worst in each other. Two women on a mission for fun and love.

They rested on a set of steps. Jess’ dress draped over her legs and flowed down to where Christine sat.

“Should we get an early dinner?” Jess asked.

“Do you have food at your place?”

“I have some snacks,” she said. Jess rubbed the fabric and pinched it between her fingers. She ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it over one shoulder. She couldn’t stop touching her feminized body. Everything felt in place and where it should have been.

“Wanna head back to your place? That security guard put me in a bad mood,” Christine said.

“Sure, let’s get out of here,” Jess said. She stood and helped Christine to her feet. They walked to the car and headed back to Jess’.


CHAPTER TEN

Christine and Jeffery ate a light dinner of salad and vegetables with a bed of rice, but Christine hadn’t wanted to come back for the food. They could order something if she got hungry later, but she had plans on taking things farther than the kiss. She needed Jeffery’s feminized body. Jess was her muse. The one she wanted to take home every night. Sleep with and wake up next to in the morning. Christine was throwing her precautions to the wind and didn’t care what people thought about their relationship. Jess made her hot. Jess had yummy boy parts between her legs too, and Christine couldn’t get her mind off undressing Jess and revealing what hid beneath.

“The food was great,” Christine said. She lifted her leg under the table and brushed it along Jess’. Jess stiffened in her chair. She stood and cleared the table. “Would you like help?”

“No, I’m fine,” Jess said. She didn’t use the fake voice. She had on her hair and heels though, which lifted Jess’ ass high in the red dress. Christine couldn’t resist Jess. They could finish the dishes later. Christine wanted to use her doll and enjoy more than vegetables.

Stepping behind Jess, Christine rubbed her shoulders. She leaned forward and whispered into Jess’ ear, “I want you, sexy lady.”

Jess shivered as Christine blew on her neck. “You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jess said. They hadn’t painted her nails. What a mistake.

“Next time, we’ll take you to the nail salon after we feminize this sexy body,” Christine said. She grabbed Jess’ hips and worked her hands down to Jess’ cheeks, squeezing them. Christine pushed her thighs together, ignoring the growing desire in her center. She ran her hands along Jess’ body, loving how see felt beneath the heavy cotton fabric.

“I would enjoy that,” Jess said and lifted her hand. She ran a finger over her nail. Christine kissed the back of Jess’ hand.

“Do you know what I would enjoy?”

Jess shook her head. “Come over here,” Christine said. She led Jess to the center of her living room. “Get to your knees,” she said. Jess did. She wrapped her legs around Christine’s thighs and hugged her tight. Christine forced her hands into Jess’ hair and pushed her head back to stare into her eyes. “Take off my dress, my sissy,” Christine said.

Jess nodded and went to work. Christine’s dress pooled into a pile around her feet.

“Now, my thong.”

Jess’ fingers quivered as she worked on Christine’s waistline, pulling the lingerie to Christine’s ankles. Christine unhooked her own bra and threw it across the room. She stepped out of her pile of clothing and moved to the side. Jess followed her as though a string attached them.

“You’re amazing,” Christine said as she looked down at Jess and ran her fingers through the long chestnut brown hair. Christine spread her legs slightly to better situate her opening. Her begging warmth.

“You are too,” Jess said.

“You don’t have to say that, but thank you. Don’t fear, my love. You’ll love how it tastes,” Christine said. She guided Jess’ head to her button. The one that took her over the edge when pressed or tempted. The secret key to her heart. Jess didn’t take much tempting. She wanted to please Christine.

While Jess used her tongue on Christine’s spot, she held the dresser for balance, lifting one leg to the bed. Christine moved until she was in the best position for Jess to lap up her juices. Licking her lips and nose. Pleasure exploding over Christine’s body as Jess used her tongue.

“Fuck, baby,” Christine said. Her fingers tightened in Jess’ hair as her center heated to a new degree. Christine moved one hand to her clit, pleasuring herself as Jess’ lips touched hers. A moment later, Christine dropped her leg and pushed Jess’ face into her, cumming. Christine’s body rocked, but she wanted more. Jess had something between her thighs Christine wanted, and when her body calmed, Christine pushed Jess to the bed, eager for her feminine dick.

♦

Christine pushed Jess onto the bed, but he wanted to give Christine feminized Jeffery. He could see how badly she wanted his feminine dick. Jeffery stood from the bed and unzipped the dress, letting it spill to the floor. His dick had fallen loose while eating out his woman, but he wasn’t taking off the black thong. He wanted Christine’s juices to soak into it while he fucked her. If he gave it to her good enough, she would never want to leave him. They would stay together forever. Christine feminizing him and taking him on adventures in public.

The memories of their day together fueled Jeffery’s libido. He was burning hard and needing to fuck Christine’s loosened hole. His tongue had worked its magic on her, and now it was Jeffery’s turn to take what he wanted and give Christine what she had been dreaming about when they met that day at the movies. Jeffery wore lingerie and dresses, but he could fuck pussy any day of the week. And now he had a woman who wanted him as much as he wanted her.

Before using her box, Jeffery got to his knees under the bed. He lifted Christine’s legs and licked her precious hole. Her pink lips primed and ready for Jeffery’s feminine dick. He wore nothing but the black thong. It hugged his hard dick. Thick and uncut. Christine stared down at it and said nothing about the thong. While staring into Jeffery’s eyes, Christine slipped a finger into herself. Eyes rolling into the back of her head.

Jeffery turned to his dresser and pulled out a condom. She was dripping. They didn’t need his lube, but he picked it out just in case they wanted a second or third time. Jeffery tossed the box of condoms to the dresser and rolled one over his dick. Christine staring at him and playing with herself the entire time. Black lingerie clad to Jeffery’s pelvic region. He still had on the wig and makeup. No titties.

Jeffery stepped forward and flipped his long hair back. His dick harder than it had been in his last twenty sessions combined. Christine’s pussy was much more attractive than any fleshlight he could buy.

“I need you,” Jeffery said. He stepped to the edge of the bed and lifted Christine’s legs in the air. He used his mouth on her pussy again, not able to resist tasting her. Condom over his dick. Jeffery couldn’t wait longer. He had to feel Christine’s walls stretching around his cock. Her constriction as he pushed against her spot and edged her closer to a second orgasm. “Fuck, you feel good.”

“You feel even better,” Christine said. She intertwined her fingers with the thong and squeezed Jeffery’s hairless ass. He fucked her. Thrusting harder. Christine panted as Jeffery’s feminine dick pushed into her spot. She held onto his ass, helping him. Sending him signals with her hands.

Jeffery loved watching her face as he fucked her pussy. Teeth covering her bottom lip. Breasts bouncing without control. One went to the right and the other down. He gripped them and took a nipple in his mouth, loving how she tasted.

“You’re going to make me cum again,” Christine said. She sounded like a porno movie. Her voice echoing off the walls. Jeffery dug into her, pushing deeper. Working her like a controller. Each thrust a control to make her sound a different way. Black lingerie around his dick and cupping his balls.

“Cum for me, baby,” Jeffery said. He was close too. He reached down and touched her special nub. She threw her head back and accepted Jeffery. He fucked her hole harder, pushing himself to the edge. Bringing himself close.

“Fuck, Christine.”

“Yes, baby. Don’t hold back. Fuck me,” she said. “Cum in me.”

“Take my feminine dick,” he said, cumming. Filling the condom with his milk. Her walls constricted around him as she came a second time with him. Christine gripped Jeffery’s arms as they came together, not letting him slide free.

Jeffery didn’t want to. He leaned forward and kissed Christine on the lips, feeling happier than he had ever been in his life. Her black hair wild under her. Her blue eyes staring into Jeffery’s. He took her hand, still inside of her, and knew they would spend many, many years together.

♦

Christine spent the night for the first time with Jeffery. They fooled around most of the time, but it was the best sexual experience of Christine’s life. She couldn’t wait to spend more moments getting to know Jeffery. They woke up naked and exhausted, but they each had the day off, and Christine didn’t want to waste it. She still had to share her surprise with Jeffery.

“Should we eat breakfast at my place?” Christine asked. She ran a finger over Jeffery’s hairless chest. Remnants of makeup on his face.

“Whatever you want, dear.” Jeffery said.

They threw on sweatpants from Jeffery’s closest after a quick shower together and went the Christine’s car. As they were driving over there, Christine took Jeffery’s hand, “I want to share my secret with you.”

“Yes, please tell.”

“You can’t run out on me like I did to you, promise?”

Jeffery shrugged. “We’ll see.”

They arrived at Christine’s apartment. They ate a quick breakfast of fruit, toast, and eggs. But Christine was stalling to not show Jeffery. He was patient and didn’t rush her. They sat at her table eating breakfast and staring at each other. The previous night playing on repeat in Christine’s mind.

“We should have brought a dress for you,” Christine said.

Jeffery lifted his bag, “I brought a little something if we were feeling in the mood. I can fuck you as Jeffery or Jess, whenever you want.”

Christine chuckled. “Thank you, Jeffery. No, it’s about my secret.”

“What is it?”

“Wait here,” Christine said. It was her turn to go to her closet to expose her secret. She felt horrible for leaving Jeffery the first time, but they were in a new place in their relationship. They had to move forward. Christine returned to the living room with a pregnancy form. A baby bump to attach to anyone. “I want you to wear this and be my pregnant sissy,” Christine said.

“That’s all? Good thing I brought a knit dress. It’ll stretch right over that,” Jeffery said. “I’ll be your pregnant sissy any day of the week.”

Christine melted into Jeffery’s arms, their lips connecting. “Then, I can dress you up in sexy lingerie and suck your pregnant dick.”

“Let’s do it baby,” Jeffery said and kissed Christine and then pulled off his shirt, ready to become Christine’s pregnant sissy.
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1

If I could change everything in my life, I would. I wouldn’t have gone to medical school like my parents wanted. I wouldn’t have asked Fatima to marry me when my parents gave me an engagement ring. She isn’t the one for me, and she knows I’m not the one for her.

There’s so much in my life I haven’t done. There’s so much I haven’t tried, like that pair of lacey red panties like I so desperately want to order online. I would put them on with a skirt and some makeup and maybe a brown wig.

My face looks incredible with a brown bob, at least according to one of those apps that lets me feminize my face. It’s been a dream of mine to experience life as a woman for as long as I can remember. I used to think I was transgender until about my sophomore year of college when I learned about crossdressers.

I don’t know that I want to change my entire identity to fulfill the woman inside me, but I haven’t even had a chance to let her come to life. How can I consider walking down the aisle with someone who I know would never support my womanly half? How can I consider spending my life with a woman who clearly doesn’t love me?

“Luis, what’s wrong with you?”

It’s Fatima. We’re out tasting wedding cakes, and I feel like I might vomit. This wedding is a complete sham. I can’t let Fatima know, though. Her parents have already dumped thousands into the event. She would kill me if I pulled out now, even though I know I’ll regret marrying her for the rest of my life.

“Nothing’s wrong. I like the chocolate. What do you think?”

Fatima scoffs. “We cannot have a chocolate wedding cake. That’s so childish. What about the rosewater and vanilla cake?”

“Sure, honey. Whatever makes you happy,” I say.

Fatima sits more upright in her chair, turning to the baker with a triumphant grin. “You heard the groom. We’ll have the rosewater and vanilla cake. Three tiers. Classic and white with pretty flower decorations.”

“It could be white on the outside and chocolate on the inside,” the baker suggests.

My eyes widen. Fatima holds her grin, but she can lose her temper in a second if someone goes against her suggestion. She’s honestly a bitch everywhere in life. A gorgeous, wonderfully intelligent bitch. She’s the star student in our medical school, and it’s almost guaranteed she’ll have an easy time finding a top-rated hospital for her residency.

I’ll probably end up near her since we’re getting married, but they’ll give me the worst hospital in the area for my residency. No doubt in my mind. I’m not the worst student in our group, but I’m by far the best or most intelligent.

Fatima has dreams of becoming a world-renowned surgeon. I just want to survive medical school, open a general-care practice, and hopefully make enough to pay off the enormous amount of debt my parents encouraged me to take on to pay for their dreams of having a doctor in the family.

“Oh, it’s okay. We want to make the bride happy. I can have chocolate any old day of the week. It’s much harder to find rosewater and vanilla, and the cake tasted delicious.”

The baker looks unimpressed, but she’s not the one who’ll have to hear Fatima bitch for hours on end about her suggesting chocolate after Fatima clearly said that wasn’t what she wanted.

“Fine,” she says.

I ignore her pity and take Fatima’s hand. We stand and leave the bakery after putting a deposit down for the cake. Maybe it’s pathetic that I’m walking down a path toward a life I would rather avoid, but I hate friction. I hate disappointing people.

It’s easier to pretend I’m happy than ruffle feathers.
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Fatima and I don’t live together, but we’re already hunting for apartments for after the wedding. It’s only a couple months away. I’ll never live alone again after this summer. We both have one more year of medical school here in town. Then we’ll be on to our residencies somewhere. Maybe kids.

I break into a cold sweat as I pace my living room, wishing I had a magical wand to make my problems vanish. I would give anything to turn back the clock and never ask Fatima out on that first date. I certainly wouldn’t have introduced her parents to mine because all their private dinners and conversations are a major reason that Fatima and I are even this close to marriage.

They’re the ones who picked out her engagement ring. They gave me a propose-by date and everything, and I’m the fool who went along with their crazy plans.

I pull my hair as I stand by the window, which looks over a patch of grass and a small parking lot. I live in a four-family building not far from the medical school. Fatima lives down the road. We used to go on evening walks together. Order pizzas and watch movies before having sex all night.

There was a time when I loved her, but we haven’t been that couple in over a year. She’s been distant. We don’t kiss. We don’t touch. Don’t make love. The only thing we do together nowadays is plan for the wedding.

I turn from the window and sit on my sofa, opening my laptop. I have the red lacey lingerie saved. The bookmark is hidden deep on my computer, but I know exactly how to find it. I open the webpage in a private browser, so the address doesn’t get saved to my memory. I don’t want Fatima stumbling upon the page because she would ask endless questions and turn it into a huge deal, like she does with everything else.

I press my fingertips against the screen and run them along the outline of the lingerie, wishing I could have them. Wondering what my cock would look like in the see-through fabric.

It’s already spring. The wedding is around the corner. When will I ever have time to live my fantasies again?

I take a deep breath before adding the lingerie to the cart. I enter my shipping address and credit card information before I lose my nerve. I click the ‘confirm’ button, and then a confirmation email arrives seconds later.

I’ve done it!

The lingerie company has express delivery, so the panties will come in two days. Fatima and I don’t have a date or any wedding-planning stuff until next week. We might see each other for lunch at school or something, but I doubt she’ll come over to spend the night.

She never does. Not anymore.

I open another website in the private browser. They have a skirt I’ve been eyeing for weeks. It’s super short and girly and made of bleached denim. Those red panties would probably look so sexy beneath them. I bite my lip as I stare at the screen, wondering if I should order them.

I check my bank account, which isn’t low, but I don’t have a ton of money either.

Over the next thirty minutes, I end up adding tights, camisoles, blouses, a three-pack of cotton panties, a bra, and two skirts to my cart. The total is just over one hundred and fifty dollars, but the website is having a sale where they’ll take off thirty percent and include free express shipping for all orders over one hundred dollars.

I don’t care.

Living my dreams is now or never.

Fatima’s clothes don’t fit me, and they never will. She’s a tiny little thing. I’ve already tried slipping on a pair of her panties once and nearly ripped them in half.

I need my own, even if it’s only for a few weeks.

My phone pings to let me know that there have been charges to my credit card. At least Fatima doesn’t have my passwords. At least I know she won’t come over unannounced. I sometimes wonder if there’s someone else in her life, but she really just spends all of her time at the medical school.

Every time I ask, she’s either at the school or the hospital attached to it, so I figure that’s how it’ll be for the rest of our lives.

She’ll put her career before me, any kids we might have, and everything else.

It’s depressing, but I don’t know how to remove myself from the situation. I’m in too deep. That’s why I need these clothes to get here faster than express shipping offers, but there’s nothing I can do about it except wait and enjoy them when they finally arrive.

Fatima is a few shades darker than me, so the makeup she’s left at my house won’t work with my skin tone. I sprint to the store down the street. They have a decent makeup section, so I pick out everything that looks close to my shade.

This entire experiment might send me into debt by the time I finish, but what’s a little more debt to make my dreams come true when I already have so much?

I swipe my credit card in the self-checkout line, run back home, and spend the rest of my evening practicing with the makeup. I watch video after video online until I’m able to transform my face into something feminine.

It’s incredible what some powder and a brush can do.

I cry when I see her for the first time.

She’s me.
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I’m down the road from my apartment sipping coffee at a café, trying to spend as much time away from home as possible. I can’t stop opening the door when I’m home, hoping the packages have arrived, even though I know they won’t get here until tomorrow.

I’m exhausted from spending all night practicing my makeup, but I hardly regret it. I should have bought makeup remover because trying to get everything off between sessions is a pain. Makeup remover is on the list, but I’m waiting to buy it until my walk home from the café. I didn’t study yesterday and need to focus on these books.

Someone stops in front of my table. I don’t pay much attention until the woman turns to face me.

“Hey, you’re Luis, aren’t you? Fatima’s fiancé?”

I squint, knowing I’ve met this woman before, but I haven’t been to a party with Fatima in over a year. It takes a minute to put her face with a name, but then it clicks.

“Yeah. You’re Cynthia, right?”

“Yes,” she says with a giggle. Cynthia extends her hand. “I used to be one of Fatima’s best friends, but I hardly hear from her anymore.”

“Did she invite you to the wedding?”

“Yeah,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “I’m supposed to be one of the bridesmaids, but I don’t know anything about the wedding. She’s sent some emails asking for my dress size and shoe size and stuff. That’s about it, though.”

I wish I could help Cynthia, but Fatima hardly shares her ideas with me. I’m supposed to show up on the wedding day, say my vows, and then cut the cake. Dance with her. Pretend I’m in love and the happiest man alive.

The idea of faking my love gives me endless anxiety, but what am I to do?

“Sorry, Fatima hasn’t told me what color she has in mind for the bridesmaids, but I can only assume it’ll be something traditional.”

“Are they doing an Indian wedding?”

“No,” I say with a shake of the head. Fatima is from an Indian American family, but they don’t want a traditionally Indian wedding. That didn’t stop her parents from arranging the marriage, though. It’s been a nonstop compromise between our parents.

“It’ll be more Western. White dress. Christian church. The whole shebang.”

“Oh,” Cynthia says with a frown. She glances around the café. “Do you mind if I sit?”

“Why?” I ask in a rather rude tone.

“You seem stressed. Do you want to talk about it?”

There’s so much I want to say, but I can’t complain to Cynthia. She’s Fatima’s friend. Her bridesmaid. There’s no way I can trust her with my deepest, darkest secrets. The truth is I don’t have any friends I can trust with my secret womanly desires. I have some friends from the medical school I grab beers with, but they’d probably run right to Fatima if I told them.

“No, I don’t want to talk about it.” I speak in a weak voice.

“Are you sure?” Cynthia asks.

I glance up at Cynthia, and she seems genuinely concerned. I gesture to the other chair at the table. She grins and takes a seat across from me. She has big hazel eyes and a head of gorgeous chestnut hair. I’ve never been able to study her so closely. Her beauty is dazzling.

“So, what’s wrong?”

I stop myself from confessing everything. How I’m waiting for lingerie to arrive in the mail. How I spent all last night practicing makeup. I’m desperate to tell someone my dreams, but Cynthia’s the last person I should tell.

The textbooks beneath my sweaty palms remind me of the task at hand. “I’m just worried about school. There’s so much studying involved to become a doctor.”

Cynthia chuckles. “I suppose that’s for the best, but I couldn’t do it myself.”

I stare at Cynthia, mesmerized by her bright hazel eyes. She’s staring back at me, squinting every few seconds. We can’t continue like this forever. “What is it you do again?”

“I’m a businesswoman.”

“Oh, what does that entail?”

“I’m a clothes buyer for a department store. I also run a little boutique where I sell perfumes, makeup, and women’s clothing. Mostly local designers. I kind of mimic what big department stores do, but on a much smaller scale.”

“Wow, that’s cool.” I can’t even imagine all the gorgeous clothes she has in her closet. She’s wearing a cute fitted white blouse with a lightly ruffled collar that runs over one shoulder while the other is left bare. She also has on a pair of jeans that are hugging her slender waist. I glance at the edge of the table but can’t see her shoes, but I can only imagine they’re as fabulous as the rest of her outfit.

“Yes, do you like fashion?”

“Not really.” I’m wearing sweatpants, a t-shirt, and tennis shoes, so I can’t claim to love fashion.

“But you like makeup?”

My mouth falls open, and I feel like I might faint. My face probably shows the panic surging through me, but I don’t know how to control it.

“What? Why would you ask me if I like makeup?”

Cynthia narrows her eyes and tilts her head to the side. “I can see a bunch of foundation smudged around your chin. Looks like you tried to wash it off but didn’t do a great job.”

I want to die. I want someone to come up and end it all. Game over.

Cynthia laughs. “Oh, am I not supposed to know? Guys wear makeup now. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“Who are you to say?” I hiss.

“Hey, don’t take that tone with me, mister.”

I take a deep breath, wishing I could undo everything. Why did I have to order those stupid panties and skirts and everything else? Why did I run down to the store and spend all night practicing my makeup? I’m so upset with myself that I can’t even see clearly.

“Take a breath, Luis. It’s okay,” Cynthia said.

She reaches out, but I pull my hand away from her. “No. Don’t touch me! You don’t know anything about me!”

Cynthia stands when I stand. “I didn’t know this would trigger you. I won’t tell anyone, Luis. Please, just sit down.”

Cynthia’s pleading with me, but I don’t really hear what she’s saying. My ears are ringing. I’m thinking about how my life will fall apart when Fatima and my family learn about how I sometimes want to be a pretty girl.

What’s so fucking bad about that?

I grab my books and run out of the café, ignoring Cynthia’s pleas. I even hear her yell that I’ve forgotten one of my books, but I don’t care. It’s too late for me.

I run to my apartment and cry all night long.
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The packages arrived yesterday while I was eating dinner. All the boxes together in one delivery. It should have been the happiest evening of my life, but I couldn’t even open the boxes. I couldn’t allow myself what I most wanted, which sent me on a wild internet search.

I looked and looked for advice but came up empty, so I went on a long walk in the morning. Fatima still hasn’t called. Cynthia liked one of my old photos late last night, but there’s no way I can call her or depend on her. She’s Fatima’s friend. Her bridesmaid.

I stop in front of a psychic, wondering if the person can help me find any answers. I normally wouldn’t think about seeking a psychic’s help, but it can’t be any worse than the internet, so I open the door and step inside.

It’s cute. There’s a huge rug and table in the middle of the room. Blackout curtains. Lots of candles, which are lit and flickering against the darkness.

A woman with olive skin and a scarf around her head walks into the room. She grins when she sees me, like I’m not a stranger.

“Welcome, my lost one. I’m Gina.”

“I’m Luis.”

“A fork in the road always has a thorny fence at one entrance.”

My lips part in shock. “How--?”

“Take a seat, Luis. It’s fine.”

I walk to the table in the center of the room. Gina gestures again for me to sit, so I pull out the chair. Gina relaxes her shoulders and lets out a deep breath before opening her eyes. I could have sworn they were much darker, but now they look turquoise blue.

“Luis, you’re so lost, like you’ve been swallowed by the sea. Letting it take you wherever it may.”

I hold my hands in my lap, wondering how Gina knows so much about me.

“Give me your hands,” she says.

I place my hands on the table. She grabs them and makes weird noises the second our skin touches. I want to snatch my hands away, but it’s like she has a magical hold on me.

“Stay still,” she whispers. “Relax.”

I take a deep breath.

“That’s it. Another.”

I breathe in and out, wondering which one of my paths has the thorny fence in front of it, even though I already know the answer. It’s clear to me which path will bring the most happiness. I just don’t know how to take the first step.

“Ah, my angel. There’s so much joy and happiness ahead for you, but you have to escape from the ocean’s currents. You need to find a lifeboat and take it to land. You need to stand on your own two feet. Life is too short to live it for other people.”

“What if I don’t know how to break free?”

“You already have the tools from what I can tell. Is that true?”

I think to the clothes that came last night. “Perhaps,” I say. “What if I lose everything I have?”

“Would you rather climb over a fence that will cut you or walk down a path full of flowers and rainbows? This life is yours. The people who bring us into the world offer us guidance when we’re young, but you’ll only be happy when you’re old if you avoid the paths with barbwire fences.”

I can’t breathe. Gina’s words have me reconsidering everything. They make me think of when I was last confronted with thorns in my path. I graduated from undergrad without any debt because of scholarships I’d received. I was a double major in biology and business, which prepped me for medical school, but I was never entirely sure of going, especially not after getting my bachelor’s degree for free.

I expressed those doubts to my parents, but they thought it’d be best for me to attend medical school, even though it required taking on an insane amount of student loan debt. I never felt right about signing all those papers and committing to medical school, and I now realize it’s because I was walking down the wrong path.

“Fuck,” I say.

Gina releases my hands. “You’ve walked down the wrong path before, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I say in a whisper.

“You wouldn’t be the first, Luis.”

My whole life has been turned upside-down in the span of fifteen minutes. I don’t know anything except that I have to get home to open those boxes. I have to taste what walking down the path of flowers and rainbows might be like.

“Thank you, Gina.”

She chuckles. “You’re the one who walked through that door. I find people end up in here when they need me most.”

“You’ve been a major help. How much do I owe you?”

“Twenty dollars,” she says.

I pull out my wallet and toss a twenty on the table, in a rush to get home to my unopened boxes. I thank Gina again as I run to the door, wondering how great life could be if I listen to my instinct.
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I throw open the door to my apartment, no longer dreading the boxes I left in the middle of the living room. I go to the kitchen and grab a knife, tearing open the boxes. The skirts, tights, blouses, and everything else are inside them. I’m only missing a wig and heels, but I still haven’t decided if I’ll go out all dressed up, even though that’s my biggest dream.

I spread out everything from the boxes on the living room floor, feeling overwhelmed by all the women’s clothing. It’s mine. Mine, mine, mine. I clutch my hand over my mouth and laugh like a crazy person.

There’s nothing like a deadline to stir a man into action. I run to the bathroom and run a shallow bath of hot water. I’ve never shaved my legs before, but they’re always smooth in my fantasy world. I lather my legs with shaving cream. Men’s shaving cream, scented with sandalwood and pine. I used to buy women’s shaving cream until Fatima threw a fit.

It was the moment I knew I didn’t love her. Not really, but we were already committed.

We’re in even deeper now, but it doesn’t stop me from dropping the razor into the hot water and running it up my lathered leg.

The razor is like magic, ridding me of my nasty hair. I feel so fresh and feminine and on top of the world. Much more enthusiastic than I felt when I found out I got accepted into medical school. I feel like I’m finally living out the scenes that were only in my head.

I shave until my body is completely hairless. It takes over an hour, but I’ve never felt more incredible or beautiful in my life. I shower with a moisturizing soap before lathering my entire body with globs of lotion. I sit on the bed with a towel loosely wrapped around my body, feeling more like a girl than I ever have. There’s soft music playing in the background. Candles are lit around the apartment. I’m treating myself because my days of living alone might be numbered.

As much as I want to walk down the path without a thorny entrance, I know there’s no perfect path in life. A rainbow can’t exist without a little rain.

I’m alone now though and plan to take advantage. I throw off my towel and skip down the hallway to the living room. The red lacey panties are sitting in the middle of everything I laid out before shaving my body in the shower. I sit in front of my pile of clothes, mindlessly rubbing my soft legs.

I do the same to Fatima every time she gets out the shower, or at least I used to when she spent the nights. Those days are gone. I’m not sure what happened to our romance, but it’s vanished like the sun on a cloudy day.

I dreamed of ordering these red panties for so long. I can hardly believe that they’re finally here. My eyes widen when I touch them, as though they’re a chest of gold. Honestly, piles of gold probably wouldn’t make me as happy. My body is freshly shaved, and I have the prettiest clothes from my online shopping spree.

I stand and pull the red panties up my legs, already feeling like the woman within me who’s been dying to come to life for years. I run to the bathroom to check myself out in the mirror. From the hips down, I look all woman, except for my hardening dick. I cross my hands over my crotch and curtsy as I stare at my reflection. She’s so feminine and cute. All she needs is a little makeup.

I ignore my elongated cock and run back to the living room. I pick up the white denim skirt and pull it up my legs. I grab a black camisole next and pull it over my top, but then I curse because the bra I ordered is begging me to wear it.

It’ll be my first time wearing a bra, but it’s always been my dream. I tried Fatima’s once when she’d left it at my place, but I couldn’t even get it up my arms. There was no way it would have snapped around the back. She’s too thin.

The bra I ordered is much better. I snap it around my chest before turning it around and pulling the straps up my arms, feeling so happy I could cry. I run back to the bathroom and cup my hand over my mouth when I see my reflection.

She’s gorgeous.

She’s me but by far the best version of me.

It’s still clear I’m a guy wearing a skirt and bra, but I can already see the woman coming to life. It’s like I’m a half-completed puzzle, and the finishing pieces will snap into place.

I turn and grab a roll of toilet paper. I thought about ordering gel pads to stuff the bra but didn’t have enough left in my budget. What I ordered is already a stretch and will take a couple months to pay off, but it’s so worth it. I can’t believe I was even thinking about getting married without trying this.

I stuff toilet paper into my bra and even it out, watching my reflection. She’s so fucking hot that it hurts, but what will I call her? Will I even introduce my girly self to anyone? I’ve always dreamed of passing for a woman, but the idea has always been an abstraction. Something I never thought would happen. Now I’m staring at myself in the mirror, wondering if I should take this girl out for a test drive. Should I introduce her to the world?

I hurry to the makeup I stashed in the back of my closet because I worried Fatima would use her key and find it and wonder why I have makeup that isn’t her shade. She’s practically a detective whenever she comes over to my house, which isn’t often, but I’ll have to live with her soon. She won’t miss a detail.

I breathe heavily as I consider my future as a married man. Fatima doesn’t call. She doesn’t text. I’m not even sure she cares about me anymore, but I must push away those dark thoughts. I need to live in the moment. There’s no telling when I’ll be this free again, so I take a deep breath and return to the bathroom with my bag of makeup.

I set everything on the countertop. I start with a light layer of foundation before slowly adding more and more until my cheekbones look high and rosy. My nose is contoured. There are smokey shadows around my eyes. My hair is still a mess, but the rest of me looks positively feminine.

I twirl in a circle and laugh for no other reason besides the overwhelming happiness surging through me. A happiness I’ve never felt when I’m with Fatima. Not even during our good years when we used to go on exciting dates and have hot sex.

It’s dangerous to photograph myself like this, but I don’t care. I never want to forget the first time I look cute enough to pass as a woman. My appearance would be convincing with a wig and heels, but it’s already pretty fucking badass how womanly I look.

I grab my phone and snap several selfies, amazed by the transformation. It doesn’t even seem like my bra is stuffed with tissues in the pictures. I just look like a cute girl with a small chest, and I fucking love it.

I run back to the living room and grab the black camisole I tossed to the floor and pull it over my body, which makes me look even more feminine in the next eight selfies I snap. The photos are so gorgeous that I want to post them online to see if any boys would like them, but I don’t have the courage, even though sleeping with a guy while passing as a girl is my ultimate fantasy.

It's something I’ve dreamed of doing all throughout college, ever since freshman year when I was eighteen and my fraternity brothers dressed me in a skirt as a pledge ritual. We didn’t have to put on makeup or wigs or do anything near the level I would have liked, but I had to wear a skirt that entire night and loved it.

For whatever reason, I never found the courage to wear another skirt until tonight, but the past honestly doesn’t matter.

I twirl in the living room, feeling on top of the world. Feeling like a girly girl. Too bad my voice is a little manly or else I’d be able to go out and fool guys now. I want a dick in my mouth so badly that I push a finger between my painted lips. It’s silly to suck on my finger, but I can’t help myself.

My girly cock gets harder and harder as I thrust my finger in and out of my mouth. My eyes pop open, darting around the room, looking for anything thicker than my finger. I see a banana sitting on the kitchen counter, so I run over to it. I peel open the top half and push the fleshy fruit in and out of my mouth, sucking on it like a cock, until it breaks.

I curse and chew what’s in my mouth, so horny I think about getting on my phone to make a dating profile, but then I remember Fatima. My fiancée. The woman I’m supposed to marry in a couple months.

I can’t cheat on her, can I?

No.

I shake my head and eat the rest of the banana as I wonder what to do. I could run to the sex shop and buy a dildo to fuck myself, but that’s just not the same as having a guy lust after me. I want a man to tell me I’m pretty. I really want a man to shoot his load all over my face and call me a dirty slut, but that’ll probably never happen.

Can it?

No.

I curse myself. This is insane. I can’t do anything except sit around my apartment, so I take a deep breath and slip my hand up my skirt. My cock is pleading for attention. I rub it through my underwear like it’s a clit. I close my eyes and moan as my balls tighten. It’s crazy my entire package fits in these tiny panties, but it does, and it looks huge beneath the fabric.

I wish I had a standing mirror to watch myself, but the feeling is enough. I rub and rub, inching myself toward an orgasm, wishing I had a man here to stick his dick in my mouth. I want a cock hitting the back of my throat. My ass twitches, telling me it doesn’t want to miss out on the action.

My eyes pop open when I can’t stand the temptation of dick another second. I need something up my ass while I rub my dick through the panties. How often will I have the chance again?

I rummage through the kitchen, but there aren’t any cucumbers or squash or anything else, and I’m not about to stick a banana up my ass. It just doesn’t seem right.

I go to my bedroom. There are permanent markers, which could work, but they’re a little thin. I want something that’ll stretch my hole. There are bottles of lotion too, but those seem a bit too big. I open my laptop to check out dildos, mindlessly rubbing my cock as I scroll, but they would take several days to arrive.

There’s a sex shop down the street, but could I really walk in there like this? I’m considering it when my phone rings.

It’s Fatima.

I curse and ignore her call. I run to the door to make sure the latch is hooked in case she comes over and tries to use her key. She can’t find me like this. It would be utterly humiliating.

My phone vibrates seconds later. There’s a text message.

Fatima: Got a random call from Cynthia. She says she saw you at a café and that you left your book there. Not sure why you guys were together. Secret wedding surprise? I honestly don’t care. Just letting you know that I gave her your address to return the book. She should be there any minute. She’ll leave it at your door if you’re not home.

I read the message several times, wondering how long I have until Cynthia arrives. I can’t believe she told Fatima that she saw me at the café. Fatima can be evil and jealous. She holds grudges, which she’ll do if she finds me like this.

I run to turn off the lights and act like I’m not home, but it’s too late. There’s a knock at the door. All the clothes I purchased online are still scattered across the floor. I’m dolled up from head to toe, complete with makeup and a stuffed bra.

“Luis, are you in there? You left your book at the café, and I came to return it. Fatima gave me your address. I hope that’s okay.”

I’m paralyzed, unable to move my feet. Cynthia can’t see me like this, especially if she can’t even keep her mouth shut about some stupid book that I’d rather be without than deal with Fatima’s wrath. Cynthia’s her friend. Hasn’t she seen Fatima’s true colors?

“Hello? Luis? I can hear you in there, you know.”

I haven’t had time to turn off the music or anything, so she can probably hear me clearly.

“Sorry.” I’m bright red and burning on the inside. “Could you just leave the book against the door? I’ll get it later.”

Cynthia laughs, and I picture her beautiful face. That chestnut brown hair. Those hazel eyes.

“Can’t you let me inside for a second? I need to use the bathroom.”

The bathroom? I swallow. She can’t go in there. My makeup is all over the counter. My razor is on the tub. I panic, feeling like my life is falling apart, but I have power. I don’t have to open the door.

“There’s a gas station down the road. Please, I’m not feeling well. You shouldn’t come in here.”

Cynthia sighs. “Oh, come on. Let me use the bathroom, Luis! You wouldn’t want me telling Fatima that you were rude, would you? She already sounded a little bitchy about us having coffee together.”

“You’re the one who sat at my table! Why would you tell her we had coffee?”

“Um, because that’s what happened. What are you doing in there, Luis? Why are you being weird? I don’t care if your bathroom is dirty. Luis, I really have to pee! Stop playing games!”

I feel terrible for not opening the door, but I can’t. There’s no way I can cover up all the makeup I put on my face. I can’t clean my bathroom or living room in time, especially since I’ve been standing in the same spot since Cynthia first knocked.

“Cynthia, please. Don’t tell Fatima I was being rude. I can’t open the door, though.”

Cynthia grunts. “Why not? Are you wearing makeup or something? I honestly don’t care and didn’t mention a word about what I saw to Fatima. I just wanted to get you back your book because I thought you’d need it to study, and fuck, I need to pee.”

“Fine,” I say and take a step toward the door before quickly changing my mind. “Actually. Sorry. I really don’t feel well.”

“Luis! Stop playing games!”

I jump at Cynthia’s powerful voice. I place my hand on the doorknob, but can I really open it? Can I expose my true self to her? My afternoon with Gina comes to mind.

If this is a fork in the road, which way has the thorny fence? I immediately know the answer. Not letting Cynthia in is the road with a barbwire fence at its entrance. There’s no telling where the other road will take me. There’s no guarantee that revealing my truth will lead to sunshine and rainbows, but I’m confident it’s the path of least resistance.

“Promise you won’t laugh.”

“Whatever is happening on the other side of this door, I promise will be fine if you just let me use your bathroom! Please!”

I take a deep breath and turn the doorknob, knowing my life will never be the same after this moment.

Cynthia covers her mouth when she sees me. “Fuck,” she says. “Shit. I—”

“You need to use the bathroom, don’t you?”

“Uh, yeah.” Cynthia rushes past me, throws my book on the table, and goes to the bathroom, closing the door. She messes with the makeup on the counter for a few seconds before I finally hear the toilet lid open. I pick up my clothes from the living room floor while Cynthia is in the bathroom, placing everything in the boxes from which they came.

I sit on my sofa, waiting for Cynthia to emerge from the bathroom. I hear her washing her hands. She’s probably checking out all the makeup I bought. I went overboard, but I need to live out my fantasies before saying ‘I do’. I only hope I can get a dildo or something before Cynthia opens her big mouth to Fatima.

Cynthia comes out a minute later, grinning like mad.

“What?” I say with my arms crossed over my stuffed chest.

“Nothing,” she says and shakes her head. “Thanks for letting me use the bathroom.” Cynthia walks to the door. “Don’t worry, Luis. Your secret is safe with me.”

Cynthia has her hand on the knob and turns her back to me like she’s about to leave.

“Wait,” I holler.

“Yes?” Cynthia asks, glancing over her shoulder.

“Do you want to stay a minute?”

Cynthia’s still looking over her shoulder. She smirks. “I’m not sure Fatima would like that. You know how she can get.”

“I don’t care. Not if you can really keep a secret.”

Cynthia turns to face me, releasing her hand from the doorknob. “I can keep a secret, and I’ve always been fascinated by girly guys.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, trying to play it cool. “Girly guys? I’m not trans. At least I don’t think so. I like girls.”

“Why worry so much about the labels? Nobody is one hundred percent anything. We’re all just dots along a scale. How long have you felt like there’s a woman inside you?”

Cynthia’s sitting next to me on the couch now, staring at me with bright eyes, like she’s honestly curious. It’s overwhelming because I always dreamed of having a moment like this with Fatima, but she never went for it. I once mentioned the idea of men wearing makeup and lingerie and passing as women. She flipped. We never spoke of it again.

“A long time,” I say.

“You’ve never done anything about it?”

I shake my head. “Not until this week. I ordered clothes and bought makeup to experiment, worried I’d never have a chance after the wedding.”

Cynthia frowns and turns away from me. “Yeah, the wedding.”

“What?” I ask.

“Nothing.” Cynthia smiles, but I can tell she’s hiding something. “It’ll be a lovely ceremony, I’m sure.”

“No, there’s something else.”

“I shouldn’t say anything. I promise to keep your secret, though. You’d be surprised how good I am at keeping secrets.”

“What do you know?”

Cynthia shakes her head. “Nothing. It’s nothing. If you need any other clothes, let me know. I have access to warehouses of clothing.”

I gasp. “That’s amazing, but I shouldn’t. I can’t.”

“I need to get going, but you’d look cute in a wig and some heels. Maybe we can get together this weekend. I could lend you some clothes, and we could go out dancing.”

“Wouldn’t Fatima hate you for doing that?”

“I really don’t care what Fatima thinks. You deserve to have a little fun.”

I can’t believe this is coming from Cynthia, Fatima’s friend. “What happened between you two?”

Cynthia bites her lip. “We had a fight last year, but I really shouldn’t tell you about it. Just know that you deserve some fun.”

“What? What does that even mean, Cynthia?”

“I’ve already said too much,” Cynthia says with a shake of the head. “I should get going, but here’s my card.” Cynthia opens her purse and pulls out a business card, passing it to me.

I take it and smile, feeling like I have a new friend, even though I don’t quite understand why Cynthia is being so nice when she’s supposed to be Fatima’s friend. I wonder what they fought over but know I won’t get an answer from Cynthia. She already has one foot out the door.

“I hope you call me. I could use a night of dancing.”

“You want to go dancing with me?”

Cynthia grins, which makes her hazel eyes shine. “Don’t you think it’d be fun? Two girls out on the town. What could go wrong?”

“Do you really think I could pass for a girl?”

“You already are,” Cynthia says with a smile. “Maybe just work on your voice a little. Sweeten it up. Whisper when you talk or something.” Cynthia turns to leave and nearly falls over a shoe by the door. She picks up the shoe and looks inside, grinning. “Your feet are the perfect size. I have some heels I’ll set aside for you for when we go out dancing. So, should I plan on seeing you Saturday?”

My mouth parts. I don’t know what to say. Of course I want to go out with Cynthia, but there are so many factors to consider.

“Just say yes, Luis.”

“Yes,” I say.

“You’re so cute. Send me a message. We can get ready at my place. I’ll drive so you can let your hair down.”

“Why are you being so nice?”

Cynthia shrugs. “Can’t a girl be nice?”

I smile. “Yes.”

Cynthia blows me a kiss before slipping out the door. I close my hand in the air like I’m catching her kiss. I put my fingers against my mouth, and I can feel her lips.

How is it that I hardly know Cynthia but find myself adoring her more than my own fiancée?

I pull out my phone to send Fatima a message.

Me: Got the book from Cynthia. Thanks for giving her my address. Miss you.

Fatima: K

There’s nothing else. I stare at my phone for nearly fifteen minutes, hoping another message will come through, but it never does.
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Saturday rolls around, and I’ve never been happier or more confused. Cynthia and I have been messaging nonstop about feminizing me for our night together. Fatima says nothing to me unless it’s about the wedding. I’ve been trying to recall the last time she told me that she loves me, but I can’t think of a date more recent than two years ago.

My situation with Fatima is depressing, so I don’t dwell on it. I can’t. I’m going out as a girl tonight for the first time in my life, and I might even dance with a boy. Cynthia has been pushing me to consider more, but I’ve only committed to dancing, if I can even find a boy to do that.

She wants me to kiss a few. She’s even written naughty messages about me doing much more with a guy, but I can’t entertain those ideas.

I arrive at Cynthia’s apartment. It’s my first time here. She lives closer to the city, away from the university. I don’t know where tonight will take me, but I’m excited to put on a wig and heels and hit the town. I have a skirt, a blouse, and some makeup in my bag.

“You made it,” Cynthia screams when she opens the door.

I grin as she pulls me close for a hug. “Yeah, I hope I’m not too late.”

“Nonsense. The parties only get better the later it is.”

I smile as Cynthia rocks me back and forth. “Your apartment is nice,” I say through chuckles.

“Thanks, cutie. Why aren’t you all dressed up? You smell girly, but you look like a boy! How are you going to pick up guys with me looking like that?”

I bite my lip, still unsure about picking up any guys. Cynthia has been going on and on about it in messages all week, but wouldn’t kissing someone besides Fatima make me a cheater? Fatima and I were going through a rough patch, but I didn’t want to be unfaithful.

“Cynthia, about that.”

“What?” she asks in a loud voice. “Don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet. We’ve been talking about trapping some guys all week! Don’t you want to feel a dick grinding up against your backside? Don’t you want one between your painted lips? Also, why aren’t you wearing lipstick? Seriously, what’s happening?”

I laugh and hold up my bag. “I have everything in here. Should I get ready?”

Cynthia claps her hands. “Uh, yeah! Like yesterday!”

“Fine. I’m going.” I run to the bathroom with my bag. I stand in front of Cynthia’s bathroom mirror, catching my breath. My white denim skirt is so sexy, but I brought a black bubble skirt with a pink button-up blouse. My bra is black, so I’ll keep the blouse unbuttoned enough to expose a peep of cleavage.

I put on the skirt, bra, and blouse. Then I use tissue to stuff the bra. I adjust the bra until my breasts look like a solid B-cup. I put all my makeup on the counter and do the seven-minute makeover I’ve been practicing every night this week. I pull on a pair of black stockings when I finish my makeup, and I hardly recognize the girl in the mirror.

She’s sexy and bound to turn a few heads. I place my hands on my hips and rock them from side to side.

“You’re a bad bitch,” I say to myself in the mirror.

Cynthia knocks on the door. “Everything okay in there? You’re taking forever!”

I open the door. Cynthia gasps when she sees me. “What do you think?” I ask in a light voice. I’ve been practicing talking like a girl all week when I do my makeup.

“You look incredible! We’re going to get so many guys tonight!”

I open my mouth to tell Cynthia about my reservations, but then she grabs my wrist and pulls me toward her bedroom. She opens the door, and that’s when I see the heels and wigs on the bed. She has three wigs and about seven pairs of heels.

“I didn’t know what you’d be wearing, so I brought a lot of options from the boutique.”

“What? You got all these for me?”

Cynthia laughs and rubs my back as I stand at the edge of the bed, trying to decide where I should begin. She has everything from kitten heels to six-inch platforms. They’re so sexy, but I’d fall on my ass wearing those platform heels. I pick up a three-inch pink stiletto that will work wonderfully with the color of my blouse.

“Those are sexy,” Cynthia says. She takes the heels from me. “Let me help you. Sit on the bed.”

I do as Cynthia suggests. She kneels below me, slipping the heels over my black stockings. Cynthia runs her fingertips along my legs in a highly sensual manner as she stands, making my girly dick spring to life. Luckily the black thong and bubble skirt I’m wearing hide my growing erection.

“You’re so sexy dressed up like that. How will you introduce yourself?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t thought of a name.”

Cynthia reaches over and grabs the blonde wig, setting it gently on my head. She has one knee at my side, basically straddling my hips. I want to hold her sides and ask her to ride my dick, but it doesn’t seem appropriate. I can’t control my erection, though. It’s rock hard and leaking warm goo against the black thong.

“What if we call you Luna?”

“Luna?”

“Yeah,” she says. “It’s pretty and easy to remember.”

I grin. “Luna. I like it.”

“Don’t forget to talk like a girl,” she says.

I adjust my shoulders and exhale, briefly closing my eyes. “Hello, boys. I’m Luna.”

“Shit,” Cynthia says in an excited tone. “You sound so hot. Use that voice all night, and we won’t have a problem. We can even find you a dick to suck if that’s what you want.”

I push my hand down against my crotch, trying to control myself. Cynthia is tempting me with what I want most, but it’s wrong. I can’t cheat on Fatima.

“Only dancing,” I say.

“Only dancing?”

“Yeah, I can’t cheat on Fatima. It’s not right.”

Cynthia frowns. She reaches for my hand. I take hers, and she leads me to a mirror. I stumble in the heels along the way, but Cynthia helps me keep balance. I can’t believe my reflection when I see it.

Luna.

She’s come to life, and she finally has a name.

The blonde wig does everything. It completely transforms my face and hides my masculine features. The makeup helps a lot too, but the wig completes the look.

Cynthia and I look like a pair of sexy girlfriends. A pair of girls that guys would love to pick up. I wish I could have walked down the right path earlier in life, but it feels too late to change course. How can I go back now after coming so far?

“You’re beautiful, Luna.”

“Thank you, Cynthia. You are too.”

“Fatima doesn’t deserve you.”

I frown, trying to meet Cynthia’s gaze in the mirror, but she won’t look at me. “What are you talking about, Cynthia?”

She shakes her head and averts her gaze further, staring at the floor. I turn away from the mirror and place my hands on her shoulders.

“Cynthia, what is it? You’re hiding something.”

She nods.

“Tell me what you’re hiding. What do you know?”

“I don’t think I can tell you, but maybe I can show you.”

“Come on, Cynthia. I’m a big girl. I can handle it,” I say using my girly voice.

Cynthia shakes her head. “I’ll grab you a purse and some shades. Practice walking in those heels until I get back. Shoulders up. Back and forth down the living room. Let’s go, girl!” Cynthia snaps her fingers as she walks out of the room.

I place my hands on my hips and strut across the living room. My ankles buckle a few times, sending me tumbling to the floor, but I have the hang of it after five minutes. I’m walking like a diva when Cynthia comes out of her bedroom. She’s changed into a short dress with platform heels. No tights or stockings. She teased her hair, making it look even sexier than before. Her makeup is minimal, but she doesn’t need much to look stunning. She also smells phenomenal.

“That didn’t take long,” I say.

“It never does. I hate spending forever in the bathroom. Here’s your purse. You’ll need these sunglasses to, but you don’t have to wear them now.”

I chuckle but feel nervous. “Where are we going? Can’t you give me a hint?”

“Let’s just say you don’t know Fatima as well as you think.”

My body burns as intense fear creeps across me. “Are you going to show me something I don’t want to see?”

“Probably,” Cynthia says before pulling me out the door. She takes me to the car, ignoring my endless questions. She unlocks the door and tells me to get inside.

“Everything will be fine, Luna. Don’t you trust me?”

I don’t know what I trust but nod anyway.

***

“Why are we here?” I ask Cynthia as we pull into the medical school parking lot.

“You’ll see, but you have to be Luna. Absolutely no breaking character. Put on the sunglasses and let me do all the talking. You’re just a friend from work joining me for a night of dancing. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Put on the sunglasses. Let’s go.”

I follow a couple strides behind Cynthia. She’s moving quickly, swerving through the hallways until we’re in a part of the medical school where nobody goes. She turns to me and places a finger against her lips. I want to ask her what we’re doing here but talking would make too much noise.

We’re walking down a dark hallway. Nobody uses these classrooms now that online learning is so popular. They aren’t equipped like the labs on the other side of the building. Just rooms for lectures and discussions, which we hardly do at the school anymore.

There are light noises in the background, but I can’t place them. I only hope there aren’t mice scurrying around behind the closed doors.

“Fatima?” Cynthia hollers. “Fatima? Are you there?”

I wonder if Cynthia’s lost her mind until I hear my fiancée’s voice call back. “Cynthia? Is that you?”

Cynthia turns to me and whispers. “Be cool and stay in character. You’re Luna.”

I nod quickly, feeling like I might vomit. What in the world is Fatima doing back here? Studying? I tell myself that’s probably what she’s doing until she opens the door topless. Fatima throws her arms over her chest and watches me. I swallow and try to act cool as a man emerges behind her, feeling grateful for the sunglasses.

The scene breaks my heart.

How could she?

“Hey, Cynthia. How’s it going?” the man asks.

“Well, I was hoping to go dancing with Fatima, but it looks like you have her for the night.”

Fatima blushes. “You’re not supposed to tell anyone about my secret spot, Cynthia. Who is this?”

“Oh, this is just my friend from work, Luna. I know you study here sometimes, so I thought I’d come see if you wanted to go dancing, but you’re clearly busy.”

“Why did you stop here? You could have called,” Fatima says. Her tone drops a little, like she’s not thrilled to have been caught by a stranger, but at least she doesn’t recognize me. I only want to get out of here before she does.

“My fault,” I say in my lightest of light voices. “Wanted another girl in the group. Trios are better for conversation.”

“Yeah,” Cynthia says with a bright smile. “We only wanted to add another girl to the group, and you were on the way. No biggie, though.”

Fatima relaxes and drops her arms over her chest. She must really think I’m just some random girl! It’s crazy because I’m her fiancé. Shouldn’t she of all people be able to see through the disguise? It’s never been clearer that Fatima truly doesn’t love me.

“Yeah, Frank and I are just watching some movies and you know.” Fatima says with a laugh. She winks at me, and it takes everything I have to stay in character. I want to cry. Yell. I want to pull off my wig and sunglasses and call Fatima unspeakable names, but I don’t.

I can’t find the strength to do anything but stare at the back of Cynthia’s head, doing my best to keep it together.

Frank wraps his arms around Fatima, slowly pulling her back into the room. I can’t remember the last time Fatima looked that happy with me, which is another blow on top of the countless others I’ve already endured.

“I got to go, Cynthia. Thanks for stopping by. Next time just call me please,” she says. Fatima turns toward me. “Nice meeting you, Luna.”

I wave, but Frank already has Fatima’s attention. I don’t even know who Frank is. Fatima hasn’t mentioned him. Not once, but Cynthia obviously knew exactly where to find them. All this time I thought Fatima has been spending her time studying when she’s actually been fucking Frank.

Cynthia holds my hand all the way to the car. She doesn’t say anything, like she knows silence is exactly what I need. She opens the door for me, and I slide onto the passenger’s seat.

Cynthia gets in and turns toward me. “I’m sorry, Luis. Luna. What do you prefer?”

I scream, too overwhelmed to answer Cynthia. I bang my fists against the car’s interior. Cynthia doesn’t flinch. I only see her through the corner of my eye, but it’s nice knowing she’s there. It takes me a few minutes to calm down from the fit. Cynthia rubs my back when I finally do.

“How long have you known?” I ask in a raspy voice.

“They started seeing each other last year. He’s a janitor at the medical school.”

“Oh,” I say.

“Yeah, I found out right before she agreed to marry you. It was why we got into a fight. I’m not even sure how I ended up as a bridesmaid after the stuff we said to each other, but part of the reason I agreed when she asked was to get close to you. I’ve been trying to figure out how I could tell you the truth before the wedding but haven’t had the strength.”

I’m too upset by Fatima’s actions to speak.

“You’ll get through this.”

I nod, not quite believing Cynthia, even though I know what she says must be true. Fatima has already moved on from me, so why shouldn’t I be able to do the same with her?

I’ve spent my entire life trying to make others happy. It was about fucking time that I did something to satisfy myself. I turned to face Cynthia.

“Thank you for telling me the truth,” I say in my girly voice. I pull down the visor and open the mirror, checking to make sure my face is still dolled up and cute. “You’re a good friend.”

“You’re welcome, Luna. You deserved to know the truth. I’m sorry it took so long to tell you. I never really had a chance to talk to you until that day at the café.”

I reach over and take Cynthia’s hand. “I’m glad you talked to me. You just saved me from a miserable life. Let’s go fucking celebrate!”

Cynthia throws up her arms and does a little dance. “That’s my girl! Fuck yeah, Luna! Let’s go celebrate!”

I pull lipstick out of the purse Cynthia lent me and line my lips with pink as I stare at myself in the mirror, all blonde and feminine and beautiful. I can’t wait to strut around the club and feel a dick grinding against my ass on the dance floor.

“Promise to take care of me?” I ask.

“Yes, girl! Tonight is about you. Luna’s here, and she’s ready to play!”

“That’s right,” I say as I stare at myself. I’m done living in the shadows. No longer will I live my life to make everyone else happy. I take a deep breath and close the visor, accepting who I am. Fatima isn’t concerned about me, so I’m not about to spend my night crying over her. Not when I look this cute. “I need a drink! Let’s go!”

“Lu-na! Lu-na!” Cynthia starts the car, and then we’re off. She blasts the radio, and we sing along to pop songs. The night’s only just begun, but I can’t wait to see where it takes me.

Traveling down the fenceless road isn’t without pain, but it’s the only road where rain makes rainbows.
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I’m so drunk that I hardly feel the man standing behind me. His name is Kevin or John or something. I honestly can’t remember, but his erection feels huge as it presses into my ass. He’s grinding his dick against my ass and moving his hips like he wants to bend me over right here on the dance floor and shove his dick deep in my asshole.

Part of me wishes he would. I’m wearing a short bubble skirt, and my tiny thong wouldn’t be much to move out of the way. I wrap my arms around the back of the man’s neck. I push my ass into his dick. He groans and grips my hips, pushing his pelvis harder against my ass.

“Oh, fuck.” I moan in my girly voice.

“Yeah? You like that?”

I moan more. The man thrusts his hips harder. It’s like we’re alone, even though people surround us. They don’t exist, though. This man I’m dancing with wants to fuck me, and he thinks I’m a girl! My dreams have finally come true, and I’m on the edge of blacking out.

“Hey,” a woman says as she approaches. “Are you okay?” she asks into my ear.

“I’m great,” I holler. It takes me a few seconds to remember the woman standing in front of me is Cynthia. My friend. My ride. She takes my hand and pulls me away from the man. I howl because all I want is the stranger’s dick, and Cynthia is taking me away from him.

I turn and look over my shoulder. The man is watching as Cynthia pulls me away, looking confused and hurt, but then my vision blurs. The man appears as a shadow, and then he vanishes. I shake my head and turn back to Cynthia.

“Where are you taking me?” I slur.

“You’re drunk, girl. I’m taking you home.”

“No! I don’t want to go home! I want to stay here!”

“I got your friend’s number. We’ll call him in the morning,” Cynthia says and rubs my forehead. She has a glass of water in her hand and passes it to me. I gulp down the cleansing liquid. It’s so much smoother than the cocktails I’ve been drinking since we got to the club. There’s no telling how much money I’ve spent. More than I should have.

I gasp as I finish the glass of water. “Promise?”

“Yes, I promise. Let’s get you home.”

“My car is at your place!”

“Shh,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “We’re going to my place.”

“Okay,” I say brightly. I’m so drunk that it’s probably best I leave with Cynthia before that guy fucks me on the dance floor. That’s not how I want my first time to be. I want soft kisses and a private room at the very least.

“Let’s go.” Cynthia grabs my hand, and then we head out the door. The air is so fresh outside, I can hardly believe it. I inhale and laugh for no reason other than the fact that I’m finally living my best life.

“Fuck Fatima,” I say through a fit of laughter. Then I get a little sad when I think of her with Frank, looking so in love and at ease. She doesn’t care about me at all. Not when she’s with him. “Fuck her for cheating on me.”

“Oh, sweetheart.”

“No, seriously! Fuck her! I’m happy to have found out. Now I can move on with my life,” I say in a slur. Cynthia rubs my back, but I’m not even upset. Fatima deserves Frank. I can’t wait until her parents find out she’s cheating on me with a janitor. They’ll eat her alive and knowing that will help me sleep easily.

My stomach rumbles. “I’m hungry. Can we stop at a drive thru on the way home? Are you even drunk?”

“No,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “I was drinking seltzer water with lemon wedges.”

“You’re so hot,” I say.

Cynthia grins. “Let’s get you some food.”

I nod and take Cynthia’s hand, and we walk to her car.

***

I hardly remember the ride back to Cynthia’s or stopping at the fast-food restaurant, but she has everything set on her coffee table when I start coming to my senses. The alcohol must be making its way out of me. Cynthia has me drinking tons of water.

“What did you get us?”

Cynthia laughs. “Really? You don’t remember screaming your order into the speaker?”

I blush and cover my mouth as a vague memory resurfaces, but it’s foggy. “Not really,” I say with a chuckle. “I was in and out most of the way home. Did I use my girly voice?”

“Yes, and then you offered the guy in the window a blowjob.”

“Shut up. No, I didn’t.”

