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FLUID

10 BOOK BUNDLE

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title in this section links to the story within the bundle*


SPARKS FLY

Jaime Mendoza doesn't expect anything from his older brother's party but to clean up the mess in the morning. Luis Mendoza, Jaime's older brother, can't clean to save his life.


Paul Devine changes Jaime's expectations when he walks into Jaime's life. Paul is Luis Mendoza's best friend and hungry for Jaime's feminized body.


He just doesn't know it yet...


BY HAND

Dustin and Marcus opened a restaurant together, accomplishing their long-held dreams.


However, these young men are ambitious and want more. Marcus has an idea to secure a loan with an all-female investment group, but it involves Dustin becoming a woman.


Dustin already has the slender frame, but will he do what it takes and transform his body?


BOY GIRLFRIEND

Henry has a second name. Jeanette. Henry is both man and woman, changing his colors to fit any situation like a chameleon.


Otis has been the only person to truly understand Henry’s womanly side. Otis is the only one to have loved both Henry and Jeanette fully, but he broke Henry’s heart years ago.


The universe brings these two souls back together after much time has passed. Otis wants a second chance, but Henry must be willing to open his heart if he’s going to be Otis’s boy girlfriend again.


INFLUENCED

Steven Watkins is forty-two, single, and works as a street cleaner. He has a secret stash of women’s clothing in the back of his closet that he loves to break out when he’s feeling a little bored. He would give anything to live as a woman for a day.


Steven comes across a liquid that promises to make his wildest dreams come true. He’s skeptical because he doesn’t believe in magic. Not until he wakes up as a younger woman.


The magic might not last forever, though, so Steven plans to make the most of his good fortunes. 


THE GOVERNOR’S DOLL

Andrew Martens is a political enthusiast, and when the governor of his state walks into his place of work, they have a conversation that sparks her interest in the young man. 


Nadine Edwards, the female Governor of Illinois, invites Andrew to work for her at the capitol building in Alsen, Illinois after he impresses her. 


However, the governor is interested in more than Andrew’s smarts. Nadine has hidden desires that Andrew drags out from the shadows. How will Andrew react when Nadine encourages him to explore his feminine side?


ROOMMATES ON A MISSION

Grace and Jane are roommates who love feminizing men, but the men never stick around. It's a fantasy for the guys. A one-time thing.


Jane grows restless and desires love. Grace wants to keep trying. It's woman versus woman, but they don't wish to fight.


Then, a man falls into their lives. He's sweet, handsome, and just might be who the ladies were searching for. Too good to be true? Grace and Jane sure think so.


HOME ALONE

Avis is best friends with Brandy. They are college students and have been friends since freshman year. Brandy calls Avis because she forgot a credit card after he takes her to the airport. Brandy asks Avis to run to her house to take a picture of the card.


Brandy still lives with her father, Donnie. After sending Brandy the picture, Avis is leaving her house when Donnie arrives.


What will happen when Donnie asks Avis to stay for a drink? How will Avis react when Donnie reveals he has pills that can transform them from men to women?


FORGIVE AND FORGET

Eric Kuhlman and Betty West have a history. They share mutual friends but hate each other with a passion. Things change when they are set up on a blind date.


They make a bet: fool their friends into thinking they're dating for peace from constant pestering. The first one to crack will have to pay a price.


How will Betty react when she discovers Eric has a passion for lingerie? What will become of the bet?


WITHOUT BOUNDARIES

Ronald Jones loves to dress as a girl but lives life as a boy. Ronald doesn’t dress as ‘Ronnie’ every day, but it’s always exciting when he does. He never got the chance to show the boy who broke his heart ‘Ronnie’.


Andrew Wright broke Ronald’s heart and hurt his feelings when he fired him from an internship in front of the entire office. Andrew was Ronald's boss, but that hadn't stopped them from finding comfort in one another.


Three years after the terrible incident, Ronald needs a recommendation letter from Andrew, but Andrew won't send it. Ronald worked hard during that internship. It isn’t his fault Andrew can’t accept his bisexual nature. 


Ronald is determined to get his letter of recommendation and will do whatever it takes, even if that means bringing Ronnie out to play.


JOB HUNTING

Larry gets some unexpected help from his new friend Bev when he loses his job because the restaurant where he tends bar is closing.


They don't expect to like each other as much as they do. Larry and Bev have an instant connection.


How will Larry react when he learns that Bev is a dominant woman? Will he play by her rules? Will Larry discover hidden submissive desires? Or will he run for the hills?


SPARKS FLY

CLOVER COX
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To my readers, always.


CHAPTER ONE

Luis, Jaime Mendoza’s older brother, was having his annual bro party tonight. This year was Luis’ turn to host, and Jaime was cleaning the house for his brother. He had a list of booze to buy, and his brother left money for shopping.

Luis was twenty-six and Jaime twenty-two, but they lived in their family home because their parents had moved to Florida to enjoy retirement. The brothers didn’t mind the free rent and minimal bills. Jaime had just graduated and was waiting to find the perfect job in Foss. They both had studied engineering. Jaime studied material engineering, and Luis studied mechanical engineering.

Jaime’s brother worked as an engineer at one of the local factories, making way more money than he needed to live. It showed in his brand-new luxury car that Luis bought with cash. The vacations he took to the Caribbean whenever the plant would allow.

Jaime wiped a rag over the glass, thinking about his future fashion line. He wanted to make new synthetic fabrics and design with them. He hoped to start his own business but hadn’t found an investor to seed his ideas. Jaime would iron out the details once he discovered a new material to work with. Until then, he would continue looking for a desk job and designing clothes in his free time. He still had enough in savings to wait a few more months before settling on a job.

After Jaime finished cleaning the house, he went to the store and bought the alcohol his brother had requested. Luis hadn’t hosted the party in a few years, and Jaime hated the last one. They trashed the house and left the mess for Jaime to clean. He wasn’t able to drink at the last party either but would tonight.

Jaime lined the bottles along the counter in the kitchen. He stuffed the two bags of ice into the freezer. Jaime retreated to his bedroom, where a secret world hid. His brother thought Jaime only designed dresses and didn’t wear them, but Jaime loved to try on his creations when nobody was home.

He kept his body slim with a minimal amount of muscle to fit into his creations. Jaime had the figure of a long-distance runner from running miles every morning. When his brother left for work, Jaime would often shower and change into his latest design before sitting and sewing the next. He loved blending synthetic and natural fabrics. Jaime never used real animals but had many faux fur and leather pieces.

Jaime unhooked a white dress from his rack. It was his last summer creation because the weather was about to change to fall. Jaime held up the white dress to his body, wishing he could wear it around the house when his brother was home. Luis would never understand his desires to look like a fabulous woman. He had been playing with makeup too, trying to find the perfect shade of foundation. He found that blending two did the best after weeks of trial and error.

Pulling the white dress over his body, Jaime admired himself in the mirror. He always shaved under his legs and under his armpits, claiming that plenty of straight men did the same if he got any trouble. Jaime had never been with a man nor a woman before. He didn’t know what he liked. Part of him loved women: their beauty, their charm, their wit. The other half wanted a big strong man to hold Jaime’s feminized body in his arms. Maybe he was bisexual. He didn’t think he would pass up the opportunity to be with a woman, but Jaime wasn’t the alpha male type. He didn’t have the big muscles and dominant personality.

Jaime loosened his man bun and let his hair fall to his shoulders. His hair was brown and straight. It shined from all the extra conditioner that Jaime used. Opening his compact, Jaime blended the foundations over his skin. He loved the way the makeup cleared up his blemishes. It hid the problems.

Standing in the mirror, Jaime twirled in place. He loved these small moments of freedom when he could let go and not care what others thought of him. Live as the woman he always wanted to become. If Jaime hadn’t known that it was him in the mirror, he could be fooled. Jaime transformed well. His Adam’s apple wasn’t very large. A few layers of makeup could hide the ridges and bump.

Jaime stared at himself a moment longer before getting out fabric to work for a few hours before his brother arrived home.

♦

Paul Devine had his hands on the steering wheel as he drove from Chicago to Foss. He hadn’t been to his hometown in ages but couldn’t wait to see his friends. He was the only one from the group who had left Foss for the big city. Luis had planned to move with him until his parents left him the house and moved to Florida.

Paul would spend two nights at Luis’ house but already missed Chicago as he drove past cornfield after cornfield. They were harvesting, and the stalks were bent and depressing. They hadn’t burned the fields yet, but it wouldn’t take long until they did. Paul didn’t miss his life in Foss, only his friends. His parents had moved to Florida and lived in the same community as Luis’ parents.

Mitch and Zach were the two other guys in the group, but their families still lived in Foss. Zach was the only one of the four to get married and have a kid, but his wife still let him attend the party. Paul couldn’t wait to see his friends and get back to the city.

After driving for what felt like twenty years, Paul arrived at Luis’ house. He knocked on the door. It took a while for someone to answer. It was Jaime, Luis’ younger brother. He wore rolled-up shorts and a tank top. It looked like Jaime had a light layer of makeup too. He looked older than before but feminine with his hair parted over his ears and touching his shoulders with zero facial hair.

“Jaime, how are you? Is Luis home?”

“Should be back any minute. Surprised you’re here so early,” Jaime said. Paul stepped inside. He had a small suitcase. Jaime took it from Paul and switched as he walked down the hallway. From the back, Paul wasn’t sure if he was looking at a man or a woman. Jaime’s ass looked plump in those small shorts. Paul wouldn’t mind getting under Jaime and spreading those cheeks. Paul shook his head and forced those thoughts from his mind. Jaime was a man, and Paul was straight. He was an alpha. Women pawed over him in Chicago, where he had his choices. “You can sleep in here,” Jaime said.

Jaime was standing in the doorway, and Paul had to squeeze past him. “Excuse me,” he said. Jaime excused himself and went back to the living room. Paul sat on the bed a moment gathering his thoughts. Jaime is a man. Jaime is a man. You like women, Paul.

When Paul entered the living room, Jaime had pulled his hair up. He looked a little more like a man, but Paul still found himself attracted to Jaime’s slender figure. “How is everything in your world, Jaime?” Paul asked. He had spent many hours in the Mendoza household and helped himself to a glass of water.

“I just graduated. Did some traveling over summer. Looking for a job in Foss.”

“You don’t want to move to Chicago? What did you study?”

“Material engineering,” Jaime said.

“You could make more in Chicago,” he said.

“I want to start a business. Maybe I’ll open an office in Chicago one day.”

Paul was going to ask more, but Luis walked in the door and stole his attention. Jaime smirked and disappeared to his bedroom. Paul loved seeing his friend, but part of him just wanted to hear more about Jaime. They had spent so much time in close proximity without getting to know one another. Paul regretted that now that he was back at the Mendoza household, wondering why Jaime attracted him so much.

♦

Jaime stood in the kitchen while Luis and his friends played video games in the living room. He scrolled through his phone, bored and ready for the next day. He was hiding from the group, not wanting to interact with drunken bros. They used to tease Jaime day and night about his feminine demeanor, accusing him of being gay. But what Jaime felt was more complicated than gay or straight. Jaime loved women more than Luis or his friends could comprehend, but that didn’t mean he wanted to ‘bury his bone’ or ‘tear a pussy up’, as they used to say. Zach was the worst until he settled down and had a child. Mitch followed the others, taunting when they would taunt. Luis was Jaime’s older brother and had a personal vendetta against him for stealing the attention. Paul was always quieter than the others.

Zach entered the kitchen. “Another beer?”

Jaime opened the fridge and tossed the beer to Zach. He returned to the living room, hollering. Jaime pictured him at home taking care of his baby. He probably never had fun beyond the bro night once a year, and his wife would never let him host it. Jaime wondered how long until all four of them ended up like Zach. Their annual night of adolescent fun would end.

Luis came in the kitchen next. He slurred his words. “Baby brother, what are you doing in here? Come out and have fun with us.”

“I’m okay. Thanks, though,” Jaime said. He slapped Luis’ chest. “Can I mix you a drink?”

“Whiskey and cola. You know what I like,” Luis said.

The morning couldn’t arrive fast enough. Jaime dumped out Luis’ old cup and filled it with fresh ice and mixed his brother an extra-strong drink. Luis sipped it and winced.

“Pour the entire bottle in here? Give me that can,” Luis said, pointing. Jaime passed his brother the soda, and Luis disappeared.

Jaime couldn’t live with his brother forever. They would have to figure something out. Luis needed to find a wife, so Jamie could move out and get an apartment downtown. The center of Foss wasn’t huge, but they had charming buildings. There were a few fancy restaurants and bars. Jaime could make a life in Foss. He didn’t need to run away to the big city like most people did from town. Luis had one foot out of Foss before mom and dad gave him the house.

Paul appeared in the kitchen, and the look in his eyes twisted something within Jaime. He gripped the counter, trying not to feel what he felt because the emotions were too complicated to sort out. Too real to decipher. “Want a drink?” Jaime asked.

“Sure, know how to make anything good?” Paul asked.

Jaime exhaled, trying not to lose himself, but Paul looked good standing there in the kitchen. He wore a t-shirt. His muscles bulged out from the sleeves. His chest wide beneath the fabric. He must have lifted weights daily to keep that body. Jaime didn’t fantasize about sex often but could spend a few nights wrapped in those arms. “I know how to make a lemon martini.”

“Sounds perfect,” Paul said. He stared at Jaime from across the counter like he was hungry for Jaime’s body.

Jaime shifted and mixed Paul’s cocktail, avoiding his eyes. The sound of ice shaking echoed in the room. Jaime poured the drink into Paul’s glass, averting his eyes. Staring at the counter. He pushed the drink to Paul.

“Why don’t you come out to the living room with us? Stop hanging around in here. We’re all adults now,” Paul said.

Jaime didn’t want to crash his brother’s party. Nor did he want to sit close to Paul when he was feeling such strange desires. Jaime had never looked at Paul with lustful eyes, but tonight was different. How Paul’s muscles flexed when he lifted the drink to his mouth had Jaime wanting to do nasty things to him. Paul was his brother’s best friend, and Jaime didn’t consider himself gay. Paul wasn’t. Everyone knew him as a ladies man. “I shouldn’t,” Jaime said. “But thank you for the offer. I enjoy reading the news and listening to you all have stupid conversations.”

“They are rather dumb, aren’t they?” Paul asked. He stared at Jaime over the rim of his cup as he drank.

“You guys act like kids when you’re together.”

Paul walked closer to Jaime. Jaime stepped backward. He could smell Paul’s cologne. He wasn’t wearing any earlier, and there weren’t any girls around. Jaime weakened in the knees, wanting to unbutton Paul’s pants and see what he was hiding under that thick bulge. Paul’s breath smelled of alcohol, but his eyes looked intent. He wasn’t blacked out or anything. “Why are you running from me, Jaime?”

“Am I running?” he asked. Jaime wanted to sprint to the other side of the house and lock his bedroom door. Luis had put locks on all the doors once their parents moved out. They customized the place to how they wanted. “Why are you stepping closer?”

Paul reached out. He pulled a piece of thread from Jaime’s shirt. “You had this on you.”

Jaime held the thread from his sewing project earlier in the day. “Right, you better get back to the living room before everyone wonders where you are.”

Paul narrowed his eyes, looking over his shoulder toward the living room. Jaime held his breath, hoping for the moment to end. “Right,” Paul said.

He left, and Jaime exhaled. Running to his bathroom, Jaime unbuttoned his pants and released a load into the toilet. That moment with Paul had made him hornier than he’d ever been before. He almost came in his pants and barely made it. Jaime returned to his bedroom and hid away with a book the rest of the night, too afraid to see Paul again.


CHAPTER TWO

Paul awoke the next morning from the bright sun flooding into his east-facing window, tossing around in the bed. He didn’t want to get up but had forgotten to close the drapes before passing out. After Jaime had gone to bed, Paul drank to ignore the emerging desires. He couldn’t like a man. Paul was known for impressing the ladies and taking them out for a good night. He wasn’t available to love a man, even if he looked so much like a sexy woman from behind. Paul couldn’t get Jaime out of his mind. He had been awake for less than a minute, and Jaime consumed his thoughts.

Getting out of bed, Paul went to the living room. Zach and Mitch had already left, and Jaime was cleaning the living room. He was wearing a pair of running shorts with lingerie underneath? Paul couldn’t tell for sure but was almost positive that Jaime had on a pair of pink, cotton panties. Paul tried to look away but couldn’t. Jaime hadn’t noticed his presence.

Paul cleared his throat to stop his dick from growing any harder. Jaime popped up from picking up the stack of video games, “I didn’t see you there.”

“Did you go running this morning?” Paul asked. He couldn’t think of anything else to stay. He knew he was staring but didn’t care. There was nobody else there to witness him lusting over a man. Luis was snoring in the distance.

“Yeah, I run every morning. When I left, Zach and Mitch were still here but gone when I got back.”

“That’s how your body stays so nice,” Paul said. He didn’t care about Zach and Mitch. They were all supposed to meet at the bar that night, but Paul was already thinking how he could get out of it and spend more time hanging around the house with Jaime.

“Excuse me?” Jaime said. He placed the video games in their spot and moved the controllers. Paul imagined he spent a lot of time cleaning up after Luis. Paul wouldn’t mind Jaime wearing those skimpy shorts and tidying up his house.

“Nothing,” Paul said. He needed to calm himself before he picked up Jaime and carried him to the bedroom. When Jaime was bent over, he could see the split of his ass through the pink panties. He noticed Jaime trying hard not to stare at his hard dick. Paul felt it pressing against his jeans and did nothing to hide it. “Why don’t you come to the bar with us tonight?”

“Paul, what’s up with you?” Jaime asked, blushing.

“Take down your hair.”

“Why would I do that?”

“I like it down,” Paul said.

Jaime leaned in close, “are you gay, Paul?”

Paul shook his head with heavy eyes. Neither noticed that Luis had stopped snoring. He stepped into the living room. “Morning, what are you two doing?”

Jaime and Paul split apart like glass crashing against the floor. Paul felt unclean, reckless. He needed fresh air and darted outside without replying to Luis, leaving the sliding door open behind him. Jaime said a few words to Luis and went back to cleaning.

Luis stepped on the porch, “everything okay, bro?”

“Yeah, just weird being back in town. Waking up at the Mendoza house.”

“I know, right? Zach and Mitch can’t wait for the bar tonight. They texted me when they left.”

“Can’t wait,” Paul said.

“Let’s make breakfast. Bacon and eggs?”

“Sure.”

Luis went inside and started the breakfast. Jaime had cleaned the living room and disappeared to his bedroom. Paul and Luis ate breakfast and talked about old times. Jaime didn’t come out all day, which Luis didn’t seem to notice.

♦

Jaime sat on the edge of his bed staring at himself in the mirror. He hadn’t left his room all day out of fear of running into Paul. Jaime felt something he never had before when he was in the same room as Paul. The sexual desires were too much to handle, and Jaime preferred to suppress them. To distract himself, Jaime read a book. It could hardly keep his attention with Paul’s voice carrying from the other room. Paul and Luis played video games all day. Jaime teased his hair, pretending to be a girl. If he were Luis’ younger sister, they would be in a different place. Jaime would become another one of Paul’s conquests. A taste for the night. Jaime didn’t want his first time to end up as a one-night stand. He would find a person, man or woman, who wanted him for Jaime. Not his shiny hair and cute ass.

When the afternoon turned to evening, Jaime heard Zach and Mitch arrive. They played the game in the living room while Jaime tried to ignore them. Their voices were loud and arrogant. Someone knocked on Jaime’s door.

“Just a second,” Jaime said and pulled his hair into a bun, wearing short gym shorts and a spaghetti strap. Jaime figured his brother stood on the other side. He was surprised to see Paul when he opened the door.

“Can I come in?”

“Why?” Jaime asked.

“I’m bored playing video games and talking to them. You never said yes to going to the bar,” Paul said. He pushed into the room, and Jaime wouldn’t fight him because his muscles were sexy and hard to resist. Paul pulled out his chair. Luis, Zach, and Mitch were loud in the living room and didn’t seem to miss Paul. Jaime had been thinking about him all day, hiding away in his bedroom.

Jaime returned to his bed. He watched Paul from across the room like a hunted animal in the wild. “Aren’t you excited for your bro weekend?”

Paul shrugged and looked around the room. Jaime hadn’t cleaned up his dresses and sewing from earlier. “Are you designing clothes?”

“It’s my true passion, but I’ll have to take a pencil-pushing job soon.”

“Never give up on your dreams,” Paul said.

“Have you?”

Paul smirked and sat with his elbows on his knees. “I’m not sure that I ever had creative dreams beyond making money, and I’m doing that now. Maybe I could invest in your fashion line. I don’t invest in things like clothing, but you’re special.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jaime said. He had to get Paul out the room before his dick exploded from his body. It throbbed in his pink panties. Precum leaked from his tip, and they hadn’t even touched. Jaime was getting his hopes up, even though he wanted more than a one-night stand.

“Take down your hair,” Paul said.

Jaime lifted his arms and exposed his hairless pits. Slowly, Jaime pulled the band out and shook his hair out, letting it fall over his ears.

Paul glanced toward Jaime’s closest. The guys were still going at it in the living room. Paul had complained of stomach cramps and ‘went’ to the bathroom. “Do you wear those dresses?”

Jaime’s heart skipped. There was a strange look in Paul’s eye. “Sometimes,” Jaime said. He couldn’t help but blush. He never told people about his dresses. Jaime did drag but kept it a secret. He was a feminine man and nothing more.

“Put one on,” Paul said. “I want to see you.”

“You can see me now,” Jaime said.

Paul flared his nose and exhaled. “Don’t,” he said. Jaime ignored how his hand touched his dick through his jeans. Pushing his own extension to the side, Jaime stood. He crossed the room and picked out his favorite yellow dress. Jaime had designed it for a drag show in the summer he did in the Chicago suburbs after getting back from his travels.

Paul didn’t move his gaze as Jaime removed his tank top and lowered his shorts to the ground. Jaime was embarrassed standing there in his pink panties, but Paul didn’t look phased. Jaime stood with his back to Paul, sliding the dress over his body.

“Twirl,” Paul said once Jaime buttoned the dress.

Jaime did as Paul said, feeling like a free woman. He added padding to his chest to make it look authentic. Jaime turned back to Paul and smiled. “How do I look?”

Paul stood and crossed the room. “Amazing,” he said. Paul pushed a little of Jaime’s hair behind his ear and kissed him. Everything disappeared around Jaime as Paul’s tongue tangled with his. “Do you want to be a woman?” Paul asked.

“I’m not sure,” Jaime said. “It’s a conflict in my mind.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, Jaime,” Paul said. He kissed Jaime again. “You could keep your name too.”

“I’ve thought about it,” Jaime admitted.

The guys grew quiet in the living room and started asking about Paul. He cursed under his breath. “This isn’t over,” Paul said. He kissed Jaime once more deeply before slipping out the door.

The guys were loud when Paul returned to the living room. He left Jaime staring at himself in the mirror. Herself? He wasn’t sure whether he wanted to become a woman but would wear a dress whenever Paul wanted. Jaime touched himself as the guys got ready to leave for the bar. Every time Paul’s voice carried above the others, Jaime got weak. He edged himself, waiting until they left to cum all over his pink panties.


CHAPTER THREE

Paul didn’t drink much at the bar because he could only think of Jaime in his dress. Her dress? She had looked so much like a woman, Paul wasn’t sure. Paul preferred to think about Jaime as a woman. She had the features: nice ass, thin arms, and pretty hair. She smelled of flowers and spring, even though fall had already begun.

Sitting in the guest room, Paul waited until he heard Luis snoring. Zach and Mitch went home and wouldn’t ruin Paul’s plans. He hoped Jaime was ready for him because Paul had to taste her before he left for Chicago in the morning. Paul opened the door, wincing when the door creaked. He exhaled as it came to a complete open. Standing in the hall, Paul wondered what he was doing sneaking into his best friend’s younger brother’s room. It wasn’t right.

Paul retreated and went back to the guest room, leaving the door open to not make further noise. He stared out the window, admiring the moonlight spread across the lawn. Stars dotted the sky in a way that never happened in Chicago. Paul missed that about Foss. The simplicity. If he went back in the morning without waking up Jaime, Paul would regret it. He had thought about her in a dress all night. The pink panties.

Returning to his mission, Paul crept down the hallway to the bathroom. Paul used the bathroom and flushed the toilet. He retrieved two wash clothes from under the sink and ran hot water. He had planned out how he would take Jaime since the moment he left her for the bar. Women had talked to him, but Paul tuned out. They didn’t matter when he had the most beautiful woman waiting for him at home. Paul folded the wet towels and stepped back into the hallway, tiptoeing over to Jaime’s room.

He pinched his muscular arm before turning Jaime’s doorknob. Jaime stirred when he stepped into the room. Paul stood in the corner by the window. Moonlight reflected off his skin as he stared at Jaime’s sleeping body, unsure whether to wake his sleeping beauty or leave her alone. He had never acted so irrationally, but Jaime drove him to madness. How she spun in a dress, turning Paul’s switch. Making him weak for her.

Jaime rolled over and faced Paul. Her eyes remained closed. Paul gripped the window frame, moving between leaving for Chicago now or taking what he wanted. Jaime’s eyes fluttered open. Her hazel irises shimmered in the darkness. Jaime didn’t look startled by Paul’s presence. Her eyes came to, appearing more coherent. “What are you doing here, Paul?”

Paul stepped across the room. “I was thinking about you all night,” he said, touching her with his lips. He kneeled at the side of the bed, the rags by his side. “I need you, baby. Be my girl,” Paul said, knowing what Jaime really wanted. Providing what they both needed.

Jaime turned over. Paul lifted the blanket and positioned Jaime onto all fours. She moaned, and Paul covered her mouth and pushed her head into the bed. She was wearing a t-shirt and green panties. Her pink ones were gone, but Paul liked the new pair with lace, pulling them over her ass and revealing her hairless split. Her tight hole squeezed. A ring of perfection. Paul had never seen something so mesmerizing. He so badly wanted to smack Jaime’s tight little ass but feared waking up Luis. His best friend wouldn’t like this scene, but he slept like an infant in the other room.

Paul spread Jaime’s cheeks and ran his tongue up and down her begging hole. She moaned, and Paul pushed her head further into the bed, covering her with the blanket. He went to work between fingering her tight ass and licking it. Starting with one finger, Paul increased until he had three. Jaime’s cute feminine dick bounced between her sexy legs. Moonlight was all Paul needed to see Jaime’s entrance. Her love cave. Her hole was covered in his spit after he managed the fourth finger.

Jaime gripped the sheet, and cum leaked from her feminine cock. Paul touched himself with his free hand, desperate to fill her tight ass. He wanted to shove his raw dick deep inside her and claim his woman but resisted. Just barely. After Jaime came all over her green panties, her ass tightened, and Paul pulled out of it. She yawned, looking slutty and hot.

Paul stole her green panties and stuffed them into his pocket as Jaime drifted to sleep, and Paul tucked her in under the covers. He loved how peaceful she looked. His dick was begging to cum in one of her holes, but they would get the chance. Good things came to those who waited. Paul wrote a note in the moonlight, using paper from Jaime’s desk. He placed it on her nightstand and went back to his room, where he smelled Jaime’s panties as he came into his dirty t-shirt. He felt like a teenager cumming into his shirt, but there wasn’t any way around it. Paul had to release.

He had left before anyone awoke in the morning, desperate to get back to work and clear his mind.

♦

Jaime woke up, wondering whether what happened last night was a dream or reality. It took Jaime a few seconds to notice his green panties were missing, and he wore nothing. There was a note on his nightstand. Jaime picked it up and read it. Paul had written an address and a time with his signature. Jaime clutched the paper and reveled because their night was real. Paul had fingered him and ate out his love cave. Jaime touched his hole, which didn’t feel looser than normal, but it had happened.

Turning over the paper, there was another note. Paul wrote for Jaime to come dressed as a woman. Jaime didn’t spend much time in public dressed en femme. He was too afraid that people in Foss would recognize him. He had gone to Chicago for Pride and dressed as a woman, but there it hadn’t mattered. Nobody looked twice at him. It was a liberating day, but that was one time. Most days Jaime wore makeup and abstract clothing. He lived in a college town where people accepted that, but it was still central Illinois, and his family was conservative.

Getting out of bed, Jaime touched his naked bottom half. Paul had stolen his panties, making him feel special. He would happily dress like a woman for Paul in Chicago. Maybe it wasn’t worth staying behind in Foss. He could create a new image for himself, get his Adam’s apple shaved down, date a strong man who tucked him in at night.

Jaime slipped on a pair of blue panties before putting on gym shorts and running shoes. He would wear his shirt from sleeping to go on his morning run. Before Jaime left, he noticed something else on the nightstand he hadn’t seen.

Lifting his mess of fabric scraps, there was a key and a smaller note.

I expect to see you. Walk on in when you come.

Jaime clutched the key and marked it with a permanent marker, so he knew that it was Paul’s. It felt wrong lusting after his brother’s best friend, but Paul had started the interactions. Jaime wasn’t looking for anything when he came for the weekend, but now Jaime felt overwhelmed with emotions. He loved Paul and would do anything to make him happy, especially dressing up as a woman. He wondered if they would go all the way. Paul didn’t know that Jaime was a virgin and hadn’t been with a man or woman.

Jaime spent his run and the day fantasizing about his dreamy night with Paul and their weekend. He would pull out all the stops to become the best female Jaime he could.


CHAPTER FOUR

Paul clutched Jaime’s green panties he had stolen from her house. He was back at his loft in Chicago. It was north of downtown in Bucktown. He lived in a newer building that people complained was raising the prices. It wasn’t Paul’s fault he made good investments and could afford the apartment he wanted. He rarely felt guilty about the neighborhood protests, but a couple of stories had moved him.

Staring out the window, Paul wondered if Jaime was on her way. He needed to taste her ass again. The sweetness had lingered on his lips for hours after he had his late-night snack until arriving home the next morning. He hated to wash her scent off his body. Paul needed a refill. He had to have her every night of the week, if she would have him.

Inhaling her panties left Paul disappointed. They were losing her scent too. He hoped she would arrive to relieve his stress. He couldn’t handle not having her by his side. Not having his woman shake her ass and tease him with her hole, her feminine dick. When she exploded all over her panties, Paul wanted to take it farther. It took him everything not to sink his dick in her that night.

He was hard all over again thinking about her wetness and how she took four fingers up her hole for him, not resisting at all. Paul didn’t want to leave so early the next morning but couldn’t have faced Jaime and Luis in the same room. It was wrong to like her, Paul knew. But right and wrong wasn’t relevant with love.

Paul couldn’t sit with his thoughts. He needed a distraction. He tucked Jaime’s panties in the corner of his drawer and changed from jeans to gym shorts, hitting the gym in his building until right before when Jaime was supposed to arrive.

♦

The weekend had arrived, and Jaime couldn’t wait to slide into Paul’s thick arms. He wanted to take Paul’s manhood and had been fingering himself all week to practice. He was ready to lose his virginity. At twenty-two, his friends often talked about sex, and he had nothing to contribute to the conversation. Nobody had shown much interest in him either, and Jaime wasn’t the type to get on an app. Paul changed everything, and Jaime was ready to experience him.

Driving down the highway, Jaime dressed like a man. When Jaime left the house, his brother was home, and Jaime didn’t want to answer any questions. Luis had never seen Jaime in drag and wouldn’t understand. Designing dresses was one thing but wearing them another. Jaime had everything he needed to change into a woman before ringing Paul’s doorbell.

An hour outside of Chicago, Jaime saw the perfect gas station. It had a small bathroom off to the side of the building. Jaime went inside and got the key. He went into the dingy bathroom with his backpack. It didn’t appear anyone had cleaned the space in weeks. The bathroom reeked of old piss, but Jaime ignored that. People couldn’t know that he was changing to girl Jaime, so he had waited until he found a unisex bathroom.

Lining up his products along the grimy sink, Jaime made fast work at his transformation. He changed out of the gym shorts and tennis shoes and slipped on a leather skirt he had designed. It hugged his hips and had a little flare at the hem. Jaime wore a pink blouse that showed the tiniest part of his fake cleavage. He wore an extra padded bra that day, so he wouldn’t have to stuff. Jaime finished the look with a floral scarf tied around his neck. A pair of heels waited in his bag, but he didn’t want to drive with those.

Jaime glued on fake eyelashes before starting on the rest of his makeup. He used eyeliner and foundation. A little blush to complement the colors of the shirt. Jaime stared at himself in the mirror. His hair was still up in a bun, shaved on the sides. Some women had the look. It worked for when he wanted to dress like a male or female. He loved blurring the lines, but Jaime could go female full time for a man like Paul. He hadn’t felt such anticipation for something in ages, knowing that Paul was waiting for him. Jaime had a key and could make himself at home if Paul wasn’t there. The level of trust astounded him.

He hoped there would be somewhere to park, since it was Chicago, but pushed that to the back of his mind.

Jaime pulled the band out her hair and shook her head. She used a comb to tease her hair, pulling up from the bottom and giving it more volume. Jaime tossed her hair from side to side, loving how much she felt like a woman. A radiant woman that could take charge of anything. She needed to get to the car and put on her heels. Jaime threw everything into her backpack and opened the door, leaving the key in the doorknob. She didn’t want to give herself away to the gas-station employees.

Sliding back into her car, Jaime removed the heels and started her engine. An hour until she arrived in Chicago, and Jaime couldn’t wait to see her man. She practiced a high-pitch throaty falsetto the last stretch of the drive. Boy Jaime was a thing of the past.

♦

Paul chopped vegetables in the kitchen while the pan heated on his gas stove. He had a renovated space with top-of-the-line appliances. A glistening island with the stove inserted, so he could look out to the city from his floor-to-ceiling windows. The train wasn’t far from his apartment, and he could hear it sometimes. But Paul had on smooth jazz, hoping that Jaime wouldn’t stand him up. She was already fifteen minutes late.

Chicago had terrible traffic, but there was a chance she wouldn’t come at all. Paul realized he hadn’t told her where to park or left her a pass and didn’t have her phone number. They could move the car if they had to. There were a few places to park on the street, but they were almost always taken by Friday evening.

Ten minutes later, the vegetables were sizzling when someone knocked on his door. He opened it, and a transformed Jaime stood on the other side. She wore heels and a sexy skirt, a light jacket, and a blouse that showed her cleavage. Paul could have dropped to his knees and serviced her right there but resisted his animal instincts, opening the door wider for Jaime to pass.

“You live here?” she asked, sounding impressed by his loft space.

“Made some good investments in my early twenties.”

“How much older are you than Luis?”

“One year, but we were in the same grade.”

“Twenty-seven with all this?” Jaime asked. She spun in a circle like she had in front of the mirror, making Paul want her more.

“What can I say?” Paul asked and shrugged. He took the backpack from Jaime’s back and set it on the sofa. He walked her to the kitchen, holding her hand. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Wine?”

“White or red?”

“Who are you, Paul? You’re so sophisticated,” she said. Her eyelashes looked longer. Paul loved the scarf tied around her neck. It made her sluttier and classier simultaneously. Paul wanted to push her against a wall and lift that leather skirt to see what color panties she wore that day, but they could wait. Paul had a night planned for them. An entire weekend, if Jaime would stay.

“I’m the man that thinks you’re the sexiest woman alive,” Paul said. He kissed Jaime and returned to the skillet, mixing in a cream sauce. He was making pasta with broccoli and vegetables. Paul steamed the vegetable and boiled noodles, trying hard not to violate Jaime with his eyes. “I’m thirsty. What will it be, my queen?”

“White sounds good, if it’s cold.”

Paul opened his fridge and grabbed one bottle. It was a twist top and didn’t need a corkscrew. He poured two glasses for them and finished the dish, sprinkling red pepper flakes over the top. They sat at the island and ate. Paul rubbed up and down Jaime’s smooth legs between bites. They were inches apart. She smelled of a new scent: strawberries and orange-blossom water. Paul wanted to lick her neck for dessert. She ate dainty bites but finished her food, minutes after Paul. Paul loved a woman that could eat.

“Did you like it?”

“It was delicious,” Jaime said. Her voice had changed since Foss. It was higher and steamy, like she was acting in a porno movie. Paul loved the change and wanted to rush his plan but showed restraint.

Paul removed a brownie from his fridge he had bought for dessert. “I thought we could share this.”

“Perfect,” Jaime said. She took two bites while Paul finished it. They shared a glass of milk long after finishing their glasses of wine. Jaime’s lipstick clung to the rim. Paul wanted her lipstick at the base of his cock.

“I was thinking we could go dancing tonight. What do you say?” Paul asked.

Jaime blushed. “Dancing? You and me?”

“Who else?” Paul asked. He wrapped his hands around hers. “All the men will be jealous with you by my side.”

“Is that all you want Paul? For strangers to be jealous of you?”

“No, but it’s a benefit. You’re gorgeous,” Paul said. Jaime waved her hand in the air, not agreeing with Paul. Brushing him off. Pushing his compliment to the side. Paul was in love with the woman across from him. The fact she was his best friend’s brother meant nothing. Jaime was his woman with a special extension. An enlarged clit and tight ass. A beauty between her thighs that squirted a milky goo. “What’s your answer? We can stay here and watch a movie too. I have popcorn, but I’d rather show off that sexy body to the town.”

“I brought more jewelry. Give me a minute,” Jaime said. She disappeared to the bathroom and returned with a necklace that slipped between her breasts. Earrings that dangled to her shoulders. Her hair. Her sharp lines. Jaime looked like a runway model with thicker hips. More to hold when he buried his bone deep inside her. “What do you think?”

“Maybe we shouldn’t leave,” Paul said and licked his lips.

Jaime grabbed her purse, “you’re buying my drinks.”

“You paying wasn’t an option,” Paul said. He followed her out the door and locked up. They could clean up the small mess later.

♦

There weren’t many events in Foss, but Chicago was a different story. People partied every night of the week in the city. Jaime wasn’t sure she could live in such a tempting environment. The party life attracted her, and Jaime didn’t want to get lost in the madness. She focused in Foss, designed clothes, and thought of potential materials.

But there was nothing like walking down the street with a big man like Paul by her side. She saw women and men checking him out. His blue eyes captivated Jaime every time she glimpsed them. His beard was perfection. Jaime didn’t blame others for staring at her man, but Paul only had eyes for her. He kept her close by his side.

They arrived at a bar after taking the train. Nobody seemed to notice nor care that Jaime was a man. Paul held her close on the train where she had wrapped her arms around his body, holding onto the rail. They only rode a few stops.

Paul held the door open for Jaime, and she stepped inside. People crowded the dance floor. Jaime and Paul got two cocktails from the bar. They didn’t have to drive anywhere, and Jaime was outside her city. Nobody knew her in Chicago. Nobody would recognize her en femme. Paul pulled Jaime to the dance floor and led her in a couple salsa moves. The place had a live band and guitar.

Jaime felt out of place, but she worked it in her heels. After a couple spills of the drink and bad attempts, Jaime danced salsa. She threw her head back, entranced by Paul. His proximity. How he focused his eyes on Jaime. Nobody else in the crowd took his attention. Paul’s eyes didn’t wander.

He took Jaime by the small of the back and whispered in her ear, “there’s another party tonight.”

“What’s happening there?” Jaime asked. She had to yell over the loud music.

“Electronic music. It’s an underground party not far from here.”

They got one more drink at the salsa bar and left. The night had turned colder, but Paul lent Jaime his body heat. He walked with his arm over her shoulder, and she kept her hands wrapped around his body. They were like any other couple out on the town. Nobody knew the truth by looking at them. They blended into the background.

Entering the second club, bass thumped in Jaime’s chest. She liked electronic music but had never been to an underground party. When they arrived, the club wasn’t as seedy as she had imagined. It was an old factory with a makeshift bar. Paul walked behind Jaime as they went deeper into the club. Some people wore extravagant outfits.

“Do you like the music?” Paul asked from behind when they stood at the bar. A shirtless hunk worked the bar with a pretty lady in a sports bra. They were drowning one-dollar bills.

“It’s great,” Jaime said. Paul order them two cocktails in his deep voice. Jaime loved when he lowered it an octave to get someone’s attention. Paul could command any space when he wanted.

They danced and drank more cocktails. Their bodies pressed together. They both faced the DJ. Paul’s dick pressed into Jaime’s ass through the skirt. After a while, Jaime’s feet were starting to hurt. She covered her mouth, trying not to yawn. She couldn’t remember how many drinks she had but didn’t feel too drunk. “What time is it, baby?” Jaime asked. All she wanted was to end the night in Paul’s arms. In his amazing apartment that Jaime hadn’t expected for a man his age.

“Five in the morning.” Jaime didn’t believe him. Her phone had died hours ago. “The party is about to end. Should we leave?”

“Yes, please,” Jaime said. They walked until Jaime’s feet couldn’t handle another step. She cried to Paul, and he scooped her up in his arms. Paul hailed a taxi. They took it to the convenient store a block from Paul’s apartment, where they bought snacks for breakfast: powdered donuts, an apple, and a muffin.

They went upstairs, failing to stay quiet in the lobby. People were starting their day, and walking through Paul’s lobby felt stranger than life. Like Jaime was in another dream. Everything with Paul felt surreal, as though they were reaching another level in the universe. Another plane in the stratosphere. Floating through the clouds of an alternate reality.

Stumbling into Paul’s apartment, Jaime kicked off her shoes. She couldn’t spend another second in those painful heels that were pinching her feet. They ate the snacks as the sun came up. As much as Jaime wanted to taste Paul’s dick, she was too tired. They fell asleep in Paul’s bed watching a movie, but Jaime loved that Paul held her tight in his arms. They wore nothing but their undergarments.


CHAPTER FIVE

When Paul woke up later that afternoon, Jaime was still in his arms. Her hair was messy all over his chest. Her dick pressed into his thigh. She wore nothing more than a pair of light-blue panties. Paul wanted to pull them to her ankles and wake up his lady with an oral surprise but slipped out of bed instead. She needed her beauty sleep, and they had another day together. A lifetime if Paul got his way.

He went downstairs to the gym to lift and do a little cardio. When Paul returned to the apartment, Jaime had spread out on the bed but was still soundly asleep. She must have loved the high thread count and large bed for herself. One leg stuck out from under the cover, and Paul wanted to kiss it. Lick her from her toes to her thigh but went to shower instead.

Lathering his body in soap, Paul recalled his night with Jaime. They had a great time dancing. He wanted her to move to the city, live with him if she had to. Paul was tired of being alone. Luis would get over it. The entire weekend they were together, he hadn’t talked about Jaime once.

Soap suds circled around the drain before falling through the holes. Paul thought about Jaime’s tight opening. The image of it in the moonlight had burned into his mind, but Paul didn’t want it one time. He needed Jaime forever. They could adopt when that day came. Paul didn’t need a child by his seed. Jaime would take his milky nectar with no protection between them with no worry of pregnancy. Paul knew they had a future together. He could feel it in his bones. Jaime was the woman for him.

Steam curled around the room as hot water ran into the drain. Paul ignored his half-hard dick. He finished his shower and stepped out. Beads of water trailed down his body. He wrapped a towel around his waist, wondering if Jaime was still asleep. He would make breakfast. Paul wanted to feed his woman as much as she could eat.

Wearing only his towel, Paul stepped out into the apartment. He forgot to grab underwear but figured Jaime wouldn’t mind if his towel fell to the floor. Grabbing ingredients from the fridge, Paul lined them up on the island before going to the bedroom for clothes.

When he stepped in the room, Jaime was staring at him. “Good morning,” she said.

“Morning, baby,” he said and went over to kiss her. She clutched his towel and pulled it from his body. Paul was hard in an instant.

♦

Jaime stared at Paul’s hardness. His manhood. She had never seen one so thick and long before. Hers wasn’t close in size, but that didn’t matter. She didn’t picture herself using it on Paul. All Jaime wanted was Paul’s dick between her split. “You’re huge,” Jaime said. She didn’t pant but was on the verge. Paul had eaten her center with his tongue, and it was her turn to return the favor.

“I’ve been dreaming about this all night,” Jaime said. All she wore was panties. Her flat, hairless chest exposed. Paul gripped her tiny breast as Jaime got to her knees at the edge of the bed. They kissed. Paul smelled of soap. His skin was still warm from the shower. Jaime was sitting too high to take Paul’s dick. She returned to all fours and took Paul’s tip between her parted lips. Paul buckled at the knees and leaned against the bed. Jaime adjusted to accommodate him. Paul’s skin tasted fresh like cucumbers. She loved how his penis was hardening in her mouth, pushing against the back of her throat.

Paul licked his hand and reached over Jaime’s body. He ran his fingers up and down her split, focusing attention on her tight hole. Jaime moaned on Paul’s cock, wishing it were in her ass instead. There was a tightness in Paul’s balls. He was fucking her mouth with passion. She didn’t want to take that away from him and beg him to stick his manhood in her center. Her untouched cave.

Paul moved his hand from Jaime’s ass and gripped her hair. His fingers tight against her head. Jaime loved how he took control. She didn’t resist as he pushed his dick deeper into the back of her throat. Jaime tasted a saltiness leaking from his cock. Her saliva covered it from tip to base. She could wake up like this every day for the rest of her life, servicing her man.

“Turn around,” Paul said.

Jaime did as he told her. He spit into her hole and rammed three fingers into her opening. Paul turned aggressive, but Jaime wasn’t complaining. She looked over her shoulder at him. His beard was perfectly groomed. His eyes intense and focused. Paul stood and slapped his dick against Jaime’s ass. Jaime arched her back and pulled it back, wagging her ass in the air. Her cheeks spread without force because she needed his dick.

“Take me, Paul,” Jaime said.

“Not yet,” he said. His voice low.

“Please, I need you inside me,” she said. Jaime reached between her legs and fingered herself. Her little dick throbbed. She would cum after one thrust. She had never had a dick before but knew it would be the best moment of her life.

“No, turn back around,” Paul said. Jaime faced him, trying to hide her sadness. She wanted to take him more than anything. “Give me that hot mouth of yours, baby.” Paul guided Jaime to the edge of the bed. She hung her head over the side. Paul’s balls dangled in her face. She took them in her hand and played with them between her fingers.

Paul lowered his cock, and Jaime parted her lips. He slid his dick down her throat. She found it easier to take him in this position. She loved how his throat got covered in her juices. Paul moved Jaime’s blue panties to the side and bent over, taking her cute cock in his mouth. Jaime gasped, choking on Paul’s dick. He released her nub. Paul pulled his manhood from her mouth and stroked it.

“Get to your knees,” Paul said.

Jaime didn’t hesitate. She got under Paul in front of the window by the bed. He slapped her cheek with his thick rod, leaving a trail of goo on her cheek. Jaime opened her mouth and touched her feminine dick. She was trying not to cum, but every stroke took her to the edge. Paul jacked his dick off with speed, grunting. Sounding manly. The muscles flexed on his arms. They were thicker than Jaime’s legs.

“Open up, baby,” Paul said. She had a second before string after string shot from Paul’s cock and covered her face. She was able to swallow most of it, but his flow was thick and powerful and left plenty on her face. “Sit up on the bed,” Paul said.

Jaime did, and Paul pulled the blue panties from her body. He closed his lips around her small extension. She gripped the sheets. Nobody had treated her to such outstanding pleasure before. Paul’s tongue was like a magic wand. First on her hole and now her pretty cock. She couldn’t take it more than a few seconds before exploding in Paul’s mouth. He swallowed and licked his lips. Jaime covered herself with the sheet in embarrassment.

Paul pulled it away from her body, “don’t hide yourself from me, my queen. You’re the most amazing woman a man could ask for.”

Jaime wanted to scream that Paul was being crazy. They had known each other for so long, and Paul was acting like Jaime was a different person. Jaime loved it but didn’t think it would last. She was afraid after their weekend Paul would never call again. She couldn’t live life without her sexy alpha. Paul crawled on top of Jaime and planted a kiss on her lips. Jaime wanted to run, shower, and brush her teeth. Nobody had ever cum in her mouth before. Everything was new and overwhelming.

Paul lay by Jaime, but she had to leave the bed. “Is there somewhere I can run?”

“There are treadmills in the gym. Are you okay with that?”

“Sure, are there places to run around here outside? Just wondering,” Jaime said. She couldn’t help but think of a future where she lived in Chicago.

“There are parks. The beach isn’t too far from here, and there is a trail along it.”

Jaime would love to run up and down the lakefront every morning. She took the same routes in Foss, and they were getting old after all the years. “Where’s the treadmill?”

“Downstairs. The gym is off by the office. When you get down to the lobby, there will be a hallway. Let me get you the card,” Paul said. He went for it in the kitchen. While he was out the room, Jaime slipped back into her blue panties, running shorts, and a t-shirt. Paul came back to the room wearing nothing, still naked. His dick less hard than before but large. Jaime could get used to waking up next to his masculine body.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Jaime said. She kissed Paul and took the key card from his fingers. He stood naked with his hands on his hips and watched her leave.

“How do you like your eggs?” Paul asked when Jaime reached the door.

“Over medium,” she said and slipped outside. Her heart raced as she took the elevator downstairs. She couldn’t believe Paul was about to cook breakfast for her after everything else he had done. Jaime ran for forty minutes on the treadmill, hoping things would work out with Paul. She was trying not to get her hopes up, but Paul was a dreamy guy.

Going back upstairs, Paul had a plate of food waiting for Jaime: over-medium eggs, toast, jam, orange juice, fruit, and yogurt. He was wearing a sharp pair of jeans and a thin sweater that hugged his muscles. Few things Paul wore hid them. “How was your run?” Paul asked, kissing his woman.

“It helped focus my head.”

“You okay?”

“Yeah, but what are we doing here? You’re my brother’s best friend. Luis would kill us if he knew what we were doing.”

“Who cares about that? We can’t let him stop us, Jaime. I need you in my life,” he said.

“You’re not just saying that? Because I need you too. I want to be your woman.”

“You are my woman, Jaime. When I take you, there’s no going back. You have to move here with me. I can’t have you all those miles away in Foss. It’ll drive me crazy.”

Jaime shook her head. She didn’t want to believe Paul. It was too good to be true, but she wasn’t dreaming. Jaime had checked several times. “I don’t want to live far from you,” Jaime said in a small voice.

“Eat your breakfast, and we can see the city.”

Jaime did. Paul went over to his computer and worked while Jaime ate the assortment of snacks. When she finished, she took a shower and changed into red panties with a brown fall dress over the top. She wore the same heels as yesterday because they went with everything. An oversized scarf completed the look. Jaime stepped out the bedroom, and Paul was still working. His eyes focused on the computer screen. She could get used to this life in Chicago. Jaime crossed the room and tapped Paul’s shoulder. He turned to admire her.

“You look stunning,” he said and wrapped his arms around her waist. He rested his head on her stomach. “Should we go?”

“Yes, please,” she said and grabbed her purse from the table.


CHAPTER SIX

Paul avoided the fact that Jaime was leaving in the morning. He couldn’t spend only weekends with her. It wasn’t enough time to enjoy themselves. They had to start a life and spend every evening together. He wanted to know how each of Jaime’s days went. She could open up a boutique in the city. Maybe she could find a job in a lab somewhere to experiment and create new materials. Paul would do whatever it took to keep Jaime in the city and help her happiness and growth. If she was sad or felt incomplete, that would devastate Paul.

Throughout the day, they went to several Chicago landmarks. Jaime had been to the city before, but Paul loved showing her off in public. She was his trophy. People could hate all they wanted, but Jaime was a dime. She looked classier than most, sexier in Paul’s eyes than all the other women. Luis would have to forgive him.

Taking the train back to Paul’s neighborhood, he was feeling hungry. “Want to stop by the store and get ingredients?”

“You’re quite the chef, Paul,” Jaime said.

“I have to cook or else I’ll eat too many calories,” Paul said. He gripped his bicep. “I’ll teach you anything you want to know.”

They held hands down the sidewalk to the store. He picked out ingredients for a salad and stir-fry with chicken. He would put rice in the rice cooker when they got home. Normally, he only bought enough for one person, but it felt fantastic buying for two. Living alone didn’t live up to the hype. Paul would rather spend his evenings cooking for Jaime. She could do the dishes. He would take out the trash. Their perfect Chicago life. She would have a great job either designing clothes or synthetic materials in a lab. Doing both?

They used paper bags with handles. Paul carried one. Jaime carried the other. Their free hands met in the middle. Paul loved having her hand in his and showing her off in the city streets. They arrived back at the apartment, and Paul started their meal.

“Would you put on music?” he asked. “There’s a cord by the stereo.”

Jaime played rhythm and blues and sat back at the island. Paul started the rice. He cooked the chicken before cutting it into small pieces and adding vegetables. Jaime chopped the vegetables for the salad and tossed them atop freshly washed and chopped lettuce in a bowl.

“You make the best sous chef,” Paul said.

“You’re a good lead,” she said. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, wishing Paul could see below her waist.

Paul stared at Jaime with intense eyes. “Do you want to live here, Jaime?”

Jaime twirled a finger around in her hair. “I’ve been thinking about what it’d be like,” she admitted.

“Perfection, if you ask me,” he said.

“Are you sure you want that? I didn’t want this to become a onetime thing, but isn’t me moving in rushing it?”

“No,” Paul said with certainty. “I want you to move in next weekend. Or sooner if you can.”

“What will I tell Luis?” Jaime asked.

Paul cooked without effort. He only focused on his girlfriend’s face. His future wife. “I don’t care what Luis thinks. You’re more important.”

“Thank you, but I have to tell him something.”

“For now, tell him you’re moving to the city to find work. There’s nothing in Foss.”

“I always complained about Chicago. He won’t buy that.”

“You had a change of heart,” Paul said. He looked intent and wasn’t taking ‘no’ for an answer. “Don’t fight what we both want.”

Jaime nodded. “Fine, I’ll tell him.”

Paul smirked and finished their meal. The rice cooker beeped, and Paul prepared the plates. He wanted to serve this beautiful woman for the rest of their lives. Their adopted kids could run around the apartment and grow up in the city. They ate their dinners with a glass of white wine. Paul could watch Jaime eat for hours. How she took small bites and covered her mouth. It was modest and turned Paul on how much she acted like a lady.

When they finished, Paul reached under the table. His hand ran up her thigh, wondering what color panties she had on. He hadn’t seen them since she got out the shower and was dying to get that dress off her body. Jaime looked majestic in her brown dress, but he was ready to claim her. She had agreed to move to Chicago. They could take the next step.

“Should we watch a movie or something?” Jaime asked.

“I was thinking of an activity more intimate than a movie,” Paul said. He stood and took Jaime’s hand, leading her to the bedroom.

♦

Paul held Jaime’s hand, and her dick throbbed beneath her red panties. She couldn’t wait to taste Paul again. She had been fantasizing about his manhood all day, wanting round two. Paul held Jaime at the hips and sat her on the end of the bed, kissing her neck. He smelled like the food they ate, and it reminded Jaime of how sexy it was watching a man like Paul cook her meal. His thick muscles flexed when he stirred the food, no effort required.

Paul’s tongue was like velvet passing her lips. Jaime loved how his hands hadn’t left her side. He knew what to do with them. The kiss took her to a different world. She was hoping Paul would take it all the way. Jaime nibbled on his ear, “I need you to fuck me,” she said.

“When I fuck you, it means forever,” he said.

“I know. You’re all I want in this life,” Jaime said. She pushed Paul to the bed like she’d seen in porn before and mounted him. They were both wearing clothes, but she could feel his thickness pressing through her dress. “You’re hard for me already?”

“I’m always hard for you, baby,” he said and rolled over, putting Jaime on her back. She lifted her legs into the air, spreading them. She would beg Paul for his dick if necessary. Get to her knees and clasp her hands together. Sit with her ass in the air, spreading her cheeks. Her hole was desperate for his dick.

Paul moved down and snuck his hands under Jaime’s dress. “Let me guess. Yellow?”

Jaime bit her lip and shook her head. “Wrong color,” she said.

Paul rubbed his manly hands over the fabric, touching her dick and ass. “Orange?” Jaime shook her head. Paul gripped them at the waist and pulled the lingerie to her ankles. Paul held the panties in the air and said, “red. My favorite.”

Standing in front of the bed, Paul inhaled Jaime’s scent from the panties. He was an animal, hungry for her. “Are you clean?” Jaime asked. She had read she should ask people.

“I have my medical records, if you’d like to see them,” Paul said.

Jaime shook her head. Paul inhaled the panties and set them on his dresser. His room was exquisite. Simple, modern, and manly. Jaime couldn’t wait to add a feminine touch to the space. It would become their home.

Paul lifted the sweater from his body, revealing his rock-hard abs. Jaime inched the dress up her legs. Paul unbuttoned his pants and kicked his underwear and jeans to the floor. “Wait,” Paul said. “Come suck my dick with your dress on.”

Jaime wouldn’t argue with him. She got to the floor and crawled to him. Her alpha. Sitting low to the ground, Jaime took Paul’s dick in her mouth. He looked up to the ceiling as Jaime worked his shaft. It was like drinking water on a hot day, she couldn’t get enough. Paul pulled her head away and cursed. “Fuck, you make me hard.”

“You too,” Jaime said, looking up at Paul’s naked body with hooded eyes.

“Strip for me,” Paul said. He sat on the bed and held his dick in his hand. Music played in the living room. The walls muffled it, but they had left the door open.

Jaime stood in front of Paul. She wiped her moist lips with the dress. Paul’s dick looked like a delicious ice cream cone she wanted to put back in her mouth. Jaime pulled the dress over her shoulders. It sat loosely on her body. Paul licked his lips, spat into his hand, and stroked his dick. Jaime watched his balls tighten and release. She wanted to take his seed in her cave. He would be her first and only. Jaime shimmied her shoulders and let the dress fall off her body.

Paul growled at her half-naked body. Jaime unhooked her bra and exposed her flat chest. Paul whistled like she was a sexy lady walking down the street. Jaime dropped her panties and raced to Paul. She was careful not to hurt his dick but jumped on him and straddled his hips. His wet dick slid up and down her split.

Paul’s facial hair tickled Jaime when he kissed her. Their tongue embraced for minutes as Jaime teased Paul with her hole. They were so close, she was getting a little nervous. Paul wasn’t small. He was much bigger than a few fingers and would take some adjusting. “Get to your hands and knees. I need to taste you and loosen you up with my tongue.”

Jaime squeezed her little dick between her thighs, almost cumming by his words. Paul’s lips connected with her entrance, sending waves of pleasure through Jaime’s body. She would cross a line and couldn’t wait to have Paul as the person who took her across it. She would lose her virginity to him and stay with him. Nobody could compare. She didn’t need to shop around. Paul ate her ass like a plate of cookies, rubbing his dick up and down her.

“You ready?” he asked, pushing the tiniest part of his tip into her hole.

Jaime bit her lip and nodded. “I need it,” she said. “You’re my first and only.”

“I better be your only,” he said and pushed her head into the bed. He leaned over her body and kissed her deeply. His dick pushing into her hole. Jaime moaned. It felt like her insides were splitting in two while Paul entered her. His uncovered cock pushing deep into her body. Jaime’s feminine cock bounced in place, struggling not to explode.

After a minute, Jaime adjusted to his size. Paul worked her ass, moving in and out of her with a slow but long motion. He used every centimeter he had. Jaime bit down on the pillow and took him. When he reached around and touched her dick, she came all over the bed.

Paul moaned as her ass constricted around his dick from coming. “Just one second,” he said, taking three more long thrusts. “I’m close,” Paul said. He gripped Jaime on the hips, stabilizing himself. “Fuck,” he screamed and filled her hole. He pulled out and used a little to cover the small of her back. It was warm on Jaime’s skin. Paul lifted Jaime into his arms. “The first of many times. Should we take a shower?”

“Then do it again?”

“Think your hole can handle it?” Paul asked. He held Jaime in his arms like she weighed nothing. He snuck a finger into her wet, loosened hole.

“I need that dick again. How am I supposed to go next week without it?”

“Don’t remind me you’re leaving in the morning,” Paul said. He buried Jaime’s lips in a deep kiss. They went to the bathroom and showered before spending the entire night fooling around, watching TV, and spending every second they could awake together before passing out from exhaustion.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Jaime missed Paul more than she was willing to admit. She still hadn’t told her brother about moving to Chicago and all her bags were about packed. She had two more boxes to fill before she would hit the road. Jaime wanted to leave and ask for forgiveness later. If Luis asked too many questions, Jaime would crack. Paul had promised to block off a space for her to sew in the living room. They could hide it behind a standing curtain when she wasn’t using it.

Only two days had passed since Jaime left Paul’s, but she couldn’t wait to return. Jaime had decided she would dress en femme every day in her new life. Boy Jaime was a thing of the past. She didn’t want a sex change because Paul liked her little feminine dick but felt one-hundred percent woman. Nobody could tell her otherwise. She squatted when she went to the bathroom and squeezed her thighs together.

Jaime went through her dresses and picked out her favorites and folded them into a box. She had too many to take and would make new ones. She promised herself to come back and clean up the mess, but Luis would likely throw everything out once he found out the truth. Jaime felt guilt for dating her brother’s best friend, but Paul was everything to her. He spread her open for the first time. They loved each other. Luis would have to understand, when that day arrived. Jaime taped the box shut.

Her room was nearly empty and packed away in boxes. She hoped everything she wanted would fit in her car because there was no returning to Foss. She was hitting the road and spending every night in Paul’s arms. There was no other option. Jaime carried the boxes out to her car and loaded it. A few tears slipped from her eyes when she returned to the room, but she couldn’t ruin her makeup before heading to the city. She wore running shorts and a light sweater. The days were growing colder.

Jaime looked around her room, saddened that it would never remain the same. Everything would change after she walked out the door. Jaime sat in her windowsill and looked outside, holding her compact in her free hand. The tears had faded, but starting a new chapter intimidated her. What if things went south with Paul? What if she couldn’t find a job? Her parents could hate her when they discovered the truth, even though she didn’t think that was possible. They knew she wore makeup and said nothing about it.

Jaime went around her room, cleaning it up for the last time before hitting the road.

♦

Paul hadn’t been able to concentrate all day. He sat in his living room staring at the message from Jaime.

Jaime: See you tonight. Thanks for the pass *kisses*

It had only been a few days, but Paul missed Jaime more than anything in the world. His dick missed her hole, but it was more than that. Sex was nothing compared to the warmth she brought his heart. Jaime completed him in a way no other woman had before. She was the key to his locked heart, and he couldn’t wait for her to arrive.

When Paul got the message, he called the office and told them he was working from home that day. He was the boss. Nobody questioned him. He went shopping for ingredients for their first dinner as a live-in couple. He was planning on a squash dish to celebrate the autumn weather.

Paul couldn’t get Jaime out his head, so he hit the gym. He stayed an hour longer than usual, adding reps to ease his mind. He was a sweaty mess by the time he left. His muscles ached, but Jaime could massage him before bed. He loved when her fingers touched him.

Opening his phone, Paul typed a message for Jaime.

Paul: I need you. Hurry.

Since Paul hadn’t finished any work, he turned off his phone and focused on the computer. Jaime had a key and a parking pass, and he had added her name to everything. She just had to arrive, and his house was hers. He couldn’t wait to share it with her.

♦

Jaime had her hand on the steering wheel driving toward the city. She could see skyscrapers in the distance. Luis would arrive to no dinner. Jaime cooked a lot since she didn’t have to work, but Luis would have to start doing that. Jaime pulled into a different gas station than the last time. She needed to change into her beige dress before arriving to the city. She couldn’t wait to leave the shaved sides behind and grow her hair out long. Jaime thought back to the note she left her brother Luis as she pulled into a gas station on the outskirts of the city.

Dear Luis,

The time has come for me to leave. I know you love life in Foss, but I needed to move to find a job in the city. I hope you understand. I only left without telling you because I had an interview.

You’re the best brother in the world, and we’ll visit each other all the time. Visit me in Chicago!

Hope you understand,

Jaime

When he went to write the note, Jaime thought he would have endless paragraphs to say to his brother, but not much came out when he sat down to write the note. He and his brother didn’t spend hours in deep conversation. They grew up together and knew each other on that level. Jaime had to leave that half of her behind. Boy Jaime was gone. ‘He’ was no more.

She had been born in his place. Jaime loved herself and loved that she had a man waiting on her in the city. Paul treated her like gold.

Changing into her dress, Jaime slipped on a new pair of heels. She wore jewelery to complement the dress. Jaime stepped out the bathroom, leaving the key in the doorknob. She swung her hair in the wind, a scarf wrapped around her neck. Her heels clicked against the pavement. She slipped into her car, feeling fabulous. Free. More alive than she had in ages.

Jaime hit the highway. She rolled down the windows. Her hair wild in the wind. Rippling like a sheet of paper. She stuck her hand out the window and screamed as she headed into the city. Jaime arrived at Paul’s building and had no issues parking in his garage. They had her name on file. She felt like a princess.

Jaime went to her new apartment. The one she would share with Paul. Jaime inserted the key in the door and turned the lock. Paul was standing on the other side of the door, waiting to kiss her.


EPILOGUE

Six Months Later

Luis didn’t know all the details, but he had learned that Jaime was living with Paul. Jaime had found a job in a lab where she got to experiment for a handsome paycheck. She loved her new life in Chicago with Paul. Paul was busy running his multi-million dollar companies, but they always ate dinner together. They spent every Sunday walking around the city or watching movies in bed. It was the best life. Jaime couldn’t have imagined anything better.

She had become comfortable as a woman and told her parents about the relationship. They were supportive and asked few questions. If Jaime was happy, they were too. Jaime felt more complete than she had in ages. She was afraid that everything would fall apart, but Paul grew more affectionate with time. He showed his love through his actions: cooking dinner, spending his free time with Jaime, checking in on her during the day.

Admittedly, she got distracted in her work. Jaime loved what she was doing at the lab.

Standing in the mirror, Jaime ran lipstick over her lips. She had just showered, and Luis should arrive any moment. The apartment smelled of lasagna. Jaime couldn’t wait to eat but was afraid to hear what her brother would say when he saw her en femme.

“There you are,” Paul said when Jaime went to the kitchen.

“Luis should be here any second,” Jaime said.

“Don’t worry. I warned him. We’re cool,” Paul said.

“You told him?”

“I sent him a picture of us in the park. I love you, and Luis knows that. He’s happy for us.”

Jaime slapped Paul on the shoulder. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I thought he could surprise you with his acceptance, but you’re working yourself up. Please, relax.”

The buzzer sounded. Jaime kissed Paul on the cheek, “thank you, baby. I love you.”

“I love you, too,” Paul said. He was holding Jaime by the small of her back. He gazed into her eyes until the buzzer sounded again. They giggled, and Jaime went to answer the door for her brother.
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Dustin

The lunch shift was in full swing. People from all around Bendersville stopped in for a bite to eat at our restaurant, By Hand. Marcus and I started the restaurant two years ago in a strip mall for the local business employees. We lived in a suburb of St. Louis, but there were several corporate offices within a five-mile radius. Many people had meetings here. We wanted to open a second location with a private meeting room to rent out but didn’t have the funds yet.

Our establishment served pasta, sandwiches on house-made sourdough, salads, and whatever else Marcus felt like putting on the menu that was quick to serve, delicious, and prepared by hand. I worked the front of the house, and Marcus was our chef. People, mostly housewives from around the city, loved to come and check out the hunky chef working behind the window. He wore a t-shirt that exposed his bulging muscles and jeans with a white apron tied around his waist.

Hearing women gasp over Marcus when he stepped out the kitchen was the delight of my day. Marcus and I had grown up together in the city but moved to Bendersville to open the restaurant. We thought the suburbs and office buildings would provide the atmosphere and clientele we wanted, and after two years, the business was a success, and the city and all-boys catholic school were a distant memory.

I had an earpiece in my ear to communicate with the kitchen for the servers. I had my back turned with dirty dishes in my hands when someone tapped my shoulder. Turning around, I couldn’t believe who was standing there.

“Dustin,” the man said. He was tall, black, had dark brown eyes, and large muscles. I exercised but stuck to cardio to keep my waist and legs thin. I did all I could to keep my thighs from touching.

The interruption didn’t make me drop the dishes, but I wanted to throw one in the guy’s face. He was my ex and had no right coming to the restaurant after I caught him in bed with another man. Another twink with blonde hair and blue eyes like me, and they had been in my bed too. I had run home from the restaurant that day I caught him. It was a Saturday morning, and Peter (my ex) had spent the night. When I walked near my house, I heard the moaning. When I went inside, my world fractured into pieces. I thought Peter had been the most amazing, caring boyfriend, but even the nice ones were dirty.

That was six months ago, and I hadn’t dated since. How could I? All men were pigs.

“Get out of my restaurant, Peter,” I said. The staff was talking in my ear and needed my help. Peter had me cornered by the area where we piled dishes. The man who helped with prep did the dishes but was busy on the line with Marcus.

“You won’t return my calls, Dustin. We need to talk. We haven’t talked since—”

“Don’t finish that sentence, Peter,” I said in a hushed whisper. My jaw clenched. “You have no right to come here. Marcus told me you stopped by last month when I wasn’t here too. You know what you did. You should have thought about that before you fucked that twink,” I said and slammed the dishes against the stainless steel. One of them cracked in two, but I didn’t care. Peter was lucky I hadn’t broken it over his head. “Please leave, Peter. We’re busy.”

“Will you return my messages and calls?”

“No, you lost your chance with me,” I said and tried to push past Peter, but he stopped me, grabbing my upper arm. He was much stronger than me, and I couldn’t move under his grip. Ever since the break up, he had become a monster. A switch had flipped in him, and although I had been considering a restraining order, I was more certain than ever that I wanted to pursue one. It didn’t matter his body and dick and lovemaking were spectacular. Peter was crazy, and I could see it in his eyes. “You can’t leave me, Dustin. You’re my boyfriend. Mine,” he said.

The possessiveness used to be sexy, but it had lost its flavor.

“No, we’ve done. Over. No more,” I said standing more erect. “Now get the fuck off of me.”

Peter didn’t budge when I pushed him, but Marcus appeared in the window from the kitchen. When he saw us, he rushed out of the kitchen and pushed Peter off of me. “Get off of him, creep. I told you if I saw you here again, I would call the cops,” Marcus said and pushed Peter. They had moved slightly into the dining room and caught the attention of customers and staff. I wanted to fade away with embarrassment.

“You know nothing,” Peter said, rolling his shoulders. Nostrils flared. Marcus didn’t back down.

“You’re trespassing. Get out before you go to jail. You don’t deserve Dustin after what you did,” Marcus said. A server ran up and handed him the restaurant phone. Marcus dialed the numbers for the police, and Peter put up his hands.

“Fine, but we had something special Dustin,” Peter said.

“You ruined it,” I said and turned away from him and disappeared to the kitchen. I heard Marcus tell Peter never to return before he came back to the kitchen to make sure I was okay.

Marcus held my shoulders and said, “fuck that guy. You deserve better than him.” Marcus’ green eyes were like grass in a meadow. He was the hottest straight guy I knew and my best friend. Marcus hugged me, and we went back to work. The dust settled.

♦

Marcus

Peter was an asshole and never deserved Dustin. I thought he was shifty from the beginning, but Dustin loved him. Peter had been romantic: bought flowers, chocolates, and wrote cards. But I had seen the sinister ways behind his kindness. The manipulator he had been. I hated to see Dustin sad but wouldn’t miss Peter. If he showed his face in our restaurant again, I would call the police without hesitation. Or worse.

The day ended, and the servers had finished their cleaning tasks. The dishwasher washed all the dishes. Chairs turned upside-down on the tables. I turned off the lights in the kitchen and went out to the dining room. Dustin was sitting at the bar with a bottle of whiskey to his side. A tumbler glass filled to the brim with brown. Ice floating at the top.

I went up behind Dustin and rubbed his shoulders. He grunted and shoved me, “please don’t touch me.”

I put up my hands and sidestepped to the seat next to him. I hadn’t been planning on sticking around, but it was clear my friend needed me. Peter had rattled him. “Should we order Chinese?”

Dustin looked up at me. His blue eyes shined in the half-lit restaurant. The space changed when there weren’t customers and staff. “Sure. Order me shrimp fried rice and two egg rolls.”

“Half order or whole?”

“Make it a whole one,” Dustin said. He dropped his head to his arms like he was taking a nap on a desk. I stepped to the side and ordered the food. Joining Dustin back at the bar, I poured myself a whiskey and water.

“We have to keep track of how much we drink.”

“I already accounted for the entire bottle,” Dustin said and poured more whiskey into his half-full glass. I didn’t stop him but wanted to snatch away the bottle. How could Peter make him fall into this hole of sadness? I never dated. Women offered themselves, but I wasn’t interested. Not that I didn’t like women, but my business consumed me. The menu, finding quality ingredients. We were open seven days a week, and I worked every one of them. Unless I was terribly sick, one could find me in the kitchen. We had three line cooks and two prep guys who acted as dishwashers. They could do it without me, but I loved my job.

If it wasn’t a one-night stand, I wasn’t interested in a woman.

Dustin and I drank whiskey until the food arrived. I tipped the young man the change. It was ten dollars. Business was going well. We could afford to make the teenager’s night. Dustin was filling his glass with ice when I returned to the bar. Half the bottle of whiskey had disappeared. I was feeling tipsy, and Dustin was slurring his words.

“Fuck that guy,” he said. “Peter was an asshole. So controlling. He used to tell me what to wear.”

“Why did you stay with him?” I asked.

Dustin shrugged. “He knew how to bury his bone.”

“You’re sick,” I said and slapped Dustin’s shoulder. We were best friends, and it never bothered me that Dustin was gay. He understood I was straight and never pushed a sexual relationship. Not once. He deserved a man who wouldn’t manipulate him and tell him what to do. I understood enough to know that Dustin was a ‘bottom’, but who cared? He was an excellent manager of By Hand and my best friend.

“Peter was a nice guy too, until he wasn’t. I guess some people don’t show their crazy side until later.”

“Yeah, you deserve better than him.”

“When are you going to get a girlfriend?” Dustin asked.

“You know I only care about By Hand,” Marcus said. “Plus, I have a few regulars who want nothing more than a hookup.”

“And I’m supposed to be the gay one,” Dustin said. We laughed. I had always been more of a one-night guy than Dustin. He had been in relationships since freshman year of college. We went to the same college in the city too. Neither of us had ever dreamed of leaving the Midwest and its four seasons. We knew we wanted to open a restaurant, so I went to the culinary program at the college, and Dustin received a two-year business degree.

We were twenty-three, ambitious, and hungry to make more money. There was an investment group in the city, Moon Foods, but they preferred to help young female entrepreneurs. I had been doing research for a way to finance a second location after our third year, and Moon Foods gave the best loans. Better than a bank, but they had never sponsored a male-owned business. Only once for a trans man after they came under heat for only sponsoring women.

The whiskey was coursing through us. Only a sliver remained at the bottom of the bottle, but Dustin and I lived walking distance to the restaurant. We each had our own apartment in the same complex down the road. We had gone between renting a house or two apartments, but the apartments won. They were cheaper, offered more privacy and space, and were closer to work than a single family.

An idea had crept into my mind now that I stared at my friend. He had thin legs, a round ass, and was shorter in stature. He had a feminine way of handling himself. I hated myself for considering the idea, but we needed the money from Moon Foods. The alcohol had broken down my barriers and had the words waiting to spew out like vomit.

“Dustin,” I said. My own words started to slur. “Have you heard of Moon Foods?”

“Sure, I read an article about them in the paper,” he said. “They help young female food entrepreneurs.”

“Yeah,” I said. My voice dissipated. Could I really ask Dustin this favor? Could we get away with it? We had outstanding reviews, but not a single editorial has featured us. If only Dustin dressed… I shook the thoughts from my head, knowing how terrible it sounded. What if he wouldn’t remember?

“What about Moon Foods?” Dustin asked. His voice was light and touched with laughter after the booze had replaced his sorrow.

“What if you became a woman to get a loan from them for our next location?”

Silence filled the building as Dustin stared at me. Cars drove past, but tension choked the room. He began laughing, and I joined him. We laughed together until Dustin fell off his stool, hitting his head on the way down. He wasn’t bleeding, but all goodwill had left Dustin’s face.

He stood at the bar and kicked the stool to the side. It fell against the ground, but I wanted to continue our conversation. He hadn’t refused.

“Would you consider it?”

“Are you being serious?” Dustin asked. He poured more whiskey into his glass. The last drops of the bottle. I went to other side of the bar and grabbed a beer from the fridge, ignoring Dustin’s leer. “Answer me! Are you trying to use me? Like Peter? Is that all the world is? People who want to use me?”

Dustin was sounding delirious, fueled with rage and booze. Angry from falling off the chair and embarrassing himself. He was standing against the bar, wobbling. I drank the beer and wondered about our future with Moon Foods. They could propel us. The second location could turn into a third. I wanted that future, and Dustin had a soft voice. He had a female’s frame. All he needed was long hair and breasts, and we would have a meeting with Moon Foods in no time.

“I’m sorry for suggesting it, but I’ve been over all the loan options. They are by far the best if we want to open a location next year. Otherwise, we’ll have to wait until year five or six.”

“That’s worth me not becoming a woman,” Dustin said and threw his glass. It fell to the floor in front of my feet and shattered. He stormed to the door, and I ran after him.

“Let me walk home with you. It’s late.”

“It’s Bendersville. We’re from the fucking city,” Dustin said and nudged me. He opened the door and darted out to the dark night.


CHAPTER TWO

Dustin

I couldn’t believe Marcus had the nerve to ask me to dress as a woman. Moon Foods was a powerful organization in the city, but I never had a strong desire to become a woman. I have been curious about it, sure, but to actually wear women’s clothing? Well, I would be lying if I said I never wore women’s jeans. For years I shopped in the women’s section for skinny jeans. I always wore men’s trunks under them with t-shirts or sweaters. When I started college, I had switched to men’s jeans. I grew and toned down the feminine side.

After work today, I was meeting my friend Michelle. We had studied business together at the community college. She went on to finish her bachelor’s degree, but Marcus and I had started By Hand. It was our baby, and neither of us had wanted to continue with schooling.

Marcus and I hadn’t spoken at work today. I gave him the cold shoulder. His question still buzzed in my mind. He had no right to ask me if I wanted to become a woman. I was gay. I was a bottom, but I wasn’t a woman. Only a small part of me wanted to become one.

Michelle was sitting at the bar when I entered. I had to drive to the city to meet her, but it was worth it to get away from Marcus. The afternoon had been slow, and Marcus could close down the restaurant. I trusted the servers to handle the dining room, and Marcus could deal with any emergency.

After kissing Michelle on the cheek, I took a seat in the stool next to her. The bartender dropped off a menu for me, and Michelle sipped her red wine. She had long brown waves and blue eyes. Painted nails. Michelle never left the house without wearing high heels. Marcus had the biggest crush on her when I brought her around the first time, but she only had an interest in women. She loved studs who could fuck her all night with a strap. Eat her pussy like whipped cream on a hot chocolate.

I ordered a glass of white wine. The special was half off glasses of wine, and I wasn’t going to miss out on that opportunity. We ordered a vegetarian flatbread to share.

“We never see each other anymore,” Michelle said, pouting.

“I know. I’m always working at the restaurant, but we’re here now. Tell me how you’ve been,” I said.

Michelle talked about her internship and what she wanted to do when she graduated in a few weeks. It was spring and bleeding into summer. The weather was hotter, and the leaves had returned to the trees. She wanted to work for a corporation in St. Louis and climb the ladder.

“You’ll find a job,” I said.

“Tell me about you. How is Marcus? Does he still talk about me?” she asked. Although Michelle wasn’t interested in Marcus, she loved that he found her attractive. She loved to dangle men on strings only to let them down with the fact she was a lesbian. Then, a lot of the men would ask Michelle if they could watch her kiss a woman.

Marcus may have found Michelle attractive still, but he didn’t talk about her. I told her that he did, and she grinned. “But you’ll never believe what else Marcus said.”

“What?” she asked.

“He asked me if I would become a woman to secure a loan,” I said.

“Become a woman?!”

“Yes, girl,” I said and smacked my lips. We laughed. The bartender looked at us with a raised eyebrow.

“Why would Marcus want that?”

I explained Moon Food to Michelle and why Marcus’ idea made sense on paper but was crazy in real life.

“Why is it a bad idea?” Michelle asked when I finished detailing all the reasons Marcus was insane for suggesting I become a woman.

My mouth dropped. I wanted to throw my drink on Michelle sexy waves and ruin her makeup. How could she dare suggest I become a woman? “Whose side are you on, Michelle?”

“You want to expand your business don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then, why don’t you consider it? You’re already rather feminine now,” she said.

“You can’t be serious,” I said and sipped my white wine. She ate a piece of the pizza and shrugged.

“Is becoming a woman the worst thing in the world for more success? Those bank loans are horrible, and groups like Moon Foods tend to provide more value than just money. They have insight into the industry.”

“I know. Working with Moon Foods would be the deal of a lifetime, but they only help female entrepreneurs. They helped one female to male trans man when they came under heat from locals, but that was the only man they have helped.”

“But if you become a woman, they wouldn’t look at you as a man. You could become someone you aren’t now, why not think about it?”

The bartender came over, and we ordered another round. I wanted to call out Michelle for taking Marcus’ side, but he had said we would have to wait years longer with the other financing options. It wasn’t like I had never thought about becoming a woman. It wasn’t an overwhelming urge, but I have always been curious about what it would be like. Nobody was asking me to get rid of my penis, and I didn’t want to date anyone for a long time. Not after Peter and his madness.

Our second round of drinks arrived, and I pondered what Michelle and Marcus said. We split the check an hour later. Standing outside by our cars, Michelle said, “if you decide to become a woman, I’m here for you. You know I’m a makeup master and love makeovers.”

“Whatever, Michelle,” I said. We hugged and went our separate ways, but Marcus’ idea was sounding more logical by the second.

♦

Marcus

A few days had passed since I stupidly asked Dustin to become a woman for our business. He hadn’t spoken to me since. We worked together, and he would call orders, but they weren’t conversations. He hadn’t mentioned what I had asked him, but I could tell he recalled the conversation. I saw it when he looked at me with scorn. It was like taking a knife to the chest. I didn’t want to ruin the relationship I had with my best friend. We could wait five years to open a second location if necessary. We didn’t need Moon Foods.

Dustin had been leaving early since our conversation, but today he stayed until the end. When I turned off the kitchen lights, I didn’t want to step out to the dining room. I feared what Dustin would say. He had a way of holding his words in until he found the right ones.

“Hey,” he said when I met his eyes.

I waved at him, dropping my head. The air was thick between us since the conversation. Since I had ruined our dynamic with my childish idea.

“Would you like a beer?” Dustin asked. He had moved behind the bar, and I sat at a stool. I nodded, and Dustin cracked open two lagers. “You don’t have to feel bad for what you asked me, Marcus. You’re concerned about the business, and I appreciate it.”

“Please, forget what I asked. It was rude and homophobic.”

“Maybe, but it was business savvy too. We can’t help it that the women behind Moon Foods discriminate against men and restaurants outside trendy city neighborhoods.”

