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GIRLS ON TOP

10 BOOK BUNDLE

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

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


HIS PRIVATE DANCER

Juana dances because it pays better than everything else in her neighborhood, and she’s saving up for nursing school. Nobody helps her. Juana is on her own to make her dreams come true.


At twenty-three, she has had to postpone her college ambitions to complete her transition to womanhood. The cards are stacked against her as a broke trans woman, but Juana keeps her head held high.


Her fortunes change when Clarence walks into the club where she works. He’s an inventor, rich, and instantly falls in love when he watches Juana dance.


Will Juana quit her job to let Clarence provide for her? How will Clarence react when he discovers the thick surprise between Juana's legs?


A STRICT EDUCATION

Anthony and Melvin are best friends living in the suburbs of New York City. It sounds exciting, but partying in Manhattan means long train rides or expensive parking along with unpredictable traffic.

They receive an exclusive invitation to a retreat upstate. The retreat will open soon and needs honest feedback before they do. Applicants can send photos to apply. Anthony and Melvin send their photos and are shocked when they get accepted for a stay the following weekend.

The guys pack their bags and head upstate, but the retreat is nothing like they expected. It’s a school, and the boys will learn how to become beautiful, obedient women. Will Anthony and Melvin run from the retreat, or will they be good girls and follow Madame Virginia’s rules?


ALL I WANT IS YOU

Kimberly Brown is a trans woman and outgoing DJ. She loves to dance, let her hair down, and wear cute dresses. Kim would love to find a man but can’t trust any after her ex dumped her and broke her heart when she canceled her reassignment surgery.


Brandon Dayton is a shy guy with adventurous roommates. He reads depressing poetry and wishes he could write poems for a living but has to move from Minneapolis to Atlanta to take over the family business once he finishes his master’s degree.


Kim and Brandon meet when Brandon’s roommates drag him to a show Kimberly is playing. Brandon acts like a wallflower, which Kim hates, so she does something about it. What will happen when their paths collide?


DOCTOR’S ORDERS

Tracy is desperate and looking for a job after graduating college. His degree in math doesn't do much in the small town where he lives.


While searching, Tracy discovers an ad posted by a renowned doctor in the community, but everyone knows that Dr. Janice Frye hates men.


Tracy needs money, so he pulls out all the stops to get the job. Will Tracy remain so willing if securing the job includes letting Dr. Janice feminize him for her pleasure?


CAUGHT IN A FOX TRAP

The year: 1975


Elaine Clark & William Martin have a romantic history, but Elaine never learned of William's secret collection the first time around. Elaine is a modern woman and loves to take charge. She runs the human relations department of a successful chocolate company.


William and Elaine live in the same apartment building. They are avoiding each other in the laundry room when Elaine sees red lingerie in William's laundry basket. She is jealous thinking about another woman with William, so she wants him back. 


Their dynamic changes when Elaine barges into William's apartment to discover a pile of women's lingerie.


FULFILLING HER WISHES

Maria stopped giving love a chance when her ex-fiancé, Carlos, walked out of her life. She got over Carlos by taking charge of other men. She discovered she never wanted another man to control her, so she became a more assertive woman.


Robert Moore has been crushing on Maria since he met her at a party. When their paths cross at a coffee shop years later, he couldn’t feel luckier when she agrees to go on a date with him.


How lucky will Robert feel when he finds out Maria likes her men feminine and compliant? Just because Maria is assertive doesn’t mean she can’t be sweet, but she will not be a pushover. How will Robert react when he finds out Maria’s truth?


THE STUD

Caroline Hardnett lost her mother at a young age. As much as she loves her father, she can't keep washing dishes, doing laundry, and sweeping their hardwood floors. She needs to spread her wings and soar.


Caroline dreams of is what it would be like to fully embrace her masculinity. She has an older brother, Andrew, and has always been jealous of how the world treats him. How he can live life as a man. Caroline wants to date women and wear men's clothes but doesn't have the courage.


Renee McCoy befriends Caroline to help her find the courage to cut her hair, gain a new wardrobe, and experience life as a stud.


BOOMERANG

Norma Goodman and Scott Cade met in college and didn't end on good terms. Norma has always hated how Scott made her feel in those days.


A divorce later for each of them, Norma and Scott end up stuck at a work conference together.


And Norma wants revenge...


THE SECRETARY’S DOLL

Teresa has had a crush on her boss Cleveland since she started working for him years ago. Teresa tries everything to get Cleveland's attention, but he never crosses the line.


Cleveland notices Teresa's advances, but he doesn't want her to find his secret stash of women's clothing. Cleveland doesn't want Teresa to discover he wears panties to work and so much more when he's at home.


Teresa finds her boss in a compromising position and decides to become the woman he's always wanted.
 

No decision is without its consequences, though. Teresa better be careful, or she'll get much more than she bargained for by chasing after her crossdressing boss. 


AN UNCONVENTIONAL MARRIAGE

John Proper and Linda McCoin meet during a weekend in Chicago. Their instant connection keeps them together. They are soul mates. Their truth is impossible to avoid.


John and Linda have a life full of adventure, love, and doing exactly what they want. John loves how Linda pushes his femininity to its limits, and Linda loves how John accepts himself and treats her like royalty.


Read as John and Linda share their love story from when they meet until they send their kids off to college. Not everything is perfect along the way, but John and Linda know how to enjoy life to the fullest.


HIS PRIVATE DANCER

CLOVER COX
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Juana

Dancing wasn’t my top choice. I fell into it like all the other ladies who worked here at Mitten Showgirls. Our tips were better than what the fast-food joints down the street paid. There weren’t many options in inner-city Detroit, so we did what was necessary to survive.

My girl, Amanda, got me the job here. She went by Kitten and was a favorite at the club. Larry, the owner, adored her. He didn’t think twice when Amanda said to give me a job. It was a topless bar. There was no full nudity, so Larry didn’t think there would be any problem with the dick between my legs.

The men didn’t seem to notice when I gave them lap dances. Not a single one had complained since I started working at the club a few months ago. They loved me. I even had regulars. I didn’t question it. All I did was dance and move to the beat of the song. I was learning pole tricks, but my confidence to execute them was minimal. I didn’t want to fall on my face or bust my ass in front of the guys.

A clock was ticking to my right, reminding me of the seconds I had left before gracing the stage with my presence. I lined my eyes and powdered my face one last time before running over to the clothes we had in the corner. I put on a short skirt over a pair of white, virginal panties after tucking and taping my dick. 
Nobody would believe it, but I was a virgin. Dancing never went past the occasional inappropriate grope. Men invited me to go home with them, but no amount of money was worth selling my flower. I wanted to love the first man who got inside of me. Before my transition, I never felt beautiful enough to date, but that had changed.

A smile crossed my face every time I looked in the mirror. The woman staring back at me was gorgeous, confident, and who I always wanted to become. She was me. I was her. I shed my name of the past and adopted Juana, but the men in the club knew me as Sugar.

I put on an open vest with no bra on beneath it. The men loved when I teased them. They loved my breasts, and I planned to show them. They cost a lot of money, but my tips were paying back what I owed. Soon, I’d have enough for nursing school. Treating patients and helping others was my dream job, but dancing would suffice in the meantime.

I went back to the mirror, pinning my bleached hair into a bun. The boys loved when I shook it out. Shoes were the only thing missing. Five-inch platform heels killed my feet, but they also made me feel like the sexiest woman in the world.

People looked down on dancers, but I was doing what I needed to survive. My parents were broke, and they left me to fend for myself the day I turned eighteen. I didn’t have anyone to help me but myself, so I would dance until my ankles broke if that was what it took to make my dreams come true.

“Sugar,” my manager yelled. “You’re on in one minute. Come get in place.”

“Coming,” I called. I lifted my eyes, looking at myself once more before running to take the stage.

***

Clarence

I didn’t make my riches overnight, but they doubled and tripled that way sometimes. I was an inventor first. A businessman second. Major corporations used many of my inventions in their bestselling products. Every time they sold a unit, I got a little wealthier. My financial team invested the earnings, and they grew in the stock market. I had several rentals around the city to diversify my passive income.

My money grew every day, and it was growing into a beast. What man didn’t want that?

Life wasn’t always so easy for me, though. I grew up in Detroit. I heard gunshots every other night, ducking under my bed. Many nights I didn’t sleep because I was afraid a bullet would fly through the house and hit me in the heart. It happened to our neighbor.

The first thing I did when I got rich was move my mother out of the ghetto. We still lived in the city, but we lived in its nicest areas. We had water views. She was in a condo. I had a mansion. Detroit was my city, and I was becoming its king. At thirty-five, few had as much success as me. Not many knew my name, but those who did knew how powerful I was becoming.

My phone rang. It was my man Tristan calling. He was my business partner, and he was my best friend. We grew up together. Survived the hood. He started as an employee of mine until I convinced him to save enough of his money to go in with me on some investments. They paid off, and Tristan was becoming a rich man.

“What’s up, man? I’m headed to a meeting,” I said. It was Friday night, and a house I wanted was hitting the market in the morning. I wanted to see it before someone else snatched it up.

“Meet me at the club when you finish,” he said.

We used to hit up the strip clubs around the city every weekend when we were in our twenties, but I’d wasted far too much money in those places. I wanted more than a woman to dance on my lap. I wanted a woman to love. Someone to share everything I had. What was the point of making so much money if I couldn’t provide for a beautiful lady?

There was a problem, though, because I was picky. After a wild time in my twenties, I discovered I didn’t love the ordinary woman. I loved trans women, especially ones who still had a tool between their legs.

I was twenty-one the first time I slept with a trans woman. She was gorgeous. She surprised me when she dropped her skirt and whipped out her dick, but it was the most revolutionary moment of my life. I dropped to my knees and crawled across the room to her. She only let me suck her dick, but her cum. My goodness. Her cum. Fuck, it was the most incredible thing that ever slid down my throat.

She disappeared and never called me again. I had met her at a club, and we went back to my place. Tiffany. Black and beautiful. I was never the same after that night.

I woke up the next morning, desperate to find Tiffany. Detroit had never seen a man search it so thoroughly. No matter how many rocks I turned, Tiffany never appeared.

The years passed. I met a couple of other trans women. They were great in bed, but we didn’t connect on an emotional level. Tiffany and I had spent the entire night at the club making conversation before we went back to my place. Before she made me drop to my knees and take her juicy seed.

“I don’t know if I can meet you, man. I need to work.”

“You work too much. Don’t you remember how much fun we used to have? We don’t celebrate enough.”

“I remember how we used to blow through money.”

“We can set a cap. What’s a couple hundred dollars to you, anyway?”

“Money is money. You better learn that if you want to survive in this business,” I said.

Tristan sighed into the phone. “Come on, man. Lighten up and celebrate all the success you’ve had. Spread the love. The honeys need money.”

I laughed. Tristan was a fool, but I loved him. He had always been the one pushing me out of my shell when I got too serious. “Fine. I’ll meet you, but I can’t get there until nine.”

“Bet. See you there,” Tristan said. He sent a link to the club in a text message and added that he’d be there a few minutes early to get us a good spot.

I went to the house showing and made an offer in cash above the asking price before it could even get to market. It was perfect for a rental, and I already owned a house around the block. It would need a few repairs to get the top rate, but people paid it in the school district.

Tristan was relaxing at a table when I arrived at the bar. Waitresses were walking around in their underwear, looking sexier than sin. I licked my lips as I walked past them, noticing a few who had eyes on me. My dream was a trans woman, but women were still sexy. If I were younger, I’d decorate my house with posters of them in their bathing suits.

Tristan stood from the booth facing the stage he’d gotten to greet me. A woman with long black hair and skin the color of almonds was twirling in circles. She was watching me. I ignored Tristan to throw a twenty on the stage. She dropped to her hands and knees to grab the money, stuffing it into the tiny panties she was wearing. They barely did anything to hide her goodies.

I turned to Tristan when the woman broke eye contact with me, twirling around the pole. “I feel like it’s the old days.”

“Yeah. What’s with that, though? She was paying me attention until you walked through the door.”

I shrugged. “What can I say? I have a certain charm over the ladies.” I licked my lips and rubbed my knuckles.

“Whatever,” Tristan said. He raised his hand to call over a waitress. “What do you want to drink?” Tristan asked me as the waitress walked our way.

“A brandy on the rocks. Pick your favorite,” I said.

The woman lifted her eyebrow. “Okay,” she said, with a hint of sass in her voice. “Anything else?”

“Another Manhattan for me, princess.”

“My name is Sylvia, honey. Get it right,” she said.

“Don’t mind him, Sylvia. He’s a fool,” I said.

Sylvia laughed, leering at Tristan before she went to get the drinks. When Tristan and I returned our attention to the stage, the woman with dark hair was gathering her cash. She winked at us before standing and leaving the stage. A hip-hop song played as the DJ prepared everyone for the next dancer, but I wasn’t ready for who came out on the stage. The DJ said her name was Sugar.

I wanted to snatch her off the stage and protect her from the gaze of the surrounding men the second she appeared. Her eyes landed on mine. I was staring at her and didn’t care. She was exquisite. Her olive skin. Her blonde hair. I didn’t care if she had dyed it because her hair looked incredible.

Sugar grabbed the pole, spinning before jumping to wrap her legs around the pole. She looked right at me as she held the pole. She secured herself with her legs, releasing so she could drop her head toward the ground. Her hair hung, and she stared at me before pulling herself upright.

I didn’t know how she moved with such grace wearing those tall heels, but she danced around that stage as though nobody were there except us. We were alone in the club. I didn’t even notice the jealous faces of the other men.

Before she finished the dance, I went to Sylvia, who directed me toward their general manager. His name was Harold. He was a beefy black man with a soft voice.

“How can I get a private dance from Sugar?”

“She’ll be free in a few minutes, and then you two can have a room.”

I paid Harold what he requested. Tristan said something when I returned to my seat, but I didn’t hear him. Sugar’s eyes were locked on mine, and I couldn’t wait to have her to myself.

It felt like forever until the song came to an end. Harold came and got me and took me to a private room. Tristan hollered after me, but I told him he could leave if he didn’t want to wait. I loved Tristan, but did he really think he could compare to Sugar?

Sugar appeared in the doorway a few minutes later. She looked nervous. I told her there was no reason to worry. “Come sit,” I said.

Sugar crossed the room and took a seat. She glanced at me for a second before she lifted her hips to straddle my legs. She placed her hands on my chest, lifting and sinking her hips. I moaned at her touch, mesmerized by her brown eyes.

I reached around and touched her ass, but she slapped it away. “No touching. Please,” she said.

“I’m sorry. It’s hard to keep my hands to myself when you’re so beautiful.”

Sugar stood and walked halfway across the room, turning her ass to me. We were in a closed room, but the music was still loud. She bounced her ass to the beat before dropping it toward the floor. Sugar stood and bent over in front of me, and that was when I saw her delicious cock for the first time. Sugar had it tucked well, but her panties were too damn small to hide it when she bent over. There was no pole covering her womanhood, and I whimpered at the thought of wrapping my lips around it.

Sugar turned to face me. She wasn’t wearing any top, so her breasts swayed as she moved.

“Come over here and give me a lap dance,” I said.

Sugar locked her eyes on me as she crossed the room. She sat on my lap, facing me. Her arms were around the back of my neck. “What do you want me to do, handsome?”

“More than you know,” I said. I wasn’t touching her. As much as I wanted to squeeze her ass, I resisted. “Tell me your real name.”

Sugar shook her head. She moved her finger to my ear, rubbing it. Her touch teased me. I wanted more than she was willing to give, and I knew I would drive myself crazy thinking about her the second we were apart.

“Why not?” I asked.

“If I tell you my name, that puts me in a dangerous position.”

“I promise, Sugar. You can trust me. You don’t really like when I call you Sugar, do you?”

“I don’t mind it,” she said in a voice so soft I thought I might melt into a puddle. There was no way she couldn’t feel my hard dick pressing into her ass, searching for her tight little hole to stretch. “You can call me Sugar all you like.”

“But I want to call you by your name.”

Her gentle smile hit my heart. She was too sweet and precious for a club like this. I didn’t know what to do about leaving her, but I knew she wasn’t coming with me if she wouldn’t even tell me her name. How would I be able to live knowing she was dancing for other men? I didn’t want any of them to have her. I wanted her to be my private dancer.

“What would you do if you weren’t a dancer?”

She ran the back of her hand along my face. She wasn’t dancing, but I had her exactly how I wanted her. Sitting on my lap. If I looked down, I could see her dick begging to escape the tape holding it. I wanted to tell her how much I loved her cock. How I wanted to wrap my lips around it.

“If I weren’t a dancer, I would be a nurse.”

I’d much rather have Sugar wearing scrubs around strangers than no bra. There was no way I could live without her now that I knew she was trans, intelligent, and sexy.

“A nurse? What’s stopping you?”

“Money,” she said and scuffed. “I bet you don’t have to worry about money.”

“Not anymore,” I said. I opened my wallet and pulled out all the cash I had. It was two thousand dollars in hundreds. “Take this. Save it for school.”

“After I pay my rent,” she said. “Thanks, handsome. What’s your name?”

“Clarence. Now, will you tell me yours?”

“Juana,” she said.

“It was nice meeting you, Juana. Stay safe,” I said. Her time was up, and I had to let her free, or I would snatch her up and take her home with me. I went back to the floor. Tristan was still sitting at the table, but he hopped up when I walked past him without stopping.

“Hey, where are you going?” Tristan called, running after me.

“Home. I can’t be here with these people,” I said.

“These people? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Don’t be sensitive, man. I’m going home. Stay if you want. We’ll see each other soon. It’s not like we don’t do business together.”

Tristan glanced across the room at Sylvia, who was watching us with interest sparkling in her eyes.

“Are you going to make a move?” I asked.

“Nah. Let’s go,” he said. We walked out the door together and went our separate ways. All I could think about on the drive home was how much I hated Juana working in the strip club.


CHAPTER TWO

Clarence

Days had passed since I saw Juana at the club. I couldn’t get her soft voice and gentle smile out of my head. She was an illness, and I wasn’t looking for a cure.

There was nothing I needed but the image of Juana’s beautiful face. I’d touched myself more times than I could count since I met Juana, and I never masturbated. It was beneath me, but she drove me wild. I thought of my lips around her pretty feminine cock every time I closed my eyes, and it always made me hard.

It drove me wild.

How would I survive without her? I couldn’t even concentrate on my work without Juana crossing my mind. I had to run to the bathroom to shoot a load in the toilet when my cravings got too intense. She was sexy. Seductive. I wanted her on my arm. Would she let me parade her around town? Didn’t she know how many people would be jealous of us together?

I was lying in bed, stroking my dick. I had never spent so much time lying in bed, but I needed to touch myself. The tension running through me was far too intense. It was debilitating. It tore through me and made me drop my pants every few hours.

My thick, chocolate dick throbbed in my hand as my balls tightened. I knew I was wasting seed I could give to Juana, but she had to accept me first. Her face crossed my mind as the pressure became too powerful to hold. I came all over my abs, covering my dark skin with white goo.

I got up and showered, watching cum swirl down the drain. I dried off before spritzing my favorite cologne on my wrists. It had citrus and sage scents with woody undertones. I got dressed and headed to Mitten Showgirls, unable to resist the draw I felt.

***

Juana

I was spinning around the pole when Clarence walked through the door. His eyes went directly to me, shooting me down like an arrow. I dropped to the floor, crawling toward him on my hands and knees. He walked across the room until he was in the chair closest to me. I caught of whiff of his cologne, excited by its scent.

Clarence had dark skin and soulful eyes. Thick lips. A scruffy beard. I’d been thinking about him nonstop since he cuddled me in the private room, spoiling me with two thousand dollars.

“Hey, sexy.” I turned after saying the words, showing Clarence my backside.

He wasn’t supposed to touch me, but he reached on stage and smacked my ass. The sound of his hand hitting my cheek echoed around the room. It almost made me hard enough to break my tape, but I was a master of control. I’d spent years learning how to hide my dick from the untrained eye.

To men in the club, it looked like a fat pussy mound. One they wanted to fuck. Not that any would ever get so lucky. That was what I used to think until I met Clarence and gave him a dance. He was different. When I told him to stop touching me, he listened, even though he’d just smacked my ass.

I crawled to the pole. I grabbed it and pulled myself to my feet. My heels were five inches, and I had already shed my top. I spun around the pole, watching Clarence. He had his attention on me, but I could also see him looking around the room with suspicious eyes.

I spun quickly before jumping and wrapping my legs around the pole. I was getting a lot more confident with my pole tricks. If it weren’t for Clarence, I wouldn’t push myself, but I wanted to give him a show. I held myself with my legs as I spun in a circle, keeping my eyes on Clarence’s.

He wasn’t looking anywhere but me. I could still feel the sting of his hand on my ass, giving me the thrill that I needed to try what I’d been afraid to do.

I lowered myself to a standing position before doing a little dance on stage. I went back to the pole and did the splits, going all the way to the ground. The pole was between my breasts. They hugged it as I moved my hips up and down, as though I were riding Clarence’s dick. I’d never ridden a dick, but I could fantasize. I imagined he was beneath me, sliding in and out of my untouched hole.

Would it hurt when he stretched me? I moaned as I thought about him, biting my lip and closing my eyes.

Clarence rushed onto the stage. He pulled me off it before I could do the trick that I’d been psyching myself up to perform. The manager, Harold, ran toward us. Clarence had his arms wrapped around me, whispering how he couldn’t let me dance like that in front of strange men. I didn’t know how to feel about his possessiveness. Who was he to tell me who could see me dance?

“Is everything okay over here?” Harold asked.

“I need to speak with Sugar, please. In a private room. I’ll pay whatever you want.”

Harold pulled out his taser, looking like he might use it on Clarence. I shrugged Clarence off my body and put up my hand to Harold. “It’s okay. I got this. Charge him triple,” I said before pulling Clarence to a private room.

I threw open the door and stepped inside. He closed it behind us. I turned to him and jutted my arms in the air. “What’s wrong with you, Clarence? You can’t just pull me off stage like that. You’ll get yourself shot if Larry sees you.”

“I don’t care if I’m risking my life, Juana. I can’t have you working here,” he said.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me, Juana. I’ll pay you whatever it takes for you not to work here. How much do you make in a year? I’ll double it. Please, baby. I can’t concentrate knowing you’re in here dancing like that for strange men.”

“Clarence,” I said with my hands on my hips. His words were everything I’d ever wanted to hear, but I couldn’t sell myself to Clarence. It didn’t matter how sexy he was, or how much money he had. I had to make it myself. If some man provided everything for me, what would that make me? “I don’t know what has gotten into you, but you’re also a stranger. A generous one, but I don’t know shit about you.”

“Quit. Date me. I’ll give you everything you ever want. If you leave here right now, I’ll deposit eighty grand in your account tomorrow. The only thing I want is for you to go to school. Become a nurse. Live your dreams, baby. Maybe, if I’m lucky, you’ll give me a chance to take you out on a date.”

I turned my head to the side, gazing at the floor. This man was crazy, telling me he was going to deposit eighty thousand in my account. How could I trust him? “How do I even know you got it like that?”

“I got it. I only have a grand on me right now, but I’ll give it to you the second we get outside. We can head to the bank together. Right when they open. I’ll give you my address, if you need it to trust me.”

“I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” He wasn’t fooling me. I wasn’t about to become desperate for him. For his attention. “Why don’t you leave and not come back, Clarence? I’ll be just fine without you, thanks.”

Clarence said nothing as I turned away from him. I thought he was going to listen until I felt his hand around my wrist. He pulled me toward him. I squealed and slapped his chest. “Calm down, Juana. I’m not going to do anything to you, but you need to listen. You’re better than this place. I can help you. Don’t you want to quit working here?”

I scoffed. Who was Clarence to come into my place of work and judge me? “Get your hands off me,” I said and pushed his chest. Clarence took two steps back. “These girls are my family. They take care of me. I make better money than I ever have, and I don’t need to sell myself to you. Please leave before I have Harold kick you out.”

“Fine, I’ll leave, but I want you to come with me. Wouldn’t you rather make eighty thousand by quitting for me over shaking your ass for those fools?”

I shrugged. It was a tempting offer, but I’d heard of men becoming crazy after giving substantial amounts of money. I wasn’t trying to get caught up in something foolish, even though Clarence’s smile was seductive. I often thought about it when I was back at my shared two-bedroom apartment.

Clarence walked past me to the door of the private room. “I’ll wait outside for fifteen minutes. Make your choice.”

He left me in the private room, wondering if I was crazy for refusing his offer. I’d been thinking about Clarence all week. Then he jumped on the stage when I was humping the ground. I didn’t hate my job, but I had dreams. I wanted to work my way up to nurse management. They made better money than I’d ever make at the club. What was wrong with taking an express lane to get there if Clarence was willing to offer help?

I ran to the dressing room, hoping he hadn’t left. Larry, the owner, stepped into the dressing room. He was an older white man who grew up in Detroit and never left. He loved the city. “You okay? That man do something?”

“No, Larry. I’m good.”

“What are you doing? You have two more sets tonight.”

“I’m sorry, Larry. You’re an amazing boss,” I said. I tossed my hair over my shoulder to look at him. He was wearing a suit that did little to hide his protruding belly. He drank beer like it was water.

“What are you saying, Juana? You’re my rising star. You can’t leave,” he said.

I couldn’t stay at Mitten Showgirls forever. Larry took care of us as best he could, but Clarence was offering me more. “I’m not feeling well. My stomach hurts.”

Larry frowned. “We both know that’s a lie.”

“Larry, please. Don’t make this difficult,” I said. I threw on a sweater over my braless chest. Jeans protected my legs. Boots would keep me warm against the chilly weather. Winter in Michigan was brutal. I only hoped fifteen minutes hadn’t passed.

Larry watched as I gathered my things. I ran to him, kissing him gently on the cheek. “I love you, Larry. Promise you don’t hate me.”

“I don’t hate you, Juana. You’ll always be family.”

“I’ll call you soon.”

Larry nodded once as I ran past him toward the door. To my relief, Clarence was standing outside of a car wearing a dapper coat. I went to him. He wrapped his arms around me. “I knew you would come. Here,” he said. He gave me the thousand in cash he’d promised.

I took it and stuffed it into my wallet. A middle-aged white man came around to open the back door of a black car with tinted windows. “This is William. He’s my driver.”

“Nice to meet you, miss.” William offered a friendly smile as he held the door open.

“Thank you, William,” I said as I climbed into the backseat.

Clarence got in next to me. He took a deep breath as he placed his hand on my thigh. “You’ll make a great nurse.”

“You said no strings,” I said and looked at his hand. His hand on me was making me hot, but I couldn’t give away my goodies so quickly. I had a strong feeling Clarence would get me to give myself to him, but it wouldn’t happen tonight. Not until I got my eighty thousand and knew him better.

Clarence lifted his hand as William got into the front seat. “My bad,” he said with a sly smirk on his face. “Where are we headed, Juana?”

I told William where I lived, cursing myself the second I did it. How would I ever get peace if Clarence knew where I lived?

We pulled up to the apartment complex seven minutes after leaving the club. It wasn’t far. I lived with a woman named Lisa. We watched TV together sometimes, but we didn’t interact much. She was older, no kids, had a steady job at the convenience store down the road, and she kept to herself.

“This is you?”

“This is me,” I said.

“I’ll be thinking about you,” Clarence said.

“And the eighty thousand?”

“I’ll swing at eight thirty, and we can go to the bank when they open. Does that work for you?”

I wanted to slap the smirk off Clarence’s face. “Eight thirty works,” I said. He leaned in for a kiss. I wanted to give it to him, but he wasn’t getting my prize with ease. I turned my face at the last second. His lips hit my cheek.

“You did the right thing by leaving that club,” he said.

I opened the door on my side. William rushed to help me. “I’ll see you in the morning, Clarence. Sleep tight.” I thanked William before walking toward the building with my shoulders held high, not once turning around to see if Clarence was watching because I knew he was.


CHAPTER THREE

Clarence

I gave Juana her eighty grand two weeks ago, and she still wouldn’t agree to a date with me. She told me she was preparing what she needed to start nursing school. She thanked me for the money, but she told me she didn’t want strings. Juana evaded me at every turn.

Who was I to blame her? I was happy as long as she wasn’t dancing for strange men. Seeing their eyes on her that night drove me insane. I’d given no one so much, but Juana was worth eighty grand and more. I only wished she’d give me a chance to show her what we could have.

Ever since the night I took Juana home, I knew where she lived, but I hadn’t returned since the day we went to the bank. William and I went to her apartment the following morning and took her back to the club to fetch her car. I hadn’t realized we left her without a car. Having her next to me in the backseat made all my senses fly out of the window.

I picked up my phone, ringing Juana for the second time that day. She hadn’t answered a single call of mine in days, and it was driving me crazy not hearing her voice.

To my surprise, Juana answered on the second ring. Her loud voice rocked my eardrums, but I still loved its sound. She sounded like honey, no matter her emotion. “You need to stop calling me Clarence. Thank you for the money, but I told you no strings.”

“Come on, Juana. Give me one chance to show you what we could have.” Juana didn’t know it, but I’d been using every ounce of willpower I had to resist going to her apartment and banging on the door. “I think about you day and night. Don’t you think about me?”

“Only because you call me nonstop.”

I knew it was a little pathetic. No other woman had made me feel like Juana. I needed her the moment I saw her dancing on the stage. My desire only increased when I discovered the package between her legs, teasing me to no end. Didn’t Juana know how amazing my lips would feel around her cock?

“You’re right. I’ll stop calling,” I said and hung up.

I didn’t call Juana for five days.

On the sixth day, Juana called me.

“Hello? Who is this?” I asked, playing like I didn’t know it was Juana.

She scoffed into the receiver. “Don’t play like you don’t know it’s me.”

“You who?”

“Clarence, stop actin’ like a fool. Why did you stop calling me?”

I smiled to myself, knowing damn well Juana was going to come after me if I gave her distance, but I didn’t want the distance. I wanted her next to me at night. She could hang off my shoulder at every dinner party. Every event where people brought dates, but I always went alone.

“You told me to stop calling you, baby. I was only doing what you said.”

“I’ve been missing you. When are you going to take me on a date?” Juana asked.

“We could go somewhere this weekend. Do you like dancing?”

“I could dance,” she said.

“I’ll pick you up on Saturday at eight in the evening.”

“Don’t be late, Clarence. You wouldn’t want to miss your chance,” she said.

I reached into my pants, wrapping my hand around my hard dick. Her voice sounded so sweet. I wanted to hear her moan my name as we made love. Would she whisper to me when we cuddled?

“I won’t be late,” I said and hung up the phone. Now that I had a date locked down with Juana, I could focus on my work. I flew through assignments the rest of the day and caught up on everything I needed to do by the time Saturday morning came. I couldn’t wait to shower, change, and pick up my woman for an amazing date.


CHAPTER FOUR

Juana

I pinned my hair to the side, pulling blonde curls over one shoulder. I stared at myself in the mirror, excited about my date with Clarence. He was such a sexy man. His swagger was infinite, but I never told him I was trans.

When I used to dance, I always tucked and used medical tape to hold it down. Sometimes I would even tape a piece of flesh-colored cloth over my dick to hide it, but I got lazier about the extra step the longer I worked with the Mitten Showgirls. I couldn’t remember if I was wearing fabric the first night Clarence watched me dance. He’d taken me to a private room, and we cuddled more than anything.

He was gentle, so I wasn’t afraid that he’d hurt me when I told him my truth, but I was nervous about what he would say. What if he left me? What if he said terrible things? It would break my heart if he turned me away for being trans, but it happened to friends I had in the community. We shared our stories, and some of them were downright awful.

I was wearing a black dress and matching heels. They weren’t tall because Clarence had mentioned dancing. I grabbed my clutch purse, double checking that it had everything I’d need for the night. My purse was ready, and I was as ready as I’d ever be.

Clarence arrived a few minutes later. He was in the parking lot of my apartment complex, his car nicer than any of the surrounding ones. William stepped out of the car, opening the backseat door.

“Thank you, William.”

“You’re welcome, miss.”

Clarence had his eyes focused on me when I glanced in his direction. He was wearing a tight-fitting button-up shirt. It was white with orange accents, looking extra sexy against his dark skin. He licked his lips as we stared at each other. “Damn, you look good.”

“Is that so, Clarence?”

He reached out and touched my hair, sending goosebumps across my body. My dick was tucked and taped, but I could feel it twitching. Not only was Clarence looking amazing, but he also smelled it. I wanted to lick from his balls to his neck and back, desperate to give my innocence to him.

“You look incredible, baby.” Clarence said.

He looked like he wanted to eat me whole, and I loved it. I ran my fingers through my hair and batted my eyelashes. He growled. William was driving us through the city, but we saw nothing but each other. Lost like hikers without a map, only I never cared if we found where we’d began. I wanted to get lost in the possibility of a future with this man, but he had to know me. All of me.

“Where are you taking us?”
“We can’t dance without a meal. I thought we could eat somewhere with a view,” he said.

“I can’t wait.”

We arrived at a building with a huge terrace overlooking downtown Detroit. It had a glass enclosure. Clarence took my coat when we got inside, revealing my tiny black dress. I looked over my shoulder, and he had his eyes on my ass. “Eyes up here, mister.”

Clarence bit his bottom lip as he gazed into my eyes, looking like he wanted to rip off my dress. I smiled at him before turning to follow the host. Clarence had gotten us the best table in the restaurant.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I moved my foot under the table, rubbing it against Clarence’s calf. He reached across the table and took my hand. We gazed at each other, and I could feel my lips falling into a frown. Clarence reached forward and cupped my face.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

I didn’t know how Clarence would react, but I had to tell him. After I had a drink. I lifted my hand to call over our server. “Would you mind bringing me a glass of white?”

“Brandy on the rocks for me,” Clarence said.

The server disappeared. I stared out the window, avoiding Clarence’s gaze until he returned for our drinks. I didn’t need alcohol to cope. It was liquid courage. If Clarence rejected me, it wouldn’t be the end of the world. His check had already cleared, and I was on my way to starting nursing school the following fall, so I had my life in order. It could be better with a man like Clarence by my side, but I wasn’t holding out hope for a man to save me. I wanted love above all else.

The server returned. I grabbed my wine and took a big gulp. “There’s something you don’t know about me, Clarence, and I have to tell you before we take this date any further.”

“What do you have to say?” Clarence asked. His eyes softened, telling me he could handle whatever I had to say.

I leaned forward and put my lips close to Clarence’s ear. “I’m trans.”

Clarence leaned back in his chair, and his smile hadn’t faltered. If anything, it looked like it had intensified. He lifted his hand and wagged his finger for me to lean toward him.

I did as he requested. He put his mouth next to my ear. “I know, baby. I saw your perfect cock when you bent over in the private room. It was the tiniest glimpse, but I knew, and I’ve wanted it ever since.”

My body exploded into a ball of fire. He already knew. I couldn’t believe he had noticed I had a cock under my panties, and he wanted me. He had called me nonstop for days. He knew how to ignore me, too, but I never wanted him to ignore me again. Those days he stopped calling were some of the hardest of my life.

“You knew?” I asked.

“Yes.” Clarence leaned back in his chair, gazing at me with nothing but desire in his eyes. I couldn’t believe he had gone so long without telling me what he saw.

The server returned, and we ordered dinner. It didn’t take us long to eat once the food arrived. We talked about Clarence’s business and what I needed to do for nursing school, but there was a tension beneath every word we said. I knew he wanted me, and I was dying to have him. Clarence refused my money when I tried to pay for the meal, telling me he needed all the credit card points he could get and that I wasn’t allowed to pay when we were together.

“Not even on your birthday?”

“Maybe I could make an exception for special occasions.”

“You better,” I said. “Which club are we going to?”

“You’ll see once we get there,” he said.

We got up, and William was waiting for us when we got outside. He opened the backseat door. I got in first, and Clarence slid in after me. He held my hand the entire drive to the club. I told him he needed to give William more time off, but William assured me that he had plenty of free time and enjoyed his job.

“What? You think I don’t take care of my people?”

“I don’t know. I’m getting to know you, aren’t I?”

“Yeah,” he said and wrapped his arms around me.

The music was bumping when we arrived. Electronic music was playing. We crossed the parking lot toward the entrance of the club. The music wasn’t my favorite, and I thought Clarence had lost his mind for bringing me to such a place. “What is this? A rave?”

“Give it a chance, Juana. They’re fun parties. The music is amazing once you ride the bass. I don’t listen to this on the regular either, but it’s different at the club.”

“Whatever. We’re already here,” I said in a sassy voice. I wanted Clarence to know I wasn’t pleased with his choice of music, but I wanted to dance. Images of his body pressed against mine had been floating through my head since he mentioned dancing.

Clarence took my hand. He showed his phone at the door, granting us entry with the two tickets he’d purchased. We went up a dark staircase. It led to a massive ballroom. People crowded the space, dancing however they pleased.

The music sounded much different inside than it had outside. The bass was hitting me, making me feel my soul. My hips moved, having a mind of their own. Clarence twirled me in a circle before pulling me close. Our faces were inches apart. The world around us melted into the void, leaving just Clarence and me.

“You’re beautiful, Juana.”

My soul unraveled as I looked into his eyes. It was as though everything in life had led me to this moment. Clarence and I, in an old warehouse on the dance floor. “Come on, handsome. Let’s dance.”

I took Clarence and led him toward the crowd. We stayed on its edge, moving our bodies to the electronic music. The sounds transported me to a safari. They sent me to outer space. Clarence and I were astronauts, floating among the stars.

Clarence hugged after a few minutes of dancing, turning me so that my ass faced his front. He held his arms against me and scraped against my backside as I pressed my ass into him. Our coats were at the door, so there was nothing stopping him from placing his hands on my thighs.

I moaned as his fingers pressed into my legs. They creeped higher, making me moan louder. My taped and tucked dick was throbbing and begging to come free. I could have taken Clarence right there on the dance floor. Between the bass shaking my body and his lips on my neck, I was rolling down hills of lust.

Clarence and I danced like we were making love for at least an hour before we stopped for a drink. I glanced down. It was dark, but I could still make out the outline of Clarence’s hard manhood. He turned me toward the bar when he caught me looking, walking with his hand on the small of my back.

We ordered drinks. I got a vodka tonic. He ordered a beer. We spent the rest of the evening slow dancing, avoiding the grinding we’d done when we arrived at the club. I noticed a few people glance at us. I had no idea what we’d looked like before, but our moves had gained a few admirers.

“I’m ready to go whenever,” I said. We’d been there for a couple hours, and I was tired of electronic music for one night.

“I’ll send William a message,” he said. I snatched his phone when he pulled it from his pocket. “What are you doing?”

“Why don’t you give William the night off? We can take a taxi.”

“I gave William some money to gamble. He’s at the casino down the street. He’s waiting for us there,” Clarence said.

“Oh,” I said. “Fine. Here’s your phone.”

Clarence snatched the phone from me. William was waiting for us twenty minutes later. Clarence grabbed our coats, and we headed outside. It had gotten a lot colder since we went inside the club, so Clarence held me close on the walk to his car.

“Win anything?”

William smirked, telling us he’d won something. Clarence patted William on the shoulder as we climbed into the backseat. I leaned into him. He had his arms wrapped around me, keeping me warm. Clarence only asked once if I wanted to go to his place, but it wasn’t the night.

“Tonight was fun, but you’ll have to wait.”

“I’m okay with that,” Clarence said. He gave me a long kiss as we sat in the parking lot of my apartment building. William waited as Clarence walked me to the door, but he didn’t try to come inside. He kissed me softly on the cheek and waited for me to step inside and lock the door. I watched him walk back to his car through the window. I went straight to my bedroom to touch myself and release the tension coursing through me.


CHAPTER FIVE

Juana

Weeks flew by, and I was falling madly in love with Clarence. We spent several nights a week together. We visited many places in Detroit that were new to me. Clarence showed me his mansion near the water one day, but I had yet to spend the night. We did nothing more than kiss and cop the occasional feel. I hadn’t seen his dick, but I’d felt it enough times to know it was big.

I even let him reach up my skirt one day to rub mine. It was the hottest thing that’d ever happened in my life, but I knew hotter days were on the horizon with Clarence as my boyfriend.

He made me promise to be exclusive. I wasn’t dating anyone else and had no plans to, but it was fun making him squirm by teasing him with imaginary boys. Clarence promised to be exclusive, and I did the same after he’d asked the fourth time.

My phone rang as I was looking over my application for nursing school. There were options in the area, and I wanted to apply to all of them. I’d already sent out one application but had more to finish. Clarence was calling, so I stood from where I was sitting to give him my full attention.

“Hey, handsome. I’m missing you,” I said when I answered the phone. I curled my legs under my bottom as I sat on the couch.

Clarence’s deep voice hit my ears. He always sounded so happy to talk. “What are you doing?”

“Working on applications for nursing school. Thinking about you,” I said. I got crazier about Clarence with every day that passed. He was my man. My everything. The person I used to be would hate who I had become, but Clarence filled me with a love I never knew was possible.

“Be ready at seven. I’m taking you out and have a surprise,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “See you then.”

We hung up. I knew Clarence was busy. He gave me more than enough time when we were together. We didn’t have to message all day. We trusted each other. I worked on my applications for a couple more hours, not yet ready to send them.

I went to the bathroom to get ready for Clarence when I got bored with that. I shaved my legs. Powdered my skin. Spritzed myself with perfume. I put on a red dress that went down to my ankles and had long sleeves. I placed a faux fur scarf on my bed to wear with it. My coat was thick. My outfit would look fabulous with a pair of heels. I spent half an hour perfecting my makeup, reading a magazine while I waited for Clarence.

Clarence arrived when he said. He got out of the car. William didn’t. Clarence walked toward me. He lifted my arm and twirled me in a circle in the parking lot of my apartment complex. I laughed. “You’re crazy.”

“Crazy for you,” he said.

Clarence led me to the car after we hugged and kissed, sliding in after me. William didn’t ask where we were going, and Clarence didn’t say.

We ended up at a fancy restaurant, perfect for the outfit I was wearing. Clarence took my coat at the door. We wined and dined, falling even further in love. I listened as Clarence told me about his business deals, asking him questions about technology, stocks, and real estate.

“I could talk to you all night,” he said.

The longer we were together, the more I wanted to give myself to Clarence. I couldn’t imagine losing my virginity to anyone else.

“What if I spent the night at your place tonight?” I asked.

Clarence’s eyes widened. “You mean it? I would love it if you spent the night, but only if you’re sure.”

“I’m positive,” I said.

Clarence raised his hand and told the server to bring us the bill. He paid. William was waiting for us outside minutes later. Neither of us wanted to do anything else but head back to Clarence’s mansion. We had tickets for an orchestra performance, but we lost interest after I told Clarence I wanted to spend the night. I only had one thing on my mind, and I was positive Clarence was thinking the same.

We’d been resisting the pull between us for weeks. We had to release ourselves from the tension. If we waited any longer, our unfulfilled desires would lead to a nasty explosion.

William pulled up at Clarence’s mansion. He opened the door for us. We stepped outside, thanking William and telling him goodnight before heading up the walkway.

He threw me against the wall the second we walked through the door. My mouth parted, and a moan escaped my lips. He gripped the zipper at the back of my dress and pulled it down. Clarence pulled the sleeves down my arms. He kissed my neck and whispered how much he adored me as he removed the dress from my body.

I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties by the time Clarence finished. I pushed him against the opposite wall. He stuck his tongue into my mouth and gripped my ass. I reached down and pulled the shirt from his body. He’d seen me in nothing more than my underwear when I was at the club, but I had yet to see Clarence without clothing.

What I found surprised and delighted me. Clarence was large, but he had a hard body. He had thick abs, making me want to turn around and give him my hole. I wanted him to dominate me. Tell me where to stand. Spread my cheeks and shove his massive cock into my tiny hole.

I didn’t know what came over me, but my desires clouded my judgement. I sank to my knees in front of Clarence. He looked down at me as I looked up at him. My hands on the waistline of his pants. I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties, so I wanted Clarence in his underwear. It was only fair.

I unbuttoned his pants and pulled them to the floor. The outline of his dick stretched across his boxer briefs, teasing me with its size. I’d never had a man’s dick, but I knew I would never want another. Clarence was everything I needed. He was all I would ever need.

“I want to suck your cock,” I said as I stared into his eyes.

“My cock is yours, baby.”

I returned my eyes to his cock, pulling his underwear to the ground. His cock’s size shocked me. I wondered how I would fit his girth between my lips. He was hard, but his meat was so heavy that it hung. I wrapped my fingers around his cock, lifting it. “Damn, you’re big.”

“What can I say? I was blessed,” he said.

“I’d say.” My cock was a nice size, but it was nothing compared to Clarence’s. He could have been a porn star. All he had to do was upload his picture, and I was confident producers would call.

“Are you going to suck it or stare at it?”

We were still in Clarence’s hallway. He was standing against the wall, naked. Unbothered by his nude form. I had my hand wrapped around his cock, feeling intimidated by its size.

“Fine, if you don’t want to blow me, then I’ll blow you.”

Clarence had me in his arms before I could think. No words left my lips as he carried me from the hallway to his bedroom. He’d shown me his room before, and I’d been dreaming of making love with him in his bed since. Clarence placed me on his bed before climbing onto it himself.

“You’re so fucking sexy, baby. You know that?”

“I’m glad you think so,” I said.

“You’re all I think about, Juana. Day and night. I’ve been waiting for you. I’ve been waiting for this moment,” Clarence said. He stood on his knees. His dick hung from his pelvic region, thick and delicious. I wanted to wrap my lips around it, but I would follow Clarence’s lead. He had me on my back. His fingers were on my panties.

“Lift your hips,” he growled.

I did as he said, and Clarence removed my panties. He revealed the tape I had over my cock.

“Do you want to take it off, or should I?”

“You can. Be gentle,” I said.

Clarence bent his body. He pressed his lips against my legs. He kissed my thighs all the way up to my covered package. Clarence worked with care to remove the tape, setting my cock free. It was plump with desire, but it would take a second to adjust.

Clarence took my cock in his fingers, stroking it gently. His touch was better than anything I’d ever felt. Each brush of his fingers was like a bolt of ecstasy surging through my body. He was breaking me down, and I didn’t want to get fixed.

My cock was hard within a minute, throbbing at his touch. Clarence stared at it with greedy eyes. He looked from my cock to my face, settling his eyes on my breasts. He bent his body, kissing my midsection. His hand cupped my right breast, squeezing it and making me moan.

“Take off your bra,” he said.

I did as he asked, removing my bra so he had direct access to my bosom.

It was my first time, but I needed it. At twenty-three, it was time I had a man like Clarence. A man who could love me. Care for me. Protect me. A man who loved every inch of my body, as Clarence was doing.

Moans escaped my mouth at a rapid speed as Clarence wrapped his lips around my cock. He bobbed his head, sucking my feminine cock with vigor. He played with my nipple as he sucked my dick, driving me wild with his lips. I wouldn’t last long. I couldn’t.

“You’re going to make me cum,” I yelled.

I thought Clarence would lift his head, but he didn’t. He kept sucking my cock as though it were his duty. I tried to warn him, but my he didn’t listen.

Cum erupted from my dick and shot into his mouth. I felt it fly to the back of his throat, but Clarence didn’t seem to mind. He moaned and slurped my cock until I begged him to stop.

Clarence finally broke contact with my cock, wiping his lips. He lifted himself and stood on his knees. His cock was still rock hard. It was begging for my help.

“How do you want to cum?”

“Can I cum in your ass?” he asked.

I wanted to give him what he wanted, but I’d never had more than a couple of fingers in my hole.

“There’s something I didn’t tell you,” I said.

“What?” he asked.

“I’ve never been with anyone. I’m a virgin, not counting what we just did.”

“You are?”

I wrapped one arm over my chest and nodded. “Yes, but I want you to be my first. I’m only nervous that it might hurt.”

“Oh, baby. I’m sure it’ll hurt a little the first time, but you’ll learn to love it. Won’t you?” he asked. Clarence reached between my legs and placed his fingers against my hole. He rubbed my hole, teasing it with his pressure. My body twisted. I moaned.

“I will learn to love it, baby.”

“That’s my girl,” he said. “You’re going to love my dick. Beg for it.”

“Fuck, yeah.” I imagined him throwing me around the room, fucking my hole in whatever position he wanted. Trying a new one every time we fucked. “I want you to try, but you have to go slow. Promise?”

“I promise,” he said.

I reached out and touched Clarence, giving him permission to try. He got off the bed and found some condoms in his closet. He had a lubricant he used to jack off.

“Do you mind if I taste it first?” he asked.

“My hole is yours, baby.”

“Fuck, you’re sexy.” Clarence climbed onto the bed with the supplies. He grabbed my legs and lifted my hips into the air. He placed his tongue against my hole, licking up and down. His mouth moved from side to side. He fucked me with his tongue for a full minute, loosening my hole, but nothing could have prepared me for the size of his cock.

Clarence dropped my hips after eating my hole. He opened a condom and rolled it over his dick, covering his manhood with lubricant. He used the lube on my hole. I thought it was going to be enough. I thought it was going to be fine.

“You ready?” he asked.

I nodded, feeling tense.

“Relax, baby. I’ll go slow. Take a deep breath.”

I did as he said, inhaling and exhaling. I relaxed, but everything changed when he pushed his fat head into my virgin hole. A shriek escaped my mouth, filling the room as I moved my hips away from Clarence’s cock. He bent his body and hugged me.

It took a minute, but the pain faded. I wanted to try again. Clarence added half the bottle of lube and fingered me for minutes before pushing his head into me a second time, but it felt so much better. His prep work had been worth it. I wanted his dick, and he was giving it to me. He wasn’t using all of it, but I could tell he liked what bit he had inside of me.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum a second time,” I said. Clarence had his hand around my cock and his dick in my ass, pushing me to my limits. I grabbed my breasts to steady myself, but it was no use.

“Cum with me,” he said.

“You’re going to cum?” I asked.

Clarence closed his eyes, fucking me slowly with the tip of his dick. “Yeah, I’m going to cum deep in this sweet ass.”

“Cum for me,” I said. I dropped my head back. My hole relaxed and opened further for Clarence. He pushed deeper inside, driving me to my limits. Hitting my spot.

We screamed as we came together. He came inside of me, and I came all over my breasts. My second orgasm was even bigger than the first one.

Clarence fell out of me, making me feel empty, but I didn’t know if I could handle another second of him inside of me. He was so big. He stretched me farther than I knew possible, but I couldn’t wait to try again.

We lay in Clarence’s bed, naked and floating in a pool of bliss. Clarence turned toward me. He placed his hand on my side and gazed at me with soft eyes. “I love you, Juana.”

I moved my body closer to his. He wrapped his arms around me. My breasts pressed against his hard chest. The heads of our cocks touched. “I love you, Clarence.”

“I have a surprise,” he said. Clarence got out of bed. He pulled off his condom, tied it, and tossed it into the trash can in the bathroom. He walked across the room naked, looking so yummy. Clarence came back to bed with an envelope in his hand. He handed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Open it,” he said.

I ripped open the envelope and found two tickets to southern Spain. I sat up and turned to Clarence. “Is this for real?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“Spain? I’ve never been out of the country. I don’t even have a passport.”

“We’ll get you one expedited. What do you say?”

“Yes,” I said. “I can’t wait.”


CHAPTER SIX

Clarence

I was sitting in a hammock watching Juana splash around in the pool wearing nothing but a skimpy bathing suit. We got Juana’s passport and flew business-class to southern Spanish. We were staying in a fancy villa. Only the best for Juana.

Juana was the love of my life. My girl. We hadn’t been together long, but I already couldn’t imagine my life without her. I wanted her by my side. We could adopt kids. We could foster them. If she wanted a family with kids, we would make it happen.

Juana was on her way to nursing school. The pieces were falling into place. Once enough time passed, I would buy a ring and propose, but I didn’t want to rush. There was no need. I wanted Juana to be positive when she married me because divorce was not an option.

Juana looked at me, swimming in my direction with half of her face in the water. She lifted herself out of the pool. Her hair matted against her head and shoulders. Water dripped from her body. She hadn’t bothered tucking or taping her dick, so all I could focus on was the outline of her gorgeous cock beneath the swimsuit.

She walked over to the hammock, and I pulled her into it. My dick hardened with her wet body against mine. I wanted to dry her with a towel, so that was what I planned to do. Not until I showered her with kisses, though. I started on her lips. I had my hand on her stiff cock as I moved down to her breasts.

Her body. Her mind. The combination drove me wild.

I got out of the hammock after Juana and carried her inside. We went straight to the bathroom.

“Take off your swimsuit,” I said.

Juana hesitated before reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. I growled as it fell to the floor, revealing her perfect breasts. Her hardness was no longer hiding behind her skimpy swim bottoms. I slipped her cock into my mouth before doing anything else. I was weak. Her cock hit the back of my throat. I pushed myself to take it, holding Juana’s legs and fucking myself with her dick.

I had fucked Juana countless times until she learned how to take my dick. She loved when I fucked her, but I wanted her to use her dick. I loved feeling it in my mouth, but I’d been dreaming about having Juana slide in and out of my ass.

Juana moaned as I bobbed my head along her cock. I moved my lips to her tip, swirling my tongue around her beautiful head. Her tip was swollen and juicy. I loved how thick she got every time I sucked her cock. She was a grower more than a shower, and I loved how thick her cock got when I played with it.

I wrapped my hand around Juana’s hairless balls as I sucked her cock, wishing her dick was in my ass. I could no longer resist the call. A butt plug had been up my hole every night for the past week to prepare for Spain. I knew before coming that I wanted her to fuck me, and the moment had arrived. I only hoped she was ready to give me that beautiful dick of hers.

Juana exhaled as I lifted my lips from her dick. I grabbed a towel and dried her body.

“What are you doing?” Juana asked as I pulled her to the bedroom where we slept. Our villa had three bedrooms. I’d fucked her in all of them, but it was her turn to fuck me. I needed her dick. Sucking it was incredible, but I wanted to feel her in my ass. Nobody had ever fucked me, but I knew I loved penetration. I’d used enough toys to know I would love nothing more than having Juana inside of me.

“You’ll see,” I said.

Juana moaned, stroking her hard cock. “Ooh, baby. My hole is still sore from this morning. Are you okay if I just blow you?”

I grabbed a condom from my suitcase, along with the lube. I tossed the condom and squirted lube on my fingers. Juana gave me a strange look when I reached around to my ass and put the lubrication on my hole. “What are you doing?” she asked.

I climbed onto the bed, getting to my hands and knees. “Put on the condom and fuck me, baby. I need it.”

Juana hesitated until I encouraged her again. It was so sexy watching her roll the condom over her dick. She climbed on the bed behind me. Her blonde hair hung over her shoulders and down to her breasts. Her brown eyes focused on where her dick ended, and my hole began.

I reached behind me and grabbed her thick, solid dick. “You got this, baby. Give me that dick.”

Juana nodded. She added more lube to her dick. She moved my hand and took over. I moved my ass up and down on her dick, slipping my hole over her cock to guide her.

“Fuck,” she moaned.

“You like that?”

“It feels so good,” she said.

“Wait until you get inside of me,” I said. I moved her hand. She wasn’t working fast enough, and her cock was teasing me to no end. If she didn’t slide her dick into me, I would lose my mind.

Juana whimpered as I moved my hole over her dick, covering her with my warmth. Her dick felt so thick in my hole. It was more than my fingers, but the lube made it easy to handle. I needed it too much to let the minor pain stop me.

“Shit,” Juana said. Her voice sounded broken. “I’m going to cum.”

I grabbed my cock. It was stiff. My hand was wet from the lube, making each stroke feel more intense. Juana stretching my hole felt so incredible I had to stop rubbing my cock after a few seconds. The pressure was threatening to make me cum.

“Fuck, I might cum too.”

Juana reached down and grabbed my hips, taking control. Her dick slid in and out of my cave with ease, giving me everything I’d hoped for and more. I had my hand around my cock. If I stroked it, I would cum.

“I’m cumming,” Juana hollered. She lifted my body as I’d done to her many times before. She was fucking me slowly. I moaned as she reached around to touch my cock. Her breasts pressed against my back. “Damn, your hole feels good.”

She fell out of me, and I flipped over to my back. It took two strokes before I shot loads of cum, covering my chest.

Juana lay by my side, running her fingers through the goo on my abs. It didn’t matter. We’d eventually take a shower.

“You enjoy fucking me?”

Juana purred. “It was amazing. How could I not love it?”

“I’m glad. How did I get lucky enough to meet you?”

“I ask myself the same question every day,” Juana said. She rested her head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her. We lay there, ignorant of the outside world and hoping to stay that way as long as we could.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Juana

Every vacation had to end, but I’d never forget the time Clarence and I spent in southern Spain. We had a villa with a private swimming pool and courtyard. I’d never stayed anywhere so fancy in my life, but the house didn’t compare to the sex we had all over it.

Clarence and I fucked each other more times than we could count. We took walks along the beach. I stripped for him when we got home, doing cute dances. We tried a different restaurant for dinner every night. We swam naked in the pool and had oral sex outside. He wanted to fuck me outside, but I chickened out. He had no problems doing it in the bedroom, though.

“Are you sure you have everything?” Clarence asked. We were standing at the door of the villa. We had to get to the airport to fly back to Detroit. Going back to the States was bittersweet after such a luxurious vacation, but Clarence was going with me. If we were together, life was fine.

“I triple checked,” I said. “To be safe, though, I’ll stand outside with our luggage to wait for the taxi, and you can do a final walkthrough.”

“Bet,” he said.

I fluttered my eyelids as I grabbed the bags and headed to the villa’s gate. The taxi was already waiting. The driver helped with my bags. Clarence returned a few minutes later with a phone charger and outlet adapter in his hand.

“Glad you did the final check,” I said as he got in the backseat. I kissed him on the cheek and put the charger in my purse.

The driver took us to the airport. We didn’t speak much as we drove through our last taste of Spain, but I kept stealing glances of Clarence. I thought about our future. We might have met at Mitten Showgirls, where I used to dance, but we’d come a long way.

Clarence and I had a long way to go as well, but we would walk the road together. Our journeys had crossed paths and merged into one intertwined trip through life.

We got through security and were waiting for our flight. It was business class across the Atlantic and back to Detroit.

I took Clarence’s hand in mine. “This trip was amazing,” I said. “I’ll never forget it. The pool. The villa. It was incredible.”

“It’s only the first of many, my love.” He lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it.
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CHAPTER ONE

Anthony Rosenberg was staring at himself in the bathroom mirror, plucking stray hairs from the strawberry blonde eyebrows above his radiant green eyes. It was Tuesday evening, and he was already thinking about the weekend. He and his roommate, Melvin, went out every chance they could. Anthony was the more adventurous of the two, but he was growing bored with the commute they had to take to the city every week just to party. It always ended with massive parking bills or an expensive cab ride. They had even slept on the street once after spending all their money on drinks for women who didn’t go home with them.

“Hurry up,” Melvin said and banged on the door. “I need to pee.”

Anthony grabbed his tweezers and opened the bathroom door. “You could piss in a cup,” he said, clipping Melvin’s shoulder as he passed.

“If I did that, you’d find it in your apple juice,” Melvin said and slammed the door.

Anthony smirked as he went to the living room. He opened a compact mirror and returned to what he had been doing. They both had tech jobs in Manhattan, so their weekends were free for fun and games. If only their salaries afforded them enough for an apartment in the city, but they were only a few years out of college and working entry-level positions.

Melvin emerged from the bathroom minutes later, his hands smelling of cherry soap. “We should do something different this weekend,” said Anthony. He set his mirror and tweezers to the side. He was the ultimate manscapper and hated to have a hair out of place. The ladies loved it when he pulled down his pants to find a large, manicured dick. The men didn’t hate it either. Anthony was bisexual with a preference for women, but sometimes it was easier to find a boy for the night. “I’m tired of pretending like we live in the city.”

“There are bars around here,” he said.

Anthony shrugged. They lived in a suburb north of the city. The rent they paid would afford them a tiny one-bedroom in the city, but they had two enormous bedrooms with a balcony, trees, and parks. There were a lot of families around, but both of the guys enjoyed outdoor activities. They went for runs before work or laid in the shade at the park after arriving home hungover. “The bars here are lame. You know I like to dance,” Anthony said and shook his hips and threw his hands in the air while keeping his butt on the couch.

“If it weren’t for you, I’d never go out,” said Melvin. They were opposites, but best friends. Anthony brought Melvin out of his shell, and Melvin could get Anthony to hunker down and focus when necessary. “What did you have in mind?”

Anthony had no idea. He shrugged and said, “I’ll search stuff on my computer. Do you mind grabbing it for me?” he asked.

Melvin shook his head and stood to retrieve Anthony’s laptop from where he always left it on the dining-room table. Anthony glanced at Melvin’s round ass. He never failed to notice how juicy it looked in whatever pants he wore. Melvin claimed he was straight, but he couldn’t pick up a woman to save his life. Anthony had found a few for him, but they never ended up back at their suburban apartment.

“Here,” Melvin said as he gave Anthony the laptop. “I think I’m going for a walk. You need anything while I’m out?”

Anthony shook his head. They had eaten Greek food an hour before. It was warm outside, and Anthony thought about taking advantage of the weather but didn’t want to put on a shirt. “See you when you get back,” Anthony said as Melvin grabbed his keys and wallet.

There was an endless list of parties happening in Manhattan and Brooklyn, but Anthony skipped them. He would even stay after work some Thursday nights and never make it home before heading to the office Friday morning, only to return to the city Saturday night for another party. Anthony loved the club, sweaty bodies, making out with strangers, and staying out until the sun came up, but he needed something different.

At twenty-five, Anthony had partied enough for eight lifetimes. It was only fun for so long. He wanted something healing. He wanted a trip that would rejuvenate his tired body. Forty minutes of random searching led him to the website for a retreat upstate.

The website was offering a deal that sounded too good to be true: two-night free stay, all-inclusive food and beverages, activities, a swimming pool, and a chance to recharge. Everything was in exchange for a review at the end to help with their public launch. They were looking for two participants, preferably a couple, to offer insight into improvements or adjustments they could make.

Anthony went to find his old digital camera with a self timer. He wanted to show them his hard body with an artist background. Selfies were fine, but he had to use his camera if he wanted to win. Better yet, he would have Melvin take the photos when he got back from his walk.

He transformed the living room into a studio. Anthony hung a white sheet on the wall and put on a suit jacket with no undershirt. He wore slacks without a belt so they hung low on his hips and showed a hint of his manicured pubic hair. His pale body had freckles all around it. Anthony had styled his curly red hair so that it bounced with his each move.

“What have you done?” Melvin asked when he walked into the room.

Anthony clasped his hands together. “Perfect timing,” he said. “I found a vacation for us, but we have to submit an application.”

“An application? For what?” Melvin said. He sat at the dining-room table since the couch had been moved to an impossible angle. “Can’t we just stay home for once?”

Anthony glanced at Melvin as though he had lost his mind. He didn’t have time for his usual rant about how they had to enjoy their youth while they could. “Will you take my photo? Then we’ll do you,” he said.

“Who said I was taking a photo?” said Melvin. He didn’t want to get dragged into Anthony’s mess. He had been in more than enough unsettling situations in his life because of Anthony. “I’ll take your pictures, but I’m not submitting any application.”

“Okay,” Anthony said in an unconvinced tone. He told Melvin how he wanted the photos to look, and he could always edit them before sending. He had several lights focused on the white cloth on the wall. Anthony posed for the camera as Melvin snapped pictures. “Not bad,” Anthony said as he went through the photos. “Your turn!”

“I told you I’m not taking any photos,” Melvin said, but he was on the floor in a fit of laughter. Melvin was terribly ticklish, and Anthony loved to torture him with tickles when he was being bad. “Fine, fine. Stop! Please, I’ll take some pictures,” Melvin said as he coughed, the sensations around his body fading. Everything except the stiffness of his cock. He wasn’t gay, but it wasn’t the first time he’d gotten hard at Anthony’s touch.

Anthony picked out an outfit for Melvin to wear. One wouldn’t expect for Melvin to have an athlete’s body when they saw him on the street, but he was so sexy when he took off his clothes. Anthony had to control his eyes from looking at Melvin like a piece of meat when he took off his shirt and wore a tighter pair of jeans that made his ass look like a peach.

“Turn to the side. Your curves are amazing,” said Anthony. “Nobody could say no to us advertising their business.”

Melvin blushed, doing as Anthony had instructed. They sent in the application with their photos and a statement declaring themselves the best candidates to review the retreat.


CHAPTER TWO

Madame Virginia Fisher was sitting at her desk, sorting through the thousands of applications she’d received. A few couples had already visited the retreat and left glowing reviews, but Madame Virginia was looking for a couple to try her under-the-table services.

To most, the resort would be like any other upstate getaway. To others, it would be a haven for sissy men to act in their truest form. Madame Virginia had earned a fortune over the years from business dealings in the city and bought an abandoned estate at the height of the economic crisis. The Fisher Estate would be the place where she made her dreams, and those of sissy boys, come true.

Madame Virginia was in her office in the dungeons that would be reserved for her most special guests. Rebecca and Ludie, her madames-in-training and assistants, were sitting at their smaller desks on the other side of the room. Phillip, their resident alpha, was standing by the door in nothing more than a black leather harness and a matching jockstrap. He only used his dick when Madame Virginia told him he could.

“What about these two, boss?” Ludie said and stood with her laptop to show Madame Virginia the photos she’d found of Anthony and Melvin. “They look like they might like our extra services.”

Madame Virginia considered the men in the photos. One had bright red hair and looked as though he liked to have control. There was a dominance in his eyes Madame Virginia wasn’t sure she could break. The other had the soft eyes of a submissive. He had porcelain skin and dark hair. His blue eyes were stunning. Madame Virginia told Ludie to send the guys an invitation. “I’m not sure if they will bend, but we can always try.”

“They’re so sexy. I would love to watch them fool around,” Ludie said.

Madame Virginia grinned at Ludie’s excitement, but she couldn’t reveal their cards too early. The boys needed to get comfortable before the games could begin. She reminded Ludie of this, and Ludie nodded with vigor. “Yes, of course, Madame.”

Rebecca glared at Ludie for having found a potential pair to try their off-the-books services, but the resentment faded when she saw how sexy the men were. Ludie sat at her desk with a victorious smile. She pulled her blonde hair over one shoulder as she typed a message to Anthony inviting them to the Fisher Estate for a weekend they’d not soon forget.


CHAPTER THREE

The weekend had arrived, and Anthony couldn’t wait to arrive at the Fisher Estate. Two of the employees there, Ludie and Rebecca, had sent him photos of themselves to tease him. They were both hot, but Anthony found himself more attracted to Ludie. She had magnificent breasts, sunshine blonde hair, and a loving smile. Rebecca looked more serious, but she was attractive in a noir kind of way. Anthony told Melvin he could have Rebecca, and he would go after Ludie.

“How much longer until we get there?” Anthony asked.

Melvin was driving, and Anthony had paid for the gas. Melvin told Anthony to look at the GPS and leave him alone. He was shaking inside at the idea of spending the weekend on an estate with two ladies like Rebecca and Ludie. They were gorgeous, and he felt like they’d never go for a guy like him. He didn’t know what to expect, but his nerves were through the roof.

The GPS guided them hours away from the city to a sprawling estate in northern New York. Melvin’s heart raced as he turned down the gravel road that led to the main building on the land. “This place is insane,” Anthony said as he craned his neck to take in the view. “How many acres do you think it is?”

“I don’t know,” Melvin said. His voice cracked. They had to drive over a mile down the gravel road before they came upon a home that looked like it could have been built hundreds of years before. “You think it’s okay to park here?” Melvin asked. He’d pulled his car to the side on a large gravel lot. There were no other cars there, so he didn’t know what was appropriate.

“We can move it if they have a problem. Maybe we can add parking to our feedback. Are you taking notes?”

“I brought a notebook, yeah. I’ll write it down,” said Melvin.

They grabbed their bags from the trunk and walked toward the front door. A tall man with broad shoulders, tan skin, dark hair, and equally dark eyes opened the door. “Welcome to the Fisher Estate. You can leave your bags here, and I’ll take to where you’ll be staying. My name is Phillip, if you need anything. Ms. Fisher is waiting for you in the room just through those doors,” Phillip said and pointed to the tall doors to the right of the entrance. They were open and striking.

“Okay,” said Anthony. His eyes hadn’t failed to drop to the enormous bulge in Phillip’s pants. Anthony led the way through the open doors, Melvin following a foot behind him.

When Anthony first saw the room beyond the doors, the massive artwork on the walls stopped him in his tracks. His eyes moved from the paintings to the three women sitting on the sofa and staring at them like a snack. He recognized Ludie and Rebecca, so the woman in the middle must be Ms. Fisher. She had silky brown hair and a thin body. She was pretty but looked like she might have had work done, though her surgeon did a fantastic job if she did. Anthony wouldn’t say no if she tried to take him to bed.

Ms. Fisher stood and threw out her arms. “Welcome to our home. We’ve been expecting you. Thank you for arriving on time,” she said. She went to Anthony first and grabbed his hands, staring deep into his eyes. “You must be Anthony,” she said.

He nodded. “That’s me.” Anthony felt a hint of nervousness flash through his body. He had gone many places in his life without a care or worry, but being in the middle of nowhere on an estate with one entrance and one exit made him consider his safety.

Madame Virginia stepped over to Melvin. He looked afraid. He was dripping with potential, and Madame Virginia wanted to push him to his limits, but the best things came with patience. “Are you gentlemen hungry? The kitchen is preparing a fantastic dinner to celebrate your arrival,” she said.

“I could eat,” said Anthony. He also wanted a drink in his system to relax.

Madame Virginia turned her attention to Phillip, who was standing at the back of the room like a shadow on the wall. Neither Anthony nor Melvin had heard him enter the room. Ludie and Rebecca looked like statues with smiles plastered to their faces. “Would you show them to their room, Phillip?” she said.

Phillip nodded once to acknowledge Madame Virginia. Anthony and Melvin hadn’t yet learned to call her Madame Virginia, but they would soon enough. She grabbed their hands and said, “we have you booked for the dungeon suite. It’s in the cellar, but we hope you’ll find it as nice as a five-star resort. Don’t forget to take notes for our review meeting Sunday morning,” she said.

“We won’t forget,” Melvin said and showed her the notebook he’d packed. “We’ve already made a note about the parking situation.”

“Right,” she said. “We do valet. Give Phillip your keys, and he’ll put your car in the garage on the backside of the house. Get comfortable, and we’ll have Phillip come get you when dinner is ready.”

“Thanks,” Melvin said and handed Ms. Fisher his car keys before Anthony could tell him to stop. “Can’t wait for dinner.”

Ludie and Rebecca waved at them with a matching tempo as Phillip told them to follow him. Anthony swallowed and wished Melvin hadn’t given Ms. Fisher his car keys.

♦

Anthony and Melvin followed Phillip down a stone-lined, circular hallway void of natural light. There were lights along the floor, but Anthony hated feeling like he was in a cave. He had to remind himself they were receiving everything for free.

They passed a wine cellar, stocked to the brim with bottles and barrels. Melvin gasped and wondered aloud how old the bottles might be. “Ms. Fisher has all the information. All you have to do is ask,” Phillip said without turning to face them.

Anthony couldn’t decide if he was sexy or scary, but that bulge in Phillip’s pants had caught Anthony’s eye more than once. He turned and opened a door, “this is your room, gentlemen. Dinner won’t be ready for a few hours, so Ms. Fisher recommends a swim. Change into your swimsuits, and I’ll show you the pool.”

“Will there be drinks by the pool?”

“I’ll get you whatever you need,” he said. “Please change into your swimsuits. Ms. Fisher wants to know what you all think of the pool. Don’t forget to take notes.”

“Okay. Can we have ten minutes to change?”

“Yes, I’ll be back,” Phillip said and stepped aside so Anthony and Melvin could enter the suite. It was gorgeous. It had a lavish sofa, a big-screen television, and soffit lights. There was a kitchenette to heat food, make coffee, or serve for any other essentials.

Anthony glanced around the room, impressed they had built such a beautiful space underground. He had seen plenty of scary basement apartments to appreciate what they had done, but that didn’t change the unease he felt. “You shouldn’t have given them your car keys, Melvin. Now we’re stuck here,” he said.

“Lighten up, Anthony. Aren’t you supposed to be the adventurous one?” said Melvin. He felt protected at Ms. Fisher’s estate. He didn’t know what it was about her, but he trusted her without worrying. If she wanted them to go swimming, he had no problem spending some time in the pool while taking notes. “There’s nothing to worry about, Anthony.”

“I don’t know,” he said. They had taken the afternoon off work to arrive in time, and Anthony wanted his vacation time back. He wanted to spend his Saturday night in the city like he always did. Coming to the country was a major mistake. Who was Ms. Fisher to give him a schedule? “We should have stayed home.”

“I said that! You’re the one who dragged us into this, and I’m going to do what Ms. Fisher asked. I don’t want her giving us a surprise bill because we didn’t follow the rules,” he said.

Anthony nodded, although he felt uncertain of Ms. Fisher’s rule of law. They changed into their swim trunks, and Phillip knocked on their door not one second late. “Time to head to the pool.”

Melvin hopped off his bed and grabbed a towel he had taken from the bathroom. Phillip told him to put it back because there were towels at the pool, and Melvin made a note that should have been communicated beforehand.

Anthony requested a whiskey on the rocks, which Phillip produced in short order. He told them he would return when they needed to get ready for dinner. “What a square,” Anthony said when Phillip was out of earshot. “Where are the ladies? I pictured them swimming with us. This is lame. We were better off staying at work.”

“How is this lame?” Melvin asked in a frustrated tone. He was tired of Anthony dragging him places and then acting like a diva when they got there. “Look around you, Anthony. This land is beautiful, the weather is amazing, and we don’t have to pay a dime for this weekend. I’m going to enjoy it. You can complain if you want, but there’s nothing wrong with this place.”

Anthony grunted and sipped his whiskey on the rocks as he watched Melvin splash around in the pool. He was sitting on a wooden reclining chair with a sturdy umbrella providing shade. Anthony wouldn’t complain about the amenities, but he hated when people told him what to do or where to go.

“Get in the water. She’s going to ask questions,” said Melvin.

“Fine,” Anthony said. He pulled off the t-shirt he was wearing and jumped into the surprisingly warm water. It felt incredible and hadn’t shocked his body.

“It’s good, isn’t it?”

Anthony nodded. He would try to lighten up, but there was still a nervous feeling in the pit of his gut. He didn’t know why, but something about the way Ms. Fisher had looked at him unsettled Anthony. “I just hope the food is as nice as this pool.”

“That’s the spirit,” Melvin said and splashed Anthony with water. They had a splash fight before retreating to separate ends of the pool. They floated until Phillip came and told them it was almost time for dinner.

Phillip had them head back to their hotel room, shower, and was waiting for them in the hall to show them to the dining room.


CHAPTER FOUR

“How was the swim?” Ms. Fisher asked as Melvin and Anthony walked into the dining room. Phillip disappeared without another word as Ms. Fisher approached them. Ludie and Rebecca were sitting at the table, staring as Ms. Fisher greeted the boys.

Melvin could have bowed at Ms. Fisher’s feet. There was a power about her that was undeniable. She wore heels, a fitted dress, and held her shoulders high. “I enjoyed the pool,” said Melvin.

“Fantastic,” she said. “Come, sit down. Phillip will bring us food in a moment.”

Anthony sat next to Rebecca, and Melvin took a seat by Ludie’s side. They didn’t have a choice where they sat. Madame Virginia had assigned them seats. She took her place at the head of the table. “We spent a great deal of money putting in that heated pool, but I think it was worth it.”

Ludie and Rebecca nodded their heads in agreement. “We love swimming in the pool.”

“I was hoping you’d be there,” Anthony said with his eyes focused on Ludie. She was wearing a contoured dress that hugged her chest. He wanted to stick his head between her breasts.

She blushed and put a hand over the lower half of her face, glancing at Madame Virginia. “Please control yourself, Anthony. This estate is a place of elegance.”

“Yes, Ms. Fisher,” he said. Anthony didn’t want to end up with a surprise bill, so he focused his gaze on the numerous forks next to his plate. He had never seen so much cutlery at one place setting in his life. “What are all these for?”

“‘For what’ is proper English,” said Madame Virginia. “A gentleman cares not to end his sentences in prepositions.”

“Really?” said Anthony. He didn’t have time for a grammar lesson. If he’d known the retreat would come with such strict rules, he would have skipped it. “I doubt your guests would like being told how to eat.”

Madame Virginia pursed her lips but nodded. “You’re right, Anthony. It won’t be customary, but one service we’ll offer is etiquette lessons. Have you ever learned proper etiquette?”

Anthony shrugged. His grandmother used to teach him etiquette, but he had thrown those rules out the window long ago. Melvin put up his hand like a pupil desperate for the teacher’s attention. She giggled and told Melvin to speak. “Ms. Fisher, I would love to learn proper etiquette. I never have.”

“Very well,” she said with a wicked grin. “Ludie and Rebecca will lead the lesson, as they need to practice for the grand opening. Please pay close attention to offer proper feedback Sunday morning.”

Melvin nodded. Anthony sat expressionless, wishing the weekend were over. Rebecca went first and explained each piece of cutlery and how to properly prepare for a meal and sit at a table. Ludie followed with a lesson on how to eat a coursed meal. “Are you all ready to practice?” Ludie asked with a smile Anthony couldn’t refuse.

He and Melvin stood and entered the room again, going through the motions they were taught moments before. Phillip came with the first course, and they ate according to Ludie’s direction. “You two are naturals,” she cheered as Anthony patted his lips with a cloth napkin like a classy lady before returning it to his lap.

“Aren’t they?” Madame Virginia agreed. She didn’t eat every course, but watched as Anthony and Melvin worked their way through a five-course dinner. “What did you think of the food?” Madame Virginia asked as she sipped her coffee.

“The food was incredible,” said Anthony. Each bite made him forget about how much he hated being under Ms. Fisher’s control. “I never knew artichokes could be so delicious.”

“I’m glad you liked it, Anthony. And you, Melvin?”

“It might have been the best meal I’ve ever had.”

Ms. Fisher hollered and put her hand on her chest. “You two are so kind. We bought you a little present. We hope you’ll love it. Phillip,” she called. “Would you mind getting them their gifts?”

“Right away,” he said and disappeared from the room. Ms. Fisher tapped her fingertips together as she waited for Phillip to return, staring at the boys with mischievous eyes. Anthony swallowed, meeting Ms. Fisher’s eyes with contempt. Melvin stared into his coffee cup, wondering what delightful gift Ms. Fisher might have bought them. He was too afraid to meet her eyes.

Phillip returned with two boxes wrapped in expensive paper and tied with a bow. Phillip handed them each a box with their names. “Go ahead, open your gifts.”

Anthony glanced across the table to meet Ludie’s eyes. She stared back at him with a flat, expectant smile. She pushed her breasts together with her arms as Anthony stared, as though she were saying he had to open the box if he ever wanted those gorgeous breasts anywhere near his mouth.

Melvin pulled his ribbon loose first. He took great care opening the box while Anthony sped past him by ripping the paper and tossing to the floor. Phillip came and picked up the trash at lightning speed. Anthony had no respect for the man. Melvin could only concentrate on Ms. Fisher and paid little attention to the rest. If only they knew how much of an animal Phillip could be once he was naked.

“What is this?” Anthony asked as he opened his lid to find women’s clothing in the box. There were tights, a thong, a skirt, and a blouse Anthony had no plans on wearing. “Have you lost your mind?” Anthony said while looking directly at Ms. Fisher. Melvin opened his box, finding a similar outfit to Anthony’s but in different colors. He didn’t yet understand why, but his dick twitched as he stared at the short skirt.

“I knew you would be difficult, Anthony,” said Ms. Fisher. “Ladies, I think they need a show.”

Ludie and Rebecca stood on cue. They pushed aside the plates and got to their knees on the table. They crawled a short distance until they were standing on their knees in front of each other. Ludie pulled her hair to one side as Rebecca leaned in to suck on her neck. Ludie’s moan filled the room. Anthony couldn’t help but reach down to his hardening cock as he watched the ladies make out. “That’s enough, girls,” said Madame Virginia. “You like what you see, Anthony?”

Anthony crossed his arms over his chest. “Doesn’t matter. I’m not wearing a skirt,” he said.

“You won’t know if you like it unless you try,” she said.

“Ms. Fisher, with all due respect, I would like the car keys. We’re leaving, Melvin. This lady is crazy,” Anthony said and turned his attention to Melvin, who was moving like a half-buried boulder. “Melvin, get up. We’re leaving.”

Madame Virginia threw her head back, cackling as Melvin didn’t move. “I don’t think your friend wants to leave. You’re free to wait in your room, Anthony, but you’ll miss all the fun.”

Anthony launched out of his chair so quickly it fell back to the floor. Ludie giggled as she watched Anthony throw a tantrum, picking up the box of women’s clothing and launching it across the room. Nobody reacted to Anthony’s outbursts. They waited for him to tire himself; until he was panting with hung shoulders. “Like I said, Anthony, you can wait in your room. Melvin, you’d like to wear the clothes, wouldn’t you?”

Melvin didn’t meet Anthony’s eyes as the words left his mouth. “Yes, Ms. Fisher.”

“I love this one,” Madame Virginia said and wagged her finger in the air. “Change into the clothes, and we’ll have plenty of fun, Melvin. Phillip, would you accompany them to their room? Ladies, why don’t we get the camera ready?”

They nodded and stood. Phillip grabbed Anthony by the shoulders. Anthony shook Phillip off of him and screamed, “I’m going to leave you a terrible review.”

“That’s your right, Anthony!” Ms. Fisher called. “If you change your mind, we’d love to see you at the photo shoot.”

Anthony grumbled under his breath as Phillip led him out of the room, Melvin following a couple feet behind them.


CHAPTER FIVE

Anthony was furious as they entered their suite. He made sure Phillip had walked away from the door before turning to Melvin with a crazed expression. “What in the world are you thinking? We can’t stay here and dress up like sissies,” he said.

Melvin felt he had never been in a better place. For once, he felt like a woman understood him. He found a woman he wanted to serve. If Ms. Fisher told him something, he would listen with his ears closed to anything else. “I want to stay,” Melvin said in a defiant tone. He had once slept on the street because of Anthony’s antics. Dressing up as a girl couldn’t compare to the terror Melvin felt that night in Manhattan.

“You’ve lost your mind, Melvin. What she’s doing, it isn’t right. We should call the police.”

“No,” Melvin screamed in a deep, guttural voice. Anthony’s eyes popped wide as he stumbled backwards, falling to the bed. Melvin walked toward him with a pointed finger. He had hit his breaking point. For once, they would do something he wanted. “Everything is always about you, Anthony. If you can’t have it your way, you’re a miserable little bitch, and I’m tired of it. I slept on the street one night because of you and never once complained. Ms. Fisher said you could stay in here. Hell, you can call a cab back to the city if you want to pay for it, but I drove, and I’m staying, and you need to get the fuck over it.”

Anthony threw up his hands and spoke in a soft voice. “Fine, okay. Dude, chill.” Anthony thought of something smart ass to say about Melvin dressing up like a girl, but he was already feeling the blues from missing out on fun. There was nothing Anthony hated more than feeling like he missed out.

Melvin went to the bathroom and came out wearing a teal blouse, a brown miniskirt skirt, nude stockings, and kitten heels. When Melvin hid his face, he looked like a girl. He had a slender frame, and Anthony thought about how hot it’d be to fuck him from behind. Melvin’s ass looked even bigger in the miniskirt. “Laugh if you want,” said Melvin as he gathered his things to leave the hotel room. “But I like it.”

“I won’t laugh,” said Anthony. Melvin’s ass was mesmerizing him. Anthony never thought they would cross the friendship line, but there was something sexy about Melvin wearing a skirt. Anthony almost wanted to try one on himself.

Melvin bent over in front of Anthony without thinking, reaching across his bed for the ribbon Ms. Fisher had used to tie the present. Anthony stared at the outline of Melvin’s ass beneath his panties. Melvin wrapped it around his neck like a choker and tied it into a perfect bow. He went to the door without glancing at Anthony. Melvin was discovering a part of himself and didn’t want it ruined by Anthony’s ugly expression. “I’ll see you later.”

Anthony sat in the suite, alone and confused. He went to the torn box holding his outfit and stared at the clothes. He shook his head and walked away from the box, but a voice in the back of his head asked ‘would it really be that bad’.

♦

Melvin followed Phillip to a room on the top floor where the ladies were waiting. “Girls, would you look at him? How gorgeous,” Ms. Fisher said as Melvin walked into the room with blushing cheeks.

“He has so much potential,” Ludie said in a gushing voice.

“I wonder what he’ll like more,” Rebecca said as she elbowed Ludie in the side.

Melvin had no idea what they were talking about, but he couldn’t wait to find out. It was as though he’d been lost his entire life and finally found his home. “Come sit on my lap, dear,” Ms. Fisher said and slapped her knee.

“Yes, Ms. Fisher,” Melvin said and crossed the room. He squatted on her knee more than he sat on it. He didn’t want to put too much of his weight on her, but it felt incredible having her cradle him. “You like my outfit?”

“Yes, darling,” she said and ran her fingers through Melvin’s dark-brown hair. Melvin never wanted the attention he was receiving to end. Ms. Fisher’s touched made him stiff, but he wouldn’t dare touch his dick being held down by white lingerie. “I want to capture this moment, but there’s something you should know first.”

“What?”

“Call me Madame Virginia. This retreat will have an off-the-books service for sissies like you,” she said while stroking Melvin’s dark-brown hair and staring into his eyes. She wanted to make sure he knew he was special. He was the type of man she’d been looking for over the years.

“Madame Virginia,” he said. “I like it.”

“Not every man is as special as you. They are few and far between, but we’ll be here when they’re ready. We will use the pictures we take today to make private invitations. Is that okay?”

“Whatever you want, Madame Virginia,” said Melvin.

“Rebecca, why don’t you give him a touch of makeup? Ludie and I will set up the cameras,” she said.

“Yes, Madame,” said Rebecca. She took Melvin’s hand, lifting him from Madame Virginia’s leg and leading him to a chair on the other side of the room. “You have beautiful bone structure. We don’t want to transform you completely, but I’ll make you look like a different person.”

“I can’t wait,” Melvin said. His dick had never been harder as the ladies took care of him. Rebecca applied foundation to Melvin’s face to change its contour, making him look more feminine. Melvin sat with closed eyes as Rebecca worked. She added a pink gloss and a touch of lip liner to make Melvin’s lips look plumper. She added single lash extension to his lashes so they appeared longer. He looked like a girl when she finished, especially with the ribbon tied around his neck.

Rebecca untied the ribbon to reveal his Adam’s apple. “The ribbon was so cute, but you look more like a man without it. What do you think?” Melvin gasped as he stared at his face in the mirror. To the unfocused eye, he would look like a woman, and Melvin had never felt more beautiful. He hugged Rebecca and thanked her. “Don’t worry about it,” Rebecca said with a laugh, hugging Melvin.

“Aren’t you gorgeous?” said Madame Virginia. She came up to Melvin, staring into his eyes. “Relax and don’t be afraid to look into the camera. I love your eyes.”

There was an innocence in Melvin’s gaze Madame Virginia was desperate to capture. She led him to the chaise lounge they had brought in her spare office as a prop. “Lie here. Get comfortable with the chaise. Twist, turn. Feel the slutty, powerful woman inside you.”

Melvin nodded, closing his eyes. The grooves of the chaise lounge curved his body. He felt his inner woman rushing to the surface as he ran his hands along his clothes. The skirt ended just past his cock, and he was wearing tights; the synthetic fabric made him feel extra feminine. “That’s wonderful, Melvin,” said Madame Virginia.

Her voice pulled Melvin back to the room. He turned to face Madame Virginia. She had a camera in her hands, pointing it in his direction. The lens made him feel self-conscious. He turned away from the camera, which brought taunts from the ladies. “Turn back to us,” said Rebecca. “We want shots with your eyes open. Get on your hands and knees,” she said.

“Yeah, try that,” echoed Madame Virginia. Melvin took a deep breath and did as they said. He got in a doggy-style position on the chaise. “Look at the camera, baby.”

Melvin turned his head, but he could feel the twisted expression on his face. He took a deep breath to relax. Rebecca came over and kissed him lightly on the lips, which made him smile. “There you go, Melvin. That’s sexy,” Madame Virginia said as she clicked the camera. “Pretend you have long hair, Melvin. Feel your inner woman.”

Melvin gripped the chaise lounge and rolled his neck as though he were tossing his hair. The ladies cheered him on as he got more into it. He lay on the chaise and hung his head over the side, wrapping a hand around his neck and staring into the camera. He rolled over and propped his chin on his hands, smiling as though he had heard a cute joke. His kitten heels dangled in the air as he kicked his feet.

“You’re a natural, Melvin,” Madame Virginia said as she placed the camera on her desk. She had a laptop open, and Rebecca got to work moving the pictures from the camera to the computer. “It’s too bad your friend couldn’t join us. I was hoping to get both of you in the shot, but we’ll make it work. You were beautiful.”

A knock came at the door. Phillip popped his head in the room. “Madame Virginia, I hate to interrupt, but you have a visitor.”

Anthony was standing on the other side of the door, dressed in his miniskirt and blouse and tights and kitten heels. “You made it, Anthony. What a fantastic surprise. Ludie, would you mind taking care of him?”

“Not at all, Madame Virginia,” said Ludie.

Anthony followed Ludie to a chair in the corner of the room while the other three hovered around the computer. Ludie explained everything Anthony needed to know about Madame Virginia as she dusted his face with makeup. She found him sexier with each flick of her brush.

Melvin couldn’t believe how much he looked like a sexy sissy in the photos. He was feminine and masculine at the same time, and he had never felt more beautiful, although he wouldn’t mind covering his Adam’s apple with a choker or wearing a wig to experience the full effect. Madame Virginia promised he would get the full makeover before he left but had a certain vision for her promotional materials.

“You look incredible, Anthony. How do you feel?” asked Madame Virginia.

“Confused, but it was boring in my room. Figure this beats nothing. What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to feel your inner woman and act like that chaise is a cute boy or girl, whatever you like.”

Anthony didn’t find it necessary to disclose he enjoyed both men and women to Madame Virginia. He didn’t want her knowing more than she already did about him. He walked over to the chaise lounge and lay on it as though he were floating in the sea. Lifting his arms above his head, Anthony turned and looked straight into Madame Virginia’s camera with stern eyes.

“Ooh, I like that bitch face,” Madame Virginia said as she clicked the camera. “I feel like he needs redder lips, Ludie. Get the matte lipstick.”

Ludie rushed over to her makeup bag to grab the lipstick. She went to Anthony, and he puckered his lips for Ludie. If someone saw the photos they were taking, they wouldn’t know it was Anthony dressed in a white blouse and red miniskirt with white kitten heels. Anthony let go of his inhibitions and moved his body around the chaise, feeling like a slut dancing around a stripper’s pole for her boyfriend.

Madame Virginia lost herself following Anthony’s movements, captivated by his intense presence. “Melvin, join him. Pose together,” she said and snapped her fingers.

Melvin rushed over to the chaise. Anthony grabbed Melvin by his blouse and pulled him close. “Touch your nose to mine. Stare into my eyes,” said Anthony.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Madame Virginia said as she clicked her camera. “You don’t have to, but I’d love it if you kissed.”

Anthony stared into Melvin’s glossy eyes. Melvin wanted to appease Madame Virginia, but he was afraid of kissing his best friend. Anthony turned to Madame Virginia and said, “We’ll kiss, but you can’t use these photos for promotion.”

“Deal. We already have plenty of sexy shots,” said Madame Virginia.

Melvin relaxed at the compromise, falling closer to Anthony. Anthony looked up at his best friend, more attracted to him than he had ever been. His dick was hardening. He lifted his hand to place on Melvin’s juicy ass. “What do you say, friend? Want to give the ladies a show?”

“Yes,” Melvin said in a desperate whisper. He moaned as Anthony gripped his ass with a firm hand.

Anthony reached up Melvin’s skirt and stuck his hand under the panties and tights Melvin was wearing. Melvin had a hairless ass, much to Anthony’s delight and surprise. “Touch my dick,” Anthony said.

Melvin’s heart was racing as Anthony fondled his ass in front of Madame Virginia, Ludie, and Rebecca. Phillip had left the room. They were watching with focused eyes, and he didn’t want to disappoint Madame Virginia. She had a hold over him, and it was clear she wanted a show by how she held her gaze.

Melvin reached his hand under Anthony’s skirt, shocked by the size of his friend’s cock. Anthony had bragged about its size in the past, but Melvin had no idea it was thick and long, like a can of shaving cream. “You like it?” Anthony asked as he stared into Melvin’s shimmering blue eyes.

“Yeah,” he said. “No wonder you get all the girls.”

“A lot of them can’t handle it. Can you?”

“I’ll try,” said Melvin. He lifted Anthony’s skirt and pulled down his tights and panties. Anthony’s big dick stood erect in his face, long and thick and dripping precum. Melvin moved back on the chaise and bent over, parting his plump lips. The ladies clapped in the background, which brought a smile to Melvin’s face and encouraged him to take Anthony’s dick as far as he could. It made him choke, but Melvin was determined to please Madame Virginia by pleasuring Anthony. She was watching as Melvin bobbed his head up and down Anthony’s cock.

Anthony gripped the sides of Melvin’s face and started fucking his lips as though it were his ass. He fucked Melvin’s mouth until Melvin coughed and choked on his dick. Anthony stood and pushed Melvin down to the chaise. He lifted Melvin’s skirt and ripped down his tights and panties, not caring Melvin was his best friend because he looked nothing like his best friend. He looked like a hot, short-haired chick wearing a skirt.

Anthony stared at his best friend’s exposed ass, admiring its roundness and natural lack of hair. He smacked Melvin’s ass hard with his hand before moving forward to slap his cheeks with his wet dick. They had crossed a line, but Anthony didn’t care. He spread Melvin’s cheeks before moving in to lick his tight hole. Anthony pressed a finger against Melvin’s ass and asked, “you ever been fucked?”

Melvin whimpered and moaned as Anthony slipped a finger into his hole. “No,” he said. Melvin thought Anthony’s fingers felt good, but he didn’t want Anthony to fuck him unless Madame Virginia commanded it. “Do you want him to fuck me, Madame Virginia?”

She licked her lips as she watched Anthony play with Melvin’s hole a moment longer, Melvin’s hard dick exposed and pressing against his panties. Madame Virginia would love to watch Melvin get fucked, but Anthony had been naughty and didn’t deserve any ass. “No, I want you to catch Anthony’s cum in your mouth. Get to your knees like a good boy,” she said and pointed to the floor.

Anthony smirked as he watched Melvin climb off the chaise. He beat his dick as he followed Melvin, standing in front of him with his skirt pulled up around his waist. What a mistake it would have been to stay in the room.

Melvin watched Anthony’s dangling dick, parting his lips to take it as his Madame wished. He was more in love with Madame Virginia after one day than he had ever been with any other woman in his life. Melvin never wanted the spell he was under to end. Anthony thrust his dick into Melvin’s mouth and fucked his face with vigor.

Anthony grunted as his balls tightened and cum worked its way up his shaft to his tip, squirting streams of hot goo into his best friend’s mouth. Melvin moaned as he drank Anthony’s thick cum like melted ice cream, swallowing every drop. He reached under his skirt and rubbed his throbbing cock a few seconds until he came in his panties and soiled himself.

The ladies clapped as Anthony and Melvin panted, staring at each other with the first hints of disbelief at what they’d done. As fun as it was, they knew neither would forget the image of Melvin on his knees drinking Anthony’s cum.

“Well done, boys. How about we call it a night? I can’t wait for tomorrow,” Madame Virginia said. She stood. Ludie and Rebecca stood with her, waving bye and telling the boys goodnight before they headed out of the room. Phillip entered a moment later to take Anthony and Melvin to their room.

Neither spoke for the rest of the night.


CHAPTER SIX

Anthony woke up before Melvin, still in shock from what they’d done the night before. Melvin was sleeping peacefully when Anthony climbed out of bed. He tried to make as little noise as possible as he put on a pair of shorts and an unbuttoned short-sleeve shirt. He slipped on sandals he’d packed and dipped out the room without waking up Melvin.

He walked down the stone-covered hallway to the courtyard with the pool. Nobody was there. The sun wasn’t yet hot, but the water was warm. Anthony could get used to having a heated pool, but he didn’t want to stay around the estate longer than necessary.

When Anthony first met Melvin, he thought about how nice it’d be to have those puffy lips or fat ass around his dick, but they never crossed that line. They had become best friends, but now Anthony wasn’t sure he would ever look at his friend the same.

Phillip approached the pool. He was wearing tight bathing trunks that left nothing to the imagination. Anthony couldn’t help but stare at the outline of Phillip’s massive cock. It wasn’t often Anthony saw a dick bigger than his, but Phillip had him beat. “Morning,” he said. “Wasn’t expecting anyone at the pool. I swim laps every morning. Hope you don’t mind.”

Anthony shook his head. “Help yourself. You’re the one who lives here, right?”

“Yes,” said Phillip. “I live here.”

“Do you like it?”

Phillip looked Anthony up and down as though he wanted to take him. “When I get to see boys like you dress up as girls, it’s fun.”

Anthony crossed his arms over his chest. “I only did it because of Melvin.”

“If you say so. Just because I wasn’t in the room doesn’t mean I wasn’t watching,” Phillip said and smirked. He threw his towel on the chair next to Anthony’s and jumped into the pool. Anthony didn’t know what Phillip meant by ‘doesn’t mean he wasn’t watching’, but he was planning to find out as he marched up the path back to the main house. Phillip watched Anthony with a grin, shaking his head.

Anthony was storming through the house when Melvin found him. “Hey, I’ve been looking for you. You weren’t in the room when I woke up.”

“I was down by the pool,” he said.

“Madame Virginia left us a note and breakfast in the room. You want to eat?”

Anthony was angry, but his stomach grumbled. “Yeah,” he said. They went back to the suite. An enormous breakfast awaited them on the kitchenette. There was a note with flowers. “Did you read the note?”

Melvin nodded. “It says we should take a walk around the grounds, and the ladies will see us for lunch.”

Anthony opened the envelope and read the note, which Madame Virginia had written by hand. He couldn’t decide if he hated her or loved her, and he found it strange how normal Melvin was acting, as though they hadn’t dressed up like girls and serviced each other orally.

Melvin had filled a plate with food and took a seat on the sofa. “Aren’t you going to eat?”

“Yeah,” Anthony said. He placed the card back where he’d found it with the flowers. He grabbed some food and sat next to Melvin. “Do you want to talk about last night?”

Melvin shrugged. “What’s there to talk about, Anthony? I was having fun, weren’t you?”

“It was fun,” said Anthony. He didn’t know how much he would have loved an audience, but it was great. He also loved how eagerly Melvin had sucked his dick. “If you’re enjoying yourself, I won’t complain.”

“I’m having the best time of my life,” said Melvin. “Let’s eat and explore the grounds as Madame Virginia has asked of us.”

“You like her a lot, don’t you?”

“I love her,” said Melvin.

Anthony glanced at his best friend with a raised eyebrow, but Melvin had a smile plastered to his face. Anthony had never seen him look so at peace in his life, no matter if he was dating someone or not. “If you say so,” said Anthony. “I’m happy the food is good, and I wouldn’t mind some alone time with Ludie.”