“Yes, you did,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “We got burritos and tacos. I’ll grab us some more water, and then we can eat.”

I sit on the sofa, paralyzed from learning I offered a random guy a blowjob, but now all I can do is picture myself on my knees with my hand wrapped around the base of a cock. I want that guy I was dancing with to shove his dick between my lips. I want him to cum all over my face and rub his seed against my mouth with his tip.

Cynthia returns with a pitcher of water and some napkins. I bite into a burrito. Sauce runs out of it and falls from my chin. It tastes so delicious, but all I can think about is cum. I’m not sure I’ll be able to sleep without some cock now that I’ve sobered up a bit. The food only helps me regain my strength.

There’s a reality TV show playing in the background, but we’re hardly paying it any attention.

“What if we invite those guys from the club over?”

“Now?” Cynthia asks.

“Yeah,” I say. I’ve already eaten two burritos and a taco. Now the only thing I want in my throat is a fat dick. I want to choke on a cock and feel like a dirty little slut while I’m all dolled up in the blonde wig and the short skirt. “I’m horny.”

“I’m tired,” she says. “Can’t it wait until tomorrow night or something? I doubt they’d say no to a hookup.”

“But I’m all dolled up and horny now! I don’t want to wait until tomorrow night!”

Cynthia scoots over and places her hand on my thigh. She slips her fingers into the spot where my stockings end, and I instantly get hard in my panties. Cynthia stares at me with those gorgeous hazel eyes. “What are you horny for?”

I bite my lip, afraid to say my dirty thoughts aloud.

“It’s okay. You can tell me.”

“I want to suck their dicks.”

“That’s hot. I bet you’d look sexy sucking some dicks.”

“You can watch. I’d prefer it if you were in the room watching me be a dirty slut.”

“You’re so crazy when you’re tipsy. I left my phone in the bedroom. We can send them a message.”

“Please! You can suck one of their dicks too.”

“Okay, Ms. Eager. Give me a second,” Cynthia says and goes to her bedroom. I eat another taco while I wait. The show engrosses me, so I hardly notice the minutes passing until there is a commercial break. How long does it take to check a cell phone?

“You okay in there, Cynthia?”

“Yeah,” she hollers. “I’m texting with Kevin from the club. Give me a minute.”

I fold my arms over my chest and drink more water. I stand a few minutes later and try Cynthia’s bedroom, but the door is locked.

“What are you doing?”

“Wait in the living room!”

“I’m bored. Do you have anything to drink?”

“You have water. That’s all you need.”

I want to argue with Cynthia and ask her why in the world she thinks she has the right to tell me what to do, but then she hollers at me to return to the living room, and I scurry away from the bedroom door. The reality show has returned from commercials, which is enough to distract me, but damn. What’s Cynthia’s problem?

Her bedroom door finally opens when the next commercial break starts. I turn my head and look over the couch and can’t believe what I see.

It’s Cynthia, and she’s wearing a strap-on dick. It’s high on her pelvic region and has a hole where her pussy is. She’s also carrying a dildo. I open my mouth. There’s nothing but dry air. Cynthia was already sexy but looks even hotter with that dick hanging off her.

“What are you doing?”

“You want to suck some dick, don’t you?”

“Yeah.” My mouth turns wet. I can’t believe what Cynthia is propositioning. I’d be a fool to pass up the opportunity. Fatima hurt me, but I can’t let that pain stop me from living. “I do.”

“Will it be your first time sucking dick?”

“Yeah.” My dick is so hard it feels like it might snap in two. I push down on it through the skirt and panties, wanting so badly to stroke it, but not before I suck Cynthia’s fat cock. It’s so long and thick and everything I’ve ever dreamed of having in my mouth.

“Come over here and get on your knees, you dirty slut.”

My mouth parts, but Cynthia isn’t playing games. She narrows her eyes and tells me to hurry. I jump from the couch and rush over to her, dropping to my knees in front of her long, purple dick. She glances down at me before pushing her fingers into my blonde wig and shoving my face toward her dick.

“You want to be a girl, Luna?”

“Yes,” I gasp.

“You want to be a slutty little bitch, Luna?”

“Oh, fuck.” My girly cock is throbbing like I might cum in my panties, and I haven’t even touched it except to push it down, but I’m too distracted to even do that now. “Let me be your slut.”

Cynthia places a hand on each side of my head and pulls my face toward her cock. She’s not at all gentle. I love the roughness because it makes me feel naughty. I want to be a princess in the streets but a whore between the sheets.

“Open your mouth then, slut. I want my dick slobbery and wet.”

I moan and squeeze my thighs together, pressing them against my cock. Cynthia moves my head roughly until I finally part my lips and take the first couple inches of her cock. I have to stretch my mouth and it hurts, but Cynthia doesn’t care. She laughs as she pushes her cock deeper into my mouth.

“Take this dick, you dirty slut. Show me how much you love it.”

I make sounds of pleasure as her cock stuffs my mouth. It’s longer than I can fit, but Cynthia keeps pushing. She stares into my eyes as her cock hits the back of my throat.

“Deep breaths. Take this big dick like a good slut,” she says.

I nearly cum at the words. I’m so close it hurts my dick, but I do as Cynthia says because I want to be a slut she’ll never forget. I want her to think of me all dolled up in my blonde wig and girly outfit the next time she touches herself. I know I’ll be thinking about tonight for the rest of my life.

Cynthia has her fingers in my hair. She holds my face as she slowly thrusts her hips now that my jaw has relaxed. She pushes her big cock in and out of my mouth. We stare at each other as she stretches my lips further.

“You’re one sexy slut. Put this dildo in my pussy.”

Cynthia passes me the dildo. I rub it against her warm and wet entrance as Cynthia fucks my face. She moans and thrusts her hips faster. I can hardly concentrate on the dildo in my hand because of how incredible her cock feels in my mouth. So heavy and thick on my tongue.

“Push it in me, slut.”

I gasp and push the dildo into Cynthia. She moans and pushes my head further down her cock.

“Fuck me, you dirty slut.”

Cynthia holds my head and fucks my mouth as I move the dildo in and out of her pussy lips. She moans louder and louder, pushing my lips further down her cock. I choke and force myself to breathe through my nose because it’s impossible to breathe through my mouth.

“Damn,” Cynthia hollers. “Keep fucking me right there.”

I hold the dildo where it is and thrust gently, making Cynthia scream even louder, and I know she’s getting close.

“Cum with me you whore.”

I reach my free hand into my panties and wrap it around my dick. Precum has soaked the fabric and my cock, but I don’t let the sticky mess bother me. I’m so close and want to cum with Cynthia.

Cynthia throws her head back and moans deeply before reaching down to hold my hand in place. She screams as she cums all over the dick and my hand, digging her nails into my wrist. I take that as my cue to cum, so I beat my cock feverishly.

Cynthia’s cock is still deep in my mouth when I unload, cumming all over the inside of my tiny black thong. Cynthia finally releases my hand. She steps away. I gasp when her cock leaves my lips. She gasps when the dildo falls from her pussy.

She looks flushed and happy when our eyes meet.

“You’re one sexy slut,” she says with a little laugh.

“Thanks for that. I needed it.”

“Me too,” Cynthia says and helps me to my feet. She kisses me gently. “You make a pretty girl. I love having you as a girlfriend.”

“Like a friend who’s a girl?”

“Yeah,” she says. “What do you say to cuddling tonight and brunch in the morning?”

“I’d say that it sounds perfect.”
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“You did what?” I ask Cynthia. We’re still at her place the morning after fooling around, and my head has never hurt more. I’m so happy she saved me from those guys at the club last night, but she’s just told me that she invited them to brunch.

Kevin and Martin.

“I can’t see Kevin. Not after how I was grinding on him last night. Plus, he’s going to know I’m not a girl! It’s daytime!”

Cynthia scoffs. “Not even Fatima recognized you.”

Her comment stings, but it’s so true. If I can fool Fatima into thinking I’m a girl, why can’t the same be true for the rest of the world? All I need to do is keep my voice light. It’s insane how I can pass for a woman. It always seemed like an impossible dream, but it’s already come true.

“Still. I’m hungover.”

Cynthia steps over to me. I’m sitting in the living room eating fruit she had in the fridge. She sits next to me and pops a grape into her mouth. She places her hand on my thigh, rubbing it gently. I probably look insane since I haven’t washed my face yet, but Cynthia doesn’t seem to mind.

Her touch is making me hard.

“Don’t you want to see what a real dick is like? Martin and Kevin have already agreed they’d be open to a four-sum situation.”

“We can’t have an orgy! That’s insane.”

“There’s no guarantee we will, but we need to meet them for brunch in two hours, and they’re expecting Luna, so you’d better get to it.”

Panic surges through me. “I can’t wear the same outfit as last night. What will I do?”

“Have you forgotten that I work with clothing? I picked up some stuff for you when I grabbed the wig and heels. I’ll get them from my closet.”

I place a hand on my chest, loving Cynthia at that moment. I can’t believe Fatima would be willing to give up a friendship with a woman like Cynthia for a man like Frank. It just doesn’t seem worth it, but I’m happy to have Cynthia in my life.

She comes out with a flowing midi dress that looks perfect for brunch. It’s navy with a tasteful floral print.

“I have a perfect pair of white kitten heels to go with this.”

“It’s so much more sophisticated than what I was wearing last night.”

“Well, we’re going to brunch. Not the club.” Cynthia laughs and picks up another grape. Its crunch is loud when she bites into it. I wonder if it’s filled her mouth with juice. I wonder if she’ll let Martin soak her mouth with his cream.

“Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“Not at all,” Cynthia says. “You know the way.”

I wash myself in the shower, using Cynthia’s razor to touch up my shaving job. I love how she has women’s shaving cream. It smells so much gentler, and I swear it works better, but that might just be my mind playing tricks on itself.

I rub my body with lotion after drying myself with a plush towel. Cynthia has an endless selection of creams and perfumes. Her makeup bags also take up a good portion of the vanity’s storage capacity. I help myself to everything, assuming this is what girlfriends would do.

“You okay in there?” Cynthia asks as I’m spritzing my wrists with her perfume.

“Everything is perfect,” I call in a sweet voice. “Why?”

“You’ve been in there over an hour. We need to get going, Luna.”

I nod, reminding myself that I’ll be Luna for the rest of the day. “Coming,” I say. “It’ll only take another minute.”

“Hurry. I need to use the bathroom too.”

I smile to myself. I never used to take this long in the bathroom, but every second in here is worth it because I look stunning when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I can finish my look in the living room, though. Cynthia has an extra mirror. I grab my makeup bag and dress and step outside, wearing nothing except my stuffed bra and a pair of white panties.

“Looking good, Luna.” Cynthia passes me and closes the bathroom door. I hear the shower start as I sit on the sofa.

I take my time finishing up my transformation. Cynthia is out of the shower, and I still haven’t finished dolling up my face. She barely uses any makeup besides a light layer of foundation and some color on her lips and still looks fabulous.

“Am I too overdone?” I ask when Cynthia sits next to me on the sofa.

“Not at all,” she says. “You’re just right. All those tutorials you watched helped a lot.”

“Yeah,” I say. Blush arises on my face. “You think Kevin will like me? I’m worried he’ll freak when he finds out.”

Cynthia leans over and whispers, even though we’re alone at her apartment. “He already knows.”

My eyes widen. “How?”

“I told him last night when you were at the bar. I didn’t want him feeling something and freaking out or acting stupid while I was busy with Martin.”

“What? You did? Also, what were you doing with Martin?”

“Just having a little fun, like we’ll do this afternoon if you get your ass in gear. Let’s go, girl!”

“Okay, I’m going.” I rushed, and we were walking out the door fifteen minutes later to meet some handsome guys for brunch.
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It’s weird seeing Martin and Kevin during daylight. They’re handsome. Sexy, even, but I feel so exposed and rigid. I’m not the same bubbly Luna I was last night. The mimosas are helping loosen me up, but then something happens that makes me all cold again.

A text from Fatima.

Fatima: We need to talk, Luis. I tracked your phone and saw you spent the night at Cynthia’s. That’s not okay!

My phone vibrates, ringing for the fourth or fifth time. Cynthia glances at me.

“Boys, would you excuse us?”

“Sure thing,” says Kevin. He looks me up and down like he wants to fuck me when I stand and pull Cynthia to her feet. I grin, nearly forgetting about Fatima until my phone vibrates again.

“What is it?” Cynthia asks when we get near the bathrooms.

“Fatima is calling. She knows I spent the night at your house.”

“So? Fatima is a cheating bitch. You even told me you don’t love her last night when we were in the drive thru.”

“I was drunk! That doesn’t count!”

“I think it counts more than ever. Your guards were down, and you were telling me your true feelings.” Cynthia leans forward and puts her lips to my ear. “Plus, you wouldn’t have sucked my dick last night if you really loved her.”

Cynthia’s not wrong, which kills me. My phone vibrates again. Fatima is calling. Cynthia takes the phone from my hand and slides the red button across the screen, ignoring the call.

“What? She will kill—”

Cynthia presses her fingers against my lips. “Shh. Turn off your phone, and let’s enjoy the afternoon. We can get a hotel if you’re worried about Fatima showing up at my place. I already put everything we’ll need in the trunk of my car.”

“That’s what that extra bag was?”

Cynthia grins and whispers into my ear. “A real slut is always prepared. What do you say we show those boys a good time? We never have to talk to them again after today.”

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s do it.”

We return to the table after I turn off my phone. Fatima can call all she wants. It’ll go straight to voicemail, and I’m even considering pressing charges against her for tracking me. Even the threat will taste like candy when I hold it over her head. I’m so over Fatima. She’s history. She’ll never have me again.

It's kind of weird getting to know Martin and Kevin, but they’re nice guys. Martin is a chemist and botanist. He works in a lab making food for the future. Kevin is a businessman who works in international sales. He and Cynthia have a lot to talk about, but Kevin clearly still wants me. He only glances at me every five seconds.

“So, boys, should we take this party somewhere else?” Cynthia asks when we finish off the second bottle of bubbles.

The guys glance at each other and laugh like goofs. “I’m down,” says Martin.

“Me too,” says Kevin.

Everyone turns to look at me. I cough on my mimosa. “You can count me in,” I say.

Kevin winks at me, which makes my stomach flip. I don’t know what he has in mind, but I can’t wait to find out.
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We’re at a hotel on a high floor. Our room has gorgeous city views, but we’re hardly paying attention to that. We undid the beds and stripped when we walked through the door. Martin and Cynthia are in one. Kevin and I are in the other.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Kevin says as he kisses along my body. I’m still wearing my stuffed bra and panties, but he’s completely naked, and I can feel his dick against my leg, leaving traces of precum all along my skin. His cock isn’t as long as Cynthia’s strap-on, but he’s thicker. At least at the tip. His head is huge.

“So are you,” I say in a gasp.

Kevin grips my sides. “I’ve never been with a trans girl before, but it’s always been a fantasy of mine. Can I touch your dick?”

I don’t know if I would consider myself ‘trans’, but I don’t correct Kevin. We’re too lost in the moment. Plus, I am passing as a woman. Nobody has even looked at me like they question me.

“Yes,” I say in a slutty whisper. “Only a little bit. I’m sensitive.”

“Fuck, that’s hot. I love it when you talk like that.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” Kevin says as he creeps his fingertips along my delicate skin. I gasp and moan. Martin and Cynthia are making plenty of noise next to us, but Kevin and I are lost in our own little world. I’ve always wanted a man to see me as a woman and touch me. Kevin is making my dreams come true.

“Talk dirty to me, beautiful.”

I moan as Kevin lightly strokes my cock. I bite my lip, refusing to cum before Kevin sticks his cock deep in my throat. My toes curl and pop. Kevin touches my sides and tells me I’m the sexiest girl he’s ever seen.

“I want your cock in my mouth,” I manage to say through labored breaths.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yes, Kevin. Stick that fat cock in my mouth. Make me your slut.”

Kevin growls and kisses along my body before standing. He grabs my wrists and pulls me to the edge of the bed, sitting me upright. I watch him, waiting for direction like a good little slut.

“Get on your knees.”

I slide off the bed and get to my knees beneath Kevin. He sits on the bed and holds the base of his cock, wagging it in my face. I move forward on my knees and push his hand out of the way, replacing it with mine. I look at Kevin through hooded eyes, feeling like a submissive slut.

“Fuck, you’re hot.”

I hold Kevin’s dick and move it close to my lips, kissing its tip as I stare up at him. Kevin pushes his fingers into my blonde wig and makes a succession of approving noises as I continue to press my lips against his cock. It’s so warm and smooth, and I love how it jumps whenever I rub my fingers along his shaft.

I part my lips and swallow Kevin’s cock. There’s precum on his tip, which is salty against my tongue. Kevin’s body thrashes when I push his cock against the back of my throat. I smile to myself and try harder to swallow his manhood. Kevin tries to pull me off his cock, which only makes me push my lips further down his shaft. He gives up a few seconds later, moaning like wild.

My girly cock is throbbing in my panties, but I don’t bother to touch it. My hands are busy pulling on Kevin’s balls and jerking the exposed portion of his shaft. I squeeze my thighs together to put pressure on my dick, but all I want is to taste Kevin’s cum.

“Let me fuck you before I cum.”

My eyes widen, and I move my lips off Kevin’s dick. I wipe my slobbery mouth. “What?” I ask.

“I want to feel that sweet ass around my dick.” Kevin pulls me to my feet and sets on the bed next to him. His firm, manly touch makes my member throb even harder.

I’ve never been fucked before, but I’ll regret not living my sissy slut experience to the fullest. Kevin would be making my dreams come true even more by fucking me, although I’m nervous it’ll hurt.

“Are you clean?” I ask.

“As a whistle. Tested last month. You?”

“Yes,” I say. Fatima and I had to get tested for our wedding, but I quickly push any thoughts of my fiancée far from my mind. Our engagement is over. I’ll never marry her.

“Perfect,” Kevin says. He stands and bends me over the bed before dropping to his knees behind me. He pulls my panties to my ankles before spreading my cheeks. “Fuck, you have one perfect ass.”

I’m so glad I shaved and powered this morning before leaving. Mostly because of how much better my ass looks in the thong when it’s groomed, but Kevin is eating me like dessert now. He licks my hole and slides two fingers into it, making me gasp, but I love it. I’m finally becoming the dirty slut I always wanted to be, having afternoon sex with some random man I met at the club last night. Bra stuffed. Panties tossed to the side.

Kevin licks my hole and smacks my ass before standing. He slaps my hole with his fat cock, but I’m not nervous. This is what I want.

“You have lube, sexy?”

“There’s some over there,” Kevin says and points to the stuff Cynthia put out by the TV. He grabs a silicone lubricant and covers his dick with it before lathering my hole. It’s so silky and smooth.

“Fuck me with that fat dick, Kevin. I need it,” I say in my girly voice.

Kevin grabs my hips before shoving his fat cock into my hole. It hurts for a second, but then the lube does its work to help stretch out my hole and walls. I moan and drop my head as Kevin plows deeper into my cave, stealing my innocence, but I’ve been waiting for too long to have it robbed.

“Damn, girl. Your ass feels so fucking good. I can’t wait to cum deep in this hole.”

His dick feels so fucking good that I don’t want to tell him to stop, but I’m desperate to have his cum covering my face. I glance over my shoulder at him and bite my lip. “Can you cum on my face? Please?”

Kevin groans and squeezes my ass. “Fuck, you’re one dirty slut. How did I get so lucky?”

I turn back and moan before moving my ass a little, fucking myself with Kevin’s cock. I move faster, sliding my hole along his shaft. Kevin moans and groans and smacks my ass before pulling out of me completely, leaving me empty and hungry for his dick.

“Get down here and catch this load, you slut.”

My dick throbs. I love being Kevin’s slut and just letting go of all my inhibitions. I sink to my knees in front of Kevin and wrap my hands around his cock, not caring that he was just fucking me with it as I wrap my lips around his throbbing manhood.

Kevin growls and fucks my mouth for a few seconds until I feel the first string of cum hit the back of my throat. It’s thick and hot and salty.

I pull my lips off Kevin’s cock and sit lower, opening my mouth. Kevin groans and grabs his dick. He strokes it and covers my face with his seed. Some gets in my mouth. Other bits get in my eyes. It’s all over me, but I don’t care. It’s so hot and sexy and everything I ever wanted that I only have to stroke my dick twice to cum harder than I ever have.

Kevin watches in awe as the cum oozes from my dick. Then he pulls me up and kisses me, even though I’m covered in his cum.

“Tell me we can do this again, Luna. Please,” he says.

“We can,” I say.

Kevin lifts me into his arms and takes me to the shower. I have to take off my bra and wig and wash my face, but Kevin doesn’t seem to mind. I get dressed up again and do my makeup after we dry off, bringing Luna back to life. We all go to the hot tub later and hang out with some food and drinks from the bar downstairs. It’s a wonderful time.

Luna’s arrived, and she’s not going anywhere. I’ll never live for anyone but myself again. I’ll avoid the paths with barbwire fences. Flowers and rainbows are much better, even if there’s a rainstorm or two along the way.


11

Two Years Later

My parents and Fatima hated me when I canceled the wedding, but they got over it, especially when I gave them evidence of Fatima’s affair. It only took dressing up as Luna and sneaking into the quiet part of the medical school where Fatima hung out with Frank.

Their affair has fizzled out since Fatima moved across the country for her residency, leaving Frank in the dust. The affair will forever haunt her though because her parents are simply relentless. I honestly feel bad for her, but it’s really not my problem.

I dodged a bullet and haven’t looked back since. My residency is at a hospital in the city, which I love, because I’m still close to Cynthia.

“What do you think, Cynthia?” I ask. I’m wearing a white dress with white heels since it’s the height of summer and we’re going to a white party on a boat. I have on a brown wig because a blonde one would just wash me out. We’ll be the brunettes tonight.

“It’s adorable, Luna. Do you think this skirt is too short?”

Cynthia’s wearing a skirt that stops a few inches past her ass, but it sticks out a bit, so it looks shorter than it really is.

“Guess it depends on how much spinning in circles you’ll do tonight,” I say in my Luna voice. It’s so much more feminine than it was two years ago. I never dress up at the hospital or anything, but most of my free time is spent as Luna. Sometimes I think about becoming Luna full time, but I still haven’t decided.

I’m just enjoying the path I’m on, hoping I might stumble upon a cute guy who understands both Luna and Luis. It’s a nice dream, and I’ve already learned that dreams can indeed come true, so I’ll keep hope alive, but I won’t let the chase consume me.

I’m enjoying the journey, and tonight that means dancing with my best girlfriend Cynthia.

“Fuck it,” she says. “I’ll wear it. I have on panties. That’s more than enough.”

I snap my fingers. “That’s right, girl! Let’s go. I need a drink.”

“All right.” Cynthia grabs my hand. We walk and talk on the way to the cab that’s waiting for us outside her door, ready to dance all night.
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CHAPTER ONE

James

Working in an office with beautiful women was the hardest part of my job. There was one woman who drove me insaner than the others. Her name was Deborah Williams, and I wanted to slide by dick between her pussy lips every time I saw her. She had blonde hair, hazel eyes, large breasts, thick curves, and always wore heels and a skirt. It wasn’t part of the dress code. Most women wore jeans to work, but Deborah didn’t.

My favorite was when she put a pencil in her ear and would struggle to find it. I loved her expression when she found the pencil wherever she had put it that day. A piece of glass separated us. Deborah wasn’t my assistant, but I could see her desk from mine. She worked as a data analyst in my department. I was her boss, but she worked harder than me. If I spent as much time working as I did staring at her, I would probably get a raise and another promotion. It didn’t matter. Bendersville, Missouri wasn’t expensive.

We worked at an office outside of St. Louis in the suburbs. I could see the highway from my window, but the glass was thick and blocked noise. My office was much louder.

Today, Deborah was wearing a pencil skirt and pink blouse. She looked like the flowers blooming outside. With the fresh spring weather, I was feeling hornier than ever too. I wanted to bend Deborah over her desk and split her hole in two. Fuck her while she covered the wood with her juices. We worked on projects together, but I didn’t do much more than check up on her work. Measure the progress. Computer software did most of my job for me, and I verified the results. Read the calculations in print-out forms.

But over the past year as my obsession grew, I had never heard Deborah talk about a man. She didn’t wear any rings on her fingers. I hadn’t had a girlfriend in two years. I was thirty-two, and my last relationship fell apart after the woman accused me of being an asshole. We had been together for years, and I was planning on proposing. The breakup hit my mother hard. Rachel could burn alive for all I cared. She left me without warning and had called me the most vile names the last time I saw her. She had made a list of my ‘faults’. What did she know? I made gobbles more money than her.

Deborah stood from her desk. I was rubbing my erection through my pants while thinking about Deborah’s naked body. How her nipples would taste in my mouth. How her ass would feel cupped in my hands. Deborah had curves, and I wanted to hold her while I pushed deep inside her thick body. Smack her ass and watch it wiggle. Watching Deborah enter the copy room, I knew I had to make a move. There were no cameras in there, and I was tired of waiting on the sidelines. Deborah would become mine, at least for a night.

♦

Deborah

Working in Bendersville had its positives and negatives like anything else in life. I lived closer to the city, but the drive wasn’t bad. The data analyst position has been my highest to date, and I was hoping for a promotion soon. I had been with the company for over a year, and they were talking about expanding. Adding more jobs in the office and renting out another floor of the building. That would be my chance to move up the company ladder. The negotiations were almost finalized, according the head boss Lori.

I focused, worked extra hours, contributed to the meetings, and had private conversations with Lori. Work wasn’t my entire life, but I had ambition. I wanted to run a corporation downtown one day, and this was only a stepping stone.

After hitting print, I went to the copy room to retrieve my paper. Most of my coworkers were kind, but there were a few who stole food from the fridge. Worked fewer hours for more pay. It was the name of the game, and I was only a player in the system; racking up experience points to move on to my next promotions. I wanted to move into project management and was taking extra classes online to enhance my resume when my last day at this job arrived.

While I was bending over to take out my copy, something rammed into my back. It felt like a… penis. It couldn’t have been true, but when I turned around my boss James was standing there with a lopsided smile and a tent in his pants. I wanted to take a hammer and beat his dick with it like a whack-a-mole game. How dare he! In what world was it okay to press his hard penis against me?

I opened my mouth to scream, but James shook his head. “What’s wrong? I just came to fetch my copy,” James said. I didn’t notice the printer send a page out after mine, but it had. James reached around me and took the page off of the tray. “Can’t your boss get a copy from the copy room?”

How he said ‘boss’ was supposed to intimidate me, but I couldn’t tolerate James’ games any longer. I nudged James and marched to Lori’s office. She had to fix this. James couldn’t attack me in the only room without cameras. People had complained, and management never fixed the problem. James blew a kiss my way and didn’t follow me to Lori’s office.

I swung open my boss’ door without a care for what she was doing. Rage filled me like a pressure cooker.

“Deborah,” Lori said. She turned in her chair to face me. All the bosses had glass doors, and I saw she hadn’t been on the phone before barging in. I didn’t want to lose her respect, but I couldn’t let James continue. This was the first time he had pressed his dick against my ass, but it wasn’t the first harassing moment.

He had blown kisses at me more times than I could count. He licked his lips when we were alone in the break room together. I heard him inhale to smell my hair when he placed a report on my desk once. James made comments on my frame too. I loved my curves, but I didn’t need James pointing out my large breasts and ass. He was an asshole, and Lori needed to fire him.

“We need cameras in the copy room. How many times have women complained about this?”

“We’ve discussed this issue in management meetings, but our security team said there was a problem with the electrical in the copy room, and they couldn’t install the cameras. We only rent the space, and making structural changes to the building is out of our budget.”

“But James just sexually harassed me in the copy room!” I said. I had closed the door but wouldn’t be surprised if people heard me. The anger I felt was blinding me. Lori wore her corporate face: thin lips folded together, blank eyes, and her head tilted to the side.

“Do you have any proof of this allegation?” Lori asked.

“It’s not an allegation. He did it! How can you sit there and look at me like that, Lori? You’re a woman,” I said. There was no way to prove James had pressed his dick against me when he came to the copy room. He had printed something himself too, the records would show. Tears swelled in my eyes as the realization washed over me. “But his penis touched me.”

“Now, Deborah. We can’t make these allegations without proof.”

I took a deep breath and didn’t let a tear fall. James wouldn’t make me a weak woman. I was stronger than this and stood from the chair in Lori’s office. “Thank you for your time, Lori.”

“Please let me know if anything else happens, and I’ll keep an eye on James.”

I would suggest Lori by a battery-operated camera for the break room, but the tension was too high. When I returned to my desk, I saw James watching me from his. The smirk on his face made me sick. He knew he had won, and James was my boss too. He was the head of the analytics department. We didn’t have to spend a ton of time together, but I was more disposable than James. I reminded myself of that and turned my chair away from James, getting back to work.


CHAPTER TWO

Deborah

A few days had passed since James pressed his nasty penis against my ass, and things had returned to normal. He still licked his lips at me and stared from his office, but the heaviness in my chest had deflated. My fear of James doing it again had decreased. I was waiting a few weeks before mentioning the battery-operated camera I ordered online to install in the copy room.

Lori stopped by my desk and smiled like it was any other day. I would never forget her expression that spring day. How it looked like light surrounded her face. The office windows were tinted but let in plenty of natural light. Lori asked me to follow her to her office like we were about to have a one-on-one. Those were my favorite with Lori. She had brilliant ideas about the company’s future and how analytics incorporated with the whole picture.

Sitting opposite Lori, my heart raced, as it often did when I was in Lori’s office. The last time I had been here was after James touched me inappropriately. I wouldn’t mention the camera but had the package sitting in my desk for the right moment.

“I want to start off by apologizing for what happened to you in the break room,” Lori said.

“It was the copy room. The break room has a camera,” I said.

“Right, the copy room,” Lori said. She looked in her notebook and changed ‘break’ to ‘copy’. Had she not listened when I told her the first time? Did she not take complaints from other women seriously either? I wanted to slam her head against the window. Didn’t Lori care her female employees had been violated on the job? On her watch? “The problem is, we can’t have employees accusing other employees of alleged sexual attacks without proof. James is a valuable member of our team, and he feels targeted by your accusations.”

“What?” I asked. There were too many words flying through my head to form a sentence. Was Lori being serious right now? James was the pervert. He was the one who couldn’t keep his mouth closed or hands to himself. I wanted to pour acid over James and watch him burn. The words Lori was saying were like cuts across my wrists.

“I’m sorry, Deborah, but your accusations were very severe, and James denies any wrongdoing.”

“What else would you expect? There aren’t any cameras in the copy room!”

“Please, calm down,” Lori said, but who was she? She didn’t care about women. She only cared about her profit margins and maintaining denial. I wanted to dump alcohol over her desk and light it on fire. Cut her hair like a child with a doll and scissors. Maybe I could force her into a corner and show her what James had done. Wear a strap and shove it in her face. Press it against her ass. How would Lori like that? Telling me to calm down…

“Unfortunately, we’re going to have to let you go, Deborah. It was a hard decision for everyone, but management decided it was the best solution to the problem. If you could please pack up your desk and leave in the next hour. Your next check will have a severance bonus, and we’ll give you a good recommendation for your next job.”

“You can’t be serious, Lori. James was the person who violated me,” I said. “He should get fired.”

“James has been here longer, and this is a he-said-she-said case. I’m sorry, Deborah,” Lori said. She avoided eye contact. I was staring at her stapler thinking about how much damage I could do with it. How would Lori like to have staples in her scalp? Before I did something I would regret, I stood and left Lori’s office.

A box was waiting on my desk. I took out the camera from my desk and went back to Lori’s office. “Here’s your fucking battery-operated camera, boss! You’re a horrible example for women everywhere. People have been complaining about that copy room for months. I’m speaking with my lawyer about this too.”

“Like I said, Deborah. This was a he-said-she-said case, but thank you for the camera. I will have maintenance install it today. You left a positive mark on this office, and your recommendation letter will reflect that. Don’t ruin your standing on your last day, Deborah.”

I knew Lori wasn’t the only voice in management, but she could have handled the situation better. I went back to my desk and packed everything in the box they had provided. James was watching me from his desk with a victorious expression. At that moment, I knew he would pay for getting me fired. I didn’t shed a tear while I packed my box and held my shoulders high when I left. My real friends didn’t work in the office, and I would survive.

But James would regret this decision when I served him a buffet of revenge. I didn’t know what yet, but James would not win this battle. He was weak, and I would show him just how puny he was.

♦

Deborah

I had wanted to stay in bed all day, but my friends begged me to meet them to make sure I didn’t hurt myself. I wasn’t depressed enough to self-inflict pain. Lori had done me wrong, and it would rest on her consciousness. I would make sure Lori paid for sacking me like a used container. James would pay too, but I hadn’t figured out what to do with him. For Lori, I would haunt her on social media once I found another job. Make a fake profile. There was a chance I wouldn’t get revenge on either Lori or James, but I loved planning it in my head. Picturing all the ways I could hurt Lori and James like they had me.

It had taken longer than usual to fix my hair and makeup today. I hadn’t left the bed until Polly texted me to meet her tonight. Scarlett and Angie sent follow-up messages to confirm they would meet us too. If it weren’t for my friends, I would have streamed another movie with a pint of chocolate ice cream and pretzels.

Leaving the house, I drove a few miles to meet the ladies at a restaurant closer to the city. We all lived just west of the city limits, and I loved my apartment. I didn’t know how I would afford it three months from now without a job. The severance bonus was substantial, but it didn’t replace a paycheck every two weeks. I parked in the parking lot and went inside. It was still early, and there was a happy hour special written on the chalk board.

My friends were sitting in a booth. They had already ordered a bottle of wine but hadn’t poured any in their glasses. A slice of chocolate cake sat in the center with a bowl of ice cream by its side.

Polly, my friend with long black hair, screamed when she saw me. She slid out of the booth and ran over to hug me. All of my girlfriends wore heels and dresses. We had office jobs and big dreams. Polly kissed me on the cheek.

Scarlett came up behind her. She had red curly hair and porcelain skin. Green eyes. She ran her hand through my hair and asked me a couple questions about the drive over. Her touch was like a rose petal brushing against my skin. Gentle like a breeze holding a kite in the air.

Angie was the other woman there. She and I had met at an internship. We all had met each other through various jobs, but our friendship transcended work. None of us worked together now, but we got together at least once a month.

Angie had long braids. Today she had them pulled back into a tight bun. She always smelled of coconut. Her black skin more beautiful than water sliding over a rock. She had the sleekest, most illuminating skin had I ever seen. I loved to see her in white dresses, but today she was wearing a black one. It looked fabulous nonetheless.

We sat in the booth and poured the white wine and ate chocolate cake. I told the ladies how James had come into the copy room and pressed his penis against my ass. The ladies were disgusted but not surprised. They had all experienced harassment in the office environment and shared their stories. Angie had gotten a man fired once for touching her inappropriately. By the end of our first bottle of wine, we were irritated. So many men got away with touching us and talking to us however they wanted when we were just trying to do our jobs. Working our eight to fives.

“That man needs to pay for what he did,” Scarlett said. “What’s his name?”

“We don’t need to justify his existence by knowing his name,” Angie said.

“I’m just trying to look him up online,” Scarlett said.

Polly was sitting next to me and stroking my hand under the table. Her touch was comforting. An early dinner with the ladies was just what I had needed. “His name is James Montgomery,” I said.

Scarlett had his profile on her screen in lightning speed. I was searching my phone, but she beat me. “Is this him?”

I nodded. Scarlett pointed at the screen. Her softness had turned to venom, “we will make this man pay for what he did to Deborah.”

“What did you have in mind?” Polly asked.

Scarlett looked around the room to make sure nobody was listening to our conversation. We had gotten a few looks. We always turned heads when we went out together. I loved walking around the city or mall with my girlfriends. Four ladies wearing dresses and jewelery and heels. Clutches and purses. Manicured nails and stylish phone cases. “So, ladies… I have a secret to tell you.”

All of us leaned in to hear what Scarlett had to say. She was a woman with layers. There was a red-hot temperament under the calmness. A pot of water simmering over a low flame, waiting for someone to turn the gas to high. Scarlett moved her hair behind one ear and whispered, “I watch porn where men become women.”

Polly gasped. Angie put her hand over her mouth. I wasn’t surprised to hear Scarlett had a kink, but I thought she would have been more submissive than dominant. How wrong I had been. Scarlett continued about how she had seen a porno once where a woman, much like Deborah, was fired by an asshole boss and got her revenge by feminizing the man.

“Feminizing him?” I asked, laughing. “I don’t see James putting on a pair of panties. He’s a man’s man,” I said in quotes. He would always talk about his masculinity. His manliness.

“It doesn’t matter what he wants, Deborah. You make him wear the panties. You force him to wear the lingerie and take pictures for blackmail. James did you wrong, and we need to get revenge. Isn’t that right ladies?” Scarlett asked to a crowd of crickets. Nobody responded to her question. We sat there staring at each other with bug eyes.

“Sounds a little extreme, doesn’t it?” Polly said after excruciating silence.

“What was extreme was when that asshole put his penis on our friend’s ass,” Scarlett said. “What do you say, Deborah? We can do it, just you and me. Forget Polly and Angie. If they don’t want to have fun, then they can hear about it at dinner one night.”

Polly and Angie looked at me, waiting for an answer. Would I agree to the ludicrous plan Scarlett had presented? Did I care enough about revenge to take such drastic measures? When I looked up from the yellow-green wine, Scarlett’s expression filled in what I’d been missing. James had taken advantage of me and a copy room without cameras, so why couldn’t I take advantage of his need to use his dick? His weakness from being a man.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

Scarlett put up her hand for a high five, and the other two grumbled. Scarlett put up her glass after to clink with mine, and the others put theirs up too, but Scarlett wagged her finger. “No, you two can’t have it both ways. You’re in or you’re out, what will it be?”

“You want to have sex with this James guy?” Polly asked.

“No, we want to humiliate him,” Scarlett said. “Make him regret ever rubbing his penis all over Deborah.”

“This doesn’t sound like a good idea,” Angie said.

“We’re all single,” Deborah said. “What do we have to lose?”

They looked at each other and shrugged. None of them were in a relationship right now. They might never have this opportunity again. “What the heck,” Polly said and lifted her glass.

“There we go,” Scarlett said and joined her. I added my wine glass. Angie sighed and joined us. We made a pact. James would pay for what he did.


CHAPTER THREE

James

Two months had passed since the incident with Deborah, and she was a fading memory in my mind. There was plenty of other eye candy in the office to stare at and fantasize about: Tina, Rebecca, Julia, and others. Their names were like lottery numbers. I tried my best to not harass any women on staff, but words slipped. I couldn’t help my dick had a mind of its own. Women were like walking sex sticks. I couldn’t look at an attractive woman without picturing her naked in my bed, taking my dick.

Lori had been cold with me, but she hadn’t been able to win over the other managers when it came to firing Deborah or me. Lori ran the company, but all the other managers were men. The owner was a man. What power did she really have? Now there was a camera in the copy room, so I minded my touching, but women in the office knew who I was. They knew what to expect. It came with the package of working with me. I was a man’s man who liked to touch women; what was so wrong with that? I had a fit body, flat stomach, and broad shoulders.

After returning from lunch, I found a bouquet waiting for me on my desk. I couldn’t think who would have sent flowers, but people were watching from outside my office. Waiting for my reaction. I took the card from its holder and turned my chair away from the office floor, facing my windows that looked out to the highway.

I ripped open the envelope and pulled out the card.

Dear James,

This is a woman you once met, but I won’t tell you who. We met at a bar one night, and I never got your number. I happened to see your profile online and would like to see you again, if you want to take a leap into the darkness.

Meet me at this address next Saturday night, and you’ll have the best night of your life.

XOXO,

Your Secret Admirer

Folding the card, I slipped it back in the envelope. I searched the address. It was a house in the city not terribly far from where I lived. There was no fighting my urges, I knew I would take a leap. Who knew which one woman I had ghosted sent the card, but women couldn’t get enough of my oral services. They always forgave me once I licked between their legs. After a few licks, their legs were always in the air, begging for a good fucking. This woman would be no different. I would show up, lick, fuck, and leave.

I tucked the card in my briefcase and gave the flowers to one of the other employees. What were flowers when I had a date with pussy next week?


CHAPTER FOUR

James

The week passed, and my date with pussy had arrived. Using GPS, I drove from the suburbs to the city to the address the woman had left on the card with the flowers. My stomach was in knots. I didn’t know who the woman was, but did it matter? She had a pussy between her legs and was eager to fuck. I couldn’t wait to stick my dick in whoever the woman was and show her what a man could do with his tongue. And dick. Unfortunately, I hadn’t been born with the biggest dick, but I knew how to make women buckle.

Parking my car, I looked up to the house. It was in the city and had a different vibe than my neighborhood. The lights were on in the living room, and I wondered if my mystery woman was waiting inside. I turned off my car and stepped outside. The sun had set an hour ago. The sky was dark, but I couldn’t see through the thick foliage of the trees lining the sidewalk. When I climbed the stairs, I heard laughter. Whoever had invited me wasn’t alone, and the laughter I heard was female.

My dick reacted to the possibility of fucking more than one woman. Who was this person, and where had she been? Why hadn’t I gotten an invite before? Thinking of the women I hooked up with over the past few months, I had no idea who could have been inside. My dick was already hard and ready though, and I wanted to discover what these ladies had planned.

When I knocked on the door, the laughter ceased. I heard stilettos clicking against hardwood floors. A woman answered the door. She was wearing a white mask and black dress. Black heels with nylons under them. I looked over her shoulder, and there were three other women. They were all wearing masks and black dresses. They had on white satin gloves. The woman standing in the doorway was thick and around my height with her heels. She stepped back and wagged her finger at me to step inside.

The other women were sitting on two separate sofas. Nobody had spoken. They were staring at me and waiting for me to step inside. What the fuck was happening? I touched my face, questioning my reality.

“What’s going on here? Who are you?” I asked, standing in the doorway.

The woman pressed her finger against her lips. They had cut holes in the masks to expose their lips. She had on purple lipstick. I looked at the other women, and they each had a different color, different shades of red and purple. My cock was throbbing in my pants, but my mind was telling me not to enter. The woman shrugged her shoulders and started closing the door, but I stopped her with my foot. What if tonight turned out as the best sex of my life?

I didn’t know what these women had in mind for me, but I wanted to take a leap into the darkness. Like the note had said. What was the worst that could happen? I took a deep breath and stepped inside. The woman closed the door behind me and stood behind me when I stopped in the middle of the living room. The house had a masculine feel to it, but there were only women here. No photos. My heart was beating faster than if I had done fifty push-ups.

“Get to your knees,” the woman whispered in my ear. Her voice sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it. The women on the couch uncrossed and recrossed their legs in unison. I wanted to turn and leave, but I had already chosen my fate. My penis put me in this situation, and now I was more frightened than I had ever been in my life.

When I hadn’t dropped to my knees a few seconds later, the woman pushed me down with her satin glove. Her grip was tight. Her nails dug into my shoulder. I whimpered on the way down, but my dick was still hard. I wanted to show her how my tongue worked. The tricks I knew.

“What do you think, ladies? How does our man look?”

A woman with red hair stood. She walked over and ran her fingers under my chin. I couldn’t see any details of her face behind the mask except for the lips from the holes they had cut. The minor distinctions. All I could tell was three of the women were white and one was black. The redhead stood by me while the woman who had opened the door sat on the sofa and crossed her legs.

“What’s your name?” the woman asked. She didn’t sound familiar like the other woman, and I still couldn’t remember where I knew her voice. The millions of other sensations congested my mind, and I wasn’t great at paying attention to more than a woman’s body. Their words meant little. The redhead gripped my jaw and leaned close to my face, “I asked you a question, sissy boy.”

“Sissy? I’m not a boy nor a sissy.”

“Are you talking back? Sissies get punished if they are bad. Is that what you want?”

“Who are you talking to, bitch?” I asked. I would not allow a woman to speak like this about me. Who was she?

“Bitch? Did you hear him, ladies?” The women hummed in agreement. My heart was racing. I was a man, but there were four of them. The door was locked, and as terrified as I was, I was equally horny. Curious. I was a cat in their den. Would I survive? “Apologize and tell me your name. You’re creating your destiny, little boy.”

“My name is James.”

“James what?”

“James Montgomery,” I said. There was no use in lying. She could look in my wallet. This woman had a power I couldn’t resist. She was training me like a pet, and I wasn’t objecting. She had red hair and a pussy I could fuck if I followed her rules. I would play along until I could take back my position atop the others. The alpha. The man. These women thought they could control me, but I wasn’t putty nor clay.

“Right, James. Do you want to play? We can have a lot of fun tonight, but you have to follow my rules. You can leave now, but if you stay, you’re ours.”

“Yours how?”

“Haven’t you ever dreamed of becoming a doll?”

“A doll?” I asked. This woman was crazier than any I had met. I was staring at the women, judging their bodies. I saw so many beautiful bodies every day, it was hard to keep track, but I normally remembered one I slept with. Keyword: normally. Looking at them, I didn’t recognize one woman. They were strangers behind the white masks. I knew I wouldn’t leave if it meant we would have sex. “Will tonight lead to sex?” I asked.

“You’re eager, but yes, it will. If you behave. Either leave or take off all of your clothes and fold them.”

“What about you?”

“In good time. You have a few things to do first,” the woman said.

“What are you—?”

“Stop asking questions or leave. We don’t have time for these games, James. You’re not in control,” the redhead said. She was squeezing my cheeks between her fingers. I wanted to protest, but my dick blocked my mind. There was no arguing with her. She knew I would do anything to feel her pussy walls for a few seconds. How hard my dick was, I wasn’t sure I would last long if we fucked. “Naked, now!”

My body shook at her forceful tone. I lifted the shirt from my body and tossed it to the side, but the redhead scolded me. She had me fold the clothing, and when I got down to my boxers, she commanded me to take them off. The women laughed when they saw my small cock.

“I know how to use my tongue,” I protested, embarrassed by how hard my cock was. How short it was.

“How many inches do you think he is?” the redhead asked, making me spread my legs.

“No more than four,” the black woman said. The other two laughed and pointed at my cock. I squeezed it between my legs and bowed my head. They weren’t forcing me to stay, and I couldn’t bring myself to leave. These women could do whatever they wanted. I was realizing how weak I was. How desperate for touch and pleasure.

“Who are you?” I asked.

The redhead shrugged her shoulders. The woman who had opened the door disappeared and returned with a bottle of wine and five glasses. She poured one for each of us. Mine had the least. The women clinked their glasses together and left me out. I was sitting in the middle of the living room, legs folded under my ass, and confused about what the women wanted. They paid zero attention to my presence and talked about my small size. Soft jazz played in the background. The wine tasted like lemon zest and green apples. I wanted more, but the women ignored me when I asked.

♦

Deborah

A mask covered my face, but it didn’t shield my heart. Sitting in the same room as James without slapping him was harder than I had expected. He was a vile man, desperate for a female’s touch. Who would agree to what we were doing to him? I must admit I was enjoying James’ agony. James was a man, and we were his weakness. Four sexy women hidden by white masks. Watching him sip his wine in the middle of the living room was one of the greatest joys of my life. The desperation for sex in his eyes. A hunger for the next step.

My friends talked about his tiny cock while I listened. Scarlett had done a number on James, getting him naked like that. I almost wish he had left, so it had could have turned into a girl’s night, but I wouldn’t complain. We had been planning tonight for over two months. Ever since our lunch date after James got me fired for pressing his dick against my ass in the copy room.

My friend, Mario, had driven up to Chicago for the weekend and agreed to let me use his house. He didn’t know exactly what we had planned, but I told him I had wanted to stay in the city for a night. He didn’t question it. Mario and I had a unique relationship. We were friends who had slept together a few times, but Mario was bisexual and had a boyfriend between the times we hooked up. He knew the reason I got fired, but we didn’t tell Mario our revenge plan. What if he hadn’t agreed? I didn’t want James to know where I lived, and Mario was much bigger than James. He had thick muscles and was tall. His cock was a cucumber compared to James’ baby carrot.

After we finished our glasses of wine, Scarlett dragged James to the bathroom. His first task was to shave his body before putting on a pink thong. We hadn’t shown him the thong yet. We would wait until he returned from the bathroom. I would clean everything before we left tomorrow, but the look on James’ face when he left with Scarlett made everything worth it.

Scarlett returned from the bathroom a few minutes later. She took off her mask, and we did too. I was nervous James would leave, but Scarlett had told him no sex was the punishment for breaking her rules, and leaving the bathroom without warning was one of those.

We opened another bottle of wine and gossiped about James. We giggled, high from the rush of ordering James to shave his body. I had taken his cell phone and would hide it with his clothes until he left. I had mine to snap pictures of James’ feminized body. It would start with lingerie, but Scarlett had plans for James. Polly, Angie, and I were enjoying the ride, but Scarlett had found everything we needed to feminize James. She had taken me with her on one shopping trip, and it was fun, but I gave her money to order the rest online after that day.

James knocked on the door almost an hour later as Scarlett had instructed him. We replaced our masks, and Scarlett went to get James from the bathroom. When they returned, James’ body was hairless. He had shaved everything from his legs to his arms. He looked whiter without all the hair covering his frame and much better. His little dick even looked bigger.

“What now?” James asked after he returned to his kneeling position.

I passed Scarlett the shopping bag by its rope handles. Scarlett placed it in front of James. “Open it,” she said. My palms were sweating. Would I have sex with James? Would I let him touch me? I was turned on yet confused. Anxious for James to discover who was hiding under the mask.

James parted the bag and pulled out the pink thong. Lace on the front and a single string in the back. “What am I supposed to do with this?”

“You know what,” Scarlett said. Her laugh echoed from the walls.

James held up the pink thong to his naked body and shrugged his shoulders, “as long as you keep your part of the deal,” he said.

“Of course, my dear. You’ve been good so far. Keep it up, and you’ll have the most memorable night of your life,” Scarlett said. Watching her, I knew she had done this before. It came too naturally to her. Angie, Polly, and I were nervous wrecks under our masks, but it was hot to watch James cower.

James put on the pink thong, and lace covered his dick. It was little yet erect under the lingerie. The ladies and I laughed and pointed at Scarlett’s instruction. James’ cheeks turned redder than an electric stove on high. He tried to cover his dick with his hands, but Scarlett made him move them. She wasn’t letting him off the hook. He had to play his part and entertain us.

“Ready for your next task?”

“What is it?”

“D,” Scarlett said. We were referring to each other by the first letter of our names if we had to talk in front of James. We would reveal who we were in good time, but James had to wait. “Want to show James what he needs to do next?”

“Sure,” I said and stood. “Follow me to the kitchen.”

♦

James

I followed the woman with the familiar voice to the kitchen. Watching her walk reminded me of someone, but I couldn’t remember who. The woman was a foggy memory, and I was worried about what the ladies had prepared for me next. I wore nothing but a pink thong. The sensation along my split was new. The thin strip of fabric slipping between my cheeks. My balls tucked in the pink lace.

The kitchen was large with a gas stove and a wooden table. Grocery bags with ingredients were on the table, and I noticed an apron next to it. It had frilly lace around the hem and matched the lingerie I was wearing. “Is that for me?” I asked.

“How did you know?” the woman had a high-pitch, animated tone to her voice. She passed the apron to me, and I put it on. There was no use protesting. I didn’t want oil to splatter on my skin. I knew what was coming when I looked down at the grocery bags. “How are you in the kitchen?” she asked.

The familiarity to her voice was driving me wild. How did I know her? Who was she? “What’s your name?”

“D,” she said. Thick curves, blonde hair. There were so many women who looked like that in my head. That was my type. I hunted women who had blonde hair with thick curves. On good months, I bedded one once a week or more.

“Is that your real name?” I asked.

“It doesn’t matter, James. You have food to cook. Here’s a recipe. We already bought all the ingredients.”

“I’m a terrible cook.”

The woman scoffed. “Not surprised, but these are easy appetizers. You won’t mess up.”

“Tell me who you are,” I asked and grabbed her shoulder when she turned to leave.

The woman brushed me off and continued out of the room, leaving me alone in a pink apron and pink thong. My dick hadn’t softened since I arrived, much to my embarrassment. How did women dressing me in lingerie turn me on this much? I hadn’t expected this when I came here tonight, but the redhead was correct about this becoming a memorable night.

I heard the women laughing in the living room. Stepping out of the kitchen, I went to peek. I wanted to see if they had taken off their masks. Who was the woman with the familiar voice?

Tiptoeing, I went from the kitchen to the living room. The floorboards squeaked under my feet, but music was playing in the background. The women were talking. When I turned my head around the corner, disappointment swelled within me. The women hadn’t taken off their masks, and I caught their attention.

The redhead stood and pointed her finger in my direction. “You,” she said. “You should be cooking.”

I ran back to the kitchen when she charged after me. I didn’t want to get caught by the redhead. She had directed me more than the others, and I felt a sense of dominance from her that I never had with another woman. What was her name? ‘D’ was the only name I had heard the women use, and that offered nothing of sustenance.

Was it Danielle, Destiny, Debra, Dakota, Donna, or any of the other women I had ghosted over the years? “What were you doing out of the kitchen?” the woman asked. It surprised me they hadn’t taken off their masks while they thought I was cooking.

“I want to know who you are!” I said, whimpering. My voice sounded pathetic. Like a person who had just received a traffic ticket for driving the speed limit.

“If you aren’t patient, you’ll lose your dessert. You wouldn’t want to do that, would you?”

I cast my eyes to the groceries on the kitchen table. The pink apron and thong felt heavy on my body. The woman I knew as D came back in the kitchen. The redhead and D stared at me while I gazed at the bags.

“What do you want?” I asked. I wouldn’t cry, but my mind hurt trying to figure out how I knew the blonde.

“We want you to cook,” the redhead said. “We’re hungry, aren’t we?”

“More than you know,’ D said. She stepped forward and grabbed my face like the redhead had before and spit. Her saliva spewed like a broken fire hydrant.

“D!” the redhead said and pulled her away. I wouldn’t punish D. The spit had turned me on ,anyway. Feeling a woman’s lips so close to my face.

“He deserves it,” she said. The redhead took tDand dragged her away from the kitchen after giving me a stiff warning to do what they asked. I put my head down and got to work on the appetizers. I wouldn’t try the ladies again. They would give me my prize,if I played by their rules.


CHAPTER FIVE

Deborah

We waited for half an hour while James prepared snacks for us. There were recipes for hummus, whipped feta cheese, and tabbouleh salad. I could smell the pita bread warming in the oven. James emerged with a tray wearing his pink apron. When he turned around, his ass cheeks were white like the moon on a clear night. Hairless from shaving. It wasn’t a bad-looking ass, but I disliked the man possessing it. James placed the tray on the coffee table for us, and it was time to remove the masks. James had a lot more to accomplish before the night ended.

Opening my phone, I stood and pointed the camera at James. I snapped several photos of James in his pink apron and thong. “Smile for the camera, James,” I said. He ducked his head and tried to leave, but Scarlett commanded him to stay while I snapped pictures of him.

After I had a photo of James from every angle with his face clearly visible, I removed the mask from my face.

“Ah,” I said. The air hitting my face felt like a misty fan on a hot summer day. My friends removed their masks too and stared at James with intensity.

“Deborah,” James said. Panic flashed in his eyes. The reality of his situation sinking in, I assumed. I had compromising photos of him and every contact in the company’s address book. “I, I, I—”

“You what, James? You’re sorry for getting me fired? Sorry for rubbing your dick on my ass? I know these curves are irresistible, but you had no right!” I said. My voice was rising. A tremble had emerged in my body. I wanted to kick James with my stiletto but resisted any violence. We had planned on using floggers to release our pain, not our fists. Not our heels, but James could kiss my feet. “Bend down and kiss my feet before I snap,” I said and looked into James’ eyes.

James dropped to his knees and hesitated to bend down. “Now!” I screamed and noticed my friends jump. Scarlett was grinning like she had received free rent for three months. I shook my shoulders and looked down at James. He hadn’t bent over and followed my command. I stared into his pathetic brown eyes. He had always been so small he had to act the part of a big man. Dick size wasn’t everything, but James’ shortcomings had created an asshole. One I had to put in place. “Kiss my heels, James. You’re a coward and caused me unnecessary stress. You came here without even knowing who I was for pussy. We’ll give you what you came for, but you have to listen. You’re a broken man, and we’re here to fix you.”

James lowered his eyelids before bending his body. Feeling his lips press through my shoe and kiss my toes was the best moment of my life. Realizing how weak James had been all along. Lori would have to live with firing me, but I would always have this memory to cherish on dark days. I popped my lips and made a sound like I had been drinking a can of soda. The ladies smiled and clapped without noise.

“James, what you did was wrong. Wouldn’t you agree?”

He didn’t speak. His mouth closed like two bricks sealed with mortar.

“I asked you a question, James. You can either answer it, or I can send that picture to the entire company. I’m sure Lori would love to see what we’ve made of you. Pink panties and all.”

“People would know you sent the picture. I’ll sue you,” James said.

“Ha! You have nothing on me. I have a plan, and they’ll never trace me to these pictures,” I said. We had been planning this for months, and I set up a fake email address and added every contact from the company where I used to work. I would access that email from a public library, using a VPN, and send his pictures to the entire office if he played games. James was a weak man. He allowed us to feminize his body without even knowing our names. His desperation was more repugnant than trash rotting on a sidewalk. He was a disgusting little man with the cock size to match. No wonder he had to take women by force. Without permission.

“You can’t send out the pictures. Please, I’m begging you,” James said.

I laughed, hearing the insanity in my tone. I had fallen into a role, the dominatrix, and I was loving every second. James was a fly on the window, and I had a swatter hovering over him. He could evade and dodge, but I would win. We both knew it. “I can do whatever I want, James. I have your phone. You’re dressed in a pink thong and apron,” I said, giggling to myself. Hand over my mouth. The ladies joined me, pointing at James. They chanted. “Sissy! Sissy! Sissy!”

“You can say whatever you want, but please don’t send those pictures to the office. You’ll humiliate me.”

I tapped my finger on my chin and hummed a long note. “Humiliate you? You mean like how you humiliated me when I had to pack up my desk and leave the office? Is that what you’re referring to, James?”

“I didn’t mean to have you fired. There was a vote. The managers chose me, and they gave you a severance check,” James said. He was shaking. His voice uneven and stilted. I loved seeing him quiver like an ant encountering an obstacle. Life was probably easy sailing for a man like James. He had his degrees, light skin, and penis. He kept his stomach flat and had defined arms. A man of men yet had the confidence of a spilled glass of water.

“Oh, I’m sorry James. I hadn’t realized this wasn’t your fault. What caused me marching into Lori’s office in the first place? Tell me.”

When James didn’t speak, I screamed at him to open his mouth and use words. “I rubbed my dick on your ass.”

“And what do you say?”

“I’m sorry,” James said, but he had an attitude behind his tone I hated.

“Ladies, did James sound sincere?”

“No,” they groaned in unison. “Sissy! Sissy! Sissy!”

“I’m sorry, Deborah. I shouldn’t have rubbed my dick on your ass.”

“You’re nasty penis,” I said. “You’re disgusting, tiny extension. It’s a pathetic example of a manhood, wouldn’t you agree ladies?”

They agreed and pointed at James. “Small penis! Small penis! Small penis!”

I could see the anger boiling in James’ eyes. He wanted to lash out, but he knew we would overpower him. He couldn’t take four of us at once. We had him in our grips, but he had a choice. Nobody was forcing him to do anything. He had chosen to stay, shave his body, wear his pink outfit, and cook us a meal. Now, James had another choice.

“S, would you mind going for the bag of goodies?” I asked. James could know my name. He wouldn’t have any proof of tonight. I had his phone. We weren’t at my house. There were at least twenty pictures of him in my phone dressed in pink. Shaved from head to toe. Scarlett left the room and returned with the bag of toys she had ordered.

