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To my readers, always


Fulfilling Her Wishes

(16,200 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

“Off you go,” Maria said as she closed the door behind Nick. She had dressed Nick in black lace panties with matching stockings and a cream silk cami beneath his business suit. Nobody in his office would know Nick was an undercover sissy who’d spent the night at his mistress’ house.

“Thank you so—” Nick began as he was standing on Maria’s front porch, but she closed the door in his face. Their relationship only satisfied her physically. She let him spend the night because it was nice to wrap her arms around a body instead of a pillow, but Maria could tell their relationship would have to end soon.

Nick was beginning to love her, and she didn’t feel the same. Maria hadn’t loved anyone since Carlos, but Carlos did her wrong and she never thought about him.

Maria took a shower. The sun was rising into the sky, casting a warm morning glow over Addyston, Illinois. Addyston was a small community an hour southwest of Chicago. People would consider it a suburb one day at the rate urban sprawl was going, but Maria loved where she lived.

Maria put on a pair of white slacks with flared bottoms, a red blouse, and a white jacket. She paired the outfit with white pumps. Maria was a tax attorney and had plenty of clients close to home. She also had a specialty in corporate law and did consulting work for businesses around the city. Her job wasn’t glamorous, but it paid well, and Maria was her own boss. People worked for her. She answered to nobody but her paying clients.

Maria grabbed her keys and took off in her car. She rented a small office in downtown Addyston but met most of her clients at the coffee shop next door, Main Street Coffee. Her two assistants stayed in the office doing research and typing up reports and whatever else she needed. Maria had a magic touch with clients, so she dealt with them.

Maria had an appointment at Main Street Coffee before she could check in at the office. When she walked into the coffee shop, Agata White was waiting there for her. She recognized her from her email icon’s photo.

“Ms. White. Thank you for meeting me,” Maria said and bent down to kiss Agata on the cheek. Agata already had a latte. Maria placed her stuff on the table and turned to Agata before heading to the counter. “I won’t start the clock until I’m back with my mocha.”

Agata nodded, and Maria went to order her coffee. The barista was cute, had big muscles, and was looking at the hint of cleavage Maria’s red blouse showed. Maria looked down to her chest before meeting his eyes. He blushed, writing her name on the to-go cup. “You wouldn’t want to tell me your number, would you?”

They had been flirting for the past couple weeks. He was new. His name was Felix, and he had dark brown eyes and the same color hair. Maria never thought about him until she walked through the doors of the coffee shop, but then all she could think about was his cute smile. The way he looked at her with sexually charged eyes.

“Don’t forget the whipped cream,” Maria said and winked.

“How could I?” he asked, staring deep into her eyes. If only he knew what Maria liked to do to men nowadays. She wasn’t so sure Felix was the sissy type. He seemed more like Carlos: dominant, passionate, controlling, and afraid of acting anything less than macho.

Maria shook her head, dropping a five in the tip jar, and turned back to Agata. Luckily, Agata was playing a game on her phone and hadn’t seen her interaction with Felix. One client, last week, had called her out on making eyes with Felix and went to find another lawyer. Win some, lose some.

“Ms. White. I’ve reviewed you case, and I think we can get most of your money back. Plus, we need to discuss how you can save money in the future,” Maria said as she pulled out her chair to sit.

Agata perked up, exiting the game and turning her cell phone over on the table. She had filed her taxes wrong a few years in a row while starting her new business. Maria had a lot of work to help Agata become more profitable. She could advise Agata and save her more than enough to cover Maria’s services. “Oh, that would be incredible. I never thought the jewelery business would grow as much as it did.”

Maria nodded and asked, “Who is your accountant?” Felix came over with her mocha before Agata could respond. He bent over Maria’s shoulder, stretching out his muscular arm to the table. He had put the mocha in a mug and topped it with whipped cream and chocolate syrup. “Tell me if you need it to-go, and I’ll take care of it,” he whispered into her ear, making her shudder with desire.

Agata’s eyes widened as she watched Felix and Maria. She was getting hot herself. The barista was a lot sexier than her husband, even though she loved her Jimmy Jim Jim to death.

“Thank you, Felix,” Maria said and waved him away before she took him to the bathroom. She tossed her hair back, lifted the saucer holding her mug, and said, “this mocha looks delicious, doesn’t it? Where were we?”

“I was about to tell you I don’t have an accountant,” said Agata.

“Ah, well, at least you won’t have to fire anyone. I know some amazing accountants. We’ll get this all worked out, and I’ll set you up with one. But not before teaching you everything you need to know to save money and make your business more profitable,” Maria said and sipped her coffee. She and Agata spent the next hour discussing Maria’s fees, their schedule, and her plan of action. Agata left, but Maria wanted to look over papers before heading to the office.

Sitting in the coffee shop and ignoring Felix’s devilish eyes, Maria went over her plan for the day. Lost in a thought about what her assistants would think if they knew how badly she wanted to tie Felix up and ride his manhood, Maria saw a man she knew walk past the window.

Robert Moore. Former Olympian. He ran a sporting goods store in the area and was a celebrity in Addyston. Robert and Maria had met at a local business conference not long after Carlos left her, but she hadn’t been in a place for romance.

Robert had asked Maria out for a drink, and she ripped up his card when she got home. She hadn’t gone to the conference since that year. It was just a bunch of local business owners getting drunk. They all knew who she was and where her office was located without her attendance.

Maria had always wondered what he’d been up to but never wanted to go to his store to ask. What was wrong with tapping on the window to get his attention? Maria knocked and waved, completing forgetting about Felix behind her. He was in his early twenties. She was thirty-two. How long could that really last, and would it even be any good? Sometimes flirting was much better than the real thing could ever be.

Robert lifted his head, noticing the woman waving at him in the window. It took him a minute to realize it was Maria Patrick, the woman he’d swooned over for a year after they’d met at the annual ‘Leaders of Addyston’ conference. Robert had gone every year since they met three years ago, but she never did.

Robert waved back at Maria, trying to contain his excitement as he entered the coffee shop. Her icy blue eyes still the same. She had on a red blouse. It was impossible not to notice her bosom, but Robert kept his eyes lifted and respectable. “Maria, is that you?” he asked.

Maria stood, smiling like crazy because Robert remembered her. He was just as muscular as Felix, but more mature. A little salt-and-pepper in his light brown hair. Dark brown eyes that revealed how much he’d lived. “Robert, how are you doing?”

“Amazing. I went to the post office and was enjoying the weather before heading back to the store,” he said, allowing his eyes to move up and down Maria’s body. She looked incredible. Robert glanced over at the barista, who was watching them with his a dropped jaw.

Maria glanced over her shoulder at Felix, remembering he was there. “Oh, Felix. Close you mouth before you eat a fly,” Maria said and winked. He turned bright red and disappeared to the storage room.

“You two have a thing?”

“Innocent flirting. He’s too young for me. I prefer a more mature man,” she said and took Robert in with her eyes. He had a strong jaw with a faint dimple chin. He was tan, as though he spent a lot of time in the sun. She wondered what manly things he liked to do. “I’ll get you something. What do you want to drink?”

“Water is fine,” he said.

“Okay. Sit down,” Maria said and pulled out the chair she’d been sitting in. She had moved to Agata’s chair to ignore Felix and focus before Robert walked by, but now she needed Felix. She came to Main Street Coffee too much to steal from them, so she called Felix. “Felix! Felix! I need your help,” she said, clutching her hand on her chest and acting dramatic.

Robert smiled despite himself. Maria had such a nice ass, and he couldn’t help but stare at it. Her round bottom looked like a strawberry covered in white chocolate in those pants. Her dark hair, curly and long down her back. Robert felt bad for the barista, but it was funny to watch her tease the guy. Robert could tell he loved Maria’s attention, even if he was hating it right now.

“Can’t give that guy a break, can you?” Robert asked when Maria returned with his water.

“Oh, he’ll be fine. Won’t you, Felix?”

Felix shook his head first, but then he said, “yeah, I’ll be good.”

Robert wanted to talk to Maria but was deadly embarrassed by the situation. “You mind if we walk to the park?”

“I guess that’d be okay,” Maria said. She gathered her stuff from the table and slid it into her bag. She went to the counter, placing her mug on the counter. “I’ll need that to-go cup, Felix.”

“Fine,” Felix said and took the mug. He wasn’t smiling as he’d been when Maria entered, but what could she do? Robert was a much better catch, and she was over little fish like him and Eric. She wanted a man her age who was in her league like Robert.

Felix poured the half of a mocha Maria had left into a to-go cup, gave it to her, and turn his back on her without saying ‘goodbye’. She shrugged and skipped to Robert. “Let’s take a walk,” she said and put her arm around his shoulder since she was as tall as him in her heels.

♦

Robert felt like he was next to the most beautiful woman in the world as he walked down the sidewalk by Maria. Her hair bounced on her shoulders as though she paid it money. People looked at her when she passed. Robert was in awe of her. She had success, brains, and beauty.

Ever since Kelly had left him for a modeling and acting career in Los Angeles, Robert hadn’t really looked for love. When he gave Maria his card at the business conference, it had been the one moment he had hope over the past five years.

Robert and Kelly had met when he was still famous from winning a silver medal in the Olympics. He wasn’t very famous, but some people wrote about him. There was the occasional interview. Several endorsements for clothing lines and athletic gear, but over time, the fame and romance faded.