Melvin wished Madame Virginia would spend time with him away from the others, but he would take what he could get. Rebecca also held a strong hold over him. Anthony could have Ludie, but only a fool would call her unattractive.

They finished their breakfasts and used the map of the grounds Madame Virginia had included in her note. Anthony told Melvin how he’d seen Phillip at the pool in skin-tight trunks as they walked out of the primary home to the grounds. They followed a path that took them to a patch where berries grew.

Anthony picked one from the vine and fed it to Melvin. Melvin did the same for him. Anthony wrapped one arm over Melvin’s shoulder and pulled him close. “You’re my best friend.”

“I know,” said Melvin. “I hope what happened doesn’t change anything.”

“It doesn’t. I thought it might, but it doesn’t.”

“Good.” They walked around for a couple hours until the sun grew hot and their bodies tired. They headed back to the main house and found a note on their door when they got to the room. It was from Madame Virginia telling them to meet him in the dining room for lunch after they freshened up.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Melvin and Anthony walked to the dining room, not knowing what to expect from Madame Virginia on their second day of the retreat. Anthony was ready for the following morning, but Melvin never wanted it to end. They had agreed to stick it out together and see where the weekend took them.

“Good afternoon, boys. How did you sleep?”

“Fine,” Anthony said and scratched the back of his head.

“What about you, my darling Melvin?”

“I slept well, Madame.”

Madame Virginia grinned. Her heels clicked on the hardwoods as she approached them. Ludie and Rebecca were sitting in the same places as the day before, wearing fresh outfits. Madame Virginia wrapped her arms around the boys’ shoulders and led them to the table. “We missed you two. We have the most amazing day planned.”

“Can’t wait,” Anthony said.

“Brighten up, Anthony. You love to pretend you hate everything, but I know you’re enjoying yourself.”

He shrugged and let Madame Virginia lead him to his seat. She took Melvin to the other side of the table and kissed him on the cheek before he sat. Phillip entered moments later, carrying a tray of salads. They ate those before a main course of mini chickpea burgers with a yogurt sauce. Phillip cleared away the dirty dishes and returned with two new presents for the boys.

The boxes were bigger than the day before. Anthony ripped his open while Melvin took time to carefully peel the paper apart. Anthony opened the box to find an assortment of clothing and accessories. Melvin opened his and found the same. “What are these for? We already wore a skirt for you.”

Madame Virginia tilted her head to the side, staring at Anthony with a dumbfounded expression. “Don’t you get you’re testing our sissy package? You’re free to wait in the room, but you proved last night how much you hate missing out on the fun. Why don’t you just skip the drama today, Anthony?”

Anthony hated how Madame Virginia knew how to push his buttons. What was the harm in dressing up like a girl? He knew it wouldn’t change anything with Melvin, and he didn’t want to sit in the suite while Melvin had all the fun. “Fine, so what are we going to do today?”

“Rebecca and Ludie will run our program, so they’ll teach you everything you need to know to become a sissy for a day, a week, or as long as you would like whenever you like. Ready girls?”

Ludie and Rebecca nodded, moving their attention from Madame Virginia to the boys.

“Very well. Take them to your class, but before you leave. Anthony, Phillip said you had a concern about him watching you and Melvin last night.”

“That’s right,” Anthony said, remembering how ticked off he’d been in the morning. “You had no right to record us.”

“There are no cameras in bathrooms or bedrooms, but you were in one of my offices. I have to keep my documents safe. If you don’t want anyone to see, be careful of what you do and where,” Madame Virginia said with a wink.

Anthony grunted as Madame Virginia stood. Ludie and Rebecca hovered over each boy, putting out their hands. “We’re going to a classroom,” said Ludie. “There will be cameras there so Madame Virginia can watch from her office. Is that okay?”

“Yes,” Melvin said without missing a beat.

“I don’t care,” said Anthony.

“Very well,” Rebecca said and led them all out of the dining room and to a spare room upstairs they used as a classroom. They were setting up a room in the cellar for future sissy classes, but it hadn’t been completed. “Take a seat,” Rebecca said as they entered the classroom. There were two large desks and a chalkboard at the front of the classroom.

Anthony and Melvin sat at the desks. “Spread out your gifts,” Ludie said, snapping a ruler against Anthony’s desk. Anthony looked up at Ludie through hooded eyes, dumping the contents of his box on the table as he stared at her. “Sit straight. Ladies don’t slouch,” Ludie said and smacked the desk again. Her smirk made Anthony rock hard.

Melvin arranged his items on the desk, making sure the labels faced the same direction. He had his outfit in the middle, the heels to the side, and everything else around those. There was a wig, nail polish, a razor, shaving cream, makeup, and jewelry. Melvin stared at the goodies with excitement and an eagerness to do whatever the ladies asked of him.

Rebecca complimented Melvin on how he had arranged his items. She scolded Anthony and told him to get his act together. Ludie went to the chalkboard at the front of the class, slapping her ruler against it. “Listen up, boys. We have a lot to do and little time. Last night was nothing. It takes a lot more than what we did to be a passing sissy. I’m not saying you have to pass all the time, but it’s a lot of fun to go out in the world and have everyone think you’re someone you aren’t.”

“How would—” Anthony began, but Ludie slapped her ruler against the chalkboard and told Anthony to quiet down. She didn’t owe him an explanation.

“The first item we’ll use is the razor. It’s important to use hot water when you shave. I like to soak in a hot bath before I shave, but we don’t have time for that. Rebecca and I filled two buckets with hot water that are behind you. Grab your razors and shaving cream and go to the buckets at the back of the classroom.”

Rebecca glanced at Ludie, who grinned as their eyes met. Anthony and Melvin stood with their razors and went to the buckets at the back of the classroom. “What now?” asked Anthony.

“Take off your clothes. Fast,” Ludie said, slapping her ruler on the desk. Rebecca watched the boys with her arms crossed over her chest, telling them they weren’t moving fast enough. “Madame Virginia would be disappointed with you two. You’re snails,” Rebecca taunted.

They picked up speed, lathering themselves with shaving cream after they’d stripped down to their underwear. They were both wear boxer briefs. Rebecca told them they would be wearing panties when they finished, so they might as well get naked. Melvin and Anthony glanced at each other, shrugged, and carefully pulled the boxer briefs down their lathered legs.

“Much better,” said Rebecca. “Shave your legs, and then help each other shave the more delicate parts. Ludie and I will be here to coach you through every step.”

The guys nodded and got to work ridding themselves of hair. Melvin got to his knees first to shave Anthony’s balls and ass, Ludie coaching him and checking his work. Anthony did Melvin second, but he didn’t have nearly as much hair to remove.

They washed each other off with warm water after their bodies were bare, minus a small patch of trimmed pubic hair. Ludie passed them plush towels to dry themselves. She directed them back to their seats and took her place at the chalkboard. “Don’t forget to moisturize your sensitive skin. Lather up, boys,” she said.

A non-fragrant lotion kissed their skin, providing relief. They let their bodies air dry as Ludie told them to paint their nails. Melvin had a pink polish, and Anthony had been given navy. They stood in the middle of the room, naked, painting their nails. Ludie checked Anthony’s work, touching his big dick as she did. Rebecca looked over what Melvin had done, rubbing her hand along his ass, making him hard as a rock.

“We got crotchless panties for you boys,” said Ludie. “Put them on, and let those sexy dicks hang.”

Melvin blushed as he pulled his pink cotton crotchless panties up his legs. Their underwear matched their nails. Next, they put on stockings and a garter belt, clipping them together. None of the lingerie blocked their members.

“Now you boys need the skirts, heels, and shirts. We need to hurry. Madame Virginia is waiting for us in the garden,” said Ludie.

Anthony and Melvin put on the clothing they had taken out of their boxes. Rebecca gave them a quick lesson on walking in heels because they had both been given three-inch stilettos with a thick heel for stability in the grass. They were both wearing miniskirts, and Anthony’s was so short the tip of his dick poked out if he moved a certain way.

“Before you put on your wigs, we need to teach you makeup. Rebecca is an expert. She taught me everything I know,” Ludie said and waved her hands for Rebecca to take over the lesson.

Rebecca sat in front of the boys with a tiny table, but she had the same makeup they did. “We picked out makeup that’ll match your skin tone. All you have to do is follow what I do, and you’ll look like beautiful girls when you finish. Isn’t that exciting?”

Anthony and Melvin nodded. They followed Rebecca as she gave them a lesson for a quick facial transformation. Their makeup wasn’t perfect, but she was proud of how well they did on their first try. “Put on your wigs and whatever jewelry you want, and we’ll head to the garden. Madame Virginia will love how far you two have come.”

Each wig matched their natural hair color but transformed their faces. Every hint of man disappeared, and two pretty girls had replaced the boys. Ludie linked her arm with Melvin, and Rebecca did the same with Anthony. They walked to the garden, taking extra time on the stairs since Anthony and Melvin were terrible at walking in heels, but they got better with each step.

“What a transformation,” Madame Virginia called when she saw the four of them approach her table in the gardens. The boys blushed, their skirts blowing in the wind. Anthony didn’t even try to hide his dick. It was pointless, as his crotchless panties hid nothing, and the wind was strong. “You two make beautiful women.”

“Thanks, Madame Virginia,” said Melvin. He held his hand over his miniskirt, trying his best to hide his member. Madame Virginia focused on Anthony’s skirt flying in the wind, amazed by his package. It wasn’t often she saw someone almost as well endowed as her Phillip.

Anthony grinned at Madame Virginia. “I’m coming around to it.”

“Perfect. Ladies, you did incredible work. I can’t wait until we have paying customers. Boys, how about some sparkling rose?”

“I’d like that,” said Anthony.

“Remember, this is a ladies’ lunch, so I expect you two to act like ladies. Okay?”

They nodded. Phillip was there to serve them. He winked at Anthony, which made him blush. He hated how much he was loving being dressed as a woman. It wasn’t the end of the world Phillip had been right about him, and Anthony kind of wanted to suck his dick.

“Ladies, to a weekend we’ll never forget,” Madame Virginia said and raised her glass.

They raised their glasses and clinked them together as they said ‘cheers’. Phillip served them a salad and sandwiches on artisan bread. They gossiped about celebrities and shared funny stories from their lives. An hour passed as though it were minutes. Phillip cleared the table and replaced their rose with coffee. Madame Virginia tapped her spoon against her mug to silence everyone. “You boys have been so good, we thought we would give you a treat. Isn’t that right, girls?”

“Yes,” said Ludie. “I think we know who we want, but we can let them choose.”

Anthony and Melvin shared a glance. Madame Virginia grinned. “That’s right. The girls would like to let you service them, if you wish. They’d be so disappointed if you didn’t. You can choose, but choose wisely.”

Neither had to look at each other to know who they wanted. Melvin blurted out Rebecca’s name while Anthony said Ludie’s.

“Is that who you wanted?” Madame Virginia asked the ladies.

They nodded. “Yes, we’re getting who we wanted,” said Ludie. Rebecca smiled and stepped forward to grab Melvin’s hand. Ludie did the same with Anthony. They went off in opposite directions, but neither went inside.

♦

Melvin stumbled in his heels as he walked through the grass, following Rebecca. The sunshine sparkled in the sky and bounced off Rebecca’s jet-black hair. Melvin couldn’t believe where the weekend had taken him, but he was loving every second of it. He wouldn’t ask Rebecca where she was leading him, as he trusted her with his full heart.

They went through thirty yards of trees that led to a private clearing. Rebecca looked over her shoulder at Melvin before pulling him to the ground, wrapping her arms around his back. Melvin propped himself above her. Strands from his brown wig fell in his face. He pushed half of it behind one ear to see Rebecca better.

“You like girls, don’t you?” said Rebecca.

Melvin shrugged. He was confused, but he knew he wanted Rebecca in whatever way she desired. “I’ve only been with girls… until last night.”

“It was hot watching you two, but I can tell you’d rather have this,” Rebecca said, grabbing Melvin’s hand and moving it to the gap in her thighs. “Touch me.”

Melvin glanced at his hand hidden beneath Rebecca’s skirt. He moved his hand further up her skirt. Rebecca reached her hand up his skirt, wrapping her fingers around his small cock. Melvin’s hand stopped as Rebecca’s touch paralyzed him. “I love your dick,” she said in a soft voice as she stroked his member. He could cum but curled his toes and forced himself to maintain control. “I’d love it more if you touched my pussy.”

“Okay,” Melvin said and concentrated on his hand as Rebecca rubbed his cock. He put his fingers on her pussy, and it was dripping wet. She moaned as his fingers explored her opening.

Rebecca dropped her hand from Melvin’s dick, letting him focus on her. “Lick it,” she said.

Melvin didn’t hesitate to push up her skirt. His dick throbbed beneath his skirt. The crotchless panties hugged his dick as he bent over to put his lips to Rebecca’s pussy. She tasted better than any dessert Melvin had ever had as he lapped up her juices.

Rebecca told him to press his tongue flat against her, and he did what she said. She coached him, telling him how she wanted her pussy licked, and Melvin came all over the grass without touching himself halfway through serving Rebecca.

His dick softened as Rebecca moved his mouth to her clit. She had him lick it a few times until pushing his lips back to her pussy. She rubbed her clit, moaning as an orgasm built within her. Rebecca came moments later while holding Melvin’s face against her womanhood.

She panted as her body relaxed, Melvin licking up whatever juices of hers he could. She pushed away his head when the sensations became too much to hand. Melvin sat back on his knees. He glanced at the pile of cum he shot on the grass. Rebecca rolled over a moment later to look at Melvin and said, “aren’t you going to cum?”

“Already did,” he said and glanced to where his milky load was sitting in the grass. Rebecca laughed and pulled Melvin on top of her to kiss him. Melvin didn’t know how he would ever be able to leave Rebecca or the Fisher Estate.

♦

In a clearing in a different part of the Fisher Estate, Anthony and Ludie sat next to each other, making out. Anthony had his fingers weaved in Ludie’s blonde hair. She had her hand up his skirt and wrapped around his big, hard dick. Ludie broke the kiss, leaning back to stare at Anthony. “You’re beautiful as a girl,” she said.

“Thanks,” he said. Anthony felt pretty with his wig, shaved legs, makeup, and exposed dick. He loved having Ludie’s hand on it, too. Anthony kissed Ludie’s lips quickly and said, “you’re so sexy, Ludie. I’ve wanted you since I saw your photo.”

Ludie blushed, moving her hand from Anthony’s dick to her lap. She had a secret to tell Anthony and hoped he liked what she had to say. “Anthony, there’s something you don’t know about me,” she said.

“Tell me anything,” he said.

“I’ll show you,” Ludie said and stood from where they were sitting. She covered her eyes to hide herself from Anthony’s reaction as she lifted her skirt.

Anthony couldn’t believe his eyes. Ludie was wearing a tiny purple thong with see-through fabric, and she had a dick. Ludie dropped her hand to see Anthony’s reaction, but he had a blank expression. “Say something,” she said.

There was nothing to say. Ludie’s dick made her even more special and beautiful. Anthony stood on his knees and shuffled across the grass to Ludie. He loved sucking dick, and he needed Ludie’s cock in his mouth. “I love it,” Anthony said as he reached his hands to the waistline of Ludie’s purple thong.

Anthony pulled the thong down to Ludie’s ankles. She glanced down at him as he looked up at her with his hand around her hard member. He used his other hand to rub her shaved balls before closing his eyes and putting them into his mouth.

Ludie threw her head back and moaned as Anthony sucked on her hairless balls. His hand stroking her dick as he did. “Fuck,” Ludie said in a breathy voice. She pulled on Anthony’s wig, and it fell from his head, revealing his curly red hair. She laced her fingers into it, trying to hold on and not cum.

Anthony moved his mouth from Ludie’s balls to her dick, parting his lips to take her member. Her tip was salty and bulbous, pushing against the back of Anthony’s throat as he moved his lips to her base. He was beating his dick the entire time he sucked hers.

Ludie pushed Anthony off her and dropped to her knees, hiking up Anthony’s skirt so she could suck his big dick sticking out through the crotchless panties. He moaned as Ludie moved her lips up and down his shaft, driving him close to an orgasm.

Anthony lifted Ludie’s face and pulled her to him for a kiss. “Cum with me,” he said.

Ludie nodded and lay by his side. They kissed as they stroked the other’s dick, working themselves to an orgasm. Ludie moved her body first, taking control of her dick and turning her hand just the way she liked. Anthony did the same, watching Ludie as he did. “Fuck,” Ludie said in a feminine voice moments before a huge load shot from the tip of her dick.

Anthony bit his bottom lip, stroking his dick faster until hot cum oozed out of his cock. Anthony’s chest rose and fell as his body relaxed. He turned to Ludie, wrapping his arm around her and kissing her softly. “That was amazing,” he said.

“Yes, it was,” Ludie said and nestled herself in Anthony’s arms.

A camera in the trees was as easy to miss as a bird cleaning its feathers. Madame Virginia had to keep an eye on the grounds for safety reasons. One never knew when intruders might pounce.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Anthony returned to the suite minutes after Melvin. He was out of breath as he stepped in the room, Ludie fresh on his mind. Melvin was lost with Rebecca's scent hitting his nose. “Did you guys—?”

“Yeah,” said Melvin. “Rebecca’s is amazing. I’m guessing you two did something.

Anthony nodded. He was overwhelmed by his experience with Ludie. Her dick held his attention. He wanted to suck on it all night, but Madame Virginia had left them another note and more presents while they were out with Ludie and Rebecca. Madame Virginia expected them to report to the dining room for dinner after they changed.

‘A lady always changes before dinner,’ the note said.

“Do you think she was watching us?” Anthony asked Melvin.

“I hope so,” said Melvin. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she had cameras around the grounds. Who knows if they caught what we were doing.”

Anthony hadn’t thought once of the possibility while he and Ludie lay in the clearing, so he put it out his mind. “Should we open the gifts?”

Melvin nodded and took the one with his name. Anthony lifted his, taking more time as he peeled the paper. He was still dressed in his stockings, skirt, and blouse. He had kicked off the heels when he got in the room, and his feet were killing him. To Anthony’s despair, he found heels taller than the ones he had worn all afternoon when he opened the box. They were black platforms with heels five or six inches long. Anthony had a sapphire minidress in his box, and Melvin’s was the color of emeralds.

“This dress won’t cover my dick,” Anthony said as he held the dress up to his body. There was a note beneath the dresses telling them not to wear underwear or stockings. Madame Virginia wanted to see their bare legs and reminded them to moisturize so they shined.

Melvin couldn’t wait to prance around the estate in his emerald minidress. He glanced in the box and said, “there’s something else.” Melvin pulled out a bra with large breast forms. There was a note attached to them to make sure they put on their bras or the minidresses wouldn’t fit correctly.

“She can’t be serious,” Anthony said as he held the bra to his chest.

“Come on, Anthony. We’ll look sexy,” Melvin said. He went to the bathroom to grab the lotion from the counter. He took off his stocking to rub lotion on his legs, wishing Madame Virginia or Rebecca were there to watch him. No matter where he went after this trip, the Fisher Estate would loom in the back of his mind. He wasn’t sure how long he would be able to stay away before crawling back to visit.

Anthony sat on the bed next to Melvin, watching his dolled-up friend follow Madame Virginia’s orders. Anthony took the bottle of lotion from Melvin when he offered, pulling off his tights. “Shouldn’t we shower first?” he said.

Melvin smacked his leg and jumped up from the bed. “How could I have forgotten? Madame Virginia won’t want me dirty,” he said and ran to the bathroom, slamming the door. Anthony turned on the television and flipped it to a sitcom he liked, his eyes glazing over as the familiar voices hit his ears.

Anthony went to shower when Melvin came out twenty minutes later, smelling of floral soap; his skin glistened from a fresh layer of lotion. He had one towel wrapped around his chest and another on top of his head. Anthony didn’t comment as he walked past Melvin to the steamy bathroom.

The boys were wearing their breast forms, minidresses, and platform heels within an hour. “Should we do our makeup?”

“I’ll do yours if you do mine,” said Melvin.

“Deal,” Anthony said and passed Melvin his makeup bag. They did as the girls had taught them in their class. It was more difficult without them to coach, but the task reinforced the lesson they had in the morning.

“Done,” said Melvin. He held up the mirror so Anthony could see his work.

“I love it,” said Anthony. He took Melvin’s makeup bag and did him. They put on their wigs and jewelry after. They held hands and the railing as they climbed the stairs to go to the dining room, where Madame Virginia and the girls were waiting for them.

Madame Virginia stood and applauded when Anthony and Melvin walked in the room. “Much progress in little time,” she said. Ludie and Rebecca clapped in the background. Phillip stood like a shadow on the wall and grinned at Anthony and Melvin, looking like beautiful women headed to a dance.

“Thank you, Madame Virginia,” said Melvin. He was a teacher’s pet, but Anthony wasn’t upset by it. His friend had found what he liked, and Anthony was along for the ride. “You all are great teachers.”

“And you, Anthony. How do you feel?”

“I feel pretty sexy, if I’m being honest,” Anthony said, pushing down on the skirt of his dress to cover the tip of his dick. He turned once, staring at Madame Virginia in the eyes.

Madame Virginia walked toward the table, waving for them to follow. “The ladies told me you all had fun this afternoon.”

“Yes, we did,” Melvin said and nodded.

“Time flies, doesn’t it? I hope you two have taken notes for our meeting in the morning. You can keep all the clothes we gave you,” she said. “We’ll have a light dinner because we have a special dinner planned.”

Melvin clapped. “You’re so generous, Madame,” said Melvin. He loved anything Madame Virginia had planned, but Anthony was skeptical. His afternoon with Ludie had been plenty satisfying, and he just wanted to find out which room she stayed in and if she wanted to spend the night with him. He didn’t need anything else but figured Madame Virginia had something planned for them.

Phillip brought out a soup with crackers. Anthony asked for a beer, but Madame Virginia told him he could have whatever he wanted after dessert. They ate soup and picked up their conversation about celebrity gossip where they had left it. They laughed, sipped their soup, and smiled like fools.

“You two have been incredible guests. I can’t thank you enough for you participation in this weekend’s activities,” Madame Virginia said as Phillip cleared the dishes. He stared at Melvin and Anthony with thirsty eyes. They looked like candy dressed up with the wigs and fake breasts under their minidresses.

“You’re welcome, Madame Virginia,” said Melvin. Anthony echoed his statement but kept an eye on Phillip as he disappeared from the room.

“We hope you will come visit us again,” she said. Rebecca and Ludie nodded with her words.

“I would love to return,” said Melvin. He didn’t know how he would function at work with the Fisher Estate on his mind.

“You two are welcome back any time you’d like,” she said.

“It’s been a pleasure,” said Ludie, staring straight at Anthony. He wanted to go to the other side of the table, lift her into his arms, and take her anywhere that would give them privacy. Normally the girls sat on opposite sides of the table, but they were together that evening, and Melvin was by Anthony.

Phillip entered the room wearing nothing more than a leather harness and cock ring around his dick and balls. His half-erect dick bounced as he walked to the dining-room table to stand by Madame Virginia’s side. She wrapped her arm around the small of his back, his dick dangling inches from her face. He looked like a Roman gladiator, and it was impossible not to stare at his muscular body and massive cock.

Anthony noticed a sheet tucked under Phillip’s arm and felt a pit in his stomach. Madame Virginia grinned as she faced Anthony and Melvin. “Isn’t your dessert lovely?” she said, lifting Phillip’s dick under one hand, even though she could have used two.

“I’m a top,” said Anthony. “I like dick, but there’s no way I can take that.”

“I have no doubt you would take Ludie if she wanted to fuck you,” Madame Virginia said, holding Anthony’s gaze.

He swallowed. If Ludie wanted to fuck him, he would bend over wherever she said. Madame Virginia was right, but there was no way he could take Phillip. “That’s different,” he said.

“I’ll do whatever you want, Madame,” said Melvin. Anthony turned to glance at his friend, but Melvin didn’t meet his eyes.

Ludie gushed at Melvin’s words, which made Anthony jealous, but he was sticking to his decision. Rebecca grinned as she watched Melvin lift his eyes to meet Madame Virginia. Phillip’s dick dangling by her face was huge, but he would take as much of it as he could. He was hard beneath his emerald minidress at the thought of Rebecca and Madame Virginia watching him. “As long as you’re watching.”

“I love your spirit, Melvin. Isn’t he so sexy?” Madame Virginia asked, looking at Phillip.

Phillip licked his lips and nodded, “he’s a good little, sissy. You don’t mind if I borrow him, do you, Rebecca?”

“I can’t wait to watch you break him in,” she said and winked at Phillip.

Melvin swallowed and felt a flurry of nerves, but he was stiffer than he’d ever been and ready to take Phillip. There was a large open space in the dining room where Phillip placed the sheet. He walked over to Melvin and put out his hand, taking him to the sheet. Madame Virginia moved her chair so she had a better view while Rebecca went to the sheet to be with Melvin.

Melvin’s heart raced as Phillip told him to get on his hands and knees. Rebecca sat cross legged in front of him, grinning as Melvin stared into her eyes. She made a heart with her hands and put it to her chest. Melvin took a deep breath, looking over at Madame Virginia. She watched with soft eyes. Melvin moved his attention back to Rebecca as Phillip lifted his dress, spread his cheeks, and started licking his hole. Phillip put one hand around Melvin’s hard dick. Melvin whimpered, his ass loosening with each lick.

Ludie was sitting on Anthony’s lap with her arms wrapped around his neck, watching as Phillip ate Melvin’s ass. Rebecca scooted in front of Melvin and put her pussy in his face. Ludie bent down to whisper in Anthony’s ear, “I’ll let you fuck me if I can fuck you first,” she said.

Anthony's dick twitched. He was more of a top, but how could he deny Ludie’s desires? “Okay, should we head to your room?”

Ludie chuckled. “Why would we do that when there is space on the sheet for us? Madame Virginia likes to watch,” she said, winking at Madame Virginia as she stroked Anthony’s dick under his minidress. “We have plenty of condoms right here. There’s no need to leave.”

Anthony wouldn’t argue if it meant feeling inside Ludie. He let her guide him to the open space on the sheet next to the other three while Madame Virginia remained in her chair with a hand up her dress.

Ludie pulled up the dress she was wearing to reveal her hard cock as Anthony waited for her on his hands and knees, glancing over at Melvin and meeting his eye.

Melvin was biting his bottom lip and taking a deep breath as Phillip fucked him with the head of his dick. Even the tip felt like it would make Melvin explode. He put his face between Rebecca’s legs for relief. She pushed against the back of his head and winked at Phillip as he sunk deeper into Melvin. Melvin squeezed his legs together, afraid he would cum everywhere if Phillip touched his dick again.

Next to them, Ludie was rocking her hips, sliding in and out of Anthony’s hole. She smacked his exposed ass as she fucked him. He moaned and pushed his ass against her dick, fucking himself with her member. Ludie would cum if he didn’t stop, so she pulled out and asked him to switch. She was more of a bottom anyway but loved telling men what to do.

“Fuck me,” she said.

“You don’t have to ask me twice,” Anthony said, grabbing a condom. He hiked up his dress and spat on his dick before rolling the condom over it. He sank into Ludie’s accepting hole, pushing her cheeks together to increase the friction.

Phillip had half his dick in Melvin when the pressure become too intense to handle. Melvin could no longer hold his load as Phillip pushed against his spot. He hollered into Rebecca’s sweet pussy as cum erupted from his dick. Phillip moaned as Melvin’s ass contracted around his cock.

Anthony was cumming inside Ludie at the same time Phillip pulled the condom off his dick and shot his load all over Melvin’s bare ass. Rebecca rubbed his clit and came with them. Ludie and Madame Virginia were the last to cum, but they didn’t miss out on the party. Everyone lay or sat where they’d been, sticky and spent.

Ludie took Anthony’s hand and said, “spend the night in my room.” He nodded and followed her. They waved bye to everyone.

Melvin took Rebecca back to the cellar suite since Anthony was staying with Ludie. Madame Virginia and Phillip went to her bedroom, as they did every night.


CHAPTER NINE

Anthony and Melvin had packed their bags and were sitting across from Madame Virginia in her office in the dungeon. They were wearing men’s clothing, which felt drab and boring after their weekend at the Fisher Estate. Phillip had served them a warm breakfast. He was also wearing a plain men’s outfit. Ludie and Rebecca were sitting at their desks, recording information from the interview. Madame Virginia asked for their opinion on a variety of things. Melvin had taken extensive notes during the stay and gave them all to Madame Virginia.

“We will miss having you two here,” she said as she finished the interview. “Enjoy this breakfast before leave. Do you think you’ll return?”

Anthony glanced at Ludie. They had talked all night about how he had to come back to visit her. “Yeah,” he said.

“I will,” said Melvin. He and Rebecca had a connection, but there was more to his desire to return. He had expressed his true self for a couple of days, and he would love to do that again. “I hope it’s sooner rather than later.”

“Me too,” said Madame Virginia. Rebecca echoed her comment, smiling at Melvin. Madame Rebecca gave them a stack of secret invitations to give to any curious men they might meet in the city. The cards had a background from the photo shoot they’d done. “Don’t give them to just anyone,” she said.

“We won’t,” said Anthony.

“I promise we won’t,” said Melvin.

Everyone ate breakfast and talked about how they’d miss each other. It would be a long drive for Anthony and Melvin to visit again, but they knew they would. They walked out to the gravel lot in front of the house after breakfast. Phillip had pulled up the car for them and handed Melvin his keys. Everyone hugged after Anthony and Melvin had loaded their bags into the trunk. Madame Virginia had the last word and said, “come back soon.”

Melvin started the engine and waved at them before pulling around the driveway and heading down the mile-long road to the main highway. They were miles down the highway before either spoke. “What was that?” Anthony said and laughed to himself.

“I don’t know, but it was the best weekend of my life,” said Melvin.
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CHAPTER ONE

Brandon Dayton lay on his bed, reading poems by Anne Sexton. Brandon wasn’t a woman, but the raw pain jumping off the page gave him an idea of what it could be like to be a woman in love, afraid, or in pain. A woman who had too much on her plate.

If he could, Brandon would read depressing poems all day. They made him feel like he wasn’t alone, as though he wasn’t the only person in the world who wanted to rip out his heart. His roommates enjoyed life more than him, but Brandon didn’t care about fun when there was so much pain in the world.

Brandon had majored in English, even though his father owned a wildly successful chain of auto-supply stores across the south. His parents lived in Atlanta. They made him minor in business. Brandon never wanted to return to that reality. He didn’t want the family business, even though it paid his rent and overpriced bourbon. He wasn’t making much money at his restaurant job, but there wasn’t a day Brandon didn’t wish he had a sibling to take over the business so he could follow his passion of becoming a poet.

When Brandon wasn’t lost in a book or delivering plates of food at Madeline’s Natural Grill, he studied for a master’s degree in business administration. His parents demanded it. He had no other option but to take over Davis Auto Supplies when he graduated, so he was taking his sweet time working through the master’s program.

Brandon knew he should value his time away from Atlanta, but the impending doom made him want to lie in bed and suffer with those poets who had painted their suffering in words. It didn’t help that his mother, Joy, flew up from Atlanta whenever she wanted to remind him of his career trajectory. To reiterate his goals and why they still allowed him to live in the suburbs of Minneapolis. How could he escape his cynicism when she was in his face every three months?

No matter how much his parents annoyed him, Brandon knew he couldn’t pay his bills without them. Sometimes he felt lucky he had a profitable business to fall back on, but he mostly enjoyed feeling sorry for himself. Poor millionaire boy with a predetermined destiny. If only he could rent a van, drive across the country, and write poems about the beauty of nature and utter suffering of humanity.

Someone knocked on Brandon’s door. He turned away from it, focusing hard on the poems in front of him.

“Yo, what are you doing in this dark ass room?” Paul asked and switched on the overhead light. Paul was one of Brandon’s roommates. He had two. They were roommates in college and lived together after graduating to save money on rent. They had a house with three bedrooms and three bathrooms, so there wasn’t much to argue about.

Brandon had been sitting in his lamp-lit room until Paul disrupted him. Paul and Daniel did that a lot. Brandon could hear Daniel cooking in the kitchen, pots and pans clanking together. “What do you want, Paul?”

“Daniel and I are going out, and you’re coming too,” he said. Paul used to be shy like Brandon. It used to be them against Daniel, but Daniel had pulled Paul over to the dark side. Now they went out every weekend.

Brandon ignored Paul, focusing on his poetry. Paul shook Brandon’s shoulders. “Bro, stop acting like we’re nineteen still. You’re twenty-four now. Don’t you want a lady?”

Shrugging, Brandon grunted and turned the page. He hadn’t even finished the poem but was hoping Paul would get the message that he didn’t want to leave his bed. Why would he want to go out when he would just stand against the wall? When Paul didn’t disappear after several excruciating seconds, Brandon spoke, “you guys should go without me,” he said.

“We did that last week. You promised you would go this week,” he said. Paul wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was so tired of watching Brandon mope around the house, feeling sorry for himself because he would one day have to take over a multi-million dollar business. Paul came from a family of doctors and sometimes felt like he was just following in his father’s footsteps by going to medical school, but it was what it was.

Brandon knew he’d promised to go out this week but didn’t care. “Just leave me alone, Paul. You guys will have more fun without me.”

Paul sighed and left the room. Brandon’s heart sank when he heard Paul talking to Daniel in the kitchen. It was a lot harder to tell Daniel no. He was forceful. Dominant. Gay too, but people never suspected it. Daniel had surprised Paul and Brandon when he came out to them several years ago.

When Daniel wanted something, he often got it. He reminded Brandon a lot of his mother, Joy. Daniel always loved when Joy came to visit. Daniel walked through Brandon’s door. His eyes focused and charged. “Brandon, don’t make this difficult.”

“Daniel, just forget I’m here,” Brandon said, wishing he didn’t have roommates who were always trying to drag him into the public realm. It would all be easier if he lived alone. More expensive, but easier.

Daniel sat on Brandon’s bed, rubbing his back. Daniel could be super affectionate. He’d always cook soup whenever someone in the house got sick. He asked if they needed things from the grocery store when he went. Brandon had gone through a weird phase when he thought he had a crush on Daniel but decided it wasn’t true.

Brandon didn’t really know which gender he liked, if any at all. He found both men and women attractive but never felt an overwhelming desire for either. He wasn’t sure if he was asexual or extremely depressed. Brandon never went to the doctor. Paul tried to diagnose him while reading through one of his medical textbooks, but Brandon wasn’t having any of that half-trained diagnosing.

“You promised us, Brandon. Stop reading those depressing books you always have around the house, come eat dinner, and then go dancing with us. Paul needs a girlfriend,” he said. “And I’ll need a midnight snack.”

“Gross,” Brandon said, but he secretly thought it was hot when Daniel would make his fuck buddies scream. The walls weren’t thick enough to block those noises.

“Whatever,” Daniel said. “When was the last time you got laid, anyway?”

One year and nine months. Two partners, one night. The sex happened with two of his classmates in the English department at the University of Minnesota—Minneapolis. Eleanor, the breathtaking poet. Austin, the handsome short story critic. Brandon had been attracted to Eleanor’s wit and Austin’s charm. Board games and cosmos led to regrettable decisions and the end of two friendships.

The night, while cerebral and sensual as hell, still gave Brandon chills when he thought about it.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” Daniel asked when Brandon didn’t respond after a few beats. He was clearly getting bored with consoling his miserable best friend. Brandon didn’t want to piss off the people who cared about him most.

Brandon tossed his book to the side, sighed, and rose to a sitting position. “I’ll go but don’t expect me to be any fun,” he said.

Daniel hopped to his feet and clapped his hands. “There you go! Lamb ragu, salad, and a little wine will do you good. Tonight will be a blast,” Daniel said and put out his hand for Brandon. Brandon took it, and Daniel pulled Brandon to his feet. He, Daniel, and Paul walked into the kitchen.

They ate the food. Brandon had to wash the dishes. He would never admit it, but it felt good to be out of his bed. As amazing as the Anne Sexton poems were, he had to live while he could. Brandon couldn’t act like a spoiled little bitch forever when he had so much in the world. Why did he have to see every glass half empty? Why couldn’t he appreciate every breath he had? He typed up poems about this when they were heading across town in a cab.

♦

House music was bumping in Juniper Elephant, the bar where Kimberly Brown worked. She deejayed on Thursday nights and was spinning records as people slowly came through the door. If she gained enough popularity, she could move to the weekends. Mario, the owner of Juniper Elephant, promised he would give her the spot if she could make Thursdays more profitable than the weekend.

Kimberly, who often went by Kim, never drank when she deejayed. She was sipping on sparkling water with lemon as she dropped the beat and rocked her hips. She was wearing a bright red bouffant dress with the sleeves rolled halfway up her arms. Kim had on a pair of square sunglasses, even though she was inside. She had on black tights with ankle boots so she could walk around easily.

Kimberly stood out more than most because her hair was dyed the colors of a unicorn: pink, purple, red, orange, yellow, green, and blue. The colors danced through her hair, perfectly placed by her amazing hairstylist. She loved staring at it in the mirror; searching for new shades she had yet to find.

After another hour passed, Juniper Elephant had a swarm of people on the dance floor. Kim lost herself in the music. She rocked her hips to the beat, blending the songs from one to the next. She didn’t need alcohol or drugs. The music lifted her spirits. She wanted to deejay more than anything else in the world. It was her dream job. The career she needed. Kim had a culinary arts degree but hated working in a kitchen.

Kim bartended and ran a successful blog about her life as a trans woman trying to make it through the world. She posted dishes she cooked, mixes she created, and shared random facts about her life. People loved to hear about guys she dated, but there hadn’t been much of that going on. Not since Christian.

Christian was her first love. She’d fallen for him like a rock in water. She would have done anything for him. Sometimes Kim would shake her head when she thought back to how sprung she had been over him, but he’d been the first guy to really accept her as a trans woman. He was so sexy, too.

Even as Kim searched for a new song on her laptop, she could picture Christian’s golden brown eyes. His dark auburn hair, freckles, and plump lips. The ways his muscles would flex and glisten when they went swimming or when they would meet up after he worked out.

Everything had been perfect with Christian until he showed his true colors. Their last conversation had made the world come crashing down around her.

Someone tapped Kim’s shoulder. She turned, and her coworker Dorothy was standing behind her. She bartended on the weekends when she didn’t have to work her other job as a nurse. Dorothy loved making money more than sleep. She drove a luxury car and lived in a sparkling condo in the city. When Dorothy wasn’t working, she was trying to find a bad boy who lived his life on the edge.

“You need something?” Dorothy asked when Kimberly pulled off her headphones. The crowd cheered as the beat dropped.

Kim tossed her unicorn hair over a shoulder. Her nails squared out and painted white. “I’ll take another soda water,” she said.

“Coming right up,” Dorothy said. Kimberly watched her walk off the stage, her phat ass swaying from side to side. If Kim liked women more, she’d definitely want a chance with Dorothy.

Kim scanned the dance floor, watching her people move to the beat. There was one guy not dancing, which always made her sad. She hated seeing wallflowers staring at a bright screen. What was the point of coming out to text? Kim watched him as she lightened up the music, making her crowd eager for the next time she would drop the beat.

She loved the push and pull. As she let the lighthearted song play, Kim walked off the stage and straight to the guy on his phone. He was too close for her to ignore. As she approached him, she could work out his features.

The man looked like he had some Asian in him. Maybe half white and half Asian? He was tall with dark hair. No facial hair and smooth, moisturized skin. Easy on the eyes. Kim wouldn’t throw him out of bed, but she wasn’t after sex or romance. She just wanted him to dance.

The man looked up when Kim was standing in front of him. His eyes wide and shocked. Kim noticed how long his lashes were. Kim stared at him a second, amazed by how attracted she was to him. She shook off the desire, grabbed his hand, and pulled him to the stage.

Brandon nearly dropped his phone as he followed Kim. He couldn’t believe her boldness. He’d been typing a poem on his phone about how messy drunk people were when the DJ appeared out of nowhere. What right did she have to make Brandon do something?

Brandon ripped his hand from Kim’s grip. She looked back at him, “come on! You didn’t come out to stand against the wall,” she said.

“In fact, I came to do just that,” he said and turned away from her.

Kim would have let him go, but now she wanted to dance with him. He was super cute in a nerdy-and-shy-guy way. Kim skipped in front of him.

Brandon wanted to push this woman with crazy hair. Who even wore sunglasses in the dark? Didn’t she know she looked like a fool? He’d definitely be writing a poem about how much he hated intrusiveness.

Kim tossed her head to one side. She put her hands up to stop Brandon without touching him. “Come on stage with me,” she said, lifting her sunglasses.

Daniel and Paul were watching the DJ talk to Brandon from the distance, secretly cheering him on, but Daniel could also tell this interaction was the reason the music had been weaker the past minute, and he needed the DJ to do her work! “Come on,” Daniel said, pulling Paul toward Brandon and Kim.

Brandon looked at the stage, and his heart sank. There was no way he could get on that stage, but then Daniel came up behind him, placing a heavy hand on his shoulder. “What’s going on over here?” asked Daniel.

Kim took in the two men who’d approached them. “Are these your friends?” she asked the wallflower.

Brandon nodded. “Come on stage, guys,” she said and smiled to the blonde who had a lot of energy. All three of them were incredibly gorgeous, but there was a special place in her heart for the timid one.

Daniel and Paul dragged Brandon to the stage and stood behind Kim, acting as background dancers; at least Daniel and Paul were. Brandon had his fists deep in his pockets while Kim picked up the beat. She put one of her favorite dance songs on the queue.

Kim dropped the beat and turned to her sexy guys. The blonde was a lot of fun. Kim danced with her arms on his shoulders while she stared into the shy guy’s eyes.

Brandon wasn’t too happy to see his DJ in the arms of his friend, but what could he do? Daniel always got what he wanted in life. It was like he didn’t even have to try.

Dorothy came on the stage, bringing the glass of water Kim had requested. Kim left Daniel’s arms, twirling until she was in front of Dorothy. She took the glass from her, giving her girlfriend a knowing smile. Dorothy danced with Kim, giggling because she knew Kim was up to no good. The dance song was intense. People whistled and hollered as the bass reverberated around the room. Kim tossed her hair from side to side, turning slowly to her man.

Brandon looked the DJ in the eyes. She seemed fun but crazy. Brandon had never met a woman with as much energy as her. She kind of scared him. His heart raced as she stepped toward him. Daniel and Paul were lost in the music. Dorothy had left the stage to get back to work, from what Brandon could tell. He just wanted to go back to typing his poems. The DJ put her hand on his shoulder.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Brandon,” he said. He had to repeat himself because he spoke too softly the first time.

“I’m Kim, Brandon, and I expect you to dance if you come to my party,” she said as she shook her hips. “Get back on the dance floor and have fun with your friends! Got it?”

Brandon opened and closed his mouth. He grabbed Daniel and Paul and rushed off the stage to the dance floor. Kim shooed them away so she could get back to her music, but teasing Brandon had so been worth it. She would be thinking about him a lot tonight, but knew he would fade from her memory like any other crush.

“What happened?” Daniel asked as they found a spot on the dance floor. Brandon was retelling his conversation but danced when he saw Kim’s fierce gaze on him. He pumped his fists in the air and rocked his hips, feeling like a fool but loved how Kim smiled at him before returning her attention to the laptop.

They didn’t talk again that night, but something flipped inside Brandon. Kim was his first crush since Austin. He only hoped it didn’t end how things did with Austin and Eleanor and their hot yet awkward three sum.

After the lights came on and the party was over, Brandon lingered in Kim’s thoughts. She would stop thinking about him by morning, but he had been really cute. Kim loved adorable guys. She only wished she could find to love her for who she was and not break her heart like Christian had.


CHAPTER TWO

Brandon dumped the trash from his bedroom bin into the kitchen trash can. Crumbled papers fell from the smaller hole into the bigger one. He shook his head as he watched all the poems he’d killed drop into the disgusting pile of trash. Daniel cooked a lot and threw away weird, slimy stuff.

Kim had crossed Brandon’s mind every minute of every day. He’d even called into work one evening so he could sit at home and write poems about her unicorn hair. Her sunglasses. Her gorgeous gray eyes. Brandon couldn’t draw well, but he could paint pictures with his words.

Too bad his poems were coming out as sappy bullshit. He hadn’t kept a single one. He had this idea of going back to Juniper Elephant and confessing his love for her, but who did that? This wasn’t some movie, and Brandon would puke all over her before he ever found the courage to tell her how he felt.

Paul and Daniel weren’t home, so Brandon was walking around in his boxers. He went to the bathroom and took a cold shower. The frigid water could make him forget about Kim, even if it was only for a millisecond. She was in the background of everything he’d done that week, and it was driving him crazy. Why couldn’t he have been a normal guy and danced before she pulled him to the stage? Before she had shot him with Cupid’s arrow?

Brandon dried himself for the third time that day. He couldn’t resist the urge any longer. It was Tuesday, nearly a full week after Brandon had gone dancing with Paul and Daniel. Brandon swallowed his fear, put on some jeans, a sweater, and headed out the door. It was fall, and the evenings were cold.

Kim was behind the bar, wondering how much longer she would have to bartend before she could travel the world as a famous DJ. She was imagining herself in festivals, shaking her hair on a stage in front of thousands of people. Sipping champagne in a hotel suite after the show, getting a pedicure with Dorothy by nail technicians Kim had paid to come to the room.

Dorothy always said she would come with her to a foreign country if Kim ever got invited to play a show in one, but that day had yet to arrive, and Kim doubted Dorothy would take any time off work, even if the flight and hotel were free. She didn’t work much during the week, and Kim always missed it when she wasn’t there.

The door opened, bringing a draft of cold air with it. Kim hated the winter. Juniper Elephant was never warm enough when there wasn’t a party and massive amounts of body heat. A familiar looking guy walked through the door. It took Kim a moment to realize it was the shy guy she had pulled on stage last Thursday. He looked a little sick to his stomach.

“Brandon! What are you doing here?” she asked as she put a menu in front of her on the bar. He took a seat in front of where she was standing, playing with the corners of the menu as Kim filled a glass with ice water. “Here’s a water. Could I get you something to eat? We have amazing hamburgers,” she said. They always served food at the bar, even when there was a party. Juniper Elephant was an eclectic bar and restaurant.

Mario, the owner, loved having parties. He loved watching the young ladies dance. Everyone thought he was a pervert, but he had a wife named Julie, and they had been married forever and seemed super happy. Kim wished Mario would keep his crude comments to himself, but she was happy to have a boss who let her deejay on Thursdays.

Brandon sat across from Kim, feeling stupid for coming to the bar. “Are you hungry?” asked Kim. She leaned on the counter with her elbows and propped her chin with her hands, wrapping her fingers around her face. “Or did you come here just to see me?”

Kimberly hadn’t thought much about Brandon since Thursday night, but she was happy to see him. She loved it when cute boys thought about her or went out of their way to see her. She wondered if he would run in the other direction when he found out she was trans. They normally did.

Christian hadn’t, but he dumped her when she canceled the gender-reassignment surgery she’d planned. She took hormones to help with facial and body hair. Kim had a boob job and had her Adam’s apple shaved, but she didn’t want to part with her dick. She loved it. For a long time, she had hated it, but what she’d hated was not being accepted by the public as a woman.

Some of her trans friends had turned on her when she canceled the surgery. They didn’t understand. Others stayed by her side and understood. Everyone was different, and Kim was only trying to follow her gut. Kim couldn’t explain what had come over her, but everything had happened a week after she had confirmed the final surgery date. She’d broken out in hives. She couldn’t stop thinking she would regret it, so Kim took action, but that action led to Christian walking out the door.

He didn’t want to date her anymore. He had been expecting her to transition. Christian had promised a future. They had even talked about what their wedding would look like. Adopting kids. He was dating some cheerleader chick a month after they broke up. Kimberly had to unfollow him on all of her social media accounts. It hurt Kim too much to see how happy he looked without her in his life.

“Brandon, please say something,” Kim said to pull her back to the moment. She didn’t want to think about Christian when she had a cute guy right in front of her.

Brandon stared into Kim’s gray eyes, mesmerized by how they looked like an incoming rainstorm. He wanted to dance in the raindrops of her clouds. “Uh, sorry. Is it weird I came here?”

“It’s more weird you’re not speaking,” said Kim. She stood straight and placed a foot on a bucket of dirty dishes for support. “So, what do you drink? Beer? Liquor? Wine?”

“Beer is fine. Whatever you suggest.”

“I really love this new wheat beer we have. It’s light and lemony,” she said. Kim didn’t drink much, but she had to try everything on the menu so she could sell the items to customers. Kim ate Juniper Elephant’s food almost every night of her life, and it was delicious.

Brandon would order whatever Kim suggested. “That beer sounds great. I’ll take a hamburger and fries too. Sorry for being a total weirdo. I don’t normally—”

Kim shook her head. She had to put in the order and get back to her other customers. “Don’t worry about it, Brandon. I’m happy to see you. Give me a sec,” she said and disappeared to refill waters and pick up dirty dishes from the bar.

Brandon watched Kim work, amazed by how agile she was. He was a server but didn’t know how he still had his job. He called in a lot and barely tried when he went to work. It was more a break from reading and writing poetry for him. A place to socialize outside the classrooms of ambitious business students.

Kim returned to Brandon with his beer in hand. It was orange and frothy and tasted delicious. Brandon swallowed as Kim watched him with her intense gray eyes. “What do you think?”

“It’s incredible,” he said. Brandon placed the beer on the wet coaster. The frosty glass translucent from the heat of the room.

Kimberly watched Brandon’s smile fade to an anxious grin. He was so uncomfortable. Kim reached out, touching his hand lightly. He stirred in his bar stool. “Why did you come here today, Brandon?”

He had wanted to ask her out but couldn’t bring himself to do it, so he said the first thing that crossed his mind. “I heard the food is good here, so I wanted to try it.”

Kim couldn’t disagree. The kitchen staff did an incredible job. She would never work in a restaurant with bad food, even if she didn’t want to use her degree. She thought she used her culinary skills enough creating inventive cocktails for Mario’s menu. Without her, his bar would be a lot less interesting.

“Is that so?” she asked.

Brandon swallowed. Coming here had been a mistake. He pulled out his pen, grabbed a loose napkin, and dropped his head. Kim rose one eyebrow, but she had other customers. They took her attention as Brandon wrote a poem on the napkin:

When I

think

your face

consumes

me

Brandon placed the poem and thirty dollars under the beer he hadn’t finished when Kim left the bar to go to the kitchen. Brandon got up and left Juniper Elephant. There was no way he could face Kim again. His poem was as dreadful as his game. Kim was out of his league. He could never keep up with someone like her, so he didn’t even want to try.

Kim came out of the kitchen carrying Brandon’s burger and fries, but he wasn’t at the bar. She thought he’d gone to the bathroom until she saw the cash under the beer. Kim shook her head, wondering why he was so awkward. She didn’t judge him too harshly. People were strange. She certainly was, but what was the point of coming all the way to Juniper Elephant just to leave without asking her on a date?

Kim picked up the cash, sad Brandon had abandoned her, and then she saw the poem. It melted her heart. She wished so badly that he would return, but Brandon was already halfway home.

Brandon held his steering wheel tight as regret chocked him. He wished he could change himself. He wished he weren’t so awkward, but talking to people he had a crush on made him drip with anxiety. Brandon went to his room and closed the door, losing himself in dark poems to help cope with the grief and regret from leaving Juniper Elephant without telling Kim how he felt.


CHAPTER THREE

Kimberly: Hey, this is Kim. Why did you leave Juniper Elephant so soon? I miss you! Let’s get a drink. Let me know when you’re free.

Brandon was standing in the alley behind the restaurant where he worked. He had no idea how Kim got his number. His heart was racing as he read the message over and over, the empty trash can dangling from his fingertips. He would clock out and head home in a few minutes.

Madeline, the owner and head chef, popped her head out the back door and saw Brandon on his phone. “Get back to work, Brandon. I don’t pay you to text,” she said.

The guests paid most of his salary, but he didn’t want to argue with Madeline. She was in one of her bad moods and could be a major pain in the ass when she was worked up. “Sorry. Just got a surprising message.”

“Well, if it’s not an emergency, I need you inside taking care of your guests.”

“Coming,” Brandon said and walked to the door. He went inside, finished the cleaning duties, and waited for his tables to leave. Brandon was an awkward guy, but he had learned how to serve tables like a robot and get decent reviews from guests. He went back outside after clocking out and sat on a milk crate. Brandon opened the message from Kim, still unsure how she’d gotten his number, but he really wanted to see her again.

Brandon: I just got off work. Do you want to meet tonight?

Kim was lying on her bed. She had her legs running up the wall as she stared at her cell phone screen. She readjusted, flipping over to her stomach, when the message from Brandon popped up on her screen. Kim wouldn’t mind going out tonight. She wasn’t doing anything but scrolling through the news without a care for what she saw; not until there were articles about her music.

Kimberly: Tell me where and when. I’ll be there.

She added a kiss smiley face and hit ‘send’. Kimberly rolled off her bed, tossing her hair back before she stood. She switched to the bathroom. Her phone vibrated, and Brandon sent the name of a boutique restaurant she’d been wanting to try. It was closer to the suburbs, but she didn’t mind driving if it meant she could she Brandon.

When Brandon left Juniper Elephant without eating his burger, she would have just written him off as some weirdo if it weren’t for the poem he’d left. She thought he was tragically shy and wanted to make him her boyfriend. She wanted to dress him in designer clothes and make him dance on the weekends, so Kimberly had looked through her photos. The outgoing blonde friend, Daniel, had tagged her in a picture. Daniel gave her Brandon’s number without hesitation. He was all about them hooking up.

Kimberly: See you there.

Staring at her gray eyes in the mirror, Kimberly wondered how Brandon would react when she told him she was trans. People saw Kim as a woman. They didn’t even think twice when they looked at her now. It hadn’t always been that way, but she was grateful those days were in her past. People seeing her as a woman cemented her truth. She was comfortable in her skin.

Kim took a deep breath, exhaling out her worries as she stripped naked. She got in the shower and rubbed her body with a frothy loofah of fruity shower gel. She kept the smallest amount of hair around her dick, trimming it almost daily. Kim loved how her she looked naked. She felt perfect and wouldn’t settle for anyone who didn’t accept her for who she was and how she was now.

As time passed, Kim accepted that she would have loved her vagina if she had been born with it, but she had been put on a different path from the beginning. Kim learned to understand herself, and she wanted to keep her dick. She knew that could change. What was life without change? But for now, she felt perfect as she was and serene in her skin.

Kim rinsed off after washing her hair and body. She wrapped a towel around herself, water dripping onto the mat beneath her. “Whatever happens, you’ll stay strong,” Kim told herself in the mirror.

She could already feel herself falling for Brandon. She had been holding on to the pain from Christian breaking her heart for so long, she forgot what it was like to have hope. She was envisioning future dates with Brandon before she even got dressed for the first one. Kim could act tough, but she was desperate for love. Desperate for someone to accept her and cherish her for who she was.

Kimberly dried her hair with a blow dryer, pulling a brush through it as she did. She shook her unicorn hair, wishing she felt as bright as it looked, but telling a guy for the first time had gone so many ways in her life. Kimberly braided her hair into a bun and walked out of the bathroom naked.

Standing in front of her closet, Kimberly grabbed a mustard dress with an open back and long sleeves. It draped over the shoulders like water falling over a cliff. She loved pairing it with navy kitten heels and earthy jewelery. She had a bracelet with brown and turquoise rocks. Turquoise earrings. A brown purse with gold accents.

Kimberly ran clear lip gloss over her lips. She put on a thick layer of eyeliner and mascara. She loved how it made her gray eyes pop. Kimberly took a deep breath, nervous and excited for what Brandon would have to say when she told him.

She grabbed cash from a stack she kept in the closet. They were tips she didn’t deposit. As hopeful as she was, Kim always wanted to be prepared for the worst.

♦

Brandon twiddled his thumbs as he waited for Kim to arrive. He was sitting at a table in Madeline’s first restaurant, Madeline’s Cafe. Madeline’s wife, Rhonda, ran the cafe while Madeline headed the new place. Madeline’s Natural Grill was three times the size and in a more prominent location, but people still loved to eat at the cafe.

Brandon saw Kimberly walking to the door. Her colorful hair braided into a gorgeous bun. She was wearing bold colors, which made her even more intimidating. Brandon wouldn’t even think to wear something like that. He had on gray chinos and a solid black sweater. He was wearing black sneakers. Daniel had picked out the outfit for him and told him he’d been the one to give Kim his number.

“You look handsome,” Kimberly said as she approached the table. She smelled like mango and lemon and freshly cut grass as she bent down to kiss Brandon on his cheek. He realized too late he should have stood to hug her. Pull out her chair. Do something a gentleman who was comfortable in his skin would do.

Kimberly thought Brandon looked cute in his simple outfit. There was a small hole in his sweater, and it looked like it had spent too long sitting in his closet. Kim took a seat across from Brandon and fiddled with the menu as she put the words together in her head to tell him she was trans.

“Thanks,” Brandon said and shifted in his chair. “How was your day? Daniel told me you asked for my number.”

Kim nodded. “Yes, I did. You were the one who left before we could even have a proper conversation,” she said.

“Yeah, I know. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. You’re here now,” she said. Kim took a deep breath, knowing the time had come. She couldn’t hide in the shadows of her truth any longer. “Brandon, there is something I have to tell you before we order.”

Of course the server arrived right then, but Kim sent him away. He bent his head in defeat, and Brandon felt a little bad for the guy because they technically worked for the same people. Brandon hated when people dismissed him.

“Sorry. That was rude of me,” Kim said, knowing she had sounded dismissive. “But I’ve been so afraid to tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

Kim took a deep breath. “I’m trans,” she said.

Brandon leaned back in his chair. He hadn’t been expecting that. He thought she was going to say she had some disease. Brandon didn’t know what to say. He was a progressive guy. One of his best friends was gay. Brandon had even sucked a guy’s dick during that three sum, but Kimberly didn’t know any of that.

The silence pained Kim. She reached out her hands and touched Brandon. He looked down at her hand and did nothing. “Say something,” she said.

“I have a question but don’t know if it’s rude or not,” he said.

Kim didn’t have to ask what he wanted to know. She met the question routinely in her life. “I still have it,” she said. “I almost got the surgery last year but decided against it. If you have a problem with this, please leave now. I’ll enjoy dinner by myself.”

Brandon wasn’t leaving. He shook his head. He hadn’t walked into the date expecting this information, but he didn’t want the evening to end. Kimberly looked stunning in her mustard dress, and he had never been with such a beautiful woman in an intimate setting like this.

“There’s something you should know about me,” he said.

“What?” asked Kim.

“I’m not like most guys and super sexual. I don’t care that you’re trans, but that doesn’t mean I automatically want to date you. Last year I did something stupid, and I regret it.”

Kim rose her eyebrow but remained silent so Brandon would continue. She wanted to hear what he had to say.

“I slept with a guy and a girl last year. The guy, Austin, I had a major crush on him, and he seduced us when we were tipsy, but it was the biggest mistake of my life. They were my friends, and we never talk anymore.”

Kim reached out her hand and rubbed Brandon’s arm that was on the table. The server returned and interrupted them. They ordered a bottle of white wine to share. Kim fell silent as she looked over the menu. She decided on a vegetarian lasagna. Brandon wanted the tomato and basil pasta.

“I work at the other restaurant Madeline owns.”

“Madeline’s Natural Grill?”

Brandon nodded. “I’m a server,” he said.

“Oh, so we’re both in the industry?” she asked. Brandon didn’t seem like he would work in a restaurant. He was so rigid and shy. She wondered how he could ever serve tables. Madeline had a reputation for being tough on employees.

Brandon shrugged. “Hopefully I can make a living from my poetry one day, but I don’t know if that will ever happen.” He didn’t want to tell her how he would eventually have to move back to Atlanta to take over the family business because he didn’t want to believe it himself.

“I liked the poem you left me,” Kim said as she stared into Brandon’s dark eyes. He was getting sexier by the second now that he had relaxed a bit and her truth was no longer unspoken. He knew who she was, so all she had to do was make him realize what a catch she was. Kimberly didn’t want to get ahead of herself, but she was already wondering if she’d found the one. “So, tell me about yourself. How do you know those guys who came on stage with you?”

“We were all roommates in college.” Brandon told her how they met at the University of Minnesota—Minneapolis. He told her about their jobs and who they were. He didn’t mention that Daniel had picked out his outfit for his date, but the thought had crossed his mind.

“That’s amazing,” she said. “I went to culinary arts school but never want to work in a kitchen again in my life.”

“I understand,” agreed Brandon. He wouldn’t survive a day on the line. He didn’t know how they did it. It was as though his food just magically popped up, ready to serve to customers. “I don’t even know how I haven’t been fired as a server. I’m pretty bad at my job,” he admitted.

Kim giggled. How was it this easy to fall in love? She pinched her thigh to get a hold of herself, but she couldn’t stop gazing at Brandon’s face, snapping mental images for her memory. Even if things didn’t go well, she would always have tonight. A night where she was like any other girl on a date with a cute guy. The best part was Brandon hadn’t run out the door like others had. She only hoped he didn’t break her heart like Christian.

“Brandon, are you mixed?”

“Yeah, my mom’s Chinese descent. My dad is white,” he said.

“They made a beautiful baby,” Kim said, batting her lashes.

“Not as pretty as the one your parents made,” Brandon said. The more time he spent with Kim, the more he wanted her. She was outgoing yet soft. Forward yet reserved. He knew she could show him a world he’d never see on his own. “How long have you been deejaying?”

“I guess since I was little. My parents used to have records, and I’d always pick out what we listened to,” Kim said, thinking of her parents who were currently traveling the world. Her father, Roger, was a data scientist who did freelance work. Her mother, Lily, was a painter. She had moderate success in the art world. None of it mattered as long as they had each other. They were madly in love, even after being together for thirty years. “How long have you been writing poems?”

“Since I was young, too,” said Brandon. He didn’t know what attracted him to poetry. The hard truth. The raw emotion. He had loved it since his mother took him to a poetry reading at a university in Atlanta when he was young. She had only gone because her friend wanted to, but Brandon had fallen in love.

They told each other their stories, laughing about their parents and hobbies. Kimberly found Brandon more attractive by the minute and wished she had an off switch. Her feminine dick was rock hard under her dress but tucked between her crossed legs.

“So, when did you start your transition?”

“When I was a senior in high school. I had always been afraid to admit it to myself, but my parents were supportive when I told them and gave me everything I needed. I was lucky,” she said, thinking about some friends she had who’d had more difficult experiences with their parents.

“Where are your parents now?”

“In Uruguay. They want to settle in Europe, but who knows. I think they prefer being in an American time zone for my dad’s work,” she said.

Brandon wanted to tell Kim about his father’s empire, but it didn’t seem like the right time. What if she never wanted to leave Minneapolis? There was no reason to make problems before necessary.

“Tonight has been amazing,” Kim said as she stabbed the blackberry sorbet they were sharing. They’d finished the bottle of wine. Their server had cleared the table. Kim would leave him a little extra for being a bitch when he’d come over the first time.

Brandon agreed. “It has been,” he said. He sucked the sorbet off his spoon. “We should do it again soon.”

“I’d love that,” she said.

They split the bill and walked outside. Their cars weren’t parked too far from the restaurant. Kim’s car was closer, even though she’d arrived later than him. Brandon stood outside of her car as she opened the door. “Well, you have my number. Thank you for coming out tonight, Brandon.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” Brandon said. A moment of awkward lingering passed, and Kim leaned in for a kiss. Brandon didn’t know what to do, so he closed his eyes as Kim pressed her lips against his. It was hot but overwhelming. Love and sex scared him. “See you,” Brandon said when the kiss broke. He turned on his heel and darted to his car.

Kim touched her lips as she watched Brandon flee.


CHAPTER FOUR

Kimberly was polishing a glass behind the bar, complaining to Dorothy about how Brandon hadn’t called since they went on a date last week. It was Sunday night. Dorothy didn’t normally work those nights, but she had picked up an extra shift. Mario let her work whenever she wanted because of her big brown eyes and voluptuous butt. He also liked how well she could remember the names of Juniper Elephant’s regulars.

“He’ll call,” said Dorothy. She loved Kim but was getting tired of hearing about Brandon. She hadn’t talked about anything else all weekend. Brandon this. Brandon that. Dorothy wanted to stick a sock in Kim’s mouth. “Last week at the hospital was crazy,” Dorothy said, trying to change the subject.

Kimberly knew her complaining was crossing the line, but she thought the date had gone well until the last second. She wished she could take the kiss back. If that had scared Brandon, she wanted to turn back the clock and have another chance.

They’d been staring into each other’s eyes. Wasn’t it only appropriate to kiss and seal their fate as future lovers? It worked in all the movies Kim saw, but Brandon ran in the opposite direction.

Christian had been the one to pursue her. He kissed her the first time, but he had an outgoing personality like her. Neither of them were shy. Their romance had been like fireworks on the fourth. Kim had lost herself in the passion they shared.

“Sorry, Dorothy. I’ll keep it to myself. What happened at the hospital?” Kimberly asked as she placed one glass on the shelf and picked up another from the crate to polish. She listened as Dorothy told her stories from the hospital. Kimberly could never work as a nurse. She didn’t have enough compassion.

She wanted people to talk about her. Selfish sounded better than selfless. If she could tour the world as a DJ, she wouldn’t need a man. Kim wouldn’t care if the man she was crushing on didn’t call. If only she knew what Brandon was going through and why he hadn’t called.

Across the city, Brandon was dealing with his mother, Joy. She had come for a surprise visit. Daniel had been delighted to see her and eat sushi that she paid for, but his roommates didn’t have to entertain her on a daily basis. When Brandon wasn’t at work or school, he had no choice but to spend his time with Joy. She arranged her schedule around his.

“Did you have fun with Paul’s mom today?” Brandon asked when his mother was waiting for him in his living room. She had a key. All their parents had a key, but Joy was the only one who used it.

“Today was great. Pamela is doing well, but you and I have a lot to talk about, Brandon,” she said.

“Can I take a shower?” he asked.

Joy nodded, granting him permission to leave the room. She had come to tell him the clock was ticking, and they needed to start planning his return to Atlanta. Howard, Brandon’s father, wanted him to review the company’s plans and paperwork.

The information had overwhelmed him, and he couldn’t risk his mother finding out about Kim. He didn’t care that she was trans, but if his mother found out that he wanted to date a trans woman, she would do everything in her power to stop the relationship before it started.

Brandon wanted to call Kimberly and explain everything, but if he smiled the wrong way in front of his mother, she would question him until she got answers. Joy never stopped hunting for information until she found what she wanted.

Taking a shower, Brandon prayed his mom would disappear soon. He hoped Kim would understand and give him another chance. Time couldn’t move fast enough. Brandon took his time drying off and changing into a fresh pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He wondered if Kim would take him shopping. She had such a unique style. Brandon would take even five percent of her fashion sense.

“Hurry!” Joy called from the living room. She was watching reality TV and surfing her social media accounts. She managed the company’s social media but also had a huge following of her own. Joy loved posting photos of her in front of mirrors after a workout or in bikinis by the water.

Brandon went back to the living room where his mother was waiting. She turned off the television and looked her son up and down. He didn’t radiate masculinity like his father. What a disappointment. She wondered if he would ever find a proper woman with his meek appearance.

“Let’s take a ride,” she said.

Brandon sighed. She could only say the same thing so many times. He really just wanted her to go home, but Brandon hadn’t committed to a date to move. She wanted him to take more classes to finish earlier.

Joy got Brandon outside, unlocked the SUV she was renting, and hopped inside. Brandon dropped his head and climbed into the passenger’s seat.

They were at the first stoplight after the house when Joy spoke. “You need to quit your job at the restaurant,” she said. Joy wanted him to focus on school and taking over Dayton Auto Supplies and nothing else.

“Mom, I told you I like the job. They treat me well, and it gives me something to do,” he said. Brandon hated the job sometimes, but he hated the idea of his parents micromanaging his business skills more. Brandon never wanted Dayton Auto Supplies, but they didn’t care what he wanted. Their retirement plans trumped everything.

“If you concentrate, you could finish school by the end of summer and move—”

“Mom, please. Can’t we stick to the original plan?” he asked. “I’m taking my time. I’ll have my entire life to work at Dayton Auto Supplies,” he said.

“No, two more years is too long,” she said. “We need you back sooner.”

“It wouldn’t be a full two years. More like twenty months,” he said.

“Brandon,” Joy said in a warning voice. “Who pays your rent? You better watch what you’re saying.”

“If you cut me off, I might have to drop out and serve tables full time,” he said. He was tired of doing everything his parents wanted. Brandon had to live for himself, and he was starting today. What if he and Kim fell in love? Rushing his time in Minneapolis wasn’t an option. He didn’t have debt. His parents had already paid all of his college bills. He loved them and didn’t want to disappoint them, but what choice were they leaving him?

Joy was driving through random neighborhoods in Tremont, the suburb of Minneapolis where Brandon lived. She couldn’t believe how disrespectfully he had spoken to her but didn’t know what to say. She wished his father, Howard, had come. “Your dad wouldn’t—”

Brandon put up his hand. “Mom, I love you and dad, but no. We have an agreement, and it’s not changing. I think you should drop me off and go back to Atlanta,” he said.

“Brandon. Don’t you dare speak to me that way.”

“I’m sorry, mom, but you and dad control too much of my life. I will run the family business, but you have to wait. Twenty months. It’s not that long,” he said. He could feel the clock ticking down, each sunrise pulling him closer to the day when he would have to pack a truck of stuff and move back to Atlanta.

“Fine,” she said.

“You’ll leave?”

“Expect a phone call from your father.”

“He can call, but I’ll give him the same answer. Can’t you two just back off and let me live? I’ve been nothing but a good son,” he said.

“Grab my phone. Is there a ticket for the morning? I want to take you all to dinner one more time. Pamela said she is free tonight.”

Brandon opened his mother’s cell phone and used the Delta application to book a nonstop flight for her in the morning. She only sat in business and paid the premium price. Dinner with his roommates went well, as it always did. No matter how much he and his mother argued in private, they always acted proper in public.

“I’ll miss you,” Joy said and kissed Brandon on the cheek as she got in her rental. She had time to take it back in the morning before her flight. Brandon told him he’d miss her too and watched her pull out of the restaurant parking lot.

Daniel drove them back to the house. Their parents loved him, even though he was gay. If Paul or Brandon told one of their mothers they liked the same sex, it’d be a whole different story.

Brandon went straight to his bedroom when they got home. He had to call Kim. Just seeing her name on his cell phone screen brought a smile to his face. Brandon waited anxiously as the phone rang in his ear.

“Hey,” Kim said when she picked up the phone after several rings.

Brandon exhaled. “Kim, hey. I’m sorry I haven’t called. My mother was in town, and it was super crazy. Could you get together soon?”

“Maybe. Are you free tomorrow night?”

“I’m working, but we could have lunch before your show on Thursday? I would like to see you. I miss you,” he said. Brandon had been reading a lot of love poems to keep himself sane during his mother’s visit. When he was alone in his room, he would lose himself in thoughts of Kim.

“Why didn’t you text or anything?”

“My mom is kind of crazy. I’ll explain everything, if you’ll have lunch with me.”

“Okay,” Kim said in a softer voice. “Thursday before my show.”

“Tell me where and when,” he said.

“Deal.”

They ended the call. Brandon got up from his bed, pulled out a notebook, and wrote out his overwhelming feelings in verse.


CHAPTER FIVE

Joy’s visit clouded Brandon’s mind. He found himself scratching or biting his nails when he thought of it. Every time he went to class was a reminder of the impending doom. Brandon took a deep breath, steeling himself as he waited for Kim to arrive. He had asked her to meet him at the mall so they could hang out before she had to go to Juniper Elephant to work.

Kim’s gray four-inch stilettos clicked on the floor as she walked into the mall. She took off her sunglasses, folded them, and slid them into her gray hobo bag. She was wearing a plum long-sleeved dress with an asymmetrical hem to expose her thigh. Nude nylons to seduce random eyes. Her hair parted in the middle and resting on her shoulders.

Kim held the hobo bag by her side as she switched through the mall, ignoring anyone who looked at her. She knew she attracted attention. Why would she give it in return when she only had desire for one man?

Brandon lifted his head when something caught his eye. It was Kim’s colorful hair. She looked like a supermodel as she approached. He swallowed once to prepare himself. He was always nervous when he saw Kim. Brandon didn’t want to mess things up with her, and it made him shiver with nerves.

“Hey,” she said, kissing Brandon on his left cheek. “How are you?”

Brandon and Kim sat on the sofa. She crossed her legs. He placed his hands under his bottom to avoid tapping them on his thigh. “I’m good, but my mom sucked a lot of energy out of me,” he said. “I’m sorry I didn’t text or call you sooner. That wasn’t my intention. She came into town without notice.” He released his left hand and took Kim’s.

Kim looked down at their interlocked hands. She wouldn’t let her past relationship with Christian cloud her present. Brandon was here. They were together. “It’s okay, Brandon. Why did you want to meet me at the mall?”

Brandon felt Kim was a little out of his league. The outfit she was wearing now looked like it belonged in a magazine. She looked better than any other woman Brandon had seen since he got to the mall. “I want you to dress me for your show tonight. Daniel and Paul are excited to dance,” he said.

“You’re going tonight?” Kimberly asked, tightening her grip on Brandon’s hand.

“If that’s okay with you,” he said. “Is two hundred dollars enough to buy some stuff?”

“We’ll make it work,” she said and stood. They had work to do. She wanted to dress her man up in all designer clothes, so she dragged him to the discount section in Macy’s. He needed a new wardrobe. She piled jeans, button ups, sweaters, and more into Brandon’s outstretched arms. He was getting nervous as the weight grew heavier.

“Didn’t I say two-hundred dollars?” he asked.

“We’re not getting it all, but none of this is over twenty dollars. I love coming to the Macy’s discount section when I want to save a few pennies,” she said. Kimberly’s pushed clothes to the side, finding a few more pieces she thought might work for Brandon. Anything would be better than the cheap, faded jeans he had obviously purchased at the supermarket.

Brandon followed Kim to the dressing room. He couldn’t believe how affordable some of the stuff was they’d found. He never went shopping at the mall because it always seemed overrun with people. Back when he lived in Atlanta, his mom would bring home a lot of the clothes he wore. Since he had moved to Minneapolis, Brandon just bought clothing with his groceries if he needed something.

Sliding a pair of straight-leg button-fly jeans up his legs, Brandon liked how big his bulge looked when he buttoned them shut. He placed his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side in the mirror. The pants were only fifteen dollars. He was pretty sure he’d spent more than that on supermarket jeans and felt like a fool.

“What do you think?” Brandon asked as he stepped into the hallway where Kim was waiting for him.

Her eyes went straight to his package. They hadn’t even kissed properly, but Kimberly wanted to do a whole lot more judging by what he was working with. “Those jeans look amazing. Try the pink chinos next,” she said.

“You sure they’ll look okay on me?”

“I think they’ll look cute with that navy sweater I picked out. Put those on, and we’re definitely buying those jeans,” Kim said, waving her finger up and down Brandon’s sexy figure. She wanted to put some wax in his hair to give it more life. If he wanted a makeover for the club, they might as well go all the way.

Kim left the dressing room to find a cute jacket. He needed one for the cold weather descending upon the city. Winter was around the corner. She found a fake leather jacket on sale with a slightly asymmetrical zipper. Brandon would look handsome in it.

He was waiting when Kim turned the corner. The pink chinos fit him even better than the jeans, making his ass look plump. “You’re wearing those to the club tonight. Maybe with that short sleeve button-up shirt I picked out and this jacket,” Kim said, handing it to Brandon. “The sweater looks cute, but you won’t want to wear that in the bar.”

“Okay,” Brandon said and went into the dressing room with the jacket. He took off the sweater and put on a navy button up with random white spots. It looked great with the pink chinos. His tennis shoes were dirty compared to everything else. He stepped out the dressing room, and Kim complimented his look. “What about my shoes?”

“We’ll see how much we have left over, but you’re right. There are other stores that might have better deals on shoes. We can check here though,” she said. “Either way, it’s dark in the bar, and nobody will look at your shoes.”

“Right,” Brandon said. He tried on everything else. They had most of the stuff in the buy pile. Brandon added the totals on his phone before they went to the register. He basically had a new wardrobe, and it would only cost him one hundred fifty dollars.

Kim linked her arm in his as they walked out of Macy’s to a shoe outlet on the other side of the mall. “What a fantastic idea bringing us here, Brandon. Should we eat?”

“Is there something you wanted?”

“There’s an Italian place. I don’t want to eat in the food court,” she said and frowned as she thought of sitting with all those people around here, staring at her bright hair and elegant dress. She knew most of them were haters, but all the eyeballs were too much to handle.

Brandon nodded. The Italian place was halfway to the shoe outlet. “Italian works. Before the shoes?”

Kim nodded and led them to the restaurant, where a host sat them at a secluded table right when they walked through the doors. Kim ran her fingers through her hair as she waited for the host to fill their glass with water and leave silverware. “So, tell me about your mom. What happened?”

Brandon sighed. He never knew how to explain his mother. He loved her. Brandon would always be there for his parents, but they had to understand he wasn’t their slave. He had dreams of his own. Poetry often didn’t make as much as selling car supplies, but it filled his heart in a way running the family business never could. “My mom is complicated,” he said.

“I’m here to listen,” Kim said and leaned forward.

Brandon told Kim about the business his parents owned and how he was in a master’s program to study business so he could take over in a few years. He told her how he would have to move back to Atlanta one day, which hurt when the words reached her ears. “Wow, that’s a lot of weight on your shoulders.”

Brandon agreed. It was nice having someone to hear him and say those words. Everyone thought he sounded spoiled for complaining about his future inheritance, but it was a lot of pressure. He lived with it every day. “I shouldn’t complain, but I never wanted that company.”

Kim nodded. She understood. If her parents had forced her to do anything, she wouldn’t be the person she was. She’d always feared coming out because of all the horror stories she’d read about evil parents hating their queer children, and Kim had always been afraid to lose her parents. But she hadn’t lost them, and they accepted her for who she was.

“You can complain, Brandon. I would hate to be forced to do anything I didn’t want, so I understand. You’re a special guy,” she said.

The server brought back bread sticks. They had taken a break from their stories to order. The server returned several minutes later with their food. Kim had ordered a garden salad with chicken and a side order of macaroni and cheese. Brandon had squash ravioli in a cream sauce. They were drinking water. No alcohol.

“So, you’d write poems if you didn’t have to study business?”

Brandon grunted. “Not sure I could make enough money writing poems to pay the bills, but that’d be the dream. There are a few lucky poets out there who’ve made it happen, but it’s uncommon.”

“I liked the poem you wrote me,” she said. Even if it wasn’t the best poem in the world, it’d always have a place in her heart. Brandon was wearing his old clothes, but he still looked cute. She had already messaged Daniel via social media about buying Brandon some hair wax and doing his hair before the show. Daniel had replied in a second to agree. “I messaged Daniel today.”

“About what?” asked Brandon.

“Your hair. He’s going to do it before the show tonight, and I want you to wear those pink chinos with the blue short-sleeve button up.”

“I know,” he said.

“We still have fifty dollars for shoes,” she added.

Brandon had been thinking about using the money for lunch, but he could use a new pair of shoes. “Think we could find something for thirty-five dollars?”

“I’ll get lunch. Don’t worry about it,” Kim said and winked. “But it’s possible we’ll find a cute pair of shoes for twenty or less. I found these heels in a thrift store for five dollars.” Kim lifted one foot into the air to showcase her stiletto.

“You’re a thirty shopper.”

“I do what I can,” she said and called the server over to bring her the bill. Kim paid in cash and left a generous tip. They walked to the shoe store holding hands. They found a pair of black low-rise dress sneakers for twenty-five dollars. Brandon passed Kim fifteen dollars when they stepped away from the register after paying, but she refused the money.

“Save it for when you buy us dinner,” she said and winked. “Where did you park?”

“Near the food court,” he said.

“I’m on this side. Walk me to my car?”

Brandon nodded. They held hands to her car. He had never felt more in love. Even his former crush on Austin couldn’t compare. Kim was everything Brandon didn’t even know he wanted: sexy, intelligent, bold, ambitious, and trans.

“Thank you for helping me pick out clothes,” Brandon said when they reached her car.

Kim placed her hands on Brandon’s shoulders. “Thank you for coming up with the idea,” she said as Brandon placed his hands on her waist. “I’ll see you tonight?”

He bit his bottom lip and nodded. “What time should we arrive?”

“I start playing at eight thirty. Whenever you want. I’m done playing at midnight. No standing against the wall this time!”

“I promise I’ll dance,” he said.

“Okay,” Kim said and closed her eyes as she leaned in to kiss Brandon. He did the same and ran his right hand up her back as their lips locked together. They lost themselves in the moment, using their tongues as they kissed. Kim stared into Brandon’s eyes when they broke the kiss, already dreading the day this cutie would have to move to Atlanta.

“I’ll see you tonight,” Brandon said.

Kim ran her hand through his hair before unlocking her car and stepping toward the door. She missed him already. “See you tonight.”

He smiled and waited for her to start the car and pull away.


CHAPTER SIX

Kimberly had fifteen minutes until her set started. She was in the back fixing her makeup in the mirror. She was wearing a contoured dress. White with mesh stripes running through it for peeps of skin. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her dick tucked into her cotton panties. She would wear lace if they were going to dinner, but she had to work for a few hours. Normally Kimberly wouldn’t even dress like this, but she knew Brandon was coming.

Staring at herself in the mirror, Kimberly made her eyes pop with eyeliner and mascara. Her mother would always tell her she wore too much, but the darkness made her gray eyes pop.

“You’re on in ten,” Dorothy said. She stepped into the office that Kim used as a dressing room on Thursdays. “Do you want anything to drink before you start?”

Mario, the owner of Juniper Elephant, wouldn’t care if Kim drank during her set, but she never did. “Maybe an iced tea with lemon? No sugar,” she said.

“Sure. Is Brandon coming? Have you talked to him?”

Kim smiled and blushed. “Yes, he coming. We went on an incredible date today. He told me to meet him at the mall so I could pick out clothes for him to wear,” Kim said in a sing-song voice. Whenever she thought about how they’d spent the day in Macy’s, it made her dick jump.

“Oh, wow. You must have loved that,” said Dorothy. She knew Kim was a diva who loved fashion.

“I did,” she said. “I can’t wait until he gets here.”

Dorothy smiled and patted Kim on the shoulder. “I’ll bring your iced tea when you go on,” she said.

“Thank you,” Kim said as she put her hand over Dorothy’s for a second. Dorothy left the room, and Kim went back to doing her makeup. She finished a few minutes later and stood. Kim ran her hands down her sides, staring at herself in the mirror. She almost never wore heels while on the clock at Juniper Elephant, but she needed to impress Brandon. She wanted to take him home tonight and take those clothes he’d bought off to see him naked.

Kim loved deejaying but always felt nervous before she started a set. She tried to change something every time she played. She used a lot of the same songs but always in a different order and tended to add a couple new ones each time.

“You can do this,” she said to herself and smiled awkwardly in the mirror. Her unicorn hair braided into a tight bun on top of her head. She grabbed her makeup bag from the desk and pulled out two diamond stickers. She added one to each side of her eyes so they sparkled. No sunglasses tonight.

Kim lifted her arms above her head and rocked her hips, hyping herself up for the party. There were a few people on the dance floor grooving to the playlist of popular songs she’d put on before she went to get ready. Mario and his wife, Julie, were at the bar. Mario whistled when he saw Kim in her tight white dress with peeks of skin. Julie smirked, shaking her head and slapping Mario on the shoulder.

“Come over here,” Mario said and waved.

Kim switched as she crossed the room. It was five minutes until she was supposed to start, but Mario wouldn’t care if she was late. “What got you dressed up tonight? You look like you’re about to spin around a pole, not spin records,” he said and laughed.

“Mario!” Julie said and told Kim she was sorry on behalf of her husband. “Don’t be an asshole, Mario. Kimberly is a doll.”

“Thank you, Julie. The truth is there’s a boy I like, and he’s coming tonight.”

“I’m not complaining! You look hot! Hot ladies keep the customers coming. Keep dressing like that, and you’ll have the weekend slot in no time.”

Kim wished her hair was down so she could whip it in Mario’s face as she turned. “We’ll see how tonight goes,” she said and waved as she left for the stage. Kim greeted the crowd and got the few people on the dance floor hyped up as she played a single beat on repeat. “Let’s get this party started,” Kim hollered and dropped the beat of her first song.

The crowd cheered. Mario put up his thumb, returning his attention to the scotch in his hand. Julie ran her hands through Mario’s hair. Kim smiled to herself and focused on the music.

After giving the crowd a hype song, she pulled it back so she could climb the mountain while people came through the door. Kim moved her hips to the beat. She knew her hair would come down at some point. She thought playing in heels would have been harder, but they gave her confidence and made her feel sexy.

Brandon and his friends walked through the door after Kim had been playing for an hour. She was lost in the music and didn’t notice them until they were a few feet in front of her. Kim covered her mouth and screamed. She was wearing some vintage four-inch heels and had to tread carefully off the stage and into Brandon’s arms. “You made it!”

Daniel and Paul were behind Brandon, but they disappeared as Kim pulled Brandon into a deep kiss. She had a minute before she had to blend the songs and savored every second of Brandon’s lips against hers.

Kim broke the kiss when she heard the song ending. “I have to go. Thank you for coming. Dance!”

Brandon watched Kim rush to the stage, worried she would fall in those tall heels, but she made it and put on her headphones. Brandon pumped his fist in the air as she teased the crowd for a beat drop and song change.

Kim looked so sexy on stage, moving her shoulders to the beat while focusing on her laptop and the turntable. Daniel and Paul came from the bar with a beer for him. “Your girlfriend is a wicked DJ,” Daniel said and moved to the music. “Cheers!”

“Cheers!” they echoed.

Daniel led them to the dance floor, and they formed a small circle. Brandon moved his body as best he could to the music, trying not to stare at Kim too much, but the tight dress made it impossible not to notice her hourglass figure.

Kim concentrated on the sounds of her music while looking at Brandon through the corner of her eye. He was wearing the pink chinos and navy button-up shirt she’d told him to wear. She would have called him on stage but didn’t know if she could control herself. She would want to touch him. Kiss him. Lick him if nobody stopped her. He looked as delicious as strawberries topped with whipped cream.

Closing her eyes, Kim swayed to the music, touching the board she could operate in her sleep.

Brandon had been staring at Kim without realizing it, but when she didn’t look at him, he returned his attention to the music. His foot tapped. His head rocked. He watched how Daniel and Paul moved their bodies more naturally to the notes. He glanced at Kim. Her eyes closed as she swayed and mouthed the lyrics.

The song went up before coming back down when Kim dropped the beat, and Brandon hollered. He screamed, feeling the music for the first time. Understanding what people loved about coming to the club. Understanding why Kim wanted to dedicate her life to making people dance.

Brandon, Daniel, and Paul danced together as Kim played. They would make eye contact sometimes, but Brandon did his best not to stare and come off as a creep. After a while, Kim came off the stage. A playlist of songs kept the party going, but a lot of people had already left.

“That was incredible,” said Daniel. “Did you guys want to take the party back to our place? We have plenty of booze.”

That sounded good to Kim. She just wanted to be with Brandon, no matter where they went. “I could leave my car here. Who drove?”

Brandon raised his hand. He had only had one beer so Paul and Daniel could drink more. He wouldn’t mind having something strong back at home. “Should we go?”

“Yeah, let’s get out of here. I’ll tell my boss I’m leaving,” Kim said and went over to tell Mario her plan. Brandon and the guys waited for her. They all walked out the door together. Daniel and Kim rode in the backseat. They went through a drive thru for tacos on the way back to Brandon’s suburban home.

♦

Daniel came into the living room with his computer and a speaker. “Put on something,” he said and passed the equipment to Kimberly.

She knew a few mixes she could stream that she loved and put one on. Paul brought a bottle of tequila and shot glasses to the living room. “Ooh, we’re gonna need limes and salt,” Daniel said and went to the kitchen. Brandon thought it was as though they never left college. He felt nervous as he rubbed Kim’s shoulders, but she looked happy.

“What do you guys think of the music?” asked Kim.

“It’s perfect,” said Daniel, shaking his hips. “Bookmark it so I can listen to it again!” Daniel was already thinking about which one of his twinks he would text to come over later in the night, and the mix would act as a perfect backdrop. It wasn’t like he’d notice the repeating music when he had a hot ass to fuck.

Kimberly liked Brandon’s friends, and she really liked how he had his arms wrapped around her shoulders. Kim leaned closer to Brandon, nestling her head in his neck. She placed her hand on his thigh. She wondered how many shots she could take before she would beg Brandon to show her his bedroom.

“We should play some cards,” Daniel said when he brought the plate of limes and salt to the living room. “What do you guys think?”

“I’m down,” said Kim. She always tried to go with the flow, even though it was hard when she could see how big Brandon’s dick looked in his pink chinos. She pulled at the hem of her dress, wishing she had something more modest to wear in the morning, but it was whatever.

They drank shots and played cards and shared stories. Kim learned a lot about their college days and how Daniel would push them to try new things, which they usually loved. They weren’t too happy about when they ran out of gas in the middle of nowhere on the way to a camping trip, but all had been forgiven.

Kim yawned, but she was far from tired. “Are you tired?” asked Brandon. Kim nodded and looked into his eyes, batting her lashes. Brandon turned to his friends and said, “we’re going to bed.”

“Night,” they said and poured more tequila into their shot glasses. Daniel got out his phone to text a guy. Paul turned on the TV to an action movie and went to the freezer to find something to eat.

“Your friends are nice,” Kim said when Brandon closed his bedroom door and turned to her. He had his own bathroom, so they wouldn’t have to leave the room.

Brandon stuck his hands into his pant pockets. “I guess so,” he said.

Kim patted the bed. “Sit down. You should feel comfortable in your own room,” she said.

“I do. You just look so good tonight. It’s unreal that we’re here in my bedroom,” he said. Brandon was a bit tipsy but coherent enough to feel nervous. He even thought the alcohol was making it worse because all he wanted to do was take off Kim’s dress and have sex but was afraid to disappoint her.

When Brandon didn’t sit on the bed, Kim stood. She needed to feel him inside of her. His dick sliding against her tongue. Pushing into her tight hole. She had never wanted a man more than she did Brandon now.

Kim stepped in front of Brandon, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. “There’s nothing to worry about, Brandon. I want this,” she said as she leaned forward to kiss him. Brandon’s timid hands light on her waist. He moved his tongue with hers, following her lead.

She broke the kiss but didn’t break contact. Kim pushed her hands into Brandon’s hair. “Do you want me?”

Brandon nodded. He did. Kim had consumed his thoughts since they met. The tight white dress she was wearing made him want her even more. Kim’s nipples hard through the fabric. “Damn,” Brandon said as he took in the sight. His dick hardening to a stiffness he had never felt.

Brandon hadn’t had sex in over a year, and the last time had turned him off of sex and romance, but Kim was turning him on.

Kim smiled as Brandon’s grip tightened. As his eyes turned less focused and more passionate. “Touch me. Show me how much you want me,” Kim said in a whisper.

Brandon lifted Kim into his arms and walked her over to the bed, lowering her gently. She undid her hair that was in a ponytail and let it spread beneath her. She touched herself as Brandon unbuttoned his navy shirt, revealing his pale chest.

“Take off your dress,” Brandon said in a whisper as he unbuttoned his pink chinos. He pushed them down and revealed a pair of navy boxer briefs.

Kim pulled the dress over her shoulders and breasts but wanted Brandon to do the rest of the work. “Could you help me take it off, please?” she asked.

Brandon climbed onto the bed, crawling toward her on his hands and knees. Kim glanced at the erection in his boxer briefs, more than pleased with what she saw. She lifted her body as Brandon slid the dress off her frame. She was wearing nothing but her cotton panties. Her dick tucked but straining to come free.

Kim moved her hand to her crotch, both pushing down on it for pleasure and covering it to hide from Brandon.

Brandon wanted to see Kim naked, but he would reveal himself first. His eyes traveled along her body as he pushed down his boxer briefs. His thick dick bounced and stood erect. Kim’s mouth fell open. Brandon’s dick was everything she needed and more.

“Your turn,” Brandon said and grabbed Kim’s panties. She didn’t resist as he pulled them from her body. She reached between her legs and gently pulled off the medical tape she had put on before the club. She didn’t even feel it most of the time.

Her dick was half erect but wouldn’t take long to stand at attention. “Wow,” Brandon said as he reached down to touch her member. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. How did I get so lucky?” Brandon asked. He used his free hand to reach for his dick as he bent his body, parted his lips, and closed them around Kim’s dick.

Kim gripped the sheets. She moved her shoulders. Anything to cling to reality as her body exploded with pleasure. Brandon’s tongue against her hardening dick was the most incredible feeling. Her last boyfriend wouldn’t suck her dick. He almost acted as though her dick hadn’t existed while Brandon was treating it like dessert.

She melted into the moment. “Oh, Brandon. Fuck,” she moaned and touched her hard nipples. Brandon’s head bobbed along her shaft. She felt him stroking his dick and so badly wanted it inside of her but would savor this moment. The slurping sounds. Brandon’s warm hands on her thighs.

“You like that?” Brandon asked when he came up for air.

“Mmhm,” she said. “You want me to do you?”

“Sure,” he said and rolled over to his back.

“Sit against the pillow,” she said.

Brandon nodded and scooted to the head of the bed. He looked so sexy naked with his dick hard and hanging balls between his spread legs. Kim crawled to him, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock. She opened her mouth and didn’t close them until her lips were near the base of his cock. She couldn’t take another millimeter without choking.

Closing her mouth, Kim sucked on Brandon’s thick dick. She pushed her tongue against it. She pulled on his balls. Caressed his thighs. When Kim was feeling good and slutty, she moved Brandon’s hands into her hair.

He got the message and pushed down, making Kim choke on his dick. Fuck, she loved his member. Kim sucked his dick harder until Brandon took over complete control. He moved Kim to the position he’d been in and stood above her, lowering his dick to her mouth and fucking her face.

Kim moaned as Brandon fucked her mouth, touching her hard dick as he used her how he pleased. When he pulled out, she spoke before he could fill her mouth again. “You have any condoms? I want you to fuck me, baby,” she said and reached down to her desperate, pulsating hole.

“I think I have some. Hopefully they’re not expired,” he said.

Kim wasn’t too worried. She would just go ask Daniel, who she was sure would have some. But they didn’t need that because Brandon found a few in his sock drawer. Kim smiled and said, “put it on, big boy. I’m ready.” She got onto her hands and knees, spreading her cheeks with the movement of her ass to show Brandon her hole.

Brandon ripped open the condom and rolled it on his dick. He had some lubrication he used to masturbate, which he did a lot, so he always had a fresh bottle. Kim pulled her hair over one shoulder and looked at Brandon over the other. The condom slick with lubrication. Her ass ready for his dick.

Brandon climbed onto the bed, rubbing lube on Kim’s hole and dick. She flinched when the wetness touched her sensitive cock. “Be careful. I might cum,” she said. Kim didn’t want to cum until Brandon was filling her hole.

“Better hold it so you can cum in my mouth,” Brandon said. It was as though a beast had taken over. He wanted Kim’s cock as much as her ass. He slid his dick along her split, teasing her hole.

Brandon reached around, taking Kim’s plump breasts in his hands. They felt incredible. She moaned as he kissed her neck, licking from her collarbone to her ear. He sucked on her earlobe.

Kim held her throbbing dick, so hungry and desperate for Brandon’s thick cock. She loved how he was teasing her, but enough was enough. She moved her hand from her dick to his as Brandon pulled on her hair and kissed her neck. Guiding the head of his dick, she slipped it into her ass.

Brandon closed his eyes as Kim’s walls closed around his dick. Being inside her was the most incredible thing he’d ever felt. She was tight yet accepting. Warm. Her hand reached behind him. Kim grabbed his ass and pushed him deeper.

Her dick was dripping to the sheet beneath them. She didn’t dare touch it, or she would cum. Brandon’s dick stretched her in the best way possible. Reaching between her legs, Kim grabbed Brandon’s balls as he was pressed deep inside her.

Brandon moaned and groaned. He wasn’t sure how long he could last. Each thrust in Kim’s ass brought him closer to an orgasm. Kim took Brandon’s hand and placed it on her breast. She moved his other one to her other breast. He squeezed them as he fucked her hole.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Brandon whispered into Kim’s ear before he bit her lobe.

She moaned as his hands caressed her breasts. She could cum too but wanted to squirt into his mouth like he’d said. Brandon moved his hands from her breasts to her cock, but she pushed them away. “Cum in me,” she said, dropping her hands to the bed.

Brandon held Kim’s sides as he thrust. It didn’t long before his balls were tightening and pushing a load through his dick. Kim gripped the sheets as Brandon busted in her ass. Brandon growled as cum shot into the condom, his dick deep inside Kim. He slapped his chest and pinched his nipple as his dick jumped and leaked.

“My turn,” Kim said and pushed Brandon out of her ass. He looked down at his slick dick. The tip of the condom dangling with a huge, white load of his cum. He pulled off the condom and tossed it to the floor.

Kim was standing at the end of the bed. Her breasts perky. Hair down, looking sexy as fuck. Brandon got off the bed and onto his knees in front of her. He put one hand on her ass and the other around her cock as he parted his lips to take her dick.

“Mmm,” Kim moaned as Brandon’s tongue pressed against her wet, sensitive penis. She placed her fingers in his hair, gliding his head along her rod. “Damn,” she said as moans escaped her. As she clung to the last moments of sanity before her orgasm.

Brandon picked up speed and increased his suction. The wetness of his mouth took Kim over the edge. She held the back of his head as she unloaded into his mouth. Every drop slid down his throat, and Brandon loved how sweet she tasted.

He looked up at her. She down at him. They stared at each other, naked and comfortable. It was as though they had found one another and no longer needed to search. Brandon hugged her legs and kissed her thigh. She rubbed his head before pulling him to his feet so she could kiss him on the lips.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Kimberly had to wear her tight mini dress when she left Brandon’s, but it wasn’t too bad. He drove her to her car, and she only had to go from his car to hers. Nobody even saw her, from what she could tell. She went home, took a shower, and spent her day thinking about Brandon.

He had gone from the wallflower at Juniper Elephant to the man of her dreams. She kept visualizing the sight of him on his knees below her, drinking her cum with delight.

Over the next few weeks, Kim and Brandon spent all of their free time together. They went to movies, restaurants, hay rides, apple picking, and to random bars when Kim wanted to dance. Brandon, Daniel, and Paul went to Juniper Elephant every Thursday night.

And the sex. They couldn’t keep their hands off one another. Every night Kim took Brandon’s dick. He sucked hers. Ate her hole before he fucked her. Kim would never tire of having sex with Brandon, but she might also want to fuck him one day.

She wouldn’t push it for now.

Their romance warmed as the weather grew cold. Kim and Brandon couldn’t get enough of each other. They spent more time at her place since she lived alone, but Brandon’s roommates were fun to hang out with, too.

It was a Tuesday night after the leaves had fallen from the trees, and they were all at Brandon’s. Daniel had made dinner. Kim was pouring wine while Paul set the table. Brandon was cleaning up the mess from the board game they’d been playing while the lasagna baked. After pouring the wine, Kim filled bowls with a squash bisque Daniel had prepared.