I took the bag and turned it upside-down. Dildos, anal beads, butt plugs, strap ons, floggers, paddles, and lingerie fell out the bag. A dress James could wear later if he stayed. James’ eyes widened as he took in the pile of toys. The ladies were grinning behind me, and James looked conflicted. Terrified and turned on. I saw him touching his dick. It was like a reflex for men to touch their dicks when they thought nobody was looking. Scratch their balls. What if women did the same? How would society look at us?

“James, you have a choice to make, my sissy. You can stay and play, or you can leave. If you leave, I won’t share the videos unless I hear that you touched another woman inappropriately. I have eyes and ears in the office, and you’d be on my radar. There’s nothing I would love more than to share pictures of you all pretty and dressed in pink,” I said and rubbed my hand along James’ chin. He was averting his eyes and ignoring my gaze. I only wanted him to behave. Keep his hands to himself. Not get a woman fired who was on the rise. I had found another job, but it didn’t matter. James deserved this, and the ladies and I were having a blast. If James left, we would have a fun night regardless. If he stayed, we would make James pay in the best ways possible.

“What will it be James, are you staying or leaving?”

♦

James

I was on my knees. Kneeling beneath a woman who had bested me because of my desire to have sex. What man would have resisted a group of women? What man didn’t have the occasional fantasy of wearing women’s lingerie? Up until now, I had thought I would take back the upper hand, but I had been foolish all along. Desperate to feel a woman’s pussy against my lips. Her walls hugging my dick. My mind had been too busy fantasizing fucking four women to recognize the trap they were setting. To remember those curves I had spent so many hours staring at from my office desk. How had I not put the pieces together? I was stupid for not recognizing Deborah behind her mask.

Maybe they were right about me. Maybe I was no good and deserved to have a woman holding me by the neck, ready to wring me dry and expose tonight to the world. Me, dressed in pink, half-naked, exposed. I stared at the pile of toys and could only imagine what the women had planned for me.

I stood and glanced at my pile of clothes in the corner, out of reach. Then, I looked back at the toys. Deborah had her hand on her hips and watched my eyes move from pile to pile.

“We don’t have all night, James. I have what I wanted most. It’s up to you to cash in on your prize for shaving yourself and cooking, but you’d have to play by our rules.”

The redhead stood. Her green eyes were stunning. Her skin white like marble. The other two women were sitting on the sofa, their bodies close. The Asian woman with black hair had her hand on the black woman’s thigh. My dick hadn’t been this hard for this long in years, and if I left, I would only go home and jack off and think about what could have been. Who cared if the women had their way with me? Sex was pleasure, and I was thirsty for pussy.

“I’m staying,” I said with my head bent to the floor. They could dress me up as their doll. Deborah already had the pictures. I would be crazy to leave before the fun.

Deborah clapped. The redhead grinned. The women on the sofa had moved closer together. One unzipped the other’s dress. They lifted their hips and slid out of their dresses. S turned to Deborah, and they kissed. S unzipped Deborah’s dress as her tongue explored Deborah’s mouth. Deborah returned the favor, and their dresses fell to the floor. My ultimate dream was coming true before my eyes. I reached my hand into the pink thong, but S stopped me.

“No touching yourself until we tell you,” she said. I stopped and put my hands up like I was surrendering a fight.

All the women wore lace bras and panties. Deborah had on black. The redhead wore red. The Asian woman wore a plum color, and the black woman had a white bra and thong. The women looked like they had been printed by a machine. Cutouts from a magazine.

“A and P, should we show James what happens to naughty boys?”

The women on the sofa nodded. S went over to the pile and picked up a flogger, pulling the leather laces through her fingers. She held the leather handle in her hand, and my heart ticked faster. My palms were sweating, and my cock was begging me to touch it. Stroke it and let the cum fly, but the women wouldn’t allow that. They had me in their hands like the football of a quarterback.

“James, fetch us a chair from the kitchen. You can leave the apron in there too,” she said.

When I came back with the chair, each woman was holding a flogger or a paddle. I swallowed but placed the chair in the center of the living room where Deborah pointed. I felt exposed with nothing more than the pink thong covering my body. My hard dick wasn’t hiding under the thin lace. Deborah picked up a pair of black tights from the pile and passed them to me. “Put these on, James.”

I thought to protest but couldn’t find the words. Slipping on the black tights, I pulled them up to right below where my legs met, one at a time. They added a warmth and comfort I hadn’t expected.

“Bend over the chair, James,” Deborah said. She had a paddle and smacked it against the palm of her hand. I hesitated before stepping over to the chair. The women were standing in a line behind me. My exposed ass cheeks facing them. The thong did nothing to protect my skin. It held my little dick, but the air tickled my shaved ass.

I stood in front of the chair and stared at the wooden back. The arch at the top where my hands would rest. When I hadn’t moved, Deborah stepped forward. Her hand cupped my ass cheek, and she leaned forward to whisper in my ear, “you know you’ll love this more than we do.”

She wasn’t wrong, but what kind of man would I become if I allowed Deborah and her friends to spank me and dress me up like a doll? Deborah blew in my ear and pressed her body against mine. Her arms traveled up mine, and she grabbed my hands to guide them to the wood. “Hold on, sissy boy. We only want you to have fun,” she said.

Gripping the chair, I closed my eyes as Deborah traced the paddle along my ass. My dick twitched, pushing to escape the lingerie holding it down. Deborah tapped the wood against my ass. Her touch was light and didn’t hurt. The contact sent my cock into a frenzy, leaking and enlarging the stain from precum.

“I want my turn, D,” one woman said while Deborah was taking her time teasing me with the paddle. I held the chair, waiting for the pain to start, but it didn’t come. Deborah bent over and blew along my split. I wiggled, and Deborah held my hips.

“Don’t move,” she said. My eyes were closed when I felt the wetness hit my hole. It was slick like lubrication. Then, Deborah popped something in my ass. I flinched, and she told me to stay still. When she pushed the second ball through my ass, I realized she was using the anal beads. They only hurt for a moment, and then they filled me. I had never felt my body like this with something sitting inside of me. Stretching me.

Smack. Deborah brought the paddle down against my left cheek. It stung worse than the balls hurt passing my hole. I gripped the chair, feeling the wood against my sweaty palms as Deborah smacked my ass several more times. It was burning like I had spent the day in the sun without sunscreen. The tingle both pleasant and painful. Deborah stopped to push the rest of the beads into my ass, the last one hurting worse than the spanking. I felt a tear slide down my face as my ass adjusted to the last ball, bigger than all the ones before it. My ass held the balls inside. Deborah tapped my ass lightly with her paddle once again before stepping back to admire her work.

I looked over my shoulder, and S was standing there. Her red curls wild, jetting out from her head. Her lingerie seductive against her pale skin. “Face forward,” she commanded. S traced her laces along my back. She didn’t spank me but tickled my body for several minutes. She had me squeeze the wood and not move. Every time I flinched would become one lashing. My dick was dripping like a loose hose in my pink panties. I had flinched ten times when S’ timer went off, and she gave me ten lashings. I loved every one more than the one before it. Had I been a sissy all along? Had I been searching for the woman to stand up to me and put me in my place?

P and A went after S. P, the woman with straight black hair and almond eyes, had another paddle. She hit my ass like a bag of solid ice, reddening both my cheeks. A, the woman with long braids and white lingerie, had another flogger. She went to town on my ass. I wouldn’t be able to sit right for days, but staying here had been the best decision of my life.

After the ladies had my ass red and stinging, Deborah passed me a dress. It was yellow and made of cotton. Yellow like the sun on a bright day. Sunflowers in full bloom. A touched the fabric, knowing it would feel amazing against my shaved skin. “Put it on, James. You have more work to do,” Deborah said.

The anal beads were still deep in my ass. They had fallen out once during my spanking, but the ladies put them back in place. I slid the yellow dress over my hairless body, eager for what the women had planned next.

“Ladies, has James been good enough for his treat?” Deborah asked her friends.

The women mulled and whispered, but I was desperate for my treat. I dropped to my knees and clasped my hands together, “please, I want my treat. Haven’t I been a good doll?”

“I don’t know,” S said.

“He tried to sneak in before cooking dinner,” P added.

“Maybe he doesn’t deserve it,” A said.

I dropped my head and fell into a child’s pose like people did in yoga to show my subservience. I only wanted to taste their pussies. They wanted it too. I could see it in how they watched me on the floor beneath them like a vibrator in a box. A secret they kept from their friends. Nobody would discuss tonight if we crossed this line. I wore my dress. I wore the panties. The women had control, and I wouldn’t fight them. They were beauty in every sense of the word. They had put me in my place and shown me my wrongs.

“I am sorry for any pain I ever caused you Deborah. I’m sorry to all the women I ever hurt or touched inappropriately. You must have hated me to go through all this trouble for revenge. You have a great set of friends, Deborah. If you tell me to leave, I’ll leave, but if my treat is what I think it is, I am gifted with my tongue. Am I a perfect person? No, but I’ll return the favor,” I said facing the ground. My words muffled by the floor beneath me.

“Ladies,” Deborah said and circled her finger in the air. All the women stripped naked and sat on the sofas.

S was the closest to me and wagged her finger. I got on all fours and crawled to her, the dress catching on my knees. The fabric in the back sliding between my ass cheeks with the thong and handle from the anal beads. S held her pussy with two fingers while staring at me with her green eyes. She had a red bush around her magnificent hole. Her wonder. The cave I wanted to explore.

I grabbed S’ thigh and pulled myself to pussy height. She grabbed me by my right ear and forced my face in her pussy. Her juices mixing in my mouth. It was better than liquor. Better than water. Better than any beverage in the world. She was like tasting honey straight from honeycomb. S let go, digging her nails into the sofa as my tongue caressed her womanhood. Her clit. She cursed as the cum rushed to the surface, but she was only the first of four.

I moved to P, who was sitting next to S. She had no hair around her pussy. Her breasts were smaller than the others, but she was just as beautiful. She giggled as I pushed her long black hair out the way to take her nipple in my mouth. She pushed my head from her chest to her center. I didn’t resist her command. It didn’t take me long to take P to climax with my tongue working her button.

A was beautiful. I loved her dark skin and pink pussy lips. She smelled of coconuts and had juices that tasted better than dessert. She held my head when she came, digging her nails into my skull. I loved tasting her cum on my lips. The women touched as I moved down to Deborah.

Deborah smiled at me and stood. She held me by my hair and shoved my face in her pussy. She used me more than I pleased her. Deborah took more control than the other ladies had, and my dick responded. It twitched. If I touched it, I would ejaculate. Cover myself in jizz. Deborah came, and I was waiting for permission to touch myself.

The ladies slid on their panties and bras.

“What about me?” I asked.

“Just a moment,” Deborah said and pulled out her cell phone. She threw a towel on the ground in front of me. “Lift your dress and take out your penis. I know you’re dying to cum.”

I nodded and did as she said. My cock hard and leaking.

“Turn to the side. Show the camera your sexy tail. What are those from?”

“Anal beads,” I said. She could record if she wanted. I had to cum.

“Cum on the towel for us,” she said.

I took my dick in my hand and stroked it. After five passes over my cock, wet from the precum, I shot several loads all over the towel. My ass contracted, pushing out the anal beads. They fell to the floor under me as my body emptied itself of semen. The women were laughing. Deborah held the camera in my direction. Shame washing over me as the realization hit that Deborah had bested me. I had to change, or the entire world would know who I was. What I had let this group of women do to me.

Deborah shut off her camera. “You were amazing, James. Things couldn’t have gone better. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I grumbled.

“Now go to the kitchen and fetch us more wine. You’re our hostess for the night, unless you want the world to see this video,” Deborah said.

“Coming right away,” I said and disappeared to the kitchen for the wine.


CHAPTER SIX

Deborah

The night had been a fun start, but we weren’t finished with James. He had given me an honest apology, but it didn’t change the fact he had rubbed his dick against my ass at work, gotten me fired from my job, and smirked on my way out. I had leverage over him for the rest of our lives. I had already emailed all the photos and video to myself.

I woke up earlier than I had expected, and my stomach grumbled. We had made piles on the floor with blankets and slept together, but James had a job to complete. I poked him, and he stirred. He still wore the yellow dress from last night. James tossed and turned for a few minutes before his eyes fluttered open.

“Deborah,” he said. His voice rough like he needed to drink water. “What is it?”

“Time to wake up. You need to cook us eggs and bacon,” I said.

“Right now?” James asked. I nodded. The other ladies were sleeping in lingerie by James.

His eyes were dark brown and seductive. He looked more innocent in that moment than he ever had at the office. Our time as coworkers flashed through my mind. All the instances James had made me feel uncomfortable. The revenge hadn’t solved my past, but I didn’t regret feminizing James. It had been some of the best fun of my life. He got what he deserved, and I hoped James’ learned a lesson about messing with women.

James pushed the covers off his body and followed me to the kitchen. I sat at the table while James prepared hash browns (frozen from a bag), scrambled eggs, bacon, and orange juice. We had bought the ingredients for breakfast too. I helped and made the coffee. The pot was on the table and not the counter.

The ladies slowly emerged from the living room and joined me at the kitchen table. James served us food, but there wasn’t room for him to sit. He stood against the counter and ate the leftovers from our meals.

We took turns showering after breakfast, making sure to go fast to save on hot water. James went last. There wasn’t a drop left of hot water when he went into the bathroom, but we had a schedule to keep. This was Mario’s house, and I wanted to play with James a little longer. He would never see me again after today. The ladies and I would keep this between us and not tell a soul.

James came out with the towel wrapped around his body like a woman, tucked under his shoulders. Scarlett had suggested it. We gave him a white thong and white dress to wear. We had all changed into yoga pants and t-shirts with our hair pulled back in long ponytails.

“Grab a chair from the kitchen,” I said to James. “We have to redden that ass one last time.”

James went for the chair. When he returned, I had him bend over and hike his dress up to his waist. I moved his thong to the side and shoved the anal beads up James’ ass, going much faster than last night. The ladies and I lined up to redden his ass. I let them go first, so I could have the sweet finish.

After Scarlett, Polly, and Angie spanked James, his ass was turning a deep shade of red. I lifted my flogger to bring it down on his ass when keys turned in the doorknob. My heart raced as Mario stepped into an erotic scene. The flogger in my hand. The pile of toys by my side. Angie, Polly, and Scarlett rushed to the sofa to sit. James had his eyes shut but hadn’t moved. I smiled at Mario. We had slept together several times, and he had a kinky side.

“You didn’t tell me you had all this planned when you asked to use my house,” Mario said and shut the door behind him.

I walked over to Mario and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck. He slid his duffel bag off his shoulder and let it fall to the floor. Mario accepted my kiss. The laces from the flogger spread across Mario’s back as our kiss deepened. He was muscular, tall, and thick. He was bisexual too.

“Would you like my turn? I was just about to spank James here. You remember James, right? The horrible boss I used to have,” I said.

Mario narrowed his eyes and nodded. “Oh, yeah. Sure, I’ll take your turn,” Mario said.

The women relaxed and smiled. I held Mario’s shoulder and waved in their direction. “These are my accomplices and good friends. We can call them S, P, and A for now.”

“Nice to meet you,” Mario said and waved. “But I need to get in on this spanking. See how hard I am thinking about it?” Mario asked and grabbed the outline of his dick. It was thick and long and clear through the denim.

♦

James

The man who had just arrived was big and muscular. Taller than me and had thicker arms. The impression of his penis was massive. Much bigger than the little dick I was used to looking at on my body. Watching Deborah kiss him was hot, but when he stepped behind me holding the flogger, my heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. The man unbuttoned his pants and let his huge cock loose. It was oozing at the tip.

“Look forward, sissy,” Deborah said. She turned to Mario and told him it was okay to spank me. I had been a bad boy and deserved it. The women spanking me was one thing, but a man was another.

“What’s this?” Mario asked, tugging on the handle for the anal beads. The balls moved in my ass, pushing me closer to an orgasm. I didn’t want a man to make me cum. Not while I was wearing panties and a dress. What did this man think about me dolled up and feminized?

“Those are part of his punishment. He has to learn what it feels like to be a woman.”

“You’re one sissy bitch, aren’t you?” Mario asked, chuckling. The women joined in laughter. Mario brought the laces down against my cheeks. My ass was sore and burning from the pain. A man was spanking me like a sissy. A bitch. I had fallen from the tough man to the one bent over a chair. Mario reddened my ass until I begged him to stop.

“Maybe you should fuck him, Mario. What do you think, ladies?”

The women agreed, but I couldn’t allow that to happen. I was a man and wouldn’t let another man fuck me. Mario was bigger, stronger, and maybe even more attractive, but they were crossing a line.

“No,” I shouted.

Deborah laughed. “What mercy do you deserve, James? You’re a vile excuse for a human who takes what he wants from women without asking. Why shouldn’t Mario do the same to you?”

Mario was stroking his dick and watching me like an animal in the wild. A man who hadn’t had sex in weeks. The women were at the edge of the sofa, waiting to see what would happen. I turned and dropped to my knees. Mario’s huge dick hung in my face.

“Please, Deborah. Please, no. I don’t want a man to fuck me. I can’t. You have my word that I’ll never touch another woman without permission in my life. I swear,” I said.

“What do you think ladies? Does James sound sincere?”

The women whispered, cupping their hands over the other’s ear before speaking. They agreed I had been sincere after sending my heart into a panic for two minutes.

“Fine, Mario won’t fuck you, but you must keep your word.”

“I will,” I said.

“But that doesn’t mean I won’t fuck your sissy ass,” Deborah said. “Anyone want to help?”

S jumped up to join Deborah. They took off their jeans and wrapped strap ons around their waists.

P pointed at Mario, “I want him, if you’ll have me.” Mario licked his lips and took off his clothing. A said she wanted to join P and Mario, and they had their party off to the side. Mario had the women moaning like no other. He was living my fantasy, but Deborah and S had something different planned for me.

They used me like a split roast, one cock in my ass and another in my mouth. I had never been fucked before, but I loved that a woman was doing it. Deborah used my ass first. S second. When Deborah stuck her dick in my mouth after it had been in my ass, I thought I would puke, but it made my dick harder tasting myself on Deborah’s cock. She held my face and fucked my throat, moving her cock in ways to pleasure herself.

Mario and the other women were busy behind us. Two sex scenes, one room. Six bodies. After the ladies came from fucking me, they made me cum with a butt plug shoved up my ass. I wouldn’t have admitted it then but knew I would play with my ass in the future. I have had the hardest, most intense orgasms of my life since arriving at this house.

We all collapsed to the floor in a sea of sweat and bodily liquids after cumming. The white lingerie and dress clad to my hairless skin. Mario holding the women in his muscular arms how I had dreamed my entire life. He was the alpha I had always wanted to become, but the women taught me my true role in life; the sissy who was born to please.

♦

Deborah

After basking in the euphoria of an orgasm, I wanted James out of my sight. Scarlett crawled over to Mario and Polly and Angie. Everyone was naked except James who wore the white dress and white thong. The butt plug had fallen out of his ass, but we stretched him out and made him feel like a woman.

I stood up and grabbed James by the ear, dragging him toward the door. My friends and Mario watched me with delighted faces. We would have a fun Sunday, but our time with James had ended. Mario could satisfy all four of us if he wanted. He was a stallion with a passion for fucking.

James protested, and I loosened my grip. He fell to the floor, looking pathetic in his dress. He had acted so tough at the office when he was my boss. I couldn’t wait to never see James’ face again.

“Leave James,” I said and pointed to the door.

“But my clothes,” he stuttered.

“You don’t get your clothes back. This is part of your punishment. You’ll show the world just how much of a sissy you are.”

“No, please. Deborah.”

“James, outside now! Or I’ll send the video to everyone. I’m not playing.”

Jame raced to the door on his knees. He opened it and went outside, but the banging started the moment he left. I had felt so good not seeing his face for a microsecond.

“My keys. My phone. I need them, please. Deborah, please,” James said through the door.

I looked over my shoulder and smirked at Mario and the ladies. They were naked and grinning, watching me humiliate James. I took my time crossing the room to fetch James’ keys and phone. He wouldn’t get his clothes. He banged on the door, crying about the cars driving by. We heard a few horns and shouts.

After grabbing James’ things, I opened the door and threw them to him. “See you never,” I said and slammed the door in James’ face. He was like vapor disappearing in the wind.

I turned around and joined my naked friends to have a fun Sunday at Mario’s house.
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CHAPTER ONE

Charley worked at his desk in the grocery store’s office. He had been a manager at Diamond Market for over ten years. After receiving his associate degree in business, Charley didn’t want to continue with college. He barely made it through those two years with his head on his shoulders, and the tuition for the four-year school was much more expensive. He didn’t want to take on that amount of debt and graduated with his two-year degree. It only took him a year to pay off his debt from school, so he thought he was ahead. The grocery store gave him health benefits, paid vacation, and a good salary. People from around Foss knew Charley and the other employees by name. Diamond Market felt like a home away from home for Charley, and he never wanted to leave his comfy job.

His parents were on the other side of town. He had two serious girlfriends over the years, but neither had led to marriage. Something was holding Charley back from proposing to a woman. He didn’t know what it was, but the relationships never felt right.

Walking around Diamond Market, Charley checked all the products. He went to the different sections of the store and checked dates and times for produce and meats and the buffet. Some people stopped by Diamond Market to eat daily. It was a popular spot in Foss. From students to retirees, everybody stopped by the Market. They asked Charley and the other employees questions. He loved running the ship. The store. His daily project. Charley didn’t have one problem with managing a grocery store and felt grateful every morning he woke up for work.

When Charley returned to his office, the phone was ringing. His ignorant bliss was about to shatter like fallen glass. Charley went over to the phone and answered it. The big office from Chicago was calling.

“Mr. Plat?”

“Yes, this is he,” Charley said. The big office almost never called. Diamond Market had stores all over the Midwest, and there had been headlines of financial trouble. Charley thought they would avoid any issues because there weren’t many markets of its size in Foss.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Plat. We’re calling with some bad news,” the boss said.

Charley’s heart dropped to the pits of his stomach. He never wanted to hear such words. The district manager from Chicago called to say that they had to close the Foss location. They were debating between the one in Foss and a neighboring town, but the town twenty miles from Foss had less competition. The town was smaller and without the higher education. They earned just a bit more money, but there was good news. The company owned the building in Foss, and if things turned around, they could reopen the store.

“How long do we have to leave?” Charley asked. He was sweating. Beads running down his forehead.

“Two weeks. We’re going to run a major sale in the next couple weeks, but everyone has to leave after two weeks. I’m really sorry about this, Mr. Plat. We could try to find something for you at the sister store?” the man offered, but they both knew Charley would not drive over half an hour each way. And those two-lane highways could get backed up if there was an accident. Traffic with no escape. He preferred to find something in Foss. There were enough jobs around the city, but starting as the new person was never fun. He had spent a decade at Diamond Market.

The man on the phone continued and explained how all the workers would get a small bonus for the abrupt news. Charley didn’t care about the money. He wanted a job. He had planned on working at Diamond Market his entire life, never thinking the day would arrive when they shut down their store. There had been a lot of strategic closures in the Chicago area, but Charley considered Foss safe. A college town with dedicated full-time residents. People would lose a staple in the city when Diamond Market closed its doors, but what could Charley do? He wouldn’t leave before the two weeks ended. He wouldn’t protest outside.

Charley hung up the phone and went back to work, breaking the terrible news to his employees one at a time but mentioning the severance pay. Good news and bad. Which did they want first? Charley’s heart broke in two by the end of the day.

♦

Robert Mosley was a college dropout and farmer. He preferred to wake up before the sun illuminated the sky than read textbooks. He preferred to burn edges on his farm than make conference calls with strangers around the world. His cattle gave him the best milk and meat a man could ask for in this unforgiving world. Working alongside nature provided more satisfaction for Robert than he could ever have in an office environment. He hired people to help him around the farm but kept to himself.

After a long morning on the farm, Robert retired to his house. The woman who cooked, Deborah, set up food for the workers in the garage every day. She was busy doing that, and Robert would get his plate after his after-work ritual. There was a bathroom with outside access for the workers. They weren’t allowed inside his house, and Robert had taken the steps to ensure that. He appreciated everything his employees did for him, but Deborah was the only one allowed in the house. Maybe Robert was paranoid, but things worked well as they were.

He was thirty-two and not married. Women flirted with him often, but Robert had secret desires. He didn’t know if he would ever find a woman that fulfilled his true wishes. Until that day, Robert could tolerate living as a solitary man. He made plenty of money from the land and saved it. With Deborah helping him, nearly all his meat and dairy came from the farm. She knew how to make cheese and use every part of a cow for meat. There were chickens in the backyard too for eggs and meat. Deborah was worth her weight in gold.

When Robert returned from his shower and after-work ritual, Deborah was standing in the kitchen. A plate of piping-hot food waited for Robert at the table with a glass of water. He took his seat, but there was something off in the air. Deborah sat across from him. The kitchen seemed cleaner than normal, like she had worked extra hard to finish early.

“Mr. Mosley,” she said.

“You know you can call me Robert,” he said.

“I know, sir, but I’m afraid I got some bad news.”

Robert set the fork on the edge of his plate. Deborah had cooked his favorite: fried chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli. Chicken gravy made with Deborah’s famous stock. The woman could write cookbooks. Robert was positive they would fly from the shelves.

“What’s your news, Deborah?” he asked. He knew what was coming. Deborah had been eying a move to Chicago for some time. She had mentioned it when she started a couple years ago, but Robert thought she changed her mind. He paid her well and bought insurance for her and all his other employees. They were worth every penny because he couldn’t run the farm alone.

“I have to quit my job. I found a wonderful job in Chicago as a food editor. Can you believe it?”

“Yes, I can. Congratulations, Deborah,” Robert said. In the back of his mind, he was thinking what a loss it would be but was excited for her, nonetheless. Robert stood and put out his arms for a hug.

“Thank you. I’m going to miss this job a lot, but I have to make my mark on the world,” Deborah said. She had grown up on a farm around Foss but wanted to write about luxury food and wine. She was in her late twenties, and Robert understood her desire to flee the small-town life. He had anchored down in Foss, and it was his home, but Deborah was free to live her life. He couldn’t stop her, but he could help her fly.

“When will your last day be?” he asked.

“I start at my job in Chicago in two weeks. I can stay here like a week longer,” she said.

“Perfect. I’ll have to hire a maid service until I find someone new,” he said.

“They won’t cook for you though,” she said.

“I’ll have to pick up some slack. Don’t worry about me. I’ll give you a bonus before you leave, so you can have the best possible start in Chicago.”

Deborah clapped her hands, “you’re the best boss ever. I’ll miss you,” Deborah said.

Robert swore she had stayed around the farm because she had a crush on him. He couldn’t prove that. But the way she batted her eyelashes and looked up at him when they were alone. Robert would never have sex with an employee, but he didn’t have eyes for Deborah. She was beautiful, but he wanted something different. Something he would probably never have. He hooked up with women but never Deborah. She was an employee and wanted more than sex. Robert could see it in her eyes.

When Deborah grabbed her keys to leave, she turned back to Robert. Longing in her eyes. Robert made a note to add an extra thousand to her next check and to find a new Deborah. He knew the chances of finding a replacement as valuable as Deborah were slim to none, but he had to find someone soon. He couldn’t spend all his afternoons making cheese and chicken stock.


CHAPTER TWO

Charley felt like a loser for staying until the last day, but he got a nice bonus for doing it. The town had gone crazy clearing out the store during the final clearance sale. Charley watched as they tore each other apart, vying for the best deal. Meat and dairy at steep discounts. Paper and pencils at ninety percent off. Charley passed a decade walking through those sliding glass doors at the entrance, and now he would have to drive past an empty store. The ten years felt like they had flashed by in a second, but time stood still that last day. All the employees had left, taking the remnants of the final sale. The last bits of product that weren’t bought.

Charley walked around the hollowed store, wondering what he would do next. He had no plan but to stay in Foss. He didn’t want to live in the big city where humans raced like rats. Staying behind in Foss appealed to him more than chasing an intangible dream. Charley wanted health insurance, a retirement package, and enough money to afford the mortgage on his place he had bought. It wasn’t expensive. The bank proved to him that buying was cheaper than renting which didn’t cost much outside the college district in Foss.

Locking the doors for the last time, Charley sighed. He would never work as a manager there again. He had enough savings for four months and zero ambition to look for a new job. Charley wouldn’t cry over it. He had broken enough glass bottles behind the building; slamming them into the trash can. He wasn’t an angry person and felt ridiculous each time he broke a bottle. It did nothing to change his situation: jobless, no prospects, and four months of savings.

Charley drove home and parked outside his place but didn’t go inside. He had bought his house in a trendier part of town, not that much happened in Foss. But he could walk to the rival supermarket and a bar and a bakery and cafe. A plaza of goodies at his disposal.

Charley entered the bar. People were paying pool and shooing darts. They banned smoking inside, but they had an ‘outdoor’ room off to the side. It was a covered patio with little separation from the inside. Cigarette smoke drifted in every time someone walked from one space to the other.

Sitting at the bar, Charley ordered a beer and a shot. He didn’t drink much but felt it was appropriate to treat himself. Sitting at home alone, Charley wasn’t sure what he would do. He needed to be around people, chatter, and commotion. Charley downed his shot and beer in record time. The booze traveling through his blood. He planned to get hammered and walk back home to pass out and wake up to a new day.

Charley ordered a second beer and shot when someone tapped on his shoulder. He turned and faced the man. It took him a minute to recognize his old friend from high school. They hadn’t talked in ages. “Robert Mosley. Is that you?” he asked.

“It’s me man, what’s happening with you? I saw you over here slamming a shot and couldn’t believe it. You’re never here,” Robert said. Charley had always considered himself sexually fluid, and Robert was looking good. Muscles bulging under his button up. Checkerboard print. Trimmed beard and huge brown eyes. Charley tried not to glance down at Robert’s bulge but wanted to move his eyes there. They were tremendous friends in high school but weren’t anything more than that. Charley didn’t lose his virginity until he was twenty-one, but Robert had always been attractive. A ladies man. All the women wanted Robert, the smart guy on the football team.

“Not much. It’s been a rough day, and I wanted a drink. Do you come here often?” Charley asked.

“Once a week to play pool. Wanna play?”

Charley looked over to the pool table where Robert was playing with his friends but wasn’t feeling up to socializing. “I’m good. Thanks, man. We should catch up sometime when you aren’t playing pool,” Charley said, turning back to his drinks. He could drink away his problems and didn’t need the company of a friend.

Robert must have noticed how sad and down Charley felt because he sat in the empty stool next to Charley and ordered a beer. His friends groaned from the corner, but he waved at them to play on without him. Robert turned back to Charley and talked about the farm.

Charley didn’t know why Robert was talking to him after all these years, but the distraction was nice. Charley couldn’t remember why they had stopped hanging out. It had been long before the farm. It must have been right around when Charley started at the grocery store, climbing the ranks until he ran the show. Only to get thrown out to the streets a few years later with no worries from the Chicago office. They would make their profits in the next town over. Charley didn’t confess to Robert about his job loss. He listened to his old friend talk about how he had dropped out of university and started working on a farm, buying the land only a few years into his venture.

“You should come out and smoke a joint,” Robert said.

Charley chuckled. “I haven’t smoked since we were nineteen,” he said.

“No better time than now,” Robert said.

“I shouldn’t. I’ve already had a few shots, and your farm is far.”

“I’ll drive you. For old time’s sake.”

Charley thought about it. He had nothing better to do. No job to wake up for in the morning.

♦

Driving across town with Charley in the passenger seat, Robert couldn’t remember why they had stopped talking. They must have grown apart with age, but they used to have the most fun together. Playing basketball at school, riding their bikes around town, and enjoying life. They spent summers at the pool. The more Robert thought about it, the reality they hadn’t spoken saddened Robert. He missed his friend Charley. He played pool with a couple of his employees and some guys from town. Robert couldn’t open up to them like he used to with Charley.

“What ever happened to us?” Robert asked when they were getting close to his farm.

“I was thinking about that but can’t recall a specific reason for falling out,” he said.

“Me neither. Too bad we let all those years fly by without keeping touch.”

“We’re here now. I can’t believe you still smoke weed,” Charley said.

“What can I say. The life of a farmer gives me the freedom to do whatever I want. I usually just smoke at night or on the weekends. It gets lonely after we finish work for the day.”

“You married?” Charley asked.

“No, you?”

“No. Girlfriend?”

“Not even one of those,” Robert chuckled. They had arrived at his house. The farm spread out around it. Stars filled the sky. He lived at least ten miles outside the outskirts of Foss which wasn’t a huge city.

“Me neither. We should be back at the bar trying to find some ladies,” Charley said.

“I’d rather smoke a joint and maybe play a game?”

They went inside, and Robert rolled a joint for them. He never had people inside his house, but Charley was an old friend. They knew each other. Secrets and all. They had probably changed over the years since they stopped speaking, but Robert liked having someone around that knew him from before his farming life. Robert racked his memories, trying to think about what Charley was doing when they met. He hadn’t mentioned work once.

“You still work at the grocery store?” Robert asked. He hadn’t gone grocery shopping since he hired Deborah.

“They just let me go,” Charley said. “That’s why you caught me at the bar.”

Robert listened as Charley told the story about the grocery store closing. He worked at Diamond Market on the other side of town. Robert went to the grocery store closer to his farm. They hadn’t run into each other over the years because of it.

While listening to Charley’s story, Robert lit the joint. They sat in his living room. He could do whatever he wanted in his house. Charley coughed like a madman when he smoked the joint. Robert watched him, wondering something he couldn’t put into words. Charley always had a smaller frame and the cutest freckles. With the right touches, he could pass… Robert shook his head, throwing the thoughts from his mind.

“I just lost my farm helper, Deborah. Would you like a job here? I offer insurance and everything.”

“What’s the job?” Charley asked, smoking the joint.

Robert explained what Charley would have to do around the house, feeling a bit awkward asking his old friend if he wanted to become the maid and housekeeper. Robert needed someone he could trust in his house, and that would be Charley.

“I will consider it. Can I have a few days to think?” Charley asked.

“Sure,” Robert said. It had been Deborah’s last day yesterday, and if he could get Charley trained by next week, Robert would consider that a win. He didn’t need Charley to work at Deborah’s level right away and could train him up, hopefully paying Charley enough to stick around. Maybe paying him more to… No. Robert stopped the thoughts before they started.

Greedy horniness brimming at the surface. After they finished smoking the joint, they hung around the house and played a few fighting games. Neither drank more, and they didn’t talk about the job again, but the offer lingered in the air. Robert could feel Charley thinking about it when he looked around the room.

“Can you take me back to the city?” Charley asked after an hour.

“Yes, let’s go. It’s getting late,” Robert said. It was almost midnight, and he had to wake up in a few hours to tend to the farm. He would most likely buy fast food the next day with Deborah off to Chicago and fall farther behind on his housework. He hoped Charley said yes, so he could get him trained right away.


CHAPTER THREE

Charley went back and forth in his mind before accepting the job, but he had started work that day, grateful to have a new job. He hadn’t burned through his savings, and Robert would pay him slightly more than he had been making at the grocery store. Charley wouldn’t complain before he began. Things could have been worse. He didn’t love working for one of his old friends, but bills arrived at his house. Charley had to make an income or he would drown from the bills and mortgage. He couldn’t lose what he had worked so hard to gain.

Charley had to cook and clean and wash clothes and drive to the grocery store. How Robert talked about Deborah intimidated Charley. He had to learn a lot if he was going to compete with his shadow.

For the first day, Charley made a garden salad and little sausages with barbecue sauce. He bought additional sides, but Robert explained how he wanted fresh sides using whatever he could from the farm. There was a small vegetable garden where Robert grew food Charley could use in his recipes. The tomatoes and peppers had come in now that it was late summer, and Deborah had left before she could make her sauces and salsas. Charley felt in over his head but watched tutorial videos online. Robert didn’t expect him to know everything on the first day, but Charley could tell his expectations were high.

Washing another man’s clothing was a bit of a shock, but they all smelled of Robert’s manliness. Charley didn’t focus too long on the undergarments and made quick work folding them, tossing them into Robert’s basket and placed them in his room. His room was masculine. It had a red accent wall and king-size bed with nobody to share it with. He had views of the farm from his window. Charley stood there, watching the men work in the fields. They were off in the distance, but the land stretched much farther than Charley could see.

He could smell their lunch. Robert had told him to set it up in the garage and make him a plate to eat at the dining-room table. Charley loved that he could read the news or listen to music, watch videos. But there was something off about cooking and cleaning for a man. Part of Charley wanted to live up to the shadow named Deborah, but the other half screamed for him to run out the door and find a normal job. He couldn’t put his finger on what felt off, but Charley sensed a strangeness in the air of Robert’s house.

After setting up the food in the garage, Charley returned to the kitchen and cleaned up his mess. He kept Robert’s plate warm in the oven. Charley missed commanding a team, looking over payroll, and other aspects of his old job.

Robert returned, smelling of the farm. Charley heard everyone in the garage eating.

“Do you want to introduce me to the workers?” Charley asked.

“You can talk to them if you want, but they aren’t allowed inside,” Robert said. “If you don’t mind, I need to take a shower. I hate smelling like outside after a long day. I don’t know how they eat like that.” Robert was standing at the bottom of his stairs, waiting to go upstairs.

“Sure. I’ll meet them another day,” Charley said. He would make it out to meet them eventually but wasn’t feeling up to it today. It was his first day. What if they hated the food? Charley was sure they would notice that Deborah didn’t cook. She was a legend, according to Robert.

Robert disappeared up the steps, and Charley continued working on his list.

♦

Charley… cooking lunch and cleaning Robert’s house. Robert scrubbed his body with a bar of soap, dick hard. He was thinking about feminizing Charley and ripping a thong from his body before using his tight hole. Robert wanted a feminized man more than anything. He fooled around with one twink in town a couple years back, but it had come to an end last year. Robert hadn’t been with anyone since, wanting only a specific type.

The twink was sexy and would come over dolled up in tights, heels, and a dress. Robert would stretch out his little feminine hole for hours at a time. They had a good run, but everything good in his life seemed to blow away to the windy city.

Water ran down Robert’s chiseled body as he thought about dressing up Charley’s small frame and putting him in his place. How long would Robert last before confessing how he fantasized about Charley? What if he came to work dressed as Robert’s maid? Robert’s body buckled as he stroked his dick thinking about Charley.

Robert wanted to like a woman like Deborah but craved one like Charley with a dress. A man feminized. His secret dream. There weren’t many guys on the app in Foss who dressed en femme and wanted a hunky man to put him in his place. Robert rubbed his chest muscles, pinching his nipple, and stroked his dick. Charley was downstairs cleaning his kitchen.

He could do it in a dress. What would Robert have to do to convince him? There was nothing wrong with it. If they talked about it, Robert could tell him. It wouldn’t make things awkward between them. Robert sighed, knowing that wasn’t possible. Once he opened that door, he wouldn’t be able to close it. Charley couldn’t forget his secret. Robert didn’t have the courage to share it.

Knuckles bending over the tiles, Robert raised his free hand. His other busy working his dick. His balls tightening, cum leaving the tip of his dick. Swirling down the drain. Robert balled his fist and hit the tiles, unsure how to proceed.

Robert dried his body off, not going downstairs until his dick lowered. Charley was cleaning the kitchen, but Robert couldn’t work up the courage to tell Charley how he felt. How he wanted to strip Charley naked and feminize his petite body. Robert wasn’t sure about Charley’s sexuality. People always said things, but who knew what was true?

Charley left that night, and Robert said nothing. But he thought about it all night. A fantasy playing on repeat. Robert had to figure out a way to tell Charley, no matter the outcome.


CHAPTER FOUR

The first day had dragged on as Charley tried to keep up between making a family meal, cleaning the house, and completing his list of duties. As the week continued, the daily tasks became more familiar to Charley. He was adjusting to the new role as Robert’s housekeeper. They didn’t interact much throughout the day, but Charley normally hung around the house to talk to Robert as he ate his late lunch.

Deborah had left behind a list of recipes Charley found in the cabinet. They were recipes she had found online and adjusted for the amount of workers Robert had. The booklet helped Charley immensely. She had scribbled notes and other things. She had called to remind Robert she left it behind on Charley’s second day. Moving and starting a new job in the city caused her to forget. The tornado of new events.

Beyond tidying the house and cooking colossal amounts of food, Charley was watching videos and learning how to make stock from chicken bones. Robert had mentioned Deborah used to make cheese, which she didn’t leave a recipe for, and Charley wanted to impress his new boss.

He and Robert were friends, but an interesting dynamic was brewing between them. Charley couldn’t help but feel submissive to Robert’s manliness. He was an alpha without question, and Charley thought things he couldn’t believe. When Charley had known Robert before, he was athletic but not nearly as muscular as he was at thirty-two. It was like he had spent those ten years building more muscle and not letting one fall out of shape.

Charley had brushed against his hard body and felt his dick twitch, not that he would ever confess that truth to anyone.

After Charley’s first week on the job, he was feeling more confident he could tackle the needs of the farm. He would learn how to make cheese, fantastic family meals, and keep the house sparkling. Once he mastered everything Deborah did, Charley would outdo her. He wasn’t losing money by working for Robert, and they had already filed paperwork for insurance. He trusted his new boss and old friend and wanted to make him the happiest farmer in Illinois.

♦

The week wore down on Robert, watching Charley wash the dishes after he cleaned the plates from the table sent Robert into a frenzy. Every time they spent the afternoons together, Robert had to squeeze his hard dick between his thighs. Why couldn’t he stop feminizing Charley in his mind? He had even ordered outfits online. They arrived in the midweek. The weekend passed, and Robert spent his time jacking off to mental images of Charley dressed in the feminine clothing he purchased. Charley would look better in a maid’s dress and platform heels than a pool of gold coins. Blonde or brown wig. Tights that Robert could tear away from Charley’s legs before spreading them and licking his precious hole.

Robert couldn’t stop imagining what Charley would look like bent over his couch. His bed. The counter. He would fuck his cave wherever he could if Charley would allow it. Would he reject Robert or play his game?

Charley had a way of speaking and holding himself that was distinctly feminine. How he served Robert lunch at the table without question and cleared away the plate when he finished. How he folded Robert’s laundry and left the basket on the bed. Robert didn’t have cameras in his house but thought about installing them to watch Charley after he went home for the night.

It was Friday of Charley’s second week, and Robert had spent the day working in the field. Harvest was one of his busiest times of the year, but he tried to keep the farm operational in all seasons. He grew trees for the winter, corn or beans in the summer, and had a garden and other small projects. Balancing the work between his employees in the off season was hard, but Robert found something for them to do. He would find even more for Charley this winter, if things went well.

Robert couldn’t wait any longer. He had to have Charley or find a new employee. Female. One without a twink-like body, so he could stop fantasizing about dolling Charley up and lifting him into his arms. Pushing him against the wall. Tasting the sweat on his skin. Robert took his shower while Charley prepared his plate in the kitchen. When Robert returned, Charley was dusting the living room. Robert watched as Charley bent over the entertainment console, reaching behind the television with the duster. He bit his lip, not taking his eyes off Charley’s tight backside.

Robert cleared his throat. Charley jumped and turned toward him. “You scared me. I didn’t hear you come down,” he said. Robert didn’t believe him and thought he had been bending over to tease him with that delicious ass.

“What’s for lunch?” Robert asked.

Charley dropped the duster and went over to the oven, taking out Robert’s plate. Robert enjoyed the extra touches Charley added to everything. He was learning fast and took his job seriously. Charley placed the food in front of Robert. His favorite: fried chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli.

“I saw a note in the book Deborah left behind. She said this was your favorite,” he said.

“It is,” Robert said. He wanted to reach his hand out and touch Charley, but it wasn’t right. They hadn’t talked. They were friends wading into dangerous territory. Charley didn’t know where he was walking, and Robert’s flashlight had broken. Was he crazy to tell Charley how he felt? What if Charley spread Robert’s secret around town? He would lose cred as a masculine farmer. An idol to young men around Foss. Charley and Robert knew the same people, and Robert didn’t want to risk his name for a fantasy in his mind. He ate the chicken and weighed his pros and cons while Charley returned to dusting across the room.

Biting into a floret of broccoli, Robert was leaning toward telling Charley. Ripping the bandage from his skin. He couldn’t live his life in fear. Everyone they knew from before had kids or had married someone. What were Robert and Charley doing? Were they destined for each other?

Robert finished his food, and Charley cleared the plate without prompting. His arms brushed against Robert’s bicep, making him want to reach out and grab Charley. Pull him close. Kiss him and straddle his legs over Robert’s lap. Touch his ass and spread his cheeks. Finger his hole. Breathe the air Charley breathed. Pull him back by his dirty blonde hair and run his tongue up Charley’s neck.

Shaking his head, Robert pushed away the fantasy. He had to think and choose his words wisely. He only had one chance.

“Charley, would you like a beer?”

He shook his head, “no, I have to drive back to town.”

“Coffee?”

“Sure,” Charley said. He went over to the coffee maker and filled the back with water, placing coffee grounds into a filter. Robert loved watching Charley know his way around the house. He didn’t stand to avoid showcasing his hardness. “Do you take cream or sugar?”

“Black,” Robert said. The only milk he wanted would come from Charley’s feminine stick. Charley made the coffee and sat at the table with Robert. He had mixed milk with his. “Do you have any fantasies?”

“Like sexual?” Charley asked. He chuckled, looking toward the door.

“Yeah. Just bro talk. You seeing any ladies?”

“I thought we said we were both single,” Charley said.

“That’s right,” Robert said and slapped his forehead. “How could I forget?”

“Why are you asking me about fantasies?”

“I don’t know. Just curious. We should go out to the bar and pick up ladies one day,” Robert said.

“Right, we could do that. What’s going on, Robert? Why are you acting so weird?” Charley asked, raising his eyebrow.

Robert could feel the tension in his body. The awkwardness radiating from him, spreading around the room. He was a mess and couldn’t bring himself together. “There’s something I have to confess, but you can’t tell anyone.”

“Okay, what is it?”

Robert ran a hand over his mouth, looking around the room. Could he go through with this? What was wrong with him? “Wait here. I have something for you in my room,” Robert said. As his feet moved up the stairs, he was rethinking his plan. He could give Charley an old book and call it a day, never move into dangerous territory. Stay out of the shark-infested waters.

Robert returned from his room after much internal debate, holding a gift in a bag for Charley. Robert placed the gift in front of Charley and stepped back as though it were a bomb. An explosive ball of confetti due to explode.

Charley laughed at Robert and spread apart the tissue paper. He pulled out the maid outfit and a small black dress. Two outfits for a woman Charley’s size, if he were a woman. Charley held the clothing in both hands, looking at them like a set of mismatched shoes from the same box. “Halloween isn’t for a couple months,” Charley said.

Robert wished he had brought a book. He covered his mouth and shook his head, eyes bulging.

“What is this, Robert?”

“I want you to dress as my maid. I want to feminize you if you stay around here.”

“You can’t do that. I’ll report you,” he said.

Robert knew Charley reacting like this was a possibility, and the beast within him awakened. He needed to take what he wanted. Stepping forward, Robert spoke in a commanding tone. He didn’t touch Charley, but they were only centimeters apart. Their breaths dancing. Inhale, exhale. Eyes locked together in a fierce battle. “You don’t have to do anything, but I want your feminine ass. Nobody is allowed inside. They won’t see your sissy body. You’ll be for my eyes only,” Robert said. “I’ll bend you over this table and make you feel like you’ve never felt before.”

Charley raised his hand, looking like he was about to place it on Robert’s chest. He stepped back, shaking his head. “You can’t expect that from me,” he said, his voice unstable. He was staring at Robert’s enlarged bulge. Robert could see where Charley’s eyes were studying.

“Think about it, Charley. You would have the best job in the world, skimping around the house in that outfit. Looking sexier than sin. I’d treat you like the queen you are,” Robert said. He couldn’t resist and grabbed Charley and pulled him against his body, making Charley feel his steel. His strong muscles.

Charley didn’t resist him. He looked up into Robert’s eyes, squeezing his obliques. “Are you being serious right now?”

“More than I’ve ever been in my life. I see the way you’ve been looking at me this past week. Are you gay?”

“I’m not anything.”

“You wanna be my little sissy bitch?” Robert asked. He held Charley’s mouth, desperate to feel those sissy lips around his cock. How would they look with liner and red lipstick? Maybe purple? Something exotic like blue or green?

“I’ll have to think about it, Robert,” Charley said. Robert released him, fighting to maintain control of himself.

“You should leave, Charley. Take the clothes with you and think about it. I’ll give you a massive severance bonus if you don’t want to. I’m sorry for showing this side of me,” Robert said. He was looking away from Charley, back turned to him. Robert sat in a chair, unable to handle the emotions coursing through his body. Why had he been stupid enough to share his secret?

Charley touched his shoulder and whispered something Robert didn’t hear. Robert shook his shoulder, “get out my house!”

Charley shook his head and grabbed the clothes from the table. He left without another word, leaving Robert alone simmering in his stew of self-pity.


CHAPTER FIVE

Charley unloaded the contents of Robert’s gift onto his bed. A small black cocktail dress and another outfit that made Charley cringe. Could he dress up as a maid? Was it weird his dick got hard every time he thought about dressing up as Robert’s maid and having the hunky man bend him over a table and spread his cheeks. Charley had fooled around with a guy once. Only oral. But he wouldn’t mind exploring more with Robert. Every time Robert returned from working on the field, Charley got a little weaker. He was such an alpha Charley wanted to service him. Wearing the maid’s uniform wasn’t the wildest prospect in the world.

He held it up, studying the line in the fabric, wondering how he would fill out the chest area. There was a bra in the bag of goodies and a thong Charley couldn’t picture on himself.

Charley sat on the edge of his bed with his mind spinning in circles. He reached into his pants, not paying attention to his hand moving up and down his shaft. Thinking about his feminized body and what Robert would do to it. Had he feminized a man before? Would Charley be his first?

Unlocking his cell phone, Charley searched the internet. He watched videos of men feminizing themselves and their processes. How they worked through it and dressed in skirts and halter tops, exposing their hairless midsections. There were endless videos on tucking and removing hair from unwanted places. Recommendations for waxes and razors. The vast amount of options overwhelmed Charley, and he didn’t know where to start on his journey but had decided he wanted to become Robert’s sissy.

His sex and love life had been lackluster at best, and something deep within Charley told him he had to move forward. He wanted to feel beautiful and desired like a sexy woman. Robert would worship him. He said so himself, and the look in Robert’s eyes told Charley he was telling the truth. Charley wanted to love someone and expand his horizons. He had always been curious about the other side of him, and Robert cracked him open like an egg into the frying pan.

After spending hours watching videos, Charley felt more confident about feminizing himself for Robert’s pleasure. He could wear the maid’s uniform around Robert’s house. He had seen the way Robert was staring at him while he dusted furniture. His eyes had been fixed on Charley like he was an interesting film. Charley had a hold over Robert, and it would only grow the more he played Robert’s game, not that Charley wouldn’t enjoy himself along the way.

Charley opened his messages, thinking about how work would change after he sent this text.

Charley: I accept your offer. See you Monday.

Charley locked his phone and hid it from himself, not wanting to see if Robert replied. He left his bedroom and went to the living room, pacing back and forth between the kitchen. He couldn’t keep it together, seconds from falling apart. What had he gotten himself into? He went back to his bedroom and looked at the outfits he would wear. His phone was flashing. Robert had replied to his message. Charley tiptoed around the bed, not wanting to see what Robert wrote.

Robert: Can’t wait. See you soon, my sissy.

Charley held his phone to his chest. He had a lot of work to do over the weekend if he was going to look good in his maid uniform by Monday. Charley went back to the videos, making a list of everything he would need from the store to shave and feminize his body for Robert. His man. He was more possessive than anyone Charley had been with before, and Charley couldn’t wait to give Robert his everything. Sissified and dolled up. Bending over and waiting for Robert to have his way with him.

♦

Robert parked down the street from Charley’s house in front of the bar. It was Sunday, and Charley didn’t have to work that day, but he had already agreed to feminizing himself for Robert. Where would it lead them? Robert squeezed his legs and pushed his erection through the fabric of his jeans. He needed to taste Charley but had to wait at least one more day until Charley went to work, but Robert had a surprise for his future lover. The sissy he wanted to hold at night.

Robert grabbed a box from the backseat and walked down the sidewalk to Charley’s, sweat running down the back of his neck. It wasn’t hot nor cold on that late-summer day. The sun high in the sky, shining down on the world. Robert had a few things to tend to around the farm but wanted to give Charley a few supplies he might need to help him feminize himself.

Watching everyone on both sides of the street, Robert proceed to Charley’s house. He walked up the front porch and placed the box in front of the door, not ringing the doorbell. He wondered what Charley was doing on the other side. Robert could see Charley’s car from the porch. He left before Charley could catch him outside his house on a Sunday.

When Robert got back to his car, he sent Charley a message about the box on the front porch and drove home to finish his work on the farm.

♦

Charley stared at himself in the mirror. He had just undressed after getting home from the store to buy all the supplies he needed: razors, creams, lotions, and makeup. People from the videos online had recommended different brands, and Charley picked out a few items. The cashier gave him weird looks, but Charley didn’t care.

After watching a video with tons of shaving tips, Charley went to the bathroom. He had the entire day off from Robert’s farm and would arrive on Monday feminized and ready to work (and play). Charley couldn’t stop thinking of what it would feel like to spend the night wrapped in Robert’s muscular arms. His dick looked thick through his jeans. A bulge could deceive, but Charley didn’t think Robert would disappoint once he took off his pants.

Standing in the bathroom, Charley slipped off his boxers. A part of him knew he wouldn’t wear men’s underwear after today, but he wasn’t conscious of that fact. He stared at his naked body, wondering what he would look like without the bush of blonde pubic hair or chest hair or leg hair. He would shave his body and lotion it, like they had instructed in the videos.

Charley ran hot water in the tub. He replayed the video, making sure he didn’t mess up. He didn’t want to end up with cuts and bruises up and down his legs nor in any of his private areas. His soft, limp feminine dick hung over his balls as he lathered everything below his waist in shaving cream. The cold air tickled his body. His phone vibrated.

Robert: I left something on your front porch. See you tomorrow.

A chill ran over Charley like someone was watching him. He had shut the bathroom door, and the bathroom window was too small to see inside, but Charley felt exposed with shaving cream covering his naked body. Charley looked over his shoulder. He stepped closer to the door and opened it, peeking out the crack. Nobody was there, and he couldn’t see any shadows outside the front door. Charley closed the door and went back to shaving.

Dipping the razor in hot water, Charley lifted his leg to the edge of the tub. Balls hanging. Dick smaller than normal. He had a lot of work in front of him but started at the base of his right leg and pulled up. He spent the next hour ridding his body of hair. When Charley finished, he had covered his body in lotion four times. It still burned, but no bumps rose on his skin. He applied a fifth layer after walking around the house to let his body dry. He still had to get the package from the front porch but had been too busy getting the hair off his body. Taking his time to not cut any sensitive areas.

Charley wrapped himself with a towel, eager to try on the lingerie Robert had left in the box. He went to the front door and opened it quickly, snatching the package from outside. It was light, so Charley assumed Robert had filled the box with clothing. Charley placed the box on his bed and opened it. His assumptions were correct. Lingerie, dresses, pantyhose, and other women’s clothing filled the box to the brim. Charley would have enough to wear for weeks without having to shop. Robert clearly wanted to doll Charley up, and Charley didn’t have a problem with that.

Looking through the box, Charley saw a blue thong that he loved. It had the softest cotton he had ever felt. It must have been a blend, but there wasn’t a label. Charley wasn’t sure how he would wash them. He would have to ask Robert for the care instructions after his man took the panties from his twink body. Charley couldn’t wait to become Robert’s sissy girl. They would have to come up for a name for Charley. He would go by whatever Robert wanted to call him.

Charley took a blue pair of panties and skipped back to the bathroom. He admired his hairless body in the mirror. From his face to his legs, he didn’t have a single unwanted hair. He would have to grow out the hair on his head for Robert, so he could style it however he wanted. He would have to get a wig before work tomorrow but didn’t know where to start. Charley didn’t dwell on his problem and put on one of the bras Robert had packed. A blue one. There were two gel balls to stuff into his chest. Charley loved the cold sensation against his nipples, but that quickly disappeared as his body warmed the gel balls to his body temperature.

Charley dressed himself while watching a video to finish his makeup. He couldn’t believe how quickly it was coming along, transforming himself to a woman. It felt on top of the world and more beautiful than he had ever felt before. When Charley was a man, he never felt attractive. It was always plain and normal, vanilla and boring. But Charley wouldn’t ever go back. He had already been bitten by Robert’s touch, needing to become his sissy full-time. Seven days a week. They could sleep in separate rooms at the farm after Robert used Charley for a meal and hot sex. Or they could cuddle if the mood struck. Charley wanted to be at Robert’s disposal. He was feeling more submissive by the second, lusting after Robert’s hard farmer body. Wondering what he was doing. He had dropped off the package and left when he should have knocked on the door and taken what was his.

Staring at himself in the mirror, only wearing the blue thong and fake breasts, Charley reached his hand into the lingerie. His green eyes shined in the mirror. He cupped his hand under his balls, spreading his cheeks to slide a finger inside. He had never fingered himself but wanted to be ready for Robert’s massive rod stretching him. Would he be able to handle it when the day came?

Charley closed his eyes and pressed his fingers deeper into his body, expanding to a second. He rocked the two fingers in and out his tight opening, not knowing how he would handle a real dick but wanting Robert’s more than the air he breathed. Charley’s dick throbbed as he played with his virgin hole. He wanted Robert to take his cherry. He pulled out his finger and washed his hand, having a better idea than cumming all over the sink. Charley raced back to the bedroom, tearing through the box of clothing. He found a short skirt, tights, and a halter top. He would save the little black dress for a special night. He could cook Robert dinner and have Robert call him by his new sissy name, whenever Robert decided what that would be.

Charley stepped into the clothing, pulling on the tights first. He zipped the skirt up the side. It hardly covered where Charley’s legs met. He loved how slutty it made him feel. Charley tried on the halter top but didn’t like the color, so he dumped out the box Robert had brought. Two wigs fell out at the end. One a short blonde pixie cut and the other a long brown option. Charley ran a comb through the brown hair, excited to try it on. He still needed a top and picked out a white blouse from the pile. He put on the brown hair, feeling fabulous. His breasts looked realer than ever under the buttoned-up fabric. Charley donned the brown wig and combed the hair until he felt satisfied with the look. Making quick work of the makeup, Charley finished fixing himself and didn’t recognize the person staring back at him. He couldn’t see a boy under everything. Boy Charley had disappeared, and a sexy brunette replaced him.

Pulling his hair into a messy bun, Charley ran the lipstick over his lips one more time. He picked the reddest of red shades. A firetruck screeching by on the way to an emergency. A tomato smashed on the ground. A t-shirt freshly dyed and dried. Charley shook his body, watching his breasts move from side to side under the blouse. He cupped his hand around one and squeezed. The gel balls rubbed his nipples in all the right ways. He moved to the other side and repeated.

Charley took out his cell phone and snapped sexy pictures, loving how much he looked like a woman. He took shots from behind, the side, beneath, and from the front. He wanted Richard to see every angle when he sent the images. Charley typed a message in his phone and sent a series of photos to Robert, excited to become the man’s sissy maid.

Charley: What will you call me now, daddy? Your sissy needs a new name.