“What are you saying?” I asked. Dustin stirred his finger around the rim of the glass beer bottle.

He smirked and said, “I want to become a woman.”

His words hit me like a gust of wind in April. I should have apologized and told Dustin to forget it sooner. We couldn’t cheat our way to the top. It wasn’t right. I wanted Dustin to be himself and not someone he didn’t want to become, “Dustin, you don’t have to do that. I was drunk. Don’t listen to what I said.”

“But you’re right, Marcus. Why should we wait five years when we could have what we want in one? I’m willing to become a woman for our dreams,” Dustin said. He stood behind the bar and didn’t drop his eyes. He was being serious, but how would he do it? The customers would freak if Dustin came in one day as a woman. We had regulars, and Dustin knew a lot of them.

“What about our customers?”

“They will accept it, or they don’t have to come back. I don’t care. Moon Foods will do more for us than a few assholes who can’t handle a man expressing his true form,” Dustin said. He whipped his head as though he had long hair. He placed a hand on his hip and smacks his lips, “Girl, I’m about to become the hottest bitch in Bendersville,” he said and snapped his fingers.

Dustin finished his beer, and we locked up the restaurant. He had me laughing the entire walk home how he snapped his fingers and switched his feet with each step.


CHAPTER THREE

Dustin

Michelle and I were out at the mall. She had picked up a couple wigs for me on the way over but hadn’t shown me the styles yet. We had shopping to do first. Michelle worked at her internship but had the weekends off school and work, and she had dedicated her entire Saturday to feminizing my body.

We started with clothing. Michelle made me wear a bra and stuffed with with balls of fabric. She showed me options I could order online for fake breasts, but titties were not a negotiation. After stuffing my bra, Michelle had me try on three dresses she picked out. One was black, one had a floral print, and the other was hot pink. She made me buy all three, and I loved how I looked.

When I twirled in the dresses and the fabric lifted, I felt like a woman in the movies. I wanted to stand over a pothole with steam blowing up my dress. How would I look with fabric bunched up around my arms with a wig and makeup?

After spending over two hundred dollars on dresses, nylons, skinny jeans, and blouses, we went to the shoe store and picked out heels. Michelle picked out pink pumps for me. I tried to wear flats, but she said I had to use the four-inch heels. Michelle had me change into my hot pink dress, black nylons, and pumps before leaving the shoe store. I felt exposed without makeup or a wig, but she promised it would come next.

People stared as I struggled to walk in my four-inch heels and puffy pink dress. It spread at the bottom and had pleats. I shaved my legs before coming to the mall as Michelle had commanded me, but the nylons covered anything I missed. Any marks I left from the razor. When men passed me, I could see the disappoint in their eyes when the realized I was a man in women’s clothing.

Michelle coached me as I walked through the mall in the four-inch heels. The embarrassment had faded, and I was concentrated on not falling on my face.

We made it to the makeup store, and I had only fallen once. Michelle congratulated me on my first experience in heels. I hadn’t realized my feet were small enough to shop in the women’s department. Maybe I would have worn heels years ago if I had and wouldn’t be struggling now.

A young woman who knew Michelle came up to us and changed my face with the powers of her brushes and foundation. She removed the hard lines and rounded out my face. I looked much more like a woman when she finished. After we bought all the tools I would need to paint my face at home, Michelle and I went to the family bathroom.

She placed a wig cap over my hair when we entered and showed me two wigs. They were both blonde to match my eyebrows. One was a short pixie and the other went halfway down my back. I wanted the longer hair and snatched the wig from her. “How do I put this on?”

“Slow down,” she said and took the wig. Michelle donned the wig on my head and put it in place, blonde hair cascading over my shoulders. I wanted a lollipop to suck. Maybe a dick or two. Would the straight guys want me now that I had makeup and long blonde hair? Would I catch them with my blue eyes? I felt more beautiful staring at myself in the mirror in the family bathroom than I ever had in the past. As Dustin. I had to come up with a new name to match my new body.

“What do you think about ‘Daisy’?” I asked.

“For your name?”

I nodded.

“Sounds beautiful, Daisy. You are convincing now that you have makeup and a wig. Sorry for making you walk around the mall in your heels without the wig, but it would have looked worse without the makeup. Trust me. Now you’re a sexy fox.”

I blushed but had to agree with Michelle. She had guided me through this and had done well. I wondered how Marcus would react when he saw me for the first time. He was at the restaurant. Maybe I would surprise him when they closed. Michelle and I left the mall and went to grab a late lunch.

♦

Marcus

It was a long day, and Dustin hadn’t been there to help me put out fires as they began. The servers had a hard time handling a Saturday without Dustin, but everyone had finally left and I was alone in the restaurant waiting on a pizza to arrive and drinking a beer from the fridge when someone walked in the door. She was pretty: long blonde hair, a pink dress, pink heels. She smelled of perfume, but I couldn’t see her eyes. The woman was hiding her face from me.

“Sorry, we’re closed.”

She lifted her head, and I recognized who this sexy woman was. She was my best friend. “Don’t you have time for your business partner, Marcus?” she asked. Dustin asked. I couldn’t wrap my head around this. He looked so much like a she.

“Wow, you look amazing Dustin,” I said and stood to hug him. Her? I felt a stirring in my stomach that only happened before a crush developed. How could I be looking at my best friend with lustful eyes? He was becoming a woman for the better of our business. I shouldn’t want to rip that hot pink dress off her body and bend her over the counter. Bend him over the counter. My mind was acting like jumbled wires.

“Thank you, but you can call me Daisy.”

“Daisy?”

“Why yes, Marcus. I’m a woman now and expect you to address me as such,” she said. Her voice had changed. It had always sounded soft, but now it had a feminine edge to it. She must have practiced long before this. It didn’t surprise me. People had always made fun of Dustin for him femininity, but I defended him. He had always been an amazing friend, and now he was a smoking hot chick.

Daisy sat at the bar and crossed her legs. The dress stopped far above her knees, but she wore nylons underneath to hide her goodies like a classy woman. A woman I wanted to parade around the city as my girlfriend. My lover. My fuck buddy? Would she ever let me do any of the images floating in my head?

“Fix me a drink. I want a whiskey sour,” she said.

I wouldn’t argue with her. “Yes, ma’am.”

Daisy and I talked for the next hour about how we would convince Moon Foods to take us up as an investment. After walking Daisy to her apartment door, I wanted to kiss her but stopped myself. We couldn’t complicate things more than they were. I told Daisy goodnight and went to my apartment, wishing we had rented the single family instead.


CHAPTER FOUR

Marcus

Daisy was sitting in the booth with me while a woman from the local paper interviewed us. Daisy did all the talking in her feminine falsetto. Would she get angry if I stuck my tongue between her painted lips? The red lipstick she wore drove me crazy against her blue eyes and porcelain skin. She had naturally blonde eyebrows. How had my best friend turned into the girl of my dreams? Had I always had this fantasy in the back of my head? Taking Daisy in my arms and mashing my face with hers felt natural. I wanted to experience that more than I wanted food for the next three weeks, and I was a chef.

“How does the clientele feel about your recent transition?”

“Excuse me,” Daisy said, placing her hand to her chest. I didn’t know where her breasts had come from, but they looked delicious under her white blouse. She always wore a white blouse to work now with a different bottom. Some days she wore a black pencil skirt. I’ve seen her in jeans too. It didn’t matter what she wore, I wanted Daisy.

Two weeks had passed since she first came to work as a woman, and the customers reacted. Some regulars hadn’t returned, but most people didn’t care. Others didn’t notice until Daisy confessed she used to be Dustin. She had acclimated to the role without effort, and the staff loved the change. Daisy was like a cloud of bubbles floating through the air.

“I am a woman,” Daisy said, sounding offended by the question.

“But, by our records, you were a man three weeks ago. There are pictures online to prove it,” the journalist said. She pulled out her phone and pointed to pictures from the social media page. Dustin was standing with a group of customers. They were regulars and loved Daisy as much as Dustin, but the woman had her evidence. She had done research. The interview had been going so well, but now Daisy had bunched fists in her lap.

“Why don’t we focus on the food?” I asked. “Daisy is a young, female entrepreneur. We went to community college in the city and opened a successful restaurant in the metro area.”

“But you all have already told me that story. I’m curious why Dustin become Daisy so recently.”

Daisy cleared her throat. I went to speak, but she put up her hand to stop me. “I’m offended that you would ask about such a personal topic, but I have always felt a female’s presence inside of me. It’s hard enough living as a gay man, and I always feared the transition. What would people think? What would Marcus think? He’s straight, and we’ve been best friends forever, but my entire life could have fallen apart. Do you understand that? The fear I had,” Daisy said. Tears were sliding down her cheeks. She picked up a cloth napkin and dabbed her face.

The journalist’s face flushed, and she stuttered. Sounds left her mouth, but they weren’t words.

“I didn’t mean…”

Daisy put up her hand, “It’s fine. I feel like a woman, but you can call it a transition. That is accurate in a physical sense, but I have felt like a woman for as long as I can remember. I’m sorry that I was born in the wrong body. You can put a label on it if you want. Fine, I’m a trans woman. Happy? The trans woman owns a restaurant with her straight male friend in Bendersville. There, I gave you your headline. What do you think?”

The woman had wide eyes. She ran her fingers through her hair and looked toward the exit. I glanced at Daisy and tried not to smirk. I would never have the balls to speak like that. Daisy was the most amazing woman and business partner a man could ask for. She could work in one location. I could manage the other. We wouldn’t have to cross paths unless we wanted to until we went home to a house together. I needed her. We could make a relationship work. A future.

“Marcus,” Daisy said and slapped my shoulder. She was holding the napkin in her fist. A touch of mascara had run under her eye.

“Yes?” I asked. I had been too busy thinking about my future with Daisy to stay in the present.

“We’re taking a tour of the restaurant so she can take pictures. We’re finished with the interview, correct?”

“Yes, I have all I need. And don’t worry. What you said won’t be the title,” the journalist said.

We walked around the restaurant while the young woman snapped photos. There were customers eating lunch, but it wasn’t a busy day. Daisy and I stepped outside for fresh air when the woman left. It was spring and warm. The flowers were growing, and it hadn’t been too hot. Daisy flipped her hair back and stood against the restaurant’s exterior wall. Neither of us smoked, but one server was smoking, and he disappeared around the back.

“You killed that interview,” I said and put up my hand for a high five. Daisy indulged me. She smiled and licked her lips while maintaining eye contact. She was shorter than me in her heels but not by much. I preferred when she took them off so I could stand a head above her. “Now we have the perfect in for Moon Foods. You will only have to act as a woman for a couple more years.”

“Who says I’m acting?” Daisy asked. She was facing me. Her breasts nearly touching my chest. Her hair looked real. I would never have known it was a wig if she hadn’t told me. The muscles in my arms flexed when I squeezed my fists to resist my natural urges to kiss Daisy. These past two weeks have been the hardest of my life. Daisy was my best friend, and she could become my lover, but I knew Peter had damaged her with his insanity. If that man ever entered the restaurant against, I would beat his ass.

“What are you saying?”

“I’m never going back to Dustin. I love Daisy.”

“Never?”

“I want to keep my…” Daisy said and looked down. I knew what she was talking about, and it didn’t matter. Her having a little rod for me to stoke while I fucked her in the ass sounded delightful. Dustin had been a bottom. I didn’t think that would change now that she was Daisy. Keeping my hands at my side, I resisted grabbing Daisy at the sides. Drawing her breasts near my hard chest.

“I love you as Daisy,” I said. “Do you mind if I set up a meeting with Moon Foods once that article comes out?”

“If they’ll give us one, sure. Do what you need,” Daisy said. “We should get back inside.”

Her smile captivated me more than an erupting volcano. Lava could flow toward my house, and I would have a hard time leaving if Daisy were there. Tangled in my arms. I would carry her to safety, but not without kissing her from her toes to her lips first, paying special attention around the middle of her body. I would suck her sissy cock if she wanted it. Whatever I had to do to make her smile like she was now.

“After you,” I said and turned to open the door for her.


CHAPTER FIVE

Daisy

Marcus and I lived in the same complex but had separate apartments. We had decided on that instead of a single family to have space. As much as I loved turning the lock to my own dwelling, I wouldn’t mind spending a few nights a week with Marcus. We hadn’t done anything sexual, but two weeks had passed since the article ran in the newspaper, and Marcus and I were spending a lot of time together developing our pitch for Moon Foods. We envisioned opening a large restaurant space to handle office parties and prepare catering meals for off-site events.

“What do you think about this?” Marcus asked. He moved his computer screen so I could see the retail space. It was down the road but still in Bendersville. We had considered opening a location closer to the city. We had multiple ideas and wanted to hear what Moon Foods thought. I still couldn’t believe Marcus had secured a meeting with them. It was tomorrow morning, and we were fixing minor details, but my eyes were growing heavy. It was getting late. The sun was setting in the horizon outside of Marcus’ sliding glass door.

“That space is great,” I said and focused on the numbers. I was losing focus though and wanted a drink. We had been working all day, and I couldn’t look at these pages for the sixteenth time. Moon Foods would take us or not, but I couldn’t continue. “What do you have to drink?” I asked.

“But we’re still working,” Marcus protested. He was wearing a tank top and jeans. I knew we were still best friends, but the dynamic between us had shifted since I became Daisy. How Marcus looked at me had changed. The innocence had left his eyes. “We have a lot to do before the meeting in the morning.”

I took the computer from Marcus’ hands. He protested, but we wouldn’t have a productive meeting if we didn’t relax. “We’ve already prepared as much as we can, Marcus. Moon Foods might have their own ideas for our next retail space. We want their input. Let’s wait for it. Tomorrow,” I said while standing above Marcus with his computer.

I was smirking until I noticed how his eyes had shifted again. Whenever we walked home together after work, he always looked at me this way. Like I was a steak, and it was Easter Sunday. I would give myself to Marcus in a heartbeat. He had always been the man of my dreams, but I locked those emotions away long ago. I never would have crossed that line. We were best friends. I was gay, and he was straight. But I wasn’t Dustin anymore. Daisy had appeared, and she wanted to play. I couldn’t continue ignoring the tension between us.

“Hi,” I said, placing the computer on the table.

Marcus spread his legs farther and placed his hands behind his head. “Hi,” he said.

I squeezed my thighs together and ignored my little dick getting hard in my panties. I wore a black pencil skirt, nylons, white cotton panties, and a white blouse. Cotton panties were my favorite. Comfort over style, but I would switch to impress Marcus. They made lace jockstraps with a hole in the ass. Lacey flowers over the cock. Would Marcus like to fuck me in one? I wouldn’t touch myself until he came all over me. My ass, my face. Wherever Marcus wanted.

“What do you have to drink?” I asked, holding back my dirty thoughts. How could I show Marcus I was interested? Over the past month, we have been flirting like mad. Eating dinner together. Staying late after the shift to ‘strategize’. We weren’t spending this much time together two months ago, but I wouldn’t complain. I loved having Marcus around. I loved when he looked at me like dinner after fasting.

“There’s beer in the fridge.”

“Okay,” I said and went to the fridge to grab a beer for us. We drank and talked. I propped my legs on Marcus’ knees for the first time, and he didn’t resist it. He touched my legs. My dick throbbed as he brushed his fingers along my nylons. I had my sissy cock squeezed between my thighs so Marcus couldn’t see it, but his touch drove me wild. I wanted to bend over the sofa and show him what he’s been missing. I would take him bare. I knew he didn’t have anything. He was straight but got tested. We had talked about it one day after I went to the doctor to get tested. He surprised me and had a picture of his results on his phone. That was only a couple months ago.

I was dying to take Marcus’ cock. Feel him push me into the sofa or bed and fill me with his manhood. We were watching a movie and drinking our beers, but I wasn’t paying attention. How could I with Marcus rubbing his finger over my pedicured toes? I had gone to the nail salon twice since becoming Daisy. It was my favorite way to pass time besides shopping and practicing makeup applications.

Marcus moved his eyes from the TV and focused them on me. I touched his chest, moving my fingers slowly to his face. Marcus leaned forward, and I placed my beer on the table before dropping it. It wobbled as Marcus’ mouth kissed mine. It was happening. I held Marcus’ face as our faces smashed together. As our tongues circled around the other’s mouth. Marcus was more man than I had ever been with before, and I could feel the precum soaking my panties. The head of my cock stuck to the fabric. Marcus’ hand crawled up my leg.

I squealed but didn’t stop Marcus as he gripped my feminine cock. His green eyes like jade. Marcus pulled the nylons down my legs and exposed my shaved skin. He started at my ankle and ran his tongue up to my inner thigh. I squirmed as he kissed my sissy cock through the cotton panties. I wanted to wear lace lingerie for Marcus but hadn’t planned this. Never did I think we would end up touching intimately. We were friends. Business partners. We were playing with fire.

Marcus tugged at my panties, but I stopped him from pulling them down. Tonight should be about him. I wanted to pleasure the man in the room. I was his woman and needed to prove it.

Lifting Marcus, I pushed him to his back and climbed atop him. We were on the sofa, and my right foot dangled off the side. The movie played in the background, but it was just noise. My thoughts were consumed with Marcus and what rested between his legs. His dick was the one that mattered; not my little sissy one.

Marcus lifted his body, and I took the shirt off of him. His muscles were harder than rocks in the woods. The lines in his abs were like rows on a farm. I kissed his body, leaving imprints with the red lipstick on my lips. Marcus growled at me, gripping my hair. I had gotten a wig sewn in, and Marcus could pull as hard as he wanted. My hair wasn’t going anywhere.

After kissing Marcus for a few more minutes with him grabbing my ass through the panties, I moved back to his waistline and unbuttoned his pants. I needed to taste his dick like one required water in the morning.

Marcus lifted his hips, and I slid the jeans from his legs. He was wearing trunks, and they hid nothing. Marcus had a huge dick. Much bigger than I had imagined. It was nine or ten inches, judging by what I could see. Before I could pull off his underwear, Marcus grabbed me by my hair and pushed my face into his dick. I licked it through the fabric, biting along its thickness. His manhood and body were unlike any I had encountered. He was eight-hundred percent man. Marcus stood from the sofa and commanded me to the center of the room. I still had on all my clothing except the nylons, but Marcus dropped his trunks to the floor and revealed his uncut cock. A light layer of hair trailed up from his cock to his washboard abs. Two lines cut into his abdomen like a V and pointed straight at his prize. His beauty. The rod I wanted for the rest of my life.

Stepping forward, Marcus stood above me. I kneeled under him, sitting back on my bent legs. Marcus’ cock dangled in my face. Marcus held the cock at its base and smirked down at me before slapping me in the face with his erect member. A string of his precum connected my cheek and its tip.

Placing my hands on my knees, I leaned my head back and opened my mouth. My parted lips an invitation for Marcus’ cock.

Marcus squatted above my face and lowered his cock into my mouth. After all these years of friendship, I never thought this would have happened, but Marcus’ dick was sliding between my lips. I touched his balls as he fucked my face and called me dirty names. He was more aggressive than I would have imagined. How he held my hair or cheeks. I lost track of time as Marcus used my face like a fleshlight. My lips were his hole, and I knew how to relax my throat. I was his dirty whore. His slut. He was calling me those names and so much worse.

He pulled out, giving me a chance to breathe after I choked on his cock. Marcus was so big, and he kept shoving his dick as far as he could down my throat. I didn’t take long before I had my lips parted again, begging for Marcus’ cock in my mouth, but he spat into his hand and beat his dick. He was jacking himself off at rapid speed. Eyes closed. His free hand tangled in my hair and holding my face in place.

I saw his balls tighten. His grunts took on a staccato rhythm. He placed the tip of his cock on my bottom lip, and a stream of warm cum shot out of his cock. Several more followed it. He filled my mouth with his milk before shoving his cock back in. I would take Marcus’ dick however he wanted to give it to me.

I had cum in my panties while he was fucking my mouth minutes ago, but I was too embarrassed to show Marcus how weak he made me. After he finished and collapsed back to the couch, I ran to the bathroom to take off my soiled panties and hide them in my purse.

Going back out to the living room, I was about to leave when Marcus stopped me. He lifted me in his arms and carried me to his bed and told me to spend the night. I wouldn’t argue with him.

♦

Marcus

Last night was the first night I slept with Daisy in my arms, and I never wanted to spend another night without her by my side. I knew we would have to spend nights apart, but my love for her was growing at an exponential speed. How she sucked my dick last night was the best sex of my life. She let me fuck her throat like a pussy, and my dick wasn’t small. Some women couldn’t handle me, but I had a feeling Daisy would love to take me. I got weak when I thought about her for more than a few seconds. My dick would harden if I pictured her on her knees under me.

The meeting with Moon Foods had gone well, but seeing Daisy after she had showered and changed into her sophisticated black dress had me hungry to undress her. It was impossible to concentrate during the meeting, but Daisy had presented the business to the women. They loved her. We had all eaten lunch at By Hand after the meeting, and they couldn’t stop talking about the food.

We had future meetings planned to talk investments and expansion, but they had sounded confident in Daisy, By Hand, and our future. They would be crazy not to have faith in Daisy. She was a powerhouse.

We were relaxing at her apartment. It was much more feminine than mine. It had a polished vibe to it. Like it had come from the pages of a magazine. My apartment was full of secondhand furniture and gifts from friends who moved away or bought something new. The items matched at Daisy’s. I wanted her to put feminine touches on a place we shared together.

“You did amazing today,” I said.

“They loved you too,” Daisy said. We were drinking hot tea and eating potato chips. The restaurant was open but neither of us wanted to work. We were watching a movie and ignoring our responsibilities, but Daisy had checked the security cameras to make sure they didn’t need us before we picked out a romantic comedy.

I loved rubbing Daisy’s feet when she propped her legs on my knees. I had taken off her nylons. The fabric between my hand and her feet annoyed me, so I would always take off her nylons when we got home from work. Walking my fingers up Daisy’s legs, I found her womanhood. She was smaller than me, but I didn’t care. Daisy looked at me with her ocean blue eyes.

“I want to return the favor,” I said.

“You don’t have to,” she said and tried to push my hand away, but that wasn’t fair. I wanted her to understand how much I loved her. How much I didn’t care about her feminine cock.

“Don’t you want to feel good?” I asked and held her panties by the waistline.

Daisy bit her bottom lip and nodded. She lifted her hips, granting me permission. I removed her thong. It was black lace and matched her dress. I pushed her dress up to her belly button and exposed the most beautiful four inches I had ever since. She was dripping from her cock. Precum running down her member.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” I said, taking in this image. I would remember this moment for the rest of my life. Opening my mouth, I lowered and closed my lips around Daisy’s cock. I had never sucked a dick before, but I loved how Daisy’s salty nectar tasted against my tongue. She moaned, sounding hot and female. I raised my hands and grabbed her breasts as I took her entire length in my mouth.

Daisy was like a fire, and I was her gasoline. Every lick of my tongue had her screaming at the top of her lungs. Gripping my shoulders. Begging me to stop. I wouldn’t stop until she filled my mouth like I had hers. Daisy was my doll, and I wanted to keep her satisfied.

I stopped sucking her dick long enough to say, “Cum for me, baby. Don’t be afraid.”

She was holding back but didn’t need to. I wanted every drop she would give. I was in love with Daisy and would show her how much I cared. Sucking Daisy’s cock, I felt the cum sneaking up from her balls. She had her legs on my shoulders, and I licked her from base to tip.

“Fuck, baby. I can’t hold it,” she said and moaned. Her thighs squeezed my neck as streams of cum left her cock and landed on my tongue. It was warm, salty, and delicious. I would take Daisy’s treat whenever she wanted it. Soon, I would have her ass, but I wanted to wait a little longer. Not because she couldn’t handle me, but I couldn’t handle her. If I fucked Daisy now, I would fall in love and never get over her. I had to know Daisy loved me as much as I did her.

“You tasted good, baby,” I said and kissed Daisy on the lips.

“Want me to do you?” she asked and grabbed my belt, but I stopped her.

“Maybe later. Let’s watch the movie,” I said and held Daisy in my arms.


CHAPTER SIX

Daisy

Marcus and I had walked home from the restaurant an hour ago, and I was taking a bath. Soap suds floated around me and covered my naked body. Not that there was anyone to watch me. I had invited Marcus over to my house, but he told me he wanted to stay at his. I understood. We were spending a lot of time together.

A few weeks had passed since Marcus sucked my dick the first time, and we had spent all but two nights together. I sucked his cock a lot more than he sucked mine, but I preferred it like that. He was the man. Thick, hairy, and muscular. His cock was much larger than mine too. His was like holding a sausage roll. Mine was like a cheese stick. He hadn’t fucked me yet, but I was hoping we would get there soon. I had offered my ass to him a couple times, but he refused. What was I doing wrong?

Before soaking in the bathtub, I had shaved my legs and privates. I wanted to prepare for tomorrow since I hoped I would see Marcus. Maybe he would let me suck his dick before we went to work in the morning. If I made my ass presentable enough, he might finger me. He had fingered me a few times, but I wanted his cock. What was a finger compared to his massive rod? His fingers were worse than a tease. I wanted to feel his head press past my hole and fill my sissy cave.

I lifted my right leg through the water and watched as soap ran down my hairless porcelain. They were smooth from the soap that had moisturized my skin. I loved my soap because it smelled like cucumber and left my skin feeling fresh. My phone buzzed. It was sitting by the tub. I dried my hands with a towel to check it.

Marcus: Come over. I have a surprise for you.

I hadn’t expected a message from Marcus tonight, but I would take any opportunity to spend time with him. I loved our moments together, and he made me feel like a princess. Marcus was my prince. When we lived together, we could become the king and queen of our castle.

I stood, suds running down my body. After draining the water, I rinsed off and wrapped a towel around myself. I felt naked without the heavy bra hanging from my chest. My dick felt too loose without the constriction of tight, women’s panties. I dried my hair which I had washed with the utmost care. It took watching five videos before I had the confidence to wash my hair.

Marcus would have to wait for me to get ready. I needed an hour before I could leave the house. After taking twenty minutes to dry and blow out my blonde hair, I covered my body with lotion. I washed my hands and slipped on a white lace jockstrap I had ordered last week. Then, my breasts. I felt much better with them hanging from my chest. Marcus should fuck me while I was wearing the bra, so I could feel more like a woman.

Sitting in front of my mirror, I brushed foundation over my face and used mascara and eyeliner. My blue eyes popped against the dark outline. I ran red lipstick over my lips. Would Marcus fuck me tonight? They said red was the color of seduction. I needed him to fill me with his manhood.

After I finished my makeup, I stepped into a red satin dress I had bought. I had red satin heels to match it. The dress stopped above the knees, and I wouldn’t wear nylons tonight. Marcus would only take them off, anyway. Grabbing my clutch from the dresser, I glanced at myself in the mirror. I had forgotten the earrings.

I slipped silver loops into my ears and smacked my lips. It wouldn’t be long before I wrapped my lips around Marcus’ cock and left a red impression around its base. My heels clicked against the ground between our apartments. The hallways were open-air, and Marcus lived two buildings down.

Standing outside Marcus’ door, I took a deep breath before knocking. He answered in an instant. His smile captivated. He held the door open for me to pass. I stepped inside, and the apartment smelled like garlic sauteing in butter. Candles lit Marcus’ apartment. Rose petals and a linen covered his dining-room table. His shabby apartment had turned elegant. He had done all this after getting off of work.

After I realized what was happening, tears swelled in my eyes. Marcus came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my front. He kissed me on the neck and nibbled on my ear. “What do you think?” he asked.

“It’s outstanding,” I said.

“You’re the most amazing woman a man could ask for, Daisy,” he said.

“And you’re a first-class man,” I said. “Any woman would be lucky to have you.”

“But you’re the woman I want. Am I the only man for you, Daisy?” Marcus asked. There was a desperation in his eyes that hit my heart. He loved me as much as I loved him. This dinner was his way to tell me I meant the world to him. He cooked to share his emotions. His mom had told me that once.

I stepped forward and rested my hand on his chest, knowing what Marcus needed to hear. “I love you, Marcus. You’re the man for me, and I plan on staying as Daisy. She is me. I am her.”

“You mean it?” he asked.

I nodded and held his face by his jawline. I kicked off my red satin heels, so I stood a head under my man. It was sexier when I had to look up at him; made me feel more like a woman. His woman. Would he take me as his wife? It didn’t matter. What I wanted now was physical, not emotional. We kissed until a timer beeped on Marcus’ microwave and interrupted us.

Marcus pulled bread out of the oven. He told me to take a seat and served me surf and turf better than anything we had at By Hand.

“You did all this?” I asked as the scent of lemon and garlic curled to my nostrils. Marcus nodded. His green eyes sexier in the warm candlelight. Darkness outlining his face. I resisted jumping across the table to take out Marcus’ dick and ride it. The surprise dinner had my dick hard and twitching under my red satin dress. I wondered if the lace had a stain yet from my precum. I needed Marcus to hike up my dress and fuck me with his uncovered cock. He could move from my ass to my mouth, I didn’t care. I was clean and showered. Freshly shaved.

Marcus and I ate the meal, and it was the best dish I had ever had. Marcus had outdone himself, and I was ready to return the favor. After dabbing his face with a napkin, Marcus cleared the dishes.

When he walked back, I grabbed him by the belt buckle and pulled him close. “Ready for dessert?”

“I made a real dessert,” he said.

I shook my head. “Later, Marcus. I need you to give me your lollipop.”

Marcus unbuttoned his pants and dropped them to the floor with his underwear. His dick was half erect but long and thick. I couldn’t get enough of it. I loved when it was hard and pressed against my ass in the mornings we woke up together. Feeling his erection was the biggest tease, and I couldn’t take no for an answer again. Marcus had to fuck me if he wanted to claim me as his woman.

I slid my ass off the chair and dropped to my knees under Marcus’ cock. A drop of precum had leaked from his tip. I used my finger and traced the wetness around the head of his dick. Marcus’ balls squeezed into his body. I touched them and rolled them in my hands. Marcus’ cock was growing at my touch.

It stood in my face like a lamppost. I parted my lips and moved my mouth over his manhood. Marcus groaned as my tongue ran up and down his length. I was milking his precum into my mouth and loving every drop, but my ass was begging to have Marcus’ dick fill it. My hole felt emptier than a box with no base.

After sucking Marcus’ dick for a few minutes, I stood and unzipped my dress. I let it fall to the floor and revealed my white lace jock. My bra could stay on, and Marcus could grab my titties while he fucked me from behind. My long blonde hair flowed over one shoulder, and Marcus wrapped his arms around my back, sliding his hands down to my exposed ass.

He placed a finger on my split, and I about melted. My little dick was throbbing in the white lingerie. Marcus grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.

♦

Daisy

I followed Marcus to his bedroom, and my ass was still tingling from his touch. He could fuck my sissy hole all night if he wanted. Marcus placed me at the end of his bed and took off his shirt and socks. He was naked, and I only wore the bra and lace jockstrap, both white. Marcus was pacing in front of his dresser.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I know you want me to fuck you, but I’m afraid.”

“Of what?”

“What if you leave me? What if you decide you don’t want to be with me one day? The sex has been fun, but if we do more than oral, will it ruin our friendship?”

“Oral sex is sex too,” I said. “I love you more than you know. I have always had feelings for you, Marcus. When this started between us, it scared me too, but we can’t let fear stop us from loving each other.”

Marcus shook his head. He was avoiding my gaze. His erection has softened. I patted the bed next to me for Marcus to sit there, and he listened. I held his hand.

“Neither of us planned on this, but we’re here now. I want you to make love to me. My holes are yours to use for pleasure. But your cock will feel much better in my ass. We’re both clean and tested.”

I felt Marcus’ dick twitch under my hand at those words. He looked up at me with his green eyes and chiseled jawline. His large arms and beefy legs. His manly body turned me on, and I had my hard dick squeezed between my thighs.

Marcus closed his eyes and mashed his face with mine. A passionate kiss replaced the hesitation. Marcus turned me over after the kiss and put me on all fours. I shook my ass in his face, and he smacked it. I moaned and put my ass higher in the air. Marcus spread my cheeks and buried his face between my split for the first time.

His tongue ran over my hole. I felt it tighten with each brush of his tongue. Marcus had complete access to my ass through the jock, and I wouldn’t touch my dick until he came. He could enjoy my hole as long as he liked. I was already on the verge of cumming.

Marcus ate my ass and loosened my hole with his tongue and fingers. He was up to three fingers before I was begging him to fuck me with his cock. Marcus pushed me up the bed and climbed on behind. He kneeled behind me while I was on all fours still. My dick covered by the white lace fabric. Breasts hanging from my chest.

Using his right hand, Marcus gripped me by the hair and pulled my head back. He kissed my neck while he rubbed his unprotected cock up and down my wet split. Every time his cock’s head hit my hole, I moved my ass to catch it like a fish on a hook. Marcus kissed me while teasing my hole with his manhood. Precum leaking from his tip, eliminating the friction.

“Fuck me, please. I need it,” I said.

Marcus chuckled in my ear and nibbled on the lobe. He was driving me made, but I loved his touch. It was like eating soup on a cold day. Hot tea by a warm fire. A picnic on the first warm day of spring. He held my breasts as he kissed my lips, my neck, and my ears. His dick sliding up and down my ass. Marcus was huge, but I could take him. I needed to. I didn’t care how badly it hurt going in because my hole would adjust for my man.

Marcus pushed me down and smacked my ass several times. I loved how it sounded when his bare hand hit my cheeks. We could hear the music from the living room in the bedroom, but his smacks were much louder. Marcus spread my cheeks and placed the tip of his cock on my love cave. My sissy hole. My opening that was his and nobody else’s. Marcus was mine, and I was his.

“You sure?” Marcus asked.

I reached behind and grabbed Marcus by the ass and pushed him into my hole. I hadn’t been fucked in ages, and he split me in two, but it was worth it. Pain rushed through my nerves, but I didn’t resist Marcus’ cock. I pushed my ass back and pulled forward, using his dick like a toy.

Marcus put his hands behind his head and allowed me to do the work. I moved my ass up and down his uncovered cock several times until my ass adjusted to his size. Marcus took over when I stopped moving my ass. He moved from his balls to his tip and back, sending my sissy cock into overdrive to not explode. One touch, and I would erupt like vinegar and baking soda.

Marcus used my ass for the next thirty minutes in every position he could: missionary, kneeling behind me, with me basically in a headstand, against his dresser, making me ride his cock. Marcus fucked me with passion. Sweat dripping from his forehead. My hole stretched and dripping from the juices between us.

Now, Marcus had me bent over the corner of the bed with my hands pulled behind me. He held my arms while he pounded my hole. I loved hearing his balls smack against my sissy hole. I hadn’t cum, but I hadn’t touched my cock either, and I was dying for both.

“Fuck, Daisy,” Marcus said. His dick fell out of my ass, and he pulled me to the floor. I kneeled under him and opened my mouth as he jacked off his dick with fury. I wanted him to fill me with his seed, but we could do that another day. We were in love. “Fuck, I love you,” Marcus said. He bent down while jacking off his dick to kiss me.

We parted, and I opened my mouth for him anew. I could tell Marcus was close to busting his load. Filling my mouth with his delicious drink. I reached into my jockstrap and touched my dick for the first time. It took two strokes before I covered the lace in cum.

Marcus gripped my blonde hair, and streams of warm cum covered my face and entered my mouth. I had to close my eyes and felt the goo running down my face. Marcus slapped his dick against my face and rubbed his cum around before shoving his salty cock back in my mouth.

“That was hot,” Marcus said.

“Thank you for fucking me, baby. Take me to the shower?” I asked. I still couldn’t open my eyes but loved feeling Marcus’ warm cum all over my face.

Marcus chuckled and lifted me in his arms and carried me to the shower where he washed my body with soap and kissed me against the shower wall.

♦

Marcus

Last night was the most amazing night of my life, but I suspect I’ll have better ones in the future with Daisy by my side. I fucked her for the first time last night, and the entire session was on repeat in my head. She took my dick better than any woman ever had, and we connected on a much deeper level than just the physical. Daisy was my dream girl, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

We had taken the day off work. We had a lot going on with Moon Foods and the restaurant, but neither of us wanted to work after the night we had. Mondays weren’t the busiest days either.

Sitting in a park, we ate grapes and cheese. We were drinking water and watching the clouds pass through the sky. It was a warm spring day, sunny, and perfect for sitting outside. I held a grape in my hand and guided it to Daisy’s mouth. She parted her lips, painted with red lipstick, and closed them around my fingers. She loved marking me with her lipstick. Kissing me on the cheek or sucking my dick before we left for work. She always showered before me, and many mornings would make me drop my towel after she had put on her lipstick.

I wasn’t one to complain. Daisy’s blonde hair blew in the wind as she sat back on her hands. My heart beat faster when we were together. Last night had sealed the deal and my love for Daisy. I would never be the same man after she gave me her ass. I can’t wait to fill her with my load. Last night, I was too distracted by how Daisy was my best friend and lover. How she knew everything about me and still wanted to have me in her life. I was the luckiest man in the world and would always treat Daisy with the respect she deserved, unlike her ex Peter.

“Marcus!” a familiar voice called. Daisy looked panicked, and when I turned around, Peter was standing there. He towered above our picnic. “I thought I saw you,” Peter said. He was catching his breath and looked like he was out running. “Who’s this?” Peter asked but recognized Daisy after staring at her a moment. Peter covered his mouth and suppressed laughter, but my blood was already boiling.

“Wow, Dustin. You’re a woman now?”

I stood up and pushed Peter. He was muscular, but my muscles were bigger. I would pound him into a milkshake if he did anything to Daisy. “What’s it to you?” I asked, pushing Peter with my shoulder.

He hit me back with his shoulder, “nothing bro. Just your girl has a dick,” he said and laughed.

I couldn’t resist. My fist hooked and connected with Peter’s face. He got a few punches in too, but I won the fight. Daisy was screaming behind us to stop, but I had to finish this once and for all. Peter had to know he wasn’t welcome in our lives. After our fight, Peter stumbled backwards. I ran a hand over my mouth and saw blood. We both spat. Daisy was red in the face and had hers arms crossed over her chest.

“Get the fuck out of here and never come back,” I said to Peter.

He spat on my shoes, but Daisy’s face made me stop before I punched him again. She wouldn’t forgive me if I fought Peter more. I loved her, and Peter was a freak. A creep. Peter put up his hands and took one last look at Daisy before turning around and walking across the field.

Daisy yelled at me, but I pulled her into my arms and silenced her with a kiss. She melted into my muscles, and we went back to our picnic. Peter wouldn’t ruin the day. Daisy fed me grapes after anger subsided. She rubbed ice over my wounds and kissed me when they stopped bleeding.

“I will protect you no matter what happens, Daisy,” I said.

She shifted her eyes, “I don’t need protection.”

“I don’t care. You’re my woman, and I’ll keep you safe, forever.”

Daisy relaxed and exhaled as she stared into my eyes. “Okay, I love you.”

“I love you,” I said and took her face to kiss it.


EPILOGUE

Daisy

One Year Later

Marcus and I moved out of our apartments and now shared a single-family home. Our relationship had grown stronger over the past year. A few fights happened, but they only made us better as a couple. I loved waking up next to him every morning and sucking his dick some of those days.

Moon Foods was helping us open a second location closer to the city, and they had selected a venue based on local traffic data. They were great to work with, and I loved how they treated me like a woman. Just a woman. Over the past year, I decided I never wanted to return to life as Dustin, but I would always keep my dick. I loved my sissy dick, and Marcus did too.

“How’s the lasagna?” I asked. Marcus and I were relaxing at home. It was Sunday afternoon, and we never worked Sundays at the restaurant now. We would glance over paperwork or do something for a few hours in the morning, but we always spent Sundays together.

“Just put it in the oven,” he said. He was washing his hands, and I had just walked into the kitchen. I was wearing a mesh robe, a red lace jockstrap, my bosom, and pumps. We had wooden stools and an island in the rental house. When Marcus’ eyes met my body, he turned the water off and came around to my side of the island.

“Think we have time for a little fun?” I asked.

“Always,” Marcus said, took off my robe, and turned me around. I gripped the bar stool and Marcus kneeled under me. He was eating my ass, and when I looked back, I saw him stroking his dick. Fuck, it looked big and delicious. Marcus spat in his hand and rubbed it on my hole and his cock. He put his dick in position and got to work to fill me with his seed before the timer went off for the lasagna. I would never grow tired of our life together.
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“Jeanette, get your skinny ass over here. It’s almost your turn,” Michael hollers at me as I sit in front of the mirror to finish my makeup. He’s the manager at the club where I do drag performances to let out the girl in me.

I’m stressing today, though. There was traffic on the way to the club, and I simply can’t go out looking how I do. “Give me a minute, Michael. Tell the other person to sing another song.”

Michael gasps and taps his pencil against his clipboard. “Don’t catch attitude, bitch. I’ll cut your name from the list.”

“Come on, Michael. Work with me,” I say in a voice much deeper than I should be using before I grace the stage. It normally takes me the entire drive to the club to prepare mentally, but I’ll have to make the switch quicker today. There isn’t time. I’m next to sing, and I’ll cut Michael if he tries to scratch my name from the list.

“One song, Jeanette. You’d better be ready. Everyone came to see you, but don’t think I won’t boot your ass out the door.”

“I know better than to doubt you,” I say. I turn back to the mirror, powdering my face with foundation. I pick up my eyeliner, darkening around my eyes. It transforms my face. Suddenly, I no longer look like a man. Henry is no longer here. I’m all Jeanette.

Michael returns. “Ready?”

I run over to the clothes on the other side of the room. There are dresses, wigs, shoes, jewelry, and everything else a girl could ever want before she graces the stage. I grab a white cocktail dress that flows to my ankles. I pair it with white heels. It’ll be the perfect look to go with my innocent-girl persona. I normally do a change or two during the show, but I might not have time tonight. Michael is in a mood, and I really just want to get this over with, so I can take my tips and run.

I match the white dress and heels with a fake diamond necklace that’ll shimmer under the lights. I slip fake diamond earrings into my earlobes, finally looking good enough to take the stage.

Nothing prepares me for what I’ll find, though.

I see him before I even step into the light. He’s the man I’ve been running from for years. The man who broke my heart.

Otis Harper. Chicagoan royalty. His family has poured more cement around the city than any other, except we aren’t in Chicago. I moved to Omaha when his family rejected our relationship.

“Michael, I can’t go out there.”

Michael sucks in a breath with an open mouth before stomping his foot on the ground. “Don’t play with me, Jeanette. Don’t you hear them hollering your name?”

The crowd is chanting and stomping for me, waiting in the dark lights for me to take the stage. I’ve been filling the club every night I perform for the past year. It didn’t start that way, but my name has grown a lot locally. Not that most know who I am off the stage.

“Yes, but—”

“No, Jeanette. If you leave now, I’ll never let you perform here again.”

I curse under my breath as I glance out to the crowd, imaging what it’d be like to never receive another tip again when I can make up to five hundred in a night if my admirers are feeling generous. The thought is too difficult to bear.

It doesn’t seem that Otis is expecting anything in particular. It doesn’t look like he’s searching for me, but how will he not recognize me? We spent countless hours together, exploring every inch of our bodies. I mumble something under my breath, but Michael doesn’t care. He pushes me out to the light.

Michael stays backstage, using a microphone to talk over the speakers. “Boys and girls, she’s who you all’ve been waiting for. Give it up for Miss. Jeanette.”

My heart jumps as the room explodes into applause, making me feel like the most special girl in the world. I gush with my hands against my chest, making eye contact with as many of my fans as I can before the music starts.

It’s a slow song from a time long ago. I close my eyes as the lyrics flow from my lips. The crowd has gone silent, listening to my falsetto. I’ve never been able to sing like a man. I’ve never wanted a deep voice. It doesn’t turn heads like a woman’s voice.

Everyone in the crowd is staring when I open my eyes for the first time while holding a high note. They roar when I take a breath and spin in a circle. There’s nothing more freeing than being on the stage.

I almost forgot about Otis until I see him staring directly at me. The recognition in his eyes in undeniable. A small fire of shame burns within me. How many of his phone calls did I ignore? How many times did I ignore the pain when I thought about him?

Tips fall at my feet when I finish the song. I go through the motions for the next thirty minutes, giving the best performance I can to distract myself from Otis’s relentless stare. It’s like acid on my eyes every time I glance in his direction. Thank goodness I lost fifteen minutes for being late at the beginning because my mouth is wet like I might vomit.

I finish the set and rush backstage. Michael flies into the room. “Sugar, that was fabulous. Maybe it was your best performance. How much did you make?”

I stare at the bag of cash at my feet, not at all concerned about money, but I know Michael wants his cut. The club takes a percentage, and he gets something off the top. Counting money can distract me, so I grab the bag and head to the couch we have backstage. It has holes covered by duct tape. One of the legs is broken, so it sits at a slight slant because the brick that they use to hold it up is an inch too short.

“Your performances get better and better. Think you could handle an hour next time? Three costume changes. Same cut from the club,” Michael says.

I don’t mind them taking twenty percent to let me use the stage, but Otis is consuming my mind. I barely remember that I’m holding the bag of cash in my hand, sitting on the duct-taped couch. “Give me a second to breathe, Michael. I just got off the stage. Fuck.”

Michael throws up his hands. The shows are over for the night. Just the DJ until they close, so Michael is probably ready to leave. I’m ready to go too but terrified Otis is waiting for me outside or in the parking lot or somewhere else.

“Honey, would you mind counting the money? I have a hot date tonight, and I can’t have him getting distracted. Takes a lot for a bear like me to catch a fish like him,” Michael says.

I laugh and open the bag of cash, dumping it out onto the table in front of me. There are all types of bills. I even see a hundred, which makes my eyes shine. It’s one of my best nights. There’s nearly seven hundred on the table. Michael takes out his calculator to figure out the club’s and his cut. Not sure how much Michael gets, but I’m walking out of here with more than half my rent money, so I don’t care.

“See you in two weeks?”

“Yeah.”

“For an hour?”

“I’ll think about it,” I say.

Michael shrugs and walks out of the room with his cash. I normally change back to my boy clothes after a show, but I can’t risk Otis seeing me. Not after he saw me. So many years have passed. I slip on a brunette wig with a short skirt and light jacket. It’s fall, so the scarf I drape over my shoulders to obscure my face doesn’t look out of place.

Otis isn’t outside when I run across the parking lot to my car, my heels clicking against the pavement. My heart races when I slide into the driver’s seat and slam the door. I start my car and pull out of the parking lot before Otis finds me.
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Otis comes back to mind as I’m sitting on the sofa eating a bowl of late-night Chinese noodles I just had delivered. I’m still a little shaky after seeing him in the club. Not even my favorite TV show can calm me. Its attempt at comedy is irritating, so I turn off the television.

I’m no longer wearing the wig or dress. I have on a pair of soft shorts and a t-shirt. My skin is smooth and moisturized after a shower. I grab a bottle of clear polish and paint my nails to give me something to do, but all I can think about is the night they found us.

Otis and I were at his condo in Chicago. I lived in the suburbs. He had an amazing penthouse loft with lake views in northern Chicago, only a quick train ride to Northwestern, where he was studying. It took my breath away the first time I saw it. I still get warm when I think about making love over the city.

Has he fucked anyone else while staring out at the water? Has he had a sex party? Otis was never reluctant to share his fortunes. He wined and dined me all over the city. He told me he loved me. That nothing could stand between us.

It broke my heart how quickly he threw me out of his life when his family walked into the room while trying to surprise him. They found us naked. We’d barely had time for Otis to pull out of my feminized ass and wrap a sheet around us before they entered the room. I was wearing a short skirt. Short enough that my dick and balls had been flopping around. I had on a garter belt and stockings and a crop top with my fake breasts on beneath it.

Otis used to love when I dressed up for him. He’d choose outfits for me to wear. Suggest colors of makeup and jewelry. I was his doll, and he couldn’t get enough of me, or so I thought.

I wipe a tear from my eye, hating myself for crying over the past. If Otis wanted me, he could have kept me. I don’t care what his family thinks. I didn’t then and don’t now. All I cared about was how it felt when he held me at night. When he told me that I looked pretty all dressed up before wrapping his lips around my dick.

No man has compared since him, but I can’t let that confuse me. Otis broke my heart and can never be forgiven.

I take a deep breath. He can’t stay in Omaha forever. He’ll leave and forget all about me. I’ll go back to the club, and all will be right in the world.

I drink an herbal tea and crash not long after, pretending that seeing Otis at the club was nothing but a dream.
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My member is hard and throbbing when I awake, Otis at the forefront of my mind. Images of him fucking me from behind fill my head. Him squeezing my breasts. Whispering into my ear. Telling me I’m the sexiest girly boy in the world.

I’m leaking precum thinking about Otis and hate every drop that bubbles at the tip of my dick, but I can’t stop myself from grabbing it. I normally sleep in a teddy with no underwear, so there are no barriers. Nothing to make me think twice.

Otis is all over me when I close my eyes, sinking deep into my accepting hole. I’m wearing a cute pink dress that Otis has hiked up past my waist. He holds it with a tight grip as he rams in and out of my wet opening. I’m leaking massive amounts of precum in my panties.

There are times I came without even touching myself when we fucked. He'd plow my hole until thick cream spilled into my girly underwear. Those were the hottest times, especially on those afternoons when we had nothing better to do than fuck.

I close my eyes as cum spurts from my dick, soaking the hem of my teddy. My cock throbs in my fist as I open my eyes. I’m back in my room in Omaha. No longer in Otis’s penthouse loft overlooking Chicago. I used to wonder if people saw us. We never bothered closing the blinds.

Did men used to watch my girly cock flop around when Otis used my ass for his pleasure? Did they watch when I got to my knees to catch his load in my mouth? There was nothing more I loved than having his hot cream sprayed all over my face.

I grab my pillow, push it against my face, and scream. I don’t care that my hand is covered in goo and bleeding into the fabric. Otis can’t consume my thoughts. It took everything I had to get over him when I left Chicago. He was the best boyfriend a girly boy could ask for, but he broke my heart.

When it mattered most, Otis left me hanging. He didn’t defend me against his family, and I’ll never forgive him for it.

I race to my shower and wash all the nasty cum from my body. I scream when an image of Otis lying on his back with his manhood in his hand comes to mind, but the moment doesn’t escape me. It’s like I can taste him in my mouth. I can feel the weight of his member against my tongue.

I drop to my knees as the hot water runs over my body, pressing my hand into the stream that passes by it. How can he have this much power over me after all these years? How am I not fully over him? I fall back to my ass and plant my face into my hands.

I can’t sit around forever, though. My phone buzzes to remind me that I have to leave or be late for work. I dry off and rush to put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and then race out the door.
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When I’m not doing drag for tips at the club, I work as a bartender at a popular bar. It’s not the fanciest restaurant, but we have candles on the tabletops. We wear steamed button-up shirts and will get fired if we’re assholes to the guests.

“You’re so handsome,” an older woman says. “Have I ever told you that?”

She’s been coming to my bar the past few weeks, getting more aggressive with each visit. I can’t remember her name, even though she’s mentioned it on several occasions. “You haven’t, but I appreciate the compliment.”

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“I’m gay.” I leave out the part where I prefer to dress up like a chick for an alpha guy, but she doesn’t need to know my business.

The woman slurs. “Gay? Ugh. Why do the cute ones always like dick? I could wear a dick if you want.” She’s already on her third cocktail. I wonder what she does for work but refuse to ask her open-ended questions. She talks for ages and always comes when I’m busiest.

I grin at her suggestion. “Tempting, but I’ll have to pass.”

“Fucking hell, sweetness. I was really hoping to get a taste of you. I’ve been told I give amazing blowjobs.”

My eyes widen, and I thank the heavens above when someone sits in the seat behind me. At least until I see who’s there. My heart falls to the pits of my stomach when Otis grins.

“Found you,” he says. “I missed an important meeting to hunt you down, but it was worth it.”

I pretend I don’t know who Otis is, like we didn’t share the most magical time of my life. Otis smirks when I grab a menu and set it in front of him, listing off our specials.

“You’re going to be like that? After everything we had?”

A memory of screaming his name hits me. He had his hand around my neck, pounding me hard. My bosom swayed. It was so fucking hot. I’m hard thinking about it.

“What’s on your mind, Henry? Thinking about all the fun we had?”

I shake my head. “You shouldn’t have come here, Otis, but I can’t turn you away. Let me know when you’re ready to order.”

He doesn’t even glance at the menu. “I’m ready. Do you have a burger on the menu?”

“It’s a turkey burger for fall. We also have some dark beers on draft,” I say.

“You know what I like. Pick your favorite,” he says.

“So, you want the burger?”

“I want a lot more than the burger, but that’ll be all for now.”

We stare at each other a moment. I hate how handsome he looks. Age has only enhanced his features. It’s only allowed more time for him to expand his muscles. He’s even more the man of my dreams now than he was then.

I turn away from Otis to punch in his order before excusing myself from the bar. There are two bartenders, so there’s someone there, but I need a break. I run to the employee bathroom in the back and lock the door. I stand in front of the mirror to splash water on my face. It’s cold and energizing, but it can’t help me escape. It can’t change the fact that Otis is sitting at my bar, waiting for my return.

I curse as I grip the sides of the sink. Why now? Why me? Wasn’t I unlucky enough when I got busted with Otis by his family? I can’t hide forever, though, so I hold my shoulders high as I walk out of the bathroom and back to the bar.

Otis’s hamburger is ready on the line. I grab it and drop it in front of him without a word as I pour his draft beer into an ice-cold pint glass. It’s dark, like his soul. I slide it in front of him and turn back to the woman who was hitting on me for a distraction.

“You’ve slept with that one, haven’t you? I can feel the sexual tension from here, and I must say, it’s fucking hot.”

I laugh, even though I want to slap the lady. How can she say such a thing? If she can feel the tension, how will I ever be able to escape it?

“Oh, you’re mistaken.”

“Please, honey. I know about these things. Give me one more drink and the bill. I want to see how this goes before I run.”

“You’re demented.”

The woman shrugs and picks up her martini glass. I shake my head as I grab my cocktail shaker and mix her another martini. She loves them with onion juice and vodka and a lemon twist. Only a drop of vermouth. It’s as strange as her personality, but everyone else sitting at my bar is off in their own world.

“Here you go,” I say.

“He can’t keep his eyes off you. You know how much I’d pay to watch you guys do it?”

I laugh. “You’re insane. Do you have like a sex dungeon or something?”

“I host parties. Let me know if you meet any straight boys as sweet as you. I’d love to have one.”

There’s a look in the woman’s eye that tells me I shouldn’t mess with her too much. She might tie me up and shove her fist up my bottom, and nobody is doing that. Not even Otis, even though I might let him try. Fuck, I’m hard again thinking about him playing with my hole from behind.

“Get over there and talk to him. What did he do that you’re giving him the cold shoulder like this?”

“He broke my heart,” I say in a whisper.

The woman throws her head back and laughs as she picks up her martini glass. “Broke your heart? Oh, boo-hoo. Have sex. Forget about the past. Give him the best head of his life and then break his heart. You’ll regret not fucking him again. I can see it in your eyes.”

I pray the music is loud enough that Otis didn’t hear this crazy lady. “Shh. Keep it down.”

“You need to loosen up. You’re lucky you like boys, or I’d have my way with you and teach you how to loosen up a bit.”

This lady is halfway through her fourth martini, but I kind of starting to like her. Maybe she’s right. Maybe I should just have wild sex with Otis and then leave him hanging. Let him see how it feels to have his heart shattered into pieces.

“What’s your name?”

“Jennifer,” she says with a chuckle. Her name is so close to my girl name, which makes me feel as though I were meant to meet her. “Don’t be afraid to have a little fun. You might regret it if you don’t. Bring me the check, handsome. Please,” she says.

I nod and turn to the computer. Otis is chewing a bite and staring right at me. I ignore him and pretend to move to the music, whispering something into my coworker’s ear about how ready I am to leave. I glance at Otis. He’s looking like he wants to know what I’ve said.

He can keep wondering. I print off Jennifer’s receipt and drop it in front of her. She writes her number on the receipt and then drops a hundred on the counter, telling me to keep the change.

“What? Are you sure? Thanks, Jennifer.”

“Call me soon. Let me know how it goes with that guy.”

I glance over my shoulder. Jennifer is heading out the door when I look back her way. I cash out her order and add the extra back to my tips. Otis is still staring at me. I finally go over to him now that my bar is nearly empty and Jennifer gave me the courage to face him.

“Why are you here, Otis? What do you want?”

“You’ve been on my mind since I saw you at the club. I loved the show. You were mesmerizing. Watching you in that white dress is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

I blush, feeling warm and fuzzy at his words. Otis used to get private shows. I’d dress up for him and sing at the penthouse. He’d throw rose petals at my feet. I used to feel like a million dollars when he looked at me, much in the same way he is now.

“Stop it,” I say.

“Stop what?” he asks.

I hate it when he plays dumb. When he acts like he doesn’t know the spell he has over me. “Stop being charming. It’s not fair.”

“It’s not an act, Henry. Or should I call you Jeanette?”

There’s nothing more that I want than to hear him holler my name as we make love. “I’d prefer you call me nothing. It took me so long to get over you that I left Chicago. What are you doing in Omaha?”

“I’m here for a meeting about concrete, but I sent a junior manager instead while my assistant and I hunted you down. We went to your old job first. That bar by the stadium, but they told me you didn’t work there anymore, so it took a bit longer to find out you worked here.”

“That’s called stalking, Otis. I’m happy now, and as much as I loved our fun times, I can’t just have sex with you.”

“You think I’d miss an important meeting and spend all day hunting you down for sex? I’ve never stopped thinking about you. I’ve never stopped wanting you, and you only turn me on more now. You’ve perfected Jeanette. You looked like an angel on that stage.”

“Excuse me, sir? Can I have my bill?” a man calls from the other side of the bar. He’s one of the few remaining patrons. I print his receipt, thinking about everything Otis has said, considering if it’s truth or fiction. The man pays, and I still haven’t decided.

Otis waves me over. He places a hotel room key on the table. “I’m staying downtown. Here’s the key to my room. I’d love to have some alone time with you. With Jeanette. Come over later, even if it’s late. Sleep won’t matter if you’re in the room.”

I glance at the room key on the counter. Is he being serious? There’s no way I can just go to his hotel room. I can’t get dressed up after work. Not for him. I slide the key back to him.

“No, Otis. This won’t work.”

“You don’t have to come but take the key. Think about it. Turn on the lights and call my name if you come. I won’t be angry, and if you don’t come, I’ll just be sleeping. I need to go. Bye, beautiful.” Otis stands.

What can I say? He’s giving me a choice. An impossible one, but it’s mine to make. “Bye, Otis. It was nice seeing you.”

“Likewise,” he says and heads out the door.

I curse and slip the room key into my pocket, not at all sure what I’ll do.
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It’s two in the morning, and I can’t even think about sleeping. I got home from work an hour ago and jumped in the shower. I grabbed a teddy when I got out, but then I tossed it aside to put on a lightweight sweater with a pink pleated miniskirt. It’s a skirt Otis would recognize because he fucked me while I was wearing it on more than one occasion.

I keep putting on makeup, even though I’ve told myself to stop. Have I lost my mind? If I go to that hotel, there’s no telling what’ll happen, but I can almost guarantee it’ll include lifting the hem of my skirt and parting my cheeks.

I hate that I can’t stop myself from slipping on a pair of pumps. I grab a purse and head out the door. There’s no traffic in Omaha at night. It’s like the entire city is sleeping as I drive to Otis’s hotel downtown.

Nobody gives me a sideway glance when I enter the lobby. I flash the workers my key with their logo, and they go back to what they were doing. I take the elevator up to Otis’s floor, which is near the top of the building. He’s always searching for spaces with views.

I stand outside his hotel room. The hallway is as quiet as the city and has a faint smell of spilled beer. I wonder if people were partying earlier. If they were, the party has since stopped. I check my phone and curse when I see it’s almost three.

I turn the key over in my hand several times, playing different scenarios in my head, but whatever happens will differ from what I can predict.

Before I can turn around, the door opens. Otis is standing on the other side, wearing nothing except a robe and underwear he likely just slipped on to answer the door. He’s never been one to sleep in clothes.

“I thought I heard something. Come in,” he says.

I swallow and step inside.

***

Otis was sleepy when he opened the door but seems wide-awake now. He mixed us cocktails at the bar inside his room. I’ve never seen a hotel room this nice, but I shouldn’t be surprised. Otis has probably only gotten richer and flashier as time passed.

“I never knew Omaha was so beautiful,” Otis says as we sit in front of the window overlooking the city.

“It is gorgeous,” I say. The Missouri River shimmers in the darkness with all the lights bouncing off it. I can see for miles in several directions. Otis slips his hand onto my thigh as I stare at the scenery, distracting me.

“Not as gorgeous as you, Jeanette. You’ve always been such a pretty girl.”

My girly dick twitches as his hand lingers on my thigh. I’ve been wanting him for years, and here we are. Sitting in a fancy hotel. Tipsy on cocktails that taste too sweet, but I’d never criticize Otis’s bartending skills. He’s plenty skilled in other areas. One in particular that I can’t seem to shake.

“Thanks, Otis. You’ve always been a handsome man. How’s your family?”

Otis frowns, but he doesn’t take his hand away from my thigh. He leans closer to me, enveloping me with the scent of his faded cologne. “You don’t know how sorry I am about everything that happened with them. If I could change the past, Jeanette, I would.”

“We’d all change the past if we could. That’s not how life works, Otis.”

“Forgive me. We were so young. I tried to find you before to apologize, but you’re unlisted.”

“I removed my name from every registry I could so you wouldn’t find me.”

“How long did you wait before leaving Chicago?”

My heart aches as the past comes back to me. Sitting at the bus station with a suitcase of my belongings and not a care in the world for the lease I was breaking. Tears streamed down my bare eyes. I didn’t have on my girl clothes, so people were staring at me with judgement, like they’d never seen a man cry.

“I left the next day.”

“You should have waited, Henry. I loved you. It was shock. I searched and searched, but you were nowhere to be found.”

“You’d promised to protect me, and the second the waters got choppy, you sent me overboard. That night broke me. I was on top of the world and came crashing back to reality when your family stared at us. The sheet wrapped around our soiled bodies. The air filled with the smells of sex. I’ll never forget how they looked at us. How your mother screamed. How you sat there in silence while I tried to explain.”

Otis frowns, like he’s reliving the pain. His parents had already known me as Otis’s best friend, so it was easy for them to recognize me beneath the womanly exterior.

“You don’t know how badly I wish I could go back and do that night over, but I can’t. I was a coward and made a mistake. You don’t have to forgive me. Seeing you again has been enough of a treat.”

We sit in silence as I consider my options. Jennifer from the bar comes to mind. Her suggestions. It’s been too long since I’ve had sex. There are condoms in my purse. I can fuck Otis and leave, never to call him again. One last time to wipe that night clean from my mind.

“I will never completely forgive you, but I still want to fuck. Unless you’ve contracted something since we were together.”

Otis shakes his head. “I’m clean, but I don’t have any condoms. I’m not nearly as horny as I used to be.”

“Oh?” I turn to Otis and place my hand on his leg. We’re still dangerously close, and my girly cock is hard thinking about him sliding into my cave. I want him to spread my walls. No man has in almost a year, and the last guy I had came far too quickly. “So, are you inexperienced or something?”

Otis smirks as I rub my hand up and down his thigh. I glance at his bulge and see it thickening with desire. “Ha. I just can’t find a woman who compares to you, so I prefer to use my fleshlight and watch movies. Trust me, I can last until the sun comes up if you want me fucking your sweet ass that long.”

My hole twitches at his words. I doubt he could really last the hours we had until morning, but I’m glad he’s still treating himself to sessions. I’d hate for him to cum seconds after entering me. Not when I’m this horny. This desperate for touch. I want to give him the best ass of his life, and then dump his ass. Leave him high and dry. Make him miss me as much as I missed him.

I climb onto Otis’s lap and straddle his hips. I push my fingers into his hair as I lift and drop my ass above his dick. He reaches around and places his hands under my pink skirt, gripping my ass cheeks. He spreads them, even though I’m still wearing my panties, and I lose all sense of myself.

Fuck, maybe this won’t be so easy. I glance down at Otis, and he’s staring at me with that lusty glaze in his eyes, and it undoes me. Before I know what’s happening, I’m kissing all the way down Otis’s manly body. It’s so much more muscular than I remember. So much thicker and juicier, or have I really been out of the game this long?

“Damn, I missed those sweet lips. You’re so fucking sexy, Jeanette. When I saw you on the stage, I hoped it’d lead to this.”

“Shut up,” I say to Otis before he ruins it. “Don’t say another word. I just want your dick.”

Otis grunts as I pull down his underwear and whip out his big, manly dick. It’s so thick and flops down in front of my face. I moan and lick my lips, getting hard in my panties. I pull up the sleeves on my lightweight sweater before reaching forward to wrap my hand around the base of Otis’s cock.

He watches me as I part my lips and take him into my mouth, staring at him through hooded eyes as I move my lips down his cock until it makes me choke. I cough and remove my lips to catch my breath. Otis cups his hand under my ear and rubs my earlobe. I caress his balls, realizing how much I’ve missed having sex with Otis. How much I’ve missed having him in my life.

My girly cock throbs in my panties, and I want Otis to fuck me before I fall anymore in love. This is about sex. It’s not about getting back together. We can’t have a future. It’s impossible after how Otis dropped me from his life.

I stand up, and Otis reaches out. He’s completely naked now, looking all handsome and manly. I’m still in my sweater and skirt and heels, but I’ll probably keep wearing the skirt and heels.

I bend over in front of Otis, reaching down for my purse, making sure Otis gets a glimpse of my panties. He groans and stands. He crosses the room in a few quick strides. I have the condoms in my hands and pop up as he grabs me from behind. His hard dick pops up beneath my skirt and presses into my ass through the panties.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy. I love how girly you look, but I love that you still have this.” Otis touches my dick, and I gasp. It’s so sensitive and hard. I’ve been throbbing in my panties since I pulled down Otis’s underwear.

Otis grabs my panties and pushes them to my feet. He pushes me forward, bending me over, which naturally lifts my skirt. I try to step out of my panties, but Otis rips them in half and tosses them to the side. Then he reaches up and spreads my ass cheeks before sticking his tongue against my hairless hole.

I gasp as he licks my entrance, teasing me open with the tip of his tongue. I hold my ankles with closed eyes, letting Otis do what he will. He reaches around and grabs my cock to stroke it, but everything he’s doing to my body feels so amazing. It has me close to cumming, so I push him away.

Otis chuckles. “You close?”

“Stick it in me. I need to feel that dick,” I say in my girly voice.

Otis doesn’t listen. He holds my cheeks apart and keeps eating my hole, making me more desperate for his dick by the second. I need him inside me. I need him thrusting his hips, fucking me for his pleasure. Using me like the obedient girl I am.

Otis slips his finger into my wet opening. Then he adds a second. He thrusts them, and I moan. I gasp. I bounce my ass on his fingers, wishing they were his cock. He smacks my ass. I toss the condom by his hard, swaying dick and beg him to fuck me.

“You want his dick?”

“I need it, Otis.”

“You forgive me?”

“Shut up and fuck me. Damn,” I say. My voice slips, but Otis doesn’t mind. He stands and grabs my wrist, pulling me toward the bed.

Otis pushes me to the bed and flips me over to my hands and knees. He pulls me to the edge, still standing on the floor. He lowers my hips until they’re in the perfect position to fuck me.

“You have lube?” he asks.

“Shit, yeah. There’s a little bottle in my purse,” I say. I move, but Otis stops me. He walks across the room and grabs my purse, tossing it to the bed. I get the lube and pass it to him. He lathers his dick before pressing his tip against my hole.

I grip the sheets beneath me as he pushes. His cock spreads my hole. It hurts, but it’s everything I’ve wanted. I collapse forward, my fake breasts pressing against the bed. Otis grips the waistline of my skirt as he pushes deeper into my expanding hole. It’s been a long time since I’ve taken a dick, but I’m ready. Otis isn’t the only one who plays with toys.

Otis groans as his cock gets swallowed by my hole, connecting us for the first time in years. I know it’s him behind me. His cock hasn’t changed. Neither has his smell. We’re in a different city, but there’s still a city view outside the window. It’s almost overwhelming as Otis picks up speed, but I ignore my growing doubts as he fucks me.

“Yeah, baby. Give it to me,” I say.

“I’ve missed this sweet ass,” Otis says as he fucks me.

I squeeze my walls around his manhood like he used to love. He’s noticing by the gibberish of sounds falling from his mouth. He smacks my ass and lifts one foot to the bed, fucking me with a bent knee. His hands gripping my hips. My hard cock flopping between my thighs, threatening to cum at any second if Otis keeps hitting my spot.

“I’m getting close,” he says through grunts.

I reach between my legs and hold my dick. “Me too.”

Otis slips a finger into my ass, stretching my hole even further. I’m dripping wet for him by this point and love the extra pressure. Otis is moaning like he loves how it feels to have his dick sliding against his finger.

It’s not long before Otis drops his extra finger and pushes deep. His dick vibrates within me, telling me he’s unloading. I stroke my cock, and it doesn’t take much until I’m leaving a puddle beneath me.

Otis falls out of my hole, pulls off his condom, and tosses it to the floor. He reaches around to stroke my dick, but I’m already going soft. He touches the cum beneath me. “Fuck, that’s a big load.”

“Oops.”

“Will you spend the night?” he asks.

“Sure,” I say.

Otis grins like a fool. We shower and take off the top sheet before sliding into bed. He’s asleep seconds later, but I can’t fall asleep. Soft hues of blue light the sky, promising a sunrise. Otis is breathing heavily minutes later, so I take the chance to slip on my sweater and skirt and heels. No use bothering with the panties Otis destroyed. I grab everything of mine I can find and slip out of the door, telling myself it’ll be fine if I never see Otis again. Praying for it, actually.

He doesn’t have my number. No idea of my address. He might know where I’m working now, but I’ll be finding a new place to tend bar soon and won’t tell anyone where I’m going this time.
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I’m on stage at the club two weeks after Otis’s visit. He’s all I can think about as I sing one of my favorite songs. The crowd watches me with admiration in their eyes. Can they hear my pain in the words? Every line of the ballad makes me wish Otis had held me so tightly I couldn’t have left.

But he didn’t, and he hasn’t called. I’ve decided to keep my job. Otis is never coming back. He’s never coming to find me. What we had was just sex, like I’d wanted, I think. Why is love so confusing?

I hold the last note of the song until long after the music stops. It’s the last one of my set. I saved this song for last to get this toxic feeling off my chest and don’t stop singing until I can’t hold another breath.

The crowd explodes when I move the microphone from my lips. They throw countless dollar bills at my feet. I hold my chest and gush, feeling the luckiest girl in the world.

Never in a million years did I think I would live in Omaha before I pulled up the map after that incident at Otis’s and decided Omaha was the place I wanted to go. I showed up with a suitcase and a dream to live a new life. Omaha has been good to me, but I can’t stop thinking about the life I had in Chicago.

My parents still live in there in the suburbs. I’ve been back to visit a few times, but I haven’t seen the lake in ages. I haven’t seen all the skyscrapers and high-end shopping centers. The fabulous restaurants and exclusive condo buildings. I used to feel like a little ant lost in a massive, luxurious cage.

I gather all the cash into a big purse. Michael is sitting on the couch when I get backstage.

“Another amazing night,” he almost sings. “I bet you made a killing.”

I lift the purse. “Bag feels pretty heavy.”

“Need help counting?”

I shake my head and sit on the couch next to Michael before turning the bag over above the table, watching the waterfall of cash in awe. I get to counting, but it’s clear Michael has something on his mind.

“Is everything okay?”

Michael beams. “I got a phone call.”

“Okay? And?”

“There’s a club in Chicago that wants you to perform. They’ve seen some of your videos online from the club’s page, and they love you. They’re jealous you’re in Omaha and not in Chicago.”

I smile, feeling special and wanted. I’ve never had a request before. Might I need an agent? Will my dreams of quitting my bartending job come true? “You’re kidding,” I say.

“No, they want you next weekend. They had a big name drop out of this show they’re putting on. I checked it out, and it’s going to be huge. I know you have the job—”

“Don’t say another word. I’m in. Fuck that restaurant. Are you kidding me?” I forget about the cash on the table. I forget about Otis. There’s a popular club in Chicago that wants me to perform, and the news has me hopping in place. Dancing in a circle. Chicago is the hardest city in the Midwest for a singing girl like me, and I didn’t even have to beg. “This is amazing, Michael. Are you coming with me?”

“I wish, but I can’t leave this club.”

“Ugh, please? You can’t expect me to go to the city all alone.”

“Aren’t you from there? Girl, you’ll be fine.”

I sigh, but Michael is right. I’ll be fine. It’s not like Otis is scanning the shows to see if I’ll be there. He’s a busy man. He has a concrete business to run. The more time that passes since that night, the easier it is to write off what we had as just sex.

“Fine, but it’d be more fun with you.”

“Obviously,” Michael says in a bitchy voice. “Now count the money. My booty call is waiting, and girl, I need that dick tonight.”

I laugh and shake my head as I count the bills, so excited the club in Chicago wants me. I finish up at the club, text my manager at the restaurant I’ll be missing next week, and then mix myself a cocktail at home to celebrate.
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Otis paces around his office, angry he can’t find Henry’s contact information. All he wants is to say hello. He wants to know how Henry is doing after their night. It was so depressing when he woke up to find Henry wasn’t there. Otis wasn’t sure he’d ever felt sadder in his life, except the morning after the drama.

“Boss, you have—”

“Get out,” Otis hollers. “No phone calls.”

“Right. Okay,” Otis’s assistant says and closes the door.

Otis knows he shouldn’t take out his anger on his assistant, Bruce, but Otis hasn’t been able to think straight since waking up that morning in Omaha, and it’s only been getting worse as the days pass. All Otis wants is to feel Henry’s lips against his. He wants to watch Henry dress up and become Jeanette before getting to his knees to suck her girly dick.

Otis loves Henry, and he only wants another chance to prove it.

The door opens again, and Otis turns to holler, but his mother is standing on the other side. She pushes into the office.

“Mom, what are you doing here?”

Bruce is standing in the door. “Sorry, boss. I was trying to tell you, but—”

“Leave us, Bruce. It’s fine.”

Cathy steps froward, rounding the desk and taking Otis’s seat. She gestures to the chairs normally reserved for his guests and tells him to sit. Otis says nothing but curses her under his breath.

“Is something wrong, mother? Surely a phone call could have sufficed.”

“No, a phone call wouldn’t have done. Your grandparents have been talking, and the family isn’t comfortable that you’re still a bachelor at your age. We thought your last girlfriend would have been the one, but we haven’t seen her in months. What happened with that one?”

“Can you even remember her name?”

Cathy waves a hand in the air. “Names are unimportant. All I remember is that she went to a decent school and looked the part.”

“And what part is that? The one that Henry couldn’t fill?”

Cathy purses her lips and spits as she speaks. “Don’t say that man’s name. That’s such a stain on your history. You know better than to date boys like that now, I’d hope.”

“Not like you’d know if I did,” Otis says under his breath.

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing,” he says. “Why do you guys even care about my marital status?”

“We expect a married man to run the company. If you aren’t up for it, we can always give the promotion to your brother William.”

It’s a threat that his parents have made before, but it’s different this time. Now that they both have their MBAs, he and his brother are on an even playing field, except that William already has a wife with a baby boy on the way. Otis hates William sometimes for falling into the perfect mold. He’s everything his parents have ever wanted.

“Fine, give it to William. You can’t force me into marriage.”

Cathy grins and recrosses her legs, taking a moment to glance out of the window before turning back to her son. “I don’t think you understand, Otis. If you don’t find a woman to marry, you won’t be getting anything. You’ll have your MBA from Northwestern, sure, but William will get all of the concrete business. We’ll give you a generous severance package. That’s about all, though.”

Otis sits in his chair normally reserved for guests, feeling dumbstruck. How can his mother come in here with these demands? How can his family act like they have so much control over his life?

“You’re kidding.”

“When do I ever kid, Otis? You’ve known me all your life.”

Otis frowns. “You can’t do this. It’s not fair. I’ve worked for this family my entire life, and now you just want to cut me out of the situation?”

“Your grandparents are afraid you’re queer and will leave the business to someone who isn’t family.”

“You’re afraid the family might end up in the hands of adopted children? Is that what you’re trying to say?”

Cathy folds her lips and places her hands on the table. “I’m not trying to say anything upsetting, Otis. This isn’t my decision. I will never be okay with the relationship you had with Henry. That boy brought out the worst in you, but that’s all in the past. Your grandparents only want proof you’ve moved on from that lifestyle as I know you have.”

“The only way to prove that is by marriage?”

“By getting married to a woman, yes.”

“So traditional,” I say.

“You don’t have to be a smart ass. Our family is one of tradition and excellence. That tradition can skip you, but it won’t skip your generation. Your brother has shown—”

“Enough,” Otis says and slams his hands on the desk. Cathy barely flinches. It’s hardly the first time she’s seen a man lose his temper. She traces her fingers over her diamond necklace as she waits for Otis to calm. He takes a breath, remembering she has the power. Otis should have started his own business when he graduated. Part of him has never trusted his family, and now he knows why.

“You’re right. This has been plenty for one visit.” Cathy stands from the chair. She grabs her purse from the desk and walks to the other side, dipping her head by Otis for him to hear her whisper. “The clock is ticking, Otis.”

Otis stands still as she opens the door and slips out. Bruce walks in several moments later, and Otis is still standing in the same spot.

“Boss, is everything okay?”

“No, but what is it?”

“I got a hit on Henry. He’s playing at a club in Chicago tomorrow night.”

“Send me an email with the information. Thanks, Bruce.”

“No problem.” Bruce steps out and closes the door.

Otis thinks all hope is lost until an idea pops into his head. Henry probably won’t agree, but it’s all Otis can think. Henry is the girly boy Otis wants, and how is his family to know if he walks down the aisle as a girl?

Bruce has already sent an email with the information when Otis takes a seat in his chair. He cancels a dinner he has scheduled for the night Henry will be in town, hoping Henry will at least keep an open mind. Otis hasn’t had a way to call or email him, and he hasn’t had a chance to get back to Omaha, even though that was where he’d planned to take his next vacation.

Otis closes his computer and leans back in his chair, imagining his life without his family’s business. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe he’d sell his half after he inherited it and leave William with the rest. Otis gets less attached to the cement business the more he pictures leaving it.

Parting with his potential millions is another story, though, but plenty of people live without that much money. Can’t he be one of them?

Otis laughs and shakes away the thought as quickly as it comes. He doesn’t want to be poor, but he wouldn’t mind marrying Henry to get what he needs. Of course, his family will know him as Jeanette, but only if she agrees.

Her show at the club can’t come fast enough.
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I’m in the city limits of Chicago for the first time in years. How have I gone this long without visiting? Nothing against Omaha, but the skyscrapers there just don’t compare. The lake feels like an ocean. It’s freezing outside, but I don’t care when I kick off my shoes to walk in the sand.

The wind blows in off the water, sending chills down my spine, but I love it. It energizes me. I sing, even though nobody is around to hear me. The water is chilly around my toes when I run along the shore, belting out the words I’ll sing later tonight.

Could I move back to the city and make it? I almost forgot how huge Chicago is but being on the other side of all those tall buildings reminds me of their size. There are so many people in the city that’s a haven for the queer.

Surely I’ll be able to find another man to love me. Kiss me. Spoil me with affection. One who won’t throw me out the second his family says he should. Maybe I’m searching for a needle in a haystack, but at least I’ll be able to hold my shoulders high. I can’t take a step back, but I can take a step forward for my career by returning to the city if tonight goes well.

***

A man named Nick comes around to make sure I’m doing well. He’s the stage manager at the club. They have an entire production. They have five ladies who’ll perform tonight. I have the shortest time slot, but I plan to make the most of it.

I’m wearing a short white dress with white stockings and matching heels. They have me wearing a blonde wig, but I’m loving it. The hair is straight and hangs far past my shoulders. I play with it in the mirror, waiting for the makeup girl to return.

“You’re up next, so I’m going to give you a quick shadow. Add some sexy to the angel.”

“Sounds good,” I say in my girly voice.

The woman smiles and gets to work. Everything here is so much more professional than at the club in Omaha. Michael would never do my makeup or pay anyone to do it for me. We had the same old costumes, whereas designers had donated countless cute outfits to this club in Chicago just for a chance to have their name mentioned on the club’s website and social media accounts.

“There you are,” the woman says when she finishes with my face. It’s stunning. I couldn’t have done better myself, especially not in the short time she took.

“Amazing,” I say. “I look fucking hot.”

“You really do,” she says and kisses me on the cheek. “Knock them dead. I heard you can sing like an angel.”

“You did?”

“Yeah, Nick mentioned it.”

“I guess you could say that.”

“You’ll do great, hon. See you on the other side.”

I smile and stare at myself in the mirror, telling myself it’ll be fine. Nick comes a second later to escort me to the stage. My heart is racing as someone introduces me, telling the crowd my story about how I went from the big city to Omaha and now I’m back again.

“Give it up for Ms. Jeanette.”

The crowd roars as I step on the stage. I feel my heel wobble beneath me but ignore it as I reach out for the microphone. The lights are so bright that I can’t see the crowd in front of me, but I know there are tons of people. I’ve never performed in front of a crowd this large, but a calmness washes over me with the instrumental version of my first song begins.

My voice begins as a whisper to silence the crowd. It always works. They stare at me, increasingly mesmerized by my performance. I make eye contact with everyone I can as the song grows in intensity until I’m dancing around the stage. The crowd sings along since it’s a popular song.

They holler and roar when I finish the song.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Yes,” they shout. They stomp their feet and rattle the club. “More. More. More.”

The next song begins, and I give the show of my life. I lose myself in the lyrics. It doesn’t matter that Otis lingers in the back of my mind. I’m in the city we shared. How could he not be? I’m singing to him, even though I’m sure he’s not in the audience.

I twirl in a circle and laugh like a girl frolicking through a field after the second song. The third is my favorite. I yell at the crowd to scream for me, and they nearly burst my eardrums.

“You all are too nice. Making a girl like me blush.”

Some laughs. Some cheers.

“I dedicate this song to the boy who I used to love.”

The crowd stomps and cheers as the next song begins. It’s a loving song with an upbeat tune. They sing along when I put out the microphone, but I keep all my favorite parts for myself, singing like I might never grace another stage.

“You all have been lovely,” I say and run backstage as they keep clapping. They roar for an encore, but the managers send out the next girl, quickly distracting them and keeping the show on schedule.

“They loved you,” Nick says when he comes over to my chair as I take off my wig. “Someone’s actually here to see you. He claims to be the man you dedicated the last song to. Otis?”

My heart races. He heard me? Fuck.

“Uh, yeah. That’s him. Send him back but give me a second.”

“You got it. They’re still throwing out money and asking for you. Sucks for the girl on stage, but you’re coming back here. You’re a star,” Nick says in a singsong voice as he walks away.