Kelly had cashed in on what little fame she gained by being associated with him and turned it into a career in Los Angeles. Now more people knew her name than his, but Robert was learning to leave all that in the past. Maybe today had been divine intervention, but he didn’t want to get too far ahead of himself.

Maria led them to a bench at the edge of the park. Her office was only a block away. She hoped Omar and Ingrid, her assistants, wouldn’t see her and think she was being lazy. Maria did as much work as she could from sunrise to sunset, but something was telling her to take a break for Robert.

“Let’s sit here for a minute. I need to get back to the office soon,” she said.

“Me too,” he agreed. “How come you never called when I gave you my business card? You also haven’t been to the annual ‘Leaders of Addyston’ conference since we met,” he said.

Maria nodded. “I know. I was going through a lot then. Carlos, my ex fiance, left me for a younger woman not long before we met. I was in pieces.”

Robert could relate to having someone break his heart. “My ex-girlfriend, Kelly, left me to pursue an acting career in LA when I stopped being as famous.”

“You’re still famous around here,” Maria said with light laughter.

“That wasn’t good enough for her, but she’s made a name for herself. She has been on a few made-for-TV movies and soap operas.”

“What’s her last name?”

“Wilkes,” he said.

“Oh, yeah, I’ve heard of her,” Maria said. She had watched one of those over-the-top movies Kelly starred in. It wasn’t that awful, but she still felt bad for Robert. It hurt like hell to lose a loved one. “She’s not that good,” Maria said and smiled.

Robert smiled back. “Thanks, but I know she’s a decent actress. I just wish she would have talked to me instead of packing her bags and running off like she did.”

“All we can do is move forward. Put one foot in front of the other,” Maria said.

“Ain’t that the truth.” Robert nodded. He needed to get back to the store but wanted to see Maria again. “So, when can we hang out that isn’t a weekday morning?”

“I’m taking a cooking class Thursday night. Does that sound interesting to you?”

Robert hated to cook, but he would do whatever to spend more time with Maria. He imagined she had a full schedule. He played golf on Thursday afternoons, but he could cut that short. “What time?” he asked.

“It starts at six-thirty. I’ll have to get you an extra ticket, but that’s no problem. What do you think?”

“Sure. I’ll be there,” Robert said and pulled out his wallet. He gave Maria another one of his business cards. “Don’t rip this one up, okay?”

“Promise,” she said, holding the card against her chest.

“Text or call my cell phone number,” Robert said and pointed to the number on a card he was holding as to not touch her chest without permission.

Maria held the card out and focused her eyes on the card. She saw the different numbers. It wasn’t rocket science to notice the cell-phone icon next to his mobile number. “I’ll let you know when I buy the ticket,” Maria said and kissed Robert on the cheek. She stood. “It was great seeing you again.”

“Yes, same to you,” Robert said. He cupped his hands over his eyes to block the sun, looking at Maria in her white outfit and red blouse.

“Bye,” she said, turning on her heels.

“Bye,” Robert said as he watched her walk away, her heels clicking on the sidewalk.


Chapter Two

It was Thursday night, and the cooking class was about to start. Maria was waiting for Robert in the parking lot. The weather felt incredible, so she was in no rush to go inside.

Maria was wearing a yellow crop top that exposed an inch of her midsection. She had paired the top with a gray midi skirt and navy heels. She had on her favorite silver chain and clear lip gloss. Maria never wore much more than foundation and mascara.

Robert pulled up in a silver BMW 750 Li. He stepped out of the car wearing a burgundy suit that looked like it was made custom for his body. Robert had a lot of nerve wearing that bold color but looked so good in it. Maria licked her lips as Robert pulled the sunglasses from his face and nodded his head to acknowledge her. He must sell a lot of sporting goods.

“Wow, you look incredible,” Robert said. He smelled even better than he looked.

“Not as good as you,” she said, wondering where the guy in a boring button-up shirt and khakis from the cafe had gone. “You clean up nice. You know we are cooking, right?”

Maria would have worn one of her dresses but didn’t really care if the crop top got dirty. “My dry cleaner is on speed dial,” he said.

“Whatever you say,” Maria said, grabbed Robert’s hand, and pulled him toward the entrance.

There were eight people in the class. Their teacher, Kathryn Ross, was a local cookbook author. She also taught home economics at the city’s high school and culinary arts at the community college where they were taking the class. She had a friendly smile and auburn hair.

“This month we are cooking with strawberries. I see some familiar faces and a couple new ones,” Kathryn said as she approached Maria and Robert. “What are your names?”

They introduced themselves to the class. Everyone else said their names, even though everyone was wearing a disposable name tag.

“Lovely to meet you all. Welcome to the class,” Kathryn said and returned to her table at the front of the room. “Any complaints about strawberries before we move ahead?” Nobody spoke, so she continued. “First, we’ll make a strawberry shortcake.”

Maria loved to desserts. She turned to Robert and smiled. They had all the ingredients at their station. Kathryn coached them through making the shortcake biscuits, cutting the strawberries, and whipping heavy cream to stiff peaks.

Dipping a finger in the fluffy whipped cream, Maria led her covered finger to Robert’s mouth. He licked it clean. Robert picked up a strawberry, his fingers stained red with its juices, and fed it to Maria. Kathryn came over to their table and wagged her finger, but she was grinning.

They put the biscuits in the oven, cleaning up as they cooked. When they pulled them out of the oven, Kathryn instructed everyone to let their biscuits cool. “So, while we’re waiting, we’ll make the next dish. Grab your pot, add a little water, and bring it to a simmer.”

Robert did that while Maria watched him. Kathryn told them to take out the second bag of strawberries that had been washed before class. They had to melt chocolate chips in a metal bowl above the boiling water. “Chocolate covered strawberries are so romantic and crazy easy. You’ll never spend astronomical prices again. We’re just using melted chocolate chips and strawberries. Could it be any easier?” Kathryn said in an upbeat voice.

“This is easy,” Maria proclaimed when she dipped her first strawberry in the melted chocolate. “How have I never done this?”

Robert helped Maria. They placed the strawberries on parchment paper to let them dry. It took no time at all, and they had nearly two dozen chocolate covered strawberries.

“Now that we’ve finished those, we’ll return to the shortcake,” Kathryn said. Everyone in the class was having a blast. The only thing missing was a drink, but Maria would recommend the class to a friend if asked.

They layered the biscuits, strawberries, and whipped cream together. Maria never knew how she would eat this much dessert, even with Robert’s help. “This is incredible,” Maria said as she looked at what they had created. The dishes looked a little different at each table, but they were all beautiful.

Kathryn clapped at the head of the class. “You all did amazing,” she said, radiating through her smile.

Maria and Robert packed two boxes with everything they’d made. They each had ten chocolate covered strawberries and two small strawberry shortcakes. “This will be delicious with a glass of wine,” Maria said. She would invite Robert over but wanted to read over some files and watch trashy TV and wear unflattering pajamas.

They walked outside together. Robert couldn’t believe they were spending time together after how long they’d gone without speaking. They lingered by Maria’s car, standing outside as the last bit of sunlight disappeared from the sky.

“We should hang out this weekend,” said Maria. She had a lot of work but wouldn’t mind seeing Robert. She wondered if he would ever like to be feminized. Maria wouldn’t try anything for now, but the thought was simmering in her head.

Robert placed his box on Maria’s trunk and stepped closer to her. “I would love to see you this weekend,” he said. “I spend a lot of time golfing but wouldn’t mind missing that for you,” he said. There was rain in the forecast, and he couldn’t golf in the rain.

“I could picture you golfing,” Maria said as she placed her hand on Robert’s shoulder. “I’ll call you.”

“Okay,” Robert said. Maria kissed him lightly on the lips and walked over to the driver’s door. She opened the door, placed her box on the floor of the passenger’s seat, and got in. Robert stood there as she backed out to pull away. He watched her leave, already looking forward to when she’d call.


Chapter Three

It rained that following weekend. Maria and Robert spent it together, cooking dishes in her kitchen by following videos from the internet. Robert took her golfing the next weekend. His friends called him out, saying they deserted him for a woman, but he didn’t care what they thought.

All Robert cared about was Maria. His friends would always be there for him. It wasn’t like they hadn’t done the same thing when the right woman came along. They were jealous it was Robert’s turn and that he had gotten the most eligible bachelorette in Addyston.

Maria loved all the attention Robert gave her. She forgot about Eric and any of the other guys she had in her life before he came along. Even the flirtation she used to share with Felix had fallen to a minimum. Her romance with Robert was relaxed. Maria could live with calm, but she didn’t want to live with boring.

She wondered what Robert would think about wearing a thong cupped around his package when he fucked her. She wondered if he would like to wear silk slips and shave his legs. Baby steps. Maria didn’t want to get ahead of herself, but she was falling in love with him.

Maria had also fallen in love with being a mistress before Robert had returned to her life. She wasn’t sure she could leave the power it made her feel in the past. She had to test her new man and only hoped she didn’t lose him in the process.

Two weeks had passed since the cooking class. Robert was waiting for Maria outside of an Indian restaurant in downtown Addyston. Robert had already checked in and confirmed they had a table on the patio. It was a Friday night, and he couldn’t wait to have more time for Maria. They never saw each other enough.

Maria was wearing a low-rise, off-the-shoulder black asymmetrical midi dress with ripples in the fabric; three-inch black pumps to match the dress. She had a pink tote bag and red lips to complete her look. Diamond stud earrings in each ear. Maria ran up to Robert. He looked adorable in his plaid sports jacket, tucked-in green polo shirt, and white khakis.