Without thinking, Charley’s hand went to his hardened dick. Taking the photos and thinking of Robert put Charley in the mood. He stroked his dick until he came all over his old pair of boxers. He would never wear those again. Robert texted him back and told him he would have a name by the morning and that he couldn’t wait to see his sexy sissy. Charley hoped Robert jacked off to the photos he sent, eager for the next day to arrive so he could go to work.


CHAPTER SIX

Robert stood on the field working with his crew. They had a lot to finish before the weather turned cold, and Robert couldn’t take a break to visit his house. He couldn’t see it from where they were on the fields. They had driven a truck through the farm to reach where they were. They could only finish so much every day before Robert would lose his energy or violate labor laws.

Charley should arrive to start the family meal any minute, and Robert couldn’t leave to see her feminized body. He couldn’t stop thinking of his old friend as a female. He hoped she was wearing one of the wigs he had packed in the box. Robert had dreamed of meeting someone like Charley for ages. Over the years, he had forgotten of his sexually questionable friend. That changed when they met at a bar, destined to spend time together.

Robert helped control the field fire, but his mind drifted to Charley’s cooking. What would she make that day? Robert had decided on a name for his sissy and couldn’t wait to tell her. When his thoughts went to her feminized body, Robert had to bite his finger. His dick throbbed in his pants. He didn’t care if the guys on the field saw his manhood pressing against his jeans. They could stare in jealousy. In awe of Robert’s thickness. He wouldn’t stop them, if that’s what they liked. He had a woman with a special surprise waiting for him.

Thinking about what Robert would do to Charley, he pictured bending his sissy as over the couch and ripping whatever lingerie she was wearing off her body. He hoped she had shaved everything. He would pay for laser hair removal if she wanted it. Robert didn’t want his princess to have to shave every day when he wanted to use her sissy hole. Robert knew he wouldn’t be able to last more than a day or two without using Charley’s cave. Her beautiful opening Robert couldn’t wait to meet.

He had hours left on the field, but Charley consumed his every thought. He didn’t think of her as Charley, though. When he finished, he would return home and rename his woman. Claiming her for life. She wouldn’t ever need another man.

♦

Charley chose the maid uniform to wear that day with the brown wig and the cutest platform heels. She could walk in them without falling. It wasn’t hard to bend over to reach for vegetables out of the crisper or pull something out the oven. Charley, feeling more like a woman than ever, was preparing mini sliders with shredded chicken and a corn salad and a lettuce salad on the side. She put out a salad made of lettuce daily because it was easy to put together and nutritious. Only two weeks had passed since Charley started at the farm, but it already felt like home. She wanted to work there as long as Robert would have her as his sissy, which seemed like a while judging by how possessive he was acting already.

He had left little notes around the house for Charley, expressing how sorry he was that he had to work all day and couldn’t spend time with her. She couldn’t wait for Robert to get back and tell her what name he had decided. The first note she found had mentioned him choosing a name. If someone had asked the old Charley about dressing up as a man’s maid, that person would have thrown a fit. Fallen into a fuss, but new Charley grew hornier by the second knowing her man was working on the farm, tending to his fields and strengthening his muscles. Knowing he would arrive home sweaty from a long day’s work and expect a plate of food.

Charley wanted to become his submissive and do everything for him. Tend to Robert’s every need. Cooking his food made Charley more hot and bothered than he could explain. Charley couldn’t wait to serve Robert and watch him savor every bite. Chew the slider and swallow what Charley slaved over the stove to cook. Every choice Charley made was for Robert. The other crew were an afterthought. If Robert ever told her he didn’t like a certain ingredient, she wouldn’t use it to please him. A disappointed Robert wasn’t what Charley sought.

Charley pulled her long hair into a tight bun before she got to work on the meat for the slider. She loaded the slow cooker first thing, heels clicking against the kitchen floor. She prepared the salad like she did every day. The corn salad took the most time besides loading meat between the buns. She put out various toppings on the table in the garage. The employees could choose. Charley decided against meeting them now that she was Robert’s sissy. The food would get better because Charley wanted to do her best for Robert, but she would hide away in the house. A shadow of a woman. Robert’s hidden treasure.

Time dragged on as Charley waited for Robert to finish his workday. She washed his clothes and cleaned the house from top to bottom while the meat cooked in the slow cooker. After loading the sandwiches and placing everything in the garage, she had thirty minutes and nothing to do.

Charley went upstairs to the window with the best view of the farm, looking out to the fields. She couldn’t see any workers. Charley touched her hand to the glass, wishing it were Robert’s chest. His muscular pectorals flexing under his shirt. His aroma of pine and forest musk. He always smelled a little of outdoors and work. Charley wanted to mix a drink of Robert’s aromas and keep it in the fridge for when she was lonely. The long days alone while Robert tended to the fields while Charley waited for her man to return home.

♦

The time had arrived after an agonizing day of waiting. Sunday hadn’t been easy either, but after today, the days would blend together. Charley would become Robert’s permanent sissy, cooking every meal of the day. Pleasing Robert in every way she could, and Robert would return the favor. Charley was his queen. Second in command of the farm, if she wanted the title. Robert just about skipped home to tell Charley her new name and she what she made for lunch that day.

When they got out the truck, Robert went inside. The workers went to the garage. Robert loved how his woman had put out a spread for his hungry employees. He didn’t see what was there beyond the salad because the dishes had foil tops. Robert opened the door to his house and stepped inside. Charley sat at the table, but her name was no longer Charley.

Robert stepped forward without words and planted a kiss on her lips. She accepted his embrace and opened her mouth to move her tongue with his. Two bodies, one love. After an enduring kiss, Robert pulled away from his woman, staring at her magnificence. Charley, the person she was before, had disappeared completely.

“Your name is Carla,” Robert said.

“Carla,” she said, trying it out on her lips. The ones she had painted with fiery lipstick. Robert wanted to see her shade at the base of his dick after tasting the milk from her feminine stick. Sixty-nine.

“Do you like it?”

“It suits me,” she said, pulling her long brown hair over her shoulder. Robert would order her whatever hair she wanted. He wanted her to play with it, change it daily if she desired.

“What did you make for lunch?”

“Chicken sliders, corn salad, and lettuce salad,” Carla said. She smiled, flashing her white teeth at Robert. He ignored his hardening manhood. The rod of steel between his thighs. Carla didn’t. She glanced down at his bulge, but Robert didn’t take his eyes off her tender breasts under the maid’s top. Robert licked his lips, hungry for lunch and Carla’s ass. It sat high in her short skirt. He couldn’t wait to buy her clothes and dress her up. She was his doll, and Robert planned to take full advantage.

“Sounds delicious,” Robert said. The boundaries between Carla and him had disintegrated over the weekend. Robert pulled Carla’s body close to his with ease. She wanted him. Her arm wrapped around his waist, and she made eye contact. Nothing about her was pushing away from Robert. He had his sissy and wouldn’t release her. She was his, and he was hers. “Thank you for cooking,” Robert said. He could hear his employees in the garage, but they never stepped inside his house. He could already have Carla bent over the dining room table balls deep in her if he wanted, but he had patience.

“I love cooking for you, Robert.”

“Is that right, Carla?” he asked.

She nodded. Robert couldn’t help himself and cupped one of her ass cheeks in his large hand. Carla squealed, but it was an excited sound. Robert could feel her little sissy dick pressing against his thigh.

“I have to take a shower, wanna join me?” Robert asked. He could smell himself after a hard day on the fields. Smoke from the fires. He wanted to smell fresh for his queen.

“It took too long to get ready,” Carla said, shaking her head. “I want to stay like this a bit longer.”

Robert gripped her ass and slammed her body against his. He bit his bottom lip, failing to gain control of himself. Carla looked like fresh-baked cookies sitting atop the oven and smelled even better. A raw sexual energy overtook Robert. “You don’t plan on leaving, do you?” he asked. He could handle taking a shower without her but needed to know that Carla would be there waiting when he returned.

“I’m not going anywhere, daddy,” she said. “Mind if I call you daddy?”

“You can call me whatever you want, Carla. I just need you close,” he said.

“Take your shower. I’ll fix your plate. Want anything special to drink?”

“Pour me a bourbon. Two fingers, no ice,” he said while still holding Carla. He didn’t want to release her. The shower would feel like an eternity.

“I’ll be here, daddy.”

“You better be, my sissy,” Robert said. He could see his reflection in Carla’s eyes, feeling an intensity he hadn’t felt before. Protecting and loving Carla were his top priorities. The farm came second. “I’ll be right back.”

Robert walked up the steps, looking over the side to make sure Carla hadn’t left. He showered, scrubbing himself with soap as quickly as he could. He didn’t want to spend much time away from Carla, his dolled up woman with a special surprise between her legs Robert couldn’t wait to use. He washed the day of work off him and dried himself with a towel. He spent less than five minutes in the shower, eager to get back downstairs.

Slipping on a pair of gym shorts without underwear and a t-shirt, Robert returned downstairs where a plate of food greeted him. Three sliders with two sides. She had put his favorite dressing over the top, taking a step farther than Deborah ever had. Robert couldn’t wait for Carla to move in with him. She had her own house, but it was only a matter of time. Robert could wait, but his woman had to sleep with him every night. There was no reason living on opposite sides of town.

Robert ate the food, loving every bite. “These burgers are delicious,” he said.

“Thank you. I should get going soon,” Carla said.

“No,” Robert said, not wanting her to leave. He wanted her to spend the night. He couldn’t make it though today without touching her feminized body. Feeling her little cock throttle in Robert’s mouth. “Stay here with me. You know you want to,” Robert said.

Carla shook her head, the brown hair falling over her bosom. Robert wanted to place his hands over her breasts and squeeze them. He couldn’t wait to see her flat chest bouncing up and down as she rode Robert’s thickness. Robert wondered if she had ever been fucked before or if he would be her first. He touched his dick under the table, not caring he was hard for Carla. It should flatter her, if anything. Her sissy body had a home in Robert’s heart.

“I should get back to my house. We have to start early tomorrow,” she said.

“You can sleep here,” Robert said. He moved his hand from his dick and touched Carla’s arm. He brushed the back of his fingers up and down her arm, watching the hairs rise.

“I’m nervous,” Carla said.

Robert got to his knees, sliding closer to her. He hated to hear his queen held fear, “why are you nervous, Carla?” he asked, holding her hand. Kissing it gently.

“What if it hurts?”

“I’ll be gentle,” Robert said. They both knew what awaited them.

“What if we tried another day?”

Robert shook his head in her breasts. He squeezed her body with his thick arms. She didn’t resist him. “I need you, Carla.”

“I need you too, Robert.”

“Stay.”

“Okay, but let’s watch a movie or something,” she said.

“I’ll pick it out.”

“And I’ll wash the dishes,” Carla said, standing up. Robert kneeled beneath her shadow. He placed his hands on the warm seat she left. They spent the next twenty minutes cleaning, setting up the movie, and making popcorn. The workers were leaving after their meal. Carla and Robert had the farm to themselves.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Carla could smell Robert’s deodorant as they snuggled on the sofa. Half the popcorn remained in the bowl on the coffee table. Robert had his arm over Carla’s shoulder, sending butterflies through her. She couldn’t believe her hunky farmer kept her so close. He treated her like she was worth more than the land he tended. She had never felt more special in her life.

Robert’s hand moved around Carla’s body, sneaking into the hem of her maid’s skirt. She still wore the outfit because nothing was sexier than feeling like Robert’s submissive. Her alpha partner had renamed her and kept her warm. Carla kept thinking about what it would be like to take his dick.

Carla paid attention to the movie, but her eyes drifted to the extension on Robert’s shorts. The tent he didn’t hide. Carla wondered if he was wearing underwear. She wanted to touch it. It was like a mystery object under a piece of fabric, waiting for its reveal. Carla knew Robert’s manhood would become her new best friend, but she wasn’t sure how the first time would feel. A man had never entered her before, and Robert had much more than most men, judging by the outline in his basketball shorts.

Carla loved how hard she made her man. Robert turned away from the screen. He had been so focused, Carla wasn’t sure he would make a move. But the look in his eyes said differently. He wanted Carla and would put her in her place. She couldn’t wait for Robert to show her what he could do.

Robert gripped Carla by both sides of her waist. He lifted her like a bag of groceries from the bakery and placed Carla on his lap. She gasped, surprised by his strength. “Wow, you’re strong.”

“And you’re irresistible,” Robert said. The movie was playing in the background, but Robert couldn’t see with Carla’s body blocking his view. He took a breast in his mouth through Carla’s shirt. “You’re one sexy maid.”

“I’m your sexy maid,” Carla said.

“Want me to claim my territory?” he asked, gripping Carla’s ass.

She dug into Robert’s chest as he spread her cheeks through the skirt. She felt her hole pulling in two as Robert slid a hand into her thong, touching her bare skin. Carla ran her hand under Robert’s shirt, touching his muscles. Feeling them. She squeezed, moving around from his chest to his arms.

“You like those?” Robert asked and flexed his body.

Carla couldn’t deny how much she enjoyed Robert’s solid body. What woman didn’t want a man as hard as steel? “Love,” she said and continued touching Robert’s body.

Robert gripped Carla’s thighs and stood, but he had a firm hold on her. She squealed but didn’t fall. Robert hoisted her against his body. She could feel her feminine cock pressing against Robert’s stomach. He looked down at it and back at her, smirking. Carla’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Robert kissed her neck. He held her in his arms without effort, kissing her wherever he could. Carla moaned, trying to rein in her voice. But it was uncontrollable. Robert’s touch excited her more than her body could handle.

Lowering Carla onto the sofa, Robert kneeled beneath her. Her brown hair spread out under her. Her dick throbbed in her black thong. She had worn black to match the maid’s uniform. Robert lifted Carla’s legs and gripped the thong. He ripped it in two before removing the soiled fabric from her body. Her feminine dick leaking precum like a broken faucet.

Carla dug her nails into the sofa as Robert went to work, using his tongue on Carla.

♦

Robert tasted Carla’s saltiness as her feminine rod leaked into his mouth. It didn’t take much for Robert to move his mouth up and down her extension. Carla squirmed as he pleasured her. Her little balls tight against her body. The maid’s uniform hotter than ever with her little dick poking out from under the skirt. Robert could suck on her salty stick for hours but didn’t think Carla could handle such an enduring oral treat. He would train her to take every ounce of pleasure Robert wanted to share with her. He had never felt more possessive of something in his life, but Carla was worth every bit of concern.

Turning Carla onto her knees, she gripped the edge of the sofa. She had been begging Robert to stop. She couldn’t handle his lips pleasuring her feminine cock. Robert didn’t mind tasting Carla’s delicious ass.

He spread her hairless cheeks. She had removed every drop of hair from her body which Robert loved. His dick throbbing in his gym shorts, eager to slide into Carla’s love cave.

She moaned, voice echoing off the walls, when Robert lapped his tongue up and down Carla’s hole. She rocked her ass back and forth, taking everything Robert gave her. Neither payed attention to the movie playing in the background. Robert reached around and touched Carla’s feminine rod, but she pushed his hand away.

“I want you to fuck me before I cum,” she said in a hot, throaty voice. Robert gripped Carla by the hair and pulled back. She gasped, accepting Robert’s passionate kiss. His tongue thrusting into her mouth with the taste of her clean taint. She had prepared for him in the separate bathroom while he took a shower, and Robert took full advantage.

Robert lifted Carla from the sofa and into his arms, running a finger between her wet cheeks. Nothing on beneath her skirt. Robert had free access to her cave, sliding a finger inside her. Carla bit her bottom lip, accepting Robert’s intrusion into her body. She adjusted to his finger, sitting on his hand. Robert kissed her deeply. She was lost in a world of pleasure with his finger inside of her and her dick leaking. Their kiss lasting until Robert put Carla onto her knees. His massive bulge dangling in her face.

“Take off my shorts,” Robert said.

Carla nodded and pulled them to the ground, exposing his uncut erection. Longer than any Carla had ever seen. Thicker than a can of soda. She wasn’t sure where Robert planned to put that but knew her ass would get a workout. “Fuck, you’re huge, daddy.”

“Put my dick in your sissy mouth,” he said. Robert pushed his fingers into Carla’s messy hair. He was being gentle with her but didn’t leave room for argument.

Robert fucked Carla’s mouth until he couldn’t handle it another second, lifting Carla into his arms and carrying her to his bedroom where he could fuck her right.

♦

Robert threw Carla to the bed after carrying her up the stairs. Her dick flopped around beneath the skirt. She touched herself, pushing her dick between her thighs and squeezing them shut. Carla would cum all over herself if she wasn’t careful. Robert stood in the center of his bedroom. A hunk. He could have starred in a movie and had fans fawning over his body. Carla wanted him to bend her over the bed and show her who was boss.

Pulling the shirt from his body, Robert revealed his hard muscles. He stood naked digging through his drawer. He retrieved a box of condoms and lubrication.

“Take off that outfit,” Robert said.

Carla didn’t want Robert to see her without the fake clothing. “Can I keep my bra on, daddy?”

“Yes,” he said, rolling a condom over his manhood. “But everything else needs to come off. I want my queen naked when I fuck her for the first time.”

Carla got to her knees on the bed, removing the skirt first. She covered her feminine cock, but Robert shook his head.

“I want to see it,” he said.

Carla removed her hands and unbuttoned the blouse. The gel balls stuck out the bra a little, but Robert didn’t seem to mind. He stepped forward and took Carla’s breast in one hand and her little cock in the other. Robert gripped his hand around her balls and shaft, holding everything in one hand. Carla moved her hand down to Robert’s dick. Her hand didn’t close around his thick shaft, lubed and covered with a condom.

“Get on your back,” he said.

Carla lay on the bed, and Robert took a pillow and placed it under the small of her back. Carla felt nervous and excited with Robert’s naked body inches from hers. This would be the first of many times for them. Robert had talked about buying her clothes and treating her like a queen when they were getting ready to watch the movie. He talked about how he couldn’t wait to dress her up as his doll, and Carla couldn’t get enough of his possessive attention. He treated her like a hard-fought prize.

Robert stared into Carla’s eyes. His brown eyes showing the love he had for Carla, his new queen. She could see herself in his pupils as he gripped her thighs and lifted her legs into the air. Robert moved his dick up and down her split, testing her virgin hole.

“Am I your first?” Robert asked while pushing the tip of his massive cock into Carla.

She managed to nod and grunt a ‘yes’. “My first and only, I hope,” Carla said.

“You’ll never need anyone but me,” Robert said, bending over to kiss her. He added more lube to his dick and her tight hole before pushing his dick against it again.

After Carla adjusted to Robert’s tip, her cave swallowed Robert’s rod, pulling him deep inside her. She wanted to enjoy Robert’s thickness and tried her best not to push him out. He filled her more than anything had before, but Carla loved the pressure. She bit into a pillow as Robert used her tight ass. The screaming muffled by the thick fabric.

“Fuck, Carla. You feel amazing,” Robert said, thrusting in and out of Carla’s hole.

She wanted to please her man. His eyebrows furrowed. His nails dug into her thigh as he picked up speed. Carla couldn’t stroke her dick, or she would explode. Cum was begging to leave her tight little balls.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Robert said. His eyes closed. His jaw tightened as he fucked Carla with fiercer intensity, using her hole for his pleasure.

The pounding pushed into Carla’s spot. Sensations exploding throughout her body. She removed the pillow from her mouth and yelled. She cursed. Raw, uncontrollable noises bouncing around the room. Carla’s feminine cock vibrated. Her balls pushing her nectar to the surface.

Robert pulled Carla close, sinking into her. His face twisted. He must have been cumming. Robert’s body collapsed atop Carla’s, and his hand brushed Carla’s dick, pushing her to the edge. She exploded all over her chest. Robert kissed her. His massive dick still deep inside Clara as he ass constricted around him.

“You’re my everything, Carla,” Robert said.

“I want to be your sissy forever,” Carla said. Robert kissed her like a madman at those words before fucking her a second time.


EPILOGUE

Six Months Later

It was a Sunday, and Carla made her jams on Sunday. Or soap if there wasn’t jam to make. She could make cheese too. She wanted something to do when Robert went out to tend the farm. He worked every day of the week, and Carla wanted to add as much as she could to their income. The jams and soaps were selling well around Foss, and they were hoping to open a storefront in Chicago with farm products. The people in the city loved those kinds of things.

After spending the day making jams, Carla went upstairs to shower. She had a fancy wig now that she could wash and style. She changed it once every couple weeks, and her natural hair was almost length to play with too. Robert didn’t care what she did with her hair or makeup as long as she kept her body hairless and feminized. Not that Carla wanted anything else. Robert and the farm were everything.

Carla stood in the closet Robert had renovated for her. He wanted her to have plenty of space to order things online or come home with items finds from a weekend in Chicago. He loved to take Carla to the city and spoil her.

Picking out one of her favorite new dresses, Carla got ready for her date night with Robert. They went out every Sunday if they didn’t spend the weekend in a different city. Robert took at least one weekend off a month from the farm now that he loved Carla more than the fields. She wouldn’t complain because she loved every second of attention Robert showered over her.

After changing and finishing her makeup, Carla went downstairs where Robert was waiting in a suit and tie.

“You look amazing,” he said, kissing her on the lips.

“As do you, daddy,” she said. They giggled. She didn’t call him ‘daddy’ as much as the first few weeks, but they still had fun with the name. Robert held the small of her back as they walked to his truck. He opened the passenger door for her, and Carla stepped inside.
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CHAPTER ONE

Doug Roberts played video games in his basement. His man cave. He shot zombies in the head. One shot and dead.

His man cave was a place where he could escape from his wife after a long day on the job. He worked as a carpenter in Bendersville, Missouri. It was a suburb of St. Louis. A tight-knit community where people thought they knew their neighbors. But as Doug Roberts and his wife Clean Harrison would soon discover; secrets could emerge in their very own house.

It was a random weekday at the end of fall, but it already felt like winter. Doug had been working on a project not too far from his neighborhood. He worked all over the city repairing homes. Whenever duty called, his company pointed him in the proper direction. He did extra projects on the side if money was tight. Doug enjoyed working as a carpenter. People loved him for what he did, and he worked alone most of the time.

Then, he would arrive home for a dinner prepared by his wife. She loved meal prep and spent every Sunday preparing the meals they needed for the week. Doug felt like the luckiest man in the world.

Doug grunted, throwing the controller on the sofa. A zombie killed him, taking his life. He had to start over from the first level. His good guns vanished. Doug ran around in circles, gaining points to buy better weapons. Level after level, Doug played from when he arrived home until he went to sleep, only stopping to eat the dinner his wife prepared. They had eaten chicken pasta with crunchy ramen noodles tonight.

After dying a second time, Doug looked over his shoulder. He could hear his wife upstairs moving around the living room. Clea almost never came to the basement. The laundry was on the main floor, and Clea used the spare bedroom as her office. The second spare room was for guests. Clea refused to allow Doug another place to assemble an entertainment system. Their parents were more important than Doug having two spaces to play video games and store his sports memorabilia.

Doug stopped fighting for the extra room a few months after they had moved in the house. They bought the home shortly after they married three years ago. When they first met five years back, their relationship was like a warm day in the middle of winter. They didn’t have conflicts back then; not they didn’t fight much now. But a tension boiled beneath the surface. Doug felt it every time he was in the same room as Clea. How she would toss back her brown hair and sigh. Move things around the kitchen with extra force. Mumble inaudible words under her breath. Doug knew she was growing distant and tired of their relationship, and Doug didn’t know how to fix it. He felt it was better to avoid his wife and shoot zombies.

He hadn’t started a new game and was listening to his wife move around upstairs. Maybe she was making her nightly herbal tea and would settle in with a book soon. She normally read a romance before bed. Doug loved his wife but didn’t know how to heal her woes. He had problems himself.

Once Clea stopped moving, Doug unlocked his phone. Guilt tinged Doug every time he watched porn, but he couldn’t help himself. It was the escape to a world he could never have. A world he didn’t have the courage to ask for. Doug switched games for background music. A driving game that played the same songs at the intro menu as during the racing. Clea would kill him if she discovered the porn he watched. The fantasies he had.

The scene started in a mall. A woman spun in a circle, giggling. She pulled a man behind her, calling him her boyfriend. They went through the crowd. She was blonde. He had brown hair and a small body, thin muscles. No facial hair. They entered a lingerie store; the woman laughing and smiling. The man looked apprehensive but excited. The woman held up thongs and silk halter tops, making the man pay for the clothing.

The video cut from the mall to a bedroom where the woman was having her way with the guy, dressing him up in the lingerie. His dick harder than steel. Thick and erect, the lingerie pressing it down and constricting it.

Doug reached into his pants and pulled his cock, trying to mimic how the panties would feel. He didn’t have the courage to buy any. He had tried on Clea’s lingerie once, but fear stopped him from trying them on again. Once, before they married, Doug had gone to Halloween as a cheerleader. The spanks he wore felt like skipping in a field of flowers during the springtime.

He only wished he could shave his body, but the most he could do was use a loofah and remove the rough skin. It was the closest he could get to smooth. Clea would question him if he shaved. Some days Doug wished he were a professional swimmer, so he could have an excuse to shave himself and wear skimpy bottoms, but he would get hard while on the job. And he was too old. At thirty-one with a few extra pounds, the opportunity of becoming a swimmer had passed over Doug.

The video continued. The woman had changed into a short skirt and bra and heels with no panties, and the man wore his lingerie and nothing else. Holding a flogger, the woman instructed the man to bend over a sofa. Doug’s dick sprang to life as he imagined Clea doing the same to him. Would he enjoy feeling the laces of leather sting his ass? Would she ever go for such a thing?

The man in the video got to his knees after the light spanking. His mistress pulled down his panties long enough to show his reddening cheeks. Then, she made her sissy pleasure her with his mouth. His tongue lapping at her lips. Her fingers busy at work pleasuring her own clit.

Doug had his hand around his dick, stroking it. He stopped when he heard Clea walking around, but he was too far into it. Touching himself. Precum leaking from the tip of his dick. He had nowhere to cum. He forgot to bring a towel, and they didn’t have a bathroom in the basement. Pulling down his pants and underwear, Doug put the boxers under his dick, awaiting his load. The milk building in his balls, rushing to the surface.

Watching the woman enjoy her feminized sissy, Doug beat his cock. Clea was making a lot of noise upstairs, but Doug couldn’t stop. The sissy’s lipstick was a mess from eating his woman’s pussy. Her hair hot and wild from caressing herself. Doug imagined the woman in the video was his wife and he was the sissy doing whatever she said. Could he submit? Would Clea be strong enough to tame the dark desires within him? The ones he had to release every night before going to bed or before doing his wife’s laundry. Over the years, Doug had maintained control, but on the verge of an orgasm, he wasn’t sure how much longer he could last in his vanilla world.

Right as Doug was cumming, the garbage disposal sounded. Doug’s milk covered his boxers, seeping through the thin fabric. How badly he wanted to wear a lace thong instead, but Clea would never understand.

Doug jumped when the basement door flew open, Clea yelling. “Doug, come help! The sink is shooting water everywhere!”

Doug pulled his sweatpants over his hard cock, leaking its nectar. He locked his phone; his heart racing. He didn’t have an option but to toss his soiled boxers to a dark corner and run upstairs to help his wife. Doug thought about piles of trash, hoping his erection would disappear before Clea saw it.

♦

Clea Harrison never took Doug’s last name. She was a modern woman and didn’t want to deal with the paperwork if they ever divorced. The kids could take his name if they ever had any. For now, they did everything they could to avoid pregnancy. Clea was the head of Public Relations at a local car dealership chain. They owned several dealerships in the Midwest, but Clea dreamed of moving to one of the major corporations in St. Louis before having a baby. She felt if she reached the position she wanted, they couldn’t boot her out of it for having a child, if she and Doug ever crossed that line.

On the other hand, Clea wasn’t sure she wanted to continue to the next week with Doug some days. Marriage was harder than she had ever imagined. Cooking, cleaning, sex when she didn’t want it, and the other obligations of until death do us part. Doug was hiding away in the basement like he did every night after dinner. Clea wasn’t sure how to address the problem.

After making herself a cup of tea, Clea went over to her armchair. She had an office but loved to spend time in her living room. Having a carpenter as a husband had its benefits, but Doug had been letting himself go since they married. Clea woke up every morning to hit the gym before work. She had a long schedule and commuted farther than Doug. He had no excuse, especially since he worked a physical job. But all he did was eat and play video games. He would complain the job stole his energy, but Clea didn’t believe him. How long could she stay in a marriage like this?

When they had first gotten together, the sex was fantastic. They hit the sheets two times a day, but after they said their vows things had changed. The sensuality of their relationship fell off a cliff without a parachute. Clea wasn’t positive they would ever return to what they had. Sex wasn’t everything, but did they have enough steam to power the engine?

Clea searched the online bookstore, trying to find something to read and distract her thoughts. She normally read short romances with alpha men and innocent woman but wanted something unusual. After searching, she landed on a story about a woman feminizing a man. She didn’t read stories about cross-dressing, but it piqued her interest. Tingled a part of her soul Clea forgot existed.

Before she started reading, Clea thought back to a Halloween when Doug had gone as a cheerleader. She remembered thinking how much Doug enjoyed wearing a skirt. He didn’t look uncomfortable in the slightest that night. It was before they had married. While reading the story, Clea couldn’t help but feel a dampness creep into her panties. She reached into her sweatpants and past the cotton, touching herself. Feeling the inside of her opening. Brushing her wet finger over her sensitive clit.

She flipped through the digital pages, reading a story of a wife much like herself: tired of her husband’s laziness and eager to fix it. But the woman in the book took a different approach and made the man her sissy. She had him cooking, cleaning, and eating her pussy by the end. Clea put the book to the side and took a deep breath. She went to the bedroom to change her soiled panties, having cum once while reading the story.

Clea returned to the kitchen after washing her hands. She still had to finish the dishes from dinner. She wanted to open the basement door and scream for Doug to get his ass upstairs and clean a dish or two. Clea always cooked and washed the dishes. They had a dishwasher, but it was still work to load it and empty it. The pleasures from the story had dissipated, but an idea was forming in the back of Clea’s mind. An unconscious one she would enact if Doug didn’t get his act together.

Rinsing the dishes before placing them in the dishwasher, Clea scrapped food scraps into the garbage disposal. She had rinsed all the dishes before clearing out the disposal, and when she flipped the switch, water sprayed everywhere. It had never happened before when Clea rinsed off the dishes. She screamed, getting soaking in water, and ran to the basement door. She yelled for Doug to come upstairs.

He took a minute but rushed up the steps. Clea saw an erection in his sweatpants. A cum spot bleeding through the fabric. She said nothing while he fixed the leak and went to grab towels. They cleaned up the water with old towels, and Doug identified and fixed the problem, instructing Clea to run the garbage disposal more frequently. It took a mountain of patience not to explode and demand Doug washed the dishes. She shouldn’t have to spend her precious time before bed cleaning up after she cooked the meal. Clea took a deep breath.

“Why do you have an erection and cum stain?” Clea asked. She had just touched herself and switched panties, but Doug was different. He snuck around the house, hiding his actions. Spending all his time in the basement.

Doug grunted, stumbling on his words. “No big deal. It’s just me down there.”

“Were you watching porn?”

“I don’t have to answer that. You read sexy stories all the time. Don’t make me out as a villain,” he said, using his defensive voice.

“You need to do the dishes, Doug.”

“But you’re good at them,” he said.

Clea clenched her teeth, attempting not to slap Doug. “No, Doug. I’m fed up cleaning. I cook, you do the dishes. End of discussion. You can watch all the porn you want, but you will do the dishes after you eat dinner and before you go to the basement. Understand?”

“But—”

Clea raised her hand. She didn’t want to hear it. “No excuses. Understand?” Clea said, slamming her foot on the floor for emphasis. She wished she had on heels and no panties. A robe split down the middle to seduce her husband. She threw her hair back, hand on the hip.

Doug nodded, “I understand.”


CHAPTER TWO

A few days had passed, and the unconscious idea grew into a more conscious one. Clea’s mind kept running back to the story she had read of a woman feminizing her man. She had read a few contemporary, vanilla romances since then, but the cross-dressing story stuck out in her mind. It was different from what she normally read, but she pictured herself as the mistress. The powerful woman.

Doug had loaded the dishwasher the past few days, making Clea feel on top of the world. Clea wanted to push the boundaries and explore the world of feminization, discover Doug’s limits. How much could she get out of her husband? Maybe there was a part of Doug that would enjoy shaving his body. He loved the cheerleader outfit. It wasn’t out of the realm of possibilities. Maybe there was a part of Doug that would enjoy wearing a dress in public. Heels and makeup. The ideas were swirling in Clea’s head as she pictured Doug’s feminized body. He would be a curvy beauty in women’s clothing which Clea thought would look better than his lackluster baggy jeans and stained t-shirts.

Reading blogs, Clea entered a world she hadn’t known existed. Men wearing lingerie all times of day. She would never look at the world the same way. How many men were wearing lingerie when she went to the grocery store? Did any of her coworkers wear bras or silk beneath their clothing? Doug was in the basement playing his video games, but Clea wanted to bring him upstairs and start on his transformation. Her body jumped with an eagerness she hadn’t felt since the beginning of their relationship. Could feminization be the key to rekindle their flat marriage? The lustful sex drive that simmered beneath the surface, pleading for air.

Clea spent an hour reading about different sissy men and the women who feminized them. Some were gay or trans, but it surprised Clea to discover so many cis hetero men enjoyed the world of women’s lingerie. The pictures they shared turned Clea on more than she had expected. Some men looked incredibly convincing until she scrolled down a few photos and saw their penises hanging out of the lingerie. Looking at the photos was making her wet. She wanted to dress her husband up in lingerie and skirts and jewelery. Paint his nails. Have a girls night together.

Stopping herself, Clea remembered who her husband was. So he wore a cheerleader costume one year, what did that mean? There was a huge chance Doug would freak out if Clea ever presented a pair of panties to him and asked him to wear them. He was a carpenter. He played video games and drank beer. Nothing about Doug was feminine: not his voice, nor his body hair, and not how he carried himself. He was a man trained by men to act like a man.

Clea squeezed her thighs together and took a deep breath before returning her eyes to the screen. She had to get a handle on herself. She couldn’t ask Doug to dress like the hot sissies on the blog.

No, you have to command him.

Shaking her head, Clea buried the thought. She couldn’t listen to the bad side of her consciousness. What if confronting Doug ruined her marriage?

What marriage? The one where Doug plays video games and you suffer?

Clea consoled herself, telling herself that Doug had loaded the dishwasher that week.

Because you commanded it… what’s the worst that could happen?

Thinking about the pros and cons of her marriage, Clea was at a crossroads. Her mind battling itself to decide which way to walk. Take a risk or business as usual? Clea returned to the website with hundreds of pictures of feminized men. She scrolled through them, but the more she looked the more she wanted to have her own doll. He was sitting in the basement wasting away their marriage playing those video games. Shooting zombies. Didn’t he want to feel the wonders of femininity? Smooth skin and soft fabrics?

Clea wore shorts and a sweater while lounging around the house. She reached down and touched her ankle, slowing pulling her fingers up her smooth, hairless legs. She imagined her legs were Doug’s after she had feminized him. She needed it and hoped Doug would understand.

Searching the website, Clea found a link to an online lingerie store. She ordered thongs, stocking, waxes, and a school-girl outfit. She would have to take baby steps with Doug but had a plan brewing.

♦

A couple days later, Doug was listening to music in his man cave and watching a video on silent. He had his dick in his hand but wasn’t stroking it. He wanted to enjoy the video. It progressed slowly while a woman feminized her man. Doug didn’t know how to ask Clea for what he wanted most. He didn’t know if he had the courage to admit he wanted to dress up like a woman and fuck his wife. Would she leave him if he admitted it?

Doug knew he wasn’t the best husband, but he didn’t know how to interact with his woman with such a large secret sitting on the tip of his tongue. He was close to telling her every few days, so he hid in the basement playing his video games to avoid confrontation. They had vanilla sex in a missionary position. Sometimes they went two weeks without any, but Doug didn’t mind. Not bringing up his desires was hardest during sex. He wanted to feel a pair of panties cupping his balls while he fucked Clea, and her lingerie was right there. Inches away.

All he had to do was ask, but it would risk the relationship they had built. There were plenty of stories online about women leaving men who confessed what they enjoyed. Doug locked his phone and closed his eyes, imagining a different reality where Clea feminized him.

The door opened and rattled Doug. He hoped up out of fright. Clea never came downstairs. The first thing Doug saw was a pair of black leather boots with heels. When Clea fully revealed herself, she was wearing a school-girl outfit: a plaid skirt with a white blouse. She had the blouse unbuttoned to expose her cleavage. Doug could feel himself salivating. Clea had never surprised him with such an outfit, his dick growing in his boxers.

“Good evening, Doug,” Clea said in a throaty voice. She moved in the most feminine ways. Gentle, swift movements. When she reached the bottom step, Doug wanted to jump on her. He stepped forward to kiss her and take her on the stairs, but she stopped him. “You have to work for your treat tonight,” she said.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Honey, I love you, but you’ve really let yourself go. I think it has made your dick smaller.”

Two punches to the gut. Doug couldn’t believe his ears. Clea never spoke with such intensity. “Wha—?”

“Don’t you remember how tight and firm your body was? No extra around the stomach,” Clea said. She stepped forward and touched Doug’s body. Her fingers felt like insects after the words she said. How could she talk about her husband like that? She was telling the truth, but it hurt.

“What are you trying to say, Clea?”

“Oh, nothing. Just remembering how it was when we first got together. You were such the alpha. Strapping, firm, and confident. Things have changed,” she said. Clea had a look in her eyes Doug had never seen. She was scaring him, but he wouldn’t refuse her. His dick was harder than it had been in ages gazing at Clea’s slender body in that skirt and blouse. She went to the gym every morning before work and hadn’t let herself go like Doug had. She had the same body as when they met. 
Doug’s secret weighed heavy on his mind. When he was single, he could indulge himself in the privacy of his own apartment. He didn’t trust himself in the shared space with Clea to have his own panties or use hers. She would notice either. The withdraws had taken a toll on his health.

“Things have changed,” Doug agreed. “Why are you wearing that outfit?”

“Because I want to have fun,” Clea said, pushing Doug backward. She led him to the couch where he collapsed. Clea kneeled under him and pulled the sweatpants and boxers from his body. Clea removed her blouse, so she was only wearing the skirt and her bra. Doug looked down at his wife as she licked her lips and held his dick in her hand. She moved her head closer to his, using her tongue to trace along Doug’s shaft. His body vibrated as Clea worked on his cock. She hadn’t sucked his dick in months, and it felt better than his hand ever could. Her tongue glided up and down Doug’s shaft, teasing him. Pushing him closer to an orgasm, but Clea was a tease. Doug could see her monitoring his reactions. She knew his body, and Doug couldn’t hide it when he was about to cum. She took him to the edge and stopped, standing up. Clea lifted her skirt just enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties beneath and winked at Doug. He knew not to cum. She wasn’t finished with him yet.

“Wow,” Doug said. He touched his dick, careful not to stroke, but he had to hold it. Feel it pumping in his hand. Clea knew his buttons. She had a map of his body in her mind.

After a minute, Clea leaned forward and moved Doug’s hand. “It looks so much smaller now than it used to,” she said.

Doug agreed with her but never expected her to recognize it. She had signed up for a life sentence with him, but they had agreed for better or worse. Why wasn’t she holding up to her vows? “That hurts, Clea.” Doug felt like a punk but had to defend himself. Clea couldn’t speak about him however she pleased.

“You know what would make it look bigger?” she asked.

Doug pulled his cock. It was hard and frustrated. Doug wanted to hide himself, but Clea had moved his clothes to the side. He couldn’t reach them from the sofa. Doug didn’t answer Clea’s questions, and she continued.

“What if we shaved off all your pubic hair and thighs? It’s not like you’re going to wear shorts in this weather,” Clea said.

“What kind of man would I be if I shaved off my pubic hair?” Doug asked. Deep down he wanted all the hair off his body. Where was this coming from? What if Clea was setting up a trap for him? Did he leave his phone open on a porn? Doug broke into a cold sweat as the possibilities filled his mind.

Clea stepped forward and bent over, grabbing Doug’s dick. She moved precum around his tip, making his cock jump. “I hate how long your pubes are. Let me get the hair off you. You will love how big your dick looks,” she said. “I promise.”

Doug hesitated to say yes because he thought Clea was playing a game with him, but something in her eyes told him to trust her. Clea put out her hand, and Doug took it. She led him to the bathroom. He didn’t have on any bottoms but still wore a t-shirt. Clea was in her bra and skirt. They used the guest bathroom which Doug used most mornings. Clea put Doug on toilet and went to their bathroom to grab supplies.

When Clea returned, Doug felt exposed. He was certain she had discovered the porn he watched and was playing a prank on him, but he didn’t have to courage to admit it. To confront her. Clea held up Doug’s clippers and said, “we’ll use these first. Stand up.”

Clea removed the large hair from Doug’s pubic section and his thighs. She lathered him with shaving cream and filled the bathtub with hot water. It took almost half an hour, but Clea removed the hair from Doug’s waist to his knees. Doug looked down and admired his longer looking cock. Clea instructed Doug to rinse off the hair in the shower. Clea used a damp cloth to clean any hair that fell on her chest. Her tits were perfect. Doug’s cock had been hard for nearly an hour at that point, and he needed to cum, but Clea was watching him from the sink. Waiting for him to clean his body. He scrubbed himself once with the bar of soap, and Clea dried him with a towel when he stepped out.

“Wow, it looks so much bigger already,” Clea said. She squatted under Doug and took his cock in her mouth, running her tongue up and down his shaft three times. She used her expensive lotion to moisturize Doug’s legs, so he wouldn’t break out with bumps.

Clea sat on the counter and pushed Doug back enough to admire her work. His dick looked two inches longer, and her pussy was begging to take it. She could feel a burning wetness between her thighs after the hour of buildup.

“Touch yourself,” Clea said as she hiked her skirt above her waist. She used two fingers on her pussy, touching her lips for Doug. Teasing him with her entrance. His manhood was dripping, eager to enter her and looking bigger than ever. “Don’t you love how big it looks?”

“Yeah, it’s hot,” he said, moving into the mirror enough to see himself. Doug could spend more time at the gym, but Clea had been right about shaving his cock. She didn’t seem bothered.

“Get on your knees and eat my pussy,” Clea said.

Doug dropped to his knees and used his tongue as his wife had instructed him. He would do whatever she wanted if she kept fulfilling his fantasies. He was dying to cum but knew he had to fuck her and didn’t want to ruin his hardness. After several minutes of Clea using Doug’s mouth, she commanded him to a standing position. She had a birth control implant, and Doug always pulled out when they made love.

“Fuck me, Doug,” Clea said. She was leaning against the mirror. Her pussy in a perfect position for fucking. She still wore the skirt and bra which Doug loved. He had on a t-shirt to hide his stomach he was too embarrassed to show. “Take off your shirt,” she said.

Doug listened, sucking in his gut. He felt silly for acting like this in front of his wife, but she was hotter than any porno he had ever seen. He wanted his old body back. The one he had when they met. All the years of letting himself go rushed over Doug. Regret hitting him like a truck.

“What’s taking you so long, baby?” Clea asked, touching herself. “I need you inside me.”

Doug positioned his hard dick in front of his wife’s pussy and enjoyed her hole. Their juices glistening against their hairless regions. They enjoyed each other twice that night. It was one of the best days of Doug’s life, and he couldn’t wait to see what Clea had planned for him next.


CHAPTER THREE

Crashing waves were the only thing one could hear on Madame Monica’s terrace. She sat outside enjoying the secluded view; the ocean stretching as far as one could see. Madame Monica was an investor and had enough money in the market to generate an income and take risks with the leftovers. Most of her risks had paid off over the last ten years, and she quit the grind of the city to enjoy a quiet life in the Caribbean. She could afford a beach-front house with privacy for less than what she had been paying in rent back in New York.

Madame Monica loved the big city when she lived there. The executives that used to come to her for extra fun on the side, thousands of dollars at a time. It would surprise the public which men had passed through her apartment to taste a sense of submission if they ever discovered the truth. They all loved being a sissy for the night and never speaking about it again. Shifty eyes on the trading-room floor the next day.

Madame Monica had been a bull on Wall Street. A legend people whispered about among the firms, even more so now that she had disappeared without a trace. None of that mattered to Madame Monica now that she had her beach house and millions in the bank and a man to satisfy her every whim. Madame Monica wore a throw over and a swimsuit with a hole in the vagina. She enjoyed feeling the ocean air against her lips. Nobody could see her on her terrace.

Sitting next to Madame Monica on her table were two items: a bell and a book. She was reading a mystery, but it was time for her treat. Madame Monica rang her bell and waited, recrossing her legs on the lounge chair. Minutes later, Madame Monica heard the cart pushing along the floor.

Joann emerged on her knees pushing a tray. Madame Monica preferred for Joann to stay in her feminine outfits, but she was free to do what she pleased if they weren’t in the bedroom. If she left, all she had to do was inform Madame Monica via a text message or a kiss goodbye. Joann had a temper some days, but she only acted up when she wanted a spanking. Madame Monica knew how to put her in check.

They had met at the famous cross-dressing bar in their small city, facing the Caribbean. People traveled from around the world to visit the town and find the hidden gem. A bar where crossdressers came together and enjoyed a judgment-free zone. Madame Monica first came when she lived in New York. She didn’t believe such a place existed until she saw it with her own eyes. That was the day she began her escape plan.

Joann had crackers and lemonade for Madame Monica on the tray. “Thank you, dear,” she said. “What are you making for lunch?”

“Club sandwiches and a salad,” Joann said. She was from the island and had been Madame Monica’s full-time sissy. She lived in the house and slept in the same bed when Madame Monica invited her. If she didn’t, Joann would sleep in the other room. “My queen, may I ask you a question?”

“What is it, Joann?”

“It’s my brother’s birthday today. I forgot about it, but everyone is messaging me and asking where I am. Do you mind if I go as Jordan to the party?” she asked, using her feminine voice. She had worked hard to develop her femininity.

“Please, enjoy yourself. I can order food. Have fun with your family,” Madame Monica said and planted a kiss on Joann’s cheek. She kneeled to the side of Madame Monica’s chair and wore a purple dress and four-inch heels, but she always kneeled when in Madame Monica’s presence unless instructed otherwise.

“Thank you, Madame Monica,” Joann said. “I will be back before morning.”

“Do whatever you need dear.”

“I want to return before morning. Maybe we can sleep in the same bed tonight?” she asked.

“Maybe, dear. If I’m awake, we can talk about it. If not, please don’t climb in the bed. You know how hard it is for me to fall back asleep if I’m awoken,” Madame Monica said.

“Yes, you have my word,” Joann said. She kneeled by Madame Monica’s side. They listened to the crashing waves.

“You can leave me now. Enjoy your party,” Madame Monica said. Joann bowed her head and crawled off the terrace pushing the cart on wheels. Purple heels dragging behind her.


CHAPTER FOUR

Doug was unloading the dishwasher and waiting for his woman to return home from work. Clea had taught him how to properly rinse the dishes before placing them in the machine. Before she used to scold him because the dishes he loaded were coming out the dishwasher with crusty food and stains.

Clea had also convinced Doug to shave his entire body. The only hair he had was on top of his head. Doug loved rubbing lotion into his hairless body. He had bought three bottles of Clea’s favorite lotion, so they could each have a bottle, and there was an extra for whoever ran out first. Doug thought it would be him because he couldn’t get enough of his hairless skin.

Doug was itching to shave his body again. After unloading the dishwasher, Doug did five minutes of jumping jacks and one hundred squats. He had researched how to get a more slender frame as a man. He wanted to slim down and attain a more feminine figure to complement his hairless figure. Doug loved staring at himself in the mirror with a hard dick after shaving his body, but the hair had grown back over the past two days since he last shaved.

After his workout, Doug checked his watch. Clea must have been stuck in traffic. He took the opportunity to shave his body. He had planned on waiting until after dinner, but Clea hadn’t texted him and was later than normal. Bendersville was thirty minutes from her office with no traffic, but with traffic it could take much longer. Doug felt bad about her commute, but she loved her job and didn’t want to live in the city. Doug didn’t either because he had always worked in Bendersville.

Stepping out of his clothing, Doug frowned at his boxers. He was hoping Clea would have ordered he wore a pair of panties by now, but she hadn’t. He didn’t know where she was taking him but wanted him to shave off all his hair. They were having sex more than they ever had, and Doug was taking full advantage. He would fuck Clea any day of the week. She was wearing heels and slutty skirts around the house more often too, expressing her femininity more than in the past.

The hot water ran over Doug’s naked body as he stood in the shower. He lathered his legs with shaving cream and filled the tub with hot water. He cut off the shower and shaved his legs. Then, he shaved his torso. Doug would save up for laser hair removal because he had a lot of ground to cover. After rinsing off his body, Doug worked on the sensitive areas. He guided the razor with caution over his balls and around the base of his shaft, using extra shaving cream.

After Doug finished shaving and exfoliating his body with his new loofah and soap, he stood under the shower of hot droplets. Water running down his hairless body. He stepped out of the shower, feeling more feminine than ever but yet lacking so much. What was Clea’s endgame? He had to figure out her motive.

Doug went to their bedroom. He opened his underwear drawer, but his eyes kept darting to Clea’s. They were right next to each other. Two sets of drawers in the walk-in closet. One hers and one his. Doug stepped over to Clea’s drawer and opened it, revealing her bundles of lingerie and socks. She had an assortment of fabrics and styles. Doug picked up a black lace thong she wore more often when they first married. She wore the thong on dates when they knew they would have sex afterwards. Doug remembered the pair well. He had a similar pair when he was a bachelor and had an apartment of his own. Doug had sacrificed a lot for his relationship with Clea, but she was worth it.

Dropping the thong, Doug slammed her drawer shut. Were his dreams coming true, or was Clea playing him like a game of pinball? Had she seen his porn? Did he leave his phone open? The same questions kept popping back up in his mind. Why did Clea have Doug shave his body for the first time after five years of sex? Doug slipped on a pair of boxers and couldn’t quiet the thoughts. When he finished dressing and rolling men’s deodorant under his arms, Clea walked through the door.

“I’m home, dear. Thank you for unloading the dishwasher! I’m starting dinner!” she called from the kitchen. Doug stared at himself in their bathroom mirror, wishing he could spritz Clea’s perfume onto his wrist and walk around the house in a silk nightgown with lace lingerie beneath.

♦

Before dinner, Clea ran from the living room to her office with boxes she had delivered. Doug might have seen them, but he never opened her mail. She never opened his. Luckily, Doug had been in the bedroom when Clea arrived home from work.

After storing the boxes in her office, Clea called out to Doug. She went to the kitchen and cooked dinner. They were having spaghetti with salad. She had prepared the pasta sauce and salad dressing on Sunday. They ate salad as a side a lot of nights. Clea could buy it in a bag, and it was healthy. They would have a more elegant vegetable like green beans or broccoli if Clea was feeling up to steaming. She did all of her chopping on Sundays. ‘No cutting boards’ was her rule for weekdays.

Doug rinsed the dishes and loaded the dishwasher after they ate. He had done the dishes every day since Clea told him. If Clea put her foot down, Doug would listen. He must have shaved again because his skin was smoother than a comforter when Clea touched it during dinner. He had taken her request to the extreme and removed all the hair from his body, including his arm hair. Doug wore long sleeves to work because it was winter, so the guys wouldn’t question him on the job.

Clea went to her office after dinner and closed the door behind her. She didn’t know what to do. As much as she wanted to push Doug to the edge, Clea wasn’t sure she had the strength to lead him there. How far would Doug want to take this? What if he wanted more than Clea? Could she contain him if she opened this door into the world of feminization?

Opening the packages, Clea arranged the thongs and nightgowns and nail polishes on her desk. She had been reading more feminization stories and picturing a life where Doug was her girlfriend with a dick. A best friend she could paint her nails with and gossip with and then ride Doug’s dick. Would he want a feminine name? Would he want to stay as the female inside of him? Some stories went to extremes Clea wasn’t positive she wanted nor could handle.

She wanted Doug to dress up as her girlfriend some days. Clea would love to boss him around. Take him out in public en femme for dinner. Ride his dick while he wore panties and a skirt. Clea knew she couldn’t go as far as some of the women in the books, but she wanted to explore this desire within her to feminize her husband. She could feel he wanted it too. Had they always known on a subconscious level?

Or was Clea losing her mind? She couldn’t decide because she didn’t have the courage to bring up the topic with her husband. Staring at the assortment of purchases, Clea wondered if she would ever breach the topic or leave Doug’s feminization alone after shaving.

Stripping down to nothing, Clea put on a pair of red heels she had ordered. She put on a silk robe over her naked body and stepped out to the hallway. She could hear the dishwasher running and Doug moving around. Clea stepped in the kitchen, and Doug jumped with freight.

“Didn’t mean to frighten you,” Clea said in a seductive voice. She didn’t have a belt to hold the robe together. It split along her naked body. Doug’s mouth fell open when he registered his wife. She could see the outline of his dick hardening beneath his sweatpants.

“Wow,” Doug said, staring straight at her pussy. She didn’t mind his eyes admiring her gift. Her seduction.

“Like what you see?”

Doug nodded, his eyes moving from her breasts to her pussy. He reached in his pants and touched his dick, revealing a bit of his hairless torso.

“Why don’t you get naked and show me what you can do?” Clea asked, pulling the silk robe over her body, letting the fabric pool on the floor around her heels. She had closed all the blinds before dinner, knowing she wanted to fuck in the kitchen after seeing Doug’s shaved body.

Doug hesitated but did as she said. His body hairless and glistening from the lotion.

“You’re keeping your body hairless now?” she asked.

“Is that okay? Do you like it?”

Clea hopped on the kitchen island, “it’s fine, dear. Come eat my pussy before you fill me with that big cock,” she said and winked. She wore her red heels the entire time they fucked, moving from the kitchen to the living room and then to their bedroom. Clea couldn’t get enough of Doug’s hairless body.

When they finally went to sleep, Clea lay awake wondering if she would ever give Doug the clothing she ordered.


CHAPTER FIVE

A few days had passed since the night Clea surprised Doug wearing her open robe and pumps. He hadn’t fucked his wife as hard as he did that night in years. Their sex was outstanding and only getting better, but Doug could feel Clea hiding something in their intimacy. She looked distant at some points, and Doug thought she had trouble sleeping that night. Tossing and turning. They hadn’t had sex since Clea surprised him, but Doug was hoping he would get lucky tonight.

Clea hadn’t arrived from the office, and Doug took the time to shave his body. The traffic must have been bad today with the icy weather. Clea didn’t text Doug, but he figured she would appear. They would eat, and Doug would wash the dishes. He spent less time playing video games now that he kept his body shaved. He waxed some areas, like his hands and feet. Every paycheck he got, Doug would put a little aside for laser hair removal. He was counting down the weeks on his calendar until he could afford it. They had a coupon for new customers he planned to use.

After shaving his body and applying lotion, Doug wondered around the house. He gazed over their bookshelf but nothing caught his attention. Clea had been receiving a lot of packages and not showing Doug the contents. He went to the kitchen while thinking about how unusual that was for his wife. Filling up a glass of water, Doug contemplated going into her office. They respected the other’s privacy, but Doug felt he had to find out what was in those boxes. Clea always discussed what she ordered online.

Doug’s heart raced as he stood outside Clea’s office with his glass of water. He was thinking of excuses he could say if Clea caught him, but there had been a package for Clea almost every day for the past couple weeks. She took them into her office and never said a word. Christmas wasn’t that far away, but they had a strict one-gift rule. Doug hated himself when he placed his hand on the knob but couldn’t stop. Clea wasn’t a secretive woman but had been acting strange.

Opening the door, Doug looked around the room. Nothing was amiss. He debated whether he should close the door or dig through her closet and drawers. She had a desk with papers and a house phone. Her printer and filing cabinet in another corner. The closet closed. The same painting hanging on the wall. It was one she had bought from a local artist at an art show. A date from before the nuptials.

Doug took a deep breath and stepped farther in the room. He went over to the closet and opened it. Boxes stacked on the floor. All the ones Doug had carried inside from the front porch over the past couple weeks. He picked one up and placed it on Clea’s desk. A framed picture from their wedding day and a few random folders were the only items on the desk. Doug pushed them aside and opened the folded top. Clea had already cut through the tape.

It was the school-girl outfit Clea wore when she shaved Doug’s body. He pulled it out and set it to the side. There were also some stockings in the box. She hadn’t worn those. Doug wondered why, but there were other boxes. Doug replaced everything and folded the top how it had been because Clea noticed the details. She would ask Doug if he had entered her office without permission.

Doug’s heart was beating hard as he went back to the closet for another box. There were several more. He didn’t know what Clea had been thinking. He would have loved to rip those stockings from her legs before entering her. Checking his phone, Doug thought he had enough time to inspect the other boxes. Clea could arrive any minute, but he figured she would take longer with the icy roads. He hoped she was safe out there but had to open the other boxes.

He found the silk robe she’d been wearing, but other things stood out to Doug. There was a bunch of lingerie, but the sizes were too big for Clea. There was a nightgown, also too large for Clea. The extra items were all in Doug’s size. He lost his breath staring at the assortment of women’s clothing and accessories. What had Clea been planning? Doug held up a red thong in the air, decorated with lace and a tiny bow. A little pouch for Doug’s penis. He had seen a similar pair when he browsed the internet.

Before Doug could think what to do, he heard Clea’s car in the driveway. He had a minute before she would be inside. He stuffed the red thong into his pocket and rushed to clean up the mess of boxes, folding them and replacing them the best he could remember. Taking long leaps across Clea’s office, Doug made it to the hallway before Clea walked in the door. He was breathing heavily from crossing the room. The thong made a bulge in his pocket, so he jetted his hand to cover it up.

“Hey honey, surprised you aren’t downstairs,” Clea said when she saw Doug.

He tried to make it look like he was walking from their bedroom, “just used the bathroom in our bedroom.”

“Okay, I’ll start dinner,” she said.

“And I’ll wash the dishes,” he replied. He had unloaded the dishwasher already.

Clea kissed Doug, and he disappeared to the basement to admire his red thong. How could he convince Clea to let him wear it? Doug tucked away the thong when Clea called him for dinner, forming a plan in his head.

♦

Clea worked at her desk the next day managing the social media of the company she worked for, posting article links and in-house content about cars. Doug had been on his best behavior since she commanded him to shave his body. He kept himself hairless too. Clea had checked her office after dinner, and things looked a little strange but not enough so to accuse Doug of having entered her room. She wanted to push Doug but didn’t know how to commence.

After the first half of Clea’s day, she went to the break room. She had meals in the freezer and heated one in the microwave. They could take breaks when they wanted, but Clea preferred to take hers before others, so she didn’t have to share the break room.

Clea pulled the plastic off her steaming meal and opened her purse. She kept a portable fork that folded. Taking her eyes off her cell phone screen, Clea dug through her bag. She touched something she hadn’t expected. Lace. Looking both ways first, Clea pulled out the red thong. She recognized it. She had purchased it herself as a gift for her husband. It came with a note:

Were these for me?

Clea pushed the thong to the bottom of her purse and buried it in the endless mess. She often didn’t use the contents of her purse before lunch and hadn’t seen the thong when she threw her keys in the bag after driving to work.

Maybe she didn’t look when she tossed her keys in her purse, but it didn’t matter. What would she say to Doug? He went through her things, but she was the one hiding a secret. She never ordered a package without opening it in the kitchen and making a big deal about her purchase. She had never asked Doug to shave his body nor wash the dishes either. The small victory gave her a sense of pride and accomplishment. Could Clea become a strong woman like the ones she had read about in her stories? She had read a few more stories about feminization, but it was better as fantasy than reality.