I race to the rack of dresses and wigs. I pick a wig with a short black bob cut and a red minidress. The clothes give me enough privacy to act as a makeshift dressing room. I can hear Otis as I’m slipping the red minidress up my body. It barely covers my tucked, pantie-clad manhood.

I hold up my cell phone to use as a mirror, adjusting my hair. My makeup doesn’t match this new outfit as well, but it still looks sexy.

“Ms. Jeanette? You there?”

“Here,” I say and walk around the rack of clothes.

Both men look stunned. Otis more. “Damn, girl. You changed in a second, and you look fucking hot. I want you headlining the next show,” Nick says and walks away to give Otis and me privacy.

“He’s not lying,” Otis says. He’s looking at me like he wants to lick me like an ice cream cone. “You’ve never looked sexier.”

“Stop it. I’m not even wearing heels.”

“Why don’t you put on a pair, and we can get out of here? You hungry?”

“They haven’t paid me yet, and besides, what makes you think I’ll go out with you?”

“That way you’re looking at me right now. I know you want me.”

I chuckle. He’s not wrong, but I hate his cockiness. I hate how he can march backstage and act like nothing has happened. Like he didn’t break my heart. I don’t care if he gave me the best dick I’ve had since we were last together.

“Like I said, I want my money. Much more than I want you.”

“Let me see about that.”

Otis walks away and comes back with Nick a few minutes later. He has a check in his hand. “Here’s a thousand, but we’ll probably owe you more. I’ll add up all the tips at the end of the night. You can stop by in the morning for another check. You fucking killed it, Ms. Jeanette. We can’t wait to have you back.”

“Thanks,” I say in a low voice. “You mind if I leave?”

“Nope. Just bring the clothes back with you in the morning, and try not to get them too dirty,” Nick says with a wink.

“Bye,” I say as Nick walks away, clearly distracted by whatever he has to do next. I hold the check in my hands, almost unable to believe it. A thousand dollars for three songs? My heart races as I fold the check into the clutch purse I’m borrowing from the club’s closet.

“Guess I don’t have an excuse not to leave now.”

“Nope. You sure don’t,” Otis says.

“You’re lucky I’m hungry. Buy me a fancy dinner?”

“As long as you promise to explain why you left the hotel room without giving me your number or any way to contact you.”

“I guess,” I say in a sigh with a sly smile.

Otis grins and places his arm behind my back, gently resting his hand on my shoulder. “Let’s get out of here.”

***

It’s like Otis and I have stepped into a time portal that transported us to a place before his family had found us in a compromising position. We’re at a restaurant overlooking the lake. We’re sharing a bottle of expensive wine, which I don’t feel guilty about because there’s a fat check in my purse.

“You look gorgeous,” Otis says. “Letting you leave the first time was the biggest mistake of my life. Nobody has compared.”

A fluttering passes through my stomach. I’ve wished a man other than Otis had come along to show me why I wasn’t missing anything by leaving him, but it’s never happened. No other man has seen the full me in quite the way he has.

“I feel the same but hate saying it.”

“No other man has compared to me?”

“How could they? You love both sides of my coin.”

“I do,” Otis agrees with a nod. “I fell in love with one before discovering the other, which leads me to what I have to say. My assistant found out you were playing at the club, and I had to come see you. I had to see if there was a chance.”

“A chance for what?” I ask.

“A chance that you’ll marry me.”

I cough and shake my head. “Marry you? Have you lost your mind? I can’t marry you. Absolutely not.”

Otis groans. “I figured you’d say that, but please. Hear me out.” Otis tells me how his family is threatening to cut him out of his inheritance because he isn’t married. How they want to give his brother everything. It breaks my heart to hear what he’s going through, but that doesn’t change my mind.

“So, what? I can’t commit my life to you because you’re going to lose your money. Frankly, Otis, I don’t feel that bad for you.” I’m still using my pretty girly voice, but it’s intense. He’s lost his mind. How can he expect me to go through with something like this?

“Please, Jeanette. Give me a chance. I’ll give you anything you want. They can’t take this from me. Not after all I’ve done for that fucking business,” Otis says with tears in his eyes and a passion in his voice. It unsettles me. “If you ever think we could have a chance, do this now.”

“Your parents will know it’s me, Otis. I can’t fool them.”

“You’ve come a long way. There’s no way anyone here knows that you aren’t really a girl. You can fool my parents. I’m sure of it.”

“I don’t know, Otis. It sounds like a bad idea.”

“Please,” Otis begs. “I’ll schedule for us to have dinner in a few nights. We can announce the engagement. Buy you a diamond ring. You can stay at my place while we work everything out. I bought new sheets. Jersey, like you like.”

I can’t believe he remembers how much I love the soft feel of jersey sheets. It almost makes me want to agree, but how can I trust he won’t push me away this time? How can he guarantee his parents won’t discover the truth?

“I don’t know, Otis. Why can’t you marry a regular girl?”

“You are a regular girl. When you’re dressed like that, all I see is a hot girl. My girl. Fuck, Jeanette. I don’t want anyone else. Why are you making this so difficult when you know I’ll take care of you?”

“I have a life in Omaha, Otis. You can’t expect me to just drop everything and move here. I have friends. An apartment. A regular gig. Things are going well for me.”

“You saw how that crowd cheered for you. You can find a job here. I’m not trying to diminish what you have in Omaha, but you can have a life here. You have friends in the city still. I’m sure of it.”

“That doesn’t matter,” I say. Otis is breaking down my walls, and I’m slapping on whatever defenses I can to keep them intact. “Your plan is crazy and won’t ever work.”

“We won’t know unless we try.”

“You can’t expect me to try something like that.”

“Stop fighting what you want, Jeanette. Don’t you love me?”

“Loved. Past tense.”

“What we had can’t die overnight,” Otis says. “Don’t you remember the hotel room in Omaha? It felt like no time had passed.”

I pull on the hem of my red minidress, wishing I’d gone back to the hotel room because all I want to do is to leap across the table into Otis’s arms. I hate how my instinct is to fight him when I’ve secretly been wishing for a night like tonight for years.

“Stop denying it, Jeanette.”

“Damn it, fine, but you better be ready to buy me a big diamond if I’m going girl full time.”

“You can do whatever you want at home, but yeah, you’ll have to be Jeanette every time we’re in public. Unless we’re somewhere nobody knows us.”

“I’ll kill you if you screw me over this time.”

“No games,” Otis says with the most serious eyes I’ve ever seen him have. “I promise. You can trust me.”

“I trusted you once, and you broke my heart.”

“Enough with the daggers, Jeanette. Please, you’re killing me. I already feel bad enough as it is. I’ll spend the rest of my days making it up to you.”

“We’ll see,” I say.
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Otis has my legs against his body as he slides in and out of my dripping hole. He’s probably cum two or three times already, but we’ve been fucking since the sun came up and can’t seem to stop. He tells me I’m beautiful while mindlessly stroking my dick.

I’m wearing a blonde wig. No makeup. I have on my bra with fake breasts and a pink slip dress pushed up to my bellybutton.

“I love you,” I say.

“I love you too. We’d better get ready soon to pick out your ring.”

I shake my head and wrap my legs around Otis’s back, pushing him deeper into me. We don’t bother with condoms anymore. We’ve both always been good about getting tested. There’s nothing better than feeling his bare dick slide around in my girly hole.

“Cum in me one more time,” I moan. “Then we can go.”

Otis grins as he pulls out of me, making me cry for his dick. I shake my ass, desperate to feel him inside me. My hole has never been hungrier. Otis and I have been making love nonstop for days ever since my show last weekend. I almost forgot about the marriage proposal, but I’ll marry Otis if it means we can keep fucking like this.

Otis flips me over to my hands and knees. He grabs a dildo that he was using earlier to stretch my hole and pushes it into me as he strokes his dick. I gasp and drop my head. I grab my cock. It’s wet and sticky from when I came with Otis the first time. I thought we were going to stop then, but he just kept going, and I’m not upset about it.

I moan as Otis moves the dildo in and out of my hole. He picks up speed as he fucks me with the fake cock, and then he stands on his knees. I glance over my shoulder. He’s rock hard and throbbing.

Otis keeps the dildo in my ass as he pushes his cock against my entrance. I gasp as he pushes into me, stretching my hole even further than I thought possible. My girly dick wobbles and vibrates.

“Fuck, yeah. That ass is so hot and tight.” Otis pushes his cock and the dildo deeper into my ass.

“Fuck,” I holler. My cock thrashes, and I can’t stop it as thick globs of cum shoot from my dick.

Otis keeps fucking me, but he doesn’t last long. He’s hollering seconds later. He pulls the dildo out and dips his dick deep in my hole as he adds another load to the bucket of cum he’s already left in my hole. Otis holds my pink teddy and fucks me slowly as he empties his cock.

He falls out of me a moment later. Cum slides down my leg. Otis bends down and licks it up, placing his tongue flat against my hole when he finishes. I clutch the sheets and moan, feeling so in love with this man behind me that it drives me crazy.

I drop to the bed. Otis climbs behind me and wraps me into his arms. “Let’s go get you that ring, beautiful. We’re going to do everything right this time.”

I sigh and smile and push my body into Otis’s, feeling like everything might work out.

***

Otis and I spend the rest of the day shopping once we finally get out of bed. He spends twenty-five thousand on a ring. It weighs a ton. I insisted it was too much, but Otis says his mother would question it if he buys anything smaller.

After the ring, he took me to a boutique store and told me to pick out whatever I wanted. We’re meeting his parents in an hour, so I picked out a cute, yet conservative dress for the occasion. It’s cold outside, so I’ll have on thick black tights with a pair of black heels. I’m wearing a wig with straight blonde hair and simple silver jewelry.

“Should I wear the ring now?”

Otis comes up behind me. We’re getting ready for dinner. My heart is racing. I feel like I should be sitting over the toilet chucking up the fabulous lunch we’d eaten mixed with the champagne they gave us while we shopped.

“Yes. I want everyone to know that we’re getting married. I love you, Jeanette.”

I smile and grab Otis’s hand, feeling like we’ve finally made it. Maybe we were meant to spend those years apart so we could love each other as purely as we do now. My nerves settle as Otis stares at me through the mirror. I wave him off when it becomes a little awkward.

“Let me get ready, or we’ll be late.”

“I’ll be in the living room.”

I stare at myself in the mirror as I finish my makeup, telling myself it’ll all be fine after tonight. We’ll get married. His parents will believe I’m Jeanette. Henry will be nothing but history in their minds. It’s deceitful, but they’re assholes for threatening his inheritance. Now that I’ve opened my heart, I’ll do anything to protect Otis.

I only hope he’ll do the same for me.
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Otis and I race out of the restaurant, doing our best not to laugh. Dinner was so awkward. His parents didn’t have a clue I wasn’t Jeanette, the conservative-leaning banker who works at an office downtown. They believe I went to Northwestern, like their precious son Otis, and recently reconnected with him after we’d lost touch.

We told them we’d met at a party at college and everything. It was too much. I couldn’t believe how effortlessly they accepted the lies I fed them. It almost hurt how easy it was.

We’re around the corner when we can’t hold it another second. “That was amazing. Fuck, Jeanette. You really fooled them. Where did that story come from?”

My eyes widen as it dawns on me that Otis and I hadn’t rehearsed what we’d say. “I don’t know. I just figured they’d love it if I was that person, and they clearly did.”

“Yeah, fuck. I really was nervous before dinner, but you did amazing.”

“We just have to get through the wedding now.”

Otis nods. We’re walking down the sidewalk. Our laughter has subsided. Otis turns to me. He grabs my wrists, and a serious energy descends over him.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“You’re amazing for doing all this for me. I want you to move in. We can live together at the penthouse. I’ll send a pod for all your things. We can have movers do it. You won’t have to lift a finger.”

I appreciate Otis’s offer, but the thought of leaving Omaha without saying goodbye is too painful.

“No, send the pod, but I have to go back to say goodbye to everyone. It wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t.”

Otis places his hands on my hips and pulls me close. I feel his hardening manhood press against my exposed thigh.

“It’s cold. Hold me on the way home?” I ask in a whisper.

“You got it,” he says and never lifts his arm from my shoulders the entire walk back to the penthouse.
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My pod is packed, and the movers are already on their way to Chicago with it. It’s been a long forty-eight hours, but I’ve said goodbye to most everyone I love in Omaha. Some people are out of town, so hopefully I’ll see them when I visit. Only one person remains.

“Michael? Are you there?” I holler into the void. The club feels so much different during the day. It’s a little dusty and grimy. Nothing that strobe lights and alcohol won’t fix. “Michael?” I say more loudly.

“Back here,” he says.

I go back to his office, which he usually keeps locked when I’m at the club. I’ve never seen him spend much time there, but it’s adorable. He has a fridge. A calendar with sexy men. Plush carpet.

“This where you spend your days?”

“You know it,” he says. Then he frowns and stands, coming over and placing his hands on my shoulders. “Someone told me you’re moving. Don’t say it’s true.”

“It is,” I say in a pouty voice. Then I lift my hand and show him my ring. It looks a little strange when I have it on while I’m wearing boy clothes, but I don’t care what people think. There’s a man who loves me, so they can kiss my ass with their hateful stares.

“Bitch, that’s a fat fucking rock. Your guy must be loaded.”

“I didn’t know all that when I met him, but he is. He’s the guy I was actually running from.”

Michael leans back and arches an eyebrow. “And you’re giving this man another chance? You were such a lost puppy when I met you. Those first few shows you did—”

I raise my hand. “Girl, don’t say it. Giving him another chance is a risk, but I love him.”

“Love makes us do crazy things. You always have a place here.”

“Thank you.”

“So, this is goodbye?”

“Come visit me in Chicago, bitch! Don’t sound so sad. We have plenty of room for you to stay.”

Michael smiles and throws his arms around me, giving me a bear hug. “Fine, I’ll come visit. Also, tell your man that I’ll kick his ass if he breaks your heart again.”

I chuckle, knowing I’ll miss Michael dearly. Meeting him was one of the best gifts the universe has given me but bringing Otis back into my life has been even better. I spent so long being angry, but I’m ready to leave that all in the past and live as Otis’s wife, Jeanette.

“I’ll tell him. You better come visit me in Chicago.”

“I will. Promise,” he says.

***

It’s a week later. I’m settling in my new life as Otis’s fiancée. We have a date and venue set for early spring. He’s hired professionals to handle every detail. All I have to do is pick out themes, taste cakes, and try on dresses.

We’re at the penthouse cooking dinner. I’m wearing my blonde wig. We’ve decided it’s probably best if I stop changing my hair all the time, which is depressing, but it’s to avoid confusing his parents. Otis says I can wear all the wigs I want when we’re out of town.

Along with my blonde hair, I have on a pink dress. It has short sleeves, contours to my body, and hangs past my knees. I’ve paired the dress with clear heels and the new diamond necklace Otis surprised me with last night after dinner.

The buzzer rings, surprising us as we stand around in the kitchen. I have a knife in my hand and a bell pepper on my cutting board.

“Who could that be?” I ask.

“I don’t know,” Otis says. There’s a look on his face telling me he might have an idea, though. He goes over to the intercom and asks who’s there.

“It’s your mother, Mr. Harper.”

He curses under his breath. I keep chopping the pepper, hoping it’ll calm my nerves. Why is his mother here? Otis races around the room without making eye contact. We’ve talked about what we’d do if his family showed up unannounced, normally preparing for the worst since it’d already happened once.

Cathy walks through the door as I finish chopping the bell pepper. She glances at the knife in my hand and lifts an eyebrow.

“Planning to do something with that, Jeanette?”

I drop the knife and shake my head, feeling mortified. “I was just chopping this bell pepper. How are you, Mrs. Harper?”

Otis has wide eyes and looks at both of us without saying anything, which causes his mother to laugh.

“You two are rather jumpy. Afraid I’d catch you without your clothes again?”

Otis wipes a hand down his face. He looks like he might faint. I would get his attention, but Cathy is watching me.

“What are you talking about, Mrs. Harper? You must be mistaking me for another woman. I understand Otis has a past, but I don’t need to hear about it.”

Cathy grins and walks into the room. She has her eyes on me, and I am going crazy wishing Otis would do something to stop her. Why isn’t he protecting me? Why isn’t he standing up to his mother and pushing back against her allegations? I can’t believe I’ve let myself get here again. Otis is standing there speechless just like last time.

I want to scream.

Trust someone when they show you who they are the first time is something I’ve heard. I should have believed Otis hadn’t changed.

Cathy steps on the other side of the island, looking so fucking fabulous it makes my eyes hurt. She slaps a paper down in front of me.

“What’s that?”

“Look at it. Read it,” she says.

I glance down at the paper, taking it in. “How did you get this?”

“People will do anything for the right price. The bottom line is you aren’t who you say you are, now are you, Henry?”

I swallow. Cathy has a copy of our application for the marriage license. I can’t believe she has this, but my disbelief of that doesn’t compare to how I feel about Otis’s current reaction.

I open my mouth to say something, but then it’s as though Otis comes alive at that moment. He steps forward and snatches the photocopy with his name next to my boy name, Henry. He picks it up and tears it in half, tossing it to the floor.

“No, mom. You can’t do that. You can’t have that power over us. I love Jeanette. Henry. Whoever he wants to be that day, I’ll love him. Nobody compares to him, mom.” Otis says the last line through tears. He wipes his eyes. “I’m so tired of trying to fit a mold for you. Henry and I were in love the first time, and the universe brought him back to me. I won’t lose him again. If you want to pretend that I’m married to Jeanette and nobody else, we’re fine with that, but you can’t take this love away from me. I’d rather be poor and never speak to you again than make the mistake of leaving Henry a second time.”

Cathy places a hand to her chest, but Otis is right up in her face. I almost want to hop across the counter to break them apart. I know he won’t hurt his mother, though. Otis doesn’t have a violent bone in his body, which is a reason I love him.

“You’re willing to give up everything our family offers to be with… that?” Cathy asks and points at me.

Otis walks over to me and kisses me. I sigh into his mouth, relaxing my body against his. “Thank you,” I whisper into his ear.

“I love Jeanette, mother. There’s nothing you can do about it. Sometimes she’s Jeanette. Other times she’s Henry. We like to switch it up, but I’ll love her either way.”

Cathy looks at each of us and then huffs. “I’ll have to discuss this with my parents. I can’t believe—”

“Just stop, mom. What we have is real whether you agree with it or not. Dump me if you want. We don’t need this penthouse. If you really think William will do a better job running the company, Jeanette and I will pack up and move to Omaha. Right?”

I smile as Otis holds my side. His mother stares at us with a confused, defeated expression. William might have the storybook marriage, but I can see it in her eyes that she’ll cave. Otis must be the business genius, which only makes me want him more.

“That’s right, babe. We can move tomorrow.” I throw my arms around the back of his neck and kiss him. His mother throws up her arms and storms out of the room as our kiss deepens, leaving us to do whatever we want as the city sparkles outside of the penthouse windows.
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One Year Later

“Michael!” I scream when he walks into the room. I haven’t seen Michael since I moved to Chicago, but he’s finally here to visit.

“Sorry I got in late, but I haven’t missed your show, right?”

“Nope, you’re right on time. Don’t worry about your bag. Security will watch it.”

Michael gives everyone in the room a hug or fist bump, paying special attention when he reaches Otis.

“So, you’re the guy who stole my girl?”

“That’s me,” Otis says and flashes Michael a smile. “Nice to see you, Michael. Jeanette is always telling me stories about you.”

“Hope they’re all good.”

“They are. Bitch, I missed you. Get over here and talk to me while they finish my makeup.”

Michael runs over, commenting on the rock on my finger. I tell him everything that’s been happening in my life, and he catches me up on all the guys he’s been seeing.

I still wear the diamond ring, and Otis wears a ring on his wedding finger, but we have yet to get married. Otis’s family backed off once they realized he was serious about staying with me. We still plan on getting married but want to do it on our own terms.

I never thought I’d move back to Chicago or get back with Otis when I left the city but opening my heart for a second chance was the best thing I’ve ever done.

They call me to take the stage. Michael and Otis follow me. I hug Michael first because I need Otis’s good luck kiss before I walk out into the light.

Otis holds me while someone butters up the audience. “You’ll do great. Like always.”

“I hope you know I’m always singing to you.”

“Hearing you sing makes me the happiest man in the world,” Otis says.

The announcer calls my name. The crowd is cheering for me to take the stage. I want to stay in Otis’s comforting arms, but I can’t. He kisses me and gives me a little push, staying in my heart with every word I sing.
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Something singes my arm, causing me to yelp like a fool. I turn to my right. There’s a young man leaning against the wall of the alley that I’ve just passed. A cigarette is smoldering at my feet, causing a putrid scent to swirl in the air. I stomp on it and twist my foot.

“Watch where you throw your cigarettes,” I holler at the thug staring me down, instantly wishing I could take back what I’ve said.

The young man with a buzzed head of dark hair and tattoos on his neck steps forward, bucking his shoulders. “Yeah? What are you going to do about it?”

I want to stand up to him, but I’m a coward. I’ve always been one and always will be. My name is Steven Watkins, and I’ve never had a brave bone in my body. I’ve never been a man to stand up to others, which is how I’ve lost at least four girlfriends over the years. My meek demeanor has probably cost me countless other potential suitors.

“Huh? I asked you a question,” the thug says. He has piercing green eyes and flawless sun-kissed skin, probably from spending all his time on the streets. Not that it makes him smell. I catch a whiff of cologne when he gets in my face. His breath is minty, like he’s just chewed a pack of spearmint gum.

I’m not gay, but part of me wishes I could experience what it would be like to be with a man like this one threatening me, except I’d be a woman in the scenario. I want to experience firsthand what women find so attractive about arrogant, dangerous men like him. Is it the way they kiss? The way they fuck?

I take a step away from the thug, turning on my heels. I don’t let out a breath until I’m several feet away from the assailant, hoping he doesn’t do more than hit me with his cigarette.

“That’s what I thought,” the young man calls. “You’re nothing but a punk bitch. Next time you see me, don’t even lift your eyes to meet mine. Don’t fucking look in my direction. Got it?”

I keep walking with my head bent. I can’t dare meet the man’s eyes. He’ll hurt me if I do. Whatever I said to him about the cigarette was a knee-jerk reaction. It wasn’t something I would have uttered with a second more of thought.

“My name is Young, and I’m watching for your old ass. Don’t let me see you around here again!”

The boy is like a gorilla beating on his chest, hollering after me as I walk away. Now I’ll have to find a new place to eat lunch, or at least a new place to park my car. If only I had the courage.

I pause at the corner, glancing over my shoulder for a second, wondering if I have the fortitude to stand up to him. Young is no longer there, so I can’t even defend myself if I’d found the courage, which I hadn’t. I duck my head and continue with my day, grateful to be leaving with nothing more than a graze.

***

It's nearly spring, so the snow isn’t coming like before, but there’s some on the radar for tonight. I’ll head out after it falls to clean the streets. Make sure the roads are safe for drivers. Earn a bit of money. Cleaning streets isn’t the most glamours job in the world, but it pays the bills. It could even provide for a family, but no woman will give me a chance.

There aren’t many friends in my life either, but I have one who seems to stick around. James Fields. We’ve known each other since we were in our late twenties, which feels like forever ago and yesterday.

“Yeah, let’s go fishing this weekend if the weather is nice like they’re saying,” James says into the line.

“Deal. Same spot?” I ask. We always go to a lake right outside of town. The weather has been on a wild ride as we move from winter to spring, but it’s that way every year, and it won’t stop James and me from fishing when the weather is nice. The fish are hungry. We’re hungry. James and I always eat at least one or two of the fish we catch.

“Yeah. I’ll call you Saturday morning.”

“Talk to you then.”

“Waiting for the storm?”

“Yeah,” I say.

“Good luck,” James says.

I thank him and tell him goodbye, ending the call. I put my phone on the table and stand to check what’s happening outside. The trees have yet to bud, so they still look gloomy in the dark light. Nothing fills the sky except illumination from the streetlights. I close the blind, wondering what I’ll do with my time.

One thing comes to mind, but I shake the thought from my head. I can’t wear panties and put on the dress. I can’t get dolled up when the storm could start at any second. The sky has that still, eerie quality that’s common right before a massive storm.

I go back and forth with myself but never stop inching toward my closet. It’s where I keep my secret stash of women’s clothing. It’s the place where I can hide and become the woman that I’ve always dreamed of becoming, even if it’s only for a night.

I open my closet door and step inside. It takes no time to retrieve some panties, stockings, and a summer dress I keep stuffed in the back of my closet. They’re washed and tucked away, always kept in perfect condition and ready to wear whenever I want to feel a little womanly.

I take the clothes out of my closet and stand in my bedroom, glancing out of the window to make sure the storm hasn’t begun. It’s quiet on the streets. Flurries are swirling around in the sky, but the roads have zero accumulation.

This isn’t my first time. I’m not new to the routine of stripping the masculinity from my exterior to unleash my inner woman. The woman who keeps me going. The one who has the boldness of the young man from the alleyway.

I stare at my reflection in the tall mirror that I have hanging on the back of my closet door as I pull the panties up my bare legs. My cock hardens as the fabric encloses my member. I ignore my erection and pick up the stockings, pulling one up at a time as I watch myself in the mirror.

It's amazing how easily a man can become a woman, or vice versa, with a little effort. I couldn’t pass without a bit more work, but I’ve done it before. With some makeup and a little stuffing, nobody would know any different. I’ve had men whistle at me. Blush when I wink at them.

The woman who lives within me doesn’t have a name, but she’s powerful. She’s a silent killer. I’ve always wanted to seduce a man while dressed as a woman, but that takes more courage than even my alter ego can muster.

Maybe I’d call her Candy. Or Cherry. Or Honey. Who I become changes a bit every time. Sometimes she’s sweet. Other times, she can act sour. It all depends on my mood and how much attention men are giving me.

There’s nothing I love more than watching a man stop everything he’s doing to check me out, especially when he’s with someone who is obviously his girlfriend. Nothing makes me feel more powerful. Even world leaders can come to their knees for the right woman.

I pull the dress over my body, licking my lips when I take in my reflection. I’m not the thinnest man in the world, but that doesn’t matter when I wear a dress. There are several wigs in my closet. Makeup. Stuff I could use if I had more time, but the dress is enough for tonight.

The snow is picking up outside, so I don’t have forever. I’ll have to change back into my work clothes soon. Play along like I’m a guy who always wears men’s clothing. Play like I haven’t dressed up as a woman and gone out to buy groceries in a different neighborhood.

I twirl, letting my lips curl into a smile. Shame used to fill me when I was younger and would steal panties from girls who dared sleep with me. Granted, it was much easier to get a girl when I was younger and slimmer. When there wasn’t a bald spot on the back of my head that no amount of hair treatments seem to fix. At least the receding hairline isn’t getting any worse.

I brush off the concerns about my hair and appreciate the fabrics clinging to my body, giving me the power that I wish I’d had earlier in the day when that punk hit me with his burning cigarette. He had no right to speak to me how he did. I wish I could get back at him, but the chances of ever seeing him again are slim, or that’s what I’m hoping.

The flurries have turned into a blizzard when I glance out the window. I don’t mind the extra money, but I hope it’s the last snow of the season. The summers are so much more predictable. It gives me more time to spend on the town, letting out the woman who lives within me.

I close the blinds and pull up a favorite porn site of mine on my phone. I open a video I’ve seen before of a hot blonde getting fucked hard by a Greek or Italian looking stud with a massive cock. He holds her and flips her, and all I can think about when I touch myself is how much I wish I could experience what she is.

The smile on her face looks like pure bliss as her stud slides in and out of her. No woman has ever looked that at peace while having sex with me. The logical part of my brain tells me it’s a movie and that the woman is acting, but nobody can act that much. Nobody can fake the sounds leaving her lips.

I stroke my dick and watch the blonde’s face. I watch how her tanned stud fucks her, filling her pussy with his massive cock. My cock isn’t tiny, but it’s nothing compared to his. They probably wouldn’t hire me to star in a porno. Not unless I was a bottom sissy wearing a dress getting fucked in the ass, and nobody could offer me enough money to capture that on film. Maybe in real life, but not for others to watch.

It's near the end of the video. It’s an edited cut, which has all the best parts. The longer version, which I have saved on my computer, is hot, but the shorter version of their video is the one I keep coming back to time and time again. I love cumming with the blonde. I love trying to copy her sounds.

Would a man believe my fake girly cries if I let him fuck me from behind? Would he be able to cum without finding out that I’m really a man? It’s a fantasy I’ve played around with but have never had the courage to perform.

I wipe up the mess I’ve made with my discarded t-shirt. I’ll need a new one for my shift, anyway.

There’s nothing to do while I wait for the snow to stop, so I turn on the TV and lounge around in my dress, panties, and stockings until it’s time for me to leave and clean the streets.

***

The streets are quiet. Boring. It’s early in the morning. Late at night. Whatever one wants to call it, I’m tired and grouchy and ready for bed, even though I’ll have to be out cleaning the streets again by noon.

Sleep nearly takes me, but then something shiny catches my eye. It’s in the middle of the snow, shining like gold among a sea of white. I stop the truck and kill the lights, amazed by how bright the object remains. It’s seducing me, making me feel like I have no control over myself or this situation.

I pick up the object in the snow. Its glow diminishes. I turn it over and find an envelope wrapped in plastic. I tear off the plastic and open the envelope. There’s a handwritten note inside.

This liquid finds the person who needs it most. Drink it, and your wildest dreams will come true. No strings attached.

Nothing else is on the bottle. I turn it over and hold it up to the streetlight, looking for any information, but there’s nothing. The container is opaque, so I can’t see what’s inside. I can’t tell what it is, but this must be a joke. There’s probably urine or something disgusting inside the bottle. I consider tossing it right back to where I’ve found it, but that would make me a litterer, which isn’t who I am, so I toss the bottle into my truck and keep working.

Nothing can make my dreams of becoming a woman come true, especially not some random liquid I found in the street. It’s silly to think something like that would even be possible, yet it’s all I can think about for the rest of the night at work.


2

I stir in my sleep, dreaming my wildest dreams have come true. The ones where I’ve become a woman and have men drooling over me like a new model at the car show. Following me around to carry my bags while I charge pretty dresses and shoes to their credit cards.

I’m sweating when my eyes shoot open in the morning. Bright sunlight streams in through the windows, telling me it’s much later than I normally wake up, but it was a long night, which was a bit of a waste when I look outside.

Nearly all the snow has melted. I check my phone, and the temperature is much higher than predicted. I’ll still get my check from the city since they’re the ones who asked me to stay awake until the storm was over, but it’ll probably be the last time that they hire me until the fall.

They haven’t called or emailed yet, but it’s far from my first year doing this. My father is the one who left me the company. I’ve been working for him ever since I turned sixteen. They didn’t bother sending me to college. We never even talked about it. Everyone assumed I would take over the family business since I was the only child they had, and I never went against it.

Mom and dad are living in Florida now, soaking up the sun, and I’m home maintaining the status quo. At least they sold their old house and helped me buy my own instead of sticking me with the one where I grew up. The place I have now is perfect for me. Closer to town, but it still has plenty of yard.

I climb out of bed, shaking off the dream I had. I stumble toward the living room.

The bottle I found in the snow is sitting on my coffee table, taunting me. Could it really turn me into the woman I’ve been wanting to become? Could it really give me the chance to explore my femininity? I walk to the table and pick up the bottle, too curious to ignore my urges.

I take the bottle to the kitchen, grab a glass from the cabinet, and twist off the lid. There’s no telling what’s in the bottle, so I put my nose to it first. There’s no strong odor. Maybe it smells like plastic, if it smells like anything at all.

I hold my breath as I pour the liquid into the glass. It’s almost clear, but there’s a hint of blue in it, as though someone put only a drop of food coloring into the entire container. I lick my lips, wanting to drink it, but it’s already much later than I’d planned on starting my day.

I have streets to clean and can’t risk my wildest dreams coming true because I would get fired if they did. Nobody would hire me, and then all the money I spend on those trucks would be pointless. My parents would kill me because I would be too busy getting fucked by some hot Italian looking stud to work, even if he’s a little dirty. I’d take what I could get to make my fantasies come true.

Work is boring. All I can think about is the liquid I’ve left at home, waiting in the same bottle I found it. I put it back since I couldn’t drink it right away, but the more time that passes, the more I want to throw caution to the wind. Why shouldn’t I drink some random liquid I found on the street if it could make my dreams come true?

Then I think about the possibility of someone putting poison in the bottle. What if it kills me? That’s much more likely than having the liquid turn me into a woman. Magic isn’t real, but murder is. I’d be the fool who drank poison, but what else is there for me to do?

I can keep putting on my dresses and driving to other neighborhoods and never having the courage to seduce a man, or I can take a risk. What if magic does exist? What if there are forces beyond my control that could grant me this one wish?

I rush home after work, hopping out of my truck when I pull into the driveway. The liquid is right where I left it. I grab a fresh glass from the cupboard and sit on my sofa, contemplating what has gone awry in my mind to even consider drinking something I found on the street, but hope is more powerful than even the strongest of drugs.

The blue-tinted liquid fills the glass, and fear fills my heart, but that won’t stop me from drinking it. I pick up the glass and put it to my lips before I can think better of what I’m doing and swallow every drop. It slides down my throat and tastes like water that has been infused with flowers.

I hope the liquid doesn’t kill me when it hits my stomach. I’m too tired and nervous to do anything else except head to bed. The warmth from the blankets makes my eyes grow heavy. I drift off to sleep, hoping my dreams come true and that I live to see another day.
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The moment I wake up, the sensations of my body become clear. Something has changed. Something major. A smile spreads across my face as I throw the sheets off me, trying not to get ahead of myself, but my body feels like one I don’t know.

I scream when I see myself for the first time. The lumps on my chest. The absence of a cock between my legs. I hop out of bed and run to the bathroom, taking in my reflection for the first time since drinking that liquid I found on the street.

How can it be? How is it possible?

I ask myself a million questions as I step closer to the mirror, touching my face. It’s younger. The wrinkles of yesterday have vanished. My skin is smooth, like that youth who burned me with his cigarette. My hair has grown past my shoulders, and there isn’t a bald spot in sight. It’s brown, wavy, and shines like I eat nothing except avocados.

My body is no different. Gone are the rolls of fat. I’m still curvy, but the thickness is in all the right places. My stomach is flat, but my ass is round, and my breasts are big. I might be a few inches shorter than I was as a man, but I hope something from my women’s clothing fits.

My hands shake when I go to my closet to pull everything I have from the opaque bins where I keep them. There are dresses, panties, skirts, stockings, bras, bags of makeup, jewelry, wigs, and so much more. I have a stack of bins at the back of my closet, like most other people, except mine are stuffed with womanly treasures.

Despite my best efforts, I can’t find anything that doesn’t look like an oversized garbage bag. I settle on a denim skirt that I can wear with a belt and a simple blouse. It’ll have to do until I can buy something else, which is the first thing on my list after calling off work.

There’s no telling when I’ll turn back to a man, or if I ever will, but I’m not concerned. I’ll miss as much work as it takes to make my dreams come true. I only hope there isn’t some secret clock that’ll turn me back into a man while I’m out shopping, or while I’m getting fucked by some guy.

A tingling awakens in my center. It’s a new sensation, but it clearly relates to the images floating through my mind of a man fucking my wet pussy from behind. Touching my clit and whispering dirty words into my ear.

I reach between my legs and touch my pussy. It’s wet. Soft. Warm. I run my fingers along my pussy lips, working the outer lips until they swell, leaving me more desperate for dick than I’ve felt for anything in my life. I drop my hand and catch my breath, shaking my head.

Fluids run down my thighs. I head to the bathroom and clean myself with a damp cloth. I put on the clothes I’ve picked out and rush to the mall. My breasts look crazy because none of the bras I have fit properly, and there’s no telling what size I am. I did nothing with my hair except throw it into a bun that looks no better than a decayed bird’s nest, so I hide my face when I step out of my car.

A few people stare at me as I make my way through the parking lot, going straight to a department store. They’ll have everything I need, and I don’t plan on leaving their doors until I have just that.

It takes over an hour and the help of three workers, but I finally have everything I need and don’t look like I’ve just woken up next to a dumpster. I run the lip gloss I’ve just purchased over my lips in the mirror of the makeup section of the department store, wearing a brand-new pink dress that fits my body perfectly with matching pumps. It’s a bit brighter than my normal outfits, but I love how I look when I look at myself in the mirror, and that’s all that matters.

I walk out of the department store with three enormous bags swinging by my side and head straight to the salon, feeling much more confident than I had in the parking lot. Men are checking me out, and I wink at all of them, regardless if they have a girlfriend or not.

All eyes are on me. The boys want to play with me, and the girls want to scratch out my eyes. I stop winking and pretend nobody exists, twisting my neck and flipping my hair over my shoulders. I hold my head high as I walk to the salon, loving how my heels click against the floor.

The ladies working at the salon greet me with warm smiles. They find a chair for me right away when I tell them I just want a style and to buy products. No cut.

“What are you looking to get done?”

“Something fabulous,” I say and meet the woman’s gaze in the mirror. “What’s trending?”

“People are loving layers right now, which you kind of have naturally, but layers would require a cut.”

I wave my hand in the air, acting causal. Acting like I’ve been a woman my entire life, and that I wasn’t a man just yesterday. “Do what you can without scissors. I’m in a hurry. Important meeting, but I woke up on the wrong side of the bed and had no time to do anything myself.”

“Okay,” the stylist says. She grabs her products and curling iron and gets to work, transforming my rat’s nest into something presentable. Something that’ll make even more men turn their heads to watch when I walk past.

How long will this womanly journey last? I wonder as the stylist works. Her name is Alice, but I wouldn’t know what to tell her if she asked for mine. Luckily, Alice can’t stop complaining about her last client. Some woman who comes in for a color once a month and always complains about how it turns out, even though she agrees Alice does a great job matching the colors she requests.

I do my best to follow along to the story, but all I can think about is how long I might have to fulfill my fantasies. How long until I turn back into a man?

“You’re a doll, Alice. Here’s my number. Maybe we can go dancing sometime,” I say and write my number on a business card of Alice’s and pass it to her along with a generous tip. She hugs me and thanks me for listening to her babble. I make a joke about giving me a discount next time, and she agrees. We laugh and wave, and then I’m on my way. She never asks my name.

So many men check me out on my way to the car. They can’t stop staring at me, like they want to rip off the pink dress that clings to my body and sink into my pretty pink pussy. I want one of them to do it, but nobody I see is worthy. Nobody will get me where I need to go, so I leave with my monstrous shopping bags.

My truck feels so big and manly now, but it’s all I have. Rentals are too expensive, even though I keep thinking about how fun it’d be to drive a sporty sedan that’d match my new look. Then I think about pulling into my driveway. The neighbors. What would everyone think if they saw me like this? If they saw some woman with a blowout and pink dress and pink heels walking around in my garage?

I can keep driving this hunk of metal, but I can’t go back home. Not until I know more about what will happen, so I open my phone and find a short-term rental in the area. There’s a house about a mile from mine for a decent price that’s available for the next week, starting tonight. I put the purchase on my credit card and drive over to the house after stopping at a drive thru for a grilled chicken sandwich and fries.

The cute guy working the window doesn’t hide his interest when he hands me my bag. I thank him and blow him a kiss before peeling out of the parking lot. Too bad he’s on the clock because I wouldn’t mind getting to know more about him.

I need someone who’s available now. A man who wants to take me. Ravish me. Dominate me. I’m nearly at the new place when a car steals my attention. It’s one I recognize.

It’s James.

He’s pulling into the parking lot of the lumber store close to the fast-food restaurant where I got lunch. I’ll be the perfect damsel in distress. I won’t know what tools I need. He’ll have to help. I circle the block, giving him time to get inside. I can’t let him see my car. That’d ruin everything, so I park it on a side street by the store. I take a few bites from my lunch as quickly as I can before checking my makeup, getting out of the car, and rushing to the store.

James is in the paint aisle. He’s always fixing up something at his house, doing what he can to pass the time when he isn’t working on cars at the garage he owns.

I walk past him, and he turns his head to watch. His eyes follow me as I make my way to the end of the aisle, turning my attention to the products. Tapes and paint brushes. I lick my lips and push my fingers into my hair, acting like I’m frustrated because I have no idea what to buy.

James takes the bait and approaches me. He looks me up and down. My keys are tucked deep in the purse I just bought at the department store. My pink dress and pink heels are fresh, probably smelling like the packages in which they arrived.

“Need some help, miss?”

“I need to paint a flowerpot, and I have no idea what to buy.”

James smiles. “You don’t really need a brush for that. Spray paint might do a better job.”

I meet James’s eyes for the first time. They’re brown and soulful. He’s a decent man, but we’re alike and can’t keep a woman, or we find women who don’t treat us the best, always leaving us when a manlier man comes along.

“That’s such a brilliant idea. How did you get so smart?” I ask, stroking James’s ego. I don’t know why, but I want him to fuck me. Maybe it’ll be more comfortable with someone I know. Part of me thinks it could be awkward, but I figure fate brought us to this store for a reason.

“I’ve done a lot of painting over the years,” he says.

“I don’t know what I would have done without your help. How can I ever repay you?” I ask, using a purr to my voice, hoping he catches what I’m throwing in his direction.

“Oh, I don’t need anything. Hope your project turns out well.” James smiles and stuffs his hands into his pockets, looking like he’s about to turn away from me, but I’m not about to let him leave. Not before I make my dreams come true.

“You’re going to leave me hanging?” I ask, taking a step closer to James.

He swallows, looking like he might faint, like he’s looked directly at the sun and has been blinded by the light. “What do you mean?” he chokes out.

I place my hand on James’s shoulder, running a finger down his chest. Touching him makes me a little hot. Yeah, this is something we can do, I decide.

“Don’t you want to grab a drink? Maybe I can paint the flowerpot at your house, and you could help me? I still need to pick one out.”

James stutters and takes a moment to respond, but I’m patient. “You aren’t trying to rob me or anything, are you?”

I throw my head back and laugh. “You’re cute. What’s your name?”

“James,” he says. “You?”

My middle name is ‘Carter’, so I tell him that my name is ‘Carmen’.

“Nice to meet you, Carmen,” he says.

“Why don’t you buy condoms on your way home? I’ll meet you there after. There’s something I have to do first,” I say, referring to the person waiting to give me keys to the short-term rental.

“Condoms? How will you know where I live?”

“Don’t be so prude, James. We’re adults. You’ll write your address on my receipt.”

“Okay,” James says.

“Come on,” I say and grab his hand. We run to the gardening section, so I can pick out a flowerpot. James is carrying the spray paint and whatever he was searching for, and then we head to the register to pay. We argue, but he insists on buying, which I agree to after he stands firm.

I hold his hand out to the parking lot, making sure he gets in his car. He puts down the window. I’m leaning into the vehicle. “So, this is your address?” I ask, pointing at what James has written on the back of my receipt.

“Yeah, promise you’re coming?”

“I’ll be there within an hour. Make sure you buy what I said.”

“Okay,” James says.

I lean in and kiss him, taking a step back from the car. I wait for him to start the engine and pull out of the parking space and parking lot before I head back to my car. There’s no way I can let him see what I’m driving, or he’ll know something is up, so I throw my financial worries to the wind and order a ride through an application on my phone.

Better spend a little extra than destroy the fantasy. The car pulls up a few minutes later, takes me to my rental, and then we’re on our way to James’s. It’s more money than I’ve spent on a taxi in years, but it’s worth it when I see the look on James’s face as he opens the door to find me with the bag containing the flowerpot and paint from the store.

I hold them up. “Ready to paint?” I ask.

“With you, yes. Come inside,” James says and opens the door wind.

My heart races as I step inside, but there’s no turning back. James has a dick, and I plan on using it.
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“It looks incredible,” I say as we inspect the flowerpot we’ve just spray painted. I tuck my shiny brown hair behind an ear, flashing James a wide smile. All I can think about is having his dick slide around in my pussy. I want to cum all over his rod. Maybe it’s wrong to go after my best friend, but I’ve been in his house a million times. I know he’s clean. It’s comfortable.

“Yeah, it doesn’t look so bad. Why don’t we let it dry and go inside for a drink?”

“I hope you’re talking about something stronger than water,” I say in a bubbly voice.

“You like whiskey?”

James isn’t much of a bartender, but he has an astounding collection of brown liquors. “I don’t drink it much, but whatever you have works.”

“I’ll pour us some on the rocks.”

“Give me your best,” I say.

James licks his lips as he takes me in. We’ve made it to the living room, and I’m more than comfortable on his sofa. I have my legs crossed, twirling my ankle in the air. My legs are smooth. It’s like the potion I drank turned me into a dollified version of my younger self.

I look like the woman many wish they could become, and James is about to have me. It’s an afternoon neither of us will ever forget, but he can never know it’s me behind these eyes.

James returns to the living room with our drinks. “Thank you,” I purr and take the glass.

“You’re welcome, beautiful.” James sits next to me and places his hand on my thigh. I glance down at his crotch, and his erection is visible beneath his pants. I want to wrap my lips around it. Both sets. I want to make him scream my name.

I place my hand on James’s and scoot closer to him, lifting my fingers to his chin. Brushing his skin gently. His dick twitches in his pants, but it only makes me hornier. More curious. My womanly body wants nothing more than to feel his rod plunge deep into me.

“James,” I say in a sultry voice.

“Yes, Carmen?”

“Did you buy everything I asked?”

James bites his lip and nods. “It’s in the kitchen. I put the bag in the cabinet.”

“Why don’t you grab it and show me your bedroom?”

James lets out a weak sound, but he doesn’t protest my request. He stands and goes to the kitchen for the bag. When he returns to the living room, he takes my hand and leads me to his bedroom. He drops me off at his bed and takes everything out of the bag, placing the stuff on his dresser. He also bought a few candles, which I didn’t request, but it’s a nice touch.

“When was the last time you got laid?” I ask, curious. It’s been longer than I’d like for me, but I won’t tell James that. I’m living a fantasy. Carmen had sex with a hot bouncer last week. He took her to the back of the club and fucked her brains out. That’s what I’ll say if anyone asks.

“I don’t know. It’s been a few months,” James says. He lights the candle and sits next to me on the bed. “Why?”

I sit on my knees and scoot closer to him. I put the glass of whiskey to my lips, taking a drink. It burns my throat, so I wince, acting like I can’t handle the booze.

“Too strong? It’ll mellow once the ice melts. I could add some water too,” James says. He half stands, and I push him back to his bottom.

“Where are you going, handsome?”

James laughs nervously. “Are you sure this is what you want? An old guy like me?”

I toss my hair over my shoulder and take a drink. Maybe I could find a man more attractive than James, but I wouldn’t know him. I wouldn’t be able to trust him. I throw back the rest of my whiskey and step off the bed, ignoring how badly the alcohol burns my throat.

“Why wouldn’t I want a man like you, James?” I ask after swallowing the harsh liquid. I set my glass on the dresser next to the candle and turn my attention back to James. “You have this big house. You have all those nice bottles of booze,” I say and move closer to James.

He takes a drink and adjusts his shoulders, like he’s shaking off the nerves. The same nerves that run through me. I take James’s half-finished drink and set it next to mine. I step forward and lift one knee to the bed. I lift the other and straddle James’s hips.

His erection presses into me when I lower myself against his crotch. I rub my pussy against the outline of his dick, wanting him to sink deep into my hole, but first I want to taste him. I’ve never had another man’s dick in my mouth, and I want to see what it’s like.

James shudders when I reach down and unbutton his pants. He lifts his hips when I grab his waistline to pull them off, pushing them all the way to the ground. The boxer briefs he’s wearing do little to hide his cock. It’s not massive, but it’s certainly big enough to hold.

I lick my lips as I stare at James’s crotch. “What do we have there?”

“You can play with it if you’d like.”

“Don’t you know that I know that? You’ll let me do anything I want with your cock, won’t you?”

James glances at his crotch. He doesn’t negate my suggestion. How can he when I look like this? I’m still wearing this sexy pink dress. My pink heels. My hair is styled to perfection, and I smell like a garden of lavender on a hillside, wind blowing over me and releasing my fresh scent into the air.

“Maybe not anything,” James says. He looks me in the eye, and I know he only half believes the words he says. I haven’t even touched his dick, and there’s already a massive stain on his underwear.

“No?”

James licks his lips. He reaches out and holds my sides, pulling me closer to his cock, but I don’t want his precum stains ruining my dress, so I push him away and wag my finger in his face.

“Your briefs are too wet. Take off my dress before you mess it up,” I say and turn my back to James.

He comes up behind me, getting a little too close, so I push him away, like a woman in control. “What did I tell you about ruining my dress? Back up,” I say and swat James away before he touches me with those gross, sticky boxer briefs.

James does as I say. His touch turns timid as he unzips my dress. I grab his hand and tell him to work faster. He pulls the dress to my feet, and I step out of it, leaving on my heels and lingerie. They’re white and brand new, so they look as pure as untouched snow.

I hold my chest and glance over my shoulder at James. “How do I look?”

“Spectacular,” he says. He hangs my dress on a chair he has in the corner. His room is massive and perfectly decorated with masculine tones. Dark walls and tan accents. Low, warm light.

I turn to face James, hating how he still has on his t-shirt, so I step toward him and pull it off, discarding it. He whimpers at my touch, but I’ve only just begun. I’m hungry for him. My pussy is swollen and wet. My center is throbbing. I never knew a craving for dick could feel this intense. This raw.

I push James to the bed and straddle his legs, rubbing my hips against his hard cock, memorizing how it feels on my body. His swollen head. His shaft. It’s thin, but it’s just what I want. It’s everything I need. I throw my head back as James touches me, kissing my body.

“Fuck,” he says. “Fuck.”

His body shakes. I don’t know what’s happening until he retreats from me, nearly pushing me to the floor. I hop off in time to catch myself.

“Hey, what’s wr—?”

The answer to my question is smeared all over James’s boxer briefs. He’s shot his load, and I can tell he’s already going soft. I bite my lip, feeling frustrated and hungry for cock. Cock James won’t be able to give me, judging by what I see through his boxer briefs.

“Wait,” James says when I bend to grab my dress. “I’ll get a second wind. Give me a chance.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “It’s been fun. Plus, I have to work in the morning, anyway. Next time.”

“No,” James says. “Don’t leave.”

I put on my dress and heels before James even bothers to stand. He’s not an aggressive man. He’s not going to pin me down. James won’t try to convince me to stay to get what he wants, which is too bad, because I would probably stay if he even tried.

“It’s okay,” I say. “I’ll call you.”

“Promise?” James asks.

His voice is rather pathetic, but I can’t bear to break his heart. “Yes, I promise.” I grab my purse and everything else of mine and head toward the door, almost happy James and I didn’t go all the way. Now we won’t have an awkward friendship, but I can’t help wondering who will help me.

I need another man, and I need him as quickly as possible.

“Bye, James.” I say and kiss him. We’re standing at his door. James hugs me, holding me a bit too long, like he knows I’ll never return.

“Bye, Carmen.”

***

I take a taxi to my truck and then drive to the rental I booked, thinking I might need it to find a man, but it’s already so late, and I don’t have the energy to download one of those dating apps to find a quick fuck. Not with the buzz from the whiskey wearing off, sucking the stamina from me.

The rental is pretty on the inside, even though its tiny driveway barely fits my big truck. At least the neighbors don’t know me. Won’t know me. I’ll be a here and gone before they even register my presence.

There are several abstract paintings decorating the walls. It isn’t obvious, but they’re all tagged and would set off an alarm if anyone tried to steal them. The living room is comfortable. The sofa looks a little worn, but I don’t mind. It’s not like I’ll be here long. If things had gone better with James, I might not have even had to come back here at all.

How disappointing is it that James came in his underwear before he could even put his dick in my mouth? I wish I had just pulled down his boxer briefs to suck his dick while I had the chance. I could have walked over to him and gotten on my knees and took his dick, but no. Teasing him was so much fun that I couldn’t stop and paid the ultimate price.

I shake away the disappointment and hope to find another man, but there’s plenty I can do now by myself.

I don’t trust the sheets, so I grab a fresh-smelling towel and spread it on the living-room floor after closing the blinds. The pink dress slides off my body when I unzip it. I wish James were there to give me his dick, but he obviously wasn’t up to the challenge. I need to sleep and make a plan in the morning. Maybe open up one of those apps.

I’m in the living room, wearing nothing except my undergarments. My body is still begging for touch, but my hand is the only one available.

A moan escapes me when I reach into my panties and touch my pussy. I trace my finger around my pussy lips, sliding two of them inside. It feels nice, but touching my clit is even better. I rub it with my thumb as I finger myself. The fingers in my pussy give my lips something to hug, and it’s all I need.

I can’t contain the scream as it forms in my mouth. I let it out and cum. A wetness coats my fingers, but I don’t remove them from my hole as it tightens and releases, giving me the most intense pleasure that I’ve ever felt.

I pant when the orgasm’s hold finally breaks seconds later, sliding my fingers out of my pussy. I squeeze my thighs together and roll from side to side, wondering if a man can make me feel this way. It’ll be my sole mission to find out. Nothing else will matter. No work. No chores. Not a damn thing will stand in my way from finding a man who can fuck me right.
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I wake up the next morning feeling flushed with anxiety. How will I ever find a man to fuck me? One who I can trust? One who will do the job right? It angers me when I think of James wasting all his seed in his boxer briefs instead of putting it in me after a hot fuck. At least he didn’t cum in me after one thrust. Wouldn’t that be worse?

The day passes, and I don’t know what to do with myself. I check out of the short-term rental and drive around the city. Work has called several times, but what can I tell them? They wouldn’t believe them if I told them the truth. My voice has changed. Better to ignore and seek forgiveness than try to explain this.

I hardly believe it myself until I see myself in the mirror. I’ve almost walked into the wrong bathroom two different times. Women’s restrooms are so different. They’re cleaner. They don’t have any urinals. It’s still weird sitting down to pee, but the transformation won’t stop me from living. I need to eat and use the bathroom and everything else.

Men still check me out, but my outfit is a lot frumpier today than the pink dress and matching pumps of yesterday. I’m wearing jeans, tennis shoes, and a thin sweater. It accentuates my chest, but it doesn’t offer a glimpse of my cleavage like the dress did. My hair isn’t styled like yesterday. It’s pulled up into a messy bun, but I don’t have the energy for anything else.

It's mid-afternoon when my fortunes change. I hear yelling, but I don’t know what they’re saying. Not until later. All I know is that the man who burned me with his cigarette turns to me, whistles, and steals my attention.

***

Young Belgrave is standing on the street, where he almost always is, talking to his girlfriend, Hannah Brown. Ex-girlfriend, if you ask Young, but Hannah can’t let the relationship go. She doesn’t want Young to break up with her. She’s too addicted to the tattoos on his neck, and his long, thick dick.

She’s been trying to get pregnant by him. All Hannah wants is to have Young’s babies, so they can be bonded for life. He found her poking holes in condoms a few days back. They haven’t been together since. Young can hardly stand looking at her, but she knows where to find him, and he’s not moving spots. Not for her. She’ll learn, one way or another.

“Young, please. Give me another chance.”

“Nah,” he says. “You should get going, Hannah. I don’t want nothing to do with you.”

“Don’t say that, baby. I love you,” Hannah says.

“How can you love me when you’re trying to trap me? I don’t want no woman like you. You’re pathetic,” Young says. He gathers saliva in his mouth and spits at her feet. “You best keep walking because I’m done looking at you. I’m done talking to you. You’re dead to me, Hannah.”

Hannah bursts into tears. She hates herself for poking holes into the condoms, but how else was she supposed to guarantee a life with the man she loves? He won’t marry her. He won’t even respond when she brings up marriage. All he does is let a few seconds pass before moving on to the next topic, never giving the idea of spending his life with Hannah any thought.

“How can you say that, Young? I’ve been nothing but faithful to you, and now you’re throwing me to the curb! You can’t do this, Young! I won’t let you.”

Young doesn’t care about Hannah’s wails. What she’s done is unforgiveable. She’s betrayed his trust and can never earn it back. Not after trying to steal his seed. He doesn’t want kids. Not now. He’s only nineteen. He might make some money, but he’s not rolling in cash. Young wants to be ten times richer before he brings any children into the world.

“We’re done, Hannah. I hate you for what you did.”

“You can’t hate me,” Hannah says. She throws herself at Young, and tries to kiss him, but he dodges her. She falls to the ground. Young almost feels bad enough to help her to her feet, but then remembers how he caught her with that needle and their box of condoms.

Young walks away from Hannah before she can pick herself up, furious as he heads down the street. Young gets angrier the farther he walks. A light stops him, which gives Hannah time to catch up. She grabs him. He shakes her off, and then he yells. Yells louder than he ever has before, and it’s finally enough to get Hannah to stand down and leave him alone.

She drops her head and walks away. Young is so angry, he doesn’t know what comes over him when he whistles at a woman walking past on the street.

“Hey, sexy. What’s your name?” he asks the brunette. She’s wearing jeans and a thin sweater, looking gorgeous. Looking like she could take the edge off after this infuriating interaction with Hannah.

I turn to face the man who burned me with his cigarette, but he doesn’t recognize my womanly identity. He only sees the gorgeous brunette I’ve become, and I can tell he likes what he sees by the way he’s watching me.

“I’m Carmen. Who are you?” I ask.

“Young,” he says.

I look at Young, taking in the tattoos on his neck. The diamond on one side and tiger claws on the other. It might look silly on someone else, but it looks incredibly sexy on him. I’m a little wet thinking about him taking off my clothes. I bet he wouldn’t cum in five seconds like James.

“Young? What kind of name is that?” I ask with a hand on my hip.

“The one my mother gave me. You have a problem with it?” Young asks and steps forward.

He’s staring at me, and his gaze lights a fire within me. Does he feel the spark too? Whatever is happening between us is overwhelming. We’re in public, but I wouldn’t hesitate to suck his dick right now, even if it meant going to jail. Having his cock in my mouth would be worth whatever time they gave me behind bars.

“No,” I say. Young is so close that I can smell his cologne. It’s manly and intoxicating. He’s wearing sweatpants, which do nothing to hide his growing cock. All I want is to push him to the ground on sit on it. “It’s just different.”

“I’m not like all the other guys.”

Young is looking at me like he wants to eat me, like he wants to flip me over and slide into me from behind, and fuck, that’s all I want. “No, you’re not.”

A wild woman comes running up to us. Tears fill her red, puffy eyes. She’s popping my bubble with her negative energy. I try to ignore her, but she won’t go away. She’s staring at Young like she wants to kill him, and I don’t know what to do because he’s acting like he’s never seen the woman in his life.

“What’s going on?” I ask in a whisper.

“Nothing,” Young says and grabs my hip, pulling me close.

I scream when the woman pulls my hair, dragging me away from Young.

“What the fuck?” I holler.

“He’s my man, bitch.” The woman has my ponytail and isn’t letting up. She keeps pulling harder, and it feels like she might rip the skin from my scalp. The pain makes me scream. I exaggerate a bit, screaming louder than I probably need.

“That’s right, bitch. He’s my man. I’ll fucking kill you if you touch him.”

“Hannah,” Young says in a deep voice. “Get off her.”

“No, Young. I’m going to kill her. If I can’t have you, nobody can.”

“Hannah,” Young says. He grabs the woman’s arm and pulls hard enough that she releases me. “Get a grip, Hannah. We can’t be together. You ruined your chances.”

“I can’t not have you, Young. I’ll go crazy.”

“You better learn to deal. We’re leaving,” Young says and grabs my arm. “If you follow us, I’ll call the police. You know I know people. Don’t test me.”

Hannah frowns, but she stands down as we walk away from the scene. My heart is still racing, but I feel a little safer with Young’s arm wrapped around the small of my back.

“Who is she?”

“Nobody. You hungry, Carmen?”

“I could eat,” I say.

“I know the perfect place. You mind if I steal you for the rest of the day?”

“Not at all,” I say.

“Good,” Young says. He leads me to his car. It’s an older two-door sports car with a hardtop convertible. He opens the passenger’s door for me, and I slide inside, excited to see where the afternoon will take us. Maybe I should be nervous spending my time with a man who has tattoos on his neck, but there’s no telling how long I’ll stay a woman, so I have to make every second count.

“Can we put the top down?”

“Isn’t it a little cold?” Young asks.

“What? Are you afraid you might freeze?”

Young smirks, turns on the heat, and lets the top down when we hit a light. It’s cold, but I don’t care. The wind feels so amazing in my hair that I shout and throw my arms in the air.
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“So, Young, how old are you?” I ask. We’re sitting in a restaurant outside of town. It’s farm-to-table with a menu that changes by the day. I’ve never been because each person has to spend a minimum of one-hundred dollars, but Young doesn’t seem concerned about the price.

“I’m nineteen. How old are you?”

“You’re nineteen?” I ask, surprised by how confident Young is for his age. We’re also drinking a bottle of wine, which he ordered. The waiter didn’t ask questions, but I doubt I would have either had I been in the same position.

“Yes,” Young says with a chuckle. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” I say. “Just surprising.”

“Yeah, people always think I’m older than I am, but that’s how it is when you’ve lived your life on the streets like me. I used to sell drugs. Started when I was twelve, but I stopped doing all that for more legit work. Now I trade stocks, flip electronics, and work on computers.”

“Where did you learn to do all of that?”

“Here and there,” Young says like it’s no big deal. “So, are you going to tell me how old you are?”

I hadn’t thought about my age. I certainly can’t tell him I’m forty-two, which is how old I was before I drank that liquid, but it made me younger when it turned me into a woman.

“Twenty-two,” I say after a pause.

“You had to think about it?”

“Hard to remember the more times you go around the sun,” I say.

“You say that like you’re so much older than me.”

“I’m certainly not younger than you.”

“That’s not a problem. I enjoy the company of an older woman. They tend to be less… volatile.”

“You mean like that woman who chased us on the street?”

“Hannah? Yeah,” Young says with a sigh. “It’s too bad our relationship has to end like that, but I caught her poking holes into our condoms.”

I let my mouth fall open. “You’re kidding,” I say, with a hint of disgust in my voice. Young shakes his head and tells me the full story about how he’d found her, which had led to their fight.

“So, I’m your rebound girl?”

“Guess so, but that doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy ourselves.”

“You’re right,” I say. “Should we head back to your place after dessert and a cocktail?”

“What makes you think I have a place?”

“Don’t you?”

Young grins. “Yeah, but it’s not in the best part of town. I hope that’s okay.”

“As long as you promise not to leave me stranded.”

“Never,” he says and takes my hand.

“Then let’s go,” I say.

“What about your cocktail and dessert?”

The only dessert I can think about is in Young’s pants, but a slice of chocolate cake will taste delicious too.

“You’re right. What’s the rush?”

“There is none,” Young says. He moves over to my side of the table. We drink the rest of the wine, order our cocktails and the cake. He feeds me a bite. I give him one. Then he kisses me.

It’s electrifying when his lips touch mine. I moan when he slides his tongue into my mouth. His hands are firm on my body. His touch is confident. He bites my lips gently before pulling away from the passionate kiss. He pulls out his wallet, throws cash on the table, and grabs my hand.

“Let’s go. I need you. Now.”

I don’t argue and follow Young out the door.
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Young drives us to a part of town I avoid, but he promises I shouldn’t worry, even though there are bars on his windows and doors when we approach his building.

“You live here?” I ask in a whisper, afraid I might draw attention. It’s still daytime, but the sunlight won’t last long, and I don’t want to be outside after dark. The birds are coming back after a long winter and fly from tree to tree, but they’re crazy for flying around here, just as Young is crazy for living around here.

“It’s not that bad. The rent is cheap, and people leave me alone.”

“I guess.”

“Where do you live?”

“On the other side of town. By the soccer fields,” I say.

“Maybe you’ll let me come visit you one of these times. Want something to drink?”

“Sure. I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“Sparkling water?”

I lift an eyebrow, surprised to hear that a man with tattoos on his neck wants to drink sparkling water. “Uh, sure. That’s fine.”

“With lemon?”

“Who are you?” I ask.

“Young,” he says with a chuckle. “You shouldn’t judge people by how they look.”

“You’re just unlike anyone I’ve ever met,” I say. He isn’t who I imagined when he hit me with his cigarette on the street.

“Neither are you. You’re a lot calmer than most women. What’s with that? Normally I can’t get a date to stop talking or asking me questions or plotting a future.”

A citrus scent fills the air when Young squeezes lemon into two rocks glasses, straining out the seeds. He tosses the strainer into his sink and fills the glasses with ice. He pours sparkling water over those. His apartment is small. Hardwood floors. Wood accents. He lives on the second floor of a building with four units.

“You mind if we step outside? I want a smoke,” he says.

“No, lead the way.”

We go to his porch, which is off the back room, which also happens to be his bedroom. There are two chairs and a bucket that he uses as an ashtray. “You want one?”

“I’m good, thank you.”

Young nods and pulls out a cigarette. He lights it and blows the clouds of smoke into the cold air. I hug myself to keep warm. Young puts out his hand and guides me to his lap. He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close, making me forget all about the cold weather.

Young rubs my thighs with his free hand. He smokes his cigarette, and I don’t mind the smell. Not when Young is holding me. I can’t believe this man is nineteen, and I can’t believe I get to experience him for a night. We’ve already been to the nicest restaurant in town. He wined and dined me. Loosened me up.

I touch Young’s ear. He puffs his cigarette and smiles at me. He turns his head to blow his smoke.

“Hey, gorgeous.”

“Handsome,” I say, running my fingers from his ear down his jawline, wondering how I got lucky enough to meet this side of Young.

“What are you thinking?”

“How mature you are for your age,” I say.

“Stop thinking about my age,” Young says and reaches around to grab my ass. His firm grip makes me moan. It makes me wet.

I cup Young’s face and kiss him. He sticks his tongue into my mouth. He squeezes my ass and deepens the kiss. I hear him drop the cigarette into the bucket before he lifts me into his arms. He carries me through the door, and we’re in his bedroom.

Young shuts the door and places me on his bed. I don’t care if we’re in a shotty neighborhood. I don’t care that Young is only nineteen and a former drug dealer. Probably former drug user. I don’t care about the tattoos on his neck or the box of bullets sitting on his dresser.

I close my eyes and let my hunk kiss me. Touch me. I’m Carmen tonight, and nothing can stop me from enjoying Young’s touch.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy. I’m glad Hannah fucked me over so I could be with you.”

“Yeah,” I say. “She was stupid for messing up with you.”

“Fuck her,” he says.

“No, fuck me.”

A wild grin spreads across Young’s face. He doesn’t need to be told twice. He pulls the shirt from my body and throws it across the room. His eyes never leave me, and mine don’t leave him. He reaches down to unbutton my pants. I don’t stop him. His touch is everything I’ve been craving.

Young pulls off my pants. I’m in my underwear, but I feel comfortable with Young. He’s looking at me like he’s never seen anything sexier in his life. I mentally capture the moment to remember it for the rest of my life. Even if I can’t stay a woman, I’ll remember what it’s like to have a man look at me with this much desire. What it’s like to have a man like Young.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck your sweet pussy, but I’m going to taste it first.”

“What?” I ask, trying to play innocent. Trying to sound like I don’t want him to defile me. Like I don’t want him to split me in two.

“You heard me.” Young stands on his knees and pulls off his shirt, revealing a chiseled stomach that makes my pussy even wetter than it already is. Young unbuttons his pants and steps out of them, taking off his underwear at the same time. His cock is… massive. It’s long, thick, and uncut. I’m speechless.

Young chuckles. “Like what you see?”

“Yeah,” I say in a breath.

“Why don’t you come taste it? I’ll return the favor,” he says.

I lick my lips and get to my hands and knees, eager to put Young’s cock in my mouth. I crawl across the bed to him and wrap my hand around the base of his cock. He watches me as I part my lips. He moans when I close my mouth around his cock.

His dick is so big that I can’t fit all of it in my mouth before it’s making me choke. I cough on his dick and try to pull away, but Young holds the back of my head.

“You can do better than that. Try harder,” he says. “Breathe through your nose and show me how much you love this dick.”

I take a second to gain composure of myself and breathe through my nose as Young has instructed. It helps, and I can take a little more of his cock. He holds his dick in my mouth as I move my lips up and down his shaft, slowly opening my throat for his thickness.

“There you go,” Young says through a groan as he stuffs my mouth, fucking it with his fat cock. “Take that fucking dick.”

I moan on his cock. My mouth is too stuffed to allow me to talk, but I don’t want to talk. The longer I have Young’s cock in the mouth, the better it feels. I close my eyes and lose myself in the motions, savoring every bit of Young’s cock that fills my mouth.

He pulls me off his member after a minute and throws me onto my back. I wonder what he’s doing until he climbs between my legs and wraps his arms around my thighs. He lowers himself until his mouth is touching my lips.

“Fuck, your pussy looks untouched. Don’t tell me you’re a virgin.”

I bite my lip. “It’s not what you think. I’m ready.”

Young stands on his knees. He slaps his cock against my pussy. “Fuck, yeah, you’re ready. I’m going to pop your cherry and fuck you hard. Make you despise every man who fucks you after me.”

“Please, baby. Fuck me.”

Young doesn’t do as I ask. He licks my pussy instead, sending me into a wonderland. A majestic pool where I’m floating on my back without effort. I’m swimming under a sea of stars, but the sun is shining, like a sunset lights the sky.

Young licks me with his expert tongue, and I can’t stop the first orgasm. It shows up out of nowhere, hitting me like a train ramming into a brick wall. I scream. Young keeps licking me. I can’t stop screaming. Someone living below us hits the ceiling with a broom and curses, but I can’t stop the noises leaving my mouth, and Young is far from through with me.

He rolls a condom over his dick and lathers it with lube before plunging into me. I’m still reeling from the first orgasm when Young lifts me into his arms. He wraps them under my shoulders and fucks me as my limp legs straddle his hips.

I feel another orgasm bubbling in my center. If this is how amazing it feels to get fucked as a woman, I never want to go back to being a man.

A tear slides down my face as Young uses every inch of his huge dick to fuck me. I pant and moan. We ignore the neighbor cursing below us. He gives up after a while.

Young is staring at me. I’m staring back at him. We’re locked together in this intimate act, and nothing will stop us from finishing.

Young pulls out of me. I groan, feeling empty. I reach down between my legs, but Young grabs my hand. He turns me over to my hands and knees. He slaps my ass several times, leaving my cheeks red and stinging, but I love how he spanks me.

“Fuck, baby. Spank me again.”

Young grips my ass cheek. He walks forward on his knees and presses the tip of his cock against my swollen pussy. I’ve already cum once, but I can feel a second orgasm building within me. I shake my hips and scoot back, showing Young how much I want his cock inside me.

“I fucking love this tight pussy,” Young says and slips his dick back into my tight hole.

I scream because he’s stretching me so much from behind, but I love it. Young holds my hips and fucks me hard. My breasts swing. I don’t bother holding them. Young’s dick feels too good. It’s sucking me of all my energy.

“I’m going to cum deep in your pussy,” he says and spanks my ass.

“Cum in me,” I beg Young.

Sweat drips from Young’s forehead, falling onto my back. He stares at me as I look over my shoulder at him. His face contorts, and I know he’s close. I drop my head and enjoy his dick sliding around in my loosened hole. It might be my only time fucking as a woman, and I want it to count.

Young surprises me by reaching around and touching my clit. He pulls me back and holds my body against his as he fucks me gently, using the top half of his dick. I grab his hand, but he doesn’t let up. He’s in control. I’m only along for the ride and terribly close to cumming a second time.

Young hollers and pinches my clit, releasing it seconds later. He pushes deeper inside me. I feel his dick pulsating. His breath turns jagged. I hold his hand as he cums. Young doesn’t fall out of me, though. He plays with my clit and fucks me slowly until I’m screaming from the second orgasm tearing through my body.

Young stays inside me until I push his hips off my ass, unable to stand the intensity that is cumming as a woman. Young slides out of me. I’ve never felt more satisfied in my life.

“Damn, that was hot.”

“Yeah, it was.”

Young and I are standing on our knees, facing each other. He kisses me. His lips go to my neck. His touch tickles, but I love it. We cuddle and kiss for the next few hours, and then Young fucks me again.

I sleep at his place, and he drives me back to my truck in the morning, glad that I’m still a woman when he leaves me. It’s all I could ever ask for that my fantasies have come true. Everything else after today will be brighter because of yesterday.

I put down the windows in the truck as I drive home and sing to the rock song on the radio, feeling on top of the world.
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As much as I would have loved to stay a woman, it doesn’t happen. I woke up as a man after a nap in the afternoon the day Young dropped me off at my truck. It was disappointing, but living as a man won’t take away my memories of being a woman. Carmen will live within me until the day I die.

The weekend has rolled around, and the weather is nice, so James and I are going fishing. I’m in my truck waiting for him to arrive at our spot. I stare at the water, wondering what it would be like to splash around in the lake as Carmen.

Maybe I’ll finally gather up the courage to dress up and fool around with a guy. He’ll just never know my real name. I’ll always be Carmen when I get dolled up.

James finally arrives. He pulls up next to my truck. My windows are down. “Sorry I’m late,” he hollers. “Been waiting long?”

“Not too long,” I lie. I get out of the truck and meet James around back, where we shake hands. “Nice to see you, man.”

“You too. Dude, you won’t believe what happened to me last week. I fooled around with the hottest woman. She came over, and we fucked all night long.”

“Damn, man. All night? That’s awesome. What’s her name?”

“Carmen,” James says with a confident smile.

I smile to myself, knowing what James says isn’t true, but he’ll never know that I know he’s lying. He’ll never know that I’m Carmen and tried to use his dick, but he couldn’t perform. He’ll never know how Young took his place, giving me the best sex I’ll probably ever have.

Maybe not, though. One has to hope.

Life is all about learning and growing. I learned that I really love being Carmen, and that won’t change, even if I don’t have a magic liquid. Carmen must grow, and nobody will stop me from making that happen.

I close the bed of my truck after grabbing everything that James and I will need to fish. “Ready to hit the water?” I ask.

“Yeah, let’s go.”
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Winning the governorship of Illinois as a woman—a single one at that—took ignoring the naysayers and following the course I had planned from the beginning. As a successful businesswoman independent of the two major parties, I used the center lane and no-nonsense calculations to power my victory. I visited every county of the state. Shook more hands than I could count, and earned trust from complete strangers. The majority of people, but that was all that mattered in politics.

“We’re arriving now, Governor,” said Charles Hathaway, who worked as my Lieutenant Governor. If anything happened to me, he would take my place.

“Thank you, Charles,” I said without looking up from the tablet sitting on my lap. I typed out a message to my assistant back in Alsen, expecting to return in time for a meeting I had postponed because of this emergency trip to Chicago. Someone had set an entire landfill on fire, and the residents were in an uproar about the fumes. I hoped a speech about the precautions we were taking would calm their nerves, but there were was a full day of work with my team when we returned to Alsen, the capital city of Illinois. The capital had changed from Springfield to Alsen in 1979.

Security got out first and opened the back door, looking both ways before I stepped outside. My approval numbers were high, but that didn’t stop haters from attacking. It had happened once at a campaign rally. A man had charged the stage, but I surprised him with my expert knowledge of the martial arts. When I took him down in one swift move, it had changed the trajectory of my campaign.

Charles opened the door of the cafe, and I stepped inside. A young blonde man at the counter caught my eyes. He was wearing a name tag that said ‘Andrew’. I licked my lips and opened my phone to ignore the heat between my legs. Ever since my last regular moved away, I hadn’t had sex. Most men didn’t want what I did, so it was better to ignore those urges. The power that came from the governorship mixed with a selection of silicone toys satisfied me. If the right person came along, I wouldn’t turn him away, but I couldn’t let my secret desires wreck the career I killed myself to achieve.

Nobody was in the cafe, so my security guards allowed us to approach the counter. As we did, the young blonde bowed his head and cast his eyes to the ground; as a good submissive would. I saw on the campaign trail how many men had a submissive nature. More times than I’d prefer to admit, I had to berate myself when a sexy hunk would more-or-less bow to my power. Nothing got me wetter than when a sexy man cast his eyes to the ground and called me ‘Governor’.

“Governor Edwards,” the young blonde said. “What a pleasure to have you here!”

I gripped the counter, keeping my hand out of Charles’ viewpoint. “You know who I am?” I asked, surprised. Most people in their twenties didn’t recognize me. Sure, they knew the president. They knew the politicians on television who stirred up constant controversy. The ones the media couldn’t help but salivate over. However, many residents of Illinois couldn’t name me. They couldn’t name their two senators. Nor the representative in their district. This rule didn’t apply to everyone, but it applied to a surprising amount of the population.

“Yes, you’re an inspiration. Successful in both business and politics,” he said.

I pretended like I hadn’t memorized his name. Like I hadn’t craved his sweet baby face into my memory. “Thank you… Andrew. How old are you?” I asked; purely curious.

“Twenty-one,” he said. “It’s also nice to meet you, Mr. Lieutenant Governor. Charles Hathaway.”

Charles introduced himself, smiling ear to ear, because as few people recognized me, even less could point him out from a crowd. Charles and I spent the next five minutes talking to young Andrew about local politics and the state of Illinois. He knew about the speech I was going to give and was bitter he would miss it because of work. Andrew knew all of his local politicians, even providing a friendly correction when I confused his representative with the neighboring one.

“What a refreshing conversation with a young voter,” I said.

“Yes, I agree,” said Charles.

I couldn’t help but stare at Andrew’s plump, little ass when he dropped off our tray of salads and walked back to the counter. I turned back to Charles and tried to concentrate as we prepped for the speech. Charles and I wouldn’t have come to Chicago together, but we had an important conversation on the drive from Alsen.

♦

The afternoon I met Governor Edwards changed my life. It had begun like any other day: a shower in my too-small apartment, a long ride on the train, and a slow, boring day at the cafe. On the train, I loved to read local news. I loved seeing Governor Edwards’ face more. I read every story that mentioned her.

Politics was my life, and Governor Edwards was my idol. I loved the power she wielded because it was effortless. Maybe it took more work than I suspected, but she made power on a woman sexy. Too sexy. I didn’t know what it was, but I often thought about her when I masturbated.

I worked at a cafe, but my ambitions were much larger than the slice of the pie I had. Working at the cafe paid my bills, but it wasn’t the lifestyle I had dreamed of when growing up before my mother was taken from me in a tragic accident three weeks after my eighteenth birthday. She had gone with a friend skydiving. Her friend lived but watched my mother die when her parachute didn’t open. The friend had tried to tell me the details once, but I couldn’t stomach it.

My father had walked out of our lives when I was six. I had the faintest memories of him, but I didn’t care if he helped or not. When my mother died, he sent a card. It had one sentence: I’m sorry for your loss. No signature. No name. I burned the card and drank a fifth of whiskey to myself; trying to erase the few memories I had of the bastard from my mind. Drinking wasn’t a problem. That hangover had turned me off booze. Buying alcohol was a waste of money if I wanted to crawl out of my hole.

My mother left me with ten thousand dollars in saving and no life-insurance policy. The money didn’t matter. Regina Martens was my mother’s name, and her memory would live on forever within me as long as I lived, but making ends meet without her was hard. I didn’t have the opportunity to attend college. I had to find stable ground before I could build the career I envisioned. Some days, I imagined leaving Chicago, but it would be hard to move from the only place I knew.

After I took Governor Edwards her salad, it was impossible for me to look away from her elegance. She wore four-inch stilettos, a tailored pantsuit, and a blouse beneath; two of the buttons undone. She was forty-three but could have passed for much younger. I pretended to clean the espresso machine while she and her lieutenant governor Charles talked. A few other customers had come in since the governor arrived, but they didn’t seem to recognize her.

When I turned back around from the sink to reattach the espresso machine parts, Governor Edwards was staring in my direction. Her brown eyes locked on mine. I cast my eyes to the ground without thought, unable to maintain eye contact with her. She was too important. Who was I compared to her?

I watched the governor through hooded eyes as she took her tray to the garbage. I wanted to run out to the lobby and beg her to employee me, but the two security guards were watching her. If one of those muscular men tackled me, they would break my bones. As much as I had tried, I couldn’t put on muscle or weight. No amount of bench presses would change my scrawny frame.

Governor Edwards walked to the door, and I resisted chasing after her. Beg her to take me to the speech, but she disappeared into the backseat of the SUV with tinted windows. The second security guard approached the counter, and I turned away from him, moving some desserts in the display.

“Excuse me, but could you please write your number? We’re keeping track of anyone the governor comes into contact with in case of an emergency,” the man said.

I nodded and scribbled my number, hoping an emergency would lead to a call from Governor Edwards. The security guard snatched the paper, went to the car, and they left.


CHAPTER TWO

Some days I couldn’t decide if the Governor’s Mansion was a blessing or a curse. I used to live in Chicago when I was a big-money chick. I still own the gorgeous condo with lake views north of downtown. Some weekends, I would escape there, but some constituents frowned upon my past life as a businesswoman. It wasn’t my fault I made millions as a hedge-fund manager and still owned a private portfolio, returning a much higher rate than average—most years.

Ever since we visited Chicago, I couldn’t get that young man out of my mind. Andrew. I could still remember how the letters were written on his makeshift name tag. I could still taste the air of that cafe. The tingle of my pussy when we spoke politics. How he had cast his eyes to the ground. How he had peeked glances of me throughout my visit.

My chief security guard, Jack, had gotten his number. I twirled the paper in my fingers. Security slept in the house with me, keeping me both safe and confined. Unable to fully express myself. Before I turned to politics to satisfy my unquenchable thirst for power, I used to throw the wildest sex parties. I would use three sissy sluts at a time. My girlfriends, fellow trailblazers of Chicago’s finance world, and I would enjoy men who couldn’t help themselves. Men who wanted to dress up and have us treat them like the filthy whores they were.

I sighed as I ran my finger around the rim of a tumbler glass, waiting for the ice to fade into the scotch. If the world discovered my true fantasies, they would run me out of office. My past lovers would never share my secrets. Not now. Not after they campaigned for my election.

Someone new could betray me. They would have too much power over my future. I couldn’t handle the pressure of the unknown; waiting for a chandelier to drop and shatter on the marble floor. As much as I wanted to dial the numbers Andrew had written, I couldn’t. Andrew visiting me would spark too much suspicion. How I wished I didn’t have lustful thoughts for the effeminate, submissive twink, but my desires were what they were.

I threw back my scotch, ignoring the burn in my esophagus. I tore the number I had already memorized into tiny pieces and threw it on the table. The condensation ruined the paper when I placed the glass atop the tiny, worthless pieces.

I grabbed my cell phone before I forgot the number but couldn’t bring myself hit send.

You are the governor, Nadine. Get your shit together. You can’t message a twenty-one-year-old man for sex. Stop, Nadine! No! Go fuck yourself and drop the thought like a fly!

I hated my conscience when it tried to ration with the beast within me. The woman I couldn’t tame, as much as I tried. Seeing Andrew had unleashed her. I threw open my office door, and the Jack rushed toward me. I lifted my hand and charged past him. My body felt frantic. Empty. Needy. I flew up the stairs and locked my bedroom door behind me.