“We can’t get enough pleasant weather, can we?” Maria asked as she hugged Robert. Since the weekend they’d spent cooking when it rained nonstop, the weather had been incredible. Tonight was no exception.

Robert opened the door for Maria and signaled to the host that they were ready for their table. Maria followed the host to their table on the patio. It was tucked away in the corner with views of the street, shaded by an overhanging tree from the grassy area next to the restaurant.

They shared two curry dishes, garlic naan, and rice flavored with cloves. Robert had a strawberry lassi. Maria enjoyed mango. They talked about their weeks at work. Maria learned how Robert made a ton of money and was planning on opening more stores in suburban Chicago. He was even thinking of opening up a sporting facility. Hearing all of his ambitious plans turned Maria on. She loved a strong man with a plan.

She told Robert about her new clients. The old ones. Stories about her assistants, Omar and Ingrid. They were outstanding and part of the reason she loved going to work every day. Omar was in his twenties, driven, attending law school, and flaming gay. Ingrid was ten years older than Maria, had an incredible knowledge of taxation, and never complained. Maria didn’t know what she’d do without Ingrid.

“To work and life,” Robert said and raised his lassi in the air. They clinked their glasses together, staring at each other as they drank.

Dinner passed as they laughed and fell more in love as the sky dimmed. “Did you want to come back to my place tonight?” asked Maria. They hung out a lot but hadn’t had sex or seen where the other lived.

“Yeah. Let’s get out of here,” Robert said and called their server over to pay. Maria wouldn’t stop him. She had money, but he was rich. Robert followed Maria back to her house. They pulled into Maria’s driveway.

Maria took Robert’s hand and led him to the front door. She twisted the handle, and they stepped inside. Maria had a three-bedroom, two-bathroom home. Her friend had decorated it. Artwork on the walls. She didn’t have kids and spent her money how she pleased.

“Welcome,” Maria said as she waved her arms to showcase her room.

Robert had also had his home decorated by a professional. He lived in a small house on a big plot of land with a natural fence of trees. He had a long driveway and wooden gate. Maria had driven past his home before. Many people knew it was his since he was a celebrity in Addyston.

“When did you move here?”

“I bought the house after Carlos left. We’d been planning to move in together. It was a mess, but all is well that ends well,” Maria said and smiled.

Robert sat on Maria’s sofa as she grabbed them glasses of water. They were both stuffed from the Indian food they’d eaten. Maria sat next to Robert, placing their glasses of water atop coasters on the coffee table.

“So, there is something I’ve been wanting to ask you,” Maria said as she thought about feminizing Robert’s masculine body. Most men had a secret curiosity to feel like a woman, even if it were only for a night.

“What?” asked Robert. He had his right leg propped on his left knee, staring at Maria with longing eyes as he waited for her to ask the question. He knew he would do just about anything for her. She was a woman of class, and Robert had been longing for a woman in his life.

Maria put up her finger and stood from the sofa. She went to her closet and retrieved a basket of products. Robert squinted his eyes when Maria sat back on the couch with a basket of nail polish, random liquids, and lotions. “What is this stuff for?” Robert asked, feeling a sense of dread wash over him.

“I thought I could give you a pedicure, and then you could give me one. Let me grab the buckets for our feet. Don’t worry, I’ll use clear polish.”

Robert had never worn nail polish in his life. Kelly used to get a manicure and pedicure every other week, but Robert had never seen the point. It wasn’t an activity he would choose, but Robert would give it a try. He didn’t want to disappoint Maria. “Is there any way I can help?” Robert called. He couldn’t see Maria from where he was sitting.

Maria, bent over the kitchen sink, smiled wickedly to herself as she filled two wide buckets with bath salts and warm water. Robert’s eyes had widened when she brought out the nail polishes, but he wasn’t acting afraid.

“Could you move the coffee table out of the way and help me carry these buckets?” Maria asked in a helpless voice. Men loved when they thought a woman needed help. It made them feel strong. Too bad Robert didn’t know Maria was among the strongest of women.

Robert moved the coffee table as Maria had asked and said, “yeah, it’s out of the way.” He went to the kitchen. Maria looked at him with her icy blue eyes. She pointed at the green bucket and said, “this one is yours. I’ll take the purple one.”

“Sure. Okay,” Robert said as he bent down to pick up the bucket with a bath of frothy water. Maria followed him with her water back to the living room. They let their feet soak in water as they watched sports on the TV. Maria had suggested it, and Robert was quick to agree. It made him comfortable and forget all about the reason he was soaking his feet, which had been Maria’s goal all along.

She watched the basketball game, not really caring what Robert said as he explained what was happening. The players were hot, but that was about it. Maria only wanted to make Robert’s toenails sparkle with clear polish. He was so handsome with his strong jawline and dimple chin. She touched his face.

He looked over at her and smiled. Robert relaxed against the couch as he watched the basketball game. He cheered as Maria pulled her feet out of the water and patted them dry with a towel. She got to her knees below Robert and did the same with his feet. Robert closed his eyes and moaned as she touched him, his attention far from the game. It wasn’t an important game; just something to watch.

Maria rubbed Robert’s feet and calves. She rubbed lotion into his skin. She could see a tent growing in his pants and couldn’t wait to use his member, but the moment would come. Maria took her time massaging Robert. His breath shortened. She had him right where she wanted him.

“The polish will feel a little cold.”

“Okay,” he said in a soft voice.

Maria moved the tub of water to the side and painted each of his toenails with clear polish. She sat back and admired her work. Robert lifted his left foot in the air, tilted his head to the side, and shrugged his shoulders. “Do you hate it?”

Robert shook his head. “No, it’s not that bad. Maybe we could go to the nail salon and get a pedicure together sometime.”

Maria folded her lips together and resisted the urge to scream and clap her hands together. Instead, she twisted from side to side. “I would love that,” she said as she squeezed her hands together. “You don’t know how wonderful that’d be.”

Robert had his eyes on the game. The score was close, and his preferred team was down six points. There wasn’t much time left in the game. “Would you paint mine now?”

“Yeah. Just make sure you’re sitting so I can see the game,” Robert said. He had forgotten all about the clear polish on his toenails.

Maria got a chair from the dining room, grabbed her favorite plum polish, and sat in front of Robert so he could still have his eyes on the TV. Maria placed her foot on Robert’s knee, and he painted her nails during timeouts and commercials. He didn’t do the best job, but Maria had never been more smitten with a man.

When the game was over, they put on their socks, and Maria walked Robert to the door. They shared a tasteful kiss in the entryway. Maria stood in her driveway and watched Robert speed off into the night. She went inside, poured a glass of wine, changed the channel to a soapy movie, and painted her fingernails to match her toes.


Chapter Four

Maria almost wished she and Robert were in their early twenties. They would spend every second together without the pressures of life keeping them apart. Days had passed since their night together, and Maria couldn’t wait to see Robert. They were meeting tonight at her house. She wasn’t even going to pretend she cooked the stuff she was about to pick up from a salad bar on the way home.

Robert, sitting in the study of his luxurious home, waited for the seconds to pass around the clock. He’d left the store early to come home, shave, and shower. He had doused himself with cologne, suffocating from the aroma. Robert was a gentleman, but he’d had the dirtiest thoughts of Maria naked on his bed.

Hours later, Maria opened her door to Robert. She was wearing a pink camisole with yellow polka dots, a white pencil skirt, yellow pumps, and a black apron. She had mixed a pitcher of sangria and didn’t want to get anything on her white skirt.

Robert stood on the other side of the door wearing black jeans with a white-and-black gingham plaid button-up shirt tucked into them. His light brown hair combed to the side and shiny from hair wax.

Maria fell into Robert’s arms, and he tightened them around her body, taking in the scent of her floral perfume. “It smells incredible in here. What did you make?”

“I’m heating some things I picked up from the salad bar on the way home.”

“You’re a smart woman. No wonder I’m so attracted to you,” Robert said as he walked behind Maria through her living room to the kitchen. He thought about her when he woke up in the morning, when he played golf with his friends, when he read emails, or any other time of the day. She was incredible and always looked amazing, too.

Maria swayed her hips with exaggerated movements as Robert followed her. She tossed back her dark curly hair when she turned to Robert.

Robert stared into Maria’s icy blue eyes. She leaned against the counter and crossed her arms over her chest. “Anything to drink?”

Robert would have taken a glass of her. A taste between her legs, but he settled for water. Nothing would be worse than scaring her away before he could have her. Maria filled two glasses of water for them, pulling out a roasted chicken from the oven. There were several sides she had scooped into ceramic bowls.

They sat at her table. Maria poured them each a glass of white wine and lit a candle for the center of the table, dimming the lights before she sat to eat with Robert. Nothing beat a romantic date at home.

After dinner and an hour of marvelous conversation about their views on life, they went to Maria’s backyard to build a fire in her fire pit. She had wood in the garage. Robert had it roaring in no time. She knew how to build a fire but wouldn’t argue against sitting back and watching her handsome man do it. Watching how his jeans tightened over his ass when he bent over.

Maria kicked off her heels, bending her toes and listening to them crack. She told Robert to take off his shoes. She wanted to see if he had removed the polish. Hers nails were still the same plum color from a few days ago.

“Why? I don’t want anything to bite my feet,” he said.

Maria frowned and turned her attention to the sky. Stars were popping out from nowhere every few seconds. She loved how many stars she could see in Addyston compared to the city center. “Fine,” she said after a few moments. “Don’t feel the heat of the fire then.”