Clea ate her lunch in a panicked state, unsure of how to proceed. She wanted to message Doug and tell him it was fine. She wanted to feminize him and push him to his limits, but another part of Clea feared opening that door with her husband. Clea loved women and wouldn’t mind her husband wearing lingerie and makeup. She wouldn’t mind him smelling better and spending more time grooming himself rather than wasting away in the basement playing video games.

But wouldn’t she miss the manly parts of Doug? How he smelled after using his men’s soap and deodorant. How he smelled after a long day on the job cutting wood and fixing houses. Clea didn’t know which way to walk, stagnant at her fork in the road.

A message appeared on Clea’s phone. It was from Doug.

Doug: Did you see what I left in your purse?

Clea swallowed and pretended like she hadn’t seen the message. She spent all day on her phone, but she didn’t know how to respond to her husband. He would have to wait for her to get home.

♦

Clea never replied to Doug’s message, and he couldn’t sit still. The weather wasn’t any better today than it had been. There was traffic on the highway. Doug checked his map and the estimated time from Clea’s job to their house. Was she planning on leaving him? Would she throw away their five years because of something she bought? Doug wished he hadn’t taken that leap and acted like he never found the panties instead. He could have snuck them back in her closet by now, and nobody would have known. But Doug didn’t understand why Clea had bought the lingerie and didn’t feel comfortable enough to share them.

Doug wanted understanding in his marriage with Clea. They shouldn’t have secrets from each other. They lived in the same house, shared a bed. If they didn’t move forward after these past few weeks, Doug wasn’t sure he could return to his old life. He couldn’t hide in the shadows much longer. His desires were clawing up the side of Doug’s mountain of fear, nearing the peak.

Sitting on the sofa, Doug waited for Clea to arrive home. He would cook dinner, sweep the floors, and do whatever Clea wanted. He was desperate to please her but wanted to act the part. Doug pictured himself wearing a short dress around the house, completing a list of chores Clea left him. He saw a hot porno like that once. The woman followed her man around, pointing out where he missed details. Showing him his flaws. The night when Clea had ridiculed Doug’s dick size turned him on every time he thought about it, and it looked much bigger now that he shaved his body and lost a couple pounds.

He was eating better and exercising when he could. Some days before work and other days after. Jumping jacks and squats and planks. Not spending as much time in the basement playing the game.

Clea opened the door while Doug was lost in his thoughts, imagining a world where he was already wearing a dress and a wig or his own hair grown out long. But the guys at his job would ridicule him with long hair. “Hello,” Doug said in a small voice, afraid Clea had come to pack her bags.

“We’ll talk at dinner,” she said and walked past Doug to her office. She emerged a minute later and went to the kitchen to make dinner. Doug watched Clea heat a block of broccoli-cheddar soup. They didn’t speak, but a tension lingered in the air. It was clear she had seen the message and chose not to reply.

“Say something,” Doug said after minutes of staring at his wife staring into the pot of soup. She showed zero expression.

“I said at dinner,” she said, not looking up. She stirred the soup with hot water and ignored Doug’s intense gaze.

He wanted to get up from the table and demand she spoke, but Doug wasn’t that aggressive. He would wait until Clea spoke and shared her thoughts. Fifteen minutes later, Clea poured the hot soup into two bowls and grated fresh cheddar cheese over the top. She served the soup with two rolls. Doug grabbed silverware and glasses of water for them.

“Thank you for dinner,” he said.

“You’re welcome. It’s easy to heat a block of ice,” she said.

“But you cooked it at some point.”

“Right.”

Their conversation died, and Doug ate spoonfuls of the thick, delicious soup. Over the years, Clea’s cooking had grown in complexity and flavor. Every dish she presented impressed Doug. He hated himself for not having done the dishes sooner. For not noticing the suffering his wife faced. No wonder she couldn’t trust him to move forward with the lingerie. How could she know that Doug would think about her emotions? Clea’s wellbeing.

“Clea, I love you,” Doug said. He couldn’t remember the last time he had told her those words. Clea had said them moments before telling Doug his dick looked smaller. Had she meant what she said, or did she use the phrase to get into his pants? He didn’t care because that moment had led to Clea shaving his body and two weeks of the best sex of Doug’s life. Games and fun and Clea teasing him. Cum all over her stomach, three times a day on the best day, but it had come to a standstill since the night Clea surprised Doug in the robe. Doug needed her.

Clea rested her spoon on the side of the bowl. She patted her mouth with a cloth napkin. “I love you too, but what if we don’t share the same desires?”

“What do you want, Clea?”

“I don’t know,” she said and shook her head. She wiped her eye, refusing to cry. “My mind is all over the place. I don’t know what to think.”

“You bought that thong for me,” Doug said. “It was a lace thong designed for men in my size.”

Clea didn’t respond. She rubbed her fingers over her knuckles. She took another bite of soup. Doug wanted to break down her walls but understood why she was hesitant.

“I promise we can move as slow as you want,” Doug said. He was too close to his dream to back down. He couldn’t give up without a fight. They could take baby steps, but the important thing was they started walking. Doug wanted to take this journey with Clea. She was his wife, his lover. They had committed to a life together.

“So, this is something you want?”

Doug felt like something had smacked him in the chest, but he nodded. There was nothing else in the world he wanted more than moving forward on his journey of feminization with Clea. He nodded. “I do.”

“How long have you known this?”

“A long time, but I’ve never worn your panties. Well, only once. Although before we married, I had a small collection of my own lingerie,” he said. Doug had never admitted that to anyone. Those thongs he had as a bachelor were his dirty secret. He thought he would take those long sessions of jacking off in lingerie to the grave.

Clea chuckled. The small laugh turned into uncontrolled madness. Seeing his wife laugh at him embarrassed Doug. She regained control of herself after a minute, “sorry, baby. I don’t mean to laugh at you, but this is a lot to take in. My macho carpenter husband wearing panties. Wow,” Clea said. She rubbed her eyebrows, shaking her head.

“I love how they feel. I didn’t put on that red thong, as much as I wanted to.”

“Do you want to wear it now?”

“More than you know,” Doug said. “I understand if my desires disturb you, but I’ve always loved lingerie. Once, when I was a eighteen, my dad caught me jacking off in panties I had stolen from my friend’s sister. He kicked me out and told my mom some excuse. I didn’t talk to them for over a year after that.”

“You never told me that. Is that why you became a carpenter?”

“Yeah,” Doug said. He had never confessed the truth to anyone, and his father hadn’t either. “They gave me a job right out a high school, and the union gave me health insurance. They took care of me.”

“I’m sorry you had to go through that,” Clea said and put her hand over Doug’s. “Your dad has always been nice to me, though. I’m surprised to hear he did such a thing.”

“He was beyond elated when I came home with a female fiance. I guess he thought I was gay, but I don’t give a fuck about him. All I care about is you and our marriage. Can you accept me as a man who likes to dress as a woman sometimes?” Doug asked. He had to put everything out there. He didn’t want any secrets.

“I can try,” Clea said. “Let’s take it slow. I read a bunch of feminization stories, which gave me the inspiration to shave your body, but I hadn’t expected you to enjoy it so much. You surprised me.”

“And you surprised me, Clea. But you wouldn’t have tried dominating and shaving me if some part of you didn’t enjoy it. Let’s explore together. I love you, Clea.”

“I love you too, Doug.”

♦

Clea went to work the next day, but her life had changed. Doug wore his red thong to bed the night before, and Clea knew she had opened a door she could never close. Clea was almost positive Doug had worn his red thong to work.

Doug had said a part of Clea wanted to dominate and feminize Doug, and she agreed, but that side of Clea frightened her. Clea didn’t understand that side of herself and had lived plenty of years ignoring it. She would have to learn how to embrace the power because Doug was eager to explore his femininity.

Clea’s doll would need a master, so she had to step up to the part. Her mind spun in circles as she worked that day, picturing a future where Doug lived two lives. One male and one female. Both at the service of Clea.


CHAPTER SIX

Doug sat in the basement on Friday night a few weeks later. The days were growing colder. The sun shined fewer hours as December continued. Doug had been working out and watching his diet since Clea first shaved his body, so he hadn’t eaten much at the Thanksgiving meal this year. Doug wanted to shape his body into a thick hourglass and wear corsets. He had been reading endless articles on exercise routines to shape the ass. He had bras picked out that would give him fake breasts, waiting in a cart. But Clea had been reserved over the past few weeks. She didn’t want to see Doug in more than the thongs she had bought. Doug didn’t wear the halter tops or stockings because they didn’t please Clea.

They had agreed to take baby steps but were stuck at a standstill. Clea had given Doug everything she bought, but he couldn’t wear half of what she purchased in the bedroom. The hot sex had slowed to a simmer. Clea was holding back, and Doug didn’t know how to break her out of her shell. He was growing restless, eager to move their journey to the next level.

Clea would arrive from the office soon, but Doug wasn’t looking forward to this weekend. For weeks now, he had been trying to guide Clea along and show her what he wanted, but she resisted his efforts. He didn’t understand why she was moving from hot to cold. Some nights she would initiate the sex. Pull Doug’s thong to the side and suck his dick before taking it on her back. But if he tried to wear the silk halter top to rub against his nipple while he fucked her, she refused. He couldn’t wear the sheer fabric. Nothing but the thongs, and Doug was thirsty for more.

The door opened upstairs an hour later. Doug sighed and removed the nylons from his legs, wishing he could keep them on. He pulled on a pair of jeans over his black thong and a t-shirt and went upstairs to see his wife.

Clea was placing different containers on the kitchen counter when she saw Doug. “Hey,” she said.

“Everything okay?” Doug asked.

“Long day at work. How are you?”

Doug stepped forward and kissed her. He wrapped his arm around the small of her back. She looked worn out from the workweek. “Would you like me to rub your shoulders?” Doug asked, stepping behind Clea.

“Yes, please,” she said.

His hands gripped her shoulders through the suit jacket. Clea moaned as Doug worked his fingers into her shoulders. He loved touching his woman. Hearing her throaty moan when he fucked or massaged her.

“What are you making tonight?”

“Heating these roasted potatoes and making frozen dinners for us. I don’t have the energy to cook,” she said.

“It’s okay. I can heat the food, if you want,” Doug said. “Take a rest.”

Clea glanced at the container of potatoes. She hadn’t taken the frozen dinners out of the freezer, but Doug could cook them. Clea had already preheated the oven. Before she could send Doug away, he took her by the shoulders and guided her to her reading chair. He had a major question to ask Clea and wanted to soften her. Make her feel the love that bonded them.

“Thank you, Doug,” Clea said. She took her e-reader from the side table and opened a story.

Doug returned to the kitchen and prepared their dinners. He set the table, serving his wife. She deserved royal treatment but wouldn’t accept the affection with which Doug wished to shower her. He hadn’t always been the best husband, but Doug was learning. He would change and because the best husband/wife Clea could have.

They ate dinner together, and Doug loaded the dishwasher. He did all the chores. Clea didn’t lift a finger. Doug sat on the sofa near Clea’s chair when he finished in the kitchen. He was wearing his black thong but jeans and a t-shirt too. A question was sitting on Doug’s tongue, waiting to hop out of his mouth.

“Clea,” Doug said in a soft voice. He had been practicing a female voice in the mirror when Clea wasn’t home. He was waiting for the right time to use it but spoke in a softer voice now that he had shaved his legs and wore thongs every day.

“Yes, Doug?” she asked, placing the e-reader on the side table.

Her seriousness gave Doug pause. He had second thoughts, but the question would keep him up at night. “There’s something I want to talk about,” Doug said.

“I’m listening,” she said.

“Why did you buy all of that stuff if I’m not going to wear it?”

“I want you to wear it, but—”

“We don’t need an excuse, Clea. I love you. Want to watch TV?”

“Does watching TV come with strings attached?” Clea asked.

Doug didn’t know how to explain he needed to wear the items she had bought for him. He never thought it would have taken her weeks to come around. He was growing impatient and frustrated. Desperate to feel the nylon and silk brushing against his hairless body. Smell floral perfume on his wrists. Brush makeup along his cheekbones. There was so much Doug hadn’t experienced and craved. “Please, Clea. I need this,” Doug said.

“Fine. You can wear some stuff I bought you. But no makeup or anything,” Clea said.

“Pick out a movie, and I’ll be right back,” Doug said. He hopped up from the sofa and ran downstairs to the boxes of goodies Clea had purchased. For now, Doug could live without the makeup. He had a lot to learn in that department and didn’t want to ruin the pass. Baby steps. He raced to change into tights and a silk halter top with his black thong.

When Doug went back upstairs, Clea had picked out a movie and had a blanket ready for them and popcorn popping in the microwave.

♦

“I’ll get the popcorn for us. You wait there,” Doug said, skipping to the kitchen.

His smile was bigger than a tsunami crashing against the coast. Wider than a carved pumpkin on Halloween. Clea didn’t have words when Doug reemerged from the basement, looking masculine and feminine at the same time. But what Clea noticed most was how Doug radiated with freedom and happiness. He looked like a student on the first day of summer, minutes after they finished their last final exam.

Clea couldn’t deny her husband of what he needed. She loved him, and he loved her.

A small part of Clea had hidden desires of her own. Seeing her man in those nylon tights and silk halter had her wondering what else he would wear. How he would look in makeup and a wig. He was losing weight fast. Clea hoped he was healthy in his weight-loss techniques. They only ate dinner together. Was he eating on the job? He had a demanding job building and repairing houses. Clea didn’t want him to fall over and hurt himself. She liked her thick sissy.

Doug returned to the living room with the bowl of popcorn and an awkward smile. He sat next to Clea on the sofa. They snuggled under the blanket. Doug’s nylons rubbing against Clea’s bare skin. She reached her hand out and touched Doug’s leg. Her fingers traced along the fabric until it reached the part between the tights and Doug’s thong. Both black. Both seductive. Clea couldn’t see them under the cover, but she had seen enough to form a mental image. Doug’s dick thickening under the fabric.

The movie played in the background, but Clea and Doug were too busy touching under the blanket. Doug responded to Clea’s fingers brushing along his legs by doing the same. He hiked his legs over Clea’s. The nylon tickled her. It felt so foreign on Doug’s skin, but she liked the sensation. How it softened Doug and added to his femininity. His movements were gentler and more controlled. He moved his hands from her legs to under her shirt. He cupped her breast, moaning as he massaged her bosom.

Doug lifted his hooded eyes. His green eyes fierce. He needed makeup, a wig, and fake breasts to complete the look. Clea didn’t know why she had been so afraid because she liked this gentle Doug. The man whose motions asked her permission. She loved the control. The sense of power over another human. One who loved her and wanted to please her every whim. Clea could get used to Doug cooking dinner and doing the dishes. Dusting the house and sweeping the floors.

Clea reached into Doug’s thong and took his cock in her hand. She leaned over, and Doug wrapped his arm over her shoulder. She felt dreamy and tired. If she stayed in Doug’s arms too long, she would fall asleep.

“We should call her Dina,” Clea said. She had been thinking of a name for Doug that started with ‘D’.

“Dina? Who?”

“You, my love,” Clea said. Her eyes were fluttering, doing their best to stay open. The movie played in the background, but Clea hadn’t focused on it with Doug’s nylons bushing against her legs. His dick in her hand, hard and greedy. She wasn’t in the mood to take Doug’s dick but wanted to show it attention. “When we feminize you, we should call you Dina. Do you like it?”

“Dina,” Doug said. He repeated the name a few times. “Works for me. Thank you for the name,” he said.

Clea smiled to herself and drifted to sleep in Doug’s arm. She didn’t remember moving from the sofa to the bedroom, but Clea awoke the next day after a strange dream.

Clea had a dream where she had become a powerful dominatrix, and Doug was her sissy. He was wearing a dress and prancing around the house in heels in her dream, doing a list of chores Clea had left for him. She awoke in a sweat, not positive where the line between reality and her dream ended.

Doug was sleeping next to her in the silk halter top and a black thong. He had taken off the nylons, but the dream felt too real. It took Clea several minutes to regain composure. Water crashing over her naked body in the shower. Steam rolling off the glass door.

Most dreams faded away after Clea recovered her sense of reality, but that dream stayed with Clea. It was too real. Too intense. Clea didn’t know who that woman was in the dream, but she wasn’t her. Clea didn’t have the courage to act as the woman did in her dream.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Dina. (pause) Dina. Dina. (pause) Dina. Dina. Dina. Dina.

Doug couldn’t get the name out of his head.

Dina. Dina. Dina.

Clea had named him, and Doug loved it. Dina loved it. The entire week the name Dina had played on repeat in Doug’s mind. He wanted to use it properly and had treated himself to several online orders. Clea was upstairs in her office, and Doug was downstairs with his boxes, eager to become Dina. Clea had agreed to Doug lounging around the house wearing women’s lingerie, tights, and feminine tops, but Doug had bought makeup, more clothing, and wigs.

Doug felt rabid when he browsed through the lingerie sites, knowing that he had permission to order women’s clothing. He didn’t want to rush Clea. They were walking at a decent speed now, but Doug could imagine a complete Dina: laser hair removal, dresses every day she got home from work, fake eyelashes, jewelery, and makeup. A selection of wigs. Doug was considering growing his hair out but wanted to try out his first wig before committing to long hair. He liked the idea of switching from blonde to red to brown or from short to long to shoulder-length. They made wigs in all shapes and sizes. Doug didn’t want to limit Dina. She had to have her options.

Sitting in the basement with his boxes, Doug opened them. He pulled out a white cotton dress. He had ordered the same dress in three colors: white, black, and pink. Laying them out next to the box, Doug admired his choices. They were knee length with crocheted bottoms. He was still waiting for Clea’s permission to order a fake-breast bra. He had several picked out and wouldn’t mind changing sizes; bigger when they went out and smaller at home. Doug couldn’t stop planning his future now that Clea had invited him down this path.

Doug had ordered more thongs. They were in the second box he opened. Doug picked out colors to match the dresses. He wanted to wear the pink pair that night but was waiting for his bosom to wear the dresses. Clea would come around.

Sliding the pink, cotton-blend thong up Doug’s hairless legs, he felt like a woman preparing for a ball. Every time he put on panties, it thrilled him. He wore nothing but the pink thong designed for women that cupped his dick with the lace front. His balls hardly fit, but he enjoyed the snugness. Standing in front of the mirror, Doug turned to the side to stare at his ass cheeks. The band running down his split. Pressure in all the right places. Doug pushed down his hardening dick. He didn’t want to stain his new pair with precum like he had with all the others.

Sitting on his knees in the pink thong and nothing else, Doug opened another box. He would put on tights and a robe before going upstairs but preferred minimal clothing while alone. In the third box, a flogger was sitting in the bottom. Doug removed the flogger from the box and held it in the air.

They had a week until Christmas, and Doug had ordered a flogger for Clea. He wanted her to bend him over their bed and redden his ass. Doug pushed his manhood down between his thighs and squeezed, keeping his tip away from the precious fabric.

Doug had wrapping paper downstairs because he had expected the flogger. He placed it back in the box and ran tape over the top. He wrapped the gift and labeled it for Clea. Doug couldn’t wait to see her reaction when she opened the box and hoped Clea would use the gift on Christmas.

Doug had bought the makeup at the store, but his wig was in the last box. He opened it and pulled out the long blonde hair. Doug was a natural blonde and wanted a wig to match his light eyebrows. He still felt larger than he wanted, but had been skipping lunch to lose weight. Intermittent fasting. He had read an article about it and decided to eat a large breakfast before work and nothing until dinner with Clea in the evening. It had been working so far, but Doug still had a long way to go until he was at his ideal female figure. He could always hide his hourglass shape under baggy clothes at work. Nobody would know the difference besides Clea and whatever friends they made in the future.

Friends with the same interests. Doug read instructions on how to wear the wig and put on the wig liner and then the blonde locks. Doug ran over to the mirror in the basement and stared at himself. He had no facial hair but desperately needed to learn how to shape his face with makeup. He had watched a few videos on the topic but lacked confidence. Doug wanted Clea to teach him what he needed to know, guide him through the steps.

The doorbell rang, and Doug ripped the wig off his head. They had ordered pizza because Clea didn’t want to cook. Doug was cleaning up his mess when Clea called downstairs.

“Pizza is here. I’ll put on a movie for us,” she said.

Doug put on his silk robe and nylons before heading upstairs to enjoy pizza and a movie with his wife.

♦

Clea and Doug relaxed on their living room floor by their small Christmas tree. A week had passed, and the holiday had arrived. They visited their parents on Christmas Eve. Lunch with one and dinner with another. Christmas was for them as a couple. A day when the city was dead, and they didn’t have to leave the house. Their parents felt the same, and their siblings had kids and other families that occupied Christmas Day.

“Would you like to open your gift now?” Doug asked. He placed his hot chocolate to the side. The movie they were watching had just ended.

Clea ran her hand through her brown hair. She was wearing a long knit sweater and only a thong beneath. Doug loved her feminine body. He touched her thigh and ran his hand up her leg. She twisted her body to give Doug easier access to her ass. He squeezed it and leaned forward to kiss her. Clea loved when Doug touched her, but she wondered what his lips would feel like with lipstick.

Doug had been hinting at his desire to wear makeup over the past few weeks. Clea couldn’t ignore him forever. She had to continue what she started.

“Sure, I hope you like what I got you,” Clea said. She would have a better idea of what to get Doug next year after they both had time to adjust to Dina. Clea saw Dina in Doug’s green eyes, the woman he would become. She wanted to love that woman and accept her. Show Doug that she loved him en femme or as Doug.

“I hope the same,” Doug said. He grabbed his gift for Clea from under the tree and passed it to her. Clea took the wrapped box from Doug and wondered what he could have bought her. A new robe? Jewelry? The box was too big for jewelery. It wasn’t heavy but heavier than a shirt. Maybe it was a new blanket for the cold?

Doug opened his card as Clea ripped the paper from the box. Doug clapped when he saw what Clea had bought him. She stopped before removing the tape from the box to hug Doug. He kissed her, thanking her. She had bought him a gift card for an online lingerie store.

“What are these?” Doug asked, holding up the printed pages Clea had included.

“Those are suggestions and styles that I like, if you want to buy ones that I enjoy too.”

More commanding.

“Those are your choices, dear,” Clea corrected herself. She paused, wondering where those words had come from.

“Not a problem. Your choices are fantastic,” Doug said. He jumped up and ran to grab his computer. When he returned, Clea had removed the tape from the box. She opened it, staring into a sea of crumbled paper. “You have to dig for it.”

Clea pushed through the crumbled papers and grabbed a foreign object. It felt like leather but strange. Parts of it mixed with the crumbled paper. Clea pulled the item out and discovered its true form. A flogger. She gasped and dropped it back into the box.

“You don’t like it?” Doug asked, pouting.

“It’s not that. Just a surprise,” she said. It looked like a snake in the wild. She hesitated to touch it again.

Don’t be afraid of who you truly are.

Clea shook her head. She had been fighting the small voice for ages, but ever since shaving Doug’s body, it had been growing stronger. She resisted, but her walls were breaking. Water about to crash through a dam. A ball of gas moments from combustion.

You know you want to use the flogger, Clea. Show your husband how powerful you really are.

“Think you’ll ever want to use it?” Doug asked, averting his eyes to the ground. He wore a silk robe and a pink thong. Black nylons. He was only halfway there. Clea had to push him the rest of the way. Turn Doug to Dina and turn Dina into her maid. Her house helper who enjoyed spankings before bed.

“Maybe one day,” Clea said. She placed the flogger back in the box and calmed her thoughts. “Let’s watch another movie.”

“Sounds perfect,” Doug said. He leaned forward over the laptop and kissed Clea. She wasn’t surprised to see him spending his gift card already, picking out the pairs she had chosen.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Two weeks had passed since Christmas, but Doug didn’t have the January blues. He was busying himself with a project. With Clea’s permission, he had begun building Dina her own dressing room in the basement.

It was a Saturday, and Doug could dress as Dina. He wore a thong, skinny jeans, and a t-shirt cut high on the shoulders. He had no underarm hair, so he smelled the fresh, feminine deodorant as he framed his room in the basement. They could remove it when they moved if they had to, but Dina needed her space. Doug was using a corner. Three walls framed the area. Doug only had to add one long wall with a door. He hoped to finish in a couple weekends.

While working, Doug thought about his evolving life. He had been spending a lot of time online connecting with the cross-dressing community. There were endless tips, stories, and people for Doug to connect to, but one story clung to Doug’s thoughts.

A man and his wife traveled to the Caribbean and discovered a beach-front cross-dressing club. Doug went from that story into a two-hour internet binge looking up everything he could about this mystery location. There were communities in St. Louis and Chicago, but Doug wasn’t ready to take Dina in public where they lived, but the idea of a vacation in the Caribbean sounded delightful.

Aledo, Puerto Rico.

Doug searched for the town. It was a small city of under one-hundred thousand. Gay friendly and on the southern coast. Doug’s fantasies grew the more he read about different people discovering the club for the first time.

Nobody listed a location. One had to ask around in the city, but it wasn’t hard to find for the determined person. One man described how he had gone with his wife, and now they went every year. They had sex on the beach late in the night every year while the man wore his dress and jewels. Doug wanted that with Clea. Dina needed to make love to her woman on the beach.

Unlocking his phone, Doug checked his savings. He had been saving for the laser hair removal and other goodies, but the beach was calling him. How could he resist its pull? He could shave for a few more months. Wax when he had the energy and tolerance. The last time had left him in tears, and Doug was hesitant to put himself through that pain a second time.

Doug checked prices for flights and a hotel while taking a break from making his frame. He had enough in his discretionary savings for a Valentine’s Day trip. Doug checked his job’s vacation calendar they had on their scheduling application. He requested the days off and would have to surprise Clea soon. She could work from her computer if necessary, but Doug wanted her to have the vacation of her dreams.

Use the flogger she still hadn’t used. Doug pounded a nail into wood with his hammer as a wave of sexual frustration ran over him. Part of him liked their missionary sex with lingerie, but Doug wanted Clea to push his limits. He could taste the dominant side of her lurking beneath the surface. He saw it when she first looked at the flogger. A hint of power flickered in her eyes.

Hours later, Doug had almost finished the frame, but he would have to add drywall and paint it. He had a busy Sunday ahead of him, but he would spend the rest of the afternoon browsing the internet. Imagining his future as Dina. Ignoring the grumbling hunger in his belly from intermittent fasting until Clea called him for dinner.


CHAPTER NINE

Doug was downstairs working on Dina’s new dressing room. He was almost finished with the drywall and painting. It had taken more than a week but felt like a day. Clea had only asked about Doug’s project. She hadn’t gone downstairs to see Doug’s work. Dina’s sanctuary.

Clea didn’t have a problem with her husband wearing lingerie, dressing as a woman, or expressing his femininity. She wouldn’t mind a softer Doug. One more focused on listening and cleaning. He hadn’t played the game once that week from what Clea could tell.

Locking the screen on her e-reader, Clea put the device on her side table. She stood from the arm chair and went to her office. She opened the closet and pulled out the box Doug had bought her for Christmas. Opening the box, Clea held the flogger in her hand.

Doesn’t it feel good?

Clea pulled the laces of the flogger through her fingers. Gripping the handle, Clea tried whipping the laces in the air. She tried a couple times before breaking down and collapsing in her chair.

Don’t give up. You need this. Show your husband who is boss.

Clea searched for videos on how to use a flogger. She found a woman wearing gym shorts and a t-shirt with her hair in a messy bun. But the room she was standing in took Clea by surprise. Whips, chains, and red and black paint decorated the walls. Clea listened as the woman guided the user through pleasuring their sub with a flogger. Using the laces to sting his or her ass just enough. Avoiding certain regions of the body that provided no pleasure if whipped. Only pain. Clea wanted to pleasure Doug and accept Dina.

Dominate Dina. Act as the superior of the two. She couldn’t allow another woman to take over the house. Dina had to understand her place.

That’s right, baby. Let’s whip her into shape.

The dominatrix had endless videos on how to use her various equipment. Clea watched a few more, and heat rose in her body. She wanted to touch Doug’s body. Feel him inside of her. The cotton-blend soaking with her juices as he thrust in and out of her.

You have to make him work for it.

Clea glanced at the flogger in her hand, knowing Doug wanted her to use it. He had been waiting weeks since Christmas. She could hear him working in the basement, but he wouldn’t mind a distraction. Clea undressed, taking off her sweatpants and t-shirt. It was Saturday, and they had nothing better to do. The weather was cold and gross. The holidays were over. They had to start the new year right and stick to their resolutions. Doug becoming Dina. Clea discovering what she wanted.

What you want is in your hand, my love. Use it.

Taking a deep breath, Clea nodded. She was wearing plain cotton panties. Ever since Doug had started wearing lingerie, Clea’s pantie selection felt inadequate. Throughout their relationship, she had been in the habit of choosing comfort over style.

Clea pulled out one of her new purchases. A lace thong. She would go without a bra to surprise her man. She put on a sheer, translucent throw over. It was black, and she had heels to match. Clea felt black matched her mood. Practicing the whip a couple more times, confidence surged within Clea. She had the strength.

Clea stepped into the hallway, heels clicking against the hardwood floors. She stopped in front of the basement door, heart racing. Clea reminded herself Doug wanted this. He had asked for it.

You want it too, darling.

Glancing at the flogger, Clea couldn’t ignore her dark desires any longer. A part of her had always known of Doug’s submissive ways, but society had trained them had both to reject their impulses. How he used to cast his eyes to the floor. When they first married, Doug did most of the housework. But Clea had slowly taken over the brunt of it. She figured it was to punish this side of her. The side of her that was burning for freedom. For a taste of what it craved.

Clea turned the doorknob. Doug was blasting the radio. Eighties and Nineties and early Two Thousands. Clea stepped downstairs, one step at a time. Heels clicking. Doug didn’t notice her. He was busy on the other side of the wall. The basement smelled of paint. Doug worked quickly. She was curious and nervous to see how far Doug would take Dina, but she deserved a space. Dina did.

Running the flogger through her fingers, Clea pushed away her reservations. She opened the fabric to the edge of her nipple. All black. Dominant.

Clea stepped into the frame for where Doug would add a door. She peeked around the corner. “Doug, come out here.”

Don’t forget who’s in charge.

Doug stepped out of the room. He was wearing short shorts and a spaghetti-strap top. Satin. A hot pink thong rode up above the shorts. No shoes and not a single hair on his body but his head. He wasn’t wearing a wig nor makeup, but they had experimented with both over the past week. Doug was watching cosmetic tutorials in his free time when he wasn’t working on Dina’s dressing room.

“Stand right here,” Clea said and pointed to an opening in front of her. There was space between where Doug kept his video games and where Dina’s new closet would be. Clea had the master bedroom closet. She was a little jealous of Dina’s new space, but Doug was doing the work. She would show him who commanded the relationship. “Get to your knees.”

Doug smiled, looking like he was holding back a laugh. “What’s happening?”

Clea whipped the air with the flogger how she’d been practicing in her room. Doug kneeled in front of Clea. “There you are, dear. How does that satin feel against your nipples?” Clea asked. She leaned over Doug’s body and squeezed his nipple through the shirt then brushed it lightly with the satin fabric.

“Not as good as your mouth,” he said.

“Your mouth is the one we will use today,” she said. Clea had been giving Doug a lot of oral attention over the weeks, but the tides were turning. Seasons changed. People did too. “Do you like my outfit?”

Doug nodded. He glanced up at Clea but quickly returned his eyes to the ground.

“Take off my thong, Doug. Or should I call you Dina?”

“Dina, please.”

“You’re almost done with your dressing room, Dina?”

Doug grunted and nodded. He looked better with the wig and a little makeup, but Clea wouldn’t pass the moment. She felt the strength. Doug moved his fingers up Clea’s legs and pulled the thong to her feet. She stepped out of it. Her pussy wet. Hot. Stimulated.

“Don’t fear it, baby. This hole is yours to enjoy,” Clea said. She grabbed Doug’s head and pushed it into her pussy. “Yes, Dina. Use your sissy tongue and fuck my pussy.”

Make him work for it.

The voice in her head hissed at Clea. She brought the laces down on Doug’s back. She didn’t use too much pressure. “Bend over the sofa, Dina. You’ve been a bad girl,” she said.

Dina jumped up and did as she was instructed, bending over the sofa. Clea did as she had learned in the video and whipped Dina’s plump ass. Her body had been changing. Bigger ass, thinner waist. Clea reddened Doug’s feminine ass and used his mouth until she came before heading back upstairs without returning the favor. If he came after she left, that was Doug’s business. She wouldn’t stop him.

For now.

♦

Squats, planks, and chest presses. Intermittent fasting. Bigger chest, thinner waist, and a plump ass. Doug was on his way to becoming Dina. She wanted a D-cup or larger. Doug didn’t want to lose all his thickness and was starting to judge other women, deciding what shape he preferred. Thick and delicious. He didn’t want to become a skinny girl but yearned for a bigger ass than waist. It was getting there. Squats, planks, and chest presses. He couldn’t wait for Clea to give him permission to order his breasts.

It was the next day, and the paint had dried in Dina’s dressing room. Doug had bought some closet furniture for it and was assembling the pieces in the basement; the previous day on repeat in his mind. Clea had changed when she walked down those steps and reddened Dina’s ass. Doug’s cheeks. Doug was wavering between his male and female self.

After assembling a chest of drawers, Doug moved it into his new dressing room. It still didn’t have a door, but he would do that during the week. Doug opened the bag he had stored in the corner and started his first pantie drawer. He placed his assortment of thongs in the top drawer. Shirts in another. The dresses he had bought in another. Jeans had their own location. He would get racks and a desk. Paint the walls bright colors and change it with the season.

He would buy a lock for the door, more for his parents than Clea. She could have a key. Dina wouldn’t hide secrets from Clea. The woman who had shown Dina power yesterday, bending her ass over the couch and spanking her cheeks. Doug had never felt more submissive and feminine than at that moment. He wanted to put a dick on Clea’s body and suck it. A strap. Then eat her pussy.

With a strap, Clea could dominate Doug’s mouth before slathering her warm opening over his lips. Covering his mouth with her nectar.

Doug had ordered one pair of jewelery online that arrived last week. A set of pearls. They weren’t real but made Doug feel more fabulous than spending the day on the beach. Like first-date jitters, except the date was with herself. Dina, one step closer to her end goal. Pearls were so elegant to Doug. He wanted a brown wig to go with them. They were too light with his blonde wig. He would have to repair a lot of houses for what he wanted, but it would be worth it. He was already working overtime but would take on more.

Except, he wanted to plan a four-day getaway. Doug placed the pearls on top of his new dresser and turned off the light to his dressing room. He opened his computer on the couch. His video game tucked away in the entertainment system. With Dina on his mind, Doug hadn’t spent any time playing the game. His online friends must have thought something happened to him, but he didn’t care. Doug had much better things to do than shoot zombies and criminals.

Searching his computer, Doug found cheap tickets to San Juan, Puerto Rico. He had called Clea’s boss to ask her for the days off as a Valentine’s Day surprise. Clea’s boss gushed and granted Doug permission to book the tickets. He had been waiting until the weekend when he had time to sit down and purchase the tickets. All the sweat and work was worth it. He had a developing habit and needed the funds to feed it.

Doug bought two tickets to Puerto Rico and three nights at a villa in Aledo near the beach. Doug didn’t know where the secret club was, but they would find it. One month until the best vacation of their lives.


CHAPTER TEN

Doug was becoming Dina before Clea’s eyes. Now that Dina had her dressing room, Doug would go there every weekend and become her unless they had a special event. Clea knew there was no turning back, but she didn’t mind. Clea wanted to explore her dominant side. She wouldn’t hide from it any longer. It was Friday today, so they would have the weekend together. Doug would transform to Dina and practice her growing femininity.

Sitting at her desk, Clea scrolled through an assortment of toys: plugs, anal beads, strap ons, and chastity devices. She wanted to use them all but would take it slow. Doug had been slow with her while transforming to Dina. It was only fair Clea released the beast within her on a leash, attached to a metal stack hammered into the ground. The beast was barking as she looked at the toys.

Now he’ll know what it is like to really feel like a woman.

Clea closed the window when her boss appeared in her office. Clea was the head of Public Relations, but Janice ran the company. Janice and her husband owned a chain of car dealerships around Missouri.

“Clea,” she said. She switched on her feet, looking like she wanted to say something but couldn’t. Janice had been acting peculiar all week, and Clea didn’t know what her problem was. She tried to maintain a friendly, professional relationship with her coworkers. Occasional drinks and dinners but no personal details. None of them would ever know the fantasies turning over in Clea’s mind.

“What can I do for you, Janice?” Clea asked. Her heart was beating faster than normal from looking at toys at work. She had a vibrator, but that was the extent of her toy collection. Doug would require several if he wanted to feel the full spectrum of womanhood. “Is everything okay, Janice? You look like you’re going to explode.”

“Okay, if I tell you, you have to promise you will keep it a secret from Doug,” she said, taking a seat in a chair on the other side of Clea’s desk. They had an open floor with dividers, each department in a different section. The bosses with a little more privacy.

Clea thought Janice knew what was happening at her home, but Doug wouldn’t tell Janice that. Why would he? She managed not to break into a sweat and asked, “What did Doug tell you, Janice?”

“He will kill me if I told you, but it’s important. I’ve been panicking—”

“Please, Janice. You can tell me. I know how to hide a secret,” she said.

Janice raised her eyebrow but didn’t reply to Clea’s comment. “Your husband planned a surprise vacation for you. For Valentine’s Day,” Janice said. She had hearts in her eyes. Sparkles, but Clea felt annoyed. Why hadn’t Doug consulted her? She had a vacation planned for the summer and was working nonstop until then. He knew how much she hated to leave her work behind. “Isn’t that amazing? He called me last week to ask for days off for you. I’ve been sitting on this secret for so many days. It feels great to have let it out,” Janice said. She sank back in the chair, her shoulders slumping. She exhaled and ran a hand through her hair. “Why do you look pissed, Clea?”

Because Doug needs my permission. He is my submissive. My Dina. My Doll.

“You know how much I hate to miss work,” Clea said.

“Yeah, you’re a workaholic.”

“Not as much as you.”

“Look, Clea. I’m telling you because you know the campaign we’re working on will launch right around Valentine’s Day. We can have your team do the heavy lifting, but can you plan on monitoring it?”

“I wish Doug would have asked me. We could have gone before or after. Why didn’t you say something?”

“How could I tell Doug no? We will figure it out. It’s hardly our biggest campaign of the year, but we’re hoping sales pick up with the turn in weather. It’s tax season. People are getting their returns soon. They’re going to want to buy new cars,” Janice said.

“Don’t worry. I will work from vacation if I have to. Hopefully we don’t have any negative responses. You never know where a comment on social media can lead.”

“The campaign isn’t our most provocative. Enjoy your vacation, but I had to get that off my chest. Thanks dear,” Janice said. She stood and leaned over the desk to kiss Clea on the cheek before leaving. Janice had told her the dates, and Clea planned a meeting with her team to go over what they needed to do while Clea was at the beach. But while Clea worked, all she thought about was how she could punish Doug for planning a vacation without her permission.

♦

Doug loved his dressing room more than anything in the world except Clea. It was his new favorite toy, but Doug knew it was one that would never go out of style. It had a long way until he would finish styling the room, but Doug loved it just the same. Bare bones and all. He only had the dresser, plastic table, one mirror, chair, and stacks of clothes and accessories.

His money was going to clothes, shoes, wigs, and cheap jewelery. The price didn’t determine the class. Dina would learn how to turn five dollars into a million. She wouldn’t stop until men turned their heads at her in public. There were three weeks until their vacation, and Dina had never gone in public.

But she would on the island. Dina would make her public reveal somewhere nobody could recognize her. They could head to the city, but even a city as big as St. Louis felt too small. Dina couldn’t go in public in Bendersville, their local suburb. She had to wait until she mastered the transformation.

Doug had just shaved and lathered himself in his favorite lotion. It was Saturday afternoon. Doug had spent the morning cooking eggs and toast. Clea had sent him to the grocery store, so he had to wait to transform to Dina. Clea was pushing Doug to accomplish more around the house. He enjoyed his wife commanding him, but Doug needed time to practice Dina. Discover her. She didn’t know about their secret vacation, but Doug had plans to dress as Dina. Become Clea’s wife for the weekend. Sex on the beach. The sounds of waves crashing against the shore from their villa window.

He couldn’t wait to surprise her.

Sitting in his folding chair, Doug stared at himself in the mirror. He had arranged everything on his desk and was watching videos on his phone propped up against the wall. A woman ran mascara through her eyelashes. Doug had bought his own tube. He didn’t want to use Clea’s makeup. He was a lighter shade than her. The people in the videos talked about the importance of the right shade. Doug had ordered a few to find the appropriate one.

Clea helped Doug with his makeup the first couple times, but Doug liked to explore on his own. He spent a lot of afternoons in front of the mirror, following a video and then wiping off the makeup thirty minutes later to try another. He was learning how to define certain parts of his face and hide others. The brushes were magic. They transformed Doug in a way he had never imagined possible.

After covering his face with a light layer of foundation, he used a concealer in spots. Then, he added eyeliner and mascara. He put on a wig cap before donning the brown hairpiece he bought that week. Doug had almost burned through his savings, but he had projects lined up for before and after the vacation. He would make back his money because he had to buy more. More of his feminine products. Doug couldn’t deprive Dina of what she needed.

The brown wig fell a few inches past Doug’s shoulders. He liked wigs that covered their broadness. After the weeks of exercise and dieting, Doug had ended the intermittent fasting. He felt good with his thickness and was working toward his hourglass figure. It wasn’t an overnight process, but Doug was noticing progress.

Without Clea’s permission, Doug had purchases his D-cups. Dina needed them. Dina had been searching the internet every free chance she had. Looking on breaks between shifts.

Doug was standing in nothing but a red thong and his brown wig, dick tucked to the side. Soft and pink through the peekaboo fabric. Doug could hear Clea walking upstairs. She wouldn’t like that he had ordered the bra without her permission, but Dina begged. His mind couldn’t rest. Doug took a deep breath before slipping his arms through the bra. When Doug fastened the breasts, he had never felt more like Dina. His dick jumped. He rubbed his feminine cock through the fabric. Body hairless. Makeup done. Wig and bosom in place.

Staring at himself in the mirror, Doug couldn’t believe how much different he looked than a couple months ago. Even before when he had worn lingerie as a single guy, Doug never took it this far. He never thought his dreams would have come true, but Doug was standing in front of her. Dina. Clea had given him the name, but Doug owned it.

Doug went over to his drawer and pulled out the white dress and black tights. He put them on, covering his chest. His breasts looked realer than he had imagined. Dina had arrived. She was only missing one thing.

Dina went over to her dresser. She had bought two necklaces: pearls and a small sapphire on a chain. Dina chose the sapphire and placed it around her neck. She brushed blue eyeshadow on her eyelid to match the necklace.

Clea knocked on her door. Dina clutched her chest, afraid of how Clea would react. Dina had promised to wait until Clea gave her the okay to order her breasts, but she didn’t want to change. Clea knocked again.

“Can I come in?”

“Open the door,” Dina said, dropping her arms. She couldn’t hide them. They were larger than Clea’s.

“Wow,” Clea said when she stepped inside. “You ordered the bra.”

“What do you think?” Dina asked.

“You look better with them, Dina. Much more natural, and I love the dress with the tights. But I came down here because I’m hungry. Come upstairs. I have a recipe for you to make, Dina.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Clea was biding her time. They had two weeks until the vacation, and Doug was still in the dark. He didn’t know Clea knew about the vacation. She had done some research (hacking into Doug’s computer) and discovered they were traveling to Aledo, Puerto Rico. A small beach town on the southern Caribbean side. It didn’t take much longer to find out why Doug wanted to travel there. Allegedly, there was a hidden beach-front cross-dressing club.

Doug had been blossoming as Dina. Clea loved to see him shining like a star in the wilderness, but she had to take control of the situation. Doug couldn’t run her life. Dina was beautiful, and Clea would always love her, but if anyone would plan an impromptu vacation, it would be Clea. Not Doug.

If Dina wanted to spread her wings, they could have taken the train to Chicago for the weekend. St. Louis wasn’t a small city. People in Louisville wouldn’t know Dina from a fly on the wall. Why would she think traveling all the way to a mysterious, possibly closed club was a good idea? Dina was too eager and needed a system of checks and balances, and Clea was the woman to put Dina in place.

Clea was relaxing in her office. She assumed Dina was in her dressing room getting ready for the weekend. It was Friday night, and they had ordered dinner. Neither wanted to cook. Clea wasn’t sure she would ever cook or wash the dishes again.

Doug had done the dishes before disappearing to the basement. Clea would have stopped him to watch a movie, but a box had arrived in the mail today.

She opened it and emptied the contents on her desk: another flogger, anal beads, a strap on, and a training set of butt plugs. She had a chastity device waiting in the cart for the right day. Clea would buy it when the time came. Until then, she couldn’t wait to train Dina’s sissy hole and show him who was in charge.

♦

“Dina, bring me a refill on the coffee,” Clea said from her arm chair. Dina was in the kitchen washing dishes after lunch. They had started a pot before the meal, and Dina was working like Clea’s maid: cooking, washing the dishes, pouring coffee. She wanted to refuse Clea’s request, but her ass still stung from the spanking last night. Clea had used the flogger on Dina after they watched a movie. Dina had enjoyed it, but her cheeks were still burning from the leather laces. Clea was growing more confident by the day, and Dina didn’t love it as much as she had in the beginning.

They had two weeks until vacation, but Dina didn’t want to travel with a woman who would whip her every time they hit the sheets. She wanted to fuck Clea like she used to, but Clea had been riding Dina’s dick. Never once letting Dina get on top.

“Excuse me, Dina. I thought I asked for coffee,” Clea said. Her voice was playful with a serious undertone.

Dina rinsed off her soapy hands and grabbed the pot. She went to the living room and poured Clea a cup of coffee without care. A bit spilled over the rim.

“Dina, watch what you’re doing,” Clea said, jumping in the chair to avoid the spill. She stormed to the kitchen, grabbing a towel. Clea returned and thrust the towel in Dina’s hand. “Clean up your mess.”

Dina grunted but wiped up the spilled coffee.

“Try serving my coffee with a smile next time, Dina,” Clea said. She smacked Dina on the ass and waved at her to leave the room.

Dina felt an urge to dump the hot pot of coffee over Clea’s head, but she would never do that to her wife. Her other half, but Clea had to know how Dina felt.

“Why are you still standing there, Dina? Don’t you have dishes to finish?” Clea asked. She sipped her coffee, and Dina noticed the smirk spread on her face.

“There are dishes, but maybe you should do them,” Dina said. She had been speaking in a falsetto, but her voice fell. Anger vibrating in her body. Dina wanted to please Clea, but she couldn’t treat her like a maid. Dina was more than a feminized body.

Clea cackled. “You think I’m doing dishes, Dina? I’m never doing dishes again, sweetheart,” she said. Clea stared into Dina’s eyes as she spoke. Her voice steady. Not a hint of anger or fear registered. “Dina, get your ass back in that kitchen and wash those dishes before I make you,” Clea said. She gripped the arms of her chair like she was about to stand.

Dina didn’t want to argue. She wore heels she had bought over the week, custom to her feet. Four inches. Hot pink to match her pink outfit which she was wearing today with the blonde wig. Fake diamond stud earrings and no necklace but plenty of cleavage. Dina turned on her heel and whipped her hair back before sashaying out of the room to the kitchen.

Washing the dishes, Dina thought about her marriage. Clea loved and accepted her. Rode her feminine dick. She couldn’t give Clea up for the world, but Dina wanted more time to play with her purchases. Switch from her pink dress to the black one. She had bought a pair of black heels too. Both four inches. Dina wanted more time to watch her videos and practice makeup routines in the mirror. Didn’t Clea understand? Hadn’t she wanted to do the same once upon a time? Dina was only a few weeks old, and Clea had her scrubbing the floor and cooking meals. Working from when she got home until she went to bed. The weekends were the only time Doug could transform to Dina, and Clea had her sweating bullets over the sink on a Sunday afternoon. Not long from now, Dina would be back to Doug and working overtime only to come home and cook and wash the dishes.

Clea was Dina’s queen, but she had to understand. Dina squeezed the sponge in her hand as she thought about the hoops Clea was making her jump through. They were like rings of fire with her pink folds as the prize at the end.

Clea tapped Dina’s shoulder. She had just rinsed and loaded the last dish into the dishwasher. “Follow me, dear.”

Dina turned around, and Clea had changed. She wasn’t wearing anything above her waist and had on the pleated school-girl skirt and black platform heels. No tights, and Dina doubted she had on a thong under that. Clea turned and walked toward their bedroom. Dina waited in the kitchen, debating whether she should follow. She could protest. Withhold sex. Her thoughts lasted less than two minutes before she was running to the bedroom after Clea.

Clea ran the laces of the flogger through her fingers as she stood near the bed’s edge. Dina knew what was coming. She could feel it. A part of her always knew this day would arrive; the one where she met penetration. Clea wouldn’t let her have all the jewels and lingerie and makeup without a trade off.

“Get to your hands and knees on the bed, Dina.”

Dina bent over to unstrap her heels, but Clea told her to keep them on. She wanted Dina wearing her full outfit.

“What do you plan on doing?” Dina asked as she climbed on the bed. The comforter ruffling beneath her.

Clea threw Dina a towel. “Kneel on this.”

Dina hadn’t expected this day to arrive so soon, but Clea had determination in her eyes. She had a will and a mission. Dina could leave, but that would require never coming back. Dina hesitated as Clea watched her with the flogger in her hand, waiting for Dina to follow her command. Several intense beats later, Dina unfolded the towel.

“Good girl,” Clea said. She moved closer to Dina and pulled her by the thighs. Clea’s strength surprised Dina. Her roughness was new, foreign. Like walking around in a neighborhood one had never visited.

Dina loved when Clea called her a ‘girl’. She loved when she used ‘Dina’ to speak to her. As much as Dina wanted to abandon the chores and commands, moments like this made it worth the trouble. Dina purred and arched her back, sticking her ass higher. Clea brought down the flogger on her ass. Dina leaned into it, shaking her behind. Clea whipped her again through the dress, using both her bare hand and the flogger. Rotating between them.

Clea stopped. Dina remained on her hands and knees. She looked over, her blonde hair falling over one shoulder. “What’s wrong, baby? Don’t I deserve a spanking?” Dina asked. Her cheeks were stinging, but she wanted as much as she could handle. Clea hadn’t reached Dina’s limit.

“You want to feel what it’s really like as a woman?”

“Yes, please. Show me,” Dina said, using her most feminine voice. She had been watching videos on that too, but it took a lot of practice and restraint. Dina tried her best, but her voice cracked at times. Other moments it would sound feminine and sexy.

Clea went to their closet. She came back with anal beads and butt plugs. “You’ll feel what it is like to get fucked, my love.”

“Please, I’ve been a bad girl. Stretch me out,” Dina said. She was hesitant about getting stretched but wanted to try. Whatever women went through, Dina needed to know. If Clea was the one fucking her, she would take it.

Clea took Dina’s pink dress by the hem and pushed it up to her waist. She pulled down the thong to reveal Dina’s opening. Her tight entrance, never fucked with more than a finger. Clea lubed up her toys and got to work on Dina’s sissy hole, showing her the sensations of womanhood.

They went between that and Clea using Dina’s mouth until they were a wet mess stretched out on the bed covered in cum. Panting. Out of breath. One step closer to their ultimate roles, Clea on top and Dina on bottom.


CHAPTER TWELVE

It was Saturday afternoon, and Doug had been doing yard work all day because the weather was pleasant. Clea sat in her chair with a hot tea and her e-reader. They had less than a week until their vacation, but Clea wanted to put Dina in her place before leaving. Clea still hadn’t confessed she knew about the vacation to Doug. Her coworkers in the office had instructions for while she was away, but Clea wanted to take advantage of their last weekend in Missouri before heading to the beach.

Doug entered from outside, wiping sweat from his forehead. He had shaved in the morning before Clea put him to work in the yard. She knew he was dying to transform to Dina. Clea wouldn’t make him wait longer, but she had a plan for Dina.

“How does the yard look?” Clea asked.

“Fantastic,” Doug said. “Why don’t you go check it out? I did the things your specified like cleaning the gutters.”

“We don’t want any leaking when the rain starts, but I don’t need to see what you did. I trust you, Dina,” Clea said.

Doug hadn’t changed, but she liked to tease him. Call him a girl and nibble on his ear. Stick a finger in his ass when they cuddled before sleep or when she woke up in his arms. Some nights he was the little spoon, but she preferred it. Doug was bigger than her, and she liked to feel his satin fabrics against her back more than her chest.

“I’m going downstairs after a shower, anything else?” Doug asked.

“For now, no,” Clea said. She stood after she heard the shower running and went to their bedroom. Clea picked out a dress and heels for her to wear and went back to her office. Waiting for Doug to finish his shower, Clea searched the internet. She wanted to order a chastity device but feared Dina would push back. Clea felt an underlining tension. A battle between the man Doug was and the woman Dina wanted to become. Clea had trained Doug’s ass over the past week, but he was resisting. She hadn’t used the strap but wanted to before their vacation and was hoping to put Doug in his chastity device soon after vacation.

While Clea was searching the internet in her office, she heard Doug rush down the steps to the basement. It wouldn’t take long for him to become Dina. Clea waited and watched an episode of her favorite sitcom while thinking about how she would fuck Dina with her strap. Make her kneel and suck it.

When the episode was over, Clea went downstairs wearing the outfit she’d picked out: a long red dress, black thong, and black heels. She was wearing silver earrings with her hair brown pulled to one side.

When Clea knocked on Dina’s door, she had already changed. Dina was wearing her bosom, a short black dress, black pumps, and her blonde wig.

“Clea, why are you all dressed up?”

“We’re going to dinner. Grab your bag and meet me in the car.”

“Dinner? But we—”

Clea held up her hand, “I know about the trip to Puerto Rico this week, baby. I know everything.”

“But—,” Dina started, but Clea cut her off.

“Don’t you have a pearl necklace?”

“Yes,” Dina said.

“Put that on too. We’re heading to the city. I have a reservation,” Clea said. She turned and walked out the door, grabbing her purse upstairs and heading outside to warm up the car.

♦

Dina wore her black dress with the black pumps and pearls. She added gloves to her shopping cart but would have to wait until after the vacation to order them. She wanted a long cigarette holder too. A hat with lace to cover the eyes. Every day Dina added items to her cart to buy once she fixed enough houses and built enough tables and chairs. Benches for backyards. Dina was busier than ever before between working and perfecting Dina.

Clea and Dina were in a restaurant in downtown St. Louis, miles away from home. Nobody paid attention to the couple in the back corner. Dina felt more exposed than she ever had in her life, but as the minutes passed, so did her fear. It was a Saturday in the evening. The restaurant teeming with people from the hockey game that let out. Dina forgot about it. She hadn’t been watching sports nor playing video games now that she had her dressing room.

Gasping, Dina felt Clea’s dress brush against her leg. It was long and red, flowing like a stained river. Dina could only see glimpses of it under the table. Clea took the menu from Dina, “You won’t be needing this,” Clea said.

“What? I was figuring out what I wanted to eat.”

“We’re ordering a bottle of wine, and I already decided what you will eat,” she said.

Dina patted her ear like she hadn’t heard correctly. Dina had heard about this restaurant online a couple weeks ago, and she wanted to order the signature pasta dish. “What did you say?”

“You’re having the Caesar salad with grilled salmon,” Clea said.

“And you?”

“The signature pasta dish, of course. The entire city is raving about it.”

Dina wanted to hop across the table and slap the smirk off of Clea’s face. Dina had the keys to the car, but they both knew she wouldn’t leave. They knew she would eat the Caesar salad too. They were her favorite type of salad. Clea used to serve Dina one every week before the tides turned.

The waiter came over to the table, and Clea ordered for both of them. She ordered the wine too. When the wine arrived, Clea informed Dina that she could only have one glass. The rest was for her.

“But—”

“But you have to drive, my darling. Women should only have one glass if they’re driving, wouldn’t you agree?”

Dina saw the enjoyment in Clea’s expression. The lightness in her eyes in the dark restaurant. Dina exhaled and accepted her fate. She was out with a beautiful woman who played her game. Deep down, Dina loved Clea controlling her because she knew what would follow the orders.

Dina sipped her wine, savoring the flavor. The Caesar salad had house croutons infused with fresh butter and roasted garlic. Small chucks of anchovies throughout. Grated parmesan. Clea gave Dina a bite of the pasta, and she understood why the entire city was raving about it. The sun-dried tomatoes mixed with arugula and a cream sauce was superb, but Dina enjoyed her salad more.

They shared chocolate cake for dessert. Dina had just enough wine to go with it, and Clea finished the rest of the red without issue. They ran through the cold to their car, Dina driving home. Clea picked the music. Dina’s first night out had gone much better than she expected.

“Thank you,” Dina said when they were on the highway. “I never would have had the courage for that without you.”

“The night isn’t over yet,” Clea said. She put out her hand. They held hands for several miles, arriving home twenty minutes later. Turning the key in the door, Clea stepped inside first. Dina followed her. “Would you like anything to drink now that we’re home?”

“I can fix us something,” Dina said. “Why don’t you relax in your chair? Should we crack open the white in the fridge?”

“I want a vodka and cola with a lime. We have cans of soda, right?”

“Coming right up,” Dina said. She went to the kitchen and fixed them two cocktails in tumbler glasses. Dina returned to the living room, and Clea was relaxing on the sofa. She had spread her body in an inviting way, much like how men sat when they wanted sex. Dina felt a tingle crawl up her spine looking at Clea staring at her like a meal. Dina would have clutched her pearls if she didn’t have the drinks in her hands. “Here you are,” Dina said and passed the glass to Clea.

“Thank you, Dina. Sit here,” Clea said. She patted the sofa.

Dina sat and sipped her cocktail. She crossed her legs. Clea had taken off her heels, but Dina was still wearing her. Clea slammed her drink, passing Dina the glass with ice cubes.

“Make me another," she said.

“Right away,” Dina said. She was feeling less angry inside with every command. There was nowhere else in the world Dina wanted to go, so she adjusted. Clea loved her, and Dina would please her queen any way she could. Dina fixed Clea a second drink, but when she returned to the living room, Clea wasn’t there. After placing Clea’s drink on a coaster, Dina sat on the couch.

Laughter sounded in the hallway, coming from the bedroom. Dina’s heart dropped. She wanted sex, but Clea was pushing her limits. It was a constant sense of conflict. Clea appeared, holding a strap in her hand. It dangled there, large and ready.

“I think we’ve practiced stretching you out enough, don’t you, Dina?”

She had to use a butt plug every day. Clea had her on a schedule. She used the anal beads on Dina too before making her eat Clea’s pussy. Dina hadn’t felt inside Clea in a couple weeks. Not even with Clea on top, but Dina wouldn’t argue with her queen’s ways. Dina wanted to feel like a woman, and Clea was showing her the way. As much as the strap frightened Dina, she knew she had to take it.

Clea unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She had her bra and panties off in a second too. Dina started to undress, but Clea stopped her. “No. I want you wearing that dress when I fuck you,” Clea said.

Dina dropped to her knees from the sofa and crawled over to Clea to wrap the strap on around her body. It dangled in her face. This was how Clea must have felt all those times she pleasured Doug’s body. Dina liked being on the other side of things. Clea’s nipples hard. Her breasts were perfect melons. The strap had an extension that Dina had slid into Clea to pleasure her while she used her cock.

“Fuck, it’s so big, baby,” Dina said. She wrapped her hand around the dick.