“Everything smells incredible,” said Paul. “What would I do without you, Daniel?”

“Eat a lot of frozen food,” he said.

“I’d just pay you to send me meals.”

“Ha,” said Daniel as he brought over plates of lasagna. He had to take two trips, but they were all sitting around the table in no time. They ate dinner while the TV played in the background, but they were hardly paying it any attention.

Daniel accepted the praise they showered on him with delight. He loved when people loved his food. It offended him when they didn’t. He still wasn’t sure if he would call one of his twinks that night. It was only Tuesday, and they weren’t even getting drunk. Just tasteful amounts of wine.

“We might watch TV on my laptop,” Brandon said and nudged Kim.

“Sure,” she said. She didn’t care. They’d already spent a lot of time with his roommates. They told them bye and went to Brandon’s bedroom, falling to the bed in a kiss after they closed the door.

Kim rested her hand on Brandon’s chest. He’d been working out a lot more over the past three weeks, and she liked it. His hand rubbed the small of her back, and her dick was getting hard.

Brandon hated that he had to leave Minnesota after his master’s and head back to Georgia. He never wanted to leave Kim but wasn’t sure if she would want to follow him. It would be wrong to ask that of her, but he couldn’t imagine his life without Kim in it.

Brandon ran his fingers through Kim’s unicorn hair. She had just gotten it touched up. It was redder than it had been before. Brandon didn’t care what color her hair was because she would still be gorgeous.

“I love you,” he said. It was the first time he’d said it, even though the words had been on the tip of his tongue for weeks.

Kim stared into his eyes as he held a strand of her hair between his fingers. “I love you, too,” she said. Their words led to undressing and passionate sex. Brandon was lasting longer, and Kim loved when he fucked her. She loved when he touched her dick and sucked it.

Nothing in life was perfect, but their time together was the closest either of them had gotten to perfection. It was as though their two bodies were one soul. Connected.

“I love you,” Kim said as she drifted to sleep in Brandon’s arms. They were naked and sticky but didn’t care.

“I love you, too,” he said and kissed the back of her head. His soft dick pressing into her leg. They fell asleep and had sex again before starting the next day.

Kim had a question tormenting her mind. She loved Brandon but needed to know his stance on something before she could commit one-hundred percent. “Do you think I could ever fuck you?” she asked in the morning, right before she was about to leave. They had showered together. She was sitting on the edge of his bed, dressed in a sweater and jeans with her coat in her lap.

Brandon had wondered if she wanted to but didn’t know how to ask. “Yes, I would love that. Let’s try it soon,” he said and kissed her on the lips.

“Okay. I’ll see you soon,” she said and kissed him again.

He walked her to the door and watched as she crossed the driveway to her car. He didn’t care how cold it was. Brandon waited in the door until Kim drove away.


CHAPTER EIGHT

It was Friday morning, and Kimberly was sitting in her living room reading a fashion magazine. Brandon had just left after staying the night. He often did after her shows. She loved how he and his roommates would come to dance every week. Brandon lost himself in the music more each week. He would even send Kim mixes he found online.

Kimberly was wearing a black silk slip with an untied plush robe. She had a cup of tea and nail polish on the coffee table. She thought about painting her nails but hadn’t gotten around to it when someone knocked. Kim had no idea who it could be but went to check.

Looking in the peephole, shock filled Kimberly when she saw Christian standing on the other side. He was wearing an unbuttoned gray wool coat with a red thermal sweater beneath it that hugged his muscles. He had on dark denim jeans and tan boots. He was looking at the peephole with his golden brown eyes. Dark auburn hair, plump red lips, and fading freckles. If he moved to New York, they would snatch him off the streets to model in a catalog.

“Kim, I can hear you. Please, can we talk?”

“I have nothing to say!” Kim said as she backed up from the door and tied her robe. What was Christian doing here? He hadn’t called or texted or anything in ages. He had broken her heart and disappeared from her life, not caring how he had left her in pieces. Brandon had made her regain trust in men.

Christian knocked again. She didn’t want to be rude, but she didn’t want to see him. “What do you want, Christian? Leave me alone!” she begged. She didn’t care what he had to say. She had just gotten over him and didn’t want to go down that path.

“I just want to talk. What I did was wrong, Kim. I brought lunch,” he said. “Let me in before the food gets cold.”

Kim touched her stomach. She and Brandon had shared a bowl of cereal, but she was hungry. Kim sighed as she walked to the door in her tight robe. She would have to change before she sat down with Christian. No need to have him getting the wrong idea because she was wearing her lounging clothes.

“Thank you,” Christian said when Kim opened the door. She looked at him with narrow eyes but let him pass. She had redecorated since the last time he’d come, and he commented on it. She loved changing things. Moving art. Swapping accessories. She often bought stuff at thrift stores and donated them back a year later. “Sit down while I change,” Kim said and pointed at the kitchen table.

Christian sat down, wondering what Kim had been up to since they broke up a year ago. Christian had a lot of fun right after the break up but slowly realized leaving Kim had been the biggest mistake of his life and came to win her back.

Kim changed out of her slip and robe and into a loose sweater and her baggiest jeans. She tied her hair into a messy bun and went to the bathroom to wipe all the makeup from her face. Christian frowned when he saw her walk into the kitchen.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Sad I don’t want to doll myself up for you?”

“No,” he lied. She had looked a lot better when she answered the door, but he knew she didn’t walk out the door without makeup, so he shook off the momentary disbelief.

“So, what did you bring to eat?”

“You still like Thai food?”

“Yeah,” Kim said and grabbed plates. She filled glasses with water and put them on the table as Christian pulled out the food. He had also brought flowers, which Kim put into a vase. She would compost them outside after he left but wouldn’t be a complete bitch. “The food smells delicious.”

“As do you,” he said. Kim was wearing her favorite perfume, which she had put on after the shower with Brandon. They had washed each other. As sexy as Christian was, he had never loved her like Brandon did.

“You shouldn’t have come here, Christian,” she said.

“You’re all I can think about,” he said and reached under the table to touch her knee.

She jerked to knock it away. “Christian, please. You can’t just throw me away and expect me to take you back,” she said. Kim wasn’t sure she could have been this strong if Brandon weren’t in her life, but she would never hurt her boyfriend. As hard as it had been to get over Christian, she had. As attractive as he was, she didn’t want him.

“I know. I’m a terrible person,” he said and bowed his head. “But you have to understand how hard it was for me when you changed your mind.”

“You should have supported me, Christian. Not dump me. What you did was pathetic. You’re a coward.” Kim said and dropped her fork. She wanted to enjoy her green curry, but Christian was making it impossible.

“I deserve that, Kim. But don’t you think I deserve another chance?”

“That’s not what I want,” Kim said but was feeling weaker than she had. Christian had a softness in his eyes. She could tell he meant what he said, but it was too late. A year had passed. They’d grown apart.

Christian looked away, placing his chin on his palm. His elbow on the table. His golden brown eyes sparkling like gold. Kim stared at them as he wasn’t focused on her. “I wish I could turn back the clock and start over,” he said in a whisper. He wiped at his face. Kim couldn’t tell, but he might have been crying.

“I would have forgiven you, but you waited too long. I know my decision was shocking. You have to understand how hard it was for me to think I would want something for so long, but then decide against it when the day came. Maybe that was how I felt about you, too,” she said. Kim looked down to her plate. She pushed her rice around, wishing Christian would just disappear.

She looked up, and he was definitely crying. Kim felt confused. She had spent so much time shedding tears over this man last year, and here he was crying in her kitchen now. Reaching out her hand, Kim touched Christian’s shoulder.

“Hey, don’t cry.”

“I’m not,” he said and turned his face away from her.

Kim closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You will always be my first love, but I could never love you again.”

Christian sucked in a breath before turning to her. He leaped forward and smashed his face into hers. He kissed her, but she didn’t kiss him back. Kim beat on his chest to get him to break contact. “Uh! Get the hell out of my house! How could you kiss me like that?! You had no right!” Kim screamed. She marched to the door, dragging Christian behind her.

He didn’t fight her. When he was standing in the hallway, Kim slammed the door in his face. She turned around and saw the flowers he’d brought. They disgusted her. She yanked them out of the vase. Christian was banging on the door. Her neighbors would get pissed off, but she didn’t care.

Kim opened the door. A moment of hope crossed Christian’s expression until he realized Kim was holding the flowers and looked crazed. She threw them in his face and yelled, “never show your face here again or I’ll call the cops!”

“Don’t do this. We belong—” Christian said but had the door slammed in his face. Kim went straight to the sink to wash her mouth.

Kim grabbed her plate of green curry after drying her face, turned the TV on loud, and ate Thai food. Christian gave up knocking after a few minutes. He would always think about Kim but wouldn’t bother her again. He had lost her and knew it as he climbed down the stairs to his car.

When Kim was positive Christian had left, she turned down the TV. She and Brandon had a date tonight. Kim couldn’t wait to see her man.


CHAPTER NINE

Brandon and Kim had bought a cheese-tasting kit at the grocery store and went back to Kim’s place to watch movies. They wanted a night in since Kim had played the night before and didn’t have to work. They both worked in restaurants, so sometimes it was a lot more fun to stay at home.

Some of the cheeses were funky, but the bad flavors made them laugh. Brandon loved whatever made Kim’s lips spread into a smile. He couldn’t get enough of her.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” Kim said when they stopped eating cheese. They had both seen the movie playing and weren’t paying it much attention.

Kim’s low voice made Brandon worry. His greatest fear was Kim leaving him, or the day when he would have to leave her. It wouldn’t be long until finals and then the new semester and then the day he would have to pack his bags for Atlanta.

“What?” he asked. Brandon had his hand on her thigh. They were sitting on the couch facing each other.

“My ex came here today,” she said.

“Christian?” he asked. Kim had mentioned him, but they never talked in too much detail about the past. Why did the past matter when they were together now?

Kim nodded. “Nothing happened. Well, nothing I wanted to happen. He blindsided me and kissed me before I could stop him.”

Brandon turned hot, wishing he could beat Christian up for touching Kim inappropriately. “I’m sorry he did that to you.”

“Thank you,” she said as they held their gaze. “You’re a better man than he’ll ever be. All I want is you.”

“I hope so,” Brandon said and touched Kim’s face. He never wanted to lose her. He had been worried about Christian, and this conversation was a relief. Brandon could tell Kim never wanted to see him again. “You mean the world to me.”

Kim exhaled. “Sorry it happened. I had to tell you, but we can forget about that.”

“Works for me,” Brandon said and picked up a piece of white cheddar. It was his favorite. “Should we put on a movie we actually want to watch?”

“Yeah,” Kim said and picked up the remote. They found a romantic comedy and laughed through it, snuggled under a blanket on the couch. They turned on a reality TV show with rich wives when they finished the movie.

Kim touched Brandon under the blanket. She unbuttoned his pants and reached into his boxer briefs. He was hardening as she ran her fingers along his shaft. “Pull down your pants,” Kim said.

Brandon lifted his hips and pushed his jeans to the floor. Kim got under the blanket and on her knees between Brandon’s spread legs. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt too; much cuter than the ones she’d put on for Christian’s visit. The clothes she was wearing now hugged her figure, but Brandon couldn’t see her under the cover.

He felt her lips close around his dick. He moaned as she licked his tip. She bobbed her head on his member, losing herself in the motion.

When Kim wanted more, she told Brandon to get on his hands and knees. “I need that ass,” she said as she reached into her pants to touch her dick.

“You want to fuck me?” Brandon asked. He had been dying to try it. He didn’t care if it hurt. Kim could fuck him whenever she wanted. He would never grow tired of having sex with her, no matter who was in what position.

Kim had thrown the blanket to the side. Brandon’s dick dripped precum. She crouched in front of him to lick his cock clean. “Yeah. I want to fuck you,” she said. “I have condoms.”

“Okay. Can we shower first?”

“Sure,” she said. Brandon and Kim pulled the sweaters from their bodies before heading to the shower, where they washed one another with a bar of soap. Kim cleaned between Brandon’s muscular cheeks and squatted to clean his legs and suck on the tip of his dick.

He did the same for her, mimicking her motions. Kim was rock hard and ready to cum in Brandon’s ass. “Are you nervous?” she asked.

“No. I know you’ll treat me well,” he said. Brandon cupped his hand around Kim’s face and kissed her as water streamed down their bodies.

Kim reached past Brandon and turned off the water. She handed him a towel before taking one for herself. They dried themselves off and stepped out of the shower. Neither dressed, and Kim led Brandon to the bedroom.

♦

Brandon waited for Kim on his hands and knees. They had taken her comforter off the bed and put an old sheet above the nice one. He couldn’t wait to feel Kim fucking him.

She came back from her drawer with a condom and a bottle of lube. She got on the bed and behind Brandon, stroking her dick. Kim parted Brandon’s cheeks and licked his tight hole. Brandon moaned and closed his eyes.

He reached down and touched his growing dick. Nobody had eaten his hole before, and it felt incredible. Kim went between licking his hole and fingering it, widening his entrance for her dick. He was tight. Even one finger was a lot to handle.

“Damn,” Kim said as she tried putting two fingers into Brandon. “I can’t wait to train this hole and stretch it out.”

“Fuck yeah,” Brandon said and gripped the sheets as Kim fucked him with two fingers. His dick was rock hard as she hit his spot. He had tried fingering himself a couple times, but it had never felt as good as having Kim touch him.

When he messed around with Austin and Eleanor, nobody had fucked him. He pushed them out of his mind as Kim added more lubrication and a third finger. It felt so good, but it was too quiet. “Can we put on music?” he asked. “You know some good mixes.”

“Yeah. I’ll get my speaker,” Kim said. She pulled her fingers out of his hole and wiped her hands on the old sheet. Kim put on a sensual mix she sometimes listened to when she took bubble baths or used her vibrator or jacked off. She had a lot of sensual mixes, but this one was one of her favorites.

“Thank you,” Brandon said as any thoughts left his mind. He wanted Kim’s dick and was tired of her fingers. “Fuck me. I’m ready.”

“Okay,” she said as she climbed on the bed. Kim watched Brandon stroke his dick between his parted legs. She could watch him in doggy style all day. Kim grabbed a condom, opened it, and rolled it on her dick.

She lubed her dick and his hole. Kim placed her dick in position, thinking Brandon was the best boyfriend a girl could wish for. She pushed into him. He grunted. Kim moved slowly as she sunk into him.

Her dick was an average size, but it felt insanely big to Brandon. He took deep breaths as he adjusted to Kim’s size. “Fuck, you’re big.”

“You basically have all of it in you,” she said and lightly slapped his ass.

He could do it. He wasn’t about to stop when he had come this far. Brandon held Kim’s thigh as he relaxed. His hole loosened up, and her dick was feeling really good.

“You okay?” she asked.

“More lube,” he said. “But yeah.”

Kim looked down to where her dick met Brandon’s ass. She wouldn’t last long. He was so tight. So warm. He was amazing for taking her dick without complaint. She pulled out and added more lube before sliding back into Brandon.

Brandon bit his bottom lip, overcome with pleasure from Kim’s dick sliding in his cave. He now understood why Kim would rip off his pants and ride his dick. Brandon would be lifting up her skirts and doing the same.

“You’re going to make me cum,” Brandon said as he stroked his dick while Kim fucked him.

Kim was holding her orgasm, trying her best not to explode, but Brandon’s walls were milking her dick. “Hold it so you can cum in my mouth,” she said.

“Fuck, yeah.” Brandon stopped touching his dick and closed his eyes as Kim slid in and out of his ass. He backed his ass up and fucked Kim’s dick with his hole.

Kim’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Brandon took over control. She wouldn’t last more than a few more seconds. “Oh, shit,” Kim moaned as Brandon moved his hole along her dick. “You like that dick?”

“Hell yeah,” Brandon said as he fucked her dick with his ass. His hands to the sides, using her dick without touching his. “Cum in me, baby.”

“Oh, Brandon,” Kim screamed as cum rushed through her member and shot into the condom. She pressed deep into Brandon’s hole, and he grunted with pleasure. She held his chest as her cock drained itself.

Brandon reached behind him and held the back of Kim’s neck. “I loved that,” he said and touched his hard dick with his other hand as Kim softened inside him. She pulled out and took off the condom, getting to her knees in the middle of her bedroom floor.

Brandon stepped over to her and stroked his dick as she looked up at him through hooded eyes. Brandon held the side of Kim’s face with one hand while he brought himself to an orgasm with the other. He squirted into Kim’s open mouth, but some of it got on her face. Brandon bit down and licked her clean. She swallowed the rest.

“I’ll never get enough of you,” he said.

She put her hand over his and turned her face to kiss it. “Neither will I.”

Brandon’s dick was softening after he came. He wanted to go out. The cheese had not been enough. “Let’s freshen up and eat at a restaurant.”

“Okay,” Kim said with a smile. They went to the bathroom and rinsed off in the sink. Kim looked at Brandon through the bathroom mirror. He smiled at her. “Brandon,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“If we’re still together when you have to move back to Atlanta, I want to go with you,” she said. “I’m a DJ and can find work anywhere.”

“What about—?”

“None of it matters if I don’t have you,” she said. They were looking at each other through the mirror. Kim turned to face him. They were both naked. Their soft dicks touched as Kim stepped forward and rested her hand on his chest. “We don’t know where we’ll be in a year, but I want you to know that. I understand you have to take over the family business.”

“Kim,” Brandon said. “I love you, but you can’t give up everything you’ve built here for me.”

“It would be for us, but that’s over a year from now. Let’s live in the present. I just wanted you to know.”

“Thank you,” Brandon said and hugged Kim. He would sleep better at night knowing she was willing to move with him. “Let’s get dressed and leave. I’m hungry.”

“Me too,” Kim said and followed Brandon out of the bathroom.


EPILOGUE

Nineteen Months Later

“Get over it, mom and dad,” Brandon said to his parents. They were at his parents’ house. They had to leave soon to meet Kimberly and her parents at a restaurant.

“How will you have grandchildren?”

“There are a lot of options. We’re most interested in adoption, but that’s still a few years off.”

“Adoption? Son, what have you gotten yourself into?” Joy asked. Brandon’s father, Howard, hadn’t spoken since Brandon arrived. Kimberly had told them she was trans last week at dinner, and it had been a constant battle since.

Brandon and Kimberly moved to Atlanta last week and were sharing an apartment fifteen minutes from downtown. Twenty minutes from his parents. “I love Kimberly, and we’re going to spend our lives together.”

“Son, you do—” Joy said but stopped speaking when Howard placed a hand on her arm.

“Honey, he’s our son, and we have to respect his decision. It might not be what we planned, but it is what it is. He’s done everything we’ve asked of him. You’ll have grandchildren one way or another,” he said.

“Howard! How could you?” Joy asked and stormed out of the room with her hands covering her face.

Howard leaned forward in his chair. “She’ll come around. I’ll get her ready for dinner,” he said and patted Brandon hard two times on the shoulder.

Brandon thought his dad would have been worse than his mother, but Kim got along with Howard. He went to his old childhood bedroom and stared out the window. There were fewer trees, but a lot of them were bigger. Not much had changed since he was a kid. They left forty minutes later. Joy didn’t speak, but the silence was better than her nagging.

Kimberly was sitting with her parents at the restaurant. Lily and Roger were sun-kissed after spending two months in southern Spain. They were telling Kimberly how they learned Spanish dances and swam naked at a secluded beach. They could have shared less information, but Kimberly was so happy to see them, and they were even considering settling down in Atlanta for a year or two!

“There’s so much to see in Georgia,” Roger said as he scrolled through his phone.

Lily was asking Kimberly endless questions about Brandon. Kim had never been happier in her life. “I would love if you and dad lived by us for a bit,” she said.

“I think it could happen,” Lily said, glancing over at her husband who looked like he wanted to stay in the city.

Kim loved how her parents went wherever they wanted. Brandon arrived with his parents a few minutes later. Brandon smiled when he saw Kim. He gave her a kiss. Joy looked pissed off but cheered up after Lily wore her down with praise and questions about her life. Lily had a way of softening even the angriest of people.

Howard spent the evening telling Roger places he and Lily could visit in the state. He also mentioned landmarks in the Carolinas and Florida. The south had a lot to offer. Dinner went well. Kim and Brandon held hands under the table, relieved the evening had passed without issue.

Later that night, when Brandon and Kim were alone in their new apartment, Brandon got on one knee and opened a small box with a sparkling diamond ring.

“Will you marry me?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

Brandon slid the ring on Kim’s left hand. They kissed and made love four times over the next twenty-four hours and many more times in the years to come.
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CHAPTER ONE

Tracy Weaver, a young man from Foss, Illinois, was desperate to find a job after graduation. There weren’t many options outside the university. He had studied math, and there was nothing for him in Foss. No research jobs. No jobs teaching math at the college. He couldn’t find anything but had to stay behind in Foss to help his mother with his younger siblings. His father had died in a work accident years ago, and his mother was working as a secretary at the university to put food on the table. Tracy wouldn’t leave until his younger siblings got through high school and could work a little to help.

“You don’t have to stay in town, son,” Cherie, his mother said. They sat at the table eating breakfast. Max and June, his two siblings, had already left for school on the bus. Tracy had an interview that day. He had gone from place to place in Foss, but there weren’t many jobs he wanted. Tracy wasn’t built to work in a factory. His arms didn’t bend those ways. He had muscles and went to the gym, but they were like flowers in spring. Delicate. Tracy lifted weights to add definition but had zero desire to work a manual job. “I know there are a lot of jobs in Chicago. You should move to the city,” she continued.

“I have an interview today,” he said.

“One interview after weeks of searching. I wish your father were still here, but he wouldn’t want you to stay behind. You’ve worked so hard, Tracy,” she said.

Cherie tried to push him out the door, but Tracy didn’t want to leave. He had become the man of the house when his father died. His mother used part of the life insurance to pay for Tracy’s college. She had invested the rest for Max and June to receive an education but struggled to pay the last few years of their mortgage or buy new clothes for his siblings. Tracy had a couple jobs at the university, but those had ended with his graduation. He wasn’t ready for graduate school either. There were too many hoops to jump through, and Tracy wanted to coast. All his friends had already landed high-paying jobs in the city. Tracy knew he could make more by moving but couldn’t leave his mother.

“Mom, you don’t have to worry about me. I want to be here for you and Max and June. You mean more to me than a higher salary.”

“But you haven’t found anything in math after all that time in school, son. I worry you’re making a mistake.”

“The job I’m interviewing for today has a good wage, benefits, and a high salary. Are you saying you want me to leave?”

“No, Tracy. You know I love you here, but there are more opportunities for you if you leave. I only want what’s best for you.”

“Wish me luck on this interview,” Tracy said. He grabbed his bowl and stood. He kissed his mother on the cheek and set the dirty dish in the sink. Cherie wished him luck. Tracy drove across town to his interview. His heart raced. A lot depended on Dr. Janice Frye giving him a job, and she had a reputation around town as a hardball doctor who families loved for her demanding calls. She got people in for checkups. Tracy never had her as his doctor, but a couple of his friends had.

♦

Tracy parked outside Dr. Frye’s office. He didn’t want to ruin his chances for a new job by looking sloppy. Rubbing down his eyebrows, Tracy stared at himself in the mirror. His eyebrows were darker than his natural yellowish hair color. They had an ashy tone. His father was blonde too. Blue eyes. His mother had red-brown hair like his siblings. He was the only blonde in the family now, looking a lot like a younger version of his father. Tracy closed the mirror and got out the car. He exhaled and walked toward the office door.

“Welcome,” the receptionist said. “Are you here for the interview?”

“Yes,” Tracy said.

The woman behind the desk nodded. He wondered if she would become his new coworker. She had a sweet smile. There was a charm to the office. He couldn’t imagine why his friends had been so worked up when he said he had an interview with Dr. Frye. Magazines fanned across the tables. Tracy sat and picked one up, not wanting to appear too eager for the interview.

Tracy flipped through the magazine, admiring the beautiful women. He had always wondered what it was like to wear panties but had never tried. All those times in the store he had brushed his hand against lace panties, feeling their soft seduction. Tracy would have loved to slip into lingerie like the models on the pages. He didn’t read the words but admired how the bras hugged their breasts.

“Tracy Weaver,” a woman said. She wore heels. She was tall and had long brown hair that curled lightly. Blue eyes that shined brighter than his.

“That’s me,” Tracy said. He raised his hand, and Dr. Frye frowned. Her name was Janice, but Tracy didn’t feel comfortable calling her by her first name. How she stood demanded respect. “Dr. Frye, it’s nice to meet you. Thank you for seeing me for this interview,” Tracy said. He crossed the room to shake her hand.

She gripped his hand like she didn’t want his germs on her body. “Come back to my office,” she said and held the door open long enough for Tracy to cross to the other side. Dr. Frye led them down the hall to her office. She waved for Tracy to sit and went to get him a cup of water.

Tracy sat in her office alone. There were pictures of her with two dogs on her desk. She didn’t wear a wedding ring. There weren’t any pictures of kids. Tracy wondered if she was a lesbian and how her lover looked. Dr. Frye was a little older but hot. She must have gone to the gym to maintain her seductive body. Dr. Frye returned and set the cup in front of Tracy and took a seat across from him.

“Your dogs are cute,” he said.

“Thank you. They live with my mother, but I watch them when she goes out of town or whenever I have a long weekend. It’s busy here in the office,” she said. Dr. Frye turned the photo away from Tracy so he couldn’t see it. “I was expecting a woman when I saw the name Tracy.”

“The name is used for both sexes,” Tracy said. He hated when people made fun of his name but had to keep his reaction under control. He couldn’t lose the only job opportunity semi-related to math.

“Men are less reliable than women,” she said.

Tracy couldn’t believe her. “Are you allowed to say that? I could report you for discrimination based on sex,” he said.

“Who would believe you?” she asked. Dr. Frye huffed. She looked over her files. “There aren’t many people that applied for the job, and I have a demanding position open. It requires analysis and a knowledge of numbers. I need someone that can do more than file hours and finish payroll. I want the other half of this future employee’s time spent on growing the business with investments. Men are horrible with money, wouldn’t you agree?”

Tracy scoffed. He wanted to get up and leave but saw a mental image of Max and June. They needed him to get this job. It was the best-paying position Tracy had found. He couldn’t pass up the opportunity. “I don’t know,” he said. He wanted to defend himself and stick up for his manhood. His brothers around the world, but Tracy was weak and desperate for money. He needed this job, which would allow him to use math and stay with his family.

“In my experience, Tracy. They’re dreadful with money. Spend, spend, spend. It’s a woman that saves the man nearly every time,” she said. Dr. Frye leaned forward. Her blue eyes fiercer than an incoming jet. “I don’t want a man working in my office.”

“You can’t discriminate against me because I’m a man.”

Dr. Frye howled. Her laughter echoed against the walls. “Do you have any idea how many times men have discriminated against me? How many times they told me I couldn’t be a doctor when I was in medical school? Can you guess how many times, Tracy?” she asked.

He shook his head. He knew that women had it harder than men, but being on the other side of bigotry hurt. Tracy resisted getting to his knees and begging her for the job. “Dr. Frye, I don’t know your past, but I’m a good man. I don’t take advantage of women. I don’t use them. I want to help your business grow and nothing else. You can’t hold what men before me did to you. Learn to love me, and I’ll make you proud.” Tracy thought he should call the government to report her discrimination, but charming her seemed like an easier path.

Dr. Frye sighed. She clicked some things on her computer and asked standard interview questions. She had him look over her payroll and solve random math problems. “What do you know about the stock market, Tracy?”

“People buy and sell shares of a company?”

She smiled but didn’t look amused. “Right, that’s true. Do you know how to make money by doing that?”

Tracy hadn’t traded stocks before but would learn anything to get this job. He lied, “yes, I did it throughout college.”

“Great,” Dr. Frye said. She stood and put out her hand for a handshake, “that’s all for today, Tracy. I have another interview, but I think you have a good chance.”

“Even though I’m a man?” he asked.

“We’ll see about that,” she said and winked. Tracy didn’t know what she meant but wasn’t about to question her. She opened the door, and Tracy got out of her office as fast as he could.


CHAPTER TWO

The second interviewee was a woman but did not impress Janice. Dr. Frye had just arrived home after a long day in the office, kicking off her heels. Most of the moms in Foss couldn’t believe that she wore heels to the office, but Janice loved fashion. She had chosen Foss because the population had high incomes overall. It wasn’t dreadfully far from the big city. Janice loved to take long weekends and travel to Chicago when she didn’t feel like getting attention from the dogs. She wasn’t the type of woman that wanted pets twenty-four seven. The arrangement she had with her mother was perfect.

Janice checked her mail. She heated leftover Chinese food she had from last night and poured herself a glass of wine. At the office, Janice always ate chopped vegetables and easy-to-prepare things. People thought she was organized and had everything together, but she felt messy and disheveled. She had her business but nothing else. Janice dedicated her entire life to those walls, her patients, and their wellbeing. She didn’t take care of herself like she should. There wasn’t a love in her life. No man or woman to keep her warm at night.

She had a serious boyfriend, but he didn’t like her kinks. It had taken her years of dating to reveal her secret fantasies to him, and that jerk was out the door the next day. He didn’t want to become a magnificent, glowing woman. That asshole was too macho, anyway. Janice wanted a man with a more feminine side who still loved her pussy. It was like finding a diamond worth real money in a mound of dirt. She didn’t have the energy to dig. She had toys that could satisfy her cravings. A hooker that would come down from Chicago when the toys no longer fulfilled her dark desires.

Janice sat at her kitchen island, stabbing her fork into the plate of noodles. She twirled them around her fork and opened the two files on her interviewees. The woman who disappointed her and Tracy. Tracy was cushy around the edges. He had muscles but smooth hands. Janice couldn’t picture Tracy in the gym, but she could imagine him tied up on her bed with his legs spread. Dressed in a cute pink skirt. She would love to see him with his blonde hair grown out and cute white tights. Tracy could become her little doll.

If only he hadn’t mentioned reporting her. She wanted a subordinate man that she could press her heel into. Janice wanted to watch her man doll squirm to please her. Crawl around her house with a duster clenched between his teeth.

Tracy seemed rather desperate for a job. Janice pushed away her food and went to the sofa, grabbing Tracy’s file. She opened her phone, and the screen shined in her face. Janice searched his first and last name and found his social media accounts. She scrolled through the photos of Tracy with his family, at the beach, sitting in the backyard during their summer barbecue. He had the cutest younger siblings. Janice didn’t mind the photos of him at the beach with his shirt off. She could eat a dessert off his abs.

Janice typed in Tracy’s phone number. She wanted to surprise him with the news. The phone rang in her ear.

“Hello?” Tracy asked in his innocent voice. She wondered how many women he had bedded in his life. How he humped. How his dick would feel sliding between her pussy lips.

“Hi, Tracy. Dr. Frye speaking.”

“Wow, just a second,” he said. His voice was brighter than bells played by a professional. It sounded like a door opened and closed. “Sorry, we’re watching TV. What’s up? Did I get the job?”

Janice bit her lip and wished she hadn’t called. She blamed the glass of wine. “Yes,” she blurted. “I couldn’t think of a better person for the position.”

“Wow, are you serious, Dr. Frye?”

“Yes, and I demand you start tomorrow. Everyone needs their checks processed, and I’m tired of doing it. Can you be there?”

“Count on me, Dr. Frye,” he said.

“Great.” She hung up the phone and hated herself for calling him. Her fantasies had hijacked her. Janice was playing with a torch without an extinguisher, but she couldn’t wait to have a piece of eye candy in the office that she could dress up in her mind.


CHAPTER THREE

Tracy had a secret he hadn’t shared with anyone. He kept it to himself out of embarrassment and fear. People couldn’t understand why he felt the way he did, but the urges had piqued ever since he saw that magazine at Dr. Frye’s office. His mother and siblings had already taken off for the day. He had fifteen minutes between when they left and when he had to leave to start his first day of work, and he was spending that time in the bathroom.

One of his favorite videos played on his phone. He had it propped against the wall on top of the toilet. His dick rested in his hand, moving between his closed palm. Slimy with precum. Tie thrown over his shoulder. Pants around his ankles. Tracy grunted as the video continued. He loved to cum with them.

There was a woman. She had a flat chest, long red hair, and a monster dick. She was fucking another woman. Her pussy red and dripping. Tracy couldn’t get enough of it. He had wanted to become a woman like the redhead for ages, but how would he get women? The people in the video were paid to fuck. Tracy didn’t have the courage to ask any woman he had been with to experiment. He was a prude.

Tracy’s balls tightened. He ejaculated into the toilet just as the woman squirted in the video while the other lady covered her in a milky goo. Tracy closed his phone and watched his never babies swirl down the drain. He had lasted weeks without watching one of those videos. Whenever he went to a mall or anywhere with women’s lingerie, Tracy became weak. That magazine was no different. They didn’t keep things like that in his house.

Tracy cleaned up his mess, washed his hands, and left for work.

♦

Tracy sat at his new desk. He had multiple roles at the office: assistant, receptionist, payroll specialist, and investor. Tracy had been learning everything he could about the stock market since the interview. Janice was planning on giving him ten thousand dollars to start a separate, high-risk account, which sent Tracy into a panicked sweat. He didn’t want to the responsibility of losing Janice’s money. Her fortune. She had worked hard for what she had, and Tracy lied to get the job but persisted. The lie weighed on his consciousness while he worked.

Dr. Frye had been keeping him busy all day. He had cleaned up her payroll and run a couple errands earlier in the day. After lunch, Dr. Frye approached his desk. He loved how her heels clicked when she walked around the office. She was a sexy doctor, and Tracy had a hard time not picturing her without the white coat. He could see the hint of a cute outfit beneath it.

“How’s your first day?” she asked. She placed her hand on his shoulder and massaged him. All the talk of sexual harassment sprang into his mind. People took it seriously. If Tracy had touched her like that, how would she have reacted?

“Payroll is in order. Just looking at some stocks now,” Tracy said. He had pulled up the finance page but didn’t understand what any of the numbers meant.

“You’re ahead of the game. I like that,” she said. Dr. Frye leaned against his desk. He shared the area with the receptionist, but it was off to the side and behind a cubicle. It gave him enough privacy to concentrate.

Tracy inhaled. He didn’t know what to think of his boss so close to him. He could smell her floral perfume. It had the lightest scent to it like she had only sprayed it once. Tracy wanted to lick her and find out where she had used the perfume: her neck, her wrist, her chest? “Do you need any other errands?”

“No, you’ve done enough running around. I’ll have to get you a gas card and cover you for miles since we don’t have a company car. Can you figure that out this afternoon? I’m sure whatever the standard rates are will be cheaper than that delivery service. They were robbing me,” Dr. Frye said.

“Are you suggesting I’m cheap?” Tracy asked. He flashed a smile, unsure of where his confidence had arisen from, but the look Dr. Frye gave him smothered any smolders of lust.

“What was that, Mr. Weaver? We can’t have that kind of talk toward your boss. Please, crunch the numbers,” she said, turning on her heel. Her shoes clicked as she returned to her office. The receptionist looked over her shoulder and shook her head at Tracy like he had committed a grave mistake.

Dr. Frye was the one that had massaged his shoulder, told him she couldn’t hire a man, and perched on his desk in a seductive pose. She had a single sword and stabbed him in the chest. Nobody noticed her lethality. Tracy was the only male in the building. All the others on staff were female. Two nurses, Dr. Frye, and the receptionist.

Tracy calculated the numbers and kept his head down for the rest of the day. He left without saying goodbye to anyone but the receptionist.


CHAPTER FOUR

If only Tracy could have seen his face today when Janice called him out. She sat on her bed and stared at the ceiling. Her pussy warm between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together and resisted touching herself. Janice regretted her decision to hire Tracy. All she could think about was dressing his tight little body in a dress, makeup, jewelry, and heels. She wanted to see how big his dick was. Janice loved how women looked. How they smelled but couldn’t live without dick. She wanted the best of both worlds. Tracy took care of himself. He had nice teeth and smelled like soap. He kept a clean shave.

Janice wanted to dress up Tracy like a doll and put a wig on his head. She shouldn’t have hired him. He was a risk to her future. She had resisted hiring guys like him before, but something was different about Tracy. The way he responded to her body language. How he moved in his chair. He had a femininity to him without coming off gay. Janice didn’t have a problem with gay people, but she needed a man to kiss both sets of her lips. A man to beg to slide inside her.

Janice reached into her pants. She wore comfortable sweats for the evening but lacy panties. She was dripping while she thought about Tracy. His hard dick pressed up against a pair of red panties with peek-a-boo holes. She could find heels to fit his feet. They didn’t look that large. Maybe she would have to order them on the internet, but there was a way.

Sliding a finger into her burning hole, Janice moaned. Her back arched. All she could think about was Tracy thrusting into her. She didn’t know how long she could keep him at the office but knew he needed the job to help his family. He was vague on the details, but she couldn’t tolerate Tracy remembering her as the witch that fired him a week after hiring him.

Janice pushed away the thoughts as an orgasm built in her body. It intensified as her fingers moved in and out of her hole. Her thumb on her clit. She moaned and needed Tracy more than anything as she came all over herself. Her sheets and panties wet from the session. Janice exhaled and wiped her hand on the sheet before pulling it from the bed. She would have to remain strong and resist her natural urges for Tracy. It wasn’t ethical to want her employee. It didn’t matter what she felt, Janice would have to ignore her burning desire to feminize her male subordinate.

♦

Tracy loved his first week at the new office. The nurses and his fellow receptionist were the nicest coworkers he had ever had. The receptionist called in today, and Tracy was working the front desk. He hadn’t learned enough about stocks, but Dr. Frye wasn’t rushing him. She had avoided him since his first day. It was weird, like she didn’t even want Tracy at the office, but he kept his head down and did his work. He also ignored the budding attraction that he had for his boss. She was sexy and oozed power. Nobody challenged her authority.

Working as the receptionist was more difficult than his normal paperwork. He hated dealing with the charts and checking in the patients, and the looks Dr. Frye gave him were awkward. She averted her eyes every time he called her for a patient. She didn’t dare touch him like she had. Tracy missed her caress. He wished he had never mentioned reporting her. Maybe she was nervous to express herself. She and the other females in the office patted each other on the shoulder or hugged after a meeting with a difficult patient. They shared a connection in the office, and Tracy wanted a part of it.

The day passed, and Tracy managed to get all the patients organized and filed. He booked a couple appointments for future dates. Nothing went awry, but Tracy had feared he would drop the ball all day. It was hard to juggle everything at the desk, so Tracy had a newfound respect for the receptionist.

The nurses left before Tracy finished his paperwork. They wished him a good night and to stay warm. The autumn turned colder that day. Tracy had a coat and would put it on before leaving, but he had fifteen to twenty more minutes of work before he could leave. Dr. Frye hadn’t come out her office, but he could hear her in the distance.

The office was a lot different without patients in the lobby or the nurses running around behind him. They worked very hard, and Tracy admired them. Dr. Frye did her fair share, but they hustled. Tracy filed his paperwork and confirmed appointments for the following day. His dick twitched in his pants imagining Dr. Frye in her office. Tracy couldn’t last more than a couple minutes before his mind drifted to sex. Sex wasn’t a frequent occurrence in his life.

“Tracy,” Dr. Frye called. Tracy’s heart stopped. He finished typing a sentence and rose from his chair. He didn’t have time to push away his erection because Dr. Frye was calling his name. It sounded urgent.

“Coming,” he said. Tracy blushed at the word he used. When Tracy arrived to Dr. Frye’s door, her hair sat in a messy bun with pencils sticking out the top. Tracy bit his bottom lip and quickly sat in the chair across her desk before his dick formed an outline in his pants.

“Excellent work today, Tracy. You did great as the receptionist today. How was it?”

The job had overwhelmed Tracy at moments, but it wasn’t a busy day. People didn’t ask many questions. “I think I did okay,” he said. Tracy rubbed his hands in his lap.

“You did well, Tracy. I’m glad I hired you,” she said. Dr. Frye bit the end of her pen and twisted it around in her mouth. Tracy ignored the thoughts of him pushing his dick between her parted lips. She smiled and set the pen on her desk, acting like she had spaced out. “We need to get you started with that ten thousand dollars. I know I asked you to figure out the standard rate for gasoline and miles, but I couldn’t help but search myself,” she said. Dr. Frye placed a contract in front of Tracy.

He looked over the paper. It outlined how much he would make as a base salary, how much he could earn from commissions on the stocks, and what she would pay him for gas and miles. “What if I lose money in the stock market?”

“You won’t have to pay the money back, but you better believe I’ll be looking for someone to replace you. I’m not here to lose money, Tracy.”

“No, of course not,” he said.

“Have you made money trading before?”

Tracy couldn’t admit he didn’t know how to make money trading, so he said, “it’s better to take a long-term position. Day trading is risky.” He had only read a few articles about trading since the interview but remembered those lines.

“Right, but I already have investments, Tracy. The point is to create a high-risk account where we can grow a large amount of money in a short amount of time.”

“There are a lot—”

Dr. Frye held up her hand, “I don’t want excuses, Tracy. Make it work. Start small if you have to, but I’m expecting some return on investment from this account,” she said.

“Right, I’ll do my best, boss. Was there anything else?” Tracy asked.

She passed a fresh pen across the table. She placed the one she had toyed with in her mouth to the side of her computer. “Sign the papers, please.”

“Shouldn’t we have done this before I started?”

“You got paid a normal salary for today,” she said. “We needed you. I was tired of doing all that extra work. Do you know how late I was staying here before you started? I owe you a lot, Tracy.”

He smiled. Her polite comment warmed him. He loved her appreciation. “Thank you. If you don’t mind, I have a couple more things to finish before I leave.”

Dr. Frye stopped him before he left the room. “Wait, here’s a cash bonus,” she said and took five hundred dollars from the safe. “I’ll replace it tomorrow. Don’t worry about your paperwork.”

Tracy relaxed his eyebrows. He didn’t know how to thank her. She moved his lifeless body out her door, and Tracy returned to his desk, stunned. There were so many possibilities with the money. He couldn’t wait to spend a little on his family. He called his mother and asked what kind of pizza he should bring from the office.

♦

Tracy took forever to leave. Janice waited at her desk for him to disappear and watched dirty videos without the sound. Her thighs burned for Tracy. The way she had foolishly played with a pen in her mouth. She couldn’t believe how juvenile she’d been toward her subordinate. The five hundred dollars was a way for Tracy to forget everything that happened before that moment.

Janice watched the steamy video of a man dressed like a woman. He pranced around the room, exposing his femininity for the world to see. His woman had taken him out in public before the big scene. They shopped for panties and lingerie. How Janice wished to take Tracy to the store and dress him in lace. She could try cotton and silk. Maybe a red velvet dress with black.

Alone in the office, Janice unmuted the video. The couple had arrived home with their new clothes. The wife had her husband try on the lingerie. She covered his face with makeup and donned a wig. He had transformed to a gorgeous brunette.

The wife put her husband onto his knees as Janice rubbed two fingers over her clit. Her feet propped on the desk. Janice watched as the wife pushed her man’s face into her pussy. He kneeled beneath her and lapped up her wetness. She moaned. Janice echoed her. She needed a man to lick her lips. Toy with her clit. Dress up and play house with her. She wanted a man who wouldn’t shy away from her desires. The fantasies that kept her awake at night. As the days passed, Janice imagined Tracy as the man she could dress up like a woman.

If only he weren’t her employee. He was great at his job, but Janice didn’t want to lose her license if Tracy reported her. Her lifestyle fueled her. Janice couldn’t lose her practice for sexually assaulting an employee. She should have gone into business or finance where the boss could fuck an employee, move cities, and start a new life. Janice would have to start over from ground zero. She would lose everything with no remorse.

Janice exhaled her problems and focused on the video. The wife sat on her man’s face and sucked his dick. She stayed on top. She maintained control, not giving her man a smidgen. Janice wondered if Tracy would switch positions to her private masseuse and go farther than they should. Happy endings.

Panting, Janice came all over her hand. She had to get home and eat dinner. Her mind was darting around the room like a table-tennis ball. She couldn’t focus on a single task. Tracy snuck into her every thought. Images of his blonde hair, handsome body, and tantalizing smile flashed behind her closed eyes. Janice washed her hands in the bathroom and hurried out the building.


CHAPTER FIVE

Tracy had enjoyed the extra five hundred dollars. He had spent a bit since Dr. Frye gave him the money and treated himself a couple new pairs of jeans, which Dr. Frye had complimented when he wore them to work. Cherie insisted the family didn’t need another order of pizza.

Relaxing at home after work that day, Tracy thought about Dr. Frye. He knew her name was Janice Frye, and she wasn’t a Foss native like him. Searching for her social media, Tracy didn’t find much. She had accounts but no information. It was understandable that she didn’t share much online as a general care doctor. Too many patients could look her up and explore her profile. There were a couple pictures from a vacation two years ago, a picture of those same dogs from her desk, and one with her mother. She didn’t post nor comment on much.

Tracy wondered how Dr. Frye spent her time outside of work. Did she watch porn? Touch herself? He had done both those things today. He couldn’t stop watching his favorite videos of chicks with dicks. They were the most beautiful people he had ever seen, and Tracy envied every one of the porn stars. Tracy didn’t have the courage to try on lingerie. He knew it would take him down a slippery slope. He could feel it in his core.

Dr. Frye had a lot of fashion magazines in the lobby. She also had magazines about health, travel, and a variety of topics, but Tracy couldn’t stop picking up a fashion magazine on his breaks. The luxurious women in their fancy lingerie tickled Tracy. He wanted to become one. Just for a day. One time. Tracy wouldn’t get addicted, even though he knew he would. The decision to try lingerie was a push and pull within him.

Ever since starting at Dr. Frye’s practice, Chicago had become a distant memory. He had no desire to move there and compete in the rat race. He loved his boss and living close to his family. When his dad died, Tracy wasn’t sure he would experience happiness again, but that wasn’t true. His family, his job, and Dr. Frye made him hop for fun. Laugh at a joke. Chicago would rip those thrills from his life. He would move there with nothing more than lackluster ambition for a career.

♦

A couple weeks had passed since Janice hired Tracy. He fit right in at the office. They were missing a male presence, and Tracy wasn’t too macho. He didn’t splay out everywhere and take up too much space. His new jeans looked great too. Janice couldn’t get enough of watching him walk away. She had called him to her office a couple extra times today just to watch his ass in those jeans. It wasn’t hard to picture him a skirt with shaved legs either. Janice could put him on all fours and reach between his thighs. Finger his ass and stroke his dick.

Janice was ripping apart at the seams from her lust for Tracy. She couldn’t last much longer before she backed him into a corner and took advantage of his body. Controlling herself was harder than holding a plank, and they had to work together all day. He ran errands, handled money, and Janice liked to bounce ideas off him. Tracy was a bright man. He had a different way of thinking. Everything related to math for him. Janice heard it when he talked.

She needed an excuse to spend more alone time with Tracy. Janice wanted to probe him and dig deeper into his mind. Tracy hid a side of himself. Janice wondered if he thought about her the same way she thought about him. Whenever Tracy entered her office, he looked on edge. Tracy tried not to stare at her breasts, but she always unbuttoned her coat in the office. She hadn’t done that often before Tracy started, but it became a habit. Every shift, her shirts exposed more of her cleavage.

“Tracy,” Janice called. It was the end of the day. The nurses had already left, and Tracy had completed his last errand. He was probably minutes from finishing, but Janice couldn’t resist. She couldn’t help herself from moving a pawn across her chess board.

“Yes, boss?” he asked. “I just finished everything for the night.”

Janice sat higher in her chair. She shimmied and pressed her arms together. Not too much but enough for Tracy’s eyes to flicker. “Sit down, Tracy.”

He hesitated to cross the room and sat in the chair opposite her. Janice had turned away from him and faced the window behind her desk. She retrieved a book from her shelf to the side of the window and placed it in front of Tracy. It was a beginner’s guide to trading. “I’ve been doing some research, Tracy. Have you heard of swing trading?”

Janice didn’t know, but he had read an article about it last night. “Sure. They say it’s a good way to make money.”

“How about we get dinner and talk more about trading? I want you to get started,” she said.

“Sure, when should we schedule it?”

“Can you go now? I’ll add the extra couple hours to your check, and you’ll get a free dinner,” she said. If they went to dinner on the context of work, it wasn’t a date. She could gradually steer the conversation in a more personal direction. People hardly stayed on topic at work lunches. Tracy seemed like the type that might try to avoid answering off-topic questions, but she would loosen him up. Janice knew she could retrieve more information on him.

Tracy rubbed his chin. “I guess, sure. I’ll text my mom to tell her I can’t make it for dinner.”

“You live with your mother? I thought you just helped her” she asked.

“I’ll tell you about it over dinner,” he said.

Janice smiled. She liked that response. He opened up like an old box blown by the wind. He didn’t have a single lock. They gathered their bags and closed the office before heading to Mexican restaurant around the corner.

♦

They entered the Mexican restaurant and ordered virgin strawberry margaritas before the server disappeared. He returned with chips and salsa and their drinks. Dr. Frye had spent the time gazing into Tracy’s eyes. He loved the way she looked at him. The heat radiating from her body. She ordered nachos, and Tracy ordered a burrito. Neither had said much, but their eyes lit a fire between them. Tracy wanted to release himself in the bathroom but resisted the urges.

“You make such a great addition to the team, Tracy,” Dr. Frye said.

“Thank you, boss.”

“Do you like that I’m above you?”

“Pardon?” Tracy asked. He wasn’t sure if Dr. Frye was flirting with him or had no perception of her actions.

“Strike that,” Dr. Frye said. She laughed as though they had ordered drinks with alcohol. Her cheeks reddened. She didn’t break eye contact with Tracy. It felt like her feet were hovering inches from his shins.

Tracy wanted to act on the feelings bubbling within him, but Dr. Frye was his new boss. She controlled the money that entered his account. He didn’t want to ruin the cash flow. His first check had uncovered a new lifestyle to him he couldn’t have afforded on the student salary. Random bonuses that equaled more than a month of his old part-time wages.

“We should talk about your investments in the market. Have you found any winners?” she asked.

Tracy felt a wave of guilt for the lie that had secured his job. Confessing could mean the end of his career with Dr. Frye, but he couldn’t continue with the pressure weighing him down. “Dr. Frye, there’s something I have to tell you.”

“What’s that?” she asked, eating a nacho.

The server dropped off the food, and Tracy thought twice about confessing his lie to Dr. Frye. He liked his new job too much to jeopardize it. “It depends on what kind of trading you want.”

“Swing trading. I thought that was established. I already have my long-term account with all the big name stocks. We don’t want those. I want the new unicorn company. The one that will bring in the big dollars. Jumps of five and ten percent in a day. You know what I mean, Tracy?” Dr. Frye said.

She looked sexy when she ate. Tracy loved how a touch of her lipstick stayed on the chip after she took a bite. He wondered if the same would happen to his dick when she sucked it. None of the women he dated before wore lipstick since they were all from his math department. He didn’t date many women. The two hot girls that had worn lipstick in the math department dated engineering guys who played on the football team. “We can find some unicorn stocks,” Tracy said.

He didn’t believe the words that left his lips, but Dr. Frye ate her nachos without a care in the world. Tracy cut his burrito with a fork and knife, feeling worse than a person who snitched on another. He lied. His mother had taught him better than that. She didn’t lie to a soul, but Tracy had done it for them. His family.

“Why are you such a liar, Tracy?” Dr. Frye asked.

He sat straighter in his chair, “what do you mean? I haven’t lied to you.”

“I saw that book in your bag a couple days ago. Why do you need a beginners book for trading? And if you did, why would you bring it to work?” she asked. Her eyes were a balance between sinister and amused. She sipped her drink, smirking at her victim.

Tracy cleared his throat. “I never intended to lie, but I need this job. I can learn how to make you money in the market. Give me a chance,” he said.

“What were you going to do, Tracy? Lose all my money and ask for forgiveness later?”

“Make false reports?” Tracy said like a question.

“You squirm like a worm. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“You make me nervous, Dr. Frye.”

“Why do you live with your mother?” Janice asked.

“It’s a long story, but my father died.”

“Wow, I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Several years have passed now, but I have two younger siblings. My mom tried to get me to leave Foss for Chicago, but I can’t leave them behind. They need me. I need them,” Tracy said. He loved his family and appreciated his job with Dr. Frye. If he could learn how to trade stocks, the job could become more lucrative than the competition in Chicago.

“You’re an amazing brother,” Dr. Frye said. She lifted her foot and touched it to Tracy’s leg. It only lasted a second, but the look in her eyes told Tracy that her movement wasn’t a mistake. He pinched his thigh, but nothing changed. He was at the Mexican restaurant with a half-melted strawberry virgin margarita. His boss was across from him and flirting in her own wicked way. “Do you have a girlfriend, Tracy?”

He shook his head, feeling paralyzed by her question.

“Perfect,” she said. “Do you find me attractive, Tracy?” Her leg touched Tracy’s a second time. His dick couldn’t resist the sturdiness flowing to it. The undeniable attraction he had for his demanding boss.

Tracy nodded, answering her question.

“I don’t care much about the stocks. I’m more concerned with this,” she said and pushed her heel into Tracy’s crotch.

He yelped but maintained control. She gave him a look, warning him not to attract attention. Tracy touched her shoe against his jeans, pressing into his balls. It hurt but felt right. She was ten times the man he would ever become.

“How much do you want me, Tracy?” she asked.

“A lot,” he replied.

“Take my credit card and pay for the bill. Let’s get out of here,” she said and passed him the card.

Tracy stumbled out the booth and ran to the server. He paid and got a receipt for Dr. Frye. Tracy left the tip with money from his bonus. Dr. Frye had so much control over him, and a part of him liked it. A growing part of himself he didn’t want to ignore. Returning to the table, Dr. Frye had stood and was waiting. She wore a light coat and scarf. She linked her arm with Tracy’s, and they left.

They had both parked outside. Dr. Frye lingered. She stopped Tracy from crossing the parking lot. “You’re a good employee, Tracy. But let’s stop pretending there isn’t a raw sexual energy between us.”

“I agree,” he said.

“We should act on what is calling us. Let’s not run away from this, Tracy.” He shook his head. Dr. Frye grabbed his hands and cupped hers around his. She stared into his blue eyes. “Kiss me.”

Tracy didn’t hesitate. Their tongues flew in circles. Wings of the plane. It lasted at least a minute before Dr. Frye grabbed Tracy’s crotch. She oohed. “I like what I feel,” she said and winked. Dr. Frye crossed the parking lot and left Tracy by the entrance with wet boxers and a hard dick.


CHAPTER SIX

Janice replayed the dinner in her head all morning and night. She called off work for a day to avoid Tracy. The nurse practitioner on staff could do just about everything she could. Janice had checked her appointments that day before calling in to make sure she didn’t have to stop by the practice.

On her day outside the office, Janice had contacted her lawyer to draft up a document for herself and Tracy. She had no plans on losing her practice over a fling but wasn’t going to miss her opportunity with Tracy. He was submissive in the most perfect ways. He hadn’t flinched when she shoved her heel into his crotch. It was a step too far, but Janice would deny anything happened until Tracy signed the paper.

The next day at work, Janice entered the office with her head held high. She had a personal day. Nobody needed to know any different besides Tracy. She stopped by his desk, “please see me in my office. I have a question about the payroll,” she said.

Tracy nodded and entered her office a few minutes later. “You needed me? I filed the paperwork properly. I double checked yesterday when you weren’t here,” he said. Tracy was rambling. Janice loved how nervous she made him.

“Shut the door, Tracy,” she said. “Take a seat.”

Tracy sat across from her. She crossed her legs under the desk, ignoring the pictures of lingerie on her screen. She had been shopping and imaging her future with Tracy. “I want you to sign this,” she said. Dr. Frye laid a piece of paper in front of Tracy. She picked up a pen and curled her wrist. Tracy read over the words.

“What is this?”

“An agreement that you won’t try anything legal if our relationship goes south. I can’t lose my license over you.”

“But we already kissed,” Tracy said.

Janice sighed. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. People would never believe that hearsay,” she said and winked. Janice moved her hand between herself and Tracy, asking him if he wanted the same thing as her. Tracy couldn’t deny his attraction. It shined like a light in the darkness.

Tracy picked up the pen and signed on the dotted line. Janice exhaled, releasing the fear she had held. The tiniest part of her thought Tracy wouldn’t go through with it, but he had. They were free to explore their feelings. “Doesn’t that feel great?” Janice asked. She rolled her shoulders, picking up the paper from her desk. She snapped a photo and emailed a copy to herself. “You’re all mine now, Tracy. What will we ever do about that?”

“I can’t believe I signed that,” he said. He stared into space. Janice sat on her desk and faced him. She hoped nobody walked into her office as she spread her legs and revealed her uncovered lips to Tracy.

“What were you saying, dear?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Why didn’t I sign that paper earlier?”

“I have something for you, but you can’t open it until you get home. Do you understand? Nobody in the office can know that we’re dating,” she said.

“What is it?” he asked.

Janice put a finger to her lips. “No need to rush, my love. Here,” she said. Janice retrieved a cardboard box from her bag. There wasn’t a label or wrapping paper. Janice loved how Tracy studied the unmarked box. “Open this when you get home. If not, I can’t take responsibility for your actions.”

“Thank you,” Tracy said. His voice shook.

“Leave me, Tracy. Send me a picture once you open the gift,” Janice said.

♦

Tracy’s heart thumped in his chest as he cut the tape on his cardboard box. He wondered what Dr. Frye could have packed for him. She was a woman full of surprises. He loved the way they had to keep their affair a secret from the staff. The package had felt like contraband his entire shift. He felt naughty, like he was smuggling an illegal package. Tracy opened the box, and tissue paper greeted him.

His heart raced faster as he pulled the tissue apart. Slowly, hints of red revealed themselves. Tracy tipped the paper away, leaving a skimpy pair of red panties. Lace. He touched the fabric. How could Dr. Frye expect him to take a picture in these? His phone vibrated on the bed next to him. He was sitting alone in his room. His mom and siblings had just left for the grocery store.

Dr. Frye: Have you opened your gift yet? I’m sitting at home thinking about you.

Tracy wished he were at her house. She must have had a mansion on the outskirts of town. It didn’t take long to reach the countryside in Foss. She probably had space to run around outside in the backyard. He hoped she didn’t live in one of the new properties without trees so they could fool around in the darkness. He could run around in the field wearing his new red panties. Maybe she lived in a condo above the small downtown strip. There weren’t any tall buildings in Foss besides a handful of water towers. The university had their own water supply.

Tracy realized how little he knew about his new girlfriend and how much he had to learn. He wanted to know everything about her, but she couldn’t know how much he loved the lingerie. Tracy had to act like a man and relent.

Tracy: Why would you send me panties? I’m a man.

It killed Tracy not to indulge his true fantasies, but she could have been testing him. Maybe her old boyfriend wore panties, and Dr. Frye was trying to weed out any flaws. Tracy had never worn lingerie before and avoided it.

Dr. Frye: They’re actually made for men. I bought a pair with space for your dick.

She sent a cute, kiss-face emoji with the message. Tracy examined the underwear, amazed that there was a space for his dick. A little pouch sewn from lace. Tracy stood from his bed and undid his pants, letting them fall to his ankles. He went over to his mirror and stared at himself, holding the panties in front of his boxers. Could he cross this line? Did he have the courage to release the prejudices hollering in his mind? He was a man. Blonde, a little muscular, and handsome. Women didn’t pay him much attention, but he got replies when he asked women for dates.

Dr. Frye: Send a picture! I’m dying to see how they look on you. Does it help to know that I’m touching myself?

Tracy dropped his boxers to the ground and replaced them with the red, lacy lingerie. His legs were hairy, but his blonde hair was thin. It didn’t distract from the image of his half-hard dick pressed against the fabric. If he took a picture, Dr. Frye would see everything. The panties hid nothing, but Tracy couldn’t stop staring at himself. His dick looked so sexy behind that red lace that he wished he knew how to suck himself. He had tried it a couple times, but his body didn’t bend that way.

Tracy was growing hard as he gazed at his reflection. His v-cut traveled into the panties. The happy trail from his belly button to his dick. He didn’t mind the light hair but wondered how he would look without it. His phone buzzed again with another message from Dr. Frye. He had been too lost in himself, playing with the head of his dick through the fabric, to recognize the passing time.

Snapping a picture, Tracy sent it to Dr. Frye. She returned a picture of herself with her panties pushed to the side, clad to her body. Her fingers wet from juices. Tracy’s dick sprang to life at the sight of her ravishing pussy. He needed her to push his face into those lips. Rub his tongue up and down her clit. His dick pulsed. He moved the fabric over his dick and released his hardness. A string of precum dripped to the floor.

He took another picture and sent it to Tracy.

Tracy: I can’t wait to fuck that pussy.

Dr. Frye: You’re a naughty boy. Bad boys have to wait.

Tracy purred. He hated a tease but loved when Dr. Frye did it. She sent another picture. Her long brown hair spread out over the bedspread and her chest as she stared into the camera. Her blue eyes captivated. Tracy couldn’t look away from the screen as he stroked his dick. She was a goddess. He wouldn’t leave her as long as she had him. Tracy didn’t care how much control she had over him because she was the most confident, sexiest woman he had ever met.

He came into a tissue. His body doubled. He couldn’t resist the cum bubbling up from his balls.

Tracy: I’ll wait as long as I have to, sexy lady.

Dr. Frye: *wink*


CHAPTER SEVEN

Janice couldn’t stop looking at the photo of Tracy’s wet dick. Covered in precum or lube or whatever he used to make it shimmering like that. Janice wanted it to be her saliva that covered Tracy’s cock after he came down her throat. She had an endless list of fantasies to complete with Tracy. They hadn’t crossed the line, but it was becoming harder by the day. She wouldn’t last much longer before shoving her pussy in his face and taking his dick between both sets of her lips. It was the perfect size, not too big and not too small. It wouldn’t tire Janice like an extra-large cock. She didn’t enjoy those. They were fun for a night or two, but she wanted a long-term situation with Tracy. His dick was the right size for the long run. Days upon days of hot sex. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on him, but the longer he waited, the more Tracy became putty in Janice’s hands. She couldn’t lose control.

Walking into work that day, Janice remained strong. Weeks had passed since she hired Tracy, and everything was going well in the office. They maintained a distance. Nobody suspected the romance between Janice and Tracy. She dropped a note on Tracy’s desk to come by during his lunch break.

The hours dragged on as Janice waited for lunch. She saw a few regular patients, and people were acting more festive as they approached the holidays. They gave her early gifts—chocolate, cards, and warm wishes—since they wouldn’t see her until after the New Year. She thanked them but secretly didn’t care about more than the note she had written for Tracy. She loved her patients, but Tracy consumed her. Ever since that night when they exchanged photos, she hadn’t had a handle on herself. She never sent nude pictures to men but teased Tracy with one. Her employee. The contract gave her a sense of peace, but a little part of her worried Tracy would leak their affair to the staff. They would judge her if they saw that photo.

Lunch arrived. Tracy knocked on the door. “You wanted to see me?” he asked.

“Yes, please sit,” she said. Janice closed the photo of Tracy’s dick on her computer.

“Did you read the note?”

“I would love to have dinner at your house. Where do you live?”

“I’ll send you the address when we get off. Can you come right after work?” she asked. She felt a little desperate but maintained composure. It would crush her if Tracy refused her request.

“What is the special surprise?”

Janice turned giddy. He would never go for her surprise. “I want to shave your body,” she whispered. “Play a little dress up? We’re a similar size. I have things that might fit you.”

Tracy scoffed, “that was a onetime thing,” he said.

“Don’t you want to see how beautiful you would look as a woman? Those panties were hot on you,” she said.

“I’m a man, Dr. Frye.”

“Please, call me Janice. You don’t have to call me Dr. Frye.”

“But I think it’s sexy.”

“How about this? I’ll dress up as an even hotter doctor tonight if you dress up as a woman?”

Tracy sat back in his chair and looked out the window behind Janice. She stared at his face, wanting to touch her lips to his. “I’ll see you for dinner then,” Tracy said. He stood and went to her door, but she stopped him.

“That wasn’t an answer,” she said.

Tracy winked and slid out the door. Janice opened the photo of him on her computer and stared at it as she ate her prepared lunch, crunching on a cucumber while ignoring the warming in her center.

♦

The hour arrived. Tracy and Janice had formed a habit of staying in the office until after everyone left. They should quit before people stopped believing his stories and suspected the affair between them. Tracy didn’t mind if people knew, but he respected Janice’s power and reputation. Their secret love was something new and unfounded. There were aspects of their relationship he didn’t want coming out to the public.

Tracy used GPS but didn’t have a hard time following Janice to her house. She lived on the outskirts of town with a huge piece of land as Tracy had imagined. All the doctors and lawyers in Foss lived in this area. He drove down her private road, impressed by the vastness of the properties. He loved coming over to this side of Foss and couldn’t wait to visit more often.

Janice stepped out her car. Her legs looked like candy. He wondered if he would look similar once Janice removed the hair from his body. She kissed him and turned toward the door. “Don’t stay outside too long. The neighbors love to gossip.”

The age between them didn’t matter to Tracy. He was grown and had graduated from college. Janice was older than him by twelve years, but that didn’t phase Tracy. He was lucky to breathe the air she released from her lungs. They stepped inside her house. It was as grand as Tracy had envisioned. A huge painting hung on her two-story-living-room wall. She ushered Tracy into the house and placed him in the living room that connected with the kitchen.

“Sparkling or still water?” Janice asked.

“Still is fine,” Tracy said. He played with his hands in his lap, wondering how Janice took care of such a large space alone. She returned with his water. Hers was sparkling. “You live here all alone?” he asked. Her house was much bigger than the one he shared with his family on the other side of town.

“I had a boyfriend, but things didn’t work out. He lived here for a limited time. My house is big, but I love it.”

“Is it hard to maintain?” Tracy asked.

“I hire people for that. I don’t have time to do anything with the practice.”

“Not even this?” Tracy asked, touching Janice’s face and kissing her. She exhaled, loving his lips on hers.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“Why would I ever stop?” Tracy kissed her deeper, moving atop her on the sofa. Janice threw her arms above her head. Tracy kissed them. His lips moved up and down her exposed skin. His dick twitched in his pants, coming to life as her fingers grated along his abs. Janice lifted the shirt from Tracy’s torso. She moved him and flipped his body, so she was on top. He loved how she took control. Too many women before her would just lay there. Tracy wasn’t the dominate type.

“Take off your pants. Let’s get you into some panties,” she said. “I bought several new pairs for you to try.”

“Are you shaving me first?”

“Absolutely. I want to doll you up and have fun.”

“Where’s the bathroom?”

♦

Men were too hairy. They never groomed in the right places. Janice took her time in the bathroom removing every hair from Tracy’s body. He begged for mercy after she washed soap over his raw skin. She used a detachable shower head and loofah to lather his burning flesh. Janice had to clean Tracy before she could rub him down with lotion.

“How does it feel to not have hair?” Janice asked, running the loofah over his body. His dick looked like it had grown a couple inches, but Janice still loved the size. It wasn’t too big. She could use it all night.

“Different,” Tracy said. “I like it, but my body is crying for lotion. Please tell me you have some.”

Janice looked at him with side eyes. She took the lotion from the counter and showed it to Tracy. They gazed at each other. Tracy’s dick rose, and she wrapped her hand around it. “We’ll use this soon enough. Don’t you want to see what panties I bought for you?”

“Only after you get lotion on my itching skin,” he said.

“Oh, hush up. You’re about to become a radiant woman. Dolled up and sexy. Get out the shower. Let me dry you,” she said, holding out a towel.

Tracy stepped into it, and Janice wrapped the towel around him. She patted the towel over his body, taking a second to stop at his dick. She held it in her hand while kissing the tip. Tracy shuddered. He tried to look annoyed, but Janice had a complete hold over him. She shook her hair. It fell over her shoulders. Tracy looked away from her, but he couldn’t ignore the sexiness of her curls. The way her blue eyes shined in his. How she could see herself in Tracy’s eyes when they stared at each other. A sign of true love.

Janice squirted lotion into her palm and rubbed it onto Tracy’s back. He panted and moaned as Janice worked the cream into his skin. He held onto the counter, watching her work in the mirror. His dick sat on the stone, pointing toward the sink. It was thick and handsome and filled from his proximity with the sexy brunette. He could smell her perfume, hoping she would spritz the same scent on him.

“Wait here,” Janice said when she had worked two layers of lotion into Tracy from head to toe. She returned with a box. “I ordered these online. I hope they fit.”

There was an assortment of lingerie in the box. Tracy’s face turned to stone. “I will never wear all these,” he said.

“You won’t?” she asked. His flat tone crushed Janice. She thought she had found the man that would play games with her. Dress up like her doll. She was afraid to reveal all the dresses she had bought. “I thought you liked the red panties I got you before. Didn’t we have a deal? I would dress up as a doctor, and you would wear a dress.”

“I never answered your question,” Tracy said and winked. He was hard and stroking his dick. He wore nothing. Ignoring the box of lingerie, Tracy stepped forward.

Janice wasn’t having it. She had their outfits laid out on the bed and planned on using them. She put up her hand, “if you want me, we’re playing by my rules.”

Tracy stopped. His dick didn’t soften. He smirked. “Your rules?”

“Don’t make me get the whip and teach you a lesson,” Janice said. She wore jeans, a bra, and heels. Janice had changed before shaving Tracy’s body. She loved to walk around in heels when a man came to her house. They intimidated men, but Tracy was playing games with her.

“A whip? What did I do that was so wrong, my love?” he asked.

She didn’t know if he was testing her or being serious. “Get to your knees, Tracy. Not another step in this direction.” They had reached the living room. The last hints of sunlight transformed the sky to an orange color. She turned on the lights and pointed to the middle of the living room floor. Tracy put up his hands and kneeled there. Janice stepped in front of him. She gripped Tracy by his short blonde hair and bent his head to face her. “My house, my rules. You will wear panties.”

Tracy shook his head. “No, I’m a man. You can’t make me. My father taught me that men don’t wear panties. Only fags do.”

“Unbutton my jeans,” she said without releasing his head. Tracy lifted his arms and released the jeans from Janice’s body. She took Tracy’s head and pushed it into her clad panties. He sniffed and nuzzled against the fabric. “Pull them down, Tracy.”

He listened. She shoved his face into her pussy, and he made good work on her clit. He knew what to do and loved doing it. “Would a fag do this? Give into your desires, Tracy. I won’t judge you.”

Tracy shook his head. “Wearing lingerie isn’t right. This is. Just let me love you how a man should,” he said. Tracy licked her throbbing clit. She tried to make words, but they turned to melted butter drizzled over popcorn.

Janice stumbled to the sofa, still wearing her heels. Tracy followed her, desperate for another taste of her pussy. He connected with her lips. Janice grabbed a pillow and bit into it. An orgasm grew inside her like radiating semi-circles. An explosion of sensations. A squirt into Tracy’s mouth.

“Thank you,” he said when she came. Janice relaxed into the sofa. She would get Tracy into those panties before the night was over but enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm. Tracy sunk into the couch next to her and came all over his chest. What a waste, Janice thought. But the sensation was too euphoric to move.

♦

Tracy sat at Janice’s kitchen island, waiting for her to mix two vodka cocktails. She had added lime juice and sugar water before stirring in ice. Janice’s muscles flexed as she poured the liquid into two martini glasses. She wore a bar and heels. Tracy wore nothing. He wanted to put on the panties but was too afraid of where that would lead. He was a man and shouldn’t have the desire to dress like a woman. Janice pushed a martini glass toward him over the counter.

He sipped. The drink was heavy on vodka. It didn’t matter how much Tracy drank because the fear was too strong. He couldn’t become a man that dressed as a woman. His father would have been disappointed to learn about his son’s fetish. Tracy had kept his desires under wraps for years until Janice blew into his life. He soiled those red lacy panties in two days. Tracy threw them out without telling Janice. He liked her, but she was dangerous for him.

Janice rested her elbows on the counter and stared at Tracy. Her hair hung at both sides. “Why are you resisting what you want, Tracy?”

“How do you know what I want?” he asked. Tracy drank his cocktail without looking at Janice. The sun had disappeared, but it was still early. “Can I spend the night here?”

“Yes, you don’t have to drive.”

“I don’t have to wear panties, either,” he said.

“No, you don’t, but we both want the same thing. Let me doll you up. I have everything we need to transform you. I see you on break looking at those fashion magazines. You touch the pages like you’re fantasizing about a different body.”

“What? How do—”

“There are cameras in the break room,” Janice said. “We used to have a nurse with sticky fingers that took money out of people’s purses. I had to add them.”

“Who cares what I want? It’s not right,” Tracy said. Janice shook her head. He wanted to argue with her, but there was no rational to that. She accepted him with his fetish. What man admired lingerie magazines for more than the female form? Women were everything to Tracy. He was straight. A woman’s man, mostly. Tracy was awkward but not at all gay. “Straight men shouldn’t wear lingerie.”

“It’s more common than you think,” Janice said. “Most men that like wearing lingerie are straight. We all like different things. It’s what makes us unique.”

Tracy’s walls crumbled around him. He walked around the island and hugged his naked body against Janice’s. They kissed. “Pick out your favorite pair. I’ll wear whatever you want,” Tracy said. He was excited to dress up and couldn’t wait for Janice to help him. She ran and grabbed the box.

“Try them all on and pick your favorite. I’ll make us more cocktails,” she said. Janice mixed more drinks while Tracy tried on the lingerie and modeled the underwear for Janice. He loved the freedom he felt with her. They clicked. Tracy trusted Janice with his secret. As Tracy tried on the panties, he grew comfortable. He wanted to try more. Tracy hoped that Janice had clothes he could try on and makeup.

“I love this pair,” Tracy said. They were blue and hugged his junk in all the right places.

“Perfect choice,” Janice said. They were on their third drink, and Tracy was feeling the vodka. He didn’t care. He felt free for the first time in years. There was a time when he dreamed he would find these freedoms in the big city, but Tracy never even had to leave Foss. He had everything he needed here in his hometown. Tracy slammed his third drink and spun in a circle. The air tickled his hairless body. He went to reapply lotion, and Janice had brought down a dress and wig when he returned.

“You think I will fit in that dress?” Tracy asked.

“Yes, don’t you?”

“I’m not sure, it looks rather small,” he said.

“You’re a slender lady,” she said and winked.

Lady? Nobody could ever know what he was about to do. Tracy stepped forward and took the dress from Janice. She had her doctor’s outfit. Tracy slid the dress over his body. It fit looser than he had imagined. Janice was halfway in her doctor’s uniform. But she looked even sexier than she did at work, if that was possible. She never wore the accessories on the job. Her heels at work were more modest than the pair she had changed into.

They worked on their fourth drink while Janice did Tracy’s makeup. She placed a blonde wig on his head. When she lifted the mirror, Tracy saw a woman. His old self had disappeared. He wanted to fuck Janice and record. Two women going at it. One chick would have a dick. They could wear masks if she wanted, but Tracy had to watch himself fuck her. Eat her pussy with her new blonde hair stretched out over the sheets.

“I can’t wait to get inside you,” Tracy said, touching Janice’s chest. He wore a dress but felt more masculine than he ever had. He was more like himself than he had ever experienced. The fabric hung from his body in the most exquisite way. It was like hugging a friend at a reunion.

“Not so fast, tiger,” Janice said. Her words slurred.

“Don’t you want this?” Tracy asked. He took Janice’s hand, but she slapped it away.

“I’ll have your dick when I say I want it. Understood?” she asked. “Doctor’s orders! Fetch me another drink, mistress.”

Tracy shook his head, loving his transformed body. He went to the bathroom to admire his long hair and enhanced face. Janice did a great job with the makeup. She accented his cheekbones and hid his blemishes. He wished society would accept this version of himself because Tracy loved it.

When he went to refill their drinks, Janice had fallen asleep on the sofa. He carried her to bed in their outfits.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Janice and Tracy hadn’t spent private time together since their night, but the weekend arrived. They had plans to spend the entire day together, and Janice was positive their time would lead into the night. She had been thinking about Tracy all week. He was the perfect mix of man and femininity. He had sent a couple pictures of himself in the new panties but nothing more. Janice didn’t expect him to dress like a woman at work. That was for their private time together.

Brushing her hair, Janice studied herself in the mirror. Her strands had split ends. She had gone too long without visiting her hairdresser. She ran around the house to dress before Tracy rang the doorbell. He always arrived early. Janice was tired of men that arrived late to act like a bad guy. She wanted a good man to respond to her beck and call. The man could challenge her but had to know she wore the pants. Tracy filled that role.

She was applying mascara when Tracy rang the doorbell. She opened the door with the tube in her hand. Tracy wore a simple outfit: jeans, t-shirt, and a jacket over the top. The weather was growing colder by the day. Tracy stepped inside and kissed Janice on the cheek, “you look amazing, doctor.”

“Thanks. Take a seat in the living room. There’s something waiting for you.”

Janice returned to the bathroom, waiting for Tracy’s reaction. She wanted to dress him up and take him out on the town. While she applied the last touch of makeup, Tracy exploded. He stormed into the bathroom. She set her compact on the counter and turned toward Tracy, raising her eyebrow.

“What do you expect with this?” he asked, holding up the dress and poncho. She had picked out the cutest fall outfit to hide his manly features.

“I want to make you Cici for the day,” she said.

“Cici?”

“Yes, that can be your girl name. What do you think?” she asked.

Cici, Janice’s transformed version of Tracy, stared at her outfit. Janice desperately wanted her to wear the clothes. She wanted her boyfriend to become her girlfriend for the night. Tracy (Cici) stared at the outfit in his hand, wanting to wear it. Janice could see it in the way his eyes softened. He was trying so hard to resist his destiny.

“It’s daylight, Janice. You can’t expect me to do this.”

“Why not? You’ll be amazing, Cici,” he said.

“My name isn’t Cici.”

“Don’t fight what we both know you want, Cici. Free your soul, and then I’ll treat you to the most amazing sex of your life.” Was it wrong to bride Cici? She needed a push in the right direction. There was nothing to fear between them, and Janice had picked out an outfit that covered everything. Nobody would notice Cici’s Adam’s apple or wide shoulders. “Please, Cici. I want this more than you do, it seems.”

Cici shook her head. There was a strong feminine spirit inside Tracy. Janice touched Tracy’s cheek, staring into his eyes. “We can have the most fun in the world, if you only let go.”

“Have you done this with anyone before?”

“No, it took me forever to find you. Don’t disappoint me,” Janice said. She held up the dress for Cici. She took it and changed right there. Cici had already been wearing panties. She was such a good girl, knowing exactly how to please her mistress.

Janice did Cici’s makeup when she finished dressing. Tracy had transformed to Janice’s doll. She clapped her hands and jumped to calm the excitement. “Let’s hit the town,” Janice said and pulled Cici out the door.

♦

They ate lunch, went to the library, and walked around the mall. Janice had been driving them around the city. At first, it had horrified Tracy (Cici) to walk in public as a woman, but then the shock dulled to a humming buzz. Nobody noticed Cici wasn’t a real woman. She went to the bathroom with other females, and nobody looked twice at her. The waiter at lunch narrowed his eyes when Cici spoke, but nothing happened. Cici had to work on her voice, but Janice had freed her. Cici could never thank Janice enough for pushing her out the nest and letting her soar.

Pulling into a parking lot, Cici asked where they were. “We’re taking a pumpkin-carving class.”

“I can’t believe it,” Cici said.

“Don’t hate me, but I saw it online this morning and thought it was the perfect activity for us. There will be all types of people here.”

“I know. It’s Saturday afternoon. Are you trying to kill me from embarrassment?”

“Never,” Janice said. They looked like two stylish ladies. Cici wouldn’t speak, and nobody would think twice about her. The dress she wore was like a robe the way it draped over her body, but Cici loved it. They stepped inside, and a woman directed them to the class. Families, young couples, singles, and an assortment of people filled the room. Several people turned and looked at Cici and Janice. “Don’t worry. We’re just friends enjoying Saturday,” Janice whispered.

Cici swallowed. They found two seats. A couple people studied Cici’s face, but she focused on the pumpkin. After the first minute, nobody paid them attention. Cici felt high with the secret between them. She introduced herself in her best female voice, and the class moved forward. She couldn’t wait until Janice dressed her up again. They would have to do it every weekend.

“Let’s go home, Cici. We can put our pumpkins on the porch.”

“Do we need to get candles on the way home?”

“Good idea,” Janice said and kissed Cici on the cheek.

♦

Janice and Tracy set their pumpkins outside before stepping into the house. Janice placed the candles they bought on the counter and faced Tracy. “You going out there today was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Janice said. She grabbed Tracy’s dress and pulled her close.

“You liked it?” Tracy asked. The panties held his dick in place, but it was growing stiff and uncomfortable. Constricted.

“More than you know,” Janice said. She pushed Tracy toward the couch. He fell backward, and she mounted him. One thigh on each side of Tracy. Her dress was much shorter than his and hiked up her legs. Tracy peeked and saw the outline of her pussy through the lace panties. “We must take Cici out on the town more often.”

“Please,” he said. Tracy looked into Janice’s eyes.

“Take off your dress but leave the panties and leggings on,” Janice said.

She got off him and stripped to nothing. Her breasts hung like two delicious pieces of fruit from her chest. He moved the panties to the side to release his hard dick. Janice took it in her hand. She stroked it once before pushing him back to the sofa. He kept on the wig along with his panties and leggings. Janice sucked his dick while he played with his own nipples.

To Tracy’s surprise, Janice rolled a condom over his dick. “Who’s my doll?”

“I am,” he said. “For as long as you want me.”

“I will dress you up in the cutest outfits,” Janice said. She glided down Tracy’s feminine dick. He gripped her breasts, using one hand to play with her nipple and the other to pleasure his. Janice gripped the back of the sofa and raised her hips. She lowered them onto Tracy’s dick. Her pussy was like a warm blanket. A new pair of shoes after the third day.

“Please, dress me in whatever you want,” Tracy said. Janice took control, using his dick like a controller. Tracy wouldn’t protest. She felt like a glove. Her pussy leaked all over him. He used the juices to squeeze his nipples, loving the sensation.

“Your dick feels so good inside of me,” Janice said.

Tracy used her juices and moved his hand to her throbbing clit. She doubled over but didn’t stop moving her pussy up and down his extension. “Use my dick, baby,” he said. Tracy took her nipple into his mouth and had two fingers on her button. He needed to hit her floor, take her to the top.

“Fuck, Cici. Tracy. Doll,” she said. Her moan sounded like a record scratching. Tracy doubled down on her nub, pushing her to the edge. He felt the constrictions within her. The bubbling orgasm. He’d never reached this level with any woman before Janice. She took his to ecstasy.

“Cum for me, doctor,” Tracy said.

She burst at those words, digging her nails into Tracy’s chest. He loved the pain for her pleasure. He nibbled on her nipple, loving the heat floating between them. The sweat rolling down Janice’s back. He kissed her, sticking his tongue deep into her mouth.

“You’re the best doll a woman could ever ask for,” Janice said.

Tracy moved her over and fucked her. It took three thrusts to hit his spot. He filled the condom deep in her pussy, still wearing his favorite lacy blue panties. Janice pawed him as Tracy slid out of her. They lay on the couch like that kissing and enjoying the high.

“Never leave me,” Tracy said. “I’ll never find a woman like you.”

“You have nothing to worry about, my doll,” Janice said.


EPILOGUE

Tracy sat on Janice’s couch. It would soon be their sofa because he was planning on moving in with her, but they had to break the news to Tracy’s family first. His mother had only found out about the relationship he had with his doctor boss a few weeks ago. It was a shock.

“Are you sure we can’t wait?” Tracy said.

“You’re here all the time. Just move your stuff already and stop wasting gas.”

Tracy didn’t want to upset his mother, but he hated the lying and sneaking around. Tracy wanted to wear leggings around the house. He wanted to lounge in a dress. Every time he wanted to head home, it was a production of removing makeup and changing clothes. At least he could always wear a pair of panties, but Tracy loved becoming Cici. She was his alter ego. His other half.

“I can’t wait to officially meet your mother,” Janice said.

“She’s a treat,” Tracy said. He was jealous that Janice got to wear a dress, and he didn’t. He had become comfortable wearing women’s clothing in public. Cici loved to hit the town and show her legs. “I know she will adore you, Janice.”

“Even though I’m twelve years older than you?” she asked. They were sitting in the bathroom. Janice had to finish her makeup. Tracy was dressed in men’s clothing, minus the green silky panties he wore beneath his jeans. His belt was tight, so nobody would see them at dinner.

“She doesn’t enjoy that fact, but we’ll win her over.”

Janice closed her compact. “Finished. Let’s hit the road.”

“Not before I get a kiss,” Tracy said.

“I love you. She will understand,” Janice said.

“I love you, too.” They held hands and walked to the car. Tracy couldn’t wait to live with Janice. She was his everything. He was himself when he was with her, and that was what mattered most. Tracy kissed her hand as they sped down the highway to the other side of town. His fear disappeared. A sense of knowing that everything would work out with him and Janice replaced the doubt.
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CHAPTER ONE

Elaine Clark flicked a cigarette over the edge of her balcony. She was wearing blue running shorts and a white tank top, her hair still wet from the shower. The radio DJ was playing Fleetwood Mac. Elaine took another drag from her cigarette, dreading the fact she still had to get her laundry from the basement.

Elaine couldn’t avoid the sound of her ticking clock on the wall, so she put out her cigarette and got up to head downstairs. From the stairwell of her apartment building, she could see the flatness of Kansas. It was incredible how she could see miles into the distance.

Elaine entered the laundry room and dreaded who she saw. William Martin. He lived down the hall from her. They had hooked up a few times. William was strange and seeing him was always a chore.

“William,” said Elaine. She turned her head to act like she didn’t care he was in her presence. As though he was just another stranger; one who hadn’t been inside her. Elaine preferred men of color, but there was something to say for the convenience William had provided.

“Elaine,” he said, but something was off about his voice. Elaine had her back to William, taking her clothes from the dryer. “I’m sorry for—”

“William, please! We don’t have to rehash our history every time we bump into each other,” Elaine said, turning to William so he could see the seriousness in her eyes, but that was when she saw them. A pair of red lace panties with a tiny bow. Elaine wondered what woman William had fucked. What woman he had bore with his terrible stories about fixing cars.

As hot as William’s body was, Elaine didn’t give two fucks about cars. She didn’t care what engines they had or how many horsepower they possessed. William talked about gears with more passion than her womanly figure. What was Elaine supposed to do with that?

William noticed Elaine staring at the panties, his face turning as red as the fabric. He buried them in the basket under a pile of wet clothes.

“What’s wrong? You don’t have to be embarrassed about sleeping with other women. I hope you don’t think I’m sitting in my apartment thinking about you and feeling lonely,” said Elaine.

William frowned, but Elaine couldn’t read his face. He shifted his attention and tossed his clothes in the dryer. Elaine had planned on folding her clothes upstairs, but watching William’s panic was delightful. Elaine had never seen a man’s neck turn that shade of red.

“William, why are you embarrassed? What’s the lucky girl’s name?”

He grunted as he started the dryer. Elaine stepped behind him, pressing her chest against his back. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and Elaine knew how much William had loved touching her breasts the few times they played together.

“Leave me alone, Elaine. You made it clear how you feel. I don’t need you humiliating me again,” he said.

Elaine wasn’t like most other women. She felt she had been born too early. 1975 wasn’t her time to blossom, but she did what she could. She only hoped women weren’t judged for their promiscuity in the future like people judged her now.

As much as William loved her hand traveling down his front side and gripping his penis, he too was judging Elaine for her bold actions. William moved his shoulder, causing Elaine to step away from him. She grabbed her laundry, deciding she would fold it upstairs.

“I’ll see you soon,” she said.

William didn’t turn to watch Elaine leave. He was too nervous she would spread his secret around the apartment complex. William couldn’t help that he loved the feel of lace hugging his member, but he never wanted anyone to discover his truth.


CHAPTER TWO

The flower between Elaine Clark’s thighs hadn’t stopped her from climbing the corporate ladder at KC Gifts & Chocolate. She started at the company as a cashier in high school, worked as a manager in their store through college, and moved to the corporate building after earning her bachelor’s degree. She ran the human relations department and oversaw the company’s expansion across the country.

Elaine rolled a cigarette butt between her thumb and pointer finger, flicking it to the grass as she pulled into the parking lot of the corporate building. It was on the Missouri side of Kansas City in a modest one-story building. Size could be a deceiving indicator of performance.

Throwing her bag over her shoulder, Elaine stepped inside. Familiar faces greeted her as she walked to her desk. Elaine loved the people she worked with, as they were better to her than her own parents at times. Elaine preferred to only visit her parents on holidays. They didn’t approve of her independent lifestyle. They wanted her barefoot and in some man’s kitchen, which wasn’t what Elaine had in mind for her life.

Elaine conducted a few interviews for their retail stores around the city. She trained new managers before lunch. She was gathering her yogurt and turkey sandwich from the fridge when her boss Dominic stepped in and called her to his office. They often ate lunch together to discuss business.

“How was training?”

“There are some promising candidates,” Elaine said as she spooned yogurt into her mouth. Dominic finished typing something, pulling the page from his typewriter and setting it on a pile of papers.

“I need you to go to Los Angeles. We have potential investors that want to open stores on the West Coast. We’ve been getting phone calls from all over, but they sound serious. They offered to fly you out, spoil you with Californian cuisine, and pay you a bonus just to explain our operations and profits.”

“Pay me or the company?” she asked, running her finger along the edge of her sandwich.

“Well, the company, but you know I’ll give the money to you,” he said, winking.

Elaine shook her head, knowing he just fed her bonuses as hush money for the gay affairs he had behind his wife’s back. She had gone to an underground gay bar in the city with her friends and caught him in the parking lot kissing another man. She had no physical proof of Dominic’s transgressions, but her friends had seen him too.

“Is that all, Dominic?”

“Yes, Elaine,” he said.

“How’s Ben?”

Dominic scowled, shushing Elaine. “Don’t say that man’s name here. We talked about that. You’re dismissed.”

Elaine opened her mouth, but Dominic shooed her out of his office. He loaded a piece of paper into his typewriter, acting as though Elaine had already left. She gathered her half-eaten lunch and went to her desk to finish it.

As the day went on, Elaine thought about how she saw William last night. How he washed a pair of red lace panties. Elaine wondered what woman had worn those panties. Had William’s hands shaken like an earthquake when he removed them from her body? William was a tornado of nerves each time they fooled around, but Elaine found herself missing him as she spun her Rolodex in circles.

Dominic’s secretary stepped in toward the end of Elaine’s workday, confirming she had bought a plane ticket for Elaine’s trip to Los Angeles. Elaine thanked her, gathered her paperwork, and left early for the day. She loaded an 8-track tape before lighting a cigarette and hitting the road.


CHAPTER THREE

Women’s lingerie was scattered across William’s bed as he sat with his legs crossed, staring at the hill of fabric.

William had always known he was different but didn’t think he was gay. Throughout William’s life, he had loved two things: cars and the female form. He loved women. Posters of half-naked women hung in his closet, but what did it matter if he couldn’t keep a real woman for more than a few dates? They always ended up leaving, no matter how much he suppressed his true desires.

When Elaine saw William’s panties, his will to live plummeted. Elaine with her choppy, gorgeous hair. Her carefree attitude. The way she walked into a room and people paid attention. William could never hold his shoulders as high as she did. Elaine thought the panties belonged to another woman, but what would she say if he told her they were his?

William had never shared his secret with a woman. How could he explain he thought their lace lingerie looked as good on him as it did on them? How could he explain that he wanted to walk in their shoes, even if it was just for a day? William had once driven to St. Louis just to try on heels but chickened out before entering the store.

Where could William find a place that would accept him? Where could he find a woman who wouldn’t judge him for helping her shop? He longed to wear slips and stockings to bed, cuddled up under a comforter with the woman of his dreams lying by his side. They would listen to records. Elaine could easily have been the woman of his dreams. William wanted to bow at her feet. He would cook for her. Clean. Do whatever she told him.

William screamed, pushing the panties from his bed. He paced his bedroom, wondering why he couldn’t just be a regular guy. Why did he have to crave the tightness of a thong hugging his balls? Why did he crave the feeling of thin spaghetti straps on his shoulders?

William picked up the red panties Elaine had seen. He ripped them in half, regretting it the moment they hit the floor. They were his favorite pair. They fit in a way that made his ass look like a model’s. William picked up the two pieces of fabric, anguished over his lack of self control. William unbuttoned his pants, removing his bottoms. He slid on a baby-blue thong. He wore jeans over it. His dick was hard as the silky thong hugged his member.

Grabbing his keys, William slammed the front door as he left. He went to his car. William started the engine and took a joy ride, trying to calm his nerves. He wanted to love himself, but it was hard when society was so fiercely against what he felt was natural. Women he wanted to love spoke unkindly of crossdressers when he asked. They didn’t understand.

Some days William thought about smoking cigarettes. He had never tried, but people said it calmed their nerves. He hadn’t picked up the habit because it made cars smell stale and used, which wasn’t something William wanted for his ride.

After driving enough miles to make his gas tank drop by a quarter, William bought hamburgers and fries from a McDonald’s off the highway. William sat on the hood of his car, facing a field of nothing. He ate his food, thinking about what he would do with the pile of lingerie on his floor when he returned home. Every few months he thought of throwing them all away, but he had never forgiven himself the last time he ridded himself of lingerie.

William ate the fast food, wondering why he couldn’t live a double life. Every time he fucked a woman, he could only think about the panties in his closet. The desire to wear lingerie while he gave his woman whatever she wanted. Lots of men wouldn’t touch a woman with their mouth, but William could eat pussy all day; if only he could compartmentalize himself when he was with a naked woman.

The sun sank further in the west. William went home. As he was walking to the apartment building, Elaine pulled into her usual spot, music blaring. He tried to duck inside, painfully aware of the thong hugging his hips, but she hollered for him to stop.

“William, I just got back from the airport! I’m starving. Come have dinner with me,” she said.

He stuck his hands into his jeans, wishing he had kept on his briefs. Elaine was offering him a second chance, and he would be a fool not to take it as much as he thought about her.

“I just ate,” he said. “Got burgers and fries.”

Elaine stepped closer to him. She was wearing tall heels, which made her tower over him. He didn’t know how she could walk on gravel with those, but she did it with overwhelming seduction. “What? You want a lady to eat alone after a long day of travel?”

“It’s not that,” said William. He had nothing better to do than have dinner with Elaine, so he agreed. Sometimes it was easier to say yes than make up an excuse.

“You driving?”

“Sure,” he said.

Elaine lit a cigarette the moment they entered his car. He wanted to tell her to put it out but just rolled down the windows and kept his mouth shut.

“Wow, power windows,” commented Elaine.

“Cars are my life,” he said. “What do you want to eat?”

“Go to Roy’s.”

♦

As William pulled his car into the parking lot, Elaine tossed out her half-smoked cigarette. William watched her ass hug the denim fabric as she opened the door and stepped out. He rolled up the windows, savoring the sight of her backside. William held the diner’s door open for Elaine, and she stepped inside.

Roy’s Diner was a staple in Tremont, Kansas. It only closed five hours a day and severed just about everyone in the community, which was part of the Kansas City metro area. A young waitress came over. Elaine ordered a turkey sandwich and a side salad. William ordered a slice of apple pie.

“Why were you at the airport?”

“I’m a human relations manager. I had to fly to Los Angeles to promote the business.”

“KC Gifts & Chocolate, right?”

“I can’t believe you remember,” she said.

William thought about telling her how much she crossed his mind since they had sex. He always acted like a loser in her presence.

“It’s hard to forget,” he said.

The waitress returned with their order. Elaine told her to thank the kitchen for their speed and promised she would leave a generous tip. Elaine ate her salad first. William envisioned Elaine’s mouth around his cock as she pulled the fork from her mouth.

“We should see a movie. We would get home by 11,” she said, checking her watch.

“It’s Monday.”

“And? I can show up late for work tomorrow. Don’t you make your own schedule?”

“I wake up every morning at five to workout and shower before heading to the shop,” he said.

“Fine,” Elaine said, stabbing a piece of lettuce. She wouldn’t push it. She was just feeling on top of the world after closing a deal in Los Angeles. The three-thousand dollar bonus she would receive wasn’t bad either.

William felt guilty as Elaine pouted. If it were Saturday, he would go to the movies, but he hated feeling groggy in the morning. They were already approaching his bedtime. William finished his fries as Elaine ate her sandwich. They avoided eye contact.

Elaine paid the bill, refusing William’s money. “Are you sure you don’t want to go to the movies?”

William nodded. “Could you do Friday or Saturday?”

“With all those teenagers? No thank you,” she said, sparking a match for her cigarette. Elaine inhaled the smoke, tilted her head, and blew a cloud into the air like an erupting volcano. “Should we get home? I wouldn’t want to keep you up past your bedtime.”

William hated the sarcastic tone of her voice, but he wouldn’t succumb to the pressure. Things happened in movie theaters, and he wasn’t about to have Elaine find out he was wearing a thong.

Elaine walked behind William. She took a drag of her cigarette while she studied his ass, wondering if he liked women playing with his hole.

One of her previous boyfriends enjoyed fingers in his ass, but he had moved to Seattle for work. Elaine missed how free he had been to let her take charge.

Elaine watched William out of the corner of her eye. There was no middle console separating them, so she slid over until their legs were touching. She noticed William’s knuckles turn white on the steering wheel as she ran her left hand along his inner thigh.

“I have to focus on the road,” he said, squeezing his legs together.

“Can’t you do two things at once, William? Why are you always so finicky at my touch?”

“Just let me concentrate on the road, Elaine,” William said in a firm tone. Elaine sighed and scooted back to the window, blowing out an enormous cloud of smoke.

They arrived to the apartment complex a few minutes later. Before William could turn off the car and get out, Elaine had her hand between his legs. She kissed him on the neck. His dick was growing at her touch, and the shame of wearing a thong enveloped him.

William bit his lip as Elaine unbuttoned his jeans.

“Stop squirming. I just want a taste,” she said.

William pushed her away and scrambled to get out of the car. Elaine screeched and followed William to the door. He ran as fast as he could, but Elaine was quick in heels. She caught up with him and grabbed his shoulder. “What the hell, William!”

“I’m sorry. I have to wake up early.”

Elaine followed William to his door. She was boiling inside. How dare he push her away when she was offering oral services. Men would bow at her feet just to feel her lips on theirs, and William thought he could push her away?

“Leave me alone, Elaine,” he said.

“Absolutely not. We can do it inside, but I’m getting what I want.”

“Elaine, please. You don’t understand.”

“What? Are you hiding something? Is there someone in there?”

“No, it’s—,” said William, but Elaine took his keys and pushed him aside. He tried to get the keys back, but she was too strong. Elaine pushed open the door, charging into the apartment. It only took her a few beats to find the mountain of lingerie on William’s bedroom floor.

“What the fuck is this, William? How many women are you sleeping with?” asked Elaine. She turned to holler at William, but his expression said it all. Not a single pair on that floor belonged to another woman. They were his.

Elaine was in such a state of shock that she didn’t fight back when William guided her to the door and slammed it shut. She heard the deadbolts click, and her first reaction was to laugh. William screamed on the other side of the door. It took Elaine a minute to come to her senses and step down the hall to her apartment.