Robert narrowed his eyes, but Maria wasn’t looking at him. He grunted and took off his shoes and socks. He was grateful he had because the fire felt outstanding on his feet.

“You were right,” Robert said as he enjoyed the flames. “I was missing out keeping on those shoes.”

Maria didn’t hear Robert because she was too busy staring at his shimmering toenails. He hadn’t removed the polish. Her breath grew shallow as she thought of how she wanted to feminize Robert. How she wanted to dress him in lingerie and cover his face with makeup. Wouldn’t he look adorable in a backless dress and pumps? Maria licked her lips as she imagined the sight and stared at the stars.

“You kept the nail polish,” she said minutes later when the silence became boring and her desire unbearable.

Robert glanced at his toenails, noticing that they still shined from the polish. He didn’t spend much time looking down at his feet. “Oh, yeah. I guess I did,” he said and chuckled.

It was no laughing matter to Maria. “We should do something fun. When can you get out of the city? We could do something. My employees can run the show a few days,” she said. Maria normally micromanaged everything. She liked to have a say about most actions in her business, but life was too short. “What if we go to Indianapolis or Nashville for a couple days?”

Robert could leave town whenever he wanted, but there was never any reason not to get up and head to the store. He worked most days of the week just because it kept him young. He wasn’t an overlord. He didn’t micromanage any of his staff. Robert liked to test the equipment, talk to customers, and enjoy the feeling of owning his business when he walked around the store.

Maria glanced over at Robert when he hadn’t spoken. “We could take my car so you don’t have to use the BMW,” she said.

Robert shook his head. “It’s not that. I was thinking about which city sounded better. I’d love to go on a trip with you. When are you free?”

“This upcoming weekend? I’ll leave Ingrid in charge at the office,” she said. Maria loved Omar, but Ingrid had more invested in Maria’s company. Omar would find somewhere else to work when he graduated law school. Maria hoped Ingrid would never leave her. She would give her a raise every year to keep her if she needed.

“What if we rented a Bentley? My friend owns a dealership and owes me a favor since I sold him my old Bentley,” said Robert. He had bought the BMW with the money from the sale but missed his old car every day. It had been worth it to stop hearing Eugene complain. Eugene was the owner of a luxury car dealership and one of Robert’s golf buddies.

Maria could have fanned herself. Robert was so sexy and rich. She didn’t know where he had been all her life. He attracted her more than Carlos ever had. She had never felt thankful for Carlos’ misdeeds until she and Robert were sitting under the night sky. Robert’s toenails still painted with clear polish. The future bright with potential.

“I would love if we rode around in a Bentley,” she said. Maria’s car was nothing fancy, and cruising around in a luxurious car sounded exciting. “What city sounds better? Indianapolis or Nashville?”

“We could start with Indy and see if we want to continue to Nashville? I want to spend as much time with you as I can,” Robert said and took Maria’s hand. He stared into her icy blue eyes, which still looked bright in the night by the fire’s light.

“Sounds amazing, Robert. I’ll tell Ingrid, and we can leave this weekend.”


Chapter Five

Robert pulled up at Maria’s in a new Bentley Bentayga SUV, and Maria got a little wet. It was so slick and alluring, and Robert looked so sexy in it when he rolled down the window to say ‘hello’. “Are you ready?” he asked, even though Maria was standing at the end over her driveway with two packed suitcases. She had told Ingrid she would be gone for two to four days. Who knew how things would go?

Everything could fall apart after the first day. Maria needed to push Robert to his limits. She needed to see how far he would let her take him. How much of a doll would he become before he told her to stop?

“Oh my goodness! I love this car!” Maria screamed when Robert opened the door and hopped out. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck and kissed him. It was warm outside, so she was wearing an orange open-back halter top with a white draped mini skirt. She had on flip-flops because she didn’t want her feet to hurt by the time they made it to Indianapolis.

Robert held Maria at her sides. “We should hit the road,” he said.

“Yes, I agree. I picked out a place for us to eat lunch,” she said. She had searched for things to do and complied a list they could use as a reference, but there was one restaurant she had to try. An American-fusion place several miles from downtown Indianapolis in a quaint city neighborhood.

Maria played with the car as they drove from Illinois to Indiana. It didn’t take long before they were crossing the state border, Maria already feeling like she was in a different world, but it was pretty. She was happy to get away from the same; from what she saw day after day. Time after time.

“I didn’t even ask. Did you book us a hotel?”

Robert laughed. “I thought you’d do that. Maybe we aren’t the best communicators.”

“So, we’re just driving into Indy without a plan?”

“They give the best rates now, anyway,” Robert said. He wasn’t sure it was true, but someone had told him that. “You can use my phone. I have one of those hotel apps on there somewhere,” he said.

Maria melted a little when Robert gave her his passcode, as though it weren’t a big deal. He trusted her. She only hoped that would stay the same after she presented her plan. It didn’t take Maria long to find a discounted, top-rated hotel not far from all the action Indianapolis had to offer.

Maria placed her hand on Robert’s thigh after she dropped the phone into the center console. They were approaching the city after a few more songs. Maria checked the GPS and told Robert what turns to make.

They arrived at the American-fusion restaurant. Maria ordered a curry mac and cheese. Robert had a barbecue pulled pork bahn mi. They both drank iced green tea and shared a grilled octopus appetizer. It wasn’t nearly as pretentious as the newer restaurants she’d tried in Chicago recently. She wished this place were closer to home.

“Did you want dessert?” Robert asked.

She couldn’t stop herself. Riding around in the Bentley Bentayga while feeling Robert’s love and trust had her feeling overwhelmed by how much she wanted him. “Yes, I do, but the dessert I want is something you might not like.”

“What are you talking about? The food here is delicious,” he said.

Maria leaned forward. She had brought lingerie she was sure would fit Robert, among other items. She knew she had to take it slow, but what man didn’t love a blow job? She touched his knee under the table, letting her fingers slide along his legs. “Robert, I want to give you a blow job.”

A smile spread across Robert’s face. He was showing his top and bottom teeth, looking like he’d just sold all the stock in his store in one day. Maria had him right where she wanted him. “Give me… what?” he asked, coughing on the words.

“You heard me, baby. I want to suck that dick of yours.”

“Uh, okay,” he said and rubbed the back of his head with his left hand. “Why wouldn’t I like that?”

“Well, that’s not all, Robert. I want to suck your dick, but there’s something I want you to do for me.”

Robert swallowed, becoming nervous by what Maria might ask him to do. “What?” he said.

“Some things are better shown than said. Why don’t we enjoy a bit of Indy, and then I’ll show you what I’m talking about at the hotel?”

“Should I be nervous?”

“I don’t think so,” she said and laughed. Robert’s eyes widened, and he wondered if it would be rude to drive them back to Addyston. The moment of nerves passed when Maria called over the server and paid the bill, smiling at Robert infectiously after she handed the server her credit card. How could he be nervous when Maria was so gorgeous? “Let’s get out of here,” she said.

“Tell me where to go,” Robert said as he clicked his key fob to unlock the car doors as they walked outside.

♦

They spent the next few hours walking around Fountain Square and downtown Indianapolis. They thought it was charming. Maria had switched from the flip-flops to a pair of yellow pumps.

Richard loved holding her hand and walking by her side. He noticed when guys checked her out but didn’t get too jealous. Maria was much more interested in the architecture than some guy with big muscles and a tight t-shirt, not that she didn’t notice when they looked.

The only man’s attention Maria wanted was Robert’s. “Let’s check in at the hotel,” Maria said when the shoes started hurting her toes. As desirable as they made her look and feel, she could only walk so far before she was ready to take off her heels and soak her feet in warm water.

They went to the hotel. Robert charged everything to his credit card. Maria had booked them a suite with a kitchenette, sofa, and extra space. It didn’t cost much more than the regular room. “This room is so spacious,” Maria said as she plopped down on the sofa, tossing her purse to the side.

“It is,” Robert agreed. He sat next to Maria and touched her shoulder, leaning in for a kiss. She met him halfway. He didn’t care what price the hotel cost if it meant making this memory with Maria. “Thank you for finding that restaurant. We would have been eating fast food if it weren’t for you.”

“I’ll take care of us,” she said and patted Robert’s hand on her leg. She felt her womanhood stirring from his touch; from how he treated her like a prized possession.

“And I’ll do the same. So, what did you want to show me?”

Maria sighed but shook her head and smiled. She had to sell it, or Robert would never agree. “Close your eyes while I open my suitcase.”

“You came prepared?”

Maria folded her lips and nodded. “Whatever happens, promise you won’t judge me,” she said.

“I promise,” Robert said and closed his eyes. He was nervous but excited. What could be such a big deal Maria had to go through all of this?

Maria swallowed and stepped over to her suitcase, unzipping it. Inside lay a pair of pink crotchless panties with a lace trim around the waistline. Maria grabbed the panties and stepped in front of Robert. He was peeking. Maria thought about calling the whole thing off, but she really wanted to suck his dick while he wore the crotchless panties.

“Okay, open your eyes,” she said.

Robert opened his eyes and saw Maria was holding a pair of pink panties. He saw a hole in them, which confused him because they wouldn’t cover anything. He couldn’t think of why anyone would ever buy something so impractical. “What are those? And why are you holding them?”

Maria curtsied as she imagined Robert sitting where he was, wearing nothing but the lingerie she was holding.