“Shut up and suck it, Dina,” Clea said. She gripped Dina’s head on each side. Dina parted her lips and accepted Clea’s extension in her mouth. The dick slid in and out of her mouth, Dina’s spit covering it. Loosening the friction until Clea was pushing into the back of Dina’s throat.

Dina choked on Clea’s cock, gasping. Clea gave her a second to catch her breath before filling Dina’s mouth again. Dina could see her little feminine cock standing up under her dress. She squeezed it between her thighs as Clea used her mouth. She didn’t stop until Clea pulled her off her knees and led her to the bedroom, throwing her on the bed when they entered.

“Get to your knees,” Clea said.

Dina rolled over and got on all fours. Clea pulled her to edge of the bed. She hiked Dina’s dress up to her waist and ripped off her thong. Clea fingered Dina’s hole for a minute before stopping to grab lube.

Clea lubricated her cock and Dina’s tight opening before sliding every inch of her cock into Dina’s ass. Dina found out what it was like to feel like a woman that entire night, but she loved every second of it.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Clea had arranged a private driver to take them from the airport in San Juan to their villa in Aledo. Doug looked more excited than a kid going to an amusement park when they drove through the island to reach their villa. Clea was enjoying their small terrace with views of the ocean and reading a new feminization tale. She couldn’t get enough of her new life with Dina, who was changing in the bathroom.

Dina had flown as Doug, but she was spending the entire weekend as Dina. They were going to dinner after she changed into her dress, wig, heels, and jewels. Dina had been getting really good at reducing her Adam’s apple with makeup. She was getting closer to her perfection by the day.

An hour later, Dina stepped out of the bathroom. Clea had finished a story and was looking for another. Clea was skeptical about the private cross-dressing club. There wasn’t an address on the internet, and the members didn’t reveal its location. Beach-front was the only clue.

Dina touched Clea’s shoulder, “I’m ready,” she said.

Clea turned around to admire Dina’s transformation. Dina wore a wine-colored dress with small pearl studs and her pearl necklace. The dress stopped above her knees with nylons beneath it. Clea had on a dress the same length but white and no tights. They both had on platform heels. Dina’s were black and Clea’s white. Clea couldn’t wait to see her sexy woman in a bathing suit. Dina had purchased a few before the trip.

Stepping outside, Clea appreciated the warm air circling around her. No matter what happened, Clea loved skipping out on winter for a few days. Two sexy ladies on the town. It was a small, colonial-looking beach town. Sounds from the ocean audible while they walked down the sidewalk to the restaurant. Their villa had privacy but wasn’t a far walk from the center.

“How do you feel?” Clea asked when they weren’t too far from the restaurant. Dina hadn’t spent much time in public en femme. Only the restaurant, and Dina had looked nervous that entire date.

“Amazing. Thank you for taking this trip with me. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before,” Dina said. Her voice had come a long way. She practiced whenever she had a chance but sounded much more feminine than a few weeks ago. Dina was growing so fast.

They arrived at the restaurant, and Clea held the door open for Dina to walk inside first.

♦

Clea and Dina had walked to a rooftop restaurant with sea views. Crystal blue water with the sun setting over the horizon. They had arrived at the perfect hour to have dinner and enjoy the night. They had four nights to find the club, but Clea was hoping it would happen sooner.

Clea had ordered Dina’s food for her: a seafood platter with mojitos to drink. The rum was some of the best Clea had ever tasted. She was having the time of her life with her feminized husband in pearls. The winter a faint memory. Her subordinates at work had the campaign on track. She was relaxing and enjoying Dina, her lover for life.

The mojito ran through Clea, and she had to use the ladies’ room. “Excuse me, I have to run to the bathroom,” Clea said.

Dina nodded, sipping her mojito. It was a small women’s room with two small stalls. Clea made quick work and was washing her hands when a fabulous woman walked in the bathroom. She wore a black wide brim floppy hat with a loose fitting black dress that hung on her body like drizzling honey. Clea wanted to start at her black heels and lick up to her nipples. The woman oozed a confident aura.

Clea was staring into the sink to avoid the woman’s eyes, but she didn’t enter a stall. She stood there leering at Clea, making her feel tiny like an ant on the wall. Clea tried to fold into herself, but she couldn’t hide.

“Can I help you?” Clea asked.

The woman stepped forward. Her manicured French tips touched Clea’s shoulder. “Yes, you can. You’re one sexy vixen,” the woman whispered into Clea’s ear. She noticed the stranger had moved the trash can in front of the door.

“What do you want?” The hairs stood on Clea’s arm. She wanted to run out to Dina and flee the restaurant, but the woman had her pressed against the sink. Clea couldn’t leave if she wanted without knocking the woman over. Punching her in the face. “I know taekwondo,” Clea lied.

The woman stepped backward and smiled at Clea through the mirror. “Oh, I don’t mean any harm, but I noticed your sissy out there dressed in pearls. How adorable. He couldn’t stop watching me once I made eye contact,” she said.

Heat rose in Clea. “Keep your eyes off my husband,” Clea said through clenched teeth, losing control of herself. She balled her hand into a fist at her side, ready to strike.

“You’re a hot head,” the woman said. She gripped Clea’s shoulder, looking at her through the mirror. “I like that about you. I can see the fighter in your eyes. How you sit and sip your drink. Aledo has a reputation. I’m assuming you came here for a reason beyond drinking mojitos on a rooftop.”

Clea nodded. “Do you know where it is?”

“Of course I do, I’m Madame Monica, my dear. Here’s my card. Send me a message, and I’ll text you the location, but you can’t share it on the internet. Word of mouth only. Understand?” Madame Monica asked.

Clea nodded, and Madame Monica placed her card on the counter by Clea’s hand. She turned, moving the trash can, and left Clea alone in the bathroom. Clea tucked the card into her clutch and went back to the terrace, acting like she didn’t recognize the seductive woman in the flowy black dress.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Dina didn’t believe Clea when she told her about the club. They had found it on the first night, but the woman Clea met told them to meet her the following day. They spent the morning walking around Aledo and exploring the shops. Most of them sold rum and souvenirs and items for the beach, but all that mattered was they had located the club. Dina was dancing for joy internally, anxious to leave for the club.

They sat around for a few hours when the afternoon sun wore them down. They showered and changed into their outfits for going out. Madame Monica had told them to meet her at nine o’clock.

When the hour arrived, Dina and Clea set out for the night. Clea was wearing a sapphire blue dress with Dina’s sapphire necklace. Dina loved that Clea borrowed her jewelry. Dina was wearing her hot pink dress and pink pumps with a new diamond necklace she ordered. They weren’t real diamonds, but Dina loved the bling. They sparkled when the light hit them. She had on a matching bracelet too. Clea’s dress went to her ankles with a split up the right leg, and Dina’s dress stopped above her knees.

They found the club without issue, but it didn’t have a sign. It hid in a small alleyway directly across from the beach. From the street, one could hardly hear the music pounding from behind the closed door. But when they stepped inside, the bass thumped in Clea’s ears. People crowded the club.

Dina noticed half of the people there or more were like her. She was in a sea of like-minded people. Men wearing dresses and expressing themselves; becoming the women buried inside of them.

Clea and Dina turned to each other, smiling. They walked over to the bar when Madame Monica approached them. Dina recognized her from the restaurant.

“You made it,” she said. Her voice smooth like a snake slithering across sand.

“We wouldn’t miss it,” Clea said.

“This must be your sissy. My do you look slutty tonight,” Madame Monica said to Dina.

Dina blushed and curtsied, squeezing her hands between her thighs and twisting to the side. Madame Monica waved into the dark shadows and a short, slender woman appeared behind them. Clea bounced and moved to the side. The woman stepped over to Madame Monica and scrunched under her arm.

“This is Joann,” Madame Monica said. “She is Jordan some days, but we prefer Joann, don’t we?”

“Jordan? No way,” Dina said. “I have so many questions for you,” Dina said. She couldn’t believe the woman standing in front of her was a fellow sissy. Madame Monica and Joann were where Dina wanted to be with Clea one day. If Dina focused on Joann long enough, she could see slight masculine features, but they were faint.

“Why don’t we let our sissies dance while we get to know each other better?” Madame Monica asked. She waved Joann off, and Joann pulled Dina to the dance floor. Dina saw Madame Monica touch Clea’s thigh before Joann pulled her too far into the crowd.

Dina let the night happen as it would. She and Joann danced, and Dina threw her arms in the air. She spun in circles. They danced on each other, grinding their hips. Dina felt her little feminine dick come to life at Joann’s touch. She was tan, thin, and had a cute accent.

They went outside with their drinks after dancing and talked about makeup and clothing. They were lost in conversation when Madame Monica and Clea appeared to tell them it was time to leave.

♦

Clea and Madame Monica lounged on Madame Monica’s terrace while Dina and Joann were busy working in the kitchen to prepare a late-night snack. They had walked to Madame Monica’s from the club. Clea learned all about her past in New York and how she had met and feminized Jordan to Joann. They had a strong bond but enjoyed playing with others, and Clea couldn’t wait to take a bite.

A heat grew within Clea the more she got to know Madame Monica. Joann and Dina returned with roasted carrots, a cheese spread with meat and crackers, and items to make whiskey gingers. Dina and Joann sat on pillows while Clea and Madame Monica perched above them in loungers. A table separated them with the food scattered about it.

They enjoyed the wine and treats with waves crashing in the background. Soft, sensual music playing over a mini speaker. Lustful glances floating across the terrace.

“I think it’s time for dessert, don’t you?” Madame Monica asked.

“What did you have in mind?”

“How about we see whose sissy is better at eating pussy?”

Clea and Dina exchanged a quick glance, but Madame Monica’s idea sounded intriguing. No other person had touched Clea’s pussy in years, but she was getting wet at the thought. She loved Joann’s tan skin and tight little body. He was the perfect size to become a sissy. Dina was a bit tall but sexier than sin with that hot pink dress and blonde hair.

“What do you think, sissies?” Madame Monica asked them. It wasn’t phrased as a question, and their dolls were practically crawling over the table at Madame Monica’s words. “Well, you to that side then. And you over here, Dina.”

Clea watched Dina crawl a few feet to the end of Madame Monica’s lounge chair. She hiked up her dress, and Dina got to quick work. A wave of jealousy crashed over Clea, but watching Dina pleasure another woman was by far the hottest thing she had ever seen.

Looking down at her own sissy, Joann watched Clea with hooded eyes, eager to please judging from the shy smile on her face.

Clea pulled her dress up by the split, and Joann removed her panties. Her mouth connected with Clea’s clit, pushing the sounds of the ocean to the background. The forefront. It was clear Madame Monica had trained Joann well. Her tongue worked like a gear shift, moving Clea closer to an orgasm with every lick. The sounds of the ocean phased in and out as Clea’s eyes fluttered behind her eyelids. Dina pleasuring the sexy woman next to her a distant memory.

She could hear them, but their moans collided with hers like crossing waves.

“Fuck, Joann,” Clea said. Her hands were resting on the chair, but Joann moved them to her hair. Joann pushed herself into Clea’s crotch, and Clea followed suit. She was comfortable dominating Dina but had acted hesitant with Joann. That wasn’t what her doll wanted. Clea took those last few minutes before cumming and used Joann’s mouth like it was a toy.

When Clea came to, Madame Monica had been watching them. Dina rested on her knees by Madame Monica’s side.

“I’ll have Joann teach Dina a few things before your trip home,” she said, winking.

“Joann, go to my room and get the toy Clea and I can use,” Madame Monica said. She was staring into Clea’s eyes and patted the seat next to her. Without thinking, Clea went and sat next to Madame Monica.

Her tongue thrust into Clea’s mouth. Madame Monica kissing her. Her lips were soft like a pillow. Her tongue expertly glided around Clea’s mouth. Madame Monica grabbed Clea’s hand and steered it to her breasts. She grabbed it through the dress. It flowed like the black one had been wearing on the terrace but white.

“Stand up, my dear,” Madame Monica said when Joann returned. He was holding a strap on by her side. “Dina, take off your woman’s clothes. She doesn’t need them.”

Dina did as Madame Monica instructed, and Joann took off her mistress’ clothing. Naked, Madame Monica touched Clea’s shoulders. Clea had never been with a woman before, but she didn’t want to resist tonight. Madame Monica was the most sensual person she had ever met, and her touch was like butter melting on a pancake.

Clea was lying on the lounger with Madame Monica above her kissing her. Fingering her. Licking her nipple. She was wetter than a sprinkler. Dripping like a stream falling over a cliff. “I’m going to fuck you, if you don’t mind,” Madame Monica said.

Clea bit her lip and shook her head. She touched her dripping pussy which Madame Monica had stretched out with her fingers while Dina and Joann waited on the side. “Please, fuck me.”

Madame Monica stood and snapped her fingers. Joann rushed to place the strap on around Madame Monica’s waist. It was a big one. Bigger than the strap she had bought and bigger than Dina. Madame Monica got into position and lifted Clea’s legs. She leaned down and kissed the woman as she slid inside of her.

Clea moaned into Madame Monica’s mouth as the dick stretched her walls. Madame Monica started with a slow thrust, moving in and out of Clea’s hole. She felt her walls hugging Madame Monica’s huge cock. It hit her spot when Madame Monica sunk deep in Clea’s pussy.

Madame Monica leaned back off of Clea’s body with her legs in the air. The dick deep in her. “Joann,” Madame Monica commanded.

Joann crawled over to them. Her mouth connected with Clea’s clit as Madame Monica thrust the dick in and out of her. Clea threw out her hands, the pleasure immense, and Dina grabbed one hand. Clea squeezed as Madame Monica and Joann pushed her closer to an orgasm.

Her moans grew. Clea couldn’t control them. “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Clea said. She bit down, clenching her teeth. It was like sailing through the sky as Joann and Madame Monica took her to her limit.

“Fuck,” Clea called out. Her body rattled. Her walls constricted around Madame Monica’s dick buried inside of her.

When she relaxed, Madame Monica smiled at her. Joann backed away, wiping her shiny lips.

“Fuck, you two are hot,” Madame Monica said. She leaned down and made out with Clea, her finger tracing over Clea’s exposed nipple. Madame Monica lay by Clea’s side and tangled her body with Clea’s. “I want a show.”

“Whatever you wish,” Joann said.

“Dina, stand over there and pull up that hot pink dress. Joann will suck your sissy cock,” she said. Clea watched as Dina followed Madame Monica’s order. Joann took Dina’s hairless, feminine cock in her expert mouth.

Madame Monica held Clea as they kissed and watched their dolls please each other, doing whatever they commanded. Clea and Dina spent their entire vacation with Madame Monica and Joann, having the best time of their lives, only leaving to drop by their hotel to shower and change and head right back to the fun.


EPILOGUE

One Year Later

Clea and Doug were packing for another trip to the beach. They hoped to make it an annual tradition since they had stayed in contact with Madame Monica and Joann and were planning to stay with them. No hotel. Joann (Jordan) and Dina (Doug) shared makeup tips. Madame Monica answered any questions Clea had about toys or how to discipline Dina when she was misbehaving.

“Did you switch to the rubber cage I put in front of your door?” Clea asked when Doug came in their bedroom. He was planning to change to Dina when they arrived and stay that way all weekend. Doug couldn’t stop talking about how excited he was for the vacation, but they wouldn’t get through security if he used his metal chastity device.

“Yes,” Doug said. He pulled down his jeans to show Clea the rubber cage holding his dick.

“Load up the car and I’ll be right there. Sending a message to Madame Monica first.”

Doug nodded and carried the suitcases to their car. They would park at the airport.

Clea: Heading to the airport now. See you soon.

She added a kiss face and hit send. She turned off the lights and locked up the house, meeting Doug outside. He drove them to the airport, but on the way Clea had thought about how much her life had changed over the past year. How much healthier her marriage felt now that the secrets weren’t lurking in the background. Clea felt more complete than she ever had in her life.

While on the highway, Clea took Doug’s hand. “Hope you’re ready for a fun weekend, Dina,” Clea said, squeezed his hand. They both knew Dina’s ass would be tired and stretched by the time they returned.

“It’s always an amazing weekend with you,” he said and winked.
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CHAPTER ONE

Some days are easier than others. There are days I smile and ones I don’t. When we laugh, it’s the best thing in the world. Staring at our wedding photo in my hand, I try to remember how happy we were. People cheered for us. Nobody else mattered. Life was ours, everything.

But things have changed. We have grown older and settled into our ways. He was so sweet then, Gary. The man with whom I share a last name. My husband. Wondering if we can return to where we were, I walk into the kitchen. Our apartment had been so small. We had nothing more than a few square feet and our imagination.

Now, we live in a designer house with high-end finishes. Sure, we work full time and jump through all the hoops, but what does it mean? Happiness doesn’t come with possessions. I’ve learned that. They say it all the time, but nobody believes it. Money brings happiness. Love can too, but it’s all about the riches.

My wealth. Our wealth.

It doesn’t matter what happens behind a closed door. I can’t complain to others because my life is perfect. Everyone sees the newer model car and massive house with designer touches. I’ve heard the whispers when I turn the corner at parties. They don’t see the way Gary treats me, though. Expecting me to cook all his meals to maintain his insane diet. He eats healthier than I’d ever want to, but he expects the woman to cook.

He’s an alpha with every woman’s dream body. People look at him everywhere we go. He notices the attention, I’m sure. I love our history and most of our time together, but he has become overly dominant recently. Every time it gets worse. He thinks he’s the best man in the world and displays that in the home.

How much longer can I tolerate him? The way he speaks to me when I leave my makeup on the counter or don’t have dinner prepared by a certain time. I work too. He’s not the only one making money in the family.

Kids? We’re waiting until our sixth anniversary for that, which is next year.

The years pass so fast. I set the wedding photo back in its place and walk to our luxurious bedroom. My feet hurt heading through the house. We didn’t used to have the things we do now. My walk-in closet has a spot for everything. It was my dream for so long, but having it doesn’t bring me joy. The old Gary did. The one that would chop onions for me or take out the trash. He even did the laundry sometimes.

But me working at home makes him lazy. He loads the new dishwasher. The old Gary washed them by hand. As I run my fingers along the various dresses I’ve collected over the years, I picture the younger, more helpful Gary. The one who isn’t rough and demanding.

The one who doesn‘t obsess with making more money than me.

That man is pure love and nothing but a memory.

I pick a comfortable dress with pockets for my shopping list. Running a food blog is everything. I help people all around the world with cooking. It has become a full-time job, which I do from home. The recipes are healthier than they used to be because of Gary’s demanding ways, but the fans love them. They’re happy to make whatever I put on the blog. It’s the ultimate freedom.

But some days it’s lonely. I miss the days when I used to go to an office and gossip with coworkers. I have seen no one from those days in years. There are group classes that I’ve done since like pottery and painting, but I’m always hating myself after those classes. The people want to get together and form groups. It’s exhausting.

The plain black dress hangs over my body. I look elegant. It hugs my hips in the right way. The dress is dark but matches how I feel. My soul has been dead for a couple years, just moving along because I’m too afraid to leave Gary. To live on my own. His arms around me at night are nice, sometimes.

I would miss his smile on our good days. The way he glances at me when I get out the shower. He still wants my body, but sex isn’t enough.

It doesn’t replace the sadness.

Folding my list and stuffing it in my dress along with my debit card, I grab my car keys and head outside. It’s a nice summer day, not too hot. I have finished working and only need to make dinner before putting my feet up for the day. Hopefully, there won’t be a fight with Gary before bed. They’re more and more common these days.

Too bad my foot hurts and I can’t go to the gym today because exercise is my salvation.

♦

Risks lead to rewards, and that’s what happened today. I could scream to nobody. Happy hollering. I have made so much money today. More than Karen could ever make in a day, and that’s all that matters. I drive across town, excited to see what the food blogger has prepared today.

Sure, she’s my wife, but we’ve been married for so long. Five years? We’re supposed to have kids on our sixth anniversary. I could go for that. If she wants to, that is. I’m not going to sit around at home changing diapers when there’s money to make on the stock market.

Lots of money.

I lose some too, but that’s part of the game. I have a ‘conservative’ portfolio that I add to every money and never take from, but then there’s the other one. The money maker. My big risks. It’s a volatile game, but I get off on it.

Driving home, I can’t stop thinking about my celebration routine. Karen is predictable. She goes to the gym and grocery store every afternoon. Sometimes she stops at the market, but it’s always those two things. Every day. She hasn’t changed in years.

I park my car and hop out. Running inside, I check to make sure that Karen has left. Her computer is on the island with her recipe book next to it. She must have worked there today, but Karen’s not home. I drop my bag next to her stuff and head to the garage.

It’s not too hot outside today, and the garage feels nice. Pulling up my shirt, I throw it to the ground. There’s a wall of boxes on one side of the garage. Karen never comes in here. I rub my hard abs and play with my stimulated nipples as I reach for the familiar, hidden box. The one Karen doesn’t know about because I’m her alpha.

It’s just something I like to do. Alone. By myself. She need not know about it.

Digging through the open box, I find a pair of white lacy panties I haven’t played with in a while. I fold the box and place it back in its spot before running over to the woodworking table. I have tools. I know how to use them and built a few pieces of furniture in the house. Nobody questions my manliness, but they would if they saw the panties.

I kick off my pants and loose boxers. A small tinge of guilt runs through me as I slide on the white undies. My dick instantly becomes hard. I’m breathing like a sick animal. I can’t control myself or the excitement crashing through me.

The stimulation from the lingerie has my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I prop my phone against the back of the table, opening it to my favorite page. Hunky men wearing lingerie with beautiful women. I dream of getting fucked by my wife like these guys but don’t have the balls to ask her. She would leave me like a bag of garbage on the sidewalk. I’m not the best husband, and I can’t feel the rift growing between us.

We have to come together, but I push those mushy thoughts from my mind. Maybe we can talk at dinner. Until then, I have to enjoy my time alone in the house.

Deep sounds leave the man’s mouth in the video. His woman has a massive cock spreading his hole. Biting my lip, I reach into my panties and imagine Karen doing the same. Or making me lick her pussy. She could sit on my face all day, and I wouldn’t complain.

She’s beautiful and my wife. Guilt vibrates through me. I’ve been hiding this fetish for years. Too afraid to take charge and show Karen the true me. The man she married. I’m no different with or without lingerie.

I push the thoughts from my mind again, focusing on the video and my rock-hard cock. It pulsates in my hand as I try not to cum. The moans from the video are loud around me. They surround me like steam in a sauna. I want to get out but can’t resist the pleasure.

Squeezing my ass, my balls rush into my body. White shoots out my dick and covers the concrete floor. I’m in nothing but white panties pulled to the side. My dick is bright red and slimy from my cum.

I hear a door close. My mind races. I’m panicking. The video is loud and irresistible. Throwing myself, I slam my phone to the tabletop. I try to turn the volume down when the door opens behind me.

It’s Karen with wide eyes and a disgusted twist to her lips. She’s staring at me with varying levels of revulsion. Her eyes don’t hide a drop. “What are you wearing? Can you turn that video off, please? It’s disgusting.”

She stands with her hand on her hips. Her lips snarl. She leans her head to the side as I cut the video. My dick is half hard and still hanging out for Karen to see. I tuck it back inside the fabric and reach for my jeans. She said nothing while I gathered my mess. Cum sticks to the floor, and I have nothing to clean it.

Hiking up my jeans, my body burns from embarrassment. “Why are you home so early?” She shouldn’t have gotten back for another thirty minutes. That would have been plenty of time to clean the evidence.

“I hurt my foot yesterday, don’t you remember? Just another piece of evidence that you don’t pay attention to me,” she said. Her voice gives me more guilt than the panties. We aren’t the same couple we were when we got married. I’ve grown comfortable. I know that. Maybe I take Karen for granted, but she has no right to judge me or my panties, which are hiding under my jeans now.

“How long have you been doing this, Gary?” she asks.

“Doing what?”

“Please, don’t play stupid with me. You looked mighty comfortable in those panties, Gary. Watching that disgusting video. I saw what that woman fucking that man. Is that what you want?”

I shrug my shoulders. Words don’t form in my mind. I’m so hot, I can’t think about anything. She has caught me. After all this time, Karen finally knows my secret. She slams her hand against the door frame and screams.

“You’re pathetic, Gary. I’m making dinner because I’m hungry. You can eat, but don’t think you’re sleeping next to me tonight. Coward,” she said and slammed the door, leaving me alone with the pile of cum. I shake my head and find something to clean it up before going back in the house to face my angry wife.

♦

Panties? My alpha husband wears panties? Lingerie? And not just the simple cotton pairs. He wears the sexy pairs with peek-a-boo holes and thin straps. I cut onions, but cooking doesn’t calm me today. The idea that Gary will eat my food disgusts me. I want to spit into his. He’s kept a secret from me for so long, I don’t know what to think. Can I ever trust him again?

Adding the onions to the hot pan, I wipe the tears from my eyes. Some are from chopping the vegetable, others are from my horrid husband. He acts macho. The man of men. Nobody is more masculine than him.

Ha!

What a trip. They know nothing. He’s lucky I didn’t take out my phone and snap a picture, but his reputation is tied to mine. The ladies who follow my blog love to hear about the mysterious alpha that sells stocks. The banker that makes all the money.

Shoot, he loses a lot too. I don’t lose money like he does, but they don’t know that. Life is a fantasy, and I give my people what they want. But Gary’s friends? They would never forgive him. He would become their punch line.

I’m stirring the cooked onions and add a little crushed garlic. I love the way the smell travels through my house. It brings the slightest joy knowing my dinner will taste great. After finding Gary in the garage, I need something comforting. I decided on a lasagna.

I add the meat and everything else to my sauce and get it prepped for the oven. Sauce, cheese, noodle, and repeat. Gary complains about how fattening lasagna is. I wasn’t planning on this for tonight, but he deserves it. I want to feel good about myself, and lasagna will do that. Gary won’t. It’s a clear choice. Indulge.

I feel my lips curl into a smile as I think about Gary and his diet. He emerges from the garage. He avoids looking in my direction, but I don’t care. I can’t process the lingerie. That’s for later. I need a forkful of pasta and meat first. Maybe a pint of ice cream too. Who knows?

Gary returns a few minutes later and sits at the island. He looks down at the stone counter. I don’t meet his eyes. Changing my face, I portray sadness. How could he hurt me and wear panties like a bitch? He’s supposed to be the big, bad alpha that doesn’t take no for an answer. The ladies’ man who does nothing like a woman.

The sweet smells of lasagna and melted cheese drift through the house. Pouring myself a glass of white, I swirl the delicious liquid around the glass. I’m looking at my husband now and his pathetic sad face like this was a one-moment incident. Discovering him in lingerie after everything we’ve been through is much more than that. He knows it. That’s why he won’t look at me.

“Say something,” I scream and slam my palm on the counter. He jumps but shakes his head. Is he wiping away a tear?

He’s lucky I don’t break this glass over his head. I’d love to watch him on the ground begging for mercy, but we’re not violent. We use our words, never our fists. “You just going to sit there?!”

I can’t control myself. The woman who wears nice dresses disappeared, replaced by her evil sister. “How long, Gary?”

“It wasn’t happening when we got married.”

“So, the day after? Is that what you’re saying?”

“No,” he says and shakes his head. I can hardly hear his voice. He wipes at his eyes again. The lasagna needs to hurry, so I can eat and lock myself in the bedroom. Things will remind me of him there, but I can’t look at his sad face another second. I’m pissed, angry. I don’t need his tears. He was the one with a secret, hiding in the garage to masturbate.

The timer goes off. The sound relaxes me. I pull the lasagna out the over and set it on the counter. “Lasagna?” Gary asks in a disappointed voice.

I cock my head back. It almost flies from my neck. “Is that a problem, Gary? You want to get into it about some lasagna?”

“No,” he says.

“Good, don’t touch it until I come back. Pervert,” I spit and walk to our bedroom. I want to enjoy my wine in away from him while the lasagna cools.


CHAPTER TWO

I went to the garage to look for my panties this morning, but they weren’t there. I failed trying to open the bedroom door too. Karen must have gone out in the night to find my box of panties. My mind swirls as I try to put together the past twelve hours. They’ve been the most intense ones of our entire relationship.

Karen has never been as angry as she was last night. The look in her eyes still haunts me. Sleeping on the old mattress hurt my back too. I wonder how many days it will take for Karen to allow me back in the bedroom. During our last fight, I had to wait a week.

My problem now is much worse than that one.

Sorting the fruits, I put Karen’s in one pile and mine in another. It’s been years since I made her a smoothie in the morning. One day I stopped, and she said nothing about it. I used to leave them in the fridge for her before leaving for work, but that’s only a memory.

Hopefully making one now will put us on a path to recovery. I don’t know, but it’s worth a shot. After dumping her pile of fruit, ice, and some milk in the blender, I turn it on. The sound fills the house, and I remember Karen complaining about the noise. She had started to wake up later in the mornings because she worked at home full-time. Maybe that’s what led me to stop. I feel like a tool for forgetting her words.

Shoot. It comes to me. She also said that the liquids separated by the time she awoke. Maybe I can knock on the bedroom door today before heading to the office. The stock market controls my working hours, but that doesn’t mean I can’t take a few minutes. Karen is worth my time.

She doesn’t forget a thing. When I mention I don’t like a certain seed or nut, I never see it on my plate again. Karen runs a food blog and makes me her tester. I don’t know what recipes make it (because I never look at her blog), but when I sit down for dinner, it’s always something I like or something I’ve never seen before.

The way she spoils me is amazing. Perhaps unhealthy.

I pour her smoothie into a glass and get started on mine. It takes a few seconds before the machine whips it together. I use my travel bottle to hold it.

My heart races as I approach our bedroom door with the mug. It’s like I’m going to my boss’s office after losing a big account. I don’t know what emotions to expect. She can say anything, and it would be her right. I deserve however she wants to punish me. I’ve been bad.

Knocking on the door, I hear Karen stir behind the wood. She cracks open the door. It sits ajar. She looks at me and says nothing.

“I made you a smoothie,” I say.

“That’s nice,” she says and takes it from me. “Anything else?”

I drop to my knees. She can’t leave. We have a life together. I’m still the man she knows. The one she loves. “Please don’t leave me,” I say with my hands clasped together.

She drinks from her smoothie and looks down. I’m weak and in her possession. We can feel it. We’re connected. Husband and wife. I used to control things, but now she controls my secret. The cards are hers to play. What will she do?

“We can talk about this on the weekend. Get to work, you will be paying the full mortgage for a few months,” she says.

“That’s all?”

She throws open the door. My box sits by the dresser. She steps over to it and turns it upside down. My years of pantie collection spill onto the floor. Her laugher frightens me. “How about I tell ring up your mother and friends and tell them about your little fetish?”

“No, please,” I say. My voice turns deep, demanding.

“Shut up, Gary. You’re no alpha in my eyes. You might have muscles, but you’re nothing but a punk bitch,” she says, spitting on me with her words. She’s right. That’s what I am. I put on a dominant exterior to hide the truth from other. And myself. I’ve always been hiding this secret in shame.

“I’ll pay whatever you want.”

“That’s what I thought, Gary. Get to work and make us some money,” she says and slams the door, leaving me in the hallway. Alone. Feeling pathetic. I stand and grab my smoothie from the kitchen before driving to work.


CHAPTER THREE

A day has passed since I discovered Gary. Two nights. Both of them without him in my bed. I can’t sleep next to him right now. As much as I miss his muscular arms keeping me warm, it wasn’t real. He had kept a lie from me for so many years. It’s a wonder I hadn’t caught him before. He spent a lot of time in the garage, doing who knows what. I never went to check. I have my own things to do.

But Gary has surprised me. It was one thing I never expected from him. Perhaps cheating, yes. He’s handsome and muscular, but we’ve never had a problem with infidelity. I believe he has never cheated. But the lingerie puts the pieces together. The early, early mornings doing work in the garage to finish some birdhouse. He made them, but they were always low quality. Rush jobs to give him time to masturbate and a real excuse.

He’s a clever guy, that Gary. My husband. My fucking husband. I try not to pull my hair thinking about him. Taking deep breaths, I walk to the kitchen for a glass of water. I need it to even out the burning edges within me.

I stare out to our lovely yard. We have so much in life, Gary and I. We don’t have children, yet, but we’ve checked all the other boxes. I hear all the time how ‘jealous’ people are of my life. What would they say now? Do their husbands’ wear panties too?

Sighing, I turn to the internet to find other women who have dealt with my problem. I need guidance, and not from my therapist. I share a lot with her, but this is crossing the line. She doesn’t need to know about Gary and the lingerie. We can talk about all my mommy and daddy problems, but not this. She knows Gary. They’ve chatted. It can’t happen.

It doesn’t take more than a simple search to find blogs dedicated to the topic, but I find one of those question-and-answer sites.

As I read, I feel that maybe I shouldn’t look. This advice is all over the place. It seems the men are different in every case. Some only want light lingerie, whereas other changed completely to a female, eventually. I wonder where Gary is on the spectrum. He wasn’t wearing a dress when I caught him, but maybe he wants to try.

Questions form in my mind as I read all the details and events. I’m overwhelmed by the information. Maybe it’s good we didn’t have kids.

I’ve always wondered how our offspring will look. Half Gary and half me. Will they have his eyes and my hair or the opposite? Perhaps they could inherit traits from the grandparents. There’s no way to know until the thing comes out and grows into a little person. Rubbing my stomach, I remember all the conversations we used to have about children. Those don’t occur anymore. We never talk about having kids.

But we’ve agreed on the sixth year. I will remove my implant then, and we’ll try for a baby. That’s the plan.

It seems more like a dream now. If Gary wants to become a woman, I need to know so I can find a new man. I will always love him as a person, but a romantic relationship with a woman is off-the-tale. His masculinity attracts me. I love his hard body and demanding ways, even if I complain about them. But a part of me scrolls further into the darkness.

People share their stories, and I realize I have to test Gary. Sexually. He needs a push to see how far he would go. He probably doesn’t know what he likes or doesn’t beyond the lingerie.

After another hour of losing myself in the internet, I stumble on a website. We don’t live far from Chicago. Gary’s office is in the suburbs, mostly to avoid the city traffic. We left the city a few years ago when I quit my job. Gary opened his own brokerage, and we almost never see the massive buildings now.

Some days I miss it, but most days I don’t. Our community has everything.

The website belong to a woman that lives in Chicago. She’s a dominatrix who offers lessons in domination. I’m a timid woman who doesn’t push many boundaries. I enjoy my big house and domestic life when Gary isn’t an asshole.

But we experienced an earthquake in our relationship. We have to pause and reflect. I need to push him.

I jot down the woman’s number and call the dominatrix. She answers on the second ring. “Mistress Jenny, how may I help you?”

Her sultry voice takes me by surprise. “Hello, I’m calling about the classes in domination. I found my husband wearing panties and would like to teach him a lesson.”

“Although your why could use some work, I’m sure your pantie-wearing husband would enjoy it. Did you have a day in mind?”

“Saturday?”

“Saturday works, but come early. I don’t like to work past noon that day.”

“I’ll be there at nine,” I say.

“Don’t disappoint me, or I must teach you a lesson,” she says and hangs up the phone. I sit there in silence for a moment before going to prepare my list for the grocery store. My blog still has to run when I’m angry with Gary.

♦

It’s Saturday. I left before Gary awoke. He will probably wonder what happened. I never leave early in the mornings. There won’t be a breakfast waiting for him. He must cope on his own, poor guy. It’s unusual, but we’ve had a strange week. I have a feeling it will only get stranger after my meeting with Mistress Jenny today. She’s waiting for me at her office in Chicago.

I don’t know what to expect. Will she whip me? Do I want her to? I must admit, the thought has crossed my mind many times as I drive to the city.

Soon, skyscrapers fill the views. Chicago is a concrete jungle if I’ve ever seen one. Gary and I grew out of that phase in our lives. We had to move on from the past. We aren’t young like we used to be.

Using GPS, I navigate through the wide city roads that never have enough space for all the cars. The city doesn’t sleep. It’s not some small town where everyone takes off on Saturday. There are cars and traffic everywhere, much more than I expected. I never come to the city and forget what it’s like. The hustle and bustle. The non-stop movement from one side to the other. I take half an hour to travel a few miles to Mistress Jenny’s apartment.

There are no signs, no notice. Just a little buzzer with her apartment number. I hit the doorbell, and her sultry voice comes over the intercom a minute later.

“Welcome,” she says and the door cracks open with a buzz.

I step inside, my heart racing, and climb the stairs to Mistress Jenny’s door. She is waiting in the door frame when I reach her floor, wearing a white cotton dress that hugs her wide hips. Her ass makes me jealous. Men must drool over her when she walks down the street. And her hair. It’s red, almost artificial looking, but it matches her eyebrows. Women would die for that color hair. Hairdressers almost never got the color right.

“Should I take off my shoes?” I ask in the entrance. Jenny runs a hand down my left arm as she walks past me. She’s still wearing her heels.

“Do as you wish,” she says with a long pause.

“Karen. My name is Karen,” I say and put out my hand. She chuckles but shakes my hand.

“You’re so stiff. Loosen up. Would you like some orange juice?” My face must look crazy because she laughs again. “Did you think I would offer alcohol at nine in the morning?”

I shake my head, “I don’t know what I was expecting. Everything here seems so normal.”

It’s true. From Jenny’s clothes to her cute city apartment, everything appears standard. Feminine, but a tad plain.

“You haven’t seen the fun room yet,” she says and passes me a glass.

“Thank you,” I say.

“Follow me, Karen. I’ll show you the fun room,” she says.

We walk. There are two bedrooms. One door is open and the other closed. Her light, bright bedroom shows a normal woman making it by in the city. My heart jumps as Mistress Jenny places her hand on the doorknob. She looks over her shoulder. Her smile sends a rush through my body. “Ready?” she asks.

I nod, and she opens the door to her secret dungeon. Equipment to dominate line the walls. This was the image I pictured when entering a dominatrix’s home. I catch my breath as she leads me to a stool.

“Tell me about your husband. What’s the problem? Why did you come here today?”

Rubbing my chin, I recall our relationship. How Gary and I started out happier than a young couple skipping through the meadow. He treated me like an equal then. There wasn’t the same edge to his tone. The same expectations that I fulfill wifely duties. And the sex? We had the best sex. But over the years, things changes. Things always change.

I tell Mistress Jenny about Gary’s changing behavior. The way he went from an amazing husband to one that I resent. When I look at him, it’s hard not to hate my life a little.

Then, he wore panties. He kept them a secret too. Gary spent all his time in the garage relieving himself. Mistress Jenny shakes her head as I continue with the store of how I found Gary in the garage.

“What a dirty man. We’ll set him straight. But he might love it,” she says.

“I want to love him, but he has to take a backseat in our relationship.”

“That’s just what he wants. He doesn’t know it yet, but I do.”

“Teach me everything,” I say.

Mistress Jenny begins takes a few things off her wall and explains how to use the different items on a man. She tells me that the most important aspect is to control the man’s orgasm. Give him sex. Make him horny, but control it. Men think with their penises more than they’d like to admit. We laugh as she shows me the ropes, figuratively and literally. I check my watch and hours have passed.

I slip Mistress Jenny a couple hundred dollars and thank her for her wealth of knowledge. We leave the small dungeon and return to her normal-looking apartment. She shows me to the door and kisses me on the cheek. I head down the stairs, eager to try these new tricks on Gary.


CHAPTER FOUR

Karen hasn’t been around all day. I woke up, and she wasn‘t home. There was zero sign of her. She had made the bed and left without notice. She’s always makes breakfast on Saturday mornings, saying it relaxes her. Sometimes the face she makes when she serves the food makes sends my heart sinking, but the flavors are always perfect. She knows how to put together a mean biscuit. Her scrambled eggs make me weak.

There’s no telling where she went. She has hardly spoken since she found me wearing panties. My mind races thinking she went to tell people in our family, but that isn’t her style. I’m paranoid.

Holding my head against the glass door, I look outside through the top of my eyelids. Our backyard sparkles in the morning sun. Beads of water shimmer on the tips of the grass. Blades bend as the water falls.

I pace around the house, unsure what to do with myself. After waiting for two full hours, I figure out how to heat some leftovers. The smoothie I made in the morning isn’t sustaining me. I need more.

The microwave beeps, and I remove the plastic container. It’s lasagna, not my favorite, but my stomach aches for food. I push my fork into the pasta and think about my waist expanding at the sides; my muscular body falling to the wayside with nowhere to go except toward the ground. It has taken years to gain this body. Karen knows how hard I work.

She supports me. She’s an amazing wife and deserves a better husband.

I’m not the nicest guy. Karen doesn’t demonize me when I talk bad about her pasta dishes. She knows I’m crazy for my body. She saw what I was like before, not too far but lacking confidence. I had put on so much weight our first year of marriage.

The lasagna settles in my stomach and there is no going back. My mind wonders to the box of panties. Karen isn’t home. Maybe there’s time.

No, there can’t be time. She cannot catch me again.

I can’t let that happen.

But all I can think about is that cotton hugging my hips. My soft dick poking through the holes in the fabric, watching it grow and soak the panties with my precum. I drop my head as I walk to our bedroom. Pushing open the door, the box is on the floor. My box of goodies. I miss it more than Karen in a sick way. My bones ache. My mind goes fuzzy. I drop to my knees and crawl across the floor. I open the box, and the panties spring at me. There are so many. I can’t decide. It’s been days since wearing a pair, and I never go that long.

Minutes and minutes pass as I stare at the panties and contemplate slipping on a pair. My dick wants it. My mind tells me to stop.

A sound comes from the hall. My heart jumps. I jump and get to my feet. I hear Karen storming into the kitchen. She can’t see me with the box. She’ll kill me. I run to get to the kitchen.

We get there at the same time. She looks me up and down. “What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” I say.

She raises her eyebrow. She’s carrying a bag, which she clutches closer to her body. I wonder what’s inside, but it doesn’t appear she wants to share the information. Walking past me, she says, “I’m hungry. Make me something to eat.”

I wipe my hands on my pants. Karen struts to our bedroom, which I haven’t slept there in days. My panties are there. My life, everything that means something. “You know I’m a terrible cook.”

“Find a recipe, Gary. This isn’t a debate. You know what you did,” she says and looks at me over her shoulder. There’s no arguing with Raven when her eyes squint in that way. I find things in the fridge to make a salad. She doesn’t complain about its obvious lack of quality.

Karen doesn’t allow me to sleep in the bedroom, either.


CHAPTER FIVE

My heart pounds in my chest. I’m not sure I have the courage to dominate my husband. Gary is bigger than me. He fucks me with his big dick often. I love when he takes charge in the bedroom and feeling submissive under his muscles. I do.

But at the same time, he has treated me unfairly. He’s not the nice man he used to be. Gary has changed over the years. The panties aren’t what bother me as much as the lying. The deceitfulness he laid in our path. I can’t forgive that until I take charge and put Gary in his place.

He is my husband. I love him, but he has to pay for his actions.

I put on the tight skirt I bought after my meeting yesterday morning. I had a bunch of fun shopping in Chicago for the list of stuff I needed for today. Mistress Jenny prepared me well. I take a deep breath and look at myself in the mirror.

“You can do this, Karen,” I say and run my hands down my sides. I pin my hair so I look like a sexy waitress from the past. A diner gal ready to serve my husband a meal. He deserves it. He has had this coming for years, ever since the first time he raised his voice at me.

Since he started controlling the food, I put on my blog.

The way he tells me to dress a certain way.

He’s controlling and an asshole.

Gary has to pay.

Running a sharp color over my lips, I feel dominance creep into my bones. Confidence in my plan. My husband wears panties, and I will push him to the limit. I will take him there and see where he lands. My husband has had years of controlling me, and that’s a thing of the past. It won’t happen again. Not on my watch.

I grab a flogger from my bag of goodies. It’s early Sunday morning. Gary sleeps until late in the day. I don’t understand it, but he’s always been that way. I can’t change him, but I can punish him. He’s my husband. We’re bound, and he’s made a mistake. He treated me wrong and kept a secret from me. I talk myself up on the walk to the living room.

The remote sits next to Gary’s sleeping body. He must have fallen asleep watching TV, which he must love a little since he isn’t staying in the bedroom. I pull the cover back from his hand body. As I run the flogger over Gary’s bare skin, his eyes flutter open.

He takes me in. My new look. I smile down at him with a wickedness on my face. I can feel the crazed lines. It’s impossible to resist. I can’t help myself. My husband has to pay. I love the look in his eyes.

“What are you wearing?” he asks.

♦

She’s wearing something… sexy but scary. The look in her eyes makes the room feel like a winter day. A snowy swirl blowing around us. Raven and me.

“What are you wearing?” I ask.

“Don’t ask questions, pantie boy. Get up and wash the dishes in the sink,” she says and whips me lightly. I don’t even know what she’s holding, but the sting feels right. In the wrongest way. I almost don’t want to move so she’ll do it again.

“I’m tired,” I say as I sit up on the sofa. She perches one leg on the coffee table. She’s not wearing panties, and my dick instantly grows hard. I love the sight of Karen’s sweet hole. The heat between her legs.

Karen lifts the thing in her hands. It’s leather with long strands like a horse’s tail. “What is that?”

“My new flogger to spank you. I suggest you get up,” she says and brings the flogger over my thighs. They’re muscular, and the move doesn’t bring pain. I want Karen to bend me over and show me a lesson with her new toy, but she can’t know I like it. I can see the satisfaction in her eyes. The wicked truth that she wants to punish me. I’m her prisoner for the day. Her husband with nowhere to run. No desire to flee.

I stand and stumble toward the kitchen island. We have an open-concept house. Our living room isn’t separate from the other spaces. “What do you want?”

She whips me again. “Make me something delicious with eggs. There are plenty of ingredients in the fridge,” she says and takes a seat at the island. It’s where I normally sit while she makes breakfast. What a turn of events.

I dig through what we have and find some meat and vegetables. She normally makes omelets, but I don’t have half Karen’s talent. She a rockstar in the kitchen. I’m a freshman on the first day of school. I make a scramble after cooking the meat.

Karen doesn’t complain. She makes a satisfied moan with each bite. I try not to chuckle. When I taste the eggs, they’re find, but they don’t compare to the ones she makes. Hers are like getting something from a commercial. They’re soft, folded, and perfect every time. But Karen continues. The moans get louder. It’s uncomfortable.

“You like the eggs?”

She makes a delighted sound while chewing with her mouth closed. It doesn’t take her long to finish the plate. “But you know what I’d like more?” she asks.

I shake my head, unsure of what she wants. I don’t want to wash the dishes again but feel that’s coming.

Karen puts one foot on the counter which makes me cringe, until I see the folds of her beautiful center. “Come over here and give me some dessert.”

I don’t hesitate to go around the island and drop to my knees. It’s my dessert as much as hers.

♦

My juices cover his face. He has washed the dishes again, and I can see the sadness in his eyes. I’ve spoiled him far too much. He doesn’t deserve to wear that sad expression. It doesn’t suit him. Gary’s the arrogant man that knows everything. He shouldn’t look like a sad, hurt animal from washing the dishes. Something I seem to do often even though it is his chore. I didn’t complain, but now that day has passed.

“Can I go back to sleep now?” he asks.

The sound that leaves my mouth startles us both. I can see the shock in his eyes. He must think he married a crazy woman. Maybe I am crazy. But he’s part of the reason I have reached this point.

“You’re not sleeping today. At all,” I say and whip the counter. Gary flinches and jumps back. I love the control I have over him. My confidence grows with the second. “But you’re going to like what we do next. Go get your box from the room and my bag off the bed.”

Gary hesitates before he disappears to the room. He returns a minute later. I can see the faint smile on his face. He wants this. Gary needs to wear his panties. He’s a little slut, and I will make sure he knows it.

I dig through the box and find a few pairs of lacy panties. He must have spent a fortune on all this lingerie. He has as much as me. It’s the first time I dig through the box, and the realization shocks me. It’s hard not to lose control and show Gary my weaknesses, but I can’t. He can’t win this fight.

“Do you like the red pair or the blue ones?”

“The blue ones are more comfortable,” he says looking at them. He didn’t hesitate before he spoke. Gary must know all the pairs well. The way his eyes light up as he moves the fabric between his fingers. I whip my flogger in the air. He jumps.

“Pick a pair and put them on. We don’t have all day. You took a long time to make me cum,” I say, but really I came twice. He didn’t notice the first time. I tried my best to hide it. He kept on licking like nothing happened.

Gary is naked as he slips on the blue pair. They don’t look bad around his muscular thighs. They aren’t the most extravagant pair. And his dick. Wow, it looks large. I almost want to taste it myself, but that’s his job today. I’m not sucking any dick.

I reach for the bag from my shopping trip yesterday and retrieve a dress. It’s short and Gary’s size. He stares at it in my hands. I can see he knows what I expect, so I toss it at him with no words. He holds it up, and I nod. It’s okay, Gary. Love it. Embrace it. I just want to see how far you’ll take this. How much do you want to be a woman, Gary?

He can’t hear my thoughts as he steps into the fabric. It hides his shoulders and hugs his hips. I go around the back and zip it up.

“Now that you’re beautiful like a woman, you can clean the yard.”

“What? You want me to go outside like this?”

“We have a privacy fence and the grass needs cut. Are you trying to disappoint me?”

“No, but—”

“I don’t want to hear any excuses, or I’ll tell everyone about your desires,” I say. I don’t want to take a picture yet, but I plan to when he’s outside and not paying attention.

“What if someone sees me?”

“Nobody will see you.”

“You don’t—”

“Outside, now!” I yell at him. He scurries outside and runs to the shed. I lock the door behind him. It doesn’t take long until the sound of the lawn mower fills the void. He’s such a good husband, cleaning up the backyard like I ask. I return to the kitchen to grab a glass of lemonade Gary prepared after eating my pussy.

I watch him from the sink. He’s a small figure, going back and forth across the grass. I hardly recognize him in the dress. He’s a hoot. I could do this every weekend. Checking my phone, I ignore my husband wearing a dress. It’s the new normal, our new thing. He might be small in the distance, but I can see the smile on his happy face. Pervert. My weird husband. I still love him.

A pounding comes at the glass. “Let me in, Karen. The neighbor,” Gary’s saying. He’s begging me. I see the neighbor dangling over the fence, but he probably can’t see me. I duck under the island and ignore Gary. He curses my name, and I eventually hear him say hello to the neighbor who wants something, but I’m not opening the door in this outfit. I look like a dominatrix. What would they think of us? Gary has to take one for the team. He needs to find an excuse. I can’t help him.

I check my phone, waiting for ten minutes before I go to to open the door. He curses my name when he gets inside. “Why did you help me, Karen?”

“Not part of the deal,” I say and admire the yard. “The grass looks great.”

Gary laughs. At first, it makes me uncomfortable, but then it’s contagious. I can’t help but laugh too. We’re on the floor in a fit.

♦

Karen left me for dead. The neighbor saw me in a dress. I can’t believe it. My body shakes now that I’m inside. I watch football with the guy sometimes, and he saw me in a dress.

Karen sits at the island and laughs. She doesn’t care about my ruined life. I can never go over to their house and watch football again. The way he would look at me. He was wondering if I wanted to watch the baseball game tonight, but that’s not a possibility either.

“You aren’t finished either,” she says and stands.

My heart clutches. I don’t want to continue. I’d rather return all the panties and return to my normal life. The secret is out. I’ll buy it and move on to my new life.

“I already texted the neighbors. You don’t have to worry about them. I told them it was a prank. We had read about it online. Jess said she might even make her husband try on a dress,” she says.

“He would never wear one.”

“Jess said he’s interested, between me and her. You two can act like nothing happen. Be as manly and in denial as you want about it.”

“What do you want now, Karen?”

Karen moves something from under the island. It’s a wig. She places her makeup bag next to it. “We’re going to doll you up,” she says. “Sit down and get ready for a real transformation.”

“I enjoy wearing panties, but I don’t want to become a woman,” I say. Part of me wants to don the wig, but I’m afraid of the feelings it’ll reveal. What if I like it too much? What if I can’t go back afterward? There are many possibilities. I don’t want to know which path will attract me. I might not want to turn back.

But there’s resistance in my soul. A man beneath the surface.

“You’ll do what I say. If you love it, let me know. I love you, Gary, and I want us to be happy. We can’t go back to the bickering and hatred.”

“We can’t,” I say.

“So, you agree?”

“Yes.”

Karen puts the wig over my head and has the makeup done a few minutes later. She’s been great at makeup for years. I remember how I used to watch her in awe, until I started wanting it for myself. Then, I had to look away when she got ready. Or the jealousy would put in a foul mood.

“Get ready, baby,” Karen says. She pulls out her laptop and searches the web. This day has pushed me to the limit. I don’t know what she’s doing on the computer, but I’m nervous. My palms sweat. I forget the makeup on my face and rub my forearm across my forehead. Karen hisses. “Don’t mess up my work.”

She opens the camera. I don’t recognize the site. There are two camera boxes, and one of them is on me. Wearing a dress. I don’t look that bad, which makes me curtsy in the camera. Karen brings down the whip against my ass.

“What’s going on?” I ask with a purr in my voice. I love the whip. That has to stay. Karen can punish me for the rest of our lives. It will never get old.

A man pops up on the screen. I can’t see anything but his dick. I’ve heard about websites like these. Karen stands and whispers into my ear, “get a man to cum. Then, cum yourself.” She whips me again, which sends my dick to the next level. I don’t love the sight of another man’s penis, but Karen makes me horny. She sits on the counter, behind the computer, and plays with her pussy.

I focus on that as the man jacks off. It doesn’t take long before I’m whipping out my dick. He types a message into the chat. Why does he want to talk?

Ignoring it, I continue to stroke my dick. We’re panting, making noises. Karen looks over at the screen. She clicks, and the camera rotates.

A younger man appears. He’s muscular. His body built like a fighter. His dick isn’t bad too; makes mine look tiny. Karen must want a man like him to please her, but he seems interested in my ensemble.

Bend over you dirty slut. Show me your ass, the man types into the chat.

His muscles command me. I grab a stool and bend over it. My dress rides up to reveal my panties beneath. He saw my dick in the front too.

Put a finger in your ass, whore, the man writes. I swallow and slowly move my hand around. It takes a lot to resist this man. My body is as nice as his, but he looks bad. Like he grew up in the wrong neighborhood. Like he doesn’t take no for an answer. Tattoos cover his skinny body. A massive dick sits in his hands. Karen has her eyes on us both while she pleasures herself.

I just want to crawl across the floor and eat her pussy again. This man keeps pushing me further down a rabbit hole I’ve tried to avoid my entire life.

Karen moans. Her voice is sexy, captivating. She sounds unhinged.

A snapping sounds makes me look over my shoulder. Karen has closed the computer.

“Come over here and finish me,” she says while rubbing her clit.

I go over to her, in my dress and wig. My dick is throbbing beneath me. The stranger worked me up, but Karen will finish me off. Entering her, I’m surrounded in a familiar warmth. She scratches at my chest as our bodies adjust together. I’m inside her thrusting, feeling alive.

The dress falls to the background. I close my eyes. The only thing that matters is pleasuring my wife. I’ll never disappoint her again. We’ll stay together forever. I’ll do whatever she says.

“Cum baby. Fill me up,” she says. Her voice is sexy when she begs for my cum.

My cheeks squeeze together. I grunt and feel the streams of liquid leave my tip. Her pussy is contracting around my dick. I’m cumming more than I have in ages.

Karen relaxes and falls back. My dick slips out of her. “Now make me something good to eat.”


CHAPTER SIX

Six Months Later

My belly hasn’t started to grow yet, but a test came back positive. Gary and I haven’t been happier than these last few months. Our marriage is amazing. There are days when I dominate him, and then days where he does me.

I missed his commanding, asshole ways too much. But we make it work. We love each other. We’re happy.

Today’s my day to take change. I have the flogger by my side, which Gary never uses on me, while he cooks my dinner.

He’ll be making a lot of dinners until this baby comes. I don’t have the energy. My feet already hurt, and they aren’t even swollen yet! This baby takes a lot of my stamina. I feel something sucking the life from me, but it’s the most beautiful feeling in the world.

Gary and I will bring a child into our life, and I couldn’t be happier. I love my husband, even when he’s wearing his lingerie. He even wears some to bed now, which feels nice against my skin.

It kills me to keep the secret from my blog readers, but the neighbors know. They take part. We keep each other’s secrets.
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JENNIFER & TYSON


CHAPTER ONE

Tyson Heath had left his roommate Jennifer in charge of buying their Halloween costumes. She wanted to attend one of her coworker’s parties and begged Tyson to go with her. Halloween wasn’t his favorite holiday, but he would accompany Jennifer to wherever she wanted. They had a close relationship that began in college. They lived together to save on rent and enjoy the city life. Chicago wasn’t as expensive as New York, but they hustled to make ends meet and take vacations.

As roommates and longtime friends, Tyson and Jennifer had a pact to never sleep together. They met doing a project and hit it off. Tyson had a girlfriend at the time, and Jennifer a boyfriend. When they ended up single by the end of university, neither wanted to ruin what they had built over the years, so they moved in together and had upheld their pact since.

It wasn’t the easiest for Tyson because Jennifer was a majestic beauty. She was mixed with light-brown skin and natural curls that hung over her shoulders. They had become comfortable around each other over the years, and Jennifer would walk around the house wearing a towel after her shower. Or wear skimpy shorts when they watched a movie on the weekend. Jennifer often smelled of fruit and fresh-cut grass or flowers blooming in spring. Tyson hadn’t been with a woman since his ex left him for another man, and it took all he had not to kiss Jennifer when they ate breakfast or watched TV.

Tyson wondered what costume Jennifer would buy. She seemed excited about going to her friend’s party. Tyson didn’t interact much with his coworkers, but they all went out for drinks. Neither brought many people back to the house. Tyson wasn’t sure that Jennifer had been with another man since her breakup.

Living with a woman was hard for Tyson for more than avoiding sex. He had a secret fetish he had never shared with anyone, but when Jennifer went out with her friends or for work when Tyson was at home, he would raid her pantie drawer. Sniff the lingerie. Absorb Jennifer’s scent. He loved when her dirty ones still smelled of her love cave. Fresh with a hint of the soap she used. Tyson had his own bathroom products but knew how hers smelled.

Maybe they were sabotaging each other by living together and having agreed to a pact. Women hated when Tyson told them he lived with a hetero woman. They insisted it wasn’t normal. He never made it past a first date because he couldn’t lie and build secrets. They grew like webs. All the lies his ex told him had scared him. He wouldn’t cause that same pain for anyone else, no matter how desperate he was to feel inside a pussy again. Taste one on his lips. Feel a woman’s sweet, warm juices run down his face and throat.

Tyson glanced at his watch. He still had at least half an hour until Jennifer would get back with their costumes for the party. Spending time with his friend was more exciting than going to a party with people from her hospital, but Jennifer had been talking about it for weeks. Her coworkers had promised it would be a blast.

Entering Jennifer’s room, Tyson glanced over his shoulder. His heart always ticked a beat faster when he went into her room. Raiding Jennifer’s panties was his problem like some people bought lottery tickets every day after work. Or smoked cigarettes on their breaks. Tyson couldn’t trust himself, no matter how badly he wanted to quit. Feeling the different textures of fabrics, Jennifer’s floral scent, and her occasional period stains turned Tyson on more than he would admit to anyone if they asked. He had convinced his ex girlfriend to let him orally service her while she had her flow after a year of dating. Pushing it farther than oral if she was feeling up to it. Throw a towel on the bed and no harm done.

Until that whore cheated on Tyson. Lied to him like a dog. Didn’t care an ounce about his feelings. Tyson inhaled Jennifer’s dirty panties, grabbing a bunch and burying his face into them. His hard dick pressed against his pants, but the sound of a key in the door startled him. He dropped the panties and darted to his room before Jennifer walked in the apartment.