CHAPTER FOUR

Elaine sat in a meeting, bored out of her mind. She was doodling in the margins of her paperwork. Dominic pretended not to notice as she lost herself in a daydream.

The pile of lingerie, as varied and colorful as an abstract painting.

Elaine hadn’t seen William since their outing last week. She thought about going to his door to see how he was doing but couldn’t bring herself to do it when she was at home. She preferred to smoke cigarettes on her balcony, enjoying the sweet weather. It wouldn’t last all year.

William’s reaction had also given her pause. She didn’t know how to approach him. She didn’t know what she would say if he opened the door. Different versions of the potential conversation played out in her mind.

Dominic dismissed the meeting but asked Elaine to stay behind. She hadn’t heard a word he said. Everyone shuffled out the room. Dominic took the seat next to Elaine when they were gone.

“You have to keep your head in the game,” he said. “I know you have leverage, but—”

Elaine waved her hand in the air. She excelled at her job and didn’t need a lecture from Dominic. “Have you ever worn lingerie?”

Dominic scoffed. “Absolutely not. Just because I’m gay doesn’t—”

“I wasn’t saying that. Keep your voice down if you want your secret to stay one,” Elaine said through clenched teeth.

“Why are you asking?”

“No reason. I’ll have my papers to you by three,” she said, gathering her things from the table.

Dominic stood and adjusted his suit as he watched Elaine leave. He had never worn lingerie and never would. How dare she, Dominic was thinking to himself.

Pushing William from her mind, Elaine focused on her paperwork. She didn’t know what to make of him wearing women’s underwear, but it explained his awkwardness the first few times. Elaine took a deep breath before spending the next two hours catching up on the company’s personnel and training documents. She called her staff for a quick meeting, telling them what she expected by the end of the week.

Elaine was leaning against the door frame of Dominic’s office five minutes before three o’clock. “Told you I excel at my work,” she said, blowing a bubble with gum and popping it.

“You want me to thank you for doing your job? You can’t slack off and walk around here like you own the place, Elaine. This is my father’s company, and I will not have you disrespecting it!”

“Excuse me, Dominic? I’ve helped you grow this company beyond your wildest dreams. I’m the boss of my department.”

Dominic smacked his desk before sinking back into his chair. He hated the power Elaine had over him. He hated that he couldn’t be an openly homosexual man, but his father would take the company from him if he discovered the truth. Dominic’s father might have retired, but the old man still had power.

“I’m sorry, Elaine, but I’ve heard chatter about how lazy people think you are. I know you aren’t, but you’re the only one in the office who gets to travel around the country to promote the business.”

“Then why don’t you have someone else do it, Dominic? I’m more than happy to stay in Kansas City.”

Dominic grumbled. “You’re the best.”

“Then why not stand up for me? Why not explain that I’ve worked my ass off at this company for years?” Elaine had closed the door and was standing across the desk from Dominic. The veins in her arms enlarged as she tried to control herself.

“You’re right. I should have, but you have to work the hours everyone else does. Please, Elaine.”

“Fine,” she said. Elaine wanted to tell Dominic to fuck himself, but she wouldn’t find a better position elsewhere, even if it paid more. Elaine could walk around KC Gifts & Chocolate like she owned the place because Dominic was the one who gave her so much power. He would cripple without her by his side, but she enjoyed working for him. At least she knew he would never try to grope her in the supply closet.

♦

Elaine left work thirty minutes later than usual to appease Dominic and her subordinates. She sang along to the 60s soul music playing on the radio, blowing puffs of smoke out her open window. Elaine tossed out the butt, popping a stick of spearmint gum in her mouth. She opened her car door and slammed it shut.

She walked across the pavement, her heels pinching her feet. William’s car was in the parking lot. She held her shoulders high as she walked down the hall to his apartment; the hallway decorated with flower wallpaper. Elaine ran her fingers along the warm colors, admiring how the pattern repeated itself.

“William, open the door,” Elaine said after knocking.

“Leave me alone,” he said. “Just pretend I don’t live here.”

Men were as sensitive as women, if not more so. Elaine always hated when they acted like adolescents. If William wanted to wear lingerie, who was she to stop him? Elaine just wanted to wrap her head around the situation. Her ex who enjoyed butt play never wore women’s underwear.

“Please. I’m not here to judge you, William,” she said.

William parted the door. He was wearing basketball shorts and a t-shirt. His apartment smelled musty, but Elaine smiled over the smell. She wondered when the last time he opened the window was.

“What do you want, Elaine?” he asked, his lips turned to a frown. He cast his eyes to the ground.

“To understand. Would you get me a glass of water?”

William opened the door wider, letting Elaine pass. She stepped inside and opened windows to let in fresh air. “You want ice?”

“Yes. I’m going to step out and smoke. Join me,” she said.

William came out with two glasses of water. He looked like he hadn’t showered in two days. Elaine stood with her back to the railing. “Did you work today?”

He shook his head. William didn’t have any energy to deal with the public when he couldn’t even get a handle on himself.

“Why not?”

William shrugged. “Didn’t feel like it. I have sick days.”

“My boss had a talk with me today, as though I’m a toddler. KC Gifts & Chocolates would be nothing right now if I hadn’t walked through those doors. Just the little local chain they always were,” said Elaine.

“You think you run that place, don’t you?”

“I am the boss. Dominic was blessed by being the owner’s son.”

“That’s how it always works, isn’t it? I feel the same at the shop. Daddy’s boy fucks everything up but can do no wrong,” said William. He worked on cars for a living, and the owner Pete paid him well, but his son Chip was a joke.

“What can we do?” asked Elaine. She hoped her eyes twinkled in the evening light. William had a nicer body than the vast majority of men she slept with, and now that she knew his secret, she wondered what he could do in the bedroom without nerves holding him back.

“I’m a freak, Elaine. Can’t you see that?”

“You aren’t a freak in my eyes, William. I want to understand you. I asked my gay friend today if he’s ever worn women’s underwear, and he said he hasn’t,” said Elaine. She chuckled, but William’s face was flat.

“Why would you ask him that? Did you tell him about me?”

“Oh, William. You’re so dramatic. Of course I didn’t. I’m an excellent keeper of secrets,” she said. “You mustn’t worry, my dear.”

“I’m not gay.”

“I don’t think you are. We did have sex together, after all. You were just…”

“Terrible?” he asked.

“Maybe a less harsh synonym of that,” she said. “How long have you been doing it?”

William shrugged. “A long time. I always think I can shake it, but the truth is, I don’t think I ever will.”

“Why should you?”

“Every woman I’ve ever met thinks it’s disgusting. I bring up the idea, and they all make the most disgusted faces,” he said.

“I’m not every woman.”

“If you’re playing a joke, you can leave.”

“You’re so rigid, William. Loosen up. Have you ever dressed as a woman?”

William exhaled. He didn’t want to answer Elaine. She was just trying to mess with his mind, and he didn’t have time for games. William grabbed his glass of water and went inside. Elaine followed him, but he told her she couldn’t smoke in his apartment.

“So prim and proper,” she said. “Did it bother you when I smoked in your car?”

“Yeah, I didn’t like it. You can leave now. We’re done here,” he said, walking over to the door. He opened it and waved for Elaine to leave.

She would have protested, but some engines needed time to cool before they could start again. Elaine would return. She kissed William on the cheek, sliding past him. “I’ll see you soon, baby face.”

“Don’t bother,” he said, slamming the door behind Elaine.


CHAPTER FIVE

William couldn’t focus on the news, so he stood to turn off his television. Days had passed since William kicked Elaine out of his apartment, and he couldn’t stop thinking about her. He had let shame overcome desire, even though Elaine had attempted to understand him. Didn’t she know how hard it was to discuss his cravings for women’s underwear?

The sunlight was disappearing from the sky as William stepped onto his balcony. He and Elaine lived on the second floor of their apartment building. Elaine lived on the other side, so they had different views, but they both were a mixture of parking lot, open land, and little stores along the state road.

William pictured Elaine smoking a cigarette outside with her clog heels hanging over the banister. As much as William hated the smell of cigarette smoke, he could watch her smoke all day. He didn’t care if she smoked in his apartment or car, but he had used that as an excuse to push her away. Anything to hide from himself.

There was only so long William could avoid the truth. How long would he regret losing Elaine if she slipped away from him a second time? Some people spent a lifetime filled with regrets of what they didn’t do in the past, and William could feel himself heading down that path as the days passed.

He wasn’t like most men, and Elaine wasn’t like most women. Perhaps they could have something. Maybe he could be himself with her. William ran his hand through his hair, knowing what had to happen. William grabbed his keys and ran down the hall to Elaine’s. He banged on the door once before switching to a lighter tap.

“Oh my, who’s knocking on your door like that?” asked an unfamiliar voice.

“Who is it?” said Elaine.

“William,” he replied, feeling ashamed for his excitement. Elaine opened the door. Her smile beamed. She held a rocks glass in her hand. A gorgeous black woman was sitting on the sofa, brushing her foot on the shag rug as she watched Elaine and William. William didn’t have any black friends, or many friends at all for that matter—just the guys at the shop. Elaine never stopped surprising him.

“Hey there, William! I’m glad you stopped by. I was just telling my friend Annabelle about you,” she said.

William felt his face reddening, worried the stranger knew his secret. “What did you say?” he whispered to Elaine.

“I just told her how we might be rekindling a romance,” she said. There was a slight slur to her voice, but William found it sexy. He didn’t want her to tell his secret to the entire city, though. What they had was between them. “Come inside, William. Don’t you want to meet Annabelle? She’s one of my best friends,” she said.

William crossed the room to Annabelle. She was drinking water. Ice cubes clinked in her glass as she set it to the side to shake William’s hand. She had a short afro and was wearing a blouse with a few buttons undone. William looked for a blemish on her skin but couldn’t find one. She could have been boxed up and sold around the country as a doll.

“Nice to meet you, William,” she said.

“You too,” he said, choking on the words.

“William gets nervous around gorgeous women. He probably doesn’t spend much time with African-Americans either,” said Elaine.

They laughed at his expense. “It’s okay, honey. I don’t bite,” said Annabelle.

William was offended but didn’t know how to defend himself. “You aren’t drinking?” he asked, still standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

Annabelle shook her head. “No. I have to drive home, and I don’t want any problems. I’m not a big drinker, anyway.”

“Groovy,” he said. The word felt strange on his tongue, but Annabelle didn’t seem to notice.

Elaine got up and went to the kitchen, pulling William with her. She had a cigarette between her fingers. All the windows were open. “You want a cocktail?”

William shrugged. Elaine pouted, and he agreed to the alcohol. Annabelle stared out to the patio as Elaine mixed a whiskey drink. William winced we he sipped it. He wasn’t the biggest drinker, but how could he tell Elaine no? “You didn’t tell Annabelle my secret, did you?”

“You worry too much, William. It’s not even that big of a deal.”

Elaine tried to walk away, but William grabbed her wrist. “Yes, it is.”

“I didn’t tell her. Let go of me,” she said.

“Tell me what?” asked Annabelle, returning her attention to them. Elaine sat on the sofa, and William took the chair across the room.

“Oh nothing, Annabelle. Just some bedroom secrets,” she said.

Annabelle put up a flat hand in the air, “that’s all I need to hear. You know we don’t talk about those nasty details,” she said.

William felt a sense of relief greater than the moment hiccups disappear. “How did you meet Elaine?” he asked Annabelle.

“On the dance floor by my house. We had a blast dancing together. I was so surprised over how well she could dance for a white girl,” said Annabelle.

“Compared to you! Annabelle might be the best hair stylist in the Midwest, but the girl can’t move her hips.”

“It’s true,” she said.

William watched as they retold the story of how he met. He was laughing along with them until the name ‘Marcus’ slipped from their lips.

“Who’s Marcus?” asked William.

“My ex,” said Elaine. “We dated for a few months. The club was by his house, but things didn’t last. He was such an obnoxious asshole.”

William fell silent. He kept trying to imagine this Marcus person, guessing he was tall, muscular, and handsome. William wanted to rip the ears from the side of his face. How many other men had Elaine been with? William used his right hand, which the women couldn’t see, to dig into the chair.

“We set him up with my desperate cousin. She’s young and only wants to cook and clean ‘for her man’. It’s pathetic,” said Annabelle. “Elaine is not that type.”

“Never,” she said. Elaine and Annabelle clinked their glasses together.

“It was great seeing you girl, but I gotta get home,” said Annabelle.

Elaine kissed her on the cheek and showed her to the door. William waved as she slipped into the hallway. When the door closed, all William wanted to do was ask sixteen thousand questions about Marcus.

“Come to the balcony,” said Elaine.

William nodded, grabbing his drink, and followed Elaine outside.

♦

Elaine lit a fresh cigarette as soon as she finished the one between her fingers, blowing smoke into the wind. William liked the view from her balcony more than his. There was more open land. Fewer parked cars.

“Are you thinking about Marcus?” asked Elaine. She had finished her drink and slid an ice cube into her mouth, crunching down on it. Marcus had been at the forefront of William’s thoughts since he had discovered the man’s existence.

“Not really,” said William.

“I don’t believe you. You should have seen the jealousy cross your face when I said his name.”

William shrugged, not wanting to let what he felt inside bubble to the surface. “Whatever. We all have a past.” William was wondering what Marcus looked like and how he compared to the stranger. How many other men had Elaine dated? Did they live in the area? Did she sleep with others when she traveled for business? William could have asked Elaine an endless list of personal questions, but he kept everything bottled inside.

“Well, how noble of you, William.” Elaine put out her half-smoked cigarette and went inside for a glass of water. William followed her like a puppy, not even thinking as his feet shuffled across the rug. “Would you like another cocktail?”

“No, I’m okay.”

“Then why did you follow me to the kitchen?” Elaine’s light chuckle hit William, but Elaine lifted his chin. “Don’t worry, sweetie. It’s nothing to fret over. Follow me back out to the balcony,” she said, winking.

William scratched his neck and followed her outside. She held her drink, staring out to the vast expanse of overgrown grass.

“So, what made you come knocking on my door after kicking me out of your place?”

After taking a slow drink, William said, “I missed you. I want to know you better.”

“Is that right?” she asked. William stared at her, willing her to turn her head to him, but she looked straight ahead. “And you’re positive you like women? I don’t have a problem with homosexuals. We can be friends.”

“No, it’s not that, Elaine. I’m not a fag.”

“That’s not very nice to say, from what I hear. The British also call their cigarettes ‘fags’. Did you know that? Some guy from London asked me for a cigarette at a bar in Chicago. It really confused me,” she said.

William loved her playful laugh. He loved how experienced and comfortable she was. William didn’t respect himself the way he should. “I didn’t mean any disrespect. I told you before though that I ain’t gay. What I do might seem wrong, but—”

“William, it’s okay. You don’t have to explain anything. I find your habits intriguing, but I’m not trying to have rocks tied to my feet, either. You heard what Annabelle said. I’m not the type to cook barefoot in any man’s kitchen.”

“I like that about you, Elaine. You aren’t like most women.”

“Are you wearing a pair now?”

William nodded. Elaine smirked. “Come inside. I want to see.”

They stepped in the apartment, and Elaine closed all the blinds. She placed her drink on the kitchen counter. She was wearing hip-huggers and a crop top. Her hair straight as stalks of hay, hanging down to her midsection. Elaine pulled off her crop top. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it.

William was instantly hard. He grabbed at his dick, but Elaine wagged her finger in the air. “We aren’t rushing, sweet boy,” she said. William nodded.

“Want to lick my nipple?” asked Elaine. She rubbed them so they would harden, feeling an urge to dominate her lover. The word ‘yes’ escaped from William’s mouth as a slobbery whisper. “Come have a taste then.”

William crawled across the floor. Elaine was standing tall above him. He snaked up her body until his mouth connected with her nipped. Elaine gave William commands to maximize her pleasure. He tightened his grip, changed how he licked, and sucked lightly as Elaine clutched his hair.

“Fuck, I bet your mouth will feel incredible on my pussy,” she said. William moaned into her sumptuous bosom, savoring the taste of her nipple between his lips. “Take off your clothes. I want to see your lingerie.”

William stripped down to the mustard yellow cotton thong he was wearing. Elaine made him spin in a circle for her. She loved how big his dick looked in the tiny amount of fabric. His body was too hairy, but he had the lean cut of an athlete. Elaine was wet at the thought of his manhood fucking her while wearing a thong like the one he had on, but she couldn’t let him have the goods the first time around.

Elaine unbuttoned her jeans. “Come take them off,” she said.

William went over to her, pulling her pants to the floor. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her bush was moist and trimmed. William licked his lips as he stared into her glory. His hand went to his penis. “No touching yourself,” said Elaine. He stopped to obey her command.

Elaine grabbed the back of William’s head and shoved it between her legs. He licked with aggression until Elaine told him to slow down. “It’s about the journey.”

William exhaled and adjusted, listening to Elaine’s instructions until she was moaning out of control. Her words were nothing more than broken one-syllable grunts. William focused his attention on what was working: pleasuring Elaine’s clitoris with his tongue while fingering his pussy. His dick was throbbing—begging for him to touch it—but he had to focus on Elaine’s climax. Her journey.

“Oh… my…”

Elaine covered William’s mouth with her juices. Her body went rigid. She grabbed William’s hand, pushing it out of her pussy. She hollered. Giggled. It took her some time to return, but when she did her eyes narrowed.

“Take off your thong and cum on it,” she said.

William rushed to remove his underwear. He stroked his dick five times before streams of cum covered the yellow fabric. William was panting when Elaine lifted his chin to kiss him. “That was amazing, William. Now run along. I’ll come knock on your door next time,” she said.

William gathered his clothes as quickly as he could and hurried out the door. When William got to his apartment, he sank to the floor, laughing to himself.

He had finally found a woman who understood him.


CHAPTER SIX

Elaine arrived at the office ten minutes early. She had taken the HR department’s feelings into consideration, and it wasn’t fair that she came and went as she pleased. Now she had a stack of magazines inside her desk and all the essentials to touch up her nails if she ever got bored. There was nothing like getting paid to give herself a manicure.

Throughout the day, Elaine’s thoughts drifted to William. She had been ignoring him, hoping that it would drive him crazy. Something about William triggered Elaine’s dominant side, and she couldn’t help but wonder how to push his buttons. It was becoming impossible to ignore the wetness between her thighs when she relived the sight of William's jizz covering his women’s underwear.

William wasn’t like most men, and Elaine loved how she felt with him. How he made her feel as important as a queen. Most men wanted Elaine to serve them as though they were a king, but that wasn’t for Elaine. She wanted to be the king.

“Dominic wants to see you in his office, Elaine,” Dominic’s secretary said. Elaine nodded, hating the secretary’s submissive role in the office. There were several women secretaries, but Elaine didn’t have one. Elaine told Dominic the only secretary she wanted was a youthful, flamboyant black man, but Dominic refused. He was probably too afraid he would sexually harass the male secretary and expose his true self. Daddy would hate that. William would never risk losing his empire before daddy croaked.

“What do you want now? I’ve been staying later like you asked,” Elaine said as she entered Dominic’s office. She closed the door before taking a seat across from him. Dominic smirked, waiting for Elaine to speak, but she had all the time in the world. Dominic hated waiting, so it didn’t take him long to crack.

“It’s not about your tardiness, which has improved.”

“Then, what is it, Dominic? Ben break your heart?”

Dominic growled at the mention of his secret boyfriend’s name. The man he had sweaty motel sex with between work and dinner with his family. Dominic had perfected taking a shower without getting his hair wet or smelling too fresh; just enough to wipe away the evidence.

“You’re going to New York. The group from Los Angeles loved your work so much they want you to meet with their New York partners to discuss adding our products to some of their stores for a split of the profit,” he said.

Elaine’s mind faded as she imagined the clubs of New York City. She had heard whispers about their fabulousness but hadn’t gone herself. If they were anything compared to what she saw in Los Angeles, it would be an opportunity to push William to his limits. Elaine hoped he had vacation days because she wasn’t taking no as an answer.

“Is that okay?” said Dominic, but Elaine hadn’t heard his words.

“Is what okay, Dominic?”

“A business trip to New York? You would have to leave next Wednesday. They want to show you their and such. You could fly back on Sunday and use Saturday as you please,” he said. “I’ve never been to the city but have heard fantastic things about it.”

“I’m sure you have,” she said, referring to the infamous gay clubs. There were plenty in Chicago too, but Dominic never ventured far from home. He had his ball, chain, and scandalous affairs in Kansas City.

Dominic hated that Elaine knew his secret. He hated her sarcasm. The sense of entitlement that flavored her tone. “You’re dismissed, Elaine.”

“I’m an ally, Dominic. Don’t hate me because you can’t find the courage to live your truth,” she said, loving how William had exposed his deepest vulnerabilities. She would nurture him for showing her such tenderness and promised herself as she witnessed Dominic’s sadness to never make him feel weird.

Their relationship might not last, but Elaine wanted William to be himself as much as she wanted the same for Dominic. “Just leave, Elaine.”

Elaine went back to her office, pulling out a magazine to read until everyone went home.

♦

Elaine noticed William’s car in the parking lot. She hadn’t seen him all week and was longing for his admiration. He had waited long enough. Elaine walked down the hallway, strutting like a runway model in Milan. William opened the door after she called for him from the other side. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. So boring. She imagined William would dress like a woman more often if given the opportunity.

Pushing William to the side, Elaine entered his apartment. She hadn’t smoked a cigarette on the way home, so she beckoned William to follow her to the porch.

“You forgot a glass of ice water,” she said when he stepped outside empty-handed.

“My apologies,” he said and scrambled to the kitchen. Elaine smirked, lighting a cigarette. She loved watching the tobacco cloud fly in the wind as though it had somewhere to go. William returned, ice chattering in the glass. “Here.”

“Did you miss me this week?” asked Elaine. She wanted to get barbecue in the city or see a movie. She got so bored sitting around the office all day, but Dominic insisted.

William nodded. “You’re all I think about,” he said.

“You must have other things on the mind,” she said.

He shrugged. “I sleep and work. Not that I don’t love fixing cars, but it doesn’t compare to the night we had.”

“Are you wearing a pair now?”

William bit his lip, casting his gaze to the ground. Shame filled him, even though Elaine didn’t care.

“Self-loathing is not sexy, William. Don’t hate yourself,” she said.

“How can I not? Nobody understands,” he said.

Elaine wanted to tell him about the trip to New York but would wait. He would call in for work if she commanded it; if he ever wanted to feel her touch again. “You aren’t the only man who likes dressing like a woman. I’m sure there are others,” she said.

William shrugged. “But it’s not normal.”

“Shut up, William. ‘Normal’ people are boring. Do you know how often people put me down because I’m not barefoot in some man’s kitchen pushing out his babies?”

“Yeah, I guess. Sometimes I just wish—”

Elaine placed her fingers over his lips. She wanted William to be himself. She wanted to discover his limits. How far was he willing to take this womanhood? An idea popped into her head. “I’ll be right back. Don’t lock the door.”

William sat, waiting for Elaine’s return. He touched the seat she had left, feeling its warmth on his hand. He took a deep breath. The thong covering his hardened dick shifted. He wanted Elaine to cum on his lips as he covered the sapphire lace with his milk.

Elaine returned a few minutes later. A devilish grin spread across her face as she took William’s hand and led him to the bathroom. His dick was straining against the tight denim hugging his hips. Elaine’s slightest touch drove him wild.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

Elaine glanced over her shoulder, smirking. “My job is all about finding ways to improve, and I thought of a way to better you!”

“How?” asked William. He would give Elaine whatever she wanted. All she had to do was say the words.

“Take off your pants.”

William hesitated as they stood in his tiny bathroom. Elaine grabbed his waistline, unbuttoning his jeans. She commanded that he hurried. A dark stain had bled through the fabric at the tip of William’s dick. Elaine slapped his erection with a playful hand.

“I love how thick it looks in that tiny thong,” she said.

William growled, wanting to stroke his dick, but he knew it wouldn’t take long to cum if he did.

“There’s a problem.”

Heat flared within William’s body. “What’s wrong?”

“You’re far too hairy. Take off your shirt,” she said.

William did, feeling self conscious of the hair on his body. Elaine touched it, telling him how much she hated it. She explained how women couldn’t go around looking like this, so why should he if he wanted to wear women’s lingerie?

“I want you to shave your body, William,” she said.

“Okay,” he said, unsure of what he would look like without hair.

“Tell me when you finish so I can check your work.”

William swallowed, nodding.

Elaine stepped out of the bathroom, shutting the door. She went back to the porch to smoke another cigarette.

In the bathroom, William held a razor with an unsteady hand. He had never shaved his legs before, always too afraid someone would lift his pants at work. Too preoccupied about what other people would think if they discovered his feminine tendencies.

William lathered his skin. He had filled the tub with a few inches of hot water, dipping his razor in the steaming bath water between each stroke of the blade. As the minutes passed, William’s body became void of hair. A tender redness broke out across his skin. William rubbed lotion on his legs before shaving the small layer of hair from his chest. Elaine appeared a few seconds after he turned on the shower to rinse his body.

“Excuse me, what are you doing?”

“Taking a shower. My skin itches,” he said.

“You forgot the most important part. I want you hairless everywhere,” she said, her eyes focusing on William’s forest of pubic hair.

“You have a little bush,” he said.

“A trimmed one, but it’s clear you don’t have the personality for maintenance,” she said.

“It’s what I do for a living! Cars need help all the time.”

“Well, your skills for automotive maintenance haven’t carried over to personal hygiene.”

William always bathed, so he took offense to Elaine’s comment. He guarded his body. Elaine moved his hands. “Stop being sensitive. Shave it for me, okay?”

William couldn’t say no to her soft, sensual voice. He had never imagined shaving his pubic hair, but when he did, his dick looked bigger than it ever had. He stared at its length as Elaine stroked it from behind. They stared at one another through the mirror. William naked. Elaine wearing all her clothes.

Elaine licked William’s ear before whispering, “bend over. Let me get one trouble area.”

William gripped the counter as Elaine cleaned his backside with a warm washcloth. She shaved the area between his balls and ass before spreading his cheeks to get everything around the hole. When she finished, she returned her attention to William’s erection.

She stroked him until he covered the sink with his cum, which didn’t take long. “Now take a shower and don’t forget to use lots of lotion when you finish. Okay? Shaving is about maintenance, so I expect you to always be this hairless.”

William was huffing, spent from the orgasm. Turned on by himself and his hairless body, which was growing itchier by the second.

“One more thing, William. We can’t hang out tomorrow, but I want to see you this weekend. Buy a pair of heels before I come over Saturday. I want to see how you walk.”

William swallowed, remembering the time he had chickened out in St. Louis before trying on heels. He didn’t have time to drive across the state, but there was no way he would disappoint Elaine. He lathered himself with soap as the front door slammed. William applied lotion over his smooth skin all evening as he flipped through the phone book, deciding where he’d buy heels the next day.


CHAPTER SEVEN

William cleaned his hands with a fibrous washcloth stained by motor oil. He wiped sweat from his forehead with his arm. Many cars had come through the shop today, but William hadn’t been focused as he repaired them. After each car left, it faded from his memory because he could only think about the mission Elaine had given him.

“Anything else, boss?” William asked Chip, the owner’s son, who had agreed to let William leave a couple hours early. William used a doctor’s appointment as an excuse.

“Nah, you’re good,” he said.

William unbuttoned his work shirt before throwing it into the washing machine. They had someone who cleaned the store and washed the linens. William went home to shower. He had a couple hours before the shoe stores closed.

Driving into the city, William’s heart stirred when he crossed the state line. William didn’t spend much time on the Missouri side of Kansas City, so he hoped nobody would recognize him. William glanced at the first address on his list. A huge department store downtown. The attendants must have dealt with others like him.

William arrived at the department store. He found a space to park on the street but lost his courage as he approached the door. People were teeming on the other side. There was no intimacy. Everyone would see him trying on women’s shoes. A young woman wearing a blouse with the company’s logo opened the door for William. He shook his head and ran back to his car.

The attendant watched him from the door for a couple beats before shrugging and disappearing into the streams of people looking like ants on a sidewalk. William felt like he was in St. Louis all over again; the day he had wasted trying to buy heels four hours from his home.

Elaine’s face popped into his mind. The sound of her voice whispering into his ear. She had given William a mission, and he had to complete it. He didn’t want to disappoint his woman. William consulted his city map to figure out the best route to the second address on his list. After deciding which streets he would take, he folded the map and tossed it to his right.

The second store was small and had red velvet curtains blocking the street windows. The door had gold lettering. Linda’s Heels. William swallowed. It had seemed much easier entering a store with the word ‘heel’ in its name when he was looking through the phone book.

A woman with a 60s beehive hairstyle appeared in the doorway. She was wearing a pink suit jacket with a matching skirt. Her heels were a gorgeous creamy color that matched the pearls around her neck. William would have given anything to look like her for a day.

Their eyes met. The gaze lingered. The woman waved her hand at William to come inside. He looked over his shoulder, but nobody was there. It was a quiet street two blocks from a major road. William knew he couldn’t pass up this opportunity, so he got out his car and went inside.

“Welcome,” the woman said in a voice as elegant as her outfit. She locked the deadbolt behind him and let down the blinds to cover the door’s window.

Stilettos covered the wall from floor to ceiling. William didn’t know what to think about the woman locking the door, but he had come this far. He couldn’t turn back now. “Is everything okay? I didn’t come to get murdered,” he said.

“It’s not that, my dear. I just thought you’d like some privacy.”

She wasn’t wrong. “Are you Linda?”

“Yes, I am,” she said. There was something about Linda that reminded William of Elaine. How she held her shoulders as she walked to the tall desk at the far wall. She came back with a pair of pantyhose. William swallowed. He had never had the courage to buy these either, and here Linda was handing him a pair.

“What do you want me to do with these?” he asked.

Linda laughed. Her voice was like a flower blooming in spring. She took William by his shoulders and sat him on a bench. “Put them on, silly. I want to size your feet and have you try on several pairs,” she said.

William bowed his head, feeling shame snake up his spine. Linda sat by him and rubbed his back. She had a simple gold band on her wedding finger. “You’re married,” William said as he shifted.

“So? That means I can’t comfort you? Sadness is radiating from your body, but you’re in a safe place. What’s your name?”

“William,” he said.

“Most people don’t understand, William, but I do. Put on the pantyhose. The door’s locked, but that means you have to buy two pairs. Okay?”

A smile broke across William’s face. He exhaled and rolled up his jeans. His legs were still smooth. Linda patted William’s shoulder as she went for the metal instrument to measure his foot. Linda’s touch was gentle yet filled with power. Her confidence unwavering.

“Perfect size. Some men have to have shoes made custom, but yours are small enough,” she said, rushing into the back room to grab boxes.

Linda had dedicated her life to shoes, and her husband Joel was just like William. Joel had an extensive collection of heels. He was blessed with small feet like William, but Linda would have custom shoes made for friends in their circle. She was always willing to help a man express his femininity. When Linda returned to the floor with several options, William was checking out his covered legs in the mirror. He had endless potential.

“What made you come here today?”

“My girlfriend gave me the courage,” he said.

Linda nodded, handing William a kitten heel. William slipped the shoe onto his foot, feeling like a new person. Linda told him to walk across the room. He held his hand on his hip, shifting to the side. “You’re a natural,” Linda said.

William’s smile faded to a frown when shame filled him. Linda lifted his chin. “You aren’t the only man who buys my shoes,” she said.

“Can we try stilettos?”

Linda handed him a red stiletto. She didn’t love the clog heels that were fashionable. She preferred a classic, timeless look. William slipped on the stilettos. Linda adored how he switched his hips. Most women would drop their jaws when they saw a toned man like William, but he was one-hundred percent sissy. She saw it as plainly as the shoes on his feet.

They spent the forty minutes trying on dozens of shoes. The last time she had that much fun with a customer was when she met her husband, Joel, but William didn’t need to know all the details of her life.

William bought four pairs of shoes that filled two large paper bags. He spent half the sum of his monthly rent, but it was worth it. Linda slipped her business card into his bag as she walked him to the door. “Call me and we can set up a private appointment. Are you free in the evenings?”

William nodded.

“Perfect,” she said and opened the door for William to leave. Only one person had knocked the whole time he was there. Linda opened the blinds on the door and watched as William drove away.

♦

Elaine left a note on William’s door saying to come to her place first thing in the morning. He saw it upon returning from Linda’s. Her shoe store was the closest version of heaven William had ever experienced. His life was changing faster than he had ever expected. As much as William feared disappointment, he had to follow this path with Elaine.

The night passed to the morning. William had barely slept, tossing and turning, thinking about what Elaine would do now that he had heels. He couldn’t wait to shower and prance down the hallway to her apartment at the hour listed on the note; not a minute before or a minute later.

8:40 a.m.

The ten minutes after eight thirty had been the slowest of William’s life. He stared at the clock as the zero turned from a one to a two until the cycle completed itself.

William knocked on Elaine’s door. She answered it swiftly, and her apartment smelled of bacon and pancakes. “I don’t cook for men, but we just might be girlfriends by the end of the day,” she said.

Elaine threw open the door, returning to the stove so she could flip the pancakes. William wobbled inside, holding the paper bags from yesterday behind his back. He had four pairs and couldn’t wait to show Elaine but was feeling embarrassed.

“What are you hiding?” Elaine asked without turning from the stove.

“I bought the shoes you asked. Four pairs,” he said.

“Wow! Don’t make me wait forever, William. Give me a show while I fix these plates,” she said.

William cast his eyes to the ground and crossed the room. He placed the bags on Elaine’s couch. He chose the simple black heel to wear first. It had an ankle strap. Four inches. William never thought he’d have been able to walk in the shoes until Linda gave him the confidence. “The woman who showed me these shoes was incredibly nice. She closed the store to make shopping more comfortable.”

Elaine she flipped a pancake. “Where did you find this woman?”

“On the Missouri side. In the city. Linda’s Heels.”

“Ah, yes. I’ve heard of that place but have never been myself.”

William twisted his fashioned foot from side to side, admiring the slimming ability of the heels. How his toes gathered at the tip. Linda had gifted him a few pairs of pantyhose, but William had been too shy to wear them today. Elaine carried two plates of breakfast food to the dining-room table. “Are you going to strut, or what?”

William exhaled. He placed his hands on his hips and walked across the carpeted floor. It was hard to balance himself, but he did what he could. William switched his hips until he reached Elaine. Their faces inches apart. She grabbed him by the small of his back and pulled him close. “You’re a natural. How much do you love those heels?”

There weren’t words that could express the splendor the footwear brought him. “They are incredible,” he said.

“Sit down, girl. We about to eat,” said Elaine. She couldn’t wait to push William. Mold him. He couldn’t it see himself, but Elaine read his expressions like a street sign. William wasn’t like most men, and she would explore his deepest desires. She had never considered it before, but the best boyfriends must be somewhat woman. Elaine would much rather have a penis-wielding being who shaved their legs, cleaned the house, and smelled like flowers than a stinky, hairy man. Those sounded better as occasional treats.

William crossed his legs, unfolding the napkin in his lap. Elaine told him to use dainty fingers to cut his food, so he held his cutlery with a light grip as he ate the pancakes. The woman in him was expanding by the millisecond. He was picturing himself en femme from wig to heels at a public restaurant. He wanted to get to where nobody saw him as a man but a woman. William considered the fact he would need a new name.

“What would you call me?”

“Excuse me. You must speak in clearer terms,” said Elaine.

“When I’m a woman. Did you have a name in mind?”

Elaine shrugged. She had thought little about William’s female name, but now that he said something, they would have to consider that detail. Elaine placed her finger to her mouth. She tapped it against her lips as she thought of a sexy name for William. “How about Cherry?”

There was no way William was about to introduce himself as ‘Cherry’ to people. “I don’t think so,” he said.

“Eat and we’ll ponder.”

They ate, William crossing his legs every time he lifted the napkin to his mouth. He wanted an outfit like Linda had been wearing. A blazer with a matching skirt. A hat he could use to obscure his face. He imagined himself as a woman, and the perfect name popped into his head. It wasn’t far off from Cherry. “Cassandra,” he said.

“I love it,” said Elaine. They finished their breakfast. She had the radio on, but the news wasn’t eventful that day. The porch door was open, letting in traffic noises and a breeze. William rubbed his ankles together, admiring how the stilettos clicked. He loved playing with the heels as though they were swords in a battle. “What other shoes did you buy?”

William pulled out the pair he liked second best. Red three-inch pumps. They didn’t have a strap around the ankle. He switched shoes as Elaine cheered on his model walk from the table. She was wearing a robe, which she didn’t adjust as it parted up to the split between her legs. William loved how she teased him. William had also bought a pair of white kitten heels and earthy platform clogs he was already growing to resent. He didn’t want to be trendy. He wanted to be a classic beauty like Linda.

“I bought you a dress and a wig,” said Elaine. She went to her bedroom and came back with a bag draped over her arm and a box. She passed the items to William. He was standing in his red pumps. He looked at the dresses first. One had short sleeves, a collar, and a fitted waist. William admired how it would cover his shoulders. The other had puff sleeves and a slim waistline. They both had floral patterns. William held them to his nose, taking in the scent of the women’s section. The perfume that had clung to the fabric. Elaine nudged William to open the box.

When he pulled open the box, a brown wig was waiting inside. It was shoulder length. It had a modern cut. His dick had never been harder than when he ran his fingers through the hair. “It’s happening,” he said. It was more to himself than anything, but Elaine heard him.

“You’re ready to become Cassandra?”

William nodded.

“I’ll do your makeup,” said Elaine. She hardly wore any. William thought he would need a pound to make his face what it needed to become. Elaine was gorgeous as she was. Confident, bright, and commanding. William wished he had Elaine’s charm. Hopefully Cassandra could muster something of a personality. William wondered if dressing as Cassandra would change him. Something inside told him it would. He had felt it the second he slid stilettos onto his feet.

William was wearing a black cotton thong. Elaine commanded him to strip down. She checked that he was hairless. William had shaved every day since Elaine had made him. He pulled out a pair of pantyhose, feeling less shy. Elaine chuckled as he slid them on his legs. She loved how feminine he was becoming. Little did he know how Elaine envisioned their future. She couldn’t quite picture it herself but knew she would lead their journey.

Elaine told William to lift his arms. She put the dress with puff sleeves on his body. He placed his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side. Elaine pushed William onto the toilet seat. She placed a wig cap over his hair before dolling up his face with makeup. When she placed the wig on his womanized face, she couldn’t believe the transformation.

“Look at yourself, Cassandra,” said Elaine.

Cassandra stood, glancing at herself in the mirror, amazed by the transformation. Elaine stood behind her. She touched her neck. “You should wear the kitten heels with this outfit,” she said.

Cassandra agreed. They went to the living room. Cassandra slipped on the white kitten heels. Elaine wanted a cigarette, so they went out to the balcony. The makeup felt strange and heavy on Cassandra’s face, but she savored knowing that if anyone saw them, they’d just assume two girlfriends were gossiping on the balcony. Cassandra had never been more at peace in her life. Elaine went on about her boss Dominic, but all Cassandra knew was how wonderful the hair brushing against the back of her neck felt.

♦

“What about my chest?” William asked an hour after lunch. He was no longer feeling like Cassandra with the flatness of his chest. The magic had turned to humiliation. William was too afraid to sit on the balcony, even though nobody was thinking twice about him when they drove past. All they saw was Cassandra.

William and Elaine were lounging inside the apartment. She was playing records. Elaine loved underground disco, which was becoming more mainstream by the day. She enjoyed a variety of music, but there was nothing like letting loose in a club playing disco.

The parties Marcus would take her to were legendary. Luckily she still had Annabelle to dance with her. She was often one of the few white people on the dance floor, but that fact never phased her, and nobody at the clubs gave her any trouble. Aggressive, sleazy men existed in all shades. Elaine loved that she had found William, but he was right. He was missing two nice breasts to complete his look.

Elaine shrugged. She didn’t know what to do. Maybe her bra would fit him. “You wanna try my bra? Your chest is bigger than mine, but it might work,” she said.

William wanted nothing more than to amplify his bosom. He had become fixated on the flaw beneath his flowy dress. William followed Elaine to her bedroom. She searched her drawer of bras until she found one with elastic fabric. It barely fit, but William didn’t care. He needed breasts. What woman would he be without a decent pair?

Elaine grabbed some washcloths from her linen closet and balled them. She stuffed William’s bra, adjusting until it looked the least lumpy she could get it. She had turned William away from the mirror to do a reveal. William lifted the dress over his shoulders to cover his chest. No imperfections showed under the fabric.

William had become Cassandra. Elaine kissed her on the lips. “You’re gorgeous, and you were before these too,” Elaine said and tapped Cassandra’s breasts playfully. Cassandra bent over to check herself out in the mirror again, shaking to make her breasts bounce. She was wearing the kitten heels. Her wig.

“I’m thirsty. Let’s walk to the gas station,” said Elaine.

Cassandra couldn’t imagine leaving the house, let alone walking by traffic. What if someone pulled over and beat her up for wearing a dress? She had heard horror stories of what raucous men did to their queer counterparts. “I don’t know, Elaine.”

“Trust me, nothing will happen. Haven’t you always dreamed of passing as a woman?”

Cassandra couldn’t deny Elaine’s question. It had been her secret dream for years to be accepted as a woman, even for a day. The thrill of wearing a dress had seemed enough for today, but how could Cassandra refuse Elaine? Her girlfriend was thirsty and wanted a cold can of soda. “You think I can pass?”

“Nobody will think twice of it. We’re just two girlfriends walking to the store for a sweet drink. I’ll even go inside to buy yours. I don’t want to walk alone,” Elaine said in a pleading voice.

Cassandra shook away the fear and followed Elaine outside. Elaine had changed into a tank top and hip huggers. They walked down the street, and nothing happened but a truck of men honking and whistling as they drove past. There was a company logo on the side. They were tradesmen. Cassandra ran her fingers through her hair, elated from the men flirting with her.

Elaine went inside and bought two cans of cola. They walked back to her apartment, and Cassandra felt on top of the world. She had spun in a circle when they stepped through Elaine’s doorway.

“You’re something else, Cassandra,” she said.

“Can’t a girl act free?” she countered.

Elaine set her can on the kitchen counter, walking over to Cassandra. She placed her hand on Cassandra’s shoulder, gently guiding her toward the ground. Cassandra looked up through hooded eyes as she sank to her knees.

“Take them off, sissy boy,” she said.

Cassandra wanted to protest but wouldn’t argue with Elaine. Elaine was making Cassandra’s dreams come true. Cassandra pulled the denim fabric to the floor. Her panties clad to her bush.

Elaine grabbed Cassandra’s head, shoving it into her fragrant pussy. She still smelled of the bar of soap in her shower. Cassandra moved her face from side to side, savoring the taste of her dominant woman through the lace fabric.

“You forgot to remove my panties,” she said.

Cassandra gripped the fabric and freed Elaine of her undergarment. Elaine pulled the tank top from her body. She pinched her nipples, feeling the air circulate through her apartment. She glanced down at Cassandra, watching her with hungry eyes. Elaine lifted her foot to Cassandra’s shoulder, using her head to balance herself as Cassandra closed the gap between her mouth and Elaine’s pussy lips.

“Fuck, baby,” said Elaine. Her neck fell back as Cassandra pressed her tongue against Elaine’s womanhood. “Focus on my clit.”

Cassandra closed her mouth around Elaine’s clit. Elaine’s eyes fluttered as they rolled into the back of her head. She wouldn’t last long with Cassandra’s eager touch.

Lick, lick.

Thumb against Elaine’s button.

Circular motions.

An explosion.

“Fuck, Cassandra. Shit.”

Words escaped Elaine’s mouth as her body folded. Cassandra wanted nothing more than to touch the erection, but Elaine was holding her hands against her breasts. Her body stiff. Her legs tight against Cassandra’s cheeks.

A car honked in the distance.

Elaine’s body went from ice to water, running down Cassandra’s body until she was on the floor. She lay on the floor and stared at the ceiling as the sounds of the world returned. “I bet you wanna touch yourself, don’t you?”

Cassandra ran her hand along her body, pressing against her dick. “Yes.”

“Cum on your thong. I want you to make it dirty,” she said.

Cassandra removed her thong, placing it on the carpet beneath her throbbing dick. It took nothing but two strokes before ejecting white streams of warmth. Cassandra collapsed, careful not to let her leaking extension stain her dress.

“Let’s order a pizza. You have money?” Elaine asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Can I stay as Cassandra?”

“Sure, you’re free to do what you want,” she said. Elaine went to take a shower before ordering a pizza. They spent the rest of the afternoon watching television or sitting on the balcony while Elaine smoked cigarettes. Cassandra would change back to William eventually, but for now, she wanted to enjoy life as Elaine’s girlfriend.

♦

Cassandra’s eyes parted as she awoke. Elaine was acting as a little spoon in her arms, but Cassandra’s illusion faded when she rolled out of bed and saw herself in the mirror. Her wig had come off, her makeup was smudged, and she looked more like William than Cassandra.

William ran hot water in the sink, but the makeup didn’t come off when he splashed his face. Elaine appeared behind him. The right side of her hair was knotted and hanging over her shoulder. She handed him a washcloth and a fresh bar of soap. “Clean up. Then you can make me breakfast. I’ll put on some coffee,” she said.

As William washed the previous day from his face, he knew it would go down in his memory as one of the most significant of his life. He didn’t know where the future would take him and Elaine, but William had to have her in his life. What other woman would doll him up and call him Cassandra?

Elaine was brushing her teeth in the kitchen. A velvety black lake of coffee filling the air with its aroma. Elaine spit in the sink as William checked her fridge. She had English muffins and eggs. There was half a jar of strawberry jam. William turned on the stove to cook the eggs as Elaine poured herself a cup of coffee. She stepped outside to the balcony. She was wearing a loosely tied robe that went down to her ankles and covered her arms.

William watched as Elaine leaned over the balcony, brushing her hair and looking out to the open land. He still hadn’t done more than taste her pussy. He wanted to fuck her… like a man, but how did Elaine view him now that she knew Cassandra shared his soul? William wanted Elaine to appreciate both sides of his coin.

William scrambled the eggs. He toasted muffins. It didn’t take long before he had a steaming breakfast waiting on the dining-room table.

“Elaine, food is ready,” he called.

She came inside, letting her robe part to expose her naked body. Her hair covered her nipples. William’s dick twitched as he imagined tasting Elaine’s nectar. Elaine’s body seduced him with its every movement. He never wanted Elaine to leave him. How many women would understand him and find him attractive? There was Linda, but she was wearing a wedding ring. Plus, it was presumptuous to assume she would want him.

“Would you grab me a refill on the coffee?”

William nodded and turned for the pot. He took a mug from the cabinet for himself before filling it and Elaine’s with coffee. William placed the pot back on the burner before joining Elaine at the table. They ate their breakfast like savage animals who hadn’t had food in days.

“There was something I’ve been meaning to tell you, William,” she said. Elaine had been harboring the secret about the New York trip, so William had less time to pack. She also waited until he had lived as his feminine half for a day, which they had accomplished.

“What’s that, Elaine? You going to let me—?”

“I told you no about that last night,” she said. William had begged her for vaginal sex, but she wanted a man to fuck her. Not Cassandra. William was more like a girlfriend in her eyes. A guy she could love and share her intimate secrets with, but Elaine wasn’t positive she wanted William penetrating her. Not after what they had done together. It was a possibility, but the mood had yet to strike.

“I have a trip to New York on Wednesday, and I want you to come with me. You would have to take off until the following Monday, but we would have an outstanding time. I hope you can make it,” she said.

Elaine took her dirty dish to the sink and grabbed her pack of cigarettes from the counter. William had vacation days but was always afraid to use them. William followed Elaine out to the balcony. “Why didn’t you tell me before today? When did you find out?”

“Doesn’t matter, William. Are you coming or not?”

“What if I need my vacation days for something else?”

“Is there anything more important than fulfilling my desires, William? I didn’t think of you as a man to disappoint, but my assessments may have been miscalculated.”

“No, it’s not that, Elaine.”

“What is it, William? Have I not satisfied you as a companion? If not, then I don’t think we have much of a future,” Elaine said as she blew out a cloud of smoke.

William didn’t want to lose Elaine again, so he swallowed and told her he would tell his boss first thing in the morning. He knew Chip would give him shit about missing work, but William didn’t have a choice. He had to go to New York with Elaine.

“I knew you wouldn’t let me down, William. Now, go wash the dishes and gather your things. I want to shower and relax before the workweek starts tomorrow.”

“Right away,” said William. He went and cleaned as much as he could before awkwardly hugging Elaine goodbye. The shower was running before he got to his apartment down the hall.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Skyscrapers filled the skyline. William had never seen so many buildings in such a condescend space. Elaine was changing into a conservative dress for her dinner meeting with clients. She was leaving him alone for the evening, which was making William anxious.

“Why can’t I come with you? I brought a nice men’s outfit,” said William.

Elaine waved her hand. She was busy fixing herself in the mirror, tucking tiny diamonds into her earlobes. “A woman with a man on her arm look weak. You wouldn’t want them thinking I’m a pushover, would you?”

William only wanted Elaine to succeed in all her ventures. “No, but—”

“There’s nothing to discuss William. Why don’t you practice putting on your makeup? You could even walk down the street and buy us snacks for later tonight. I’ll bring back any leftovers,” she said. Elaine ran lipstick over her lips and checked herself one last time before grabbing her purse. They had arranged for a taxi to pick her up in five minutes. “I’ll see you later. Order food to the room if you don’t want to leave. The night is yours,” she said. Elaine kissed William on the cheek before leaving.

The emptiness of the room engulfed William for several minutes as he lay on the bed and considered walking a city block as Cassandra, but what if he got beaten and kidnapped? He had heard horror stories of New York City and didn’t want to take any chances. He was already worried enough about Elaine venturing off to some dinner with men he didn’t know.

William took deep breaths to calm himself and checked the hotel restaurant’s menu. The prices were much more than he’d ever consider spending in Kansas City, but he was on vacation. William undressed until he was down to nothing but a lacey white thong. He pressed down on his erection using his thumb, pushing along its length.

There was no reason he had to leave the room. He ordered some pasta and french fries from the menu. He turned on the television. The news was playing, so he turned it to a low volume. William’s mind wondered as he waited for the food to arrive, which he had charged to the room.

William’s hand wrapped around his dripping cock. He used the precum as a lubrication, stroking himself as the city sang in the background. His back arched as he imagined transforming himself to Cassandra. As he pictured the makeup brush dusting foundation on his face, highlighting his cheeks. He wanted Elaine there with him to help make sure he didn’t look like a fool.

Monday and Tuesday William had tried to transform himself with minimal success. His makeup skills were lackluster. He couldn’t stuff his bra without lumps showing. William had cried in the bathroom each night, beating his fists on the vinyl flooring. Now that he and Elaine were together, she could help him reach his fullest potential.

Someone knocked. William rushed to put on his pants, stumbling toward the door. “Coming,” he said. William opened the door shirtless. A man handed him the pasta and french fries. William gave him a quarter as a tip. William stroked his cock between bites as he watched the sitcom that aired after the news ended.

William finished his dinner. He turned his full attention to his stiffness. He spat into his hand, rubbing his dick with a tight grip. William’s toes curled as he erupted all over his abs and chest. More cum ran down his dick, staining the lace fabric that hugged his package.

William didn’t move as he enjoyed the euphoria of his orgasm. Dirty dishes resting on the side table. The TV still humming in the background against the noisy city. William cleaned himself after a while and passed out before Elaine returned from her dinner.

♦

William spent Thursday walking around New York City in men’s clothing as Elaine explored potential locations for KC Gifts & Chocolate. Her company was growing at an exponential rate, and it was exciting to witness, even if it kept Elaine away from William.

After work Thursday, Elaine returned to the hotel to find William lounging in a black thong with his hand around his dick. Elaine had purchased a bottle of nail polish. She wanted to see William squirm after a long day of working businessmen with her feminine charms. Dominic didn’t have to worry because New York would have their very first KC Gifts & Chocolate by the following summer.

“We’re painting our nails,” Elaine announced before disappearing into the bathroom. She took a shower and came out with a clean face and robe wrapped around her slender frame. Her hair wet and stringy. William wondered if he should grow his hair. Plenty of men had long locks.

Elaine had purchased a pink polish the shade of flamingos. She sat on the edge of the bed, staring out to the city lights. William scooted closer to her. The sun was still high in the sky, but sinking. They had a west-facing window, and the disappearing sun cast brilliant purples and oranges against the skyscrapers.

“Isn’t it amazing?” asked Elaine.

“Not as much as you,” he said.

“Rub my shoulders.”

William gripped Elaine’s tender flesh, rolling his thumbs into the groves of her shoulder muscles. She was tense after running around the city. “How were the meetings?”

“Fine,” she said. “KC Gifts & Chocolate sells itself, but I can’t ever tell Dominic. He hates how much power I have over him, and he thinks I’m a genius, but it was more about being in the right places at the right time, and his father loved me. He probably had inappropriate feelings, but who am I to complain?”

“Nobody should take advantage of you,” said William. He moved his hands down Elaine’s tense back, removing knots where he could. She ran a brush through her hair as he massaged.

“Mr. Church never acted inappropriately,” said Elaine. She had a fondness for Dominic’s father. Even though she hated that he would never accept his son Dominic as gay, Mr. Church had always been an endearing boss. He never once acted condescending toward her just because she was a woman. If it wasn’t for Clark Church, Elaine would never have risen to a prominent position in the company. “Let’s paint our nails.”

William nodded and shifted so he and Elaine were sitting beside each other. She shook the bottle of polish. “I’ll do you first,” she said.

“You want me to paint your nails? What if I mess up?”

She shrugged. “You probably will a little bit, but there’s nothing wrong with a mistake on your first attempt. I’m positive we’ll be doing this more than once.”

“I hope so,” said William. He watched as Elaine spread polish on his bare nails, turning them as pink as the sunset in the distance. William’s stomach growled as she worked. “Should we order room service?”

Elaine laughed, “are you kidding? Cassandra has to come out to play! I didn’t bring you to the city for nothing,” she said.

It didn’t take long for Elaine to finish. William hadn’t even processed the thought of leaving the comfort of their hotel room as Cassandra. He had been out all day, but as William. People hadn’t looked twice at him as he struggled to use the subway and navigate around the city. The locals must have been used to tourists fumbling with maps, hand cupped over their eyes to read street signs.

“Don’t worry, William. I saw the perfect restaurant around the corner. It’s dark and classy.”

“I can’t afford classy,” he said, using any argument he could to avoid venturing from the hotel as Cassandra.

“Dominic is paying for everything,” she said. “I just have to buy the alcohol separately. He wants detailed receipts. Cheap bastard.”

William’s hands shook as he painted Elaine’s nails. She reprimanded him with harsh words when he got the polish on her skin. After an hour of struggles and back and forth, William had become Cassandra.

She was wearing a long black dress with sleeves and red three-inch pumps. Elaine had convinced her to wear a red lip to match the shoes. She borrowed a necklace from Elaine. It had a small diamond pendant within a silver flower. Elaine was wearing hip huggers and a flowery blouse, streams of jumbled fabric where the buttons meet.

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’ll vomit the second we walk out that door,” Cassandra said. As much as William had always dreamed of dining in a restaurant as a woman, as Cassandra, how could he go through with it? New York wasn’t known as a ‘safe’ city. Every time William saw or heard about the city was because of drugs or murder. Taking the subway had been more than enough adventure for one day. He didn’t feel he could pass as Cassandra with the sadness enveloping his soul.

“I’ll be with you every step of the way,” said Elaine. She hooked her arm with William’s.

He wanted to be Cassandra, but the wig felt heavy. False. The dress suffocated him. The painted nails and makeup were burning. His thong tighter than a rubber band wrapped around his finger nine times.

“Cassandra, what’s wrong? You aren’t going to make me eat alone, are you?”

Hearing Elaine use her name, Cassandra resurfaced. She took a deep breath to expel her masculine insecurities. “Let’s go, darling,” she said, falling into character. The fabric on her skin had turned from scolding to soothing. The wig went from heavy to airy. If she didn’t feel fabulous, nobody would see her as such.

They stepped into the elevator moments later, and Cassandra took deep breaths to keep the worrying at bay. She couldn’t ruin a romantic dinner with Elaine. They were on vacation. Nobody knew her in the city.

The restaurant was as dark as Elaine had promised. The maitre d’ took their names. There was a small wait, but nobody seemed to notice the man hiding under Cassandra’s outer layer. After the moment of anxiety passed, Cassandra relished that she was hiding in plain sight. That nobody knew better. The host returned and said there would be a longer wait on the table.

“We’re stepping outside for a cigarette. Don’t give our table to anyone else,” Elaine said to the man.

“Of course not,” he said.

Cassandra followed Elaine outside. Elaine lit a cigarette. Pedestrians passed them, which gave Cassandra a rush. She met a man’s eyes, recognizing the lust they held. She had never imagined a man would look at her in such a way, but it exhilarated her, even if she wasn’t attracted to him. Teasing men was enough stimulation. Cassandra knew Elaine wouldn’t sleep without using her mouth.

“Your table is ready,” the host said.

Elaine tossed her cigarette. It rolled to where the street and sidewalk met. Cassandra and Elaine followed the host through the restaurant. More male eyes assessed the two women as they journeyed to their table.

“How are you feeling?” asked Elaine. She pulled the ashtray closer to her and lit a new cigarette, not satisfied with the amount of time she had to smoke outside.

“Excellent. I don’t think anyone knows,” said Cassandra. She was making flirtatious eye contact with a man across the room sitting with a woman, but who was Cassandra to care? Eye contact was perfectly innocent.

“Why would they, Cassandra? Should we order a bottle of white?”

“I thought Dominic wasn’t paying for alcohol?”

“He isn’t. You are,” she said.

Cassandra’s heart sank. She didn’t have money for wine, but Elaine had already paid for so much. It was the least she could do. “We’re ordering the cheapest one.”

“Okay, but that means I’ll choose what you’ll eat.”

Cassandra felt as though she was standing on a wooden bridge held together by frayed rope and missing several slats of wood. Elaine’s control over her was growing, and Cassandra wasn’t sure what to do about it. She didn’t want to get walked on like a bridge, but how could she tell Elaine ‘no’ after she had shown such generosity and understanding? Cassandra didn’t care what she ate, anyway.

When the waiter came, Elaine ordered the cheapest bottle of Chardonnay and two meals. She chose a steak for her and a chef salad for Cassandra.

The moment faded from Cassandra’s mind as she continued making eye contact with random men around the room. Two guys who looked like they were having a business dinner sent over martinis. Elaine and Cassandra drank them without even going over to say ‘hello’.

Elaine smoked cigarettes as they finished the bottle of wine that had been interrupted by free vodka. Cassandra was more than satisfied by her salad, and Elaine had even shared a bite of her steak. There was no reason to complain. Elaine deciding had even been romantic. Cassandra wouldn’t make a big deal about it when she was so happy with everything else.

“Let’s get out of here,” Elaine said when they had finished the wine. They went back to the hotel where Elaine used Cassandra’s lips as dessert. Elaine went to take a shower as Cassandra came on her thong.


CHAPTER NINE

Elaine relaxed after leaving her final meeting with the New York investors. She would have to call them in the morning, but they were more than satisfied with her presentation. The sun was waning to the west, and the moon was rising in the east, not yet visible.

Walking into a bar, Elaine greeted the man working as a host. He showed her to a stool where a handsome stranger sat to her right. He was drinking a martini in a rocks glass from the looks of it. Elaine ran her fingers through her hair, letting it fall onto her left shoulder. Her earring glistened. It caught the man’s attention.

“Didn’t think I would see a foxy mama today, but it’s a welcome surprise,” the man said as he turned his attention to Elaine.

She ignored him, even though his words had flattered her. Stirred her. He was much manlier than William. The aggressive behavior was a welcome change. “I’ll take a beer. Do you have anything German?”

The bartender opened a bottle of a blonde beer, pouring it in a tall glass for her.

“So, you’re worldly too? I see you don’t have a ring on your finger,” the man said.

Elaine sipped her beer. This man must have been a casanova of sorts. Elaine could only imagine his Rolodex of numbers. He could probably call a different woman every night of the week with that muscular frame attached to his handsome face.

“Ah, so you like to make a man work hard?”

“I didn’t know you were working,” Elaine said. She turned her head to reveal her smirk. The man ran his palms over his knuckles.

“What’s your name, Miss?”

“Elaine. You?”

“Kevin Tucker,” he said. “Do you have a surname?”

“Would it matter if I told you?” she asked. Kevin’s face twisted in a delightfully funny manner. Elaine chuckled into the bubbles of her beer. “My last name is Clark,” she said. “I’m waiting for my boyfriend to arrive.”

“He’s a lucky man, but I can steal you until he puts a ring on your finger.”

“That’s rather presumptuous, Kevin. What does a man with a watch like that do for a living?” she asked, pointing to his wrist. Few men in Kansas City dressed as well as Kevin, and his confidence was intoxicating. Elaine could have played hard-to-get all night.

“I’m at the top of the food chain for a shipping company,” he said.

“I run the human relations department for KC Gifts & Chocolate.”

“It’s hard for people like us to climb the ladder,” he said, referring to his blackness and her womanhood. Kevin was as dark as night, but Elaine found his shimmering skin and thick lips seductive. She wanted to feel his hands on her body. His fingers between her thighs.

They clinked their glasses together, and Kevin ordered another martini on the rocks. They chatted about work, but sexual attraction laced every word of each sentence. Elaine could have taken him in the bathroom had she not been at such a classy bar, and men acted better behaved if they had to wait for the prize. She wondered if William would enjoy watching. Would Cassandra want to suck dick? Possibilities popped into her mind.

“So, when is the boyfriend coming?” asked Kevin.

Elaine took Kevin’s hand, rolling his wrist to peek at his watch. “He should be here soon.”

“Then let me buy your drinks before he gets here.”

“Okay,” she said. Elaine wasn’t the type to turn down a free drink, especially from a man who made her want to drop to her knees. His pants were tight, and there was more than enough pressed against Kevin’s thigh from what Elaine could see. The bartender brought over a bill. Kevin payed cash.

“I have a date tonight, but what are you doing tomorrow? How long are you in town?”

“I fly back to Kansas City on Sunday,” she said. Elaine didn’t want to leave the city now that she had met Kevin, but Dominic would throw a fit if she wasn’t back in the office.

Kevin pulled a business card from his wallet, sliding it on the bar top. He leaned over to whisper in Elaine’s ear. “Call me tomorrow, and we can meet at a club.” Elaine nodded as Kevin pressed his soft lips against her cheek. Her heart beat fast. Her body turned hot. “Bye, Elaine,” Kevin said before walking out the bar.

When Elaine caught up with herself and turned her attention to the door where Kevin had exited, William was standing there. He had a shocked expression on his face. Elaine couldn’t wipe the smile from hers. She didn’t feel guilty.

William was heartbroken as he walked over to Elaine. All he could think about was her ex, Marcus. Now there was this stranger who had just left the bar and stood a head taller than William. His shoulders wider than William’s. William couldn’t deny the masculinity that had radiated from his aura.

“Who was that?” William asked Elaine when he reached the bar.

“Kevin,” Elaine said. A soft laughter followed her words. William could have vomited, but Elaine’s leer balanced him. He wouldn’t embarrass himself or lose his chill.

“Why did Kevin kiss you on the cheek?”

“He was just being a gentleman, William. He knew very well I have a boyfriend, so will you sit down and order a drink?” William hesitated, but Elaine pushed down his shoulder for him to hurry. “What are you having, William? The barman is waiting,” she said. William ordered the same beer as Elaine without even asking what kind it was.

“I think Cassandra should experience the city tomorrow, wouldn’t you agree?” she asked.

Who was William to argue? They moved from the bar to a table. Elaine ordered their dinners, and William did his best to forget about Kevin and enjoy Elaine’s company. He couldn’t wait to spend the day as Cassandra.

♦

Cassandra held her shoulders back and walked with confidence by Elaine’s side. They were girlfriends exploring a new city. Successful business women who wore dresses and heels. Elaine had dressed up, and Cassandra loved wearing a classic look. She wished it were fall so she could add a jacket and other layers. Elaine had lent her a gold necklace. Her makeup hid all the hard, masculine lines. Some streets were crowded and others were quiet as they strolled through the city.

Elaine stopped, grabbing Cassandra’s arm. She pointed at a dress hanging from a mannequin in the store window. It was floral and flowed like leaves falling from a tree. Elaine pulled Cassandra inside. She tried on the dress, but it was much too expensive. It cost more than her rent. They stumbled back out to the tranquil street, laughing as they held one another.

“Who would ever spend that much on a dress? I could find a tailor to sew me one cheaper back in Kansas City,” Elaine said.

Cassandra noticed men staring at them as they wandered down the sidewalk with their arms linked. Cassandra couldn’t stop catching glimpses of herself in the reflective glass storefronts offered. She wouldn’t have recognized herself if she saw a photo. To the stranger’s eye, she was just another woman. Makeup could work magic in the right hands.

“What did you want to do today?”

Elaine shrugged. “We could visit museums. That’s all anyone talks about when they mention New York.”

Cassandra nodded, and they went to the closest art museum they could find, but both women were bored out of their minds after ten minutes of walking in circles. Elaine chuckled as she asked, “why did we ever come here? What a snooze.”

They went outside, hailed a taxi, and went straight to the Empire State Building. They stood at the top, pointing out bits of the city. Their heels clicking against the flooring of the 86th floor. “What a rush,” Cassandra said as the elevator carried them to the ground floor.

“Let’s visit the park,” said Elaine.

They took a taxi to the periphery of Central Park. As they made their way deeper into the park, it was as though they had entered a distinctive, more tranquil world. They talked about how Elaine had secured a deal with the New York investors. She hoped Dominic would send another bonus her way. Cassandra hadn’t missed the auto shop, as she was a world away living her wildest fantasy.

“How are you feeling?” asked Elaine.

“Incredible. I’ve never felt this free. I can’t believe people can’t see through the illusion,” said Cassandra.

“It’s your confidence, dear. You walk with your head high and don’t let your thoughts bring you down.”

Cassandra turned to show Elaine her smile. She couldn’t hide how her heart skipped beats every time she glanced down at her painted nails. Each time her heels clicked against the sidewalk or when horny taxi drivers would check out her cleavage in the mirror. They had perfected the art of bra stuffing. Cassandra never wanted to leave the city now that she was sharing it with Elaine. Now that she had experienced the sensations of womanhood.

Birds flew about the canopy of leaves as they walked along the trail in Central Park. Elaine had been thinking about Kevin. His lips against her cheek. How the muscles in his hand had tightened when he gripped his drink. Elaine directed Cassandra to a bench. She had to tell her about the party.

“Cassandra,” she said.

“Yes?”

A group of business men walking through the park whistled as they passed. Elaine scooted closer to Cassandra, placing a hand on her thigh. She ran the tips of her fingers along the nylon fabric of Cassandra’s stockings. The men nearly fell over like pins in a bowling alley. Elaine laughed. Cassandra joined her.

“You remember the man from the bar last night?”

Cassandra frowned. “How could I forget?” she asked.

“Wasn’t he handsome?”

“I suppose.”

“Don’t be jealous. You know I love when you pleasure me with those lips,” Elaine said. She leaned over to kiss Cassandra. “But I just need a strong man to fuck me. Tear me apart. Oh my, you should have seen the bulge running down Kevin’s thigh.”

Cassandra was growing hot at Elaine’s words. She didn’t want to feel jealous, but she had been dying to fuck Elaine again since they talked in the laundry room. She wanted to pleasure Elaine as a man but also loved being her best girlfriend. Cassandra didn’t blame her for wanting an alpha like Kevin. He was oozing masculinity in a way Cassandra never could because the woman inside her was so strong.

“He invited us to a party tonight. It’ll be the best night of your life,” she said.

Cassandra knew she wouldn’t argue with Elaine. She would follow her into the night. Stand by Elaine’s side, living her night as a woman, as Kevin touched her how he pleased. “Can’t wait.”

Elaine squealed. “I’m stoked, Cassandra. The party will be off the hook. Just you wait.” Cassandra’s stomach growled. Elaine rubbed it. “Awe, you poor thing. Let’s get some lunch and afternoon cocktails and nap before the party. Trust me, you’ll need it.”

Cassandra rubbed her hands together, smiling softly. They found a bar a few streets behind the nearest park exit.

♦

Cassandra stirred. The cocktails at lunch had sent her into a state of nothingness. Waking up from a world without dreams as a woman was a rebirth. Two small hills on her chest. Hair hanging past her shoulders. A groggy sense of reality. The noise of city traffic brought Cassandra back to reality.

Elaine was standing in the mirror, curling the tips of her hair so they looked like curved feathers. She was wearing tight jeans and no top. She hadn’t put on a bra either. Cassandra couldn’t help but notice the perfection of Elaine’s nipples. Her eyes focusing on them through the mirror. “You’re awake! What a sleepyhead you are, Cassandra. We have to leave for the club soon,” she said.

Cassandra groaned. Elaine placed her curling iron to the side and went over to her. She beat her hand on the bed and did a little dance. “Oh, come on. You know you wanna feel some disco in your bones,” said Elaine.

“Why don’t you go without me? You’re just going to leave me for Kevin when we get there,” Cassandra said with sass. She turned away from Elaine to stare out the window. Elaine rubbed Cassandra’s back. She was still wearing the dress from the morning. They had gotten lost on the way back to the hotel after lunch and crashed when they finally made it after consulting countless maps and strangers.

Elaine pouted. She had been thinking about Kevin all day. Imagining his dick spreading her pussy lips more than they had ever been. She wanted to take him however he wanted to give it. Cassandra had to understand it was hard to want the same from her. “We’ll be girlfriends on the dance floor. Don’t you want to have a guy dance with you?”

Cassandra shrugged. She still had her back to Elaine. “I want you.”

“You have me, Cassandra, but you have to understand,” she said, pausing. Silence fell between them. “I have other needs, baby. I need a powerful man to fuck me.”

“I can be that person,” said Cassandra. “Why can’t I be both?”

“Well, you just aren’t that person, Cassandra. William is timid. He’s one to hide in the shadows and avoid confrontation. I enjoy my time with him, but he doesn’t rev me up like Kevin.”

Cassandra felt a tear slide down her cheek, but she had to stay strong. Elaine gave her more than any other woman ever had, and she didn’t want to lose her. If Elaine could have other men, then why couldn’t William have other women if he needed to express his masculine side? Cassandra rolled over to face Elaine. She brushed her hand against Cassandra’s cheek. “Get up, baby. We have to get to the disco,” she said.

Cassandra nodded and threw the cover from her body.


CHAPTER TEN

Music by Herbie Mann was playing over the speaker as Cassandra and Elaine stepped in the club. The air was hot, steamy with the sweat of everyone. They danced their way through the crowd to the bar. A couple guys tried to buy them drinks, but Elaine refused. “We can’t settle for the first men who offer us a drink,” she said.

Cassandra didn’t care. She accepted the whiskey on the rocks. They clinked their glasses together. Elaine swayed her hips, pulling Cassandra closer to the dance floor. Cassandra wasn’t in the mood to dance. She felt out of place with so many sweaty bodies inches from her own. She broke contact with Elaine, retreating to the wall.

Elaine turned and saw an empty space behind her, people filling the spot Cassandra had occupied before her escape. Elaine wanted to dance, but she needed her girlfriend. Kevin had yet to appear. She was sure she would find him in no time. The crowd at the club in New York was a fondue pot of people, a delightful surprise compared to the mostly segregated clubs in Kansas City.

“Why did you disappear?” Elaine asked when she caught up to Cassandra.

Cassandra shrugged as a response. She turned her head to the right, and a handsome man winked at her. She sighed. The delights of male attention had soured. The song switched. Shirley & Company filled the club. Some cheered the change. Elaine rocked her hips as she stared into Cassandra’s eyes, sipping her drink.

When the hook came, Elaine sang while pointing at Cassandra:

Shame shame shame

Hey!

Shame on you

If you can’t dance, too

Elaine continued singing, teasing Cassandra with the lyrics of the song. Cassandra couldn’t help but grin. She released her inhibitions, threw her arms in the air, and danced to the disco music. She bent her knees, the tips of her tall boots scraping against them as she swayed her backside. She lifted her hand, rubbing it through her hair and down her front side. Cassandra was wearing a white shirt dress with two panels of sunflower fabric. Her yellow boots matched them. Her makeup and wig hid whatever traces of masculinity there were.

“That’s my girl,” Elaine cheered.

A hand snaked around her front side. She pushed it away from her stomach until she heard the seductive bass of Kevin’s voice, “I knew I’d find my foxy mama here,” he said.

No man had gotten Elaine wet as quickly in her life as Kevin did then. She relaxed, throwing her hand around the back of Kevin’s neck. His lips pressed into her neck. Her nostrils flared as he sniffed her. Elaine smelled of soap and flowers with an undertone of sweaty heat. Desire seeping through her pores. She pulled her back in, pressing her ass against Kevin’s bulge. He gripped her waist tighter.

“Don’t start what you can’t finish,” he whispered into her ear.

“I leave in the morning. It’s tonight or never,” she said. Elaine was dripping as Kevin ran his hand to the waistline of her jeans. She moaned as it slid beneath the denim fabric. Kevin rubbed her spot as her eyes lost focus. She became wax running down the side of a candle. The world was an illusion until Cassandra cleared her throat. “Oh, Kevin. This is my friend Cassandra,” said Elaine.

Kevin had his chin against Elaine’s ear. His hands wrapped around her body. “Nice to meet you, Cassandra,” he said. She was pretty but didn’t hold a flame to Elaine. “Are you two staying together?”

Elaine bit her bottom lip and nodded. She was as light as a snowflake falling through the air. She turned her head and pulled Kevin’s mouth to hers.

Kevin watched Cassandra as he kissed Elaine. He thought about taking them both at the same time. They only had tonight. When would he ever see these women again? Kevin broke the kiss. He spoke so that only Elaine could hear him. “Should we make tonight count?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“You and your girlfriend. We could have a party,” he said. “Why don’t you ask her what she thinks?”

Elaine nodded. She grabbed Cassandra and led her to the women’s restroom. They went into a stall together. The bathroom was noisy and filled with women who hadn’t looked twice at Cassandra’s feminized body. She would cherish moments from her first full day as a woman for the rest of her life.

“He wants both of us,” said Elaine.

“What?” Her voice carried through the bathroom, but it didn’t take more than a beat for conversations to continue.

“Just suck his dick, and I’ll make it worth it when he leaves,” she said.

“I… I don’t know,” said Cassandra. She had never considered sucking a dick, but something in her stirred at the idea. She knew Kevin wasn’t lacking in the manhood department. The word ‘no’ was forming in her mouth until Elaine’s pout changed her mind. She couldn’t deny her woman a night of pleasure, even if it wasn’t Cassandra’s fantasy. “Okay, I’ll suck his dick, but you have to help.”

“Deal,” she said. They went to find Kevin and took the first taxi they could find back to the hotel.

♦

“Get on your knees,” Kevin said to Cassandra as Elaine was removing his shirt. They had only turned on the lamp in the corner of the room, casting seductive shadows against the walls. Cassandra’s hands trembled as she got to her knees and unbuttoned Kevin’s pants. He was commanding them both with authority.

Cassandra pulled the pants from Kevin’s thighs. His pubic area trimmed. His dick long. Leaking. The shadow of it could have been a python if it weren’t for the roundness of his backside. He placed his hand at the back of Cassandra’s head and told her to part her lips. She listened, sucking the first dick of her life.

Kevin’s dick pressed into Cassandra’s throat as he held the back of her head. Cassandra choked on his extension when he lifted Elaine into his arms, threw her on the bed, and stepped forward. Elaine giggled and squealed as Kevin removed her jeans. Cassandra focused on his dick, trying to swallow every inch she could. Her sissy cock was throbbing beneath her dress, begging to come out. She squeezed her thighs together to hide its shape.

Elaine threw her arms above her head. She moaned as Kevin moved his tongue over her pussy. He had no issues stimulating her clit. She gripped the sheets and tightened her legs around Kevin’s neck. Kevin groaned into her pussy as he lapped up her womanly nectar. He fucked Cassandra’s mouth as though it were Elaine’s hole. He broke contact with Elaine to concentrate on the pleasure of Cassandra’s oral services.

“Fuck,” he said. Kevin used his fingers on Elaine as he fucked Cassandra’s face harder. She was propped up against the bed and said nothing as her head slammed against the mattress from Kevin’s force.

“I need that dick,” moaned Elaine. She was rubbing her clit as Kevin fingered her. She used her free hand to undo her shirt and expose her breasts. Cassandra was struggling to keep her erection from popping out of the thong.

Kevin pulled out of Cassandra’s mouth and stood tall so Elaine could admire his manhood. She lifted her legs in the air and said, “this is your pussy, Kevin. Fuck my hole,” she said.

“You have a condom?” he asked.

She nodded and pulled out the box she had bought on their afternoon walk home. She had been thinking about Kevin while they were lost. Kevin ripped open the box. He rolled a condom over his dick. Elaine was dripping wet and touching herself. Moaning, begging for Kevin to slide into her. Cassandra hadn’t moved.

“Why don’t you get naked and ready for you turn?” he asked, looking down at Cassandra. “I wanna fuck two pussies tonight.”

Cassandra swallowed. Elaine spoke before she could say anything. “She only likes oral. Don’t worry, baby. I’m all you’ll need.”

Cassandra focused on the light spilling across the floor. She just wanted to escape. Kevin had already pushed his dick into Elaine, which was something Cassandra had been dreaming about for weeks. She couldn’t contain her jealousy. She needed to escape. Cassandra stood, and her dick popped out from the thong. Her dress had turned into a tent. Kevin turned his head toward her and instantly reacted.

“What. The. Fuck! What the fuck! Someone tell me I’m seeing shit because it looks like your girl has a dick!” Kevin said, pointing at Elaine.

Elaine narrowed her eyes at Cassandra. Cassandra ran to the bathroom and locked the door. Kevin was shouting. Screaming profanities. Elaine was begging him to stay, but the bedroom door slammed shut a minute later.

“Get out here!” yelled Elaine. Cassandra took five minutes to exit the bathroom.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her head down. The sadness in her voice was heartbreaking.

“No, it’s okay. We shouldn’t have lied to Kevin. I think he was just shocked more than anything. Upset by the deception,” she said, rubbing Cassandra’s back. Elaine pressed her lips against Cassandra’s neck. Her hand traveled down Cassandra’s back. She reached it under her dress, gripping her stiff erection.

“You aren’t angry?”

Elaine shrugged. “I still have a dick to use, if you’re willing.”

Cassandra couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She gripped Elaine’s hand and led her to the bed, but Elaine stopped her. “No, Cassandra. I’m in charge,” she said, taking the lead.

Elaine threw Cassandra to her back on the mattress. She lifted her dress and removed her thong. Elaine placed a condom on Cassandra’s thick cock. She wasn’t as big as Kevin, but her dick was more than enough. It looked delicious as she stroked it with her pussy juices.

Elaine straddled Cassandra. She lifted her hips, sliding down her dick. Cassandra savored the warmth encasing her extension. She cherished each movement of Elaine’s hips until they came in unison. A natural high permeated their bodies.

Cassandra held Elaine all night. No matter what happened tomorrow, she would always have today. The smell of Elaine’s hair in her nostrils. Her naked body pressed against Cassandra’s. City lights glistening all night.

“I love you,” said Cassandra, but Elaine had already fallen asleep. Her reply was a soft snore. Cassandra grinned and let sleep take her.


DISCO IS DEAD

1976


CHAPTER ELEVEN

It was the spring of 1976. A year had passed since Elaine took William to New York, but he still loved to talk about the vacation. They had since traveled to Los Angeles, St. Louis, and Chicago, where William spent weekends as Cassandra. They would go out in Kansas City too, if the mood felt right. Cassandra could pass with ease in a low-lit room.

Elaine was sitting in her office, flipping through a magazine. Her feet were on the desk. Her blinds closed. Elaine’s phone rang. Linda’s voice sung through the distance.

“What are you doing? Have a drink with me after work,” said Linda. They had become fast friends after Elaine went shoe shopping with William one day. They often met in the city before returning to their respective suburbs. Linda lived north of the city. Elaine west.

“The usual place?” asked Elaine.

“Yes. See you at five thirty,” she said. The line went dead, and Elaine placed her phone back on the receiver. Elaine hadn’t left the office early since Dominic talked to her, so she was counting down the minutes until a martini would kiss her lips. Plus, Linda had to earn every dollar she could before closing.

Since the deals in LA and New York, KC Gifts & Chocolate had opened several stores across the country. There were far more businesspeople willing to shell out big bucks for a franchise than Dominic was willing to offer. It was Elaine’s job to help him decide which owners were the best investments. Elaine had interviewed more rich people than she could count, but Dominic gave her handsome bonuses for the work.

When the time came, Elaine walked out to the parking lot with her staff. The urge to smoke a cigarette was always the strongest after work, but she had mints to cut cravings. She popped one in her mouth and sucked. Linda had convinced her to quit a few months ago when they were drinking after work, and Elaine hadn’t smoked since.

Linda was already waiting at their favorite table by the window when Elaine arrived. She hugged Linda, kissing her on the cheek. Linda was wearing her classic combination: a suit jacket with a matching skirt. Elaine had on flared jeans with heels. She had been wearing her hair with more volume too instead of straight. Linda had her hair pulled into a tight bun with a small hat sitting sideways on her head.

They caught up about the work week as the bartender prepared their drinks. They ordered appetizers from the ‘specials’ board. Their martinis arrived. Elaine and Linda clinked their glasses together and said ‘cheers’.

“How’s William?”

“Hopefully cooking dinner,” she said. The women snickered. “Joel?”

“If he knows what’s good, he’ll be doing the same thing. What woman wants to cook after work?”

“Only the demented,” said Elaine.

Joel and William both had full-time jobs, but they knew their places. Linda and Elaine were women of a different breed. Sure, they would cook sometimes, but the majority of the cooking and cleaning was performed by their sissies. Before meeting Linda, Elaine hadn’t been as dominant as she could have been, but Linda pushed her to grow. Elaine did the same for Linda. Together, they came up with new ways to thrill their sissy men.

“You know what?” said Linda.

“Hmm?”

“Why don’t you and Cassandra come over next weekend? Our home is a safe place.”

“But you live all the way on the north side of town.”

“And? You don’t think I’ll make it worth it? Julie and Cassandra should have some fun at our expense. She has a big one,” said Linda, winking.

William’s dick was plenty big. Elaine only used it in emergencies, but she enjoyed having the option. Maybe Julie would feel good sliding around inside her pussy. Elaine shrugged. “It’s a far drive.”

“Julie will cook dinner and everything. It’s long overdue that you come to our house!”

“Fine, I’ll come,” said Elaine.

Linda grinned, sipping her martini. The waiter brought their appetizers. The women gossiped about work, their men, and dominance. They got odd looks, but neither cared. They were free and in charge of their lives. They also had dinners waiting for them at home. Dinners cooked by men who worshiped the ground they walked.

“I’ll see you next week,” Elaine said standing outside her car. Linda was a few spots behind her.

“Next week, darling,” she said. Linda kissed Elaine on the cheek and turned to leave.

♦

“It smells delicious,” Elaine said as she entered her apartment. William had dressed as Cassandra. He must have done so while she was drinking with Linda. Some days he changed, others he didn’t. Elaine didn’t force him either way as long as he cooked dinner. “What did you make?”

“Curry,” she said. Cassandra had bought an Indian cookbook when they went to Los Angeles and used it whenever she felt inspired.

“Perfect. Do I have enough time to shower?” she asked.

Cassandra nodded, and Elaine disappeared to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, she exited. The apartment smelled of moist air and soap mixed with Indian spices. Elaine was brushing her hair as Cassandra poured curry onto two mounds of rice. She had steamed broccoli for a side.

“This looks incredible, Cass. Thanks,” she said. Elaine had started calling Cassandra ‘Cass’ during the fall of 1975. Cassandra didn’t mind. It was one syllable versus three, so Cassandra couldn’t argue with the name’s efficiency. They sat at the table, eating dinner like any other couple.

“Linda and I had drinks after work.”

“I was wondering what took you so long,” said Cassandra. “How is she?”

Elaine passed on a few comments about the shoe store. Linda always had a story to tell. “She invited us to her house next week. She wants you to meet Julie,” she said.

William had never met anyone like himself. He knew there were other men who had his tendencies, but they were like the letters of a language he couldn’t read. They were enigmas, and William would have preferred to never meet one but knew the day was coming.

“Oh, does she? I guess that would be okay,” said Cassandra. Her stomach hurt. The thought of meeting Linda’s sissy made her nervous.

“It’s nothing to be nervous about, Cass. You want to meet accepting friends, right?”

Cassandra did. She loved her life with Elaine, but there were times it became lonely. Cassandra was William’s other half. She felt more alive as Cassandra, but society dumped guilt on her shoulders. Thinking about what her coworkers at the auto shop would think if they discovered her truth brought unrelenting shame.

After dinner, Cassandra washed dishes and cleaned the kitchen as Elaine played records. She laid out several on the table so she wouldn’t have to think about what to choose next. Elaine thought about a cigarette but resisted the temptation to walk to the gas station down the road. Evenings after dinner were hard. There was nothing like holding a cigarette between her fingers as food digested in her belly.

“Cass, you wanna do anything tonight? I’ll check the paper for movie times,” she said.

Cassandra felt hot water divide as it passed over her hands. Soap suds flowing off the plates. “There are so many teenagers on the weekend,” she said, sounding like Elaine a year ago. “Can’t we do something more low-key?”

“What do you have in mind? Clubs are boring with all the suburbanites.”

“I could give you some dessert,” she said. Cassandra’s dick hardened beneath her clad thong. She hadn’t fucked Elaine in months. She was always dying to slide into her warm cave, but Elaine preferred to use her mouth. It wasn’t the end of the world, but a girl could hope.

“Oh, is that so?” asked Elaine. She stood from the sofa and walked over to Cassandra, wrapping her arms around her waist. She gripped Cassandra’s extension. It was leaking through to the top layer of fabric. “You’re always so horny, Cass. Why is that?”

“You drive me wild,” she said.

“Isn’t the anticipation better than the real thing? Don’t you enjoy how I can make you hard just by brushing your arm? If we had sex all the time, how would I drive you wild?”

Cassandra swallowed. The water had grown hotter and was burning her hands, but she couldn’t move. Elaine’s breath on her ear was a form of paralysis. “I want you, Elaine. Please,” she said. Her voice broke, revealing the man desperate for pussy.

Elaine laughed. “Wash the dishes, Cass. We’re going to the movies,” she said.

Cassandra didn’t argue. They were out the door fifty minutes later to catch a late showing on the other side of the city. When they returned, Cassandra offered her dessert. Elaine came all over her face. Cassandra licked every drop before kissing Elaine goodbye, returning to her apartment to shower. She went to bed in boxers as William.

He stared at the ceiling thinking of Elaine’s sleeping face, nothing but moonlight to see the softness of her expression. William wanted to have her. To feel inside her, but he couldn’t imagine his life with anyone else. At the end of the day, he loved Elaine. He would do whatever she needed. He knew he wouldn’t leave, even if she never used his dick again. This realization had hit him every time he thought he couldn’t continue. Every time he thought he would go out and find another woman.

Over the weekend, Cassandra spent her days cooking and cleaning at Elaine’s. Elaine made Cassandra change before coming over so she had to walk down the hallway as a woman. Everyone knew where ‘William’ lived, but nobody knew ‘Cassandra’. Elaine laughed when she took too long to answer the door. A few people had seen Cassandra in the hallway, but she always hid her face in time. As long as nobody saw her leaving William’s apartment.

The weekends were escapes before returning to work on Monday.


CHAPTER TWELVE

“I don’t want to go,” whined William. He was refusing to change to Cassandra and drive across town for a late lunch with Linda and Joel. Linda had just called, telling them she put the lasagna in the oven. Joel was cutting vegetables for a salad while William threw a tantrum.

“We promised Linda. You were fine with our plans a week ago. What is happening with you, William?” asked Elaine. She was pinching her nose, doing everything she could to calm herself. William was acting ridiculous, and she had no time for his behavior. It took a lot of power to ignore the nicotine headache brewing.

William was at a crossroads with Elaine. They had been together for a year, and he was losing himself in Cassandra. He loved his alter ego, but when was it too much? Today, meeting Joel was too much. He didn’t want another person to see him on the street and know his feminine tendencies. “There’s something wrong with me, Elaine. Joel too! We’re both sick fucks,” he said.

Elaine crouched down by William’s side to rub his back. “There’s nothing wrong with you, William,” she said. “You know I love you. Don’t you enjoy living part of your life as Cass?”

He shrugged. It didn’t matter what he enjoyed. “What we do is messed up, Elaine. I should be on top! I should be fucking you!”

Elaine bit her lip, hiding her face. She could have laughed, but William was serious. He was in a fragile state, so she controlled herself. “Would you feel better changing there?”

“Go without me, Elaine,” he said.

“Grab some clothes. I’ll meet you in the car,” she said. “We can’t be rude to Linda. Who else is going to sell you shoes without judgment?”

William knew he would want to visit Linda’s store again, no matter how he was feeling at the moment. A year ago, he had been hiding his fantasy while suffering. Now he wanted to retreat to that cave of isolation. Maybe he didn’t. Loving Elaine was the most confusing thing he had ever done.

After another few minutes of coaxing, William was driving north to Linda’s home. They could smell the lasagna from outside as they approached her front door. A woman with olive skin opened the door. She had wavy hair that hung over her breasts and a knit dress that hugged her curves.

“You made it!”

“Is Linda here?” asked Elaine.

“Yes, yes. Come in,” she said. They stepped inside, leaving their shoes at the door. “I’m Julie. You must be William and Elaine. Linda is in the backyard tending to some flowers.”

“I’ll go find here. Julie, would you mind helping William change before dinner?”

Julie tilted her head to the side. Her eyelashes fluttered as she took in William. His trim arms jetting out from the short sleeves. His round hips hugged by tight denim. Julie grabbed William’s wrist and pulled him upstairs. They entered a room with a vanity that could have been in a department store.

“Linda told me your girl name is ‘Cassandra’.”

“That’s right. Your boy name is ‘Joel’ from what I heard.”

Julie laughed. She loved William’s sassy attitude. “I used to hate it too,” she said.

“What are you talking about?”

“That sense you’ve lost your manhood, but you haven’t. We’re lucky to have women who love and understand us.”

“You’re senile,” said William. He didn’t want to talk about his insecurities with this stranger. “I can change on my own. I don’t need your help.”

Julie squinted her eyes, leaning against the wall with one hand. She had on dark stockings under her dress. She doubted William had her makeup skills, but there was still work to do in the kitchen, so she shrugged. “I’ll come check on you in ten, okay?”

William said nothing, narrowing his eyes through the mirror. Julie turned around and left the room. William unzipped the bag he had packed. There was makeup on the counter, but he didn’t want to use anything of Julie’s. She had a lot more experience crossdressing than he did from what he could tell, but there was no way he was asking that bitch for help.

William pulled out his foundation but couldn’t move his hand. He stared at his face. He heard Elaine laughing in the backyard. Standing, he peeped out the window. She and Linda were sitting on a bench surrounded by flowers. He sat back down at the vanity but couldn’t concentrate.

Julie appeared in the doorway a few minutes later. “Girl, what have you been doing?” Julie crossed the room. She looked at William through the mirror. Flawless makeup. Painted nails. Hair that smelled of fruity shampoo. A citrus perfume radiating from her skin. William felt envy and disdain. How could he want to be so much like this woman yet despise her for having the same desires?

When William didn’t reply, Julie shook her hair. “Girl, get it together. Dinner is turning cold as we speak,” she said.

“I don’t want to be Cassandra today,” he said.

“Yeah, okay,” Julie said in a tone that suggested she didn’t believe William. “Look, the ladies are coming inside now, and they don’t want to wait on us. You can either accept who you are and cherish that you have a woman like Elaine, or you can live your life hiding. Do you really want to return to that darkness? I know it’s hard, but you have to let go of those chains holding you.”

It was as though Julie was reading William’s mind. William wanted to escape his shame, but the conflict weighed on him like a crumbled building. “You know nothing about me, Julie.”

Julie’s face bunched together as she tried to gather enough patience to deal with William’s whiny ass, but she took a deep breath and remembered Linda. Linda wouldn’t be happy if Cassandra didn’t make an appearance. “Look, William. You’re right. I don’t know you, but I know the hell we’ll pay if you don’t change right now.”

William slammed his fists on the vanity top. “Fine. Let’s get this over with,” he said.

Julie sighed relief. She grabbed the bag from the floor and took out the items she would need to transform William to Cassandra. From one glance, she could tell her foundation wasn’t the right shade. It was a touch too light for William’s skin. She had a darker foundation she could use to blend the two.

“Let’s get you in this dress,” she said. “We can work on everything else after that.”

William stripped down to the black thong he was wearing. No matter what happened, William knew he would always wear thongs. They were easy to hide and constricted his dick in the most pleasant ways. Julie stepped up to him, running her hand along the lace fabric. William jumped back, frightened by Julie’s touch. “What are you doing?”

“Oh, calm down. I’ll have to touch you much more intimately than that if Linda has her way,” she said.

William swallowed. Fooling around with Julie was another reason he hadn’t wanted to come. What if he enjoyed it? What if he liked sucking another sissy’s dick? The thought had crossed his mind, but he hadn’t sucked a cock since Kevin in New York. Elaine had occasional fun with other men, but William never joined.

“Hurry, William. We have to get to downstairs,” she said. “Where are your pads?”

William rose his eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”

“The pads for your bra! You don’t walk around with a flat chest, do you?”

“No, I stuff them with ripped up fabric,” he said, reaching for his bag

Julie laughed harder than she had all day, bending down to grab her knees. “Oh my, wow. No wonder you’re so ashamed of yourself.”

There was a chest of drawers on the opposite wall. Julie went over to it and came back with two liquid-filled breast forms. “These are marketed for breast cancer victims, bless their hearts, but us sissies can use them too.”

William moved it around in his hand, amazed by the pad’s flexibility. “It goes in the bra?”

“Yeah,” said Julie. “They’re much more realistic than lumpy bunches of fabric. Let me help you.” Julie adjusted William’s bra, stuffing them with the two liquid-filled forms. Julie placed her hands on William’s thin waist. “Your body is incredible. How do you stay so thin?”

“Strict diet and exercise.”

“You’ll have to teach me,” she said.

“As long as you teach me how to do makeup,” said William.

“Look who is coming around! It’s a deal! Now, let’s get Cassandra ready for dinner.”

“Call me ‘Cass’,” he said.

“You have tights, Cass?”

She nodded and took them from her bag, pulling them up her legs. She had a long-sleeve dress made of satin fabric with a geometric design. Cassandra had a pair of flats to match the look but wouldn’t use them in the house. Julie patted the seat at her vanity for Cassandra to sit.

Julie placed a wig cap and wig on Cassandra’s head. The fun part of transforming a masculine face to a feminine one. She also explained to Cassandra that she should consider buying a new foundation that matched her skin better. Cassandra was feeling more at ease about her sissy tendencies by the time her transformation was complete.

“Yes, you have to teach me how to do makeup,” Cassandra said as she examined Julie’s flawless work. Her face had never appeared so feminine.

“Now, let’s get downstairs to eat and enjoy ourselves, sassy Cass.”

Cassandra fake slapped Julie on the shoulder, and they chuckled with linked arms as they made their way down the steps.

♦

Elaine and Linda were sipping vodka on the rocks with skewers of olives when Cassandra and Julie appeared in the dining room. Elaine was howling at something Linda had said. Linda turned to the transformed sissies, a twinkle of dominance in her eye. She looked poised one-hundred percent of the time, which intimidated Cassandra.

“Look who finally showed her face. You’re gorgeous, Cass,” she said.

Elaine leaned against the back of her chair. Linda stood and crossed the room. Her perfume was more flowery than citrus. She carried herself differently outside the store. Professionalism had been replaced by aggressive dominance. “Your house is lovely,” said Cassandra.

The smell of vodka was strong on Linda’s breath. “I hope you’re ready for dessert. Julie, serve us.”

“Right away, Madam,” she said. Julie disappeared to the kitchen before bringing out a stack of plates. Cassandra offered to help, but Linda refused and insisted Julie could work alone. Cassandra waited quietly, hands in her lap, as Julie took several trips to fill the table with food.

“Gorgeous. Let’s eat,” said Linda. The four of them talked about the inflation across America. They discussed the tragic demise of disco because of suburban parents hitting the club. Linda told stories about clients she met at the shoe store. Elaine mentioned trips she and Cassandra had taken. They were all tipsy on vodka and laughing when nobody could eat another bite. “That’s that. Let’s move this party to the backyard,” said Linda.

They placed chairs around a brick fire pit in the corner of Linda’s yard. The sun was descending. Cassandra couldn’t believe how quickly time had passed at the table. Julie built a fire as everyone watched. Her smile never faded. Cassandra wanted to reach Julie’s level of peace and serenity. She wanted to feel comfortable outside in a dress, but there were still whispers of doubt in her mind. Linda even had a tall privacy fence.

“You’re fine. Nobody can see us,” said Linda, patting Cassandra’s arm.

Julie had the fire roaring a few minutes later. It pulled back after the initial burst of energy waned. Julie sat in the chair to Cassandra’s left. They formed a tight semicircle around the dancing flames. The sky fading into shades of orange, pink, and purple.

Linda turned back to Cassandra. She leaned over to whisper, “there’s something I want to see.”

“What?”

“Have you ever sucked a cock?”

Cassandra swallowed. She had a feeling Linda already knew that answer from Elaine’s chuckle in the background. Linda turned to quiet her. “Only once,” she said.

“That’s terrible! You need to suck a lot more dick, Cass! You know Julie has a big one? And it’s uncut,” she said.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Cassandra replied.

“Don’t be afraid, baby boy. I have a feeling you’ll like how hers feels in your mouth. She keeps it trimmed and smelling like flowers,” said Linda. She nudged Cassandra, encouraging her to turn to Julie. When Cassandra looked, Julie was waving her dripping, uncut cock. It was rock hard. Veins moving through it like rivers on a map. “Isn’t it delicious?”

Cassandra couldn’t deny its beauty. Her dick was nothing compared to Julie’s member. She could use two hands to stroke it. When Cassandra lifted her eyes, Julie winked. She had been staring like a thirsty slut. Without missing another beat, Cassandra dropped to her knees and crawled closer to Julie. Julie spread her legs. Cassandra filled the gap.

“Fuck yeah, slut. Take her dick in your sissy mouth,” said Elaine. Her center was throbbing as she watched Julie’s delicious extension bounce through the flames. She resisted the urge to touch herself as Cassandra lifted her hand, fitting it around Julie’s manicured base. Linda turned to meet Elaine’s eyes, smiling as Cassandra parted her lips and took Julie’s cock.

Cassandra felt her mouth stretch as Julie’s extension pushed the back of her throat. She thought she had taken all of it but could still wrap her hand around half of Julie’s shaft. She would gag if she took another millimeter of Julie’s deliciousness. Cassandra gripped Julie’s thighs as she attempted to stabilize herself.

Julie groaned. She held Cassandra’s cheeks, moving her head for her pleasure. Cassandra breathed through her nose but was choking after less than a minute of intense face fucking.

“Shit, are you okay?” asked Elaine. She was squeezing her thighs together, desperate to feel Julie’s dick in her pussy. No wonder Linda had married him. That dick was better than any toy a store sold.