Silicone toys were waiting for me in the top drawer. My pussy was dripping when I pulled down my pants. I hadn’t been fucked in years. Not since my last regular had moved away two years ago, and I wouldn’t look for another man now. But one had fallen in my lap. Andrew: Mr. Young and Innocent. I saw the hunger of desire in his eyes. I could teach him everything I knew, but where would I land if it fell into the traps of lust?

Biting my bottom lip, I slid the dildo deep without waiting to adjust to its size. I dropped my head, panting against the pillow. The room suddenly quiet. I opened my phone and turned on some music to cover the sounds of moaning as I fucked myself and fantasized of dressing up Andrew like a doll. Making him my sissy. He would be more obedient than any man I had before. I could feel it. Ignoring this pull I felt was like watching a hundred-dollar bill blow down the sidewalk without running after it.

My hair spread out across the pillow as I fucked myself, feeling every inch of the dildo stretch my walls. I knew how to hit my spot. How to drive myself wild. Andrew was the core of my fantasy. I had him dressed in a pink summer dress made of cotton with black nylons and pink pumps. He was on his knees under me, lapping up the juices from my pussy like an athlete after a session. If I tried to ignore my fantasy, it came back stronger. If I replaced Andrew with another man, his face became clearer.

Would Andrew like it when I rode his dick? Would he like it if I tied him down and tickled him with a feather? How would he respond when I dressed him up as a woman and sent him on errands? Ideas of how I could get away with having Andrew as my lover while keeping my governorship consumed me as I worked myself to a climax.

Everything melted away as my body relaxed after cumming. The desires alleviated but not eliminated. I hated myself for not having the strength to suppress my appetite for a sissy in my life. It was reelection this year. Could I really go another four years without sex? Without making a man my doll? All my regulars had moved away or didn’t want to risk ruining their anonymity. I understood.

I reminded myself of the power I yielded as I lay in an aroused state. It seemed improbable someone would beat me in November. I sat up in bed, fanning myself.

You have power, Nadine. People need you, Nadine. You aren’t alone, Nadine. Sex doesn’t matter, Nadine.

I didn’t know how many times I could tell myself the last lie, but it would work for tonight. I went to the bathroom to freshen up and change before bed, satisfied I hadn’t messaged Andrew. There was too much at stake.

♦

I never thought I would hear from Governor Edwards again. She was so powerful. Too important. Why would she ever think twice about me? That changed when I got a phone call from the capital. They offered me a job as Governor Edwards’ assistant, and I accepted without a second thought.

I hadn’t spoken to the governor since the day she came to the cafe, but she would be my boss. She had several assistants, and I was at the bottom of the hierarchy, but this job would give me the chance to see her again. Nadine. Nadine Edwards, the most inspirational politician in the country. Others might disagree with me, but her restraint from the partisanship inspired me, and I couldn’t wait to work for her. During an election year at that!

Stepping off the train, I couldn’t believe how small Alsen felt compared to Chicago. Alsen had almost one-hundred thousand people living in the city, but the downtown area surrounding the train station was quaint. It felt like a village more than a city. Two-story brick buildings. Old-school lampposts.

I held my suitcase, still in shock from selling all my belongings and moving across the state. The people I had spoke to said I would make double what I was making at the cafe, and the rent was the same except I wouldn’t have to share with roommates. I looked at the address for the apartment, and it wasn’t but a ten-minute walk from the train station.

Walking through the center I saw various businesses: a pharmacy, a cafe, a grocery store, a clothing store, and more I would have to explore. I could see the capital building in the distance. It was about a fifteen-minute walk from my new apartment, based on what I had seen on the maps before I moved. Hopefully there was a shorter way the internet didn’t know.

When I arrived to the apartment, I found it delightful. Hardwood floors with a view of the capital. They had furnished the place with basic pieces and left a note on the counter.

Consider the furniture an early bonus for impressing the governor. - Your New Team

My heart clenched. Flopping onto my new couch was like falling into a bath of warm, foamy water. I never wanted to leave. Tomorrow was my first day at work, and I spent the rest of the evening walking around Alsen. It was a cloudless spring day where a light jacket was heavy enough.


CHAPTER THREE

How silly was I to masturbate while thinking of Andrew? I tapped a pen on my desk while staring out the window at a vision of springtime. A week had passed since using my vibrator, and I couldn’t forgive myself. Andrew was coming over for dinner tonight. I wanted to celebrate his first week of working in the office. He had performed well, impressing his colleagues.

I wished to ignore the temptation of Andrew’s tight little body. The way his pants and button-up hugged his figure had driven me wild all week. I would never glance at him for more than a moment, but a second was enough to crystalize an image in my mind. His blonde hair combed over to one side. It was short and drew attention to his piercing blue eyes. His clean-shaven face. I doubted he could grow much facial hair if he tried.

My private chef was cooking dinner, but we would enjoy it alone. In my office. I wanted to sit above him from behind my desk, so he would have to look up at me. The day couldn’t pass fast enough.

Hours later, after working on my reelection and current projects, I went to shower. If I had gotten ready too early, people would have questioned me. I often invited my assistants over to discuss work and eat with them, but it was never something I did with much attention to the ambiance. Never would I spritz perfume onto my wrists. Never would I wear lacy lingerie. A black bra with cleavage. Finding the balance between professional and sensual was hard, but I could do it.

A black cocktail dress hugged my waist; a slit going up the side just past my knees. Not too high. I wore three-inch stilettos to match my dress. Pearls around my neck. Perfume. A blazer to cut into the sexiness. To diminish the questions. No makeup because I had never worn it for an interns’ visit.

My security guard came to my door and knocked. Jack had been with me for years and would notice if I was overly groomed. “A Mr. Martens has arrived,” he said.

“Send him in. I’ll go to the kitchen and have Pierre bring the food. Would you like a plate, Jack?”

“That’d be kind, ma’am,” he said. I never corrected Jack, but he was often too formal for my taste. He had been raised in the rural areas outside of Alsen where men were called ‘sir’ and women ‘ma’am’. I went to the kitchen to tell the chef to make three plates while Jack opened the door for Andrew.

My heart pulsed as I stood in the hallway, counting the seconds. I couldn’t appear eager. I had been foolish enough to give Andrew a job but had to act professional. I brought him close. Nobody to blame by myself. After masturbating that night, I had gone two days before I made the phone call, but I figured it was better to keep Andrew close than to let him wander far.

When the chef, Pierre, came out the kitchen—the constant help was something I would miss once I wasn’t governor—I followed him into my office. He hadn’t questioned why I was lingering in the hall. Pierre never asked questions, which was why I loved him as my chef.

Andrew stood when I walked into the room, bowing his head. “Governor Edwards,” he said, licking his lips as though it were a reflex. A tick. Pierre set the plates on the table I had cleared for our meal.

I waited until Pierre left before speaking to Andrew. “Call me Nadine. You work for me now,” I said.

Andrew opened his mouth and closed it, like he was going to protest and decided against it. “Okay,” he said.

“Take a seat. I’m not a judge.” Andrew sat and shifted in his chair. I loved watching him squirm. I loved when he couldn’t hold eye contact, casting his eyes to the floor. Holding his glass with timid hands. “How was your first week of work, Andrew?”

“Fantastic,” he said, lifting his head until he met my eyes and dropped them again. What a doll, already showing his master so much respect. “Working for you is such an inspiration… Nadine.” Hearing my new pet say my name with such hesitation had me moist. I squeezed my thighs together, annoyed at how easily I had given in to myself. Delighted about the young man sitting across from me. Grateful to the power I held that exaggerated his submissiveness.

“Thank you, Andrew. I’m sure you have a bright future ahead of you,” I said. “Why don’t we eat?”

I took the first bite, and Andrew followed my lead. He answered my questions about his past. Learning about how he hadn’t been able to attend college on account of his mother’s tragic death shattered my heart. I had made the right decision plucking him out of that cafe and brining him to Alsen.

“You know, Andrew. I’ve spent most of my life in Chicago, so moving here was… a bit of a shock. What do you think of Alsen?”

“It is small, but I love how I can walk to work and the grocery store. I walked here too! When I was living in Chicago, I had to ride the train for endless hours every week,” he said.

“That must have been horrible,” I said, placing my hand over his. I removed it as quick as I had put it there, but Andrew rubbed it where I had touched him. Having Andrew this close was dangerous; like white-hot lava sliding down the side of a volcano. “Stick with me, and you won’t be taking the ‘L’ again,” I said. It had been over a decade since I took public transportation in Chicago.

Andrew’s eyes assessed my outfit in more detail, scanning from my shoulders down to where my body met the table. I calmed my overactive mind and sipped water. There was no alcohol on the table. I didn’t want to give the wrong message by drinking with a subordinate. I reached under the table and pinched my leg, quieting the reckless voice in my head.

Sitting straighter in my chair, I cleared my throat. I couldn’t lose control of the situation. “Did you have any specific questions about your role in the office after this week?”

Andrew asked a few pointed questions about the projects we had around the state. He would have to travel with one of my other assistants to the southern tip of Illinois to deal with a polluted river later next week. Andrew had learned more than I expected. He was brighter than his resume would have led one to believe, impressing me at every turn of the conversation.

One thing I noticed during our conversation was how often Andrew licked his lips. I told myself to leave it alone, but after the hundredth time, I couldn’t help myself. “How do your lips feel, Andrew?” I asked.

“They hurt. I forgot my lip balm in Chicago and haven’t gone to buy more,” he said. “It’s stupid, but I’ve just been so obsessed with work this week. It’s unreal; amazing.”

“I’m glad you enjoy it, Andrew, but you have to take care of your lips. Your health is important, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes,” he said. “I would.”

I stood up and walked over to my desk, pulling out a tube of clear lip gloss from my drawer. Andrew noticed what I was holding, his eyes widening. I handed it to him and said, “here. You can use this, Andrew. It will moisten those lips in a second.”

“Isn’t that lip gloss? I can’t wear that,” he said.

“It dries in a second. Nobody would notice the difference. It’s clear. Don’t tell me you’re one of those men, Andrew,” I said, exaggerating ‘those’.

Andrew shook his head and took the tube from my hands so quick I thought I had dropped it on the ground. “You’re right. That was wrong of me to say. It’s not like it’s red,” he said. “My lips are killing me. Thank you, Governor Edwards.”

I touched Andrew’s arm, calming him. “It’s okay, Andrew. Remember, call me Nadine. You’re part of the family now.”

Andrew looked up at me and then back to the ground. I sat perched above him on the table. “Why don’t you keep that tube. I have others. I’ll see you Monday,” I said, gesturing to the door.

Andrew jumped up and put out his hand for a handshake. He had already slipped the lip gloss into his pocket, and his lips were shining. Glistening with glory. I shook Andrew’s hand and watched his backside as he walked to the door. He turned and waved before slipping out the door.

I picked up the dishes to carry them to the kitchen for Pierre but had to stop in the hallway to lean against the wall and relax the goofy smile on my face.


CHAPTER FOUR

I was sitting at my desk in the capital thinking of Nadine. She had been avoiding me, and I didn’t know what to think of it. I used her lip gloss every day. Not at the office, but I put it on as soon as I closed the front door when I got home. I was like a rabid animal who hadn’t been fed in days, rushing to pull the tube from my bag. If I cleared my mind, I thought I could taste her lips on the soft brush as it passed over my lips.

That was weeks ago. Roger, the assistant above me, and I had just returned from Southern Illinois to talk about how the governor planned to clear the waters. We met with a few mayors from towns along the waterways. I missed Nadine every time someone said her name. ‘Governor Edwards’. It was an aphrodisiac, seducing me like lavender before bed.

“Andrew,” said Roger. I lifted my head from my cell phone. I had been reading an article about Governor Edwards, which they now paid me to do. When my eyes met Roger’s, he looked horrible. Much worse than a couple days ago when we had driven back to Alsen together.

“Roger, are you okay?” I pulled a tissue from the box on my desk and passed it to him. He thanked me and blew his nose. I wished he would disappear and keep his germs far from me.

Roger sucked in mucus before he spoke. “I need you to cover for me, Andrew. I’m so sorry. My girlfriend must have given me whatever bug she had,” he said.

“That’s unfortunate, but I don’t want to pick up whatever she gave you,” I said, pulling hand sanitizer from my drawer and squirting it into my hands. Roger laughed, but I didn’t find it funny. “What did you need again?”

“Right, sorry. You have to meet with Nadine tonight. Here are my notes,” he said. I directed him to place them on the desk, as I wasn’t about to touch anything he had. “You’re overreacting.”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

Roger shook his head. “Charles gave me the day off tomorrow, but you have to meet with Nadine tonight and tell her everything we went over with the mayors about the contaminated rivers. She’s expecting you at six and only has thirty minutes, so don’t arrive late.”

“How am I supposed to tell her everything in that amount of time?”

“You’ll find a way. She might have an extra ten minutes for you, but I wouldn’t count on it,” said Roger. He took another tissue from the box on my desk and blew his nose. I used another squirt of hand sanitizer.

“Thanks, Roger. I hope you feel better the next time I see you,” I said. There was a sassy tone to my voice, but I didn’t care. Who was he to push his bubble of bacteria in my direction? Roger left the office, but I still had a couple hours.

I finished what I was working on and left thirty minutes early to rush home and freshen up before going to Nadine’s. The Governor’s Mansion. I couldn’t decide what to think about the last time I saw Nadine. My first intimate interaction with Governor Edwards. We had eaten, talked about our lives, and I felt there was a deeper connection. More than boss and employee. Maybe it was a fantasy I was imagining, but I wanted to look my best before I went to her house.

It didn’t take more than fifteen minutes to wash my face, apply fresh deodorant, slide on a pair of skinny jeans, and brush a fresh layer of the clear lip gloss over my lips. I stood in the mirror to make sure my lips were sparkling with the gloss before grabbing the folder Roger had given me and leaving my place to walk to Nadine’s.

Jack, Nadine’s body guard, opened the door when I arrived. I noticed him glance at my lips. Most men wouldn’t wear a gloss, but he didn’t need to know why I was wearing it. I wasn’t gay, even if he wanted to think that was the case. Nadine had given me the lip gloss, and I wanted to impress her. Jack grunted and let me inside when I told him I stepping in for a sick Roger, who had a meeting on Jack’s calendar.

“Fine, she’s in the office.”

Jack followed me as I walked down the hallway, my heart racing. I hoped Nadine would notice my lips. I hoped she would smile when she saw me. My life had changed from a month ago, and it was all because of her. I owed her everything. I wanted to give her whatever I could. Sacrifice whatever was necessary for her success.

When Jack opened the door, my lips spread. I held my shoulders higher, but the look on Nadine’s face when she saw me was like a pin to a balloon. Her frown a dark raincloud teaming with lightning. Thunder rattling only a second after. Jack smirked, “good luck,” he whispered and pushed me inside Nadine’s office, closing the door behind me.

♦

I was sitting at my desk reading the news when Jack opened the door to Andrew standing on the other side. I had been expecting Roger, and my face deflated when I saw Andrew. When people caught me off guard, it drove me crazy. Neither of them had told me Andrew would take Roger’s place for the meeting. My blouse had a stain from the soup I had at lunch. I hadn’t switched from my flats to my heels, which were across the room.

“Andrew,” I said. My voice sounded like I was chewing on cotton. “I wasn’t expecting you. How was your trip south with Roger?”

“Informative,” he said, licking his lips. “The mayors shared a lot about how their towns are dealing with the crisis.”

Andrew was wearing the lip gloss I had given him. He never wore it at work, and I did everything I could to avoid him at the capital building. He was sandpaper, and I was a rough edge. Every time I had gotten in bed this past week, I ended up with a dildo deep in my pussy and Andrew running through my thoughts. He was dangerous; like a credit card with zero interest. Hot water without steam.

“Please, have a seat,” I said and waved to the table where I often sat with Charles or my assistants. Pierre had prepared salads and sandwiches for my meetings today. I offered Andrew one, but he declined. “Watching your figure?” I asked. “A little salad wouldn’t hurt.”

“Do you have a favorite one?” he asked.

I picked up the salad with walnuts and cranberries and passed it to him. He opened it and took a bite, using one of the forks next to the array of food.

“Did Roger tell you why he couldn’t make it? He failed to inform me.”

“He was sick when I saw him. Disgusting, if you ask me. I hope he didn’t give me anything,” said Andrew.

“You must be getting comfortable. You’re letting out your sassy side,” I said. I liked it. Andrew smiled at me like a man who wanted sex. Like a man who craved for me to dominate him. Submissives may enjoy submitting in the bedroom, but they had a way of controlling their dominant partner; pulling the alpha close and sinking in their claws. If an alpha got a taste of a delicious beta, the alpha became hooked. Protective. Fighting off the advances of the other alphas hunting for a sexy beta.

Andrew stabbed lettuce and lifted the fork to his mouth. He glanced at me, resting his piercing blue eyes on me before pulling the fork slowly from his mouth. I wasn’t sure if I let out a little moan or if it had been in my imagination, but when Andrew did it a second time, I knew he was drawing battle lines in the sand. A tug of war over a puddle of mud. He wanted to get dirty, but I couldn’t fall into his trap.

“Governor Edwards, it’s so inspiring to see how much people look up to you. When people realized we worked for you, they brightened up. Thank you for leading me from nothing to this,” said Andrew before taking another bite of his salad; the oil from the dressing only adding to the shine on his lips.

“Those are kind words, Andrew. You’re quite the new employee. All your colleagues love having you around,” I said. He was testing me, tugging on my rope. Seeing how hard he had to pull before I tumbled into the mud and got myself dirty.

Andrew nodded and opened the folder he had brought. He spoke about the trip and nothing else for the next fifteen minutes. I had forgotten about my next appointment. I could have listened to the clarity of Andrew’s speech for hours. He spoke with ease; confidence. His eyes always cast down to the folder sitting in his lap. I had to resist reaching out to touch to the nape of his neck. To lick my finger and run it along his fair skin. He was a natural blonde, and I couldn’t wait to see what he looked like without clothing.

“Thank you for the report, Andrew,” I said.

“You’re welcome, Nadine,” he said.

I chewed on my nail without thinking. We were sitting on the sofa in my office and using the coffee table because food covered the table with chairs. I had a large window surrounded by a two-story bookcase on one wall, the sitting-room arrangement, a desk, and a set of chairs with a table. A fireplace on the opposite wall of the bookcase with the sitting-room arrangement facing it.

Andrew rolled his watch over his wrist. “Roger said you only had thirty minutes. Should I leave? More questions about what we did on the trip?”

I shook my head. The only question on my mind was how Andrew looked naked. How his dick would taste in my mouth once I tied him down to a bed. “Hopefully Roger feels better soon,” I said.

“Yes, let’s hope so,” said Andrew. His eyes lingered on mine. I hated their intensity. They looked like the Caribbean Sea. I could have been on a sailboat as I stared into them.

Andrew pulled the lip gloss I had given him from his pocket. We didn’t break eye contact. Andrew twisted the applicator from the tube and dipped into the liquid before applying it to his lips. He glided the wand over his puckered flesh.

“Your lips look better,” I said.

“Thank you,” he said. He moved closer. By an inch. Maybe two, but it was enough to feel the difference. “Why have you been ignoring me, Governor Edwards?” he asked. His voice sounded as seductive as watching him pull the fork from his mouth had been.

I don’t know, Andrew. Would you like me to put you in stilettos and a dress before tying you to my bed and using your dick for my pleasure? Would you like me to paint your nails? Make you wear a wig and panties?

“I haven’t been ignoring you, Andrew. Why would you say that? It’s a busy year with the campaign and everything else,” I said. We were tightrope walking over a fifty-foot drop with no protection. I couldn’t have this conversation with Andrew. He was my subordinate. It was enough that I had helped him rise above his poverty. He deserved what I had given him, but we couldn’t have more. My career meant more than a fling that was bound for disaster.

“I think you have been ignoring me, Nadine,” he said. He didn’t meet my eyes until he finished speaking.

I walked to the door, placing my hand on the knob. “We’ve finished our meeting, Andrew. Thank you for coming,” I said.

Andrew sighed but stood with his folder. I told him to take a sandwich for later, so he grabbed one from the table. “You don’t have to ignore your feelings, Nadine. I can keep a secret,” he said.

I swallowed. He could read me like a sign in large letters. I would have to fire him if we couldn’t ignore our emotions. I stood with my shoulders higher, wishing I had on my heels. “Andrew, please. There is nothing here. I’m sorry if you got the wrong idea by anything I did, but I was only trying to help you get a job. I won’t report this incident, but you have to respect my boundaries. Understood?”

Andrew nodded. A smirk visible on his face. I hated how attractive I found it. How I just wanted to lift his chin and plant a kiss on his lips. I opened the door before I did something I regretted, and Andrew stepped outside. “Thank you for having me, Governor. I’ll see you soon,” he said, saluting.

I closed the door behind him and collapsed against the wood, clutching my chest. When I looked up and regathered myself, Andrew was staring at me from the other side of the window. He blew a kiss and scurried away in the opposite direction.


CHAPTER FIVE

Governor Edwards was avoiding me… still. It had me wishing I was back in Chicago. I wished she never would have walked into the cafe because her rejecting me was the hardest thing I had experienced. I thought attracting her would have been much easier than she was making it. The lip gloss, the skinny jeans, nothing. None of it had worked. I was a toad without a princess. A body without a lover.

“Andrew, we have to go,” said Roger. He was feeling better and had returned to work last week. I hadn’t seen Nadine since the night I went over to her house in place of Roger. Unfortunately, he had made a quick recovery and was better by the time we had to brief her again. I bet she had arranged that because she wouldn’t even look in my direction.

I followed Roger outside, and we piled into the backseat of an SUV. We had to prepare a venue for Nadine’s speech later in the evening. It was in a neighboring town, so Roger and I were only going to set up. Neither of us had plans to stick around since we had been working all day. It took a few hours to make sure everything was set, and we left before security did their last sweep through of the building and started letting people inside. Nadine wouldn’t take the stage for several hours.

Climbing up the stairs in my apartment building, I felt exhausted. My brain dead. My body limping. I could have crashed to the dirty hallway floor and passed out had I not wanted to wash my body. When I reached my door, there was a small bag waiting outside. A ribbon tied it closed. A card stuck out the opening with my name written in bubbly letters. I picked up the bag, turned my lock, and stepped inside.

Nobody had signed the card, and one word had been written on the card: Enjoy.

A pair of painted red lips was the signature. My dick hardened as I wondered who my secret admirer was. My forehead turned sweaty when I pulled out the contents of the bag: stockings, a skirt, a thin sweater, and a pink cotton thong. I raced to the shower and shaved what little hair my body had, lathering myself in lotion after I dried off with a towel.

I ran out to the living room, my uncovered dick swinging as I raced across the room. I pulled the thong on first. The thin pink fabric made my cock look huge as it hugged my dick tight. I pulled the stockings up my legs—one at a time, and they stopped a few inches below my balls. The skirt met the stockings where they stopped. The sweater added a hint of elegance to my slutty bottom.

An hour later I was dancing around the living room in my new outfit when a soft knock came at the door. I froze, now nervous a stranger would see me like this. I looked both ways, deciding what to do. “Just a minute.”

No words. The person cleared their throat. I ran over to the door and looked in the peephole. It was Nadine. Jack was standing in the corner behind her. I opened the door, not wanting the governor just standing in my hallway, and she slid inside. Nadine smiled, softening my embarrassment from the women’s clothing on my body.

“What are you—?” I asked, but Nadine covered my mouth. “I don’t normally—.” My voice muffled by her hand.

“Shh, my baby. It’s okay. I sent that outfit, and it looked even better on you than I had hoped. Turn around,” she said.

I swallowed. Something had switched in Nadine’s eyes. A fierceness that hadn’t been there the last time we were together had appeared. I turned around, and Nadine bent me over quicker than I could ask her what she was doing. She lifted my skirt and slapped my ass, frightening sounds leaving her mouth, but I loved how she took control. I loved how she touched me.

“Rule one: nothing can happen at the Governor’s Mansion. Rule two: nobody can know anything about us. Understood?”

I nodded, looking at Nadine over my shoulder. “Whatever you say, Governor. You like me dressed up like this?”

“This is only the beginning, but I can tell that your sissy ass likes it. Isn’t that right?” she asked. Nadine came up behind me and grabbed me from under the chin, lifting it before running her tongue along my neck.

“Yes,” I said. “You can dress me however you want, Governor. I just want you to choose me.”

“I know you do,” she whispered into my ear. “Time is ticking, my sissy. Why don’t you put on this new shade of lip gloss I got you and show your Governor how much you like her?”

I held up the plum shade of lip gloss Nadine had pulled from her purse and twisted it open to apply it to my lips. Nadine held up her cell phone so I could see myself, and I loved the dark purple shade on my lips. “How do I look, Governor?”

“Like we don’t have time, and you need to get on your knees,” she said, pushing down on my shoulders.

I followed Nadine’s pressure and fell to my knees. She was wearing a red cocktail dress with no panties. Diamond jewelery. Her hair pinned up and to the side. She balled up her dress and lifted it to her waistline. I rested my hands on her thighs and left my mark on her pussy.

Nadine took my head, holding it against her pussy. I licked, sucked, and drank every drop I could of her nectar. When she came, it had bonded us for life. I never wanted to let Nadine go. I would do whatever she wanted, she just couldn’t leave me. No other woman had made me feel this way.

Nadine went to the bathroom and cleaned herself after cumming. She returned to the living room with a towel and wiped her juices my face. “Nobody can know about his, Andrew. The better you behave, the more fun we can have. Understood?”

I was lost in a wonderland of Nadine. Her scent heavy in my system, traveling up from my lips to my brain. “Whatever you say, Governor.”

“Behave yourself, Andrew,” she said and slipped out the door. I sat on the floor for over ten minutes and before getting up, took the tube of lip gloss, and went to the bathroom. I applied more and stared at myself in the mirror. The plum shade worked well with my blonde hair, blue eyes, and sexy skirt.

I would behave myself, as long as Nadine did the same. If I was hers, then she was mine. Nobody else could have her.

♦

The speech last night had been a blur after stopping by Andrew’s beforehand. How could I have acted so foolishly? I paced my office at the capital building, rubbing my chin and huffing. I almost never touched my face, but my stress levels were like a busted fire hydrant.

You’re a stupid bitch, Nadine. Was it worth risking your entire career?

I knew my conscience had a point, but enough time had passed hiding in the shadows. A dildo could only do so much, and feeling Andrew’s mouth on my pussy had been like tasting a donut after dieting for a month. Andrew stared at me this morning when I walked through the area where they worked on my way to the office. He was wearing men’s clothing, but I pictured him in the skirt. The sweater. The plum lip gloss. How would he look once I put a wig and fake breasts on him?

I ignored the moistness behind my legs, resisted the urge to scream, and sat at my desk. I had to get my shit together. Nobody could see the governor fall apart because of a man. They would never vote for me in November, and I had two people running against me. I was the independent. Vulnerable. Afraid the numbers wouldn’t add up if I didn’t clean up my act, but I had been good for long enough. Why couldn’t I have it all?

Charles entered my office. He covered his mouth with the inside of his elbow and coughed. “That’s how they say to do it now, right?”

“That’s what I heard,” I said. I halted the earthquake of emotions within me.

“Are you ready for your busy week of campaigning?” he asked. “I think it is better if I don’t go with you since I have this cough.” Charles covered his mouth again; his cough sounded deadly. I scooted my chair back a few inches and reminded myself to use hand sanitizer when he left.

“What if I took another assistant? Were you planning on speaking at any of the events?” I asked.

Charles shook his head. “I would have introduced you, and that’s it. Roger can do that.”

“Right,” I said. Andrew could also stay in the same hotel as me, where I could request midnight snacks. If I told Jack not to wait outside the hall, he would listen. We could have a system. Walkie-talkies. Pagers. Something. He always slept in the room across from me. I would give him a key; anything I needed to have a few hours alone with Andrew. I felt my mouth salivating and drank water to distract Charles from my reaction. “When did you start feeling sick?” I asked.

“A couple days ago. I’m about to go home and probably won’t come back until Monday,” he said. The speeches were planned for the weekend when most constituents had free time. It wasn’t the most exciting event for a weekend, but we tried to make them as fun as possible with games and contests for ‘Governor Edwards’ merchandise.

Charles left my office to go home. I ripped a piece of paper from my notepad and wrote a note for Andrew:

Pack your bags. You’re coming on the campaign trail with Jack, Roger, and me. - Nadine

I didn’t apply red lipstick and kiss the note as I had done before because it would have been too conspicuous. Too obvious if anyone else saw it. Andrew would behave for me. I would make him. He was as young and pliable as wet concrete; better make him how I wanted before he hardened into his ways.

I worked for the rest of the day before slipping the note on Andrew’s desk, not stopping to see his reaction. “Talk to Roger if you have questions. I have to run,” I said, smiling as I listened to my heels click against the linoleum floor.


CHAPTER SIX

Governor Edwards. I ate her pussy. Now, I was sitting next to her at a dinner. How many men could say that? She dressed me as a chick. I bet even fewer had experienced that side of her. We hadn’t been alone since, but I hoped that we would have a chance now that we were on the campaign trail.

Watching her speak was better than porn. She had given a speech today, and all I could think about was crawling on the stage to service her with my mouth. Her rhetoric gave me goosebumps. It made me want to bow down to her. Kiss her feet. I wondered if she wanted to spank me. Did she like that? I would let her do it.

“Excuse me, I have to run to the bathroom,” said Jack. He looked toward the sign in the back corner and back at Nadine, his eyes stricken with panic. “It’s an emergency, but I can hold it. No, I really have to go,” he said, standing.

“It’s okay, Jack. Did you forget I’m trained in the martial arts?”

“Never, Governor. I just hate when I fail to perform my duties,” he said, shifting his feet. He looked like a kid who had drank too much before a road trip.

“I’m here too,” I said.

Jack’s expression changed, telling me he had no confidence in my ability to protect Nadine. “Jack, please. Go to the bathroom. You’re making me nervous,” said Nadine.

“Okay,” he said and took off to the bathroom.

“What do we have? Two minutes?” she asked. Nadine’s eyes had changed from serious to sensual in a beat. “I want you to come to my hotel room tonight. I packed a few surprises for us,” she said. Her hand was crawling across the table. Hesitant. Curious. She pulled it back before it reached me, so I left it. A couple people were watching, and as one proverb said, when more than two people knew something it was no longer a secret.

“You packed something for us?” I asked, touched by the thought.

“A few items. I’ll get Jack to stay in his room and not the hallway. Come by at one in the morning. Here is my room number,” she said and slid a folded piece of paper to the center of the table by the bread basket. I acted like I was taking a piece of bread and grabbed the paper.

Jack was walking back to our table. My heart raced as I slid the folded note into my pocket. “Ah,” said Jack when he reached us. “What a relief. My bladder feels better, and you’re still here.”

“I’m not a baby,” said Nadine.

“But if anything happens to you, they’ll kill me,” he said.

Nadine shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll add a footnote to my will to protect you. You’ve been with me for years, and you’re nothing but loyal, Jack. Relax a little,” said Nadine. I imagined she was priming him for the conversation they would have later. What if he was standing in the hallway when I went to her room? How would I explain that?

We ate dinner and discussed her speeches tomorrow. She had three in different cities, and we were sleeping in the last one. Then she would have two more speeches on Sunday before we returned to Alsen. “You were incredible tonight, Governor,” I said.

“Thank you. You all give me information in minutes that would take hours of research. I couldn’t do it without my team. You all save me so much time. And you Jack, thank you for keeping me safe,” she said, raising her glass. We clinked our glasses together.

“It’s an honor to work for you,” I said.

Nadine picked up her glass, throwing back the rest of her water. We hadn’t ordered dessert or alcohol with the meal. “Andrew, pay with my credit card and get a receipt with seat numbers. Jack, walk me to my room.”

Jack stood up and held out his hand to help Nadine up from her chair. She lifted herself with one swift movement, like a princess at a ball. She caught the attention of others in the restaurant. The woman of beauty and power. The woman in heels with a security guard.

I watched her walk to the elevator, Jack following her. I paid for the bill and went back to my room to shave and prepare for my woman.

♦

12:53… 12:54… 12:55…

The agony. The anticipation. I couldn’t stop checking the door to make sure Jack was in his room. What if he was watching the hallway through his peephole? I couldn’t risk people discovering my hidden desires. The public would judge if they knew I loved making men my feminized dolls. They would judge if they knew I was fucking a man twenty-two years my junior. Andrew still had a couple months until he turned twenty-two himself.

My room was getting hot.

12:56… 12:57… 12:58…

Andrew and I should have bought secret cell phone to message each other. Strict one-word messages with no sense. An agreed-upon code. Why hadn’t I taken the proper steps to cancel this arrangement if things went awry? I was swimming in a hot bath with a burner beneath it. How long could I last before the water scalded me? A scar from a burn could last a lifetime.

12:59… 1:00…

A soft knock came at the door. I opened it and snatched Andrew’s arm to pull him inside. He tried to talk, but I put up my finger to silence him. We had to wait at least three minutes, so I knew Jack hadn’t been watching.

1:01… 1:02… 1:03…

“Okay,” I said, feeling one stone fall from my apprehension. We were still in danger, but we were here. I had to live in the present. Andrew was even wearing the plum lip gloss I had bought him. “You made it.”

“Are you okay, Nadine?” he asked. I hated how concerned he sounded. Like he was the older one, and I was the helpless innocent.

I shook my head. “No, I’m not okay. You’re making me crazy, Andrew.”

Andrew dropped to his knees and crawled over to me, wrapping his arms around my silk negligee. I had an outfit picked out for Andrew too, but this was overwhelming. He was my employee. He was so young. Legal, but barely. Sexy as sin and on his knees for me. What was a woman to do? I laughed to myself, and Andrew glanced up with a concerned look; furrowed eyebrows. Lips turned down.

“All I want to do is please you, Nadine. You’re the woman of my dreams. I won’t tell anyone about us. Please,” he said. “Can’t we just enjoy the night?”

“Okay, but turn off your phone. I want to see you do it,” I said.

“Not a problem,” he said. I hadn’t noticed, but Andrew had already had his phone in his hand. He opened it and powered it down, showing me the black screen.

“Take off your clothes, Andrew. Everything,” I said.

Andrew was wearing basketball shorts with no underwear. How presumptuous, but why else would I have invited him at this hour? His dick was growing as he pulled the t-shirt from his top, leaving him naked with nothing but lips painted by purple lip gloss.

“How big are you?”

“Seven inches, last I checked,” he said.

It wasn’t too thick, but I loved how long it looked against his skinny body. I stepped forward and wrapped my hand around his cock. “You like when I touch it?” I asked.

Andrew nodded, “Yes… Governor,” he said.

“Does it turn you on that I’m the governor?”

He nodded again, precum leaking from the tip of his dick. I rubbed my silk negligee against his exposed body. Andrew purred at the sensation of the fabric passing over his skin. He moaned when I lost myself and kissed his neck. His lips. My hand never leaving his throbbing cock. “Fuck, Andrew. Time to dress up for Madame Governor.”

“I’ll do whatever you command.”

“Stroke your dick,” I said, walking over to the chair in the corner and sat. I pulled the negligee up enough to cross my legs. Andrew sat across from me on the edge of the bed. He spat into his hand, rubbing the wetness into his cock. The veins in his manhood like rivers on a map. I watched as he rubbed his hard dick, expressing nothing on my face.

“What do you think, Governor?” he asked. Andrew held the base of his cock and wagged it.

I narrowed my eyes. “It’s time for you to get dressed,” I said. Andrew watched me as I dug through my bag. I pulled out an array of items: a filled full-cup bra for Andrew’s flat chest, a black lace garter belt, and matching thigh-highs. “What do you think of this wig?” I asked. It was blonde. It would hang past his shoulders. I couldn’t wait to see the hair spread out across the white sheet beneath his head.

“It’s gorgeous,” he said. He took the wig, adjusting it in the mirror. Andrew pulled the hair over his shoulder, brushing it with his fingers. His dick hanging from his body like a fishing pole in its holder. I wouldn’t mind his dick catching my pussy, stretching my walls that hadn’t been stretched by a man in years.

“Put on the rest of the outfit,” I said.

“Could you help me with the bra? I don’t think I can hook it.”

“Here, this is how you do it without help,” I said, explaining how to clasp the bra, swivel it around, and pull the straps over his shoulders. There were other ways, but I found that the easiest.

“Wow, what size are these?” he asked.

“D. They are big. You like them? Or do you want smaller ones next time?” My hand went to Andrew’s dick. I stroked him as I leaned on the bed to his side; the negligee long on my body. Andrew reached out and ran his hand along my side.

“This fabric feels amazing,” he said. “What is it?”

“Silk,” I said.

“I want one,” he said. “We could wear them together. Sit in front of your fireplace and drink whiskeys. Wouldn’t that be—”

“Shh, Andrew. Let’s enjoy tonight. We’re far from home, and we have to take advantage of it,” I said. I picked up the stockings and garter belt, handing them to Andrew. He put them on, the black covering his fair skin. I ran my finger along the exposed parts of his body. I pulled the garter belt and let it slap back against his skin. “You need to reapply that lip gloss, don’t you think?”

Andrew stood and grabbed the lip gloss from the pocket of his basketball shorts. He stood in front of the mirror, feminized and stunning, running the applicator over his lips. I stood behind Andrew and wrapped my hands over his body. My negligee rubbing along his backside. I bit his earlobe. I squeezed his bare ass.

“You make a beautiful woman, Andrew,” I said.

“Thank you,” he replied.

I moved my hand along his abdomen to his member. We were staring at each other through the mirror as I stroked his manhood; my other hand running along the split on his backside. “How much do you love being my secret sissy?”

Andrew leaned forward, which spread his ass cheeks. I stared at his tight, hairless hole. I wondered if he would like a frosty glass dildo sliding into his opening. The last regular I had used to love that. He was the freakiest guy I had ever experienced, but Andrew seemed open-minded too. Willing to try new things. Andrew reached back and touched my head, turning to kiss me. Our tongues thrusting into the others’ mouth.

“I have another surprise,” I said to my feminized sissy.

“What’s that?”

I walked over to my bag and pulled out a rope. The hotel we were staying in had spaces for me to make a knot on the bed frame. “I want to tie you up and ride your dick. It’s the only way you’re getting this pussy,” I said.

“Fine,” said Andrew. He jumped to the bed and spread out like an angel. “Tie me up, Governor. I want you to use me as your toy.”

“Are you not my toy, Andrew?” I asked. My eyes followed the lines in his muscles. His defined abs and thin waist. The small, yet toned biceps. Andrew’s hairless legs that appeared feminine with the stockings and garter belt.

My white negligee moved with me as I tied Andrew to the bed. His dick hadn’t softened for a second. I went to my bag and pulled out a box of condoms, but Andrew had to service me first. He had to get my pussy wet and ready for his thickness.

I pulled the spaghetti straps over my shoulders and let the negligee fall down my naked body. I wasn’t wearing a bra. No panties.

“Wow,” said Andrew. He was straining his neck to see me, so I stepped into his line of vision. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

I felt exposed in my naked flesh but had to exude confidence to my submissive. He had to see me as the persona I exported to the world; a woman of power who feared nothing. “You’re a gorgeous sissy, Andrew. If you’re enjoying yourself, nobody can know about us. You know that, don’t you?” I asked, petting his face. I was sitting on the edge of the bed. My legs crossed. My small breasts perky on my chest. They were a B cup, so small compared to Andrew’s busting chest.

“I won’t tell anyone, but you can’t have any other sissies,” he said.

“Why would I want anyone else?”

“Look who you are. You could have anyone you wanted,” he said.

I didn’t agree with his statement, but his words were writing on the wall. A silent warning. Another line in the sand. A pull on the rope in our game of tug of war. I ignored my better thoughts and climbed to the bed. I straddled Andrew’s face and pushed my fingers into his wig.

“Get me wet,” I said, lowering myself onto Andrew’s face. I gave him enough space to use his tongue, and he didn’t waste a second. Andrew couldn’t use his restricted hands, but his tongue was fully operational and sent me to a mountaintop of pleasure. When he had me dripping and feeling emptier than a bag of rice with a hole, I rolled a condom over his dick. His mouth glistened with the juices I hadn’t wiped away from his face.

Andrew thrashed when I slid down his dick, jerking up his knees with no luck. The rope didn’t give. I dug my hands into his chest and covered his mouth with mine to silence him. Andrew moaned as I squeezed and released my pussy around his dick, slowly sliding along his shaft. Our tongue and mouth a mess of saliva and heat. His purple lip gloss smeared and transferred.

“Stay quiet,” I said and lifted my head. I held the backboard and lifted my hips, dropping them back down his seven inches.

“Oh, Governor. Fuck. It feels too good,” he said. His muscles tensed as his arms pulled on the taut ropes. “Let me rest.”

“No, we have to cum. We don’t have time. Don’t hold back, baby. I won’t,” I said and used his dick like I had used my dildos over the years. Andrew grunted as I fucked myself with his dick, hitting my spot with precision. I was gripping Andrew’s chest when I split in two, my essence spilling from my bursting body. Andrew’s dick deep within me. My quivering body weak from the orgasm; every responsibility of mine flying out the window while my soul floated to another dimension.

Andrew was smiling like a fool when I opened my eyes. His dick still thick and hard within me, but it suddenly felt more present to my sensitive pussy. “Did you cum?” I asked him.

He laughed and nodded. “Not as hard as you,” he said.

“It has been a while.”

“Let’s change that. I want you every night.”

“We’ll see,” I said, sliding off his dick. Cum filled the condom. I pulled the negligee back over my naked body before untying Andrew. He changed back into his basketball shorts and t-shirt. His dick leaked cum, staining the synthetic fabric of his shorts. I walked Andrew to the door, checking the peephole.

“Thank you.”

“We’re meeting tomorrow night too. Hopefully earlier. I’ll let you know,” I said and pulled Andrew in for a kiss.

“Okay,” he said and slipped out the door. I turned around, took off my negligee, and slid into the bed naked. My pussy still hot and wet from our session.

♦

The day was a blur of traveling around Illinois. I listened to Nadine give similar speeches at each stop, but her words never failed to enchant me. She wasn’t a robot. She changed based on her location. Based on the biggest need of the community. She knew Illinois better than she knew herself. Maybe that wasn’t true, but her depth of knowledge for the state surpassed any person I had met.

When her persuasive rhetoric wasn’t making me hard for another taste of her pussy, my mind wandered back to what we had done together last night. How Nadine had tied me to the bed. She was the governor. Major sources wrote articles about her. People floated her name for a presidential run. Governor Edwards had power, and she had used it on me.

I hid in the corner and scrolled through my phone, making sure nobody could see before opening the photo of Nadine in her negligee. I had snapped it while kneeling under her. She was looking at the door; her face as clear as the sun on a cloudless day. My lips painted plum. I was falling in love, hoping I could hold my crazy down longer. If Nadine hurt me, I wouldn’t have control over my reaction, but I would never out her to the public. My life was hard enough without her treating me like leftovers. Betraying me. I closed my phone and told myself to relax.

We were at the last campaign stop for the day before we would meet at the hotel. We had dinner reserved at a place for seven o’clock, and I was hoping to meet with Nadine by eight.

While at dinner in the hotel’s restaurant, Nadine slipped me a piece of paper when she passed a shared appetizer. Nobody had noticed when I curled my fist and brought it down to my lap, storing it in my pocket. Nadine had written eight thirty on paper along with her room number. 
When I arrived to her room, she had a dress, wig, fake breasts and lingerie waiting for me to wear. Jack was in his room, trusting Nadine had retired to rest early.

“It was so hard to keep my hands off you today,” said Nadine. She touched my naked body. She was wearing a red negligee tonight. Same designer and also made of silk. “Convincing Jack to stay in his room was much too hard. You would think getting off work would delight someone. Not him.”

I reached down and pulled on my hard dick, hungry to bury it inside Nadine’s pussy again. She had felt warm and soft. Comforting like hot soup on a snowy day.

“We didn’t eat any dessert downstairs,” said Nadine with a frown.

“You said you didn’t want any.”

“I was lying,” she said.

“What should we do?”

“Do you want to order something? I’ll pay.”

“Sure, we can order whatever you want. Should we call downstairs?”

Nadine shook her head as she touched my hard dick. “Wouldn’t it be fun if you went outside in those clothes?” she asked and nodded toward the women’s clothing awaiting my body. I hadn’t considered going outside with them on, but it made my dick twitch in Nadine’s hand. “Oh, I think somebody likes that idea. You get dressed, and I’ll order us some ice cream and cookies.”

I nodded, and Nadine released my dick. I put on the pink thong. The bra. The blonde wig. A tent dress that was pink with white dots, like fizz from a soda. Black stockings beneath.

“You clean up well,” said Nadine. I turned around, and she was watching me from her bed. “When you go outside, I want you to walk on this side of the building so I can see you,” she said. “If possible, flag down the driver right outside this window so I can watch.”

“Okay,” I said, my heart beating faster as I realized what I would have to do.

“Have you ever worn heels before?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“First time for everything.” She looked at my feet and went to her bag. “These might fit you. Try them on. They’re called kitten heels. They are shorter than others, so less chance you’ll fall.”

I slipped my feet into the white kitten heels, surprised they fit. “Wow, how did you know my size?”

“Lucky guess,” she said. She glanced down at her cell phone and turned the screen so I could see it. “The dessert is almost here. Show time.” Nadine clapped her hands and went to the door. She squinted in the peephole. “Okay, nobody is there. Ready?”

I wasn’t, but I wouldn’t tell her that. I nodded and stepped forward. Nadine opened the door, and I was out in the hallway. Exposed. Bare for the world to see. The wig and dress hid my identity to a stranger, but Jack would recognize me. Roger would too. I walked slowly to the exit door around the corner from Nadine’s room and stepped outside.

After standing outside for the longest three minutes of my life, two couples had walked by my feminized body, gawking. Disapproving. The worst part: it gave me a boner. The delivery driver arrived, and I knew Nadine was watching me. Watching my humiliation. Laughing behind her wall of glass.

The driver didn’t speak as he handed me the bag, and I gave him a five for a tip. The wind kicked up my tent dress, exposing my hardened cock beneath the thin layer of lingerie. I knew the driver had seen it, even though it had only been a moment.

When I got back to Nadine’s room, she was laughing but showered me in kisses. Told me how great of a sissy was. Lifted my spirits. No amount of humiliation could be as bad as rocking in Nadine’s arms felt good.

Nadine and I ate the cookies and ice cream in bed while watching a romantic comedy. My tent dress. Her negligee. Our fingers laced together.

“How did it feel out there?” asked Nadine during the third commercial break.

“Humiliating. Sexy. Fantastic. I want more, but I don’t want to get you in trouble. What if Jack sees me leaving your room?”

“I know, we’re playing with fire,” she said. “But it feels so good.” Her hand ran along my arm, sending goosebumps across my body.

“I never want it to end,” I said.

“You say that today. We’ll see what tomorrow holds.”

“Please, Nadine. Know I’m serious. The age difference doesn’t matter. I don’t care that you’re governor. We can make this—”

“Andrew, it’s okay. If you mean what you say, would you do something for me?”

“Anything,” I said.

“You look outstanding in that outfit. Let me take a photo,” she said.

I hesitated, but there was no reason to deny her wish. No use arguing when we had so few moments together. Tomorrow was Sunday, and we would have to return to Alsen. We would have to return to reality. “Okay, sure.”

Nadine pulled out an instant camera from her suitcase. She had me pose in different areas of the room and snapped pictures, shaking the self-developing films until they were ready. She kept five of them and gave me one. I tucked it into the clothes I had been wearing when I got here.

“Why don’t you believe me?” I asked.

“Nothing lasts forever, baby. Let’s enjoy the time we have,” she said, pushing me to the bed. I wanted to protest her pronouncement, but there was no use. My dick took over when she pulled the negligee from her body before joining me between the sheets. I pulled my woman close and didn’t end up leaving until the wee hours of the morning.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Many facets of life were important: family, career, friends, money, hobbies, and love. I had ignored ‘love’ for too long, and it was consuming me. Pulling at me from every direction; stretching me to the limits. Andrew was gorgeous. Our sex: life-changing. Andrew would become a memory I went back to years from now after things fall apart. Andrew was half my age. What we had could never work long-term. He had ambitions, which gave him reasons to throw me under the bus on his climb up the career ladder. Politics was a game of making victims, and I had put myself on the chopping block.

A soft knock sounded at my office door. I was sitting on the sofa and expecting Andrew. If I was going to burn, I might as well enjoy the heat. “Governor Edwards, Andrew is here for your meeting,” said Jack.

“Send him in,” I said. Andrew stepped inside, wearing a long trench coat even though it wasn’t raining outside. He took it off and had on a black mini-skirt with a white blouse. If he grew his hair out a few more inches, we could give him a more feminine pixie cut. Something he could style and switch. His body was thin, womanlike. A touch of an hourglass curve.

“Governor,” he said. “What do you think?”

“We’re here to talk about business,” I said.

“Right.”

The way Andrew dismissed my statement scratched at my sanity. He was getting too comfortable. I loved our time together. Maybe I felt that way for him. His feminized dick crossed my thoughts every few minutes. I couldn’t go an hour without wanting to run to the bathroom and touch myself. Snap a picture for him. If we had met in a different lifetime. If he had been older when I lived in Chicago, maybe we could have had something, but this wasn’t right. Our affair, as much as I wanted it to continue, kept me awake at night. I had to put it out like a cigarette without tobacco.

“Andrew, I’m serious. I don’t have time for games today,” I said.

Andrew didn’t put on the trench coat but looked in its direction. He sat straighter and opened the folder he had brought with him. We discussed an ongoing project in Chicago, Andrew pulling on his skirt. He had on black tights beneath it. His legs were seducing me, making me forget why I had been so worked up before he arrived.

“I’m sorry, Andrew,” I said while he was speaking. We had been talking about the Chicago project for nine minutes, but I couldn’t focus. “You have to understand why I’m paranoid. This situation is too risky. We can’t continue,” I said.

“Okay,” said Andrew, casting his eyes to the papers in his lap.

I touched his knee, but he pulled it away. “Do you have the pictures you and Roger took at the site?”

Andrew picked up his phone from the table and unlocked it. I was staring over his shoulder when he opened the gallery, and the image that popped up shocked me. Disgusted me. It made me lose control of myself. One of the ugliest moments of my life had begun like the first drop of a rainstorm. The first gray cloud billowing into the sky.

“What was that?” I asked. Andrew had moved on from the photo to one from the site in Chicago, but there was no mistaking what I had seen. “Andrew, go back that other photo.”

He shook his head. “This is the one you wanted to see. The other one is private.”

I rubbed his knee gently, but the heat within me was hotter than Texas in July. “Andrew, we don’t have time to play games. You know better than to do that, my sweet sissy.” I had a flogger in my room if he couldn’t behave himself. “Andrew, did I see a picture of myself?” I couldn’t stop myself from pinching him.

“Ouch, what the fuck,” he said and hopped up.

“What the fuck?” I asked, my voice rose by one degree. Anger swelling within me. I shook it off and told myself to control the anger. I was mature, old enough to handle my emotions. Old enough to manage this situation like an adult. “Please, I know what I saw Andrew. When did you take that picture? I made you turn off your phone when you got to my room. I gave you a picture to remember our times together, and you took that? What were you thinking?”

“You didn’t make me turn off my phone at first,” he said under his breath. “It’s my photo, Nadine. You can’t make me delete it. You’re going to break up with me. I can feel it and need a memory. I need to know that what we had was real. That you were part of it.”

“You’ll have a memory in your mind, Andrew. You have another photo to remember our weekend. Can you please just delete it? I don’t want to break up, but we have to be realistic. The world wouldn’t accept us as a couple. If you believe in me as governor, you’ll respect that and delete the photo.”

Andrew picked up his trench coat. I leaped across the room to snatch it from him. I went for his phone too, but he lifted it higher than my reach. Andrew waved it in the air as I jumped like a fucking dog doing tricks. It pushed me off the cliff of sanity.

“Oh, you so want to play fucking games?” I asked. In the business world, things operated differently than politics. Once, an employee tried to steal a significant cash deposit from my purse, and I pushed him up against the wall with a knife to his neck. I walked alone at night in Chicago with designer shoes and handbags. People didn’t mess with me, and if they tried, I would beat their asses. I knew martial arts. I used to carry pepper spray and used to carry a switchblade before Jack came into my life. “This is your last warning, Andrew. Give me the phone.”

Andrew unlocked his phone. We were running in circles around the office. I was trying to speak in a civilized tone. He was tapping at his phone’s screen. “Andrew, what are you doing?”

“Nothing,” he said, walking faster.

I tackled him, and the phone slid across the floor. When Andrew tried to reach out, I jabbed my knee into his back. “Stop, Andrew. This could have been much easier.”

Andrew screamed at the top of his lungs as I erased the picture from his phone. He had been seconds from emailing it to himself. I screamed to match Andrew, cursing every other word. Calling him a ‘hoe’, ‘slut’, and any other name I could think of saying.

Jack banged on the door. “Is everything okay?”

“Fine,” I yelled, but Andrew and I couldn’t stop what we had started. We hadn’t gotten physical, but we were in the other’s face yelling as loud as we could. I wasn’t the governor; not at that moment. I was an angry woman who had been betrayed.

Jack burst into the room. Seeing his face brought me back to reality. We stopped screaming and turned to Jack. Andrew in his mini-skirt. My face red.

Andrew coughed and picked up his trench coat from the floor, putting it on. I handed him his cell phone after making sure there were no more photos. “See you soon,” he said.

I said nothing. Jack asked what happened, but I told him not to ask questions and close the door on his way out. I spent the next six minutes punching the couch before falling into a pile of tears, destroyed by my recklessness.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The photo was a mistake. I regretted my moment of weakness. Before I had taken it, I knew it would have made her angry. She wouldn’t speak to me, look at me. Nothing. I was a ghost in the capital building. A plague she avoided. I deserved that treatment for what I had done. If she let me back into her life, I would never betray her again. That had never been my intention, but I could see how she would have felt differently. I had to prove my fealty. My loyalty to her cause and her as a person.

I was sitting on my sofa with a lavender tulle skirt, striped stockings and a t-shirt. Nadine consumed my thoughts like a car used gasoline. I couldn’t function without thinking about her movements. Her words. How she had tied me down and rode my dick. I wanted to live life as her sissy. Her doll. She could trust me to love her as long as she wanted the same from me.

For the past few weeks, I had devised a plan. Today was the day to put it into action. I changed from my skirt to jeans, leaving on the stockings. Nobody could see through denim. What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them. Nadine had gone out to dinner tonight with Charles, but I knew Jack would stay back at the house because he worked this morning. One of the other guards was going.

I knocked on the front door of the governor’s mansion after walking to Nadine’s house. Jack opened the door. “Had a feeling I would see you.”

“Can I come in?” I asked.

Jack opened the door and closed it behind me, but he didn’t allow me to enter the house any further. “What do you want, Andrew? You’ve been acting rather strange the past few weeks. I haven’t said anything, but we can get you fired in a second if we think you’re a security threat. Plus, you don’t want to go through the ringer if they think you could be harboring secret information.”

“It’s nothing about that. Also, I know nothing the public doesn’t or won’t.”

“They’d find that out the hard way,” he said. Jack was overly formal. Intimidating. Serious about his line of work. Nadine was safe in his hands, and if not, it would come as a surprise to anyone that knew Jack.

“Jack, please. This isn’t about the government,” I said, looking both ways. What I had to say was too private for the hallway. “Can we talk somewhere more private?”

Jack led me to the sitting room. It was down the hallway from Nadine’s office. He gestured to one chair. I sat first, and then he sat opposite me in the other chair; a table between us. “If you’re here because of what I saw, it’s not my business if you like to wear—”

“It’s not about that,” I said, cutting him off before he revealed to the world I liked to wear women’s clothing. “Not really. You’ve known Nadine some time.”

“Yes, I have. Anything I know is mine, and I don’t have to share with you.”

“I’m not asking you to share. I’m asking you to understand. Have you ever seen Nadine with a man?”

Jack shook his head. “What does that matter?”

I raised my eyebrow. Did he really not understand? Passion caused people to yell as we had. Relationships. Love. Sex. “Nadine and I were special friends, but I ruined everything.”

Jack raised his eyebrow, showing little reaction. “I did find it strange when she asked me to get your number at the cafe," said Jack and then shook his head. "No, I don’t believe it. She would never, would she? With you?”

I shrugged. He could answer the question for himself. “If you care about Nadine, you’ll help me. Some things are better kept as secrets, but I know she wants this as much as I do.”

Jack sized me up from across the table. I didn’t break eye contact as he weighed his options. I couldn’t read his mind, but I was asking him to take a risk. If he helped me and things went south, it could hurt him down the line.

“What’s in it for me?” he asked.

“Making your boss happy? Me owing you forever? I will pay you back one day, somehow. Trust me,” I said.

“Fine, I’ll do this for Nadine. Not you. What do I have to do?”

♦

I was thinking about how bubbles of soap would feel floating around my body as Charles spoke; we were sitting at the table and chairs in my office. Charles had repeated himself a couple times, but I wasn’t in a rush to make him leave. My times alone were the darkest. Thoughts of what I had given up with Andrew crept into my mind. They held me like nails behind a painting.

“Nadine, I’m afraid I have to leave,” said Charles. “Was I clear in my explanation?”

“Crystal, Charles. I’ll see you on Monday,” I said.

Charles stood and left me alone; the weekend was like droplets of dye in water, slithering until every cubic centimeter became tinted by ink. I hated the weekends more than anything. I could find work. Illinois never stopped, and I always had a duty to its citizens, but the weekend wasn’t the same. My day wasn’t stuffed with meetings from start to finish. I couldn’t even pick up a dildo and enjoy myself without thinking about how Andrew had betrayed me. How I wanted him back. I felt like a woman of half my age, distracted by lust. Why wasn’t my career enough?

“Governor Edwards, may I come in?” asked Jack.

I stood from my chair, “please do, it’s much too lonely here. How are you?” Jack crossed the room to join me, and we sat together.

“Quite well, I had lunch with my parents today. They came into town since I was off this morning.”

“That was nice of them. So, what brings your knocking on my door? You never do,” I said. I could feel the flirtatious tone roll off my tongue. Jack didn’t attract me. Not like Andrew, but I couldn’t help myself. I was only human. After a taste of the poison, it was hard to ignore my thirst for sexual fulfillment.

“Do you trust me, Governor Edwards?” he asked.

“You know I do,” I said, suddenly questioning my faith in his services.

“Come with me. I can’t explain but think you will like what is awaiting you.”

Jack went to the door, waiting for me to follow him. If this had been a trap that would lead to my death, I was stupid enough to go along with it. Jack walked me to the car. He held the door to the backseat of the SUV open before driving me across town, not answering my many questions. When we arrived at the nicest hotel in Alsen, I thought to turn back. I still had my life, but that wasn’t enough because I went inside. Jack followed me and gave me a room number, telling me he would wait around the corner.

My heart raced as the elevator went to the fourth floor. I walked to the room Jack had scribbled on a card and knocked on the door. Relief washed over me when Andrew was standing on the other side. He had on a sky blue skirt dress with fake breasts on beneath and a skinny red belt wrapped around his waist. A wig. No makeup. His blue eyes stunning. I fell into his arms, and tears ran down my cheeks. He kissed me while we rocked just behind the closed door.

“I missed you,” he said.

“I never should have kicked you out like that,” I said.

He shook his head. “I deserved it for taking that photo of you. Please, Nadine. I need you. You’re all I think about. All day. Every night.”

“Me too. I’m going mad ignoring you,” I said. Andrew’s hard dick formed a tent under his dress and poked into my thigh. I pulled him closer, wanting to feel every inch of his length and thickness. “You know what else I missed?” I asked, grabbing his dick through the dress.

“I missed something too,” he said and placed his hand against my pussy. I was wearing jeans but could feel the dampness of my panties through the denim. “There’s something I wanted you to do first,” he said.

“Wait,” I said, pulling away from him. “Did you plan all this? You put Jack up to this?”

“He almost didn’t do it, but yes,” said Andrew. Andrew told me how he booked the room, prepared a lengthy speech about how he would never betray me again, which he read, and picked out an outfit to doll himself up before I got here. He was even wearing a pair of white pumps.

“What did you want me to do first?”

Andrew reached into the pocket on his dress and pulled out the tube of plum lip gloss I had given him. “I don’t know how well that’ll go with your outfit.”

“Who cares, Nadine. I want to wear it for you,” he said.

I didn’t argue with him and unscrewed the top. As I rubbed the color over Andrew’s lips, my worries melted away. My anxieties of losing everything I had worked for vanished. I wanted to work on my relationship with Andrew. Build on it. Nurture and love him. If he wanted a future in politics, it was better for him to keep our secret and stay close. “I never want to let you go again,” I said.

“Don’t.”

Andrew rested his hand on my thigh. I kissed his painted lips. Touched his long, blonde hair. “You should grow out your hair this long.”

“Anything for you,” he said.

“I want everything about you feminine except this,” I said and wrapped my hand around his dick from under the dress. I had moved the thong aside, precum leaking onto my skin. Pulling my hand out, I put it to my mouth and tasted Andrew’s saltiness. The purple stained my skin.

We were kissing a second later. Passionate, heated kisses with tongue. Hair pulling. Breast grabbing. Andrew undid my jeans and snaked his hand into my panties, cupping my pussy.

He pushed me to my back and climbed atop me, but I rolled him over onto his back and shook my head. “You know I like to be on top,” I said, lifting my hips to slide my jeans all the way off. I pulled up Andrew’s dress to reveal his thickened cock. “Did you bring condoms?”

Andrew nodded and pointed to a bag in the corner, “they’re in there.”

I went over to the bag, grabbed a condom, rolled it over Andrew’s dick, and went for a ride atop my feminized man.


EPILOGUE

3 Years Later

I watched Nadine standing at the podium, hoping this time next year she would go from ‘Governor Nadine Edwards’ to ‘President Nadine Edwards’. Our relationship was anything but conventional, and it had remained a secret. After a month of passionate sex every night we could sneak off all those years ago, Jack had given us a brilliant idea to stop sneaking around.

My name was no longer Andrew. I had legally changed it to Annalise after disappearing for nine long months. People forgot about Andrew, and Annalise arrived to take his place, except I had a much better position as Annalise. I was Nadine’s right-hand woman. The woman she trusted with her secrets. An advisor of sorts. She had won reelection three years ago, and now we were gunning for the presidency.

“No more will we suffer in this country when…” said Nadine, delivering one of her stinging lines. It was near impossible for a politician to win the presidency without an affiliation to one of the major parties, but Nadine had a path to victory. We would see where it took us.

No matter where we ended up, I would hide in the shadows. Hungry for another taste of my powerful woman’s pussy. Desperate for her touch. Always faithful. Always ready and waiting. I clapped when Nadine finished her speech and gathered her papers from the podium. She slipped me a note when she walked down the stairs before going to take questions from the reporters. Nobody thought anything of us sharing notes. I was always lurking in the background of Nadine’s public photos.

We’re staying in a hotel tonight. Come by my room at midnight.

I wondered what games she had in store for me tonight. My dick was already twitching in anticipation. I followed several paces behind the cluster of reporters, my long blonde hair blowing in the wind as I watched Nadine give answers with grace. Her words never failed to make my dick jump, but I had learned the beauties of tucking to hide my member.

It was for Nadine’s eyes only. To everyone else, I was Annalise. I couldn’t think of a better way to spend my life than being the Governor’s secret doll.
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Grace Coleman walked across campus. She was a senior in university and ready to take on the world, but she needed a pen first. There was a bookstore on the way to her class. Her last semester. She couldn’t wait to move to Chicago and get out of Foss. The college-town life didn’t suit her. She envisioned herself living in a high-rise condo, taking the ‘L’ to work, and living the big-city life. Grace went to the city on the weekends when she could, but those became fewer and fewer as she furthered her studies.

Texting her best friend Jane, Grace barely paid attention to the others on the sidewalk. She ran her free hand through her blonde hair, unaware of her surrounding. The woman could dominate a classroom or debate, but in life, she was aloof. Drifting through space on her own cloud. Nobody could knock Grace from her mountain. She lived there, breathed there. The air was cleaner for her than others.

Like a good best friend, Jane was the opposite of Grace; unsure and reserved. People couldn’t believe they were friends, but the two had spent years together. They met on the first day of college, laughing at a mess they made in the bathroom, and had bonded ever since. Bonded in various ways. Ways they didn’t discuss in public.

Grace: I have to stop by the bookstore, but I’m heading to the cafe now. Can’t stay long because I need to prepare notes for class.

Her friend texted back in an instant. Grace could leave when she wanted, but they had to talk. About what happened the previous week. Jane expressed concern in their actions.

Grace: It was all fun and games. Why do you have to take it so seriously?

Jane: Please, just come to the cafeteria. I’m freaking out.

Grace’s mind flashed to what she and Jane did. It was harmless. The man asked for it. Did they take it too far? Perhaps, but Grace couldn’t help herself. It became more exciting each time she did it. Grace pushed the image from her mind, reminding herself she was at school.

Her apartment, which she shared with Jane, protected them. Grace could act like herself there. She didn’t have to hide her true desires. Jane came off more reserved than Grace behind closed doors. She always pulled at her dark hair. Nervous eyes. Grace might have pulled Jane into their games, but Jane has taken part multiple times. She could have said no. She didn’t have to follow Grace through everything. Jane had a voice.

Grace arrived at the bookstore, and her mind cleared. She reset her thoughts and stepped inside the air-conditioned building. It was a contrast to the hot, Spring day.

♦

Keith Brandt stood alone in the bookstore until a bombshell walked through the door. The woman instantly caught his attention (and his zipper). Keith caught his breath and greeted her. She didn’t even look his way. It crushed him. He moved the books, straightening them on the table. His heart raced as the woman browsed the collection of pens.

Returning to the register, Keith tried to keep his eyes off the stranger, but it proved hard. He played with his fingers behind the wood display where the cash register sat. Nobody was in the store besides the two of them. He could hear himself breathing, hoping she couldn’t hear him. His mind raced.

She opened some lids and tested the ink on herself. The way she moves captivated Keith. A part of him wanted to bend her over the table, and another part of him wanted to emulate her. Become the strange woman with perfect blonde hair, perky tits, and the excellent resting-bitch face.

Turning to Keith, she smiled. He gripped the counter as she approached the cash register. Her smile engulfed him. He couldn’t see straight until her awkward expression rocked him back to reality.

“Good afternoon, find everything you like?” Keith asked. He couldn’t bring himself to lift his head and look at her. He would faint. She had a spell over him. He wasn’t himself with her beauty in the room. He was more like a puppy waiting for training. She could mold him however she’d like.

Setting down the pens she had selected, the woman read Keith’s name tag. “Keith, everything okay? You look pale in the face.”

“I didn’t eat breakfast,” he said, still not meeting her eyes.

“My name is Grace,” she put out her hand. “Is it always this quiet here?”

Keith gripped the counter harder, trying to even the waves of emotion crashing through his body. He could have been a passenger on a boat ride. Vomit sat at the base of his throat. An image of projectile vomit covering the beautiful Grace crossed through his mind making him sicker. “Unless it’s the beginning or end of the semester, yes.”

“I always order my books online,” she said. Grace covered her mouth as if she had offended Keith. He couldn’t care less. All that was going through his mind were her curves. She could have been a movie star with those looks.

“It’s common,” Keith said and lifted his head. He immediately dropped his head again and scanned the last pen. He read the price to her, but she could see it.

Grace didn’t hand over any money. An awkward amount of time had passed. Another person walked into the bookstore, causing the bell to ring. They both looked in that direction. Grace turned back to Keith and looked the man up and down. “You’re a nervous one, aren’t you?”

“Not all the time,” Keith said.

“What’s making you nervous now?”

“You.”

“Me? Nonsense. You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“Can you just pay and leave?” Keith asked. His dick was growing in his pants. His cheeks burned. The person who had walked in looked like they chose a book. Grace had to go before he exploded in his pants. The manager wouldn’t appreciate coming in so Keith could run and get new pants.

Grace scuffed and looked offended but listened. She slid a bill across the counter. Keith counted the change.

“Text me when you have a chance,” Grace said and pulled a card from her purse. She slid it to him. Keith picked it up and wondered what kind of person Grace was to have business cards. He was a senior in college too, but he never even thought about making cards for himself.

“Right,” he said and took the card.

Grace grabbed her pens and declined a bag. She walked out the door without looking back. Keith stared at the card until the next customer reached the register. He thought about Grace for the rest of the day.  


CHAPTER TWO

The pens were nice, but Grace couldn‘t get Keith out her mind. The timid man with black hair and full lips. He looked so pathetic and pliable behind the counter. Grace could picture him dolled up and in ten different positions. She loved men like him. Submissive from a mile away. Weak, beta, and always waiting for a woman to put him in his place. Those men were everywhere, and ever since Grace entered college she had become a predator. Lurking, waiting for her next fix.

Her latest catch floated into her mind. Aaron was his name. He was built like a statue from ancient times. Hard and defined. Thinking of his sexiness has Grace’s thighs burning. She couldn’t wait to get another taste of the man. Aaron. He didn’t message her back, the one time Grace reached out to him, after she had dolled him up in a dress and panties. His silence didn’t matter. He’d come crawling back. Grace saw the look in Aaron’s eyes when he stood at the door; desire, despair, lust, dear. He grew uncomfortable that night, but he’d return in due time. Grace wasn’t about to chase after him.

That wasn’t her style. Men pursued her. She trapped them when they got too close, but she chose from the eyes. A submissive man. A man that wanted to feel life as a woman. Those were the guys she wanted.

Stepping into the cafeteria, Grace spotted Jane in the corner. Her long dark hair wrapped into a bun with a pencil sticking up behind her head. Jane had a habit of leaving her pencil there and not finding it. She was a klutz, but Grace loved her. They were best friends. Life shined when they spent time together.

Grace pointed to the line, gesturing that she wanted food. Jane bowed her head and went back to her papers as Grace proceeded, but there was something off with Jane. The look in her eyes when Grace entered. It showed a darkness, fear.

Jane didn’t look up as Grace crossed the room. She avoided Grace’s eyes. As Grace sat at the table, Jane glanced the other way.

“What’s up with you, Jane?” Grace asked, her voice a tad distressed.

Jane clenched her hands together. Watching them turn white, Grace reached across the table. Jane withdrew. “We have to stop.”

“Stop what?” Grace asked like she didn’t know what Jane was about to say.

“With the guys. I can’t do it again,” she said.

Grace’s face fell flat. She had sensed this conversation was coming. Jane had been distant the past week. She didn’t converse as much in the apartment. Life had felt sad since Jane went distant. The truth was out, and Grace tried to keep her breath even. Was she a freak? Did feminizing men make her strange? The looks Jane gave her said that was the case.

“Why are you saying this now? After so many times?”

Jane tore her muffin. She looked down at it and spoke, “the first time was fun. It was. When we first moved into the apartment last year. Watching to guy turn from a man to a woman interested me. But I like men that are naked and hairy, Grace. It’s what I want.”

Grace tightened her face. She pulled her lips together. “What are you saying, Jane?”

“We can’t do it again. I said that. I told you. It’s how I feel.”

“So, you don’t have fun when we fool around with a guy?”

“Yes and no. This doesn’t have to turn into a fight, Grace. Accept it, please,” Jane said.

Grace sighed and stabbed her lettuce. She had ordered a salad for lunch, but Jane’s words stole her appetite. Grace chewed her food and thought. She couldn’t stop. If Jane wanted to end their trios, then she could do that. But Grace had to use her apartment to feminize men. It was better with Jane’s help. The guys loved it. Two women. A fantasy. The blonde and the brunette. What guy wouldn’t want to dress up as a woman and feel the ultimate rush of sexiness. Grace saw it every time the men looked in the mirror after she’d finished.

They couldn’t get enough. Most only did it once, but there were a few regulars. Until the men enjoyed it too much and lost confidence in themselves. Grace was looking for her warrior. She thought she had seen it in Aaron, but he never called back.

“We ruin these guys’ lives,” Jane said.

“No, we don’t,” Grace retorted. “We save them from a life of boring sex.”

Grace whispered, but they were harsh sounds leaving her mouth. Jane sat back in her chair. “No more. It’s what I decided on, and I already feel lighter. Grace, I can’t do it again.”

“I just found a guy. He’s perfect. Just now before I came here. You should have seen the way he was drooling over me. He’ll love wearing a dress.”

“You always say that, but they almost never come back. I just want a normal relationship Grace, please. You’re my best friend, and I love you, but we can’t do this anymore. It’s time to move forward in our lives.”

“Give this last guy a chance. I’m sure he’ll text soon.”

“I don’t know,” Jane said with apprehension.

“Please, one more time. Then, I’ll leave you out of it. But we make such a good team.”

Just like that, Grace’s phone pinged. It was a message from Keith.

Keith: Is this Grace?

Grace’s face lit up and blinded the entire room. Not really, but she looked happier than sunshine after a rainstorm. “I told you,” Grace said. Jane shook her head. A smirk formed at her lips, and she pushed her dark hair behind her shoulder as Graces tapped out a reply.

♦

Grace typed away at her phone as Jane pulled at her muffin. Life was glorious living with Grace, but sometimes it overwhelmed her too. Jane couldn’t separate herself from the woman. They were best friends, but that only last so long. They would grow apart, one day. But that day wasn’t for at least six more months when the lease ended.

Jane ignored Grace’s exclamations and reactions as she continued a conversation with the stranger from the bookstore. Jane didn’t know the man. She couldn’t imagine him. Who went to the bookstore? She never desired to buy anything there. She did most of her shopping online. Sometimes it wasn’t convenient. She had a package stolen from her porch, which the company replaced a few days later because they had video footage of the woman running away.

It surprised her to learn a woman took her package. Grace was furious for days preaching about womankind. Jane didn’t care one way or the other what gender person stole her package, she just wanted her product. Spices she was too lazy to buy from the market. Guilt rippled through her when she thought about it. The dark future others predict about one company ruling the world. She was part of the cause, not the solution.

Grace slapped Jane’s arm to get her attention. “I asked this Keith guy if he wants to come over to the apartment, and he said yes.”

“Why did you invite him?” Jane asked. She sounded miserable, but Grace ignored her tone.

“You agreed to one more time. He’s the guy. I’m telling you. He won’t leave.”

“They always leave after one night. Only a few have come back, and it always got more awkward each time we had… sex.”

“But wasn’t it delicious? Feminizing a man?”

“Sometimes it is, other times it’s not. I don’t know. I’m your best friend Grace, but I don’t know what you want. This is getting extreme. I just want a normal man,” Jane said. She couldn’t hide the truth anymore. It ate at her when she went to sleep at night. Jane had tried enough. She had lived plenty. It was time to experience life with a normal, hairy man that didn’t dress in en femme. Grace could do what she wanted. Jane wouldn’t judge. That wasn’t her job.

“You’re overreacting, Jane. I understand. I get it. A nice, hairy man that can keep you warm at night. Not one that wears a nightgown made of silk. Sure, you have a point. But it’s what I like.”

“I like it too,” Jane said. “But I want to try something different. Normal.”

“Don’t use the n-word. You know how much I hate it. Nobody is normal nor perfect. It’s a lie.”

“There is a majority, though. We aren’t in it right now. Don’t you ever dream of a strong man?”

“Aaron was strong,” Grace said in such a low whisper Jane hardly heard.

Jane didn’t contest her point. Their last guy had an outstanding body, soft eyes, and a huge dick. Jane couldn’t walk for days after they had a night with him. He was delicious, but Jane wanted him in his full man form. She could sense a slight hint of discomfort when they were enjoying his rod. The length of him under the dress. They couldn’t get enough. He was definitely one of their better catches.

“Aaron was nice,” Jane said.

“And he’ll come back,” Grace countered. “I know he loved it. Trust time.”

“You always say that Grace, but it never happens. They almost never come back. Especially the good ones like Aaron. I mean, his body,” Jane said.

Grace slapped the air, “I know. And between his legs—”

“Shh,” Jane said. Both the ladies giggled. Nobody in the cafeteria paid them any attention. They looked around, expecting someone to call their name or something. Tell them to hush up. Enough dirty talk from the women. They needed to act like ladies. Jane could picture it happening in a different time. A different setting. “When is Keith coming over to the house?”

Grace tapped her fingers on the table. She took another bite of her salad as Jane waited for her response. “We have to try it differently this time. No surprises. Guys will do anything to get pussy once they’re at the apartment, but maybe things would be different if we took him shopping first. Exposed ourselves.”

“That sounds like a better option. I don’t want to ruin him like we’ve done to others.”

“Oh, please Jane. We have ruined no one. Don’t be so dramatic. Do you like my idea or not? Should we surprise him instead?”

“No, let’s go with your idea.”

“Done,” Grace said and tapped at her phone again. Jane couldn’t believe she agreed to another adventure, but there she was pressing her finger into the crumbs from her muffin. She wiped them over the plastic. There was no turning back once Grace got that look on her face.


CHAPTER THREE

Grace and Keith texted all night. He couldn’t stop replying to her messages. She’d send one word, and he’d respond with a paragraph. Keith couldn’t help himself. Flashes of her blonde beauty burst through his mind whenever he paused, even for a moment. Pumping gas, arranging books, typing his paper. It didn’t matter what he did because Grace wouldn’t leave his thoughts. She consumed him.

He didn’t even know how much that’d be true by the end of the day. They had agreed to meet in the morning. Keith had the day off. Grace volunteered, she had said; she didn’t work. Not until she graduated, which would happen soon. Grace explained it all in their exchanges.

Keith waited on the corner for Grace in the morning. She messaged that she was on her way with her roommate. Keith jetted his hands into his pocket. He pinched his thigh before rubbing his hardened dick. Grace mentioned a special surprise for their trip, but he didn’t know what to expect.

He did not understand how far Grace would want to take him. Keith was innocent, unaware of his future. All he could think about was getting his dick wet by some hot blonde chick and potentially her roommate. It was every man’s fantasy. He wouldn’t complain or deny Grace’s request.

Sounds of a woman screaming echoed in the distance. Grace hung out a passenger window and waved at Keith. He stood on the tip of his toes, jacking his dick in his pants. Hornier than he had ever been. The way Grace’s hair blew in the wind had Keith wanting to run his hands through it. Not that he had to courage to do it, but the desire was there.

Grace, and the friend who drove, stopped in front of Keith. “Looking good, Keith. You did your hair up for me?”

Keith touched his gelled hair. His cheeks grew warm.

“Get in the car. Jane’s driving us to a special place.”

“What place?” Keith asked as he rushed to get in the car.

“You’ll see when we get there,” Grace said and laughed. Keith examined the other woman, Jane. She didn’t look as amused and pulled off without greeting Keith. Grace went back to typing away at her phone. Keith buckled his seatbelt and felt sweat developing on his forehead.

♦

Grace wore a short pink dress that day. Sunlight bounced off of it like a rainbow on wet cement. It had light pleats and hugged her waist. A thin scarf wrapped around her neck. Ushering Keith, Grace got out the car. She opened the back door with a bright smile. Keith appeared distressed, excited, unsure. So many emotions crossed his face. Grace kept a smile plastered to hers. Jane sulked out the driver’s seat. Grace glanced at her with sharp eyes, encouraging her to show a brighter face. They had a man to feminize. It was a good day. They should celebrate. They weren’t heading to a funeral.

Keith kept his hands in his pockets. He could have been blindfolded the way he stumbled along behind Grace. People didn’t pay them much attention. Grace turned a few heads with her commanding looks, but they wouldn’t have known what Grace had planned for Keith’s day. The way he would look afterward. Grace couldn’t wait to push Keith and find his limit. She was like an alcoholic heading to the bar.

Jane followed behind Keith. Grace looked back at her, smiling, but Jane didn’t return the affection. Her face remained cold, unchanged. Annoyed. Grace pushed her fears away. Keith was the ticket. She could sense he was different. They could change him, mold him, control him. He wouldn’t be anything to them but a hungry, sexual boyfriend. Their new toy to enjoy on the weekends.

Grace skipped one step as they rounded the corner. They weren’t far from her favorite second-hand store. She pictured all the vintage dresses Keith could pull off. He had small shoulders. He wouldn’t look weird like some other guys she and Jane had in the past. Keith fit the description of Grace’s perfect man. He could use a few weeks at the gym, but that was something Grace could change. He would do some push-ups to feel inside her; bury himself deep within her. She was sure of it. Men were like remotes. Push a button and watch them react. They didn’t think with more than their dicks.

Thinking about shaving Keith’s small body made Grace hot. Her legs burned with desire as she compared Keith with the guys from her past. He differed from most of them. She imagined he had more body hair than others, but that wasn’t anything wax couldn’t handle. A trimmer. Watch the hair fall to the ground. Play sweet music in the background. She licked her lips and glanced at Keith. He sweat like it was twenty degrees hotter than it was. Beads ran down his face like a sprinkler had splashed him.

Grace turned to Keith. She caught Jane’s contemptuous eyes before she spoke. “Keith. Jane and I have a surprise for you.”

“Yay,” Jane said in a monotone, depressing voice. Grace stomped her foot at her.

“What were you thinking?” Keith asked. His eyes showed a hint of fear. He couldn’t comprehend the fork in the road where he stood. Grace flashed her bright white teeth at Keith.

Grace ran her hands down the front of her pink skirt. She looked like a doll waiting to be wrapped in plastic at the factory. Perfect. Polished. Clear, shining skin and fresh hair. “We’re giving you a makeover.”

Keith examined himself. He rubbed his hands over his clothes. Insecurity read all over his poor face. Grace waved her hand toward the store’s entrance. Keith said, “I guess I could use new jeans.”

“Jeans,” Grace scoffed. “We’ll get something nicer than jeans.”

“Slacks?” Keith asked. His voice was too innocent. Grace chuckled, covering her mouth.

“Do we have to do this?” Jane asked.

Grace pulled in Keith before he could ask questions. She grew tired of Jane’s melodramatic attitude. Her indifference to Grace’s plans. Her passions. Grace wanted to find the perfect man. The one that wouldn’t run away. She couldn’t stop until she captured him. Keith was her man. She felt it in her bones. Jane followed in behind them. A familiar salesclerk greeted them from behind the register.

Keith walked toward the men’s section, but Grace pulled him back. She led him to the dresses, which turned his face red. It was like Grace could see the recognition in his eyes. He didn’t run, but his body tensed. Jane stood at the end of the rack averting her eyes. Running her fingers through her nice brown hair.

Grace beamed. She showed nothing but joy to Keith. “We will find the perfect dress for you. What colors do you like? I think a blue dress would look great on your skin. Maybe something multicolored. What do you think?”

“A dress?” Keith asked. He picked up one from the hem and examined the fabric. It was like he had disappeared from the room. His soul. His mind. Grace waved her hand in his face.

“What do you think?”

“A dress?”

“I told you,” Jane said. She kicked the carpet a few feet from Keith and Grace. Grace turned to her with fire in her eyes. She didn’t want to hear it.