♦

Walking inside with her bags, Jennifer couldn’t wait to show Tyson what she had bought for him. He would never believe it. There was a chance he wouldn’t wear it, but Jennifer wanted to play a prank on Tyson. She twisted her key in the knob, hearing commotion behind the door, and stepped inside her apartment.

She saw Tyson’s door was open and his light on, but she went to the dining room table and dropped her bags. She needed a beverage after her ride on the metro and a long day at the hospital. Jennifer had the next day off, so she could party tonight but wasn’t sure how much energy she had. Boiling water, Jennifer retrieved her box of black tea from the cabinet.

Living with a straight man had its challenges, especially when the man was as handsome and successful as Tyson. He was thin but hit the gym often, doing more cardio than weights, but Tyson’s body was firm. Jennifer had felt it during their games at the beach on the lake: throwing a football, playing volleyball, chasing each other, laughing. Jennifer had never confessed how often Tyson made her wet. When his hand brushed against her passing in their small hallway or when they watched movies on the loveseat.

Dipping her tea bag into the hot water, Jennifer read news on her phone. She never had time for anything at the hospital. Some days she went without a break and scarfed a wrap while reviewing charts.

Tyson stepped into the dining room. “Thought I heard you,” he said, wearing a t-shirt and basketball shorts. That was another problem about living with Tyson. He often wore basketball shorts around the house that showed every inch he was working with, and he wasn’t small. “What costume did you get me?”

Jennifer hid her mouth with her hand, laughing. She couldn’t believe what she had bought Tyson. “You’re going to hate me, but I had an idea.”

“What’s that?”

“I can be the doctor, and you’ll be my nurse,” Jennifer said.

“Isn’t that cheating since you work at a hospital?”

“No. I’m only going to wear lingerie and the coat with heels.”

Tyson rubbed his chin and licked his lips. “So, you bought me scrubs?”

“Something like that,” she said, laughing. Jennifer sipped her tea to hide her face.

Tyson opened the bag. He pulled out the costume Jennifer had bought and dropped it to the table, shaking his head. “No way, Jen. I’m not wearing that. That is for women,” Tyson said. He was pointing at it like it was a mouse in the cabinet. His voice broke into a higher register.

Jennifer set her tea on the counter and went behind Tyson, patting his shoulders. He shook her off him and staggered backward into the living room. “Oh, come on. Nobody will know you there. We can dress you up with makeup and everything.”

“Jennifer! What is with you? I’m not a crossdresser,” he said.

“It’s Halloween. Time to live on your wild side. We can take a cab there and back. Nobody will know the difference. I can introduce you as my girlfriend from college,” she said. “They’re an open-minded group. Don’t you think it will be fun?” Jennifer asked. She squeezed Tyson’s hard, his thin bicep and jumped in place. She wanted to see Tyson in the skirt and button up with the cute hat. He would look adorable with a touch of makeup. He wouldn’t even need a wig with the right makeup.

“You’re way lighter than me, Jennifer. Your makeup would make me look stupid.”

“Luckily, I bought some foundation for you,” Jennifer said and pulled the compact from her purse.

“You’ve lost your mind, Jennifer. I can’t run around Chicago wearing that costume. I’ll wear my outfit from work and be a finance man,” he said.

♦

How could she expect Tyson to dress like slutty nurse? Wear a skirt? His friends from work would never let him live down the day if they saw a picture. His family would throw a fit. Wearing that skirt would break every code Tyson had made for himself. He had avoided wearing Jennifer’s panties, as hard as it was. His parents had raised Tyson to wear loose-fitting boxers and nothing else. His father ridiculed men that wore different. Tyson slipped on a trunk or boxer-brief now and then, but his body crawled every time.

Jennifer stepped closer to Tyson. She had the sexiest smile when she wanted something. He wasn’t sure he could tell her no for long. Tyson was thinking about running to his room and locking himself away for the night. Jennifer ran a finger down Tyson’s t-shirt and stared into his eyes. “Why don’t you want to let go for a night? What’s the worse that could happen?”

“Many terrible things could come of this, Jen. I don’t see why you thought it was a good idea. Couldn’t you have bought a costume for men?”

“Where’s the fun in that, Tyson? Please, Ty. Nobody will know you there.”

“No, Jen,” Tyson said. He turned and went to his room, slamming the door. Deep down, Tyson wanted to put on that skirt. He wanted to wear Jen’s bra with stuffing. Maybe convince her to take it all the way and add panties to the mix, but what would that make Tyson? He wasn’t a fag. He loved pussy and women and breasts. Hairy bodies disgusted him. Men were a turn off. Not that Tyson hated gay people, but he never considered himself anything but straight and narrow. Normal. No deviation from the standard, how his father had raised him.

Jennifer knocked on the door. He had locked it, so she couldn’t open it. “Tyson, you can wear your work uniform if you want. I’m going to take a shower and change. Be ready in twenty.”

Tyson waited until he heard the water running. He opened his door and stepped into the hallway. Picking up the package, Tyson examined the outfit. The model in the picture smiled and wore red lipstick. She had black heels. A nurse would never wear those. Tyson wasn’t sure he could either, and Jennifer’s feet were smaller than his. Her purse was open at the corner, and Tyson saw a pair of flats. She had taken the time to plan out this outfit.

This was Tyson’s chance to wear Jennifer’s bra without judgment. He had to take the opportunity.

♦

Tyson’s decision not to dress as a woman disappointed Jennifer, but she knew no was a possibility. Tyson wasn’t gay and had never dressed as a woman before, but Jennifer was almost certain he had raided her lingerie drawer before. She couldn’t prove it because she didn’t keep a chart of where her panties were, but sometimes the drawer appeared off like someone had rifled though it. Jennifer wouldn’t care if he did. The nurse costume was something of a test, but Tyson didn’t want it.

Stepping out the shower, Jennifer wrapped a towel around her body. She used a second towel to dry her hair. The mirror too fogged to see herself. She wrapped the towel around her head and stepped into the hallway.

Tyson surprised her. He was standing there with the costume in his hand. “You can’t tell anyone who I really am,” Tyson said.

“Of course, not. You’re my girlfriend from college, nothing more. We’ll tell everyone my roommate Tyson is at home and you came instead,” she said.

Tyson chuckled. It sounded like he was nervous. “What should I do?”

“Wait here. I’ll change and get everything else we need,” she said. Jennifer went into her room and closed her door. Her heart pounded in her chest. She had dreamed of feminizing a man for ages. Jennifer didn’t know why she had the fantasy, but it had reoccurred in her mind since watching a porno a couple years back.

When she brought up the idea to her ex, he left. He told her to shove it and delete his number which wasn’t an unexpected response. Jennifer had never told anyone about that day. She was too embarrassed, but the idea for Halloween had crept into Jennifer’s thoughts. Tyson wouldn’t have done more than say no and move on with his day, so she had to try it with him.

Slipping on her lace lingerie, Jennifer stared at herself in the mirror. Could she go through with feminizing Tyson without crossing the line? She knew once he put on her bra, her pussy would be a messy puddle. Every time she watched a video with a feminized man, it turned her on and pushed her libido to new heights.

Jennifer went to her door and opened it for Tyson. He was standing in his doorway holding the costume. Jennifer bent her finger, signaling Tyson to enter her room. She stopped him in the doorway, “grab everything from the dining room, would you?”

Tyson had a heat in his eyes. It was a wonder they hadn’t yet crossed the line. Jennifer was dying to feel a man inside of her. It had been too long. She wanted that man wearing a skirt and lingerie too. She had been fantasizing about having sex with a feminized man, and they day had arrived. Would she invite Tyson into her bed later? She wasn’t sure. Jennifer was doing her hair in the mirror and suffocated by conflicting thoughts when Tyson returned.

Tyson kept his body hairless. He had a thing about body hair. He hated men who didn’t shave theirs, not that he was gay. But Tyson had his preferences. One less item on Jennifer’s list. She wasn’t sure about his pubic hair though. So often men would leave that to the wayside.

“Are you groomed down there?” Jennifer asked, pointing at his junk.

“Why do you ask?”

“Don’t you think you should wear panties with the look?”

“Me? In panties? Have you lost it, Jen? Isn’t the skirt enough?”

Jennifer pouted and slapped her hand on the dresser, “but it’d make me happy,” she said.

“Yes, I am groomed down there. You know how I feel about body hair,” Tyson said.

Jennifer opened his lingerie drawer and noticed how Tyson’s eyes bulged at the piles of panties. She withdrew a black thong and one of her padded bras. She hoped it would fit around Tyson’s chest. He wasn’t huge but bigger than her.

“Put these on,” Jennifer said, passing Tyson the lingerie. “We can stuff the bra when you return.”

Tyson took the lingerie and left Jennifer’s room. She lined her lips with the boldest red lipstick she had. Jennifer thought Tyson would look best in a darker shade like a purple or brown. Jennifer could make the look sexy and scary to cover up Tyson’s appearance. A little streak of fake blood and bold lipstick changed everything. Tyson returned wearing the panties and bra. The bottoms hid nothing, and Jennifer liked what she saw. If she hadn’t applied lipstick, she would have licked her lips Tyson’s dick looked so delicious pressed up against the black lace.

“Wow,” Jennifer said. “Why don’t we stuff you, handsome lady?”

Tyson blushed and pushed away Jennifer’s hand as it grazed his breast. “I look ridiculous.”

“Oh, stop it, Ty. It’s Halloween. Loosen up,” Jennifer said.

“Hurry up and get this over with,” Tyson said.

When Jennifer touched his bra, she noticed his dick twitch. It was growing in its black thong, desperate for playtime. Jennifer swallowed her desires and wadded up fabric to stuff Tyson’s bra. She smoothed out any lumps, and Tyson had a robust chest. With the button up over his chest, nobody would know the difference.

Tyson stepped into the skirt and fastened the buttons on his shirt. He looked like one sexy nurse. Short hair suited Tyson’s female look, and his body was proving feminine. He didn’t have the hard lines of a man who lifted weights. He had the thin body of a long-distance runner with minimal muscle definition. Tyson stared at himself in the mirror. They still had to finish his makeup, but Jennifer wanted to rip off his clothes and ride that thick dick.

“What do you think, Ty?”

“No comment,” he said.

“Let’s finish your makeup,” Jennifer said. She turned Tyson toward her and complete his look as a sexy slash scary nurse. Jennifer put on a doctor’s coat over her lingerie. Tyson put on the flats she had bought him, and they were out the door and waiting on their cab.


CHAPTER TWO

Tyson felt sexy in his nurse costume but wouldn’t admit it. He loved how Jennifer had highlighted the natural lines in his face and turned him into a beautiful woman. If Tyson saw himself at a party, he would want the woman he saw in the mirror.

They were in the cab heading to the party, and the driver had said nothing about their costumes. It was Halloween. He must have seen dozens of renditions of the same outfits. Sexy nurses and doctors.

“Okay, so what should I call you?”

“T?”

“T?” Jennifer asked.

“Why not? It’s easy, and nobody could look me up on social media. I’m going to this party for you, Jennifer. You really don’t think I look like a man?”

“If you speak like that, people will know. You look fantastic, T,” Jennifer said, winking.

They arrived a few minutes later, and T held the door open for Jennifer. They linked arms and walked toward the apartment building. Her friends must have had money because the building was stunning and in an expensive part of Chicago.

When T walked through the lobby, his heart raced. His mind was boggled. It was like someone had hit him over the head with a bat. Punched him in the stomach. T stopped by the elevator after Jennifer had signed them in with security.

“I can’t,” T said. His heart pounding in his chest. He was turned on being out in public as a woman but horribly embarrassed. T stopped and shook his head. He crossed his arms over his chest, feeling the fake breasts. They weren’t heavy, and T didn’t want to mess up Jennifer’s work. He dropped his arms to his sides.

“We don’t have to stay long, T. Come on, at least a few drinks. Free booze,” Jennifer said.

T didn’t need endless booze, but Jennifer looked desperate to enter the elevator. T relented and followed Jennifer through the metal doors. He bowed his head and hoped they wouldn’t stay too long.

♦

Jennifer loved having her girlfriend ‘T’ on her arm as she circled around the party. T hardly spoke, but Jennifer didn’t mind. They drank, chatted, and danced. T made a perfect girlfriend from her college days before PA school. Jennifer worked as a Physician’s Assistant, and one of the doctors was throwing the party.

The woman’s husband came up to them, “aren’t you cheating wearing a doctor’s outfit?” he asked.

Jennifer parted her robe and flashed the woman. She didn’t tie it again, “I’m a sexy doctor,” she said. “Doesn’t that count for something?”

The man choked on his drink when Jennifer flashed her. “Oh my, I would say that indeed counts for something.”

Jennifer introduced T as her nurse but explained she worked in finances. Jennifer and T had several conversations like that over the next hours. Watching T’s reactions, Jennifer could tell he was growing tired of the charades.

Before coming to the party, Jennifer had told everyone at work she would bring her roommate, Tyson. But it was easy to explain Tyson away and replace him with T. He had mastered a feminine hello and nobody suspected a thing.

Pulling T to a corner, Jennifer felt giddy. She was enjoying her night and hoped T was too. They were out of earshot from the room, “how’s your night?” Jennifer asked.

“Good, I can’t complain too much. Nobody thinks I’m Tyson at least,” T said.

“Wait here, I’ll get us refills,” Jennifer said and took Tyson’s cup.


CHAPTER THREE

Tyson took the drink Jennifer brought him, but he just wanted to leave. Dressing as a woman in public was fun for an hour, but Tyson needed to get back to the house and feel a sense of normality. Jennifer stared at him with seductive eyes. They were sitting in two chairs in the corner away from the crowd. Nobody paid them attention.

Checking his cell phone, Tyson glanced at the time. “Shouldn’t we leave soon?” Tyson asked.

Jennifer wasn’t listening to him. She had savage, hungry eyes and was looking straight at Tyson’s crotch. He couldn’t stop his feminine dick from growing and pressing against the black thong. Without thinking, Tyson spread his thighs and granted Jennifer a more fulfilling view.

She lifted her eyes and met Tyson’s, knowing she’d been caught staring. Tyson could see it on Jennifer’s face. They had avoided each other for years, but Tyson wasn’t sure their pact would make it through the night.

They hadn’t finished their drinks, but Jennifer stood. She grabbed Tyson’s hand and winked. His heart skipped. He had dreamed of the day when he could taste Jennifer’s pussy. Jennifer told her friends they were leaving, and Tyson was outside before he knew it. They laughed and dry heaved from the experience. It took them a few minutes to return to reality. The cold, October wind curled under Tyson’s skirt. They had the party a few days before Halloween because it was on a weekday that year.

“Did you call a taxi?” Tyson asked. He knocked his knees together, trying to keep the wind from tickling his junk. The thong did nothing to protect him from the cold.

“No, I was thinking we could do something else first,” Jennifer said. Her lips pressed into Tyson’s before he could respond. She pushed him into the alleyway with her kiss. It wasn’t too dirty, but they couldn’t see. Few people walked on the street. Tyson had never done anything in public before, but he wasn’t about to stop Jennifer.

She was kissing his body, moving from his neck to his waistline. She pulled him to a spot out of sight of the street. Tyson was cold but wouldn’t pass on this opportunity. Jennifer looked up to Tyson, smiling. Her red lipstick was a fire in the darkness. The whites of her eyes shined as she peered up at Tyson. Her hands snaked up Tyson’s thighs and clutched his thong. His dick was pulsating. He wasn’t sure if he could stop himself from cumming too fast. Nobody had touched him in such a seductive way in a long time.

Jennifer’s lips parted and wrapped around Tyson’s thickness. He threw his head back as her wet mouth covered his dick. Jennifer pushed her lips all the way to the base of Tyson’s cock, gagging on his length. She didn’t care and tried until she was moving up and down his feminine cock with ease. Tyson wouldn’t last long without busting in her mouth.

He tried to pull her away by her hair, but Jennifer resisted. Tyson grunted as the cum jolted up from his balls and filled Jennifer’s mouth. Jennifer drew away when Tyson stopped shooting, leaving red lipstick up and down his dick. Jennifer replaced Tyson’s thong around his waist and pulled out her phone, ordering a cab.

“The night isn’t over yet,” she said.

Tyson stared at her, paralyzed by her beauty but agreed. “You’re right. It is far from over,” Tyson said. He kissed Jennifer, tasting his seed on her lips. He couldn’t wait for her to cum all over his face.

♦

Riding in the taxi, Tyson couldn’t keep his hands off Jennifer. She hoped the driver wouldn’t leave her a bad review but didn’t care. They sat on one side of the backseat with Tyson in the middle. He marched his fingers up Jennifer’s thighs, making her tense and wet. Jennifer closed her eyes and forgot she was in the taxi as Tyson slipped a finger into her.

She contracted her pussy walls around his finger. Jennifer needed Tyson’s dick inside of her. She wasn’t sure how long they had until arriving home, but Jennifer was aching for more.

Tyson added a second finger to her hole. She slapped the window, a loud moan escaping her mouth. Tyson’s finger lubed by her natural juices. She couldn’t wait to roll a condom over Tyson’s dick and use it. Tyson pulled out of Jennifer and licked his fingers. The driver glanced in his rear-view mirror. Jennifer wouldn’t shame herself.

They arrived to their apartment, and Jennifer stumbled out the car. Tyson flew out behind her and helped her walk. Tyson tossed the cab driver a twenty through the passenger’s window and bent his head for Jennifer to wrap her arm around his shoulder.

Tyson was wearing his nurse costume. Skirt and top. He didn’t care. They didn’t have a doorman like Jennifer’s friends. Nobody was in the hallway to notice Tyson, and he wouldn’t care, anyway. He was about to have his dream woman.

Turning the key in the lock, Tyson pushed open the door. Jennifer dropped her purse on the table and fell back on the couch. She was coherent, and heat was radiating off her like a blacktop. Tyson dropped to his knees in front of the couch and parted Jennifer’s coat. She wore her lace lingerie beneath. Tyson pressed his lips against hers through the fabric, tasting her.

“We should have done this years ago,” Tyson said as he pulled the thong from her legs. She shimmied out the jacket and sat up straight. Tyson wrapped his arms around her body, unhooking her bra.

“Don’t take off your outfit.”

“I didn’t plan on it, baby,” Tyson said, connecting his mouth with her button. She gripped the sofa, back arching. Jennifer held Tyson’s head as he moved from her clit to her lips, treating her to a delicious oral treat.

Jennifer moaned through clenched teeth. Tyson didn’t let up until she screamed and gripped the back of Tyson’s head, pushing him into her. Tyson licked up everything he could as his woman came into his mouth. Reaching down, Tyson touched his hard dick through the lingerie.

After a minute, Jennifer relaxed. She threw her arms above her head, but Tyson wasn’t finished. He wanted to feel inside his woman, spread her walls, while wearing a skirt. Jennifer focused her eyes on Tyson, “lie on the floor,” she said.

Tyson did as she commanded.

♦

Tyson lay on the floor, staring up at the ceiling. Jennifer had disappeared into her room. When she returned, she had condoms and a tiny bottle of lubrication. Not that she needed it, but Tyson wouldn’t argue against less friction. He wanted to enjoy her all night. Every day of the following week. She would be tapped out and dried up by the time Tyson finished with her. If she wanted to dress up, they could. Tyson would wear a skirt for Jennifer any day of the week.

“Lift the skirt and take out your dick,” Jennifer said. She stood above him and placed the condoms and lube on the sofa.

Tyson pulled up the skirt and revealed his thong, his hard dick begging for freedom. Tyson moved the fabric to the side and revealed his dick. Jennifer was naked with her legs like a triangle. She didn’t hide an inch from Tyson. Her hair curled down and fell over her shoulders, covering on nipple. She turned on the television to a romantic-music channel. Tyson’s dick stood at attention waiting for its woman to use her opening. Her cave of sweetness and heat.

The thong hugged Tyson’s dick, pulled to one side. Jennifer lowered her mouth and teased Tyson with his lips. He let go for a moment and caressed his fake breasts as her tongue worked. She caught him when she lifted her mouth. They laughed. It was like Jennifer had read Tyson’s mind. He wondered if she ever noticed when he dug through her lingerie. She was enjoying herself as much as Tyson.

Jennifer rolled the condom over Tyson’s manhood, and he was still caressing his tits, loving the sensations of the fabric brushing against his hard nipples. Jennifer added a drop of lube to Tyson’s dick and lifted her hips, placing a thigh on each side of his body.

“Are you sure about this?” Jennifer asked, stroking Tyson’s covered cock.

“More than you know,” he said, using his fingers on her button. She gripped Tyson’s breasts and didn’t resist Tyson’s touch. Tyson dick was leaking into the condom, excited for Jennifer. Tyson clutched Jennifer’s ass, staring at her pussy lips. The hair that circled her opening. Delicious and her taste still on his lips.

Jennifer lifted her hips and slid down Tyson’s dick. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as she squatted on his cock, moving her hips up and down. Jennifer shook her hair. Her breasts free. She touched Tyson’s breasts and talked dirty to him. He loved being her feminized doll for the night. Jennifer’s juices leaked onto his panties. She touched Tyson’s skirt, using it for balance as she rocked her body.

Tyson licked his hand and touched her spot. She begged him to stop or she would cum, but Tyson wanted her to cum. Use his feminized dick. “Cum all over me, baby,” Tyson said.

Jennifer shook her head, but Tyson knew how to use his fingers on her nub. It was like she had a lock and he knew the combination. Jennifer leaned back, her body stiffening, and released. Tyson felt her walls contracting on his dick, milking him of precum. He could fuck her later in the night. How Jennifer was looking at him, they weren’t finished.

Tyson slapped Jennifer’s ass, and she lifted herself off Tyson’s cock, falling to his side. She traced a finger along the nurse’s costume. Tyson’s dick hadn’t deflated, and Jennifer took it in her hand. She removed the condom and wrapped her leg over Tyson’s body. Tyson held her close, kissing her on the forehead.

“Can’t wait for next time,” he said.

“Me neither,” Jennifer said and kissed Tyson’s neck, resting her head on his chest. They lay there until late in the night when Jennifer woke up Tyson, hungry for more, and Tyson carried her into her bedroom to give Jennifer what she wanted.


MARTHA & EDWARD


CHAPTER ONE

Martha Roberts lived in Foss, Illinois in one of the sorority houses. She loved all her roommates and the things they did together. Martha knew she was living the best years of her life, forming amazing bonds, and experiencing college life. She had never dreamed it would be as amazing as it was, but this was her senior year. Her last fall. The last year with the girls. Martha would cry if she thought about it too long. The new sisters were making themselves at home in the sorority house.

Since Martha was a senior, she had a private room. The new ladies shared rooms but only until they were juniors. They had a huge house with plenty of space. Two kitchens. A gorgeous backyard. Martha dreaded the idea of moving to a tiny studio in Chicago or New York. She hadn’t decided where she’d move. She was waiting on a job offer but wouldn’t apply places until the spring.

Around Martha, her sorority sisters were decorating the house for the holiday. Halloween was Martha’s favorite time of year. She loved to party, drink, and forget about her worries. Halloween was the halfway point to finals. School was becoming more difficult. She wanted to make her last year one to remember.

Martha had a secret tradition none of her sisters knew about. It was common for women from the sorority to hook up with guys from a frat, but Martha took it to another level. Men were desperate to feel a pussy and would do things Martha wanted. She loved to see a man in lingerie. Watch him blush as the fabric constricted his dick and made it longer.

After making a round around the house and checking the decorations and everyone’s progress, she returned to her room. Martha had to prepare an outfit for her future conquest. She didn’t have one man in mind, but there was always one that paid attention to her. Followed her. The frat guys came over with two things on their mind: getting drunk and finding pussy. Martha knew how they operated.

But they didn’t know her secret until it was too late. She didn’t have a reputation because men were too embarrassed to speak about what happened with Martha to their friends. How could they admit they had worn lingerie and loved it? Had the best sex of their lives? Martha had a fantastic GPA in university, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have fun on the weekends.

Martha laid out an outfit on her chair, out of sight if anyone walked into her room but ready for her one-night man. Martha went back downstairs and helped the girls finish before the guys arrived.

♦

Edward tried to keep his room clean, but the house was a disaster. There was no hope in maintaining the main areas. They hired a maid who came once a week, but that cleanliness only lasted for a few hours. It was Halloween, and they were heading to a Sorority house soon. They had been instructed to bring the alcohol and themselves. The ladies would provide the place. They probably didn’t want to spend time where the guys lived. Edward didn’t blame them.

All his fraternity brothers were spread out between the living room and kitchen, pre-gaming. Drinking shots and talking about the women.

“We’re going to smash tonight, guys!” one frat brother said. Everyone cheered. Beat their chests. Made guttural sounds in a staccato beat. Edward was a senior in university and had the best time living with the guys over the past four years, but he couldn’t wait to flee to the city. He was planning to move to New York and escape the small town. He was from Foss and wanted to get as far away as possible.

“Yeah, bro. I can’t wait to score,” another one said.

Edward wanted sex, but they were ridiculous. It was the same conversation every weekend before hitting the club. They brought back girls or stayed out all night. He had seen one roommate fucking in the back of a club once. Edward had turned his head the other way. Edward loved women but didn’t need weekly sex. Or daily like a couple of his roommates. They spent every second chatting with girls online, trying to find the next warm body.

Checking his phone, Edward took another shot. They were leaving in thirty minutes. Most of his roommates would be plastered by then. They chugged booze like water on holidays. They drank beers after class and switched to hard liquor when the sun fell from the sky. Edward and his roommates ignored the age-old tale about drinking beer before liquor. Since they drank most weekends, nobody got sick. Throwing up didn’t count. Most of the guys would keep going after puking once or twice. Not Edward, but he would stay up with them and watch music videos or talk about big ideas (for being drunk).

Thirty minutes later, one of the other seniors hollered by the door. All the guys were wearing their toga costumes with nothing but underwear beneath them. They normally went as police officers, cowboys, firefighters, or something hot. The guys worked out together and had a fitness calendar. They kept each other in shape. The head senior opened the door and led the group to the sorority house. The leaves still clinging to the trees fluttered in the wind. Their bright colors dimmed in the darkness. Edward locked up the house and followed at the back of the pack.


CHAPTER TWO

Martha held a plastic cup and walked around her house. The men had arrived wearing togas. Could they be any more obvious? Martha and a fellow sister gossiped about them looking desperate for sex. They laughed but would both end up with a guy by the end. The women wore beautiful dresses like dancers. They sparkled and shimmered as the women moved. The men couldn’t keep their eyes off them. Martha loved the attention.

There was one guy who stared at Martha more than the others. He had brown hair and dark brown eyes. He was taller, at least a head higher than Martha. She would have to get closer to him to confirm her suspicion, but she liked to play mouse and have the man chase her.

Staring at the stranger, Martha sipped from her cup. He hadn’t moved his eyes from her, taking in how her dress hugged her hips. Martha loved the dress she was wearing because it fit her like a glove. It wasn’t hard to zip either. It was one of her favorite pieces, but she almost never wore it because of how shiny it was.

A lot of the ladies were playing drinking games with the guys in the living room. Martha had been speaking with a friend, but her friend went away. The guy watching her was standing across the room, obviously looking at Martha. If he liked what he saw, that man might receive Martha’s surprise.

She wouldn’t mind using him for a night or two, but Martha didn’t want to grow attached to anyone before graduating. She had a boyfriend once and swore off any others until her move. She wasn’t from Foss and didn’t plan on staying because of a relationship. Better to keep love under wraps.

Martha walked into the kitchen and refilled her drink, then she stepped into the backyard. People crowded the grass and porch. They smoked cigarettes, chatted, and snapped pictures and posted them on social media. Martha noticed the guy from inside chatting with one of his friends.

The man’s back was to Martha, but his friend looked in her direction. He said something, and the guy Martha wanted pushed his shoulder. He waited a second before looking dead into Martha’s eyes. She smiled at him and turned on her heels, hoping he would follow her inside.

♦

Edward was watching Martha from across the room. He didn’t know her name but couldn’t stop staring at her. When he tried to move his eyes away and focus on something else, they flickered back to the beautiful blonde woman wearing a shimmering dress. She was much better at not paying attention to Edward. She chatted with a sorority sister. Lots of people were playing drinking games on the floor. Some gathered by the stairs and chatted. Edward stood alone staring at the mystery woman he wanted to bed.

She walked toward the kitchen. Edward waited a minute before following her, watching her step outside. Martha walked like she floated on air. Edward saw one of his fellow seniors leave a conversation, walking back inside. Edward couldn’t look like he had come outside to follow Martha. Catching his friend, Edward struck up a conversation. He turned away from Martha.

“Bro, talk to me,” Edward said. The air smelled of cigarettes and cold. He had forgotten how many of his roommates smoked when they drink.

“What’s up, man?”

“There’s this woman. Blonde hair. Hot curves,” Edward said. His friend lifted his eyes. Edward pushed him on the shoulder, “Don’t look at her, bro.”

“Right, sorry. You gonna score?”

“I hope so,” Edward said. He wanted Martha more than anything else but had to talk to her and stop following her around like a creep. Edward tried to resist turning to glance at the mystery woman but failed. His eyes met hers. She smiled at him, turning on her heels and entering the house. Edward left his friend without saying goodbye and followed her.

She was talking to her friend when he got inside, standing at the kitchen island. The kitchen was huge and filled with people. Edward calmed himself and went to the punch bowl. He slammed a jello shot and chatted with a couple of his roommates. Drunk talk. Gibberish. Edward was shaking because Martha was staring at him as she spoke.

He grabbed his cup and went into the living room, joining a drinking game. Martha didn’t emerge from the kitchen while Edward played the first game. He needed to see her. Ask her her name. Talk to her, if he could work up the courage. He wasn’t sure he could. Edward drank with friends and strangers, waiting for Martha to appear.

♦

Martha stood in the kitchen talking to her friend and staring at Edward from across the room. She didn’t know his name and didn’t care much either. He was a dick she could dress up and use for the night. Martha wasn’t looking for anything serious. Edward disappeared to the living room, and Martha pulled her friend closer. They were both seniors and loved having guys in their room for a night or two. No major commitments.

“This guy has been staring at me all night. I’m going to invite him upstairs,” Martha said.

Her friend gushed and oohed. “You’re naughty, Martha,” she said.

“You’re one to talk. Did you find anyone for tonight?” Martha asked.

“Yeah, but we want to stay downstairs more first. I’ve hooked up with the guy before,” her friend said, fluttering her eyelashes. She glanced outside. It was the big guy Edward had been talking to. “That’s him.”

“My guy was talking to yours,” Martha said.

“Greek Life! Woo. I can’t wait to move to the city and hook up with professionals.”

“They’ll be the same guys, a few years older,” Martha said.

“A few years more mature. Better in bed, hopefully. I’ve taught that guy everything he knows. I can’t tell you how often he texts me trying to come over,” her friend said.

“And how often do you say yes?”

“That’s for me to know. Have fun tonight,” her friend said. She went outside to talk to the guy. Martha waited in the kitchen, hoping the stranger was eager to have her. After reading some posts online and chatting with a few other friends, Martha walked into the living room.

Edward was playing a game in the living room. She met her eyes with his dark brown ones, loving the way lines chiseled his face. Many guys from their frat had nice bodies. Martha stood at the base of the stairs and waved her finger at Edward to follow her. She climbed the stairs, and Edward followed. There was always one man that fell into her trap.


CHAPTER THREE

Edward followed Martha up the stairs, his toga dragging behind him. He could almost see up her short dress, wondering what color panties she wore underneath. He had on a pair of black boxer briefs and couldn’t wait to take them off and slide inside Martha. Martha walked down the hallway. He could hear a couple people fucking behind closed doors, but there weren’t many people upstairs. Edward wondered which room was Martha’s until she opened the door. He still hadn’t learned her name.

She stepped inside and held the door open for Edward, closing and locking it behind her. Edward sat on her bed because her clothes were hanging over the chair. It was hot seeing her lingerie. Edward couldn’t wait to unzip that dress and feel Martha’s warmth.

“You couldn’t keep your eyes off me, could you?” Martha asked.

“No,” he said, shaking his head.

Martha stepped forward, closing the distance between them. She pushed him to the bed, running her hand down his body. “What’s your name?”

“Edward,” he said. His voice cracked as Martha gripped his cock through the toga. Edward loved the pressure, but her strength surprised him. He couldn’t produce words with her hands on him like a warrior.

“You always follow girls around like a predator, Edward?”

Edward tried to refute her claim, but she hardened her hold. He shot up, not sure if he was aroused or frightened. She released him. Edward breathed, trying to focus himself. “It wasn’t like that, I swear. I wasn’t trying to follow you around like a creep,” he said.

“But you did, didn’t you?” she asked.

“You motioned me to follow you,” Edward said. He wanted to please Martha, but she seemed upset with him. They were getting off on the wrong note. He didn’t want their night together to have fuss or bad vibes. Edward would do anything to set the record right. He wasn’t trying to act like a bad guy or take advantage of the situation. “If you want me to leave, I can go,” Edward said, putting up his hands. He didn’t want any problems coming out for a night of fun.

“Now, why would you ask that?” Martha asked. She pushed her hand into Edward’s toga and rubbed his muscular chest, loving how firm he was. Edward gasped at her touch, hoping he wouldn’t cum in his underwear before he could fuck Martha. He still hadn’t learned her name.

“What’s your name?” Edward asked.

Martha pressed her finger to his mouth, “shh. Does it matter what my name is?”

“Yes, you matter,” Edward said. He didn’t want to come off as an asshole or like he was trying to use her.

“Fine, my name is Martha, but this isn’t lasting longer than tonight. You understand?” she asked. “Nod your head or get out.”

Edward nodded. He didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity to spend some time inside Martha. He repeated the name in his head a few times.

“Take off your toga,” Martha said. She hadn’t undressed.

“What about you?”

“I’ll get naked when the time comes. You have things to do first.”

“Like what?”

“Taking off your toga,” Martha said. “You’re the one that came to my room and wants to have sex with me, so you have a few tasks to complete before you can feel inside me, baby boy. What you will do arouses me,” she said, winking at Edward.

He wouldn’t argue with her. Whatever she needed to warm up, he could do. What was the worst she could want? Edward enjoyed eating pussy. He loved women. There was nothing wrong with pleasing her before he got off. Edward slipped his robe over his shoulders, and the toga piled into a ball around his feet.

“What now?” he asked. Edward covered his hardening dick under the boxer briefs. He didn’t want to expose himself to Martha before she showed him anything.

“Take off the underwear,” she said.

“What? Take off your dress,” Edward said “This isn’t a one-way street.”

“Yes, it is. I have a surprise for you if you take off the underwear,” she said, smiling and batting her eyelashes.

Edward swallowed and pushed his underwear to the floor, covering his hard dick. He had an average length with extra thickness. Martha swatted away his hand, exposing his package. She licked her lips, and Edward blushed. He had trimmed, hoping to score.

“Where is all your body hair?” Martha asked.

“I’m on the swim team. We have to shave everything,” Edward said.

“Swim? Your body is delicious,” she said. Martha ran her tongue from Edward’s belly button to his nipple. His dick shot up like an apparatus on springs.

“Yeah, I swim. You should come watch me sometime,” Edward said.

Martha waved her finger in his face, telling him no. “Remember, darling. This is a one-night situation. Are you excited for your surprise?” Martha asked. Edward was looking fantastic on Martha’s bed without clothing, but she couldn’t wait to dress him up in women’s clothing and watch his body redden like water with pureed tomatoes added to it.

“What do you have for me, Martha?” Edward asked.

She walked over to her chair and picked up the lingerie. They were red. A bra and panties. Martha grabbed them and passed them to Edward.

He didn’t take the thong and bra. “What do you want me to do with those?”

“I was planning on shaving your body, but you’re already smooth as a pebble under flowing water,” Martha said. She touched his skin. Martha pushed Edward back to the bed and took his nipple in her mouth. She moved down to his stomach, kissing him. Edward had closed his eyes. She gripped his dick and squeezed. “You like that?” she asked.

Edward grumbled, and Martha wrapped her mouth around his cock. He needed a reminder of what was to come if he took part in her game. What was a night in her pussy worth to Edward? Surely slipping on a red thong wasn’t a deal breaker. Martha sucked Edward’s dick long enough for him to want more but not to cum or even get close. She wanted more from him.

“Put on the thong, Edward. My door is locked. Nobody will see you,” she said.

Edward grabbed the lingerie from the bed. He held it up, exposing his dick. He felt comfortable around Martha. Edward wanted to please her. If she needed the lingerie, Edward could wear them one night. His heart raced as he stepped into the thong. The lace tickled his balls when he pulled them up around his waist. They were tight and constricted his dick.

“They make your dick look huge, don’t they?” Martha asked. She pointed toward her mirror, and Edward turned to look. He couldn’t disagree that his dick looked bigger in the red thong. “Let me help you with the bra,” she said.

“You want the bra too?” Edward asked.

“Yes, do you think we should stuff it? That would be extra fun,” she said.

Edward wasn’t sure what he had walked into, but his dick was growing harder the more Martha spoke. She helped him into the bra and stuffed it with little gel balls. He had small, perky tits. Martha stepped behind Edward, placing her hands on his shoulders. She whispered into his ears, “get to your knees.”

♦

Martha stared at Edward through the mirror. Her blues eyes met his brown ones. She would miss him after tonight. He looked marvelous in the panties and kept his body hairless. She’d never thought to go after the swim team, but Edward could be her first of the lot.

When Edward dropped to his knees, Martha stepped back. She rocked her hips from side to side, giving Edward a strip tease. Pulling down her zipper, Martha let the dress fall to her ankles. She loved enjoying a man while he wore lingerie. If she went straight to intercourse, they would never do what she asked. They would cum and leave the room. Men had no time to cuddle on days like Halloween.

Martha pulled her bra down her arms and exposed her breasts. She stepped out of her thong and kept on her heels. They gave her a sense of power.

Edward was under Martha on his knees. She grabbed him from the back of his head and pushed his face into her pussy, rubbing in her nectar. Making him feel her warmth. Edward didn’t fight her and turned his face to press his mouth against her opening. The hole he wanted to enter.

“Lick my clit, baby,” Martha said. She was glancing down at Edward. Her blue eyes had a darkness to them Edward hadn’t expected from Martha when he first saw her from across the living room. He was wearing panties for her pleasure. 
Martha closed her eyes as Edward’s tongue worked her button. She held him by the head as he licked and sucked. Martha was about to cum but wanted to push Edward, see how far he would go. She had a toy she never used. Martha had tried in the previous year, but the guy refused, and she gave into him. This year she would stay strong. Martha pushed away Edward’s head, taking in his pretty face. She would have a hard time not calling him over the next few weeks.

“There’s another surprise?”

“Another one?” Edward asked, wiping his face of Martha’s juices.

Martha nodded. “Close your eyes,” she said.

Edward looked worried but listened. Martha went over to her closet and had to dig to the bottom to find the toy. She had been waiting to use it for over a year. Martha pulled out the strap. She dangled it in Edward’s face, but he hadn’t opened his eyes. He was a good doll. Martha might have to break her deal and call him again. Martha wrapped the strap around her waist and fastened the belt.

“Open your eyes,” Martha said.

Edward fell backward when he opened his eyes. Martha’s dick was inches from his face. “What is that?”

“Suck on it, baby. I want to watch you suck a dick,” she said. This was when the last guy left, but Edward leaned forward.

“You want me to suck this?” he asked, touching her dick.

“Yes, it will get me hot and ready,” she said.

Edward shrugged his shoulders and wrapped his hand around her base. He took the dick into his mouth. Martha smiled with glee. Her heart rushed. She felt dominant and in control. She was dying to have Edward fill her, but he had to know who was boss. Martha hated men that acted like kings. Martha was a woman of class, and she expected men to treat her.

Martha gripped the back of Edward’s head and fucked his throat. He was taking it better than she had expected like he had sucked dick before. The inside of the strap pushed into Martha’s cave, sending her close to the edge. She wanted to feel Edward inside of her before cumming. Martha used Edward’s mouth for a few more minutes before commanding him to remove the strap from her body.

“Now, lie on your back,” Martha said. She stepped over to her drawer for condoms. Her pussy was dripping. She couldn’t wait to roll a condom over Edward’s dick and ride him.

♦

Edward lay on Martha’s floor, staring at her sift through her drawer. He couldn’t believe he had just sucked her strap, but it didn’t matter. Nobody saw him, and if Martha liked it, he wouldn’t judge her. She was about to ride his dick. And how her ass sat. Edward could watch her naked body all his life. Rot away on a bed with her nakedness across the room.

“Move your thong to the side. Let your dick free,” Martha said.

Edward grabbed his cock from beneath the fabric and moved it to a proper angle. The thong cupped Edward’s junk like a hand. He thought it looked bigger than usual. More swollen. Martha stood over Edward. She ripped open the condom and unrolled onto Edward’s cock. She placed a thigh on each side of his legs. Martha slapped Edward’s chest, clawing him lightly as she pulled down.

“Rub my clit,” Martha said.

Edward reached his hand forward and pleasured Martha. She grew wetter by the second.

Martha lifted her hips and swallowed Edward’s dick. He wasn’t expecting it to happen so soon. How she went from his tip to base without effort, holding his chest as her walls expanded. Martha moved Edward’s hands to her ass.

He smacked her cheeks and moved her hips, his dick sliding in and out her pussy. His lingerie wet with her juices. Wearing the red thong was worth fucking a woman as sexy as Martha. Edward held Martha by the hips and pounded into her. She pushed him back to the ground, taking control, and rode his cock like a machine.

“Fuck, rub my clit. I’m getting close,” Martha said.

Edward was trying his hardest not to cum. Martha’s pussy felt like a fire on a cold day. The sun after it rained. He wanted to bust inside her but was trying his best to wait for Martha to cum with him.

“Fuck, I can’t last much longer. Fuck. Fuck,” Martha said through clenched teeth. She was moaning and panting. People would have heard her if they were walking down the halls.

Edward clenched Martha’s ass and took control, lifting her hips slightly to fuck her hard. Edward pounded her hole, driving himself to the edge. It didn’t take long before his balls squeezed into his body, begging him for release.

Martha’s nails dug into Edward’s chest. Her walls constricted around his dick. They were close. Martha moved one hand down to her spot. She rubbed herself as Edward pounded his hole, seconds from cumming.

“Fuck. This. Is. It,” Martha panted. She cursed and moaned as her body stiffened. Her nipples hard and throbbing.

“Yes,” Edward grunted, drawing out the last syllable. He filled the condom inside Martha, feeling his balls pull against the lingerie.

Martha collapsed to his side. Edward touched his chest, feeling the fake breasts under the bra. Edward started to take it off, but Martha stopped him. “Keep them. As a memento,” she said.

“I won’t wear them again,” he said.

Martha didn’t respond but stood a minute later. She grabbed Edward’s toga from her chair and passed it to him. “Please leave. I’m keeping your underwear too,” she said.

Edward paused but didn’t argue. He wrapped the toga around his body and headed downstairs and then to his house, wondering when he would have another night with Martha’s wild ass. He would have her feminize him any day of the week.
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Maryellen smiled as she stared at the ceiling, happier than she’d been in weeks. John lay by her side. They were talking about their shared memories, wondering why the world was so cruel. Stale cigarette smoke lingered in the air. Its smell mixed with those of their lovemaking. A sheet covered Maryellen. The same one covered John.

“I should get going,” Maryellen said.

John hated seeing Maryellen leave. He reached over and wrapped his body around hers so that she couldn’t escape. He showered her in kisses, afraid of the day he’d never be able to hold her again.

“Don’t leave.”

“You know I can’t stay. Last night was incredible.”

John frowned. The clock was ticking. They didn’t have forever. Maybe no more than a few weeks if Maryellen couldn’t convince her mother to change her mind.

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“You’ll never lose me, John. What we have will never end.”

John wanted desperately to believe Maryellen, but they’d been on a direct course for disaster ever since their affair began six years ago. Maryellen came from American royalty. Her family would never accept John and had made that clear. John grabbed Maryellen’s hand as he held her, wishing he could be the one to put a ring on her finger.

“How can I believe you when we both know that you’ll leave me eventually?”

Maryellen’s heart broke hearing John’s accusation, but there might be truth to his words. She couldn’t guarantee the future. Nobody could. As much as Maryellen wanted to love John, her family was against the relationship, and they had power. Maryellen had to decide if love was worth giving up her family ties.

“John,” Maryellen said in a whisper. Her hand was on John’s chest. She wanted another cigarette but had to leave, and smoking wasn’t in her character. Maryellen lived her life beneath a veil. Never truly allowed to be herself. She ached to break free from the prestige of her lineage, but who would she be without her ivy-league degree and reputable last name?

“Maryellen, please don’t string me along. If you’re going to break my heart, do it now. Tell me it’s the last time I’ll ever see you.”

The bliss Maryellen had felt from her two orgasms faded with John’s ultimatum. Normally, she would hate being pushed into the corner, but John deserved an answer. He was the man she loved. It would crush her to leave him behind, but they both knew it might be the only way.

“I can’t say those words. I’m not strong enough,” said Maryellen.

John stared at Maryellen, wishing he could be the man with the rich family and sparkling resume. He met Maryellen when they were undergrads at Princeton, but John had since given up on the rat race and moved to the countryside to focus on his art. He spent three months in Brooklyn living in a space far too small to create art with two random people he hated. Finding a subletter was the most stressful week of his life, but nothing felt better than leaving the city behind for a cheap house in a small town.

“Promise you’ll never forget what we had,” John said while clinging to Maryellen. He was so afraid to let her go, but she had to leave. People would ask questions if she went off the grid too long.

“I won’t forget, John. I’m going to fight for us. Don’t give up yet.”

John wouldn’t say the words, but his face said everything. He had no fight left. He couldn’t keep pretending that Maryellen’s parents would change. John released Maryellen when the realization hit him, nearly pushing her from the bed.

“What’s wrong?” Maryellen asked.

“Nothing,” said John. “You should go. I love you, Maryellen.”

Maryellen lay there as John leaned over the bed. He kissed her on the lips softly before disappearing to his bathroom. The water ran from behind the closed door, and Maryellen took that as her signal to leave. He wouldn’t come out until she was gone.

Maryellen put on her clothes. She walked over to the dresser, where she’d left her engagement ring. She picked it up and slid it onto her left hand, feeling something much heavier than a diamond weigh on her heart. Maryellen sighed as she looked from the ring to the bathroom door. She needed to speak to her mother, so she grabbed her bag and left.

***

Desperation filled Maryellen as she pulled into her parents’ circular driveway with a walkway to the door. Bushes lined each side. Maryellen didn’t want to lose John. She knew her parents didn’t like him because he was an artist who didn’t mind painting the nude body, but his art spanned many mediums. John was a genius. People would spend millions on his work, but probably not until after he died.

Maryellen took a deep breath before getting out of her car. Her parents were conservative but cared deeply about the environment, so most of the yard was rather wild, except for where they had raised beds in the back of the house. Maryellen brushed her fingertips along the tips of the wild grass as she walked to the door.

The doorbell rang throughout the house when Maryellen hit the buzzer. Her mother opened the door. She was wearing a pale pink suit jacket with a matching skirt. Pearls hung around her neck, tucked beneath the ironed collar of her white button-up shirt. Maryellen got a whiff of the same perfume her mother had worn her entire life, causing memories to stir in her mind.

“Maryellen, you’re late. I hope there wasn’t any unplanned construction along the way.”

Maryellen was only ten minutes late, but that was more than enough for her mother. Sarah Gardner kept a tight schedule. It’d been the same Maryellen’s entire life, especially since her mother had been governor most of her childhood. Two terms, right during Maryellen’s schooling years. Countless missed games and recitals, but Maryellen could never get upset because mom was helping the state. She was helping her constituents.

“No construction, mother. I lost track of time, and I’m just ten minutes late. No big deal.”

“There are only sixty minutes in an hour, which is all the time I have blocked off for you, and we’re at fifteen minutes now. That’s twenty-five percent of our time, dear.”

“Why don’t you stop doing math and appreciate that I’m here now? I doubt what we have to discuss will take long.”

Sarah gave her daughter a skeptical look as she stepped inside. They didn’t live too far from the city, but their property felt rural. Maryellen walked to the living room, remembering all the years she’d spent playing in the backyard when she saw it from the living room.

Maryellen hadn’t come all the way to her parents’ house to reminisce, though. She couldn’t marry Nick. Not when she loved John. It would never work, and Maryellen wanted to avoid disaster.

Sarah sat across from Maryellen. They were both using the chairs, a table between them. Sunlight flooded the room. Wildlife sang beyond the windows. Sarah crossed her legs, pulling her skirt over her knees. Her nude stiletto dangled in the air.

Maryellen wished she could be more like her mother. Maybe then she could love Nick and forget all of his flaws, like Sarah had done with Maryellen’s father. Brian was a shell of his former self now, but used to run around with countless moms from Maryellen’s school while Sarah was serving as governor.

“If you’ve come to talk about John, you’d better save your breath. You’re marrying Nick. It’s what’s best for the family.”

“It’s not what’s best for me, mom. I love John. He’s the one I’m supposed to be—”

“Don’t start with me, Maryellen.” Sarah cut off her daughter and shot her a cold look, holding Maryellen’s gaze. It was a look she’d given her daughter many times before. It used to scare Maryellen, but this was her life. Marrying Nick was no small decision.

“He cheats on me. How can you expect me to spend my life with a man like that?”

“There’s no telling if John will stay faithful either, dear. He doesn’t have enough class to keep his hands off an engaged woman. There’s no telling what else he might do. You might as well marry the man who comes from a decent family and can provide you with some political benefits in the future.”

Maryellen scoffed. “Everything is about an election for you. I’ve already told you that I don’t want to be a politician.”

“Well, a judge then. Or a congresswoman. There’s a campaign in your future. I can feel it,” Sarah said. She placed a closed fist over her chest and glanced at the ceiling for a second before dropping her eyes back to Maryellen. “You’re not marrying, John. That’s the end of this discussion, and I really don’t want to hear another word about this topic again. If Nick cheats, why can’t you?”

Maryellen stared at her mother for several beats. Sarah didn’t care what Maryellen thought. She knew what was best. Nick came from an honorable family. His father was the president of a major bank. They could funnel countless dollars to a future election, even if the candidate wasn’t Maryellen.

“I don’t love Nick, mom. Why isn’t that enough?” asked Maryellen. She had tears in her eyes. Her voice sounded broken, like she hadn’t had water all day.

“You come from an ambitious family. We can’t have you marrying some man who gave up a full-ride scholarship to Princeton to study art. Maybe if he’d finished that finance degree, but no. Not an artist, Maryellen. I’m sorry. The date is set for your wedding, and that’s that.”

Sarah stood, like she no longer had anything to say on the subject, but Maryellen wasn’t about to give up yet. She still had several weeks to get the wedding canceled.

Maryellen didn’t yet know how, but she wasn’t marrying Nick. Her heart belonged to John. She only had to free it for him in time.
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Maryellen was wearing a fabulous strapless black dress that shimmered when it caught the light. It hung all the way to her four-inch black pumps. She had her legs crossed and was reading over the menu as she waited for Nick, who was over twenty minutes late to their date.

Fifteen minutes and one martini later, Nick came running through the door. He was wearing a suit jacket, but Maryellen instantly noticed something on the collar of his button-up shirt.

Nick approach Maryellen. He bent over, covering her in a cloud of cologne, and kissed her on the cheek. “Sorry I’m late, love. How are you?”

Maryellen picked up her martini and sipped it as she stared at Nick with narrowed eyes.

“What’s wrong, Maryellen? What did I do now?”

“You have lipstick on your collar, Nick. That’s what you did,” she said. Maryellen thought of throwing her drink on Nick, but it’d just be a waste of alcohol. She’d lived that dramatic scene three times too many already. The only reason she stayed with Nick was because her parents acted crazy if she tried to break up with him.

“Don’t act like you’re Ms. Fucking Perfect, Maryellen. You and John still run around like we’re undergrads. It’s honestly pathetic. Couldn’t you at least get a new man by now?”

“What’s in this marriage for you? Why are you so willing to walk down the aisle when we clearly don’t love each other?”

“Your mom is going to make my life so easy once she becomes a senator. She’s going to introduce me to all the right people. Give me jobs.”

Outrage ballooned within Maryellen, but she didn’t let it show on her face. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that her mother planned to use Nick’s father for her own ambitions. It never mattered to Sarah what Maryellen wanted to do with her life. Everything Maryellen’s mother did was about how she could gain power. How she could win.

Nick ordered a beer and appetizers like there wasn’t a problem in the world. “Don’t be jealous, Maryellen. Your mom will do the same for you. Just look at us getting married as a win-win-win-win. Once your mom is in office, we’re all winners.”

The smile on Nick’s face sickened Maryellen. It disgusted her even more when he pulled out his cell phone and opened a dating application, flipping through women in the area.

“You’re kidding, right? You’re doing that right here? Right now?”

“Come on, Maryellen. It’s not like you’re going to fuck me,” said Nick. He grinned at Maryellen and went back to sending out countless messages to women in the area. He’d find someone. Maryellen was sure. Nick was as handsome as he was obnoxious. Maryellen couldn’t believe she’d actually loved him at one point, but that was many moons ago.

“I’m leaving, Nick. I can’t do this.” Maryellen grabbed her purse and stood, but Nick stopped her before she could leave the table.

He smiled as he stood over her. “You can’t leave yet, hon. We haven’t even posted pictures on social media yet.”

Maryellen wanted to cry. She hated how much control others had over her life. All she wanted was to run out of that door and drive straight to John’s house in the country, but there were countless obstacles and landmines along the way. Her family would never let her stay gone longer than a week. Not without something big. Something monumental, but what?

“Fuck you,” Maryellen said under her breath.

“Stop acting like you have it so bad and don’t forget to smile for the camera. Our parents are in a small circle of people who run the world, and we’ll benefit from that, if you just shut up and go along with the plan. Nobody cares if you keep fucking John, but you’re marrying me. Got it?”

Maryellen wanted to argue, but there were so many people against her. She didn’t have a chance. Not yet. Not until she could come up with a plan.

“Yeah, I got it.”

“Good,” Nick said. He pulled out Maryellen’s chair. “Why don’t you sit down, and we’ll enjoy this beautiful dinner?”

Maryellen sighed and plopped into the chair. She was a bitch all night but smiled brightly at the camera when they took their pictures, flashing the camera glimpses of her diamond ring. To anyone else, Maryellen and Nick had the perfect relationship. Every photo they posted was of them smiling or kissing or touching, like they couldn’t live without each other.

The night ended without a hug. Maryellen went to her place, and Nick went to the apartment of a woman he’d met on a dating app. Maryellen took off her engagement ring the second she walked through the door.
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“My mom wants to become a US senator,” Maryellen said. She was in the bathtub, speaking to John on the phone.

Maryellen thought of a million ways to get the marriage canceled, but none of her ideas felt bold enough. Not even hiring a hooker and planting a camera. Nobody would care. Not about Nick having sex with a woman. They’d probably give him a high five and pat him on the back.

“She does? Since when?”

“Probably since her last year in office as governor. I should have known better. She’s never had an interest in my career. She’s been pushing so hard about Nick because it’ll be good for her career. You should have seen him last night, John. He had lipstick on his collar.”

“Classic,” said John.

“I’ll think of a way to keep us together,” said Maryellen.

“Don’t stress yourself out. We can keep seeing each other. We just won’t be able to say anything about it.”

Maryellen’s heart broke a little. She didn’t want to run around behind closed doors to see John. She didn’t want their love to remain a secret. Maryellen didn’t love Nick, and it wasn’t fair that he was the one she had to post pictures with and pretend to love.

“That’s not what I want,” Maryellen said.

“It might be all we can get. Maybe your mom can commission some paintings for me to fill her new office.”

Maryellen’s eyes widened. “I’m going to pretend you didn’t just say that.” She hung up the phone and tossed it to the bathroom floor. Maryellen soaked in the water for another half hour before rinsing off and changing into something comfortable.

She read some books she’d checked out from the library before going to her bedroom to watch TV. A movie about guys dressing up as girls was playing when an idea popped into her head. An idea daring enough to send her wedding toppling to the ground.

“Hey,” John said when he answered. “You hung up earlier.”

“I know what we can do! I know how we can stop the wedding!”

“How?”

Maryellen had wild eyes. She took a breath before she told John her idea, knowing it might forever change their dynamic.

“You’re going to dress up as a girl and seduce Nick, and we’re going to capture it all on film.”

“I don’t know, Maryellen. Wouldn’t that be crossing like a million different lines?”

“Don’t tell me you don’t find Nick attractive.”

“Yeah, but that’s not the point. He’s your fiancé slash ex-boyfriend. It’s too weird, and I’m not a crossdresser. Just because I’m bisexual doesn’t mean I want to dress up as a girl.”

Maryellen knew John wouldn’t agree at first, but now that she’d gotten the idea, it seemed like John seducing Nick as a girl and capturing it all on film would be the only way to topple the iron legs on which her upcoming wedding stood.

“Please, John. Won’t you at least consider it?”

John was silent on the other end.

“John, are you there?”

“I’m here,” he said.

Maryellen looked at her window as she waited for his answer. It was raining. Droplets ran down her bedroom window, blurring her view of the streetlight against the dark sky.

“Will you think about it?” she asked.

“Yes, but don’t expect me to say yes.”

“Isn’t one night with Nick worth a lifetime with me?”

John breathed heavily into the phone. “I love you, Maryellen. Bye.”

He hung up, and Maryellen went back to watching TV, but all she could think about was all the different ways she could make John look like a pretty girl.
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John was still on the fence about Maryellen’s idea, so he had yet to reply. He was sitting at home trying to picture what he’d look like as a girl, and it was next to impossible. There was no way he could pass well enough to seduce Nick. He’d never fall for it. They’d been friends once upon a time. That was how John met Maryellen.

Nick and Maryellen were dating when John first saw her. He knew at that moment she was the woman for him. They never did anything until she and Nick broke up the first time, but it’d been a muddy mess of a rollercoaster since.

A knock on the door shook John from the memory of meeting Maryellen. He got up to see who was at the door, surprised when he saw Maryellen on the other side. She never came to his house unannounced. John opened the door.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

Maryellen glanced to where John was blocking her entry. “What? You aren’t going to let me inside?”

John stepped out of the way. She walked through the door. Maryellen glanced around, a crazed look in her eye. “Maryellen? Is this about what you proposed? I’ve thought about it, and I’m not sure me dressing as a woman is the best way to stop your wedding. Maybe we should just let it happen.”

Maryellen’s hands balled into fists. It felt like the entire world was against her. She could give up and put on the wedding dress. Say her vows. It could all be so simple. If only going through with the wedding didn’t mean giving up her freedom. People would always know her as Nick’s wife, especially all the mistresses he would have over the years.

A single tear slid down Maryellen’s face as she thought about what her life might look like if she married Nick. John came up behind Maryellen when he noticed her tear. He placed his hands on her shoulders, wanting to comfort her, but she stepped away.

“Don’t touch me,” she said.

John couldn’t get over how amazing the curves of her body looked. She was wearing jeans and a simple white blouse. Both highlighted the best parts of her body. John wanted to put his hands all over Maryellen. Taste her scented lotion on his lips as he kissed her body.

“There has to be another way, Maryellen. Why are you asking me to do something that’s impossible? My voice is too deep. My arms are too big. Nick will never believe that I’m a woman, and what will happen if I sleep with him? Do you really want me sucking his dick?”

Maryellen heard the words. She heard the desperation in John’s voice. Her plan sounded crazy, but she couldn’t think of anything else. If Maryellen was going to ruin her wedding, she had to get Nick to sleep with someone they knew, and it’d be even better if that person was a man.

“It’s not what I want, but it’s what we must do. It’s the only way we’ll have a future together.”

“You’re wrong. We’ll have a future whether you marry Nick or not.”