“Are they for you?” Robert asked when Maria was just staring at him. He really wanted to get to know her, but sometimes wondered if she had issues. She always had that strange expression, like she’d been holding a dark secret for years.

Maria shook her head. “No, they’re for you. I want you to wear them while I suck your dick,” Maria said. She curled the panties in a fist and placed her hands on her hips. “These will look so sexy with your dick poking out of them. Have you ever worn lingerie?”

Robert once thought about trying on a pair of Kelly’s panties when she wasn’t home. Instead of giving into his urge, he had just jacked off into them and washed them in the sink afterward. “No, I haven’t.”

“Put them on, and I promise you won’t be disappointed,” she said. Maria lost her fear now that her desire had been revealed. Maria tossed the panties to Robert’s lap and jutted her head toward the bathroom, signaling what she wanted Robert to do.

Robert looked into Maria’s icy blue eyes. All the fear and silliness had vanished, and there was nothing but seriousness behind her gaze. Robert glanced down at the panties in front of him and felt his dick getting hard. If she wanted panties, was that such a terrible tradeoff for getting his dick sucked? Robert hadn’t had a blow job in ages, so he got up and went to the bathroom.

The pink crotchless panties stared at Robert from the counter as he stripped down to nothing. His heart raced, but what did it matter what they did? They were alone in a hotel room hours from their hometown. Nobody could see them inside the hotel room. He could hear Maria watching television from the other side of the bathroom door, flipping through channels.

Robert exhaled, letting go of his anxiety. He grabbed the panties and slid them up his bare, hairy legs. When the hole got to his dick, he moved it so his member popped out. The lace looked fantastic around his waist. He wanted to shave his body, but there was no time for that because his dick was hard. He held it in his hands, stroking it mindlessly as he stared at himself in the mirror. Robert loved how the pink fabric was like a frame around his hard cock and couldn’t wait to watch Maria suck his dick.

He stepped out the bathroom, and Maria was sitting on the sofa in nothing more than her bra and panties. She stood and walked over to Robert, taking his dick in her hand. “Wow, that dick looks amazing in those panties. What do you think?”

Robert shrugged, even though he thought it was insanely hot Maria had put him in pink crotchless panties. “It’s okay,” he said. It was humiliating, embarrassing, and everything Robert never knew he wanted.

Maria led him over to the sofa and pushed him to it, sinking to her knees between his parted legs. She took his dick and pulled up on it so precum leaked from the tip. “Mmm,” Maria said as she licked the precum from his cock.

Robert shivered. His balls tightened. His breath shortened. Maria slapped her hand against Robert’s abs. She squeezed his nipples as she bobbed her head along his cock. Saliva dripped from her mouth and formed a puddle at the base of Robert’s cock, his pink crotchless panties dark where they were wet.

“Shit,” Robert moaned as Maria used her tongue to play with his dick. Her mouth tighter than a fleshlight around his member. He used a fleshlight to masturbate sometimes, but Maria was better than his toy could ever be. “I won’t last long,” he said.

Maria pulled her mouth off his dick and said, “stand up and cum in my mouth, baby. You look so fucking sexy in those panties.” Maria pulled on the waistline of the panties and let them slap back against his skin.

Robert stood, and Maria sank on her hips so that his dick was dangling in his face. She wrapped her hands around the base of his cock and teased his tip with her tongue. “You like that?” he asked.

“Fuck yes. So much with that hot lingerie around your dick,” she said. The more she showered Robert with compliments, the more he would want her to doll him up and use his manhood.

“Damn, this is sexy,” Robert said as he looked down at his sissy dick and Maria on her knees under him. He was so close to cumming. Robert pushed his dick into Maria’s mouth, but she took over control.

She bobbed her head, lips tight, at a rapid pace along his cock. He was squirting into her mouth less than a minute later. Maria swallowed every drop.

“Ah,” Maria said as she parted her lips, letting Robert’s slick cock slide off her shimmering lips. “Next time you’ll do me.” Maria stood and wrapped her arms around the small of Robert’s back.

“I can do it now,” he offered. He didn’t want to disappoint Maria. Ever. He wanted to see where she would take him because he knew she could take him places he’d never go on his own.

“Nah,” she said. “I’m hungry for dinner.”

“We can do it after. It’ll be your dessert,” he said and kissed her.

“I’ll shower before we leave. Be ready,” she said. Robert was sitting on the sofa with his shoes on in less than five minutes. The sounds of running water still coming from the shower, steam billowing from under the door.

♦

Maria changed into a one shoulder spaghetti strap black mini dress. She wore black nylons under the dress with black pumps. She could still taste Robert’s cum on his tongue even after brushing her teeth, but she would never forget how fucking sexy his dick looked with pink crotchless panties around them.

Robert lay on the sofa when Maria stepped out of the bathroom, looking irresistible in her little black dress. She was sliding diamond earrings into her ear. Robert had put the panties he wore in her suitcase, but he really wanted to wear them and fuck her later. He loved how the fabric felt on his skin. How attractive the lace made him feel.

“You ready?” asked Robert.

“Yeah, just about,” Maria said. She was staring at herself in the mirror. She grabbed her makeup bag and ran red lipstick over her lips, making sure Robert was observing her as she did.

Was it weird that Robert felt jealous? That he wanted to stand next to her in the mirror and put some lipstick on his lips? Would it make him feel as sexy as Maria looked?

Robert stood and went over to her. He wanted to take the lipstick from her but resisted. He was wearing navy slacks with brown leather driving shoes, colorful socks, and a white button-up shirt with a belt that matched his shoes. Robert had sprayed cologne onto his wrists and rubbed them against his stubbly neck. “That dress looks amazing on you,” Robert said as he placed his hand on Maria’s hip.

She unbuttoned one of his buttons, so that the top two buttons of his shirt were unfastened. He wasn’t wearing an undershirt. Maria pushed her hand into his button up and rubbed it against his bare chest, feeling his dick react against her leg. “Are you going to let me drive?” she asked, wanting to take the Bentley Bentayga for a test drive. It was more glamorous than any car she’d ever had.

“Do you have your license?”

She nodded, touching the collar of Robert’s shirt as she stared into his eyes with her icy blue ones.

“Okay,” Robert said and took the key from his pocket to give Maria. “Make sure you drive slow.”

“I’ll do my best. I should switch to regular shoes until we get to the restaurant,” Maria said and went to her suitcase for a pair of tennis shoes. She held her pumps as they walked out the hotel to the Bentley. Maria had never had more fun driving in her life.

It took them nine minutes to drive to the restaurant. The perfect distance. She’d had her fill by the time she pulled into a parking space, leaving the car free of any dents or chips. “As fun as that was, I felt like I was one pothole away from a heart attack,” Maria said as she passed Robert the key.

They walked up to the restaurant, situated in the parking lot of a suburban strip mall. It was a standalone place, and Maria felt a little overdressed until she walked into the restaurant. It looked as fabulous as the photos online. Perfect, warm lighting. Wood furniture. Huge paintings and a polished staff.

The host greeted them. She was dressed in the cutest asymmetrical honey-colored wrap dress with a split up her thigh; her hair pulled into a messy bun. Maria watched her switch as she guided them to a table.

“How do you find these places?”

“Simple internet searches,” Maria said and laughed. “You’re lucky your store has an amazing internet presence because you don’t seem to know much about it.”

“I have people for that. I like to interact with the customers who come in my store. Not the ones who are searching for me on the internet,” said Robert. He picked up his menu and looked over the options. It was Italian food, so he was going to order the meat sauce ravioli.

Maria wanted the fish entree with a caper and cream sauce. They ordered a glass of wine for each. “We have to get up early tomorrow. No need to overdo it,” she said.

“Are we going to Nashville?” asked Robert when they were halfway through their meals.

Maria wanted to see Nashville, but she didn’t need it. All she needed was more time with Robert, and she wanted to take him shopping. Another gift was also waiting for him back at the hotel. Maria had several goodies in the suitcases she’d packed.

Maria ran her finger around the rim of her wine glass as she licked her glossy lips. The lipstick wasn’t going anywhere. “If we feel like going in the morning, we can. More than Nashville, I want to go shopping. There have to be some good malls in this city,” she said.

“You haven’t looked?”

Maria hadn’t. She shook her head no and pulled out her phone. Robert stretched his hand across the table and covered hers. “We can look back at the hotel. Shopping sounds great.”

Maria smiled and slid her phone back into her purse. She could get so ahead of herself. Robert was a calming force in her life. She needed one of those. They made such a wonderful couple, but she hoped they could take their relationship to the next level. How far was Robert willing to go with her on this feminization journey?

“I don’t want dessert,” Maria said when their server cleared the dishes from the table. She wanted to get back to the hotel and show Robert one of his gifts.

Robert gave the server his credit card and drove to the liquor store down the street from their hotel. They bought two bottles of wine and some snacks. Maria needed a piece of chocolate.

Maria and Robert sat on the couch in the hotel room, drinking wine and watching people buy houses on reality TV. It was background noise as they touched each other and giggled at their own attraction. Maria remembered she had a gift for Robert and popped up from the sofa. “Hold this,” she said and gave Robert her wine. Her fingertips darkened with smudges of chocolate.

She washed her hands in the kitchenette sink before unzipping her suitcase to pull out a pair of men’s silk pajamas. A matching top and bottom. She wanted Robert to feel the luxury of the fabric before she upgraded him to a slip or cami.

“What do you think?” she asked as she held up the black pajamas. “They will feel amazing on your skin.”

“You got me pajamas?” he asked.