Cassandra had been in a different world while Julie fucked her face. When she came back to reality, the first thing that hit her was the warmth in her panties. The stickiness. She had soiled her thong. Julie was still rock hard and ready for more, having done nothing more than leak precum. Elaine’s voice filtered through after a few moments. Cassandra nodded to answer her question.

“I think your boy came,” said Elaine. “Did you soil yourself, sissy boy?”

Cassandra bit her lip and nodded. She was a slut and hungry for more. She didn’t care if it was pussy or dick, she needed something against her lips. Why hadn’t anyone else cum? Could she not hold it together?

“How marvelous. You fucked the cum out of her, Julie. Think you can keep going?” she asked.

Julie nodded, eying Elaine from across the fire. It had dimmed, and the sky had darkened, but they could see each other. The lust was undeniable.

“Excellent. Julie, you take Elaine. I know she’s dying to have you to herself. Cassandra, you’re coming with me,” Linda said and pulled Cassandra to her feet.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

“You like eating pussy as much as sucking dick?” asked Linda. They were in her bedroom, which was decorated with modern, minimalist decor. She had a huge bed. She opened her chest of drawers and pulled out a black sheet, spreading it over her comforter. “You can never be too careful,” she said, winking.

“Yes, Madam,” she said, repeating Julie’s words in her sissy tone. Cassandra hadn’t changed from her soiled thong, and her dick hardened anew. Dry cum cracked as her extension grew from the sight of Linda’s slender body. She had pulled her dress over her shoulders, letting it fall. To Cassandra’s surprise, Linda wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her trimmed bush glistened from her wet pussy. Cassandra pushed down on her dick, hungry to use it, but she had a feeling Linda was much more dominant than Elaine.

Linda lifted her hands, running them through her hair. She bent her finger to make Cassandra move her way. Cassandra got to her knees and crawled across the room to Linda. Linda lifted her leg to the chaise lounge at the end of her bed. Cassandra stopped beneath Linda’s gorgeous split. Linda grabbed the back of Cassandra’s head, pulling her into her sex. Her womanhood. Cassandra flattened her tongue against Linda’s beauty, taking pleasure in the sounds of her moans.

“Fuck, that tongue feels good,” said Linda, pushing against Cassandra’s skull with more pressure.

Cassandra moaned as she felt her dick leak precum, the wet mixing with the dry. She felt like the dirty slut she was, soiled and used, just as she enjoyed. Cassandra battled with herself, but moments like this were euphoria. A dominant woman taking pleasure in her submissive ways.

Linda pushed Cassandra away, sending shock waves through her system. “Did I do something wrong, Madam?” Cassandra tried to grab at Linda’s legs, but Linda refused her touch.

“You have no control, sissy. I’m here to teach you a lesson.”

“What lesson?” asked Cassandra.

“Get to the bed! On all fours now!”

Cassandra scrambled to obey Linda’s order. She snorted at Cassandra’s speed. “Did I do something wrong?”

“You keep touching yourself! It’s no wonder you came in two seconds from Julie’s dick fucking your throat. You liked that, didn’t you, sissy? I bet you wished I had a cock to suck,” she said.

Cassandra shook her head. “I love your pussy. I won’t touch myself again, I promise,” she said. “You’re right. I didn’t even realize I was doing it!”

“You were doing it when Julie fucked your face. Elaine is too lenient, I see.”

“What will you do?”

Linda returned to her chest of drawers, pulling out something that looked like the end of a mop, but Cassandra had a feeling the equipment in Linda’s hand wasn’t used for cleaning.

“You know what this is, baby boy?” asked Linda. She ran the tresses of fabric through her fingers, gazing with lustful eyes. Cassandra shook her head as she looked at Linda over her shoulder. Linda’s naked body was slender, firm, and seductive. She had curves, but they suited her body. The thick hips that accentuated her skirts so well. Plump breasts that were large and perky without a bra. “It’s called a ‘flogger’. I’m guessing Elaine has never given you a spanking?”

“No, Madam,” she said. Cassandra was dying to touch her dick but kept her hands directly below her shoulders. She gasped when Linda’s hand touched her thigh. She moaned as Linda lifted her dress.

“You leak like a broken hose,” said Linda. “Elaine has much to learn. I often make Julie stop before she cums, and if I catch her jacking off… you know what happens?”

Cassandra shook her head, but she had a feeling it had something to do with the flogger in Linda’s hand. Her arm hairs stood at attention when Linda rubbed the flogger against her exposed ass. Linda pulled down Cassandra’s thong, revealed her shaved sissy hole spread by her position. Her sissy dick covered with cum in various stages of dryness.

Linda slammed her palm against Cassandra’s ass cheek, the sound echoing through the room. Cassandra bit her lip, but the pain had morphed to pleasure in an instant. The two were closer together than the positive and negative sides of a magnet. She whimpered when Linda used the flogger for the first time. Each braid of fabric left unique sensation. All of them together were a symphony.

“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?”

“The worst, Madam,” sputtered Cassandra.

“Yes, you’ve been a naughty sissy slut,” she said. “A little whore desperate to please herself. It’s a wonder Elaine has put up with you this long. Her pleasure is the most important, or did you forget?”

Cassandra knew Linda’s words contained hints of the truth. Cassandra thought she was too submissive at times, but the truth was she often felt disobedient. Stubborn. Always sullen from her lack of dominance. She thought she deserved to get her dick wet with pussy juices, but she was lucky to even have a woman in her life who understood her sissy tendencies. She could be alone like she was a year ago.

“Head down, sissy slut!”

Cassandra bent her head, taking the smacks of the flogger. She clenched the sheet beneath her and did everything she could to hold the load spinning within her balls.

♦

Elaine watched as Linda disappeared with Cassandra. Julie stood behind her, but Elaine was in a different world. She loved her dominance and the role she played in her relationship, but sometimes everything was overwhelming. She loved having a boyfriend who was more like a girlfriend, but moments like this made her wonder what she was doing with her life. Who she had become. Where she was going.

Julie rested a hand on Elaine’s shoulder, “It’s okay. Linda told me they’ll join us before the night ends,” she said.

Elaine nodded, letting Julie lead her to a spare bedroom. Linda and Elaine had discussed what she should do to Julie. What Julie liked and disliked. Her limits. When they stepped into the spare room, a rope and paddle were waiting on the bed. Elaine wondered what Linda would do to Cassandra. Elaine had never spanked her before, and now she had to perform the task on Julie. Elaine took a deep breath, finding her center. It was as though a fire had lit within her pelvic region.

“Take off your dress, sissy,” she said. Julie smirked, pushing fabric off her shoulder. When a few seconds passed and her dress hadn’t moved another centimeter, Elaine repeated herself. “Dress off. Now!”

Julie shifted her body like a caterpillar climbing a branch as she slid the dress and her undergarments down her curvy body. She stood with her legs apart, her thick extension hanging between the part. Her ass round, smooth, and free of cellulite. “What do you think, Madam Elaine?”

“That you should bend over and shut you mouth,” she said.

“Ooh, you’re a natural,” she purred as she bent her body over the bed. Elaine grabbed the wooden paddle, shifting it in her hand.

“You like when Linda spanks your sissy ass?”

“I’ll like you spanking me more,” she said. Her voice was like a fireplace in winter. Her sensuality seductive. She desired the pain as much as people wanted sweets on a diet.

“You’re one dirty whore, aren’t you?”

“Only if you make me one.”

Elaine stepped forward, placing her palm on Julie’s back. She pushed her forward and told her to shut her lips. Elaine’s center throbbed as she channeled her power. She had a sissy slut to please, and she had to prove to herself she was the dominant woman she often had to feign into existence. She and Cassandra were learning together, and Elaine hoped their experiences tonight would make them closer. Solidify who they had become.

Raising the paddle, Elaine felt a surge or energy move through her. She brought the wood down against Julie’s ass, leaving a red mark where it landed. Julie sang at the pain. Her pleasure was like gasoline on a fire. Elaine took turns spanking each cheek. Every smack made Elaine a touch wetter. She used her left hand to reach into her pants and rub her clit as she spanked Julie until she was begging her to stop.

“Fuck,” she said, rubbing her ass. “I forgot to tell you my safe word.”

“Sorry, I didn’t realize how much I would enjoy it,” she said.

Their eyes connected. Nothing but joy. Eyes could move so little but tell everything. No animosity existed between these two. No hard feelings over a moment of lost self-control. Julie enjoyed the spanking. The pain had faded. She turned over, perched on the edge of the bed. Her dick hanging far past her balls. Elaine resisted the urge to get on her knees and suck the manicured beauty.

Elaine stepped forward, pushing Julie to her back. She crouched in front of Julie, stroking her hard womanhood. She parted her lips, taking it in her mouth. Salty precum warm on her tongue. The uncut skin around her head bunched as she pulled up and expanded as she moved her head down Julie’s shaft. Elaine bobbed on Julie’s dick for a couple minutes, savoring its taste. She was lost until Linda’s voice crept into her head. There’s a rope on the bed for a reason. Use it!

Elaine released herself from the dick’s pull. She grabbed the rope and commanded Julie to lie like a star on the bed. “Time to tie you up, sissy boy,” she said.

“Whatever you wish, Madam Elaine.”

Elaine made quick work of tying Julie to the bedposts, careful to check the tightness of her knots. She didn’t want Julie running anywhere when she had a dick to use. Julie was rock hard, and Elaine was dripping, hungry to have her pussy stretched by Julie’s cock.

“Your sissy dick is hard for my pussy, isn’t it?”

Julie bit her bottom lip and nodded. “Yes, Madam.”

“That’s right it is,” she said, sliding a condom onto her dick. She straddled Julie’s legs. Elaine positioned her hole, took a deep breath, and slid down Julie’s massive cock. The world disappeared as her body adjusted to Julie’s size. She held Julie’s sides as she lifted and sank her hips; in paradise until she heard a sound in the hallway.

♦

Linda had put Cassandra on a leash to walk her from one bedroom to the next. Cassandra hadn’t been expecting to see Elaine taking Julie’s dick with such vigor and lust. It was a slap in the face since she almost never used Cassandra’s cock.

Elaine had looked over her shoulder for a moment, but she was too lost touching herself and using Julie’s dick like a dildo. Linda yanked the rope so Cassandra looked up at her, “isn’t it gorgeous?”

Cassandra didn’t know what to say. What to think. She wanted to be Julie and tied to the bed, not crawling around a house on a leash like an animal. “Aw, your jealous face is the cutest! Don’t worry, Cass. We’ll get your dick wet tonight,” she said.

At those words, Cassandra felt lighter. If Linda wanted to give up her pussy, who was she to argue? Linda bent over and undid the rope. When Cassandra tried to stand, Linda told her to stay on all fours and follow her into the bedroom. Linda pointed to the corner, and Cassandra understood what she needed to do.

Cassandra crawled to the corner and sat against the wall. Linda walked to the bed. Elaine was moaning and panting louder than Cassandra had ever heard. She wanted to touch herself but thought better of it after the spanking she had just received. She would only cum when Linda told her it was okay. Elaine used to act more seriously but wouldn’t complain if Cassandra ended up touching herself. Linda was much more forceful and frightened Cassandra in a way that brought both pause and delight.

“Fuck, you two are hot,” said Linda. Elaine’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Linda sucked her nipple. Her tongue hot against her areola. Linda’s fingers played with Elaine’s throbbing button. Julie’s dick deep within her. Elaine moaned as though she were about to fall apart. “You like Julie’s sissy dick?”

Elaine made a squeaky sound of pleasure as she couldn’t speak between Julie inside her and Linda’s fingers dancing on her clit. Elaine was trying her best not to cum. She didn’t want the moment to end but knew she wouldn’t be able to hold on for long. Linda pressed her mouth against Elaine’s as she slid a finger into her dripping hole. It wasn’t much extra but every bit was a stretch against Julie’s cock. “Oh. Ooh. Uh,” moaned Elaine. She couldn’t see the ceiling from the floor as her world rocked like an earthquake.

Squirt. Squirt.

“Mm, cum for me,” said Linda. Elaine heard the words, but they didn’t register. A minute later, she demounted herself as Linda watched with fierce eyes. “You’re one sexy lady,” Linda said and pulled Elaine’s body against hers, thrusting her tongue into the woman’s mouth. Elaine closed her eyes, leaning into the kiss. Touching Linda’s naked body. They were naked. Julie still had on her bra. Cassandra was wearing everything but her panties. Linda leaned forward, “let’s tie up Cass now,” she said. “Help me undo Julie.”

Elaine nodded. They worked on untying Julie. She was free a few minutes later. “Come over here, Cass. It’s your turn,” said Linda.

Cassandra climbed on the bed as Julie slid off it. The two women tied Cassandra. Their breasts dangled in her face. She wanted a taste but couldn’t reach. Those gorgeous nipples were nothing but a tease. Cassandra’s dick stood at attention as they worked, making a tent under the dress she was still wearing. When the women finished tying her, Linda moved Cassandra’s dress to reveal her member.

“You ready to get your cock wet, sissy boy?”

“Yes, Madam. Please,” she said.

Linda snapped her fingers, and Julie climbed onto the bed. Cassandra began to protest until Linda covered her mouth. “There’s nothing to complain about, baby boy. Julie loves taking dicks in her sissy hole, doesn’t she?”

Julie moaned. She spat on her fingers and rubbed her hole. She was facing away from Cassandra. Her hair cascaded down her back, covering her bra. Cassandra silenced herself. She didn’t care if the hole was Julie’s as long as she was fucking something. It had been so long, and her dick throbbed at the thought.

“She’s ready, Julie.”

Julie nodded and lifted her hips. She placed her sissy hole on Cassandra’s dick, sliding down her uncovered shaft. Cassandra growled as the warmth surrounded her cock. “Fuck,” she said. She could have cum in seconds, but Linda wagged her finger. She climbed on the bed and straddled Cassandra’s face. It served as a distraction from the overwhelming pleasure.

“Kiss me,” Linda said to Elaine. Elaine kneeled on the edge of the bed. She pressed her lips against Linda’s. Linda fingered Elaine’s loosened hole.

Four bodies, connected.

Cassandra couldn’t breathe with Linda’s pussy against her mouth, but it was the most delicious meal she had ever had. Julie’s tight sissy hole used Cassandra’s dick with the same vigor as Elaine had used hers. Cassandra couldn’t hold her cum another second. She had lasted minutes longer than she thought she would. Cassandra moaned into Linda’s pussy and thrashed her body, letting them know what was happening.

“Fuck yeah, cum in my sissy hole,” Julie said in her sluttiest, most feminine voice. Those words were all Cassandra needed to release her load. Linda held Cassandra’s face as she released load after load into Julie’s ass.

Linda broke away from Elaine’s kiss. She glanced at Cassandra’s glistening dick when Julie lifted herself. “Prepare yourself,” Linda said to Julie. Julie nodded in understanding. “You aren’t finished yet, sissy boy. Julie and I still have to cum,” she said.

Cassandra didn’t have time to reply before Linda was fucking her face, commanding her. Linda worked herself until she was squirting like Elaine had. Linda held Elaine’s feminine body as she did.

Cassandra had expected the ladies to untie her when they slid off the bed, but they didn’t. Julie stepped forward. Her dick hung from her body, as threatening as a serpent yet as delicious looking as an ice cream cone in summer. “Show her what you’ve been holding, baby,” said Linda.

At her command, Julie stroked her dick vigorously until streams of cum left its tip, covering Cassandra’s dress in the largest load she had ever seen. When Julie’s dick slowed to leakage, she stepped forward and dipped her finger in the warm puddle of cum. She took some in her mouth before dipping her finger in the cum again and placing her finger in front of Cassandra’s lips.

“Eat it,” said Elaine.

Cassandra parted her lips, tasting Julie’s milk on her tongue.

“Good girl,” said Linda. Linda took Elaine’s hand, and they went to shower together. Julie untied Cassandra, and they went to the other bathroom to clean up. The four lounged around the rest of the night at Linda’s, drinking and fooling around until they couldn’t keep their eyes open.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

It was the height of summer a couple months later. Elaine’s office felt like a swap, even with the pathetic air conditioners Dominic had installed. Business was still thriving through the inflation gripping the nation. There weren’t as many businesspeople looking to open new locations, but it seemed people were buying chocolates to make it through the depressing times.

Elaine and William had visited Elaine’s house a few times since their weekend together. Elaine was often lost in daydreams thinking about Julie’s dick or how fun it was to push Cassandra’s buttons with Linda by her side. Elaine was reviewing the company’s mock catalog when her phone rang.

“Hey girl, what are you doing after work?” asked Linda. Elaine loved her random phone calls.

“Just headed home for dinner.”

“Come to the store. There’s someone you have to meet,” she said.

“Who?” asked Elaine.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” she said. Elaine heard the bell of Linda’s shop when the line went dead. Elaine sighed and continued editing the catalog.

Later in the day, Elaine was driving across the city. She no longer desired cigarettes as she had even a couple months ago. The cravings lessened, and her mood improved with each passing day. Linda was helping a customer when Elaine entered.

“Good afternoon,” Linda said in her professional voice. “I’ll be with you in a moment, but I’d better lock the door if I ever want to get home for dinner.” Linda’s laugh was lighter than cotton candy and as captivating as ocean waves. The woman Linda was helping paid for her shoes a couple minutes later as Elaine waited in the plush, velvety chair.

Linda bent down to kiss Elaine’s cheek after she’d locked the door. “Right on time,” she said.

“Are you driving?”

“Yes. Let me finish here and we’ll leave,” she said. Elaine offered to help, but Linda refused. She counted money, wrote in her ledgers, locked cash and checks in a leather bag, vacuumed, dusted, and pulled the blinds close. Elaine admired how Linda moved with grace. They gossiped about their sissy boys and were out the door twenty minutes later.

“Where are we going?”

“There’s a woman I met at the store last month. She’s like us and gave me the most amazing gift last month. I had her make you one too after I was sure it worked,” she said. Elaine demanded more information, but Linda kept her lips tight. They arrived to their destination a few minutes later. “We’re here.”

“About time,” Elaine said and opened her door.

They were outside of an industrial garage. Scrap metal everywhere the eye could see. A woman with hair the color of dead maple leaves stepped outside. She wore boots and a t-shirt tucked into jeans. Her muscles had definition in a way many women didn’t. She radiated power; dominance.

“Barbara!” Linda said, hugging the woman. “This is my friend I was telling you about, Elaine.”

Elaine and Barbara shook hands. “Nice to meet you,” said Elaine.

“Likewise.”

“So, do you have her present ready?”

“Yeah, come on inside ladies,” she said. Barbara walked with a heavy stride. Elaine almost felt as though she were in a horror movie, moments from her demise. Elaine took a deep breath to steady her racing heart. Linda turned back to her, taking her hand, letting her know there was nothing to fear.

They stood around a shop table with more metal working equipment than Elaine had ever seen. Barbara used a key on her belt loop to open a drawer. She placed a banana-shaped casing of rings on the table. Elaine tilted her head to the side. “What is it?” she asked.

“So your sissy doesn’t cum every five seconds,” she said.

“It has worked wonders on Joel,” added Linda. “I didn’t want to tell you until I knew for sure, but this device has been a gift from the angels.”

“Or from me,” Barbara said in a sassy tone.

“I told Barbara how big William was so she could make this. There’s a lock and key. It’s the most amazing thing in the world.”

“William does masturbate constantly. He’s always touching himself,” she said. “How does it work?”

“It’s small enough that they can’t get fully hard with the device,” said Linda. “William won’t want to get fully hard, if he knows what’s good for him.”

Barbara nodded to confirm her words, “Yeah, my sissy used to hate being locked up, but now he loves it. It has enhanced our relationship.”

“What do you think?” asked Linda.

Elaine picked up the metal rings melded together by one long bent piece. She loved it and couldn’t wait to lock up William’s sissy dick. “It’s perfect,” she said. “What can I pay you? I only have checks with me.”

Barbara shook her head. “Don’t worry. It’s on the house. Linda told me you work for KC Gifts & Chocolate?” Elaine nodded. “Bring me some chocolate one day and we’ll be even.”

Elaine smiled, “sounds like a plan.” They hugged goodbye, and Linda drove them back to her shop. Elaine promised Linda she would use Barbara’s gift when they were standing outside her car. “What do you call it?” she asked.

Linda shrugged. “Barbara said she got inspiration from old chastity belts, but those weren’t nearly as sexy. We could call it the ‘sissy cage’.”

“I love it! The sissy cage,” Elaine said, hearing the words on her tongue. “Can’t wait to lock William up in his sissy cage. See you later, Linda.”

“Bye,” said Linda, waving as Elaine turned to walk to her car.

♦

William was wearing boy clothes when Elaine arrived home. He was cooking macaroni and cheese with broccoli. Elaine loved him and wanted to spend the rest of her life with William. The sissy cage in her purse was like an engagement ring of sorts. William’s eyes met Elaine’s. They smiled at each other, but there was a sadness in William’s expression.

“How was your day?” asked Elaine.

“The auto shop was busy. Yours?”

“Linda called me after work.”

William poured the noodles and melted cheese from a pot to a baking pan. “What did she want?” William loved his life with Elaine, but he still faced an internal battle. Some days he loved his sissy life and others made him feel ‘less than’. He knew Elaine didn’t judge him, but what about the rest of the world? There were people would say the thong hugging his dick under his sweatpants made him ‘different’ somehow, and William hated feeling that way.

“She gave me a gift.”

“What gift?”

Elaine opened her purse and pulled out the sissy cage. It was as though William knew what it was for with one look.

“No,” he said. There was no way he was about to put that ‘sissy cage’ on his dick. “I’m not wearing that.”

“It’s so you don’t cum unless I tell you,” she said.

William threw the towel he was holding onto the counter. He tossed the dirty skillet into the sink with force. “I can’t, Elaine! What am I becoming?” he cried. “This is not okay. I hate feeling like this.”

“But William, Cassandra is part of you. You’re a submissive creature. I’m a dominant one. We might not be the picture-perfect cutouts of family advertisers try to portray, but we’re us. Elaine and William. Cassandra and Elaine.”

“Fuck Cassandra,” said William. He beat his fist on the counter and screamed. “I’m not wearing that thing! I don’t even know if we should stay together.”

“I want you to wear the sissy cage, William.”

William looked at the rings of metal bent into the shape of his dick. As he stared at its glistening frame, William knew he would wear the ‘sissy cage’. He knew he wouldn’t hate it after he grew accustomed to its pressure around his member. William thought of sleeping with other women, but every time he talked to one, he could only see Elaine’s face. He would think about how she completed him. How she accepted him for who he was, and he was a man who wanted his dick locked up and controlled by the woman he loved.

Elaine took the sissy cage from the counter. She dropped to one knee, raising the device in the air like a boxed ring. “William, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. There are many things we haven’t tried. There are many places we haven’t gone. Explore the world with me, William. Be my sissy. Marry me,” Elaine said.

William wiped a tear from his eye, unbuckled his pants, and dropped them to the floor. Elaine fit the sissy cage around his dick, locking it in place. “Is this a yes, William?”

He nodded. “Yes, Elaine! Ten million trillion times yes!”

Elaine stood, hugging her sissy. “I love you,” she said.

“You’re the best woman in the world,” said William.
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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.
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CHAPTER ONE

Two potential milk producers. Two painful sacks of tissue the shape of teardrops; unwanted extensions. I lifted my breasts in the mirror on my closet door and let them fall, wishing I had a ‘milk’ producer between my legs instead. Their jiggle and weight unnerved me. Why wasn’t my chest hard like a man’s? Why had I been born with these when my older brother had everything he wanted? I sighed and rushed to finish dressing because my father wouldn’t stop calling my name.

“Caroline, I’m hungry.”

“Coming,” I screamed. Luckily, I had put a lock on my door after my eighteenth birthday two years ago, so dad couldn’t barge in like he used to when I raised my voice. He was treating me more like an adult, slowly but surely. He knew I was getting to where I could leave him and this small town behind. My brother, Andrew, left a few months ago.

My father was sitting in his recliner watching the news when I exited my room. Dad’s name was Roger, but I called him ‘dad’. I went to the kitchen and prepared a ham sandwich. It was still the early afternoon, so he could wait for dinner to eat a bigger meal. When I set the toasted sandwich on the table by his chair, dad grunted.

“What’s wrong?”

“Rose was—”

“Yeah, yeah. Mom was better at everything. I know,” I said. My mother, Rose, had died when I was young. Her pictures were everywhere. I always thought it was sweet my father never found another woman after she passed from complications with a surgery, but I hated how dad treated me like her replacement just because I had a vagina between my legs when Andrew, my older brother, could do whatever he wanted. Dad said nothing to Andrew. If Andrew was his prince, I was the servant of their castle.

I walked away before my father could continue on about how Rose did everything better than I did. As much as I loved my mother, I wasn’t her. She, according to dad, loved her role as a wife and mother. She had loved Clifford, Missouri, the small town where we lived. I differed. My dream was to move to Kansas City and work as a mechanic. Start a shop. Perhaps explore my masculine side I kept under wraps. Join a football team. Play rough with the guys. Date chicks. Fantasies were much easier to dream than they were to live.

Stepping back into my bedroom, I locked the door. My father never moved from his recliner. He had a table on one side, and a mini fridge stuffed with beers on the other. Judging by the scent of his breath, he had drank several already today. I couldn’t control dad, so I just went along with it.

I opened my closet and pulled out my secret box. It housed my deepest desires. Right now, I was wearing jeans and a fitted women’s t-shirt, my long hair hanging down my backside. The shirt had those distinct short sleeves. My jeans were a women’s cut. I had to wear women’s clothing around the house.

Dad would question anything different. He might not have found a new woman, but the man had eyes. Whenever his eyes lingered too long, I just shrugged because I looked so much like my mother when he first met her. It must be hard to see so much of her in me, but she wasn’t me. I wasn’t her.

Unlocking my secret box, I lifted the lid. I pulled out a men’s wig of short brown hair. I made quick work of twirling my hair and placing it under a wig cap. This wig had come into my life a year ago when I finally hit the order button. Since then, I had been slowly adding more men’s items to my collection. I had even bought a couple straps to pretend I had a dick but only took those out when my father stumbled down to the bar to meet his friends for darts or pool.

Pulling a pair of men’s jeans from the bottom of the closet and a t-shirt with longer sleeves, I changed into my favorite outfit to lounge around my room. It took a few seconds to change if my father called or knocked, totally worth the effort to feel like myself for a few hours each day. Whenever I could escape to my room from the real world to watch girls fucking each other with straps—my dream that had yet to become a reality—was a good day. At twenty years old, I was a virgin who had only cum by touching herself.

Someone knocked on the door. I threw off my comfortable women’s clothing to change back into the image of Rose. Caroline, my female form. In my mind, I was also Carl, but nobody else knew that secret. If a man was only real to himself, was the man real at all?

“Caroline, answer the door.”

A couple minutes later, Caroline was at the front door with her hand on the knob. She opened it. Andrew’s ex-girlfriend, Renee, was standing on the other side.

♦

“Hey, Renee. What are you doing here?” asked Caroline. She was gorgeous. A female version of her brother. I missed Andrew, but he left me without notice, and I had to get over him.

“Renee, is that you?” called Roger, Caroline’s father. He never moved from his armchair. “Sorry my son’s an asshole. He was an idiot for leaving a woman like you.”

“Thanks, Mr. Hardnett. I wish your son the best and miss him every day,” I said. Really, I wanted to stab Andrew with a spoon for leaving me without warning, but this was small-town Missouri. I would never admit something so vulgar to the father of my ex-boyfriend, no matter how badly he spoke of his son. Unkind words became barroom gossip.

“That boy is a fool. Dumb as a box of rocks. You’re a prize, Renee. I hope the next man you meet isn’t as dumb,” he said. He changed the channel and focused his attention on the television before I could reply.

I leaned forward and whispered to Caroline, “I was cleaning out my closet today and think I left a few things in Andrew’s room. Do you mind if I check?”

Caroline shrugged, opening the door wider, “you know where the room is, Renee.”

I stepped inside but pulled Caroline with me, “I want you there, so your brother can’t accuse me of stealing.”

Caroline sat on Andrew’s bed as I went through his drawers, pulling out some panties I had left behind. There were a few shirts. A dress. I couldn’t believe how much I forgot, but something more urgent had piqued my curiosity when I was walking up to Caroline’s trailer. They lived in a trailer park, but theirs was charming on the inside. It had three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and a somewhat modern kitchen. For appearing so small on the outside, there was plenty of room inside. It didn’t compare to the house where I lived, but neither of us chose which family we received.

“There was something I wanted to talk to you about, Caroline,” I said and sat on the edge of Andrew’s bed; a place I had been many times before. Like Roger said, Andrew was the one missing out by leaving me. I could find another man any day of the week.

“What’s that, Renee?”

“I saw you through the window. Were you wearing a wig?”

Caroline’s eyes widened like she had been caught masturbating. I didn’t know if I had been seeing things. Caroline could have had her hair in a messy bun, but I swear it looked like she had changed when I answered the door.

“No, that’s ridiculous,” she said. She took a few beats to recover from when I asked her about the wig, but there had always been something different about Caroline. Her eyes lingered a little too long on my body when I would come over with Andrew. Men stared at my chest all the time, but it wasn’t often that a woman did. Caroline broke that rule on several occasions. We were the same age, and I didn’t mind her glances, but it had me checking for more signals.

I rested my hand on Caroline’s thigh, “it’s okay. I won’t tell anyone if you were.”

Caroline looked at me with eyes that said we both knew that was a lie, but I could see she wanted to talk about it. There was something she was hiding, and the secret was quivering her lips. She only had to open her mouth, and the truth would come spilling out. “I have nothing to say, Renee. Do you have all your clothes?”

I did, but Caroline’s secret was too important. “Tell me, Caroline. What are you thinking?”

“If you have what you need, then you should leave,” she said. Caroline pulled her hair over her shoulder, running her fingers through it like a comb. We were alone in Andrew’s room. I could see her eyes straining not to focus on my chest, so I pushed my arms together; just enough so it didn’t look obvious. Caroline licked her lips. She averted her eyes, but I knew she wanted my boobs. I had known all along.

I lifted my hand to Caroline’s face and pushed a few strands of hair behind her ear. “Caroline, you can trust me. Do you like girls?”

Caroline shook her shoulders, throwing my hand with her movement. “You have your clothes. Get out, or I’ll tell Andrew you came over and stole some of his underwear.”

I held back my comment that she had probably done the same. “Caroline, please. You know me. You know I’m cool,” I said.

“Why are you still here, Renee?” she asked. She had strung out my name as though she was tired of me sitting in her space.

“If you tell me, I’ll kiss you. We’ll both have a secret that way.”

Caroline lifted her eyebrow. I had gotten her attention, so I leaned forward, making my right arm push on my breast. Caroline sounded frustrated as her breath quickened. As she tried to look at everything in the room besides my bosom. She was so obvious it was hard not to laugh. “Tell me what you were doing in your room that you’re acting so weird about.”

Caroline whispered something inaudible.

“Come again,” I said.

“I was dressing up as my masculine half,” said Caroline. She waved her hand in the air. “It’s stupid. Don’t worry about it. Now, about that kiss.”

“What do you mean ‘your masculine half’?”

Caroline touched my thigh. Nobody had touched my bare skin since Andrew walked out of my life, and the warmth was delightful. I welcomed it. “There’s a man under all this, Renee, and he wants to kiss you.”

My heart sped up. I had never been turned on by a female before, but Caroline’s aggressive switch attracted me. I had never seen someone so restless to touch me. She was dressed as a woman, but I could feel the man within her gripping my thigh. “So, this man, do you have to hide him when you’re home?”

Caroline was staring deep into my eyes. My pussy was getting wet as Caroline’s fingers traced random shapes on my bare thighs. I held the bag of clothing tight in my hand as my center sweltered like a heat lamp. An electric blanket that had been plugged in too long. I wondered if Caroline was getting wet for me too.

“I do,” she said. “So, are you going to act like a tease or do what you said? I told you my secret.”

Caroline was leaning in, but I put up my finger to her frustration. “What if you came over to my house so we could give you a makeover and bring out that masculine side?”

Caroline considered it before shrugging and stealing a kiss. She held the back of my head, fingering my red hair. She yanked as she pressed herself into my face. Her movements were greedy. She needed me, and it was making me wetter than her brother had ever achieved. Fuck, this was all too confusing, so I pushed Caroline away.

“Get out of my house,” she said. She was smiling with narrowed eyes, an expression that sent my hairs standing on end.

I stood from Andrew’s bed with the bag of clothes tight around my wrist. “Uh, see you around, Caroline.”

“You can call me ‘Carl’, if you want,” she purred. “I’ll take you up on that makeover. Text me a time, and I’ll be there.”

Shit. Fuck. There was no way I could see Caroline—or was it Carl?—again. She had already done things to me I would question for the rest of my life. I stumbled backwards to the doorway, adjusting to my shaken world. Caroline stared at me with the hungry eyes of a man.

“See you around, Renee. Keep our secret safe,” Caroline said and winked.

More wetness. Less control. “I’ll text you,” I said, running out the door. “Bye, Mr. Hardness.” I didn’t stop to hear what Roger said because my soaking panties were driving me insane. It wasn’t like Caroline had rubbed my clit. I have kissed girls before, but this was different. Caroline had started something in Andrew’s bedroom that would alter me forever.


CHAPTER TWO

Renee lived on the other side of town in one of the fancy houses. She could fit our trailer in her house five times over, but that never stopped her from being down-to-earth. The biggest problem I ever had with Renee was that she was on my brother’s arm and not mine, but that would soon change.

Driving my rusted car, I went to the upscale part of town where my car stuck out like red paint on a white wall. Over a week had passed since Renee came to pick up her clothing. It took her a few days to text after our sensual kiss, but I never gave up hope. I was a virgin, but I wasn’t stupid. There was something between Renee and me. Perhaps there always had been.

We were the same age, and I was the person who introduced her to my brother when we had a project together senior year of high school. She had just turned eighteen, and my brother took that to his full advantage. Until he left her like an idiot. I wouldn’t make the same mistake.

Walking up the grand staircase to Renee’s front door, I felt intimidated. I was wearing a men’s t-shirt and women’s jeans, looking rather basic. It was still late summer, so more wasn’t necessary. I didn’t know much about Renee’s family but knew her parents did nothing like ‘normal’ people.

Someone wearing white scrubs medical professionals wore answered the door. She had a thick Eastern-European accent. “May I help you, ma’am?”

“I’m a friend of Renee’s. She invited—.”

“Amina, this is my friend Caroline. She’s here to study,” said Renee. Her red hair bounced as she pulled me inside. I could stare at her blue irises for hours.

“Whatever you say,” I heard the woman say as we disappeared into the mansion. Renee dragged me behind her upstairs and down the hall until we were behind her closed bedroom door.

“That’s Amina. She’s from Bosnia and owners a super successful cleaning business. Most people don’t get Amina since she’s the owner, but mom demands the best. Thank goodness she comes a few days a week because I could never clean this house myself,” said Renee.

She was sitting on the edge of her bed kicking her feet. I was standing by the door. There were armchairs and a vanity. Her room was massive. “Where should I sit?”

“Sorry, it’s just so weird to see you again. You know, after what happened.”

I jetted my hands in my pockets, wishing I had on my looser jeans, but dad questioned any time I didn’t wear a women’s cut. I had tried twice and decided against it. The men’s t-shirts weren’t as big of a deal if I was leaving and not hanging around the house. My mind drifted to the moment Renee and I had shared on Andrew’s bed. I could still taste her soft lips; the flavor of her cherry lip gloss. I loved how bubbly and feminine Renee was, like a field of flowers swaying with the wind.

“What does this makeover entail?”

Renee shook off whatever was keeping her on the bed and sprang to her feet. “Sit here,” she said and gestured toward the chair at the vanity.

I sat in front of the mirror. My hair was long and feminine, the opposite of how I felt. The woman staring at me in the mirror wasn’t me. She was me, but not in the way I saw. If Renee could give me the makeover I desired, I would forever owe her.

Renee stood behind me. She touched my shoulders with timid hands. I could feel her unsteady desire. “Renee,” I said. Her blue eyes met mine in the mirror. She was gorgeous. A woman’s woman. If I had been born a man, I would have had her by now and wouldn’t have let go of my goddess like my idiotic brother, Andrew.

“Yes?”

“Thank you for letting me come here. I need an escape from my house sometimes,” I said. My father was outstanding aside from the constant drinking and treating me like a servant. He always cared for me well if he wasn’t barking an order, but I was growing too old to stay home much longer. Soon, I would graduate from the technical college and move to Kansas City, leaving the town of Clifford behind.

“You can come over whenever you want,” she said and held up my hair on each side of my head. It was too long and made me sick looking at it, but dad would freak out if I cut it. “What do you think about cutting it all off? I could give you a style that you could switch. More androgynous.”

“I don’t know. My dad will lose it.”

“If he does anything, you can come stay here. We have extra bedrooms. Your transformation wouldn’t be complete without more flexible hair,” said Renee.

I couldn’t argue with that. I knew I had to cut my hair but never had the courage. Shrugging my shoulder, I said, “do what you must.”

Renee squealed and pulled out her styling kit. She was going to the technical college to become a beautician, much to the dismay of her parents who were both medical professionals. Her father was a dentist in town, and her mother owned a general-care practice. Renee and I had talked about her career choice once when she was waiting for Andrew to shower and change.

I took a deep breath as Renee chopped off my ponytail. My dad would throw a fit, but I could already taste the change. The freedom. I felt more like Carl already. Renee spent the next thirty minutes making my hair a style that I could either wear as a comb over like a guy or a more feminine pixie cut.

“Wow, you look so different already. Your jawline is much squarer than before.”

I turned my head each way in the mirror as Renee asked Amina to bring her the broom. Renee swept up the hair as I admired my new masculine comb over. With the right outfit and sports bra, I could pass for a man.

“I got a few surprises for you. My mom still gives me an allowance,” Renee said as though it were a misfortune that she received free money, “so I dropped a little on you. You know, for spending that time with me in Andrew’s room.”

“I’m not a whore. You don’t have to pay me for kisses,” I said.

Renee shook her head. “No, not that.” Her cheeks reddened. She was covering her mouth with a cupped hand. “I meant for keeping watch. I don’t know, just take the gifts.” Renee went over to her closet. She was wearing a flowy miniskirt that rode up as she bent over and gave a peep of her moist camel toe.

Renee came back with the gifts, and I opened them. She had bought me men’s clothing, cologne, sneakers, and more to dress as a man. I was so overwhelmed, I hugged Renee without words.

“You’re welcome. I want to encourage Carl. You deserve it,” she said. I didn’t know why Renee was helping me, but it felt so right. I couldn’t deny Carl forever but had planned to do so until moving to Kansas City. “Why don’t we try some of this on? We’re safe in here. There is a lock on my door, and nobody can see into my window,” Renee said with a friendly wink, reminding me of how she caught me.

“Okay,” I said. I took off my t-shirt, and Renee oohed at my hard body.

“Wow, nobody told me you had a six pack. That’s so sexy,” she said.

I hated getting wet instead of having an erection, but hearing Renee call my body ‘sexy’ activated my need to touch her. Kiss her. Lick her. Renee told me to lift my arms, and she helped strap down my chest with wrap and a new sports bra. She had me wear a pair of baggy jeans, a button up, and a loose tie. She fixed my comb over and sprayed me with cologne. I didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. He wasn’t Christine. The person in the mirror was a ‘him’; not a ‘her’.

“Wow,” I said and touched my square jawline that Renee had revealed with her styling. “You transformed me.”

“It’s what I love to do. Don’t forget about the sneakers. They’ll complete the look,” she said and passed me the fresh shoes. I put them on and went to her tall mirror on the opposite wall. Renee must have spent a lot of time staring at herself for all the mirrors she had. However, I had never been happier than when I saw myself from head to toe. I was no longer Christine. I was Carl.

Turning around, my eyes locked onto Christine. Her skirt was so short, it would only take the flick of a finger to lift her fabric and reveal that sweet womanhood.

I cleared my throat before speaking in my lowest voice without it sounding artificial, something I had practiced many hours at home. “Come here, Renee,” I said.

Renee touched her chest. She was leaning against the vanity. Her hands curled around the wooden top. She was staring at me with deer eyes, but I needed to touch her. I wanted to return the favor. Just because I was a virgin didn’t mean I couldn’t work a pussy. I watched porn and had one of my own. Renee would be in fantastic hands. My lips would do nothing but pleasure hers.

“Renee, I won’t tell you again,” I said in my low voice. Renee bit her lip but didn’t move. I wondered if her pussy hairs were red like the ones on her head. “Come here.”

Renee crossed the room like a woman sleepwalking. I pulled her close, my eyes moving up and down her body. She was holding her hand against my flattened chest. I forced our bodies closer together. “Renee, you’re walking down a dangerous path,” I said.

“Why is that?”

I took Renee hand and moved it to my hand torso. She moaned into my mouth as I squeezed her ass, wiggling a finger into her thong. She was hot for me. I had been dreaming of the day I would have a woman dripping on my fingers; never would I have thought it would be the sexiest woman in town. Once I got a taste of her, she would never rid of me. Not now. Not if I died. I would watch after her in my afterlife.

“You can either tell me to leave now, or drop those panties to the floor and accept me in your life. Do you want me as your man?” Renee clutched my button-up shirt she had bought. I kissed her, giving her a moment to decide. “So?”

Renee lifted her skirt, took her thong using her thumbs, and dropped it to the floor. I wanted to bark like an overzealous dog receiving a steak. I pushed Renee to the bed, lifting her excuse for a skirt. Her pussy lips were staring at me as she lay on the edge of the bed. The hair matched. Her breasts like little mountains. I couldn’t see her face, but that didn’t matter.

One lick. Two. Three licks. Four. Eating Renee’s pussy was better than a shower of dollar bills. It was better than winning the lottery. I moved from her pussy lips to the sweet button above them. She muffled herself with a pillow as I drew circles around her clitoris with my tongue. All the times I had dreamed of eating pussy, never had I thought it would taste this delicious.

I lost myself as I ran my flat tongue along her pussy while slowly rubbing her clit. Renee’s moans, back arches, and wild hands guided me as I took her to a climax.

While my tongue pleasured Renee, I felt a pressure building within me. We were climbing a mountain together.

Renee held the back of my head. Her body stilled as she screamed into the pillow, releasing her juices all over my greedy lips. If there was anything I could form an addiction too, it was Renee’s sweet pussy. I reveled as Renee held my head, cumming all over my face.

I had almost cum without touching myself, but there was nothing better than tasting my woman’s load. She had chosen, and she chose me. Now, I wouldn’t let her get far. Carl needed her. I needed her.

“Fuck, Carl. I’ve never cum that hard in my life.”

“I’ll make sure your cum harder next time,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE

My best friends Melinda and Josie were gossiping about women in town. They loved to spend time at my house. They had shown up a couple hours ago. We knew all the other women our age but were the most popular. However, none of their banter mattered when one woman consumed my mind, Caroline.

When I was staring at the ceiling the other day with Caroline’s lips doing things to my pussy no man had done before, she had felt so much like Carl. I swear, after I dressed her up, there was nothing feminine about her besides the lack of an Adam’s apple. That wasn’t a turnoff. Her hard body. Soft lips. Gentle movements. It was clear the woman knew her way around a womanhood, and I wanted her to take me for another spin.

“Hello? Renee? What’s wrong with her?” Melinda asked Josie as though I weren’t in the room.

“Sorry, why can’t we talk about something besides the other women in town? I’m exhausted hearing about them,” I said.

“What do you want to talk about then?” asked Josie. She was on all fours and crawled closer across the room to grab a phone charger. “Fuck any new guys since Andrew moved to Kansas City?”

Carl filled my vision. Memories of his tongue passing over my womanly lips caused an earthquake in my center. Melinda and Josie oohed when I didn’t respond, hiding the smile on my face.

“What was his name?” asked Melinda. She and Josie moved closer. There was no way I could tell them about Carl. They would ask too many questions. There weren’t any men named Carl around here our age.

“No, no. It’s not what you think. Something else is on my mind,” I said.

“What?” they asked in unison. They were staring at me with fish eyes. I didn’t know what to say but had to share something.

“You guys know Caroline?”

“Andrew’s sister? What about that freak? Have you seen the way she stares at other girls? Total dyke,” said Melinda. She could be such a bitch sometimes, but I wasn’t about to swim against a current.

“I know, right? When I used to hang out at their trailer, she would stare like a helpless pervert,” I said, hating the words as they came out my mouth, but my girlfriends would question anything different. If only one could hear the way they howled with laughter.

“Fuck, I knew it,” said Josie. She took a pretzel from the bowl I had brought us. “I can’t believe you had to put up with that, Renee. You should have had Andrew put his sister in place.”

“Yeah, no way I would have tolerated her staring at my breasts every time I went to their trailer,” said Melinda. Josie joined her in another round of hyena-like laughter. “At least Andrew got out of that trailer and did something with his life.”

“Right,” agreed Josie.

The hate was infectious, like a virus passing from person to person. I must surround myself with better people, but until then I was weaker than wet cardboard; as fragile as porcelain balancing on the edge of a table. “That’s not the worst part. You’ll never believe what I saw.”

“What?” they asked.

I leaned in closer, and they mimicked my movement. We were inches apart when I threw Carl under a bus. “You can’t tell anyone if I tell you, at least not now.”

The eagerness on their faces made me sick, but I was feeding them information. Gossip was better than pumpkin pie on Thanksgiving, at least for them. It was for me too, but this time was personal. “What? We promise we won’t tell. Isn’t that right, Josie?”

Josie nodded.

“When I went over to Andrew’s the other day, I saw Caroline dressing as a man,” I said with obnoxious laughter.

Melinda clutched her chest. Josie blinked with wide eyes. “You’re lying,” said Melinda.

“No, but there’s a reason you can’t tell anyone.”

“What reason could you have to keep me from sharing this information with the entire town?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. I was standing at a line, and this was my last chance not to cross it. Who was I kidding? I was no better than Melinda, and it broke my heart. Carl deserved better. As people said, ‘I wanted my cake and to eat it, too’. ‘Stuck between a rock and a hard place’. Who knew? Take a pick.

“I can use this information to get back at Andrew,” I said.

“Oh my, that’s the best idea. You have no choice. Poor Caroline,” said Melinda in such a sarcastic voice it made me sick. Or maybe I was unsettled from throwing the man I was crushing on under the bus. Who cared that Carl had a pussy? He knew how to use his tongue and fingers like a god. I was squeezing my thighs together fantasizing about another session with Carl, which I might never have again since Melinda and Josie knew his secret.

I shrugged my shoulders, switching back to bitch mode. “Ladies, this is serious. Okay?”

They nodded.

“Nobody can know until we execute my plan. Understood?”

They shared a glanced before nodding again.

“Okay, this is my plan…”


CHAPTER FOUR

I ran a soapy sponge over a dish after cleaning up from the supper I had prepared for dad and me. Dad hated my new haircut, but there wasn’t much he could do. I didn’t plan on growing it back. He hadn’t spoken to me beyond barking orders since I came back from Renee’s house that day. I missed her. How she had dressed me in men’s clothing. How she had encourage Carl to come out and shine.

There were toys that could give me all the dick Renee wanted. Caroline would always be a part of me, although Carl was growing stronger. Carl wanted to to taste Renee’s pussy again. I did. Taking her as Carl gave me every advantage I needed. When I dressed in men’s clothing with my hair styled and breasts tight against my chest, Renee saw me as a stud. I wondered if my masculine form turned her on more than Andrew had. My brother would hate me for fucking his girl, but I had already had a taste and needed another.

“Bring me a beer, Caroline,” said dad.

I pulled my hands out of the steamy bath of soapy water and grabbed my father a beer from the fridge. He was watching some game show. I just wanted to escape to my room and lock the door. Even more after dad’s eyes lingered on my short hair. I had put on a dress, which I hated, to counter the short hair, but dad still had the disappointed expression glued to his face.

I went back to the sink and shrugged my shoulders as I pondered what dad thought about my new look. After finishing the dishes, I went to my room and locked the door. Dad could get his own beers.

I took off the dress, changing into loose jeans and a t-shirt with a sports bra. My phone was on the bed. It lit up as I stared at myself in the mirror. Renee had messaged me. I hated how seeing her name made me smile like a fool. My body was a furnace with Renee in my thoughts.

Renee: What are you doing tonight?

It was the early afternoon, and I had no plans. I was the awkward person in town. People my age didn’t call me to hang out. After graduation a couple years ago, I had kept to myself for the most part, but I would much rather spend time with Renee than sit around the house having my father bark at me.

Me: Not much. Can’t do anything but think about you.

Renee: I know. Same here. I miss those lips on my sweet spot.

Fuck. Reading her words had the heat between my thighs moist. I wanted to fuck Renee with one of my straps. Watch her eyes roll into the back of her head. I wanted her to beg me for more after I showed her how much better I could be than my brother, the man who had abandoned her.

Me: What did you have in mind for tonight?

Renee: Come over now so we can have time to go out. It’s a surprise.

There was no arguing with Renee. I changed back into my dress with tennis shoes before kissing my dad on the cheek and leaving the house. He didn’t ask any questions.

♦

“Who’s there?” my mother asked when the doorbell rang. I shot up from my seat at the dining-room table.

“It’s Caroline, mom. Andrew’s sister,” I said, rushing to the door. I couldn’t wait to see Caroline. Taste her lips. Dress her up and bring out her seductive masculinity. My evil plan was still in motion, but I would figure out how to keep everything from imploding. It was like building a house of cards. With the right steps, it wouldn’t fall, although everything could come crashing down to a flat pile of nothing.

Swinging open the door, Caroline looked gorgeous with her short hair. She was wearing a dress and tennis shoes. I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “Thanks for coming so fast. We’re eating dinner. Come join us,” I said and pulled Caroline inside.

Caroline shook her head, dragging her feet. “I can’t go in there.”

“Why not? You know who my parents are.”

Before Caroline could protest, we were in the dining room. Chinese food was spread out on the table. My father hadn’t stopped eating to say hello, but it wasn’t Caroline’s first time meeting them.

“Caroline,” my mother said with an artificial kindness. My father nodded his head.

“Hello, Natalie. Hello, Orlando,” said Caroline as she took a seat at the table. Caroline took a small plate of rice and vegetables. We ate quickly before I was dragging her upstairs to my room. My mother called after me to come clean, but she would have to take care of it. I had better things to do.

“Renee, your mom wants you to clean,” said Caroline.

I shrugged my shoulders, “and?”

“What if she gets angry?”

“Do you want to clean?”

“I will help you,” she said.

I shook my head, and we went downstairs to clean so my mother would stop complaining. Amina only worked during the day, and that was only for a few hours at a time. She wasn’t there to clean up dishes or anything, so my mother always made me do it. It was nice to have Caroline by my side helping, even though all I wanted to do was dress her up in men’s clothing and bring out the stud within her.

We were finally back in my room after what felt like hours. It hadn’t taken more than ten minutes, but Carl was calling my name. With the door locked, I made quick work of pulling the dress from Caroline’s body. She kicked off her shoes. She was wearing boxers and a sports bra. Her hard stomach turned me on as my hands traveled over the ridges in her muscles.

Our mouths smashed together like bumper cars. She threw me to the bed and reached her hand up my skirt. I was wetter than grass after a rainstorm. Her hand rubbed my body. Caroline, who was becoming Carl in my mind, grabbed my hands and held them to the bed.

“Oh, Carl.”

He used his deep voice to speak. “That’s right, baby. Say my name.”

“Carl,” I purred as his lips kissed my skin everywhere he could. He pressed them to my clad pussy, making me feel like a wooden bridge that lost its last rope. My toes curled. Carl took one foot in his hand and rubbed it. His other hand pressed against the thin fabric separating our skin. 
“Fuck, Carl,” I said and pushed away his hand. “We have plans. We can’t get carried away here.”

“I just missed this so much,” he said, playing with my pussy lips.

I pushed his hand away enough to pull my dress down, roll over, and hop out of bed. I grabbed the clothing from the last time Carl had come over and shoved them into his hands. He took them and dressed in masculine clothes. I fixed his hair, loving how the suit jacket hung on his broad shoulders. How the pants made me think he had a cock hiding beneath the fabric.

“What did you have planned for tonight?” Carl asked in his smooth tone.

“The hilltop. Let’s get there early before the high schoolers take over.”

“Deal.”

I took Carl’s hand and pulled him downstairs. We were outside in my car in no time. I hoped my mother and father hadn’t seen Carl because they were sitting in the front room when we left. If they had, it wasn’t the end of the world. My parents kept to themselves. I was the one that had a nasty plan to ruin Carl but pushed the guilt out of my consciousness to enjoy the night.

♦

“No pictures, Renee,” I said.

Renee pouted, and I had to admit, the sight of her turned-down lips made me powerless. She was picking at my defenses. My doubt. Why would my brother’s ex girlfriend want anything to do with me? Wasn’t she straight? I might have appeared masculine, but we both knew the truth.

Renee was kissing on my neck, telling me how good I smelled, but I still refused the picture.

“No documentation of tonight. What if that bitch Melinda sees the pictures? You know she can’t keep a secret,” I said.

“But Carl, you look so good. I want a memento. Soon, it’ll be winter and too cold to come up here. Then, we’ll look a year older before our next picture.”

“What? Now you see us together for a year?” I asked. I rubbed my hand up and down Renee’s thigh. We were sitting on the hood of her car with a view of Clifford from the hilltop. We would need a blanket soon with the temperature dropping by the minute.

Renee lifted one shoulder. “Maybe,” she said.

“I don’t believe you. We’re going to graduate from Tech and move on with our lives.”

“We could move on together.”

Renee was driving me wild with her words. I wanted her, but what would my brother think if he found out? He was with Renee first. Wasn’t that breaking some unspoken code between siblings? My vision blurred as Renee reached her hand up my shirt. She couldn’t get enough of my six-pack, and I did nothing to stop her. It felt too good with her hands on my bare skin. I had wanted a woman for so long; it wasn’t my fault Renee dropped into my life.

“Fuck, Renee,” I said, turning my body to her. I kissed her on the neck, pulling on her red hair.

“If you want more, I need a picture,” she said.

I roared like a lion. She was taking advantage of my weakness. I ignored her comment, touching her more aggressively. Renee’s head fell back as my hand gripped her thigh. I walked my fingers up her leg to the hem of her short dress. All I had to do was hook my finger, and I would find her hot opening.

“No, Carl. Why can’t you just give me a picture?”

“Why can’t you just have fun without all the new-age bullshit?”

Renee whined, and my body felt like it would explode if I didn’t get to touch or taste her pussy in the next minute. Part of me hated how needy Renee was acting, but she knew I would give in for her womanhood. “Fine,” I said. “One picture.”

Renee squealed with delight as she pulled out her phone and pointed the camera toward us. I put my arm over her shoulder. She kissed my cheek and snapped several shots.

“Happy?” I asked.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it? I don’t know why you had to act so prissy.”

“You know I don’t want anyone to find out about me, Renee. Not yet,” I said.

She focused on me, batting her long eyelashes. I loved her sky-blue eyes that shined even in the darkness. “These pictures are for me, I promise.”

I shrugged my shoulders. It was bad enough that her parents had seen us, and now she had a photo, but I had to get over it. Renee was here, dripping. I could see her hard nipples through her dress, so I snaked my hand up her torso to confirm she wasn’t wearing a bra. Kissing on her neck, I squeezed Renee’s breast. She was moaning in my ear.

“You want to get in the car?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, right here.” Renee reached up her dress and removed her panties. My center was throbbing as she turned her body toward me, showing me her pretty pink lips.

“Fuck. Whatever you say,” I said. We were the only people on the hilltop since it was still early, so I dove in and ate some dessert. Renee tasted better than hot cherry pie. Pressing my flattened tongue against her pussy, I rubbed small circles around her clitoris.

“Oh, Carl. Fuck, you’re the best I’ve ever had,” she said while trying to suppress her moans. She was basically screaming through clenched teeth as I copied the countless hours of oral porn I had digested over the years.

Lifting my head, I took in the surroundings. I was in the open. If someone pulled up, they would see us. Renee was serving me her pussy without fear. Without guilt. I licked two fingers before sliding them between her accepting lips. We stared at each other while I fucked her with my two fingers, increasing to three when she loosened up.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Fuck yes, Carl. I love it,” she said and parted her legs further. My fingers pushed deeper into her. I leaned forward, lowering my head, and gently flicked her clit with my tongue. Renee panted with the movement. “I will cum if you don’t stop,” she said.

“Cum,” I commanded.

“Talk dirty,” she said.

I didn’t move my fingers from her pussy as I lifted my lips to her ear to whisper dirty words. Renee’s body was tensing with my every thrust. Her pussy walls tight around my flesh. “Cum,” I whispered.

With that command, Renee’s eyes twisted. Her body tensed. Her womanhood contracted on my fingers as she covered me with her nectar. After an intense orgasm, Renee collapsed to the windshield of the car. I licked her sweetness from my fingers. She giggled as she watched me.

I hugged her against the windshield. She ran her fingers through my short hair back before kissing my lips. We stayed there for a couple hours until the teenagers arrived. I didn’t go back in Renee’s house because her parents were there. I changed in the car and drove home, the scent and taste of Renee lingering on my lips.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Did you get the picture?” asked Melinda.

“Yeah, what’s the verdict?” Josie added.

We were all hanging out in my room like we often did. The date with Carl was only last night, so my body was still warm like tea after twelve minutes. I was so conflicted between using Caroline to get back at Andrew or fighting to keep Carl in my life. Both options had their pluses and minuses. When I was with Carl, ruining his life was unthinkable. When sitting around with my friends, torturing Andrew felt like the best option.

“I got the picture,” I said.

The ladies held out their hands. “Where is it? We have to see this.”

I grabbed my phone but paused before opening the image. Carl had given me the best orgasm of my life. Whenever Caroline switched to her deep voice, it was like living in a different reality. Carl felt like my boyfriend, but Carl was Caroline. Could I really do this to Caroline?

“What’s taking you so long, Renee? We have to ruin Andrew’s life after what he did to you,” said Melinda.

“Yeah, Renee, haven’t you been waiting for an opportunity like this?” asked Josie.

I opened my phone before creating any further doubt about my motives. If they found out I had feelings for Caroline’s stud form, Melinda and Josie would ruin me. If this was my reputation versus Caroline’s, I had to save myself. I unlocked my phone and pulled up the picture of me kissing Carl’s cheek. He looked so sexy in the photo. You could see how annoyed he was with me in his eyes. My pussy swirled as I stared at the photo. Melinda and Josie didn’t seem to notice as they trashed Caroline for dressing as her true self. I was a horrible bitch. Maybe Andrew had left me for a reason.

“Shit, that’s Caroline?” asked Josie.

“Wow, I never thought it would have been this good. You have to send that picture to Andrew right now. It will ruin him,” said Melinda. She might as well have been salivating for how eager she sounded to ruin a relationship between siblings. I must admit my intentions had been no better than Melinda’s at first, but that was before I had… no. I couldn’t admit it to myself. Having feelings for Carl wasn’t right. It wasn’t proper. I liked men. Real men. No matter how divine the experience with Carl, it couldn’t last forever. I had to protect myself.

“Yes, Renee. What are you waiting for, girl? Send Andrew that shot. You can totally tell it’s Caroline, but if I’m being honest, she looks hot as a guy,” said Josie.

Melinda’s mouth fell open as she turned her attention to Josie. “You’re kidding.”

“Um, no. I can pay a compliment when one is due,” she said.

“She can’t look sexy. She’s a chick dressed as a man,” said Melinda.

Josie waved her hand in the air. “Whatever, Melinda. You would turn your head if you saw Caroline looking like that on the street. I know I would,” she said.

“Okay,” I agreed, drawling the vowel sound. I couldn’t help myself. Josie was right. Caroline looked sexy when she wore men’s clothing. Her short hair and flat chest. If only they knew how well she could entertain a pussy.

“You guys are ridiculous. Are we ruining Andrew’s life or what?”

“Yeah,” I said. I held the phone where they could see it. The photo appeared in a blank message. “I deleted his number, but you know I’ll never forget it.”

“I bet you won’t,” said Melinda. She was such a bitch, I was wondering why we were even friends.

Little did Melinda and Josie know, but I changed the last two numbers of Andrew’s phone number before hitting send. After what Josie said, I couldn’t ruin Carl. He was too special. Who cared if he had a pussy? There were dildos for a reason. I wanted Josie and Melinda to disappear so I could call Carl to come over. Turning Caroline into Carl was my favorite, and I would have been a fool to ruin that.

For the next couple hours, I pretended to act like a bitch with Melinda and Josie but decided I would have to distance myself from them. Losing Carl wasn’t worth their friendship, and I had to accept that everything in the world wasn’t black and white. Carl was Caroline, but he was also Carl. He was the man I wanted; the man I loved.


CHAPTER SIX

A week had passed since the hilltop, and my confidence as Carl was growing by the day. My certainty in the relationship I had with Renee. Our trust. Our love. It was feeling sincere, and as much as it frightened me, I never wanted it to end. The scent and taste of her pussy was fresh on my lips again. We were cuddled up under her blanket with the door locked, naked down to nothing but my sports bra. I came when she shot into my mouth, and my body was savoring the aftershock of an orgasm.

Renee was cuddled up under arm. Her hair spread over my chest. Her squishy breasts pressing against me. If this was what falling in love felt like, I could fall for an eternity. Every moment was like a drug; each touch a new sensation.

“You get better every time,” said Renee.

I turned my body to hers. My hand gravitated toward her soft balloons. I held her breasts like they were a life jacket in the open ocean. “You will fall apart when I fuck you the first time,” I said.

“Your fingers already drive me wild. Have you ever fucked a girl before?” she asked.

As much as I hated to admit it, I shook my head. Renee had been my first everything. “Wow, so that means…?”

I nodded, “yes, you’re my first.”

Her fingers touched my short hair. Her sky-blue irises popping against the few freckles on her face. The sight of her was burning into my memory.

“Renee, I care about you a lot.”

She held my hand in hers and pulled it to her chest. “I care a lot about you, too.”

Maybe we were both too afraid to say the ‘L’ word, but I felt it.

“Renee, the food is here,” called Natalie from downstairs. Renee’s mom was chill and never bothered us if we had the door closed, and there was so much space at Renee’s house that we never worried about them hearing us.

“Damn, now that she mentioned food, my stomach is growling,” said Renee.

“Mine too. Let’s get down there,” I said. I changed into men’s clothing because Renee’s parents didn’t think twice of it. Coming here was like an escape from reality I never wanted to end. Soon, I would have my own place. My own rules. Just one more year of school, and the world would be mine like Natalie and Orlando. Hopefully Renee would be there by my side, but I didn’t want to get ahead of myself, even though it was hard not to say I loved Renee.

We went downstairs and ate with her parents. Then we watched a movie before I had to return home to clean up whatever mess dad made. But that was then. For now, I enjoyed my time cuddled up next to Renee eating popcorn while falling helplessly in love.

♦

Carl texted me a picture of him dressed in jeans and an open button down that showed his irresistible six-pack and the sports bra I was finding sexier every time I saw it. The best part of the picture: Carl had a bulge that had drool falling from my mouth. I didn’t care if Carl’s dick was made of silicone because it would still feel the same stretching my hole. I needed it, but first I had to make Carl drool over me. The man always had to want the woman more than vice versa.

I ran a straightener through my wavy red hair, making it hang further down my chest. I was wearing red stockings with a garter belt. They both had lacy fringe. No panties. Easy access for Carl. No bra so my nipples drove him crazy. I wore a black miniskirt with a draped white top so my straightened hair popped against it.

Sitting at my vanity, I did my makeup to complement the colors of my outfit. I wore my diamond studs to complete the look. I sprayed myself with floral perfume that had hints of citrus. Carl would be on his knees begging to fuck me. Slipping my feet into a pair of black pumps, I grabbed my keys and purse. A moment later, I was starting my car.

Me: Heading your way. You sure it’s okay that I come over?

Carl: Yes, my dad is out for at least two hours. Can’t wait to see you.

Day by day, I was forgetting that Carl was Caroline, who was Andrew’s sibling. I ignored my guilt and drove across town to Carl’s house. He had opened the door before I knocked, and the scent of his cologne was already making my pussy wet.

I stepped inside, hoping that I could maintain control. “You smell good,” said Carl. His voice was deeper. Smooth like the bass of an expensive speaker.

“As do you,” I said.

Carl shut the door behind me and fell against the wood. There was nothing feminine about him dressed in jeans and a paisley dress shirt buttoned to the neck. His muscles flexed when he moved his body. “Fuck, so do I get a picture of that?” he asked. “You know, since you made me take a picture. It’s only fair.”

“Sure, baby. I’ll pose for you.”

Carl pulled out his phone, and I did sexy poses all around the kitchen until Carl was pulling me to his bedroom. He threw me to the bed, which caused my legs to fly into the air. When our eyes met again, I knew he had seen my exposed womanhood.

Carl crawled onto the bed. He held my arms. He kissed me. “You aren’t wearing panties, are you?”

I shook my head.

Carl reached down and slid a finger into my pussy, making me feel empty when it left me. I needed him inside of me. I needed him to fuck me, but Carl was a tease. He loved four play. It wasn’t something I should complain about, but my body was aching for penetration.

After taking me to the edge and back with his tongue, Carl lifted his head from my mini skirt. He unconnected my garter belt and stockings, taking off my pumps before pulling the lingerie from my body. Carl went over to his closet and came back with a box. He opened it, and glory greeted me. Three cocks. Three different shapes and sizes. I suddenly felt I was in a candy store and the luckiest girl in the world.

“Which one do you want, baby?”

“Fuck, I don’t know. They all look good,” I said. I didn’t tell Carl, but even the smallest one was bigger than his brother Andrew. The sight of the straps had my pussy running like a river. I pointed to the mid-size strap. Carl undid his jeans and dropped them to the floor. He was wearing a cute pair of boy shorts. He wrapped the strap over them before lifting my legs into the air. His dick dangled centimeters from my oval goodness.

Carl rubbed my wet pussy lips, tempting me with his touch. “Fuck me, Carl,” I said.

He didn’t need more encouragement. His dick passing my pussy lips was the most exquisite feeling. My void had been filled, like a cup receiving liquid. I had use. I had purpose. Carl used the tip on his first three gentle thrusts. I lifted my hips, desperate for more of his manhood.

“Oh, Carl,” I said, wrapping my hands around the back of his neck. “Your dick feels so good.”

Carl looked down at where our bodies met. “You’re dripping wet for my cock.”

I moaned and nodded. Carl held my hands above my head and took command, fucking me. He moaned and shook as he pounded my cave for the first time.

“You like it, baby?” I asked him.

“Mhm,” he said. Carl gripped my hips and pulled my body up. He was on his knees and holding me by the ass. I ripped off his shirt to touch his hard body as he filled my hole. Carl removed my shirt and bra before bending down to take my left nipple in his mouth. I moved my straightened hair out of the way, coming undone as an orgasm built up inside me. I was still wearing my miniskirt but nothing else. It had ridden halfway up my torso, but there was no point in taking it off now.

Carl moved his free hand to my front side. When it stirred my clit, my nails dig into Carl’s sports bra. His bare skin. I touched Carl wherever I could as my hips sunk more on his dick. I was glad I hadn’t chosen the big toy because the medium was more than enough to handle.

Carl rubbed my clit with soft movements. I wouldn’t last long between his tongue pleasuring my nipple, his finger stimulating my clit, and his cock filling my dripping hole.

“Fuck, Carl,” I whimpered, not wanting it to end, but I was a tire with too much air.

“It’s okay, gorgeous. Cum for daddy,” he said.

I screamed at the top of my lungs as I let myself fall from the cliff of reality. My body shook as I emptied myself into Carl’s hand. He tried to touch my clit more, but I gripped his wrist. I rode the waves of ecstasy with Carl buried deep inside me. His mouth hadn’t left my nipple. I was giggling by the time I came back from the other world. I pushed Carl away and fell back to his bed. The mini skirt suddenly felt tight around my torso, so I pulled it down.

Carl took it off. I was naked on his bed. His eyes were moving over me like metal detectors on a ritzy beach. I covered myself with a sheet. He undid the strap and let it fall to the floor. He joined me in bed, and our bodies wrapped together. I never wanted to stop loving him. Carl was Caroline, and I had to love them both.

“I love you, Caroline,” I said. “Caroline or Carl, it doesn’t matter. You’re the person I want in my life.”

“I love you too, Renee,” she said and kissed me on the forehead.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Renee’s parents were upstairs, and we were acting like lovebirds while watching a movie. I couldn’t even tell you what was happening in the film we were so busy touching each other. Laughing. Throwing popcorn. It was bliss. We could have been naked rolling down a hill of moss I felt so at peace.

“How did I get so lucky?” I asked Renee.

She hid herself in my shoulder; her red hair ran down my chest. It was stark against my black t-shirt. I pulled Renee close and ruffled her hair. She screamed and checked herself with her cell phone. She could have no hair, and I’d still find her beautiful.

“You deserve better than me,” she said.

We had fucked when I got here with the smallest strap, and I was still high from the orgasm I had watching Renee cum on my dick. “There’s no woman in the world I’d rather have. I just wish you weren’t my brother’s ex girlfriend,” I said. Part of me had massive guilt for loving Renee, but Andrew had left her without a word. He hadn’t cared about her when he disappeared to Kansas City, so why would he care now?

“What can we do?”

“Nothing,” I said and pulled Renee close. The guilt came in waves, but they were growing shorter by the day, transforming from a tsunami to the sway of a big lake.

“How’s your dad been taking the short hair and jeans?” asked Renee. I told her last night how I had been dressing in men’s clothes at home more.

“Dad says nothing now, not like he used to when I was younger. Guess he knows he can’t keep me locked up forever.”

“You’re twenty, Caroline. We are. We can’t live with our parents’ shackles. What if we got a place together when we graduate in the spring?”

It was my dream to live with Renee. To wake up next to her every morning, but she also made me nervous. For so long, she had been the bad girl. The woman of others’ nightmares, but when we alone, she was my favorite person in the world. “I would like that, but it’s barely fall now.”

“Promise me you’ll think about it.”

My eyes lingered on her until we were interrupted by Amina storming into the room. “I’m sorry, Renee. I tried to stop them, but—”

Renee and I shared a glance, wondering what was happening until Josie and Melinda walked into the room. Melinda howled when she saw us. She had a phone to her ear. “I knew it! Andrew, you’ll never believe what’s happening here.”

My heart dropped to my stomach. Renee ran forward and tried to snatch the phone from Melinda, but Josie stood between them.

“Caroline and Renee are cuddled up in her TV room.”

Another couple seconds passed as Renee struggled with Josie. I stood by the sofa with blank eyes. Amina had left the room as soon as the drama started. I didn’t blame her. I wanted to disappear too but didn’t have the luxury.

“Yes, she’s right here. You want to talk to her? Not a problem,” said Melinda. She crossed the room. Renee watched as she passed me the phone. I could hear my brother’s voice on the phone belting my name.

“Yes?” I said with my feminine voice. Carl felt smaller than a baby ant.

“Are you hanging out with Renee?” he asked.

“We were watching a movie,” I said. I hated how the three were staring at me as I spoke with my brother. Loving Renee had been a mistake; one I would never repeat in the future.

“Melinda sent me a picture of you and Renee on the hilltop. She was kissing your cheek. What’s with that?”

“It was nothing, Andrew. Plus, why are you acting so upset when you left Renee for Kansas City? We were just hanging out. Nothing is happening between Renee and me.”

“Caroline, I’m not here to judge you, but you can’t date my ex. That’s breaking bro code. If you want to dress like a guy, whatever. I’m here for you, but you can’t have Renee.”

I didn’t say anything. Acting like I was listening, I used the moment to take in the three women standing feet from me. They were all dolled up in dresses and makeup. I loved how they looked like they were going to the club everywhere they went. It was their trademark, and I wanted all three of them.

“Is that cool, Caroline? I won’t tell dad whatever you do, but promise you’ll leave Renee alone.”

“All right, Andrew. I promise,” I said and hung up the phone. People always wanted to tell me what to do, but I was thinking it was about time I found the freedom to live the life I deserved.

♦

I blinked, unable to believe what Melinda did. My plan to keep Andrew in the dark while satisfying the bloodthirsty Melinda hadn’t worked. Caroline passed Melinda’s phone back to her and stormed toward the door. I grabbed her, but she shook me off. Josie and Melinda snickered in the background. I wanted to rip the door from its hinges and lunge it at them.

“Caroline, please. Stop,” I said, chasing her up the stairs.

“I gave you everything,” she said. She wiped her face. I hated that she was crying. I would fall apart if she walked out the door.

“You have to give me another chance,” I said, catching up with her.

Caroline pushed away my hand. “You had your chance, Renee.”

“Just let the dyke leave, Renee. She’s not worth your time,” Melinda said from the bottom of the stairs.

My body felt like it was falling from a cliff. I couldn’t concentrate with my life crumbling on all sides. Melinda was talking shit, and Caroline was screaming at her for saying hurtful things. My attention was darting between them like a pendulum. Josie was doing nothing to help, and I thought she had been cool with Caroline expressing her masculinity.

“Stop it!”

There was a moment of silence as my mind processed the situation. I just wanted Melinda and Josie to disappear, but Caroline was closer to the door. With her so close to walking out of my life, I knew I wanted her more than I had admitted to myself. She was special, and I had been a fool to place Melinda’s friendship above our love.

“Give me a chance, Caroline,” I whispered. Now I was the one wiping tears from my face.

“I should respect my brother’s wishes.”

“Fuck him. Fuck Melinda and Josie. I only want you,” I said.

“Hey,” they both said in unison at the bottom of the stairs. If I had on shoes, I would have thrown one at each of them, but I didn’t have anything heavy enough on my body to do damage. I put up my middle finger to them and turned back to Caroline. She had reached the top of the steps.

“Caroline! Please, I never should have taken those photos. I’m so sorry. Believe me. You complete me in ways I never could have imagined possible. I don’t even know how Melinda got those pictures.”

“Shouldn’t leave your phone when you go to the bathroom, bitch!” she said. Josie joined her in laughter.

I screamed, fists at my side. I felt like a child having a tantrum, but my life was falling apart by the millisecond. “Get the fuck out of my house!”

By the time my eyes focused, Caroline had disappeared. Melinda and Josie were climbing the stairs. Josie was shaking her head when she passed me. Melinda stopped, looked me up and down, and said, “I don’t know if I can have a lesbian as a friend. Can you, Josie?”

Josie shrugged.

“We swim together. Share clothes. I’ll have to think about this one, Renee. Hope you don’t get angry when your secret spreads like wildfire because you know it will,” Melinda said and winked.

I didn’t have the energy to pull her hair. I didn’t want to fall down the steps and break my neck. All I wanted was to breathe for a second; steady my racing heart. Melinda’s pumps clacked as she disappeared with Josie.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Even though it was the start of fall, I was wearing a summer dress while I went through the things I had bought to live a stud life: my wig, my men’s clothing, my straps. It all felt like a lie. Why couldn’t I desire men like a ‘normal’ woman? Why couldn’t the dress I was wearing feel comfortable on my skin? I wanted nothing more than to chat with a group of girls without thinking about how they would look without fabric hiding their bodies; without wondering how the woman’s pussy lips folded.

“What’s wrong with you?” I asked myself while stretching the men’s wig in my hands.

One thing I couldn’t change overnight was my short haircut, and it was a constant reminder of Renee and everything we had done together. The time we went to the hilltop and cuddled on the hood of her car. When we would watch movies in her basement. I never wanted something as badly as Renee right now, but she had betrayed me.

I grabbed my pillow, bunched it around my face, and screamed. Trusting Renee had been idiotic. I had risked my entire life. My brother and I had a decent relationship, and I didn’t want to lose that. But love was irrational. It made people act crazy. As much as I wanted Andrew in my life, I was sure that I wanted Renee more.

If she hadn’t played with our love, Renee would be in my arms now. Ever since Melinda had walked into Renee’s house with my brother on the phone, I felt like I had just stepped off a carnival ride. Nothing felt right: expressing my masculinity, my love, my vulnerabilities.

Anger overcame me. I stood and grabbed scissors from my desk. Minutes later, the wig was in pieces on my floor. It wasn’t like I needed it since Renee had cut my hair, but destroying the wig was like lighting my memories on fire. The wig represented my journey. It was saving before the purchase. I scooped up the hair and tossed it in the trash, tears streaming down my face.

I opened my phone and stared at the photo that Renee had taken on the hilltop. As much as I hated it, I had made her send me a copy. Not a day had passed that I didn’t stare at it. I looked so handsome, and Renee was gorgeous under my arm. 
I put my phone on the bed and held up a button-up shirt that I loved before tearing into the fabric with my opened scissors. It hurt to ruin my clothing, but I had to forget about the stud within me. He was dangerous. He wasn’t what people accepted, and I had to get along in this world. There were feminine female mechanics. I was tired of people judging me for how I was born, so I would hide that side. Carl had his chance to shine, and he had trusted a woman who ruined his life.

After destroying two more button ups, I decided it would be better to donate the clothes, so I bagged them all up by my bedroom door. Maybe I could find someone to buy the straps because they cost a lot of money, and I hadn’t even used the big one yet! At this point, I just wanted to finish my schooling, keep my head down, and fix cars.

♦

Caroline walking out of my life was ten times worse than when Andrew left me. I hadn’t left my bed for more than a shower or food for days. I was ruined without Caroline in my life. I thought I needed her as Carl, but I just needed her. I didn’t care if the world thought I was a lesbian. Caroline had strong masculine attributes and deserved to express them to their fullest potential.

My mother asked me what was wrong, but I waved her off. Josie had reached out to apologize, but she followed Melinda like a sheep. I wasn’t sure I could ever forgive them for what they had done, but if wasn’t out of character. I had destroyed lives with them before, the only difference this time was that I had been the victim. Melinda never stopped when she had a mission, and I was the one who had put her at the start of a race.

I hated myself more than I could explain. IVs of guilt streamed into me any time a pleasant thought crossed my mind. Forgiving myself was an impossible task I never thought I could do, but I found the strength to start days after the pieces fell apart.

Me: Andrew, please don’t blame Caroline for any of this. I started it, and I fell in love. If she gives me another chance, I’m taking it.

I placed my phone upside-down so I didn’t stare helplessly for the flashing light to appear if he replied. For the first time in days, I got out of bed and picked up the strewn clothing from the floor to help keep my mind off the text message I had sent.

When I looked under my bed, I found a shirt Caroline wore once when I brought out her masculinity. Carl. I missed how he would hold me. How he would use his deep voice to tell me what to do. I was lost without him, like a boat without oars. I wanted to select a dick from Carl’s box and put my legs in the air for him to fuck me. Caroline didn’t know how sexy she could become when she embodied Carl, her masculinity.

I looked in the mirror. My red hair was a mess from spending so much time against the pillow. I used the spray bottle and wet my hair before running a comb through it. Straightening my hair could be so therapeutic, but the vanity reminded me of the journey I had shared with Caroline. I stood and checked my phone to distract myself from the injection of guilt. Andrew had replied.

Andrew: Whatever, I left you for a reason. Have fun being the town slut.

I blocked Andrew’s number. He had never treated me that well anyway. People might consider me a slut for sleeping with siblings, but I didn’t plan on staying in Clifford forever. People could think whatever they wanted because I would take Caroline back if she gave me another chance.

I pushed away the guilty feelings as I straightened the other half of my hair and applied makeup. Normally, dolling myself up would make me happy, but today nothing mattered. I had been trying so hard to wait for Caroline to message me first, but I couldn’t wait another minute. I needed to talk to Caroline. Hear her voice. Touch her. She had to forgive me.

Me: I can’t explain how sorry I am for everything that happened, Caroline. Please call me. Please come over. My life is falling apart without you. I love you. I need you. Give me another chance, and I’ll never disappoint you again.

I hit send and turned my phone off to take a run. Otherwise, I would stare at the screen, and there was a possibility Caroline wanted nothing to do with me.


CHAPTER NINE

I had kept to myself over the past week since receiving Renee’s text message. She wanted me to take her back, but I wasn’t ready. Waiting for the summer when I could move away and find someone new sounded as appealing as taking another risk with Renee. She had played me, and there was a saying about that: Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.

Over the past week, I went back and forth about donating my clothes, but it was time. Opening the bedroom door, I grabbed the trash bag of clothing. My father was watching one of his programs. I told him I was leaving to the secondhand store, but he turned around and stopped me.

“Come here, Caroline,” he said.

“I don’t have much time, dad.”

“I know your work and school schedule, and you don’t have anything this afternoon. There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about, Caroline.”

I couldn’t wait to move so dad couldn’t keep tabs on everywhere I went. Maybe he would follow me to Kansas City since Andrew already lived there, or he may stay behind in Clifford. I hated to think how lonely he might be when I moved, but moments like these made my skin crawl.

“Caroline, please. Andrew called me, and there has been some chatter around town.”

“Dad, I really don’t want to talk about this. Not now, not with you,” I said, suddenly wishing my mother hadn’t been taken from me when I was so young. Wishing my father hadn’t made me act like her for so long. I turned and walked to the door, prepared to ignore this situation as long as I could, but dad chased after me. He took the keys from my hand, and gave me the longest, tightest hug he ever had.

“I miss her too,” he said, holding the back of my head. “You can talk to me, my angel. I’m here for you. She is too. She’s always watching over us.”

My fingers tightened around the fabric of my father’s plaid shirt. He held me as waves of sadness escaped my body. Dad walked me over to the couch. He took the garbage bag from my hand and returned with a glass of water.

“Caroline, I know you don’t like the dresses and long hair. You never have. I shouldn’t have gone against it for so long, but you’re like a living, breathing memory of your mother. I apologize, Caroline.”

“Thank you,” I said. We sat as I sipped my water, not knowing how else to respond. My father had never been so honest with me in his life. He was holding my hands in his. I had never felt closer to him than this moment. “It must be impossible to live without her.”

Dad nodded. “Sometimes love hits you so hard, nothing else in the world matters. When I lost your mother, I never thought I would have had the strength to raise you kids without her, but I couldn’t be more proud of how you and Andrew turned out.”

“We’ll always be here for you, dad.”

“I know. I’m a lucky man,” he said. “Your brother said that you might have a new romance. He was angry, but I talked him down.”

I shrugged. How could I tell my father that I loved my brother’s ex-girlfriend?

“He was the one that left Renee like a boy, so I told him to grow up and act a man. I will never care how you dress, Caroline. I will never judge you because of who you love. Keep your head straight, stay on the path you’ve begun, and never forget who brought you into this world,” he said.

“I’ll never forget about you, dad. I love you,” I said and wrapped my arms around him.

“I love you, Caroline. Don’t throw away those clothes and don’t give up on love.”

“I won’t,” I said and hugged him again. Running across the room, I grabbed the bag of my men’s clothing and went to my room to put them in their own special drawer; not buried in the bottom of my closet.


CHAPTER TEN

“You were the one that came up with the plan, Renee,” said Melinda. She and Josie hadn’t stopped by in weeks but showed up today to surprise me with crafts to make ‘I’m-sorry’ gifts.

We were sitting in a circle around the supplies. We each had a board to make Caroline a present. Melinda was so hot and cold. If I hadn’t been so lonely, I would have told them to leave, but the company was better than nothing. I decorated my board, rested against my bed so the others couldn’t see.

I wrote a secret note and folded it, tucking it in the card glued to the board. Caroline deserved someone new. Someone who hadn’t hurt her like I did, but I would fight for her until we graduated if necessary. She needed time, but I was longing for another chance in her arms.

Melinda finished hers. It only had the words ‘I’m sorry’ with random shapes cut out and glued to it. Josie finished hers a minute later, and I wasn’t ever close to completing mine, but they didn’t seem to notice and gossiped about everyone in town but Caroline. They knew she was off-limits as they were in my room.

I couldn’t wait to graduate and continue on with my life. Even if I didn’t have the same lifestyle as I did now working as a hairdresser, at least I would be free of this nonsense. Melinda and Josie represented my past after what they had done. I could use them to fill the silent moments, but I would always keep them at a distance, never again letting them near my heart.

One false move, and it’s over between us, girls.

I stared at them as I decorated my board with Caroline’s favorite shades of blue, making a gradient in the background to frame the envelope in the center. I folded the letter and licked the envelope closed after I finished shading the board. Josie and Melinda were back to their normal selves, lounging around my room like animals at the zoo. Their boards sat by my feet like trash outside a fast-food restaurant.

I was thinking about telling them to leave when Amina knocked on my door. “Renee, your friend is here,” she said.

“Which friend?”

“Caroline,” she said and opened the door wider to reveal my stud dressed head to toe in men’s clothing. She had come as Carl. My pussy reacted to the sight, and my surroundings disappeared. My stud was the only thing that mattered.

A second later, his cologne hit my nose. It smelled of wood chips soaking in citrus with a pile of mint sitting by the bowl. He had on a black top with dark-denim jeans. His chest flat. His hair combed over to the side. Amina had disappeared, and I walked to Carl. He didn’t accept me in his arms.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Carl lifted his eyebrow to Josie and Melinda curled up in the corner. I turned to face them, hating that they were there. Carl turned me back around and leaned forward to say, “they better leave unless they want to join the party.”

The flood gates dropped open as Carl held the small of my back and nibbled on my ear. I couldn’t see Josie and Melinda but could only imagine the expressions on their face as Carl ran his tongue through my mouth. As he squeezed my ass. Moans bounced on the walls, but I didn’t care.

“I missed you,” I said when Carl paused to take in the scene.

♦

Renee’s lips were sweet, but her soul was sour. She was hanging out with Melina and Josie when I had come to forgive her. Instead of telling her I loved her, I stuck my tongue into her mouth. I showed the cowering pair in the corner how much Renee loved my masculinity. How I could squeeze her ass. I showed them how I kissed her.

“I missed you,” said Renee. I held her shoulders as I looked over to Melinda and Josie. There was a backpack hanging on my shoulder with enough toys to pleasure everyone in the room. I could show Melinda how much I cared about her opinion while fucking her better than any man had before. She probably had a loose pussy. No doubt she would need the biggest strap.

Bubbly Josie was staring at me with thirst in her eyes. Melinda had fear. There was no way I was telling Renee I missed her, even if it was the truth.

“Take off your clothes. Get in the bed,” I said. Renee glanced at Josie and Melinda in the corner before lifting the shirt from her body. She undid her skirt and let it fall to the floor. When Renee unhooked her bra and threw it across the room, Melinda screamed.

Melinda ran to the door, but Josie didn’t follow her. She was staring at me as I looked into her gray eyes. She ran her fingers through her blonde hair. Melinda stared in disbelief as she stood near me. “Aren’t you coming, Josie?”

“You can stay, Josie,” I said. I turned to Renee, “Don’t you agree?”

A hint of jealousy flashed across Renee’s face, but I broke her with a smile. If Josie desired me, who was I to stop her? She was new, and I could walk out with her now. It would break my heart to leave Renee, but she did me dirty. Josie I could fuck and forget about the next day. After finding Renee with Melinda and Josie, I just wanted to fuck. No love required.

“Come join me in bed, Josie. Carl will blow your mind,” said Renee. She was wearing nothing more than her thong, pressing her fingers against the moistened fabric. Arching her back as she touched herself.

“Who’s Carl?” asked Melinda.

“I am,” I said, using my deep voice. Carl was here and ready to play.

Josie licked her lips. “Just this one time,” she said and threw off her shirt.

Melinda’s mouth fell open. “This is a joke. Where are the cameras?”

I turned to Melinda and grabbed her by the shoulders to lead her to the door. “You lost this, baby girl. Get the fuck out so we can have some fun,” I said and pushed Melinda into the hallway, locking the door behind her. She banged against the wood, but we ignored it.

Josie was now only wearing a pair of panties too. Renee and Josie were cuddled up under the sheets, and I wondered if they had ever played together when they got drunk. Pulling the backpack from my shoulder, I unzipped it and dumped the contents onto the floor. Josie gasped when she saw the straps fall from my bag.

“I got all the dick you need,” I said.

Josie made the strangest noise, something between a gasp and a moan and a cry. I wasn’t sure, but the woman was making me hot. I unbuttoned my shirt and let it fall to the floor, leaving on my sports bra.

“Aren’t his abs the sexiest?” Renee asked Josie.

Josie nodded as she took in my body. “Panties off, ladies.”

Renee and Josie shared a glance before sliding the fabric from their bodies to expose their pink lips. My center buckled at the sight of the femininity. Their hot womanhoods waiting for my dominance. Waiting for my touch. I growled, my body shifting from civilized to primal.

Melinda disappeared. Josie and Renee shifted their legs together. I stepped forward, pulling the sheet from their bodies. Josie wrapped her arms over her exposed breasts. Renee moved her fingers in gentle circles over her clit, watching to see how I handled Josie.

I moved Josie’s arms and suctioned my mouth over her left nipple. Moving my hand down to her cave, she was gushing for my touch. My other hand ran along the shape of her feminine curves. As I fingered her slippery hole, Renee rubbed my back with her free hand. Her other hadn’t left her womanhood.

“Fuck, Carl. You’re hitting my spot,” Josie moaned. Her blonde hair spread across the pillow. Her gray eyes hid behind her eyelids as I used her body for my pleasure.

“Yeah, wait until you feel my cock.”

“Please, fuck me. I want your big dick,” she said. I fucked her harder with my fingers, making her pant with each thrust. She would have to wait a couple more minutes for a fucking. She owed me.

“Touch me, Carl,” cried Renee.

“I have an idea,” I said, and unbuttoned my jeans. Getting up from the bed, I slid them to the floor. I was wearing boy shorts and strapped the small dick over them. “Get to the floor, Josie. Right here,” I said and pointed.

Josie crawled off the bed and sat against it, the perfect position for me to fuck her face while I ate Renee’s pussy. “What now?” asked Josie. She was rubbing her clit and right nipple as though she had no control over her body.

“Open your mouth,” I said. She listened, and I slid my dick into her parted lips. It was too small to make her choke, so she sucked on it like she couldn’t get enough. I pulled Renee to the edge of the bed as Josie lost herself sucking my dick. I lose myself in Renee, pressing my flat tongue against her. Licking her like melting ice cream running down my hand.

Renee pushed my head away several minutes later, “Fuck, I’ll cum if you do that.”

“What’s wrong with cumming?” I asked.

“Fuck me.”

I pulled away, breaking contact with Josie. She was reaching out for my dick, desperate for another taste. “Take off my dick, Josie.”

Josie got to all four and crawled to me, her breasts swaying with each movement. She lifted herself on her knees, throwing her hair back over her shoulder. She unhooked the strap, and I did the rest. “Give me the big one, baby,” I told her.

She grabbed it and handed it to me as one would give a crown to a king, on her knees with extended arms. I took my biggest strap from her, a thick eight inches, and placed it around my waist. Josie whimpered as she kneeled under it. I spat into my hand, rubbing it along my shaft. Josie wiped her pussy and helped me lube the dick. Fuck, I would cum just watching her.

I slapped Josie’s face and asked, “think you can handle it?”

Josie bit her lip, shaking her head. “No, but I want to try.”

Renee climbed off the bed and was kneeling under me by Josie’s side a second later, “Carl, I want to try too. I want that big dick.”

“All right, ladies. There’s enough for both of you,” I said. “Why don’t both of you lie on the bed? You’re both clean, right?”

They nodded.

“Perfect,” I said, helping them to their feet. I walked them over to the bed. They were making out the second their backs hit the sheet. I positioned my dick in front of Renee first. She reached down and spread her pussy lips with two fingers. She was wet for my cock, so I slid it in. I noticed her pull on Josie’s hair as my dick sank into her. My clit was throbbing with each thrust. I wouldn’t last long fucking them.

I pounded Renee’s hole then switched over to Josie’s, going back and forth. They were each begging for more when I slipped out of their hole, and I was seconds from exploding.

I sank into Renee’s sweetness for the fourth time, when the pressure became too much. I squeezed Renee’s breasts as my body stiffened with the full eight inches of my cock deep in Renee’s wet opening. Renee moaned into my mouth when I pressed mine against hers as the orgasm reverberated through my body.

After a minute, I realized my women still hadn’t cum. I pulled out of Renee and told her to lie with her head at the foot of the bed. Josie lay on the opposite end. I sank into Renee’s pussy while facing Josie’s womanhood. I fingered Josie and used my tongue to play with her clit.

Within minutes, my ladies were screaming as nectar left their bodies. Josie’s cum was sweeter than refreshing rain on a hot day. Renee gripped my legs as she covered my dick with her cum. I wanted more but couldn’t stick around.

Jumping out of bed, I undid the strap and threw it into my backpack. I was dressed before Josie and Renee had come down from the high of their orgasms.

“That was outstanding, ladies. See you around,” I said and left. Part of me wanted to stay there for Renee, but I had to have more self-respect. Renee showed how much she cared by hanging out with Melinda and Josie. Renee was a fantastic help on my journey to masculinity. I would never forget how she contributed to my life. I loved her, too, but sometimes love wasn’t enough.


EPILOGUE

Moments Later

My eyes had barely regained focus when I heard Caroline walking out the door. Josie was rolling around the bed touching herself. I had seconds before I lost Caroline forever, and I didn’t want to live in the reality where she wasn’t my girlfriend. My stud. I rushed to throw on a pair of sweatpants, a t-shirt, and slides.

I was halfway down the stairs when I realized I had left the ‘I’m-sorry’ board in my room. Josie was standing in my doorway with it when I got there. “Go get her,” she said.

We locked eyes until I turned around and raced to the front door. Caroline was getting in her car when I got outside. She had just thrown her backpack in the passenger seat.

“Caroline, wait!” I said, running toward her.

She turned. Her eyes like daggers, making me stop before I reached her. “I have nothing to say to you,” she said.

“You don’t understand, Caroline,” I said, feeling weak and desperate. We had to forget our past and move to the future. “I need you. We have something special.”

“I think you mean had. We had something special, Renee. Thank you for the fun afternoon, but I’m not interested in a woman who can be friends with the woman who ruined my life. We should respect Andrew’s wishes, too.”

“Excuse me, but fuck Andrew. You know his opinion doesn’t matter. That’s why you came here today, Caroline. Don’t walk out of my life.”

Caroline shrugged. “I’m sorry, Renee. Let’s remember today and what we had, but whatever that was, it has to stay in the past after today.”

I glanced at the board in my hand as tears burned my eyes. Caroline was my warmth, but I would have to endure frosty days without her. “Okay, Caroline,” I said. I wanted to fight for Caroline, but this wasn’t the time. It wasn’t the moment. My actions had led us to this point, and I had to accept that.

“Take this with you,” I said and held out the board.

Caroline’s mouth flickered to a smile when she took in the gradient of blue. “Thank you,” she said and slid into her car. She started the engine, keeping her eyes forward. “Bye, Renee,” Caroline said without turning her head.

I waved, not letting the tears fall until she disappeared around the corner. How could I have been so careless? No amount of payback or revenge was worth the pain of Caroline walking out of my life.

♦

One Month Later

I held the shopping bag tight to my body as I snuck in the front door. Dad was watching the news, so he didn’t pay me any attention. They were talking about a robbery that happened down in Kansas City. It was his birthday soon, and I didn’t want him to see the present I bought.

Opening my closet door, I dug to the area where I used to keep my men’s clothing, but it now stored all the old dresses I never wear anymore. Dad wouldn’t go into my closet, so I knew the present was safe, but I found something I had forgotten about: the board Renee gave me after our three sum.

I would never tell either of them, but I had touched myself thinking about that day nearly every night since. Renee was like a drug, and I was in rehab without her. Seeing her handwriting had my stomach turning in knots. It had my center heating like a pizza oven. We hadn’t talked once since I drove away from her house that day.

I had been spending my time getting to know myself. Dad had done a complete one-eighty, fulling embracing my masculinity. Everything in life was fantastic except for the unfinished business with Renee. I saw Josie once at the supermarket. We waved, but there was nothing there. Nothing like the love I had with Renee.

I opened the envelop on the board and pulled out a letter. It was as though I could hear Renee’s voice when I read the words:

Dear Caroline,

I don’t deserve your forgiveness, but I’m asking for it. When I was walking up to your house that day, never would I have thought it would lead me to where I am now: lost, worried, and heartbroken. I fucked up. I was wrong, Caroline.

But if you think there’s even a chance you could love me, I’m begging that you reconsider what we had. My actions led Melinda to what she did. I will learn from my mistakes.

Falling in love with you was the easiest, most natural thing that has ever happened to me, I didn’t even know it was happening until I couldn’t stop what I had put into motion.

No matter what you choose, Caroline, I will remember everything we shared: when I caught you in a wig, your haircut, you tasting me, touching me, using your manhood for the first time, evenings cuddled up on the sofa, and so much more. I could spend an eternity under your arm, if you’ll have me. I hope you won’t forget what we had, Caroline.

If you’re reading this letter, I’m waiting. Pick up your phone and call. I’ll answer. Come back before it’s too late.

Love,

Renee


A sense of urgency hit me. I looked around my room but couldn’t find my phone. I was throwing things around before I realized it must have been in my car. Grabbing my keys, I darted outside. My phone was sitting in the middle console. I unlocked the device, found Renee’s number, and hit the green call button.
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CHAPTER ONE

Scott Cade hated weekend conferences. He preferred to spend the last weekends of fall doing outdoor activities or finding a piece of tail to slumber in his bed. Women loved him, and he had been living it up ever since the divorce. They didn’t have kids, and his ex wife blamed him, but the doctors said there was nothing wrong with either of them. They signed the papers three years ago, and Scott had moved on with his life. Not having a child delighted him. He was free to spend his money on travel and experiences, not diapers and formula. Soccer practices and the PTA at his local school.

Scott wouldn’t mind finding a childless woman who shared his ideals, but it didn’t keep him from beauty sleep. His ex wife also had another problem with Scott, but she only told her friends and family about the baby problems. She was too embarrassed to admit that Scott liked to wear panties. He got off on lingerie in the bedroom. Silky fabric brushing against his erect cock.

Relaxing in his hotel room before the welcome dinner, Scott stood in the bathroom mirror. It was floor to ceiling and showed every inch of his chiseled body. His hard manhood parading through the thin layer of white lace. He had bought the pair right before hopping on the train in Chicago. He couldn’t help himself. The salespeople always believed he was buying a gift for his girlfriend. Nobody questioned Scott’s masculinity. He had bulging muscles and stood with his shoulders high but loved the feel of satin, lace, and silk against his hairless balls. His groomed piece.

His ex wife hadn’t enjoyed it when she found Scott chatting online wearing panties one day. He had tried to open the door in their marriage, but she shut it. Scott was a brewing storm for years before that fateful day. It was better that things had ended. Scott and his ex went their separate ways and hadn’t spoken since.

Scott had encountered more accepting women since but hadn’t found the right balance. He wasn’t looking for love but wouldn’t cast it away if he found it. Scott was hard on the outside but a romantic at heart. One day he would find a woman to spoil. This weekend he had a management training conference to survive.

Stroking his dick through the white lace, Scott admired the impression of his cock. The way his head darkened the lace with its precum. He wanted a woman to lick him through the fabric. Accept him for what he liked. Ride his dick. Maybe fuck him from behind. Rubbing his dick and fondling his hole, Scott edged himself. Most people were driving or arriving to the hotel, but he had taken the midday train to have time to play with himself before dinner. Scott needed a release before interacting with a hundred random strangers.