“You’ll look fantastic, Keith. I love men that can experience and enjoy their feminine sides,” Grace said. She held Keith by the shoulder. Her thigh straddled his. She could smell a hint of something on him, probably from sweating on his journey to the store. Grace found a powder blue dress with ruffles. It had a high collar that would cover Keith’s Adam’s apple. It screamed retro, beauty. High-fashion in its time. “Try this on. You’ll look great.”

Keith glanced at Grace through his eyelids. Questions ran over those glossy surfaces, but Grace used her body to guide him to the fitting room. “Nobody is here, darling. Try it on and see how you feel. Your reward will be sweeter than cake.”

Keith stumbled to the room. He disappeared inside. Jane came up behind Grace and said, “He’s not ready.”

“Shh, I don’t want to hear it,” Grace said. Jane didn’t reply. New-age electronic music played over the speakers. They waited, for minutes, and Keith hadn’t emerged from the dressing room. Grace knocked on the door. “What are you doing in there?”

Keith threw open the door and darted past them. “I can’t do this,” he said and ran to the door. The bell rang, and Keith disappeared into the city.

Grace put up her hand to Jane before she could say anything. She didn’t want to hear it.

♦

Keith ran and ran until he found a park. It was an open space of land. No playground, no dogs, just grass and trees. Keith collapsed under an old oak. Its leaves rustled in the wind above him as he caught his breath. He gripped his chest as his lungs expanded and contracted. He couldn’t get the image of himself in the powder blue dress out his mind. It was burned there, forever. He would never forget.

How his penis hardened. How the tailored fabric hugged his body and exposed every inch of his dick. Not in a bad way, but it turned him on like he never knew. His desire hadn’t been stronger than that moment. Two beautiful women waiting outside the dressing room for him. Overload. Too much to handle. What did they expect from him? To use his dick? Take turns letting him fuck them? Keith would last two seconds. He couldn’t embarrass himself like that.

The thought of those ladies laughing at his softening cock after he shot his loads had him running out that door. Grace was the sexiest woman that had ever given him the time of day by an astronomical distance. More than a mile. Perhaps less than it took to reach the moon.

Looking around the park, Keith thought Grace and Jane would arrive at any moment. The sun shined high in the sky. The afternoon set in place, bringing a high heat with it. Keith wiped his forehead. Smelled his armpits. He couldn’t stop thinking about how much hair he had to lose. The dress felt incredible brushing against his skin, but it’d feel better with smooth legs. No underarm hair. He wanted to eliminate it all. His hair had become an instant enemy.

Keith ripped grass from the ground and thought how Grace and Jane might have reacted to his disappearance. Grace probably stressed out when he left, but Jane seemed like she didn’t want to participate in Grace’s games. Grace appeared as the leader. Jane followed behind her and wore nothing as glamorous as Grace. Keith wouldn’t mind either of them. Women never paid him any attention. Maybe that was why Grace came his way. She saw the weakness in him.

A pile of grass lay at Keith’s side. He was making a bald patch in the ground. He didn’t care about the Earth with his mind in such shambles. He would regret it later, but not now. Life slapped him, and he had to choose a lane. Was Grace worth wearing a dress? He quite liked it, but what would others think of him? How did Jane play into the equation?

Keith closed his eyes, leaving the grass alone, and rested against the tree. He pictured what Grace and Jane would look like naked. Curvy, beautiful. Delicious. The best thing he would ever have had in his life. Better than any vacation. It would be a trip between the sheets he’d never forget. Wearing a dress for the ladies became less daunting by the second.

The breeze passed his face. Smells of fresh-cut grass drifted to his nose. He imagined his dick sliding between Grace’s pussy lips. Her lips kissing his. Him slapping her ass as she rode his dick. Not that he had a woman do that, but he had seen enough videos. He reached through his pocket and stroked his dick.

Keith wouldn’t last. He would cave. It was too easy. Grace threw herself at him. All he had to do was play by her rules, wear a dress, and get his dick wet. Repeat? Do it once? Those were the questions that ran through his mind as the afternoon progressed. Strangers made noise not too far from him. A group had began a game of catch. They used a Frisbee. Keith blocked them out and returned to his fantasies.

It didn’t take long for their game to annoy Keith. He got to his feet and walked away from the park. He knew where he was in town. There was a bus that went by his house near him. The city wasn’t a huge place. Not like Chicago. Just a college town in the middle of Illinois. They had enough, but the people always wanted more. It was understandable with the big city in their backyard.

Keith didn’t care where he lived now that the ladies had stepped into his life. They were first, second, and third on his list. He had to try. At least once. Not today but soon. He had decided.

♦

They sat in the cafeteria. The food was good, cheap, and they didn’t live far from campus. They could walk home if they wanted. Keith had run away from them. Neither Jane nor Grace had heard a word. Of course, Jane wouldn’t hear from Keith, but she was with Grace. Not much had happened since Grace ran out the store. They drove back home and walked to the cafeteria.

Jane ate a burrito. Grace had a salad. She went through phases, and salads were in for her. She ate one every day. Jane didn’t stick to one item. She played with her food, eating something different every day. A burrito was once a week, maybe, but they were good.

“You don’t have to look at me like that,” Grace said. They hadn’t spoken since the store. Jane didn’t know how she looked, but she could feel the stress in her face. The anxiety. She wanted to stop and leave the guys alone. It was fun, but the time passed. They had to move on.

Grace stabbed her lettuce when Jane didn’t reply. A woman turned her head and looked in their direction. Jane smiled at her, trying to look normal. Feel normal. She thought the woman could read her mind until she turned and went back to her meal. “What do you expect from me? Aaron should have been our last guy. End on a high note. I’m not against feminizing men, but it’s time to stop. We can’t keep doing this to guys. The town isn’t that big. We’ll get a reputation,” Jane said. She sounded like a snake on the hunt, ready to attack its prey. Grace was dominant, most of the time, but Jane had her moments.

“Keith is a good guy,” Grace said.

“That doesn’t mean we need to change him to a woman. Make him wear a dress. You’re hot, the guys are sexy. The sex, dynamite. But this phase in our lives has an end, Grace.”

“You’re giving up,” she said.

“I’m getting tired,” Jane replied. Her heart raced, and her hands burned. She didn’t want to have this conversation. Jane had decided she and Grace would move to different cities when the semester ended. They would stop the games then, but things were going too far. Jane had to slam the breaks and put her foot down in protest.

Grace pushed her salad forward across the table, leaning back in her chair. The air turned thick around them. Jane cracked her knuckles and didn’t drop Grace’s gaze. They locked together their eyes testing the other. Who was submissive that day? Who had the power?

Grace blinked.

Jane laughed to herself, which caused Grace to scowl. “You’re a bitch, Jane.”

“You’re a slut, but I love you,” Jane said.

“Yeah, yeah. I love you too, but you’re crushing my soul. We have to feminize men. You’re the perfect partner. I don’t want to do it alone.”

“All good things end, as they say,” Jane said.

Grace pouted and crossed her arms over her chest. She didn’t reply. She dropped her head and grabbed her salad, eating to fill the silence. Jane bit into her burrito. They sat there not speaking. The woman that had looked at Jane disappeared.

They remained in their corner and ate. Jane had won the argument. Grace only stopped talking when she was angry, defeated. It put a smile on Jane’s face. The end was near. She would love Grace forever, but when the semester was over, she’d start a new life. Perhaps in a new city. Chicago. New York. She wasn’t sure. Her plans changed by the day. Jane wanted to find a balance. A place where she felt free to explore, be herself. Whatever herself was. She didn’t know after spending so much time with Grace. They had become one wavelength.

“If Keith comes back to us, I’ll give it a chance. But I don’t want you going after him or any other guy. At least, I don’t want you to involve me in it. Deal?”

Grace brightened. Her smile spread across her face. “Deal,” she said and put out their hand. They shook on it, went back to eating, and everything was normal. Jane savored the last few bites of her burrito knowing that she and her friend averted a fight.


CHAPTER FOUR

Aaron sat in his room, staring at himself in the mirror. He had done that a lot since his night with Grace and Jane. She texted, he never replied. How could he? Confessing to his true desires, his wants, was beyond his ability. She had dressed him in a purple dress with orange stripes. It complemented his tan skin. Aaron loved the way his body looked with no hair.

He had shaved a few times to keep it that way. His body, hairless. Hard. Defined. Women loved to look at him. He often winked and watched their hands fly to their chest. But he almost never got a number.

That changed the day he met Grace. Her smile. The way she lit up an entire space.

They met at the gym on campus where Aaron works as a lifeguard. Grace caught his attention the moment she dived into the pool. The way her blonde hair hugged her head when she came up from the water. Aaron remembered how his dick reacted. Most women didn’t do that for him, but she was different.

And her friend, Jane was sexy too. Her breasts were perfect when she removed her shirt. Her nipples large and perfect for sucking. Aaron spent longer than he’d like to admit playing with them while Grace swallowed his dick.

Aaron had a larger piece than most guys, but it hindered him more than helped him. Women loved to look at it. Touch it. Suck the first few inches. But most didn’t want to take his entire length. They told Aaron to stop. Take it easy. Watch what you’re doing. It was like torture every time.

His hard body and big muscles were all that mattered. He was good for photos. The women always got plenty of pictures with him but never called after the third or fourth date when they finally had sex.

Grace was different. She took every inch of his dick. Jane did too, mostly. She did better than most. They had the best sexy of Aaron’s life, and he’d been wearing a dress. One that made him look sexy. But the dress had faded to the background with each thrust. Every moan that fell from Grace’s lips.

He filled more condoms than he thought possible. Grace asked for more. Practically begged. She loved it as much as he did. They were a pair. A couple. Aaron needed more, but he couldn’t bring himself to call her.

It was too hard to admit to himself that he would wear a dress to please her. To change himself completely to have her. Jane mattered. She was there but different. Aaron would take both if they were a packaged deal, but he needed Grace. Her vibe, the way she moved, the way she took every inch. Aaron fantasized about her every minute of the day. He couldn’t work without picturing her legs in the air.

Aaron beat his fingers on the table and thought how he would return to Grace’s life. He wouldn’t message her. He needed to commit. A message would give him the opportunity to run. He would have to go shopping for a dress.

♦

Keith sat on his bed with one leg over each corner. His dick stood at attention. Sweat ran down his body. He’d been at it for hours, watching porn and jacking off. A video of a feminized man fucking a woman played on his computer. He imagined it was Jane under him. His dick quivered in his hand. It would be his fourth time, but cum rushed to the surface.

His dick vibrated, but nothing left the tip. Dry. Overworked. He didn’t care. Keith applied more lubricant and found a new video. A man was eating pussy while wearing a dress. It was weird but turned him on in a way. Made him horny and bothered.

Glancing at his phone, he looked at his messages with Grace. She had power over him, but he had passed the day without reaching out to her. She had said nothing since he ran away from the store, which bothered him. But Keith understood the ball was in his court. She was being a lady, waiting for him to make a move.

Keith stroked his dick, raw from all the time he had spent in front of the computer. Wet from the lube. Desire ran through his body as he looked at the man on his knees licking the woman clean and his messages with the most interesting, beautiful woman he’d ever met.

Grace, and her friend, what would Keith do? He had decided in the park he wanted them, no matter what, but doubt scratched at him. He couldn’t ignore the feelings. Having spent his entire life criticizing gays. Men that dressed as women. Drag. He hated drag. But there was a rush in that dressing room he couldn’t ignore.

His life had changed the moment that powder blue fabric hugged his curves.

Keith rubbed his chest. It was hairy. He wanted to rip it from his skin. Give Jane and Grace what they wanted. Keith hadn’t stopped to see their faces. There wasn’t a chance to look. To stop would have been to engage. He would have melted into the store’s carpet. There wasn’t a chance he could see Grace today.

But he could message her. The video faded the background. His dick was thick but less hard. The screen glared in his face. The daylight had turned to darkness long ago.

Keith: I don’t know what I want, but I want you.

Without waiting to see a reply, Keith closed his computer and cleaned himself up. He had an early shift in the morning, and his manager had already threatened to fire him if he arrived late again. Keith kicked his phone to the floor without realizing and drifted off to sleep.

He didn’t hear the vibrations from Grace’s reply. He was off, sleeping like a man who’d had sex all day.


CHAPTER FIVE

Jane rushed to campus that day. She left when Grace was taking a shower. She hadn’t spoken to her roommate all morning. Keith was first on her list. He needed to know how Grace changed people. She latched on and didn’t release her prey. Mostly they didn’t come back, but Jane had seen some of those guys around campus. The ones that had fun with them. Their eyes. They all said the same thing. Torture. Regret. It pained Jane to see those men like that.

Weak, granted, but they were still men. They had feelings and emotions. It wore Jane. She wanted the man to want feminization. Not such a desperation to have a woman touch him he’d do anything. Men were weak, Grace said that. Jane didn’t disagree. They went along with it every time, but it wasn’t sexy. The men wanted sex, but they didn’t want a dress along with it.

Only one man left without sex, though. One. How weak were they?

Jane raced to the bookstore. She had to stop Keith. Tell him he didn’t have to wear a dress for sex. He was better than that. More than anything, Jane couldn’t handle seeing another man with sullen, sad eyes.

Dew covered the grass. A light fog floated above it. She was early. Few students were on campus, but she knew Keith opened the store. She had watched the bookstore more since they met. She recognized him after seeing him behind the bookstore’s window. It clicked. He was handsome. Rugged but soft around the edges.

Jane fantasized about men like him, and Grace wanted to wrap him up in a dress. Jane didn’t doubt Keith would look good in one, but she wanted a change. Something different.

Stepping into the bookstore, the bell rang above her head. Keith turned to her. His eyes instantly showed recognition. “Jane, what are you doing here?”

“We have to talk,” she said and rushed to him. She gripped his shirt and dragged him behind a bookcase.

“I have to stay where the camera can see me,” he said. His face appeared worried. He looked like he might faint from breaking the rules even for a second.

Jane pushed him forward, so he wasn’t out of the camera, but she stayed hidden behind the bookcase. She couldn’t risk anyone seeing her, especially Grace. It was unusual for Jane to leave as early as she did.

“Why did you run away yesterday?”

Keith blushed. His cheeks reddened like a light. “It was too much to handle. I messaged Grace last night. She didn’t tell you?”

“We haven’t spoken since yesterday in the afternoon. You don’t have to wear a dress if you aren’t comfortable. Don’t think that. You are a man, act like one,” Jane said.

“It’s not that I’m a man and you’re a woman. What scared me more than anything yesterday was how much I enjoyed wearing the dress. Minus my body hair, I looked sexy. Grace said that she wants to have me over for dinner. I was hoping you’d be there,” Keith said.

Jane couldn’t wrap her head around it. How easily men crumbled to their knees. Maybe all men had a secret, shameful desire to wear female clothing. Women wore jeans and a t-shirt. They wore blazers and slacks. Society didn’t permit men to wear dresses. Some wore skirts, but the looks they receive. Most men couldn’t handle that.

Looking Keith up and down, Jane sighed. She liked this guy. He was sweet, innocent. Honesty painted his face.

“You sure about this?” Jane asked. Her anger had subsided. A calmness overcame her.

“I want to try,” he said.

Jane stepped forward and placed her hand on Keith’s chest. “There are other birds in the forest.”

“Not like you two. What would we be anyway?”

“I don’t know. My friend is demented. She has the wildest ideas, as you’ll see when you come for dinner.”

Keith lifted his arm and leaned against the wood. It sent a heat through Jane’s body. He was short, but she was shorter. He was such a man. Hairy, defined. Not muscular but not unfit. He looked good. His smell wasn’t bad either.

Jane clutched her purse and pressed her thighs together. “I’ll see you at dinner, Keith.”

Keith waved when Jane reached the door. She looked back at him, blew a kiss, and disappeared to campus.


CHAPTER SIX

Grace had prepared a large meal, semi-homemade, and spread it across their table. She didn’t plan to eat much, but they had a special guest joining them. She and Jane wore pretty dresses with an abstract print. They hugged their wastes, showing the best part of their asses. Keith wouldn’t be able to resist them. Grace played a smooth instrumental tune on the stereo. She fixed the place settings. Everything had to look perfect when Keith arrived. She checked her watch.

Jane glared at Grace from across the table. “Don’t overdo yourself, Grace.”

“How am I overdoing anything?”

“Look at that table,” Jane said and waved her hand at the extravagant meal. “We didn’t have to do this for Keith. I saw him today.”

Grace stopped moving. She had been dancing around the room worrying about details, but Jane’s announcement stopped her cold. Dead with a fork in her hand. “Why did you see Keith?”

“He’s a free man, Grace. But he said he wants to wear a dress. He wants to please you.”

“This isn’t about free or not free. We did it differently, and he came running back to us. Why are you acting so weird, Jane?”

“I’m tired of this circle.”

“Circle?” Grace asked. Their voices became tense. The air turned from light to heavy. Grace set the fork in its place. Her eyes burned. She could feel the anger, distrust, sadness in her face.

“We feminize them. They leave. We never see them again. I feel used. Repeat.”

“Jane, you can’t back out now. We’ve come too far,” Grace said, sounding desperate.

“Don’t you feel like a dirty slut?”

Grace slapped her chest. Her jaw fell. Her mouth sat agape. The doorbell rang. Grace ran her hands down the front of her dress. “Our guest is here.”

Jane laughed and drank her wine, “go ahead. Open the door.”

Without looking back at her friend, Grace stormed to the door. She swung it open, and Keith stood on the other side. His hands deep in his pockets. His face unsure. He smiled and waved with his arm bent at his side.

“Good evening, sucker,” Jane said and held up her glass of wine.

The words sent a fury through Grace. “Step inside and ignore Jane. She’s uneven today. She must have fallen from her chair in the morning. Hit her head. Is that right, Jane?”

“Everything you say is right, isn’t it?”

Keith stood near the door where Grace had left him. She went off to the kitchen to get him a glass of water. “Did I come at a bad time?” he asked.

“Not at all. Dinner’s ready,” Grace said. She returned with the water. The ice had turned it cold. The glass had a coating of condensation. Keith took it from Grace. Jane scrolled through her phone. “Ready for dinner?”

“Sure,” Jane said. She stood and went to the table.

Keith wobbled behind Grace. He wasn’t graceful. His movements were clumsy. Timid. Submissive.

Grace served Keith pasta and salad. He chose his toppings. Jane helped herself to the bread and potatoes. And more wine. Grace served herself after the other two began eating. She had a large salad and a little pasta. Carbs weren’t her thing. They ate in silence. Grace stared at Jane from across the table. It was more of a scowl, expect when Keith glanced her way. Grace and her roommate had turned sour like spoiled milk. But the desire hadn’t dissipated. She could feel it in the air. Jane still wanted the man sitting at her table, dress or no dress.

“What made you come?” Grace asked. She looked at Keith over her wineglass.

“You two are beautiful,” he said and instantly reddened. Keith twirled pasta around his fork and stuffed his mouth.

Jane laughed innocently. It spilled from her without effort. It sounded sweet on Grace’s ears. Jane had been so dark and unloving. She needed to laugh. Men were theirs to enjoy.

Their dinner continued. The tension lightened as the minutes turned to hours. They got to know the man that works at the bookstore. He lived on campus with his roommate since freshman year. They loved to play video games. They ordered pizzas. But Keith assured them he took time to visit the gym. It wasn’t all play and work and school.

“What do you love doing more than anything?”

“This past week,” Keith began but tightened his lips.

“What were you going to say?” Grace asked. She leaned over and rested her hand on Keith’s forearm. He took in a sharp breath at her touch.

“Jacking off and watching porn,” he said, pushing the pasta around his plate. Keith didn’t life his head, but Jane reached under the table with her foot. She placed her foot on his. He lifted his eyes.

Grace noticed the exchange and smiled at the pair. She was happy to continue. If Jane was excited, Grace was enthralled. She couldn’t wait to shave Keith’s body and place him in a dress. Make him do a little dance around the house. Maybe a few chores. She hadn’t decided which direction she wanted to take Keith, but she could see the desire in Jane’s eyes. A yearning to use Keith like she had the others before him.

They were about finished eating and a little tipsy from the wine. “Are you ready for dessert?”

“What’s that? Cake?”

Grace chuckled. “Cake,” she said with a long draw.

Keith shuffled in his seat.

“Dessert has two parts. Part one, we need to get that nasty hair off your body.”

Jane nodded and lifted her glass. Keith asked, “and part two?”

“That’s the best part when we will use you. We can leave a few things as a surprise, can’t we?”

Keith nodded. Grace noticed him rub his dick under the table. He was ready. Hungry. She could see the lust in his eyes. He could have fallen from his chair the way he appeared, crawled across the floor, and begged for Grace to take him anyway she wanted him.

“Follow me to the bathroom,” Grace said. She walked without looking back. Jane stayed at the table. She would wait for round two of dessert.

Grace undressed Keith in the bathroom. His dick was thick, a little short, but delicious looking. Bushy hair surrounded his cock. It trailed up his chest. Grace had much to shave, but she got to work on his body. Watching the hair drop to the floor, Grace satisfied herself. The craving she had before finding Keith and after tasting Aaron. She needed a man to stay with her en femme, behind closed doors, maybe in public sometimes. She needed a man to live the kinky life with her. Live free without fear. It was impossible to find.

But Keith stood eagerly as Grace shaved his body. He didn’t flinch nor run away. He stayed and let Grace finish the job. She rubbed him with lotion once she finished. Her body burned with wanting. She couldn’t wait for the second part of dessert.

Once the lotion dried, Grace slipped a silky night gown over Keith and had him wear a pair of panties. “You can play with your dick out the side of them, but keep the panties on.”

“Whatever you want, Grace,” Keith said.

She smiled at him and rubbed under his chin. “Follow me before Jane is too tipsy to have fun.”

They’d spent a good half hour or more in the bathroom shaving Keith, but he looked feminine and scrumptious. “Drop to your knees, sissy,” Grace said. She waved for Jane to come over. They got naked from the waist down, and Keith purred at the sight.

Their pussy lips glistened in the low light. He licked his lips. Grace smiled at him and rubbed his ear. He knelt beneath them. Grace burned. She needed his mouth against her pussy and hoped he knew how to use it. Hoped she wouldn’t have to teach him everything.

Grace wrapped her hand around the back of Keith’s head and pushed him into her center. He inhaled. The air tickled her. She laughed before leaning over to kiss Jane and calm the waves of pleasure. The sensations washing over her.

Keith went between them until their delicious juices covered his face and the ladies had had enough. Grace pushed Keith away and retired to the couch. Jane joined her. They didn’t cover their privates and let their sparkling pussies breathe. Keith lay on the floor, without cleaning his face, and stared at them. Grace stared back. Keith looked good in a dress.

♦

Keith sat on the floor while Grace and Jane mingled on the couch. They hadn’t covered themselves, but Keith didn’t mind. He liked the view. But they were crazy ladies. The way they had argued when Keith arrived to the house had him confused, wanting to know more about them.

His dick throbbed beneath the panties. He hadn’t released like they did. He wanted to join them but not until he entered them. It would come with time. Keith felt it in his bones.

“Why did you two have such differing opinions about me?”

Grace and Jane looked at him with the same contemptuous look like they didn’t want to talk about that subject. Jane sighed, “tell him, Grace.”

“What is there to tell Jane?”

Jane and Keith shared a glance. A moment. Grace didn’t notice.

Keith touched his dick through the panties as he watched Grace and Jane build an argument. Asking the question lit a fuse. Their conversation escalated quickly. Keith sat up to process the ladies.

“I didn’t mean to cause any trouble,” Keith said.

“Don’t worry, Grace is just controlling. She makes people do whatever she wants,” Jane said, taking a drink of her wine. Grace sat straighter and defended herself to Keith. He shrunk into himself and shrugged his shoulders. He wished he hadn’t asked the question.

“We’re going outside,” Grace said and stood.

Jane sighed and followed Grace out the door and to the porch. Keith sat on the floor with his legs crossed. Their voices became muffled. His dick had softened. It was hiding from the pain. He wiped his face for the first time. It was still moist from their nectar. Grace and Jane were beautiful. The dress didn’t matter. It was more comfortable than jeans. His dick had room to breathe. He could move.

Watching their shadows, Keith wondered what the ladies were saying. It wasn’t a big deal. He loved wearing a dress to make Grace happy. And the hairless part of the equation was fantastic. He felt sexy. Itchy, but sexy. He went to the bathroom to apply more lotion. It seemed like Grace and Jane weren’t coming back to the party until they finished discussing whatever they were talking about.

♦

“You’re overreacting, Grace,” Jane said. She had listened to a lengthy explanation about how Grace was trying her best to have fun. Live in the moment. Enjoy her twenties. Jane got it. She heard her friend, but there was more to life than feminizing men. For the millionth time, she was trying to explain that she didn’t mind feminizing men, but it was time for something new in her life. A change. But like always, Grace was overreacting and yelling at Jane.

Grace put her hands on her hips, “don’t tell me what I’m doing,” she said.

“It’s true. You are.”

“I found Keith, brought him here, and he just gave us amazing head. Why are you complaining?”

“Why can’t he just give us great head? Why do they always have to wear a dress?”

Grace sighed like she had explained herself far too many times. A cool breeze blew past them. A few stars sparkled in the sky. They were too angry to notice. They both held a glass of wine. Silence swirled around them as they stared at each other. “It turns me on when they wear dresses,” Grace said.

Jane set her glass on the banister. She stepped closer to her friend and touched her hand, “I know, Grace. You are unique, and I love you for that, but this isn’t about one way or the other. This is about how I feel too.”

Grace folded her arms over her chest and looked away. Neither of them paid attention to Keith. He was an afterthought of the moment. Gone like a fly out the window. “You don’t have to play,” Grace said in an uncertain voice. That wasn’t what she wanted at all. She loved kissing Jane. Touching her. They had an outstanding connection.

“I want to,” Jane said. “But we can’t hunt for it like we do. I don’t want to feel like a predator looking for lunch. They should come to us.”

“We have to push men in the direction we want them to walk. You know this,” Grace said. She had no confidence in men. Jane whipped her hand back as a reflex. It fell over her shoulder.

Jane said, “Sure, once they cross our path. I don’t want to hunt. I’m not a hunter. And regular men check me out all the time. Why can’t I find a date with a guy that doesn’t like to wear dresses?”

“You’re free to do what you want, Jane,” Grace said. Her voice had an annoyed tone.

“Am I?”

“Yes, you are.”

“I want to ride Keith, no dress.”

Grace’s mouth fell open. Jane couldn’t believe her friend. It was obvious that Grace wanted the full nine. “No dress?”

“Pure man is what I want, and that means no dress.”

“But we’ve come this far with Keith. We can’t have sex with him without something.”

“Name it,” Jane said. She took a large drink of her wine. She was getting a little cold outside.

Grace tapped her foot and looked at the window. Keith wasn’t in the living room. “Makeup and stockings. No dress,” Grace said. “He has to wear something, or he’ll forget who he is. What place I’ve put him in.”

“Deal. Make up and panties, no dress.”

♦

Keith sat inside watching the ladies. They were still outside. The energy seemed to have changed. The anger floated away from the air. He could feel it through the glass. They were laughing. Keith loved the way they smiled. He could sense their bond. They had been through a lot together.

Hoping to share over one night with the ladies, Keith reached into his panties. The lingerie tickled his dick in a way boxers didn’t. Grace turned toward him and walked to the door. Jane followed behind her. His heart jumped in his chest as the women approached. His dick growing in the panties.

“Take that dress off,” Grace said the moment she stepped inside.

Keith didn’t miss a beat. He pulled the fabric over his head. He knelt in his panties, wearing nothing else. Grace walked over to him. She rubbed his shoulders. Keith exhaled while trying not to cum at her touch. Jane stood above him and stripped off her pants. It was like she couldn’t wait to expose herself to him.

Jane stepped forward. Grace pushed Keith’s head into her pussy. Jane’s head fell back as a moan escaped her mouth. Her fingers intertwined with Keith’s hair. He didn’t resist, diving in deeper. Jane moistened more with every lick of his tongue. Keith’s knees became weak under him. Grace pulled his head back.

“Remember our deal, Jane.”

“Fine,” she said and stepped away.

Grace lifted Keith up from under his shoulders. He didn’t fight it. He helped her get to his feet. Grace led him to the bathroom while Jane followed behind them. Keith kept looking back at Jane, smiling without control. He was falling for her in a way he hadn’t for other women. Her attitude. Her disposition turned him on. But he would take both ladies if they were a package.

Dragging his feet, Keith stepped behind Grace to the bathroom. She threw open the door and pushed Keith to the toilet.

“Let’s do your makeup, honey,” Grace said and opened her bag.

Jane leaned in the doorway, sipping on her wine. Keith wondered how much Jane had drunk throughout the night. He hadn’t seen her refill her glass, but so much has happened. Keith pushed the thought away as Grace touched the brush to his face. She patted and brushed foundation over his freshly washed face.

“We’re going extravagant. Jane, could you please get a fresh pair of panties? We can’t have Keith wearing this dumpy pair,” Grace said, staring down at the outline of Keith’s dick.

He quite liked the simple cotton pair but was excited to see what came next. Jane returned a minute later with a black lacy pair. It would show every inch of his dick but hide the buckets of precum leaking from him. Grace had finished her looked and turned Keith to see himself in the mirror.

Keith gripped the sink to keep himself from falling into the toilet. Grace stood behind him with a wicked smile on her lips. She brushed the back of Keith’s neck. “What do you think about it?”

“The makeup? I look feminine. Different,” Keith said and touched his face. Grace pushed away his hand, so he didn’t ruin her work. “I can feel it on my face. It’s weird.”

“Welcome to our world,” Jane said. Grace pushed at her shoulder and then pushed Keith out the bathroom.

“Switch into the new panties,” Grace said and took them from Jane’s hand. “You’ll look much better in these.”

Keith dropped his cotton pair to the floor and slipped on the sexy black pair. His dick throbbed. Grace led him to the couch. Jane played music in the background, playing with her pussy while she searched for a song. A smooth, sexual sound came over the speaker. It made Keith horny for more. “What do you want to do?” he asked while sitting on the sofa, trying hard not to touch himself.

Grace dropped her panties to the floor and revealed her beautiful folds. Jane joined her. “You want to try him first?” Grace asked.

“Sure. I like his dick,” Jane said. She knelt in front of Keith and pushed his dick out the side of his panties. While holding his thigh, Jane wrapped her lips around Keith’s dick. He moaned, his eyes falling into the back of his head. His eyelids fluttered.

Keith’s toes popped. Jane went deeper down his shaft, moistening it with her spit. She withdrew a condom from her bra. The woman was full of surprises. Keith groaned in delight. He couldn’t wait to feel her pussy. Her warmth. Need filled him, and lust powered him. But fear nipped at the back of his mind. Don’t cum in an instant, jackass. Keith’s mind jumbled with emotions as Jane placed a condom over his dick.

Gripping the couch, Keith urged himself not to shoot a load as Jane lowered herself on his dick. Her slippery hole took his thickness with ease, which sent Keith up a hill. He didn’t want to come down. He wanted to explode and jump off the side. Roll down the hill.

Jane gripped Keith’s shoulders. She placed the bottoms of her feet on the couch. She rode his dick. Nobody had used him the way Jane was. She went up to the tip and dropped to the base. Grace came around and started making out with him. She could feel her hands touching his body. Jane’s body. Keith closed his eyes to even himself from the sensations. An overwhelming pleasure coursed through him.

His toes popped again.

Jane held Keith closely and moved her dick. She bit her lip. Keith opened his eyes to watch her. He could sense that she was close. Cumming. Covering his dick with her nectar. The sounds that escaped her had Keith wanting to cum, but Grace had instructed him not to because she wanted a turn on his dick.

A minute later, after her body relaxed, Jane demounted from Keith’s dick. He sighed. It was relief, but he wanted more. Grace winked at him as she removed the condom from his cock. He shuddered. Grace ripped open a new pack and rolled it over him.

“Lie on the ground. You’re going to pleasure me and Jane,” Grace said.

Keith didn’t hesitate to drop to the carpet. He lay on his back ready for Grace to slide onto his dick. Grace made quick work, and Jane sat on his face. She suffocated him with her pussy, but he loved every second. It took away from the crazy-good pleasure of Grace’s center. Her heat. She scratched at his chest as she used his dick.

Jane moaned. Before Keith knew it, Grace and Jane were making out on top of him. The pair looked like angels falling from the sky. Keith couldn’t hold his load much longer.

He moaned and shook his body. They got the hint. Jane got up from his face, and Grace focused on his dick. She looked like she was trying to please herself more than Keith, but it still felt amazing. Other worldly. Keith was so close to cumming, he didn’t know how to handle it. He gripped the carpet and lifted his ass.

“Get back down,” Grace commanded. He lay as flat as he could. Grace leaned forward and really started riding his dick. Keith bit his lip as the cum rushed to the surface. “Cum for me, baby.”

They came together. Collapsed together. Jane joined them on the floor. The three of them rolled around, touching each other, completely in bliss. Keith never wanted it to end. He could have the two most beautiful girlfriends in the world. His mind raced with possibilities as he lay there kissing them until they drifted to sleep hours later.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Aaron stood in his mirror. It was time for him to move forward and chase what he wanted most in the world, Grace and Jane. They were the best thing that had happened in his life. He couldn’t get their night of fun out of his mind. Two beautiful women that liked men that dressed as women.

Since that night, Aaron had read a lot about men who dressed en femme. He had learned that it was about more than sex, but it was also a lot about the sex. Grace wanted that, but that didn’t mean he had to live his life that way.

He could go to dinner every couple weeks in a dress. Do things in public for her, but he didn’t have to change.

That had stopped him before. He didn’t understand the lifestyle. Nothing about him was gay, no offense (as Aaron would say), but after a couple weeks of searching, he felt confident he wasn’t alone. A lot of straight men loved to wear lingerie, and there were women out there that loved men like that.

It was like discovering an underground world Aaron had never known about. A world he was willing to step into for the two most beautiful women he had ever met.

Aaron fixed his wig and stared at himself in the mirror. He watched a video on makeup to guide him, but he was getting good at it after practice. It didn’t look half bad. He might have even turned his head himself at the woman in the mirror. A woman that looked much different from Aaron as a man.

Aaron slipped on a cute yellow dress with a white shirt underneath that went up into a turtleneck to cover his manly Adam’s apple. He slipped his things into a clutch. A picture in a magazine inspired his outfit. After taking one last look at himself as a woman, Aaron slipped out the door to find his women.

♦

Grace sat at the table with Keith and Jane. Keith wore his regular male clothes, which suited him. It didn’t look as good as the panties, but Jane liked it. They had agreed at night that if Keith stuck around, they’d only make him change en femme sometimes and not every day. They ate and listened to the birds sing in the background. It was still fairly early in the morning. The smell of coffee filled the room. Jane had squeezed oranges for fresh juice.

They chatted like a happy trio. A couple that had shared a sensual night together. Grace touched her chest. Her heart warmed at the feelings of love in the room. The sureness and security. Grace could stay with them both. Keith had been an excellent choice. Of course, she hadn’t known when she walked in the bookstore, and she had felt that confidence before in finding the right man.

But this time was different. Keith wanted to stay. He wished to please Grace and Jane any way they desired. He was perfect. Too perfect, but Grace didn’t focus on that. She chose to see the good.

“What should we do today?”

“You mean, after we use you again?” Jane asked.

Grace smiled at them and sipped her coffee.

Keith smiled, flashing his teeth at the ladies. He looked so handsome in the morning sun. Grace stopped herself from leaning over the table and taking him on top of the breakfast. “We could go to a museum. Look at some paintings.”

“We’ll see how long it takes to get out of bed,” Grace said and winked at Keith. He shrugged and ate to hide his blushing cheeks. The doorbell rang. Everyone looked at each other. “Did you invite someone?” Grace asked Jane.

“No,” she said. Her face looked concerned.

Grace stood and walked over to the door. She could see the table and watched the others while she placed her hand on the knob. Grace’s heart thumped in her chest. “Who is it?” she asked.

She looked in the peephole. A woman wearing a yellow dress with short brown hair stood outside. She didn’t recognize her at all. Grace was frightened.

“Please, open the door,” she said. Her voice sounded low. Masculine.

Grace sighed and opened the door. The others stared at her with fear in their eyes. The woman smiled at Grace. Now that the door was open, she looked slightly familiar. But Grace couldn’t pinpoint it.

“It’s me, Grace. Aaron,” she said.

Grace’s mouth fell open. She about burst into tears but stopped herself. “It’s Aaron, Jane,” she said.

Jane jumped to her feet and ran over to the door. They didn’t notice the confused, jealous expression on Keith’s face. It didn’t matter. Grace hugged Aaron and kissed him on the cheek. He looked so good, so well-dressed. Grace couldn’t believe her sexy man had transformed himself for her. It made her wet like a waterfall. Jane hugged him and smiled at Grace. Grace noticed the bemused, surprised look. It was unreal to have Aaron standing on their doorstep.

“Are you hungry, Aaron?” Grace asked and pulled him inside. She noticed Keith at the table which stopped her cold. He had an annoyed look on his face. “Keith, this is Aaron. He’s a friend.”

“I see that,” Keith said.

“Oh please, Keith. Don’t act like that,” she said.

Aaron put out his hand, “Nice to meet you, man,” he said. His voice was as sexy as his arms were defined. Masculine features still attracted Grace when her men went en femme.

Keith shook Aaron’s hand, but his look wasn’t amused. Jane sat next to him and rubbed his shoulders. “Imagine us four, Keith. Living and loving,” she said and turned his face toward hers.

“That’s a dream,” Aaron said. He and Grace had evaporated into their own little world. Grace knew Jane thought Aaron was sexy, but she also praised Keith more than him. They each had their man. Aaron and Grace kissed. Jane and Keith sat together holding hands.

“It’s different,” Keith said.

“But beautiful,” Jane countered. “You could have me and Grace. Be a man when you want. Let us doll you up other times. What do you say?”

Grace pulled away from Aaron. “We have to try this. Let’s just see how great it’ll be. Follow us to the bedroom,” Grace said. She stood and dragged Aaron behind her. Jane did the same to Keith, and they disappeared to spend the rest of the day taking turns, enjoying each other, dressing in different outfits, and anything else they could think of.

It was the perfect start to an interesting, yet enchanting relationship.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Two Years Later

With four people in a relationship, time seemed to pass even faster. Jane couldn’t believe how much had happened in all their lives since the beginning two years before. The all had ‘adult’ jobs, and college was a distant memory. Something they laughed about when the subject came up, which wasn’t much.

Especially since the new development. Jane sat in their backyard at their new house. It had plenty of space for four adults… and a new baby. Jane rubbed her large belly. They still didn’t know which man was the father. Jane sipped on her lemonade and smiled at Aaron and Keith throwing a football. They had dressed like guys that day. It had been a couple weeks since they went en femme. Maybe they’d do it for dinner tonight.

Who knew? The guys loved each other as much as Jane and Grace. They were best friends that shared girlfriends and a dirty secret. The neighbors didn’t seem to notice or mind their arrangement. Jane didn’t care what they thought.

Grace sat by her side reading a book. Jane looked over and smiled at her friend. Grace wanted to get pregnant like Jane but still hadn’t gone off her birth control. She needed to climb higher up the corporate ladder first. Jane hadn’t been on birth control. It was a beautiful accident.

Jane smiled at her friend and reached her hand out to Grace, who took it. “We did great,” Grace said.

“Yes, we did. Thank you for not giving up.”

“You know I don’t give up,” Grace said.

The ladies laughed and sipped their drinks. It was a great day.
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Avis Costin was standing outside of the airport with his best friend, Brandy Lind. She was flying to Mexico to meet a boy she was seeing, Matthew. He was spending the semester in Mexico near the beach as a study abroad for his anthropology minor. Brandy couldn’t wait to lounge, drink cocktails, make love, and splash in the hotel pool.

“Are you sure you can pick me up?” Brandy asked as her bleached hair blew in the wind. Her hazel eyes rested on Avis’s brown ones as she waited for his answer.

Avis placed a hand on his hip, using the other as a visor over his eyes to block the sun. “Yeah, I’ll be here. Send me the flight information.”

“You’re the best. I’ll bring you something,” Brandy said and jumped forward to hug Avis.

“It’s nothing,” Avis said as a heat flashed across his cheeks. He’d do anything to help Brandy and knew she’d do the same for him. They’d been through a lot together over the years. They both had other friends, but their relationship was the most special of all. “Tell Matthew I say hi when you get there. You’ll be late if you don’t leave.”

Brandy glanced at her phone to check the time. “You’re right.” Brandy gave Avis another hug. “See you in a week.”

Avis stood outside of his car and waved as Brandy walked toward the airport’s entrance. He hoped she would have fun with Matthew in Mexico. They were hot and cold but had been doing well the past few months. She’d sounded full of hope while they were driving to the airport. Avis got back in his car, started the engine, and drove away after waving goodbye to Brandy one last time.

***

Several days had passed since Brandy left for vacation. She’s posted an endless stream of beach photos. There were some of her kissing Matthew. She had sent Avis a few messages that they were doing well, but Brandy wasn’t sure their relationship would last past spring break. Avis put down his phone, as he had tired of scrolling through social media.

Avis rolled off his bed and went to the kitchen. There was an ice maker and water dispenser on the fridge’s door. He made himself a glass of ice water, listening for his roommate. Neither of them used the living room much and had minimal contact since they shared a two-bedroom, two-bathroom apartment. Avis tiptoed with his glass to Timothy’s bedroom door.

He put his ear to his roommate’s door but heard nothing. It was during the day. Avis was a full-time student, but Timothy worked. Avis went back to his bedroom with the ice water, glancing at his closet. His toys were inside of it, and Avis was feeling horny. He almost never brought home conquests or masturbated because he worried Timothy would hear, even though Timothy wasn’t afraid to bring home a girl.

Avis didn’t know why he was afraid of Timothy’s judgement. They’d agreed to house guests, as long as they were quiet. Timothy was never so loud that Avis felt uncomfortable, but he made some women he brought home squeal.

Maybe Avis was anxious because he’d never told Timothy he was gay. He had snuck in a few guests when he knew Timothy was away, but Avis normally found men who could host. Timothy didn’t seem homophobic. He was a nice guy, but Avis avoided drama at all costs, no matter how irrational.

Avis stood from his bed and went over to the closet. He slid it open, staring at the box that held his favorite toys. He lifted it from the floor and placed the box on his bed. There was a clean towel in his chest of drawers. He took it out. Avis walked around the room, closing the blinds so nobody could see what he was about to do.

The box stared at Avis as he opened his towel, laying it on the floor. Avis dropped to his knees after stripping naked. He leaned over to grab the box, feeling its weight in his hands. Avis lifted the lid from the box. There was lube, condoms, two dildos, a fleshlight, anal beads, and several lace jockstraps. Some days Avis liked to get his dick wet, but most days he only wanted to feel a dick stretching his ass.

Avis lifted the bigger dildo with a suction on its bottom from the box. He took out a pink lace jockstrap and pulled it up his bare legs before squirting his favorite lube onto his fingers and rubbing it over the massive member. Avis used his clean hand to search for a hot porno while he put the dildo in place under his exposed hole.

The video Avis was watching showed a man on his knees with a big dick hanging in front of his face. The frame was only the bottom’s hungry eyes and his top’s throbbing manhood. Avis and the man in the video wrapped their fingers around the base of the cocks they were using. The cute bottom in the video slid a cock into his mouth. Avis pushed the tip of his thick dildo into his ass, moaning as pleasurable sensations ran through his body.

Avis closed his eyes as he slid his hole further down the cock. His phone wasn’t silent, but the sounds coming from it were soft. So quiet that the lubricant in Avis’s hole made louder noises. Avis had one hand over his lace-covered cock as he moved his ass up and down the dildo, feeling like he could cum just from the dick in his ass.

The sensations were building. Avis had one eye on the video as he rode the dildo, wishing he had a man there to grip his sides. A man to smack his ass and whisper dirty words into his ear. When he closed his eyes, the dildo almost felt real. His session was going so well until a call came through, stopping the video and sending Avis crashing down to reality.

Brandy was calling. Avis ignored it as he had the dildo deep in his ass. He waited for his phone to stop ringing to continue watching the video. He wanted to cum with the men. They had switched from oral to anal, and the porno was really getting good. Avis had been picturing himself as the bottom with the mystery hunk’s dick deep inside him. The phone finally stopped ringing. Avis moved his hips up and down a few times, getting hard again. He moved the lace fabric to the side to wrap a hand around his dick, trying his best to enjoy the last few minutes of the video, but a message came through.

Brandy: HELP!! I left my credit card at home and need it!!

Avis cursed to himself. Once Brandy got going, she was impossible to stop. Avis didn’t know why she needed her credit card, but there was no way he’d be able to finish his session. Avis lifted his hips, sliding off the dildo. He whimpered as he glanced at its slick surface. Three more messages came through from Brandy before she called for a second time. Avis wiped his hands on the towel beneath him to answer the phone.

“Hello, are you there?”

“Yeah, I’m here,” Avis said as he glanced at the mess surrounding him. “Why do you need your credit card?”

“We want to do a tour, and I told Matthew I’d pay, but I need my credit card. Would you mind running to my house to take a picture of it? I’ll fill your tank and take you out for a drink when I get home,” she said.

“Yeah, don’t worry. I’ll do it,” Avis said. His dick had already gone soft, and there was some studying he wanted to do. He was a biology major with a nearly perfect GPA and planned on keeping it that way. “I’ll call you when I get to your place.”

Brandy screamed with joy. “You’re the best friend in the entire world. What would I do without you?”

“Ask your dad?”

“He’s at work, and I want to buy the tickets now. The tour is for later tonight.”

Avis picked himself up from the floor as he ended the call with Brandy. He changed out of the pretty pink lace jockstrap and into a pair of briefs. He put on a t-shirt and jeans as fast as he could, checking himself in the bathroom mirror to make sure he didn’t look like he’d just been fucking himself with a dildo. Avis rinsed his dildo off and dried it before tucking it back into the box and placing the box in his closet.

Brandy would run to Avis’s house for him if he were in the same situation, so he tried to keep the annoyed feelings coursing through him to a minimum. He knew they were spurred by having blue balls. All he had to do was send Brandy a picture of the credit card, study for a few hours, and then he could pick up where he’d left with the toys in his closet.

Avis pulled up to Brandy’s house, and there were no cars in the driveway. Brandy lived with her father, Donnie, who she had said was at work. Avis never told Brandy, but he had a crush on her father. Donnie was an older man. He had a salt-and-pepper beard and some of the biggest arms Avis ever saw. Avis had imagined Donnie holding him down more than once since they’d met freshman year of university. Avis had been eighteen then but was twenty-one now.

The phone rang in Avis’s ear as he called Brandy. “Are you there?” she asked.

“Yeah, how am I supposed to get inside? Is there a key somewhere?”

“No, use the garage,” Brandy said and told Avis the number he needed to get inside. Avis walked through the place where he’d been a million times with the phone to his ear, not saying anything as he walked along the hall. He and Brandy spent a lot of time at her house since her father was chill and the house had plenty of space.

“I’m in your room. Where is it?”

“It should be in my desk drawer. I had it out when I was shopping for bras and forgot to put it in my wallet.”

Avis pulled open Brandy’s desk drawer, and the credit card was right where she’d said. Avis took a picture of the front and back, sending them to her as they talked about how her trip was going. She and Matthew had been having amazing sex, according to her, but she wasn’t sure their hearts were in the relationship. Her gut was telling her it might be time to move on after their rendezvous at the beach.

“Trust your instincts. They’re all we have,” Avis said as he sat on the edge of Brandy’s bed.

“Yeah, it’s just hard to let go sometimes. There are beers in the fridge. Take a couple to have at your house if you want,” said Brandy.

Avis thanked her, and their conversation ended. Avis hung up the phone, looking around Brandy’s room. It was simple and clean. He thought about looking around to see if she had a goody box of her own, but decided against it. Avis went to the bathroom and checked the fridge on his way out, but he didn’t take any beers because there were only a few left.

The noise of the garage door opening made Avis jump. He looked toward the door that led to the garage, knowing he couldn’t try to leave without explaining to Donnie why he was there. Avis stood by the sink with a window looking out to the backyard as he waited for Donnie to come inside.

“Hey, Avis,” Donnie said when he entered the kitchen. “What are you doing here?”

Avis explained how Brandy had called to ask for a photo of her credit card. Donnie shook his head as he listened to the story. “She could have called me. No need to make her friend run across town.”

“It’s fine,” Avis said and placed his hand on the back of his head.

Donnie went through the stack of mail he’d brought inside with him. “You aren’t going anywhere for spring break?”

“I was going to visit my parents, but they went out of town. They’re talking about coming up for dinner when they get back from vacation.” Avis had moved several hours from his hometown to attend university, but his parents tried to come up every six weeks for a meal. It wasn’t the end of the world that Avis wouldn’t see them over spring break.

“That’ll be nice when you get to see them.” Donnie ripped open a letter as he finished his sentence.

Avis felt awkward for standing around with Brandy’s dad when she wasn’t around. She’d thanked Avis for sending the photo of her card. Avis should have left by now. He imagined Brandy was already back at the pool or stripping naked for Matthew. “Sorry for intruding.”

“Nonsense. You’re Brandy’s best friend. I thought it was weird when I saw a car in the driveway, but then I noticed it was yours. I figured Brandy had forgotten something.”

“Maybe you should have been a detective instead of a contractor,” Avis said. His eyes couldn’t help but dip to the bulge in Donnie’s pants. He had his shirt tucked in, a belt around his waist, and a thickness across his body that was making Avis desperate to touch his best friend’s father.

Donnie chuckled as he read over the mail he’d received. “Maybe,” he said and lifted his eyes to look directly at Avis.

The eye contact was like a dart in Avis’s heart. He felt his dick twitch as his gaze traced the outline of Donnie’s hard body. Avis felt terrible, but he couldn’t hide where he was looking. Donnie was watching him stare at his body and said nothing as Avis’s eyes raked over him.

“Avis,” Donnie said, placing the mail on the counter. “I’m finished working for the day. Did you want to do something? We have a pool table in the basement, and nobody ever plays.”

As much as Avis wanted to say yes to Donnie, it wasn’t right. Brandy was his best friend. She would freak if she found out Avis was hanging out with her father while she wasn’t there. “I should get going, Mr. Lind.”

Donnie smirked as he watched Avis gaze at the door. “Please, call me Donnie.”

Brandy and Avis never spent much time with Donnie when they were at her house. They spoke to him in passing, but they almost never did activities with him. He was always there but easily disappeared into the background, like a spider in a dark corner. “I wish I could stay, Donnie, but I have a lot of studying to do.”

“Isn’t it spring break? You have enough time to play a game of pool. What do you say? I’d like to get to know Brandy’s best friend without her controlling the conversation,” Donnie said, holding Avis’s gaze.

Avis swallowed as he thought of a way to deny Donnie’s offer, but none came to mind. He didn’t want to leave, and Donnie was making it easy to stay. “Okay, but only one game.”

“You want a beer?”

“Sure.” Avis stood by the island as Donnie grabbed a beer from the fridge. He opened one, passing it to Avis. He took another one for himself. “You think Brandy will hate us if she finds out we were hanging out?”

Donnie placed his hand on Avis’s shoulder, sending waves of desire through his body. He looked up through his eyelids, staring into Donnie’s piercing blue eyes. They were more intense than looking directly at the sun. Avis dropped his gaze to the ground. “I can keep a secret if you can,” Donnie said in a whisper.

Avis bit his lip without looking at Donnie and nodded. He knew he would regret it if he left. How long had he dreamed of spending time alone with Donnie? He hated himself for picturing Donnie taking him on the pool table. His ass hanging over the side with his legs running up Donnie’s firm body as he thrust his dick in and out of Avis’s hole. Would Donnie want to squirt his load all over Avis’s opening? There was nothing hotter. Avis loved seeing cum-covered holes in videos. He loved when a top pushed the cum back into his bottom’s ass using his dick.

Dirty thoughts were swirling through Avis’s mind as he followed Donnie to the basement. A flash of disappointment crossed Avis when Donnie racked the balls instead of throwing him on the pool table, but there was still time for his fantasies to become reality.

“You play?”

“Not often,” Avis said.

“Okay, I’ll try not to make the game too intense.” Donnie’s eyes flickered to below Avis’s waistline. He was bisexual and had thought Avis was sexy since the first time he saw him, but Donnie never acted on those feelings. First, he didn’t want his daughter to know about his relations with other men. Second, he didn’t want to ruin the friendship Avis and Brandy had. No matter how much Avis’s thin body turned on Donnie, he never once acted on it.

Not until he showed up and Avis was there at his house all alone. Donnie shot the cue ball, breaking the racked balls. Each time he looked at Avis, filthy thoughts ran through his mind. He could tell Avis wanted him, but Donnie played it safe. They finished their game of pool without crossing lines. Donnie walked Avis to the door and thanked him for helping him get his money’s worth out of the pool table.

Donnie closed the door behind Avis, immediately thinking about a bottle of magical pills he had in his bathroom. Donnie made a list of chores to finish before he allowed himself a treat.

Avis finished what he’d started the second he closed his bedroom door. He couldn’t focus on studying when he could still smell Donnie each time he closed his eyes. Avis didn’t even turn on a video. The mental images of Donnie taking him on the pool table were all he needed.


CHAPTER TWO

Donnie crossed the last chore off his list, feeling victorious. It wasn’t often he had the house to himself. He’d left work earlier than usual to finish up some stuff around the house and appreciate having the place to himself. It had been a surprise to find Avis there when he got home, but Donnie enjoyed getting to know Brandy’s friend better. Avis was kind. He was also easy on the eyes.

Donnie thought about Avis’s thin frame as he walked to his bathroom for a bottle of magical pills. His friend Christian had given him the pills a year ago. Donnie was skeptical the first time he took them, but they had become his favorite treat when Brandy wasn’t there to disturb him.

The transformation was always the hardest part, but it was worth it on the other side. Donnie loved becoming a woman for the night. There was nothing better than spending an evening in a different body. His mind never changed, but his body would transform to that of a younger woman. He had a box of toys to pleasure his womanly form.

Donnie opened the pill bottle his friend Christian had given him. They weren’t free, but Donnie got a fair price. There were more pills than he had time to use. He couldn’t exactly take them before work. Donnie placed one gel capsule in his hand. It was orange, even though he thought they should be pink. Christian told Donnie they turned women into men, so the color didn’t much matter. The drugs were revolutionary and secret. Christian said few people knew about them.

Donnie took a deep breath before popping the pill into his mouth. He ran water from the faucet into his hand to drink. The pill slid down his throat. There was no turning back now that it was in him.

He went to his bed to wait for the pill to take effect. It took about thirty minutes. He’d made the mistake of doing yardwork the first time, falling to the ground when the transformation began. Donnie was lucky no neighbors had seen him. Christian made him swear he would keep the pills confidential, even though Donnie really wanted to feed one to Avis and watch him turn into a girl.

Would Avis want Donnie to fuck him if he were a girl? Donnie would fuck him how he was now, but what man hadn’t thought about becoming a girl for the night? What man hadn’t wondered what it would be like to have a pussy? Donnie knew how it felt and wanted to give the gift of womanhood to Avis. Donnie had never told anyone about the pills, but he had a powerful urge to tell Avis.

The transformation started right on time, about thirty minutes after Donnie had ingested the orange gel capsule. Donnie’s body went from big and bulky to small and thin. It hurt, but it was worth every ounce of pain. Donnie had to lie there as his body adjusted to its new frame. The pill only lasted six or seven hours, but it was more than enough time to enjoy himself.

Donnie moved after the pain had subsided. He got to his knees and pulled a box from under his bed. He was sitting on the carpeted floor as he got a thick dildo out. Donnie could already feel his temporary pussy throbbing as his hungry eyes took in the rivers of veins along the toy’s ridged length.

Donnie stripped naked, desperate to please his pussy. He always wore it out every time he transformed into a woman. His hair had grown. His ass was rounder. The breasts on his chest were two perfect melons, and his nipples were hard like ice.

Donnie was gushing as he rubbed the thick dildo up and down his split, wishing it was Avis’s dick. Donnie wasn’t sure if Avis would want to fuck him as a girl, but Donnie wanted it. He wanted to touch Avis. Sit on his face. He wanted to slide his warm pussy down on Avis’s manhood. If Avis wasn’t interested in that, he could take a pill, and Donnie would be more than happy to fuck him.

The dildo was wet with Donnie’s juices as he lifted his hips and slid his pussy over the fat cock. Donnie moaned as the dick stretched his feminine walls. It felt so incredible, and it only got better when he placed his fingers on his throbbing button. His clit became more alive as he played with it. It grew fatter and more sensitive, threatening to make him cum as the dildo filled his tiny little pussy. He loved how the pills made him as tight as a virgin every time. Each thrust of the dildo was pushing Donnie to his limits.

Donnie lifted his hips off the dildo and grabbed his phone. He turned on the camera without hitting record. Donnie only wanted to watch himself as he rode the fat dick. He wanted to watch as his pussy lips spread over its tip. He stared at his feminine form on the cell phone’s screen, admiring his wide nipples and his pussy’s small bush of hair.

Reaching between his legs, Donnie pressed his hand against his pelvic region as he watched himself. The pressure against his womanhood was making him mad. He wished Avis were there to explore with him. He wished Avis could experience how incredible it felt to have a pussy. Donnie didn’t know why he was crushing so hard on Brandy’s best friend, but the crush was becoming insatiable.

Donnie fucked himself with various dildos and his fingers for the next few hours until he came more times than he could count. As incredible as cumming as a woman felt, he had reached his limit around three hours after the transformation. Donnie cleaned himself up, put on a robe, and watched TV until he drifted to sleep. When he woke up, he was in his old body as though nothing had happened.


CHAPTER THREE

Avis couldn’t get Donnie out of his mind. Ever since they played pool, Avis had spent much of his time thinking about what Donnie might be doing. Where he might be. If he had on his clothes or whether he didn’t. Avis wondered if he was at the gym lifting weights. Avis wished he could think about something besides Donnie, but it was all he gravitated toward when his mind wasn’t busy accomplishing a task.

It was no surprise that Avis did a little dance when he realized Donnie was thinking about him. Donnie had emailed Avis. It was wrong. So wrong, but Avis couldn’t help himself from feeling attracted to the man. He wished Donnie was someone besides his best friend’s father, but there was nothing to change how Donnie and Avis met.

The email read:

Dear Avis,

I’m sorry if this email comes off the wrong way, but I had to contact you. We had a wonderful time playing pool. Would you like to do something else while Brandy is out of town? Send me a message or call me.

Donnie

Donnie had included his phone number in the email. Avis didn’t know how Donnie had gotten his email address and didn’t much care. He’d been fantasizing about Donnie all day, and now he had a message from him. Avis knew he should stay stronger than his urges, but Donnie found Avis attractive. When else would they get the chance to fool around without Brandy blocking them?

Avis sent Donnie a text message saying he had the night free. He’d read over his biology notes enough for one day. Avis went to the shower as he waited for Donnie’s reply. To his delight, it was waiting for him when he checked his phone as he patted himself dry.

Donnie: I only have a couple hours left at work. Meet me at my place at 6:45?

It was a few hours away, but Avis didn’t mind waiting. He knew Donnie meant it if he said a time. Brandy was always complaining about how punctual Donnie was and how he’d get on her if she was late for something.

Avis: I’ll be there. Not a minute late.

Donnie: Good. I don’t like to be kept waiting.

Timothy, Avis’s roommate, wasn’t home. Avis spent the next couple hours cleaning around the apartment, glancing at the clock every few minutes. The most he went without checking the time had been four minutes by the time grabbed his keys to leave the house.

***

Donnie was on his way home. He’d get there about ten minutes before when he’d told Avis to arrive. His stomach was growling. He hoped Avis wanted to eat. They would need energy before one of them took a pill. Donnie didn’t know why he wanted Avis so much, but he had to have him. There was something in his eyes. Maybe it was a hint of adventure? Donnie couldn’t pinpoint the feeling, but instinct was guiding him. It wasn’t his brain. It wasn’t even his dick. Donnie felt compelled to take this chance with Avis while he had it.

There was mail in the mailbox. Donnie had his bills sent to him. He knew it was terrible, but he liked to look over the individual charges. He wasn’t afraid to call a company over a fee he’d never seen. It took time, but it was nothing he couldn’t manage. Donnie kept a tight hold on his wallet, which was why he had plenty of money.

Donnie was washing his grimy hands when Avis knocked on the door. Avis was a few minutes early. It’d been a busy day on the job sites, and Donnie was a contractor who wasn’t afraid to jump in and help. He had been a mechanic and then a tradesman before opening his own business, which was quickly making him a rich man. “Come in,” Donnie hollered as he worked soap in the difficult-to-reach spots.

The door opened. Donnie heard Avis take off his shoes off, which made Donnie smile to himself. “Are you in the kitchen?” Avis asked as he walked around the corner.

Donnie gestured to his soapy hands.

“Oh, I didn’t realize you just got home from work. I’m sorry if—”

“Don’t worry, Avis. You got here at the perfect time. Got a little dirtier than expected today.”

Avis glanced at the mail on the counter covered in a thin layer of whatever Donnie was cleaning from his hands. He didn’t know what to say, but Avis felt he had arrived at an inappropriate time. He cursed himself for not coming a little later.

“I would have cleaned up before leaving work, but I didn’t want to miss you. Lost track of time while we were going over our plans for next week.”

“What project are you doing?” Avis sat on a barstool at the kitchen island. Donnie was at the sink with the window facing the backyard.

Donnie told Avis a little about the renovation and the clients. They were an older retired couple looking to turn a spare bedroom into a private gym with an attached spa bathroom. They didn’t care how their changes would affect resale, as they were hoping to live in the home for the rest of their lives.

“Do you ever miss being a mechanic?”

Laughter filled the room. “Did Brandy tell you that?”

Avis nodded. She told him about her father’s past. His evolution to becoming a general contractor. Donnie had an additional detached garage on the side of the house, where he kept a couple of show cars. He would move them out of the way to work on cars for money, but he only did that for people he really liked. “Brandy told me you used to work on cars.”

“That’s right, but I prefer making my money with homes rather than cars.”

“What made you switch?” asked Avis.

Donnie shrugged. “I love cars, but found more satisfaction repairing homes over engines. I never would have switched if it weren’t for taking a random class where we got to renovate a model room. It was a lot of fun.”

“I wish I felt that strongly about biology,” Avis said. He still wasn’t sure if science was the right field for him. He loved plants, animals, and the natural world, but he didn’t want to spend his life working in labs. Part of Avis thought he’d prefer owning acres of land to farm.

“Aren’t you twenty-one?”

“Yeah,” Avis said.

“You still have plenty of time to figure things out. Try something. Don’t be afraid to quit a job you hate. Too many people stay in situations they hate for too long. I did. When I was a mechanic, I felt guilty every time I thought about leaving the trade, but leaving it was the best thing I ever did. I got my hobby back, found a career I love, and it led me to where I am today.”

Avis nodded as he considered Donnie’s advice. No matter how old he was, Donnie was handsome. He had a nicer body than men Avis’s age, but Avis wanted to know the number. People said numbers didn’t matter, but Avis was curious. “Don’t hate me, but how old are you?”

“Forty-seven,” Donnie said with a smirk. “How old did you think?”

“I guess around that age. Not that you look it.”

“You’re too kind. I know this salt-and-pepper beard helps give away my age, but I don’t bother doing anything about it.”

“I think your beard looks great,” Avis said as he cast his eyes to the floor. He was too afraid to see how Donnie might react to his words.

What Avis missed was a beaming smile. A flash of white teeth. Donnie felt his stomach flip as his feelings grew. He needed Avis. As cute as Donnie thought Avis was as a boy, he wanted to feed Avis a pill and see what he looked like as a girl.

“If you give me another compliment, my head might pop.”

Avis met Donnie’s eyes again, seeing his beaming smile. Avis could have given Donnie a thousand more compliments, but he stayed silent.

“Should we hit the town? Or did you want to stay in?”

“You’re still wearing your work clothes,” Avis said with a chuckle. “Did you want to change?”

Donnie slapped his forehead. He’d been so busy thinking about Avis’s naked body and what it’d be like to turn him into a girl, he completely forgot how dirty he was from work. “You’re right. Do you mind waiting here while I take a shower?”

“Not at all,” Avis said.

“You know how to work the TV?”

“I think I can figure it out,” said Avis.

“Okay,” Donnie said, glancing around the kitchen. “I’ll be quick.”

“Take your time. I’m not in a rush.”

“Decide what you want to do.”

Avis nodded as Donnie left the room. Avis went over to the sofa, turning on the TV for background noise. He heard the shower turn on as he flipped the channels to a soccer game. The boys looked cute on the high-definition television, chasing each other on the field in tight shorts.

The shower ran in the background. Avis couldn’t help but wonder what Donnie’s naked body looked like. He resisted the urge to walk to Donnie’s bedroom and knock on his bathroom door, but the urge was strong.

Avis busied himself by scanning over the books in the living room. There were some young-adult fiction novels Avis assumed belonged to Brandy, but most of the books were about cars, business, and home repairs. Notes were sticking out of many books. Avis’s mind went from images of Donnie naked in the shower to reading by lamplight. Did he stay up late reading about how to improve his business? Avis picked up a book but couldn’t bring himself to open it. It felt too much like a diary. An invasion of privacy.

The shower turned off a moment later. Avis rushed back to the couch, pretending he’d been watching soccer the entire time. Donnie came out from his bedroom a few minutes later wearing basketball shorts that left little to the imagination. He smelled like soap and men’s deodorant. A t-shirt covered his midsection, much to Avis’s disappointment.

“Did you want to order dinner? Or should we go out?”

“Whatever you want to do,” Avis said. His eyes couldn’t help but fall to the outline in Donnie’s shorts.

Donnie noticed where Avis was looking and said nothing. He’d worn basketball shorts for a reason. He knew how his dick looked in them. “Why don’t we go out for dinner?”

The offer gave Avis pause. Didn’t Donnie know what he was saying? Didn’t he know where a date could lead? “I don’t know if we should.”

“Why not?”

“You know why,” Avis said to Donnie while looking into his piercing blue eyes.

“We can’t spend our lives worried about what others might think,” said Donnie. “I know you and Brandy have a special relationship, but we can have something, too. She doesn’t have to know. We both just want to have a little fun.”

“But… what is this? What would we have? Are you even gay, Donnie?”

Donnie sat on the sofa next to Avis. “I’m bisexual, Avis. Brandy doesn’t know. Very few people know that about me, but we both know you came here for a reason. Or did I misread the situation?”

“No, you didn’t. I just don’t want to hurt Brandy.”

“Let’s keep this our secret then,” Donnie said and placed his hand over Avis’s.

Avis nodded as Donnie’s thumb ran over his skin. “What if she finds out?”

“She’s an adult. She can handle it.”

They both knew there was risk to what they wanted, but what rewards were without some risk?

“Okay,” Avis said. He wanted Donnie more than he feared hurting Brandy. He only hoped it would be as satisfying as he imagined.

“I’ll put on some real clothes, and then I know the perfect place for us to have dinner. My treat.”

“I’ll be here,” Avis said as Donnie went back to his bedroom to put on something more appropriate for dinner at a restaurant. Avis turned the channel from soccer to adult cartoons until Donnie came out smelling like cologne with keys in his hand.

***

Avis and Donnie went to a sit-down chain restaurant several miles from where Donnie lived. He’d driven them in his truck. There were work supplies all over the truck, which Donnie had to clear out of the way for Avis. Knowing Donnie was a working man had Avis feeling more attracted to him. Avis wanted to clear everything from the back of the truck and have sex with Donnie under the stars.

They arrived at the chain restaurant, waiting for a table by the door. It didn’t take long before they were sitting and ordering cocktails. They talked as the bartender prepared their Long Island Iced Teas.

“Do you have a busy day at work tomorrow?”

“It could be worse,” Donnie said. “Are you going to study?”

“Probably,” Avis said and rubbed the napkin on his lap. He didn’t know what he was doing with Brandy’s father. It felt wrong, but it also felt so right. Avis glanced at Donnie’s salt-and-pepper beard, wondering what it’d feel like if they kissed. Would it scrape his chin? Would it tickle?

The server returned with their cocktails. They lifted them into the air, clinking their glasses together as they stared at each other. Tension ran through the air. Each breath they took felt like a current of electricity. A shock to the system.

Donnie exclaimed as he sipped his drink. “Damn, that’s strong.”

“Guess we better be careful,” said Avis.

“You’re right,” Donnie said as he took another sip. They should be careful, but Donnie had no plans to stay that way. He wanted to take a magical pill or feed one to Avis, not that Donnie said anything about the pills over dinner. Thoughts of transforming Avis into a woman were swimming through Donnie’s mind, but they didn’t come to the surface.

They ordered dinner when their server returned. Donnie got a hamburger, and Avis requested boneless wings with a side salad. They didn’t order second drinks, as the first ones had made them buzzed. Their conversation flowed as they ate. As physically attracted as they were to each other, they also felt something intellectual. An emotional attraction, even though they were different.

Avis could never imagine himself repairing homes from sunrise to sunset, but he wanted to tend to land. He wanted to work with his hands while feeling the breeze of the outdoors.

“Where would your farm be?”

“I think I’d stay around here. I like northern Ohio. The farmland is great.”

“That’s true,” said Donnie. “Why would you want to work on a farm when you could make more in a lab?”

“Why did you trade cars for houses?”

“I started making more money,” Donnie said with a laugh.

Avis wanted a future he could feel proud of, and providing food for others seemed more rewarding than working on experiments. Maybe it was misguided, but he couldn’t shake the feeling farming was right for him. As though he’d been put on the Earth to grow food. He never had more than a small patio garden, but even that brought endless joy. “It’s not about money for me. I’d rather make a little less and be happy than stress myself trying to climb the hierarchy ladder in some lab.”

“Smart man,” Donnie said. He lifted his glass and finished his cocktail. Avis watched how his arms flexed. “If you ever want a job working with me, all you have to do is ask. I can get you set up working as a site assistant.”

Avis warmed inside knowing Donnie wanted to take care of him. Knowing Donnie would put his name on the line to give Avis a chance. “My parents told me grades are more important than earning money while I’m in college.”

“That’s what I told Brandy. I didn’t want her stressing about bills while she was in school, which is why she’s still living at home.”

“My parents were pretty happy to get rid of me. They don’t mind paying the bills so I can focus on my studies.”

“They’re excellent parents,” Donnie said. “Did you want dessert?”

How could Avis tell Donnie that he wanted his dick for dessert without coming off like a slut? All Avis could think about was how it’d feel to have Donnie’s member in his mouth. How it’d feel to sit on his dick. Avis wasn’t a virgin, but he hadn’t had sex in months. All he had were the toys in the back of his closet. The last guy Avis had sex with was terrible too, but he had a feeling Donnie would be much better.

“No, I’m fine without dessert.”

“There’s more booze at my house. Wanna head back there? You can sleep in the guest bedroom. I’d love to play another game of pool,” Donnie said as he stared at Avis.

Avis didn’t understand the look in Donnie’s eyes, but he really hoped pool was only a guise for sex on the pool table.


CHAPTER FOUR

Avis watched as Donnie poured two martinis he’d just shaken. Avis didn’t drink often, so he knew the martini would do him in. The Long Island still had him feeling tipsy, and over an hour had passed since he drank it. Avis took his dry martini from Donnie. He’d placed skewers with two olives in each glass, making the drink a little dirty.

“Cheers,” Donnie said and clinked his glass with Avis’s.

Avis stared into Donnie’s blue eyes as he sipped the potent cocktail.

“What do you think?”

“It’s perfect,” said Avis.

“Did you want to watch a movie?”

“I thought you wanted to play pool,” Avis said with a purr in his voice. The words sounded much more sexual than Avis had intended, but Donnie didn’t seem to mind.

“We could play pool, or we could watch a movie.” Donnie didn’t add how he had magical pills that could transform them into women. He wanted to say something about them but couldn’t bring himself to utter the words.

“I’d rather play pool. Put on some music. I might fall asleep if we put on a movie.”

“Fair enough. You know where to go. Lead the way.”

Avis held his martini with flare as he walked to the basement. Donnie hadn’t cleaned since the last time they played, so they had to fish for all the balls and rack them again. Avis wasn’t even halfway through his martini, and he was feeling it. The booze made him want Donnie even more. His inhibitions flying out the window like paper on the highway.

Donnie took the first shot. Avis took the second, after he’d asked Donnie to remind him how to shoot. Donnie went to Avis, wrapping his arms around Avis’s back as he put him in a proper position. Avis bit his lip as Donnie’s member pressed against his ass.

They both wanted each other, but they were too afraid to act. At least the booze was loosening those locks.

Around the end of the first game, they needed refills on their drinks. Donnie was clearly winning, no matter how much he helped Avis with his shot. They abandoned the game and went upstairs. Donnie mixed them a sweeter gin cocktail for their second drink, switching out the glasses. It was just as strong. They clinked their glasses together, gazing at each other as they took their first drinks.

“Do you mind if we watch TV?” Avis asked. He didn’t want to get crushed in another game of pool.

“Sure,” Donnie said. He approached Avis, who was sitting on a bar stool, and placed his hands on Avis’s shoulder. Donnie’s lips were feeling looser, and he really wanted to ask Avis about turning into a girl for the night.

Instead of saying the words, Donnie leaned forward. Their eyes closed. Their lips touched. Avis’s dick sprang to attention as Donnie’s lips warmed his. His beard was soft, tickling more than it scratched. Avis moaned into Donnie’s mouth as Donnie used his tongue.

They broke their kiss, nothing but lust in their eyes. “I want you, Avis.”

“Me too, Donnie.” Avis couldn’t describe how much he wanted Donnie. He wanted to rip off his clothes and give Donnie his body. He wanted to be Donnie’s little slut for the night, but nothing would have prepared Avis for the experience Donnie was about to give him.

The words were at the tip of Donnie’s tongue, and he couldn’t hold them. He and Avis were sitting on the sofa with the television illuminated in the background, but they hadn’t made it past the home page of a popular streaming service. Advertisements played as Donnie and Avis gazed at each other.

“Avis, there’s something I want to tell you, but you can’t tell Brandy.”

“I have no plans on telling Brandy about anything that happens while she was out of town.”

“Not unless what we have gets serious,” Donnie said. His hand was on Avis’s thigh.

Avis took a sip of his drink to calm his nerves. “You think we could have something serious?”

“Anything is possible,” he said.

“What did you want to tell me, Donnie?”

Donnie choked on the words anew. “Maybe it’ll be better if I show you. Wait here.”

Avis’s heart raced as Donnie stood from the sofa and disappeared down the hall. He couldn’t believe he and Donnie had kissed. He could still feel Donnie’s lips against his. The heat of his body when they were only inches apart had driven Avis mad. He felt bad for crossing the line with his best friend’s dad, but he and Donnie had a connection. There was something between them. Avis could only hope Brandy would understand if she found out.

Donnie returned with a pill bottle in his hand, which sent chills down Avis’s spine. He wasn’t sure he wanted anything recreational beyond the drinks they’d already had. He was fine with Donnie fucking him without the drugs, or that was what he thought.

“What’s that?” Avis asked.

“You have to open your mind to the possibilities. I’m not even supposed to tell anyone about these.”

“Why? What’s wrong with them?”

“Nothing,” Donnie said.

Avis didn’t know what to believe because Donnie had a crooked grin on his face. “We don’t need drugs to have a good time,” Avis said. He crossed his arms over his chest. He wasn’t angry with Donnie for offering, but he just wanted it to be them. Avis wanted to feel like himself when they made love. He didn’t want to be on a different planet with his head in the clouds.

“No, we don’t. You’re right,” Donnie said. He patted Avis’s thigh and offered a soft smile. “But these aren’t normal drugs. They don’t make you high.”

Avis lifted his eyebrow. “What do they do?”

“I said you have to open your mind to the possibilities.”

“Stop playing games and tell me what they do.”

“Before I tell you, I want you to know that I find you attractive how you are,” Donnie said. He was telling the truth. He was bisexual, and thought Avis looked handsome as a man, but he wanted to share his pills. Donnie wanted to show Avis what it was like to get fucked as a girl. Donnie was almost certain Avis would love it if he opened his mind to the possibilities.

“Okay,” Avis said. It was clear he was growing annoyed with how Donnie avoided mentioning what the pills did.

“These little orange gel capsules turn people into the opposite gender. I have a friend who works on next-generation drugs, and these are his best invention.”

Avis looked at the tiny orange gel capsules with doubt. How was it possible that something so small could have such power? “What? That’s crazy,” Avis said. “That’s not possible.”

Donnie pressed his hand on the inside of Avis’s thigh, making Avis hot for Donnie’s touch. He needed him. Avis was desperate to have Donnie sliding around in his ass, but was it possible Avis could have a pussy for Donnie to fuck? Avis had always wondered what it’d be like to fuck as a woman. Some of his girlfriends had told him, but their words were nothing compared to feeling the real thing.

“I assure you, it’s very possible. I’ve done it before.”

“You have?”

Donnie bit his lip and nodded. “Would you like to try?”

Avis wanted to say yes. Acting adventurous sounded like a fun idea, but what were the repercussions? “I don’t know. Can something bad happen?”

“I suppose anything is possible, but I’ve taken these pills many times, and nothing bad has happened. It has always been one of the best experiences of my life. There’s nothing like becoming a woman for the night. It’s magical.”

“Those pills must be magical if they make me a woman,” Avis said.

Donnie chuckled. He placed his pointer finger and thumb on Avis’s earlobe, stroking it. “If you take the pill, I’ll make sure you have a fantastic time.”

“I bet you will,” Avis said. He touched Donnie’s leg for the first time, and an intense heat broke out across his body. He saw Donnie’s dick jump beneath his pants; reassuring Avis Donnie would fuck him in boy form. He was only offering the chance to try something new. “Okay, I’ll take it, but you have to rush me to the hospital if things go south.”

“I promise I’ll take care of you, Avis.”

The heart behind Donnie’s eyes told Avis he was safe in Donnie’s hands. It was crazy to take an unknown, unregulated drug, but wasn’t it just as bad to be with his best friend’s father when she was out of town?

Avis opened his hand, and Donnie dropped the pill on his palm. Avis threw it back with the last sip of his cocktail. “How long until it takes effect?”

“About half an hour,” Donnie said. He stood and put out his hand to take Avis’s empty glass. Who needed alcohol when a cute guy was about to transform into a woman? Donnie couldn’t wait to see which of Avis’s features changed and which stayed the same. They stopped by the kitchen for glasses of water on the way to the bedroom.

***

Avis lay on Donnie’s bed. They had their hands clasped together as they stared at the ceiling. Fifteen minutes had passed since Avis took the pill, and the first tingles of the transformation were emerging. Had Avis lost his mind? Would he ever be able to change back? Donnie had assured him the effects of the pills only lasted hours, but Avis was nervous as he felt the sensations of his transformation.

“Does it hurt?” he asked Donnie.

“A little, but I promise it’s worth the pain.”

Avis swallowed and nodded, shifting his gaze from Donnie back to the ceiling. The tingles grew into sharp pains as his body began quickly shedding the manhood of his past to replace it with a vagina. His chest felt like it might explode as two breasts grew. His hair was the least painful part, but even that hurt. It was such a quick transformation that Avis wasn’t sure it had ended when the pain went from sharp to dull.

Donnie propped himself up on an elbow as he stared at Avis’s gorgeous, transformed body. His short brown hair had grown long. His face had softer lines. Donnie couldn’t get over how beautiful he looked. He had never shared a pill with someone, but Donnie didn’t regret giving one to Avis as he took in his beautiful feminine form.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Avis asked, surprised by how different his voice sounded. It was softer, more feminine. Avis knew he had changed but had yet to see himself. The goofy grin on Donnie’s face told him he looked good, but Avis wanted to see for himself.

“You’re beautiful,” Donnie said. “Did you want to check yourself out in the mirror?” Donnie pointed to the bathroom door attached to the bedroom.

Avis nodded. He scooted to the edge of the bed, and his clothes felt different. They were too big. He had to hold up his pants as he walked to the bathroom to find out what the pill had done.

Avis couldn’t believe what he saw in the mirror. He ran his fingers through his wavy brown hair. It hung past his shoulders. Beneath his hair was a pair of magnificent breasts. He wasn’t wearing a bra, and they looked incredible. Two perky raindrops beneath his shirt. Avis let his pants fall to the floor. His underwear barely stayed up, but he held them in place. He was too afraid to look.

Donnie appeared in the doorway, knocking on the frame. Avis jumped when the sound hit his ears. He let out a breath as the momentary fear settled. “What do you think?”

Avis glanced at himself in the mirror. “I look gorgeous,” Avis said. He had always wondered what it’d be like to be a girl, but he never thought he’d have the chance. “I can’t believe those pills work.”

“They’re revolutionary,” Donnie said. He watched Avis in the mirror as he stepped into the bathroom.

Avis’s breath sharpened as Donnie walked toward him. He felt an unexpected heat between his legs as he met Donnie’s blue eyes in the mirror. A flash of desire washed over his burning body. Donnie was all man. Those thick arms. His muscular frame. He had buzzed hair with zero bald spots.

Donnie wrapped his arms around Avis from behind. His hard dick pressed into Avis’s backside, which seemed much fatter than only an hour before. “Is this okay?” Donnie asked.

Avis nodded, staring at his man through the mirror. He watched as Donnie closed his eyes and moved his lips to Avis’s neck. Donnie pressed them against Avis’s neck, kissing to his collarbone. Avis closed his eyes and moaned, falling into the clouds of comfort.

Donnie moved his hands to Avis’s breasts, temporarily like balloons. Avis couldn’t believe how different his body felt as Donnie touched him. Each brush of Donnie’s fingers sent Avis to an unknown plane. A distant land he’d never seen, with its unique vegetation and wildlife. Becoming a woman was giving Avis something he’d never had, and he was loving every second.

“Fuck,” Avis said as Donnie moved his hands down to the waistline of his underwear. Donnie wasn’t even touching Avis’s pussy yet, and he already felt like exploding. “What are you doing to me?”

“Giving you everything you never knew you wanted,” Donnie whispered into Avis’s ear. He pushed Avis’s underwear over his plump behind and down to the floor. Avis moaned as the air hit his wet pussy. He reached between his legs and couldn’t believe how much fluid he was producing.

Donnie turned Avis away from the mirror and lifted him onto the vanity counter. Donnie pushed Avis’s legs apart and climbed between them. Avis was sparkling. He had a perfect little bush of hair and blushing lips. Donnie growled as he reached out to touch Avis’s mound.

“Tell me if you want me to stop, but I’ll do my best to only bring you pleasure,” Donnie said as he kissed the inside of Avis’s thighs. He had his fingers inches from Avis’s pussy but had yet to touch it.

Avis nodded. “I’ll tell you.”

“Damn, this pussy is gorgeous,” Donnie said as he stared at Avis’s pussy. “Do you want to see it before I lose all control?”

“Yeah,” Avis said. He’d never had sex with a girl. He wasn’t sure he could, but there was something incredible about experiencing womanhood. Boy Avis didn’t like pussy, but he’d be crazy to pass up seeing his own.