“I don’t want to marry Nick. Why should I suffer for my mother when I don’t even agree with her politics?”

John wouldn’t say anything as stupid as mentioning a commission from Maryellen’s mother again, but Sarah could help all of them if she had power. John didn’t agree with Sarah’s politics, but he didn’t want to go against her if she was considering throwing her hat in the race to become a senator.

“Hello? John, are you listening? Please don’t tell me you’re thinking about selling my mother a painting. I’ll kill you if you are.”

John shook away the thoughts. “I’m not. I just don’t know if you’re thinking clearly.”

“Won’t you even try? Won’t you even give me a chance to prove it might be possible?” asked Maryellen. “You’re supposed to love me, John. You’re supposed to do everything in your power to help me ruin this wedding.”

John bit his bottom lip. “I don’t want your family hating me. Nobody will care if we keep sleeping together.”

Maryellen screamed. She picked up a pillow and tossed it across the room, knocking an abstract painting off its center.

“What the fuck, Maryellen? You know I love that painting.”

“More than me?”

“No, Maryellen, but you’re asking a lot.”

“I’m asking for a chance.” Maryellen stared at John with watery eyes, silently begging him to be the man she could trust. The man she could count on to help her when the tide turned rough.

“Fine,” John said after several beats.

Maryellen squealed and ran out the front door. She came back minutes later with several bags. John swallowed when he saw how prepared Maryellen had been for her visit to the countryside.

“What is all that?” asked John.

“Oh, just some stuff.” Maryellen pulled out a makeup bag and countless articles of women’s clothing, giving John second thoughts.

“I don’t know about this, Maryellen.”

Maryellen sighed. She had already gotten John this close, so she wasn’t about to give up now. “If you play by my rules, I’ll give you a special treat when we finish.”

“A special treat?”

Maryellen pushed aside her bag and walked over to John. She stood in front of him and grabbed his half-erect cock. “If you try dressing up as a girl, I’ll suck your pretty little dick, but there’s something I want you to do before we start.”

“What’s that?” asked John. He was getting harder by the second. There was nothing he loved more than having Maryellen’s lips around his member.

“Rid yourself of body hair, like a pretty girl would do.”

John folded his lips and glanced down at himself. “You want me to shave?”

“You might have to touch up some spots, but I brought you some hair-removal cream. Find a tutorial online and come find me in your bedroom when you finish. I’ll be organizing your closet.”

“Why?” asked John.

“If you’re going to fool Nick, you’ll have to get into character. I promise it’ll all be worth it.”

John glanced at what Maryellen had taken out of the bag, wondering if she was right, or if she’d lost her mind. He went to the bathroom, though. He found a video online and got to work ridding himself of body hair. It took much longer than he expected, and it was much harder than he ever would have imagined. Going through the process gave him a newfound respect for what women went through to keep up with expectations of a womanly, hairless body.

John washed himself in the shower with a men’s bar of soap. The masculine scents suddenly felt wrong. He wanted an oatmeal and lavender soap or maybe something that smelled of oranges and mangos. He wanted to smell how Maryellen tasted when he kissed her body.

“Maryellen,” John hollered. He turned off the water while he waited for Maryellen. She came charging in seconds later.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Is everything okay? Did you burn yourself?”

“Almost,” John said with a chuckle. “I hate this manly soap. It doesn’t feel right with my smooth body. What kind do you use?”

Maryellen grinned as she looked at the closed shower curtain. She stepped forward, so excited to see John’s smooth body. She pulled the curtain back. John covered his member, but he couldn’t cover everything.

“Wow,” she said as she took in the sight of water droplets running along John’s smooth skin. “You look incredible. Hurry and come out because I have the perfect outfit for you to wear. We can worry about your soaps and lotions tomorrow.”

John blushed and got back to washing himself, feeling excited by the idea of wearing women’s clothing for the first time in his life. He didn’t know why he’d never tried. Something about seducing a man as a woman suddenly seemed so exhilarating that John was getting a little hard.

Then a lot hard. John grabbed his cock and cursed, but he wouldn’t cum. Not with Maryellen in the other room. He made quick work of washing himself and then dried off with the towel, stepping out to head to his bedroom as Maryellen had requested.

Maryellen oohed when she saw John with a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked so cute with a shaved body.

“I know you were worried about the soap, but I brought this lotion that should cover any of those smells. It has a neutral scent because I didn’t want you breaking out after getting rid of all that body hair. Drop that towel and rub this all over your body.” Maryellen held out the bottle of lotion.

John’s cock was just going down, but it shot right back up with those words. He grabbed the bottle of lotion, wishing Maryellen would look away, but she wouldn’t. He took a deep breath before unhooking his towel and letting it fall to the floor.

“Fuck, you got rid of everything. Such a naughty boy,” Maryellen said. She licked her lips as she took in the sight of John’s trimmed pubes. He had the tiniest layer of buzzed hair around his cock. It looked so delicious that Maryellen almost dropped to her knees right there to suck it, but John had to try on some women’s clothing first.

Maryellen arranged an outfit as John lathered his body with lotion. She instructed him to add a second layer over the first. He was rubbing more lotion on his legs when Maryellen held a pair of panties against her chest. They were pink and didn’t look big enough to cover John’s package, especially with his dick hard.

Maryellen dropped the panties when she noticed the concerned expression on John’s face. “What’s wrong?” she asked, sitting next to him on the bed.

“Nothing,” he said, although his tone wasn’t at all convincing. Maryellen lifted her eyebrow, and John sighed. “You know I want to support your plans, but I’m doubtful this will ever work. It was exciting getting rid of all my body hair, but those panties. There’s nothing girly about me, Maryellen.”

“You’re doubting yourself. Nobody will believe you’re a woman if you can’t.”

“Why can’t you just leave Nick?” asked John. The last thing he wanted was Nick discovering he was trying to seduce him while dressed as a woman, pretending to be a woman. Getting exposed trying to trap Nick would shed John of every ounce of dignity he had.

“Our families would never let it happen. Trust me. I would have left Nick years ago, given the option.”

John knew Maryellen’s family was crazy. He couldn’t imagine his parents exerting such control over his life. He’d been free ever since getting that letter in the mail offering him a full-ride scholarship to Princeton. It disappointed his parents when he switched his art minor to a major and made finance his minor, but they had no power to stop him. They hadn’t given him a dime since he graduated high school.

“Fine,” John said. “I want it on record that I think we’re making a bigger mistake than it’s worth.”

“Isn’t a life together without strings worth risking it all?”

“Sometimes it’s better to have a little of something rather than all of it.”

Maryellen folded her arms over her chest. She’d heard enough of John’s excuses, so she tossed the panties at him.

“Put these on,” she said.

John stood and pulled the pink panties up his legs. He tucked his half-erect cock into them, surprised by how well it fit. The panties excited him. They were so womanly and hugged his package in the most heavenly ways. He put his hands on his hips and bit his lip, wanting so much more, and they’d only just begun.

Seducing Nick was one misery, but there was nothing difficult about wearing the panties.

“You like them,” said Maryellen.

“What?” John pressed his lips into a line, but Maryellen had already seen his smile. He couldn’t deny her accusation. “Fine, whatever. What’s so wrong about liking the panties? Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Nothing’s wrong. Do you want the white dress, or the black one?” Maryellen held up both options.

John considered them. The black dress was more elegant and stopped past the knee. It looked like it might drag in the back, which could be fabulous, but there was something so girly and pure about the white dress. It looked like something a chic woman might wear at the country club after an afternoon of tennis.

“The white dress,” John said.

“It’ll make sucking your dick that much easier.” Maryellen passed John the white dress. “Put it on and make me proud. Let the woman within you shine, John. Set her free.”

John took the dress, slightly concerned with how thrilled he felt to put it on. He stepped into the white dress and pulled it up his body. It fit well and hugged his waist. He was a little thick, but that wasn’t a problem shopping couldn’t fix.

“Let me help.” Maryellen stood behind John and zipped up his dress. She leaned forward and whispered into his ear. “You look beautiful.” Maryellen reached around John and lifted his short skirt. His dick was stiff and throbbing in his panties. Maryellen giggled as she pressed her fingers against his wet tip.

John moaned at Maryellen’s touch. He loved how her fingers felt against his cock, but he had to push her hand away before she made him cum. The dress and panties had stimulated him more than he ever expected possible.

“Is your girly cock sensitive?”

Humiliation washed over John. He was standing in a dress, wearing panties beneath it, and his dick was hard and throbbing from it all. He hated how much he loved it.

“This was your idea, Maryellen. Don’t mock me.”

“What? I’m not mocking you,” Maryellen said in an offended voice.

“How are you not?”

“Come on, John. Let’s do your makeup.” Maryellen grabbed John’s hand and pulled him to his kitchen table, where she’d set up a mirror and her makeup bag. Maryellen pulled out a chair and placed John in the seat. She sat across from him and grabbed some tools. “You almost don’t need makeup, but I wish we could make your arms a little thinner. We’ll have to get you outfits that cover them.”

“You really think this can work?”

“Not if you talk like that, but yes. You’ll have to practice your voice. John, I know I’m asking a lot, but this plan will work. I’m sure of it.”

John thought Maryellen’s plan could work, but only if he could get Nick into the bedroom. “It’ll take a lot of practice,” he said.

“Think about it as an artistic challenge.”

“Yeah,” John said with a chuckle, but then its brilliance hit him. He ran out of the room and came back with a camera and a tripod. He set up the camera. “I want to record the transformation when you put makeup on my face. Let’s capture this from beginning to end.”

Maryellen’s eyes lit up at the suggestion. “Yes, John. It’s perfect. This will destroy Nick and make everyone sorry for trying to force me into marriage.”

“It’s a crazy idea, but it just might work.” John went back to his chair after setting up his camera to capture Maryellen working on his face. He turned to face the camera and stated his name and the date. “Maryellen and I are here, and we’re through playing. We love each other and will do anything to stay together. It didn’t have to come to this, but now we’re here, and we’re going to take you all down.”

“I love it,” Maryellen said. She leaned forward and kissed John deeply. Then she looked into the camera for several seconds before getting to work, transforming John’s face from masculine to feminine. She made the man he was vanish and gave birth to a woman.

Maryellen turned to the camera. “Everyone, I want you to meet Veronica. I’m about to suck her dick.”

“So, that’s my name now?”

“Yep. I like it. What do you think?”

“Veronica,” John said. He didn’t mind how the name sounded as he tried to imagine introducing his womanly self to others. “I like it.”

“Perfect,” Maryellen purred. “Why don’t you introduce yourself to the world and give me a taste of that girly dick?”

John’s dick throbbed at Maryellen’s proposal. He couldn’t wait to push his dick between her glossy lips. He stood and walked over to the camera, squatting in front of it. Eyeliner circled John’s eyes. Maryellen had painted his lips red. She’d even styled the bit of hair he had, making him look utterly feminine.

John cleared his throat before using the softest, sweetest voice he could muster. “Hello, world. I’m new to all this, but my name is Veronica, and I’m ready to play.”

John stood, letting his legs fill the camera’s frame. He did a little dance, wishing he had music playing, but it didn’t matter. There were plenty of tunes in his mind, and he was already lost in the wonders the dress and makeup brought. How had he gone this long without giving womanhood a try? How had he gone this long without feeling the air on his legs as he spun in a circle while wearing a dress?

John lifted the camera when Maryellen joined him. They danced for the camera. Then they made out for the camera. John lost himself, imagining where his new life as Veronica might take him. He had a new identity, which was like a universal key to an unlimited set of doors.

“Fuck, you’re sexy as a chick.”

“Yeah?”

Maryellen bit her lip and nodded. She reached under John’s cock and pushed her hand into his panties. “Fuck, yeah. You’re hot. I can’t wait to put your big girly dick in my mouth.”

“Get on your knees and put it in your mouth like you promised.”

Maryellen sighed and dropped to her knees at the command. She lifted John’s dress and stared at the camera as she popped his cock out the side of his panties. It was thick and swollen and ready to pop. John moaned as Maryellen stroked him.

“Suck my cock,” John begged. He was afraid he wouldn’t last. He felt like he might cum at any second.

Maryellen laughed and pulled on John’s balls. “Give them a show, John. Don’t cum yet.”

“It all feels so amazing,” John hollered. He’d never been this tantalized in his life by anything. “I need to feel those lips before I cum. Please.”

“Fine.” Maryellen grabbed John’s balls and pulled before wrapping her lips around his cock. She bobbed her head along his shaft. He felt so thick and warm against her tongue, and his balls were heavy in her hand. Maryellen moaned on John’s cock.

John closed his eyes and cursed, sounding all man as he grunted and shoved his hands into Maryellen’s hair. She didn’t care. They had plenty of time to practice his womanly mannerisms. For now, she would let him take control.

John held Maryellen’s face and fucked her mouth, forgetting all about the camera. Seconds later, he was groaning so loud it hurt Maryellen’s ears, and she knew what was coming. Maryellen moaned when John’s cock throbbed and let out its first stream into her mouth. Another came, and then another.

Stream after stream of cum filled Maryellen’s mouth, but she swallowed every drop before pulling off his dick. She smacked her lips and made noises of pleasure while sucking on the tip of her finger. “Mm, baby, that girly cock tasted so good.”

“Fuck, yeah.”

Maryellen got up and turned off the camera. She went over to John and gave him a kiss. “I want you to act just like that when you suck Nick’s dick,” she said into his ear.

John swallowed, realizing the best orgasm of his life was nothing but a demonstration of what he would do to another man.
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John was driving to the city, nervous about the day ahead of him. He had a camera set up in his car. If he was going to spend his time dressing as a woman, might as well make a movie about his experience. John turned on the camera, only a few exits from Maryellen’s place.

“I’m driving to Maryellen’s. She had me practice my girl voice over the past week since dressing me up and naming me Veronica. Isn’t that such a sexy name? Do you guys want to hear Veronica’s voice?”

John watched the camera for several seconds. Its position didn’t distract him from the road ahead. He licked his lips, letting the woman who’d been sprouting within in reach the surface.

He hadn’t yet put on his lip gloss, but he could feel its stickiness against his lips in his imagination. An imaginary wig was on his head, giving him blonde locks that hung halfway down his back. Sunglasses over his eyes. Big boobs and a dress with excessive cleavage.

“My name is Veronica, ladies and gentlemen, and I’m a woman on a mission. Nick Hall, I’m coming after you, and you won’t be able to escape me once I get my claws in you. Roar,” John said and scratched at the screen. He threw his head back and laughed, pushing down on the gas. He looked at the camera through the corner of his eye. “I’ve never felt more alive. Let’s see what Maryellen thinks about my girly voice and the clothes I packed.”

John pulled up to Maryellen’s about fifteen minutes later. He hopped out of the car with his bags, hating how the city fumes filled his lungs. The air was so much cleaner where he lived. A vision of a future with Maryellen flashed through his mind. They were gardening in his backyard. Two kids were running around, helping when they weren’t distracted by their mountain of toys. It was a silly vision. They’d never even discussed kids, and John was about to dress up as a woman to seduce a man. He had more important issues at hand.

Maryellen answered when John rang the buzzer. He climbed the stairs to her unit. It smelled of shared living. Odors trapped within a hallway that could never escape. Maryellen pulled distracted John into her apartment when he reached her door.

She pushed him against the wall and kissed him. “I’ve missed you.”

“Me too,” he said.

“What did you bring?”

John blushed. “I took measurements of myself and ordered clothes online.”

“Have you tried them on yet?”

“Yes, and they all fit. I can’t wait to go out on the town. I’ve been practicing my voice.”

“Let’s hear it,” Maryellen said.

“After we set up the camera. I want your reaction caught on film.”

“This has become quite the project for you, hasn’t it?”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“You’re always a surprise, John. That’s why I love you.”

There was a sparkle in Maryellen’s eye as she watched John. He cursed, wishing he could have caught the moment on camera.

“Don’t move another muscle until I set up the camera and change.”

“Whatever you say, mister.”

John smirked as he took his bag and went to the bathroom. He had even ordered makeup with some application that used a photo of his skin to suggest products and shades. John dusted his face. He ran eyeliner around his eyes, giving himself wingtips. John pulled out a pink dress he’d ordered online, fawning over its perfection.

Veronica was alive within John’s heart. Now he only had to pull her out and let her shine. The pink dress had a side zipper, which John undid before stepping into it. He’d already put on a pair of pink panties before doing his makeup. He loved everything pink and would never deny it.

Except John had picked a pair of white stockings for variety. They had pink ribbons and ended right beneath the dress’s hem. He put on the stockings, and then he completed his look with a pair of pink heels. He’d really gotten into his role over the past week, preparing everything for this moment, when he could record Maryellen’s reactions to his transformation on camera.

“Maryellen, come here.” John grabbed a pair of blindfolds he had in his bag.

Maryellen tried the knob, but John had the bathroom door locked. He cracked it open and tossed out the blindfold. It landed on the floor. John slammed the door shut before Maryellen could step inside.

“John! Don’t slam the door in my face. I want to see your outfit.”

“Not yet. Go back to the living room and put on the blindfold. I want to record your reaction, so you’ll have to give me a second to get my camera ready. Please play along, Maryellen.”

Maryellen sighed. “Fine, but only because I love you. I don’t like you commanding me like that.”

“Thanks,” said John. He fixed his short pixie cut and stared at himself in the mirror, awakening Veronica. Bringing her to the surface. He played the song in his head he always used to give him energy before practicing in the mirror. It’d been a long week, but he was ready. Nick didn’t know what was coming his way, but Maryellen was John’s, and he was prepared to fight for her, even if he had to do it in heels.

John stepped out of the bathroom in his pink dress and pink heels. He teetered on his way to the living room. He peeked around the corner, making sure Maryellen was wearing her blindfold as he’d asked. She was.

John grabbed his camera and set it in a corner to give a shot of the entire room. He held the remote for his camera and stood in position, ready to show Maryellen all he’d done over the past week. All he had learned to pass as Veronica and take down Nick.

After one last breath, John clicked the button for his camera and spoke. “Take off your mask, Maryellen.”

“Shit,” she said. John sounded nothing like a man, and he looked nothing like a man when she took off her blindfold. John was wearing a pink dress with short sleeves that hid the thick parts of his arms. He had matching heels with white stockings. His nails were painted clear with white tips. He had a silver necklace hanging between his cleavage. “You have tits.”

“I ordered them online,” Veronica said in her girly voice. She threw her head back and laughed. John felt nothing like himself. It was as if a womanly spirit had possessed him. “Do you like my dress, Maryellen?”

“Yes,” she said. “How? How did you do this?”

“I love you,” Veronica said. “Don’t forget that this was your idea. You’re the one who let me out of my box. Are you afraid to play?”

“Holy fucking shit.” Maryellen hopped up from the couch. She grabbed Veronica and spun her in circles. “You look and sound exactly like a chick.”

“What are you talking about, Maryellen?” asked Veronica. “I am a chick. Can’t you see me?”

“Fuck, you’re good. I can’t wait to see Nick’s face when he finds out.”

Veronica held her fingers to her lips. “Shh. We have to keep this a secret. Nobody can know but us.”

Maryellen grinned and grabbed Veronica’s wrists. “Yes, nobody but us, Veronica. Or should I call you John?”

“John? Gross,” Veronica said. “John is no more. I’m Veronica, and I’m fucking fabulous. Are you ready to hit the town?”

“Uh, yeah. Let’s go. I want to see you out. Show me you got this.”

“Bitch, you’re going to hate me by the time we trap Nick’s cheating ass,” Veronica said with a smirk. Maryellen laughed, and Veronica joined her. They grabbed their purses and walked to a bar close to Maryellen’s place.

Guys swarmed toward them. They didn’t have to pay for a drink all night. Veronica was on top of the world, and Maryellen loved being by her side. They got a stack of numbers but didn’t even bother to grab them when they left.

Veronica slammed Maryellen against the wall when they walked into her apartment. She stripped her naked before taking off her own dress, carrying her to the bed. It was late. Moonlight lit the room as Veronica kissed all over Maryellen’s body.

Maryellen was naked. Veronica was still wearing her stockings, panties, and bra. Her makeup was done to perfection, besides what’d smudged on her lips while eating Maryellen’s pussy.

Veronica pulled her dick out the side of her panties. It throbbed in her hand as she guided it to Maryellen’s dripping pussy. She sunk into Maryellen, making her woman holler.

“Fuck, your dick feels so good, John.”

“Call me Veronica,” she said.

“Fuck me, Veronica. Fuck me hard. I’m close,” Maryellen cried.

Veronica held Maryellen’s legs and gave her what she wanted, fucking her pussy hard. They cried out together as Maryellen’s walls tightened around Veronica’s cock.

“I’m cumming,” Maryellen hollered. She panted and moaned as her body exploded with pleasure.

“Me too,” Veronica cried as she held Maryellen’s sides and pushed deep into her as she came.

They cuddled each other after they returned to reality from their highs, even more determined to fool Nick and ruin the wedding. They got out of bed shortly after. Veronica washed off her makeup and became John again, but there was no doubt the plan might work. Nick would never know Veronica was John.

Not until it was too late.
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John and Maryellen spent a couple more days practicing, but her wedding was around the corner, so they couldn’t wait another second. He had set up his camera and dressed as Veronica, ready to meet Nick, but not until he confessed how he felt to Maryellen on camera.

“What if he finds out?” Veronica asked in her sultry voice.

“He won’t,” Maryellen said.

“How can you be so sure?”

“You look nothing like yourself. Especially with that wig. He’ll never know, Veronica. I promise.”

Veronica loved hearing her name on Maryellen’s lips. They were sitting in chairs, facing each other. They were at Maryellen’s place in the city, where they’d been spending a lot more time. Veronica wasn’t worried about her house in the country. It was dirt cheap, and she had plenty saved. This was the perfect vacation. The perfect escape from her boring everyday reality.

“Are you sure we’ll be able to capture him on film?”

Maryellen crossed her arms and offered a devilish smirk. “Aren’t you?”

Veronica glanced at her camera and thought better of it. There was zero doubt that she’d be able to capture Nick’s betrayal with a crossdressing man on camera. Maryellen was Veronica’s to love, and they were going to push Nick out of their way, together.

Veronica laughed and glanced at the camera with lust-filled eyes. Her face done up to perfection. Her jewelry sparkled when it hit the light. Too bad cameras couldn’t pick up on smells because she was wearing a floral, ultra-feminine scent that matched her natural essence.

“How easy do you think it’ll be to seduce him?” Veronica asked.

“Nick’s a whore,” Maryellen said with her eyes on the camera. “He’s a dirty little whore, and he’s going to pay. Nick Hall, ready or not, here we come.”

The ladies howled with laughter. Maryellen stood when they caught their breath and crossed the room to give Veronica a deep kiss. They stopped before they got too carried away. Veronica checked herself in the mirror to fix the bit of makeup that’d smudged.

“Let’s go before that happens again.” Veronica had to tuck her dick back into place once she went soft after the kiss. “We can’t have any accidents. Everything has to go perfectly.”

“You’ll do great, Veronica. Don’t forget your camera,” Maryellen said. She grabbed a brooch that had a little camera to record everything Veronica did at the bar. Nick had reservations to meet Maryellen, but she wouldn’t show, and he was going to fall right into their little trap.

***

Veronica was wearing a red cocktail dress with matching pumps. No tights. She’d shaved and moisturized her legs only hours ago, so she had plenty of time before they’d be stubbly again. Veronica glanced around the bar, looking for Nick, but she didn’t see him.

“Meeting someone?” the host asked when she approached the stand.

“Oh, I thought I saw someone I knew. Is it okay if I sit at the bar?”

The woman nodded and gestured toward the bar. Veronica stepped past her and found a seat. She pulled her hair over one shoulder as she sat, picking up the menu with a dainty touch.

“Evening, miss. Would you like something to drink?”

Veronica grinned, loving how the world saw her as a woman. She played with the ends of her auburn hair as she stared at the bartender, watching the naughty fantasies play in his eyes.

“Any suggestions?”

The corner of the man’s mouth rose, looking like he wanted to tell Veronica his dick was on the menu. “What kind of drinks do you like?”

Veronica leaned forward, loving how easy it was to steal a man’s attention. She had this stranger wrapped around her finger, ready to drop his pants at any second. Ready to press his lips against hers. They’d cover him in red lipstick if he did.

“I was hoping for something strong. Maybe something a little girly,” Veronica said.

“Yeah,” the bartender said in a breath.

“What do you think, handsome? What do you want to make me?”

The bartender’s mouth parted as he stared at Veronica. He reached down and grabbed his dick, seemingly without thought. Veronica giggled as she watched.

“You’re so fucking hot. What’s your name?”

Veronica hadn’t dressed up in this suffocating dress and come all this way to go home with the bartender, even though he was adorable. Veronica had a strange urge to sit on his dick, but she would have to resist.

“You can call me ‘V’. Make me a sidecar. I love anything with lemon,” said Veronica.

The bartender nodded and grabbed his cocktail shaker, getting to work on Veronica’s cocktail. Veronica turned in her chair, and there he was. Nick, tall and handsome, walked through the door. He scanned the room, obviously looking for Maryellen, but he didn’t miss Veronica.

She curled her fingers in a wave. He looked each way, checking that Veronica had waved in his direction. She pointed at him and winked. He grinned and waved, but then looked around like someone might have caught him.

When he met her eye, Veronica uncrossed her legs and then crossed them back, acting like she was just switching legs, but the move got Nick’s attention. He was no fool.

“Here’s your sidecar, V.” The bartender slid the drink toward Veronica, noticing how she was watching Nick at the door. “You know him?”

Veronica turned to face the bartender. She picked up her sidecar, which he’d served in a coupe glass, and placed it against her lips. “Not yet,” she said and took a sip.

“He probably has more money than me,” the bartender said.

“Don’t sell yourself short. I’d take both of you if I could, but sometimes life is unfair.”

The bartender groaned. “I’m Phillip. Give me a chance if it doesn’t work out with that guy?”

“You’re willing to take my sloppy seconds?”

“I’ll have your thirds or fourths. Whatever you’re willing to offer. You have me falling in love.”

Veronica took another sip of her cocktail. It was delicious and tasted as though it’d been made with love. If only she wasn’t on a mission and didn’t have Maryellen waiting for a call. Phillip was making her girly dick twitch, and she couldn’t stop thinking about how fun it’d be to stick it in his mouth.

She’d almost forgotten about Nick until someone touched her on the side. Hot breath hit her ear.

“Don’t think I would forget about a sexy woman like you,” Nick said into Veronica’s ear. Phillip ducked away now that Nick had arrived, which Veronica appreciated. Flirting was fun, but Maryellen was counting on her to complete the mission. She couldn’t fuck it up by going home with the bartender.

Veronica glanced down at Nick’s left hand, which was cupping her side. Absent of a ring. Wasn’t it funny men didn’t have to go around wearing jewelry declaring to the world that they were engaged? Nick could be all over Veronica, and she’d assume he was single, but she knew better.

“Oh,” Veronica said in a light voice. She grabbed Nick’s wrist, but not in a way that said she was threatened. Her touch was light, like she wouldn’t mind going back to a hotel with Nick, but Veronica wasn’t about to fall into bed that easily. She turned her chair to face Nick. “I nearly forgot about you.”

Nick’s grip on her chair tightened at the words. Men hated when women forgot about them. They wanted women running around like chickens without heads, but Veronica was different. She wanted Nick at her feet, begging her to spend time with him. Begging her to suck his dick.

“Is that so?”

“What can I say? Phillip distracted me,” Veronica said.

“Who’s Phillip?” Nick growled. His voice dripped with possession. He wanted to claim Veronica. Throw her on the bar, rip off her dress, and show her who was boss. Maryellen had texted to cancel, so Nick was free for the night, and he had his eyes on a prize.

“The bartender.”

“What? You’re lusting after the bartender?”

“Who said anything about lust? We were talking about my love of lemons and how much I liked the drink. How can you be jealous when you don’t even know my name?”

“Tell me your name,” said Nick.

Veronica narrowed her eyes at Nick. She reached forward and touched a finger to his chest. She’d repainted her nails with the same style. Clear with white tips. Nick watched as Veronica traced a line all the way down to his abs, not dropping beneath his bellybutton.

“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.”

“Nick,” he said. “Nick Hall.”

There was zero shame in his game, which saddened Veronica, but she didn’t show it. Veronica had to seduce and ruin Nick. Maryellen could never marry this sleazeball.

“I’m Veronica,” she said and held out her hand.

Nick kissed her hand and stared at her for a long second. “Have we met before Veronica? Something about you feels so familiar.”

Veronica’s stomach tightened. A confession poked at her lips, but she wouldn’t let it free. There was no way Nick could tell that she was his friend dressed as a woman. Veronica had practiced too much and was far too committed to fail now.

“I’m sure a man like you has had his fair share of women. Maybe I just remind you of someone,” said Veronica.

Nick stared at her for several more beats, looking into her eyes. It was unsettling, but Veronica couldn’t break character, or Nick would find out who she was.

“Is something wrong, Nick?” Veronica feigned a smile, trying to look like she was worried he was having a stroke. Trying to look like she didn’t recognize Nick or know anything about his past. Veronica was another woman. This was her escape from reality. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Haven’t I?” he asked. “There’s something about you, but I can’t put my finger on it.”

Veronica’s heart raced. How was she ever going to explain her way out of this? Panic rose within her. Explanations formed in her head. Then Nick snapped his fingers and said Veronica looked like a woman he’d seen on reality television.

“Oh, that? I hear I look like her all the time,” Veronica said with a laugh. “Are you having a drink?”

“You buying?”

“I thought you would. It’d certainly help if you want me to remember you.”

Nick shook his head and grinned, taking a seat next to Veronica. He ordered a beer, and Veronica ordered another cocktail. She made up stories about her past that’d probably never matter. Nick told her the truth about his life, everything except Maryellen. It was as though she didn’t even exist. His fiancée.

“So, you’re going to be super rich one day?”

“If I’m lucky,” said Nick.

Veronica finished her second cocktail and stood, grabbing her purse. “I don’t care much about money, but you’re still cute. Maybe we could hang out again.”

“I’d like that.”

“Do you have a card?”

Nick pulled out his wallet and handed Veronica a business card. She opened her clutch purse to toss it inside. “I’ll call you. Thanks for the drinks. Maybe we’ll get them lying in a hotel bed next time, if you’re lucky.”

Nick made an odd sound of pleasure. Veronica leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. “Bye.”

“Bye,” said Nick. He watched her leave, stunned by both her beauty and presence, really hoping she’d call.
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Nick and Veronica went out again the next night. Veronica wore the same brooch with a camera when they were together. It recorded all the dirty suggestions Nick made when they were sitting on a bench along the shore of a pond.

Veronica laughed and played along, acting like she wanted Nick to bury his dick in her pussy. Too bad she didn’t have one. Too bad Nick couldn’t tell how grossed out Veronica felt every time they were together. He was nothing but a scummy cheater.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” asked Veronica. She was with Maryellen at her apartment in the city. It was the night they planned to get Nick on tape.

“It’s now or never. He’ll drop you if you don’t put out soon.”

Veronica knew Maryellen was telling the truth. The disappointment on Nick’s face when Veronica refused sex after their second date was palpable. If she didn’t give him something tonight, he’d run for the woods, and they’d never be able to get him on film getting his dick sucked by a crossdressing man.

“There’s no going back after tonight.”

Maryellen nodded. She knew the consequences of her actions. Her family might forever hate her, but she couldn’t back out now. John becoming Veronica had been her idea from the beginning.

“We’ll be stronger after tonight, John.”

Veronica nodded, taking Maryellen’s hands. She couldn’t drop the character. Not after putting on her makeup, fabulous clothes, and wig. Veronica stood to turn on her camera, taking a seat next to Maryellen on the couch. The camera faced them, like they were in the interview room of a reality television show.

“Why are we doing this, Maryellen?”

“Love,” she said.

“Who am I?”

“You’re who you want to be. Some days you’re Veronica. Other days you’re John.”

“John who?”

“John Montoya.”

Veronica hopped up from the couch and snapped her fingers. She twirled in a circle as laughter spilled from her mouth. Nothing made her feel more feminine than spinning in a circle to give her dress a breeze.

“Not anymore, bitches. My name is Veronica. Don’t forget it.”

***

A knock sounded on the hotel room’s door. Maryellen’s heart raced as Veronica pushed her toward the closet. They had to splurge on the room to give them something with the right angles and enough room for Maryellen to hide.

They tried their hardest not to laugh as Maryellen stepped into the closet, but a few giggles escaped.

“Shh,” Veronica said. She put a finger up to her red lips. She was wearing a short skirt, stockings, platform heels, and a tight long-sleeve shirt that hugged her boobs. Nick needed to think tonight was about him, the stallion. He needed to leave here feeling invincible.

Another knock came, sending Veronica’s nerves into overdrive. She took a deep breath and shut the door on Maryellen. She had to forget she was there, recording everything she and Nick would do. It’d never work if she kept glancing at the closet, so she erased Maryellen from her mind and went to the door.

“Nick,” Veronica said when she opened the door. He was wearing jeans and an untucked button-up shirt. It parted right where his bulge was thickest, catching Veronica’s eye. She lifted her gaze and smiled when she met Nick’s eyes.

“Hey, Veronica. Now that’s what I like to see.” Nick stepped forward and wrapped his arm around her body, reaching under her skirt to squeeze her ass. “No playing games tonight, huh?”

Nick’s dick was getting hard against Veronica’s leg as he pressed his body against hers. She ignored it and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, grateful she was a few inches shorter than him.

“No games,” she purred. She reached down and grabbed the outline of his dick. Nick jumped, but he wasn’t upset. He laughed as she lightly squeezed it, getting harder in her hand. “I want this. Deep in my throat.”

“Fuck yeah you do,” Nick said. He went to reach around and touch Veronica’s pussy, but she stopped him, placing his hand at his side. “What’s wrong?”

“You can’t have everything in one night, but I promise my blowjobs are fantastic. It won’t disappoint.”

Nick grinned. “Fuck it. Most girls don’t want to suck dick. I’ll take what I can get.”

Veronica grabbed Nick’s collar and pulled him toward the bed, which had a perfect angle of the closet, but Veronica didn’t once look at its doors. She pushed Nick to the bed and went over to the speaker to turn on the music she’d queued. Veronica played the music and danced back to Nick, shaking her hips.

A sneeze came from the closet. Veronica tried to move her face and hand to fake one, but she was a few milliseconds too late. The music had already been playing, but the sneeze was loud. Obvious.

“What the fuck was that? Is there someone else here?”

Veronica played dumb. “That was me. I sneezed.”

“No, you fake sneezed. What the hell is going on here, Veronica?”

Nick stood and marched toward the closet. Veronica ran across the room to stop him. She stood in front of him, blocking his passage to the closet door. She placed her hands on his chest and stared into his eyes. Nick stopped, but he kept looking over her shoulder at the closet door.

“Stop worrying about that, Nick. There’s nothing in there. I’ll open the door and show you,” Veronica said. She walked over to the door and swung it open. The closet was deep enough that Maryellen could hide in the corner. Veronica saw her shoes, but there was no way Nick could. She closed the door and went back to Nick, placing her hand on his cock.

Nick sighed and finally stopped paying attention to the closet. Veronica guided him to the bed and pushed him down, placing him in the perfect position for Maryellen’s camera. Veronica turned and shook her ass in front of Nick, dropping it onto his lap and moving her hips back and forth.

A moan spilled from Veronica’s mouth. “Your dick is so big, Nick.”

“Fuck yeah, it is. You want my big dick in your mouth?”

“Only if you scream my name and beg,” Veronica said as she rubbed her ass against Nick’s dick. Her hole felt open and ready for a dick, but it wouldn’t be Nick’s. Maybe she could go back and ride that bartender’s dick, with Maryellen’s permission, of course.

“Suck my dick, Veronica. Put my fat dick in your mouth. Please!”

Veronica giggled and reached forward, undoing Nick’s belt and pulling it out of the loops. She looked directly at the closet as she undid his button. She dropped her eyes, letting her hair fall in her face, and unzipped Nick’s jeans. He was wearing a sheer pair of trunk briefs that hugged his erection beautifully.

“Ooh, what do we have here?”

“Stop talking and put it in your mouth.”

“So aggressive. I bet you would tear my pussy in two.”

“You’re damn right, Veronica. I’ll let you off the hook tonight, but I’m Nick fucking Hall, and I’m going to dominate that pussy next time we’re together.”

“My pussy already hurts thinking about that big dick in me, Nick. Fuck, you make me wet.”

Nick grabbed Veronica’s hips and moved her down his body. He pushed her head and growled, like he would lose his mind if she didn’t immediately wrap her lips around his cock. Veronica didn’t mind. She moved down and dropped off the bed to squat between Nick’s parted legs.

“We’ll have to take all this off if you want me to suck your dick,” Veronica said as she pulled on Nick’s pants to remove them. She took those off and then his underwear, leaving his dick free and standing. The veins in his cock were thick. It wasn’t a small cock, but it belonged to an asshole.

“Fuck, your dick is so big, Nick. How will I ever fit it all in my mouth?”

“You’ll figure it out. Don’t leave me hanging. I want your lipstick all over my cock, Veronica.”

Veronica dropped to her knees. Nick scooted to the edge of the bed to give Veronica a better angle to suck his dick. She grabbed Nick’s cock by its base and looked over her shoulder at the closet, grinning like wild before turning back to Nick’s cock.

She parted her lips and took him into her mouth, feeling like it was the starring scene of the best movie she would ever make. Veronica held Nick’s dick and moved her lips up and down his shaft, losing herself in the movements. Nick’s dick stuffed her mouth. If she didn’t hate him so much, Veronica would actually be enjoying herself.

The texture of his dick veins against her tongue. His salty tip poking the back of her throat. The constant moans escaping his mouth, confirming Veronica was giving him what he wanted.

Veronica was on a mission, though, so she bent her ass and whipped her dick out of the side of her panties. It was hard enough to dangle between her thighs, giving her and Maryellen all the proof they would need that Nick was getting his dick sucked by a crossdressing guy.

Veronica stroked her shaft several times, getting it even harder for the camera. She moaned on Nick’s dick and used her free hand to stroke his base. He hollered and moaned.

“I’m getting close, Veronica. Swallow my load. Please, baby.”

Veronica didn’t want to disappoint their future viewers, so she kept sucking Nick’s dick until he was hollering and curling his toes. His balls tightened in her hand, and she knew he was about to shoot his load. Veronica moaned and moved her mouth faster, encouraging Nick to cum deep in her throat.

She pushed her lips as far down his cock as they would go, bobbing her head as his tip hit the back of her throat. Veronica used her fingers to stroke the base of Nick’s cock, feeling it throb in her hand.

Nick was cumming seconds later, pumping stream after stream of his cum into her mouth. She moaned and wagged her hard cock between her parted legs, but she wouldn’t cum. That’d leave evidence.

Veronica swallowed every drop Nick gave her before lifting her lips off his dick. She smacked her lips and quickly glanced at the camera before turning back to Nick. “Fuck, that was hot. I love how you taste.”

Nick’s body twitched. He was silent for a moment. “Pass me my clothes? I gotta get going.”

“Sure,” Veronica said. She felt a little used, but Nick would be the fool in the long run. There was no way Maryellen could marry him. Never.

Veronica passed Nick his trunks and jeans. He got dressed and then made his way to the door.

“Thanks for coming through,” he said before giving Veronica a hug and kissing the top of her head. “Next time I want pussy. Got it?”

Veronica said nothing. She just nodded. Nick said goodbye, and then he was out the door. Veronica locked it behind him, and then Maryellen came out of the closet.

“Did you get everything?” she asked.

“Yeah,” said Maryellen.

“Good. You can’t marry that piece of trash.”

“No way. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” said Veronica. “I’m going to brush my teeth and take a shower. Wash that man off me. How have you put up with him for so long?”

“Don’t ask. At least we have all this footage to ruin him now.” Maryellen paused for a second and stared at the camera in her hand. Veronica did the same. Maryellen took a breath, shivering away the tension. “Wanna hit the bar for a stiff drink when you get out of the shower?”

“Deal.”
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Now that they had all the footage they needed, Maryellen and John could make the blackmail tape that would bring Nick to his knees. Maryellen was meant to love John. She didn’t want to waste her days pretending to be Nick’s wife while he ran around with other women.

Maryellen and John were cutting and splicing the raw footage to make an impactful video with the most important moments that would show how Nick was nothing but a cheater. John wagging his dick between his legs while he sucked Nick was the cherry on top. Maryellen’s mother could never allow the marriage once she saw the video.

“Hey, what’s this?” Maryellen had found the conversation John was having with that handsome bartender, Phillip.

“It’s nothing. Skip ahead to when Nick arrives.” John tried to take the computer from Maryellen, but she wouldn’t allow it.

“Let me watch. You sound so hot when you talk like a woman,” she said.

John sat back as Maryellen watched him flirt with the bartender while dressed as Veronica. He’d been so in the moment that it almost felt like he was watching someone else. A person he didn’t know. There wasn’t a trace of masculinity behind his womanly exterior. Veronica could have fooled anyone.

“You seem really into this Phillip guy,” Maryellen said as she watched and popped a pretzel from the open bag they had into her mouth.

“I got caught up in the moment.”

“He’s handsome. Were you thinking about his dick?” Maryellen asked in a coy voice.

John crossed his arms. “What does it matter if I was? I haven’t called him. All this Veronica stuff was your idea, anyway.”

Maryellen patted John’s thigh. They’d made it to the part in the video when Nick arrived, waving back at Veronica like a fool. She paused the video to focus her attention on John, who was clearly feeling defensive over his attraction to another man.

“There’s nothing wrong with finding Phillip attractive. I appreciate you not calling him, but I want you to feel satisfied. Did you want to have sex with your handsome bartender?”

John shook his head. He appreciated the offer, but it wasn’t necessary. “All I need is you, Maryellen. Let’s make this movie, so we can take down your mother and Nick and get on with our lives.”

Maryellen nodded and adjusted the computer, focusing her attention on the screen. They spliced bits and pieces of the film until they had a short, impactful video that told the story of John becoming Veronica and seducing Nick, rather easily, to suck his dick.

“Are you sure about this, Maryellen? It’s not too late to back out.”

“No,” she said. Maryellen grabbed the back of John’s head and pulled him in for a kiss, pressing her lips against his until she couldn’t stand it for another second. “We’re not backing out of this. If my family can’t stomach the truth and what I want, then I don’t need them. We don’t need them. Not to sell art. Not to put food on our table. I’d rather live a simple life with you here in the middle of nowhere than chase the dreams my mother has fed me my entire life.”

John’s eyes lit up. He thought he’d have to move to the city to stay with Maryellen, which he was willing to do, so it was a surprise to hear that she would be willing to move to the country.

“What about your law degree? You just graduated.”

“People in the country need lawyers too,” she said.

John smiled and leaned forward to hug Maryellen, feeling more at ease about their plan to take down Nick and potentially tarnish her family’s name if the video ever got out to the public, but that was a risk they were willing to take for love.
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John and Maryellen were sitting in Nick’s office. They felt on top of the world as they all watched the video with his door closed. There was a plastic privacy film on the window that let in light but blocked the view of the three of them staring at the computer screen in silence.

The video ended. Maryellen and John watched Nick for a reaction, but nothing came across his face. He didn’t even make eye contact with them, instead glancing at the ceiling with a curious expression.

“I don’t care that you were Veronica. We’re still getting married, Maryellen.”

Maryellen looked at John, his face showcasing everything she felt. “I will take this public, Nick. We’re prepared to release it.”

Nick chuckled and picked up his phone. “We’ll see about that.” He tapped his screen a few times and then turned the phone toward them. He was calling Sarah Gardner, Maryellen’s mother.

“Yes? Nick? Is everything all right?”

Nick cleared his throat. “I have your daughter here. She’s with John Montoya.”

“Oh,” Sarah said. The disappointment in her voice was unmistakable. “Hello, John.”

“Hello, Mrs. Gardner.”

“Maryellen, I thought I told you to drop this nonsense. You’re marrying Nick. You and John can keep doing whatever keeps you two together, but the public must think you’re with Nick. It’s what will look best.”

Anger rose within Maryellen. Tears swelled in her eyes. Her mother, always the politician. Always thinking about what the public would think. What would look best with no regard for Maryellen’s feelings.

“You mean what will look best for your election? I’ve heard you want to jump in the primary for the US senate.”

Sarah was silent for several beats before sighing. “Maryellen, I’m meant to become the first female president. I can feel it in my bones. All I need is a few years in the Senate, and then I’ll be on my way to the White House. Isn’t that what everyone wants? Nobody is stopping you from having John, honey, but we need Nick’s father.”

“I don’t need Nick or his father, mom. I need John. Why can’t you understand that? I don’t want to marry a man who cheats and only cares about his ambitions. You don’t need my relationship to make it to the White House. You don’t need me to make it to the Senate. Nobody fucking cares, mom.” Maryellen was crying by that point, and there was nothing Sarah hated more than women who cried.

“Suck up those tears right now, Maryellen. This is nothing to cry over. John’s a bisexual art freak, no offense, who probably has an ocean of skeletons in his closet.”

Maryellen scoffed. Nick was still holding his cell phone, but it was as if the men had disappeared, leaving mother against daughter.

“Please, you think John has more skeletons than Nick? He’s dipped his dick in half the women in the city. He probably has babies we don’t know about. STDs. Who fucking knows? I’m not sleeping with him. Never again, and you want me to marry him because his father’s rich?”

Sarah puffed air out of her nose. “Why can’t you play nice? I’ll be able to give you everything you’ve ever wanted once I’m president.”

“You won’t be able to give me freedom from Nick. Not once we’re married. I’m not going—”

Sarah screamed at the top of her lungs, silencing Maryellen. The deafening sound lasted over five seconds. Everyone covered their ears, and Nick almost dropped his phone.

“You’re marrying Nick, and that’s the end of this conversation, Maryellen. I don’t want to hear it.”

Maryellen opened her mouth to reply, but the line went dead. She cursed and glanced at the men. Nick was grinning. John frowning.

“Fucking hell,” Maryellen said and stood. She grabbed John’s hand. “Let’s go.”

“But what are we going to do? You can’t marry Nick.” John stopped, making Maryellen stop before she could leave the room.

She sighed. “It’s over, John. They won. We’ll just have to keep our relationship secret from the public.”

John wanted to protest, but Maryellen pulled on his arm. She didn’t want to look at Nick’s victorious smile a second longer than necessary. It’d already burned a hole in her memory, threatening to play on repeat for the rest of her life. John sighed after glaring at Nick a moment and followed Maryellen out of the door.

There was nothing to say. Nothing to do.

They’d lost.

Maryellen would have to marry Nick.
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“Stephanie, would you wait a second?” asked Maryellen. Her other bridesmaids, friends Maryellen barely kept in contact with, continued toward the altar, but Stephanie stayed behind.

“What’s wrong?”

Maryellen was wearing her wedding dress, which suddenly felt far too tight. She could see where the aisle began and couldn’t imagine what her life would be like once she exchanged vows with Nick.

“I can’t do this,” she said.

“Why not? What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked.

“What if it doesn’t work out?”

Stephanie glanced over her shoulder at the aisle leading to the altar. She placed her hand on Maryellen’s shoulder and told Maryellen to look at her.

“It’ll work out,” Stephanie said when their eyes met.

Maryellen’s breath slowed as she calmed herself. She couldn’t back out after coming this far. At least she would still have John. Her family couldn’t stop her from loving him and had already said they wouldn’t, so Maryellen nodded. Everyone was probably wondering where she was.

“Let’s do this. I’m ready. You go,” Maryellen said and waved Stephanie forward. She nodded and grabbed the bottom of her dress to walk more easily.

Maryellen watched Stephanie turn the corner. She stood upright and shook her shoulders, telling herself it would all be over soon enough. All she had to do was get to the end of the aisle, stand by Nick, and say the words.

***

Everyone turned to watch when Maryellen turned the corner. Nick was standing at the altar. He waved at her, looking dapper in his suit. If only he wasn’t a terrible person who Maryellen wished she could erase from her life.

Maryellen kept her head bowed as she walked toward the altar, feeling her heart race in her chest. It was all too real. The music. The church. Everyone watching her as she moved her feet toward the position that would commit her to a man she didn’t love.

Nick held out his hand as Maryellen took her final steps. She accepted and let out a breath as she stood in front of him, tuning out everyone in the church. She was watching Nick, excited to see how he’d react.

“We’re gathered here today to celebrate and make official the love of Ms. Maryellen Gardner and—. What the—”

I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.

Nick. Nick Hall.

I’m Veronica.

Nick’s eyes widened when he realized what the audio playing over the church’s speaker was.

“You didn’t,” he said while looking at Maryellen with fury in his eyes.

“You left me no choice.” Maryellen glanced over her shoulder. “Stephanie.”

Stephanie nodded and pulled out a remote. When she clicked a button, a large screen dropped from the ceiling right above the altar, stealing the attention of everyone in the room.

“Turn this off right now,” Nick hollered.

Everyone jumped when he screamed. He yelled again, but his deep voice didn’t have the same effect the second time.

“Never,” hissed Maryellen.

John who?

John Montoya.

Not anymore, bitches. My name is Veronica. Don’t forget it!

Now Sarah stood. She ran to the altar and reached to grab the remote from Stephanie’s hand, but she didn’t let her. She cursed and turned her attention to Maryellen, pointing a finger in her face.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“It’s just getting to the best part.”

People gasped when the next frame showed Veronica with Nick’s dick in her hand.

Your dick is so big, Nick.

Fuck yeah, it is. You want my big dick in your mouth?

Only if you scream my name and beg.

Suck my dick, Veronica. Put my fat dick in your mouth. Please!

Veronica did as Nick asked in the video, and then it cut to a shot of Veronica in her short skirt with her dick hanging out. The video changed to slow motion while Veronica’s dick wagged from side to side. People in the church cursed and gasped. Some people got up from their seats and left, hatred burning in their eyes.

“Wait,” John hollered. He’d set up cameras before the wedding and planned on using them. His art needed it. “This show isn’t over yet.”

People stopped rushing out the door as Stephanie stepped forward. She grabbed beneath her chin and pulled, removing the disguise she’d been wearing to reveal her feminine self.

“It’s Veronica, bitches.”

An explosion of whispers filled the church, but Veronica’s voice was commanding. She hollered.

“Shush, everyone. You might not like me because I’m everything you’ll never have the courage to be, but Maryellen loves me. Not Nick.”

Maryellen rushed to Veronica and threw herself into her arms. Veronica let her natural voice come out, showing everyone that she was still John beneath it all.

“Nick is nothing but a cheater, and Maryellen deserves better. She deserves me, which is why I became Veronica to help her. I’d do anything for her. Anything. Can you say the same, Nick?”

Everyone turned their attention to Nick, waiting for his response. He said nothing. He growled at them and left the stage. Sarah hadn’t moved. She looked like she saw death lying at her feet.

Maryellen said nothing to her mother. Sarah dropped her head and rushed to sneak out of the back entrance without saying goodbye.

Her mother would need several days or weeks or months even to speak to her, which Maryellen understood, but she only hoped her mother could understand why she went to such extremes to protect her freedom.

Maryellen stepped forward into John’s arms. Veronica’s arms. They kissed as everyone filed out of the door. Maryellen didn’t care which version she got because they both made her feel like she’d found her soulmate.

“Thank you for risking it all to be with me,” Maryellen said.

“I’d do it a million times over.”
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Veronica was feeling girly, so she kept up her feminine voice as she and Maryellen drove to the countryside. They’d booked a place in the middle of nowhere on Veronica’s credit card before the wedding.

“That was so crazy. I can’t believe we put my wagging dick in slow motion,” said Veronica.

“It was fucking hot. You should have seen some of those guys. They wanted you bad.”

Veronica blushed. They were almost to the luxe cabin. She couldn’t wait to turn off her phone and forget about the world, especially after the stunt they’d pulled at the church.

“We’re almost at the cabin.”

“Perfect. I have a surprise,” said Maryellen. “Something to thank you for everything you’ve done since I got that crazy idea.”

“I’m glad you did. If you’d married Nick, I would be hurting a lot more than I am now.”

“Me too,” said Maryellen. She reached over and grabbed Veronica’s hand. She pulled it to her lips and kissed it.

“What’s the surprise?”

“You’ll see.”

They arrived at the cabin and checked in, which was a little confusing for the older guy who was working, but he came around after Veronica winked at him and told him he was rather handsome for an older guy.

“Here are your keys, ladies. Keep following the road you took in here, and you should find the cabin no problem.” The man spoke with a face full of blush.

“Thanks,” Veronica purred.

Maryellen hooked her arm with Veronica’s and barely made it through the door before she laughed. The laughter kept coming and wouldn’t stop.

“Did you see him? You’re so powerful as Veronica. The men love you.”

“I don’t know what it is,” said Veronica. “It’s like I become a different person when I look in the mirror and see Veronica.”

“Good thing I love both faces.”

They found the cabin and took all their bags inside. It had high ceilings, expensive finishes, and plenty of wood by the fireplace with a number to call if they wanted someone to start a fire.

“Would you like a drink?” asked Maryellen.

“Sure,” said Veronica. “What are you mixing?”

“The fridge is stocked with everything. Want a sidecar like Phillip made you?”

Veronica blushed, remembering her handsome bartender and how much she’d wanted his dick. She had almost forgotten all about him.

“You have everything to make one?”

Maryellen checked the recipe on her phone. “Yep,” she said. Veronica said the drink was fine and stood to go to the kitchen with Maryellen. She waited until Maryellen had the drink shaken and poured before stepping forward to grab her side.

“Cheers,” Maryellen said as she stood inches away from Veronica. She could feel Veronica’s hardened extension against her leg.

“Cheers.” Veronica clinked her glass with Maryellen’s. She tasted it and gushed about how much better it tasted than the one Phillip had made her. She was still holding Maryellen’s side, thrilled all over again that they’d ruined the wedding.

“We don’t have to run anymore,” said Veronica.

“Nope.” Maryellen shook her head. “It’s just you and me. Forever and ever.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah. Wanna see your surprise?”

Veronica nodded. Maryellen grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the bedroom. They took their cocktails. The bedroom had a speaker by the bed, so Maryellen connected her phone to play music before grabbing her bag with the surprise. She took a sip from her cocktail and held the bag.

“You ready?”

“I don’t know,” Veronica said with wide eyes as she stared at the opaque bag. “Should I be afraid?”

“I want you to know that you should never be afraid to ask for what you want. Feel free to say no, but I was thinking we could try something new.”

“Something new?”

“Make you really feel like a girl,” Maryellen said, and pulled out a strap-on dick. She giggled as she held the big cock in the air. “Just so you know, I can always have a dick and fuck you.”

Veronica’s dick twitched and throbbed in her panties. Her eyes widened. It was everything she’d wanted but didn’t know how to request.

“You want to fuck me?”

“If that’s what you want, I’m willing.”

Veronica looked at the big dick in Maryellen’s hand. She knew she couldn’t deny her urges. She thought she’d have to sleep with a man to have a dick. How had it never occurred to her that Maryellen could wear one?

“Please, I want you to fuck me. Oh, Maryellen, you’re the best girlfriend a girl could ever have.”

Maryellen grinned and threw her arms around Veronica’s neck, half sitting on her lap as they kissed.

“Will you help me put it on?”

“Yes,” Veronica said in a breath against Maryellen’s neck. She stripped Maryellen naked. Maryellen did the same to Veronica, leaving only her stuffed bra. She’d shaved all the hair around her dick before the wedding, which only made it look bigger.

“Fuck, I love your dick,” Maryellen said as she wrapped her hand around Veronica’s hardness.

“You fuck me, and then I’ll fuck you.” Veronica reached down and rubbed Maryellen’s wet, dripping pussy.

“Yeah.” Maryellen spoke through a moan, nearly forgetting where she was as Veronica rubbed her pussy and slipped a finger into her aching hole. A finger wasn’t enough. She needed so much more, but first she was going to fuck Veronica’s little ass to show her what it was really like to be a woman.

“Put on my strap.”

Veronica rushed to grab it. Maryellen stepped off the bed, and Veronica wrapped the strap around Maryellen’s waist. She hooked it in place, amazed at how it hung off Maryellen’s body.

“You look so beautiful with a cock,” said Veronica.

“Why don’t you suck it?”

“Fuck.” Veronica dropped to her knees. She grabbed the base of Maryellen’s cock and looked at her woman through hooded eyes. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around Maryellen’s cock. It stuffed her mouth, giving her everything she wanted. Maryellen’s dick tasted a million times better than Nick’s.

“That’s enough,” Maryellen said. “Get to the bed, so I can fuck you.”

Veronica moaned and got to her hands and knees on the bed. Maryellen grabbed a bottle of lube she had packed in her bag. She lathered her dick and climbed on the bed behind Veronica, feeling more dominant than she ever had with this enormous cock hanging off her crotch.

“You want my dick?” Maryellen asked and slapped Veronica’s ass.

“Yeah, give me that big dick. I need it.”

Maryellen added more lube to her dick and put some on Veronica’s tight, untouched hole. She moved forward and pressed the tip of her dick against Maryellen’s ass. Veronica hollered when Maryellen pushed into her, but she took Maryellen’s dick like a good girl.

“Fuck,” Maryellen groaned as she sunk deeper into Veronica’s hole. It was so hot watching it stretch over her cock. Maryellen stopped when she was halfway in, gently thrusting her hips to loosen Veronica’s tight walls.

Veronica couldn’t form any words if she tried. Maryellen’s cock felt too amazing in her ass. She gripped the sheets beneath her and took deep breaths to steady herself as Maryellen fucked her, slowly getting rougher with her hole as she loosened up.

“Take my fucking dick,” Maryellen hollered in a joyous voice, smacking Veronica’s ass between thrusts. She held Veronica’s hips and fucked her harder now that she’d loosened up. Veronica couldn’t do anything except moan and take it. Her hard girl dick swung between her parted thighs.

“I won’t last long,” Veronica said.

Maryellen needed Veronica’s dick before she came and got all soft, so she pulled out of Veronica and turned her over. She undid the strap and tossed it to the floor. Maryellen pushed Veronica to her back and climbed on her dick.

Veronica moaned and thrashed when Maryellen sunk onto her cock. Maryellen held Veronica’s arms above her head as she lifted and dropped her hips, using Veronica’s dick as she pleased. They were both so close that it wasn’t long before they were screaming. Hollering through their intense pleasure.

They stared at each other as they came. It might have been the best sex they’d ever had, but they were only getting started. Now that Maryellen didn’t have to marry Nick, they were free to live their lives how they wanted.
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One Year Later

John was wearing heels and a skirt. No wig or makeup. Veronica only came out sometimes, but he wore women’s clothing around the house all the time. Maryellen was also at home, wearing a skirt with a special surprise beneath it, wagging with each step she took.

Maryellen went up behind John, wrapping her arms around him. Her dick pressed into his bum.

“Hey,” he said.

“I have to leave soon. Have a meeting with some people from town.”

“Got a new case?”

“Yeah, I’m going to help a local farmer and his family sue for what they deserve. Only going to take money if I win. I’d rather work on commissions and live out here than be in the city working to defend those corporations hurting these people.”

“They’re going to make you mayor if you keep it up.”

Maryellen blushed. She didn’t share her mother’s political ambitions. Sarah finally called Maryellen for the first time since the wedding after she won the primary for the senate. They had a tense relationship, but it was getting better now that her mother was basically guaranteed to win in the general election.

“I came over here to ask if you wanted to have a little fun before I leave.”

John reached behind and grabbed Maryellen’s cock, feeling his dick twitch. “Only if you have time.”

“For you, always.”

Maryellen grinned and grabbed John’s hand, pulling him toward the bedroom, where they had been before and would be again many, many times.
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