Scott pulled the lingerie down. It cupped the bottom of his balls. His dick hung and brushed the counter top. He stared at himself through the mirror, pinching his nipples. Scott hoped to find a woman on his trip. Opening his phone, he checked his dating app, but there weren’t many ladies online. He wanted someone from the conference he could enjoy and leave behind. No strings. No attachment.

Spitting into his hand, Scott replenished his rod. He stroked his dick over the sink, balls tightening into his body. Scott closed his eyes. His head fell back as his body exploded. His toes curled and cracked. It was quiet apart from the light grunts leaving Scott’s lips. No control. Scott filled the sink with his jizz. White goo inched toward the drain. His dick limped. Scott bent his body forward and gripped the counter. He had an hour until dinner started.

Sometimes Scott loved his fetish, but that often changed when he came. Scott peeled the white lace panties from his thighs, stepping out of them. Shame washed over his body. His ex had left him for what he loved, and that tinged his outlook daily. Scott tossed the panties to the side and stepped in the shower.

The shame had evaporated enough for Scott to slip into a green pair of silk panties before putting on his suit and heading to the welcome dinner.

♦

Norma Goodman had come a long way from college. She wasn’t the same woman she was before. She still had her curves but had whipped them into shape. Lifting her ass with endless squats and lunges. Norma had spent hours in the gym. She was never destined to become a skinny woman, but that didn’t phase her. Men turned their heads when she walked into a room. Standing at six inches under six feet, she was a force in heels.

Norma was speaking at the conference this weekend, but she had come for another reason. One of Norma’s contacts had sent her a list of the attendees, and Scott Cade was on the list. She couldn’t believe it. She double checked he was the same man, and sure enough. Her dark shadow from college would prowl around the hotel. She hated spending her weekends in a small town but to share walls with the man that haunted her past had her skin crawling.

Foss, Illinois wasn’t the worst place in the world, at least it wasn’t a small town in a different state. Norma had driven down from her condo in no time. Her job as a regional manager took her to interesting parts of the Midwest, some worse than others. In some small towns, she would have the chance to stay in a cute bed-and-breakfast. This weekend everyone was staying at the large hotel. It wasn’t her first time in Foss.

Norma changed into a slimming black dress that hugged her hips. It didn’t hide her curves, but black was a magical color. She added diamond studs to her ears. Black heels and a clutch. She wore a stylish scarf around her waist that she could use as a blanket if the air conditioning was too cold at dinner. Scott crossed her mind as she pulled her hair back into a tight bun.

When Norma saw Scott’s name on the roster, she cried. Her old fears had resurfaced. College was worse than high school because of Scott. She stood in the mirror staring at her vivacious, curvy body, but the past felt like a fresh wound. Like she had just scraped her knee after falling from her bike.


CHAPTER TWO

18 Years Earlier

Norma Goodman was eighteen going on nineteen and had started university a few days ago. Her initial fears were dissipating. She had spent a few nights away from home for the first time and could still find her way. The world had given out from beneath her. Norma was afraid to live without her parents but felt a renewed sense of maturity after surviving the first three nights. Her roommate, Vicky, treated her well too. They didn’t hit it off and become best friends, but Norma thought Vicky was a fantastic woman to live with.

Walking to the cafeteria on the day before her first day of classes, Norma felt a sense of autonomy. A confidence she never had as a teenager in high school. She had nicknames: whale, The Norma (boat). The list went on, but Norma tried to forget those names. She was bigger than most and ate to fill the void of her emotions. She had a secret stash of gummy candy to eat when the names taunted her at night.

Norma got in line and examined the menu. She heard two ladies talking about her from a few spots back. The fat jokes never ended, but Norma couldn’t let that stop her. She would show those bitches who was boss when she got a high-paying business job. Norma received a near-perfect score on her SAT and planned to become a CEO of a major corporation. She would work nonstop until she achieved her dream. Norma ignored the women behind her and ordered tacos. She grabbed a bag of barbecue chips and a soda to wash it down.

A man bumped into her, knocking everything to the ground. He started to apologize until he looked Norma up and down. She felt like a violated piece of art. A public display. Someone nobody respected. “No wonder I bumped into you, Mrs. Elephant.”

The two ladies in line burst into giggles. Laughter caught like a virus. Nobody helped poor Norma on the ground covered in sour cream. She stood and sank her head. The rude boy said more horrible things about Norma’s weight as she walked out of cafeteria in a slow pace. She tried not to cry. She tried not to run like an upset child. Everyone laughed as the man continued his jokes that burned in Norma’s memory:

What happens when you lose weight?…. Mrs. Elephant eats the fat.

How many chins does it take to change a light bulb?…. Mrs. Elephant? Don’t walk away, Let us count!

Norma saw the lights switch off when she reached the door. She made it to her room before bursting into tears. Hot, burning tears. Norma hated herself for crying over that ugly boy. He had a nice body like a thin swimmer, but ache covered his face. Norma had the nicest skin of any girl she had ever seen. People complimented her often. Girls could always find something nice to say.

Vicky knocked on Norma’s door that afternoon. Norma still had dried taco bits on her shirt. She hollered for Vicky to wait and changed her shirt. Norma opened the door and Vicky asked what was wrong. Norma tried but failed to hide the tears. She had only just met Vicky but told her everything that happened in the cafeteria.

“That bastard. Fuck him,” Vicky said.

“I know, but it’s so hard to get his cruel words out my head,” Norma said.

“You can’t let them control your life with their evil ways. Keep your head up,” Vicky said. She held Norma in her arms. Vicky hugged Norma and left the room.

A few days later when Norma was walking to her first class, she felt better. Things weren’t as dark in her head since the cafeteria incident. People didn’t have smartphones then to spread around the rumor. Nobody had recorded her on video. Norma held her chin high that first day of classes. She had three classes on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Those classes went well. No incidents.

That first Tuesday was a different story. She had two classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Her first class went okay. They were both introductory business classes. The other days she had her general education studies. Norma walked into her second class, and the sound of an elephant greeted her.

The boy from the cafeteria extended his arm from his nose and acted like an elephant, to the amusement of the class. Norma had lived long enough not to break down in front of an audience, but she wasn’t strong enough to defend herself. The professor hadn’t arrived, and the class gravitated to the bully. Norma took a deep breath and sat on the opposite side of the classroom.

The mean man stood and walked over to Norma. “Mrs. Elephant, how are you today?”

Norma lost control. She snapped. If he could taunt, she had to respond. Norma punched him in the nuts and gathered her bags, storming out the classroom. People roared with laughter beyond the closed door. Norma didn’t know it then but had passed the professor on the stairs. She skipped the first day, but it was worth it.

Scott, as she learned his name the next class, taunted her whenever he could, but it grew old with the class. Norma had changed that first week of college, and Scott remained with her like bad memories do. Repeating in her mind every time she went to the gym over the next years or saw an elephant or ate something that wasn’t part of her new diet.

Oh Scott Cade, how he would pay if Norma ever got the chance.


CHAPTER THREE

Scott went downstairs to the dinner. He hated mingling with strangers, but they all did. It was like punishment for money. Networking. Kids were much better at connecting to strangers than adults. Too many secrets, betrayals, and disappoints clouded the minds of ‘grown-ups’. It was better to avoid than trust. Better to crush than love. Scott lived his life for making money.

There were people from all over the Midwest, but he had seen a lot of them before. After years in upper management, the same faces from offices in Minneapolis, Chicago, Detroit, and other cities grew familiar. Scott collected his fat paychecks and didn’t complain too much. He had a big office in Chicago with views of the city.

People waved at Scott as he sipped on his bourbon without ice. They had thirty minutes until dinner. Scott didn’t feel the need to associate with the others. He had reached his upper management job. He could climb higher up the ladder but lacked the ambition. Scott had payed off his condo, and the HOA fees were nothing out of his salary.

Someone tapped Scott’s shoulder. He turned to see a stunning woman with the sexiest curves he had seen in a while. He loved how the black dress hugged her. The diamonds in her ears. She smiled at him and put out her hand, “I’m Norma,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, Norma. I’m Scott. Scott Cade,” he said, shaking her hand. She used a firm grip, but Scott liked that in a woman. He lived in the gym and appreciated people that took care of their bodies. Norma looked thick but set, Scott’s dream woman. He could spend a couple nights in her bed. She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. Scott ran his eyes up and down her body and checked the boxes in his head.

“What do you do Scott?” she asked.

“I’m a district manager for FNF Enterprises,” he said. He stepped over to the high-top table and placed his drink on the white tablecloth. Norma rested her clutch on the table. She was stunning. Everyone else in the room disappeared as Scott focused his attention on Norma. “What about you?”

“I’m a regional manager at BHGT Enterprises. They have me speaking at this conference,” Norma said. She shimmied her shoulders, almost like she wanted her dress to slide down her shoulder two inches. Scott tried not to stare at her cleavage, but he was a man. She was a woman. Neither wore a wedding ring.

“Are you married?” Scott asked.

“Divorced,” she said. Her smile infectious. Scott would love to spend a night with her. He glanced at his watch. They didn’t have much time before dinner, and there were assigned seats. Scott might have the chance to talk to her more. Norma brushed her hand against Scott’s, “what about you? Are you married?”

“I’m also divorced,” he said. He was too desperate. Scott gripped his glass and slammed the bourbon. A host rang the bell and announced dinner. “We should have dinner tomorrow night after the long day,” he said.

“I’d like that,” Norma said. “Do you have a phone number?” Scott took a business card from his jacket pocket and passed it to Norma. She slid it into her clutch. “Thanks for the chat, Scott. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said. Norma turned on her heels and sashayed away.

“Bye Norma,” he said and waved his hand like a lunatic. His seat was far from Norma, and she disappeared before he could talk to her again. He didn’t have a number. She had the power.

♦

Walking away from Scott wasn’t as easy as Norma would have liked. He was handsome and stirred things inside of her. She hadn’t been with a man in months. Her career demanded too much from her, and the selection of men disappointed Norma. They were married or had issues. She wanted someone who could play into her fetishes while keeping a steady job. But for the weekend, revenge was the only thing that mattered. Scott deserved nothing less than humiliation. Norma had a plan for him.

When she sat at the table and conversed with other managers, her mind drifted to Scott. To university. The pain she had dealt with for years. Scott had no idea who she was when they were talking. Norma wasn’t sure he had ever bothered to learn her name in university. Nothing beyond Mrs. Elephant. Those words burned in her mind. Scott Cade would pay for what he’d done all those years ago. No amount of time could heal that wound.

Norma had left Scott without giving her his number on purpose. She returned to her room after the dinner and had no intention of using Scott’s number until the following day. He could wait. Norma was staying three nights, maybe Scott was too. He lived in Chicago according to his card. Norma hadn’t thought about Scott since leaving university, but his name stood out on the list.

A plan had formed in Norma’s mind without control. Without effort. She wasn’t the vindictive type, but Scott was a special case. His cruel words had pushed her towards a new behavior. She would never credit him to her figure adjustment, but he fueled it all those years ago. After a devastating freshman year, Norma had turned a corner. She went to the gym and beat her body into a voluptuous dream.

After the divorce, at twenty-nine, Norma went wild for a few years. She was thirty-six now and more settled, but she had become a dominatrix of sorts. Men contacted her for a spanking and to eat her pussy. Or for her to tie the man up and tickle him. Push him to the edge. Norma had gotten in shape and lost it a little by the end of the marriage, but it didn’t take long after the divorce to return to her happy state. Norma spent a lot of the time in the gym after things ended. It kept the darkness at bay. Dominating did that too.

Scott wasn’t the most submissive type, but he would learn. Norma massaged her feet with lotion and fell asleep.


CHAPTER FOUR

Scott finished his day at the conference. He listened to Norma speak. It was fabulous to hear her view on managing employees across a region and how to track numbers by the number of employees in an office. She spoke in a way that captivated the crowd. Scott couldn’t wait to spend the evening with her but had to find new underwear. If Norma saw his panties, she wouldn’t find him sexy. Scott hadn’t driven down to Foss, so he called a car to the store to buy a set of boxers. He didn’t have much time between their dinner plans and the conference.

Running back inside the hotel, Scott showered. He cleaned his body and changed into the new boxers. They felt loose and unnatural. He missed the soft silk and sexy lace. His dick didn’t pop like it did in lingerie. It saddened Scott to look at himself in the men’s underwear, but Norma was worth it.

She was a stranger, but something about her caught Scott’s eye. Scott had a causal outfit. He put on the button-up shirt and dark jeans. He slicked his hair to the side with a comb. Norma was meeting him in the lobby, and they would take a car to a restaurant close to the hotel. It had outstanding reviews online.

Scott switched in the mirror, uncomfortable in the loose undergarments. He glanced at his bag. The lingerie visible. He went out to the open bag and took his favorite white pair. They smelled of the previous day. He rubbed them against his stubble. No woman understood why he loved lingerie as much as them. Scott had some for men too but preferred for the fabric to constrict his dick. He liked a little pain but didn’t know how to express himself. Scott could hurt people with his words because he wanted a woman to humiliate him. No one deserved it more than Scott. He skated along at his company as the least-favorite manager. Norma had no idea who she was going out with tonight. The evil that lay within Scott. The self-hatred.

When Scott went down to the lobby, Norma was waiting. She looked exquisite wearing a golden dress. During the day she wore a pantsuit. They hadn’t spoken, but Scott saw her on stage. The dress had Scott jealous for every man in their vicinity. No woman compared to Norma. How she had her hair pinned to the side. She stood tall with her back straight. Confidence oozing from her pours.

“Good evening,” Scott said. She curled her fingers and waved. “How are you, Norma? Excellent speech today,” he said.

She turned her head to the side like she was studying Scott’s face. Her eyes narrowed, staring into his soul. Scott swallowed. “Thank you, Scott. How was your day at the conference?”

“Fantastic,” he said. “I learned a lot I can take to the office.”

“Shall we? I ordered a cab that should arrive any minute,” Norma said. She waved her hand toward the door.

Scott took her arm and walked with her outside. A slight chill touched the fall weather. He held Norma close as they waited for the cab. “When did you graduate?” Scott asked.

“In 2005,” she said.

“Same year as me? Wow, what are the odds of that?”

“That’s a coincidence! I think that’s our cab arriving now,” she said. Scott opened the door for her. She went in first, and he followed. They sat in silence as the man drove down the road. Classical music played on the radio.

They arrived at the restaurant, and Scott held the door open for her. The hostess showed them to their table right away. Scott touched the small of Norma’s back as they crossed the restaurant. The waiter came over, and they ordered a bottle of wine to share. Scott couldn’t believe he was in the presence of such an outstanding woman. Norma was out of his league. Her curves and confidence were every man’s dream. She ordered appetizers without fear.

“How long have you been in your position at the company, Scott?” she asked.

“Five years now,” he said.

“You don’t want to move up?”

“They’ve given me a raise every year. I’m not too worried. What about you?”

“I will become CEO,” she said. “Hopefully it won’t take too much longer until they promote me again.”

“When were you promoted last?”

“Four years ago,” she said. They sipped their wine. Norma stared at Scott over the rim of her glass. His crush was growing by the second.

“How did you sleep last night, Norma?”

“Fine. Why?”

“Were you hoping for company tonight?”

Norma scoffed. “Why would you think that?” she asked.

“Just a thought. We could spend the night together and keep each other warm.”

“Are you this forward with all women, Scott?”

“No, but you’re the sexiest woman I’ve seen in a long time. You don’t know the lengths I’d go to have you in my life,” he said. “Even if it was only for a night.”

“You stand by those words?” Norma asked. She had a wicked smile on her face. “If you’d excuse me, I need to use the restroom.”

“By all means,” Scott said and enjoyed his glass of wine at the table.

♦

Norma adjusted her makeup in the mirror. She needed a breath more than anything. The audacity of Scott amazed her. He didn’t recognize her. After that agonizing first semester of university, he didn’t remember her. It killed her. She was dying to throw a drink in his face but had a better surprise in the hotel room. She had brought all her toys from her dominatrix days when she saw Scott’s name on the roster. Norma had known about his divorce and online profiles, but nothing prepared her for reality. Living out her plan was harder than anything she had prepped. Her wishes fell into place, but she didn’t know if it was worth it. Opening up that pain, even for revenge, felt wrong. She didn’t want to stoop to his level. Scott was half a lifetime behind her, and Norma wanted to leave it like that.

A woman came out the stall and asked to borrow her mascara. They chatted about their dates. The stranger was enjoying hers but feared her date was ordering a few too many drinks. They shrugged, and the woman disappeared. Norma only had to power through the weekend, enact her revenge, and move on with her life. Scott lived in Chicago too, but they could avoid each other. The city was big enough.

Norma held her head high and went back to the table. She hated how soft Scott made her feel. Those ‘Mrs. Elephant’ taunts hurt more than Norma realized after all those years. Her body had changed, but pain could linger longer than extra meat.

“Hello, gorgeous,” Scott said.

Norma twirled her wine and sipped. She struggled not to reveal herself. The Mrs. Elephant who hid beneath the surface. “Handsome, how’s your dinner?” she asked. Her voice thick with sarcasm. The food had arrived, and Scott started without her. She shook her head inside, knowing that he was a low-tier man. Scott had money but zero class or respect. He deserved a punishment. A spanking. They were enjoying appetizers before Norma had gone to the bathroom, but it was the principle. Men waited for Norma to eat. She was the curvy queen.

“Food is great. I’m glad we came here instead of eating at the hotel,” Scott said. He was oblivious to everything. Norma wished she could spend more time with Scott, but he didn’t deserve to learn manners. He would wind up alone and sad because he had no perception.

Norma twirled pasta around her fork and ate. She enjoyed her wine and dinner, ignoring Scott as he rambled about life in Chicago. Norma offered few details about her life, but Scott didn’t seem to notice. He was so egotistical and crude. Norma felt sorry for him. She had learned how to love herself for what she had on the inside at an early age. When men started paying attention to her, it was a welcome surprise but didn’t change her world. Scott worked out and had a decent body his entire life. He didn’t understand what it was like to struggle through the desires for a late-night snack.

“You never answered my question, Norma. We only have a weekend together,” he said. “Unless you want to continue things in Chicago?”

Norma had told him she lived in Chicago but had a busy schedule. Her job took her out of town often. She loved to travel for work and get out of the city on a company credit card. “Who says we are doing anything after this dinner?”

“I would like to,” Scott said.

“If we did something, you would have to play by my rules,” Norma said. They were about finished with their dinners, and she wanted to continue the night but couldn’t appear desperate. She had to keep control of the situation and get Scott right where she wanted him. “No debate. Think you can handle doing what I tell you?”

Scott bit his bottom lip. “You’re bossy in the bedroom?”

“Men don’t tell me what to do anywhere in life,” Norma said. She leaned forward and asserted herself with strong eyes.

“Fine, we can do what you say,” Scott said.

“Perfect, pay the bill, and I’ll call a cab.”

Scott didn’t hesitate to pull out his credit card and flag down the server. He paid the bill and added extra to the tip. They went outside and waited for the taxi. Norma couldn’t wait to have Scott alone in her room and teach him a thing or two about making fun of people.

♦

Scott followed Norma to her room. He couldn’t wait to spend the night with her. Half the bottle of wine ran through him, loosening his inhibitions. Not that Scott had many. He hoped Norma liked to play rough. It seemed like she had a dominant side to her, which Scott loved. He admired women that could take charge in the bedroom and tell him what to do. Scott had so much power in life, he cherished when a woman could take over for a night. It almost never happened.

“Sit in the middle of the floor. On your knees,” Norma said when they stepped into the room. There was an empty space to the right of the bed. Scott dropped to his knees. Norma hadn’t removed her heels. They pressed into the carpet as she circled him. Scott was becoming hotter for Norma by the second. He could almost see up her golden dress. The angle tempted him to crouch lower to glimpse her goodies but resisted the urge. “You should have offered to pay for my taxi too. Why didn’t you, Scott?”

“You ordered it through your phone. There’s money in my wallet if you want me to—”

Norma pressed her finger to his lips. “Have you ever been spanked before, Mr. Cade?”

Scott shook his head. He had asked his ex wife to discipline him, but she never went through with it. His random requests had turned her off. Scott hadn’t found a woman since to spank him and put him in his place. He found a couple to bark orders but none had the confidence of Norma. Scott’s dick was harder than it had been in ages, and he only wished a pair of lace panties were constricting it.

“Do your employees like you, Mr. Cade? You come off as a smug asshole, asking me to the bed on a first date like that. Was that appropriate, Mr. Cade?”

Scott shook his head twice. He was horrid toward his subordinates and loved to treat women inappropriately. They took it. He couldn’t help himself after all the years of meaningless sex, sticking his dick in some vagina before moving on to the next.

“Who’s a naughty boy?” Norma asked.

“I am,” Scott said.

“Excuse me, I didn’t hear you Scott. Speak up please,” she said.

“I’m a naughty boy.”

“What do naughty boys receive when they are bad?”

“A spanking,” Scott said. He tried to control his voice, but his hormones were running in overdrive.

“That’s right,” Norma said. She went over to her bag and withdrew a small paddle. She moved the instrument along the edge of the bed. Paul watched with intent. His excitement had skyrocketed. “Take off your clothes, fold them, and place them in the corner.”

Scott swallowed. No woman had ever commanded him like this before. He was terrified to display how hard his dick had grown from her words. Humiliated that a spanking excited him. Scott slowly unbuttoned his shirt. He peeled it from his body and folded it. Scott did the same with his undershirt. Hesitating at his jeans, Norma swatted his ass with the paddle.

“Don’t think, do,” she said. “Remove those pants, sissy boy.”

Scott would be her sissy whenever Norma wanted. She had him on the verge of panting his dick throbbed so hard. When he removed his pants, Norma burst out laughing. She pointed at Scott’s dick. “What?” he asked but knew the answer.

“You’re hard from a spanking,” she said.

“So?” Scott asked defensively.

“Get back to your position.”

Scott sank to his knees in the middle of the room. He was helpless in Norma’s hands. He wouldn’t refuse her. She could tell him to climb the walls, and Scott would find a way.

Norma lifted her dress. She wore a pair of black panties that hid nothing. “Take them off, sissy,” she said. “Use your teeth, and I’ll punish you for pinching my skin.”

Scott breathed deeply, wanting to bite her for a spanking but knew better than to disrespect his goddess. He hadn’t known what he wanted before, but it was becoming clearer as he ran his hands up Norma’s thick thighs. Her muscles evident as Scott gripped her ass. He wished Norma would grace his face with her hole, but she pushed his head if he focused on her pussy imprint instead of the panties. Sweetness leaked from her folds. Scott could hardly contain himself with her heat on full display beneath the black lace.

“Focus, Scott. My panties off now,” she said.

Scott used his teeth and pulled at the waistline, trying not to nip Norma’s precious skin. He managed to get her panties to her ankles without hurting his queen. When he reached the floor, Norma lifted her leg and pushed Scott to the ground. His erection folded to his stomach. He twisted his head to her shimmering lips with a manicured picture frame of hair. Norma lifted the dress off her body and threw it to the bed. She was naked above him like a statue.

“Turn over and put this pillow over your dick. Hands above your head,” Norma said. She took a pillow from the bed and waited for Scott to turn over. His cock stood at attention. Norma was the hottest woman he had ever had. He would do whatever she wanted to please her. Maybe she was the woman that would accept him for his lingerie fetish. Norma pushed the pillow down on Scott’s dick. He twitched but didn’t yelp from the sudden pain. Scott placed his hands above his head as instructed. Norma moved forward and placed her knees on Scott’s arms, positioning her pussy over his mouth. “There you are,” she said.

Scott breathed through his nose as Norma fucked his face. He never had a woman use his mouth in such a way, controlling it. Taking it for a ride. It turned him on more than he could handle, but Norma had his hands locked away. Scott wanted nothing more than to stroke his dick. Norma used her hand to play with her clit. Her orgasmic moans echoed from the walls.

“Fuck, sissy boy,” she said on repeat. Her curvy body like an hourglass. He wanted to touch her. Touch himself, but she was in complete control. He had no authority but loved having Norma above him. Her pussy against his lips. Her nectar dripping into his mouth. She tasted fresh.

Norma threw back her head and rubbed her clit. She bit her bottom lips. It was like Scott was nothing more than her sex toy. A live vibrator for her pussy lips. Norma gripped Scott’s short brown hair and sounded close to an orgasm. She rode his face harder as the pants became shorter. Scott would have done anything to touch his dick, but his mouth was too full to protest. Norma came. Her body froze, and she locked her thighs on the side of Scott’s face. She panted. Her nipples rock hard. Scott throbbing beneath the pillow.

When Norma relaxed, she stood. “Bend over the bed,” Norma said.

Scott threw the pillow off his dick, spat in his hand, and stroked. Norma wagged her finger, telling him to get off the floor and listen to his mistress. His face covered in her sweet juices. He hadn’t bothered to wipe them off.

“Get to the corner, Scott. Bend over,” she said. Scott swallowed and bent over the side. He touched his dick, and she swatted his ass the first time. Norma hollered, “No cumming tonight!”

Scott couldn’t believe his ears, “what do you mean?”

“What I said, Scott. Stop touching your dick,” she said. “It’s time for your spanking.”

“But I was good,” he said.

“You touched your dick. You don’t get to cum unless I tell you,” she said. “You’re my sissy boy.” Norma brought the paddle down against Scott’s ass. He yelped. She spanked him. “Put a pillow in your mouth and take it.”

Scott would listen to her every word. She was taking him to the edge. Pushing him. His dick throbbed under him, but he didn’t dare touch it. Norma reddened each of Scott’s cheeks. The spankings stopped. Norma stepped back and admired her work. Scott’s ass stung like no other, but it was worth it to share oxygen with Norma. Exist in the same space as her. Scott had never met such a powerful woman that took him to the edge. He wanted so badly to bust his load, but she hadn’t allowed it.

“You can leave now,” Norma said. “Gather your clothes and get out of my hotel room.”

“What about tomorrow? I want to see you.”

“Do you leave after the afternoon lunch?”

“No, I’m off Monday and taking the morning train,” Scott said.

“Very well. Hurry along, Scott. A woman needs her beauty sleep,” Norma said.

“Will I see you again?” Scott asked. He hated how desperate, pathetic he sounded. Women begged him for another night, not the other way around.

“I guess we’ll discover that answer tomorrow, won’t we? Gather your clothes and leave without another word, or I’ll make you walk down the hallway naked. Which would you prefer?”

Scott didn’t answer and dressed, hurrying out the room. Norma’s naked body burned in Scott’s mind.


CHAPTER FIVE

It was the second day of the conference, and Norma couldn’t get the sex out her mind. She hated how much she loved Scott as her sissy. He could become the doll who walked around on her leash. She knew camps in the summer where anything went. Scott had performed like a wizard in the bedroom, hitting every button. Norma squeezed her thighs and ignored the growing warmth in her center. She couldn’t let a man who had caused her endless pain and nightmares the freedom to take her to ecstasy. She had to humiliate Scott and enact her revenge and block him when the weekend ended. They were both staying an extra night, and Norma wouldn’t miss her chance for mind-blowing sex, but Scott had to hate himself by the time she left.

Holding Scott’s business card, Norma texted him. She wanted to drop off a gift at his door.

Norma: What’s your room number?

Scott replied in an instant. She saw him walk into the last meeting, but Norma was free. There was a lunch after the meeting, and most people were leaving after, but Norma had different plans. She would stay behind and enjoy Scott as her sissy for the night. Femininize him.

Norma went to her room and grabbed the bag before setting it in front of Scott’s door. She couldn’t wait to see him wearing her present. She had prepared everything before leaving the city. Scott taunted her for years, but the tables would turn after this weekend. She had to remain strong and resist the urges to fall into Scott’s muscular arms.

Norma went to the lunch and would message Scott again later.

♦

Lunch had passed, and Scott went back to his hotel room. It surprised him to find a gift bag outside his door. Scott slid the key card into the lock and entered the room. Sunlight drifted through the windows. He hoped to spend as much time as he could with Norma, his goddess. Scott couldn’t have created a better woman if he had a magical program. Norma was beyond his capacity of dreaming. His imagination didn’t stretch that far. He would never forget her beauty. No matter how many years passed, she would stay with him.

Scott pulled the tissue paper out the small bag. The package revealed itself. He turned the bag upside down, and a pair of black panties fell to the bed. His heart stopped. He clutched the bed and slapped himself. Scott hesitated to touch the lingerie. It was like a little fire. Scott had booked his hotel room through Monday hoping to score, but he had never imagined this.

Picking up the panties, Scott examined them. They were black and lacy and had a little pouch for his dick. Scott preferred a woman’s cut but wouldn’t complain. Not yet. He had to keep Norma in his life.

Scott stripped naked. His dick burned from its hardness. A woman gifting him lingerie was what he fantasized while stroking his cock. Acceptance. Scott was an asshole in his life but desired love beneath the roughness. Stepping into the panties, Scott felt complete. Standing in front of the bed, he stared at himself in the mirror, precum ruining the fresh pair. Scott’s phone buzzed behind him.

Norma: Come to my room, sissy.

Scott had never interacted with such a dominant woman but loved the lack of control he felt with Norma. She had him in her hands like a toy. He was her doll.

After freshening up in the bathroom, Scott slipped on a pair of sweats over the black lace panties and wore a thin sweater. He didn’t plan on keeping his clothes on for long. Scott left the room excited to spend the night with his new lover Norma. It drove him wild how little he knew about her, but she felt familiar. Like a piece of clothing one used to love but had forgotten. She kept Scott at a distance, but he would break down that barrier and stay this woman’s sissy.


CHAPTER SIX

Norma wanted to grab her keys and leave, not knowing if she was strong enough to carry on with the night. Scott was sexy. He had a nice body. He submitted like no man had before. There were many things about him she would love in any other man, if Scott weren’t the one who had coined ‘Mrs. Elephant’. How would she explain that to people if they were a couple? Norma couldn’t allow herself to stoop to such levels, thinking of forgiving Scott. She wavered between lust and disgust.

Picking through her luggage, Norma withdrew an outfit from her wild days. A leather suit with a hole for her pussy. She wanted to bring Scott to his knees and record him doing it. The plan had sounded perfect in her head, but staring at herself in the hotel mirror, Norma was losing confidence. She loved her curves but didn’t know if she could expose herself to Scott. Reveal the truth. The fact Scott didn’t recognize her irked Norma. Would it give Scott the power if he found out she was the woman he teased an entire semester in college?

Norma held her phone in her hand, unsure to text Scott, but she had already left the gift in front of his door. By now, he would have seen it. She couldn’t ignore her opportunity to use Scott’s desire to orgasm against him. Men would wear anything to shoot a load. Norma took a deep breath and exhaled her pains. If she could direct a region, she could handle a weak man. Scott hurt others because he couldn’t love himself. Norma had battled with herself for too long but learned to accept every inch and love every curve along the way.

Norma: Come to my room, sissy.

She hit send before she could stop herself from sending the message. Feminizing Scott would cleanse Norma. Norma opened her computer and set up a private browser. Scott would arrive any minute, and she rushed to gather his new outfit. She couldn’t wait to see Scott dressed up as a woman and humiliate him as he deserved after all these years. Norma wouldn’t doubt if he had hurt others in his quest to stay the funniest man in the room.

Norma lifted her shoulders and told herself to stay strong. She had fantasized about this day for too long to turn away now. He was within reach, and Norma was more capable than she gave herself credit for. She aligned Scott’s new outfit on the bed and sat on the edge, staring at herself in the mirror. Opening her legs, Norma’s pink lips greeted herself through the hole in the leather outfit. Scott would only see what she allowed him to. The control was in her hands.

A knock came at the door.

♦

Scott stood on the other side of Norma’s door. He couldn’t resist reaching into his jeans to touch the lace. Nobody was in the hallway. His dick pressed into the cup. He hated that his panties had room for his dick and missed the usual constriction he had become accustomed to. Scott knocked on the door, excited for the night ahead with Norma. Afraid he was falling in love with a dominatrix. Norma confirmed his suspicions when he opened the door wearing a leather one-piece with a hole for her vagina. She was a piece of fruit, waiting for someone to peel her open.

“Welcome, sissy. Drop to your knees.” Scott tried to step inside, but she stopped him. “In the hallway, dear.”

Scott swallowed and looked both ways. People had exited the elevator. He could hear their voices, but Norma was already closing the door in his face. He dropped to his knees and crawled inside. They had seen him. Norma didn’t, but it didn’t matter. Weird things happened in hotels. Scott crawled inside and saw the dress, wig, and skimpy top on the bed. His dick nearly exploded in his pants. She was the woman he would spend the rest of his life with dressing as her woman. Her sissy. Scott would surrender his all to her.

“Kiss my feet, sissy,” she said. Norma wore black heels with her leather. He kissed the exposed part of her foot. “Crawl to the open area. Take off your clothes. You know the drill,” she said.

“Yes, whatever you want,” Scott said. His knees burned against his jeans and the carpet. Scott lifted the shirt from his body. He unbuttoned his jeans, staring at Norma. She had a conflicted look in her eyes, like she was on the verge of saying something she could never take back. Scott felt things for her. Love perhaps, but it was too early to admit that. He didn’t want to hear the words leave her mouth and ruin the orgasmic moment they were creating. The tension they were building.

“Look down and take off your clothing,” Norma said. She stepped over to him and pushed his head down.

Scott unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his thighs, revealing the black panties Norma had bought him.

“Ah, you wore your gift. Such a fantastic sissy you are,” she said. “How do you find them, Scott?” she asked.

“They fit well,” he said, referring to the pouch where his hard dick rested. “Are they designed for men?” Scott asked. He didn’t want to reveal how deep his fetish ran. He would become the best sissy Norma ever had, but she had no idea how badly he wanted it. He couldn’t confess his desires. The ambitious side within him wanted to capture Norma as his goddess dominatrix, what Scott most desired and feared. Scott removed all his clothing and sat naked waiting for Norma’s command.

“As you might have seen, there is an outfit for you on the bed, but we have to shave your nasty hair first. Don’t you agree?”

“Oh, yes,” Scott said. He bent his head low to the ground, ashamed of the passion that left his mouth. He hoped Norma hadn’t noticed. “It would look better, Mistress.”

“Ah, so you think I’m your mistress? How wrong you are, my sissy. I’m your queen. Call me Queen or Queen Norma, but I prefer you not use my name. You are nothing to me but a weekend fling,” she said. “Get to the bathroom where we can shave your vile body.”

Scott stood and walked to the bathroom in his black panties. Norma swatted his ass with a flogger. He loved the tendrils against the lace. He wanted to fuck Norma but could wait for her perfection. Norma followed Scott into the bathroom and watched as he lathered his legs in shaving cream. Scott watched her watching him through the mirror. He hadn’t removed the panties from his body. Not yet. His dick was too hard, and the lace felt too wonderful against his skin. Scott ran the razor up his leg, rinsing it in the hot water with every stroke. It didn’t take long before his legs were hairless. Scott always kept the hair off his chest and had little back hair.

Norma removed Scott’s panties finished his ass and lower back, removing the last bit of hair from Scott’s body. She rubbed lotion into his reddened skin so he didn’t form bumps. Scott resisted touching his dick as Norma ran her hand up and down Scott’s naked body. She applied two coats and told Scott to air dry. Norma watched Scott to make sure he didn’t waste his cum in the sink.

Neither spoke. Norma studied his naked body. Scott was too overwhelmed to speak. He didn’t know how to approach Norma nor interact with her as the sissy. She had control. He would speak when spoken to.

“Put on your panties. If you want pussy tonight, you have to do something for me first,” she said.

“Whatever you want, Queen,” Scott said. He slipped on the black lingerie and followed Norma out to the room. They were in Foss, but it could have been anywhere in the world. They both lived in Chicago. Scott had to have Norma more than this weekend but didn’t want to sound pathetic. Scott waited on his knees by the sofa in the hotel room for Norma’s command.

“Rub more lotion on yourself,” Norma said. She tossed him a bottle. That same expression crossed her face. A sadness. He rubbed the lotion into his skin before putting on the clothing that Norma passed him. A skirt to go over the panties. A skimpy silk top. Scott felt like a model on the runway. Norma donned a wig on his head. Fiery red curls drifted over Scott’s broad shoulders and covered them. The hair rounded out his face. He was a new woman. Scott shook his hair in the mirror, reveling in how beautiful he felt. Norma watched his with a strange face. Why wasn’t she happy to see Scott enjoying himself?

“How do I look, Queen?”

“Fantastic, my sissy. Do you enjoy the look?”

“More than you know,” he said. Scott tried to hide his satisfaction but couldn’t. He had never felt more alive in his life. His heart raced. He could feel the blood bumping through his body, the flutters in his stomach. He was a man who had met his perfect woman. Nothing compared to that.

“I want you to please people on video chat while I watch,” she said.

“I’m in your command, Queen,” Scott said. He ran his fingers through the hair and stared at himself while Norma set up the camera. He loved watching his feminized self in the mirror and didn’t notice the minutes pass or the anger on Norma’s face.

♦

Norma watched Scott staring at his feminized body in the mirror. He tossed his hair from side to side like he had no care in the world. It disgusted Norma to see Scott enjoying himself. He was supposed to hate it like most men would have. She should have known when he didn’t leave before the spanking. Men went to extremes to wet their dick with pussy lips, but Norma realized she was delivering a silver platter to Scott. He folded his lips and smacked them in the mirror. He shook his hips, so the skirt flew up and exposed his black lingerie. Scott was a slut and loved every second of his punishment. Norma hated how much he loved what she was doing to him.

“Stop!” Norma screamed. She slammed her laptop shut, unable to continue with her plan. “You shouldn’t like this. What’s wrong with you?” Norma asked. If Scott had been any other man, she would have thought she found her soul mate. The missing piece of her puzzle. But Scott was a scar from her past she had hoped to exterminate from her memory. Norma was the verge of tears but wouldn’t let Scott see her weaknesses.

“Don’t you want me to enjoy this, Queen?”

“I want you to suffer, Scott. You’re an evil person,” Norma said. She pointed at Scott from across the room. She screamed, unleashing her suffering. Collapsing onto the sofa, Norma rubbed her eyes. Her leather outfit felt ridiculous on her skin. Coals burning on her soul. Her pussy was drier than the dessert. She had no desire to continue. Her walls had crumbled. “You really don’t remember me?”

“What are you talking about Norma?” Scott asked. He stopped admiring himself and went over to Norma. He kneeled by the sofa and took her hand, but she pushed him away. “Tell me what I did, Norma.”

Norma’s laughter frightened Scott. He fell backward. His skirt fell forward, and Norma threw a pillow from the sofa at him. She put her arm to her nose and made the noise of an elephant. Once Norma started, she couldn’t stop herself for a minute. Scott lay paralyzed. Norma threw another pillow.

He caught it and held it to his chest. Norma couldn’t look at him. It disgusted her to see Scott in the same room. “Mrs. Elephant?” Scott asked in a low voice.

Norma screamed to keep the tears from falling. She wouldn’t cry in front of him. Anger burned within her. “Yes, it’s me. Mrs. Elephant. How do you like me now, asshole?” Norma asked. She found the strength to stand with her hands on her hips. Norma ran a hand over her hourglass figure she spent hours in the gym sculpting. All the squats, push-ups, crunches, and everything else flooded into her mind.

Scott dropped to his knees beneath Norma. He crawled over to her and hugged her thighs. She didn’t have the strength to push him away and reject him. A part of her loved his warm body, the reg wig, and his slutty skirt. He was the perfect sissy, but Scott had ruined any chance they had eighteen years ago.

“I’m more sorry than I can tell you, Norma. You’re the most amazing woman I’ve met,” he said. Scott turned his head. His breath tickled Norma’s entrance. She ignored the sensations crashing over her body. Scott couldn’t get into her heart.

“It doesn’t matter how sorry you are, Scott. I thought I could humiliate you. Take pictures of you and share them, but you’d enjoy it. Get out of my room.”

“Queen, no. You don’t want this. I’ll do anything you want to make up for it.”

“You can’t make up for being an evil person. Get the fuck out of my room!” Norma said. She went to the door and opened it. She didn’t give Scott time to gather his men’s clothing. Pushing Scott into the hall wearing his skirt and tank top, Norma closed the door behind him. She peeled the leather outfit from her body, desperate to breathe.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Scott couldn’t believe that Norma was ‘Mrs. Elephant’. After all those years, the woman of his dreams had been the person he haunted in college. Scott was a brat then and didn’t know what he was doing. If he had known the goddess he was insulting, Scott would take it back. Norma was an incredible woman, but Scott had loved attention too much when he was younger. He would insult anybody to hear the laughter of strangers. Friends avoided him. People fell out of his life. Things happened.

Sitting in his hotel room, Scott stared at himself. He lifted his legs on a chair to see the black panties in the mirror. Tonight could have ended differently if Scott wouldn’t have been the asshole he was, but then he realized Norma had planned all this. She thought wearing a skirt and panties would humiliate him. If the photos leaked to the internet, it might bother Scott. He was reaching the age where he didn’t care what others thought of him. After all those useless laughs, Scott had found himself alone and self-hating.

Scott tried to love himself, but there wasn’t much there to enjoy. He was rough, crude, and took from others without worrying about the repercussions. His old habits were dying but lived on in the background. He would do anything to return to college and take back his pranks. Apologize to all the people he hurt with his dark humor. Norma wasn’t the only person Scott had hurt. He deserved the pain. Norma had crossed Scott’s mind after he graduated, but she blended into the mass of others Scott had humiliated.

Scott needed his queen but had a feeling Norma would never have him.

♦

Norma lost control after she closed the door behind Scott. She went to shower and washed the disgust from her body. The hot water scolded her pale skin. She rubbed soap into the reddening whiteness. Norma wished she could make Scott out to a horrid adult, but time changed people. Norma wasn’t the same person she was her freshman year of university. Scott could become her perfect sissy. Norma thought Scott had looked cute checking himself out in the mirror while wearing his wig, but that hadn’t been Norma’s objective.

The sex last night was mind-blowing too. Norma dried herself off after stepping out the shower. She thought about grabbing her keys and driving back to Chicago and forgetting the entire weekend, but what would that mean for her dynamic? Would Scott win if she left without dominating him and showing him who was boss?

Norma trimmed her nails and thought about Scott. She wavered between driving back to Chicago and going to his hotel room. She had the number. Norma turned on a movie and painted her nails with a clear coat she carried everywhere. Brushing the polish over her nails calmed her. It was therapeutic to see her toes transform into little beauties.

Norma tried to concentrate on the movie but found it hard with Scott fresh on her mind. She wondered if he was still wearing his skirt and tank top. He looked like a man in a porno she liked to watch, feminized for his woman. She could get him to walk around the mall and do her shopping in his dresses and skirts. They could go on cross-dressing vacations and the camping retreat that Norma knew about. She could walk him around like her pet for a weekend. It would be a fabulous future, but Norma couldn’t think about such things with an evil man. It didn’t matter if he had changed. He was still Scott from business class.

When Norma couldn’t focus on the words the actors said, she turned off the TV. She opened her suitcase on the bed and let the towel fall to the floor. Norma couldn’t wear that leather outfit again, but she wasn’t wasting a night in the same hotel as Scott. Their sex was explosive, and she could enjoy his body for a night. Make him realize what he ruined.

Norma slipped on a pair of simple cotton panties. She didn’t plan on wearing them long. She wore yoga pants over that and a t-shirt. Not her dominatrix outfit, but her attitude was more important than clothing. Norma aligned her toys on the bed: a strap-on, anal beads, a butt plug, lubrication, her whip, flogger, paddle, and rope. She gathered everything and tossed it into her larger bag. She pulled her hair back into a clip and double checked she had the room key.

Scott was her dream man, but Norma wouldn’t fall into his trap. She didn’t need a sissy enough to sacrifice her dignity. She held her head high and strolled from her room to Scott’s, excited to have wild, uninhibited sex.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Scott opened the door, and Norma stood on the other side wearing a casual outfit like she was about to hit the gym. She looked radiant no matter what she wore and commanded the space. Scott hadn’t changed out of his outfit, and his dick hardened at the sight of his woman. ‘Mrs. Elephant’ haunted Scott, but if Norma could forgive him, he would kiss where she walked.

“Good evening,” Norma said. “Drop to your knees and get out my way.”

“Yes, my Queen,” he said. Scott raced across the room on his knees and waited for his woman’s command. She stepped into the room and placed her purse on the bed. Scott couldn’t see through the fabric but saw the outlines of many items. He assumed they were toys for their night together. “May I say something, my Queen?”

Norma narrowed her eyes. She stood on the other side of the room, admiring herself in the mirror. Her perfect feminine body. Scott enjoyed his male body but would always remain envious of Norma and other women with her looks, but nobody compared to her. She was a goddess in Scott’s eyes. He tried not to think about how much he would long for her if she kept her word and didn’t speak to him after tonight.

“What do you want to say, sissy?” she said.

“I apologize for hurting you,” he said.

Norma put up her hand, shaking her head. “Get onto the bed. Thank you for keeping on your outfit, sissy. You look radiant.” Scott blushed. Norma hadn’t answered his question, but he wouldn’t push his queen. She had the right to ignore him. Scott climbed onto the bed and sat on his knees. Norma stepped over to him. She stood and reached her hand to Scott’s cheek. “You’re beautiful, my sissy.”

“Thank you, Norma. Do you forgive me?”

“Shh,” she said and pressed her finger to his lips. She moved her finger and kissed him, sinking her tongue into Scott’s mouth. He didn’t resist her. His dick rose under the skirt, throbbing. It pulsed and moved from the black lingerie, freeing itself from beneath the fabric. Scott moved his hand, but Norma stopped him. Their tongues danced another second. “Don’t touch yourself, my sissy. Wait for my instruction. Lie on your stomach. Do you mind if I tie you up?”

“Not at all,” he said. Scott spread out on the bed like a starfish. Norma placed a pillow beneath his head before tying his wrists with rope. She fastened the rope to the bed frame at each corner. Scott bit his bottom lip, loving that his woman had returned to claim her sissy. His Queen. The person he wanted to spend his life with tied up in her bed. “What will you do, my Queen?”

“You’re a naughty boy,” she said.

“I am,” he agreed.

“You deserve a few things to happen to you,” she said.

“Please, indulge me.”

Norma stepped over to the side of the bed after finishing the last knot. She had done this before. It took her no time to fasten Scott to the bed. She was a professional, which drove Scott mad. Norma pushed Scott’s head into the pillow, “you will take what I give you sissy and stop asking fucking questions. Do you understand?”

Scott hummed his answer. Norma opened her bag at an angle where Scott couldn’t see the contents. She pulled out the paddle she had used the night before and spanked Scott’s ass. He was wearing the skirt, so it hurt less than last night but warmed up his ass. When Scott was with Norma, it felt like skydiving without the risk of dying. Unless she left him and he died of a broken heart. Norma was his Queen.

After reddening Scott’s ass, Norma lifted his skirt. Scott felt like a little helpless slut in the hands of her daddy. Scott struggled to turn his neck and watch Norma as she pulled the panties down Scott’s thighs, but they stopped stretching above the knees. Norma gripped the lingerie and ripped them in two. Scott’s dick dangled under his bent body, begging for Norma to touch it. She paid it zero attention.

Norma tugged Scott’s cheeks apart and blew into his hole. He squeezed his ass, but Norma had muscles. She held his ass apart. She would take what she wanted, and Scott was her sissy. He had agreed to this and deserved it. Norma went back to her bag and retrieved anal beads. She held them in front of Scott’s face to see. “I’m going to stick all these up your tight pussy,” she said.

Scott wished he had a pussy like his beautiful woman. He desperately wanted to fuck Norma but would take whatever she gave him. She could fuck him all night if she wanted. He hoped it wouldn’t hurt. “Yes, my Queen.”

“Shut up,” she said. A cold lube touched Scott’s entrance. She inserted the beads one at a time and pushed them deep into his cave. He gripped the sheets. She was the first person to use a toy on Scott’s ass, but he loved it. His balls tightened like he was about to cum. Norma pulled out the beads. She stood and strapped something around her waist. A long dick hung off the end. Scott swallowed, knowing what would come next.

“My Queen, you’re so big,” he said.

“You love my cock, don’t you?”

“I love everything about you, my Queen.” Scott couldn’t help himself.

Norma didn’t reply. She lubed her dick and positioned it. “Take a deep breath, sissy,” she said. When Scott exhaled, Norma pushed into him.

Scott’s hole exploded with sensation, both painful and pleasant. He begged for Norma to take it slow. Every time Scott exhaled, Norma pushed her dick deeper into his ass. Scott’s ass pushed against her strap, but it was deep in him. He couldn’t force it out. Norma was taking what she wanted. His dick jumped, on the verge of shooting his load all over the sheets.

Norma thrust into Scott’s loosened ass. She moved her cock in circles. Scott had never felt something so fully. Fucking pussy was one thing, but having a dick inside him another. The female clothing helped him feel more like a woman than he ever had before. He was loving Norma’s dick in his ass. It was taking him to the next level, promising to push him over the edge.

“How do you like that dick, sissy?”

“It’s everything, my Queen. You make me feel like such a woman,” Scott said. The silky top brushed his nipples. He wished to pinch them and stroke his dick as Norma fucked him but had no access to his hands.

Norma sank deep into Scott and moved the strap. She was moaning like the strap was pleasuring her clit. She reached her hand around and grabbed Scott’s dick leaking of precum. When Norma moved the precum down Scott’s shaft, he couldn’t resist. The cum rushed to the surface with Norma’s cock deep in his ass, pushing against his spot. What they said about men having a spot was true. Scott came all over the sheets.

“Wow, sissy. You cum fast,” Norma said. She giggled. Scott’s opening squeezed against Norma’s dick as she pulled out of his ass. Norma undid the strap, and it fell to the floor.

♦

Norma used Scott’s ass. It was hot. She would love to fuck him every night of the week but couldn’t. Norma wanted to use his dick one time. He had a handsome rod. It was heavy and thick, not overly long. Norma’s center burned. She had been close to cumming when she fucked Scott but needed a little more. Scott’s dick was sinking after he came, but Norma could change that. “I’m going to untie you and turn you over, sissy.”

“Please,” Scott said.

Norma made quick work to untie Scott, turn him over, and reattach his arms. She would leave his legs free because she didn’t plan on staying long and needed to bust before the desire disappeared. Norma climbed back on the bed and lowered her pussy onto Scott’s face. She lifted her hips, and Scott used his tongue on her clit. Her lips. He lapped up any juices that dripped. Scott’s red wig cushioned his head. He hadn’t taken off the skirt. It brushed against his hardening dick.

Fucking Scott’s face, Norma took herself close to cumming but wanted to ride Scott’s dick. She demounted his face and went to her bag for a condom. Her pussy was gushing, desperate for a rod to fill her. Spread her walls. Hit her spot. Norma opened the condom and rolled it over Scott’s hard dick. He was ready for round two, and Norma was close.

She rubbed the juices around her pussy and slipped a couple fingers into her hole, preparing herself. She wore nothing. Her white panties a wet mess on the floor. Norma climbed atop Scott’s dick. He stared at her. She hated how pretty his dark brown eyes looked with the red hair. He smirked at Norma as she moved her hips up and down his cock. Norma wanted to use him and leave. She took a pillow and covered Scott’s face.

His dick filled her. Norma squatted and used Scott’s chest to thrust her hips up and down his dick. She balanced herself to use one hand and used the other to pleasure her clit. Her nub buzzed with anticipation as the orgasm built in her center. Norma let go of herself and moaned with force. Her loud voice bounced around the room. She wanted to remind Scott of what he would miss when she left her sissy.

Norma rubbed her clit and bounced on Scott’s hardness until her center exploded. Her walls constricted. She hollered while her body went through its roller coaster of sensations. Norma piqued and came back to her physical body. She exhaled and demounted Scott’s hard dick. He hadn’t filled the condom, but Norma didn’t care.

Norma tossed her panties and toys in the purse. She didn’t speak as she dressed in her yoga pants and t-shirt. Norma went over to Scott and untied one side of the rope before leaving the room without a word.


CHAPTER NINE

Scott had packed his bags. He wore a pair of purple panties he had brought with him. They were more like trunks but designed for women and had a hint of lace to expose pubic hair, if the woman had that. He had to speak to Norma before they left. He spent an hour where they served breakfast, but Norma never showed. She left without a word after their hot session. Scott wanted closure, even if he didn’t deserve it. The sunlight changed everything. He felt like a hideous person with no control of himself. Why had he said such horrible things about a fragile young woman?

After leaving breakfast, Scott went for his bags. He had to catch the morning train, and it was departing from the station soon. The front desk had called a taxi for him that would arrive in a few minutes. Before Scott left, he stopped by Norma’s room.

Scott knocked on Norma’s door. He waited a minute with nothing. He knocked again and heard stirring within the room. “Please, my Queen. It’s me.”

Norma opened the door wearing a robe with wet hair. She must have been in the shower. “What do you want, Scott?”

“Isn’t there something between us? Don’t you feel the connection? Will I see you when we get back to Chicago?”

“You have a lot of questions and give me zero time to answer a single one,” Norma said.

“Please, tell me what you need. I’ll do anything for you, my Queen.”

Norma stood there. She exhaled and let her robe fall free. She had the most perfect bush of hair around her pussy. Her breasts sat high on her chest. Her thick body more delicious looking than an ice cream cone. Scott could have dropped to his knees and licked her from toe to neck.

“Scott, my sissy,” she said. Her voice trailed off.

“Yes, my Queen?”

“I do agree with you. We have a connection. Our sex is fantastic, but that isn’t everything. You ruined us eighteen years ago. We could have been something special, Scott,” Norma said. She closed the door, but Scott put his foot in the frame.

“No,” he said. “Give me a chance, Norma.”

“Goodbye, Scott. Please move your food and get to your train,” she said.

Scott’s heart cracked in two, but he wouldn’t disappoint Norma and had to leave before he missed his train. Scott sunk his head and walked to the lobby where the taxi took him to the train station.

♦

Norma closed the door in Scott’s face and felt accomplished. He looked sadder than anyone she had ever seen. Most of her relationships had ended on good terms. Norma didn’t like drama but loved control. Men couldn’t handle a strong woman directing their life. Even her most committed subs cracked one day, renouncing their role. She didn’t hold it against them. Norma wouldn’t submit to a man.

Norma took her time getting ready that morning. She packed her clothes, the toys, and a couple toiletries from the bathroom. She liked the smell of the soap. Norma had a fantastic weekend with Scott, but he didn’t deserve her. She had higher standards for herself than staying with her nightmare, even if he was the best sissy she ever had. Better to live with the memory.

Checking out, Norma walked outside with her suitcases. She wore a light sweater and jeans. Her light-red hair pulled into a ponytail. Norma had almost forgotten. After loading her bags, she unlocked her cell phone and leaned against the trunk. She went to Scott’s messages and blocked his number. They wouldn’t continue their relationship.

Norma locked her phone and slipped into the car. She put the car into gear and drove out of the parking lot, heading back to the city to continue her life with everyone but Scott.


EPILOGUE

3 Years Later

BHGT Enterprises had promoted Norma to Chief Operating Officer (COO), and there were talks that the CEO would retire soon. She was on the short list for the job. Everything in Norma’s life was complete, but she hadn’t found the perfect sissy.

At first, she never thought about Scott, but then she saw him at a party. It was about a year ago. Neither spoke to the other, but they stared at each other from across the room all night.

Norma sat at her fancy desk with views of the lakefront, wondering what Scott was doing. She had everything in life but her sissy. Three years had passed, and she wanted Scott more than she hated him. Everyone did horrible things. She hadn’t reached COO by playing nice with her coworkers. Maybe she and Scott were meant to be.

Opening her phone, Norma gazed out the window, watching the waves crash. It was spring. She wouldn’t swim in the cold water, but it was gorgeous. Norma had Scott’s number blocked all these years. If he had sent a message or called, it was never recorded. Norma took a deep breath and unblocked Scott’s number.

She typed the message before sense could stop her.

Norma: My sissy. This is your Queen.
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“Anything else?” Teresa asked her boss Cleveland.

He shook his head. “That’ll be all.”

Teresa folded her lips and stepped backward as she retreated to her desk right outside of Cleveland’s door. She plopped into her seat, glancing at the closed door, wondering where she had been going wrong.

No matter what Teresa did, Cleveland seemed to pay her no attention. He didn’t stare when she bent over to pick up something she had ‘dropped’. He didn’t touch her when she stepped into his bubble, getting a little too close. Teresa was driving herself mad trying to get her boss’s attention, but Cleveland was nothing except a gentleman.

Teresa would lose her mind if she couldn’t score a chance with Cleveland. She fell more in love with him by the day. His handsome smile. His innocent eyes. Teresa had visions of what their children would look like, losing herself in the possibilities as she worked.

Maybe she came on a little strong, but Teresa wanted little in life as much as she yearned for Cleveland.

Teresa reached into her purse tucked beneath her desk to retrieve a compact mirror. She checked her face, hoping her makeup was out of place, but it was perfect. It was just as she’d remembered when she left her house at five in the morning to arrive at the office thirty minutes early, like she did every other day.

Cleveland never fussed if Teresa had to leave early for a doctor’s appointment, which she didn’t do often, but he’d grown to love the coffee and biscotti she had for him at each day’s start. It was a routine neither wanted a break. It was the only touch of intimacy in their overly professional relationship.

Teresa snapped her compact closed when the phone rang, reaching over to answer it. A manager at one of the company’s largest accounts was on the line, so she transferred the call through to Cleveland. She didn’t bother Cleveland with calls from most of their accounts, directing them to the assistant marketing manager.

Cleveland was the head of marketing at the company, so Teresa thought he was too good for most of the work. She put him on a pedestal higher than the tallest buildings in the city, never afraid to inform someone of Cleveland’s importance.

Cleveland emerged from his office a few minutes later. Teresa turned her chair, deflating when she noticed the concern on his face.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“The client wants to drop us,” Cleveland said with a stricken expression. He looked like he might vomit. Teresa grabbed the trash can, holding it toward him. Cleveland shook his head. “Brian is going to kill me.”

Teresa didn’t know how to help Cleveland. She knew Brian, the CEO, wouldn’t be happy about them losing a client, but it wasn’t Cleveland’s fault. “Why would Brian blame you?” Teresa asked.

“I was the one who said we should go in one direction with their gadget, and then their competitors put out a similar product with the design feature that we gave up because of what I said, and their product has been outselling ours.”

Teresa bit her lip. Cleveland’s problem sounded complicated, but Brian couldn’t fire him over it, or so Teresa hoped. Cleveland was a partner in the firm. They found cutting-edge inventions and brought them to market. They’d had several hits before, and a lot of their successes were because of Cleveland’s sharp eye for the market.

“How can I help?” Teresa asked. Her voice was soft and pleading.

Cleveland looked at her, fire in his eyes. “There’s nothing you can do to help, Teresa.” Spit flew from his mouth, spattering her face with moisture.

Teresa was too humiliated to wipe away the droplets burning into her skin. She watched with watery eyes as Cleveland stood over her, hovering like a villain creeping out from the shadows. “I’m sorry, Cleveland. I wish you hadn’t lost the account.”

Cleveland balled his hand into a fist, swinging it at his side. He wouldn’t hit Teresa. He wouldn’t even punch a hole in the wall, but rage surged within him. How dare that prissy little prick? What right does he have not to renew their contract?

They hadn’t started as one of Brian and Cleveland’s biggest clients. Cleveland took a kitchen product they had little interest in, repurposed it for cars, and rose it from the ashes. He sent the product shooting to the stars, making the owners richer than they ever could have imagined when they met Brian and Cleveland, and now they were going to drop them for some mega firm.

Brian wasn’t happy when Cleveland told him the news, but he told Cleveland not to worry. He sent him from his office and picked up the phone, calling their clients, but Cleveland wasn’t convinced. He’d seen this show before. Their best clients got a bit of money and thought the big guys would do a better job, always running back to Cleveland and Brian years later when they had become too poor to pick up as clients.

Teresa watched as Cleveland passed her desk on the way to his office, walking with his head hung like a broken tree branch. Teresa wanted to run to him. She wanted to hug him, but it wouldn’t be appropriate. She waited fifteen minutes before knocking on his door.

“Would you like a cup of tea?”

“No. Thanks, Teresa. You can head out early if you’d like. I’ll pick up the phones.”

“No, I couldn’t. It—”

“Please,” Cleveland said in a firm voice. “I want to be alone right now.”

Teresa stared at Cleveland for several beats, willing him to meet her eyes, but he never did. She sighed and closed the door, grabbing her purse on the way out the door.

What could she do? What could she say? No matter what she did, Cleveland wouldn’t let her get close.

Teresa glanced at the sky as she stood outside of her car, hoping for a way into Cleveland’s heart.
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Cleveland’s heart ached from losing his client, but Brian was confident they could get them back. He’d stopped by Cleveland’s office on the way out. He did his best to comfort Cleveland, but Cleveland hated how their clients ran to the mega firms at the slightest hint of trouble.

Cleveland stood in his closet, where he could best forget about his problems. The one place where work didn’t matter. Cleveland had a ton of suits and stuff he wore at work, but his favorite pieces were soft and womanly.

He had dresses, skirts, blouses, tights, thongs, stockings, and so much more. Most of his closet was dedicated to women’s clothing. He used to worry about inviting women over but had given up on dating years ago. None of the women he dated seemed to understand his love of lingerie and dresses, so he stopped caring, especially after his last ex walked around the house wearing nothing but his boxers and button-up shirts.

They had a huge fight when Cleveland explained that it made zero sense how she could walk around wearing boxers and men’s shirts while he couldn’t wear panties and slip dresses.

Cleveland sighed as he shook away the memory of that ex-girlfriend and grabbed one of his favorite dresses. He’d need a full makeover to forget about the phone call he had earlier, so he picked up a pair of heels to match the dress. He grabbed his wig, his makeup, and everything else he’d need for a makeover.

Few people understood Cleveland, but he didn’t care. He was happy. On the good days, Cleveland loved his job. There was nothing better than watching a product he brought to market find success. Cleveland remembered his successes as he sat on a chair in front of the mirror propped against his bedroom wall, brushing foundation onto his face. He ran eyeliner beneath his eyes. He brushed his lashes with mascara. Gloss shined on his lips.

Cleveland watched himself as he stood from the chair, walking over to the pile he had placed on the bed. He grabbed a bra with breast forms, putting it on with a pair of matching panties before stepping into the red dress he’d picked out. Cleveland brought the red dress up his body and pulled it up his arms, loving how it hugged his figure. He contorted his body to zip the dress.

Cleveland brushed away the wrinkles where the fabric had bunched up. He ignored the erection growing beneath his panties as he watched his transformed body in the mirror, wondering where his masculine side had gone.

He looked positively womanly. Radiant. Cleveland smiled and twirled in a circle with his arms high in the air. Laughter spilled from his mouth. He collapsed to his knees as he caught his breath, tossing his head back as to catch his eyes in the mirror. His makeup. His cleavage.

Cleveland didn’t hate being a man, but sometimes it felt like he’d been born in the wrong body.

There was only one person he could trust with his secret. Cleveland rushed to his feet and ran across the room to his phone. He opened it and typed a message to the woman he paid not to ask questions. The woman he paid to perform and leave.

Cleveland: Can we meet this week? I want to see you.

Margo was quick to respond.

Margo: Yeah, sure. I’m free on Thursday. Usual time? Your place?

Cleveland ran his thumb over the screen, hating how he had a ‘usual’ time. He wished he didn’t have to pay for companionship, but it was the easiest way to get what he wanted with the least amount of worry.

Cleveland: Usual time, but let’s meet at my office. Spice it up a bit.

Margo: See you then. Bring anything you want me to use.

Cleveland confirmed and tossed his phone to the side. He returned to the mirror. He kneeled and worked his dress up to expose his panties. Cleveland moved them to the side to release his dick. He watched his feminized self as he stroked his dick, not at all concerned about the terrible day he’d had at work.
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Thursday arrived, and Teresa couldn’t get over how cold Cleveland had been during the week. She understood it was disappointing to lose an account, but he couldn’t keep moping around the office. He needed to hold his shoulders high and lead the marketing department. There were tons of other products in the pipeline. One of them could be a winner.

“Teresa, come here, please.”

Teresa took a breath before standing to enter Cleveland’s office. He’d been in such a weird mood all week that she didn’t know what to expect.

“Yes?” she asked.

“I wanted to let you know that I’m going to stay late tonight to work on some pitches. Brian got the owners to reconsider canceling our account, so I’m going to pitch a relaunch of their current best seller.”

“Can I help you with anything? Are you asking me to stay late?” Teresa asked with more animation in her voice than she meant to use.

Cleveland’s face darkened. “No, I was actually hoping for the opposite. I need time alone to clear my mind and think of some ideas. Why don’t you man the phones from home? Check the email. Give me room to breathe, okay?”

Teresa could feel tears forming. She wouldn’t let them fall. Not while she was inside the walls of her office. She grabbed her purse and stormed toward the exit, so hurt and saddened by Cleveland’s rejection. How could he push her away? How could he not see how badly she wanted to help? She hated him for acting so naïve and arrogant.

Tears were falling from her eyes by the time she reached her car outside. Teresa had nothing she’d need to work from home. She sat in her car to gather herself, but she was too broken up to go back into the office. She’d return later and sneak in. Her cell phone would have to suffice for now.

Teresa started her car and pulled out of the spot, heading to a cafe on the other side of town for a piping hot cup of black tea.

***

“What do you think?” Cleveland asked after twirling in a circle. He was wearing a short dress with a tulle lining.

Margo hid her indifference, feigning a smile. “It’s lovely, Cleveland. Your makeup looks like you had a professional do it.”

Cleveland glowed. “Thank you.” He cupped his face and stared at himself in the tabletop mirror he kept stashed away in his desk. He wiped away a tiny smudge beneath his eye, wishing he could come to the office dressed like this.

Margo changed the song. She was sitting with her legs crossed at the edge of Cleveland’s desk, counting each moment they kept their clothes on as a blessing. She didn’t hate having sex with Cleveland, but she preferred when he stuck to only lingerie. The entire outfit was a bit much for her.

“I love this song,” Cleveland gushed. He stood from his desk, picking up a permanent marker to use as a makeshift microphone. Cleveland was wearing heels, a wig, and jewelry. He made his way to the clearest part of his office, twirling in a circle when he got there, belting out the melody when it started.

Cleveland didn’t care if he wasn’t in tune. He didn’t care if someone heard him because he felt free, like he was soaring through the sky with a setting sun behind him. He watched Margo as he sang, wishing he could be with a woman who loved him for himself instead of with one he had to pay.

Margo clapped along as he sang, but Cleveland could tell her heart wasn’t in it. He ignored that and continued singing until the song stopped. Then he dropped his marker microphone to the floor and crossed the room to kiss Margo.

Cleveland pushed his mouth so forcefully against Margo’s lips that she forgot she was kissing a man dressed as a woman. Cleveland felt all man as she pressed against his hard abs, but then she was reminded of his womanly figure when her hands reached the curve of his breast forms.

Margo’s eyes opened to find Cleveland lost in fields of desire, kissing her neck. Touching her. He was easier and more entertaining than most of her clients, so Margo closed her eyes and gave in to Cleveland’s touch.

He pushed everything on his desk to the floor. Margo stripped naked. She unzipped Cleveland’s dress. It fell to the floor. Cleveland stepped out of it, leaving him in nothing except his lingerie, heels, wig, and jewels. He pushed Margo to his desk and kissed down her body. Her nipples. Her stomach. He went all the way to Margo’s precious pussy lips.

Margo forgot about what Cleveland was wearing when he got to work, making her holler and moan. The sounds bounced off the walls. They filled the building, but neither of them cared. They were alone, or so they thought.

***

Teresa didn’t know what she was hearing when she entered the office to get the stuff she’d left behind. She stood right inside the door, registering the sounds. It didn’t take long to realize she was hearing sex. She thought Cleveland was watching porn, but then the sounds became too real. Then she heard the woman moan Cleveland’s name, making Teresa sick with jealousy.

She covered her mouth and tiptoed farther into the room. Teresa turned the corner that gave her a view of Cleveland’s office. The door was open. The sounds had grown more intense. Whoever was with Cleveland couldn’t stop moaning and sounded close to an orgasm.

Teresa took a breath and crept across the room. Her heart was racing. The last thing she wanted was for Cleveland to find her, but she couldn’t turn around. She should have left when she heard the woman moan Cleveland’s name, but it was impossible. Teresa had to see what was happening.

Cleveland would kill Teresa if he knew she came inside and didn’t turn around, though, so she opened her purse when a sneaky idea formed in her mind. She grabbed the headphones she carried around and popped them into her ears. She found a song, playing it as loud as it would go.

Teresa took a deep breath and bobbed her head to the beat as she walked the last few steps between her and the desk, which gave a direct line of sight to Cleveland’s door.

She’d expected Cleveland to have some woman bent over his desk. She’d expected to see him naked with his dick covered in a woman’s pussy juices, so it was beyond shocking when she found Cleveland dressed as a woman between the knees of a cute, naked blonde.

Teresa screamed. Cleveland and the woman scattered. Teresa stood in the door a few beats too long, soaking in the scene. Cleveland was wearing a wig. Heels. Feminine jewelry. His dick was hanging out the side of some lube-stained panties.

Teresa ran back to her desk, pulling out an earbud. “I’m so sorry,” she hollered. “I was listening to music when I came in and had no idea. My stuff to work from home—,”

“Just go,” Cleveland hollered. “Don’t worry about work. Go!”

Teresa grabbed some stuff from her desk but left what she needed from her drawers. “So sorry, boss. See you later,” Teresa said as she raced toward the door.
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Teresa sat at the table in her kitchen eating a bowl of cereal two mornings after catching Cleveland, dressed as a woman, with a woman in his office. He texted her Friday morning with a message to stay home for the day. Teresa had done a little work, but she’d spent most of the day wondering why she was no less attracted to her boss.

Teresa thought she should be over Cleveland after seeing him in lingerie and heels. She had spent the entire day trying to shake the attraction she harbored for Cleveland from her mind. It wasn’t healthy, she told herself. It wasn’t right to like a man who wore more expensive lingerie than her.

It wasn’t until Teresa’s second bowl of cereal that she finally grabbed her laptop. She searched everything she could about men who dressed like women and liked to wear lingerie and was beyond surprised about what she learned.

Most of the men who crossdressed were straight. Most of them did it for fun and to express themselves. To feel powerful. More alive. They wanted to become the goddesses they most admired, if only for a moment.

Teresa looked at Cleveland in a new light after everything she read. She cleaned her house for hours, wondering if she could accept this side of him. From what she’d read, Cleveland’s desire to dress as a woman was natural. Those urges would be a part of him no matter who he dated.

The house was sparkling when Teresa decided she could accept Cleveland, but he’d have to leave that other woman behind.

Who was she, anyway? Teresa tried not to think about her, but now the woman was raging in her mind. Her blonde hair. Her petite body. The way she’d been moaning Cleveland’s name. The sound of her voice burned Teresa’s ears. Teresa covered her ears as though she could block out the sounds of her memory.

It wasn’t fair. How come she got Cleveland? How come they had sex in the office? It’d been Teresa’s dream to have Cleveland on his desk for ages. Now she’d have to burn it and make him buy a new one.

Teresa didn’t know how, but she was going to have Cleveland. She was going to make him hers. They only knew each other on a professional level, but it was so easy to talk to him and work with him. Teresa wanted to move their relationship beyond the professional. She wanted more and planned on getting it.
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Monday arrived. Cleveland dreaded entering the office on his drive to work, but he couldn’t avoid the inevitable forever. He couldn’t fire Teresa without causing a storm. He thought about making her work from home again but needed her in the office when he had meetings.

Cleveland took a deep breath when he pulled into his parking space outside their office. He wished it were Thursday again to rewind the clock and have Margo meet him at his house like they usually did instead of having sex in an office where many people had the key.

Cleveland got out of his car and meandered on his way to the office building, counting weeds in the grass. He couldn’t stay outside forever, though, so he swallowed his pride and opened the door. What he found on the other side shook him to the core.

Teresa was working, his coffee and biscotti setting at the edge of her desk. She didn’t even glance in his direction, but he could sense she felt his presence. What game was she playing? Why wasn’t anyone looking at him? Had she not told anyone? Was his secret still safe?

Cleveland watched everyone in the room as he walked toward Teresa’s desk. They were all acting normal, as though it were any other Monday. Even Brian smiled when he saw Cleveland. He patted Cleveland on the shoulder and said, “we’re on track to get back that account. Told you I could sweet talk them.”

“That’s awesome,” Cleveland said, feeling like he was in an alternate reality.

“Morning, boss. How was your weekend?” Teresa asked when Cleveland reached her desk.

He swallowed. “It was fine,” he said. “About last week—”

“Don’t mention it,” Teresa said with a wave of her hand. “We all have needs. I should have called.”

“No,” Cleveland said with a shake of the head. “Feel free to come by the office any time. It won’t happen again.”

Teresa smiled and met Cleveland’s eye, showing no signs of judgment. She turned her attention back to her computer screen. “Don’t forget your coffee and biscotti.”

“Right,” Cleveland said. He grabbed the items Teresa had prepared for him, like she did every other morning. “Have I ever told you that you’re the best?”

“You could say it more often,” Teresa said with a smile. “I left notes on your desk. Your first meeting starts in half an hour if you want to get ready.”

“Thanks,” Cleveland said and went into his office to review his notes with his coffee and biscotti, feeling victorious. He settled into his day with no idea of what was to come, but Teresa had plans. If only he knew how much she was laughing behind his back that day.

***

It was nearing the end of the workday when Teresa knocked on Cleveland’s office door.

“Boss, do you have a minute?”

“Anything for you,” Cleveland said with a smile.

Teresa entered the room and closed the door. She was holding the handles of a small paper bag. Teresa glanced at the seat across from Cleveland, and he told her to sit.

“What did you want to talk about, Teresa?”

Teresa looked around the room. She’d been in Cleveland’s office a million times, but she’d never been in it after seeing him between the legs of a naked woman on his desk. Teresa’s gaze lingered on where they’d been. Cleveland seemed to notice and cleared his throat.

“I thought we’d come to an understanding.”

Teresa had as well, but then jealousy clouded her thoughts. “Who was she? Your girlfriend?”

“Not exactly,” Cleveland said. He didn’t know how to explain to his assistant that he paid a woman to fuck him while he dressed up in women’s clothing. “She’s a friend.”

Teresa disregarded the hesitation in Cleveland’s voice, seeing her opening. Her opportunity to steal his heart. She didn’t want Cleveland seeing that woman anymore, whether she was a good friend or a casual acquaintance.

“I got you a gift,” Teresa said. She lifted the bag and placed it on the desk between them.

“What is it?” Cleveland asked as he grabbed the bag.

“Open it.”

Cleveland parted the paper bag to find a small white box tied with a pink ribbon. He pulled it out, wondering what Teresa might have bought. He was nervous that it was a prank. Nervous he would find a photo or tape of him in a compromising position. What he found surprised him even more than a piece of blackmail.

“These are gorgeous,” Cleveland said as he lifted a pair of purple panties from the box. They were more lavender than violet. Soft to the touch with an intricate design. “Why did you get them?” Cleveland felt guarded and exposed. He hated how Teresa had seen him. He hated she knew how much he loved the panties she’d gifted him.

“I wanted to get you something nice to let you know I understand.”

“What do you understand?”

“Your desire to wear these,” Teresa said and reached forward to touch the panties.

Cleveland stilled when Teresa looked into his eyes. He thought he’d gotten away from Thursday night unscathed, but Teresa clearly had different plans. She had forgotten nothing.

“How much will it cost to keep you quiet?”

Teresa sat back in her chair, looking offended. She placed a hand on her chest. “How could you ask such a question, Cleveland? If I’d wanted to share your secret, I would have done it over the weekend. I would have taken a photo, and I wouldn’t have given you this gift.”

Cleveland glanced at the purple panties, feeling crazed. He hated how out of control he felt, and he hated how it could have been avoided by having Margo meet him at his house instead of at the office. He’d been so confident and cocky, and now he was a fucking mess.

“What do you want? Nobody can know about what you saw. Brian would kill me.”

Teresa imagined what she could have by hanging this secret over Cleveland’s head, but none of those fantasies compared to the one that kept her awake at night. She wanted Cleveland’s heart. She wanted his children. His future. The crossdressing didn’t matter to her, as long as they were honest with each other.

“I want a chance,” she said.

“At what? A promotion?”

Teresa shook her head. “I want us to go on a date. I like you, Cleveland.”

“You do?” Cleveland asked. He glanced at the panties, seeing them in a new light. He lifted his eyes, staring at Teresa and seeing her as more than a secretary. Was she someone who could accept him? Was she someone he could love?

Teresa nodded. “I’ve liked you for a long time, and all I want is a date for my silence. What do you say?”

Cleveland grinned. “We can do that,” he said. “How about tomorrow after work?”

“Can’t wait,” Teresa said and stood. “I’ll make us a reservation.”
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Teresa was waiting at a restaurant for Cleveland. They’d left from the office separately to avoid rousing suspicions. They didn’t want people at the office gossiping when they weren’t even sure they’d like each other, but Teresa had high hopes. She knew Cleveland and knew she really liked him.

Cleveland arrived at the time they’d discussed, fifteen minutes after Teresa. He was beaming when he walked into the room. He gave Teresa a hug and took a seat across from her.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” he said with a short laugh.

“Likewise,” Teresa said. She’d dreamed of going on a date with Cleveland for ages, but never thought it’d happen. He’d always avoided her advances. Now she thought she knew why, but what if he’d avoided her because he didn’t like her? What if he thought she was ugly?

Silence filled the first few minutes of their date as they focused on the menus in front of them. They couldn’t avoid each other much longer after placing an order for drinks and appetizers.

“So,” Teresa said.

“So,” Cleveland mimicked.

They chuckled. “Do you think I’m ugly?” Teresa asked when she couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“What?” Cleveland had a stricken expression. “No, of course not. Why would you ask that?”

“I don’t know,” Teresa said. She ran a finger up and down the side of her water glass, wiping away the condensation that’d formed. “I feel like some of my advances have been obvious, and you never respond to them.”

Cleveland shrugged. He’d noticed Teresa bending a little too low or sticking her ass a little too high in the air, but he had chosen not to say anything. She was an amazing assistant. He honestly didn’t know what he’d do without her organizing his life, and he never thought she’d accept the panties he wore beneath his suits, so he said nothing. He did nothing.

“Oh, yeah. I didn’t want you to think I was crossing a line, but I definitely noticed and always liked what I saw.”

Teresa nodded. “That’s fair. You’re a gentleman.”

“I try,” Cleveland said.

The server returned with the drinks and appetizers they’d ordered. They clinked their glasses together, taking a sip and sharing what they thought about their drinks. Cleveland’s was sweet for his taste, but Teresa loved hers.

“Are you wearing the panties I bought you?” Teresa asked after a few bites of food, catching Cleveland off-guard.

He covered his mouth as he chewed and swallowed, chuckling when he caught a breath of air. “I am. They’re quite a lovely pair.”

“That’s amazing,” Teresa said. “We don’t have to tonight, but I’d love to see you wearing panties.”

“Haven’t you already?”

Teresa narrowed her eyes, envisioning the moment she’d caught Cleveland with his dick hanging out the side of his panties. She avoided remembering it because of the blonde with spread legs on his desk. It engulfed her in a fury of envy.

“Do I need to worry about that woman you were with, Cleveland? I never want to find you like that again, if I’m being honest.”

Cleveland folded his lips. It’d been a long time since he dated. It’d been a long time since he let a woman this close to his heart, and Teresa was quickly sinking her claws into his psyche. He’d wanted a woman to give him panties like she had for as long as he could remember.

If Cleveland didn’t stop himself, his mind ran wild with possibilities of a future with Teresa. A future where she bought him a bunch of womanly treasures. A future where he could be himself and have someone to love.

“Promise not to judge me?”

“What?”

“The woman I was with is Margo. I hired her for the night,” Cleveland said.

Teresa had been taking a drink and nearly choked on some liquid that slid down the wrong pipe. “You hired her?”

Cleveland swallowed, feeling embarrassed, but he wanted Teresa to know the truth. He wanted her to know that she wouldn’t have to worry if they got serious. He was more worried about them working together than about him calling Margo. If he had someone like Teresa, why would he need to look elsewhere?

“Yeah, I did. I’ve been a client of hers for over a year. She’s clean and doesn’t judge me for… you know.”

“I see,” Teresa said, sipping her drink. She didn’t know what to say. She didn’t love that Cleveland felt like he had to hire women, but then she thought it was probably easier than going out on dates. “Promise not to see her while we’re dating?”

“I promise,” Cleveland said. He reached across the table and laced his fingers with Teresa’s. “Promise not to tell people at the office that we’re dating?”

“Yes,” Teresa said with a nod. She lifted her glass. “To keeping what we have a secret.”

“To keeping it a secret and having fun,” Cleveland said before clinking his glass with Teresa’s. They smiled at each other and took a drink. They lost themselves talking about everything except work and Cleveland’s love of wearing women’s clothing.

Hours passed before they left the restaurant. They both felt lighter. Happier. They now had a deeper connection than what they shared at work.

Cleveland stood in front of his mirror when he got home and appreciated those lavender panties more than any pair that’d come before them.
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Sneaking around work was becoming more tantalizing by the day. Teresa got wet every time Cleveland showed her a glimpse of his panties. He got hard every time she brushed his skin with the back of her hand. They hadn’t had sex yet, but they’d gotten together one night for drinks after work. It ended in the hottest kiss of their lives.

Over a week had passed since their first date. They were both eager to take what they had to the next level. Teresa wanted Cleveland to fuck her, and he wanted to give her every inch he had.

“Teresa, could you come here for a second?” Cleveland hollered from his office.

Teresa glanced around the room, but nobody paid them any attention. She felt so naughty for dating the boss without anyone knowing. Not Brian. Not Glenn, the office manager. Maricruz, another secretary and Teresa’s friend, didn’t know. Nobody knew, which made Teresa drip with desire when entered Cleveland’s office.

“Would you close the door?”

Teresa grinned and shut the door behind her. “Is there something you needed to say?”

“There’s something I needed to show you,” he said and glanced at his lap.

Teresa chuckled when she found Cleveland without pants and wearing the pair of panties that she’d bought him. They were tight around his package and left little to the imagination. She licked her lips after her brief laughter subsided, hungry to have Cleveland’s cock between her lips.

Teresa coughed into her fist and took a step away from Cleveland’s desk to steady herself. She couldn’t let his delicious cock distract her, no matter how badly she wanted to lick it. If anyone was licking anything, Cleveland was about to get on his knees and give her some head.

“Those look great on you, Cleveland, but I’m rather busy if you don’t need anything.”

Cleveland sighed, sitting upright. “Sorry, you’re right. I was wondering if you wanted to come over to my place tonight. We could watch a movie. Order food. You could dress me up in whatever you wanted,” Cleveland said with a hopeful look on his face.

Teresa considered his offer. It was clearly a bit selfish on his part, but it’d also give her the chance to see where he lived. She could check out his closet and make him wear the sluttiest thing he owned, and she knew what to do if he got too frisky. If it got to that point, she’d be the one moaning and screaming his name.

Not Margo.

“Fine,” Teresa said. “We can hang out tonight.”

“Awesome,” Cleveland said.

“Can I get back to work now?”

“Yeah. Don’t you like my panties, though?”

“They’re cute,” Teresa said and walked out of the room, returning to her desk with a wild smile on her face.

***

Teresa pulled up to Cleveland’s house later that evening, feeling overwhelmed that she’d gotten this far without messing up their budding relationship. She told herself to be calm as she turned off her car and opened the door. Whatever happened would happen. She had agreed to dress Cleveland up and couldn’t judge him, no matter how big his collection of women’s clothing might be.

“You made it,” Cleveland said when he opened the door. “Welcome to my home.”

Teresa swallowed as she followed Cleveland into his house. It was decorated simply and more masculine than Teresa would have assumed. She ran her finger along a piece of wooden furniture on her way to a sofa in the living room.

“Would you like wine? Water? Tea?”

“I’ll have a glass of wine if you’re having one.”

“Would you mind helping me change first? I’d love to have wine with you, like we’re just girlfriends in for a night at home.”

“Where’s your closet?” Teresa asked. She was frightened to see it, but she wasn’t turning back after coming this far. It wasn’t like Cleveland had surprised her. He’d asked her to pick out an outfit before agreeing to the date.

“I’ll lead the way.” Cleveland put out his hand. They stood from the couch and went to his bedroom. He’d had the closet custom made a few years after moving into the house. “What do you think?” he asked when they stepped inside.

Teresa looked around, taking in the massive collection of shoes and accessories. He had more than Teresa did, many times over. She didn’t know how to feel. It was a lot. It was overwhelming.

“Is it too much?” Cleveland asked. He came up to her from behind, placing his hands on her shoulders. “I know I have a lot of clothes, but you could look around. You might find something. Some of these are too small for me now. I never throw away anything. Each piece tells a story. They’re like little memory keepers, bookmarking my years. You know?”

Teresa nodded slowly. “Yeah, I guess.” She took a step away from Cleveland, focusing on the clothes. She flipped through them. They were organized by season and color. Four neat rainbows on each wall of the room. Drawers of goodies between them. A display of accessories on the most visible wall. Shoes on another. Wigs across the top. “You must have spent a fortune.”

“Some people collect shoes. Others collect music. This is my collection,” Cleveland said as a blush crossed his face.

“How long have you been gathering all this?”

“The collection started fifteen years ago when I was twenty.” Cleveland crossed the closet. He grabbed a faded denim skirt. “This is my first piece. Someone had abandoned it for days in the laundry room of a building where I lived, tempting me. I took it after I couldn’t handle the temptation and spent all night modeling in the mirror.”

Teresa took the skirt from Cleveland. She ran her hand across the soft, worn fabric. He had to have worn the skirt a million times by the way it looked. Frayed at the edges. Soft on the bottom. “This started it all?”

“More or less,” Cleveland said with a grin. “It’s grown into quite the collection, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah, but I don’t mind. Did you use panties the first time you wore this skirt?” Teresa asked.

Cleveland grinned and reached out to take it from her. “No, I didn’t have panties then, so I went commando and have never made my dick rawer than that night in my entire life.”

Teresa laughed and walked around the closet, moving the hangers as she pleased to inspect the designs. She couldn’t believe everything that Cleveland had. It would take her hours to go through it all, and she hadn’t come here to browse clothing.

“What are you in the mood to wear?” Teresa asked.

“Whatever you find will do,” he said.

“Summer? Fall? Winter?”

“It’s much too hot for winter, but you could pick from spring or fall if you’d like. I could handle a light-weight sleeve.”

Teresa tapped her lips as she skimmed over the clothes. She didn’t know what to choose, so she closed her eyes and ran around the room, counting to seven before she stopped. Her hand landed on a light-weight black sweater, which was right next to a black skirt.

“These are perfect.” Teresa pulled the pair off the rod, holding them in the air. “What do you think?”

“How about we pair those with some heels and colorful stockings? Silver jewelry,” Cleveland said as he held up the outfit. It was one he’d worn before, but it’d been several years since he bought the outfit and added it to his closet.

“Whatever you think is best,” Teresa said. She was excited to dress Cleveland up and watch his transformation. They took everything and went to the bathroom. “How can I help?”

“Talk to me,” Cleveland said. “Treat me like one of your girlfriends.”

Teresa took a seat on the edge of the tub and thought about what she might talk about if one of her girlfriends were in the room, and then she thought about something she’d read in the news about a basketball player cheating on his wife with a slew of girls.

They talked about what they’d do if someone cheated on them and screamed about how stupid the wife was for going back to the man.

Teresa laughed, taken aback by how far Cleveland had come in his transformation while they were talking. He turned toward her and looked like a different person. His face was powdered and smooth. His eyes looked brighter with the black highlights from his eyeliner.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“You’re beautiful,” she said.

“Don’t lie to a girl.” Cleveland purred and placed a hand on his chest.

“Never.”

Cleveland put on his wig and heels. He was already wearing his outfit with a breast form beneath it, looking absolutely womanly when he walked away from the mirror. He took Teresa’s hand and led her toward the bedroom, eager to taste her, but she stopped him.

“You’re missing two things.”

“What’s that?” Cleveland asked.

“Your wine and some nail polish,” she said.

Cleveland squealed. “You’re right. Excellent call. Meet me in the living room. I’ll grab everything we need,” he said.

Teresa walked to the sofa, plopping down, eager to see where the night would take her.

***

“How did I do?” Cleveland asked.

Teresa held up her hand, stretching out her fingers. She’d chosen a light pink to use on her nails. “They look perfect,” she said. “My turn to do yours.”

“I can’t decide between purple or blue. What do you think I should do?”

“We could flip a coin.”

“No,” Cleveland blurted. “I want blue. It’s prettier.”

It was closer to turquoise than blue, and it looked great with Cleveland’s outfit. He nodded and took a sip of his wine after Teresa painted the first nail. It didn’t take her long to finish. Cleveland blew on his nails as they sat next to each other, watching TV and sipping their wine, sexual tension brewing in the air.

“I love these nails,” Cleveland said after setting his glass of wine on the table. “They’re gorgeous. I always forget to paint them when I feminize myself.”

Teresa rubbed the curve of her glass. Cleveland was so different from any man she’d dated. He was clearly attracted to her. She could feel it when they kissed, but here they were painting their nails and drinking wine together, gossiping about celebrities and stuff they watched on TV.

“How often do you feminize yourself?”

“Once a week, I’d guess. Sometimes more, sometimes less. It depends on my mood and how stressed I am at work.”

“Do you dress up more when you’re stressed or relaxed?”

“Stressed,” Cleveland said. He thought back to the night he’d had after getting the call from one of his biggest accounts to inform him they were shopping for other firms. Brian was getting them back, but he’d probably have to give the clients something juicy to renew the contract with their firm.

“How do you feel now? Stressed?”

Cleveland reached over and touched Teresa’s thigh. “How could I feel stressed with you sitting next to me? You relax me. I know you’re my assistant, but you should know I think the world of you. The afternoon you first came into my office with your folder of papers, dressed to the ten.”

Cleveland bit his lip as the memory washed over him. He’d fallen in love with Teresa during that interview. She’d been so poised and witty, answering each of Cleveland’s questions with intelligence and sophistication.

“Yeah?” Teresa asked. All she could remember about the interview was how terribly her stomach was cramping and how badly she wanted to run to the bathroom to gag. “I was so nervous that day.”

“You handled yourself beautifully. I was lucky to have found you and would have been a fool not to hire you.”

Teresa grinned, covering her face as her lips spread wider. “You’re too kind.”

Cleveland scooted closer to Teresa. He had to taste her. He had to feel her against him. “You undervalue yourself, Teresa. You’re a star in the making.”

Teresa chuckled. “A star what? Assistant? I love my job and don’t want to look for a new one. I love working at our office.”

“If you say so, but I think you could run an empire.” Cleveland moved closer until their foreheads were touching.

“Thanks,” Teresa said. She stared into Cleveland’s eyes, as though she were seeing into his soul. He might have been in women’s clothing, but she could see the handsome boss she’d fallen in love with beneath what he was wearing. “Your words inspire me.”

Cleveland was burning with desire for Teresa. He’d done so well staying away, but now she’d let him into her life. She’d accepted his urges to dress as a woman. She’d even picked out the outfit he was wearing. Black on black with silver accents. Beautiful blue nails.

“I can make my mouth inspire you in different ways,” Cleveland said as he rubbed Teresa’s leg.

She glanced at Cleveland, seeing an intense desire in his eyes. She wanted him as much as it looked like he wanted her, so she let her reservations fly out the window. “How so?”

“Why don’t I show you instead of us talking about it?” Cleveland sunk to his knees. He tossed the necklace he was wearing over his shoulder before reaching forward to rid Teresa of her bottoms. Cleveland moaned when he revealed her pussy, enamored by its beauty. “Wow.”

“What?” Teresa asked in a nervous voice. She reached down to cover her womanhood, but Cleveland stopped her.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “I love what I see. Don’t you know how beautiful your pussy is?”

Teresa blushed and used her hands to cover her eyes, feeling on edge until Cleveland’s mouth made contact with her pussy. Her worries vanished as she lost herself in the pleasure Cleveland’s soft lips provided. He made gentle love to her pussy with his mouth, giving her more pleasure than any man ever had before him.

“Oh,” Teresa hollered. “Fuck.”

Cleveland listened to Teresa’s moans, reaching up his skirt to stroke his hardening dick. He wanted to bury it in Teresa’s sweet cunt, but tonight wasn’t the night. Cleveland would please Teresa with his tongue. She tried to push him away, but he knew it was only because she wanted to cum.

“Don’t resist. Cum for me,” Cleveland said.

Teresa glanced at him. His feminized face was wet with her juices. They smeared his makeup. Teresa nodded and dropped her head. She wouldn’t resist.

Cleveland got back to work, lapping up her sweet juices. She tasted incredible, like a waterfall of honey water. Cleveland closed his eyes as he slid his tongue over her warm womanhood. He savored her scent on his nose. He could lick Teresa forever, but she wouldn’t last that long.

Teresa’s back arched. Liquid from the puddle beneath her flowed between her parted thighs, making her slide as she pushed her pussy against Cleveland’s mouth.

“Don’t hold back.” Cleveland lifted his thumb to rub her clit as he squeezed her thigh with his other hand.

“I… won’t…” Teresa said before letting out a window-shattering moan. She grabbed the back of Cleveland’s head and held him against her pussy as she came harder than she had in years. She didn’t let Cleveland go until her body went limp, collapsing onto the bed behind her. “Damn, that was good.”

Cleveland didn’t bother wiping his face as he lifted his body. He hiked up his skirt and pulled his dick out the side of his panties. He stroked it as he watched Teresa, shaking her head back and forth, as though she were still cumming.

“How do you feel?” he asked as he rubbed his cock.

“Amazing,” she said. “I want to help you cum, but—”

“Don’t worry. You don’t need to lift a finger.” Cleveland bit his lip as his balls tightened. He watched Teresa, amazed by how comfortable she looked in his bed. She turned her face. Their eyes met. Then her gaze dropped to where he was holding his cock.

“Why don’t you come over here and use my mouth a little?”

Cleveland grinned and walked to the edge of the bed. Teresa scooted closer until she could reach the tip of his cock. She parted her lips and took him into her mouth, sucking on his dick until Cleveland grunted and pulled out of her mouth.

He held out his hand and came all over it. Teresa was wet all over again watching him, but she could wait until next time. The head he’d given her was more than satisfying.

Cleveland cleaned up and joined Teresa in bed. He didn’t take off his skirt or the jewels or anything else. He slept just as he was, and the whole womanly thing was kind of growing on Teresa. She loved how happy Cleveland looked when he got dressed up. She loved how comfortable he looked wearing the skirt, the heels, and everything else.

Teresa hadn’t envisioned her life with Cleveland like this, but what she was discovering might be better than anything she could have imagined.
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Teresa and Cleveland couldn’t get enough of sneaking around the office. It’d been days since Cleveland gave her head. She wanted to do more, but he gave her the best head every time they had sex. Teresa thought he just didn’t want to take off his pretty outfits, but he was completely naked the last time and still nothing.

“Teresa, could you come here a second?”

Teresa grinned as she stood from her desk. She loved when Cleveland called her to the office because there was sexual tension in everything they said. They still got their jobs done, but all they really wanted was to play dress up and make love.

“What did you need, boss?” Teresa asked, leaning in the doorway.

“Come inside and close the door.”

Teresa wiped her tongue across her lip. “Boss, I’m super busy preparing notes for your next meeting.”

Cleveland chuckled at Teresa’s pouty voice. She was so adorable when she was trying to get her way. He hated how they had to hide what they had. He hated how much of his life he had to hide from his coworkers and his friends and his family. At least he could be himself with Teresa. It meant more than she knew.

“It’ll only be a second. Come in and have a seat. There’s a serious question I’d like to ask you.”

Teresa walked across the room and pulled out the chair, sitting across from Cleveland. “Hurry, I don’t have long.”

Cleveland smirked. He loved how Teresa teased him. He took a deep breath to prepare himself, so afraid the question he wanted to ask might drive Teresa from his life. “Promise you won’t judge me for asking you this.”

“How can I promise anything without knowing what you’ll ask?”

“I’m just nervous you might leave me. You’ve been so incredible, and I want us to grow closer, which is why I must ask this. It’s been on my mind since the first time we hung out.”

“The chances are high that I won’t judge you.”

Cleveland nodded. He gripped the edge of his desk to steady himself. “How would you feel about going to dinner with me dressed as a woman?”

Teresa sighed, relieved this was all Cleveland wanted. “I wouldn’t mind at all. When should we go shopping?”

“You’re the best,” Cleveland said. “Why don’t we go after work?”

“Okay, but we’ll have to do dinner another night. I have a class at the gym later.”

“Sure, sounds good. I love you, Teresa.”

Teresa was half out of her chair, but Cleveland’s words stopped her cold. She plopped back into the seat. Cleveland looked about as shocked as she felt when their eyes met.

“You what?”

Cleveland chuckled nervously. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to say that, but it’s true. I love you, Teresa. I’ve been falling more in love with you by the day.”

Teresa licked her lips. She wanted to say the words, but she’d been hurt every other time she ever said them to a man, so why would this time be different? Why did they have to risk losing everything they were building just to say the ‘L’ word?

“I feel the same, but I’m afraid to say the words.”

Cleveland nodded. He was hurt, but he wouldn’t stop loving Teresa. “It’s okay, Teresa. I understand. You can say it whenever you’re ready. It was honestly a slip of the tongue. You offering to shop with me sent me over the edge.”

“It’s okay,” Teresa said. She had recovered from the initial shock. She wanted to say the words because she felt them, but not here. Not at work. Not when Cleveland was supposed to be her boss, and she was supposed to be his secretary. “If you don’t mind,” Teresa said and pointed at the door.

“I’ll email you if I need something. See you after work,” Cleveland said with a bright smile.

“See you then,” Teresa said and slipped out of Cleveland’s office. She sat in her chair, halfway between flattered and confused. She buried herself in work because it was the only way she could get through the day without running into Cleveland’s office and making a fool of herself trying to explain why she couldn’t say three simple words.

***

“What do you think of this?” Teresa said. She was holding up a sage dress that would look great with a pair of tan heels they’d found that fit Cleveland’s feet perfectly. Cleveland couldn’t get enough of the heels after walking around in them.

Teresa saw some women glancing at them, but she couldn’t care less. They were jealous because her boyfriend was cuter than their imaginary ones.

“I don’t know. I was hoping for something more classic, but I don’t want it to wash me out. Maybe a navy…” Cleveland’s voice trailed off as he spotted something a few garments down. He slithered and pulled it off the rack.

“A knee-length navy dress with a fitted waist,” Cleveland said as he held the dress he’d found against his body. He petted the fabric with his free hand, loving how soft it felt. He stuck his hand inside the dress and got a little hard when he discovered it was even softer than the outside. “Isn’t it beautiful? What do you think?”

“It’s pretty, but won’t your shoulders look broad in it?”

Cleveland ran his fingers along the thin straps. “Yes, these straps are unfortunate, but I have the perfect scarf to wear with this. It’s about the same color as the shoes too, so it’ll pull everything together.”

“It’s a beautiful dress,” Teresa said. “I hate to leave you, but I have to get going if I’m going to make this class at the gym.”

“Don’t worry,” Cleveland said. “I have no problems paying for this dress myself. So, we’ll have our date this weekend?”

