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To my readers, always


Forgive & Forget

(14,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


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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