She nodded. “I had them cleaned too. They’re fresh and ready to wear. Do you love them?”

Robert wasn’t sure what Maria was doing to him between the pink crotchless panties and the black silk pajamas, but he was starting to love it. Crave it. What else did she have waiting around the bend? Robert hardly felt she was close to done with whatever she was doing. “I guess I should try them on. Shouldn’t I?”

“Yeah,” Maria said. She passed them to Robert and said, “I want to see you put them on. Do it right here in front of me.”

Robert stood and unbuttoned the white shirt he’d worn to dinner, tossing it to the side. His body toned from all the weights he lifted. He undid his pants and pushed them to the floor. He was wearing plain black boxers, which Maria knew she would have to change. She wanted him wearing thongs and panties and garter belts and so much more.

Robert put on the silk pajamas, loving how they felt on his skin. Robert thought it could even be better than being naked.

“Do you like them?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yes. Will you sleep in something similar?”

“I have a silk slip. Why don’t I put it on?” Maria took off her little black dress, which was already super comfortable, and put on a champagne colored silk slip. She took off her black nylons, which made her sigh with relief.

They returned to the sofa, watching as a couple made a final decision on which house they’d buy. “Robert, I have a question.”

“What?”

“Have you ever thought about crossdressing?”

Robert swallowed, growing hot as he processed her question. Is that what she wanted? For him to crossdress? He had never considered it, but the pink crotchless panties were pretty hot. “No, I haven’t. Why do you ask?” Robert said in a smooth voice, hiding the emotion bubbling under his surface.

Maria shrugged. “It’s something I like. I didn’t use to, but when Carlos left and broke my heart, something changed. I changed.”

“You don’t have to worry about Carlos. He’s in the past.”

“No, it’s not that. When Carlos left, it was as though I saw a light. I realized why I didn’t like how Carlos was so dominant, so controlling. All that toxic masculinity just to go out and cheat on me,” Maria snorted. She was a little tipsy, and the words were flowing. She hated Carlos for what he’d done but was grateful for the clarity she had gained from their breakup.

“So, it’s a requirement that I crossdress?”

Maria took a swig of her wine. “Well, I wouldn’t call it a requirement, but it’s a strong preference.”

Robert nodded as he processed images of himself dressed in women’s clothing. He didn’t know about dresses, but he could wear lingerie and stuff when they fooled around… maybe. He finished his glass of wine in one gulp, noticing his dick was stiff when his hand brushed against it.

“Can we take it slow?” he asked.

Maria smiled. She reached out and touched Robert’s face and stared into his eyes as she said, “of course we can take it slow, Robert. Be honest and tell me when I cross any lines. You can tell me ‘no’, and I’ll listen. But you’re willing to try?”

Robert leaned forward, inches from Maria’s face. “I’ll try almost anything if it’s with you,” he said and kissed her red lips. He wanted to put some lipstick on himself, but he’d save that for another day.

“I can’t wait for shopping in the morning,” she said. “How did I get lucky enough to find you?”

“I think the same thing,” Robert said. They kissed, turned off the television, and went to bed. They were both too tired to have sex, but they kissed and touched and drifted off to sleep holding each other close.


Chapter Six

Maria woke up before Robert and slipped out of bed. She took a shower and put on a pair of jeans with an oversized waterfall blouse. It was turquoise and had hidden buttons. She went downstairs and grabbed some snacks from the breakfast bar for them. Robert was awake and making coffee when she returned to the room.

“Oh, thanks,” Robert said as he took the banana Maria had gotten downstairs. Maria stared at the outline of his thick fruit under the silk pajamas she’d bought him.

Maria loved to fool around but wanted to hit the mall more. She’d found a mall not too far from their hotel with outstanding reviews. They had all the stores she wanted to peruse. “Why don’t you take a shower so we can go?”

Robert ate half of a blueberry muffin before going to the bathroom to clean himself. He came out smelling of the hotel’s soap and shampoo. Maria had packed her own. She hated how most hotels had the worst products, even the nice ones. They left her skin feeling dry and flaky, which was not okay. She would teach Robert the importance of moisturized skin, but slow and steady would win the race.

“Perfect. Let’s go,” Maria said after Robert had tucked a button-up shirt into a pair of jeans. Robert drove the Bentley Bentayga to a mall in Indianapolis.

They held hands as they walked around the mall, looking like any other couple in their jeans and tops. Maria wasn’t even thinking about her law firm. Robert couldn’t have cared less about his store. They’d have to return to reality eventually, but they were just fine being lost in a kindling affair.

“What do you plan on buying?” Robert asked as they walked out of the first store they’d visited. Maria saw nothing she liked. She was hunting for stuff she could make Robert wear under his outfit on the way to Nashville.

“Oh, you know,” Maria replied.

Robert didn’t, but he followed Maria anyway. They went to a department store. Maria was positive she’d be able to find what she wanted there. Searching through the racks of clothing, Maria picked out several cami shirts and tank tops. They were all super soft and would be perfect for Robert to wear under a dark button-up shirt.

Robert was waiting for Maria on a bench. She sat next to him and held out her finds. “Won’t these look so cute on you?”

“On me?” Robert asked, his eyes widening. “You mean as an undershirt?”

“Yeah, you can put this on under a solid button-up shirt, and nobody would know the difference.”

Robert shrugged. The shirts looked comfortable. He held them while Maria went to search for more. She picked out several thongs and panties for Robert to wear. He could wear whatever he liked. The more comfortable Robert felt, the more he would want to walk down this journey with Maria.

“I’ll buy these. Then, let’s go back to the hotel, you can change, and we’ll hit the road.”

“To Nashville?”

“Yeah, why not? We still have time before checkout,” she said.

“Okay. You pay, and I’ll pull the car around and call the hotel to tell them we want to check out.”

Back at the hotel, Robert changed into a white cami with a purple cotton thong that hugged his package perfectly. They were better than any briefs he’d worn. They were out of the hotel and on the road in no time, Robert wearing the women’s clothing under the men’s.

Maria smiling to herself as she looked out the window and watched the city fade to countryside. “Thank you for going along with everything,” Maria said as she reached into Robert’s pants to touch the waistline of his purple thong.

“I like that you push me in new directions,” he said, clutching the steering wheel tighter as he drove. Maria’s touched stirred his manhood, which was already tight in the women’s thong.

“I guess I should look for a hotel. Can I use your app?” she asked, leaning back in her seat. She didn’t want to distract Robert too much while he was driving. They’d have plenty of time to fool around once they made it to Nashville.

“Yeah. Here,” Robert said and passed Maria his phone.

“What’s your passcode again?” she asked, smiling to herself as he told her the numbers without hesitation.


Chapter Seven

Maria lay on the bed in their new hotel room, a view of Nashville’s skyline visible in the window. She had her head at the end of the bed and her feet on the pillows. Heels off by the front door. She had a bunch of goodies in her suitcase, and she wanted even more for Robert. He was a lot more accepting and willing than she ever would have thought. Robert was still wearing the white cami and purple cotton thong.

“There’s so much to do here,” Maria said as she scrolled through her phone. There were restaurants nearby and a lingerie store next door.

Robert was sitting on the sofa in the hotel room. He’d told Maria to book the nicest one she could find that had good reviews. He squeezed his thighs together, still loving how the purple thong was hugging his package. He’d gone to a unisex single bathroom at a truck stop on the way to Nashville and checked out his junk in the mirror. His dick had never looked bigger than it did in the purple cotton thong.

Robert didn’t care what they did, as long as he was with Maria. “What did you want to do?” he asked.

“There’s a fancy restaurant a couple miles down the street with fabulous reviews,” Maria said as she read how people described the food they’d had there. It was making her mouth water. “We should go there, but I want to run to a store next door real quick. Do you mind?” she asked.

Robert shook his head. “No, not at all,” he said.

Maria didn’t want to waste any time and hopped out of bed. They’d eaten fast food for lunch, and she was hungry for a proper meal. Not that the chicken sandwich she had was bad, but Maria was a woman who needed a certain amount of class in her life. She loved to have the cloth napkin and heavy silverware. She didn’t want to eat sandwiches from cardboard boxes or serve herself ketchup. “Okay, I’ll be right back.”

Robert nodded and watched Maria grab her hotel key and leave the room. He turned on the news, but he was glancing at his phone, wondering if he had enough time to jack off before Maria returned.

Next door at the lingerie store, Maria was snatching stockings for her and Robert. She also wanted a slip for him to wear tonight. She thought he’d look so sexy in a pink mesh slip, and they had exactly what she wanted. Maria bought four pairs of tights, two for Robert and two for her, and the pink mesh slip for him. She had them all gift wrapped, and the salesperson placed them in a nondescript paper bag.

Returning to the hotel, Maria stopped in the lobby to chat with the hotel manager. She told Maria the restaurant she wanted to try was as good as they said in the reviews. Maria asked about breakfast and promised to leave the hotel a review online when she checked out.

Maria held the bag by her wrist as she scanned her key card and opened the door, catching Robert red-handed. He had the purple panties pulled down around his balls, standing in the middle of the room trying to cover his dick. Maria didn’t mind. She liked that he wanted to wear the panties while he masturbated. She only wished he had waited for her.

“Sit back down, Robert,” she said.

Robert backed up, letting himself fall to the couch. He was red with embarrassment. His skin burned. He wanted to lock himself in the bathroom and give Maria the keys to the Bentley to drive herself home. Or she could fly, and he’d drive the car. “Oh, Maria. You don’t under—”

“Shh,” she said and put up her hand. Robert didn’t know what she had in the bag that she set by her suitcases. “Move your hands.”