Donnie opened a compact mirror. Avis gasped when he saw his pussy lips for the first time. He reached between his legs and rubbed them as Donnie held the compact mirror. Donnie about fainted when Avis parted his pussy lips and slipped a finger into his cave. Avis whimpered as the finger stretched his hole. “Fuck, I’m tight.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll loosen you up,” Donnie said. He closed the compact and placed it to his side. His dick was rock hard and throbbing. He needed Avis’s pussy. Watching him slip a finger into it pushed him over the edge of sanity and into the pits of starvation.

He was ravenous, and Avis was everything Donnie needed.

Avis threw his head back when Donnie placed his mouth against Avis’s opening. Donnie loved how Avis smelled against his lips. Their lips making a slippery mess as they connected. Donnie ran his tongue over Avis’s pussy, licking up his juices. Avis had his legs resting on Donnie’s shoulders and was moaning out of control.

Donnie broke contact with Avis’s sweet pussy to observe his activated clit. “This is where all the fun happens,” Donnie said as he placed his wet fingers on Avis’s button and rubbed it. He used his other hand to slip two fingers into Avis’s opening.

Avis had felt nothing as incredible in his life. It was even better than jacking off while getting fucked. It was like swimming in a pool of pleasure. Drowning in it. Avis screamed as he tried to maintain control of his body, but Donnie was working him like a tradesman on their excavator.

Donnie hooked his fingers, nearly making Avis cum. Avis lurched forward, but Donnie held him in place as he hit his g-spot. Each thrust of his fingers made Avis lift higher into the air. He didn’t know how long he’d last with Donnie’s expert touch.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Donnie said as he pulled his fingers from Avis’s dripping hole. Donnie lifted Avis into his arms and carried him to the bed. Avis let out a small breath as Donnie placed him gently on the cotton sheets. Donnie had switched from the silk ones after his night as a woman.

Avis’s pussy was already wet like a waterfall, begging Donnie to slide into it. Avis didn’t know how long he could last when even the brush of Donnie’s hand made him want to burst.

Donnie went between Avis’s thighs again, licking up Avis’s sweet juices. Avis’s body shook with each brush of his tongue. Donnie wanted to bury his member in Avis’s pillowy warmth before he came.

He moved his mouth and slipped three fingers into Avis’s accepting pussy as he stared at Avis. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

Avis bit his lip and nodded. “Go slow.”

“Don’t worry.” Donnie stood and went to the drawer where he kept condoms, not that he had used any in forever. Nobody had attracted him like Avis. The way Avis looked at him, both in girl and boy form. It drove Donnie wild.

Donnie unwrapped a condom, rolling it over his dick. He was standing across the room from Avis. Avis had his legs parted with his fingers against his pussy. He was moaning as Donnie opened his bottle of lube to squirt onto his dick. Not that Avis needed extra lubricant with how his pussy was gushing, but Donnie wanted to make the experience pleasant for Avis.

Avis stared at Donnie as he climbed on the bed. Donnie lifted Avis’s legs and put a pillow under his ass. He had Avis’s legs jutting up along his hard midsection. Avis moaned as he reached out to touch Donnie’s hard chest. Donnie held the base of his hard cock and placed it at Avis’s opening.

“Tell me if it hurts, and I’ll stop.”

“Okay,” Avis said. He wanted to give Donnie as much as he could handle, so he’d try not to complain. He’d try to take everything Donnie could give him.

Donnie thrust the tip of his dick into Avis’s tight hole. Avis’s head bent backward as his pussy lips spread to welcome Donnie’s hard cock. It was painful but felt incredible. It differed from the times he’d been fucked in the ass as a man. The way his pussy gushed. The way his clit was like a grenade. Each time Donnie touched his button, there was a combustion in his body.

“Fuck, this pussy feels good. It’s so soft and wet,” Donnie said into Avis’s ear with his body pressed against Avis’s. Donnie had his arms wrapped around Avis’s shoulders. Sweat dripping from his forehead as he thrust in and out of Avis’s loosened, accepting hole. The pain had subsided, and there was nothing left but bliss.

Avis snaked his hands up and down Donnie’s muscular back as Donnie used his hole for both their satisfaction. Donnie filled Avis to the brim, but Avis loved being full.

“Damn, this pussy is going to make me cum,” Donnie said as he pulled his dick out of Avis’s tight little hole, making him feel empty and cold. He slipped a finger into his wet hole, but it wasn’t the same. He wanted Donnie’s thick dick inside him.

Avis wouldn’t have to wait long for what he wanted. Donnie turned Avis over and lifted him to his hand and knees. Just when Avis thought Donnie was about to fuck him in the butt, Donnie slipped his dick into Avis’s pussy from behind.

Donnie lowered Avis’s hips as he sunk deeper into Avis’s warm cave, filling Avis with everything he needed. Everything he was missing. Avis screamed with glee as Donnie slid in and out of his pussy, making the pressure in his center build. He’d never cum as a woman, but he could feel the coming orgasm.

It only grew more intense when Donnie reached around to touch Avis’s clit as he was fucking him. His pussy was gushing all over Donnie’s dick, and Donnie used Avis’s nectar to play with his button. Avis howled as the pressure became too much. His vision blurred. His nipples felt like they could rocket off his chest.

“Cum for me,” Donnie whispered into Avis’s ear.

Avis didn’t have to be told twice. He dropped his head. His hands hit the mattress. Donnie was still fucking him with vigor from behind, tearing Avis’s tight pussy in two. Avis lost all control when the pressure in his center boiled over. He hollered as he came.

Donnie moaned as Avis’s pussy walls tightened around his dick. He kept playing with Avis’s clit as he fucked him, using just his tip. The most sensitive part of his cock. He milked an orgasm from his dick, ejaculating in Avis’s pussy while making Avis cum a second time. Avis hollered and grabbed his breasts. Donnie let his dick slide out of Avis when he fell forward. Donnie glanced down at the tip of his condom. He had filled it with cum.

Avis took deep breaths as his body reverberated from the orgasm. Donnie took off his condom, tied it in a knot, and tossed it to the floor. He lay next to Avis, touching his feminine body. “What did you think?”

Avis exhaled, unable to form words. He looked at Donnie, and his eyes said it all. How could Avis deny how incredible having sex as a woman had been?

Donnie climbed off the bed minutes later, yawning as he picked up the dirty condom. He tossed it and put the bottle of lube back in its place. “We should change the sheets. I love sleeping on silk.”

“Sure,” Avis said and rolled off the bed. He went to the bathroom to glance at his feminine body, amazed by how much he loved it. Sex as a woman had been life-altering. He’d never forget the experience. Avis washed up, returning to the bedroom to find Donnie lying naked on the silk sheets.

Avis crawled into bed, wearing nothing. Donnie pulled Avis close, acting as his big spoon. Avis quickly fell asleep in Donnie’s arms, not feeling an ounce of guilt for his actions.


CHAPTER FIVE

Avis woke up the following morning feeling relaxed and on top of the world. He had returned to his masculine body without the pain he’d felt the first time. The transformation must have happened while he was sleeping.

Donnie wasn’t in bed when Avis glanced to his side, but the house smelled of coffee. Avis sat on the edge of the bed. He looked around Donnie’s bedroom, in disbelief over what he’d done. During Avis’s visual sweep of the room, he spotted his clothes from the day before and a note sitting on top of them.

He stood and walked to the clothes and the note.

Meet me in the kitchen, beautiful

Avis put on the men’s clothing, feeling strange he was no longer a woman, even though Donnie had told him the pills were temporary. He went from the bedroom and found Donnie standing shirtless over the stove. Smells of cinnamon hit Avis’s nose. “Morning, Donnie. What are you cooking?”

“French toast,” he said.

His blue eyes almost disappeared against the sunlight streaming in through the window. Avis stared at the hardness of Donnie’s body. The ridges of his muscles. “Don’t you have to work?” Avis asked.

“Yeah, but I couldn’t leave without feeding you first.”

Avis’s heart warmed as he crossed the room to sit at the kitchen island. “Can I help?”

“Just having you here is more than enough. I hope you don’t regret last night because I don’t.”

“No, I don’t. It was incredible,” Avis said. Images of Donnie fucking him floated through Avis’s mind. He wasn’t a woman, but the sensations he’d felt last night hadn’t vanished. They’d been burned into his soul. “It was an experience I’ll never forget.”

“Hopefully we can do it again sometime. Would you be interested in fucking me as a girl?”

Avis didn’t know how to answer that question. He’d love to fuck Donnie how he was, muscular and manly and cooking him breakfast. Could he fuck Donnie as a woman? He wasn’t opposed to trying. “I don’t know if my dick would work, but we could try it.”

Donnie grinned as he flipped the last two pieces of toast. He had plenty of toys if Avis couldn’t get it up for intercourse, but what man didn’t want a blow job? Donnie was sure he could make Avis hard with a blindfold and his warm mouth. “All we have to do is try,” Donnie said as he made Avis’s plate before passing it to him.

“Do you have any coffee?”

“Yeah, I’ll grab you a mug.” Donnie made them both mugs of coffee. He took a seat at the island, sliding Avis’s coffee down the counter. He moved his hand to the back of Avis’s head and pushed his fingers into Avis’s hair. “You’re incredible.”

Avis wanted to say dangerous words. He didn’t know if he loved Donnie, but he’d loved what they did together. How could their relationship ever work when Avis was Donnie’s daughter’s best friend? It wasn’t possible, no matter how much they wanted more. “So are you, Donnie. I’ll never regret last night.”

“Good,” Donnie said. He leaned forward to kiss Avis’s forehead before they ate. Donnie was late for work, but every moment he had with Avis was worth it.

***

Avis was reading over his biology notes, but the words blurred into a vision of Donnie’s naked body every few sentences. He had never seen anything as beautiful. Avis knew Brandy would kill him if she found out, but neither Donnie nor Avis planned to tell her about their affair.

Guilt took over desire when Avis got a message from Brandy halfway through the day.

Brandy: Hope you’re having a great spring break! I wish mine were better. Matthew and I aren’t fighting, but there’s no spark. Whatever we had is long gone, and we both know it. I really just want to come home!!

Avis read the message with a heaviness in his heart. In his imagination, Brandy had been having the time of her life. Thinking that Brandy was having fun of her own while Avis was fooling around with her father kept the guilt at bay. Fuck. He’d been wrong. Shame overtook Avis like rivers of heavy rain.

Brandy: Are you still picking me up from the airport?

Avis: Yeah, I’ll be there. I wish you were having a better time!

Brandy was returning from her trip in two days. Her return flight was direct. Avis knew the time between him staring at his phone and Brandy arriving at the airport would pass quickly. Avis knew it was wrong, but he wanted Donnie again. He wanted to take those pills. He’d even try fucking pussy for the first time in his life, as long as it was Donnie’s.

Avis pulled out his phone to send a message to Donnie. He was flowing between guilt and desire. Avis knew he and Donnie would do something if they hung out, but Avis had to talk to him. They had to set boundaries. They had to figure out how they’d deal with spending time together when Brandy was around. Avis wasn’t sure he could ever look at Donnie the same after he’d gotten fucked by him.

Avis: What are you doing tonight? We have to talk.

Donnie: Come over at 7. I’ll be home.


CHAPTER SIX

Donnie opened the door before Avis could knock. There was an intensity behind Donnie’s eyes that unsettled Avis and made him crazier about Donnie. He didn’t know how he’d be able to pretend there was nothing between them when Brandy returned from their vacation. Avis’s dick hardened when Donnie touched his shoulder. If he still had his pussy, it’d be wet.

“It’s great to see you, Avis. Come inside,” Donnie said and opened the door wider.

Avis stepped into the foyer. He took off his shoes. Donnie was standing inches from him, smelling like soap. His hair was wet. “Did you shower?” Avis asked.

“Yeah, I got home about an hour ago.”

“Busy day?”

Donnie shrugged. “No more than usual. What did you want to talk about?”

Avis had thought over what he would say all day, but he found it impossible to form the words now that Donnie was standing in front of him. “Do you mind if we sit down?”

“Not at all,” Donnie said, leading Avis further into the house. “Water? Whiskey? Beer?”

“Beer and water?”

“Sounds perfect. I’ll have the same,” Donnie said.

Avis glanced out the window as Donnie disappeared. He took a seat on the sofa before Donnie returned carrying the beverages. “Did you want a glass for your beer?”

“The can is fine,” Avis said. He didn’t want to bother Donnie with a frivolous request. “As amazing as what we have is, we both know it’s wrong. We can’t keep it up. How are we supposed to hide how we feel from Brandy?”

“We could avoid each other when she is in the room. I don’t know, but we’ll figure it out. I want to keep seeing you. Can’t you host?”

Avis wasn’t sure how his roommate, Timothy, would feel about having them taking pills and fucking, but he went out of town sometimes. “Possibly,” Avis said.

“We can get a hotel if you can’t host. I don’t care about paying for that. We will make this work, Avis. Okay?”

He wanted to believe Donnie’s words, but he felt like a traitor. “Don’t you feel bad at all for what we did?”

Donnie shrugged. “Somewhat, but I can’t let that stop me from living. You shouldn’t, either. There’s something special between us, Avis.”

“I know, but is having a connection enough? It would kill me if Brandy stopped being my friend.”

“If she makes us choose, you should choose her. Sometimes it’s better to ask for forgiveness rather than permission. We’ve already done it once, and tonight is our only chance to do it again for the foreseeable future. I have a business dinner tomorrow night, and then Brandy will be home the following day. Do you really want to give up tonight?”

Avis didn’t. “No,” he said. “Is it safe to take the pills two nights in a row?”

“My friend who gave me the pills said two nights is fine, but it’s best to avoid many consecutive days.”

“We know we’ll have a break after tonight since you have a business dinner, and then Brandy is coming home.” Avis couldn’t mask the sadness in his voice. He wished he could spend every night with Donnie. Avis knew if they had sex again, he’d only fall more in love.

It pained Avis that their love would be a secret one. A love kept in the shadows of their everyday lives. Despite the pain Avis knew loving Donnie would cause him, he wanted more.

Donnie placed his beer on the coffee table and his hand on Avis’s thigh. “What if we both took pills? I’ve never transformed into a woman for anyone, and I’d love to do it with you. I have plenty of toys we can use to pleasure each other. We won’t be lacking dicks,” Donnie said with a wicked grin.

“Let’s do it,” Avis said before he could change his mind. Donnie hopped off the couch, went to the bathroom, and grabbed his magical pills.

***

“Oh, shit. I’m starting to feel it,” Donnie said as a tingle crept over his body. He and Avis had stripped naked and were holding hands on the living-room floor.

“Me too,” Avis said. There would be a little pain as he transformed from man to woman, but it was worth it. He couldn’t wait to see Donnie’s feminine body.

The tingle in their bodies turned into a sharp pain as their transformations accelerated. Their flat chests grew into soft, perky bosoms. Their hair went from short to long. Donnie’s hair was a dirty blonde with streaks of gray, but it looked like he’d become fifteen years younger in his feminine form. Their asses and hips got rounder.

They turned to each other on the living-room floor. Donnie took in Avis’s gorgeous body. He’d seen it the day before, but its beauty still stole his breath. Donnie reached out to run his hand along Avis’s hourglass frame.

Avis couldn’t believe how attracted he felt to Donnie’s feminine body. As beautiful as Donnie’s dick was, Avis found his pussy just as captivating. The valley between Donnie’s legs made Avis burn with curiosity. He wanted to break out those toys Donnie had mentioned.

Donnie’s touch made Avis bite his lip and moan as his center churned like an active volcano’s. Avis rolled to his back. Donnie climbed above him. He placed his hands on Avis’s sides. Donnie’s long hair fell into his face, making him look even more feminine and beautiful. Donnie’s striking blue eyes hadn’t changed.

Avis could see the man behind the woman. He understood how the pills only transformed a person’s exterior. They offered people a glimpse into what life would be like as the opposite sex. Avis couldn’t believe how far biotechnology had come as Donnie leaned down to kiss his lips.

They were naked. Wet. Their breasts pressed together as they lost themselves in a kiss. Avis felt Donnie’s pussy as their legs tangled together, and Donnie felt Avis’s. They were dripping with desire as their tongues danced. Avis grasped Donnie’s ass. Donnie put Avis’s nipple in his mouth and sucked on it before kissing down Avis’s gorgeous, feminine body.

He was void of any hair everywhere but his pussy, and Donnie loved how the hair looked there. Avis had a perfect bush, as though he’d manicured right before they got naked. The pills stripped men of hair when they became women and gave it to women in spades when they transformed. Christian had told Donnie many stories when he sold him the pills.

Donnie spread Avis’s legs as he stared at the man’s glistening pussy. Donnie moved his mouth to Avis’s pussy lips, licking and sucking on them as though Avis’s juices were from a fountain of youth. Avis closed his eyes as pleasure ran over him. Each flick of Donnie’s tongue made the pressure within Avis build, but he wanted more than head.

Avis’s body was trembling and desperate for penetration. His mind went to the toys Donnie had mentioned. “I need some dick,” Avis cried.

Donnie lifted his head, breaking contact with Avis’s pussy. He wiped his mouth as he gazed at Avis’s feminine body. His hard nipples. The curves of his waist. “You wanna fuck here or in the bedroom?”

“Here,” Avis said. He felt naughty for fucking where he’d spent so much time with his friend. Now that he and Donnie had transformed, the guilt Avis felt was minimal. He would do like Donnie said and ask for forgiveness if necessary. It was much easier than the permission route.

Donnie returned to the living room with a sheet and a bag of goodies. He put out the sheet, as though they were at a picnic in the park. Donnie and Avis sat on the sheet, tucking their legs under their asses. Their breasts hung on their chests. Their pussies disappeared between their closed thighs.

Avis watched as Donnie dumped an array of toys in the middle of the sheet. There was so much to choose from, Avis didn’t know where to begin. He wanted all the dicks inside of him. Some were small. Others massive. They all looked delicious.

“What do you think?”

Donnie picked up a small vibrator. “Why don’t we start with this. Turn toward me and spread your legs.”

“Like this?” Avis said and did just as Donnie had said, exposing his pussy lips to Donnie.

“Just like that,” Donnie said as he crawled toward Avis on his hands and knees. His breasts lightly swayed with his movements until he was inches from Avis’s pussy. Avis was sitting up with his hands sticking out behind him. He had his legs spread, ready for whatever Donnie wanted to give him.

Donnie placed the vibrator on Avis’s clit as he slipped two fingers into Avis’s wet pussy. Avis’s head fell back as pleasure washed over his sensitive body. Everything was more intense as a woman. His pussy was like a gate, and pleasure was the house on the hill.

Avis moaned as Donnie fingered him and tickled his clit. His moans were loud. Uncontrolled. He didn’t care. Donnie didn’t have a neighbor close enough to hear him, no matter how much Avis hollered.

“Your pussy is so fucking perfect,” Donnie said as he moved his fingers out of Avis’s hole and tossed the vibrator to the side. He kissed Avis’s pussy lips, taking in his delicious smell. The scent was better than a bakery at dawn. “What will I do without it?”

“All we have to do is wait,” Avis said as he moved his body forward. He moved closer to Donnie, pushing him to his back. Donnie moaned as Avis kissed his chest. Avis took Donnie’s nipple into his mouth. The breathy sounds leaving Donnie’s lips encouraged Avis. He moved from Donnie’s breast, kissing all the way down to his pelvic region.

Donnie’s pussy was gorgeous. His body was beautiful, but Avis wasn’t sure he could lick it. He’d spent so long fearing pussy; how could he go through with it now?

“Everything okay?”

Avis leaned back, sitting on his behind. “I don’t know. I want to eat your pussy, but I don’t know.”

Donnie chuckled. “Not even every straight guy wants to eat pussy. Don’t worry,” he said. “Why don’t you play with it? I have plenty of toys.”

Avis nodded. He reached behind him and grabbed a dildo. Donnie had his legs spread wide when Avis turned back to him. Avis reached forward and placed his hand against Donnie’s beautiful, wet pussy. Donnie moaned at Avis’ touch, telling him it was okay. Telling Avis Donnie wanted more.

Avis would never know what came over him, but he leaned down between Donnie’s legs and licked Donnie’s pussy lips. Donnie moaned and moved Avis’s head to his throbbing clit. Avis put his mouth on it, feeling his own pussy vibrate with desire. Donnie lifted Avis a few moments later and pointed to a double-ended dildo.

“This one?” Avis asked and held up the extra-long cock with two heads.

“Yeah,” he said. “Scoot closer to me. It’ll be hot.”

Avis did as Donnie requested, moving close enough to him that they could put the dick in both their pussies at the same time. Donnie slid his end in first. Avis second. They fucked the cock until it slowly disappeared within them, bringing their bodies closer together.

Donnie reached down and touched Avis’s clit. He pressed his thumb against it and rubbed it, making Avis shake.

Avis held himself up with one hand as he rocked his hips. He used his other hand to touch Donnie’s clit, trying to provide the same pleasure he was receiving. He could barely hold himself up between the double-sided dildo filling him and Donnie’s fingers on his clit. Donnie moaned as Avis mindlessly touched Donnie’s clit with two fingers, barely able to hold in an orgasm.

“Fuck. Right there,” Donnie moaned. They were touching each other, both filled with the same dick. They stared at one another as they climbed the mountain of ecstasy’s final few feet. “I’m going to cum.”

“Me too,” Avis said.

They came together, filling the room with screams and moans. Donnie and Avis dropped their hands, but they didn’t take the dick out of them. Donnie coached them to a second orgasm, and that led to a third before they were too spent to continue. They fell back, letting the two-headed dildo slide out of their pussies.

Donnie and Avis went to the shower when their bodies relaxed, washing each other with soap. Donnie gave Avis a silk slip and a pair of panties. They both wore slips and panties. Donnie’s slip dress was red, and Avis was wearing a cream one. The silk felt incredible on their skin.

“Wanna play a game of pool?”

“Sure, I’d love that,” Avis said in his feminine voice. He followed Donnie down to the basement, where they drank beers and played a few games of pool. A movie played in the background, but neither of them paid it much attention.

They fell asleep hours later as naked women between silk sheets, but woke up in their old bodies.

Donnie looked at Avis with nothing but admiration in his eyes. Avis felt the same. It didn’t matter if they were women or men, there was a connection between them. Donnie must have been reading Avis’s mind because his words were exactly what Avis needed to hear. “We will figure out a way to make this work.”

“I know,” Avis said. They didn’t have a plan, but he knew they would find a way to keep what they had gained by crossing forbidden lines.

“I wish I didn’t have such a busy day at work. Part of me wants to cancel everything and spend the day with you.”

“Then how would you pay for the hotels we’ll need?”

Donnie smirked. “Fair point. I’ll miss you today.”

“I’ll miss you, too.”

“Don’t be a stranger when Brandy comes back because I know we can make this work if we try.”

“I won’t. I promise.”

“Coffee before we start the day?”

Avis nodded and got out of bed. They stared at each other for several beats before putting on clothes. Avis loved Donnie’s feminine body, but his masculine one was just as sexy. They went to the kitchen and enjoyed coffee with toast.

Donnie walked Avis to the door, grabbing him before he could step outside. He planted a kiss on Avis’s lips, sending butterflies swirling through Avis’s body.

“See you soon, Donnie.”

“Bye,” Donnie said. Avis walked to his car. Donnie stood in his living-room window, watching Avis until he drove away.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Avis was sitting in his car outside of international arrivals. Brandy’s flight had just touched down, and she should be walking outside at any moment. Avis couldn’t believe everything that’d happened over his spring break. It was the best of his life. He was nervous Brandy would find out about the relationship he and Donnie had begun, but Avis would never regret what he did. He couldn’t.

Brandy knocked on the window. Avis dropped his phone. He had a news story open but wasn’t reading it. Not with all the thoughts going through his mind.

Avis got out of the car. Brandy ran over to Avis and gave him a hug. “You’re the best friend in the world. Thank you for picking me up,” she said. It shocked Avis how tan she’d gotten.

“No worries. Tell me everything,” Avis said as he popped open the trunk.

Brandy started from the beginning. She told Avis how she and Matthew had the most romantic first night. It was the best sex of her life, but then she went on to say how it all went down from there. The flame they’d felt the first night had disappeared by the time she got on her return flight. They were less than a mile from Brandy’s house when she finished telling her story.

“What about you, Avis? Did you have a fun spring break?”

“Just a lot of studying,” he said. Avis felt bad for lying, but it was only a half lie, and it was much easier than the full truth.

“At least you’ll pass those tests,” Brandy said.

“Exactly.” Avis turned onto Brandy’s street. He noticed the garage door was open as he inched closer to the house. There was no suspicion on Brandy’s face when Avis looked at her. She’d never expect what happened between Donnie and Avis.

Avis turned into the driveway. Donnie was in the garage. He smiled at them and waved, as though nothing had changed. Brandy got out of the car. Avis popped his trunk before stepping out of the car. Brandy had her bag in her hand as she approached Avis for a goodbye hug.

“I’ll text you after I get settled, and then I’ll take you out for that drink and fill up your tank like I promised. I also bought you a gift, but it’s buried in my luggage.”

“No worries. Take your time getting settled,” Avis said.

Donnie stepped out of the garage. He picked up Brandy’s suitcase and wrapped one arm over her shoulder. “Thanks for picking Brandy up,” Donnie said.

Avis hesitated, but Brandy didn’t seem to notice the extra pause. “No problem, Mr. Lind.”

“How many times do I have to tell you to call me Donnie?” They all chuckled. “Nice seeing you, Avis. Take care.”

“Bye, Avis. I’ll text you.”

Avis nodded. Brandy and Donnie turned away from him. Donnie asked Brandy how her trip went, and she started the same story she’d told Avis with none of the sexual details. Avis went back to his car, started it, and drove back to his place.

A few minutes after Avis arrived home, his phone buzzed with an incoming message. He thought it would be Brandy, but it was Donnie.

Donnie: Can’t wait to see you again.
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Eric Kuhlman was single, thirty-two years old, and living in a small town called Herman in the state of Indiana. His parents and peers ridiculed him for not having found a wife or a steady girlfriend. Everyone from town who graduated high school with Eric had already found their beaus (minus one woman—Betty—who was also Eric’s rival in their group). Reading his friends’ social media pages was like seeing the pages of a family-life magazine. Time changed people, but had Eric remained single.

Not that Eric didn’t want to find a woman, but he had special needs. He lived by the rule flight attendants advised passengers of before takeoff: help yourself first. Eric had secret desires most women ridiculed. Staring at himself in the mirror, Eric admired his thin waist. He had a six-pack. It wasn’t thick with muscles. He just lacked the body fat. He had thin arms too.

Eric was wearing a pink thong with a lace front that showed his dick. Eric thought back to his college days. The time when he had tried to live as himself. The moments that had forced him into a closet and locked him there like a bird in a building; slamming into the glass window wondering why it couldn’t escape.

Wondering why he still couldn’t find the fortitude to mask his true desires for the sake of loving a woman.

Eric worked as an ER nurse and ran miles at a time to keep his thin figure. He was strong enough to lift the average person from the floor but couldn’t manage much more, unless the adrenaline from the job helped in moments of crisis. Eric had attended university in Indianapolis for his nursing degree. He had enjoying living in the city but returned to Herman after a woman shattered his heart and stole every ounce of his confidence.

Her name was Penelope, and she was the love of Eric’s life. The first woman Eric had given his heart, and she never returned it. Eric had never recovered from their abrupt, painful breakup, which was why he remained single today.

He and Penelope used to have the most amazing sex. They fucked outside, in the library, in their beds, and anywhere else they could. When he fucked her, it was like their bodies were one. Their souls. He would stare into her eyes while pushing his dick deep into her pussy. Testing how far he could go. Each time they had sex—whether it was after a romantic dinner or studying for their nursing exams—Eric would fall more in love with Penelope.

Eric had discovered his love for lingerie at nineteen. He had vacationed to Chicago after winning five-hundred dollars on a scratcher and stayed at a fancy hotel for the weekend at a discounted rate. He had taken the bus, so he didn’t have to worry about driving. Using a car wasn’t necessary in Chicago like it was in most of Indianapolis and Herman.

While walking around the city, Eric had gazed into a lingerie store. It was bustling; both men and women were shopping. He had stepped inside, and the rest was history. Eric bought items that day: two thongs and one silk nightgown. The attendants didn’t question his purchase. They didn’t raise their eyebrows. The woman who had checked him out had a strong Chicago accent. It was charming and so different from how people spoke just a few hours away in Herman, Indiana.

Eric had taken his thongs—one red and the other black—to his hotel room. He had worn them under the nightgown while dancing around the hotel room, hoping nobody in the towering building next door saw him in his lingerie. Eric knew nobody in Chicago and had freer than birds dancing in the air.

Standing in front of the mirror, Eric touched his dick visible through the pink lace. Eric and Penelope had met soon after he had taken that trip to Chicago. He had hidden his true desires from her for over a year, and Penelope left him the moment he showed her his lingerie. Eric caressed his manhood, wondering if there was a woman out there who would accept him.

Eric knew some women enjoyed dressing men up in lingerie and exploiting their submissive side, but those dominant, open-minded women were rare; like finding a large chunk of gold or silver while panning in the river. Eric thought back to a day when he had been sitting with Penelope in a park. Her hair was bouncing in the wind. She was staring at a group of adults playing catch. She had the most stunning blue eyes. Eric shut his eyes to block the image of his half-naked body from himself. To block Penelope’s image. He pictured a black wall and let everything fade to the background.

Was wearing lingerie worth what he had thrown away with Penelope? A few weeks after she had dumped him, Penelope gave Eric a second chance. An ultimatum. The lingerie or her. His young self had chosen the lingerie after filling those few weeks since the breakup buying new thongs and hosiery and draining his bank account. And his balls. He had never masturbated as much in his life, but the ultimatum turned him off more than the breakup.

Almost ten years later, hindsight prodded him. It poked Eric and laughed. Last he heard, Penelope married a lawyer, had two kids, and moved to the suburbs of Indianapolis. Eric had his collection of lingerie, no girlfriend, and the judgment of his friends and family.

Eric took a deep breath and slid on a pair of jeans. He couldn’t remember the last time he wore men’s underwear. It had been years. If he ever invited a woman over to play, he would wear nothing beneath his jeans. His hookups enjoyed taking off his jeans and finding nothing beneath them, but the sex was like drinking water from the ocean. It was Thanksgiving without dessert.

Pulling on a shirt, Eric checked his phone. His best friend was having a birthday party, and he had to leave soon or he would arrive late. Everyone would have their significant other with them, rubbing it in Eric’s face that he couldn’t find a woman to complete him. Betty, Eric’s long-time rival, didn’t have a boyfriend, but she lived an extravagant lifestyle for a small-town woman. Her singleness and command of the world excluded her from the imaginary societal constraints.

Eric wasn’t as fortunate. Everyone thought he was gay because of their supposed clues: male nurse, no girlfriend since college, and a rumor that he couldn’t get it up with some women. The rumor was true but from the pure lack of excitement Eric felt without the different textures of lingerie against his dick. Hugging his balls. Eric always serviced the women orally if he couldn’t get it up. They never left unsatisfied, and last Eric checked, gay men weren’t trying to eat pussy.

Whatever his friends said, Eric would survive the social event. He would give his best friend a gift card he would buy on the way and have a few drinks and laughs. Eric finished getting ready, grabbed his keys, and headed out the door.

♦

Betty West loved her hometown. It was the reason she never left for Chicago or any other big city. She had her family and friends near and couldn’t picture life any other way.

“How’s the blog treating you?” asked Joy.

Joy was married to William, who was having a birthday party today. Betty and Joy were best friends, but Joy had been drifting more and more into her role as a wife ever since she married William last year. “The blog is great. You know I love answering questions about money,” said Betty. Both ladies were holding a glass of white wine. All their friends were chatting around the open living-dining space.

Betty had always had a fascination with money, and she turned that into a business nearly ten years ago when she started a blog about how to save, spend, and grow money for people of all ages. The blog grew and provided Betty with a comfortable lifestyle. Betty earned a degree online at twenty-seven after giving up on college the first time, but nobody judged her for that.

Susan, the other woman in their trio, was walking toward them. Susan had married her high-school sweetheart and had three kids with him already. The youngest had just started kindergarten. The eldest was in fourth grade. Susan had been having a bit of a rebirth since the youngest started kindergarten, and Betty was all for it. She needed someone to act single with her.

“Where are the kids?” asked Betty, kissing Susan on the cheek.

“With grandma and grandpa. We get the night off,” said Susan, throwing her head back slightly and placing her hand backwards on her forehead.

Joy and Betty snickered. “You know what that means,” said Joy.

“Oh please, stop it,” said Susan. She blushed and sipped her white wine. William and Joy had bought bottles of red and white, but almost everyone chose white. “Tell me, Betty. How are things with you? Jet set anywhere new lately?”

Betty traveled wherever she wanted, but she had no desire to move from Herman. Her parents lived down the street. She owned her two-bedroom house and accumulated money at a rate much faster than if she had the same job in the big city. “Well, I don’t technically jet set anywhere.”

“You buy business-class tickets,” said Susan, her voice sounding like someone had accused her of lying. Like she had seen a rat in her kitchen and was calling her husband to come kill it. Ever since Betty had told Susan how she spent six-thousand dollars on a business-class ticket to Australia, Susan couldn’t stop mentioning what she could have done with that money instead.

“Don’t judge our friend for making it,” snapped Joy.

“I’m not judging, but my gosh. I could have bought my kids clothes for—”

“We get it, Susan. Let the woman live her life. She’s hot and single. Look at that hourglass figure she maintains,” said Joy.

Betty blushed and waved her hand in the air between their triangle. The women changed the subject and spoke about how William and Joy were trying for a baby. Betty and Susan offered her warm wishes, but Betty had to make a circle around the room. There were many people at the party she didn’t see as often as Joy and Susan.

Walking around the room, Betty made small talk with several of her longtime friends. They were happy to hear about her recent travels. Some asked for advice about taxes and retirement savings, and Betty would answer their questions. She felt much more certain after she had received her finance degree online, but she had read a lot of the material from her program in her personal studies for the blog.

Betty stopped cold when she saw the one man she had been dreading while getting ready this morning: Eric Kuhlman. When Betty was eighteen and Eric nineteen, he had driven his car into Lake Herman on accident. The five of them—Eric, Betty, Susan, Joy, and William—were together and to avoid getting in trouble, Eric had told his parents Betty was driving.

She never disputed it with them, but they threw her shady eyes whenever they saw her at the supermarket or grocer on the corner. Betty hated running into Eric’s parents, but she wouldn’t out Eric. He had to live with the guilt of the truth. Her life was great. She could fly to Italy tomorrow and find a hot man to wine and dine her while eating pasta made from scratch.

Eric turned around when he saw her, avoiding her eyes. When she looked down to his ass, she noticed it was plump and round, but what captured her attention most was the thin line a fabric bulging out of his jeans near the waistline as though Eric was wearing a thong. The sight stopped Betty. She wanted to run up to him and stick her hand in his pants to check. He couldn’t be wearing a thong, could he?

Betty looked around the room as though everyone was missing the show. Nobody paid her any attention, and Eric kept his back to her. Betty went to find Susan and Joy. When she approached them, they hurried to finish what they were saying in a rushed whisper.

“What are you two talking about?” asked Betty.

Susan and Joy smiled like they had been sneaking cookies from a fresh batch cooling on the table that were gifts for the neighbors. Betty hated when they shared secrets behind her back. “It’s nothing, Betty. Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” said Joy.

“Speaking of panties,” said Betty. She leaned in closer to tell them about how she thought Eric was wearing a thong. How she was almost positive. They looked and weren’t sure. They put out the theory that his underwear was lying low. Maybe it was thick around the waistline. Betty shrugged and sipped her white wine.

The party continued, and Betty enjoyed spending time with her friends. William blew out a cake with far too many candles. Joy had thought it would be funny, but all of their friends stared at the cake with droopy eyes and half smiles.

Betty got home at a decent hour and soaked in the tub, wondering if Eric had been wearing a thong or boxers. The former would excite her while the latter would just be another reason for Betty to continue hating Eric.


CHAPTER TWO

It was one of those nice days during the fall where everyone wanted to be outside but had to work. Eric had the day off. He worked three twelve-hour shifts a week and four days off. Today was the start of two consecutive days off for him. Eric was standing in his kitchen with his elbows resting on the counter when a text arrived on his cell phone.

William: What are you doing?

Eric: Nothing. I have the day off. Aren’t you at work?

Placing his phone on the counter, Eric didn’t lock the screen. He drank from his glass of orange juice. He had woken up late and prepared himself a breakfast of bacon, eggs, and toast. Eric watched the dots on his message feed, wondering what William would say. A week had passed since the birthday party, and Eric figured William wanted to hang out. Play a game of dominoes or go for a beer and a game of pool.

William: We want to grill. Meet us by the lake.

Eric lifted his head and gazed out the window. Many leaves had dropped. They were different shades of warm colors. Yellows, reds, browns, and oranges. Whenever Eric looked outside, he wanted to roll around in the piles of fallen leaves like he was twenty years younger than he was.

Eric: When?

William: Now, man. Hurry up and meet me at the grill closest to the lake.

Eric went to his room and took off the shorts he had been wearing, revealing his orange thong. It had a turquoise pattern, but it didn’t look like an animal print. More like waves in the ocean. Birds in the sky. It was thin and used minimal fabric but held his manhood without a problem.

Eric slipped on a pair of jeans over them and tightened his belt, so his jeans didn’t fall and reveal his secret to the world. He was always self-conscious bending over when other people were around. What if they saw his lingerie? What would they say? His friends loved him, but Herman wasn’t San Francisco. Eric got his keys and drove to the park.

When Eric arrived at the park, he noticed a balloon tied to a bench. Someone had placed a cooler on the bench and a bag of charcoal on the grill. Eric walked over to the picnic table and found a note with William’s handwriting.

Eric,

Joy and I had an idea. Don’t hate us. Hope it goes well!

William

Eric sat on the bench and opened the cooler. William had filled it with vegetables, meats, drinks, and wrapped cupcakes for dessert. Before Eric could call William, he heard someone behind him. When he turned around, Betty was walking toward him. Her face was flat and without a smile.

Betty was the woman he hated. The woman he had screwed over, but she could have accepted her responsibility as a friend. Eric’s parents would never press charges against her, so why couldn’t she just act like a good friend and take the blame? Eric had never understood her, and now she was rich, so she could buy a town full of the rusty car Eric used to have.

“Did Joy and William do this?” asked Betty when she got within earshot.

Eric held up the note and said, “I’m guessing so.”

Betty cursed under her breath and shook her head. She didn’t leave though and approached the table. She sat across from Eric and drummed her fingers against the tabletop. It had holes, but she missed them. “I’m going to kill them. They know I hate you.”

“Can we put that behind us?”

“No. Absolutely not, Eric. Your parents still look at me like I’m a demon. Don’t you understand how that makes me feel? How can you live with yourself?”

“Why do you care what my parents think? You only have to see them at the store. I have to see them weekly for dinners and whatnot,” said Eric.

“Men are ridiculous. Your parents would forgive you, but they will never give me that courtesy.”

Eric dropped his head and exhaled. He didn’t want to deal with Betty. They interacted in large groups and never had to see each other outside of that. “Should we leave? It’s obvious neither of us wants to stay,” said Eric. He stood to leave and grabbed the cooler, but Betty snatched it from him.

“Now, now. Hold on one second,” said Betty. “They did this for both of us, not just you. You can’t go taking everything in this cooler.”

Eric stood by the bench with his hands on his hips while Betty dug through the cooler. She was shaking her head, and Eric threw up his hands. “Whatever, you can have the cooler. I’m leaving.”

“Sit down,” said Betty. Her voice had a hint of authority he never heard in her, not that they often spoke, but Eric sat. “We’re going to grill this food and talk.”

Eric stared at his hands balled up together on the tabletop. He didn’t want to hear whatever Betty was thinking but thought he owed it to her to listen; since their relationship had been strained because of the lie he told his parents all those years ago. They both had moved on and made plenty of money to buy a new car, but the tension lingered.

Betty lit a fire with the charcoal, lighter fluid, and matches William had left them. Eric watched her work and didn’t know how to help. He didn’t know what to say to make this feud end without telling his parents the truth. “It’s a splendid autumn day, isn’t it?” asked Betty.

Eric moved his hands to his jacket pockets and nodded. “Not too bad. Feels like it might be getting colder though.”

“Maybe you just feel the guilt and pressure of that lie on your shoulders,” said Betty.

“What can I do to make it up to you?”

“Tell your parents the truth.”

“Anything but that,” said Eric.

“Look Eric, that’s the only thing you could do that would wipe that horrid expression from their faces when they see me. But I’m more concerned about why Joy and William set us up on this date. Maybe they want me to let it go too. I know I’m rich now, but that doesn’t change how it feels to know your parents have hated me this entire time.”

“I’m sorry, Betty. We were so young and stupid then. I only said your name because my parents had already disliked you the most.”

“Thanks,” said Betty. She had the fire going and put the meat and vegetables onto the grill. She used salt and pepper to season them. The smells of grilling surrounded Eric and Betty like a warm blanket in the night. Eric’s stomach rumbled. “We have to keep up this charade.”

“What do you mean?” asked Eric.

“They have to think we hit it off. Want to make a bet?

“What kind of bet are you thinking?”

Betty flipped the vegetables. Eric poured them two cups of sparkling juice that William had included in his kit. Betty took the cup from Eric. She had been silent in thought for several beats. “You’re a nurse. You make good money.”

“Not as good as you,” said Eric without thought.

“But you can afford a vacation. The first one to crack has to buy the other a vacation for up to two thousand dollars,” said Betty.

Eric clutched his chest. “Why don’t we just say we still hate each other and call it a day?”

Betty looked over her shoulder. She leered in Eric’s direction. Her brown eyes sparkled against the warm colors that had fallen to the ground. “We could do that too,” she said.

Eric felt uncomfortable. She had said that like she knew something she shouldn’t, but neither spoke. Betty finished grilling and served them the food. They ate and spoke about their group of friends. How William and Joy needed to get over their newlywed stage so they could be lively friends again. Betty told Eric how Susan had been partying and going to bars recently. They even laughed together, something that hadn’t happened for them in many, many years.

When they went to leave, a flirtatious vibe was brewing between Eric and Betty. The tension was fading away. They walked to their cars together and lingered by them. Eric took the cooler and said he would get it back to William.

“That was nice,” said Betty. “So, what do you say about our bet?”

“It sounds like a lot of money. I don’t want to lose two thousand dollars.”

“It’s okay,” said Betty with a soft smile. She put out her hands for a hug, and Eric accepted. Betty felt warm against him, and he didn’t notice when her hands slipped down his back, but he noticed when she pulled on his thong, revealing his truth. “What do we have here? You’re wearing a thong? I knew it!”

Eric’s heart plummeted to his stomach. He choked on the words to defend himself. “I… I…”

“Wear thongs,” said Betty, finishing the sentence for Eric.

“Please, Betty. You can’t tell anyone.”

Betty let out a wicked laugh. “Your jeans at the party were a little too tight and made me notice. So, what do you say to our bet now?”

Eric dropped his head and said, “yes.”

Betty giggled, blew him a kiss, got in her car, and drove away. It took Eric several beats to register what had happened. When he got in his car, Eric hoped and prayed nothing would happen now that Betty knew his secret.


CHAPTER THREE

Betty’s dick slid out of Kevin as he collapsed to the bed beneath her. He and Betty were panting; sweat running down their faces. It had been one of their longest, most enjoyable sessions. Betty fell to the bed next to Kevin and lay on her back. Kevin reached over and undid the strap on, removing it from Betty’s body and tossing it to the floor. Kevin wrapped his leg around Betty, and she held him under her shoulder while staring at the bumps on her popcorn ceiling.

“We need to talk,” said Betty. The sex with Kevin had satisfied her, but she couldn’t get Eric out of her mind.

Kevin ran his hand along Betty’s exposed skin. She was naked while he was wearing a corset and a black lace jockstrap. He had moved it to fabric the side to cum all over the towel that had been beneath them. Now, he had placed his dick back in its lace pocket. The fabric rubbed against Betty’s thigh. “You have nothing to explain,” said Kevin.

“I met a man. Well, I’ve known him a long time but discovered he wears lingerie.”

“How did that happen?”

Betty told Kevin how she knew Eric and how she had seen him at William’s birthday party. The line from his thong had been more noticeable than a traffic light turning from green to yellow. Kevin had satisfied her for years, but neither were interested in a relationship with the other. They had met at a sex party years ago in Indianapolis and had zero desire to ruin their raw, passionate connection with the messiness of love.

“Ah, so you found a project, have you?” asked Kevin.

Betty ran her fingers along the side of Kevin’s corset. She would miss his little body and how he loved to take her dick. When she met Kevin, he had much more experience than her. He had taught her more about herself than almost anyone else she knew, but some relationships weren’t meant to blossom into love.

Blushing, Betty agreed to Kevin’s statement. Eric was like getting a painting without the color. Betty only had to push Eric in the right direction, and he would blossom into the submissive of Betty’s dreams. She wanted a man to cook, clean, and enjoy her. Watch her with another man, perhaps.

Kevin had known what he liked and didn’t when he met Betty. There was very little flexibility with him. Not that Kevin didn’t satisfy Betty, but Eric could have whatever flavors she gave him. He was a computer waiting for programming. A cake waiting for its icing.

“I wish I could find a woman to do the same. You know how hard it is for people like us,” said Kevin. He wasn’t lying, but Betty tried to think of herself as ‘normal’; just like everyone else. She had an irregular job, but those were becoming more common with each passing year. The internet had created a magnitude of possibilities that weren’t around even ten, fifteen years ago.

“You’ll find a woman to complete you.”

Kevin grunted, but he didn’t recoil. He didn’t move his body away from Betty’s. If anything, he was holding it tighter because he knew it would be their last time together. Betty held Kevin, imagining it was Eric in her arms. She didn’t want to lose herself, but Eric had more potential than any man she had met.

Betty and Kevin had never been exclusive, and they dated other people while having their fun once a month. Kevin lived in the city and had to drive over an hour to her house and then an hour home. Betty had met a few other guys but never hit it off with them. She enjoyed Kevin’s easiness. No fuss. Their encounters lacked fiery passion but had a comfortable rhythm and gave Betty no reason to complain.

Kevin and Betty enjoyed one more session, and their kiss lingered a little longer than usual, but Betty felt lighter when she closed the door behind Kevin. She felt she could start on her journey with Eric. How much was he willing to do to keep a secret?

Betty knew Eric would love every second of her dominance, but men had the biggest egos. Hopefully Eric wouldn’t put up too much of a fight.

♦

Eric was sitting on his couch watching a sitcom after a long day at work. He had no idea what was coming his way. Few people visited him without calling first, so when he heard a knock on the door, he broke into a cold sweat. Who could it have been? Eric paused the television and stood to answer the door.

“Who is it?” asked Eric.

“Your worst nightmare,” said a woman. Eric recognized the voice but couldn’t place it. It sounded distorted through the wood.

“Who?”

“Open the door,” the woman said.

Eric turned the lock without looking through the peephole. Betty was standing on the other side. She looked Eric up and down, and he felt a heat break over his body like when the sun appeared after having been blocked by a cloud.

“What are you—?” asked Eric, but Betty put her fingers to his mouth and pushed him inside. Eric walked backwards, tripped, and stumbled to the floor. He crawled backwards toward his sofa, and Betty stepped forward. She moved her feet with his, staring down at him. Her brown hair was hanging over her shoulder. She had a wicked expression on her face.

“What color are you wearing today? Still have on that orange thong?” asked Betty.

Eric swallowed. “They’re white.”

“With lace?”

Eric nodded. Betty made a strange sound, and Eric wasn’t sure if it came from pleasure or disgust. Maybe it was both. “Why? What can—?”

“Where’s your collection?” asked Betty. She looked around and started toward the hall.

Eric ran to block her. He went to his door, turned the lock, and closed it. The lock on the door was easy to pick, but it could stop Betty for a few seconds. He couldn’t allow her to see his collection. She would ridicule him. Betty would tell all of their friends, and Eric would have to move to a different state. He couldn’t grapple with the fact Betty had discovered him. She had seen right through him. He was nothing but a piece of glass stained with a hint of blue.

“You can’t see it,” said Eric.

Betty’s eyes widened. “How big is it? How much lingerie do you have?”

“That’s none of your business,” said Eric.

“Right, whatever you say,” she said. Betty turned and went back to the living room. She sat on the couch and played the sitcom. She put her feet on the coffee table, which drove Eric mad. He asked her to remove her feet, but she refused.

“What do you mean, no?” asked Eric. He went to move her feet, and Betty kicked away his hand.

“Please, don’t touch me. If you don’t want our friends to know your secret, I’ll do as I please. We’re supposed to pretend date, remember?” Eric breathed out through his nostrils. He went to sit and watch the show, but Betty put up her hand to stop him. “Would you get me a glass of water before you sit?”

Eric went to the kitchen without thinking, but anger flowed through him as he cracked ice from the tray. He slammed the tray back into the freezer and dropped the ice cubes into the glasses with force. Betty hadn’t taken her feet off the coffee table. She still had on her shoes too. They were nice shoes. Purple heels with straps that wrapped around her ankles. Her jeans had ridden up enough for Eric to see the intricate details on her heels. He wondered how much she had paid for them.

“Thank you, dear,” said Betty when Eric handed her the glass of water. “You like this show?”

“Yeah, it’s my favorite.”

“I think it’s trash. We should watch something else. Put on a movie. A romantic comedy,” said Betty.

Eric’s cheeks vibrated as he flipped through the channels. He had been looking forward to tonight throughout his entire shift today. The episode he had been watching was new, and now Eric would have to wait until Betty left to watch it.

Eric stopped on a romantic comedy. Betty asked for popcorn, so Eric went to pop a bag in the microwave. When he was standing in the kitchen, he noticed his dick harden. He pressed his body against the counter, trying to flatten his erection. He didn’t want Betty to think he was enjoying her commanding tone. Her bitchy attitude. Eric wasn’t sure why he had become hard. Sometimes it happened without notice, and Eric couldn’t explain his current erection because he had zero interest in Betty. None.

Opening the bag of popcorn, Eric poured it into a bowl and went back to the sofa. He passed it to Betty and tried to sit on the sofa, but she stopped him again. “What?” hollered Eric.

Betty leaned back against the sofa before narrowing her eyes, “who are you talking to, Eric?”

“You! Betty,” said Eric. He lowered his voice by eight notches when he said her name. The word came out as a whisper.

“Get to your knees, Eric. You’re sitting on the floor.”

Eric felt his knees buckle but stopped himself from sinking at her command. Who was Betty coming into his house trying to see his lingerie stash and tell him what to do? She had no right. It didn’t matter how attractive her legs looked extended out onto the table. Eric hated that her feet were on his coffee table, but he loved her shoes.

“What’s taking you so long, Eric? Get down now! You’re stealing my attention from this delightful movie,” she said.

“Who are you coming in my house and telling me what to do?”

Betty pulled out her phone. “Fine, I’ll tell everyone about your orange thong, and you’ll owe me a vacation.”

Eric growled through clinched teeth. He would never hit a woman, but Betty was driving him wild. He felt pure, unfiltered aggression teeming in his cells. Betty had to leave, or he would explode. Eric stomped to the door and swung it open. The night had turned cold, and the frigid air rushed into his house.

“Get out,” hollered Eric.

Betty stood and sashayed across the room, holding her hands in the air above her head. “What’s wrong, honey? Afraid you like me telling you what to do too much? Is your ego overreacting because I know what you really want? Why don’t you come sit down on the floor next to me and show me how much you want me to please you? We both know what you want,” said Betty. She ran her finger along Eric’s neck and stared into his eyes.

Eric closed the door to stop the cold air from rushing into his house. The heating bill cost enough as it was, and the furnace had kicked on again.

“I want you to leave, nothing else,” said Eric.

“Sweetie, doll. I love that you wear lingerie. I want to hold your hand down this journey. Don’t you wish to walk with me?” asked Betty. She winked. “I’ll give you five seconds to sit on the floor by the sofa, and if you don’t want to serve me, fine. The choice is yours. I won’t tell anyone your secret if you forgo your deepest desires. Ready?”

Eric swallowed and nodded.

Betty held up an open hand and counted by folding her fingers, “five… four… three… two…”


CHAPTER FOUR

Eric had fought with his ego when Betty visited him last week, but he accepted his fate in the end. He went to sit by Betty’s side on the floor, and it couldn’t have made her happier. She didn’t show Eric the emotional hold he had over her. That would give him an advantage. She couldn’t show any weakness, but Betty was falling in love faster than she ever had before.

Betty had taken a picture of Eric’s work schedule when she went to his house. She was staring at it while sitting on her couch. Electronic music played in the background. Betty wanted to surprise Eric with a trip, and he had two consecutive days off soon. The weather had turned cold, but there were cabins not too far from town that offered a luxurious retreat.

Betty wouldn’t tell Eric until she arrived at his door. She relished having the element of surprise on her side like a snake hiding in the leaves. Eric could fight his true desires, but Betty saw right through the layers and guards he put up to protect himself. So many men had been taught to suppress their feminine urges, and Betty would have to teach Eric how to overcome his instinct to hide what he wanted most.

Making a list for the cabin, Betty added clothing items for Eric. She wanted to dress him up and make him like a doll. Her doll. Maybe Eric could let go and feel like a woman with more privacy. She couldn’t wait to surprise him. Betty went wild making lists and getting everything prepared for a trip Eric was too afraid to request.


CHAPTER FIVE

Eric had the next two days off and couldn’t wait to sit around his house and watch TV. He would read a book. Prepare the yard for winter and rake up the fallen leaves. He had a list of things to do, but he had started with a deep clean.

After working three days in a row, Eric’s house looked disheveled. Dirty dishes had piled up in the sink, and the trash was emitting an unpleasant odor. Eric wore a pair of black two-inch heels, a black thong, a pleated skirt, and a blouse tied under his chest. All the windows were drawn, and he had an emergency pair of sweatpants and t-shirt laid out on his bed in case anyone knocked.

Eric used a rag and wiped dust from the wooden furniture. He sprayed the glass. He had spent an hour in the morning shaving his body for this. Applying lotion so his skin didn’t break out with nasty red bumps. Instead, his legs were shining when he turned them in the light. When Eric walked down his hallway, he was on a runway in New York.

One of Eric’s favorite songs played from his speakers. Using a broom, Eric used it as a microphone and strip pole. He was tossing his head and running his hands along his body, wishing he had more shape. Wishing his body was as curvy as Betty’s. She had the perfect hourglass figure.

Ever since their night together, Eric had been wondering why he had submitted to her. They watched television for two hours, and his knees had never hurt as much as they had when she left, but Eric loved every second of the pain. It was like she had granted a wish he never requested.

A knock came at the door, and the broom Eric was holding fell to the floor. He turned and looked, but the window was closed.

“Eric, open up the door,” said Betty.

Eric had almost finished cleaning the house. It looked much better than when he had woken up this morning, but she would judge him for wearing heels, a skirt, and the blouse tied around his torso to make it a crop top.

“Give me a second, Betty.”

“No, hurry up! It’s cold,” she hollered.

Eric looked toward his door and the bedroom, not sure if he should just let Betty in or not. Eric went to the door and twisted the lock as gently as he could. It didn’t even make a sound when it clicked. He turned and ran to his bedroom. When he was in the hallway, Eric said, “the door is unlocked. Come in.”

Closing his bedroom door behind him, Eric collapsed against the wood. He heard Betty come inside. Her shoes clicked against the hardwoods. Eric tore the clothing from his body and switched into his sweatpants and t-shirt. He balled up the women’s clothing and tossed it into his closet.

Betty knocked on his door. “What are you doing in there, handsome?”

“Nothing. Just… uh,” said Eric. He didn’t know how to respond. Eric felt Betty might accept him in his women’s clothing, but he didn’t want to take the risk. The pain he had experienced from Penelope kicking him to the side rose to the surface.

Eric opened the door, and Betty was standing on the other side. Her lips were painted with magenta lipstick. Her hair hung in loose spirals. She had perfected her minimalist approach to makeup and had a purse hanging from her elbow. The heels she had on today were at least four inches.

Eric had tried walking in heels that tall once and fell over. They were still sitting in the back of his closet. The internet was marvelous. He could order anything he wanted from the privacy of his home, and it arrived straight to his door. Betty moved forward and pushed Eric back to his bed. He fell onto the blanket, and Betty climbed atop him.

“What were you doing in here, Eric?” she asked, looking around the room. She had her hands pressed into his arms. Eric didn’t fight her.

“Nothing. Just cleaning,” he said.

“I don’t believe you,” she said and stood up. She went straight to his closet, and Eric didn’t have the energy to stop her. Betty already knew he wore lingerie. Why couldn’t she find out that he liked to try on skirts and heels and blouses?

Betty opened the door to the closet and pulled out the clothing Eric had been wearing. She laid the pieces onto the bed and ran her finger along the fabric. “Were you wearing this outfit? It’s still warm,” she said. Her voice was breathy; light like a snowflake.

“Yes,” said Eric.

“Put it back on,” she said.

“You want to see me wearing that?”

“At least for a bit. It looks like you still have some cleaning to finish, correct?”

Eric nodded. His dick was standing tall under his sweatpants. Betty smiled and slapped it gently. Eric wondered how it would feel to fuck Betty. How was her pussy? Would she let him eat it? Fuck it? There was no telling what Betty enjoyed between the sheets. She was as mysterious as a bad joke.

“Why don’t you put on that outfit and meet me in the living room?”

“Okay,” said Eric.

Betty left, and he heard her turn off the music and turn on the television while he changed into his previous outfit. He added black nylons with the ensemble this time to cover his pasty legs. Eric shook his hips while wearing the skirt. He had tucked the blouse into his skirt this time instead of tying it around his torso. Having Betty there made him self-conscious. Eric slipped on his short heels and took a deep breath before walking out of this bedroom and going to the living room.

♦

Betty watched Eric clean while watching a movie. He had brought her warm milk with cookies. Betty had her feet on the coffee table. She saw how Eric scowled at her shoes stretched out against the tabletop, but she loved making him angry. Watching the passion swirl behind his eyes. But what did he appreciate more? Betty or a coffee table? Which could he replace? Betty knew the hold she had on Eric, but he had one on her too. She just had to hide its magnitude however she could.

“Are you about finished cleaning?” asked Betty. He had taken out his trash, washed the dishes, and shined his wood floors. The house smelled of cleaning products and artificial citrus. Betty bored of watching the movie. She wanted Eric on his knees. She wanted to find out what he could do. “Eric, come over here.”

“I just have one more—”

“Excuse me? Are you talking back?” Eric dropped the paper towel and rushed over to Betty. “That’s better. Get to your knees honey,” she said.

“What? I can’t watch the movie right now.”

“Who said anything about watching a movie?” asked Betty. She hiked up her skirt and wasn’t wearing anything beneath it. Eric stared at Betty’s wet, glistening pussy. Everything else lost importance. Betty chuckled as Eric gazed at her as though he were in a trance. Betty ran her fingers along her pink lips, teasing Eric with her hole. “So, you like pussy and lingerie?”

Eric shrugged.

“It’s okay, honey. Pull up your skirt and show me what you’re packing.” Listening to his woman, Eric lifted the pleated fabric. Betty hadn’t stopped playing with her pussy. She slipped in a finger every few seconds, teasing Eric with her wetness. Eric pulled down his nylons and revealed his manhood. It was thick and not too long, just how Betty liked her dicks.

“Wow, that’s a sexy piece,” said Betty. “You like fucking pussy?”

“Uh-huh,” said Eric, nodding. He was drooling while watching Betty finger herself. She had her feet rested on the coffee table. She still had on all her clothing, but Eric had a full view of her goodness.

“So, you aren’t gay like everyone thinks?”

Eric shook his head. Betty wanted to use his dick like how she used her dildos after a long day of writing articles. Blogging about money extracted energy from her more than running a mile uphill.

“Why do you think everything thinks you’re gay?” asked Betty.

“Because I don’t have a girlfriend,” he said. Betty wanted to do his makeup. Dress him in a wig. Put a bra on him. Make him her sissy doll. Would he like getting fucked in the ass? Betty would have to teach him how to love it. Beg for it when he got home from working at the hospital. “I never have a girlfriend, but you never have a boyfriend, and nobody thinks you’re a lesbian. It’s not fair,” continued Eric.

“Well, you have me now. Why don’t you get on your knees and show me how much you love pussy? Then, I can tell Joy and Susan just how good you are in bed. Nobody will call you gay again,” said Betty.

Eric sank to his knees. He touched her thighs, moving his hands at a snail’s pace to the cave between her legs. The opening Betty wanted Eric to lick. Her button she needed him to press. To caress with his tongue.

When Betty couldn’t wait another second, she grabbed Eric by pressing her palms to his cheeks and bringing his face to her pussy lips. He parted his lips. His tongue licked along Betty’s pink folds, sending waves of sensation crawling up her skin. She moaned and pushed her hands into Eric’s short brown hair. His porcelain skin lighter than her olive shade. His face deep in her pussy, not coming up for breath.

“Fuck, Eric. Fuck, yes. You do love pussy,” grunted Betty. She wrapped her legs around Eric’s head. Her thighs pressed into his cheeks, but Eric’s tongue didn’t stop working. His mouth closed on Betty’s clit, and she about broke into two. She was trying to keep it together, but her body was falling apart like a machine without its bolts.

Eric ate her pussy with passion, aggression, and a desire to satisfy her. He didn’t touch himself once. His complete attention was on her womanhood. Her pleasure. Her orgasm.

Betty had never experienced a man with such attention to detail. She was falling in love at the rate of a boulder falling down the side of a mountain, but she would never let it show. She stared at the ceiling as tears slid down the side of her face. Betty wouldn’t let Eric see how weak his tongue made her.

When Betty couldn’t hold it any long, she pushed Eric’s face deeper into her center and let the orgasm flow from her pussy. Eric kept his mouth attached to her pussy, no matter how hard she pushed when the pleasure became too intense, sending her to a different plant like a rocket blasting into the air. Her body went to a different galaxy. She was nowhere near Herman.

Eric was smiling at her when she lifted her head. He had cum all over the hardwood. His thick dick sticking out from beneath his skirt. Betty kissed Eric and relaxed on the sofa, letting the ecstasy linger.

♦

Eric and Betty had ordered food from a Chinese restaurant. Eric hadn’t changed out of the women’s clothing, and they got a good laugh from the delivery driver’s reaction when Eric had answered the door and used the manliest voice he could. They ate the food while sitting on his sofa and watching the sitcom Betty had said she hated the last time. He felt like she was giving him little gifts by letting him sit on the sofa with her and watch the show he liked.

When they finished eating, Betty turned to Eric. “There’s something I have to tell you.”

“What?”

“I took a picture of your schedule on the fridge when I came here last time, but I also—.”

“That’s a violation my privacy,” he said.

“If you didn’t want me to see it, then you shouldn’t have posted it on your fridge. Anyway, that’s besides the point. I booked us a cabin for the next two days, and we have to leave before we miss check-in.”

“You booked a cabin?”

“And I bought you an outfit. Want to see it?”

“Okay,” said Eric.

Betty hopped up and ran over to her bag. She grabbed her keys and went outside. When she came back, she had a dress with a petticoat. It was tight like a corset on the top and puffed out on the bottom. It was black and looked perfect for a Halloween party.

“Halloween was last week,” said Eric.

“You don’t like it?”

“Well, it’s not that I don’t like it, but you want me to wear that?”

Betty nodded. She opened a bag and pulled out a bra and brown wig. She had red heels to complete the look. They were three inches. She placed everything on the table with a pair of black tights. “Don’t you think you’ll look sexy as fuck?”

Eric lifted the bra and put it against his chest. “You think this will look okay? I’ve never worn a bra before,” he said. As much as he had fantasized about having breasts, Eric had never had the courage to order a bra.

“They will fill out the dress. Don’t you want to look your best for the cabin? I have another outfit in my car, but it’s a surprise.”

“How did you know my shoe size?”

“I looked when you went to the bathroom last time. It’s amazing what someone can do in a couple minutes time.”

“You’re sick,” said Eric.

“You know you love it,” said Betty.

They held eye contact for a moment, but Eric gave in. He couldn’t resist Betty’s wishes, and she loved that about him. He was as pliable as wet cement. Eric would fit into the mold she made for him, and she couldn’t wait to work on his edges. Shape him into a gorgeous, feminine statue.

“You promise you aren’t teasing me?” asked Eric.

Betty’s heart cracked at the innocent expression on Eric’s face. The fear in the background of his watery eyes. Betty stepped forward and put her hand on Eric’s face, giving him her warmth. “When I discovered you wore thongs, it was like a dream come true. Eric, I want you. I booked us a cabin. I want to spoil you.” 
Eric stared at the floor. Betty understood why he doubted her intent. They had hated each other for so long, but that hate evaporated for Betty. She didn’t care that Eric had thrown her under the bus if he was willing to embrace his femininity for her pleasure. Their pleasure.

“I forgive you, Eric. Let’s get you into this dress.”

Betty helped Eric put on his bra for the first time. It was a D-cup, and it fit perfectly into the dress. Eric put on a white thong with the black nylons over it. Eric stepped into the red heels. They were taller than the ones he wore around the house, but Eric stabilized himself after a couple strides up and down the hallway.

“Wow,” said Betty.

“You like?” asked Eric. He curtsied and held out the petticoat. His breasts looked like he had real cleavage. The corset hugged his body and gave him a curvier shape. Betty hugged his sides. She kissed him with tongue, smashing her face against his.

“I love it, but we aren’t finished yet.”

“What do you mean? We aren’t finished?”

“Did you forget the wig?” asked Betty. She grabbed the wig from the table, donned the wig cap on Eric’s head to cover his natural hair, and placed the hair over it. His curls almost looked better than Betty’s. She grabbed him and took him to the mirror to look at himself.

Eric ran his fingers through the long brown hair, smiling at himself in the mirror. Betty had a thick black choker made of leather. She wrapped it around Eric’s neck to cover his Adam’s apple. “Ready for the last step?”

Eric agreed, and they went to the living room. Betty did his makeup and didn’t let him see it until she had finished. Eric gasped when he saw himself in the mirror, but Betty thought he was sexier than he had ever been. Betty had dampened his hard masculine edges and rounded out his face to a nice feminine shape. Makeup was magic, and Eric looked like her sexy woman.

They gathered everything, and Betty put the stuff she had brought in Eric’s car. He was driving. They hit the highway and would make it just in time for check-in. They had rather strict hours on the website, and Betty didn’t want to miss their first night. She had called the cabin, but they didn’t answer. She hoped they heard her message.

“Drive faster,” said Betty. They were halfway there, and they would miss check-in if they didn’t hurry. Betty tried to call the number from the website again. Her phone was going in and out of service.

The people from the cabin answered, but she could hardly hear them. Eric was driving faster, and Betty was yelling into the receiver, but nobody spoke on the other end. She had the phone on speaker to hear. When she thought all hope was lost, a person came through.

“Hello?” a woman said, her voice thick with a country accent.

“Yes! This is Betty. Betty West. I have a reservation!”

“Hurry if you want to make check-in! We’re worried about you.”

When Betty went to say something, the phone cut out and red-and-blue lights appeared in the mirrors. Eric cursed when they registered the police car behind them. His heart beat faster when he looked down and realized a random officer was about to see him en femme. Betty locked her phone and placed her hand on Eric’s thigh. “Everything will be okay,” said Betty.

Eric hadn’t realized he was hyperventilating. He turned to Betty and put his finger in her face, “this is your fault. This is your fault! I never should have listened—”

“Please, Eric. Calm down. The officer is walking this way. Do you have your license and registration?”

Letting out a loud, painful sigh, Eric opened his glove box and got the insurance card. He got out his driver’s license, which showed his as the man he was. Not the woman the officer would see.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Eric didn’t want to turn his head, but there was no option. He turned, and a handsome man was looking over him. He had a flat stomach, square jaw, and piercing eyes. Eric liked women but knew most women would want the man on the other side of the glass, not the one wearing a bra and black dress. Red heels. Nylons. Eric wanted to cry and hide in a corner.

“Please roll down the window,” said the officer.

When Eric lowered the window, Betty spoke, but the officer silenced her and asked for Eric’s license and insurance. He moved his eyes from the driver’s license to Eric’s dolled up face. His covered Adam’s apple. The officer asked Eric questions to verify some stats on his license. He took the identification and insurance card and went back to his vehicle. Eric had never felt his heart beat so fast.

“I never should have let you—”

Betty put her finger to Eric’s lips. “Please, you can’t blame me for this. He can’t take you for jail for dressing as a woman. He isn’t here to humiliate you.”

“We never should have driven faster than the speed limit!” cried Eric.

“Eric, don’t act like a bitch. We were driving fast to make our cabin. This officer needs to hurry, or we’ll miss check-in,” said Betty. She emailed the cabin so they wouldn’t leave. They were so close, but this officer would put them at least fifteen minutes behind where they needed. “Finally,” said Betty when the officer got out of his car a few minutes later.

He tapped on the window again. Eric lowered it, and the officer passed Eric his papers. “For a second I didn’t believe you were a man. Nice job on the makeup,” said the officer, not using a hint of sarcasm in his voice. “Slow down and get where you’re going safely, please.”

The officer turned on his heel and walked back to his vehicle. Eric started his car and headed down the highway to the cabins; his hands still shaking from the fear.


CHAPTER SIX

Betty and Eric had arrived late to the cabin last night, so they didn’t have much time for anything, and both were sexually exhausted from their intimate afternoon before leaving for the cabin. Last night, Betty and Eric roasted marshmallows and drank rum to match the autumn temperature. They held each other all night and snuggled under a thick comforter.

The cabin was much quieter than Herman. Betty loved waking up in the thick of the woods with the animals. She had woken up before Eric and started them a pot of coffee. She took a walk around the property while the coffee brewed, and it was vacant of travelers. They were alone. No wonder the owners hadn’t wanted to wait another minute for them, but they had. Luckily they read the email before leaving, and Betty and Eric had only arrived thirty minutes late.

When Betty returned to the cabin, Eric had climbed out of bed. He was wearing nothing but the white thong from yesterday. His ass almost whiter than the fabric. If it hadn’t been tinted with living veins, it would have been. She still liked seeing it when he climbed out of bed along with his thickness on the front side.

“Morning, Eric,” said Betty.

Eric waved at her and rushed to the bathroom. He came out in a silk nightgown Betty hadn’t known he packed.

“Where did you get that?”

“My collection,” he said.

An overwhelming sense of lust came over Betty when she saw Eric’s shaved legs and lavender nightgown. She waved her finger for him to step closer. He crossed the cabin and fell into her arms. Betty rubbed her bare skin against the slick fabric. “You can’t save that until the morning next time.”

“We drank too much rum. I don’t remember going to bed.”

“Tonight, I want you to wear that nightgown.”

“How long have you liked men… like me?”

Betty shrugged. When she and Eric were nineteen, she never would have admitted to her latent desires. The societal pressures of the world had weighed too heavily on her shoulders, but when she was twenty-four and on vacation, Betty had a one-night stand that changed her life forever. The man had on a corset and lingerie when he got naked, and her dominant side had come to life. The man was telling her what she wanted, and she hadn’t realized how much she liked being on top; in control. Women were always taught to let the man decide, but that wasn’t the right fit for Betty. She was the one who needed to wield the whip.

“I discovered my passion on accident but haven’t look back since. Don’t look back, Eric. Move forward with me,” she said.

“What outfit did you have for me today?”

“Get showered and cleaned up, and then you can see it,” said Betty.

Eric went to the bathroom, and when he came out thirty minutes later, he had the towel wrapped under his arms like a woman hiding her breasts. Betty had his outfit for the day sitting on the kitchen island. Eric dried himself and then slipped on the clothing.

First, there was a pink thong with flowers etched into the lace. Betty had packed him pink yoga pants, pink running shoes, and a black jersey dress with long sleeves. Eric put on his clothing and donned his wig when he finished. Betty applied a light layer of foundation mixed with moisturizer to Eric’s face. They would spend a lot of time outside today, so Eric didn’t need anything extra. Betty added his black leather choker to complete the look. They ate a bowl of cereal together and finished drinking the coffee.

“It didn’t look like anyone else was staying here when I went for a walk this morning,” said Betty.

“You want me to go outside wearing this?” asked Eric. He used the lightest voice he could. It was getting better with everything he said, but the tone was still too deep. Too rich. It traveled farther than a typical female voice.

“That’s why we came here, silly. Don’t fear the wilderness. Nobody knows you out here,” said Betty.

“I don’t know,” said Eric.

Betty ignored Eric and pulled him outside for their hike.

♦

Eric had spent the entire day outside wearing his black jersey dress with pink yoga pants having his picture taken by Betty. He felt self-conscious the entire day, but they hadn’t seen a soul on their hike. Betty had brought a book about birds and plants native to Indiana. They spent their time walking through the thick woods and identifying what they could; laughing when they couldn’t. Their difficult past had melted into the background. Eric forgot about their bet. He had forgotten about the lie he told his parents. Eric was Betty’s doll and treasured every second but feared what their friends would think if they discovered the truth.

Betty pushed Eric against the wall when they stepped into the cabin and pressed her lips against his. He mumbled something, but she took the opportunity to thrust her tongue into his parted lips. Eric ran his hands along the jersey dress, not knowing where to place them. Betty grabbed his hands and placed them on her ass. Eric melted into the kiss and accepted Betty in his arms; his back against the wall. His hands on her ass.

“Seeing you dressed like that drives me wild,” said Betty. She ran her hand down Eric’s front side and stopped on his dick. She grabbed his growing erection, squeezing it in her closed hand. “And knowing you have this under it all only makes me crazier.”

“Yeah?” asked Eric.

“I want to doll you up in a different outfit every night of the week,” said Betty.

“That could get expensive.”

“You know I have the money. Want me to spoil you, sissy boy?” asked Betty. She ran her thumb over Eric’s bottom lip. Her brown eyes softened as she stared at Eric. They were two souls lost in the woods. It didn’t matter what society thought of them; they were worlds away from their friends. Betty was here with Eric, and she meant every word. He could see it in how she gazed at him like a dog looking for its companion.

Eric felt his back sink into the wall, and he pulled Betty close to him, using her ass. “I would love for you to spoil me and dress me up however you want.”

“Good, because I already have several outfits picked out online. I just wanted to see how this weekend would go for us.”

“How is it so far?”

“The best weekend of my life,” she said. Betty kissed Eric again. She touched his bra, his breasts. Betty moved her mouth from Eric’s mouth and to his neck. She ran her tongue along his salty skin before blowing on it, sending tingles over Eric’s exterior.

“It’s the best weekend of my life too. Why did we take so long to get here?” asked Eric.

“Shh, don’t worry about the past. We are here now and have the future,” said Betty.

“What will our friends think?”

“Who cares what they think, Eric. I have you, and you have me,” said Betty. She took his hand and led him to the bed. Betty used her fingers and pushed Eric’s long hair behind his ears. She ran her hands along the jersey fabric, paying special attention to his breasts and manhood. Betty sat on the edge of the bed, lifted Eric’s dress, and pulled his yoga pants down enough to free his dick. She took his thick member into her hand and stroked it. Eric shook at her touch, and when she wrapped her lips around his dick, Eric moaned. He looked up the wood ceiling and let out a deep, long sound of pleasure.

Eric kept his hands behind his back while Betty took her time on his dick. She stopped after a couple minutes, and Eric wanted more but knew he would have to wait until Betty felt like sucking his dick again. Betty lifted the yoga pants and rested Eric’s dick along the pink lace.

“I brought a surprise,” said Betty. She looked up at Eric through hooded eyes. Eric’s dick throbbed in his yoga pants, hungry from Betty’s tease. Her soft, wet lips.

“What kind of surprise?”

Betty stood from the bed and crossed the room. She stripped naked while she walked, throwing her clothes along the way to form a trail. Eric watched her as she bent over, exposing her holes. When Betty lifted her body, she was holding a strap on. Eric swallowed, knowing what she had planned.

“I can’t—”

“Oh, sure you can. We will train that sissy hole of yours to love it,” she said.

“But Betty, you—”

“No buts, Eric. I know you will love it. Can’t you try for me?” she asked.

Eric nodded, staring at the curved penis with wide eyes. It wasn’t too big, but Eric had never taken anything up his ass. He wanted to please Betty. He wanted to give her whatever she requested, but this was a surprise Eric hadn’t anticipated. Eric squeezed his hole, wondering how it would feel to take Betty’s dick. Fear rose into his throat. He couldn’t find words.

Betty held the strap and walked back over to Eric. She bent down and kissed him. Betty placed one of her breasts in Eric’s face, and he sucked. It was like receiving a gift before bad news. Eric felt Betty’s dick brush his shoulder as he sucked on her nipple. Fire and ice.

When Betty stopped, she gave Eric a tutorial on how to put on the strap for her. He went to work and had it on in less than a minute. Betty took Eric’s face by his cheeks and made him suck her dick. Feel its size. She squeezed lubrication onto her fingers and reached over Eric’s body to prepare his hole. He was still wearing his dress. Betty had pulled down his yoga pants and thong enough to use his hole, but he couldn’t take them off or touch himself.

“Turn around,” she said. Eric had made her dick plenty wet. Betty slipped a finger into Eric’s tight hole. His body reacted. It collapsed in front of him. It tried to escape, but Betty held his hips. Eric wanted to take her dick, but it was fight or flight, and his body was running. “Take a deep breath,” she said.

When Eric exhaled, Betty slipped two fingers into his hole. It was easier taking them the second time, but the pain still erupted over his body like dust on a gravel road. Betty removed her fingers, and when Eric exhaled again, she thrust her dick into him.

Eric leaped forward, unable to handle the pain of his hole getting stretched for the first time.

“You can do it, baby,” said Betty. She rubbed her fingers along his lubricated hole. She pressed against his tightness and slipped a finger into his warm cave. Eric relaxed as she slid the finger in and out of him.

“I don’t know, Betty. It hurts,” he said. Betty rubbed his back through the jersey fabric. Eric loved dressing as Betty’s woman, but the pain was too intense. He wanted to take her, but they would have to try another day. “I can’t,” he said.

Betty added more lube and whispered into Eric’s ear, “you can. It will only hurt for a moment.” Betty pushed into Eric’s hole and fucked him. After a minute of friction, his hole relaxed, and her dick felt amazing. It was like adjusting to a cold pool in late May. “There you go, baby. Fuck,” said Betty. Her voice was laced with pleasure as she fucked Eric’s tight hole.

Eric gripped the sheets, taking a dick for the first time. He never thought he would have enjoyed it, but Betty was hitting his spot. When she went deep, Eric felt his body more than he ever had. It was like Betty was a part of him while her dick used his tightness.

“Fuck, Betty. You’re going to make me cum,” said Eric. He wasn’t even touching himself and felt like spraying his load. It would cover his pink panties, and he didn’t want to ruin them. They were cute. One of his favorites. Eric took a deep breath and squeezed his legs together as Betty enjoyed his loosened hole.

Betty went deep and moved her hips up and down, making loud orgasmic noises. She gripped Eric’s sides, and her nails dug into his hips. Betty collapsed onto Eric’s back, and he fell to the bed; her dick deep inside him. Her breasts pressed against his sweaty skin. Betty touched Eric’s hair and whispered into his ear, “I’m falling in love with you.”

“Me too,” he said.

♦

“You have to eat my pussy if you want to fuck it,” said Betty. She was still sensitive from her orgasm. She had never cum so intensely in her life. Eric was sending her to a new planet. She had admitted her feelings for him, which she never did with a man. Betty never felt much beyond acquaintanceship with her sexual conquests. Most of her relationships had been based on a shared fetish.

With Eric, everything had changed. He knew her as a friend. An adversary. They had a unique relationship, and it had led to this. Eric on his knees with his head between her legs while she rubbed her nipples and clit. Eric wore his dress and tights and wig. Betty was naked. She was playing with her clit while Eric worked his tongue along her pussy. Betty had to stop or she would cum again.

“Put on a condom.”

“Want me to take these off?” Eric asked and stretched out his yoga pants.

“Keep the thong on. Lose the pants,” she said.

Eric dropped his pants and lifted the thong. He stuck his dick out the side of the pink lace. It looked thick and delicious against his femininity. Eric rolled a condom over his dick, and Betty pulled him to the bed and threw him onto his back. Eric put his hands above his head, and Betty lifted his dress to reveal his hardened dick.

“Fuck, that looks delicious,” said Betty. She bent over and kissed the head. She ran her tongue from Eric’s base to his tip. He had on a condom, but his dick was too delectable to resist. Betty placed a dollop of lubrication onto her finger and rubbed it into Eric’s dick. He thrashed his feet as her hand stroked his cock. “Can’t handle it, sissy?”

“I’m trying,” he said.

Betty smirked. Her pussy was hot and hungry. She straddled Eric’s hips and sank onto his dick. Eric moaned. His eyes rolled into the back of his head. Betty squeezed her walls around his manhood as her pussy adjusted to Eric’s size.

Rocking on Eric’s dick, Betty threw her head back. She gripped Eric’s chest and fucked his dick with her pussy. The dress balled up around his thin waist. His breasts large in Betty’s hands. She loved her sissy all dolled up. It was the best of both worlds. She had her feminine man who loved pussy. Her dream come true. Betty savored the dick filling her hole.

Betty used Eric’s member. She took his hand and placed it on her clit, and Eric knew what to do. He mindlessly rubbed her button as she worked his dick. They were two bodies in one dance. One moment in time charged by their passion. A memory to mark the beginning of a lasting love. Betty knew she would never let Eric get away and had a feeling he wouldn’t want to go far. They were ‘different’ in a world full of ‘normals’, but Betty had never felt something so right in her life.

“Fuck Betty, I can’t last another—,” said Eric. He gripped Betty’s thighs and pushed into her, lifting her hips. His hand never left her clit.

Betty moaned and reached down to grab Eric’s hand; he was sending her over the edge for a second time. Betty collapsed to Eric’s endowed chest. His softening dick slipped out of her pussy. She rolled over to her side and admired the pool of cum in the condom.

“Promise me we can do that again,” said Eric.

“I promise,” said Betty. They kissed and relaxed in their euphoria until it faded to a pleasant memory. It was their last night in the cabin, and they wouldn’t let it go to waste.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Betty scrolled through her phone to look at all the photos she had taken on her trip with Eric. Joy and Susan had come over to drink wine and gossip. Eric had to work at the hospital tonight, and Betty missed him. She wanted to doll him up and ride his dick. Sit on his face. Whip him. There were so many different activities she was dying to try with her man.

“Look at her, Joy. She can’t keep it together,” said Susan.

Betty looked up from her phone. She and the ladies had ordered a pizza to share, and they were both eating while Betty hadn’t taken a bite. “What are you talking about?” asked Betty.

“What are you looking at over there?” asked Joy.

“Nothing,” said Betty. She hadn’t told her friends about the cabin. She didn’t want to reveal that her man wore lingerie. It wasn’t their business. Betty locked her phone and placed it on the side table. She picked up a plate and grabbed a slice of pizza.