“That’s the plan,” Teresa said. She would have to wear one of her nicer outfits if she wanted to look half as stylish as Cleveland would. He had countless accessories. Far more than Teresa ever cared to own, but he was her man. She loved him, even if she couldn’t find the words to say it yet.

“Perfect. See you tomorrow,” said Cleveland.

“Bye,” Teresa said and kissed Cleveland on the cheek. She glanced over her shoulder once on the way out the door, but Cleveland was too engrossed shopping to notice her leave.
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Cleveland had left the office early to get ready for their date. Teresa planned on stopping by her house before meeting Cleveland, but she took less time to get ready. There were only a few people left in the office when Teresa finally gathered her stuff to leave.

Glenn, the office manager, stopped her on the way out. “Hey, Teresa. Do you mind if we chat for a second?”

“Sure. I’m kind of in a rush, but what’s up?”

Glenn was a boisterous gay man, who often commanded a room, so it was rather unsettling to hear him speak in a low voice. “Everyone in the office has been talking.”

“About work?”

Glenn frowned. Teresa knew where this conversation was heading, but she didn’t want to answer any questions. As far as everyone in the office was concerned, she was nothing except Cleveland’s assistant. “They’ve been talking about people at work,” Glenn said in a tone far sassier than Teresa appreciated.

“People love to talk. Am I in trouble, Glenn? I’m going to be late for a class at my gym,” Teresa said. There was no class, but she wanted to get out of the office. She didn’t want to hear what people had been saying. She’d noticed a shift in her coworkers. They looked at her differently, as though they were studying her every move. They watched even more closely when she was talking to Cleveland.

“Are you dating Cleveland? Everyone thinks you two have been acting differently, and—”

“Isn’t this a question you should ask Cleveland? Why are you coming to me? Why didn’t you go to Cleveland?”

Glenn pressed his lips. “I wanted to make sure that you’re okay.”

“Cleveland and I have a professional working relationship. Nothing is going on between us,” Teresa said in the most agitated voice she could muster. She didn’t want to leave any doubt in Glenn’s mind. She wanted to squash every rumor. “Do you understand?”

Glenn took a step away from Teresa. “I understand,” he said.

“Perfect.” Teresa pushed past Glenn and stomped on her way out the door. She got in her car, feeling more panicked than excited. She’d been eager to see Cleveland in his dress all day, but Glenn’s questioning completely killed her spirit.

Teresa took a moment to gather herself before starting her car to head home. She got dressed, amping herself up for dinner with Cleveland. They’d been so excited about tonight, but Teresa couldn’t shake the feeling that problems were waiting for them around the bend. How long could they keep what they had a secret when everyone was whispering behind their backs?

***

Cleveland was nervous as he waited in his car outside the restaurant. Teresa had messaged to say she was on her way. He couldn’t go inside without her. This date was his idea, but it’d only been a fantasy. He’d half expected Teresa to say no.

Teresa pulled up next to him a few minutes later. She waved, looking gorgeous behind the window. Cleveland watched as she climbed out of her car, still too nervous to open his door. Teresa was wearing a simple black dress with black kitten heels, looking effortlessly beautiful. She walked over to Cleveland’s car and knocked on the window.

“Are you coming out? We’re going to be late for our reservation,” she said.

Cleveland glanced down at the dress and scarf he was wearing. The perfect heels on his feet. He had to get out of the car. Where was his courage? He’d shaved and spent over an hour perfecting his makeup to cover up the hard edges of his masculinity.

“Come on, Cleveland. You look incredible, and they’re waiting for us.”

Cleveland nodded and pulled his key out of the ignition. He opened the car door and swung one leg out of his car, taking Teresa’s hand. She helped him to his feet, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

“To everyone here, we’re girlfriends out for dinner. They won’t know any different.”

Cleveland was doubtful, but he’d take Teresa’s word for it. She grabbed his hand and led him toward the door. A host greeted them when they walked inside, not seeming to notice how Cleveland was a man dressed as a woman.

“This is incredible,” Cleveland said when he took a seat in the booth. He glanced around the room. Some guys at a far table were checking them out, but nobody else was paying them any attention. Cleveland turned his head back to Teresa before the guys noticed he wasn’t who he seemed.

“Have you gone out in public before?”

“I’ve driven around in my car dressed up, but I’ve never had the courage to get out of it. Thank you for coming here with me, Teresa. You surprise me every day.”

“These are the things we do for people we love,” Teresa said with a soft smile, saying the words she wanted without uttering them.

Cleveland understood what she meant. He reached across the table to touch her hand. Teresa didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away or care if everything in the restaurant thought they were lesbians. Cleveland was living his best life, and she was there with him, living hers. She could feel the excitement in his body as his fingertips brushed the inside of her arm.

“Should we share a bottle of wine?” Cleveland asked.

“I’d love that.”

Cleveland lifted his hand to call over the server, feeling much more confident now that he’d made it into the restaurant. He gestured for Teresa to make the choice. She chose a bottle of white from Washington state. They went ahead and ordered their dinners after their server went over the specials. They both wanted the vegetarian lasagna.

“Cheers,” they said after their server poured them two glasses.

“This is delicious wine,” Cleveland said after taking a sip. “Do you drink much?”

“Not often,” Teresa said. “I went to a wine event once though, and we had some wine from Washington that I really liked. Guess we got lucky.”

“Luck seems to follow us wherever we go,” Cleveland said.

They ate their lasagnas and drank their white wine, chatting about news articles they’d read throughout the day. Some economy, some politics, and a lot of celebrity gossip. They couldn’t stop laughing. People glanced at them, but they didn’t care.

“Should we get out of here? I have dessert at the park planned for us,” Cleveland said.

“You’re amazing,” Teresa said.

Cleveland called over the server and handed him his credit card. He signed the receipt and led Teresa to his car. He opened the door for her and waited until she slid inside, feeling like the luckiest man in the world for being out on the town in a beautiful dress with a beautiful woman. Could life get any better?

***

“Let me feed you the chocolate,” Cleveland said. He broke off a piece and guided it to Teresa’s lips, loving how gorgeous they looked with the pink gloss she’d applied. “How is it?”

“Delicious,” Teresa said with a giggle. “Feed me another.”

Cleveland’s dick jumped as he broke off another piece of chocolate to put in Teresa’s mouth.

“Mm,” Teresa said as she chewed and swallowed the chocolate. She loved being out with Cleveland. He looked gorgeous in his navy dress and tan heels. The scarf he had draped over his shoulders was fabulous. She wished she could enjoy this moment more, but Glenn approaching her floated around in the back of her mind, clouding her bliss.

“What’s wrong?” Cleveland asked when Teresa had gone a bit without speaking. She was tearing off pieces of grass, seemingly lost in another world.

“It’s nothing,” Teresa said. She didn’t want to have this conversation. She didn’t want to worry Cleveland. He didn’t need the stress when his job was already stressful enough.

Cleveland scooted closer to Teresa. “Why are you lying? I can tell something is wrong. Why won’t you tell me?”

“I don’t want to upset you,” she said.

“There’s little you could say to upset me,” he said.

Teresa looked at Cleveland, staring into the eyes she’d grown to love. The ones that brought her comfort every time she saw them. “It’s about Glenn. He came up to me on my way to the restaurant and asked if we’ve been seeing each other. He says people in the office have been talking.”

Cleveland’s gaze hardened. “What? Are you serious?”

“Yes, but don’t worry. I told him we weren’t dating and that he was asking inappropriate questions.”

“Teresa,” Cleveland said in a tense voice. “We both know this could become a problem.”

“Only if we make it one,” she said. “That’s not necessary, though. I told Glenn what he needed to hear.”

Cleveland had been having the most incredible time on his date in the park, but now the blanket beneath him felt like a burning pit of lava. He felt like he was sinking into the depths of the world, like he’d never be able to reach the surface again.

“We can’t keep seeing each other, Teresa. It’s too dangerous. Brian could force me out of the company. You could lose your job.”

The charm in the air had evaporated. Teresa sat upright, wishing she’d said nothing to ruin their date. She could have carried the secret. She could have waited until another day. It was Cleveland’s first time out as a woman, and he couldn’t even enjoy himself. She had ruined their evening. The sun was setting, and now they wouldn’t go to bed happy.

“How can you say that, Cleveland? We can’t break up. Not now. Not after everything we’ve been through.”

Cleveland didn’t want to end what he had with Teresa, but he couldn’t see any other way. His job was too important. He had too much invested in the firm. Even if Teresa was his soul mate, he would have to let her go. The timing wasn’t right. It would never be.

Cleveland turned his head. He couldn’t look Teresa in the eye. It would break his heart. “I’m sorry, Teresa, but it’s the way things have to be.”

Teresa felt her heart shatter. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Teresa thought she’d found something special with Cleveland. She thought they were going somewhere, but he’d flinched at the first sign of trouble. He’d tossed her to the side instead of coming up with a plan to dampen their problems.

Part of Teresa wanted to argue. Part of her wanted to fight for Cleveland’s love, but he was clearly too frightened to think rationally, so all she did was ask a simple question.

“You’re hurting me right now. Are you sure this is what you want, Cleveland?”

Cleveland looked at Teresa. His eyes were red and puffy, and his makeup was smudged, but that didn’t stop him from nodding. “Yes, Teresa, I’m sure. I hate that it has to be like this, but Brian and I have already had enough issues. I can’t add dating my secretary to the pile.”

The word ‘secretary’ stung more than it ever had before. “I think it’s time you take me back to my car,” Teresa said.

“Yeah, let’s go.” Cleveland stood.

They gathered everything without speaking another word. They left without saying goodbye. The ending to their evening broke Teresa’s heart, but what could she do? Cleveland had given her a clear answer. He didn’t want her. Not enough to fight for her.

Teresa was broken now, but she’d pick up the pieces with time. This heartbreak wouldn’t stop her. It would teach her.

Better guarded than shattered.
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Cleveland walked into the office several days after he and Teresa had broken up at the park. He was hoping to see a coffee and biscotti waiting for him on her desk when he turned the corner, but they weren’t there. Teresa hadn’t taken any extra steps since their falling out, and it was driving Cleveland crazy.

“Morning, boss.”

“Teresa, can we talk?”

“Of course,” Teresa said in a cool voice. The tension between them was even thicker than it had been when they were sleeping behind everyone’s backs. How was this not more obvious than what was going on between them prior? “Tell me what you’d like to say. You have a meeting in ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes? Isn’t that a bit early?”

“Brian asked if you had extra time, and I assured him you did. Should I cancel the meeting?”

Cleveland clenched his jaw. “No, that won’t be a problem. Could you grab me a cup of coffee, please?”

“I’d have to stop working on your notes to do that, and you wouldn’t have them for the meeting.”

Cleveland groaned. “Fine, forget it. I’ll grab my own cup of coffee.”

“Anything else, boss?”

“No,” Cleveland said. He dropped his shoulders and sulked across the room to fill up a cup of coffee for himself, searching everywhere for the biscotti. He didn’t have much time though, so he had to abandon his search to make it to his desk in time for his meeting.

Teresa opened her desk drawer when Cleveland walked past, pulled out a biscotti, and bit into it. She winked at him and gave him a thumb’s up, pointing to his office door.

“The meeting is about to start,” Teresa said while covering her mouth. She swallowed, speaking more clearly. “I sent the notes you’ll need to your email.”

“Thanks,” Cleveland said. “May I have some biscotti?”

“No,” Teresa said with a laugh. “This is my last one.”

***

Teresa waited with her hands in her lap, anxious to finish this part of her day. She was sitting in the waiting area of a corporate office. It wasn’t long before a woman from human resources, Jess, poked her head into the room.

“Hello, Teresa. Are you ready?”

“Yes,” Teresa said. She stood and smoothed her skirt, following Jess to her office in the back.

“How are you doing today?”

“I’m doing well. Nervous about our second interview, but I’m so happy that you all are giving me the chance.”

“Yes, we’re also excited.” Jess gestured to the seat in front of her desk. “Would you like a glass of water?”

Teresa nodded. She relaxed as Jess asked her some simple follow-up questions from their last interview, as though she were confirming what Teresa had said. Testing her on the knowledge she’d provided just a few days ago. Then a new question snuck its way into the conversation.

“If you don’t mind me asking, why do you want to change jobs now?”

“The idea of leading a team appeals to me. I love the work I do, but this position could offer more of a challenge.”

Jess nodded at Teresa’s answer. “Your boss and I spoke this morning.”

“Cleveland?”

Jess grinned. “Yes. He had the most wonderful things to say about you as a person. He said it would be sad to see you leave but that you deserve a position like the one we’re offering.”

Teresa touched her chest. “He said all that?”

“Yes,” Jess said with a laugh. “I honestly couldn’t get him to stop offering you a glowing review. He gave many examples of times you went above and beyond for him and his company. We’d love to have someone like you working for us.”

“It’d be an honor.”

“I’m not going to lie. Some of the assistants will resist you in the beginning, but you’ll have to stay strong. We want someone who will come in to be a boss, not a friend. Do you think you can fill that role?”

Teresa needed a change. She was grateful that Cleveland had given her a positive review, but she had to get away from him and that office. She couldn’t keep working there after how he’d thrown her away like a piece of wet paper.

“Yes, I can. I’m the person you need.”

“Can you start next week?”

“I’ll have to confirm everything with Cleveland, but I’d love to start working here as soon as possible.”

Jess extended her hand across the desk. “We have a deal then,” she said.

Teresa nodded and shook Jess’s hand. “We have a deal.”

“Perfect. I’ll write up a contract and email it to you. Sign it over the next few days and send it back to me.”

“Awesome. Thank you, Jess. I appreciate the opportunity.”

“We’re happy to have you,” Jess said. She glanced at the door, signaling Teresa to gather her bags and leave.

She waved when she got to the door. Her nerves had evaporated now that she had the job offer. She would check her email nonstop until Jess sent the contract, but that wasn’t on Teresa’s mind when she stepped outside.

Teresa pulled out her phone and called Cleveland as she walked across the parking lot.

“Hey, you. How did the interview go?” Cleveland asked when he picked up the call.

“It went well. I got the job,” Teresa said.

“Congratulations. I told Jess she’d be crazy not to hire you. I’ll miss having you around the office, though.”

“Will you? You haven’t talked to me in a week,” Teresa said. She was standing against the trunk of her car, wondering what their relationship would be like now that she wasn’t working for him.

“I was an idiot for pushing you away, but I didn’t want us both losing our jobs.”

Teresa softened. “I know you were just trying to protect us, but you hurt me.”

“Let me make it up to you,” Cleveland said.

“How could you possibly do that?”

“I don’t know. Is there something you’ve wanted to do?”

Teresa glanced at the clear sky as she thought about what Cleveland could do to make it up to her, and then an idea came to mind. “Why don’t we go dancing? You know, as girlfriends.”

“You want me to dress up and go dancing with you?”

“More than anything,” Teresa said. “To celebrate my new job and the fact that we won’t have to hide our dating.”

“Okay,” Cleveland said. “I have the perfect dress. When are we going?”

“Tonight,” Teresa shouted. “I’ll meet you at your place in a few hours.”
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Teresa placed her hand on Cleveland’s shoulder. They were standing in his closet. He was wearing an outfit she’d chosen. A silver, backless dress with clear platform heels and colorful jewelry. He was wearing a blonde wig. Everyone would think he was a woman, and Teresa couldn’t wait to kiss him on the dance floor.

Cleveland pulled Teresa close. He kissed her neck, loving how she moaned when his lips touched her skin.

Teresa wrapped her hand around the back of Cleveland’s neck. She kissed him, not worried if it would mess up her lipstick. They had all night. They didn’t even have to go dancing if they didn’t want. Nobody could make the rules but them.

“I love you, Cleveland. Being angry with each other showed me how much I’d hate being without you. It was part of the reason I applied for other jobs. I thought it was the only way to save what we had.”

Cleveland took a deep breath and squeezed Teresa’s side. “I appreciate what you did so much. It shows how committed you are to this relationship, and it shows how crazy I was for pushing you away. I hope you can forgive me.”

“You’ve been forgiven, Cleveland.”

“I love you, Teresa. I can’t wait to dance the night away with you.”

“Then let’s hit the club while we look fabulous,” Teresa said. She grabbed Cleveland’s hand and ran to the mirror, checking to make sure they hadn’t messed up their makeup too much. They hadn’t. Teresa was driving, so she rushed them to her car, giggling on the way.

Teresa played pop music and danced as she drove across town to the club, hooting and hollering to the music. Cleveland joined in, shedding his inhibitions. Teresa was the woman of his dreams. She was giving him what he’d always wanted, so he did his best to push away his insecurities to enjoy the time they had together.

The club was hot and steamy when they walked through the door. Cleveland could breathe a sigh of relief. The bouncer hadn’t given him any grief and didn’t even lift an eyebrow when he saw Cleveland’s ID with a picture of a man.

“We’re in, baby.” Teresa rocked her hips and waved her arms in the air. “Let’s get a drink and hit the dance floor.”

“I’ll follow you,” Cleveland hollered. He was using a clutch bag for the evening and had it tucked under his arm. Teresa was wearing a small purse with a single strap that she had crossed over her body.

They walked to the bar. A handsome bartender gave them immediate attention. Cleveland didn’t blame him. They were the best dressed at the counter. Teresa ordered them two gin and tonics.

“Cheers, girl.”

“Cheers,” Cleveland said. He hit his plastic glass against Teresa’s. She took a big swig, cheered, and grabbed Cleveland’s hand. He had to steady himself as Teresa pulled him across the room. Her heels were much shorter than his. His dress was also a lot tighter, which made it even more difficult to walk.

Teresa found a vacant spot and started shaking her hips to the beat of the electronic music. Cleveland was still finding his balance. “Girl, you almost made me fall. These heels are no joke.”

Teresa narrowed her eyes and gazed at Cleveland with lust all over her face. She curled her finger and wagged for Cleveland to step closer. He did. His cock was growing at a record speed as he walked to her. He didn’t even care if it popped out of his panties because he had to have Teresa.

Teresa wrapped her arm around Cleveland’s neck. She pulled him close and pushed her hips against his. She moaned into his ear. Cleveland’s finger dug into her side. His eyes rolled around in his head. People were all around him, but all he could focus on was Teresa’s body against his.

Cleveland turned Teresa around, pulling her against his hard cock. She pushed her ass into his bulge. She moved her backside up and down his member, wrapping her arms around his neck. Cleveland held Teresa’s sides as she danced on his dick, kissing her neck. Savoring each moan that escaped her lips.

Cleveland reached around and wrapped his head around Teresa’s breasts. She nearly dropped her drink because Cleveland’s touch felt so good. She moaned louder than the music when Cleveland wrapped his lips around her earlobe, rubbing her nipple.

“I need to fuck you,” Cleveland said in a manly voice into her ear.

Teresa opened her eyes. Several people were staring at them, which made her laugh. Cleveland noticed and joined her. She took his hand and ran toward the exit, needing him to fuck her. She’d wanted it since the first time Cleveland gave her head, but they’d never gotten around to it, and then they had a fight.

They got in Teresa’s car and went to Cleveland’s place. They ran inside, stripping down to their undergarments when they walked through the door. The tension was too extreme. Their desires were too deep. Cleveland left on his lingerie and wig and gorgeous jewelry. Teresa did the same. She cupped her hand along the side of Cleveland’s face as they stood on their knees, facing each other.

“I love you just as you are,” Teresa said.

“You’re the woman of my dreams. I hope what we have will last.”

“Me too.” Teresa kissed Cleveland. He reached into her panties and cupped her pussy, making her moan. He knew just how to touch her. Cleveland knew which places to press and how many fingers she liked in her pussy. Two.

Teresa swelled and opened for Cleveland the more he played with her, making him even hornier for her pussy. He was rock hard. His dick was throbbing so hard he thought it might rocket off his body. He pulled his fingers out of her panties and put them in his mouth, licking off her sweet nectar.

“Pull my dick out,” Cleveland said.

Teresa reached forward and pushed the fabric on Cleveland’s panties to the side, revealing his thick cock. He moaned as she stroked his member. It was leaking precum, so hungry to enter Teresa.

She grabbed a condom from her purse. “I came prepared,” she said. Teresa opened the condom and rolled it over Cleveland’s dick. She pushed off her panties and pushed Cleveland to his ass, loving how long and thick his cock looked hanging out the side of his panties.

“Touch my pussy,” Teresa said with her hands on Cleveland’s shoulders.

He rubbed her until she was wet and ready for Cleveland’s dick. She straddled his hips and lowered herself onto his dick, swallowing him with her pussy. Locking them in an eternal bond. One they would never forget because of the power it held over their bodies.

Teresa threw her head back and moaned as she bounced on Cleveland’s cock. Cleveland touched Teresa’s side. He cupped her breasts. He grabbed her ass. It was impossible not to touch every inch of her body he could as she moved her hips up and down his cock.

“Fuck, your dick feels amazing.” Teresa purred the words. She couldn’t speak clear sentences. Cleveland’s cock was hitting her spot each time she sank her hips on it. She wouldn’t last long. She couldn’t.

Teresa grabbed Cleveland’s hand and placed it on her clit. He knew what to do, rubbing her how she liked. He lifted his hips to take over a little, fucking her with long strokes, just as she’d been riding his dick.

Cleveland was hitting Teresa’s spot. He could see it. He watched the contortion on her face with joy as he fucked her. Cleveland was close, and he could tell Teresa was too.

“Cum with me,” he said.

“Fuck, I love your dick. Promise you’ll keep giving me this dick.”

“I promise.”

Teresa let loose. She hollered and grabbed Cleveland’s shoulders as she came, losing focus of reality as an overwhelming pleasure arose from deep within her being, spreading across her body like water on a smooth surface.

Cleveland came with his woman, releasing his load deep within her. He could feel his cock filling the condom with his hot, milky load.

Teresa moved her hips off Cleveland’s cock when she couldn’t handle another second. She kissed him before collapsing to the floor by his side. Cleveland ripped off the condom, tossed it to the side, and curled up behind Teresa. He kissed her shoulder blade. She grabbed his hand and kissed it, uttering sounds of pleasure, almost like she might fall asleep.

“You tired?” Cleveland asked.

“Yeah,” Teresa said.

“Get some sleep, and I’ll make you breakfast in the morning.”

“Okay.” Teresa’s voice was sleepy. She rocked her body, pushing into Cleveland. He wasn’t tired, but Cleveland fell asleep anyway because there was no way he could stop holding Teresa.
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Three Years Later

“Happy birthday, Chase!” Everyone screamed after singing him a birthday song. They all clapped. Chase looked a bit confused, but he cheered after Teresa and Cleveland helped him blow out his candle. They had cupcakes for the party, so they just opened his and gave him a plastic spork.

“Can you believe he’s one already?” Cleveland asked Teresa.

“No, but I’m so happy he’s here. Best accident ever,” she said.

Cleveland grinned. “Yeah, I wouldn’t change what happened for the world.”

They’d been at a spa in town for the night after Teresa got back from a grueling work trip when Cleveland got her pregnant. They had promoted her from manager of the assistants to a logistics role, where she oversaw a lot of the supply chain issues. The company had paid for Teresa to take classes shortly after starting.

Cleveland was still working at the firm as Brian’s partner. They were growing and even thinking of opening a new office, but that was more speculation than reality now that Cleveland had a kid.

Teresa was bringing home the big bucks, so Cleveland based his schedule on Chase’s needs, and Brian didn’t mind keeping the company small. He loved running a boutique firm.

Teresa noticed her mom waving from across the yard. They’d bought a house last year after living together at Cleveland’s place. “Do you mind? I should probably make some rounds and thank everyone for the mountain of gifts they brought.”

“I don’t mind,” Cleveland said. “I’ll watch Chase.”

“Thanks. What are we going to do with all these gifts?” Teresa asked with a smile and shake of the head as she back away.

“We’ll find a home for them,” Cleveland said. “Make your rounds. We’ll be here entertaining anyone who stops by to say hi.”

Teresa put her hands together in the shape of a heart over her chest before turning away to wave at her mom. Cleveland watched Teresa cross the yard, feeling more in love with her the longer they were together.

Nobody except his woman knew Cleveland was wearing a sexy pair of white panties beneath his jeans, but she was the only one who mattered.

Teresa caught Cleveland staring at her. He waved. She winked. A sense of calm washed over Cleveland. He turned to help Chase with his cupcake.
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Linda

The day random people started caring what I thought was a strange one. I was sitting in my old apartment, a depressing and expensive studio on the outskirts of Chicago, when several emails arrived at the same time. They were from women telling me how much my blog had helped them. I can still feel the smile that spread across my face if I think about it. Many more emails and comments have come since then, but those three will always be the ones that changed my life.

My blog was about fashion, makeup, and living a fabulous life for cheap. I grew up poor, but I never wanted to live like a poor person, so the blog had started from those ambitions. I could afford to splurge after a few years of blogging, but the focus of my blog never changed. I found deals and shared them with my followers, but I needed a weekend for fun away from the computer.

Sitting at the hotel vanity, I powdered my skin. I loved the finish it gave. It kept me dry and feeling fresh all day, and there was a long day ahead. I was in Chicago for an architecture tour. When I lived in Chicago, I’d been busy hopping from one part-time job to the next to pay my overpriced rent. I never had time to explore the city.

When I did go out, it was always dark, and the city wasn’t the same at night. It also took forever to get where I had to go because I lived so far from all the action. Once the blog had taken off, I moved to a smaller town in central Illinois where the cost of living was much lower.

I paid off my house in cash after an incredible year, and vacationing to the bigger cities was no longer a problem. I loved my life. It was perfect… mostly.

Never would I take pity on myself, but I had no man in my life. Not that I couldn’t get a man. The problem stemmed from another root. Men couldn’t handle me. They acted so afraid when I showed them my true colors. If only I could find a man who appreciated what I brought to the table.

When I got to know a man, I always dressed him in lingerie after a few dates. Most guys would try it. Most would even come back for seconds, where I would push them more: teddies, slips, bras, and whatever other goodies I thought fit the situation. Almost none of the men I dated came back after a second rendezvous. The fear of losing their masculinity drove them away, but to me, them running was the most cowardice thing of all.

It took a real man to submit to a woman. It took a real man to admit all he wanted was for a dominant woman to take charge and tell him what to do. They would tell me how I was the best sex of their life, but disappear from the face of the Earth when I pushed them too far.

I didn’t need to focus too much because I could do my makeup with my eyes closed. I had done that for some online video challenges. Hands tied behind my back. Anything for the views. But I didn’t want to overdo my makeup for the architecture tour. I wore my favorite foundation, clear lip gloss with tiny specks of gold, and a light mascara. A company had sent a mascara specially formulated for my hair color, and I promoted them like crazy.

They promised to send new mascaras whenever I wanted. Their product was one of the few I wanted to use over and over and over again.

I put on a vintage linen dress with a deep v-neck and long sleeves. It had three buttons down the front, and the bottom was slightly pleated. The dress was beige with green trim, and I had a comfortable pair of sandals to match. They tied around the ankle and laced halfway up my calf.

My hotel wasn’t far from where we were meeting to start the tour. I checked the time and had just enough to grab oatmeal or cereal from the breakfast they had set up downstairs. The room was expensive for its location, but I had money to spend.

There were a couple families waiting on the sidewalk for the bus when I arrived. People glanced at me but returned to their conversations. I wondered where the host was. I wondered if there was anyone single on the trip. As much as I wanted to see Chicago’s architecture, my main goal was finding a man to spend the day with me.

We went from here to there, and I noticed a target by the second house. There was a man who seemed to be alone. He had black hair, dark brown eyes, and pale skin. He looked a lot like a man I used to have a huge crush on. He was ahead of me at the first house and close to one group the entire time, but he didn’t stand by that group at the second house.

When our eyes met, he looked uncomfortable. Shy. Delicious like desserts in a display case. I wanted to take him back to my hotel room and have him to myself. How far would he want to go? Even if our lovemaking only lasted one night, that was better than nothing.

♦

John

Money didn’t grow on trees, but I had to enjoy life. After months of saving, I could finally afford a weekend trip to Chicago. I had savings, but I couldn’t blow all my money on vacations. Not anymore. It took me years to learn how valuable an emergency fund was, and I wouldn’t ever take it for granted again.

I lost both of my parents at a young age and had to learn by trial and error. I never had someone to call to reassure me when I made mistakes. My father died when I was thirteen from a work accident. He was working in construction. My mother at twenty-three from a terminal illness. I took care of her until the day she died.

They didn’t leave me much except the memories of their love. I held nothing against them, but there were some rough years from twenty-three until twenty-eight. Now, at thirty, I was just feeling like I’d somewhat landed on my feet.

This trip to Chicago meant so much to my independence, but I still had to stay at a hotel on the outskirts of the city. I would have driven in for the day, but the tour started early, and I deserved a night in a hotel. I swam in the pool last night and watched much more TV than I did at home. It was great.

I checked out of the hotel after enjoying their free continental breakfast. My plan was to park at a metro station with a parking lot out in the suburbs, take the train downtown, and start the tour from there. Things went well until I got off at the wrong stop and had to take a taxi the rest of the way so I could make it to the tour on time. It also didn’t help I had to use the bathroom. After running inside to relieve myself, I was late boarding the bus.

I sat next to a family, and they started talking to me. They were fine until they started asking too many personal questions about my life. No, I didn’t have a girlfriend. Why did that matter to so many? Girls avoided me once they found out I was a kitchen manager, even though I worked at one of the most popular restaurants in Dot Lake, Illinois. They didn’t care.

I lived in a one-bedroom house that needed updating. Any time I brought a girl home, they never came back to see me a second time. I kept the place clean, for the most part, especially when I knew someone was coming over to visit. Whatever I did, it wasn’t right. I couldn’t keep a girl interested in me to save my life. None of them ever told me how to better myself.

After the first stop, I noticed a woman looking at me. She had honey blonde hair, intense hazel eyes, and a round face. I tried to avoid her gaze but couldn’t help but get sucked into it. She mesmerized me. I wanted to control myself, but I’d never had such a beautiful woman stare at me so intently.

Near the end of the tour, we stopped at Lake Michigan. The pretty lady with honey blonde hair approached me. She was wearing a beige dress with green accents. It flowed in the wind. She looked like a sea goddess as she approached me. I shoved my hands into my pockets, averted my gaze, and hoped she wouldn’t talk to me, but I wasn’t lucky. I never was.

“Hey,” she said. “What’d you think of the tour?”

“It was cool,” I said, trying not to sound interested. Maybe it was my shyness that turned women off. I wasn’t an ‘alpha’ guy. I was more of a nerdy type without the degree to back it up. The regional manager above me said I was the best store manager the company had, but my job wasn’t sexy like an engineer or a surgeon or something people thought they should become.

The woman stepped in front of me. “Look at me when I speak to you,” she said in a commanding voice. I lifted my eyes to meet hers. They were much prettier up close. I could see specks of brown, green, and gold. It looked like her lips might have had glitter on them because they shimmered in the sun. “That’s better.”

“Uh,” I said, pulling a hand from my pocket to scratch my head. When could we get back on the bus? I needed to get to my car and head home before it got too late. I didn’t work tomorrow but did the day after tomorrow.

“My name is Linda,” she said and laughed. “Ask me something. Tell me about yourself. Don’t be so shy!”

I shrugged, unsure what to say about myself. “I’m here visiting for the day,” I said.

“Oh, where do you live?”

“Dot Lake, Illinois. You probably don’t know it.”

“Shut up!” Linda said and made a squealing noise. “I live in the same town! How small is the world?”

I glanced at her, and something had changed in her expression. She had a confidence about her that drew me in, but also scared me. Did she want me? I wanted a woman in my life, but I was afraid of finding a woman who would control me. I feared it because I knew how badly I wanted it; how easily I could fall into a trap.

“You live in Dot Lake?” I asked, surprised and unable to believe her. Dot Lake wasn’t small, but it wasn’t huge either. What were the chances we’d meet here in Chicago on an architecture tour?

Linda pushed my shoulder. “Gosh, you’re so cute. Why would I lie to you about that? I moved to Dot Lake for the cheap prices and proximity to Chicago. I can come here when I want without having to endure the prices on a daily basis. It’s easy to do when you work online. What’s your name? What do you do in Dot Lake?”

My eyes widened as I processed all the information Linda threw my way. She ran her fingers through her honey blonde hair as she stared at me, waiting for me to say something. The tour guide called us back before I could speak, but Linda didn’t let me escape her. I told her my name was ‘John’ on the way to the bus.

We sat next to each other on the ride to the drop-off location. The tour ended where it began. I hadn’t spoken on the bus because I was afraid somebody would hear. Linda didn’t seem to mind. She rubbed my thigh and made my dick super hard. I jumped when she brushed against it, but she squeezed my thigh and whispered in my ear to stay still.

I had never been naughty in a public setting. It made my heart race.

Linda took my hand when we stepped off the bus and pulled me down the street. Buildings loomed over us. There weren’t buildings even half as tall in Dot Lake. Clouds drifted through the sky. Some were dark and promising rain. Weather could change in a second, especially in the spring.

“What are you doing today?” Linda asked. I didn’t know where we were going, but she seemed confident of each step she took.

I had to get back to my car before it got too late. “Driving home. My car is parked at a station.”

“You aren’t staying down here?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No. I stayed in a hotel last night, but they are too expensive to keep staying in them when I live so close.”

“Oh, well, don’t you have a minute? Let me buy you a drink! Some food? You must be hungry!” she said and gestured to a restaurant in front of us. It said it was on the third floor of the tall building. “It has great reviews. Come on, how could you say no?”

I looked up at the building. Then I looked at Linda. She had a seductive smile. I knew if I walked away, I would regret it forever, but part of me was saying I’d regret moving forward with this encounter. “Just lunch, and then I have to take the train to my car.”

“Just lunch,” Linda said and pulled me toward the door.
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Linda

John was so shy, and I found it endlessly adorable. How could I let this man get away? The restaurant we entered was a fancy American bistro. I promised to pay the bill when John’s eyes widened after seeing the prices.

“You can’t do that,” he protested.

“I can, and I will. You can’t stop me,” I said. “I’m fortunate to have plenty of money after a stroke of luck. You never told me what you do in Dot Lake.”

John cast his eyes to the side. I’d seen the look many times. A man ashamed of his position. That was how most men looked after the second time we had sex. Even the ones who lasted longer got that look eventually. Only a certain type of man could surrender to his submissive desires.

Had I found the one? Would John be the man I had been hunting since I discovered my dominant side? I stared at his black hair, desperate to push my hands through it as he kneeled below me and ate my pussy.

“John, what’s wrong? I want to know.”

“I’m a kitchen manager at Mario’s Italian Grill.”

“Oh, I love that place! You all have the best entrees in town,” I said, trying to bring up John’s confidence. Even though I was dominant, it was important to make a submissive man feel special. They had to feel important and cherished for their true colors to flourish. I described the last meal I had there, emphasizing how impressed I was they’d sourced the beef from a local farmer.

“How did you know?” John asked. He was beaming. I had him right where I wanted.

“I asked my server because I was so impressed by how it tasted. It was like I could taste Illinois in the meat.”

John lifted the side of his mouth. “Yeah, right. You’re just playing with me.”

“Don’t believe me if you don’t want to, but order whatever you want. My treat. Really,” I said. I planned on ordering the salmon dish, which was one of the more expensive options, and I didn’t want John to feel awkward.

He ordered the chicken dish, which wasn’t expensive, but it wasn’t the cheapest choice either. He took direction well. He was tempting. I had to control myself or I would scare him away before I could seduce him. “How long have you been at Mario’s?”

“Five years,” he said. “You didn’t tell me what you do.”

“I’m a blogger. I mostly write about fashion and makeup, but I think it’s important to test different topics. It’s basically a catalog of product reviews.”

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know anything about that. Is it hard?”

“Sometimes, but I love it.”

The server brought our food. Their speed impressed me but made John skeptical. Nothing could take as long in downtown Chicago as it took in Dot Lake. People didn’t complain about Mario’s, but their service was slow, not that I’d tell John. We both thought the flavors were outstanding. He tried mine, and I tried his.

“Still too expensive,” he said and shook his head when we finished.

I waved my hand at him and shook my head. “Hey, don’t get all negative. I told you I would pay! I’m happy I didn’t have to eat alone.”

He softened after I said that. I had to stroke his ego. Men needed pampering and encouragement. They needed a cheerleader. Cheerleading wasn’t a tradition for no reason. “I guess that’s true,” he said. “It was nice eating with you.”

“Can’t you stay in the city with me? I don’t want our date to end! There’s a sofa bed in my room you can sleep on if you want,” I said. I didn’t want to suggest he would have to sleep in the bed with me, even though I would push for it if he stayed the night.

John shrugged. “I don’t know. Parking is impossible down here, and I wouldn’t mind sleeping in my bed tonight.”

“Oh, but don’t you want to keep me company? We could have so much fun!”

“But by the time I take the train to the station where I parked, I’ll want to hit the road and head home. Thank you for the offer,” he said. He spoke in a gentle voice, as though he was afraid to hurt me. I loved how relaxed he seemed now that we’d broken bread. We could become great friends. I could feel it.

“Yeah, you’re right,” I said and frowned. I wanted to let him feel like he’d won before making my next move.

“I’m sorry,” he said and copied my frowning face. “I wish I could stay.”

“Yeah.” My voice dragged, and I let a pause linger between us until after I’d signed the bill. Then, I said what I’d planned to say minutes ago. “What if I drove you to your car, and we could meet back here? My hotel has a hot tub. There’s a pool. Don’t you want to swim?”

John smiled. He had swum last night and wouldn’t mind hopping in a pool again. “How much is parking at the hotel?”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll have them charge it to my room,” I said. He couldn’t tell me ‘no’. I wouldn’t let him when I saw so much potential for us, and this night together in Chicago could cement our future. “Oh, John, please. We’ll have a blast. I promise.”

“You’re making it hard to say ‘no’.”

“Then don’t say it. Let’s go. My hotel is around the corner.”

“Okay. Fine,” he said. His cheeks turned bright red, and I felt like I’d won. We walked to my car, drove to his, and he followed me back to the hotel. My pussy was throbbing and hungry for John’s touch. I hoped he was ready to give it to me.
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John

I didn’t have a problem with Linda paying for dinner or my parking spot at her hotel, but I wished life had given me more of a chance to succeed. When most people were taking college courses, I was caring for my sick mother. I watched her transform from a healthy, vibrant woman to a skeleton of her old self until she was no longer there. It was almost a relief when she passed because caring for her had taken a lot from me.

There was never time for higher education after high school. I went from one job to the next, mostly in restaurants, until the team at Mario’s saw something in me and put me on the fast track to kitchen manager. They paid well. I had excellent health insurance. There was no reason to complain, but I couldn’t help but feel life had robbed me of more.

I was only thirty and could go back to school if I wanted, but there were people who had gone to college making less than me. There were people who went to college making much, much more, but there were also people who had no college experience making more money than me, too. There was no perfect path in life.

As unsure as I was, Linda seemed the opposite. She held her shoulders high, said what was on her mind, and walked around as though she owned everywhere she went. I’d never met anyone like her. She was bolder than I could ever become, no matter how hard I tried. What did Linda see in me? Why had I driven all the way back to the city to stay with her?

“What are we going to do tonight?” she asked, placing her hands on my knees. We were in her hotel room. She’d gone pee when we arrived, and I was sitting on the edge of the bed. I would have been close to arriving home now had I gone.

Linda pressed harder on my knees. I could see the line where her breasts parted under her dress. She was so close to me, and I felt terribly uncomfortable yet turned on to no end. Linda was hot with her honey blonde hair and round, feminine face. People wouldn’t think she was assertive by looking at her, but I could feel her wrapping me around her finger.

From my experience, women wanted men to tell them what to do. To control them slightly. I was never good at that because of how shy I acted. Linda didn’t seem like she would ever want a man to tell her what to do.

“I don’t know. We could swim like you said. I have my trunks, but they are wet from swimming last night at the pool where I was staying.”

“Ah, yes. I was thinking more hot tub than swimming, but that’s an idea!”

“Should I change?”

“Ladies first, John,” she said and walked over to her suitcase. She bent over, and I was staring when she glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. Her ass was curvy and perfect. She went into the bathroom, and my dick got rock hard as I thought about what she must look like naked. Wet and naked. I so wanted to have sex but was afraid at how fast I would cum if we did.

Linda came out of the bathroom wearing a two-piece bathing suit. She was thin and had an hourglass figure. Her honey blonde hair was parted in the middle and pulled back into a bun with a scrunchy. Linda turned me on, and I hated how weak she made me feel. If I were an alpha, I would have found another woman, but that wasn’t my destiny.

“Your turn to change,” she said. I nodded and took the wet trunks wrapped in a plastic bag from my suitcase. My dick was still halfway hard when I changed. I stared at it and begged it to go down—without saying the words—to no avail. It stood taller. My dick wasn’t huge. It was average in both length and girth according to the measurements I’d done and charts I saw on the internet. There were bigger ones and smaller ones out there. I hoped Linda would like it.

I ran water and washed my hands to distract my dick. My shorts smelled a bit like mildew from sitting in a plastic bag all day. My body was pale like bleached flour as I looked in the mirror. Linda had turned on the television, and news blared in the background. I ignored what happened in the world. If it didn’t take place in Dot Lake or Mario’s Italian Grill, it probably wasn’t on my radar. Even coming to Chicago scared the shit out of me.

My dick finally went soft, and I stepped back in the room after putting on my shorts. Linda was painting her toe nails. I wasn’t sure if she was even paying any attention to the news in the background. She used red polish. “What do you think?” she asked and put out her foot.

Her feet were gorgeous. She must have moisturized them daily. “It’s a pretty color,” I said, and sat on the sofa across from the bed. It was a huge bed. There would be plenty of room for both of us, and I wondered where I would end up sleeping. “You said this is a sofa bed?”

Linda raised her eyebrow and nodded. “Yeah, you can sleep there if you want.”

“Thanks,” I said. Did she think I was lame? Linda dropped her face and painted a couple more toes, finishing the untouched nails.

Linda pulled her foot close to her mouth and blew on her toes. “They sent me this polish to try. Would you help me take a photo for my blog?”

I wasn’t much of a photographer but agreed. Linda pulled out a bag of supplies from her suitcase. She placed a bunch of items around her feet to frame them. It looked incredible; exactly like those fancy images I sometimes saw on my feed but would never create. Even on today’s architecture tour, I didn’t take many photos.

Linda took a few photos herself and directed me to take more from different angles she couldn’t reach without moving. She looked at the photos and said they were perfect. I sat back on the sofa bed. “Are you going to post those now?”

She shook her head. “No, I’ll edit them on my computer. Should we hit the hot tub? We can do dinner after. My treat.”

“You can’t—”

Linda put up her hands, reached out, and pressed her fingers against my lips. She stared deep into my eyes and said, “stop talking back, John. I’ll pay if I want, understand?”

My heart sank, and my dick got rock hard. I nodded, staring into Linda’s hazel eyes.

“Say it,” she said. Her fingers were still on my lips. She looked down at the tent in my shorts and smiled. “Say you understand.”

“I understand,” I said. My dick twitched. Linda was the alpha, and I loved it. She could tell me to do whatever she wanted.

“Perfect,” she said. “Let’s go.”

♦

Linda

John was so cute when he acted shy, but he was sexier when he acted submissive. Hearing him say he understood made my pussy throb. I wanted to ride his dick but had to establish my authority. I had to get him where I wanted him, so I could put him in a pair of panties. Maybe even more. John was so promising, it was hard not to get ahead of myself.

We went to the hot tub. It was enclosed on the rooftop and had a view of skyscrapers. John stepped outside first. It was spring and still looked like it could rain any second. Dark clouds rolled through the sky, looking menacing and hungry to drop water on the creatures below.

“Let’s get in before someone steals the hot tub,” I said and pulled John inside. It was clear he could spend hours staring at buildings, and I just wanted to stare at him; the freckles on his pale skin. His dark brown eyes.

When John lifted his shirt, my mouth fell. He had a six pack, and it was defined. With clothes on, John did not look like he would have a model’s body, but he did, and I loved how he had freckles all over his skin. We sank our bodies in the hot tub, and I swam to John.

His dick was hard as I straddled his hips. It wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t small either. I loved it. “You must spend a lot of time at the gym,” I said, pulling the scrunchy from my hair. I shook my head, and my hair fell to my shoulders.

“I try to work out when I can,” he said.

“Five days a week?”

“Something like that,” he said. He grinned, and I kissed him. I stuck my tongue into his mouth, and he held me tight as we kissed. His hands were strong. His breath tasted good.

I pulled back. The tips of my hair were wet when I pulled it over one shoulder. I sank onto John’s dick and rubbed it against my pussy through the fabric of our swimsuits. “I can’t believe we both live in Dot Lake,” I said. “We can hang out whenever we want.”

“Yeah,” he said. His eyes weren’t focused. I was making him stupid with my pussy. I broke away from him and sat on the opposite side of the hot tub; my body as hot as the steaming water. John closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Damn, that felt good.”

I wanted to dress him in a thong. I wanted him to wear tights and a short skirt while I spanked his ass. My thoughts ran wild as I stared at John, and he stared at me.

“You aren’t like most women I’ve dated,” he said.

“I’ve heard that before. What must all those women be like?” I asked, smirking.

John shifted, pulling his right hand out of the water to run it through his hair. “What do you see in me?”

Sometimes the truth had to come in small intervals. I didn’t want to tell him I saw him as a submissive man who would bend to my will once I had him where I wanted him. “Who knows? When we were looking at each other on the tour, I just went for it and took a chance.”

“But you’re so…”

“Oh, stop!” I said before he could try to put us on different levels of beauty. Men always tried to make me feel guilty for the looks my parents gave me. I didn’t have surgical enhancements. I was all natural, and I wouldn’t feel guilty for my face. Plus, moisturizer and makeup helped. “Don’t even say it. You’re sexy, John. I think you’re hot.”

I went over to him and straddled his hips, whispering sweet nothings into his ear. All I had to do was stroke his ego. “You think you’re handsome, don’t you?”

John shrugged. I told him to look me in the eye. I told him to say he was handsome.

“I’m handsome,” he mumbled.

“Louder,” I screamed and threw my hands in the air. He yelled he was handsome for nobody to hear. My forehead fell to his shoulder, and we laughed. His dick was hard against my pussy through the fabric, and I wanted to ride him so bad, but that would make me a slut. We at least had to have two meals together first. Maybe a little shopping. John would need some lingerie if we were going to fool around.

“Are you always this crazy?” John said as he held the small of my back. I could even feel his submissiveness in his light touch. So many men wanted to act like they could throw a woman around; make her do what he wanted. John touched me like he was waiting for my direction.

I kissed John hard on the lips. “Why do I have to be ‘crazy’? Why can’t you call me fun or adventurous? Just think, you could be sitting at home now, but how bored would you be?”

“Wouldn’t you be bored here by yourself?”

“No, of course not! I’d be out in the city or getting a massage in my room! Life is too short not to have fun!”

John laughed, patting my back under the bubbling water. We both wanted to fuck but were resisting. It was so nice to be with a guy who didn’t rush everything. I pushed and squeezed his hard chest. I massaged his arms. He was so muscular. It was like finding treasure on the beach. “Do you think it will rain?”

“Looks like it might. At least we got through the tour without any problems.”

“You’re so right, but I’m kinda hungry. Want to grab dinner before the rain starts?”

“Anywhere close?”

“There’s a Thai restaurant across the street.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said. I pushed off John and got out of the hot tub. He followed me, covering his dick. I didn’t care about the rise in his shorts but wouldn’t stop him. He wrapped one towel around his waist and grabbed another to dry his body. There was a stack of them on a metal rack.

“You’re adorable,” I said, staring at him.

He looked at me with an uncomfortable smile and leaned on his left leg. “Why?”

I shrugged. “Just ‘cause. Let’s go!” We took the elevator down to the room and got ready to go across the street for dinner.


4

John

My attire could have been better, but I only had basic stuff to wear. The Thai restaurant had fancy decor, and most people were dressed well. Linda said she didn’t mind, even though she looked stunning in a dress that hugged her figure. It was pink and stopped halfway down her knees.

People were looking at us like she was crazy for sitting with a guy like me, but she made me say I was handsome again. I loved how she made me feel important and brought a smile to my face. I spent so long beating myself up for not having a college degree, but Linda didn’t care. She wanted me for me, even though I wasn’t a manly and dominant alpha.

“What are you going to order?” she asked.

“I’m thinking some noodles with chicken. You?”

“The green curry sounds amazing. Could you order this noodle dish?” Linda asked and held up her menu. She pointed at a picture of thick noodles with a spicy peanut sauce.

I shrugged and said, “sure. I’ll order those.”

“Should we get drinks?”

“What drink did you want? I’m fine with whatever.”

“I think a beer would hit the spot. Do you like beer?”

“Yeah. I could drink a beer,” I said. We ordered everything, and the server brought two extra plates over so we could share the food, per Linda’s request.

The server, an older woman with a stern face, brought over the beers and frosted glasses. She didn’t pour them for us. Linda looked so sexy in her pink dress. Her breasts were practically popping out of it. Every man in the restaurant was probably wondering what she was doing with a guy like me, but I reminded myself I was handsome. I had a nice body. There was plenty to like about me, as Linda had told me.

She was incredible. What would I do without her?

The food arrived a few minutes later. It was piping. Steam swirled in a circle between us. Linda clapped her hands as she looked at the food. “Doesn’t it look delicious?” she asked.

“Yes,” I agreed. We scooped a bit of each dish onto the extra plates. They were flavorful. We ate until there was nothing left between us. “Wow, that was great,” I said when the food was gone. We hadn’t said much as we inhaled it.

Linda burped and covered her mouth, “Oh my goodness. You didn’t hear that.”

“I think I did. Maybe smelled it, too,” I said.

She laughed and screeched, “stop it! You’re making up stories now.”

“Guess so. Maybe I’m not remembering correctly.”

“That’s right. It’s all in your imagination,” she said. We ordered coffee but skipped dessert. “We should get wine or something before we head back to the hotel. I wouldn’t mind doing some shopping, too. If that’s okay.”

I didn’t care. “Whatever you want to do is fine with me. I’m here for the night,” I said.

“Excellent,” Linda said and tapped her fingers together. She asked the stern-faced woman for the bill and paid. I left the tip after much insistence, even though the tip was more than I paid for most meals. I wanted to show Linda she wasn’t just some piggy bank. She was a woman I wanted to know.

“Where did you want to shop?”

“Oh, just a few stores. Luckily, we’re in Chicago! There are plenty of stores we could visit.”

“Okay,” I said, sticking my hands in my pockets. I wanted to please Linda, but shopping could get boring quick. I hoped she wouldn’t want to stay out too long. The hotel room was comfy.

Linda threw back the rest of her coffee, stood, and said, “let’s get out of here and burn off that huge meal.”

“Lead the way,” I said, and followed her out of the Thai restaurant.

♦

Linda

It was a little cold outside now that a drizzle had started. My short pink dress wasn’t doing much to keep me warm as we walked through the streets of Chicago. There was a mall near the hotel, but it was still a few blocks, which seemed like forever in the sprinkling rain.

“Finally,” I said when we walked through the sliding door. John stood by my side, following one step behind me. We went to a clothing store first, and I bought a white cloth jacket to keep me warm on the walk home. My stilettos clicked against the mall’s floor as we walked to a second store.

The second place sold lingerie. John's eyes widened when we reached the entrance. “Uh, I’ll wait for you out here.”

“Nonsense! I want your help picking out a cute pair!” I said and grabbed John’s hand.

John looked terrified. “I don’t know…”

“All you have to do is say if you think they’re cute or not, John. It’s not a big deal. Don’t you want to like what you take off my body?” I asked.

His mouth fell open. He made a stuttering sound but said nothing. Speechless, just the way I liked them. “That’s what I thought, handsome. Easy job. Nothing to worry about.”

“Okay,” he said and let me pull him inside the lingerie store. If only he knew what was coming his way, but it was better to ask for forgiveness than permission in this case. What man would admit to wanting to wear lingerie outside the lingerie store?

The saleswoman at the register smiled at us, and I told her my boyfriend wanted to pick out something sexy for me to wear. She and John blushed. I spun in a circle and danced over to the discount bin. “Would you look at all these choices, babe?” I said and waved John over.

The saleswoman went about her business and left us to look. John’s face was burning red. I kissed him on the cheek. “Which ones do you like?” I asked.

He looked up at me with a blank expression. John could have been a statue in a park. He didn’t speak or move. He was staring at the bin of panties and thongs, expressionless.

“John, which ones should I wear?” I asked and shook him gently.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Whatever ones you like. Can we go?”

“Oh, John. Lighten up. When will we ever be here again? She probably thinks it’s cute you want to pick out my lingerie. You want me to ask?”

“No!” John said and held me. “I’ll pick out whatever you want if you don’t say another word.”

I patted the side of his face. “Awe, don’t be so embarrassed. You’ll forget all about this when we’re back at the hotel.”

John folded his lips and rubbed his chin; our arms still linked. I released him, and he looked through the huge pile of panties and thongs. John seemed to lose himself after the first few seconds of hesitant searching. He began passing me pairs over his shoulder, and I could barely catch them.

There were five in my hands when he stopped a few moments later. He turned to me and said, “I like these.”

“Pick your favorite three,” I said because the sale was three for two. Once I surprised him tonight, he could pick out pairs that fit him better or ones he liked more. John had sifted through the panties and thongs so carefully, I knew he would have his own collection one day.

John picked his three favorites: a pink lace-trim thong, red satin panties, and white bikini-cut cotton panties. They would all look delicious with his v-cut abs and bubble butt. I hadn’t seen his dick yet, but it felt nice when we were in the hot tub.

I picked out two slips because they were buy one, get one free. I couldn’t resist, and we’d look so cute lounging around in slips and panties. John watched me as I paid. He had his hand on his chin. He shook his head without saying a word. The internal fight had begun. I hoped John wouldn’t run from his true desires. I hoped he could accept who he was.

“Should we pick up beer or wine before we head back to the hotel?”

“You don’t want anything else here?”

I tilted my head to the side, wondering if there was anything I needed. “No, just the beer or wine. What do you prefer?”

“We can get a bit of both.”

I smiled and linked my arm with his, thanking the saleswoman as we left the lingerie store. The rain had lightened up a little, and it was much cooler. My white jacket was an amazing purchase. My exposed legs were freezing, but at least my upper body was warm.

We put the wine and beer in the fridge when we got back to the room. I fell into John’s arms, and he caught me. I wrapped my arms around the back of his neck, kissing him on the lips. “You’re so sexy. Is it wrong I want to take off your clothes?”

John shook his head. His lips were centimeters from mine. We kissed again, and I moved my hands from behind his neck to his back. I moved them down to his ass and squeezed his cheeks. He let out a little moan. “You must do a lot of squats,” I whispered into his ear.

“I guess so,” he said and chuckled.

“Let me change into something more comfortable,” I said and grabbed a long satin negligee from my suitcase and went to the bathroom. I put on a pair of white satin panties under the blue satin negligee that went down to my feet. Putting on a pair of slippers, I stepped back into the room.

“Wow,” said John.

“We should order some snacks from the kitchen. Let me see what they have,” I said.

John smiled. “How can you eat like that and stay so thin?” he brushed his hand against my foot. I wanted him to lick my toes.

“I only eat like this on vacation. We don’t have to eat it now, either. I just want it here. Pick out a movie for us to watch while I order,” I said and tossed John the remote.

He didn’t know what was coming his way, but I couldn’t wait to dress him in a slip with panties beneath it. I would wait until we had some food. Until I could close the door to external worries. When John didn’t have to worry about leaving or anyone finding out, he’d be much more willing to play and let his true colors shine.


5

John

We ate. We watched a science-fiction movie that had me afraid of the future, but Linda held me close. She whispered into my ear that everything would be okay. She made me feel safe. I knew I was falling for her, and we had just met. I wanted to protect myself, but what was so wrong about letting go? When I was a young, I had to grow up quickly. I had to learn to live on my own at an age most people had few worries. It made me tough, but I also took everything too seriously.

“You really think there would be that many people left so many years after we ran out of water? It was unrealistic,” said Linda.

I was still rattled. The things those people had done to each other in the movie for the smallest objects were terrible. My body shook as images from the movie ran through my mind. Linda pulled me closer. Her satin negligee felt great against my skin. I had called it a dress during the movie, but she corrected me. It felt wonderful every time it brushed against me.

“You know, there’s something I’ve wanted to say,” she said, rubbing my shoulder.

I looked her in the eye. “What is it?” We were alone in her hotel room. Faint sounds of the city outside came in through the closed window, but that was there, and we were here. We were in a world removed from others, and I felt closer to Linda than ever. Staying had been the best decision of my life. She spoiled me, but I could get used to someone pampering me.

“I don’t know. Promise you won’t leave?”

“Can’t drive anywhere after the day we’ve had. I’m stuffed with booze and food. Thank you again for everything,” I said and laced my fingers with hers.

“Don’t mention it. Don’t think about those details when I ask you my next question,” she said. She used the back of her hand to brush my face. Her soft touch made my dick jump. “I want you to change. Aren’t you tired of wearing pants?”

I looked down at the jeans I’d put on before we went to the Thai restaurant across the street. “I guess I could change into something more comfortable, but I didn’t bring much with me.”

“But we just bought the most adorable things,” she said and looked directly at me with a devilish glint in her eye.

It didn’t take me long to realize what she had in mind. “Those were for women,” I said. “I don’t know if they’d fit me or look any good.”

Linda clasped her hands together. “Oh, I think they’d look incredible. Why don’t you try?”

I had never worn panties, but it crossed my mind. Even when I was looking through the bin at the lingerie store, I had a feeling we would come to this. In the back of my mind, I knew Linda would ask me to wear them, and I knew I would say yes. “I want to wear the red satin ones first.” Linda’s satin negligee made me want to match her.

“Oh, great choice!” she said and hopped up. She ran over to bag we’d gotten from the lingerie store and pulled out the red satin panties. I hoped they fit around my waist. If Linda wanted to make me her doll, who was I to stop her?

Linda held up the red satin panties, pulling them taut with her fingers. She looked at me and asked, “you sure you want to wear them?”

I swallowed my pride and said, “yes, I do.”

“Excellent,” she said. “Go to the bathroom and put them on. Wear them and nothing else. I’ll open a bottle of wine.”

I went to the bathroom with the red satin panties, feeling a mixture of nerves and excitement. I’d never worn panties before, but just touching the fabric was making my dick hard. Standing in front of the mirror, I pulled off my shirt first, checking out the six-pack abs I’d worked so hard to achieve. Lifting weights wasn’t my thing, so I didn’t have huge arms, but they were defined from push-ups and other activities.

I took my jeans off next, and my underwear looked so boring compared to the red satin panties. Why did men even like wearing striped boxers? They offered no support and didn’t look great either. I took them off, tossed them to the side, and slid the red satin panties up my legs.

Oh, how incredible they looked! My dick wasn’t huge, but it seemed massive in under the taut fabric. I turned to check out my ass. It was round and beautiful. I had no hair on my chest or back, but what I had on my legs was dark, and I wanted to shave it, but it was getting late. I also didn’t have a razor.

“Are you okay in there? I want to see how they look!” called Linda.

We could discuss shaving another day. There was no time tonight. I told Linda I was coming, gathered my clothes, and opened the door.

“Don’t cover yourself up!”

“Sorry,” I said and tossed the clothes I had on top of my bag. My face turned hot as I faced Linda. She said nothing as she looked me up and down. I was growing embarrassed as I waited for her to speak. Anything to calm my nerves. “What? Do you hate it?”

“No,” she said and shook her head. “I don’t hate it at all. Spin in a circle for me.”

I did what she said. Having her tell me what to do made my dick tingle. I’d spent my entire life trying to become the alpha the world wanted me to be, but Linda was showing me I could have things differently… with her.

Linda stepped over to me. She ran her hand down my front side until it reached the waistline of my panties. I took a deep breath as my dick throbbed, growing rock hard. She reached into my red satin panties and stroked my cock once, moaning into my ear as she did it. “Touching your dick makes me wet,” she said.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” I said. The words were automatic. I was hers, and I wanted her to command me.

“Good boy,” she said, stepping back with a wicked smile on her face.

♦

Linda

John’s ass looked delicious in his red satin panties. He wanted to match me. How cute. If only he were ready for me to fuck him, but we could save that for a different day. How could I not let the mental image cross my mind? I could usually find a slut who wanted to do anything when I went to Chicago, but it was always the type of man who wanted to fulfill a one-off fantasy.

There was more to John. He looked at me as though he were waiting for my direction. I would dream of him if he left me. I didn’t even want to think about it. John was mine. I had to do everything I could to keep him.

I undid my negligee, pulled it over my shoulders, and let it fall to the floor. John stared at me with wide eyes. I ran my hand along my body and asked, “you like my panties? They’re satin.”

John nodded. “Just like mine,” he said. His dick was rock hard under the fabric. There was a wet spot where his dick stopped. I wanted to lick it, but John had to treat me first. It was the natural order.

“You like eating pussy?” I asked.

John nodded. He was sitting on bent legs. I sat on the edge of the bed with my legs splayed. “Take off my panties and show me how much you like eating pussy,” I said.

John crawled over to me. Would he want to dress up and crawl around the house for me? Maybe he could wear a maid’s outfit and do my dishes. Clean my toilet on his hands and knees like he was now crawling toward me. His ass switched back and forth. The taut fabric on his plump behind showed where his ass split. I thought about asking if John liked having toys up his ass but stopped as he reached my feet.

“Your toes are so beautiful. May I kiss them?”

“Hmm,” I said and tapped my finger against my lips, as though I didn’t want him to kiss my feet. If only I had put lip gloss on him first. It wasn’t too late. “Do something for me first.”

“Anything,” he said and stood erect on his knees. I looked down and his dick was rock hard and wetter than ever.

“Oh, you like being a sissy boy, don’t you?”

John swallowed and averted his eyes, as though he were ashamed of his true self. I’d seen the look. The internal battle men had when they submitted. John would get over the hill. He would beat the struggle. He had to, for my sake. “There’s nothing to fear, John. I’m here to guide you. You won’t get lost with me.”

“Is there something wrong with me?” he asked without looking up at me. I glanced at his dick, and it wasn’t standing as tall as it had been.

I reached under John’s chin and lifted his face. My long, manicured nails scraped his skin. “John, you’re beautiful. I want you like this. I want you the way you are. Why would you ever think there was something wrong with how you naturally feel?”

“Most men are different from me. They are more dominant. More aggressive,” he said. He looked at me as he said the words.

“So what? Why do you want to be the man others want you to be? Why can’t you be yourself?”

He shrugged and dropped his head. “It’s hard.”

“Nobody is here but us. Why would I tell anyone you like to wear women’s lingerie and submit? It’s nobody’s business but ours. I promise.”

John shook his head. He nodded. He touched my thighs. With little hesitation, he moved his hands up my legs and rid me of the white satin thong. My pussy was wet and throbbing for John. I touched myself as he stared at my opening in disbelief. “You’re the cutest guy I’ve ever met,” I said.

John’s dark brown eyes focused on mine. I put my fingers into his black hair and guided his head to my pussy. His tongue licked my pussy lips, and I had to catch my breath. John was no stranger to a woman’s labia. He worked me with his tongue as though it were the most important job in the world.

I gripped the sheets beneath me, struggling to hold my orgasm. Struggling to maintain control of the situation. I had toys and other fun items in my suitcase. Pushing John off of me, I told him to grab my suitcase. He wiped his wet, shiny lips with a hand.

John brought my suitcase to the bed and plopped it by my side. “Have you ever been spanked?” I asked.

“No,” he said. His dick jumped. He couldn’t hide anything from me. “Would you please spank me?”

“Don’t get too excited, or I’ll make you wait for it,” I said.

John folded his lips. He looked like he wanted to say something but stayed quiet. I had a paddle in my hand, running the polished wood along my bare skin. I was naked and touching my pussy for John’s entertainment. There was a flogger in my bag we could use later. There were other goodies I couldn’t wait to use on John when the time was right.

“Very well,” I said after a minute or two of silence. “On your hands and knees. Right here.”

I got off the bed, and John got to his hands and knees where I’d been sitting. If I pulled his red satin panties down, it’d be too tempting. I would want to pull out my strap and fuck him hard. My pussy was going wild just thinking about it. “Just say ‘stop’ if it becomes too much.”

John nodded, looking over his shoulder. I smacked him hard on the ass with the paddle. He grunted. His body lurched forward, but he didn’t say ‘stop’, so I paddled his ass again. And again. I couldn’t resist after the third time and pulled down his panties to see how red his ass was. It was fiery.

Even though I could feel the heat coming off his ass, John looked at me as though he wanted more. Had I created a monster I couldn’t handle? John bent his head. I wasn’t one to disappoint, so I spanked John on both cheeks, hitting them until they were burning red. He grunted and moaned, but he never told me to ‘stop’. My hand hurt, and I was tired, and I really wanted John’s lips on my pussy.

“That was sexy. Get on your knees and finish what you started, sissy boy.”

“Yes, whatever you say, my Queen. Use me as you wish.”

“Your Queen, huh?” I remembered the lip gloss I wanted John to wear and grabbed it from my makeup bag. He put it on his lips when I told him what I wanted. “Now use those pretty lips on my pussy,” I said.

John didn’t speak and got back to his knees between my legs. I didn’t even stop myself from cumming this time.

When John put his lips on my pussy, he went to work. Each lick pushed me closer to an orgasm. He touched my clit, and I whimpered. I held his head and shoved him against my pussy. He was licking up my juices like they came from a fountain. I’d never have a man give me such good head, so when my center bubbled, I didn’t resist.

“Lick my pussy, sissy boy. Fuck. Shit. Damn, lick that pussy,” I said. My words were a mess. I wasn’t even sure they came out right, but I thought them. Sounds left my lips. John ignored every sound and sucked my wet pussy.

When I came, he wrapped his arms around my thighs and pulled me closer. It was the most aggressive thing he’d done, and it turned me on to no end. I held his head as I came once, twice, and a third time. By the third time, it was too much to handle, and I pushed away John’s head.

I screamed as my body reverberated from the orgasm. I squeezed my breasts, coming down from the high. John’s lips were shiny from my pussy juices and the lip gloss. He was hard, and his red satin panties were soaked with precum. I patted the bed, and John lay by my side.

“Jack off,” I said. “Cum.”

He nodded and pushed the panties down over his balls. His cock was slick with precum. I kissed John as he stroked his cock. It didn’t take him long before he was cumming all over his chest. “Good boy,” I whispered in his ear.

I grabbed a face towel from the bathroom and rubbed John dry. “You should wear a slip to bed.”

“Sure,” he said.

He put on the sky-blue satin slip, and I wore the lavender one. It almost fit him better than me, but I didn’t mind. We both looked beautiful and drifted to sleep holding each other.
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John

Sex with Linda was amazing, but I felt uneasy when I woke up. Nobody had ever seen that side of me, not even myself. I had never been in a situation where I could act how I had always wanted. I watched porn with dominant women but had never met one until Linda came into my life. Had I gone too far? What if people found out how I’d let her spank me?

My ass was on fire. It was the first thing I felt when I woke up, but I’d wanted every swat. I wanted more than Linda gave me. Not once had I thought about telling her to stop. That was last night. After dark.

It was like Linda hypnotized me when she let the negligee slip from her body. Each spanking took me deeper in the trance. The taste of Linda’s pussy on my lips. There was still a hint of her traveling to my nose, reminding me last night had happened. It wasn’t a dream.

Now, in the morning light, I wanted nothing more than to rip the sky-blue satin slip from my body and run to my car to leave. I tried lifting the cover and slipping out of bed before Linda awoke, but my commotion caused her to stir. Her eyes fluttered open. “Where are you going?” she asked, pulling me close to her.

I let her. We lay there for several minutes until I couldn’t take the feeling of satin against my skin. It was incredible, but I felt like a sissy bitch for wanting to wear it. I knew I needed to accept what I liked and who I was, but it was hard, and waking up with Linda was too much. Last night… we’d gone too far.

“I should get back to Dot Lake. I have to open the store tomorrow and need to clean today.”

Linda nodded. She rubbed my chest. “You want to work these muscles out too, don’t you?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I’ll probably work out,” I said.

“Okay,” she said and rolled off me. “Just give me your number before you go, so I can call you when I’m back in town.”

Part of me dreaded Linda having my number and being able to pull the sissy out of me when she wanted, but how could I tell her no? It was against my nature. “What’s your number?” I asked and got out of bed to grab my cell phone. The slip barely covered my soft dick.

Linda gave me her number, and I called it. Her phone rang. She hopped out of bed, answered it, and said, “hello? Who is it?”

I laughed and hung up. She smiled and walked over to me, wrapping her arms around the back of my neck. “Last night was amazing. You’re one sexy man.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I said in an apathetic voice. “I should hit the road.”

Linda nodded. I grabbed the jeans I was wearing yesterday and a fresh shirt. Without thinking, I grabbed the white bikini-cut cotton panties instead of my boxers. I didn’t notice until I was in the bathroom, staring at them like a madman. What was the big deal? Nobody would be able to see panties if I wore them. Even if they did, they’d think they were white briefs. I put them on and quickly put my jeans on over them.

I packed my bag. Linda walked me to the door. “I’ll see you in Dot Lake,” I said.

“See you there,” she said and kissed me on the cheek. She closed the door. I walked to my car, loving how tight the panties felt against my dick. Each step made my dick a little harder. I got in my car and drove away, feeling a mix of emotions.
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Linda

Eleven days.

I hadn’t heard from John since we were in Chicago, and I was losing my mind. Was it pathetic I knew eleven days had passed without checking a calendar? John was so promising, and now he wouldn’t return my messages.

I wasn’t sending him endless messages. I sent him three texts. The last one was four days ago. I checked my phone constantly, but there was nothing. John had fallen into the masculinity trap. He could hide as much as he wanted, but he was only hurting himself. And me, but mostly himself.

How long could he last denying who he was?

I was sitting on the chaise in the room I used as my closet and office. I had custom work done to convert every square inch into usable space, and there was a comfy chair and chaise in the middle of it all with a shaggy rug beneath that. Men loved when I bent them over the chaise and fucked them in the ass, but it had been so long since I did that.

I wished John would come around so we could take the next step, but he wouldn’t even return a message.

Instead of feeling sorry for myself, I worked. There was a tiny bar in my office. I poured myself a whiskey without ice. It was the perfect drink to sooth my frustrations. I didn’t use the alcohol to cope, but it helped keep me from screaming my frustrations away.

I stared at my phone, but there were no new messages. The screen burned my eyes. I’d looked at it too many times, and my head would pop if I checked it without seeing a new message. I turned off my phone, threw back the brown liquor, and drowned myself with work.

♦

John

Every day that passed filled me with more regret. How could I have let twelve days pass without responding to Linda? She had shown me the best night of my life, and I couldn’t even show enough respect to let her know I’d seen her message. Linda knew who I was, but I wasn’t able to accept myself.

None of this had stopped me from wearing panties. It was something I could do in private. It was something nobody had to know, not even Linda. I knew she wanted to push me farther than I ever thought I would go.

Women like Linda were a fantasy before she came into my life. They were unattainable women in videos who were paid to act how they did. I never knew if the women I’d fantasized about over the years enjoyed doing what they did or if it had been for a paycheck. Sometimes it was easier to pretend I was alone in the world than accept that I wasn’t. There were other people with similar interests to the ones I kept buried within myself.

Twelve days had passed since I drove home from Chicago. Each day felt longer than the one before it. My body ached when I thought of Linda and how she could change my life.

Sitting on my haphazard couch, I pulled out my phone. The three messages Linda had sent were there, waiting for my reply. Linda had done nothing wrong, but I knew once we started, there would be no end. How would I ever walk away from a woman who gave me everything I always wanted but never had the courage to pursue?

I typed my reply. My fingers shook. My body burned as though I were in a sauna.

Me: Sorry you haven’t heard from me. I would love to see you soon and explain. It’s me, John. I miss you, Linda. Please forgive me.

I sent the message, feeling a wave of relief as I read the message over. Linda replied hours later, and she agreed to meet me the next day. I didn’t have to work. She said she would take a half day to spend time with me, making me feel like the most loved man in the world.
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Linda

John arrived half an hour ago. The first ten minutes were awkward, but we moved past that. He begged for my forgiveness. I forgave him and told him he needn’t worry, but he spent the first ten minutes vomiting words of forgiveness. He made little sense. Most of what he said was a salad of randomness.

He calmed down after I commanded him to stop. He forgave a bit more, but the words had puttered to nothing after I told him I no longer wanted to hear it. We didn’t talk much for about fifteen minutes after that as I filled two glasses with water, grabbed a pair of panties from the room I used as a closet, and picked out a purple nail polish from the bucket of polishes I had.

“John, you aren’t like most men, but that is what I love about you. You’re unique. You’re an individual. I hope you will let me into your heart, but I can understand if your internal battles are hard.”

John nodded. He rubbed his thighs. “Yeah,” he said. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and soul searching. I know there is nothing wrong with me, but men expect other men to be so manly. There’s so much pressure in the world to be a ‘man’,” John said and made air quotes.

I was sitting next to him on my sofa. Everything in my home was decorated top to bottom. Paint, wallpaper, accent walls, pillows on the chairs and sofa. I picked up my glass of water and scooted closer to John. I placed my hand on his shoulder. “Can I tell you a secret?”

John looked at me. His eyes were watery. I leaned forward, kissing him softly on the lips. “What secret?” he asked.

I leaned back, taking another drink of water. I shook my head. “You are braver and more manly than those ‘men’ out there. Trust me. So many of them beg me to use them, but you have a heart. You’re a good man, John. I’m happy to have you in my life.”

“I’m the lucky one,” he said. “Thank you for letting me into your life and understanding I needed time to myself.”

“Are you wearing panties? I grabbed a pair for you,” I said and held up the pair I had taken from my room.

He nodded. “Yeah, I’m wearing the pink lace-trim thong we bought in Chicago.”

John spoke as though he had many more pairs. He didn’t need the one I brought to the living room. “Have you bought more?”

John’s pale face turned bright red. He bit his lip and nodded. “Yes. I went a little crazy, and I don’t even have the money for it.” He let out a nervous chuckle.

If John stuck with me, I would shower him in gifts. I wanted to dress him up and make him my doll. He had the perfect body. It was thin yet hard with muscles. I wondered how far I could push him. Had his twelve days away made him accept who he was? Was he ready to see how beautiful he could become?

“How much did you buy?”

“Twelve new pairs. All online. It was so easy to add them to the cart, check out, and wait for them to arrive in the mail. I thought it would have been enough, honestly. Just having the lingerie and touching myself, but I couldn’t get you out of my mind. You are my Queen, and I want to serve you.”

Fuck, John was making me wet. He acted submissive, but there was something dominant about him. He would push me to my limits as much as I did him. It scared me to realize this, but I wanted to see where we would go; where this journey would take us.

“I want to paint your nails. Is there a name you wanted me to call you?”

“You decide, my Queen,” he said. “If you want me to call you something different, all you have to do is tell me. You are a Queen in my eyes. I’m blinded by your beauty every time I look at you.” John’s words were strong, but just what I wanted to hear. He knew how to make my pussy wet.

“I’ll call you…” I said and tapped my lips. I looked down at John between my splayed legs. He had his hands resting lightly on my thighs. “Wet Lips.” All I could think about was how wet his lips looked when he ate me out. I wanted him to lick my pussy now but resisted undressing myself.

“Wet Lips?” he asked.

“Do you hate it?”

John shook his head. “No, I don’t. What about, my Queen? Is that okay?”

“You should bring me a crown next time, if you want me to be your Queen.”

“I’ll buy one when I can,” he said.

He could barely pay for his lingerie, so I shook my head. “No, I’m kidding. Don’t waste your money on that. How about you buy sexy panties with crowns on them? Or a thong?”

“Even better,” he said.

“Sit next to me. Let me paint your nails,” I said.

John glanced at the bottle of purple nail polish on the coffee table with hesitant eyes. “My toes or fingers?”

“Both! I think this color will look great against your porcelain skin,” she said.

John agreed. I painted his nails as he told me all the emotions he’d been going through. He struggled with how his nature competed with how men were expected to act. He wanted to overcome this, but it was hard. “Every time I’ve ever been with a woman, it was like I was acting. It was a show.”

I nodded. “Others partners I’ve had have expressed this emotion. They run from it, but you confronted it and came back to me.”

John’s face grew dark. He glanced at me with contempt in his eyes. I took the polish from the table and shook it, knowing exactly what was on his mind.

“How many partners have you had? Are there a lot of men like me?” he asked.

“More men are undercover sissies than you’d think,” I said, shaking the bottle. “I’ve had some men in my life. Why does the number matter?”

I saw jealousy on John’s face. He averted his eyes, crossed his arms over his chest, and grunted. “It matters.”

“No, it doesn’t,” I said. I rubbed his shoulder closest to me and leaned over to whisper in his ear. “Nobody has made me feel the way you do.”

John sighed and accepted what I told him. His eyes relaxed. “I’ve always wanted my nails painted,” he said.

I twisted open the bottle of polish. “Put out your nails,” I said. John gave me his hand. His fingers were hairless and thin, almost like a woman’s. I painted his nails purple as we talked. It was an emotional discussion, but John decided there was nothing wrong with him by the end. He opened up more than he ever had, talking about how he’d always struggled against the desire to do things women did.

I listened to every word, so happy he had found his way past the struggle. “Now my toes?” John asked when I finished his fingers. “I love this color against my skin.”

“It’s pretty,” I agreed. I told him to wash his feet in the tub first and made us iced coffee while I waited. I mixed mine with milk to make an iced latte. John wanted water. He came out with trimmed toe nails and feet smelling of my lavender-scented soap. I painted John’s toenails purple. “Did you want to go on a walk?”

John made a shocked expression. He looked adorable when his cheeks reddened. “You mean, you want me to go out with my nails like this?” he asked.

I shrugged, nuzzling him. “Why not? We’ll just walk along the trail.”

There were trails all over Dot Lake, and there was a place to enter the trail close to my house. I loved walking there, especially when the weather was nice. It was a gorgeous spring day. Plus, it would be fun to see John out of the house with painted nails. We could work our way up to dresses and women’s clothing. I knew from my experiences with other men how much they loved going in public as a woman.

“I don’t know,” John said and looked down at his nails. They were dry. We had almost finished our coffees.

“Please,” I said. “Nobody will care.”

John took a deep breath. “You’re right. Let’s go. It’s a gorgeous day.”

♦

John

My body shook as we walked down the trail. People were enjoying their day. I’d never painted my nails, and now I was walking around with them purple; a stark contrast to my pasty skin. Linda wouldn’t let me keep my hands in pocket either. One hand was laced with hers, and the other had to stay by my side.

Who was I to argue with my Queen? If I wasn’t pleasing her, I didn’t feel whole. As much as I wanted to bury my hands in my pockets, it felt better to keep them free and visible for anyone who wanted to see. There were people who glanced at us, who stared at my painted nails, but I grew more emboldened with each person we passed.

There was an awakening within me as we walked through the park. I wanted more. My body burned with each step, wishing I had something cuter to wear than boring jeans and a plain t-shirt. Even the light jacket I was wearing did nothing for my frame. It wasn’t stylish. There was nothing special about it.

Linda had changed into a pair of overalls with nothing but a red camisole beneath it. Linda had her honey blonde hair pulled into a tight bun at the top of her head. Some men looked at her, then at me, and back at her before shaking their heads. It made me feel insecure, but Linda leaned over and whispered, “they’re just jealous. You’re the only man I want.”

“I hate those assholes,” I said under my breath.

Linda shrugged, and we kept walking. We walked and walked. The further we got from Linda’s, the fewer people we saw on the trail. I no longer cared about my nail polish, either. It was nothing. I was craving so much more, but we were too far from civilization for shopping.

“What if we snuck into the woods?” Linda asked when we were at least three miles from her house. “Nobody lives over here.”

I looked over my shoulder. I saw nobody behind nor in front of us. “What would we do in the woods?”

Linda shook her head, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me into the trees. “Stay quiet,” she said as we walked deeper into the woods. The trees grew thicker. It was clear few people came through this area. Linda found a small clearing, slammed me against a tree facing away from where we’d come, and smashed her lips against mine.

She unbuttoned my jeans, exposing my pink lace-trim thong. The one she’d bought me in Chicago. My dick was hard and leaking precum. Linda touched the wet stain. “You’re wet for me.”

“Always,” I said. My dick leaked like crazy when we fooled around. Much more than if I were to jack off. Linda was so sexy. Her hazel eyes and round face. Linda undid her overalls as she stared into my eyes. She threw the straps over her shoulders and let the denim fall to pile up around her ankles.

She hadn’t worn a bra, and her nipples were hard under the cami. She wasn’t wearing panties either, and her pussy sparkled with wetness. Her bush trimmed to the perfect length. “Do your job, Wet Lips,” said Linda.

I looked over my shoulder, but we were too deep in the woods to see the trail. There was nobody around us. I dropped to my knees, closed my eyes, and licked Linda’s pussy. She was dessert on my lips. I loved her smell and could wear it all day.

Linda held the back of my head, suppressing moans, as I ran my tongue from her activated clit to her labia and back. She scratched the tree when I sucked and nibbled on her fat clit. She begged me to stop, but it tasted too good. I loved how hard her clit got. She came all over me. Her fingers on my head.

“Damn, Wet Lips. Fuck. When I tell you to stop next time, you better listen,” she said and put her hand on her hip. “It felt good, but shit, I needed to catch my breath.”

I chuckled, but she told me she was being serious. “Yes, my Queen,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, Wet Lips. Come here and let me wipe that wet mouth clean,” she said.

I stood, and we kissed. I wondered if she could smell herself on my lips. My dick was rock hard, and Linda reached down to touch it. She whipped my dick out of the pink lace-trim thong. She stroked it, and just her light touch made me want to cum. The feeling of the thong cupping my balls drove me wild.

“Take them off,” she said and pulled on the thong’s waistline. “Take them off and cum all over them.”

“Okay, my Queen,” I said and stripped naked. Nobody was around to see us, but my heart raced. We couldn’t see the trail, but we weren’t that far from it either. If people spoke loudly, we could hear the voices.

Linda watched as I dropped to my knees and placed the thong in front of my dick to catch my cum. I stared at my painted nails as I stroked my cock. Linda lifted my chin. “Look at me,” she said.

“Okay,” I said and stared into her eyes. My balls tightened as I beat my dick. Every second felt like an eternity sitting in the woods not far from the trail until cum shot from my dick and covered the pink lace-trim thong.

“Dip your finger in it and have a taste,” said Linda.

I hesitated until I saw my painted fingernails. Pretending I was someone else, a woman with a manicure, I dipped my finger in the cum. It was salty when it hit my tongue, but I loved how submissive it made me feel. I slid my finger through the thick goo and watched it flow down my skin. I stared into Linda’s eyes as I stuck my finger into my mouth and sucked it clean.

“That’s sexy, Wet Lips,” she said. “Put those panties back on and let’s go before someone finds us.”

“You want me to wear these?” I asked and held up the soiled panties.

“Yes,” she said. “We can’t leave them here. That’s littering.”

“You’re right, my Queen. I’ll put them on now,” I said. Slipping into the pink lace-trim thong, I didn’t utter a word of complaint. If my Queen wanted me to wear a thong soiled with my cum, I would grant her request, no matter how humiliated it made me feel.

We snuck out of the woods and got back on the trail without anyone noticing us. I felt the cum on my dick, balls, and ass the entire walk back to Linda’s house, but I didn’t care. I stopped noticing guys looking at my painted nails. Linda liked me and was holding my hand. Everyone else could fuck off.

“What are we going to do now?” I asked when we got to Linda’s. We were standing outside. She held both my hands.

“How about we hang out tomorrow? There is some stuff I need to finish for the blog.”

“I work the lunch shift tomorrow, but I could by come afterward,” I said.

“Perfect. Make sure you wear panties to work,” she said and kissed me lightly on the lips.

“I’ll send you a picture before I leave,” I said.

Linda and I kissed, using our tongues. Our eyes closed. She held me for a long time before staring me in the eyes and telling me I was special. We said bye, and I drove home, missing her more with each passing moment.
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Linda

I had been filled with hope and light when we left Chicago until John didn’t return my messages for twelve days. They were the longest twelve days of my life because I knew John was the one for me. He was the man I wanted to push to his limits. The man I wanted to push me to mine. Every time a couple went out on a date for the first time, there was that hope they would be the ‘one’. That hope didn’t fade with John.

The more we talked, the more I wanted him. The more I wanted to kiss him. Touch him. Fuck him.

I bought him a present when I got back from Chicago, but never had the chance to give it to him. After our walk and time in the woods, I thought about inviting him inside to give him the present, but I didn’t. My blog was a great excuse. I made my own schedule and could have moved it around, but it felt great finishing work.

The afternoon after John got off work was a different story. He said he would shower at his place but come over as soon as he could. I finished everything I needed for the blog for the day: responding to fans, adding another article to the website, emailing partners for future products, and making cue cards for the video I would record in a few days.

It was a lot of work, but I loved my job. I thought about making videos for men’s makeup with John but wasn’t sure he would go for that. Time passed. John knocked on my door seventeen minutes later than he’d predicted. I had picked up snacks from the grocery store for us. Salad, sandwiches, and traditional sides like potato salad.

“You made it,” I said and wrapped my arms around his neck. He kissed me. His lips tasted of mint. He smelled like orange blossom and a hint of fresh-cut flowers. His nails were painted a light pink.

John hugged me tight, let me go, and stepped inside. He seemed a lot more comfortable than the other times we had gotten together. “I missed you,” he said. “How was your day?”

I told John about the blog and offered him food. We made two plates and sat in my backyard. I had a small set of tables and chairs. We talked about John’s job at Mario’s. He was happy but didn’t feel fulfilled because he thought he could have done so much more with his life. It was crushing every time he mentioned his parents. Even if I didn’t love my family’s company for a variety of reasons, at least they were still alive. John had lost both of his parents, had no siblings, and friendships were only worth so much.

“You’ve survived so much,” I said and grabbed his hand. John nodded and wiped away a tear with his free hand. He squeezed my hand, and I kissed where our skin touched. It seemed like a perfect time to give him his present. Our food was mostly gone, and I couldn’t eat another bite, so I said, “John, I got you something.”

“You didn’t have to get me anything,” he said.

I shook my head and ignored John, going to my bedroom to get the gift from my closet. John smiled when he saw the box. People refused what they wanted most, and it made no sense. “Thank you,” John said and took the gift.

It was a white box wrapped with pink ribbon, similar in color to John’s nails. He put out his hand and commented on how they matched. I nodded, loving how John had taken an initiative to feminize himself. I hoped he would like what was inside the box.

John pulled the ribbon loose, and it fell to his lap. He was wearing dark jeans and a button-up shirt. The sun was still out, and it wasn’t too hot, but there was some humidity in the air. John opened the lid to the box. He said nothing.

There was a maid’s outfit inside. It was pink and white. I had thought about getting the black and white one, but wanted him to feel extra feminine. Beneath the outfit was a feather duster. It was a thin wooden handle and large feathers. John placed the box under the table between us and held up the outfit. “This is for me?”

I nodded. “What do you think?”

John tilted his head to the side. He placed the skirt on his lap first and the top second. He ran his hands over them. He tilted his head to the other side and asked, “can I try them on?”

“I wouldn’t want anything else. What panties are you wearing today?”

“A pair I ordered online. They were designed for men. A red g-string with mesh over the dick area. Still unsure how I feel about g-strings,” John said with a light chuckle.

“Yum,” I said and reached over to touch his shoulder. I leaned over the table between us and nibbled on his earlobe. I wanted him to put on the maid’s outfit so I could lift his skirt and check out that red g-string. “Put on the maid’s outfit. I’ll clean up out here and see you inside.”

“Okay,” John said and picked up the outfit from his lap. He ran inside, leaving behind his feather duster. I hadn’t dusted all week. He had a job to do, among others. I took our dishes to the sink and dropped them there. John could wash them.

While he was changing in the bathroom, I went to my office/closet and locked the door. I changed into a body contoured faux leather dress with short sleeves. It was black with red trim and had a thin belt around the waistline. I paired it with black platforms and fishnet stockings. The heels were five inches. I sat in front of the mirror and did my makeup. I braided my honey blonde hair into a spiral before pulling it into a bun at the top of my head.

John came out of the bathroom. I heard him. I stood from the desk where I had my makeup mirror plugged up, checked myself out in the floor-length mirror, and went out to see my man in his pink maid’s outfit.

♦

John

I stood in the bathroom, wearing nothing but the red g-string. My dick was half erect and pressing against the fabric; compressed in a cage of mesh. I loved the constriction against my member. I loved how big it looked against the tiny amount of fabric. It was so perfect. Even a month before, I wouldn’t have considered wearing a maid’s outfit, but now was different.

I accepted myself. I’d even painted my nails pink before coming over to Linda’s. Online purchases made everything easier, but I knew part of me would want to go shopping in the real world one day; perhaps dressed as a woman. A desire to walk around in heels and a dress was bubbling within me.

I picked up the pink and white maid’s outfit. It was adorable. I put on the top first, tying the laces up the front. Part of me wanted to have big breasts, even if it was just to fill out this outfit. I thought about stuffing my shirt with toilet paper but decided against it. It didn’t look bad now. Better flat and smooth than bumpy and obviously fake.

I put on the skirt, and it barely went past my dick. I felt super slutty and sexy wearing it. The skirt had white tulle popping out the bottom. I placed my hands on the skirt, as though wind were blowing it up, and twisted my ass as I stared at myself in the mirror. It was glorious. I wanted heels and stockings and so much more, but the outfit would do.

Stepping out the bathroom, I noticed there were dishes in the sink. Wearing the maid’s outfit made me gravitate toward them. Linda would want to find me cleaning. My dick was as stiff as a rod. Hot water and soap suds ran over my skin. I took my time making sure every dish and utensil was sparkling clean.

Linda came out of her office/closet minutes later. I hadn’t finished, and she found me in the kitchen. She was wearing the sexiest outfit I had ever seen. A faux leather dress hugged her body like a glove. Her fishnets made me extremely jealous. I wanted a pair of white tights. They would make my outfit look so pure, even though I was feeling anything but.

“Aren’t you the best sissy in the world, Wet Lips?”

“I strive to do my best, my Queen.”

“You left your feather duster outside,” she said and pulled it out from behind her back. How embarrassing! I couldn’t believe I forgot about the feather duster. I took it from her and begged for forgiveness. “Oh, hush up, Wet Lips. You’re doing a beautiful job on these dishes.”

“Thank you, my Queen.” Linda was holding something in her other hand behind her back, and I wanted to know what it was, so I asked. She smiled like a villain and told me to turn around. I hesitated but did what she said. “This outfit looks amazing on you. We’ll have to size your feet for heels,” she said before lifting my skirt. My dick throbbed as her fingers skated over my ass cheeks.

Linda lifted her fingers and pressed a paddle against my ass, making my dick jump with excitement. I wanted her to spank my ass until it was red like lava. I didn’t care if it bruised. Linda spanking me turned me on so much. It made me feel like a slutty sissy, and it felt so good.

Each feminization sensation was so new, and I savored every moment. The brush of the tulle against my thighs. The polished wood paddle touching my bare skin. The g-string up my ass and tight around the front. Linda whispered how sexy I was as she pulled on my g-string and let it slap back against my waist.

“Who’s my sissy?”

“I am,” I said in a breathless voice, desperate for the sting of the paddle against my ass.

“Fuck, Wet Lips. Your ass is so nice,” she said. Her nails were long. She glided them against my ass cheeks. She was gliding on my skin, and it made my hairs stand at attention. I moved my ass up and down out of desperation. “You want me to spank that ass, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Finish the dishes,” Linda said and dropped my skirt without paddling me. She turned and sashayed out of the kitchen, holding her arms in the air as though she were soaring through the sky. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floors. They were so tall. I wanted a pair.

No matter how much I craved Linda, I wouldn’t leave the sink. I finished the dishes. They were shimmering on the drying rack when I finished. Linda had a dishwasher, but I wanted to make sure they were perfect.

Linda was waiting for me in the living room when I finished. She had her legs splayed and wasn’t wearing panties. Her pussy glistened in the shadows of her dress, and I put my hands on the skirt over where my dick was. Linda had the paddle in her hand, slapping it gently against the palm of her hand. “How do the dishes look?” she asked.

“They’re perfect, my Queen. I promise,” I said.

Linda stood. Her platform heels made her tower over me, but I didn’t mind. She looked so sexy. All I wanted was to make my lips wet with her pussy or have her spank me. I was going crazy with her teasing me. Linda bent me over the sofa, and my dick throbbed as she lifted my skirt.

“This g-string is so nice. I love the mesh front,” Linda said. She reached through my legs and rubbed her finger against the spot where my dick was leaking precum on the fabric. I gripped the sofa beneath me. Linda would make me cum if she didn’t stop, but I said nothing. Even if I soiled my panties, I would let her do whatever she wanted.

She stopped before I came and pressed the paddle against my ass. Seconds later, she lifted it and spanked me for the first time that night. She spanked me three times on each cheek. I bit my bottom lip as the stinging sensation traveled through my body. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as she spanked me a fourth time on each cheek.

“Fuck, Wet Lips. You drive me wild. I love how much you enjoy a spanking.”

“Spank me more,” I said. My voice sounded pathetic. I desperately wanted more.

“Not until you get your lips wet, Wet Lips.” Linda dropped my skirt and sat on the sofa. She wasn’t wearing panties under her dress. She hiked up her dress and revealed her pussy. Her clit was hiding, but I’d change that soon.

She was wet as I kneeled between her legs. She smelled fresh, as though she’d showered right before I came over. I loved how she prepped for me. I did the same for her. Linda reached out, cupping the back of my head and guiding it to her pussy. “We never had dessert after we ate,” she said.

I wouldn’t argue. Her pussy was more than enough dessert for me. She could give it to me every day, and I’d never eat another sweet again. I licked her pussy lips, running my tongue along her inner and outer labia. I pressed my thumb against the spot her clit hid. Hers could grow big once I got it out of hiding.

Using a finger on my other hand, I pushed it into her pussy, hooking it when it was all the way in. Linda squeezed her breasts and didn’t push me away as I used my mouth and my fingers on her pussy. She screamed and shouted, but she didn’t make me stop.

“You like that?” I asked and used my tongue on her clit instead of my thumb.

“Fuck yes!” she yelled. She undid the front of her dress and let her breasts pop out. Linda squeezed a nipple. I was watching her, distracted by her beauty. She looked down at me and said, “pick up where you left off, Wet Lips. Fuck, those wet lips are unreal.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” Linda said and pushed my head back down to her pussy. I got back to work, using both hands and my mouth on her pussy. I pushed a second and third finger into her vagina and wrapped my mouth around her clit. My free hand rested on her thigh. I sucked and nibbled on Linda’s clit as I fucked her with three fingers. “Shit! Shit! Oh my, John!”

Linda screamed and squirted in my face. She had never cum so hard before, and it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. Linda wasn’t even looking, but I had to cum. I reached into my g-string, stroked my dick for seconds and came all over myself. I collapsed to the floor and lay there, panting.

“You going to cum?” Linda asked a minute later when she sat up for the first time.

“Already did,” I said.

She laughed and lay on the floor next to me. We stayed there for thirty minutes holding each other, then showered together, and went out for a short walk before we had to call it a day, but we promised to see each other a few days after that when I had a day off.
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Linda

John and I texted days we weren’t together. It was a distraction, but I loved knowing he thought of me. We could go hours without sending a message or send several within minutes. My heart fluttered every time I heard from John. He was the man of my dreams. We had come a long way since meeting in Chicago, but I wanted to push him to the next level.

When I had first lifted his maid’s skirt in the kitchen, my pussy throbbed. All I wanted was to put on my strap and fuck John hard. I wanted to pull his g-string from his crack, lube up my dick, and slide into his tight little hole. I wondered if he’d ever been fucked.

We were getting together after he got off work, which was late, but I had recorded some videos for the blog. I worked hard to take the following day off and stay up late for John. He was closing the kitchen and had the days prior. I didn’t know how he did it.

‘Linda’s Life’ took a lot of my time, but I stopped working if I got too tired. John couldn’t do that. I hoped he would have energy for me when he arrived.

It was dark when John knocked on the door. I answered wearing a pink mesh robe with a pair of black kitten heels. I had on no tights, no bra, no panties; nothing but the mesh robe that did nothing to hide my naked body beneath it. John rubbed his eyes. He looked tired but excited to see me. I stepped aside so he could come inside.

John told me about his evening at Mario’s. He wasn’t wearing nail polish or anything feminine.

Under his work outfit, John was wearing an orange and white striped thong. It was cute and made his muscular ass look great. He hadn’t showered after work, so I saw him step out of his work pants. It wasn’t a sight I would forget.

He came back from the bathroom wearing the black lace boy shorts and black mesh slip I’d left for him in the bathroom. We hadn’t had time to go shoe shopping, but I had glanced at his shoes before he left my house the last time.

John was carrying the two-inch black stilettos with an ankle strap and open toe. “Are these yours?”

“I looked at your shoes. They should fit based on your men’s size.” He wore a seven and a half in men’s, so his foot was perfect for shopping for heels. How lucky was he?

I was sitting on the chaise in my closet/office, and John was standing in front of me. He looked adorable in the black mesh slip with black lace boy shorts on under it. I told him to sit next to me on the chaise. “Yes, my Queen.”

“Give me your foot,” I said. He put his leg on my lap. I took the stiletto and pushed his toes into the shoe. He looked into my eyes as I fixed the strap around his ankle. “These will probably feel pretty stable. Have you walked in heels before?”

John shook his head. He switched legs, and I put his other foot in the heel. “They look amazing, but I should paint my toenails.”

His toenails did look plain, but John looked amazing. “We can paint them. I have plenty of polish. Spin in a circle.”

John nodded. He pulled down on his slip dress and waddled around in a circle, clearly uncomfortable in the heels. His abs were visible under the mesh fabric. His bubble butt popped in the black lace boy shorts. I wanted to fuck him. The desire consumed me. I had pulled my strap out of the closet and cleaned it before John arrived. I hoped he was ready to take it because I needed his ass.

“Let me show you how to walk,” I said.

We went to the living room. I always pulled down the blinds when John came over. We couldn’t help but touch each other. When he knew nobody was watching, John let his true colors show. I loved him for who he was and wanted him to act like himself.

“Okay, so this is what you have to do,” I said and showed him how to keep his back straight and walk with his heel first. Heel to toe. It was also about confidence, so I told him to act like he could feel the spring breeze; like he was a model on a bridge in a photo shoot.

John was walking like a model in under two minutes. He did it slowly at first, but his gait quickly showed his confidence. I put on a pop song and we acted like runway models, strutting up and down the living room.

I fell to the sofa in a fit of laughter. John joined me, putting his hands on my shoulder. His touch hushed me. I gazed into his dark brown eyes. Some of his freckles were becoming more pronounced with the warming weather. He liked to spend time outside when he wasn’t working, even though he could burn easily. He was always sending me photos from the concrete slab that was his back patio.

We spent more time at my place. He said he liked it better. I didn’t know, nor care. I hated driving, so I was happy to stay home.

Running my fingers down the black mesh slip dress, I squeezed John’s hard chest through the fabric. He was staring me in the eye as he let out a little moan. His nipples were hard. I held his gaze, even though I wanted to look down to see his dick. Was it hard?