Robert revealed himself to Maria, embarrassed by his soft penis. It was shriveled and hiding. Maria laughed and pointed at it. “I thought you were jacking off. What happened?”

“You scared me,” he said.

“Just relax. I don’t care that you were touching yourself,” Maria said as she stepped closer to Robert. She’d bought him gifts but wanted to wait until after dinner to show Robert. He still needed to return the oral favor, and Maria thought it was about time to collect. “So, you’re horny?”

Robert looked up at Maria, who was staring down at him with her intense icy blue eyes. He swallowed and nodded. “Yeah,” he said in a whisper.

“Speak up, little man,” she said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I’m horny, and I want you,” he said.

Maria unbuttoned her jeans and pulled her top over her head, tossing it to the floor. She kicked off her jeans. Maria undid her bra, so she was wearing nothing but the thong she’d put on that morning. “Get over here and get on your hands and knees, naughty boy,” she said.

Robert wouldn’t disobey Maria’s order. Not after she’d found him jacking off in his purple cotton thong.

“Also, I want you to put your panties back on and then release your dick from the side. It’s hotter that way,” she said.

Robert got down to the floor, standing on his knees. He pulled the purple panties up and to the side, so his hardening dick plopped out the crescent of fabric. “You mean like this?”

Maria licked her lips, “yes, just like that,” she said. Maria grabbed the wooden chair from the office desk. She wiped it down with a cloth before dropping her thong to the floor on perching on the chair’s edge. “Come to me,” she said.

Robert dropped and crawled over to Maria until he was between her legs, only inches from her glistening pussy lips. “Fuck, that looks good.”

“Then why don’t you have a taste?” Maria asked and pulled Robert close to her womanhood. She pushed his nose into her pussy, “if you were so horny, why didn’t you just tell me? Huh, sissy boy?”

Robert moaned into Maria’s pussy. She had a tight grip on the back of his head, and he loved how her scent was attaching itself to his lips. Maria pulled Robert’s head back, and he spoke, “I was a weak sissy boy,” Robert said, his dick jumping as he said the word ‘sissy’.

“Awe, don’t beat yourself up, Robert. You can make it up to me by showing me how sorry you are for having fun without me.”

Robert nodded and dropped his hands to the floor, closing the small gap between his lips and her labia. He listened as Maria told him what she liked. How she wanted him to lick it. She moaned with each flick of his tongue, and he felt like a king pleasing his queen.

“Damn, Robert. Fuck, that’s good,” Maria said in a breathy voice as Robert licked and sucked on her clit. As he slid a finger into her pussy when she told him she wanted it. Robert stroked his dick, cupped and elongated by the purple panties.

Robert wouldn’t stop until Maria told him to because pleasing her turned him on more than anything. Licking her pussy was better than when she’d sucked his dick. Robert had never known it, but Maria was showing him how much he loved to be a little sissy bitch and do what she said.

Maria made Robert focus on her clit as her vision faded from the building pleasure. She wasn’t looking at anything as Robert’s tongue took her to the edge of an orgasm. She was holding her release, letting it build. A trick she had learned after countless hours of masturbation.

Pushing Robert’s face down to her pussy lips, Maria rubbed her clit three times before she exploded into a cloud of ecstasy. She squirted all over Robert’s sissy face, and he laughed as she held him still. Her body thrashing with pleasure. When she started coming down, she touched her clit for a few seconds to bring her back up, cumming a second time. She didn’t squirt like the first time, but it felt just as amazing, if not better.

Maria’s eyes rolled around as she bathed in the bliss of the orgasm. Robert stroked his dick slowly as he rested his head against Maria’s thigh, waiting for her guidance. Waiting for her to relax. She stiffened if he touched her leg.

A couple minutes passed, and Maria told Robert to stand. “Take off your panties, and cum on them.”

Robert did as she said, sliding off his purple panties. He stood on his knees and jacked off as he stared into Maria’s icy blue eyes. She watched his hand moving over his slick dick, wanting to use it for her pleasure.

Robert’s balls tightened as the orgasm he’d been putting off traveled along his shaft and released on the purple panties, soiling them with his seed. Robert crawled over to Maria. She was sitting on the sofa, naked and gorgeous. He joined her and placed his head in her lap. She stroked his face as they stared at each other in the afterglow of their lovemaking.

“Ready for dinner?” she asked.

“Shower?” he suggested.

“Sure,” she said and patted Robert on the shoulder. They went to the shower and took turns using the loofah Maria had packed and her shower gel. Maria loved seeing Robert’s naked body and couldn’t wait to see how far she could push him next.

♦

The dinner was fabulous, and the weather was even better. They walked around to work off the cheesecake they had for dessert on top of the other delicious food. Maria would never forget that restaurant. As much as she’d loved Indianapolis, she thought Nashville was even better.

Robert would disagree about Nashville versus Indianapolis, but he didn’t want to cause any conflict on such a beautiful night. He was with Maria, and she was unlocking a side of him he’d never known.

They went into a bar where a local band was playing country music. They drank local beers and shared a basket of fried mozzarella sticks, as though they hadn’t ingested enough calories at dinner.

“Hopefully we don’t wake up fat,” Maria said as she bit into her second mozzarella stick. She wasn’t going light on the marinara sauce. Neither was Robert. They ate and drank their beers while listening to the live music.

“At least we’d be happy,” Robert said and touched Maria’s thigh under the table. He wasn’t usually so gushy, but he’d fallen for Maria. He couldn’t imagine his life without her in it. Without her helping him along the path of femininity. “What did you buy next door? I forgot to ask because you caught me,” Robert said, wondering if it was something for him. He loved all the gifts he’d gotten so far from Maria and wanted more.

“Oh, you’ll see when we get back to the hotel.”

“Should we go? There’s no way I can eat or drink anything else,” he said. “Weren’t we supposed to be working off the food with a walk?”

“Yeah,” Maria said and laughed. “We could walk all the way back to the hotel.” They had taken a cab since it was easier than getting the car out of the garage. Plus, they had found an amazing parking spot when they arrived and didn’t want to lose it.

“That’s like two miles. You think so?” Robert asked. He wasn’t afraid, but he also didn’t know the area and hated taking chances.

“I’ll look on my phone,” Maria said. She searched the hotel. It would take them a little over a half hour, and there were hints of sunlight lingering in the sky. “We could make it before it gets too dark.”

They had an early dinner, and it was a splendid evening in the spring. Why shouldn’t they walk? Maria grabbed Richard’s hand and pulled away from the bar. There weren’t many turns they needed to take, according to her GPS. Maria was wearing heels, but she would take them off if her feet started to hurt too bad.

“How did you learn you liked to…” Richard asked but didn’t know how to phrase his question. A moment of silence had passed after the first mile. The walk wasn’t too bad, and the neighborhood seemed safe.

“Feminize men?” Maria asked, finishing his sentence.

Robert wanted Maria to feminize him, but he wanted to understand her motives. “Yeah, I don’t know that I want to crossdress. Like dress all the way as a woman, but I like what we’re doing. The lingerie and stuff,” Robert said, his hands deep in his pockets as he spoke. He was walking with stiff legs. His gait awkward and lopsided.

Maria loved the control. She loved making a man do what she wanted. “I don’t know. Like I said, after Carlos left, something in me clicked. I was reading stuff online, and I found a few submissive guys to show me what they liked.”

Robert felt an overwhelming sense of jealousy thinking about Maria with other men. Imagining her feminizing other men. He wanted to be the only sissy in her life, but didn’t want to scare her away by saying it. “Oh, I see. Do you still talk to those guys?”

Maria looked over at Robert. Even under the darkening sky, she could see the answer he wanted to hear in his eyes. “No,” she said. “That’s all in the past.”

“Is there anyone else?” asked Robert. He didn’t want to sound like a desperate man, but Maria was someone he would fight for. He would give her everything she wanted if it meant he could have her for himself.

Maria didn’t know how to tell Robert about Nick, so she cast her eyes to the side. Robert stepped in front of her. They stopped in the middle of the sidewalk under a streetlight. “Who is he?” asked Robert.

Maria sighed. “His name is Nick. He’s not one of the first guys I met, but we’ve been seeing each other. Nick doesn’t want anything besides sex. Trust me,” said Maria. Nick had made that much clear on more than one occasion, and Maria felt the same. As much as she loved sex with Nick, he didn’t fulfill her heart in the same way she knew Robert could.

Robert looked at his shoes, insanely jealous of this ‘Nick’ person. Was he better at giving Maria what she wanted than he was? What could Nick do that he couldn’t? Robert made endless comparisons in his head with a man he didn’t even know. A man he was incorrectly visualizing.

“It’s not serious, Robert. I promise I won’t see him as long as we’re together,” said Maria.

“Sorry,” Robert said. He wished he’d never asked. “I can’t expect you to—”

Maria touched the bottom of Robert’s chin. “It’s okay, Robert. I don’t want Nick nearly as much as I want you,” she said. “You’ve stolen my heart.”

“And you mine,” he said, clasping his hands around hers.

“You want to see what I got you?” Maria asked, full of energy now that they had walked off their meal. They still had a bit over ten minutes until they reached the hotel, but Maria thought she could make it in her heels.

Robert wanted nothing more than to get back to the hotel. “Should we grab a taxi the rest of the way?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder to see if one was coming. He’d seen a few.