The pizza had mushrooms and chicken and a white sauce. It was the only combination the three of them could ever agree to order. Betty loved her friends, but Eric was already commanding so much of her mental energy and attention. She wanted to give him every free second she had. If Eric hadn’t worked tonight, she would have told her girlfriends to come over another day.

“How are you and Eric getting along?” asked Joy.

Betty chewed and swallowed before speaking. “Well, we put the car situation behind us. Things are going well.”

Her friends clapped. They cheered and made strange noises. Betty had known they wanted her and Eric to date, but their reaction was too enthusiastic. It made her want to call Eric and end it all. Betty didn’t like having others push her in certain directions. She had rebelled and done things her way for as long as she could remember, so why would she settle for a man her friends picked for her?

“You two need to stop, or I’ll dump Eric before it gets serious,” said Betty. “I don’t want your added pressure.”

Susan and Joy simmered down like boiling water without a flame. Light chuckles pursued, but they focused on the baking show. Betty needed some air and excused herself to go to the bathroom.

When Betty was in the bathroom with the window open, letting in jolting cold air, she heard Susan and Joy squeal like they had seen a mouse run across the room. Betty shook her head and concentrated on the stream of fluid leaving her body. She hurried and closed the window to return to the living room and see why they had been hollering.

Susan and Joy leered in Betty’s direction when she entered the room. Betty wondered what was happening until she saw her cell phone on the table. Eric’s picture from their special weekend was on the screen. She hadn’t taken any erotic images, but Eric had on his dress and wig; looking seductive as sin.

“Um, Betty…” said Susan. Her eyes drifted to the photo staring back at them.

“Is that Eric?”

“Who gave you two permission to go through my phone?” asked Betty. Her body exploded with heat. She wanted to snatch Susan and Joy by their hair and throw them out into the cold night without their coats. She never should have shared her password with either of them.

“We wanted to see what you were looking at, and we found it. This photo was right there when you unlocked your phone.”

Betty snatched her phone from the table and held it to her chest. They still had half of their wine and pizza, but Betty couldn’t stand being around her friends another second. “I think you two should leave,” said Betty. She dropped her head and pointed to the door.

Joy and Susan muttered apologies, but Betty didn’t want to hear a word. They had betrayed her trust, and now they knew Eric’s secret. Her secret. She had to protect her man, and letting Joy and Susan remain in her home wasn’t doing that.

“Please, Bet—”

“I said you should leave,” said Betty. Her voice rose with force. Joy and Susan hurried to put on their jackets, grab their bags, and rush out the door.

♦

Like most secrets between friends, Eric’s had spread like wildfire. He never wanted to see his friends again now that they knew his desires to wear women’s clothing. When Eric was with Betty, life was like lying under a blanket of stars on a summer night.

If Eric thought about William knowing and gossiping about his secret, it was like getting burned by the oven.

Betty was sitting next to Eric on his sofa. He didn’t have to work today, so Betty had come over after she worked on her blog and finance business. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. No bra. He had on a turquoise thong, but it was hidden beneath his tightened denim. Eric couldn’t bring him to wear a dress ever since Betty had told him about what happened with Joy and Susan a few nights ago. Betty wanted to dress Eric up, but he couldn’t. He felt like there was a video camera recording his every move.

“Eric, please. This isn’t the end of the world,” said Betty.

They had been going in circles. Eric understood that Betty wanted the man back who experimented with wigs, bras, hosiery, shoes, and everything else, but he wasn’t that man. He couldn’t be that man when his best friend knew the truth. They hadn’t spoken, and Eric was too afraid to message William.

“I invited everyone for dinner,” she said. “I’m ordering Chinese, and they are coming here in an hour. We have to move past this, Eric.”

“No,” said Eric. His voice was thick with panic. He jumped up and ran around the house, moving objects that didn’t need it. Panting. Huffing. Puffing. He was a mess of emotions and didn’t know how to bring himself down to Earth.

“You can do this,” said Betty. She had come out of nowhere and placed her hands on Eric’s shoulders.

“William is my best friend,” said Eric. “He will hate me now. I don’t want things to change with us, but what do you expect, Betty? This isn’t right. What we do isn’t natural.” Eric had fallen to tears. He felt pathetic. He thought he was stronger than this but was proving himself wrong. Eric slid to the floor by the dining-room table and rested his back against a chair.

Betty took a seat next to him and held his hand. She didn’t look at him and gazed to the window. She let several beats pass before she spoke, “there is nothing wrong with what we enjoy, Eric. I love you the way you are, and I love that you express your femininity. Women’s clothing takes you to your place of joy. I can see it when you’re all dolled up. Don’t the textures make you feel alive? Wasn’t the cabin the best weekend of your life?”

Eric understood her point, but society had guided him for so long. Men were taught not to wear women’s clothing. They were taught to sit with their legs crossed a certain way. Eric wanted to break free of society’s restraints and enjoy his life with Betty, but he feared the entire town would know about him in a matter of days. It was like having a wall press down on him from above, and Eric was finding it hard to breathe.

“We will get through this, Eric. Okay?”

“Yes,” he said in a dry voice.

Betty hopped up from the floor and pulled Eric to his feet. “I’ll order the Chinese food. Can you make sangria? There is wine in the fridge.”

Eric nodded and went to the kitchen while Betty ordered Chinese and cleaned. Over the following hour, Eric felt both panicked and relieved he would see William. Joy and Susan didn’t bother him as much, but they had loud mouths and would surely tell others. Eric finished the sangria and placed it in the fridge.

“Should we move to Indianapolis?”

“That’s unnecessary, Eric,” said Betty. She went over to Eric and hugged him. She opened the fridge to check the sangria. “Looks delicious,” she said.

A knock came at the door, and Betty went to answer it. Susan had arrived before Joy and William. Her husband never wanted to attend events. He preferred to stay home with the kids than to find a babysitter. Susan hugged Betty and Eric. She said nothing about Eric wearing dresses, but his lingerie felt extra tight with Susan in the room.

The doorbell rang, but it was the delivery driver from the restaurant. Betty paid him, and Susan helped Eric place cutlery and dishes on the table.

When the doorbell sounded again, Eric wanted to hide in his bedroom closet and not come out until the night ended. Betty made him answer the door.

Several beats of silence passed as William and Eric stared at each other. Joy was standing behind William and off to the side. She had her eyes cast to the ground. William patted Eric on the shoulder, “you will always be my best friend, Eric. No matter what you wear.”

Eric hadn’t felt his face get as hot as it did then in ages. Maybe not since Betty first started hating him after the car incident. “I’m sorry I never told you before. I’m not gay or anything,” said Eric.

William shook his head. “Nothing to apologize for except not letting us come in to get out of this cold weather.”

Eric laughed and opened the door wider to let in his friends. They had a fabulous dinner, and Eric’s anxiety melted away.


EPILOGUE

Six Months Later

Spring had arrived with fresh flowers and luscious green foliage. Betty had moved into Eric’s house last month, and they were having a splendid time. Eric always changed out of his scrubs and into a cotton dress for Betty. Sometimes he wore jersey or satin. Betty ordered him at least one dress a week to try on, and those days always ended in sex.

Eric had grown to worship taking Betty’s dick, and she could use her biggest strap now.

“How does this look?” asked Eric. He stepped out of the bedroom and into the living room. He wore a blonde wig with a black dress that stopped above the knees with long mesh sleeves. A choker covered his neck. Eric was wearing four-inch heels and spun in a circle for Betty.

“That might be my favorite one yet, but you need some lip liner. Bring me your makeup,” said Betty. She was wearing jeans and a blouse. Eric would be the star tonight. They went to Indianapolis at least twice a month for Eric to have his public fix. Eric didn’t feel comfortable leaving the house en femme in Herman, but he was as eager as a butterfly leaving its cocoon to drive to the city for dinner.

Eric came back with the makeup, and Betty fixed his face to compliment the dress. She never let her doll leave the house without looking his best. Betty loved him more with each passing day.

“Ready?” asked Betty.

“Yes,” said Eric.

Betty fluffed her hair in the compact mirror and ran red lipstick over her lips before grabbing her bag, turning off the lights, and following Eric out the door. She couldn’t wait to show off her sissy to the world and try another fantastic restaurant. Indianapolis had so many scrumptious eateries.

Eric opened the door for Betty, she slid into the car, and Eric drove them to the city.
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CHAPTER ONE

3 Years Ago

Internships gained through nepotism were as common as luxury cars at sixteen and plastic surgery at sixty in Hooper, Illinois; the richest suburb of Chicago.

Hooper was located northwest of the city, away from the riffraff and commoners. There were no apartment complexes in this zip code. There were two-and-three-bedroom houses, but even those were looked down upon by many in the suburb, as those small homes were owned by the ones who could barely afford Hooper. The ones who dropped every dime they had to call Hooper home.

At the center of it all was a country club: Hooper Country Club. Simple name, but the membership came at a steep price. Those people in the tiny homes drove around the perimeter, hating that there was yet another wall to cross in Hooper, but Ronald Jones didn’t have that problem.

Ronald Jones came from a family of doctors. One generation after the next. Private schools, tutors, and the pressure to become a doctor himself. Ronald had known since he was young that he wasn’t cut out to make it as a doctor. Luckily, his parents allowed him to study business and marketing, as long as he agreed to take on his father as a client without charge.

When Ronald’s twenty-first birthday came around, he was a senior in college. Even though he didn’t have to become a doctor, his parents demanded he did an internship, so they found one for him by mingling with an ambitious up-and-comer Andrew Wright at the country club. He was waiting in the wings to take over his father’s real-estate empire, Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

The internship had started like any other: opening mail, writing mindless reports, running errands that hadn’t been specified in the interview. Ronald hated the job, but it would look good on his resume when he graduated. He was working in the marketing department for the real-estate company, but the bosses wouldn’t let him do any of the entertaining work.

Weeks had passed, and Ronald couldn’t wait for the internship to end, but everything changed when Andrew Wright approached his desk one evening Ronald had stayed late to finish a paper for school before driving back to Hooper. The office was downtown, and traffic was always horrible when the interns went home, so Ronald stayed late to do homework instead of sitting in slow traffic.

Ronald had looked up from his computer that evening to find Andrew’s bulge pressing against the corner of his desk. Everyone could see Ronald’s desk because it was in the open space, but most of the employees had gone home by that time.

“I’ve been meaning to come say hello,” Andrew had said, stirring Ronald’s gut. Ronald remembered two things about that moment: the outline of Andrew’s dick and the lightness of his eyes when he looked up at them.

“Andrew, how are you? Thank you for getting me this internship,” said Ronald.

“It’s impossible to say no to your mother. You should know that.”

“Yes, Cynthia knows how to get what she wants.”

The conversation had gone down a normal route. Andrew had even turned to leave, his ass tight in a pair of custom-made pants. Ronald never forgot that either. Who forgot a handsome man who smelled good and wore pants that hugged him in all the right ways? Andrew had come to the desk after turning away to ask Ronald out for a drink. That was when everything changed.

If Ronald could turn back time, he would have declined Andrew’s invitation. If he had known what would come, Ronald would have focused on his paper instead of pretending to like whiskey on the rocks that evening. He had struggled to finish the paper the following morning and only got a ‘B’, instead of an ‘A’ like he’d planned.

One evening lead to the next, and Ronald had thought he found a new friend. Andrew and Ronald came from the same circles, so they had known each other for years. In Ronald’s eyes, Andrew had been that untouchable, extremely handsome and popular guy everyone wanted, so it was crazy when they started hanging out every day after work, discussing business practices and laws from the local to federal levels.

Ronald had been living in a dream, but dreams always ended.

It was a couple weeks before the internship was due to end when Ronald and Andrew crossed the line. Ronald would always blame Andrew and vice versa, but what they did took two willing participants.

“Would you stay late to help me with a project?” Andrew had asked.

Ronald had fallen in love and would never tell Andrew ‘no’. “Of course, tell me how I can help.”

The hour had started as work. They ordered Chinese. Nobody questioned Andrew staying after with Ronald. Andrew was a man who always had a different lady. A Chicagoan playboy, writing the rules as he went. He had enough money to do whatever he wanted. Have whoever he wanted.

It shocked Ronald when Andrew made the first move, but it also made him feel sexy. Ronald loved a man’s attention.

People didn’t know this about Ronald, but he got off by dressing as a woman. He loved to put on stockings and short skirts and have guys fuck him from behind. He had breast forms, wigs, makeup, and everything else he needed to crossdress hidden in his closet.

When Ronald put on his women’s clothing, he became ‘Ronnie’, and ‘Ronnie’ was a dirty slut.

“Do you find me attractive?” Andrew had asked. He was perching on the edge of his desk. The last person in the office had just left, and Ronald felt his heart beating. They were in Andrew’s closed office. No blinds.

Ronald remembered the intensity in Andrew’s blue eyes as he waited for his answer. “Yes,” Ronald had muttered.

“I’ve always been curious.”

“About what? Expanding the business to other parts of Chicago?”

A soft chuckle. Deep. Alluring. Ronald could see the thickening outline of Andrew’s cock in his pants. The shimmer of hope in his eyes. Ronnie hated to disappoint, and Ronald felt like Ronnie in that moment. After weeks of staring at Andrew from afar and wondering how it would be, it didn’t take any time for Ronald to end up under the desk between Andrew’s knees.

Ronald had swallowed every drop of Andrew’s cum. He’d sucked Andrew’s dick like a dirty slut, slobbering all over his manhood. Andrew had to change pants at the office because there had been such wetness, but none of it was cum as every bit had slid down Ronald’s throat.

After that evening, Ronald had been dying to show Andrew how sexy he could be as Ronnie, but the day never came.

A week after the incident, Andrew made a huge scene about an error Ronald didn’t remember making and terminated his internship in front of everyone, even though it had nearly come to an end.


CHAPTER TWO

Now

Ronald never forgave Andrew for what he’d done, but he had moved on with his life. Ronald graduated, worked an entry-level job for a few years, and had been enjoying his time as a sissy bachelor in Chicago. There had been countless men for whom he’d dressed up as Ronnie. Endless dicks, small to large, that had slid in and out of his sissy hole. Always with protection. Ronald got tested regularly and took PREP. So far, so good.

Life was glorious, except for the phone call he’d received this morning. In the past three years, Andrew had taken over Wright’s Windy City Real Estate, so he was the boss who made all the decisions.

Ronald didn’t know what was happening, but Andrew’s company wouldn’t send the job he had interviewed for a letter of recommendation. Ronald refused to take his internship off of his resume. Maybe his last job had never called to verify, but this new one was, and the ordeal was becoming a pain.

They’d waited two weeks to tell Ronald, which meant two weeks had passed without Andrew’s company replying. Ronald hadn’t even given Andrew’s number, but the current HR manager had been working there when Ronald interned. It was all a mess and could screw up Ronald’s chance of becoming a marketing manager at a startup called Neptune.

Ronald didn’t have time for Andrew’s games. Hopefully Andrew had time for his. It took some gossiping with old friends Ronald never talked to, but he learned Andrew liked to eat lunch and workout at Hooper Country Club on Wednesdays. It was his lucky day.

Ronald went to his manager’s office when he got the information he needed, faked sick, and went home for the rest of the day. He took taxis because he didn’t have time for public transportation. He needed to leave his entry-level hellhole and wield the power he desired. Ronald stopped by his house and grabbed a change of clothes before heading to Hooper Country Club, the taxi waiting outside his apartment as he rushed to gather everything he needed.

When they arrived at the country club, Ronald felt uneasy. He hadn’t gone there in years, even those times when his mother begged him to meet them for dinner. The memory of Andrew was too painful to face, but Ronald no longer had a choice if he wanted to secure his new job. Whatever the holdup was, Ronald knew it had to do with Andrew.

Perhaps Andrew was insecure and had taken it out on Ronald. He didn’t know. Ronald had stopped trying to analyze the situation ages ago.

After tipping the taxi driver, Ronald walked to the entrance of Hooper Country Club. Men with gloved hands opened the doors for him. Marble floors. Extravagant chandeliers. A bar near the entrance with coffee and flavored water.

“Mr. Jones, it’s great to see you,” the man said. His name was Luke. “It’s been awhile. Are you here to meet Mrs. Jones? I saw her—”

“Thank you, Luke. I’m here to use the gym. Felt inspired to exercise more,” said Ronald. He did intense yoga but never lifted weights. Ronald kept his body thin and feminine so he could crossdress and pass whenever he wanted, which was why he had come here, but Luke couldn’t know his plan.

“Always better late than never,” said Luke. He was in his late twenties and had an athletic body. Ronald used to have a crush on him but hadn’t thought of him in years.

“That’s right,” Ronald said and patted Luke on the shoulder before walking past him. He gripped the strap of his bag, nervous his mother would see him as he walked to the single bathroom at the end of the hall, available for either gender. He had never been Ronnie at Hooper Country Club and was feeling crazed at the thought.

He was sure nobody would recognize him, but his mother, Cynthia, was there, and that added an intense pressure. It didn’t matter because Ronald had come too far to back down now. Andrew was crazy if he thought he could get away with putting Ronald’s life on hold.

Ronald’s hands shook as he transformed himself in the spacious bathroom. He undressed first, tucked his dick, and put on a women’s workout outfit with a thick padded bra underneath. He used a little medical tape to reduce the bulge and make it more like a camel toe. Years of practice led to perfection. Andrew wouldn’t be able to resist Ronald.

Ronald put on his wig cap and a brown wig, securing it with pins. He tied his hair into a bun at the top of his head. He pulled a few strands out of the bun so they fell in his face. Ronald put on makeup and checked himself out in the mirror for a few more minutes. Ronald had disappeared, and he was all Ronnie. Even if his mother saw him, he was sure his mother wouldn’t recognize him.

Ronald stuffed his men’s clothing into the bag, turned off the bathroom light, and stepped into the hall. He walked quickly down the hall to the gym. Andrew was inside running on the treadmill. There were a few others, but they wouldn’t affect Ronnie’s plan.

Ronnie stepped inside the gym and went to a corner for a yoga mat. They sanitized them often. There was an open space in front of Andrew’s treadmill. Ronnie laid out his yoga mat off to the angle, so it wasn’t too obvious he wanted Andrew to see.

Ronnie stretched first, starting with poses that wouldn’t appear sexual. After five minutes, Ronnie got to the floor and went from one pose to the next, bending his body in sexier and sexier ways. His favorite pose required him to hold the small of his back with his ass in the air and spread his legs.

He got Andrew’s attention. Andrew was still running but much slower. Ronnie didn’t stop, nor did he pay Andrew any attention. He did a few nonsexual poses to cool Andrew off before standing with his ass to Andrew and bending over so his yoga pants stretched over his ass. Ronnie loved a man’s attention, and Andrew was proving rather easy to seduce.

Ronnie turned to face Andrew, only locking eyes for a second. The key was to leave a man thirsty for more. Desperate for a taste. Ronnie closed his eyes and did a slight back bend. He heard Andrew turn off the treadmill and step off of it. Ronnie tried his best not to smile when he heard Andrew step closer.

Ronnie’s Adam’s apple wasn’t pronounced, which he always appreciated in moments like this. Moving slowly to a standing position, Ronnie peeked through one open eye.

“Could I help you?” asked Ronnie.

Andrew looked him up and down, unaware of who was really beneath the gorgeous disguise. Ronnie loved how he could fool men. He never slept with people who didn’t know the truth, but Ronnie was desperate and vengeful.

“I’ve never seen you working out here before. What’s your name?”

“Ronnie,” he said, using his best girl voice. It came out high and even, as convincing as his tucked dick and fake tits. “I normally come at a different time.”

Andrew looked at Ronnie with suspicious eyes. Hooper Country Club was small enough where most members had met once or twice but big enough not to know every name. Andrew relaxed his eyes after a few seconds, and Ronnie fought the urge to exhale.

“You’re a nimble woman, Ronnie.”

“Oh, did you notice?”

“I think we both know how sexy those poses were,” said Andrew.

“Wow, all men are pigs, aren’t they?” Ronnie said but chuckled. He smiled, showcasing his glossy lips.

“I never see women looking as good as you in here.”

“You never even told me your name, mister,” said Ronnie.

Andrew blushed. “You’re right. I’m Andrew. Andrew Wright,” he said in a way that sounded like everyone should know his name.

Ronnie acted like he’d never heard of it. “Nice to meet you, Andrew.”

“Have you heard of me?”

Ronnie shook his head. “Afraid I haven’t, but we could get to know each other. Isn’t this when you’re supposed to ask for my number?”

Andrew slapped his forehead. “I must be short on oxygen after that workout. Where are my manners? Here’s my business card,” Andrew said and pulled a thin wallet out of his gym shorts. No cash. Only credit cards, IDs, and random paper cards.

Ronnie took Andrew’s business card and studied it like he hadn’t seen the same card moments before he was under Andrew’s desk sucking his dick. “Oh, a real-estate man? You must make the big bucks,” he said in a flirtatious, feminine voice.

Andrew was entranced. Ronnie looked into his blue eyes. They were the perfect distance from his nose. Even if Andrew could see Ronald when he stared into his eyes, he would never let himself believe Ronnie and Ronald were the same person. Andrew was Ronnie’s. He needed to end this interaction and get out of the country club before his mother saw him.

“When should we get together?”

“Tonight? Do you live near here?”

Ronnie had moved into the city since graduating college, but he wasn’t too far. Still north of downtown. “I have a small place near the lake. Fifteen minutes away.”

“Why do you come here?”

“Mom and dad have a membership,” he said.

“Oh, our parents probably know each other,” said Andrew.

They did, but Andrew didn’t need to know that. Not yet. “Probably, but we could discuss that over dinner. Tonight? I’ll text you around six.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Andrew said and lifted Ronnie’s hand to his lips. “See you then.”

Ronnie watched Andrew walk out the room. He was sweaty and so sexy. Ronnie hated him but understood why everyone loved him. Ronnie grabbed his stuff and went straight to find a taxi. He had a car but left it at his parents’ house. Charging rides or hopping on the train was much easier and saved him from the stress of sitting in traffic and finding parking.


CHAPTER THREE

Ronnie was wearing a white contoured dress with short sleeves. He had it tailored at a store during a trip to Colombia. It was his favorite dress to wear on a first date with a man. They never forgot it. Ronnie normally only went out with guys once or twice before tossing them out.

Ronnie didn’t have patience for long-term relationships. He just wanted the dick. Ronnie wanted his letter of recommendation from Andrew. His new job would pay a lot more and he could get an even bigger apartment. Nicer clothes. Better wigs. Andrew was fucking up his situation, but that would end tonight.

Stepping out of the taxi, Ronnie stood tall. His dress stopped a few inches above the knees. He was wearing white heels and nude stockings. A fake fur shoulder wrap to protect against the wintry winds. His skin whiter than usual from the lack of sunlight. Ronnie had done his hair in a brown bob, curled at the ends.

The man standing at the door looked Ronnie up and down when he opened the door. Ronnie hoped he could smell his perfume as he walked past. Either way, the man’s eyes followed Ronnie to the host stand.

“Evening, I’m meeting Mr. Wright. He messaged me a moment ago to say he’s already arrived,” Ronnie said in his womanly voice. He had gotten over going in public dressed as a woman years ago. It would have been a tantalizing thrill if he wasn’t so worried about his plan working perfectly.

Andrew stood from the table when Ronnie approached. They were at a popular restaurant in downtown Hooper. An Italian place with floor-to-ceiling windows and views of the tree-lined streets. Hooper was like a small town within a big city, and the residents loved its exclusivity. Ronnie had been desperate to escape it.

“You look amazing,” Andrew said as he hugged Ronnie. He kissed him on the cheek.

“Thank you. As do you,” said Ronnie. The host disappeared, and Ronnie slid into the booth. Andrew sat across from him. “What did you do this afternoon?”

Andrew talked about his day in the office, and Ronnie couldn’t help but wonder who else he had convinced to get on their knees under the desk. Andrew hadn’t been with any intern since Ronnie, but he didn’t know that. Ronnie loathed Andrew as he spoke about the office where he had humiliated him. The office where Ronnie had fallen in love with a man who broke his heart.

Ronnie tucked the right half of his hair behind his ear. He drank from the water glass, leaving traces of his lip gloss on the rim. It was red, popping against his pale complexion. His green eyes enhanced by mascara and eyeliner. He loved wearing brown wigs. Red would give away his natural color. He was lucky to have darker eyebrows.

“It’s incredible how much power your business has.”

“What about you? What do you do?”

“Office work. My parents are doctors, but I wasn’t cut out for it.”

“I hear that. It’s crazy how many doctors have kids who become doctors,” he said.

Ronnie shrugged. He didn’t want to give away too much information about himself, but lies were too hard to keep up with, so he didn’t lie. “I would be a fashion designer if I could, but my parents would never let me go for that. What about you? What would be your dream job?”

“I’m living the dream,” said Andrew, unsure if he believed that was true, but Andrew was good at lying to himself. He gestured at Ronnie. “I’m with a gorgeous woman, at a nice restaurant, and run a massive company. What could be better?”

“Did you build your company?”

“I inherited it, but it’s growing under me,” Andrew said, but it wasn’t entirely true.

“What if you had been born into a different family, Andrew? What would you do? I know there was something you used to dream of doing. We all have unfulfilled dreams,” said Ronnie. He was tracing the rim of his glass with a finger, his nails painted red to match his lip gloss. His purse and shoulder wrap were sitting to the side.

“Part of me always wanted to be a professional athlete, but those days are behind me. No way could I do that now.”

“What sport?”

“Volleyball,” he said. “Do you like playing volleyball?”

“I guess. It’s been several years since I’ve tried.”

“Yeah, time passes quickly,” Andrew said and sighed.

They had ordered shortly after Ronnie arrived, and the server came to the table with their food. Ronnie had a pesto pasta. Andrew had a single-serving pizza. “How can you eat that and stay so thin?”

“Genetics? I keep waiting for the day when I’ll get fat, but it hasn’t come yet.”

“How old are you?” asked Ronnie.

“Thirty-two. You?”

“Twenty-four.”

A moment of shock passed through Andrew’s eyes. Ronnie was younger than Andrew, but he was legal. He was old enough to make decisions for himself, and Ronnie conveyed that through a stony expression. Andrew leaned back against the booth. “That’s not a problem, is it?”

Andrew shook his head. “You just seem so mature. Most young women don’t know right from left.”

“I’ve worked hard to get where I am,” said Ronnie, still tracing the rim of his water glass. He wasn’t drinking alcohol to keep a clear head. Andrew was on his third whiskey. The drunker he got, the easier it would be to get what Ronnie wanted. Andrew didn’t even register Ronnie wasn’t drinking.

“What are you doing after this?” Andrew asked when the server cleared their empty plates.

“We could have dessert. Tomorrow is a work day. I was planning on getting up early,” said Ronnie.

“You can’t stay up a little later?”

“What did you have in mind, Andrew?”

Andrew was slurring his words. He ordered a fourth drink as Ronnie watched him suck the last drops of whiskey from the bottom of the glass. After ordering his drink, he focused his attention on Ronnie. “I don’t live far from here. I was thinking we could continue the party at my condo.”

“You live in a condo?”

“Yeah, do you want to meet me there or ride in my car?”

“I took a taxi here, but you’ve had far too much to drink. You shouldn’t be driving,” said Ronnie. He wanted to go through with his plan, but it wasn’t worth losing his life because Andrew was driving around Chicago drunk.

“You can drive,” Andrew said and pulled the keys from his pocket, slamming them on the table.

“Do you live in Hooper? There aren’t any condos around here.”

“I live on the border in a new development. Owned by Wright’s Windy City Real Estate. Hooper doesn’t like condos, but they let us go ahead with it after some negotiation. Landing this deal earned my father’s trust and got me the company.”

“Oh, aren’t you a trailblazer? Let’s see these condos. I can’t believe I haven’t heard of this building.”

“You’re spending too much time by the lake,” Andrew said and smirked as he placed his credit card on the table to pay. Ronnie ran his thumb over Andrew’s car keys. There was a strong pull between them, and Ronnie couldn’t wait to get Andrew back to his house. “I have the penthouse. You’ll love it.”

The server came back with the bill, and Andrew signed the receipt. “Show me where you car is,” Ronnie said as he got out of the booth and put out his hand. Andrew took it, and they walked to the parking lot, standing close to fight against the frosty wind.

♦

Ronnie pulled up to the sparkling condominiums, realizing how often he had stayed away from this part of Chicago. Years had passed since he drove down the street where the condos were, and his parents hadn’t mentioned them at their few dinners. They talked more about medical supplies than architecture. Neither had much interest in homes, which was why their house hadn’t been decorated in twenty years.

“These are gorgeous,” Ronnie said as he pulled into the garage under the building. Andrew was directing Ronnie to his parking spot, still slurring his words, but less than he had been when they left the restaurant. Ronnie would have to get another drink in him.

Andrew led them to an elevator that took them straight to his penthouse. “Aren’t you a lucky man?” Ronnie asked as the elevator glided into the air, offering views of the city. Ronnie touched Andrew’s chest. He bent his knees to stand a couple inches below Andrew. “This is a gorgeous view,” Ronnie said before leaning in for a kiss.

Andrew gripped Ronnie’s sides and thrust his tongue into his mouth. Ronnie wanted to throw up from Andrew’s roughness, but he had come prepared for anything. He had to stay calm if he was going to get what he needed from Andrew.

The elevator slid open, revealing a clean apartment with modern furniture. An open layout. Ronnie’s apartment didn’t compare, but he hadn’t inherited a real-estate empire from his parents. He was trying to forge his own path in the world, and Andrew was blocking his progress.

Ronnie’s heels clicked against the travertine floor. He held his fake fur shoulder wrap tight as he crossed the room to the kitchen island. “How does a man as young as yourself afford a place like this?”

“Comes with being the man who found the money to build it.”

“Wouldn’t you make more selling it?”

“One day,” Andrew said. He took off his jacket and shoes before sitting on the couch. Ronnie was arranging his purse, shoulder wrap, and other things on the kitchen island.

Ronnie stepped forward to the couch where Andrew was sitting. Andrew was moving much slower than Ronnie. Ronnie needed one drink to go through with his plan. Something to loosen his inhibitions.

“A man like you must have a bottle of whiskey around,” Ronnie said.

“There’s one in the cabinet above the sink. Would you mind making us a couple?” Andrew asked as he leaned back against the sofa and sighed, lifting his feet to the gorgeous walnut coffee table.

“It’d be my pleasure,” Ronnie said and went to the kitchen. Andrew told Ronnie where to find the glasses. Ronnie put four ice cubes in each glass and filled them halfway, adding splashes of water before walking across the room to the sofa. There were coasters on the table. Ronnie doubted Andrew had picked out the details of his place. Ronnie imagined Andrew arriving with a couple suitcases one day, everything in place for a first-class life.

Didn’t Andrew know spoiled brats had to pay? Ronnie was here to collect.

“I still don’t know how I haven’t seen you at Hooper before,” Andrew said, staring at Ronnie with a skeptical glare. In Andrew’s eyes, Ronnie was a woman like any of the others that’d he’d brought home, but was she too good to be true? Andrew couldn’t remember her to save his life, and he spent a lot of time at the country club. They were different ages, but that wasn’t an excuse.

Andrew asked about Ronnie’s parents, and Ronnie gave a cryptic answer. Andrew was going to ask a follow-up question until Ronnie placed a hand on Andrew’s leg. Her fingers marched up his thigh. Andrew’s dick was rising beneath his boxers.

“Our parents would kill us if they found out. Some things are better left a secret,” Ronnie said as she placed her hands on Andrew’s waistline. He wouldn’t fight her. She seemed like a normal person. Andrew didn’t want to ruin the moment with more information. He closed his eyes and leaned back as Ronnie glided his pants to the floor.

His dick never failed and was standing at attention for Ronnie as she wrapped her hand around it. Andrew loved how she was still wearing her white dress. Red fingernails bright around Andrew’s cock as he parted his eyes to watch Ronnie spread her mouth and take his member between her lips.

Andrew had a different woman several times a week. What was one more? Another face that would blur in his memory. Another woman walking around the streets of Chicago who knew his dick. Andrew grabbed Ronnie’s face, feeling aggressive and hungry to use her like a sex toy, and shoved his dick into the back of her throat.

Ronnie choked on Andrew’s thrust, but it wasn’t too much for him to handle. He caught his breath and prepared for more. Ronnie had taken dicks as big as Andrew’s, even though Andrew was not lacking. Ronnie moaned as Andrew fucked the back of his throat.

Andrew couldn’t believe how Ronnie was taking his dick with ease, so he fucked her throat harder. When he grew tired of her mouth, he told her to strip naked. Ronnie shook her head.

“Why not?” asked Andrew. He was wearing nothing more than the t-shirt he had been wearing under his outfit.

Ronnie stood and perched on the couch, lifting her dress. She was wearing a lace jockstrap, something Andrew had never seen one of his conquests wearing. Her dick was tucked so perfectly, he didn’t even notice it when she moved her hips to reveal her tight, pink asshole.

“I like it up the ass on a first date. Does that work for you?”

Andrew’s mouth dropped. He loved fucking bitches in the ass and couldn’t believe what Ronnie was offering. Who was this slut, and where had she come from? In hindsight, Andrew would think he should have known better, but Ronnie’s ass looked too sweet to pass up.

“I’ll be right back. Grabbing condoms,” Andrew said and left the room.

Ronnie smirked as he waited for Andrew to return. His dick was soft, but he wouldn’t mind getting fucked. He only hoped Andrew wouldn’t last long. Ronnie got in position, ready to take Andrew’s cock while wearing the lace jockstrap.

Andrew returned from his bedroom, naked and rolling a condom over his dick. He couldn’t wait to fuck Ronnie up her ass. What chick wanted anal on the first date? Andrew felt he’d won the lottery. Ronnie was kneeling on the couch, hands gripping the edge. Her ass in the perfect position for Andrew to slide in.

“You sure about this?” asked Andrew as he spat into his hand and rubbed it against Ronnie’s tight hole. He hadn’t fucked an ass in months. Few women wanted anal, but it felt so good.

Ronnie nodded, and Andrew took that as his cue. He pushed into Ronnie’s tight hole, realizing he needed some lubrication. He reached around to touch Ronnie’s pussy, but she pushed away his hand. “I don’t like guys to touch my flower on the first night.”

Andrew pulled out and said, “I’ll grab lube. I have a bottle in my room.” He normally used it to masturbate, but sometimes the women would need it too.

Andrew grabbed lubrication from his bedroom and went back to the living room, where Ronnie was waiting in the same spot. He fucked her tight hole. The lubrication making his dick glide like figure skaters on ice.

Ronnie moaned, unable to stop himself. He hated Andrew, but he couldn’t help but enjoy how Andrew was fucking him; using every inch of his member. Ronnie wanted to touch himself, but he couldn’t reveal his secret. Not yet.

Andrew gripped Ronnie’s hips. He didn’t know if it was the alcohol or her tight hole, but he wouldn’t last much longer. Andrew wanted to fuck her ass all night, but he had to wake up early. They both did. He hated thinking about work while fucking, but it was always on his mind.

Andrew pushed all the way in Ronnie and hooked his hands around to her breasts. They were soft. Incredibly soft. Ronnie’s ass was constricting and contracting around his dick. Pushing against it. He pulled out, afraid he would cum if he remained in her hole a second longer.

“What’s wrong, baby?” Ronnie asked in a slutty voice. “Don’t you want to cum in my ass?” Ronnie looked over her shoulder at Andrew. Her green eyes piercing him. There was something familiar about them, but Andrew just wanted to cum and go to sleep.

“Can I cum in your mouth?”

“Of course you can, baby,” Ronnie said and got off the couch and to her knees under Andrew. “Cum for me. I want to drink every drop,” she said.

Andrew didn’t need to hear those words twice. Most of the women he brought home acted like prude bitches when the clothes came off, but Ronnie was willing, and Andrew would take full advantage. He ripped off the condom and went between fucking her throat and jacking off until the cum raced up his dick.

“Fuck,” Andrew grunted as the first stream of cum left his tip. Many more streams followed it, painting Ronnie’s face white. She didn’t even touch herself, which made it a million times hotter to Andrew. He bent down and kissed the top of her head, careful to avoid the cum.

Ronnie’s face was hot, but he didn’t care. The first part of his plan had gone perfectly. Andrew had a sleepy gaze in his eyes. “Andrew, do you mind if I shower here?”

“Sure, that’s fine. Join me in bed when you finish?”

“Perfect,” Ronnie said and ran to the bathroom he could see from the living room, desperate to wash Andrew’s cum from his face. He cleaned himself at the sink and stripped naked before stepping into the shower. He jacked off, watching his cum swirl down the drain.

Ronnie would have to wear the contour dress and wig to bed, but it was a small price to pay for what he would get in the morning if the last part of his plan went well. Ronnie took his time in the bathroom, and Andrew was snoring by the time he climbed into bed.


CHAPTER FOUR

Ronald didn’t sleep well because of what he had planned. He drifted in and out of sleep until the sun was rising in the horizon. He slipped out of Andrew’s bed, tiptoeing out of the room to the bathroom. He unzipped the white dress he had worn to bed and stripped down to the jockstrap. Seeing it and thinking of Andrew fucking him made Ronald shiver.

He had enjoyed the sex. Hated the sex. Ronald didn’t know how he felt about what had happened. He only wished Andrew had played along and sent the letter of recommendation when Neptune, Ronald’s future employer, had asked the first time.

Ronald didn’t meet his own eyes in the mirror as he touched himself. He stroked his dick slowly, awakening it. Morning wood. Payback. Ronald was struggling to get hard, so he turned on a hot video of a sissy gay boy getting fucked with a cage locked around his dick. Ronald hadn’t met a man he could trust enough to lock him up, but he would love to find that, even though he knew the guys in the video were just paid actors.

Within a minute, Ronald was hard imagining himself with that stud top in the video. His body trim and athletic. The sissy was slim and as womanly as ever, except for his dripping dick locked up in a cage.

Ronald took a deep breath and closed the video to open his camera. He was ready. Now or never. Ronald stroked his dick as he walked from the bathroom to Andrew’s bedroom, stepping through the doorway as quietly as he could. Andrew rolled over but didn’t open his eyes.

He was still naked from their session last night. Ronald stepped over to the bed, stroking his cock to keep it hard. He focused the camera.

“Andrew, time to wake up,” Ronald said, position his dick and camera at the right angle.

Rolling over, Andrew opened his eyes. Ronald snapped a photo, and it looked perfect. He caught the moment where Andrew looked wide awake and present but not yet scared.

“What the fuck?!” he yelled and jumped back in the bed.

Ronald took off the brown wig, standing naked in front of Andrew. No makeup. “It’s me, bitch,” he said.

“What the hell are you doing here, Ronald?” Andrew said, putting the puzzle together in his mind. He made a gagging noise. “I’m calling security!”

Ronald put the wig back on and crossed his arms across his chest. He lifted his phone to take another picture of Andrew’s exposed body. He turned and got a selfie with Andrew and half of his own face, but Ronald didn’t miss his dick.

He was picturing the headlines: Guess Mr. Chicago Plays for Both Teams

Andrew covered himself with the sheet and huffed. He puffed, but what would he blow? Ronald’s dick? Ronald wouldn’t mind. He was still hard watching Andrew squirm.

“I wouldn’t call security if I were you,” Andrew said. His bare, hairless ass was turned to Andrew. He almost wanted to tell Andrew to get on his knees and kiss it, but he wouldn’t be so cruel. “You wouldn’t want these pictures getting out. None of the women would ever look at you the same again.”

“Why are you doing this, Ronald?”

Ronald’s dick was softening. He was tired of giving Andrew the good view too, so he turned around to face him. There was a chair in the corner. Ronald walked across the room on his tiptoes, sitting in the chair and crossing his legs. He pulled off the wig. “You won’t send my letter of recommendation.”

“What?” Andrew asked and wiped his face with a cupped hand. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Ronald. What letter of recommendation?”

“Cut the shit, Andrew. The job I interviewed for told me the only thing standing between me and employment is a recommendation from Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.”

“I promise, I had nothing to do with it.”

“I don’t believe you, Andrew. You humiliated me when I was an intern. You made it impossible for me to go to Hooper Country Club. I don’t care if you had something to do with it or not, but you owe me.”

Andrew knew what Ronald was talking about but wouldn’t admit it. He had told his HR manager not to send any recommendation when he’d come to Andrew’s office to ask. Andrew stared at Ronald, sitting with his legs crossed, naked in the sitting chair a designer had picked out. Andrew hadn’t asked for this.

“What do you want me to do?” asked Andrew.

“Get out your computer, or I’ll leak these photos. I’m not kidding, Andrew. You’re messing with my life.”

Andrew dropped his head. He hadn’t expected this, but Ronald deserved a letter of recommendation. He’d been an ideal intern until Andrew grew afraid he would spill the affair they’d been having to the entire office. Andrew had put his reputation before everything, and it was catching up with him. It had at the office too. A couple deals had fallen through in the past year because of revelations of the past. Andrew’s father, Harold Wright, would kill him if every secret Andrew kept got out.

“What are you waiting for, Andrew? We both have jobs,” Andrew said, tapping his fingers on the arm of the chair. “Grab your computer, so you can send an email to Neptune.”

Andrew got his computer from the bag sitting inside his closet. He opened his email account. Ronald moved from the chair to the bed, gliding across the floor like fog on a river. Neither of them had dressed. Andrew felt weak and powerless, but there was another emotion bubbling under the surface. Something he couldn’t pinpoint. Ronald put in the email address and told Andrew what to type. Andrew hit send.

Ronald stood, but Andrew put out his hand to stop him. The underlying emotion he felt was desire. He wanted to spend more time with Ronald. Ronnie. Last night had been some of the best sex of his life, and Andrew had never suspected Ronnie was Ronald in disguise. He felt fooled, but he had been a fool to underestimate the people in his life.

Ronald pulled his hand away from Andrew’s. “What are you doing?”

“It was me. I told Kenneth not to write you a recommendation.”

“Why would you do that? Wasn’t it enough to humiliate me in front of everyone? I worked my ass off at that internship, Andrew! You were the one who came on to me! It wasn’t my fault you weren’t comfortable with your sexuality,” said Ronald. He wanted to leave before he cried. He had packed a pair of jeans and a thin sweater in his purse, but would have to use the shoulder wrap to stay warm.

“I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life, Ronald. But hurting you was the biggest one.”

Ronald didn’t have time to hear Andrew’s lies. Andrew had been terrible three years ago, and he was now. Ronald couldn’t let the sex and smooth talk change his mind. He had what he needed and never wanted to see Andrew again. “I’m using your bathroom. Don’t leave this room until you hear the front door open and close.”

“But—”

“I don’t care, Andrew. One false move, and I’ll send these photos to every journalist who will listen.”

Andrew fell silent. Ronald grabbed everything he’d left in the bedroom, went to the bathroom, changed, and got out of Andrew’s apartment as fast as he could. He walked toward the city and waited for a cab inside the nearest business, which was a gas station.

♦

Andrew hadn’t wrapped his head around what’d happened that morning before work. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t disgusted. Ronald had those photos on his phone. Andrew was nervous he would release them, but Neptune had already sent a return email full of positive energy about the prospect of hiring Ronald.

Ronald had been a hardworking intern. He always finished early and took on more than had been requested. Andrew knew he’d been wrong to deny the recommendation letter in the first place, but he was spoiled. He was learning how vindictive and entitled he could act as failure after failure popped up in his life.

Had his father, Harold, acted this way when he was growing the company from nothing into the empire it was today? Andrew couldn’t imagine he had. There was a new complaint almost daily about Andrew’s leadership. He had gone to school for business, but he hadn’t realized how emotional running hundreds of employees could be.

Harold kept an eye on the company, but he wasn’t concerned with the day-to-day. He was soaking up the Florida sun with Andrew’s mother, Linda.

Things might change when his father saw the upcoming quarterly report. He would fly back and sit by Andrew’s desk, listening to every phone call and commenting on Andrew’s every move.

Harold had done it once, two years ago, and Andrew had been better… for a little while. Andrew needed to get his act together. His father had already threatened to give the company to his cousin, Thomas Wright, who was still in college but already making money as a real estate agent. He showed more drive than Andrew ever had.

Ronnie had been gorgeous last night. If Andrew let go, he could think of Ronald as the woman he had been at the restaurant. The woman who’d offered him anal on a first date. Ronnie had been smooth. Smelling of flowers. Thin waist. Fat ass.

Andrew hated how much he had wanted Ronald in the past. He’d been right in the morning when he said Andrew struggled with his sexuality. He knew he was bisexual. Andrew had known it ever since he and a friend from college got drunk during a night of camping in Michigan for Andrew’s nineteenth birthday. His friend’s name was Karl. Andrew and Karl had ended up sucking each other’s dick and jacking off, never to speak to one another again after that trip.

Those weeks of the internship Ronald and Andrew had stayed late at work or to grab a bite for dinner or a drink. Hanging out with Ronald had awakened the curious side of Andrew. His desires had grown day after day until the night that Ronald sucked Andrew’s dick under his desk.

Something within Andrew had snapped. He hated how much he liked another man’s lips on his dick.

Now there was Ronnie, Ronald’s feminine form. How could Andrew not want the woman he’d brought home from the restaurant? How was Ronald the woman who’d seduced him with her flexibility in the country club?

Andrew was curious. He wanted more. He wanted to make up for his wrongdoings, but there was too much to worry about with Wright’s Windy City Real Estate. Ronald was too hurt as well, and angry people wanted vengeance.

Waiting was a virtue, and Andrew would wait for Ronald. He would long for another chance to touch Ronnie. Explore her body. Kiss her. Take her out on the town. Suck her dick. There was so much he wanted to do, but Andrew had to attend to business first.

He sighed, opened his computer, and got back to work.


CHAPTER FIVE

3 Months Later

Ronald had landed the job at Neptune and couldn’t have been happier. Everyone had gone home, but Ronald was still at his desk obsessing over details for the latest ad campaign. Ronald was grateful the days were growing longer and offering more hours of sunlight.

He woke up every morning excited to go to work, even though the days were long. He was leading a team of ambitious marketers, unable to believe Neptune had trusted him to work as their manager. They specialized in robotics and were hoping to pioneer companion robots, but sold kitchen appliances for seed money.

Ronald and his team were promoting the kitchen appliances but always working on future campaigns for the companion robots.

The days at work took a lot of energy out of Ronald, but he was young, and Neptune was paying him more than enough to upgrade his apartment once the lease ended.

Ronald walked to the metro after finishing for the day. Staring out the window of the train, Ronald watched the familiar buildings pass. He took the same train to and from work and didn’t go many other places unless it was to Hooper to visit his parents.

Ronald passed a Wright’s Windy City Real Estate sign as he was walking to his apartment after the train. He thought of Andrew. They hadn’t spoken since the morning Ronald surprised him with a dick in his face. Ronald had the photos saved on a flash drive in the back of his underwear drawer, but he had deleted them from his phone.

The first week after the eventful morning, Ronald had stared at the photos multiple times a day. He had enjoyed Andrew’s touch. The sex on the couch. It had been amazing besides the reason Ronald had sought out Andrew in the first place.

There were days Ronald wanted to call to apologize, but it never would have happened if Andrew hadn’t asked Ronald out for a drink all those years ago. If they hadn’t gone to countless dinners or spent evenings in the office, ‘working’ on projects. They worked, but there had always been an underlying sexual tension.

A sexual tension Ronald never thought would lead somewhere, but it had, and Ronald had been humiliated. It took him a long time to come to terms with what Andrew had done to him. Andrew had problems with himself and his sexuality, and Ronald wasn’t responsible for that. Ronald knew who he was and what he liked.

Unfortunately, being dressed as a woman with Andrew was enjoyable. Sexy. Ronald thought about their night together more often than he’d ever admit.

Turning the corner of his street, Ronald paused because there was a man standing next to a car he didn’t recognize outside of his building. Ronald couldn’t see the man’s face. Ronald didn’t live on the busiest city street. Most of the cars were the same day after day. He wouldn’t have thought much of it if the man hadn’t been standing right in front of the stoop leading to Ronald’s door.

Ronald pulled out his phone, ready to dial the police. He proceeded. The man still had his back to Ronald. When Ronald was about a foot behind the stranger, he ducked his head and sprinted for the steps.

“Ronald, wait, it’s me,” the man said.

Ronald registered Andrew’s voice, turning to face him. He thought about Andrew but had never wanted to see him again. Ronald stood on his step for a moment, gazing into Andrew’s blue eyes. It was still a little cold in the city, so Andrew was wearing a wool jacket that did a fantastic job of showcasing his manly shoulders.

Ronald was thin. His jacket hung on him as though he were a runway model. “What do you want, Andrew?”

Ever since the morning Ronald surprised Andrew by revealing himself as Ronnie, there had been a change. It was as though a layer had been pulled back from Andrew’s layers of protection, and the truth was waiting there. Andrew liked men, but he especially liked men like Andrew: feminine guys who loved to crossdress. There was no way Ronnie had been a one-night invention.

“You. I want you. I wanted you three years ago, three months ago, and I want you now.”

As much as Ronald loved to hear those words, he couldn’t trust them. Andrew had broken his heart. He had crossed him. Andrew was a coward, and Ronald wanted nothing to do with a man who couldn’t accept himself. A man who schemed to get his way. Even if Ronald hadn’t found love, he doubted he would find it with Andrew, and Ronald had plenty of hunks to come over for mindless sex.

Ronald stepped down to the last step, standing a head above Andrew. “There’s nothing between us, Andrew. I cared about you when I interned at Wright’s Windy City Real Estate, but you showed me your true colors then. People don’t change.”

“You’re right, Ronald. I’ve made endless mistakes in my life, but I’m learning. I’m trying. Can’t you give me a chance to make it better?” asked Andrew. He thought he sounded pathetic asking for another chance, but he had waited outside Ronald’s apartment long enough. He had battled with himself too long. He was ready to accept his reality.

The only problem was Ronald didn’t want to move backward. “I thought you cared about me, but you might as well have dumped a bucket on cold water on me when you fired me in front of everyone.”

Andrew’s cheeks twitched. He thought winning Ronald back would have been easier. “Ronald, I’m here. Can’t you—”

“No, Andrew. Yeah, you’re here. You want everything to run on your time. I know you’re here because you fell in love with Ronnie. Don’t you know how many guys I’ve had knocking on my door for another taste? I wanted to show you that part of me three years ago. I had been working up the courage to show you when you ruined everything! How could you expect me to be so willing to forgive? You’re delusional, Andrew,” Ronald said and turned on his heel.

Andrew called after him, but Ronald had heard enough. He had lived through the pain and didn’t need to experience more. Andrew could have any woman he wanted.

When Ronald got to his door, he turned and looked over his shoulder. There was genuine disappointment in Andrew’s eyes. Ronald said nothing and slipped inside. He didn’t have the heart to forgive. Their memories together were too painful.


CHAPTER SIX

The days were growing longer. It wouldn’t be too long before people would spend the day at the beach, gazing out to the endless stretch of lake water. Andrew had been calling Ronald, sending flowers, chocolate, gift cards for lunch, and anything else he could think of, but Ronald never returned a message. Nothing but silence.

Andrew hadn’t been with any woman since Ronnie, nearly four months ago. Having Harold hover over his shoulder every day didn’t help, especially since he had to come back when the weather wasn’t warm. The older his parents got, the more they hated the cold.

“If you don’t get your shit together, Thomas will become your boss the day he graduates,” Harold threatened. It wasn’t the first time he had said that over the past few months. The threat was getting old. Harold’s presence was beyond old. Andrew loved his father but couldn’t help but hate him at times too.

Nothing mattered as long as he didn’t have Ronald. Andrew wanted to explore himself with Ronald. Ronald was his future. Andrew used to have several women a week, but Ronnie was the only woman he found attractive.

“Dad, I appreciate everything you teach me, but lay off. You expect me to do what you did after forty-odd years in the game. Chill,” said Andrew.

“Thomas wouldn’t chill! He would work day and night to protect the legacy I built.”

“If you want Thomas to run the company so bad, then why don’t you call him? I can be the Chief Financial Officer. Being CFO would be a lot better than CEO with your micromanaging,” Andrew said, and he meant it. Why should he kill himself when he couldn’t even sleep at night because dreams of Ronnie would wake him up?

“Where are you going, Andrew?” Harold asked when Andrew stood up from his desk, grabbing his things in a rush. “There’s work to be done here, son. Don’t you dare walk out that door!”

Andrew didn’t listen. He called his dad when he was out on the street, waving his hand in the air for a taxi. He could drive, but Neptune wasn’t far from his office. If Ronald wouldn’t call him back, he would go to him to prove how much he wanted him. Harold would kill him if he knew he was going to chase down another man in the name of love, but Andrew was done living his life with the whispers of his father clouding his mind.

“You made a mistake walking out that door,” said Harold.

“Dad, I love you and the business, but I’m learning. I’m trying my best. You expect too much out of me in too little time. I know you have this fantasy of Thomas doing better than me, but nobody will ever compare to you.”

Harold was silent as Andrew muted his line to tell the taxi driver where Neptune was.

“Andrew, I know I’m demanding, but how am I supposed to retire if you I can’t trust you to run the business I built?”

“I know you thought I was ready when you left the last time, but I think you were the one who was ready. You were ready to travel with mom. I get it, but I wasn’t ready, and the pressure has become too much. Some things in life are more important than work,” Andrew said as the taxi pulled up to Ronald’s office building. He let the meter run as he sat there with the phone to his ear.

“You’re thirty-two, Andrew. You should be ready.”

Andrew knew he was getting older, but he had never lived. He never had a relationship last longer than a month. He denied himself of who he was to focus on the business and his father’s wishes, but it had all lead to failure. “Come back from retirement, dad. Train me until I’m ready.”

“You’re losing my respect.”

“I’m okay with that, dad. The older I get, the more I realize how much joy and opportunity you’ve stripped from my life by training me to take over your company. I love Wright’s Real Estate, but I need to live first. I’m taking some time off.”

“You can’t—” Harold began, but Andrew hung up, feeling lighter than he’d felt in years. He was fumbling with his wallet when Ronald stepped out of the entrance. He threw the taxi driver a wad of cash and didn’t worry about the change as he threw open the door to chase after Ronald.

“Ronald,” called Andrew.

Ronald turned to look at who’d said his name and sighed when he saw Andrew running after him. As sexy as Andrew was, the endless phone calls and gifts had made him less attractive. All Ronald wanted was peace, but Andrew was relentless.

Andrew caught up to Ronald, who was waiting and tapping his foot against the sidewalk. Tall buildings towered over them. A bright sun contrasted with the chilly springtime breeze. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. What does my stalker want today?”

Andrew was hyper from telling off his father. For taking charge of his life for the first time. “Ronald, I’m so sorry for everything I’ve ever done to you. Can’t we start over? Could I take you to lunch?”

“Andrew, how many—”

“Ronald, please. I’m still Andrew, but with clearer vision. I haven’t been with anyone since that night we were together. You’re all I can think about, Ronald. Give—”

Ronald put up his hand, and Andrew fell silent. People walked around them as though they were garbage in the middle of the road. “You had no right coming to my office, Andrew. You’ve been sending an endless stream of shit. Shit I don’t want. I hate to say it Andrew, but I got the only thing I’ll ever want from you when you sent that email to Neptune.”

Andrew would always long for Ronald. He would always think of him and the time they’d spent together, but he couldn’t act like a crazy man forever. He dropped his head and turned to leave.

Ronald was watching Andrew walk away with slumped shoulders when an overwhelming sense of regret began forming a knot in his stomach. Ronald swallowed his pride and chased after Andrew. Maybe he had changed. Maybe there was hope. Ronald didn’t trust Andrew, but he was a forgiving person.

“Andrew, wait. You came all this way. Lunch wouldn’t kill me, but you’re paying.”

“Amazing, Ronald. Lead the way.”

♦

They went to a cafe around the corner from Neptune’s office building. They sat by the window, watching pedestrians who were too busy to notice them walk past. Old feelings of mutual interest and distaste simmering between them. They hadn’t spoken since ordering sandwiches at the counter.

Ronald spoke first. “You’ve been relentless in your pursuit.”

“What I want most in life is becoming clearer by the day. By the minute.”

“I wanted you and got over you a long time ago, Andrew.”

Andrew nodded. He learned a few weeks ago winning Ronald back wouldn’t be easy when he’d waited outside Ronald’s building. “I don’t deserve you, Ronald, but I want you.”

“Sometimes we want most what we can’t have. I wish I could help you, but there are plenty of other men like me in the world.”

The cafe workers called their numbers, and Andrew went to the counter to get their sandwiches. Ronald watched Andrew carrying the trays, and he’d never looked sexier. He was softer. Less cocky. His eyes had a new layer of emotion behind them.

“Thank you, Andrew,” Ronald said as Andrew placed the plates on the table. “Have you ever thought of becoming a server?”

“I might have to after walking out on my dad today.”

“You walked out on the all-powerful Mr. Harold Wright? What did he do?”

Andrew shrugged. How could he explain how he felt his entire life had been a lie without sounding like a spoiled brat? Who didn’t want to inherit an empire worth almost a billion dollars?

“You can tell me. I understand,” Ronald said and reached out to touch Andrew’s hand. The sensation was electric; for both of them. They looked at one another, confirming what they’d felt. Ronald pulled his hand back, rubbing it in disbelief.

Andrew took a bite of his sandwich. He swallowed and explained everything that’d been happening with his father over the past few months. He added that he’d been under enormous pressure three years ago too.

“That’s not an excuse,” said Ronald.

“I know. It isn’t, but everything I did back then was reactionary. I’m taking time off until I can figure my shit out,” said Andrew.

“And you came running to me? I don’t need a broken man in my life.”

“Are you saying I could be a man in your life, Ronald?”

Ronald shrugged. He ate a few bites of his sandwich and gazed at the people walking past. Andrew had his issues, but who didn’t? Ronald was far from perfect, and he would love to date a guy from his world. People who weren’t from Hooper didn’t understand how damaging those outsized family expectations could be. Ronald still got the occasional guilt trip for choosing to forgo medical school.

There was only one thing Ronald needed to know to give Andrew another chance. “Would you ever go public if we were a couple?”

Andrew had asked himself this same question, and he always came to the same conclusion. “Having you in my life is more important than what anyone thinks about my sexuality.”

“Including Mr. Harold Wright?”

“Yes,” Andrew said in a low, throaty voice.

Ronald nodded and picked up the last bite of his sandwich. “If you renege when I’m ready, I don’t know what I’ll do. It won’t be pretty.”

“I promise. I won’t hurt you again,” said Andrew.

“Pick me up tonight at seven. I have to get back to the office. You know where I live,” Ronald said and stood. He leaned over the table, kissing Andrew on the cheek.

Andrew swallowed, shocked by Ronald’s lips on his face, but he would have to get used to it. He looked up at Ronald and smiled. “See you at seven.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll dress as Ronnie,” Ronald said with a wink before turning to leave.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Hot water ran down Ronald’s body, washing away the last bits of soap residue. He only had half an hour until seven when Andrew would arrive, so he turned off the water and grabbed a towel. Ronald didn’t know if he believed Andrew hadn’t been with anyone since the night Ronnie had paid him a visit. Ronald had been with others, but they meant nothing. Sex was always just sex.

With Andrew, it could be so much more, but Ronald didn’t want to get his hopes up too soon. When he had gotten excited three years ago, it ended in despair.

Ronald had a towel wrapped around his body, tucked under his shoulders. He stared at his closet, unsure what he would wear for his date with Andrew. He had dresses, skirts, women’s jeans, and so much more. Endless choices.

Andrew decided on a black pencil skirt with black tights, a magenta crossover blouse, black platform heels, and a blonde wig. Now that Andrew knew the truth, he could wear whatever color wig he was feeling that day.

Ronald dried himself with the towel while sitting on the edge of his bed. Dressing himself always got him excited for the night. He wasn’t sure tonight would end in sex. Ronald wanted to be strong, but Ronnie could be such a slut when she came out to play, and Andrew was sexy; devilishly so.

Ronald, dry and naked, used medical tape to tuck his dick under a black lace jockstrap. Ronald rolled the black tights over the underwear and put on the pencil skirt after that. He put on his bra with breast forms before putting on a spaghetti strap top over that.

He grabbed his makeup bag to do his makeup before putting on the crossover blouse and blonde wig. Ronald had a vanity in his bedroom. He loved sitting at it to transform his face. Remove any hard masculine lines and fool even himself into thinking he was a beautiful woman for the night.

After beautifying his face and painting his nails white, Ronald went to the kitchen for a glass of white wine. He had painted his lips red with gloss. Ronald preferred lip gloss over lipstick but would wear both. Pressing his lips against the rim of a glass always made him feel womanly and transformed. Ronald savored the taste of wine and the residue of his lip gloss on the glass.

Once his nails dried, Ronald went back to his bedroom. He set his glass of wine on the vanity and grabbed the magenta crossover blouse from his bed. He put it on, adjusting it in the floor-length mirror he had glued to his closet door.

Ronald put on his blonde wig, and he looked nothing like Ronald anymore. He was all Ronnie. A woman who was hungry for dinner now that she’d been unleashed. There were only a few minutes until seven.

Ronnie sat in the chair at her vanity and put on her four-inch platform heels. She would stand a little taller than Andrew, but a real man wouldn’t care. It could be his test for the night. Andrew still had Ronnie’s trust to win. She was easy in the bedroom, but no man had caught her heart.

Andrew: I’m here. Should I come up?

Ronnie packed a few things in her purse. She always took cash to dates in case anything went wrong, and there was pepper spray on her key chain.

Ronnie: No, I’ll come down.

Ronnie zipped up her purse, turned off the lights, grabbed a thin black jacket that matched her outfit, and went outside to meet Andrew.

♦

Ronnie was sexier than Andrew had remembered when she stepped out of her apartment. The platform heels made her legs look endless. The pencil skirt hugged her hips, making Andrew desperate for her ass. The crossover blouse offered a tasteful amount of cleavage, and Ronnie’s blonde hair drifting in her face from the breeze made her look like a supermodel.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Andrew said when Ronnie reached the last step. He took her hand and helped her cross the sidewalk to his car.

Ronnie stopped before she got in Andrew’s car to take him in. He was wearing dark gray slacks that were obviously tailored to his body. They made his bulge look incredible, even in the low lights of the darkening sky. He was wearing a matching blazer with a navy button-up shirt underneath. His tie was gray with pink polka dots.

“The restaurant we’re going to is less than a mile away,” Ronnie said in her feminine voice as she stepped off the sidewalk to get into Andrew’s car.

“Just tell me where to go,” he said.

They drove down the road and were at the restaurant in a few minutes. It was Ronnie’s favorite bar and grill. They had televisions playing sports and the most delicious hamburgers a girl could ever want. Ronnie waited as Andrew turned off his car and came to her side to open the door. Ronnie was feeling absolutely womanly tonight. She checked herself in the mirror once more before taking Andrew’s hand and stepping onto the sidewalk.

“How do you do it? You’re like two different people,” Andrew said as he pulled Ronnie close to his body to kiss her. His hand moved from the small of her back and slid over her ass. He had tried to resist the urge, but it was impossible for Andrew to deny how much he wanted Ronnie.

“A woman never reveals her secrets,” Ronnie said and pecked Andrew’s lips with hers. She was cold and ready to get inside. The falling sun left little warmth in the air.

Andrew stepped forward and opened the door, excited for everyone to see his date. They looked like a pair of models, except Ronnie stood inches taller than Andrew in her platform heels. Andrew didn’t mind. He held her hand with confidence.

The host walked them over to a high table with tall chairs. Andrew had never been to the bar, but there were so many restaurants in Chicago he hadn’t tried. Ronnie ordered hamburgers for them when Andrew couldn’t decide between two. They ordered pints of a local IPA Ronnie had recommended.

“I don’t actually like whiskey,” she said. “I only used to drink it to make you happy.”

“Why would you do that?”

Ronnie shrugged. She had been younger then. Freshly twenty-one and eager to please. There were guys she’d fucked that year she would deny now. In reality, Ronnie was tired of the mindless sex. She wanted a man to cuddle up next to at night. She wanted someone who would accept both her halves. The woman she could become, and the man she was during her daily life.

Ronnie and Andrew gazed at each other. Ronnie was swimming in the sea of Andrew’s blue irises. Andrew was spinning in the circles of Ronnie’s green fields.

Andrew had never gone out with a woman who ordered a hamburger, but Ronnie looked so sexy eating it. Her red lips spread thin as she tried to fit her mouth around the massive burger.

“What do you think of yours?”

“It’s delicious,” Andrew said. It was inspired from the flavors of a Chicago-style hot dog. Andrew didn’t hate any of it. This restaurant wasn’t where he would have taken Ronnie if he’d been in charge of planning. He was always going to the ‘nicest’, ‘fanciest’ places that had endless editorial reviews. Andrew doubted this restaurant was on anyone’s radar outside of Ronnie’s neighborhood.

“How did you find this place?”

“I was just walking by and came in one day. So, what are you going to do about Harold?” Ronnie asked before waving down the server to order another beer. Andrew ordered his favorite whiskey on the rocks before the server left. He hated carbohydrates, and this meal was full of them.

“You don’t like the beer?”

Andrew shrugged. “It’s okay. Just prefer whiskey.”

“Why didn’t you say something from the jump? I’ll drink it,” Ronnie said and took the IPA from Andrew. She painted its rim with her red lips too. Ronnie wanted her to paint his dick with those sexy, plump lips of hers.

“I don’t know what I’ll do about my father. He wants so much, but I don’t know that I can deliver. How am I supposed to run a company of that size?”

One of the things Ronnie had admired most about Andrew during her internship was his work ethic. Before their sexual tension blurred the lines of the friendship they had created, Andrew worked tirelessly. He used to arrive earlier than anyone and leave later. Ronnie didn’t know if that was still true, but she knew Andrew had it in him to run Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

“Andrew, don’t beat yourself up. You just need a break to recalibrate,” Ronnie said and placed her hand over Andrew’s. Ronnie’s white nails bright in the darkness of the bar.

“My father doesn’t permit breaks,” he said. “You know he’s ruthless.”

“He does have a reputation,” Ronnie said. Many of the parents of Ronnie and Andrew’s generation from Hooper had ruthless reputations. They got what they wanted and didn’t apologize to anyone who might have fallen on the way.

Ronnie didn’t want to live that way. Her family had most of their money from old investments and continued to make great ones in the present, so they were happy when the children followed down the same path or married a medical doctor.

Families with newer money like Andrew’s could be worse. More demanding that the child follow in the footsteps of the parent. They often didn’t get a break. Some snapped, ending up in rehab or disappearing from the face of the Earth. Others fulfilled obligations. Until now, Andrew had been of the rare breed that did exactly what his family wanted.

“You can’t do it anymore, can you?”

“I don’t know. All I’ve done is live and breathe Chicago real estate for my father.”

“Take a break, Andrew. Talk to your father. I’ll stand by your side, if you’ll have me,” Ronnie said and rubbed her thumb over the back of Andrew’s hand.

“That’s all I want, Ronnie.”

“So, you really haven’t been with anyone else in all these months?” Andrew shook his head. Ronnie had a hard time believing him, but she would. Why would he lie after all this? Andrew hadn’t been with anyone else, but it wasn’t like the former playboy had proof. “Well, I think you’ve waited long enough. Wanna take this party back to my place?” Ronnie asked and hopped out of her chair and walked over to Andrew.

She stood between Andrew’s legs and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. “I’d like that,” Andrew said. His grip tightened around Ronnie’s sides as he gazed into her eyes, and they were out the door after Andrew tracked down the server to pay.

♦

Ronnie could barely hold her keys because she was so eager to get inside of her apartment and strip Andrew naked. She knew what he was working with, and it didn’t disappoint. Andrew was holding her waist as Ronnie fumbled with her keys in the hallway.

“Don’t they heat this place? It’s freezing,” Andrew said.

“Sorry we all can’t afford penthouses with private elevators,” retorted Ronnie as she finally fit her key into the hole. Andrew’s hand on her side stimulated fantasies.

Ronnie and Andrew stepped into her apartment. It was a simple one-bedroom with hardwood floors. She had a dimmer light installed since getting the raise. She turned it on and led Andrew into her living room. When the lease was up, she would find something better, but she had made minor upgrades to her pad until then.

“What do you think?” Ronnie asked as she waved her hands to gesture at the space.

“It reminds me of you,” Andrew said. He loved the bohemian vibe. It was feminine with touches of masculinity. Andrew watched Ronnie as she bent over in the pencil skirt to turn on music. She had an old stereo that sounded great.

“Most of the stuff came from thrift stores. I hate being wasteful,” said Ronnie. She returned to the sofa after putting on some soft rock. Ronnie wrapped her arm around Andrew’s shoulder. Her smile was effortless. She had on makeup, but it wasn’t overdone. Ronnie was just beautiful, and Andrew was slightly obsessed. How had he gotten lucky enough to end up in her apartment?

Andrew took her hand in his. He was eager but didn’t want to ruin the moment by throwing himself on Ronnie.

“You’re all I’ve been thinking about, Ronnie. I just want you to know I accept you either way. You don’t have to dress up for me every night we go out. I like Ronnie, and I like Ronald,” Andrew said and kissed Ronnie’s hand. He laced his fingers with hers.

Ronnie could have cried. When had Andrew gotten so soft and sweet? He wasn’t the same hard man Ronnie remembered.

“Do you mean that?”

Andrew nodded. “Don’t get me wrong. Ronnie is hot and amazing. You’re one sexy lady, but I know it’s a lot of work to become Ronnie, and I just wanted to tell you I want you either way. I’m serious about us,” Andrew said.

Ronnie wanted to jump into Andrew’s lap and tell him she loved him. Say that she had always been waiting to hear a man tell her those words, but Ronnie remained calm. “Wow, I didn’t realize,” she said. She had even broken character, using her masculine voice.

Andrew leaned forward, “I mean every word, Ron. You can be Ronald or Ronnie, I’m here for you every day of the week. You don’t have to say anything now. I’m more than willing to wait.”

Ronnie nodded. She was done looking. If Andrew was telling the truth, there was no other man she wanted. Ronnie ran her finger along Andrew’s neck, using her feminine voice to speak. “I don’t know what to say, Andrew, but it means a lot to hear that.”

Andrew looked into Ronnie’s eyes, his expression brimming with something Ronnie had never seen. Something like love. Andrew was serious, and she could see it. It made her heart melt and made her feel weak, but she had to stay strong.

Strong didn’t mean she couldn’t have fun. Ronnie placed her hand on Andrew’s thigh, casting her eyes to jumping bulge in his gray slacks. Andrew’s breathing changed as she slowly moved her hand toward his dick. “We’ve always had so much fun when we’re together. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Andrew nodded. He was hard and constricted by his underwear. They were a new pair that made his dick look extra big, not that he needed much help doing that. Andrew was a shorter guy, but he had a huge dick. One he never wanted to give to anyone else but Ron. In Andrew’s mind, Ronnie and Ronald were Ron. He loved both equally and couldn’t wait to tell Ron how he felt but didn’t want to say the words too soon.

“There was something I wanted to try. If you don’t mind,” Andrew said. He had waited long enough, and Ronnie sent the signal by touching his thigh. Even though he had experimented during that camping trip when he was nineteen, that was a long time ago. He wanted to suck Ronnie’s dick every day of the week, if that was what she wanted.

“What’s that?”

“Since you treated me so well all those years ago, I thought I could return the favor.”

“Oh, I see,” Ronnie said and felt her cock growing. She wouldn’t say no to a blow job.

Andrew slid off the sofa and got to his knees. A light rain pattered against the window. It was dark. Cold. But Andrew and Ronnie were warm together. Ronnie stared into Andrew’s eyes as he reached up her skirt. She was breathing heavily as his hands pulled on her stockings. He pulled them down with the jockstrap. Ronnie hiked up her skirt before she stained it with precum. Andrew’s touch was driving her wild.

“Wow, what a gorgeous cock,” Andrew said as he wrapped his hand around it.

“Thank you,” she said. Ronnie wasn’t as big as Andrew, but who was? His dick was huge. Ronnie loved her cock. It was big enough to make a man moan, but small enough to tuck and hide in a pair of yoga pants.

Andrew scooted closer to Ronnie. He stroked her cock. It was shaved and smelled of soap. Andrew parted his lips and closed them around Ronnie’s member. He loved the softness of her skin moving past his lips. It was like sucking on a lollipop. Andrew lost himself in the motions, savoring the taste of Ronnie’s salty juices on his tongue.

Ronnie closed her eyes and resisted the orgasm forming in her balls. Andrew was sucking her like he’d never have another chance. Her legs shook. Her toes curled and popped. She didn’t want to cum. She wanted Andrew’s big, manly cock.

Ronnie pushed Andrew off of her dick. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said. “Don’t you want to fuck me?” Ronnie asked and turned to show Andrew her tight, hairless hole. She shaved everywhere before she dressed as Ronnie. It was a ritual, and it never disappointed. Andrew stood without hesitation.

“How could I deny that offer?”

“Let me grab a condom,” Ronnie said and walked to her bedroom. She came back and pushed Andrew onto the couch. She took off her crossover blouse and pencil skirt, so she was only wearing her platform heels, the spaghetti-strap tank top, and the breast forms beneath it. Her blonde hair in place. Ronnie stripped Andrew down to nothing. His hard dick standing at attention. “Fuck, who would ever think all this was hiding under there?”

“It’s my secret weapon,” said Andrew.

Ronnie stroked his dick. She needed a taste, so she got to her knees, her heels jutting out behind her. Ronnie opened her mouth and wrapped it around Andrew’s cock. She bobbed her head along his dick, pushing her cock between her legs and squeezing her thighs as she did.

Andrew was thinking how Ronnie’s mouth was the best he ever had. Her ass sweeter than any pussy he’d had. Andrew was bisexual, but he didn’t need anyone else but Ron. Ron was everything Andrew had been searching for but didn’t know he wanted.

“Fuck, that mouth feels good,” he moaned.

“Mmm,” Ronnie mumbled as Andrew’s cock stuffed her mouth. She didn’t need to say anything. She was showing him how much she loved his manhood.

“Get up here and give me that ass,” Andrew said and hiked Ronnie up by placing his hands under her arms. She got in the same position she had been the night she’d seduced Andrew. The night that had changed Andrew forever.

Ronnie passed Andrew a condom, and he rolled it over his dick. She leaned against the sofa with her shoulders to use her hands to spread her ass cheeks. Andrew growled and spanked her pretty ass. He didn’t know how she kept her skin so smooth and free of blemishes, but it turned him on to no end.

“Fuck me, baby,” Ronnie purred as she held her ass apart for Andrew’s massive dick. He had his dick wrapped and lubricated. He smacked it against the part along Ronnie’s backside, teasing her hole with his cock. “Give it to me,” she said.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes, baby. I need that dick,” she said in a weak, slutty voice. Andrew loved how feminine and desperate Ronnie could sound. It drove him wild. Everything about her made him hungry for more. Another day. Another minute.

Andrew got to his knees. He pressed his mouth against Ronnie’s soft, clean hole. His tongue traced the circle of Ronnie’s tight cave he couldn’t wait to enter. He spat into Ronnie’s opening once before standing to slap his cock against her ass.

“Please, baby. I need you dick,” Ronnie said and bounced her ass in the air. Andrew smacked it and reached around to stroke her cock.

She slapped his hand away. She was far too sensitive and could cum at the slightest touch. Andrew was driving her wild.

When he finally pushed his member into her opening, it was ecstasy. Revolutionary. She gripped the sofa, letting her ass clap on his dick. Andrew pushed into her slowly, allowing Ronnie time to adjust to his cock.

“Fuck, that ass is tight.”

“It’s your ass, baby. I’m all yours.”

Andrew wrapped his hand around Ronnie’s neck and pulled her back to nibble on her ear. He whispered, “say it again.”

“It’s your ass, baby.”

“Fuck yeah it is,” Andrew said and smacked her ass and pushed his dick deep into her hole. Ronnie whimpered, her head falling forward. She took Andrew’s big dick with delight as he picked up speed, fucking her in the most delicious of ways.

“Is that my dick?”

“You know it is,” Andrew said as he fucked Ronnie long and slow. “Fuck, that ass is gonna make me cum,” he said.

Ronnie smirked and pushed on Andrew’s dick with her hole. She knew how to work her ass and make it pulse on a dick. Andrew moaned and groaned as she worked his dick. “Damn, Ron. That ass is amazing,” Andrew said as he fucked her hole, but he was growing slower. “Cum with me, Ron,” Andrew said and kissed Ronnie’s back as he fucked her slowly with short thrusts.

All Ronnie had to do was touch her dick, and she could cum, but she didn’t want to ruin her couch. She pushed Andrew back, missing his dick as she turned to her back. Ronnie put her legs into the air and spread them. “Shit, that hole looks nice,” Andrew said. He looked down at how much he had spread Ronnie, pushing two fingers into her with ease.

“Fuck me,” she said.

Andrew lowered himself and pushed into Ronnie. It didn’t take them long before they were panting and cumming together. Ronnie felt Andrew’s pulsating cock deep in her ass as he came into the condom. She covered herself with cum. Andrew pulled out of her, ripped the condom off, and tossed it to the floor.

He sat on the sofa and pulled Ronnie to his lap, kissing her shoulder several times. “Ronnie, you’re amazing.”

“Thank you, Andrew.”

“Could we shower and order some food?”

“We just ate a hamburger,” she said and giggled.

“You gave me a workout,” Andrew said and kissed her. “I just know we’ll be up a long time.”

“Oh, are you so sure?”

“Yes, because we’re going to watch movies and cuddle.”

“Among other things,” Ronnie said. She stood and took Andrew’s hand, leading him to her bathroom. Not a hint of judgment flashed through Andrew’s eyes when Ronnie dropped her bra to the floor. Nor when she took off her wig and removed her makeup.

Ronnie had gone to bed for the night, but Andrew and Ronald would spend an amazing night together. Ronald took Andrew’s hand and led him to the shower, where they washed each other with a bar of soap.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Morning,” Andrew said and kissed Ronald on his collarbone. They were naked and entangled in a web of sheets and blankets. The sun had come up a few minutes ago. Andrew and Ronald were basking in the dark-orange rays filtering in through the window. It was closed to keep out the cold morning air, but the blinds were parted. They both had places to go, even though they wanted to spend the entire day in bed.

Ronald wouldn’t mind putting on one of Ronnie’s outfits and going out with Andrew on his arm. Would tabloids write up stories about them if they pranced around the Chicago Loop? Ronald leaned over and kissed Andrew. “Morning,” he said, playing with the light layer of Andrew’s chest hair.

Ronald was hairless and smooth. He rubbed his bare legs against Andrew’s. He reached his hand under the sheets, rubbing Andrew’s morning wood. “Someone is excited, huh?”

“You know the drill,” Andrew said and went to touch Ronald’s cock. It was hard and at attention too. “It’s only natural to be like this in the morning.” Andrew moved his body under the covers.

His mouth centimeters from Ronald’s dripping cock. It was dark under the covers, but he could still make out its outline. Andrew licked it once like a running ice cream cone before wrapping his lips around it and losing himself as he sucked Ronald’s cock.

“Andrew, ooh…” Ronald was moaning as Andrew sucked his dick with an intensity nobody had ever shown Ronald’s cock. Not only did Andrew have the best dick he’d ever had, but he also knew how to work those lips. Fuck. Ronald wanted to cum, but he had to shower, or he would be late for his new job at Neptune.

Ronald pushed Andrew off his dick. He popped his head out from under the covers. “Come on, Ron. Let me take you there,” he said.

Ronald shook his head. “As much as I’d love to, I have to get moving. Not all of us can take off work when we want.”

Andrew cast his eyes to the side, feeling guilt for how he had walked out on his father, but he needed a break. There was something else he needed to know before he left Ronald’s house.

“Did you ever show anyone those photos?”

“No. Nobody,” said Ronald.

“Do you still have them?”

Ronald nodded. He stood, walking through his apartment naked, and came back with his laptop and the drive from his underwear drawer. Ronald plugged the drive into his computer and opened the files. His dick in Andrew’s face. The selfie that showed both of their dicks and Ronald’s dick with half a womanly face. Ronald felt terrible for doing all of that to get his letter of recommendation.

“I’m sorry for doing this,” Ronald said as he gazed at the photos he hadn’t seen in months. “Should I delete them?”

“I don’t know. What if we want to see them in the future?”

“Why would we want to see these?” Ronald asked, shocked Andrew hadn’t stormed out of the room in a fury for what Ronald had done. “This was a dark moment for me. I shouldn’t have seduced you like that.”

“Those were dark days for me too, but I want the photos. Would you send them to me?”

“Are you sure?”

Andrew nodded and rubbed Ronald’s thigh. “I’m going to use the bathroom while you do that,” he said and kissed Ronald where he’d been rubbing.

Ronald shrugged and emailed them to Andrew while he was gone.

“Did you send them?” asked Andrew.

“Yeah.”

Andrew pulled out his phone and checked it. “They aren’t in my messages?”

“Oh, I emailed them. To your work account.”

Andrew’s pulse shot up. He had removed his work email from his phone the afternoon he walked out on his father in a fit of rage. He didn’t have access to the account without going to the IT department and having them connect them. Since he didn’t have access to the account, he knew his father did, and Harold was probably heading to the office, if he wasn’t there already.

Andrew couldn’t explain any of this to Ronald as he grabbed everything he had in the room.

“Is everything okay?”

“No, it’s a long story, but I have to go. I’ll see you later,” Andrew said and kissed Ronald on the cheek before darting out the front door.

♦

Harold had already arrived and read the email when Andrew came storming into the office. Andrew saw the disgust in his father’s eyes, but there was nothing wrong with the photos. Andrew loved Ronald and his dick, and if his father couldn’t accept that, he wanted nothing to do with him or the company. Thomas could have Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

“You’re an endless disappointment, aren’t you?” Harold asked as Andrew closed the office door behind him. Andrew hadn’t been gone long, but it already felt strange standing in the room. Seeing the skyline view he had seen minute after minute; day after day; year after year. What was he doing with his life? It didn’t matter how much money Andrew had. What car he drove. What penthouse he owned. None of it compared to the night he’d spent with Ronald at the bar and back at his simple apartment.

Andrew sat across from his father, wondering why he had even come here to defend himself. Then he remembered how Ronnie had touched his arm and told him she thought he had the strength to run the company. He knew Ron would be more disappointed in him for giving up than fighting, so he sat there, staring at his father with a steely expression.

“Nothing to say for yourself, Andrew?”

“What do you want me to say?”

“Has anyone else seen these photos?” Harold asked, his voice rising. Andrew had expected nothing less. Harold demanded excellence and that Andrew lived his life the way Harold envisioned. Anything else was a travesty.

“No,” said Andrew.

“These could do a lot of damage. Do you not care about everything I’ve built? Do you not care about what I’m leaving you?”

“Of course I do, dad, but that doesn’t mean what I did was wrong. The photos look bad, but nobody has to see them.”

“No son of mine will date a person like that,” he said.

“Yes, I will, and you will accept that I love him. Ron is the love of my life,” Andrew said, no longer afraid to live in the shadows of his father. “I want to take over this company, dad. I want to follow your footsteps, but you have to accept this part of me.”

“I don’t know if I can do that,” said Harold, looking out to the skyline. His anger had fallen, but his face was the image of disgust.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about my past performance at Wright’s Real Estate, and the lack of freedom in my past is affecting my present. Give me a month off, stay for a year, and let me follow you. Now that I’ve done the job myself, I think I’ll learn a lot more this time around,” said Andrew.

Andrew had his degree and an amazing resume. His father could agree or find someone to replace him, and Andrew would find his own way, but he couldn’t continue performing as CEO without more training. He wanted to shine in his father’s eyes but couldn’t on his current path.

“And you’ll continue seeing…?” Harold asked, finishing his sentence with a cough.

“Yes,” said Andrew. Harold knew Ronald’s parents, but he didn’t want to throw Ronald into the fire. “Her name is Ronnie.”

“She has a dick, son,” Harold said.

Andrew hated his father sometimes. So old school. He would still touch waitresses on the small of their backs in restaurants. He had cheated on Andrew’s mother more than anyone could even imagine.

Andrew wasn’t like Harold. He was in love. Andrew shrugged to answer Harold’s bigoted statement, “do we have a deal or not?”

“One month off and one more year of shadowing?”

“One year maximum,” Andrew confirmed.

Harold looked out to the city. “I could spend some time in the city. You have a deal,” Harold said and put out his hand.

They shook hands, and Andrew left the office to start his month of freedom.


CHAPTER NINE

Ronnie and Andrew were holding hands, walking back from the bar they had gone to the night before. Two nights in a row, and Andrew couldn’t wait for more. The weather had warmed that day.

Andrew had met Ronald at his apartment when he got off work and watched Ronald transform himself into Ronnie. Andrew had insisted Ronald didn’t have to change, but Ronnie had wanted to do it for herself. Nothing felt sexier than going out as a woman for the night.

“I can’t believe Harold gave you a month off,” Ronnie said.

“Are you going to spend every night with me?”

“As long as you’re willing to drive me to work in the mornings.”

“I’ll drive you anywhere you want. I don’t know what I’ll do with myself for a month,” said Andrew.

“Hmm,” Ronnie said and tapped her chin. “You could do some yoga?”

“I’ll work out, for sure. Maybe I could add yoga to the mix.”

“You could cook me dinner every night,” Ronnie suggested.

“Now that’s an idea I could get behind,” Andrew said and wrapped his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. He couldn’t get enough of her. She was the most gorgeous woman in the world. Everything he could ever want. He would cook whatever she wanted, as long as he had the time.

Ronnie leaned her head on Andrew’s shoulder as they stepped clumsily down the sidewalk; Ronnie unaware that Andrew had taken her idea seriously. She didn’t care what they ate as long as they ate together.

“Tell me what you want, and I’ll cook it.”

“Really?”

Andrew nodded.

“Okay. I’ll make sure you have a busy month then,” Ronnie said and stopped. She needed to kiss her man. Andrew stopped with Ronnie, turning toward her. “You mean a lot to me, Andrew.”

“I feel the same,” he said, gazing into her fields of green. She was wearing a red wig that matched her natural color. Andrew loved it. He loved her, and she loved him. “Let’s get back to your place and look up recipes.”

“I can’t wait,” she said, and they walked hand in hand back to her place.
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Bev Jester lived a few hours north of Chicago in Kettering, Wisconsin. She loved her life there, but sometimes she missed her old life in the city. Bev didn’t miss the traffic and pollution. She missed the endless stream of men who used to pass through her bedroom. The nights of relentless lovemaking. There had been a few men in her life since moving to Kettering, but they couldn’t handle her dominance. They all ran away from her once she revealed her truth.

She had a closet filled with toys she never used. Not like she had in her twenties. At thirty-five, Bev was more interested in increasing her retirement fund and breathing fresh air than putting men on their hands and knees. Life goals didn’t stop her fantasies. They persisted. Dominance was in her nature.

If only a man could fall into her life. A man who would love her gently and submit to her in the bedroom. She had found both separately over the years, but she’d never dated a man who could give her both. Most of her submissive dates disappeared, retreating into their caves of masculinity. The third time she saw one of her past conquests married to another woman, Bev gave up all hope and left the city for a simpler life in Kettering.

She’d found her way since leaving Chicago. Bev was one of the top real estate agents in Kettering. She owned a beautiful house within walking distance of Lake Kettering. Her neighbors were kind. Many around town had gotten to know her as the years passed, but she never found a man.

Bev opened her closet, filled with the toys she never used. Whips, straps, plugs, rope, and much more. She used to get endless joy from tying up men and bringing out their most submissive sides, but her single life had plenty of thrills. There were parties. She had friends. Not having a man wasn’t ideal, but Bev could easily survive without one.

As much as she enjoyed being a dominatrix, she wanted love more. She was willing to wait until she found a man who could handle all aspects of her personality. She had tired of men using her for their fantasies. Didn’t men know how badly it hurt when they confessed their love before leaving Bev for a more vanilla woman?

Even if Bev never found love, at least she had learned how to love herself.

***

Larry O’Neal was standing behind the bar, as he did several nights a week. He fell into bartending after college didn’t work. He dropped out freshman year, cutting his losses before he had to take out student loans. Larry went to a community college in Kettering, but he had stopped attending his classes by the end of his second semester. He had no idea what he wanted from life. There were no obvious career paths for him.

Dropping out of college had led Larry to landscaping work for a few years. He enjoyed it, but it didn’t offer enough year-round money. He was at a coffee shop one winter night when someone approached him about bartending school. Larry thought it was a joke, but he ended up taking the one-month course and landing a job at Cynthia’s Kitchen, where he was currently standing and wiping the bar.

He had a few guests along the rail, but it was a slow night. There were many slow nights. Cynthia’s Kitchen wasn’t the same as it’d been when Larry first started working there. They no longer got lines out the door, which used to fill Larry’s bar. There were several new restaurants in town. Maybe people weren’t as in love with Cynthia’s Kitchen. Larry thought it’d improved since he started, but it was impossible not to notice how they had fewer customers.

Cynthia walked in the door, a woman with short brown hair following her. Larry’s boss walked up to the bar. “Would you mind making us two raspberry iced teas?”

“Coming right up,” Larry said.

“Bev should be here in a minute. Why don’t we wait at the bar until she comes?” Cynthia was talking to the woman Larry had never seen. She was impossible not to hear. The woman agreed to stay at the bar.

Larry made their raspberry iced teas as he listened to their conversation. He moved quickly enough to avoid drawing their attention, but he couldn’t believe what they were saying. Cynthia had plans on selling the building to the woman with short brown hair named Merle Smith. She had investor friends to help her finance the project, but she would run the finished business.

“Here you are,” Larry said, placing the raspberry iced teas in front of Cynthia and Merle. Larry tried to fix his face, but his thoughts were a tornado. Where would he work? How would he make money? Larry didn’t love his job at Cynthia’s Kitchen, but it paid the bills. He had a one-bedroom apartment on the edge of Kettering, and he really didn’t want to lose his place.

Larry said nothing as Cynthia and Merle continued their conversation, acting like Larry didn’t exist. Cynthia didn’t seem to care how selling her business would affect the staff. Many people had stuck by her for years, and she didn’t even have the decency to think about them.

They stayed at the bar until a gorgeous woman with auburn hair and striking brown eyes walked through the door. Her eyes were like browned butter, melting over Larry as though he were a bowl of popcorn. He knew from their conversation she was the woman named Bev.

Bev approached Cynthia and Merle at the bar, kissing each of them once on the cheek. “Sorry I’m late. I got caught up at a showing,” Bev said. She lifted her eyes, training them on Larry.

He dropped his gaze to the floor, intimidated by Bev’s blinding beauty. She was wearing heels and a pencil skirt. Her hair was pinned up in a messy bun. Larry lifted his eyes, and Bev was still staring at him. It felt like she could see into his soul. Could she see how pathetic Larry felt? He was about to be an unemployed bartender with no employment prospects and zero desire to search for a new job.

“Would you mind making me a sparkling water with lemon?”

Larry nodded, stumbling as he shuffled to grab a pint glass. He filled it with ice and soda water, placing a lemon wedge on the rim before passing it to Bev. “Here you are,” he said.

Bev focused her brown eyes on Larry. “Thank you. What’s your name?”

“That’s Larry,” Cynthia said. “He’s the best bartender in town.”

“Is that so?” Bev asked. Cynthia confirmed he was and then stood to cross the room to an empty table in the corner to discuss business. Bev was the last to leave the bar. She winked and said, “Bye, Larry.”

Larry lifted his hand in the air and waved, feeling like a helpless fool. He knew a woman like Bev would never go for him. She looked like a million dollars, and he was one paycheck from needing help to buy groceries. He grabbed a towel, wiping the bar several times over. Bev glanced at him. He did his best to ignore her. If he met her eyes, he would trick himself into thinking she liked him.

The business meeting ended a few hours later. Larry was closing the bar. Cynthia stayed to close the restaurant after another manager called in sick. He thought he wouldn’t ask her about what he’d overheard, but then they were alone in her office. She was counting the till, and Larry was wondering when he would no longer have a job.

“Do you have a date?”

“A date for what, Larry?”

“When we’re closing. I can’t believe you haven’t told anyone you are planning to sell.”

“I learned a lot of details today I needed before saying anything. You didn’t tell people, did you?”

“No,” Larry said. He was standing and leaned against the wall across from Cynthia’s desk. She had the cash in her hands and her eyes on Larry. “I haven’t told anyone, but I want to know.”

“Don’t worry, dear. I’ll give everyone a severance package. I can’t stay in the restaurant business forever. It’s been fifteen years since I opened the doors, and it’s been fun, but I’m ready to move on.”

Larry didn’t want to feel angry. Cynthia deserved to live a more relaxing life. She was a great boss, and Larry would miss her, but she had blindsided him. “Do you have a date?”

“Nothing firm, but they want to close the restaurant and renovate once we finalize the sale.”

“I heard,” Larry said. He had his arms crossed over his chest. The anger he felt was subsiding, and sadness was replacing it. Larry bent his neck, looking toward the ceiling. He sighed. “How will I ever find another job?”

Cynthia had finished counting the money. She stored everything in the safe until she could run to the bank the following day. “You’ll find something. I’ll give you some money to hold you over. We’ll have a party. This is a celebration. It’s a time to move forward with our lives. I wish they didn’t want to renovate, but it’ll be their property. What else can I say, Larry?”

Sorrow washed over Larry, but he wouldn’t make a big deal about Cynthia's wishes. It was her restaurant, and he couldn’t argue with her decision. “You still haven’t said a date.”

“Probably within the next month.”

Larry nodded. He wouldn’t let the defeat stop him, and he knew Cynthia would give them a generous severance package. She was kind and cared about them as though they were her children. “Any problems with the money?”

“No, your drawer was perfect as always. See you tomorrow,” she said.

“Bye,” Larry said. He waved before leaving Cynthia’s office. He drove to his one-bedroom apartment on the edge of town, slowly accepting the reality of his situation. Larry would be jobless within a month, but it wasn’t the end of the world. This setback wouldn’t stop him.


CHAPTER TWO

Bev kicked off her heels after a long day at work. She couldn’t get the cute bartender from Cynthia’s Kitchen off her mind. There was something in his eyes. An innocence she had never seen in another man. He looked so hurt. So vulnerable. Bev knew he’d overheard Cynthia talking about selling her restaurant, and it made Bev feel terrible.

Cynthia had asked Bev to find a buyer, which she’d done. Merle and her team had their sights on turning the restaurant into a winery and an apple orchard. They owned a lot of the land around town. The restaurant was the last piece of their puzzle.

Bev walked to her bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror. Her makeup looked flatter than it had in the morning. She usually touched it up in the afternoon but hadn’t had time that day. Bev undid her bun, shaking her auburn hair as it fell to her shoulders. She unzipped her pencil skirt. She pulled it down with her tights and underwear.

Her feet were killing her. It’d been a busy day of showings, meetings, and one closing. A young couple who bought their starter home. They were adorable. Bev had run to grab them a gift in the morning before meeting with them. Seeing their smiles brightened Bev’s day, but she hated how exhausted she felt after running around town.

She took off her top. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side. Bev stared at her naked body in the mirror, happy with what she saw. She loved herself. There were flaws. Scars here. A little extra weight there, but what was a beautiful body without a few flaws? To Bev, the scars and weight weren’t flaws. They showed her hard days. The gas station donuts on busy mornings. Scrapes from cleaning strangers’ homes before open houses.

Bev had fine lines under the makeup that grew deeper with each passing year, but she thought they showed her wisdom. She learned something every day. Bev had no problem with aging, but she couldn’t help but wonder if she still had it in her to pull a young man like Larry.

His dark brown eyes had been on her mind all day. She couldn’t close her eyes without picturing Larry behind the bar with a towel in his hand. The way his arms flexed when he moved the towel or shook a cocktail. Bev barely paid attention to her meeting because of how much Larry distracted her.

Bev had crushed on strangers before, but there was something different about Larry. She couldn’t pinpoint exactly what. Maybe it was the way Larry dropped his gaze to the floor every time she looked at him. Maybe it was her desire to help him find a new job. It crushed her knowing he would be without work when Merle closed the restaurant to begin renovations. Cynthia told her all the employees were getting a severance package to help while they searched for new employment, but finding a job was hard.

There was nothing Bev could do for Larry as she stood naked in her bathroom. She shrugged and went to the tub to run a bath of steaming water. She filled it with bubbles. Bev grabbed herself a glass of wine from the kitchen before sinking into the tub of hot, bubbly water.

The warmth hugging Bev’s body relaxed her. She ran her hand along her wet skin. She lifted her leg into the air, giggling as bubbles fell back to the water’s surface. Bev closed her eyes as an image of Larry formed in her head. He had thick arms, a handsome smile, shy eyes, and a seductive voice.

Bev reached her hand between her legs, wishing Larry were there to say her name. She wanted to hear what it’d sound like on his lips. He hadn’t said her name while she was at the restaurant, but they had time. Bev would have other meetings with Cynthia at the restaurant, and she planned to look her best each time.

She’d seen the way Larry looked at her while she was rocking her hips in the pencil skirt. He could drop his eyes to the floor, but that only meant he’d been looking at her before she caught him.

Bev moaned as she touched her button. It was always fun touching herself under water. She could cum without fingering herself. She didn’t need a dildo. All she needed was a mental image of a cute guy like Larry on his knees. Her leg propped on a chair. His tongue on her pussy, licking her as she commanded.

Men acted tough, but Bev knew many of them had submissive tendencies. A man could hide it. He could pretend he didn’t want a spanking. Bev wasn’t a fool. Not every man wanted to submit to a powerful woman like her, but there was something about Larry that told her he might. Maybe he would want to drop to his hands and knees and take her dildo, but did he desire love?

Bev touched herself while thinking about romantic dates with Larry. Dinner over candlelight. Renting a boat to sail the lake. She saw images of them walking through a park, holding hands. Bev found those thoughts as captivating as her dirty ones with Larry’s face covered in her juices.

Bev lifted her hips above the water as she neared her climax, knowing just how to touch herself to cum. She had complete control, screaming out Larry’s name when she released.


CHAPTER THREE

It was Larry’s last shift at Cynthia’s Kitchen. He couldn’t believe how quickly things had moved since he confronted Cynthia in her office. Their conversation was three weeks ago. She’d given every employee around three grand, give or take a little depending on how long they’d been at the restaurant. It was enough to help Larry survive, but he would miss Cynthia’s Kitchen.

Larry was polishing glasses toward the end of his shift when Bev walked through the door. She was wearing a pink pantsuit with matching heels. Her hair was braided into one long tress. Her eyes focused on Larry as she stood in the entryway. Larry could see her pointing at the bar as she talked to the hostess.

He watched as she crossed the room, stopping in front of him. “Do you mind?” she asked.

“No, go ahead. The seat is yours,” he said. Larry couldn’t believe how beautiful she was, and he had no idea what she was doing at his bar. “Could I get you something?”

“A gin gimlet on the rocks,” she said.

Larry confirmed which gin she wanted before mixing her cocktail. He had it ready in less than a minute, placing it in front of her with shaky hands. “Did you want a food menu? The kitchen is closing soon.”

“How about a side of fries?”

“Nothing else?”

Bev smirked before shaking her head and lifting the cocktail to her lips. Larry didn’t know what to think about Bev sitting there, other than she was gorgeous. He went to his computer and put in her order of fries. He went back to polishing his glasses until Bev waved him back to where she was sitting.

“Another gimlet?” he asked.

“Do I make you tense, or are you like this with all your guests?”

Larry swallowed, feeling exposed. “It’s you.”

“What about me?” Bev ran her finger around the rim of the glass as she stared at Larry. “Why do I make you nervous?”

Larry backed up, nearly knocking over a bottle from his back wall. He cursed under his breath. Bev laughed.

“Careful. You might break something.”

“No kidding,” he said. “Do I really have to say the obvious?”

The smirk that made Larry feel weak in the knees returned to Bev’s face. She sipped her cocktail before speaking. Larry loved how she had her eyes trained on him, looking at him like she wanted to rip off his clothes and throw him on top of the bar. “I’d like to hear it.”

“You’re stunning. Every time you come in here, I don’t know what to do with myself.”

Bev had been to the restaurant several times, and they always made eyes at each other. Larry spent most of his time pretending like he wasn’t looking at Bev, but she wasn’t a fool. She’d chased enough men to know when they were interested. The only question was if Bev’s deepest, truest desires would interest Larry.

“That’s sweet. You’re not too bad on the eyes yourself. How old are you, anyway?”

“Twenty-five. You?”

“Don’t you know how rude it is to ask a lady her age?” Bev threw her head back and cackled.

“Sorry,” Larry said. He dropped his gaze and focused on the bar.

“You’re adorable, Larry. Don’t worry. I’m thirty-five. A whole decade older than you.”

Bev spoke in a light, playful voice. Larry’s ears loved hearing it. He wished he were ten years older and in a more stable place. Larry would ask Bev on a date, but he couldn’t. He wouldn’t. They were at different stages of life.

“Are you sad it’s the last day?”

“Yeah,” Larry said. He had finished polishing the glasses; not that he’d ever use them again. There was little time left in his shift. Few patrons. They’d had an employee party, but it was bittersweet. Nobody wanted to spend their time looking for jobs when they already had one that they enjoyed. “I don’t know where I’ll work.”

“I came here tonight with an offer. It’s not guaranteed, but my friend owns The Tulip. Have you heard of it?”

Larry’s eyes widened. Who didn’t know The Tulip? It was the fanciest restaurant in town and had amazing views of the lake. Every couple in Kettering aspired to have their wedding there, but they had to compete with people from Chicago who wanted a wedding on the lake. They had featured the Tulip in national magazines. “Yeah, I’ve heard of it. Are you saying what I think you are?”

Bev placed her purse on the counter, opening it to retrieve a business card. She placed it in front of Larry. “My friend’s name is Dennis Elizondo. He’s the owner of The Tulip. He probably won’t do the interview, but he promised to put you in touch with the general manager if you call.”

Larry picked up the card, feeling a mixture of relief and panic. He wanted the job, but The Tulip didn’t hire just anyone. Every restaurant worker in town dreamed of joining their team. People who worked at The Tulip had been there for ages, but the establishment never felt stale. Larry had heard of Dennis and his high standards. It scared Larry, but he would be crazy to pass up the opportunity.

“This is incredible, Bev. How can I repay you?”

“You don’t have to repay me. I hope you get the job. Cynthia’s Kitchen is nice, but I’ve heard the staff makes incredible money at The Tulip.”

“I’ve heard that too,” Larry said. He didn’t know how he would repay Bev for her generosity, but he wanted to do something. She was a real estate agent, and he’d seen a few of her signs around town since first serving her sparkling water with a lemon wedge. He thought about her when he was sitting alone in his one-bedroom apartment. If he got the job, he’d get her something. If he didn’t, he would have to save his money until he found work, but either way, Larry planned to pay Bev back once he was steadier on his feet.

“It was nice seeing you, Larry. Don’t forget about me,” Bev said. She threw a fifty on the counter, even though her drink was only ten dollars. “I don’t need the change. Take care. I hope you get the job.”

Larry balled the money in his fist, watching as Bev walked toward the door in her pink pantsuit. She looked over her shoulder at Larry with one hand on the door. “Bye, Bev.” She smiled, and Larry waved. His heart ached the moment Bev disappeared from his sightline, and her heart was doing the same.


CHAPTER FOUR

Larry couldn’t believe it, but he’d aced the interview with the general manager of The Tulip, Craig. Weeks ago, Larry thought he’d be leaving his shitty apartment to live in an even shittier box on the street, but he was coming up, and he owed his success to Bev. He also thought the interview would have been much harder than it was, but Craig loved him. He’d tested him by requesting several drinks, and Craig approved of each one.

The staff at The Tulip was like a family, and they’d swiftly accepted Larry. He felt special and loved every time he went to work. He thought losing Cynthia’s Kitchen was a curse, but it was turning out to be more of a blessing.

It was Larry’s first week on the job, and they were already letting him close the bar. Craig managed that night, so he had a close eye on Larry, but that only meant stopping by the bar every thirty minutes to check if Larry needed anything. There was a restaurant, a dance hall, bedrooms, and equipment for lake sports.

When the sun was out, Larry could see Lake Kettering from his bar. He loved it. The tips were great. The restaurant always had people. Larry recognized some patrons from his days at Cynthia’s Kitchen, but there were a lot of strange faces. People staying in the hotel part of The Tulip. Guests coming from out of town because they’d seen the place in a magazine or on TV.

Larry thought of calling Bev to thank her. He wanted to invite her out to a drink. He wanted to date her, but Larry didn’t have the courage to ask. Larry had noted her number from a poster she had around town, but he never dialed the numbers. They were sitting in his phone. If only he could bring himself to use them.

Larry hoped he ran into her at the grocery store. Maybe they’d meet while parked at a stoplight. Larry wanted to see Bev again, but weren’t the chances of her rejecting him high?

Craig came around as they approached closing. Some guests of the hotel were lingering at the bar, but Larry didn’t mind. The Tulip was a few miles closer to home than Cynthia’s Kitchen had been, and the clientele at The Tulip seemed to tip a little better.

“You need anything?” Craig asked. Craig glanced at the couple hanging off each other with a tinge of disgust on his face. Larry thought they were cute. If nothing else, he could offer them a shot before asking them to leave to their room. It wasn’t like they’d be bored behind closed doors.

“No, I’m okay.”

“How was your first close?”

Larry glanced around the room, satisfied with his new position. He could picture himself working at The Tulip for years to come. “It was great, Craig. I can’t complain,” he said.

“Let me know when they pay, and I’ll pull your drawer. There’s a list of tasks in the binder here to finish before you leave,” Craig said. He reached under the bar and pulled out a binder Larry had read through several times over. Larry said nothing as Craig pointed to the list he’d shared before.

“I’ll have everything done. Don’t worry.”

Craig nodded once before disappearing down the hall to his office. He was in charge of the entire business. The restaurant was important, but Craig had many areas to oversee. Larry got to work on the list. The couple paid before he had to tempt them with shots. He gave his drawer to Craig, and he was driving home within an hour after Craig told him he was good to leave.

Larry saw Bev’s sign on the way home. He passed it every day on his work commute. Her smile intoxicated him. There was a power behind her eyes, which was probably why she sold so many properties in the area. Larry had stalked her online several times since they met. He felt like he knew her, but he knew there was much beneath the surface.

Larry didn’t message or call Bev that night. He only thought about it. Maybe he had the courage in another universe. A reality where he wasn’t afraid of rejection or having his heart broken. Larry was a creature of comfort. A man of habits and maintaining the status quo.

He went to sleep with unrealized desires on his mind. Larry could want Bev, but he’d never have her if he did nothing about it.

***

Bev spritzed a feminine perfume onto her wrists, rubbing it against her neck. The perfume smelled of honeysuckle and spring breezes. She had her makeup done to perfection. She was wearing a little black dress with matching heels and a pearl necklace. Bev thought about adding lace gloves but decided against it.

She had a tiny black and white purse, just big enough to fit her phone, a credit card, and some cash. A lady always carried cash, as Bev’s mother used to say. Bev wouldn’t need much where she was going. All she needed was her body and the confidence a fabulous outfit gave her.

Bev checked herself once in the mirror before heading to her car and driving across town to The Tulip. She’d spoken with Dennis, who told her the general manager had hired Larry. Dennis went to the establishment every day, and he knew everyone on the staff once they got hired, but he didn’t make hiring or firing decisions. Only under special circumstances.

Bev pulled up at The Tulip. They had a free valet. She dropped off her car and handed the valet attendant a five before heading inside with her shoulders high. The host asked Bev if she was meeting someone.

“No, I’m here to dine alone. My out-of-town friend was thinking about having a wedding here, and I promised to send some pictures.”

“Oh, sure. Help yourself. The ballroom is behind the restaurant. Would you like a table, or would you rather sit at the bar?”

“The bar should be fine,” Bev said.

The hostess was adorable. Her beaming smile tickled Bev. She led the way to the bar, but Bev forgot all about her once her eyes settled on Larry. His outfit for The Tulip was a stylish button-up shirt with a thin tie. His arms looked huge under the white shirt. Bev wanted to throw a bucket of water on him just to see what he’d look like wet.

Larry stared at Bev as she took a seat in front of him. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, so he waved his hand in his face. Not only was Bev there, but she also looked better than she ever had. The black dress she wore was dangerously short. It swooped down, offering a stunning view of her cleavage.

“Gin gimlet?”

“No,” Bev said. She tilted her head to the side as she smiled, looking like an angel from the heavens. “How about a lemon-drop martini?”

“Coming right up,” he said.

Bev watched as Larry fixed her cocktail in the shaker. His arms flexed when he shook the metal tin. There were a few other patrons at the bar, but Larry paid them no attention. He had Bev. She was there. He poured the drink into a chilled martini glass, sliding it in front of his crush.

“It’s on me. It’s the least I can do since you got me this job,” Larry said. He went to the computer, pulled out his debit card, and paid for the drink before Bev could argue with him. He closed out the tab and showed Bev the receipt before tossing it in the trash. She’d put up a brief fight, but the smile on her face told Larry she appreciated the gesture. “Try it. Tell me what you think.”

Bev put the martini to her lips, staring at Larry as she took the first sip. It was sour, sweet, and delicious. She told Larry she loved it. Someone at the other end of the bar whistled, waving their hands in the air. They both looked at the man with expressionless faces.

“Glad you like it. I’ll be right back,” Larry said.

“Take your time.” Bev grinned as she watched Larry move down the bar to appease the impatient man. Larry was gone for five minutes, but Bev was happy to watch him work. Her thighs burned when he bent over in those tight pants he was wearing.

Larry returned to Bev once he’d caught up with everyone else sitting at the bar. “What brings you in here tonight? Are you meeting someone?” Larry hoped Bev didn’t have a date. He didn’t know if he could handle watching her with another man.

Bev averted her eyes, tilting her body to the side. She clasped her hands in her lap. She could tell Larry a lie like she’d told the host, but she didn’t want to start their relationship with falsehoods. Larry was the man she wanted. She’d spent enough time thinking about him. She was tired of dreaming and wanted to make her dreams a reality.

“I came here to see you,” Bev said.

“You did?”

“Why do you sound so surprised?”

The smile on Bev’s face was intoxicating Larry. He couldn’t stop staring at her. Was it possible she liked him? He didn’t know why a lady like her would want him when she could have any man in the world, but it made Larry feel special. “I don’t know,” Larry said.

“I wanted to come see how you were doing at the new job. Dennis and I spoke. He said they hired you. I didn’t know if you’d be working, but I took my chances.”

Larry took in Bev’s beautiful auburn hair. He loved how she pinned it. He loved how she presented herself, like she was going somewhere important everywhere she went. Larry had never met a woman as elegant. Her beauty entranced, like fairy dust falling from the sky.

“Aren’t I lucky?”

Bev shrugged. If only Larry knew what Bev wanted to do to him. Would he feel the same if he discovered she wanted to spank him with a paddle before fucking him with a strap? Bev stared into Larry’s dark brown eyes, wondering what he’d look like once she stripped him naked. Judging by the way they were looking at each other, it’d happen soon.

Larry had such muscular arms. She loved when her subs were thicker. Her dream boyfriend was a lot like Larry, but Bev had dreamed enough in her life. She knew reality was harsh. She knew she couldn’t get everything she wanted, but that wouldn’t stop her from trying.

“What if we hung out away from the bar? I’m sure you’re a lot more interesting when you aren’t on the clock,” Bev said. She lifted the lemon drop martini to her lips, taking the final sip.

“Who knows? I guess you’ll have to be the judge.”

Bev chuckled. She could laugh at everything Larry said. His face was so cute. “When are you free to hang?”

“I work tomorrow, but I’m off the next day. Could you do something then?”

Bev lifted her finger as she pulled out her phone to check her calendar. She knew most of it by heart, but there was always something that slipped her memory if she didn’t use the calendar. “I have a showing that morning, but we could do something in the afternoon. What do you think?”

“Perfect,” said Larry. He grabbed a piece of blank receipt paper and a pen, writing his number on it for Bev. He gave it to her. She folded it and tucked it into her tiny purse. “How do you fit anything in there?”

“I only used it for the outfit,” she said.

“It’s a nice outfit.” Larry looked Bev up and down, hopefully communicating how sexy he found her. “Would you like another drink?”

“I probably shouldn’t,” Bev said. “I have a meeting early in the morning, and I already accomplished my goal for the evening.”

Larry smirked, realizing her goal was to find him. “I can’t wait to hang. Will you tell me where to meet you?”

“I’ll probably pick you up,” she said. “I don’t know what we’ll do yet, but I’ll figure something out.”

“Whatever you decide is fine with me.”

Bev lifted her eyebrow. “Be careful with what you say. You never know what I might have in mind.”

Larry swallowed, suddenly concerned he might have agreed to date someone bad. Someone murderous. He pushed his fears to the side as his attraction overruled his sense of danger. What was life without risk? Even one date with Bev was something Larry would remember for the rest of his life. Bev was the most beautiful girl he’d ever liked, and she was the one pursuing him.

Bev grabbed her bag and hopped off the bar stool. “I’ll see you in a couple of days, Larry. Don’t ignore my calls.”

“I won’t,” Larry said. He took in Bev’s full body now that she was standing. He wanted to touch her. Kiss her. He wanted to claim her as his own, but he had a sense she would be the one claiming him. It wasn’t a conscious thought. The submission was in the back of Larry’s mind. Bev dragging it out of Larry by calling the shots. “I’m looking forward to hanging out.”

“Bye, Larry.” Bev waved before turning with a dramatic spin and walking toward the exit, her heels clicking loud enough for everyone to hear. She never turned to look at Larry. He watched her until she was out the door.


CHAPTER FIVE

Larry grabbed his wallet and keys from his kitchen counter. He was standing inside his one-bedroom apartment. He’d spent the past two hours pacing his living room, nervous about his date with Bev. She had called him the night before to tell him to pick her up at noon, not a minute before or after. He was timing himself to make it to her house two minutes before noon, planning to sit outside until the clock struck twelve.

He was wearing a pair of blue chinos, white canvas shoes, and a white button-up shirt. It wasn’t the one he used for work. The shirt had blue geometric shapes stitched into the white fabric. He took a few deep breaths before heading to his car. Bev had asked him to pick her up. He was embarrassed about his decades-old used car, but that wouldn’t stop Larry from fulfilling Bev’s wishes.

He started his car and drove across town. His heart sank the second he pulled into Bev’s neighborhood. She lived in the nicest part of town, close to Lake Kettering. Enormous houses on massive lots occupied the streets. Larry was nervous police would pull him over and ask what he was doing in the neighborhood. His apartment complex was the worst of Kettering, and Bev lived in the best.

These facts swirled through Larry’s mind as he approached Bev’s house. She had a modest-sized home compared to the rest, but her driveway was long. Her yard was incredible. Flowers lined the front of her home. Larry pulled into her driveway with one minute to spare.

He waited until the clock struck twelve before getting out of his car and walking to the front door. He rang the doorbell, nervous about what Bev had planned. Larry told one of his friends about the date in case he disappeared.

Larry heard heels clicking against hardwood floors before Bev answered the door. She was wearing a white dress with clear heels. She had her hair pinned on one side and hanging over her shoulder. “You made it right on time.”

“Didn’t want to disappoint,” said Larry.

“Let me grab my purse, and we can leave. Did you need to use the bathroom or anything?”

“No,” he said. “I can wait out here.”

Bev nodded and disappeared into the house for several minutes. She hadn’t closed the door. Larry stood outside of Bev’s home, and he could see into it. He saw her artwork. The perfect furniture. She had her life together in ways Larry only dreamed. He was dodging the feelings of insecurity at every turn. It helped when Bev came back into view. She held Larry’s gaze as she approached him, making him weak with desire.

“You ready?”

Larry’s mouth was open as he nodded. Bev smiled and patted Larry on the cheek as she walked past him toward the old car. She didn’t mind that Larry had a used car or that he was a bartender. She didn’t care that he was ten years younger than her. If he was willing to accept their differences, she could work with him. They could have something special, but she still had to tell him how she wanted to use her toys. They could enjoy their date before she scared him with the reality of what dating her would entail.

“Where are we heading?” Larry asked as he slid into the driver’s seat.

Bev opened her phone and typed an address into the GPS. “It’ll be fun, but you won’t know until we get there.”

Larry stared at Bev’s garage door straight ahead. His hands tightened around the steering wheel. He thought about telling Bev to get out of the car and flee, but one look at Bev changed his mind.

“It’s a surprise. Don’t worry.”

Larry’s body relaxed, even though a sense of unease lingered in the background. “Okay. Tell me where to go,” he said.

***

Larry’s heartbeat accelerated the deeper into the countryside they went. Bev refused to tell him where they were going. He tried to convince himself that Bev wouldn’t commit murder in such a beautiful dress. Wouldn’t she have worn red instead of white if she were going to do that?

“Please tell me,” Larry said. It was the fourth or fifth time he’d asked Bev. They’d been driving for an hour. He would have a cardiac event if Bev didn’t calm his anxiety with some facts.

“We’re almost there. The GPS says we’ll arrive in ten minutes. You can make it.”

“Can I get a hint?”

“We won’t be hungry on the drive home.”

Larry exhaled, feeling slightly better. He just wanted the ten minutes to pass, and they did. Larry felt silly when a two-lane highway off the interstate led them to a vineyard attached to a cheese farm. “Wine and cheese?”

“Yes. I didn’t know what we’d do until I asked some friends, and one told me to come here. She said they have the best cheese.”

Larry smiled as he internally chastised himself for having such dark thoughts about a lovely woman like Bev. In the future, he’d know to trust her if she wanted to surprise him. “I’ve heard about this place, but I forgot it was here.”

“Why don’t we see what they have?” Bev asked. She opened her door. They both got out of the car, and a warm early summer wind circled them. Larry walked over to Bev, feeling lucky for having the chance to spend his day with such a gorgeous woman. He put out his hand, and Bev took it.

They went inside. A host greeted them, asking if they had a reservation. Bev pulled out her phone and presented two tickets she’d bought for a wine and cheese tasting the night before. “Are any others here?”

“No, it’ll only be you two. Our sommelier is preparing the wines you’ll enjoy. If you don’t mind touring while we wait for her to finish. Since it is only you two, she’s making adjustments to the menu, but it’ll only be a second.”

“Don’t worry. We’re not in a rush,” Bev said. She took Larry’s hand. They walked around the gift shop, checking out what products they had. Bev could have bought one of everything, but then she’d have to make major sacrifices to her yearly budget. Bev and Larry stepped outside to resist their spending urges.

They breathed in the fresh country air before walking around the grounds close to the building. Kettering wasn’t a huge city, but it was dense compared to their current surroundings. The vast fields for cows and grapes and whatever else. The farm rotated crops. They made products with most of what they grew, so there were always new things to try. Larry and Bev held hands as they read a sign about the farm.

“Your tour is ready,” the host called.

“Coming,” Bev said. She felt on top of the world as she stood in the middle of nowhere with Larry. She turned to look at him, and he stared at her with those delicious brown eyes. There was an innocence behind them Bev hoped to corrupt. She didn’t think he realized how gentle and submissive many of his actions were. “Let’s do this.”

“I’m excited,” Larry said. They wanted to start the tour, but neither moved as they stared at each other. “Can I kiss you?”

“Yes,” Bev said.

Larry lifted his hand and moved it to the side of her face. He closed his eyes as he moved his lips closer to hers. Bev felt her stomach flip as Larry’s fingers brushed against her skin. Larry pressed his mouth softly against Bev’s, giving her a light kiss. She leaned into it to tell Larry she wanted more.

He listened. Larry moved his other hand to the small of Bev’s back, pulling her close as their kiss deepened. People were waiting for them, but the world disappeared as their tongues played. Spring air blew around them as the seconds passed, rustling the leaves of nearby trees.

Their kiss ended when the honk of a passing car sent them crashing back to reality. Bev covered her mouth, laughing at how lost she’d gotten in the kiss. Larry dropped his hands to cover the lump in his pants, even though his movement only piqued Bev’s interest. She glanced down without saying a word about Larry’s obvious erection. There was nothing wrong with it. His response was only natural, and it told her Larry liked what he had. If only he could see the wetness in her panties.

“Wow, that was something.”

“Yeah, it was.” Larry agreed. He wanted to spend the rest of his afternoon kissing Bev, but they had a wine and cheese tour for which Bev had already paid. “Maybe we can kiss some more after the tour.”

“I couldn’t see why not,” Bev said and winked. She grabbed Larry’s hand and ran with him toward the entrance. The employees scattered when they walked through the door. Bev smiled to herself, knowing she also would have been watching a couple kiss like they had no cares in the world. She was happy to be part of that couple instead of an outside observer.

Maybe Larry was the one, but Bev didn’t want to get her hopes up.

Their sommelier, Marcia, gave Bev and Larry an afternoon they wouldn’t soon forget. She had used wines that the vineyard had on tap from kegs to avoid opening bottles. Bev couldn’t believe they had wine on tap, and she loved learning about the system. Everything they tasted was incredible. Marcia was an expert at pairing wines and cheese. Bev left everyone she could a generous tip and bought some stuff in the gift shop before Larry drove them back to her place. He’d only had a sip of each wine and spit them all out to make sure he was sober enough to drive.

“You’re the best,” Bev said when they pulled in her driveway. She leaned over the center console to put her hands anywhere she could on Larry’s body. She was much tipsier than Larry, but she had plenty of booze in the house if Larry wanted to catch up. Getting Larry drunk would be a fantastic way to convince him to spend the night. “How can I repay you for driving?”

“It was the least I could do after you bought the tickets. I tasted enough to know the wines were delicious.”

“Did you want to drink the bottle we bought?” Bev asked. She took her hands off Larry and fell back to her seat, disappointed by the serious expression on Larry’s face. Bev had bought one bottle of her favorite white wine with lemon and honey notes, and she wanted to share.

“No, it’s okay. You can save it,” said Larry. They were still sitting in the car. Larry didn’t know if he should go inside with Bev. Should he kiss her? He sat there with his hands in his lap. “Today was fun.”

“You sound like you want it to end,” Bev said.

Larry glanced at her without turning to face her. He was staring straight ahead at her garage, feeling like a fool for not having the courage to lean across the center console, grab Bev, and kiss her. They’d already done it once. Didn’t that give him permission to do it again?

When Larry said nothing, Bev knew she had to take control of the situation. Larry was nervous, even though he had no reason to be. They’d had an incredible afternoon at the winery, and she didn’t want it to end.

“You don’t have to work tonight, do you?”

Larry shook his head. He looked at Bev, enamored by her pretty face. Her sweet voice. “No, I’m off.”

“Come inside. I have video games, board games, cards, and plenty of alcohol. Not that you have to drink, but you can. I don’t mind.”

“Okay,” Larry said. He pulled his keys out of the ignition. Bev leaned over to kiss him on the cheek before getting out of the car and running to her front door.


CHAPTER SIX

Bev and Larry were sitting on their knees atop pillows across the coffee table from each other. They had a board game between them. It was a quick play, and they were on their third round. Bev beat Larry the first time. He beat her the second, but Bev cared little about the game.

Bev moved the pieces. She rolled the dice. She went through the motions of the game, but all she could think about was Larry’s naked body. Bev imagined pushing the board game to the floor and throwing Larry atop her coffee table. She wouldn’t even care if it crashed to the floor under his weight if she got to see him naked on his hands and knees on its surface.

Larry moved his piece. He was a few moves from winning, and Bev had grown bored playing board games. “You win,” Bev said, standing.

“What do you mean? We still have a few moves to make.”

“I’m over it. Let’s make something yummy to drink,” Bev said. She told Larry to follow her. He wanted to win the game outright, but he wouldn’t protest her orders. He stood and followed Bev to the kitchen.

Her kitchen looked like it could have been from a television show or from a magazine. Larry stood at her island, waiting for Bev to tell him what to do.

“What should we drink?”

“I’m okay with whatever,” said Larry.

“Aren’t you the bartender? Come, tell me what we could make,” Bev said.

Larry went over to where Bev was standing. Her white dress stretched over her ass was the first thing he saw. It made his mouth wet, watering like a dog hungry for a bone. Bev threw her hair back and looked over her shoulder at Larry. His eyes hadn’t even registered the cabinet filled with bottles of top-shelf booze.

“Eyes over here, mister.”

Larry blushed and turned his attention to Bev’s liquor cabinet, gasping when he discovered what was inside. “Wow, you have quite the collection.”

“I don’t drink that much, but I enjoy playing bartender some nights.”

“We could make a lot of different cocktails. What are you feeling?”

Bev yawned from all the wine in her system. She cursed under her breath, not wanting to feel tired, but it’d been hours since she had her last sip of booze. “Ooh, I have an espresso machine. Can you make an espresso martini?”

Larry glanced at the cabinet and confirmed he could. A little caffeine sounded perfect. Bev made espresso as Larry got everything ready on her kitchen island to mix the martini. Larry used Bev’s rose gold cocktail shaker, shaking the drink before pouring it into two martini glasses they’d chilled with ice.

“These are gorgeous,” Bev said. She ran over to Larry and threw her arms around him, excited to drink such a sophisticated martini at home, especially since it’d give her energy to do what she wanted most that night.

Bev placed her hand against Larry’s chest as he held her close to his body. “You know what would be fun?”

Larry swallowed and shook his head. “No, what?”

“If we changed into something more comfortable.”

“I have nothing here but what I’m wearing now.”

Bev bit her lip as dirty thoughts passed through her mind. She leaned into Larry’s body, feeling his hardness press into her midsection. She wanted to feel it in her mouth once she’d plugged his ass. He would need his hole stretched before she fucked him for the first time. Would he let Bev get that far? She could only hope so as she clung to his body.

“You can change if you’d like, Bev. I’m comfortable with what I’m wearing.”

A light moan left Bev’s lips as she pushed against Larry’s body to steady herself. Her dress had its zipper on the side. Bev stared at Larry as she unzipped the dress. It was tight against her body, so she had to push it over her breasts and ass. Larry watched her every movement. He told himself to stop staring, but he couldn’t.

“I was thinking we could hang out in our underwear. What do you think? I know ways to warm each other up if we get cold.”

Larry’s dick twitched. He’d been on edge since they kissed in the parking lot of the vineyard. He didn’t have much sexual experience in his life. There’d been a few women, but none of them were as confident and straightforward as Bev. No other woman had unzipped her dress and dropped it to the floor for him unless it was in the dark. Bev was in full light, unafraid of what she offered.

“Take off your clothes, Larry.”

Larry hesitated. He felt embarrassed about undressing in front of Bev, but he wouldn’t disappoint her. He couldn’t. Larry unbuttoned his shirt as Bev leaned against the island, staring at his every move.

It took a minute, but Bev didn’t smile until Larry was standing in the kitchen wearing nothing but his underwear. He had on a pair of boxer briefs that did nothing to hide his throbbing erection.

Bev stepped forward. Larry shuddered when she touched him. “You’re beautiful, Larry.” She placed her hand on Larry’s face. Bev stood on her toes to kiss him. Larry wrapped his arms around her back, and she jumped into his arms. Larry almost dropped her, but he steadied himself before making a mockery of himself.

Bev and Larry didn’t break their kiss as Larry moved Bev to the island. Larry touched her body with more confidence as their kiss continued. Bev was sitting on the kitchen island and out of danger’s way. Her legs tight around Larry’s body. Her mouth against his. Larry between her, kissing her like a maniac.

Larry wanted to act tough like men he saw in the movies, but that wasn’t him. He was a quiet guy. People used to make fun of him for being shy. He had muscles from working out and his time as a landscaper, but muscles weren’t what made alphas. It was a confidence and arrogance Larry never had.

Bev broke their kiss and pushed Larry away from her body. She stared at him as she considered telling him about her dominant desires, but it wasn’t time. She hopped off the kitchen island, grabbed her espresso martini, and went to the door that led to her backyard. It was a private oasis, without views of her neighbors.

“Where are you going?” Larry asked.

“Outside. Come on,” she said.

Larry stood with his espresso martini in hand, terrified of going into Bev’s backyard wearing nothing more than his underwear. “Won’t your neighbors see us?”

“No, there are too many trees. It’ll be fun.”

Bev stood at the door and waited for Larry. She took his hand and pulled him into her backyard oasis. She had a hot tub, chairs, a small garden, and trees lining her yard. Larry relaxed as he looked around, unable to see a neighbor.

“We can use the hot tub another time.” Bev sat at the table with her drink. Larry took a seat across from her. “Tell me about yourself. Where are you from? How did you get to where you are?”

Bev listened as Larry told her about his time before dropping out of college. He talked about his past jobs, growing up in the area, and anything else he could think to share. Bev loved learning about Larry’s past in more detail. They also talked about drinks and food at the vineyard.
Bev shared more about her past. Larry couldn’t believe she’d given up city life for Kettering, but she assured him she was happy with her decision.

A lull in the conversation led to a resurgence of Bev’s dirty thoughts. She’d finished most of her martini during their conversation and couldn’t resist leaving her chair to walk over to Larry. The chairs didn’t have arms, so she straddled Larry’s hips. She placed her arms over his shoulders with her hands on the back of the chair. Their faces were inches apart.

They were wearing nothing but their undergarments in the fresh, outdoor air. Larry was hard, and Bev was soaking wet. She didn’t want to fuck Larry without telling him her truth. They kissed for several beats before she broke the kiss and stood from the chair.

Larry chased after her, even though she’d only gone a few steps. He placed his hands on her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing,” she said.

Larry’s hard manhood poked against his boxer briefs, and he did nothing to hide it. He was too concerned about Bev running away from him. He knew there was something on her mind, and it wasn’t ‘nothing’. “You can tell me, Bev.”

Bev grabbed Larry’s hand and took him back inside, leaving their drinks on the outdoor table. Bev took Larry to her bedroom and pushed him to the bed. She climbed on the bed. She was above him on her hands and knees. Larry smiled, excited to be in Bev’s fabulous bedroom, but he wasn’t prepared to hear what Bev had to say.

“I’m a dominatrix, Larry.”

His eyes widened. His dick grew stiffer, threatening to rocket off his body. He had always been curious about dominant women, but they never seemed to exist. Every woman he had dated, which weren’t many, had wanted him to take charge. Bev had differed from the beginning, and he was understanding why.

“You are?”

“I haven’t been with a man in a long time, but I really like you. I want us to have something, Larry, but I had to tell you first. If you aren’t okay with it, now is your chance to leave.”

Larry didn’t know how he felt about becoming Bev’s full-time submissive, but he knew he didn’t want to leave.

“I’m not leaving,” he said.

His words made Bev’s center ignite. Her legs wobbled. Had she found the one? Bev stared at Larry, excited and nervous about where the future might take them. She reminded herself to enjoy the moment. They were there together. Larry knew her truth, and he wanted to stay. Bev climbed off her bed and went to her closet. She stepped inside it, telling herself to remain calm as she went through her collection of toys.

Bev grabbed a paddle, a flogger, and a blindfold. She wanted to start slowly with Larry. She took her toys and returned to the bedroom, where Larry was waiting for her with a tent in his underwear. Bev bit her lip as she crossed the room, holding her toys.

“What do you have?” he asked.

“Things I hope you’ll enjoy.”

Larry grumbled as he felt his dick throb. His curiosity was getting the best of him. What would it be like to submit to a woman? Did he want Bev calling all the shots? “We’ll see.”

Bev placed the paddle and the blindfold on the bed next to Larry. He glanced at them, knowing exactly what purpose they served. Bev held the flogger as she stood in front of Larry. She ran the tresses through her fingers. “Do you know what this does?”

“Will you use it to spank me?” Larry asked. His dick throbbed, shocking him. He never imagined he would want a woman to spank him, but now it was all he desired. He wanted Bev to put him over her legs and tell him he was a bad boy for sitting in her backyard wearing nothing more than underwear.

Bev smirked as her pussy ached at Larry’s words. The erection in his boxer briefs did nothing to help. His shirtless body was delicious, and Bev couldn’t wait to explore it. She only hoped she could have Larry for years rather than one night. Would he run when she pushed him?

“I was thinking about it. Have you ever been spanked?”

Larry bit his lip. “No, I haven’t. I’m willing to try.”

“I’ll be gentle, unless you tell me you want more.”

“Do we need a safe word?”

Bev smiled, stepping closer to Larry. She put her fingers into his brown hair as she stared into his seductive brown eyes. He had a light beard, like he hadn’t shaved in several days. Bev ran her fingers along the stubble. “If you tell me to stop, I’ll stop. I want nothing but to bring you pleasure.”

“You’ve already brought me buckets of it,” he said.

Bev had a speaker on her nightstand. She connected her phone and played a mix of soul music. She picked up the blindfold from the bed and passed it to Larry. “Get on your hands and knees and put on the blindfold.”

An anxious breath left Larry’s lips as he took the blindfold from Bev. He got into a doggy style before covering his eyes. Having his sight cut off heightened his other senses. He took in the floral smells of Bev’s room. Listened to her footsteps. Felt the movement of the mattress as Bev climbed onto the bed behind him.

He moaned when she touched his back, rubbing her hand all the way to his neck. Her fingers snaked into his hair, gripping it and pulling back his head. She pushed Larry to his stomach before pressing her body against his. Her warmth sank into Larry’s body, making him feel like hotcakes lathered in butter. Bev lifted herself off his body. Her hands massaged Larry’s back. He was so hard, and his dick was in an uncomfortable position beneath his body, but he wouldn’t say a word.

Bev kissed up Larry’s back until her mouth was against his ear. “You’ve been such a good boy, but that boner of yours is very naughty. How can I ever make you pay?” Bev reached under Larry and pulled on his dick, knocking it out of its uncomfortable position. It felt incredible in her hand. Larry didn’t know if he could hold his orgasm with her hand on his dick, and he was still wearing underwear.

“Spank me,” Larry said.

Bev purred. “Say it again.”

Larry repeated himself, screaming into the mattress beneath him.

Bev grinned as she lifted herself from Larry’s body. She pulled him to his hand and knees before ridding him of his underwear. She reached around and touched his uncovered dick, loving how thick it felt in her hand. “You love being on bottom, don’t you?”

“Yes, Bev. I love it.”

“You want me to dominate you, sissy boy?”

Larry growled, feeling like he had finally solved every mystery of his sexuality. He loved women, but he wanted one like Bev to dominate him. He needed it. With the blindfold, everything felt more intense, and he wanted nothing more than to feel the tresses of the flogger reddening his ass. “Yes, please Bev.”

He didn’t have to wait long for Bev to fulfill his desires. She lifted the flogger into the air and brought it down against his bare cheeks. She did it three more times, giving each ass cheek two strikes. Larry had to hold his dick; afraid he might shoot a load all over Bev’s sheets. He had never felt anything as incredible as the sting brought to his ass from Bev’s flogger.

“You like that, sissy boy?”

“I love it. Spank me,” he said. Larry’s voice was weaker. He sounded desperate, like he hadn’t had water all day.

Bev grinned as she switched the flogger for the paddle. She loved the flogger, but it was nothing compared to what her wooden, epoxy-coated paddle could do. Bev spanked Larry’s ass, taking pleasure in how he hollered. Her neighbors weren’t close. Larry could scream as much as he wanted. He never told her to stop. His ass was red and would definitely bruise by the time she finished, but Larry was loving it. His erection hadn’t gone done once, not even for a second.

“What’s wrong? Why are you stopping?” Larry asked. He was still wearing the blindfold while looking over his shoulder at Bev.

“Your ass is burning,” she said. Bev loved how eager Larry was. She climbed on the bed behind Larry, wishing she had her strap to fuck him, but that would have to wait for another day. Spanking a man was a lot different from fucking one.

Bev ran her fingers over Larry’s burning ass as she leaned over his body to kiss him. Larry kissed her with an intensity she’d received from few men. Their connection was growing deeper as their tongues touched. Bev touched Larry’s ass. He was accepting her truest form, and it almost felt like a dream. Bev didn’t want to make the wrong move because her heart was on the line. She was already falling in love with two rocks tied to her feet.

Bev propped herself against the headboard. Larry, still blindfolded, climbed between her legs at Bev’s order. Bev guided Larry’s face until his nose was against her clad panties. She had been gushing like a fire hydrant while spanking Larry, and her body was burning for a release.

Larry inhaled deeply, breathing in Bev’s delicious scent. He wanted to slide inside of her womanhood, but he wouldn’t until she gave him permission. He loved having Bev in charge, desperate for her guidance. Larry couldn’t see, but it wasn’t necessary. He felt Bev’s body, and her curves were sweeter than strawberry pie.

“Take off my panties,” Bev said.

Larry moaned as he lifted his hands to complete Bev’s command. He found the waistline of her panties after a little fumbling. Bev lifted her hips, and Larry pulled the undergarment down her legs. He balled the panties up in his fist once they were off her legs before lifting them to his nose and inhaling her intoxicating scent.

Bev chuckled as she watched Larry standing on his knees with her panties to his nose. His naked body exhilarated her. She loved how erect he was. How his dick hung from his pelvic region.

“Eat my pussy,” Bev said.

Larry dropped the panties and lowered himself between Bev’s legs, following her scent until his lips connected with her cunny. She moaned as he stuck out his tongue, poking it into her hole. He could taste her desire. Her wetness had coated his lips the second his mouth touched her pussy, but Larry loved it. He would cum if he touched his dick, so he left it alone.

Larry focused his attention on Bev. She was the star of their show, and Larry loved having the focus on her. He loved how she grabbed his head and moved his lips to her juicy clit. He wrapped his mouth around it, sucking with vigor. Making Bev cum was his only goal. Larry wanted to hear her scream. Shatter the windows.

Bev gripped Larry’s head as her world unraveled. Threads of reality floated away like an untethered balloon. She pushed Larry into her pussy as she hollered. She yelled louder than she had in years. No man had done to her what Larry was doing in so long it felt like another lifetime.

She came with Larry’s lips pressed against her pussy, deflating before she released her hands from his head.

“I want to watch you cum.”

“You won’t have to wait long.” Larry kept his blindfold on as he stroked his dick, standing on his knees. He rubbed, grunting like a maniac, as cum bubbled in his balls. He put out his hand and caught what he could when a load erupted from his dick.

Bev didn’t care about her sheets, but she thought it was hot watching Larry catch his cum. She had her fingers on her pussy, rubbing her sensitive clit and slipping the occasional finger into her hole. “Have you ever tasted your cum?”

“No,” he said.

“Why don’t you try it?”

Larry hesitated before lifting his cum-covered hand. He put out his tongue, unable to see what he was about to lick. He tapped his tongue against the cum, feeling a saltiness cover his mouth. Bev laughed. Larry didn’t try anymore. He pulled off the blindfold, taking in the scene of his sticky hand and Bev’s naked body.

“Wanna wash up?”

“Yeah,” he said. Larry could already feel his tender ass bruising as he sat to scoot off the bed. He and Bev went to the shower, covering each other with soap and kissing until the water ran cold.

***

Larry and Bev were sitting on her sofa in the living room hours later. They’d ordered food for dinner and were finishing their meals. A documentary about rainforest animals played in the background. There were many interesting facts, but they struggled to pay the film any attention.

Larry was thinking about what it’d mean to date a dominant woman like Bev. He was smitten with her, but did he want to make the commitment to becoming her submissive? He had questions. How far would they go? What all did she want? Larry had no idea what she would require other than spanking his ass, which he immensely enjoyed.

“Hey,” he said.

Bev put down her chicken salad, turning to give Larry her full attention. There were only a few bites left. “What’s up, Larry?”

He reached out to grab Bev’s hand. She laced her fingers with his. “I really like you.”

“I like you too,” Bev said. “What’s on your mind?”

“You,” he said without providing more details.

“What about me?”

Larry looked at Bev like she should know what he was saying, and she did. She’d seen the look before, but she thought Larry was going to be different. She thought Larry wouldn’t run. Maybe she was wrong. So many men wanted to be told what to do while hiding in the shadows, running from their truest selves. Would she see Larry married to some plain Jane in a few years? Bev tried to keep the emotions off her face, but it felt like a crater was collapsing within her.

“I can handle whatever you have to say, Larry.”

He was still holding Bev’s hand, but he saw the change on her face. “Your dominance. I don’t know. What more will you do than spank me?”

Bev took Larry’s hand and moved it to her lips. She stared at him as she considered her words. She didn’t want to scare him, but he had a right to ask questions. “There are many things we could do, Larry, but I want you to know you can always tell me ‘no’. If you don’t want something, all you have to do is say it. You have power in this relationship.”

Larry’s heart warmed at her words, and his body relaxed. He knew he was safe with Bev, so why worry? “Relationship?”

“We’re two people who’ve had sex. You can call us friends, but we’re already more than that.”

Larry squeezed Bev’s hand. “I want more than friendship.”

“Me too, but we can take it slow. There are no other men in my life. Don’t worry.”

“There’s nobody else in my life. Just you,” Larry said.

Bev smiled and lifted her free hand to Larry’s hair, pushing her fingers through it as they stared at each other. It was overwhelming how much love she already felt for this man, but it was there. She couldn’t ignore it. Bev exhaled to calm her body, but it did little.

“We’re exclusive, but that doesn’t mean we have to rush. Okay?”

Larry nodded.

“Perfect,” Bev said. She glanced at the documentary they were struggling to watch. “Should we watch something else?”

“Yeah, that sounds good.” Larry released Bev’s hand, and they both relaxed into the couch as they scrolled through the options on TV to find something they both wanted to watch.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Larry was standing behind the bar at The Tulip, thinking about Bev. He loved her so much he ached to be away from her, but they were both busy. Bev had a crazy schedule, but she found time to see him when she could. It’d only been a week since the winery, but they’d managed to sneak a few sessions. Larry loved when she spanked him, and she loved to make him eat her pussy.

He got hard every time he thought about what Bev had waiting around the corner. They hadn’t had more than a couple of quickies since the winery, but Larry was going straight to her place when he got off work. He didn’t have to close, and he had a change of clothes in his car to avoid going home. He needed Bev. Too long had passed since he saw her.

The rest of Larry’s shift passed with ease. The closers came in to help him through the dinner rush, and they let him leave an hour earlier than planned because it wasn’t crazy busy, and they could tell how eager Larry was to see his girlfriend.

Larry ran out of The Tulip, delighted he was finally free to see his woman.

***

Bev checked herself in the hallway mirror as she ran to the door. Her hair was curled and bouncy. She’d spent an hour in the bathroom dolling herself up for when Larry arrived. She wanted him to leave a trail of drool everywhere he went.

“You’re here early,” Bev said when she opened the door.

Larry’s mouth fell open as he took in Bev’s beauty. She was wearing an open robe with nothing but a pretty black thong beneath it. She didn’t even have on a bra, but her breasts looked perfect. Bev was wearing a pair of black pumps that were at least four inches tall. Larry stepped in the door and closed it behind him before someone drove by and saw Bev in her revealing outfit.

“You like what I’m wearing?”

Larry swallowed the pool of saliva that’d formed in his mouth. He wanted to lick Bev from her toes to her neck. “How could I not?”

“I thought you might like it. How was work?” Bev asked. She turned and walked down the short hall to her open living room and kitchen area. Larry followed her, feeling gross in his work clothes. He had a bag in his hand, but he wouldn’t shower until Bev told him.

“Work was fine. What have you been up to today?”

“I had several showings, but my last meeting canceled, which gave me enough time to come home and fix my hair.”

“It’s gorgeous,” Larry said. He was standing at the kitchen island as Bev looked through her cabinets. She pulled out a glass and filled it with ice water for Larry. “Did you cook something for dinner?”

Bev laughed and waved her hand in the air. “Absolutely not. If we stick together, you’ll be doing most of the cooking.”

Larry’s dick jumped at the thought of a future with Bev. He wouldn’t mind cooking, as long as she told him what to cook. “I would like that,” he said.

“We can order food. Why don’t you take a shower, and I’ll decide what to eat?”

Larry went around the island to Bev and kissed her on the forehead before taking his bag with the change of clothes and heading to the bathroom. She ordered them Korean fried chicken and a vegetable rice dish. Larry took a quick shower, and he smelled like soap when he returned to the living room.

“What did you decide?”

“Korean. Is that okay?”

“I’ll eat whatever you pick.”

They watched TV until the food arrived. They ate and talked about their jobs. Bev had sold a few houses that month, so she was happy. Larry was getting better tips than he ever had. Guests at The Tulip came prepared to spend in ways they never had at Cynthia’s Kitchen.

The food was delicious. Larry told Bev they should order from the Korean restaurant again.

“I’ll think about it,” she teased. Bev didn’t care much what they ate, granted she got to decide. The thoughts running through her mind were much naughtier than food. Bev had spanked Larry several times, but she wanted more. She wanted to push him, but fear stopped her. Bev even had a gift for Larry in her closet, but she had yet to give it to him.

Bev placed her fingers on Larry’s thigh, gently moving them along his exposed skin. He was wearing shorts. She liked his submissive masculinity, but Bev fantasized about what Larry would look like in something more feminine, which had led to the gift she bought.

“Larry, you know I really like you, right?” Bev loved Larry, but she was still frightened he might break her heart.

“Yeah, Bev. I feel the same. I’m crazy about you,” he said.

“There’s something I want to give you, but don’t judge.”

“Why would I judge?”

Bev put up her finger as she stood from the sofa. She went to the hall closet and pulled out a label-free white bag. She passed it to Larry as she returned to her seat next to him.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“Open it. Remember, if you don’t like it, all you have to do is say ‘no’.”

Larry nodded as he pulled tissue paper from the white bag. He didn’t know what to expect. He thought there would be some type of toy, so it surprised him when he found a piece of pink lingerie. Larry held the fabric in the air, unsure how it would ever fit on his body. “Are these for you?”

“No, they’re for you. I bet you’d look sexy in them. We’d have to shave your junk first, but it’ll be worth it. What do you think?”

“I don’t know what to say,” he said. Larry didn’t want to disappoint Bev, but he’d never pictured himself as a man who wore lingerie. He barely liked to wear men’s underwear but did so because he’d been taught to wear it.

Bev snatched the panties from Larry. She held them in the air and said, “they aren’t just any panties. They’re crotchless panties, so your dick will stick out of this little hole.”

Larry’s dick stiffened as he imagined it encircled by the pink lingerie. It was nothing he’d ever considered trying, but he would do it with Bev. If she wanted to put him in lingerie, why not? “Do you have a razor?”

“Yes,” Bev said and smirked. She had been afraid for no reason. Larry wanted her to push him. He was adventurous, and his nature was to follow the rules she set. “I bought everything to shave you clean. I want everything above your knees gone. There’s also an electric trimmer. Whatever you prefer.”

“Aren’t you going to help?”

“I’ll inspect, but you’re on your own. I have mirrors and anything else you’d need.”

Larry knew whatever he did would be worth Bev’s reward. Even feeling her lips against his was reward enough, but Larry wanted the paddle. He wanted to put on a pair of pretty pink panties. Larry went to the bathroom. He gave Bev a kiss before she disappeared down the hall, leaving Larry alone to rid himself of hair.

It took him a while to finish, but it was worth it. He had shaved his legs and trimmed the hair on his stomach and chest. Larry moisturized everything with a lotion Bev had left for him. His body looked much more feminine, and the crotchless panties fit around his dick perfectly. The pink fabric circled his dick, making it look bigger than Larry had ever seen.

Larry didn’t know what to do once he’d finished, so he put on his shorts over his pink crotchless panties. He didn’t bother putting on a t-shirt. Bev wasn’t wearing anything other than her robe and the black panties. She never once looked like she felt uncomfortable in her skin. Larry tried to feel comfortable in his, no matter how difficult it was at times.

Bev pouted when she saw Larry. His chest hair was gone, which was sexy, but he was covering up his best parts. The shorts hid what lay beneath them. Bev was desperate to see. She stood from the sofa and walked over to Larry. They stood in the middle of the room. Bev looked through hooded eyes at Larry, batting her lashes before she spoke.

“How am I supposed to inspect your work when you’re wearing shorts?”

Larry grinned. All he needed was to hear the words. He pushed his shorts to the floor to reveal his pink crotchless panties. His dick had gone from limp to stiff. He couldn’t help what his member did in Bev’s presence.

Her nipples hardened as she took in the sight of Larry’s smooth body. He still looked very masculine, but the crotchless panties were the perfect touch. “I love them. What do you think?”

Larry blushed, embarrassed to admit he loved few things in his life more than the pink crotchless panties around his dick. They made his manhood look huge. Shaving had helped. He wanted to jack off six times in a row, but he resisted the urge. He wouldn’t cum until Bev told him he should.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything, Larry. I can see it on your face how much you love those panties.”

Larry nodded, grabbing his dick to cover it. Bev moved his hand. She didn’t want him to restrict her view of such a wonderful sight.

“Grab me a chair from the dining-room table. Put it right here, and don’t move,” she said.

Larry nodded and did what Bev had commanded. She left the room to grab a few things from her closet. She’d spanked Larry several times and was in the mood for something different. Bev wanted everything to surprise Larry, so she put the toys she planned to use into an opaque bag before returning to the living room. Larry was sitting in a chair in the middle of the room as Bev had instructed, bringing a wicked smile to her face.

Bev walked around to face Larry, still wearing her robe and heels. She wrapped her hand around Larry’s dick, staring into his dark brown eyes. “I love how hard you get for me, sissy boy. Do you like being my sissy?”

“I love it,” he said. His dick was leaking precum like wild.

Bev felt like an inferno of desire as she pulled the first toy from her mystery bag. It was a rope. Larry bit his lip as he watched Bev.

“How are you going to use that?” he asked.

“I’m going to tie you to that chair. Stay still,” she said. Bev wrapped the rope around Larry several times before tying it to the chair. She pulled on the rope, and it was snug. Loose enough that Larry could feel comfortable, but there was no way he could leave the rope’s grip.

Larry’s dick told Bev he didn’t mind the constraints. His face told her he was loving it. Bev had been wanting to feel Larry’s cock in her mouth since the first time they undressed, but she was afraid doing so would give him too much power. She much preferred him tied up before wrapping her lips around his dick.

Bev climbed between Larry’s legs, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock. Larry moaned as she moved her lips closer to his dick. Bev had never sucked his dick. He’d fantasized about it more times than he could count, and his fantasies were coming true.

Bev licked Larry’s salty tip, sucking up the precum that’d left his dick. She parted her lips and swallowed half of Larry’s cock. She pressed her tongue against his veiny length, suctioning her lips around it. Bev bobbed her head. Larry’s body shook, but he couldn’t move. The complete loss of control was the biggest turn on. No matter how much he wanted, he could never use his hands to control Bev.

“Fuck,” Larry hollered as Bev’s lips traveled the length of his cock. “Fuck.” He wouldn’t last long with her wet mouth around his manhood. Not to mention how sexy his pink crotchless panties looked every time he bent his head to watch Bev sucking his cock.

Bev held the base of Larry’s cock and sucked him, pushing him to the edge. She lifted her head every few seconds to give him a break. She knew he wouldn’t last long from the loud noises leaving his mouth. The thrashing of his body when she put her tongue on his dick.

Bev wanted Larry to cum, but she had another toy in her mystery bag to show him first. She released his dick and stood. Bev walked around to the back of the chair and untied Larry, telling him to get to the floor once he was loose.

Larry dropped to his hands and knees, hoping Bev was about to spank him. All he needed was a whack or two and he would bust all over. He watched as Bev grabbed her bag. She pulled out a blindfold. She tossed it to him.

“Put that on,” she said.

Larry trusted Bev. He grabbed the blindfold and placed it over his eyes without question, so he didn’t see the butt plug Bev pulled from her bag. It was pink and thick, with a flat circular bottom. Bev squirted a lubricant she had in her mystery bag onto the butt plug, wondering how much Larry would love penetration.

“Take deep breaths,” she said.

Larry nodded, doing as she said. On the second exhale, Larry got the surprise of his life when Bev thrust the tip of the butt plug into his tight hole. She had moved his panties to the side and shoved it in so quick, Larry didn’t even register anything until his body exploded with a pain so sharp and intense that he collapsed to the floor.

Bev reached forward, trying to comfort him, but he pushed her hand to the side. “No,” he hollered.

“I can use more lube,” she said.

“No,” he said again. Larry had never imagined Bev would want to fuck him. He didn’t know that was what she meant by dominant. He wasn’t sure he wanted a part in whatever games she intended to play. Larry picked himself up off the floor, grabbed his shorts, and ran to the bathroom.

Bev knocked on the door. Larry told her to go away. The pain had subsided, but the sense of betrayal hadn’t. He felt she should have told him before sticking something up his ass. He put on the clothes he’d left in the bathroom, completely turned off, even though neither of them had cum.

“Don’t leave,” Bev said as Larry walked past her toward the door.

“I don’t want to leave, but I can’t stay here.” Larry dropped his gaze to the floor as he went for his keys. He didn’t say anything else to Bev before heading out to his car. He had to process how he felt about Bev putting things up his ass.

It pained Larry, but he put his car in reverse and went to his one-bedroom apartment. He didn’t see, but Bev watched him leave with tears in her eyes, wishing she could turn back the clock and think twice before sticking the plug up Larry’s ass without notice.

She checked her phone the rest of the night, but Larry never messaged.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Larry was sitting in his one-bedroom apartment several days after Bev had entered his hole with an object. He wished he hadn’t stormed out of her house. Larry was staring out of his window, thinking about how his life would be different if he had stayed.

He hadn’t heard from Bev since he left. He was afraid to message her. If she told him she never wanted to see him again, he didn’t know what he’d do.

The morning after Bev tried stretching his hole, Larry played with himself in the shower. He pressed a finger against his hole. He even got two of them into his tight entrance. The friction felt good when he was stroking his cock, and he had a feeling it’d feel even better with Bev’s help.

The thought of never having her again frightened Larry. It’d only been a few days without Bev, and his life already felt much darker than it had with her. He hated sitting at home alone. He hated working behind the bar without the prospect of seeing Bev after work.

They hadn’t been dating long, but Larry felt more in love with her than he’d ever been with anyone else in his life.

Larry held his phone with Bev’s contact page open as he sat by his window facing the parking lot. He missed Bev’s face. Her smile. The warmth of her laughter. He missed when she would tell him what to do. His life was gray without her, and he hated it, but Larry didn’t have the courage to send a message.

His stomach rumbled, so he dropped his phone and went to his tiny kitchen to find something to eat. He decided on a sandwich of microwaved deli meat with some lettuce, mustard, and tomato he had in the fridge. It was a meal he ate several times a week. Sometimes with chips. Sometimes with fruit. Larry thought about a life where he had to cook for Bev, like she’d said. He wasn’t the best cook, but he could learn to please her.

Larry was working up the courage to send Bev a message when someone knocked on his door. He put down his half-eaten sandwich and went to see who it could be. To his shock and delight, Bev was standing in the hallway when he looked through the peephole.

“What are you doing here?” Larry asked when he opened the door.

Bev looked past Larry into his apartment, sending a wave of embarrassment crashing over his body. He would have cleaned up if he knew Bev was visiting. “May I come inside?”

“Yes, of course. Sorry,” Larry said and stepped out of the way to allow Bev passage. She stepped into the apartment, saying nothing about the mess. It’d been a hard few days.

“I’m the one who should be sorry, Larry. I should have warned you before putting that plug in your ass.”

Larry swallowed. He loved and feared Bev’s forwardness. “It surprised me more than anything,” Larry said as she sat next to Bev on his couch. “I’m willing to try it again.”

“Really?” she asked.

“I might prefer spankings, but we can work up to it.”

“Yeah, we don’t have to rush. I’d like to work you up to penetration one day, but only when you’re ready.”

“Maybe we can stick to oral and spankings for now,” said Larry.

Bev placed her hand on the side of Larry’s face. She stared into his dark brown eyes. Larry would never tire of her beauty. He hoped they grew old together. Bev was ten years older than him, but it was close enough. Larry never wanted to leave Bev. He only hoped she felt the same. “I wouldn’t mind riding your dick.”

Larry hardened at her words. He was desperate to feel inside her pussy. “You wouldn’t?”

“I’ve been thinking about it a lot. Your thick cock inside of me,” Bev said with a purr in her voice. She had her fingers on Larry’s earlobe, rubbing it gently. “I have a few showings this afternoon, but why don’t you meet me at my house around seven?”

Larry nodded. He didn’t have work that day. Even if he did, he would call off to spend the evening with Bev. “I’ll be there.”

Bev stood, leaning over to kiss Larry. “I missed you, baby. Don’t run out on me again.”

“I won’t. I promise,” Larry said.

“See you tonight.”

Larry walked Bev to the door, and they kissed once more before she disappeared down the stairs and to her car.


CHAPTER NINE

“Welcome home,” Bev said as she opened the door.

“It feels like I’m coming home,” Larry said as he stepped into Bev’s house.

“Good,” Bev said before kissing Larry. She had another surprise for him, but she would ask before giving it to him. She only hoped he liked it. “So, we’re good?”

“I’m perfect. How are you?” he asked.

“Better now that you’re here. I picked up some food on my way home. Are you hungry?”

“I could eat,” Larry said. They sat at her kitchen island and enjoyed the Greek salads and fried calamari she’d picked up from a Mediterranean restaurant in town. They caught each other up on what they’d been doing over the past few days besides missing each other.

“Hopefully the couple will put in an offer, but they wanted to sleep on it,” Bev said, referring to the clients she’d seen before coming home.

“I hope so,” Larry said.

Bev stood after they’d finished and cleaned up their trash. She took Larry’s hand and led him to the bedroom. She wanted to give him what she’d promised.

Larry was already hard as they crossed into her bedroom. Bev pushed him to her bed, undoing the pants he’d worn to her house. She pulled them off and revealed his erection, wrapping her hand around his thickness. “You like when I touch you?”

“I love it, Bev.”

“You’re going to love my pussy even more. Strip naked,” she said. Bev went across the room to grab a pair of crotchless purple panties she’d bought along with the pink ones but didn’t give Larry. She tossed the purple pair to Larry. “Put these on. I want you wearing something cute before I ride that fat dick.”

Larry moaned and did as she said. He wouldn’t argue with her. He loved her too much. Giving her what she wanted brought Larry pleasure, so he pulled the purple crotchless panties up his bare legs. He’d spent the time after Bev left his apartment shaving his body bare, hoping Bev would tell him to put on pretty lingerie.

“Perfect,” Bev said. “Get on the bed.”

Larry climbed on the bed as Bev grabbed her rope. She tied Larry’s wrists and ankles, attaching him to the bed. She took a condom out of the goody box where she kept all her toys. Bev opened the condom and rolled it over Larry’s dick, staring into his eyes as she did.

She added a water-based lubricant to his condom before climbing on the bed to straddle his hips. Larry couldn’t move, but that was how they both liked him. Larry loved nothing more than surrendering control to Bev.

Bev lifted her hips before lowering them on Larry’s slick cock. She was wet, dripping for her man. Her younger boyfriend. The guy she wanted to love forever. She gripped Larry’s chest as she lifted and lowered her hips, fucking Larry with her pussy. Each thrust of her hips made her fall more in love.

Larry moaned as Bev dug into his chest. The tightness of the purple crotchless panties around his swollen cock enhanced every sensation. Bev rocked her hips, throwing back her hair. She stared at Larry as she moved her fingers down to her clit. Her pussy walls tightened around his cock as she lifted and sank her hips.

“Your big dick is going to make me cum,” Bev said as she touched herself.

Larry had been squeezing his muscles to hold his orgasm for minutes. “I’m ready when you are,” he said.

“I love how you wait for me,” Bev said, sinking her hips to the base of Larry’s cock. She moaned as she touched herself. “Fuck, I’m close,” she said.

“Me too,” Larry said. He relaxed his body, letting the warmth of Bev’s womanhood and its beautiful sensations overtake his body. Larry had been denying himself the pleasure, but no longer. He couldn’t move his arms or legs, but he could lift his hips, so he did.

Larry came as he thrust his cock deeper into Bev’s cunny, making her scream and explode. They came together, bonded for life, both more in love than they’d ever been.

They stared at each other as they came down from their climaxes. Bev sighed as she lifted herself off Larry’s softening cock. She untied him and held his hand as they walked to the bathroom. They washed each other with soap. They dried each other with plush towels. Bev stopped Larry before he put on his clothes.

“I have a surprise for you.”

“Uh oh, what is it?”

“If you don’t love it, all you have to do is tell me. Close your eyes.”

“Promise to show me before you try something.”

“I promise,” said Bev.

Larry closed his eyes as he waited for Bev to grab something from her closet. They were standing naked in her bathroom.

“Open your eyes,” she said. Bev was holding a closed box.

“What’s inside the box?”

“Open it,” Bev said, passing Larry the box.

Larry swallowed before opening it, nervous about what he might find inside. He couldn’t believe what he found. “Is this a chastity cage?”

“I want to lock your cock up, just so I know you aren’t playing with yourself too much. There was hardly any cum in that condom, and there have been other times I would have liked a bigger load. How many times a day do you jack off?”

“Two or three times. Maybe four,” Larry said and dropped his gaze to the floor. He felt ashamed for touching himself as much as he did.

“You need to cut back. This will help, but putting it on your dick means a lot. I love you, Larry.”

Larry lifted his eyes to meet Bev’s. There was nothing but sincerity on her face. He’d been waiting to hear those words from her, and they came at the perfect time. “I love you, too.”

“You’ll always know where I keep the key, but wearing this cage will be a challenge. Is it one you’re ready to face?”

Larry considered what his life would be like with Bev controlling his orgasms, and he didn’t hate the idea. “You better put that on before I get too hard,” he said.

Bev smirked and squatted in front of Larry’s flaccid cock. She put the clear plastic cage over his dick, locking it in place. Larry was already pushing against its edges. “Wow, that feels crazy,” he said.

“Do you like it?”

“I’ll learn to love it as much as I love you,” he said.

Bev kissed Larry and told him she loved him before walking over to her bathroom vanity. She opened the top drawer. “The key will be here,” Bev said and placed the key in her vanity drawer.

Larry wrapped his arms around Bev, kissing her on the forehead. He took deep breaths to keep his dick from growing too hard. “Why don’t we watch TV?”

“I’d like that,” Bev said. She grabbed them two plush robes from her closet. They put them on and went to the living room, where they cuddled and kissed until heading back upstairs for bed.


CHAPTER TEN

Four Months Later

Larry was learning how to cook. He had prepared a stir-fry for them on a random weekday night that he didn’t have to work at The Tulip. Larry still loved his job, and the tips were better than ever. He was making a lot more than he ever made at Cynthia’s Kitchen.

“That was delicious,” Bev said. She was still sitting at the dining-room table, watching Larry clean the dishes.

He was still wearing his cock cage, and Bev was thinking about letting him out of it for a few hours after giving him a gift. They were still working on penetration, but Larry was open to the idea. He even fingered himself when they were fooling around sometimes, but they didn’t do much more than that.

“Come back when you finish,” Bev called.

Larry returned several minutes later. She grabbed a small bag she had sitting by her side, passing it to Larry.

“Another surprise? You spoil me,” he said.

“I think you’ll like this one.”

Larry lifted a tiny box from the bag. It was a white box tied with a red bow. He undid the ribbon before lifting the lid, tearing up when he saw what was inside. “Is this—?”

“Yes. It’s a key to my house. You spend enough time here, and I thought it might be time that you move in.”

“You want to live together?”

Bev smiled as she touched Larry from across the table. “What do you think? Do you want to live here?”

Larry hopped up from his seat to hug Bev. “Yes, I do. I can’t think of anything better. I love you, Bev.”

“You’re the man of my dreams, Larry. I love you and hope we have many years together.”

“Me too,” Larry said before showering Bev with kisses.

***

One Year Later

Larry was working through the chore list Bev had left him before leaving for work, wearing heels and a pink maid’s uniform. He still bartended at The Tulip, but he’d cut down to three days a week to spend more time making their house a home. Bev made more than enough to support them both, and they loved the home-cooked meals, fresh flowers, and chores Larry could complete with his extra time.

Larry had also come a long way with the penetration. He had a plug up his butt as he did chores in a short skirt and platform heels. Bev had a few cameras around the house so she could watch him dressed up between showings.

Bev loved nothing more than surprising him during the day to rub his dick through his cage and make him cum while fucking him from behind. She’d done it twice that week, and Larry was really hoping she’d do it again.

The house smelled of cleaning products and fresh-baked cookies. He had filled the cookie jar they kept on the kitchen counter an hour before. It was a chore Bev had written on the list.

Larry’s days were busy maintaining their home, but he couldn’t think of a better way to spend his time. He loved Bev and their life together, and he knew she felt the same. Their love wasn’t conventional, but it was real, and it was profound.

Larry was mopping the kitchen when he heard the front door open. It was the afternoon, which meant Bev was dropping in for a surprise visit between showings. Larry propped the mop against the wall and ran to the front door.

“There’s my beautiful doll. The house smells delicious,” Bev said, kissing Larry on the lips.

“How’s work going today?”

“Stressful. Do you think you can fit me in for a release?” Bev asked. She reached under Larry’s maid skirt and touched his exposed ass cheeks. He was wearing a lace jockstrap that covered his dick and left his hole open for her pleasure.

“Anything for you,” Larry said. His dick grew and pressed against his cage. He’d learned to love it and couldn’t imagine his dick without it.

Bev took Larry’s hand and led him to their bedroom, where she lifted his skirt and took care of business. His lace jockstrap was so soiled by the time they finished that he had to change into a new one, but he had plenty of time to do laundry.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Job Hunting. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com


A SPECIAL THANK YOU

Thank you for reading this anthology, Fluid! These are stories of mine, new and old, and I hope you enjoyed them all! For more sexy reads, be sure to check out my Amazon page and join my mailing list for updates on new releases!

♥ Stay in touch ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com

OEBPS/image_rsrc53D.jpg
10:BOOK BUNDLE






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