“No, we’ll make it,” Maria said and grabbed Richard’s hand. When they reached the hotel, Maria stood behind Richard as he used his key card to open the door. Maria had all the lingerie she bought wrapped together, even though some were for her.

Richard flipped on the lights, and Maria kicked off her heels. Whatever they did tomorrow, she would wear flats. “So, what did you get me?” Richard asked as they sat on the couch watching TV. He’d flipped it on to a sports game without thinking. Maria didn’t mind. She would turn it off if and when she wanted.

“All you want is stuff,” she said and laughed as she stood to grab the bag from the lingerie store next door. “Not all of it is for you, but it’s all packed together.”

“Ah, such a tease,” Richard said and kissed Maria. She pulled out the wrapped box and handed it to Richard. He undid the bow, ripped the tape, and pulled the lid off the box. The pink mesh slip dress was on top. “Is this for me?” Richard asked as he pulled it out.

Maria nodded. “Yes. Pick out a pair of the stockings you like. I want to wear the white ones with lace trim tonight,” she said and took out the stockings she had bought for herself. Richard picked out the pink stockings to match his slip dress.

There were two other sets of stockings, but Richard couldn’t find any panties or thongs as he dug through the tissue paper. “What about panties?”

“I just want you to wear the slip dress and those stockings. Excellent choice, by the way,” Maria said and ran her fingers along Richard’s thighs. She looked into his eyes. “You okay with no underwear?”

“Yes,” Richard said, nodding.

“Change, and I will too,” she said.

Richard stood and changed out of his boring men’s clothing to the see-through pink mesh slip dress. His dick was hard and leaking, but what could he do? Wearing this womanly lingerie made him feel sexier than he ever had. He really wanted to wear the red lipstick Maria had but didn’t know how to ask.

Maria stripped naked, sliding the white stockings up her legs. She wouldn’t wear anything else. Her perky breasts covered lightly by her long, curly brown hair. “Don’t forget your pink stockings,” Maria said and passed them to Richard.

He took them and sat on the edge of the bed, rolling them slowly up each leg. He touched his hard dick when he finished, glancing over to the bathroom vanity. “Do you mind if I put on some of your lipstick?”

Maria clapped her hands, running over to her makeup bag. “I’ll put it on for you. Let’s do this red lip gloss. It’ll shine more, and it’s better for playtime.”

Robert sat with a straight back as Maria ran the lip gloss over his lips. She had a question of her own. A desire that had been burning to come to the surface.

“Do you mind if I tie you up?” she asked.

“Tie me up?” he said. “But how would you do that without rope?”

Maria smirked. She had come prepared and went over to her suitcase. Robert’s lip gloss looked amazing with his slip dress and pink stockings. Maria’s pussy was wet, and she needed Robert’s dick. “You should know by now that I came prepared,” Maria said and pulled a rope from her suitcase.

“Oh, wow. I wasn’t expecting that,” he said.

“Lie down,” Maria said and pointed to the king-size bed in the middle of the room.

♦

Maria tightened the knot around Robert’s wrists and tied the rope to the bedpost above his head. He looked so sexy in his pink mesh slip dress with matching stockings and shimmering red lips. She bent down to kiss him as she pulled the rope to check its tautness.

Robert’s dick was pressing against Maria’s exposed pussy through the fabric of his pink mesh slip dress. She wanted to reach up and touch her breasts that hung in his face. He wanted to touch her ass, which looked so voluptuous from where he was lying.

Maria scooted down Robert’s legs. His dress stood like a tent. She moved the hem of his slip to expose his gorgeous cock. She wrapped her hand around its base. Robert’s dick twitched at her touch. He couldn’t move his hands from the rope or his legs from Maria sitting on them. Maria took a condom lying by her side, ripped it open, and rolled it over Robert’s cock.

Robert moaned as Maria stroked his dick. She squirted lubrication on his dick as she did, only increasing the overwhelming pleasure. Robert took quick, sharp breaths and closed his eyes as he forced himself not to cum.

“Ooh, what’s wrong, baby?” she asked.

Robert shook his head. “Nothing,” he said, but his body said differently.

Maria saw how tense Robert’s muscles were around his ribcage. How he could hardly breathe when her fingers touched his skin. Maria loved how feminine Robert looked in his pink stockings with a lace trim and matching slip. The red gloss on his lips. She’d never been more in love. Her hand stopped halfway along his dick.

“You okay?” asked Robert.

Maria smiled and nodded. She was a little sleepy from the big meal they’d eaten but incredibly horny and also in love. “Yes,” she said, moving up Robert’s body. Maria pressed her pussy lips against Robert’s dick, lowering her body so that her exposed chest pressed against his.

Robert’s breath grew shorter while his dick stiffened against Maria’s labia. Her hole too far from his tip, but incredibly warm against his cock. Her breasts soft on his chest.

Maria ran her fingers along the rope tied around Robert’s wrists as she stared into his eyes. “Robert,” she said. “You’re an amazing man.”

Robert smiled as he looked into Maria’s icy blue eyes. “You know you’re the only woman I want,” he said, remembering how jealous he’d been thinking of Maria with someone else.

“You’re the only man I’ll have,” Maria said and moved her chest off of Robert’s. She lifted her hips, positioning her hole by Robert’s tip, and sank on his dick. Robert pulled on the taut robe, making the headboard creak. “Be careful,” she said and looked down at him.

“It feels amazing,” Robert said. He was turned on by Maria and the rope tied around his wrists. The rope that kept him from taking control.

Maria leaned back, supporting herself with her outstretched arms on Robert’s legs. She lifted her hips and lowered them, using Robert’s dick with slow strokes. Using his dick how she pleased since he couldn’t take control.

Not that he wanted to because Robert had never been so turned on in his life. He licked his lips, feeling the sticky gloss against his tongue, making his dick jump in Maria’s pussy.

She felt him throbbing against her tight walls. Maria slapped her hand on Robert’s abs, fucking his dick with more aggression. Moving her hips faster than she had been as she climbed the hill to an orgasm.

“Fuck, I love this dick,” Maria said, tossing her hair back and shaking her head. She wanted to switch positions, so she lifted her hips off Robert’s cock. She turned. Her hands were near Robert’s feet. Her feet next to his head. She got into a plank position and lowered her pussy onto Robert’s dick.

It took a lot of strength, but Maria closed her eyes as she rode Robert’s dick. He was screaming and hollering, begging her to stop before he came, but what could he do? She was close too and wasn’t about to ruin her ride.

“Fuck, Maria. I’m going to—,” Robert screamed as he tried his best not to cum. It was begging to leave his tip each time Maria lifted her hole or slid it back down his dick. He was breathing like a maniac, tears streaming down the sides of his face.

Maria was seconds from cumming. She lifted her hips slowly and lowered them, repeating the movement two times. Maria dropped to her elbows and moved her left hand down to her pussy. Robert’s dick still deep inside her.

Robert came the second Maria touched her pussy, busting his load into the condom. Maria rubbed her clit a few seconds before she whimpered and came with Robert. She could have fallen asleep right there but needed to untie him.

“Damn, I could get used to that,” she said.

“Please,” he said.

Maria looked over her shoulder at Robert. His hands still tied above his head. His dick softening under the pink mesh slip. Maria rolled off of him. She stood by the side of the bed and untied the ropes. Robert kissed her. She kissed him. They dried off with a clean towel Maria grabbed from the bathroom and tossed it to the floor when they finished.

Robert wore his slip, stockings, and lip gloss to bed. Maria took off her stockings and slept nude. They cuddled all night, not worried about the worries of tomorrow because they had each other today.


Chapter Eight

Robert woke up in the women’s clothing, grateful to have started his day next to Maria. It wasn’t a dream. They had each other, and he never wanted to let her go.

“Morning,” Maria said when her eyes fluttered open a few minutes later. Robert had been watching her sleep, afraid to disturb her beauty rest. “You look as beautiful in the morning as you did last night.” Maria touched the side of Robert’s face. They kissed; no tongue.

“Thanks,” Robert said as he stared at Maria. He would never tire of her icy blue eyes. Her charming personality. The way she made his heart warm. “What do you want to do today?” he asked. Robert was in no rush to return to his store, but Maria needed to get back to her clients.

“Let’s head back to Addyston,” she said. “We’ll plan better next time. Ingrid has been texting me, and one of my clients Agata has been messaging with concerns.” Maria had been ignoring her phone, but she and Robert could return to Addyston and continue their journey there. He had a nice house. She had her own place.

“Okay,” said Robert. It was a long drive back to Addyston, but they could make it there by dinner if they left soon. “Should we get going then?”

“Yeah. Let’s shower and hit the road,” Maria said and threw the covers from her body. She hopped out of bed, still nude from the night before and as gorgeous as ever. Robert took in her figure as she walked to the bathroom.

They showered, packed their bags, and got dressed. Maria wore a green sundress that went to her knees with a pair of white flats. Her feet still hurt from walking back from the restaurant in heels.

Robert wore jeans and a t-shirt with a blue cotton thong under everything. It was the same style as the purple one and hugged his junk like a glove. He loved them and knew he would be wearing the two thongs often. “Guess we’re ready to leave,” Robert said as he looked at their packed suitcases. The room clean except for a pile of messy bedding.

“Yeah, let’s go home,” Maria said as she rubbed the top of Robert’s head and kissed him on the cheek. She grabbed her suitcases and walked out of the hotel room. Robert followed her, and they went home to share a life together.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Fulfilling Her Wishes. 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 as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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