Without breaking eye contact, I reached under his slip and touched his dick. It was hard. I loved how I made John hard. “Fuck, you’re sexy,” I said in a weak voice.

My pussy wanted to feel the nub of the strap fucking it as I fucked John. It wanted me to tie John up and ride his dick. My pussy needed penetration, and I had to put John in his place before I let his dick feel the warmth of my hole.

John had to know who was in charge because there was something controlling and dark lurking under his surface. Without speaking, I stood from the couch. I rose my hands in the air and switched out of the room without looking back to see if John was watching.

I went to where I had the strap-on waiting and pulled it out. It wasn’t too big. About the size of John’s dick. John wasn’t huge, but he would definitely feel the strap’s size. He had to know what it was like getting fucked. It would soften him and add to his femininity, and it would give me something I’d been craving since I saw him for the first time in Chicago.

I took the strap back into the living room. John was rubbing his dick through the black lace boy shorts. I held the strap in the air and said, “I want to fuck you. Have you been fucked before?”

John stared at the strap-on dangling in the air and shook his head. “No, my Queen, but I’m happy to give you my ass.”

“You know just what to say, Wet Lips,” I said. “Why don’t you have a treat before I fuck you?”

John nodded, and I sat on the couch. I undid the pink mesh robe and left it open. I wasn’t wearing anything else but the kitten heels. John kneeled between my legs and went to work, knowing just how I liked it.

“You’ve had enough,” I said when the oral treatment became too intense. I wanted to cum while fucking him, even though I loved how he could make me cum with his mouth.

John wiped his wet lips and grinned. “If I make you cum first, you won’t want to fuck me.”

“Oh, I’m going to fuck you. I’ve been thinking about it since Chicago,” I said.

“Just tell me what to do,” John said and scooted away from between my legs. His dark-brown eyes focused on me, and I reached between my legs to touch my pussy. It was wet with our juices, and I couldn’t wait to feel his dick sliding in and out of me, but he had to feel mine first.

I stood from the sofa and led John to my bedroom. I took off the robe and threw it to the side, but kept on my kitten heels. John climbed on the bed, as I had instructed. I wrapped the dildo around my waist, moaning as the inside nub slid into me.

“Damn, your dick is sexy, my Queen,” John said as he looked over his shoulder. I stepped to the bed, pulled down the black lace boy shorts, and stared at his tight sissy hole.

I pushed down on the small of John’s back. He collapsed to the bed beneath him. His hard dick dangled between his legs. I reached between his thighs to stroke it, and he pushed away my hand after I rubbed his dick twice. “Fuck, Linda. You’re going to make me cum,” he said.

I smacked his ass. He moaned and begged for more. I stepped over to my closet where I had a flogger. I took the flogger and ran the tails against John’s back and ass. He moaned every time I brought the flogger down on his ass, making him red. Imprints of the tails bright against his pale skin. His black mesh slip showing every groove of his tight body.

I spanked him a few more times before tossing the flogger to the side and grabbing a bottle of lubrication I had. “Are you ready, Wet Lips?”

John nodded and said, “yes, my Queen. Give me your dick.”

I squirted lubrication onto my bare dick. I rubbed the lube into my cock, squinting at John’s tight hole as it contracted and released. John reached back and opened his ass cheeks wider. “Fuck me, my Queen,” he said and shook his ass.

I held the bottle of lube above his ass and squirted some on his hole. I got on my knees behind him, rubbing my dick along his split. John reached behind. He grabbed my ass and pulled me forward. He was a greedy little slut, so I wouldn’t hold back. I shoved my dick into John’s virgin ass.

He screamed and lurched forward. He twisted and turned on the bed, panting and begging for mercy from the pain of me stretching his ass. I couldn’t wait to use a bigger dildo on him. Even though he was hurting, I could tell he would want big dicks. He would want his ass stretched like the sissy slut he was.

“Go slow,” he said, and got back to his hands and knees. I squeezed my breasts and slapped John’s ass with my dick.

I squirted more lube on it and his hole. “You want me to go slow?”

“Please,” John said. He didn’t reach back to grab me. I took control, pushing my tip into him. I moved it up and down without going deeper into John. The nub stimulated my pussy. I reached around to touch John’s dick. It was a hard and a mess of precum. He gripped my hand and moved it away. “Fuck. Deeper.”

I pushed into him. I was halfway in him when he told me to stop. John was breathing deeply. I pulled out all the way and pushed back in, fucking him with light thrusts. I wouldn’t last long. The nub felt so good in my pussy. The strap rubbed my clit too, and I wouldn’t last long fucking John’s tight ass.

I pushed all the way into John as he loosened up, and he was screaming out how much he loved it as I moved in and out of his ass. I smacked his cheeks, and he told me to spank him harder. I fucked and spanked him until it became too much to handle. An orgasm was rushing to the surface, and I would bust.

I pulled out of John, flipped him to his back, and stepped off the bed. John scooted down to the end of the bed and threw his legs in the air. I wrapped my arms around his thighs and pushed my dick into him.

John stroked his dick as I fucked him hard. “Cum with me,” I said and slowed the rhythm. I moved the dildo to fuck myself, but it was deep in John too. He stroked his dick, which was slick and shiny with precum.

“Ah,” John screamed out. He had pulled up his black mesh slip dress so it was around his chest. He came all over his abs. I squeezed his sides as I came right after him. My dick still deep in his ass. He stroked his dick and came a second time before I fell out of him and collapsed to his side.

We lay there and let time pass, holding each other. We got up later, washed off, and watched some TV. John spent the night at my place.

♦

John

I had never been fucked before, and as painful as it was at first, I knew I loved it. I knew I would want Linda to fuck me all the time. No matter what the world thought, I no longer cared that I was a submissive sissy slut. Linda had awakened the man who had always been inside of me, and I would always owe her for that.

“I hope you like these,” Linda said and placed a plate of scrambled eggs on the table. She put toast with them, and I had prepped bowls of fruit at Linda’s request. We were sitting at the table in her dining room.

Linda poured orange juice into her glass. I lifted my eyes from the food. “It looks incredible. How could I not love what you cook?”

“You’re too kind,” Linda said and rubbed my thigh under the table. I was wearing the black lace boy shorts and nothing else. Linda wanted to look at my body. I would have to get to the gym if I wanted to keep it. “So, what are we? Boyfriend and girlfriend? I don’t want you sleeping with other people.”

I shook my head. I wasn’t even thinking about other women with Linda in my life. “No, I don’t want to. You’re the only woman I want, my Queen.”

“Please, this is serious.”

“Linda, I mean it. We can say we’re boyfriend and girlfriend. I would love that,” I said.

“Perfect,” she said. Linda leaned over the table and kissed me. We ate breakfast, I washed the dishes, and Linda sent me on my way in a new pair of pink lace boy shorts. She had bought the two together. I loved how they hugged my ass, and they were super comfortable. Perfect to add a feminine touch under my boring men’s jeans.
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John

I grew with each passing day. It was winter. I met Linda in spring on an architecture tour in Chicago. Not much had changed in my everyday life. I still ran the kitchen at Mario’s Italian Grill. I lived in the same small house on a big plot of land. Linda was the only woman I wanted.

Steam billowed up from the tub of hot water below me. I was sitting on the edge of the tub. My legs lathered with shaving cream. I had been shaving my legs, balls, and much more; everything except my arms and head.

There was a basket of desserts waiting on the kitchen counter. I had spent the entire day baking in the pink and white maid outfit Linda bought me with a pair of five-inch platforms. The heels were white and sitting by the cabinet under the bathroom sink. Linda said she loved every photo I sent her throughout the day.

I dipped the blade in the hot bath water, gliding it up my leg. I loved when they were smooth. It was hard to believe I ever lived with hairy legs without thought. Everything felt better against hairless skin. Fabrics were softer. Linda’s nails tickled more. My dick looked bigger.

As much as I appreciated Mario’s for taking me in and promoting me over the years, it was hard to picture myself there long-term. I wanted something more independent, like Linda had with her blog. I wanted my own Mario’s, but it was a dream I couldn’t imagine becoming a reality.

Not with how much money I spent on women’s clothing and the secret box of goodies I kept locked away in my closet. It was so easy to take money out of my saving account when I really wanted something, which seemed to be often.

I dipped the blade and shaved as I thought of everything I wanted to do but didn’t have the money to accomplish. It sucked, but I had a lot of positives to cherish in my life. Every time I woke up next to Linda was a dream. We went to an amusement park in the summer. Did a scavenger hunt around Dot Lake with the community. We raked our yards together in the fall. Drank apple cider and ate cinnamon donuts.

We had an incredible amount of sex. My lips had never been wetter than when we were together. Linda was everything, and I loved her. She loved me. We said it to each other all the time. I finished shaving everything and rinsed off, scrubbing myself with my favorite soap. It left no residue. Cheap soap felt disgusting after I dried off, but this one didn’t.

I rubbed lotion all over my body after I’d dried off. The sweat and odor from baking all day vanished from my body. The lotion I used was fragrance-free. It felt incredible. I spritzed my favorite new perfume on my wrists, rubbing it into my neck. It had a woody lavender scent with a hint of sugary whipped cream mixed in.

My favorite thing about winter was layers. I could walk out my house without worrying anyone would see me dressed in women’s clothes. I put on thick black leggings to combat the cold, a gray long-sleeve dress made of wool. It had a white collar and two buttons. It hugged my waist and flared out beneath it. My nails were painted my favorite shade of pink. I paired the outfit with a pair of faux-suede black pumps. They were three inches tall and had the most comfortable padding inside.

I was wearing foundation but nothing else. Linda could decide if she wanted to dress me up more. Sometimes she did. Other times she didn’t. I grabbed my keys and the basket of baked desserts from the kitchen counter and headed out the door. I couldn’t wait to see Linda; the love of my life.

♦

Linda

It was freezing outside, and I didn’t want to leave, so I had the Chinese food delivered. John was on his way over, and I couldn’t wait to see him. He spent the night a lot. We went to his place sometimes, but he said mine was better, and I wouldn’t argue. His house was fine, but I loved being in my space. I didn’t mind sharing it with John.

I was wearing a red jersey tent dress with white polka dots. I wore white kitten heels with the dress. Red lipstick made my lips pop. Diamond earrings and a silver necklace completed my look.

John knocked on the door as I was arranging the dining-room table with takeout boxes and other utensils. I opened the door. He smelled of woody flowers with a hint of something sweet, like vanilla or whipped cream. John was always buying new perfumes, but I thought I’d smelled this one before. “What’s that scent again? It’s incredible on you.”

John told me. He was carrying the bottle of perfume in his purse. It didn’t phase me that John carried a purse now or came dressed in women’s clothing under his coat. John had come a long way since we met in Chicago on the architecture tour.

He didn’t go in public dressed as a woman still, but he had opened up in bed. He loved taking my dick. John hadn’t asked for a bigger one yet, but I knew he would want one. He loved when I pushed deep into him. He would move his ass and fuck himself with my dick. That always felt amazing.

“I missed you,” John said. We’d seen each other a couple days ago, but I missed him too. I couldn’t imagine living far from him or spending more than a few days apart.

“What desserts did you make?” I asked after we’d kissed and reiterated how in love we were. John placed the basket on my kitchen island. The room was long and open. Modern and what everyone wanted. John talked about renovating his house, but he rented, and he didn’t have the money.

I only had the money because of my amazing fans, and I couldn’t take it for granted. Just because I was popular one day didn’t mean it would last forever. Fans were finicky, and I had to produce great content, or they wouldn’t want me. I still needed money to pay for the renovations I had done to the house.

John made brownies, rice crackers, and thumbprint cookies. There were pears in the basket too. I loved how he included a fresh fruit. John and I sat at the dining-room table, where I had the containers of Chinese takeout ready for us.

We were halfway through our meals when John brought up a dreaded subject: my family. None of them lived outside of Illinois, but I avoided them as much as I could. They judged me for living in Dot Lake instead of Springfield. It was as though if I weren’t living in Chicago, I couldn’t live anywhere else in Illinois.

Dot Lake was about an hour from Springfield, closer to Chicago. I loved the community feel in Dot Lake. Springfield was too close to my parents. I was far enough away in Dot Lake to know they wouldn’t visit without notice.

My brother lived in Chicago, but we weren’t the closest. His name was Benjamin. He worked in finance and investments and was living a playboy’s life. My sister, Samantha, and I were closer in age. She was older, but only by twenty months. She used to be my best friend until Victor entered her life.

I had nothing against religion, but Victor used his beliefs to make my sister subservient to him. He had a spell over my sister. I would always love Samantha, but our paths had gone in different directions. If she ever discovered how John and I lived, it wouldn’t be pretty.

My mother and father were as boring as any other parents. They had their same friends from forever. They took trips together. My mother, Janet, would never stop asking when someone would give her a grandchild. It seemed Samantha was on the fast track with Victor. My father, Thomas, couldn’t care less about grandkids.

Sometimes I thought it was strange I had such a large family I spent no time with when John had lost his family, but my family drove me crazy.

“Who are your relatives? How come you never talk about your family?” John asked. He had asked about my family a couple times before, but I quickly changed the subject each time. He wasn’t letting me get off that easily today.

“Oh, John. You don’t want to hear about them,” I said.

He insisted, so I told him. I told him about my sister’s relationship with Victor and how she was becoming someone I didn’t recognize. I told him how my brother slept with as many women as he could and chased money when he wasn’t searching for women.

“I want to meet them,” John said when I finished.

“Meet them? Why?”

“It’s not like they live far! Don’t you want them to know you have a boyfriend? I won’t wear anything but a pair of panties. I promise. They won’t even know the difference,” he said.

I didn’t want to arrange a dinner with my parents and sister. No way was Benjamin making the trip from Chicago, but my parents would jump at the chance to have dinner with John and me. The thought made my skin crawl.

“Fine. I’ll set something up,” I said with no intention to follow through. “We should eat one of those brownies you packed! Did you want milk with yours?”

“Sure,” said John.

I poured us two glasses of milk. We sat at the dining-room table and enjoyed the brownies he made. I led him to the bathroom when we finished. He forgot all about my family when I called him ‘Wet Lips’ and told him to get to his knees. He didn’t take off his black pumps and looked so sexy when he ate my pussy.

I pushed him to the bed, rolled a condom over his dick, and rode it until we came together. Even though there had been more urgency in his voice at dinner, he didn’t ask about my family again. I kissed him every time he opened his mouth.

His body was so tight and sexy. I made him be little spoon and held him through the night, unable to stop thinking about my family and how I would have to eventually give in to John’s request. I’d savor every day until that happened and the endless questions of marriage and babies began.


12

Linda

John and I were celebrating how we met a year before in Chicago. We were sitting on my coach with two glasses of white wine. Things were amazing. Never perfect, but every day felt like bliss, as though we were on an endless vacation.

John was wearing a short red pleated skirt with a pair of black stockings and a garter belt. He wasn’t wearing a top, and I loved how his six pack looked. It was thicker than when we first met but as defined as always. I ran my finger along the curves of his abs.

“How could a year have passed already?” he asked. We’d both asked the question already, but we were in shock. Neither of us had been in a serious relationship. We never wanted ours to end, even though it scared me to death. John also felt the fear. “It’s crazy.”

“Not as crazy as the idea of not having you.”

“I agree,” John said and rubbed my leg. “I don’t know where I’d be without you.” He looked me in the eye. His dark brown eyes twinkled. Maybe they didn’t, but I always thought they did when he stared at me affectionately. We finished our wine. “Do you want more?”

“Sure,” I said.

John picked up the wines and walked across the room, switching his legs. His five-inch platforms clicked against the floor. He always wore heels around the house. I loved how much confidence they gave him. He always smiled when he slid a stiletto onto his foot. John moved with grace as he opened the fridge, pulled the cork out of the wine bottle, and poured.

I watched John as he crossed the room with the replenished glasses. He bent over to place them on the table and popped back up. He did a little dance in front of me. I loved when he danced. I loved how happy he was when we were together because he could be himself. We were who we were, and it didn’t matter what anyone else thought because we had each other.

“Thank you,” I said and lifted the glass to my lips. A look I’d seen many times overtook John’s face. As happy as we were, John couldn’t let go of one topic. My family.

John had asked to meet them last winter, and we still hadn’t made any concrete plans. “Linda, you know I love you, right?”

I nodded, knowing where the conversation was headed. It wasn’t that I didn’t love my family, but they were exhausting. Nothing I did was good enough or ‘right’. If ‘right’ meant following in my sister’s footsteps, I was more than happy being myself. “I know you love me, John. You know I love you.”

“When will we meet your family? I feel like you’re embarrassed by me or something.”

I snorted. “Quite the contrary. My family embarrasses me more than you ever could, John.”

“I want them to meet me. I want them to know I’m the man in your life,” he said.

John and I had been together a year, and it was time I introduced him to my family, even if the idea made me want to vomit all the delicious food we’d eaten for our anniversary dinner. My sister had gotten engaged and was planning a party. “We can attend my sister’s engagement party next month.”

“You mean it?” asked John. His face was bright, and I knew I couldn’t let him down again. He craved this.

“Yes, John. I mean it, but you have to promise you won’t get upset no matter how they act.”

“Oh, come on, Linda. Nobody has a perfect family. They can’t be that bad.”

I shrugged. “We’ll see. I promise we’ll go, but I don’t want to talk about them.”

John nodded and took a sip of wine. “Well, if you don’t want to talk, how about you make my lips wet?”

I smirked. I hadn’t called John ‘Wet Lips’ in at least a month, but the moment felt right. “Okay, Wet Lips. You know what to do. Get on your sissy knees,” I said.

John got to his knees between my parted legs. I was wearing my favorite stretchy cotton lounge dress. I lifted the dress. John moaned when he saw I wasn’t wearing underwear. I saw him reached under his skirt and move his thong to the side. He held his dick as he moved his mouth close to my pussy.

“Fuck,” I said when John licked my pussy lips. He knew how to get me going fast. My clit responded to him as though it were a magnet to his metal. “Damn, John.” I moaned and muttered sweet nothings as John brought me to an orgasm with his mouth.

“I’ll never get tired of this pussy,” John said and kissed my womanhood as my body relaxed. He sat on the couch next to me and jacked off until he came all over the hardwood floors. John rushed to clean it before sitting back down next to me and kissing me softly.

“Happy Anniversary,” I said.

“Thank you for introducing yourself in Chicago. My life wouldn’t be the same without you,” he said and took my hand and squeezed it.

“Neither would mine,” I said and rested my head on his shoulder.

♦

John

It was a muggy spring day, but I couldn’t wait to meet Linda’s family. Her sister, Samantha, was having an engagement party, and we were on our way there. I was driving. Linda huffed and puffed after each exit sign we passed. I hated how stressed she was acting. Didn’t she know how important family was?

I used to think I would always have my family until I didn’t. Meeting Linda’s family meant a lot because Linda would never meet mine. She would never know who my mother and father were outside of the photos I’d shown her.

My parents, Kenneth and Carol Proper, died before I could properly understand and love them. My father, Kenneth, never made me feel unmanly when I cried or expressed emotion. We used to love throwing around a football in the backyard. He used to help my mother around the house, even though he worked full time at a factory and did construction for extra money in the summer.

My mother, Carol, had offered to get a part-time job when I went to school so he didn’t have to work construction, but my dad never wanted my mother to work outside the home a day in her life. She blamed herself when my father died. She used to say she could have fought harder to work. I told her to stop, but she called herself lazy and grew depressed after his death.

When my mother got her breast cancer diagnosis, there was little hope. The cancer was aggressive and had spread by the time they found it. My mother tried for a bit but gave up in the end. I helped her through her last days.

No matter how tragic the situation was, I could feel my parents’ love every day of my life. They weren’t there for me, but we had shared so many happy memories. Family dinners, opening presents around the Christmas tree, camping one weekend every summer when my dad took off work, and having my mom around the house my entire childhood. They showered me with love when they were alive, and I would never forget it.

Linda sighed when we passed a mile marker showing Springfield wasn’t far. “Linda, everything will be okay,” I said.

“I wish I felt the same. My sister isn’t who she used to be. Every time we’re together, it just makes me wish I could turn back time and find the woman she was. The sister I knew before Victor came along.”

I didn’t have siblings, so it was hard to imagine, but I’d had plenty of friends change over the years. “I can’t wait to meet her,” I said. It seemed safer than stirring the pot. Linda had talked about how her sister used to have an open mind but posted more and more bigoted comments on social media.

“I know I shouldn’t judge her. I love my sister, but we just don’t agree on anything anymore. She would hate us if she ever found out what we did behind closed doors.”

“It’s not her business. I’m not saying we have to hang out with your family every day, but I want to know them. That’s all.”

Linda nodded. The thong I was wearing felt extra tight as I thought about what Linda had said. What I wore beneath my jeans was my business. I’d just have to make sure my belt was extra tight and always use the stall in the bathroom.

“Get off at this exit,” Linda said when we were a few miles from Springfield. I looked at her with doubt, but she clarified we were meeting at a park outside the city. I got off the highway and followed Linda’s directions as she told me to turn here and there.

When we arrived, Linda made a disgusted sound. There was a cardboard cutout of a couple and an arch of balloons. The smell of grilled meat in the air. “Can you believe they made a cardboard cutout of themselves?” She might as well have been spitting when she spoke.

“So, that’s your sister?” I asked, staring at the woman in the cutout. She looked a bit like Linda but was plumper. Her hair was darker and had a bit more texture than Linda’s honey blonde hair.

“Yeah,” she said. “Hope you’re ready.”

We parked where there were a bunch of cars. People were under a gazebo several yards from the parking lot. There was a concrete walkway. I stopped the car and turned to Linda. “Linda, thank you for letting me meet your family. I understand they may be difficult, but it means a lot. I want to know where you came from.”

Linda nodded. She was sensitive to my situation. We’d talked about my parents plenty of times. “I’m sorry you lost your parents. Nobody should have to deal with that at such a young age,” she said. We were holding hands in the car.

I nodded, a reply not necessary. As painful as losing my parents, I had learned to cherish the best memories we ever made. The bad days still lingered in my memory, but my parents’ love would always be a guiding force in my life.

“Let’s do this,” I said.

“Is your belt tight? You don’t want this group finding out about that thong you’re wearing.”

We got out the car, and I tightened my belt. We walked hand in hand down the cement path. Everyone greeted us when we reached the gazebo. They seemed excited to see Linda, as though she were a celebrity finally coming home to visit.

Linda’s brother, Benjamin, was there too. Everyone was treating Benjamin and Linda like they were the coolest people in the world. I didn’t understand why Linda had been so afraid for me to meet her family. Not at first.

“Oh, you must be John!” said the woman from the cardboard cutout we’d seen by the entrance.

Samantha was a little shorter than Linda, but the resemblance was undeniable up close. They had the same nose. The same curves on their lips. Samantha was plump, but she carried it well. She showed no signs of discomfort with her body. “Yes, that’s me. You must be Samantha,” I said, matching her tone.

Samantha nodded. She raised her hand, flashing me her diamond ring. It wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t small either. I wanted to propose to Linda. I wanted to marry her but didn’t have the money for a ring. Every time I started saving money, it seemed some emergency popped up and drained my account.

“Can you believe it? I’m getting married! To that man over there,” Samantha said and pointed to the man from the cardboard cutout. She was swooning as she spoke, madly in love. “His name is Victor.” Victor was tall and had broad shoulders, like he had a job carrying lumber. He had a thin frame with a small gut. He was wearing a hat, and I suspected he was bald beneath it.

Victor was handsome, and Samantha seemed nice. “So, when are you going to propose to my sister? She talked about you a year ago, and you’re still around! It must be serious. That sister of mine, she is impossible to catch. You better put a ring on her finger before she flies away like a bird.”

I laughed, and Samantha did too. “We’ll see what happens.”

“Don’t wait too long,” she said and rushed away when someone else arrived and waved at her. I turned to look, and she was flashing them the ring Victor had bought her.

I walked around, not recognizing anyone but Linda’s brother Benjamin, who was surrounded by people asking him question after question. When I leaned against the post of the gazebo, Linda waved. She was standing next to an older man tending to the grill and a woman sitting in a chair by his side. The woman was fanning herself with a folded newspaper.

“John,” Linda said when I was within earshot. “These are my parents, Thomas and Janet McCoin. They’re so excited to meet you.”

The unease had disappeared from Linda’s face. I put out my hand, and they each shook it. They smiled as Linda told them how we met on an architecture tour in Chicago. She left out the details of how we spent the rest of the weekend. Linda’s parents wouldn’t even imagine I was wearing a thong under my jeans if nobody told them.

“I hope you treat Linda well. She needs a good man in her life,” Janet said.

“I try to be the best man I can for her,” I said.

“That’s what I want to hear,” Thomas said and laid a heavy hand on my shoulder. He had a crooked smile that was more charming than a conman’s. “What do you do for work, son?”

“I’m a kitchen manager at a popular place in Dot Lake.”

“We’ve been there. Last time you guys came to town. Mario’s Grill,” Linda said.

Janet let out a high-pitched sound and slapped the newspaper against her leg. “Oh, yes! That fancy place. The food was delicious,” she said. “You must be an excellent manager.”

“I do what I can.”

“So modest. I like this one, Linda. You better keep him.”

Linda walked over to me and linked her arm with mine. “That’s the plan, mom. Don’t start asking about babies or a wedding, though. We aren’t there yet,” Linda said to her mother. Her parents grumbled.

“I’ll give you a break with Samantha’s engagement, but you and your brother need to start working on having some babies! I want all my grandkids around the same age. Cousins should know each other well.”

“Yes, mom. I understand,” Linda said. Her exasperated voice had returned. It brought a smile to my face. If her parents only bothered her about getting married and having kids, I could deal with that. There were parents who were much worse in the world. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to introduce John to other people.”

“Have fun,” said Janet. Thomas waved. He was focused on the grill.

Linda pulled me away from her parents, who seemed like any other ‘normal’ parents. When we out of earshot, I said, “your parents don’t seem so bad. I don’t know why you were so worried.”

“They aren’t terrible. I love seeing them when there are others around like today. They just ask a lot of questions, and I always feel guilty for blurring the truth.”

I nodded, understanding why Linda had been worried. Nobody wanted to disappoint the people they loved. “As long as you don’t blur the truth with me.”

“I’ve never been more myself with anyone else,” Linda said. She took my hand and kissed the back of it. We were walking away from the crowd. We found shade under a tree and sat there. “You don’t mind us keeping the women’s clothing and stuff a secret from my family, do you?”

“I’m sitting with my back to them for a reason,” I said. As much as I loved how thongs felt around my dick, I was always aware of where my jeans stopped. I didn’t want someone in Linda’s family noticing my thong. I dreamed of going in public dressed as a woman one day but hadn’t worked up the courage.

Linda laughed and scooted closer. I loved when the scent of her shampoo or perfume caught my nose. I wrapped my arm around her and squeezed, filled with fear of ever losing her. “Do you want to meet everyone else?”

“Sure,” I said. We waited there a minute with me holding Linda before standing and walking around, so she could introduce me to her aunts, uncles, cousins, grandparents, and everyone else who was there to celebrate Samantha’s engagement to Victor.
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Linda

The leaves were changing colors, and the weather was turning cold. John and I had just returned to my place after taking a hay ride, eating cinnamon-sugar donuts, and drinking hot cider. We had done the same thing the year before and thought it would be great to relive that experience. It was.

“Thank you,” I said as John helped me out of the jacket I was wearing. The year before I’d been dressed up, but this year I wore thick leggings and a gray knit dress. Nothing but foundation for makeup. My hair was pulled into a messy bun.

John went to my kitchen and made us two glasses of water. I loved him, but things were so familiar. We didn’t change much. We didn’t push ourselves like we did when we first met. Everything had been a rush. The first time we had sex in Chicago. When he ate me out in the woods. We had gone back to the woods once, but it wasn’t the same.

All I could think about the second time was getting arrested and losing everything I had worked to earn. We never had oral in the woods of the trail after the second time. No matter how hot it was, I couldn’t lose myself as I had the first time.

I was turning on the TV as John handed me the glass of water. It was the same routine whenever we got back from a restaurant, the movies, or whatever we did. “Do you mind if I change?” he asked.

I shrugged. “You know I don’t.”

I tried not to have an attitude but felt stuck. Everything was getting on my nerves from John to running the blog to my parents sending messages every few days asking if there were any new developments between John and me. My sister was planning her wedding for the following spring.

John came out of the bathroom wearing white stockings with a white garter belt. He was wearing a pink mesh slip dress over those with no thong. The slip went past his dick, but it hid nothing. He was wearing a pair of white platform heels. He almost never wore a heel under three inches nowadays, but sometimes he chose a kitten heel. They were the only choice for some outfits.

Judging by the mesh slip and no panties, John was feeling frisky. “What do you think?” he asked and spun in a circle in front of me. The TV was playing, and I kind of wanted to watch it, but sex could be fun.

John must have noticed my indifference to his outfit because he frowned and sat on the couch. He took my hand. “Linda, what’s wrong? I feel like we’ve been drifting apart the past couple months, and it breaks my heart. Am I doing something wrong?”

I shrugged. Not that John was doing anything wrong, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that every day of my life was the same. Where was the variety? Was this how every long-term relationship felt? It was as though I’d been dropped in a movie on repeat.

“Linda, tell me. It hurts to see you like this. What did I do?”

How could I explain how I felt without hurting John? I didn’t want to project my negativity onto him, but I already had. “It’s me, not you. I just—”

“No, don’t say it!” John said. He retracted his hands and placed them on his lap. He was shaking his head, looking like he was on the verge of tears. “Don’t leave me, Linda, please. What can I do to make us work? How can I make this better?”

It crushed me to see John so sad. No other man had cared about me as much as him. No other man made me feel as comfortable as John. “I’m not leaving you, John. You’re my Wet Lips. It’s really not about you as much as it is about me. Ever since we started dating, life has been great, but I feel like it’s so monotonous.”

John stared at me with his dark-brown eyes. They were wet and shining. I reached out and touched his thigh; half my hand on his stockings and the other half on his skin. His dick was super soft, but I saw it move as I massaged his thigh with my curved fingers.

Touching John’s exposed skin turned me on, and the disinterest faded. I didn’t know what was wrong. “Linda, I wish you didn’t feel that way, but I understand. Sometimes when I’m at Mario’s, I just want to throw a mixing bowl across the kitchen, quit, and storm out of there.”

I smiled, sticking my fingers under his white stockings. He was obsessed with the virginal look. “I never thought about that. You always seem so happy when we’re together.”

“Well, I am. You’re the best thing in my life,” he said.

I knew then that I wanted to marry John. We needed each other. Who would we be if we weren’t together? “You’re the best thing in my life, too, John. Maybe it’s just because I spend so much time at home. It’s my office, my relaxation space. We’re always here.”

“You just say the word, and we’ll head to my house, Linda. You’re my Queen. I’ll do whatever it takes to make you happy,” he said.

“You make me happy, John,” I said and waved my hand in the air. I was overreacting and being dramatic. John treated me like a queen. It would be crazy to push him away because of the insecurities I felt. Commitment was scary, but part of me knew I would spend the rest of my life with John. “I just need to find a new activity to distract me. Maybe I could learn how to blow glass or make pottery.”

“I’ll support whatever you decide,” said John. He reached beneath his pink mesh slip dress and touched his cock. It was half erect and calling me. I wanted to ride it. Part of me wanted John to fuck me hard. Dominate me. It wasn’t his style. He always wanted to bottom, get spanked, have me tie him up and ride his dick. John loved when I fucked him.

I was staring at John’s shaved dick, thinking about fucking his ass with my biggest strap, when he spoke again. “Linda, there’s something I’ve wanted to do,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“Going out in public dressed in women’s clothing. I know we’ve talked about it, but I think I’m ready. We should get me a wig and do it.”

“How about a night or two in Chicago?” I asked. Going out with John dressed as my girlfriend in Chicago sounded like the perfect way to get me out of this slump. I could already picture us getting ready for the night in a hotel. It made my heart race. I needed to get out of Dot Lake. We needed to do something different.

“I would love that. I have two days off next week. Thursday and Friday, and I don’t have to work until Saturday afternoon.”

“Perfect! This is just what I needed,” I said and kissed John. I lifted my leg over his and straddled his lap. He was rock hard, and his dick was pressing through the pink mesh slip dress because he had no panties to hold it down.

I was wearing my favorite winter leggings, so I was careful not to get precum on them. I grabbed John’s hand and moved it to my ass. He squeezed it, and I moaned at his firm grip. A hint of dominance. I pressed on John’s chest and squeezed his firm pectorals.

“Oh, John. Fuck,” I said as he spanked my ass once.

“You like that?” he asked.

I didn’t want to lose the power balance between us, but it felt so good to let go and be submissive for a moment. “Yeah, I do. Now, how about I spank your ass and fuck you with the big boy?”

John had asked me to try, but I told him he wasn’t ready last time. John looked at me with eager eyes. “You mean it?”

“Yes, Wet Lips. But you have to give me a treat first.” I got off John and walked to my bedroom. He followed. I stripped out of my leggings and pulled the gray dress over my head, tossing it to the side. I was wearing nothing but a pair of pink cotton panties. I sat on the bed, spread my legs, and told John to take off my panties.

“I love how wet you get,” he said and pressed against the cotton fabric. My panties were soaked from feeling John spank me.

“You make me wet,” I said. I didn’t spank John, but he said nothing. He ate me out until I came, jacked off until he came, and lay by my side. We talked about how excited we were to get out of town. Neither of us could wait for Chicago.
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Linda

I booked us the best room I could that wasn’t far from the club where a DJ John liked was playing. I had looked for clubs, but John told me about a DJ who would be playing the nights we were in Chicago, so I agreed we could go.

We’d gotten to the hotel late Thursday night, so we didn’t do much more than fool around. I fucked John with the thick-dicked strap, and he loved it. We ate breakfast in the morning in the hotel’s restaurant before leaving for a spa day. We got massages and had our nails painted.

The nail technicians didn’t flinch when John pulled out his favorite shade of pink polish. It was the test he’d given himself, and he couldn’t get over how chill the ladies who did our nails were.

“I know, John. Those ladies were super nice,” I said when John retold the story for the fifth or sixth time. I didn’t mind. It was exciting to see him get his nails painted in public. We loved helping each other with our nails, but nothing beat getting pampered in a spa.

John rolled over on the bed. We were getting ready for our night out at the club. John had a mix playing in the background by the DJ we were going to see. “How did you find her?” I asked.

“You know I like electronic music. I love all music, but some guys in the kitchen introduced me to her music. They’re always playing mixes in the kitchen,” he said.

“Awesome. I can’t wait,” I said. I normally went to clubs where they played popular dance songs. Songs most people would recognize from the radio, but I couldn’t wait to see what an underground house music party would look like. Plus, they sold booze until the wee hours on the morning in Illinois, so we were bound to have a good time.

I was curling my hair. John was brushing the brown wig we’d bought. He wanted to pay for it himself, but it cost hundreds of dollars. I knew he would have been stretching himself thin, so I insisted on covering most of the cost. It warmed me to see how he treated the wig like a treasure.

I pulled my hair back, pinning it along the sides, and twisted it into a bun. I pulled strands out, so they fell to my shoulders. My hair was extra bright after all the stuff we did during the summer. The colors would fade as we approached winter, but it looked incredible as I stared at myself in the mirror.

John took out a pair of black thigh-high boots. They had two-inch heels. John hated how short the heels were but loved the look. He’d just shaven his legs. The lotion he lathered his skin with had dried. His makeup was perfect and ready; everything but the lipstick he would apply before we went dancing. He put on a beige mini skirt over a white thong. He wore a long-sleeve black shirt with the look.

There were two mirrors in the hotel room. John stood in front of one. He had a wig cap over his hair. He petted the wig once before donning it on his head. The brown waves hung past his shoulders. He looked positively feminine. No man would suspect he was one of them. I wondered how much they would hit on John when we went to the club.

“What do you think?” he asked. He was staring at himself in the mirror and hadn’t even glanced in my direction.

“You look beautiful,” I said. I still couldn’t decide between jeans or a dress. “What do you think I should do?” I asked, dragging out the ‘o’ sound longer than needed.

“Wear the dress. It’s sexy,” John said. The dress was hot, but I didn’t know if I wanted to deal with all the crisscrossing strings at the end of the night. Jeans sounded so easy.

“Don’t hate me, but I think I want to wear jeans,” I said.

John shrugged. He was staring at his feminized self in the mirror. He tossed his hair from side to side and ran his fingers through it, licking his lips. We each had our own makeup bag. I taught John everything I knew, and he was a quick study, even teaching me things sometimes. John grabbed his makeup bag and pulled out a tube of red lipstick. It wasn’t dark, more pink. Bright. Bold.

I stared at John as he stared at himself and ran the lipstick over his lips. Every trace of man had disappeared. It shocked me to see him transformed so completely. “So, what will you tell a man if he asks for your name?”

John’s eyes widened. “You think men will try to hit on me?”

I grunted. “Yeah. At least one. I would be shocked if you aren’t a hit. You make an attractive woman,” I said. John had a man’s body, but it wasn’t visible in the outfit he was wearing. The black long-sleeve shirt covered up his body’s thickness.

“I haven’t thought about that. I guess I’ll just tell them to call me ‘JJ’.”

“JJ is a good name. They won’t ask too many questions. They never do.” I put on a pair of jeans, rolling them once at the bottom. I paired the jeans with a red long-sleeve shirt to match John’s black one. I wore a pair of black pumps. They were three-inches tall and padded to the max.

“Should we head out? The party started an hour ago,” John said.

“Yeah, call a taxi. I’m ready,” I said and pulled out my favorite pink lip gloss. I’d had my nails painted clear with white tips. I stared at them as I ran the pink lip gloss over my lips. John and I were out the door with our purses hiked up our shoulders a minute later, looking like girlfriends going out for a night on the town.

Men checked us out as we walked through the hotel lobby, and we ignored them like sassy divas. JJ was the girlfriend I never knew I needed. It was John, but he was a whole different person, and it was the best thing ever.

♦

John

I never thought about the possibility of men hitting on me at the club when I was getting ready. It hadn’t crossed my mind until Linda asked me how I would introduce myself. I never thought of myself as gay, but when we were in the taxi heading to the club, all I could think about was what it would be like to have a man ravish my feminized body.

As much as I loved Linda’s dick when she fucked me, I loved her feminine body too. I loved when she pressed against me and her bare breasts touched my skin. I loved when she made me eat her pussy.

There was a part of me that couldn’t shake the bubbling desire to have sex with a man after I’d feminized my body. We were riding to the club, and I kept wondering if a man would treat me differently than Linda? I loved Linda, but sex with a man would be so different, and I wanted to try.

I looked at Linda sitting next to me in the backseat. She smiled, not able to read the thoughts flying through my mind. She took my hand. “Are you ready to introduce JJ to the world?” she asked.

I glanced down at the hair hanging over my shoulders, brown and wavy. Long and beautiful. I curled my fingers, checking out the shade of pink on my nails. “Yes,” I said. All the fear I harbored about being seen in public in women’s clothing since Linda first put lingerie on me had vanished. “I’m ready.”

The taxi dropped us off in front of the club. The music was bumping, and we could hear it as we stood outside wondering where to go. We were young and beautiful. Everyone was staring at us, and the guard let us in without making us wait in line. We flipped our hair and didn’t look at all the angry faces, wishing they’d made a scene when they arrived like we had.

We paid a reduced rate at a little window right past the entrance. I pulled up my thigh high boots as we walked through the second door and entered the club. Body heat was in the air. I noticed men checking us out. It was overwhelming, so I linked my arm into hers, pulling her away from the crowd at the bar.

The temperature was dropping, but we went outside where I could find solace in the uneasy feelings coursing through me. “You look amazing, JJ. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, Linda. It’s amazing, but I’m so nervous,” I said. I was shaking inside, worried everyone could see right through me.

Linda pulled me away from the crowd. We were standing against the fence keeping people out of the party who hadn’t paid. “Nobody can even tell you aren’t a woman. Trust me,” she said.

I wanted to believe her, but people would have seen me as a man even a few hours ago. Those women who’d done my nails knew I was a man. Now, everyone saw me as a woman. It was the most surreal experience of my life. I took a deep breath. Linda was holding my hands. I bowed my head and looked down at where our bodies met. “I can do this.”

“You’re already doing it. Let’s get a drink and dance,” she said.

I nodded and followed Linda into the club. The heat from all the bodies smacking us in the face. The bass rattling the club, making it almost impossible to speak without screaming. We ordered two vodka tonics, looking like classy ladies as we walked into the dark room where most people were dancing.

Moving bodies. Deep bass. The sting of the vodka tonic lingering in the back of my throat. Men were looking at us everywhere we went. I tried not to notice the eyes following us, but it was impossible. They were everywhere. The men smiled if I met their eyes, clearly interested in what they were seeing under the dark lights of the club.

“The more you look at them, the more they will come your way,” Linda warned.

I dropped my eyes, listening to her warning. The DJ was prepping one of my favorite songs. I could hear the whisper of a beat, making me forget about all the boys who were looking at us like a midnight snack. “I love this song,” I said and pulled Linda into the crowd.

Linda followed me. We stared at each other as we moved our hips, dancing like girlfriends. I shook my head, loving how my hair felt as it hit my shoulders. Linda laughed, touching my arm. We lost ourselves. We closed our eyes and moved our bodies, feeling the bass of the beats reverberate through us.

“This was such a great idea!” Linda screamed.

I smiled at her, living in the surreal moment. A DJ I loved was only mere feet from us. She was wiping sweat from her forehead when I glanced at the stage, busy mixing music. “Thank you for giving me the push,” I said. If it weren’t for Linda, I would not be dancing in the club feminized from head to toe. I would be sitting at home watching television, wishing I were dancing in thigh-high boots.

“Hey, ladies,” a man I’d made eye contact with said. “You two want to dance? I have a friend.” I looked down, and he was grabbing at his crotch, lifting it to show the outline of his dick.

Linda shooed him away, “we aren’t interested.” I blushed, amazed by getting hit on by a man for the first time. Linda shook her head when he walked away with slumped shoulders. He wasn’t terrible looking, but he came off as scum.

“I can’t believe a man hit on us!”

We were rocking our hips as we talked. Linda shook her head as her eyelids fluttered. “That guy seemed nasty. We can do much better than him,” Linda said. She looked at me with a side eye. There was something behind it. It only lasted a moment before Linda went back to her drink, but there was nothing but ice in it. “I need another one. Come to the bar with me,” she said.

By the time we made it to the bar, Linda was complaining about how she needed to use the bathroom. She told me to follow her, but the thought terrified me. “I can’t go in the women’s restroom,” I said in a harsh whisper, speaking into her ear.

“Nobody will know the difference,” she said and pulled me. I glanced back at the bar, and a sexy man was watching Linda and me. I was sure he hadn’t heard me, but his intense gaze made me stop where I was. Linda looked back to see what had happened, and I knew she saw the same man I did. “Come on, JJ. I need to pee.”

The bathroom was much nicer than I had expected. There was a woman giving out feminine products, perfume, paper towels, and other essentials. She had a tip jar filled to the brim by her side. A taser on her hip. She looked at me and said nothing as Linda dragged me into the stall. There were several other women in the bathroom. None of them looked at me twice. Everyone was accepting me as their own. It was the most surreal experience of my life.

Linda pulled me into the stall and shut the door behind us. She pulled down her jeans and squatted over the toilet, even though it didn’t look dirty. She peed, and I kept thinking about that man who’d been staring at us at the bar. “Should we get something else besides a vodka tonic?” Linda asked as she dried herself with a piece of tissue.

I shrugged, not much caring what we drank. The vodka tonic tasted fine. “If you want,” I said. I pulled a compact mirror out of my clutch purse and checked my face, shocked by how feminine it looked.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

I nodded, touching my face. “Yes, it is.”

“Let’s go,” she said. We both washed our hands, even though I hadn’t peed like Linda. We tipped the woman keeping guard of the bathroom. Well, Linda did. She had all the money and was paying for the trip. She promised me being her sexy dolled-up girlfriend was payback enough, and I tried to revel in the moment instead of worrying about money. Linda had plenty.

We went back to the bar and ordered cosmos straight-up in rocks glasses because they were easier to carry. I hadn’t noticed the sexy man because his back was to us, but he turned around and said, “nice choice.” He was drinking what looked like a whiskey on the rocks. He looked at Linda and me before smiling wide. He had straight white teeth, broad shoulders, and a salt-and-pepper beard. “I’m David. David White,” he said and put out his hand.

“JJ,” I said in the lightest voice I could.

“Linda,” she said and put out her hand. David was staring at me, and I could feel my cheeks turning red. He was so handsome. His voice was deep and manly. He looked so mature with his salt-and-pepper beard and groomed hair. He was wearing an untucked polo. It was gray and looked amazing against his dark denim jeans. The polo wasn’t too long and did nothing to hide the hump in his crotch. Mine was held down with the white thong I was wearing.

David leaned forward, pulling out his wallet. He placed a card on the table with his picture and information. “I’ve been watching you two. Let me buy you a drink,” he said.

“Oh, we got it,” Linda said and pulled her credit card out of her purse. She pushed the business card David had placed on the bar back to him. “Thank you, though.”

“If I can’t buy you a drink, can we at least dance? I’m not a creep like that other guy.”

Linda glanced at me. I shrugged, really wanting to dance with David but too afraid to speak or ask. Linda looked at David and said, “you seem pretty creepy to me if you were watching us that intently.”

David put up his hands. “You’re right. What can I say? When a man sees two sexy women like you, he’s bound to lose a bit of sanity.”

Fuck, David was making me hard as he spoke. I wanted him. I wanted to be a dirty little sissy slut with him and use his dick. The bulge in his jeans was driving me wild, and I just wanted to let go of any worries. I pulled on Linda’s shoulder and whispered into her ear, “I want him. Can we have him? Please, my Queen.”

She turned and looked me in the eye, nodding once. “Fine, David. Buy our drinks,” she said and tilted her head to the bartender who was waiting for someone to do something.

David rushed to pull out his wallet, threw a twenty on the counter, and told the grouchy bartender to keep the change. We all went to the dance floor after Linda put her credit card back in her purse. The music was more intense than when we’d left. It pulled us in. It was as though we were on drugs, like some of the people around us. Maybe their highs were rubbing off onto us, transmitting chill druggie vibes through the air.

Maybe I felt high because I knew I was about to have sex with a man for the first time.

Linda danced with David more aggressively than me, but he paid attention to both of us. He put his hands on our hips. He put his dick on our asses. Linda and I made out while he watched. I loved how he thought I was one of the girls.

David kissed Linda first. I was moving my body slowly, running my hands through my hair, and David leaned in to kiss Linda. She didn’t stop him. It didn’t make me jealous. Watching them made me horny and turned on. I went to them and rubbed both of their bodies. David kissed me first. Then Linda.

We were a trio in the middle of a sea of bodies, unaware of those around us. Unaware of the man touching himself three feet from us. We didn’t care as we took turns kissing each other, from one mouth to the next.

“Let’s get out of here,” Linda said. “We have a hotel room.”

“Perfect,” David said.

Linda pulled me to the side as we were walking to the door. David was calling a taxi. He had offered to pay, and we weren’t refusing. “We’re going to suck his dick. Only that. Okay?” she said.

I nodded, nervous as hell to suck a dick for the first time but so turned on I was afraid my dick would pop out of my white thong and make a tent in my skirt.

David sat in the middle of the backseat on the ride back to the hotel. He took turns kissing us. The taxi driver, a middle-aged man, looked at us through the rear-view mirror and said nothing. I thought I saw his hand moving near his crotch. I wouldn’t blame him. He was watching two hot ladies making out with a handsome man. Who would refuse free porno?

“Damn, am I happy to have met you two?” David said as we took the elevator up to our room. Linda kept her hand on his crotch, and David kept his mouth on Linda’s. I touched his strong arms, wondering how long he spent in the gym every day. I squeezed them. He moaned into Linda’s mouth. He reached back to me, took my hand, and put it on his ass. It was firm and round.

We stumbled from the elevator to our room. Linda fumbled with the digital key card until she pushed open the door. Linda and I didn’t undress, but we undressed David. We pulled off his polo and the t-shirt beneath it. Linda unbuttoned his jeans. I pulled them to the floor. He was wearing trunks that stretched over his erect dick. His cock was begging to come free.

Linda and I looked at each other before we kissed in front of David. I touched her breasts. She squeezed my ass. My breasts looked small, but the padded bra helped make them look real. David was stroking his dick and moaning. Linda broke the kiss, turned to David, and said, “only oral. Don’t try anything.”

“Whatever you want, ladies. What man would say no to a blow job?”

“You first,” Linda said and pushed me to my knees while she kissed David.

David’s dick dangled in my face. It was bigger than mine and thick. It was like Linda’s medium-sized strap but so different. It bounced when I touched it. It was leaking fluids at the tip. I put out my tongue as though I were nervous. David broke his kiss with Linda to look down and laugh. “Don’t be scared, baby. It won’t bite,” he said and pushed my head toward his dick.

His dominance and confidence handling two women made my dick hard. I opened my mouth and took his dick between my parted lips. He moaned and held the back of my head as I moved my lips along his shaft. I wanted to touch my dick but resisted as David fucked my mouth with his.

Linda got to her knees a moment later. She took over sucking David’s dick. Teasing him with her tongue. He grunted and growled. “You wanna see something hot?” she asked.

David nodded. Linda stood, kicked off her heels, unbuttoned her jeans, and pushed them to the floor with her panties. Her pussy was wet and looked delicious. She sat on the bed and told David to kneel on the bed. She lay on her back and told me to lick her pussy. Linda grabbed David’s dick and told him to fuck her face.

I licked Linda’s pussy lips as David guided his dick to Linda’s mouth. She was still wearing her red shirt. I was fully dressed and dying to touch my cock. Linda’s pussy distracted me. John fucking Linda’s mouth turned me on to no end. His dick looked so thick. Her mouth stretched wide. She was wetter than she’d ever been. I fingered her.

David didn’t last long. He stared at me eating out Linda and playing with her pussy the entire time he fucked Linda’s mouth. He grunted, pulled out, walked over to me, shoved his dick in my mouth, and came down my throat. It happened so fast, I almost choked on his cum.

David laughed, pulling out his cock. He rubbed it fast, and another load shot out of him, covering my face. Linda was watching and rubbing her clit. “Fuck, that was hot, David.”

“Next time, I want some pussy,” he said and grabbed his clothes from the floor. “Here’s another card. Call me when you’re in town, so we can fuck for real.”

Linda and I watched David leave. She tucked his card in her purse. I went to the bathroom to wash my face. Linda was naked on the bed when I came out the bathroom. She had pulled rope out of her bag. “How about I tie you up and ride that dick?”

I nodded. There was nothing I wanted more. “I’d love that.”

“Take off your clothes. Everything but your bra, panties, and wig.”

I did what she said and lay on the bed. She tied the rope around my wrists and fastened it to anything she could find that wouldn’t move. “Tonight was fun,” Linda said as she rolled a condom over my dick. My cock looked so much smaller than David’s, but Linda said nothing about it.

“Yeah, it was.”

“We’ll have to do that again. This trip was so refreshing. Just what I needed,” she said.

“Me too,” I agreed. Linda climbed on the bed and straddled my legs. She rode my dick as though we were rocking on a gentle sea. We were both close to cumming when David left, so it didn’t take us long to get there. Linda kissed me as I came with her.

Linda untied me, and we lay there, spent and refreshed from our night out as girlfriends. The longer we stayed together, the better things got. Linda was everything I needed in the world. No matter what we did together, it always felt right.
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John

Linda and I didn’t leave Dot Lake for another vacation since Chicago in the fall, but we were on top of the world. Every day with Linda felt like a vacation.

It was early June. Technically spring, but people were calling it summer. Linda and I had met over two years before, and there was never a day of disappointment. We argued sometimes, but it was never serious, and we always made up in the end.

“I can’t believe my sister is getting married,” Linda said. I was driving us to Springfield, where her family lived. It was south of us. We were closer to Chicago in Dot Lake.

I nodded. Linda couldn’t decide if she was happy for her sister or not. Her sister had changed over the years, but it was normal for people to change. I didn’t have siblings, so I couldn’t relate to feeling like somebody I’d known for so long had disappeared, but I could imagine it was hard.

“We have to be happy for her, even if you don’t love her future husband.”

Linda shrugged. Her family was nice to me, but they didn’t try to include us in their activities. They were fine seeing me on the major holidays and nothing else. It wasn’t as though they were that friendly when they called Linda.

They thought we were terrible for spending nights together before marriage; Even though Linda’s brother, Benjamin, was a single playboy with tons of women. They cried to Linda about how Benjamin never answered the phone every time she did.

“I guess,” Linda sighed. She was happy for her sister. She only wished her future husband, Victor, weren’t changing every aspect of who Linda thought her sister, Samantha, was.

They were having the wedding at a small church on the outskirts of Springfield. It was a pretty building with a pointed roof and stained glass windows. Everyone had dressed well. I was wearing a suit. Linda was wearing a pink wrap dress with short sleeves and a pair of white heels. She had her hair pinned down on the side and wrapped in a bun with a small hat on her head.

The wedding went well. It brought a tear to my eye when Samantha kissed Victor. No matter what Linda thought of her sister marrying Victor, it was a beautiful moment.

Linda’s family was deeply religious, but they still drank, which I was grateful for when we arrived at the reception. Linda and I got a room close to the wedding. They had rented an event room with catering. It was simple but nice.

People came up to Linda and me on their way to the buffet of catered food. Everyone seemed to miss Linda. They were so happy to speak to her, and she seemed at ease with each person. These people loved her, even if she wanted to live in a different area than them. “Should we eat?” she asked when nobody had approached our table for a few minutes.

“Sure,” I said. Mostly everyone had gone through the buffet by the time we stood, and there was still plenty of food. We filled our plates with Midwestern favorites. Everything tasted delicious. Most people didn’t speak, and the sounds of smacking lips were so deafening, Samantha told the DJ to put on some music.

There was something I wanted to do today but was waiting for the right time.

Samantha and Victor cut their cake. They looked happy and in love. There was nothing extravagant about the wedding, but it was special because anyone could see how much Victor and Samantha loved each other.

People changed. Linda would always love Samantha, and from what I could tell, Samantha felt the same. I looked over at Linda when Samantha and Victor started their first dance, and she wiped a tear from her eye.

We danced after Samantha danced with Victor and her father, Thomas.

Time passed, and my target was finally free. I approached Thomas McCoin. He greeted me with a firm handshake. I hated when men used excessive force in their handshakes, but I loved Thomas’ daughter. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her, and they were a traditional family.

“Isn’t this beautiful?” Thomas asked, looking out at everyone in the reception hall.

I nodded. “It is. Samantha and Victor look incredible.”

Thomas nodded, wiping a tear from his eye. “I want to see Linda and Benjamin do the same. Benjamin is lost right now, but you and my Linda have been together a long time. It’s about time you got married, don’t you think?” he said, shaking his head.

I knew how Linda’s parents felt about us sleeping together before marriage, but Linda wasn’t about to pretend we didn’t spend the night together if her parents asked. “That’s why I came over here, Mr. McCoin. I wanted to ask your permission for Linda’s hand in marriage.”

He grunted. “Ha! You could have done that before you two started fooling around, but it’s a new age. I’d love you as a son-in-law, John. You’re a good man for my little girl.”

Having Thomas’ word would make my next moves easier. Linda would probably hate finding out I asked Thomas this question, but I knew they would forever judge me if I didn’t. “Thank you, Mr. McCoin. I will love your daughter till death do us part.”

“For better or worse,” he said.

“You have my word,” I said. We shook hands, his grip lighter, and he patted me on the shoulder. We nodded, and I stood to find Linda. She was at the bar.

Linda had ordered two glasses of wine. She passed one to me and said, “I was just about to come get you from my dad. What were you talking to him about?”

I shook my head. Linda couldn’t know. I was still saving up for the perfect ring. It would deplete my savings, but she deserved it. She couldn’t pay for her ring. I knew she would offer or insist if she discovered my plan, so I told her I was talking to her father about how beautiful Victor and Samantha looked during the wedding.

She narrowed her eyes, as though she didn’t believe me. Linda would ask her father later what we spoke about, and Thomas would tell her the same. Her mother, Janet, said nothing either. What parent would want to ruin their daughter’s surprise?


16

Linda

Sometimes John and I like to spend the day as children would, so we had plans to go to the water park. We put on bathing suits under casual clothes. He was dressing as a man for our adventure today.

That didn’t stop him from packing a sky-blue thong in his bag for after the pool.

“Are you ready?” I called. The water park would be crowded if we didn’t leave soon. It was a hot morning in late summer, and I wanted to swim before it got much hotter.

John was in the bathroom. He came out wearing his swimming trunks, pulling a t-shirt over his torso. His abs as lovely as ever. Anytime we went swimming, women were always staring at his body when he took off his shirt. Men as well. I didn’t blame them, but they would not like me if they tried to hit on John. “I’m ready,” he said.

We grabbed our bag with water bottles, sunscreen, and other stuff we needed for a day out of the house.

There weren’t too many people when we arrived at the water park, but several cars followed us into the parking lot, so I knew it would only be a matter of time. “Let’s stay here for an hour,” I said.

John nodded. “Whatever you say.”

He was driving my car. His car was having some issues, and he refused to take care of them. It still got him to work and back, but he would have to buy a new one soon. Any time we went out now since my sister’s wedding, we always took my car.

It started making terrible sounds on the way home. There were so many problems John rattled off when we spoke about his car, I couldn’t even remember what he said. My car was under warranty. If there was a problem, the dealership had to fix it. I wouldn’t have a car any other way, but John’s car was old and falling apart.

We placed our towels on two wooden lounging chairs. There was a standing umbrella between them. I took off my shirt and shorts. I kicked off my flip flops. The water sparkled and was calling me as the temperature spiked. The air was muggier by the second.

“Let’s jump in,” I said.

John took off his shirt and tucked it under the towel. We’d left our valuables in a locker inside. It was a quarter, and we’d get it back when we left. I jumped first, and John second. We made a splash. We floated down the lazy river and rocked in the wave pool.

John splashed me with water. I chased him in shallow water and splashed him back. We laughed and play fought as we splashed each other, letting go of all our external worries. It was refreshing to spend a day without caring about my blog, the house, what my parents thought, or anything else bogging me down in life.

“Our time is up,” I said after my skin felt warm. I didn’t want to deal with a sunburn. It was too early in the day, and we wanted to hit the farmer’s market. They had booths with outstanding food, and my stomach was growling for something to eat.

John went to the bathroom. He showed me the waistline of his sky-blue thong when we were walking back to my car. He smirked when I pushed on his shoulder. He was also wearing cargo shorts and the t-shirt he’d put on before we left the house.

I had changed out of my bathing suit and was wearing a pair of dry denim short shorts, white flattop sneakers with socks short enough they didn’t show, and a dark blue tank top. It was too hot to wear anything heavy.

We walked straight to the food stands when we entered the farmer’s market. We ordered tacos at one and veggie sliders at another. They had french fries with the sliders. They were crispy, salty, and hot. We ordered two beers from a local brewery who had a booth. The Dot Lake Farmer’s Market was the place to be in summer.

We went to the park across the street after eating. The sun was sweltering, but there were plenty of trees with thick foliage to cast shade. We sat under a tree. We’d bought lemon cookies for dessert. John looked so handsome as he stared at me with his dark-brown eyes, looking like he had something to say. “What is it?” I asked when his gaze made me too uncomfortable to bite into a cookie.

“I love you, Linda. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted, and I never want to lose you.”

“You won’t, John. I’m yours. You have nothing to fear.”

John nodded, but there was more. I knew what was coming when he shifted and pulled a small box out of the bag he’d carried. I wasn’t even standing. My feet were bent and tucked under my bottom. I moved to get up, but John told me to stay where I was. He got to one knee.

“What are you doing, John?”

John smiled and popped open the box. The diamond ring inside sparkled. “I’ve been saving for this. You mean the world to me, Linda. Will you marry me and spend the rest of your life with me?”

Shit, I wasn’t ready for him. Tears came to my eyes and streamed down my face. I nodded my head before I could speak. “Of course, John. I’d love to marry you!”

John took my hand and slid the diamond ring onto my finger. He kissed it and said, “thank you, my Queen.”

“Give me a kiss, Wet Lips,” I said. John did. The diamond ring sparkled every time it caught my eye. His body fell atop mine, and we kissed there in the shade of the tree.
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Linda

Every time I glanced down at my finger, the ring sparkled. It wasn’t the biggest ring in the world, but John had bought it for me. He cared about me. We were good together, even if I had my doubts at times.

The summer had passed, and the leaves were starting to change. All I could think about was our trip to Chicago last year. We’d met David White, and he showed us a good time when we took him back to our hotel room. As much as I loved John, there were times when all I craved was a dominant man to walk into our lives, take change, and use my mouth or pussy how he wanted.

I wasn’t a submissive woman, but I had the occasional craving when I saw a muscular man checking me out or when I watched porn on my cell phone of beefy men taking complete control over slutty whores.

After a lot of back and forth, my parents finally convinced me to have the wedding in Springfield instead of Dot Lake, and Samantha had taken charge of the planning. She was a powerhouse. Her text messages and phone calls came several times a day, and it was hard for me to care about a wedding I didn’t much want.

Marriage wasn’t a wedding. Marriage was a relationship. I had a great one with John.

John messaged me, saying he’d just gotten back to his house after a day at Mario’s Italian Grill. He was showering and heading over to my place. I couldn’t wait to see him and try out the new nail polishes I had.

While I waited for John to arrive, I searched destinations on my computer. Where could we go for vacation? Where would we find another man?

I wanted the next man to know John was a crossdresser. I wanted him to want both of us. Maybe it would be like finding a unicorn, but I figured every major metropolitan area would have somebody looking to play.

The weather was turning quickly this year. The trees still had green leaves, but some nights were freezing. I wanted to go south and explored locations that weren’t too far from home.

John knocked on the door. I’d lost track of time and didn’t light candles or pull out glasses or anything I normally did. John didn’t seem to notice when he came inside and planted a big kiss on my lips, telling me how much he’d missed me when he was sweating over the stove at Mario’s.

He was the kitchen manager but spent a lot of time cooking too. The employees respected his work ethic, and I loved how he would shower at his house and come over with the biggest smile, saving all of his positive energy for me. Every time we got together, any doubt I’d been feeling about the wedding vanished.

“Are you going to change?” I asked. He normally went straight to my office/closet to pull something from the women’s clothing he kept in my closet. He had his own section.

John shrugged. “Nah,” he said. “I just want to hang out, if that’s okay.”

I nodded. He had only not changed into women’s clothing a few others time, but I didn’t mind if he wanted to hang out in the gym pants and the long-sleeve cotton shirt he was wearing. I had on a floor-length lounge dress.

John opened a bottle of white wine I had chilling in the fridge, and we sat on the couch. He turned on the TV. I went back to looking at destinations on my computer.

“What has you so focused?” John asked when I hadn’t said much.

I wanted to make sure I knew which place before I told him. He would go where I said, as long as he agreed to take a trip. I also wasn’t sure if he was in the mood to think about feminizing himself on vacation if he didn’t even change after arriving. “John, I was thinking.”

“What were you thinking?” he asked and chuckled.

I turned my computer to him, a picture of Nashville on the screen. “I want to take another trip. Let’s find a guy to invite back to our hotel, like we did with David last year.”

John rubbed his chin, taking a sip of his wine. Teasing me as he gazed at me over the rim of the glass. “Another trip?” he asked. I didn’t know if it was on purpose or not, but he was rubbing his dick through the gym pants; clearly wanting what I offered. Why did he have to play hard to get? “Another man?”

“Stop acting like you don’t want to dress up as JJ and have another dick in your mouth,” I said. I lifted my finger to his lips and traced the outline of his mouth.

He reached out and ran two fingers over a piece of my honey blonde hair, as though his fingers were a straightener. “Why Nashville?”

“Did you have somewhere you’d rather go?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

He shook his head. “I guess not. I’m happy to go where you decide, my Queen. It’ll be fun to spice things up.”

My body relaxed, knowing we would have a trip to plan. There was a chance we would meet an incredible man when we were in Nashville, but even the hunt was enough to satisfy me. The fantasy of having an alpha man dominate John and me.

“We’ll have to go shopping before our trip. I want you to have something super slutty to wear for the man we find,” I said.

John smirked. “Are we going to find him at the club?”

“We could try that, but I was thinking we could try an application. I want the man to know about your dick. I want him to want your dick and my pussy.”

“Seems like a tall order,” John said. He was smiling and leaned over to kiss me. “Sounds like fun, though, and I can’t wait to visit Nashville.”

“Me neither, Wet Lips,” I said. I ran my thumb over John’s lips before giving him a long, wet kiss. He got to his knees and got to work before we went to my room to cuddle the rest of the night. I forgot all about painting our nails or anything else until after it was too late. We’d cum, and we were ready to bed.

All I could think about while I lay there and waited for sleep to take over was our upcoming trip.
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John

Linda had just finished setting up our profile, and she wanted to take a picture, but I had to finish my makeup. The brush felt amazing against my skin as I perfected the smoky eye shadow. Linda was brushing my brown wig. I hadn’t worn it in a few months, so it needed some love.

Linda loved to feminize me, but she didn’t need the wig. I wore it when I wanted. Linda didn’t care either way. She once said she preferred me without it most of the time but would never refuse if I wanted to wear it. She was the best Queen.

As I ran purple lip gloss over my lips, I hoped we could find a man. Wasn’t there someone in Nashville who wanted to fool around with a sissy guy and his hot woman?

“I love that look on you. So goth,” Linda said and rubbed my head. She was wearing a red mini dress that hugged her body like a glove, nude nylons, and clear platform heels with an ankle strap. She had on blush and red lipstick.

I was going to wear a black wrap dress with black nylons and black platforms. I had silver jewelry to brighten up the look. Linda grabbed the silver necklace I had on the hotel room desk and placed it around my neck. She latched it into place. “You look incredible,” she said.

“So do you,” I said.

“Last piece,” Linda said and grabbed the wig she’d brushed and styled to perfection. I put on a wig cap before Linda put the wig on my head. It looked like I’d just come from the salon. I ran my fingers through the wavy brown locks, feeling like the prettiest girl in the world. It felt amazing to be feminized so far from home.

The world was calling, and I wanted to get out the hotel room. I grabbed a bottle of perfume we’d packed. It smelled of patchouli, cardamom, and jasmine with a hint of dried tobacco. I sprayed it onto my wrists, pressing them into my neck.

Linda grabbed another bottle from the bag. It was lighter and her favorite for the season. It smelled of orange blossom, bergamot, and vanilla with a hint of a dewy forest filled with wet leaves. Linda sprayed the perfume onto her wrists and neck.

Anyone who walked past us would get caught in a tornado of scents, and we loved how over-the-top we smelled and looked. We hadn’t come this far to sit around the hotel room. “Can we go get a drink?”

“Not until we take a photo for the profile,” Linda said.

“Okay,” I said.

We took several photos. One with our faces smashed together and the camera at angles above our heads. I was holding her phone. She took another photo of me on my hands and knees to show everyone I was the submissive. She took one with my face between her legs. Another of us lying in a sea of our toys. “Don’t you think that’s enough? I’m hungry and want a drink,” I said.

“Yeah, let’s go. I’ll work on the profile while we’re at the restaurant.”

We each had a small purse with a strap. Mine was black. Linda’s was white. We held our shoulders high as we walked out of the hotel room and took the elevator to the lobby. When the elevator doors opened, I could have been on a runway in Milan. I flipped my hair back, put a hand on my right hip, and strutted through the lobby with Linda sashaying by my side.

Men stared at us with open mouths, some unaware of the dirty looks they were receiving from their wives, but we paid them zero attention. We walked straight through the sliding doors and out to the cool—not cold—night. It was just warm enough we didn’t need a jacket.

People were wearing jackets in Dot Lake, but we were hours from home, and I felt as free as a river without dams.

We walked to a restaurant down the street, and the host sat us right when we walked in. He was a younger guy. It was clear he found us attractive but would never have the nerve to admit it. I loved how men stared at me when I was wearing a padded bra and the wig. My breasts didn’t look big, but there was enough to give the impression of a woman’s body.

If only they knew what was hiding between my thighs.

“Thank you,” I said as the host gave us the menus and disappeared back to the stand by the restaurant’s entrance.

“This place is gorgeous,” said Linda. They weren’t playing country music. It was an elegant restaurant with dark wood trim and bright white table clothes. The waiters were dressed in white shirts and black bottoms.

A man, who I assumed wasn’t at all attracted to women, came over to the table and told us the specials of the night. We ordered two of them and a bottle of rose wine before he could disappear for five minutes before returning. I was so hungry. We kept a menu in case we wanted to order an appetizer to share.

“Okay. Time to finish this profile,” Linda said and pulled out her phone. She uploaded the photos, showing them to me when she finished. We looked sexy. I knew some man somewhere in Nashville would want to play.

“It looks great,” I said. It really did. I loved the photos we took, but I would have loved wine even more. It took the server about ten minutes to return with our bottle of rose wine. Our food came out of the kitchen when Linda was tasting the wine. The server poured it into the two glasses, apologizing because someone had apparently called in.

All the fury I’d felt evaporated when the delicious food and drink touched my lips. I had ordered a vegetarian lasagna. It was light. Divine. It melted in my mouth, and the wine washed it down perfectly. Linda was eating lamb chops with a chimichurri sauce. She said they were incredible. Neither of us wanted to share, so we didn’t.

We forgot all about the application while we ate, but it was the first thing Linda checked when the food was gone. She pulled her phone out of her purse. “We have five new messages!”

Linda smiled as she clicked and moved her finger across the screen I couldn’t see. The cell phone light shined in her face. “What is it?” I asked.

“These men are shameless,” she said, shaking her head. Linda told me which guy was her favorite so far before handing the phone over to me. He was the third message. His name was Harold, according to his profile. He had light brown skin, thick muscles, and a huge cock judging by the photos he’d sent.

I stared at Harold’s photos, impressed and horny. My dick was throbbing in my pressed thighs. I couldn’t risk my member escaping my panties and exposing what was really between my legs to the world. To calm myself, I went through the other messages, but wasn’t nearly as impressed with them as I was with Harold.

He’d included a detailed message with his pictures, explaining how he wanted to use both of us like our profile said and make us crave him when we went back home. He exuded confidence.

“Harold is sexy,” I said.

“Yeah, should we tell him to meet us somewhere?”

“There’s a bar around the corner. They have live music.”

“Perfect. We can wait there and invite him back to the hotel room if we like him.”

“Deal,” I said. We paid the bill without getting dessert. We were both in the mood for a liquid dessert. “Let’s go.” Linda stood and put out her hand. I took it. We interlaced our fingers and walked out the door, everyone watching us leave.

♦

Linda

John and I were sitting at a table waiting for Harold to arrive. Ten new messages had arrived since Harold agreed to meet us. We would entertain the offers if our evening with Harold went sour. In the meantime, we were enjoying all the dick picks the men sent.

Harold had the biggest of all of them. He was the sexiest. He was probably a whore, but I didn’t care if it meant he would lay down the dick. I needed a man to handle me. I wanted one to handle John. What better way than to have a man like Harold fuck him hard?

Everyone probably thought we were lesbians or good friends. Either way, nobody looked at us as though we were out of place. A couple guys came up and said hello, but we shooed them away and said we wanted to hear the music.

“Can I tell you a secret?” asked John.

I loved watching his lips move with the purple lip gloss. He looked like a goth angel, and it was so sexy. “What’s the secret?”

“When guys hit on me or look at me like they want me… I don’t know. It makes me feel crazy inside.”

“Crazy how?” I asked.

“Like I want to be the biggest, sluttiest bottom whore in the world,” he said. There was no way anyone else heard him. His voice was so low, I wasn’t sure I had.

John had many layers. His words unsettled me as much as they turned me on. I could picture John in a dress getting plowed by a room of men; taking one dick after the next. Maybe he’d have them in his ass and mouth. His dick covered. He loved wearing a thong or jockstrap when I fucked him.

I sipped my cocktail as I processed what John said. He had turned his attention back to the music, his eyes darting around the room at all the men who were attending the show. I wondered how many of them he wanted.

Harold arrived right when he said he would. He smelled of a musky sandalwood. His muscles squeezed my body when he hugged me. He seemed to hug John even tighter.

“Wow, you two took those pictures tonight, didn’t you?”

“Right before we left,” I said.

Harold bought us a bottle of bubbles. We clicked our glasses together when the server brought over the bottle in a bucket of ice water. “Damn, you two are fine,” Harold said and licked his lips after we’d taken the first sip.

“Thanks,” John said in his light sissy voice. It was getting better and more feminine every time I heard him use it. He said he practiced when he was home alone.

Harold was staring at John, looking so sexy with his sinister brown eyes. He was wearing a suit jacket and matching slacks with a decorative button-up shirt. It had a geometric pattern. The colors of his outfit soft like a sea cottage.

“Where are you two from?”

John leaned forward and told Harold the answer before taking a sip of his champagne and staring at Harold as he drank. Their attraction was undeniable. We asked Harold about himself, and he told us he worked as an accountant for a major company in downtown Nashville. “I’m so glad you all chose me for your weekend rendezvous,” he said and rubbed his hands together after talking about his job.

Harold turned his attention to me. He was smooth. He rubbed his hands together and asked me what a pretty lady like me did for work. I told him about the blog. He asked to see it, and I pulled out my phone to show him. John didn’t want to talk about his job. He was too busy living his JJ fantasy, and I didn’t blame him for skipping over the subject. Harold didn’t mind.

We finished our bottle of bubbles and walked back to the hotel. Harold in the middle, asking questions. He knew how to keep a conversation flowing. Harold was easy on the eyes and ears; a dangerous combination. I thought of how many people he might have been with in his life, but let the thought quickly leave my mind.

John pulled me to the side when we were outside a convenient store around the corner from the hotel. Harold was buying drinks and a snack. He kissed me on the lips and said, “thank you for being the most amazing girlfriend in the world. Where would I be if we hadn’t met?” he asked, shaking his head.

It wasn’t a question I needed to answer, so I said, “I love you, John.”

“I love you, Linda,” he said.

Harold came out the convenient store, and we walked to the hotel. Nobody questioned us when we stepped inside with a man who hadn’t been with us when we left. We walked straight to the elevator and went to our room.

Things with Harold started slower than they had with David in Chicago. We played music, drank dark rum with cola, and danced in the room. There was plenty of space since we had gotten the biggest room we could.

Dancing led to a game of stripping every time we heard a curse word in a song. It didn’t take long until we were all naked. John refused to undress completely, and neither Harold nor I minded. He was wearing a black lace jockstrap and a black bra that matched the outfit he was wearing. He still had on his long brown wig.

Everything about John looked feminine except the bulge pressing against his black lace jockstrap. Harold pushed John to the bed as I stood and watched, touching my wet pussy. Feeling its juices run over my fingers.

Harold covered John’s bulge with his mouth, and John screamed out he would cum if Harold didn’t stop. He flipped John over and spanked his ass. John looked like a rag doll in Harold’s hands.

“Come over here, baby,” Harold said and looked at me.

I walked over to him, and he cupped his hand around my pussy, making me gasp. His grip was so strong he nearly lifted me into the air as he pressed against my womanhood. He kissed me with the same force. Harold spanked John’s ass with his free hand. He could handle us both, and it made my pussy gush all over his hand.

“Fuck, you’re one wet bitch,” he said in a guttural whisper.

“Yes,” I said in a weak, high-pitched voice as he slipped a finger into my pussy. Even his little finger could make me cum if he kept going.

“Where are all those toys I saw in your picture?” Harold asked.

“Over here,” I said and walked over to our bag of goodies. I unzipped the duffel bag and dumped everything onto the king-size bed.

“Let me see how you spank him,” he said.

I blushed, feeling seen because Harold knew the dynamic John and I had. He understood us. He was like a missing piece of our puzzle and was fitting so well into the moment. I picked up the paddle from the bed, kissed John, and ran the paddle down his back all the way to his ass. Harold got to his knees behind me, not even paying attention to how I spanked John. “Harold, you aren’t watching.”

“Oh, don’t worry, I have the best view there is.”

I let out a gasp as Harold pressed his mouth against my pussy. John did the same as Harold reached between his legs and touched John’s dick. Harold licked my pussy and flicked my clit when it came out to play. I spanked John, and I knew he was watching because our gazes met several times.

“That pussy is delicious,” Harold said and kissed my lips. We’d talked about testing when we were listening to music, and we were all clean. Harold was obsessive over testing and went to the doctor every three months. He took preventative medications. He never wanted an STD if he could avoid it, and we felt the same.

Harold wrapped a condom over his dick. I wanted him to fuck me, but he wanted John’s ass. I didn’t put up a fight or say anything. It was what naturally happened. I ended up propped up on pillows with John between my legs. Harold was behind John, rubbing lubrication onto his covered dick. I saw the anticipation on John’s face. He took my biggest strap sometimes, but it was even too big for him sometimes, and Harold was a similar size to the biggest strap we had.

“You ready?” Harold asked and smacked John’s ass.

“Mhm,” John said in a weak whisper.

I grabbed the back of John’s head and shoved his face into my pussy. He licked it as Harold pushed into his ass. John lurched forward, but I held his head in place. He took a deep breath, letting his ass adjust to Harold’s size. Harold spanked John as he slowly pushed his dick into him. John licked my pussy as he took Harold’s dick. He sucked on my clit when he seemed to adjust to Harold fucking his ass.

I closed my eyes, barely holding on as John sucked my clit. I hollered, not caring if people in other rooms could hear us. We paid good money for the room. They could kiss my ass. John’s mouth felt too good. The only breaks I got were from when me moaned as Harold thrust deep into him.

“Damn, this is the best ass,” Harold said as he fucked and spanked John’s ass.

John was lying flat, and Harold pulled him up so he was on his hands and knees. Harold reached between John’s legs and touched his dick. John came in an instant, screaming out as his body trembled. Harold laughed as John leaked through the black lace jockstrap. “You must love this dick, huh?”

“Yes. I’m sorry for cumming, daddy.”

“Don’t worry. I have a pussy to fuck,” he said.

Harold ripped off the condom. The veins in his dick more pronounced than ever. He put on a new condom and added a touch of lubrication. “Go get a towel,” Harold said to John.

John ran off to the bathroom. He was still wearing the soiled jockstrap. John came back with a towel, and Harold told him to put it under me. I was a wet mess. Harold climbed between my legs, and I cried out when he pushed his dick into me. He had my legs propped up against his body and was pounding my hole. He kissed my legs as he fucked me hard.

“Get over here, sissy boy. Suck your woman’s clit,” he said.

I shook my head. No way. It’d be too much. I could barely think now as Harold was fucking me. Harold wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was in charge, and we were both submissive to him. John climbed on the bed and wrapped his lips around my overly sensitive clit. He sucked on it, and I screamed. I thrashed. I moaned as Harold held me down and fucked me slower.

It took me seconds to cum. Harold pulled his dick out but made John keep sucking my clit and fingered me until I came a second time.

Harold ripped off the condom, climbed off the bed, and told John to get on his knees. Harold fucked John’s face. He would pull out to stroke his cock and slap John with his cock and then fuck his mouth again. Harold did this for a few minutes until he released the biggest load I’d ever seen on John’s face.

John’s face was covered in white goo. Harold bent down and licked a bit of it away before kissing John.

Harold sighed and stumbled across the room to collapse onto a chair. “I have to work early tomorrow, but I want to see you two again,” he said as he put on his clothes. He pulled his card out of his wallet. “Don’t forget about me,” he said. Harold kissed both of us before he left.

John and I were in a state of shock when Harold left, but we regretted nothing. We took a shower, drank more rum and cola, and enjoyed the calming sensations we felt.
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John

Months had passed since our encounter with Harold in Nashville. All I could think about was how amazing it’d felt to have Harold stretch my ass and dominate me. I thought about men every day. I looked at men when I was out in the world.

Women attracted me much more than men, but I could no longer deny the attraction I felt for the same sex. I would never want a man as submissive as me, but alpha men were different. A man like Harold could take me into any bathroom, anywhere, and I’d be the dirtiest slut behind a closed stall.

I wasn’t sure if I would have sex in a public bathroom with a man, but the thought crossed my mind every time I saw a sexy guy at the store. Every time I saw a man looking like he would want me to wear a dress before he fucked me hard.

I was at home today. Linda was catching up with the blog. She had freelancers at her place recording videos, taking photos, and prepping material for the next few months. She offered to have me over, but I wanted to stay home.

A package was arriving. I had spent too much of my check, but I wanted everything that would be inside the box. There was a tracker on my phone. Hours would pass before the delivery driver arrived, so I went to the bathroom to prepare myself for a night of pampering.

I lathered my legs with shaving cream. I brought the cream all the way up my thighs and around my junk. The razor I had glided across my skin like tires on new pavement. I dipped the razor in a bath of steamy water, ran it up my legs, and washed away the hair from the razor.

While I shaved, I watched videos of men jacking off. I had propped my phone out of harm’s way but where I could still see it.

I didn’t love watching gay sex, but the guys stroking their big dicks were hot. Each one was so different, and I wanted all of them to fuck my hole; but only after I’d feminized myself. I wanted the men to crave JJ, my feminine half, and not who I was most days.

There were days I didn’t bother dressing en femme. I didn’t bother shaving my legs, wearing dresses, slips, bras. I wore panties and thongs beneath my pants most days, but nobody knew except Linda. Most people wouldn’t suspect I shaved my legs, wore makeup, high heels, and dresses when I wanted to have fun.

Most wouldn’t suspect my desire for penetration. I loved when Linda fucked me, but there was something about an alpha using my hole that had been driving me wild. I would never cheat on Linda, but I wanted more alphas in our life. More adventure.

Would Linda want to explore with me? Would she want to journey outside of the relationship we’d established? I spent a lot of time thinking about where Linda and I might go in the future as I shaved my legs. I rid my body of all its hair, wishing I had enough money to afford laser-hair removal. It was a dream of mine, among many others.

I washed my body after shaving and checked my phone to track the delivery. There was still plenty of time for me to change. I wondered what the delivery driver would think when he opened up the door and really hoped he would be handsome with tight pants. Glancing at bulges was a favorite new hobby of mine.

I turned off the porn when I left the bathroom, holding my phone in my hand as I walked to my bedroom. A lot of my clothes were at Linda’s, but who would I be not to have any at my house? I pulled out my favorite purple mini dress. It stopped halfway between my hips and knees.

I put on black tights, a black thong, and a matching bra, pulling out my black platforms with five-inch heels for later. My skin was extra pale, and I loved how dark colors looked against it. Linda called it ‘goth’, but I felt most comfortable in the dark colors.

After the undergarments, I pulled the dark purple dress over my head. It had a high neck that buttoned in the front. The dress had a thin purple lace sewn over solid purple fabric. It had an a-line shape with a pleated skirt. I twirled in front of the mirror, loving how it hugged my thin frame. I loved looking like a virgin, but there was nothing wrong with ‘goth princess’.

I kept the makeup to a minimum, applying a light layer of foundation and eyeliner. No eyeshadow. But I used a touch of mascara because I loved how it lengthened my lashes. My favorite part of feminizing myself was the transformation. I loved how clothing, makeup, tights, and everything else made me look like a different person.

Feeling like a different person saved me from myself. It helped me cope with the mundanity of life. It was my escape from the depression I felt when I was stuck in the kitchen at Mario’s Italian Grill. I didn’t drink much or do drugs. Dressing as a woman was my vice. Linda helped me discover my true desires, and I would always love her for that.

I shook the negative thoughts out of my head and stood to grab my wig. It was the final touch to my look, besides the heels of course. I pulled my hair over my shoulders. It parted down the middle. JJ was out and eager to play. The delivery driver wasn’t far.

I went to the kitchen and poured myself a glass of iced tea, wearing the five-inch platforms. I had a jar of tea in the fridge. No sugar. Glucose wasn’t good for the hips, and it was harder to keep the body I’d developed in my early twenties as the years went on. I was pushing thirty-five and knew it wouldn’t last forever.

The doorbell rang, and my wish came true.

The man standing on the other side was tall, black, and had a pretty smile. He had a beard that framed his mouth and thick lips. His teeth straight and a brilliant white. “Good afternoon, Miss. Is a Mr. John Proper home?”

I practiced my feminine voice in the mirror when I was home alone. It was easy to turn on and off after all the hours I’d spent doing it. “Oh, he’s in the bathroom. He won’t mind if I sign,” I said, and looked straight into the man’s eyes. I batted my eyelashes, feeling like a total slut.

He looked at me with an uncertain expression, but I chuckled, acting like a ditz. Men loved it when women acted dumb, and I loved playing the part. “You have the right house. No need to worry, sir. Here, his wallet is on the kitchen counter. Let me grab it,” I said.

“Uh,” the man said. “That’s not—”

“Don’t worry, handsome. We worked up a sweat, and he needed to take a nap,” I said and let my eyes fall to his crotch. I could see the outline of his dick. It was massive. I nearly fell to the floor. Lifting my eyes, I turned and walked to the kitchen with my shoulders high.

The man passed me the package without looking at the ID. I tried to show him, but he was clearly shocked. Tempted. I wasn’t sure. I signed the initials ‘JJ’ on his digital form, took the box, and blew a kiss at the delivery man before he ran off to his car. His eyes lingered on me from the driver’s seat. I shrugged my shoulders. He drove away.

Inside the box, there were several goodies: new feminine jockstraps, two dresses, cock rings, and a dildo. I didn’t need more jockstraps or dresses, but the other two were necessities. It was my first dildo, and I really wanted to see how a cock ring would feel around my member.

I pulled up my dress and freed my dick from the tights and thong holding it down. I put my cock into the circle of the cock ring. My dick got hard, and the restriction I felt against my cock was incredible. It made me wonder what a cock cage would feel like around my dick.

I’d seen submissive guys wearing them in some of the porn I watched and wanted one, but Linda would have to put it on me. She would have to hold the key to my cage. Would she be willing? I couldn’t bring myself to ask.

The dildo wasn’t too big. I wanted one that wouldn’t stretch out my hole too much if I used it all the time, which I knew was a possibility. I took off my tights but tucked my dick back into the thong black thong I was wearing.

After washing the dildo with soap and water in the kitchen sink, I went to my bedroom. My cock was throbbing in the ring. It felt so full and desperate to release its load. I climbed on the bed, opened my phone, and reloaded the video I’d been watching earlier.

There was a link below it of a black man jacking off. He didn’t look much like the delivery driver, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the outline I’d seen in his pants, and the guy in the video had a big cock. I pictured them teaming up on me.

One in my mouth and one in my ass while I wore this pretty purple dress and an even cuter purple jockstrap. I loved the black thong I was wearing, but the idea of getting fucking by two hung guys while wearing a feminine jockstrap was a fantasy that made my knees shake.

I placed the phone against my pillow and lay on my stomach. I took the dildo and traced its shape. It had so many veins, and I wanted to know each one like the back of my hand.

How the phone was placed, it was as though the man was there in the room with me, stroking his big black dick. My dildo was a hot pink that didn’t look like the color of any dick I’d seen. I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the silicone shaft.

The man in the video was moaning, and his cock was leaking precum. I bobbed my head on the dildo, running a clean hand along the fabric of my dress as I did. I wished Linda and the two men I was fantasizing about were in the room to make it happen, but my dildo would have to suffice.

I moved it from my mouth to the tip of my ass. Rubbing the wet tip against my hole, I shivered. I stared at the man in the video as I slid the dildo into my ass. It was thick, but nothing I couldn’t handle. Penetration made me weak, and watching the thick-muscles man with a huge cock made me even weaker.

Would Linda want to share him? Sometimes I worried where marriage would take us. Would we still want to have fun five years down the road?

I fucked my ass with the dildo, rubbing my cock through the black thong as though it were a clit. It felt incredible. I was a woman on the verge of an orgasm. Closing my eyes, I imagined the delivery driver on his knees behind me. I fucked myself with the dildo, eyes closed, hand on my cock through the thin fabric.

Listening to the video, I waited for the sexy guy to grunt and cum and came at the same time. We came together. I cupped my hand over my dick, collapsed to the bed, and rolled onto my back. The dildo wet and slick at my side. A new video starting on my phone.

I turned, grabbed my phone, and exited out of the porn site. I was spent and missed Linda, wondering when she would finish her work so we could hang out.
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Linda

It was coming up on the third anniversary of John and I meeting. I always knew because the leaves were budding on the trees when we met. John and I loved each other, but it didn’t stop me from having my doubts.

I was in Springfield visiting my sister, Samantha, wishing I could talk to her openly about my relationship. When we were younger, we used to talk about everything without filters, but those days had gone. Everything we said nowadays had a filter.

She knew I had doubts but didn’t want to hear them, and I knew she wasn’t one-hundred percent happy in her marriage, but she would never admit it.

“What do you think?” Samantha asked after she’d finished presenting all the different details of the wedding she’d planned for me.

There were some aspects I didn’t love like the church she’d booked, but she’d planned so much, and I didn’t care enough to argue. The wedding was more for my family than us. If it were up to me, John and I would head to a courthouse and call it a day.

“Everything looks incredible, Samantha,” I said. “You outdid yourself.”

She nodded and smiled. I wondered how Victor was at home. How much housework did she do? At least with John I could put him into a maid’s outfit, give him a feather duster, and chase him around the house as he cleaned. He loved when I spanked his ass during a cleaning session.

Did Victor get sex whenever he wanted? How much control over my sister did he have? She would never complain about her husband or marriage. “Thank you, sis. Is that a smile I see?”

The memory of me spanking John’s ass while he wore a maid’s outfit brought a smile to my face, so I told her it was. “I can’t wait for the wedding.”

“It’ll be the best day of your life,” she said and clasped her hands together. She had a few gray hairs poking out from the brown. I thought about pointing them out but didn’t want to curse myself; not that a trip to the salon couldn’t fix gray hair, but why would I be a bitch to my sister for no reason? We were past that.

Every relationship had seasons, and we were in a different one than the season we lived when we were younger.

Samantha moved from the wedding to kids. “Victor and I are trying for a baby.”

“How’s that going?”

“The doctor says we shouldn’t have any issues, and we’re trying at the right time of the month.”

“No luck yet?”

Samantha shook her head, looking like a tear might fall from her eye. It made me want to roll mine, but I sat there with a smile plastered on my face while Samantha told me God would choose the right time for them.

“You’re right,” I said, nodding. I had nothing against religion, but there was nobody pulling the strings of the universe in my mind. Maybe there was some existence out there controlling everything, but to me, religion was nothing more than an abstract part of society.

Religion meant everything to Samantha. We still had an amazing afternoon, despite our growing differences. I loved my sister no matter what and hoped she felt the same.

On the drive back to Dot Lake, I couldn’t shake the doubt I felt about marrying John. He was the man of my dreams. I loved him, but things hadn’t been the same since I discovered his stash of toys. He had a dildo, cock rings, and so much stuff in an online cart I was afraid of what he would buy if he had the money.

John was a fantastic man; the best, but I wasn’t sure I could keep up with him. He was moving miles a minute down the feminization highway, and I felt like I’d lost control of the situation. Where would I be if John left me for someone else in five years because I couldn’t give him what he needed?

I loved John but wasn’t sure I could trust him.

The wedding was in a few weeks, and I needed to come to terms with my emotions. I told John I wanted to spend time apart before the wedding, and he agreed. Why wouldn’t he with all those toys at his disposal?

As much as I wanted to give in to my doubt, there was also the possibility I would never find another man who made me as happy as John. He was sweet, an excellent cook, a fantastic listener, a girlfriend some nights, and a submissive boyfriend others.

Some days I thought John was the complete package, but seeing all those toys frightened me. Seeing how much he would buy if he had more money stole my breath.

I was afraid of what I loved most about John. I was almost positive I would marry him. My only hope was that we could maintain equilibrium and that John’s desires didn’t make him run from me into the arms of another.
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John

It was our anniversary and a week before the wedding. Linda and I had just returned from a trip to Springfield to go over the final details with Linda’s sister, Samantha. We were sitting in my living room. Linda would head home before bed, but she wanted to hang out at my place. We were sitting on the back patio drinking iced tea with lemon.

Samantha had worked tirelessly to plan this day for us, and I couldn’t be more grateful. Linda would have been fine going to a courthouse, but I couldn’t wait for our friends and family to see us come together. Having loved ones watch us tie the knot meant a lot to me since I had lost my family so many years ago.

“Tell me what is in the box, John,” Linda said for the third time. I was trying to ignore her but knew it wouldn’t last. She would demand an answer and punish me if I didn’t provide one.

There was a box waiting on my porch when we arrived. It was a gift for Linda, but I was waiting until after we were married to give it to her. It was a cock cage. I wanted Linda to lock my dick up when I was her husband and hold the key. I wanted her to know I loved and trusted her enough to have complete control over my dick.

“Can’t you wait until the wedding? It’s a gift,” I said.

Linda turned and sighed. The box was still sitting by the door. “I’m nervous about what’s inside,” she said.

A rift formed between us after Linda discovered my dildo, cock rings, and the cart of ‘wish-list’ items I kept. I wished she would understand it didn’t matter how many toys I had, I would always love her. I couldn’t imagine my life without her. “Linda, please,” I said and took her hand. “We’re marrying in a week. It’s our anniversary. Can’t we enjoy the evening?”

Linda shrugged. “You mentioned you might cook. What will you make?”

“I know how much you like the lemon chicken with rice and broccoli. How about I make that?”

“That sounds lovely,” she said. “I’ll head to the store for white wine.”

“Did you want me to meet you at your place? I could wrap the chicken up and bring it over,” I said.

Linda shook her head. She had a sad expression on her face. It broke my heart. I wanted to blurt out what was in the box, but fear stopped me. How little Linda fought showed me how my secret keeping was hurting her.

Linda could leave me when I showed her the cock cage, but I knew I had to do it before the wedding. I would show her tonight. After dinner. I had no other choice.

“I’ll get started on dinner now,” I said and stood.

“Okay,” Linda said, drawing out her voice. It was depressing to hear its tone. She stood too and said, “I’ll head to the store. Need anything else?”

I shook my head. “I bought everything before we went to Springfield. I love you, Linda,” I said and kissed her on the lips.

She nodded and walked to the door, grabbing her purse on the way. I watched her leave with slumped shoulders.

♦

Linda

I was trying to think positive thoughts to shake the sadness ripping through me, but it went nowhere. I loved John, but I couldn’t help feeling he was keeping secrets after finding his dildo. How long would it be until those secrets were him sleeping with others behind my back?

Allowing a third party to join us in the bedroom was incredible. It was fun sucking David’s dick with John after a night of dancing. I still masturbated to the memory of riding John’s dick after David left the hotel.

Our evening in Nashville was even better than the one in Chicago. Harold rocked my world when he fucked me after John, and it was so sexy watching Harold fuck John when he was feminized head to toe.

I loved how John and I had fun together, but insecurities were controlling me. They shackled my mind, not letting me trust. I couldn’t love John the way I should when these negative thoughts ran through my mind. I knew I should let him keep a surprise for our wedding, but I had to know what it was.

A man tapped my shoulder. “Do you mind?” he asked.

I shook my head, stepping to the side. I was spaced out in the wine aisle at the grocery store. Lost in the thoughts of my past, present, and future. Without thinking, I grabbed two bottles of the first chardonnay I saw and briskly walked to the checkout.

The man who’d seen me staring off into space was in front of me paying. I hid my eyes, feeling like a crazy person. I was normally so confident, bold, and cocky. There was nothing I could do but take a deep breath and continue on with my evening.

With my life. John was my future, present, and past. I picked up donuts on the way back to John’s place, craving something sweet to eat after dinner.

The house smelled of baked chicken, lemons, and garlic when I stepped inside. John kissed me on the lips, taking the bag of wine and donuts. He pulled the bottles out of the bag and put one in the freezer to chill. He glanced at the donuts and said, “Ah, got dessert?”

“Yeah, I hope that’s okay.”

“They’re perfect,” he said and placed the bag of donuts on a plate on the counter. His smile was big and wide. I reached into his pants and pulled on the waistband of his thong.

John wore women’s underwear with men’s clothes most days. We’d come back from Springfield today, so he was wearing an untucked button-up shirt and jeans. Only I knew about the thong he was wearing under the jeans.

“Are you ready for the wedding?” I asked. It was only a week away. I couldn’t believe how fast time was passing. It added to my anxiety.

“Yes, my Queen. I’ve wanted to marry you since we started dating,” he said and kissed me. He threw a rag over his shoulder, looking sexy as he stared at me with those dark brown eyes. “No other woman could ever replace you.”

I let out a breath. The wine was still cooling, but I needed it. “You mean it?” I asked, feeling so insecure it made me sick. Who had I become? I realized then what I feared most was not having John in my life. I wanted to love him because he was the perfect man for me, but who ever met their perfect man? Wasn’t it too good to be true? What would I do with myself if I loved him completely and lost him in the end?

“Yes, I mean it, Linda. You’re the love of my life. I’ll marry you tomorrow at the courthouse and again next week in Springfield and again the week after that if you want.”

“I’m not sure that’s allowed,” I said and laughed. He was holding me close. John’s touch felt incredible.

His face turned serious. “Do you want to marry me?”

“I do,” I said. He chuckled, and I laughed with him. He rubbed his thumb against my chin. His gentle touch made me wonder why I ever had doubts.

“The food is about ready. Would you like me to serve you at the table, my Queen?” he asked.

“I’d love that,” I said. John moved through his kitchen with grace. He normally cooked himself food at work before he left, but John was happy to prepare me dishes whenever I requested them. His cooking skills were marvelous. I pictured him in the kitchen of a restaurant he owned, gently guiding everyone to success.

John was so relaxed and kind. Nothing ever made him too angry. I’d never seen him react with rage. He would make a fantastic boss.

“Here you are,” John said and placed two steaming plates of lemon-garlic chicken with rice and broccoli on the table. He pulled the bottle of wine out of the freezer, opened it, poured two glasses, and put the rest in the fridge.

We ate, not speaking much as we enjoyed the food. All I could hear was chewing, so I asked John to turn the television on for background noise. He turned on a favorite reality show of ours. We’d already seen the episode, so it was easy to ignore.

“Wow, that was incredible,” I said when I finished. I washed down the last bits of food with wine. John cleared the plates and topped off the wine. He treated me like a queen, and I loved it.

“Did you want your donut?”

I laughed, remembering I’d bought those. “Sure,” I said. My emotions were a roller coaster, always up and down. It was the wedding. The date was approaching so fast, irritating me like a fly I couldn’t catch.

John put the donuts on plates and returned to the table. “Linda, I’ll tell you what’s in the box.”

I wanted to know but felt so guilty. “No. It’s okay, John,” I said and shook my head.

He reached out to touch my hand. I didn’t refuse it. “Linda, I think it’s important to tell you. I want you to trust me.”

“Okay,” I said. “What’s in the box?” My heart was racing. My body was hot. It was as though nothing else in the world existed but the contents of the box.

John took a deep breath and stood from the table to grab the box. He placed it on the table. We pushed our donuts to the side. “I hope you understand why I bought what I did. I don’t want to lose you, Linda.”

“What did you buy?” I asked. My heart raced even faster than it had been.

John ripped open the box. I wasn’t expecting what he pulled out, but it made perfect sense. “Do you know what this is?” he asked, holding a metal chastity cage with his fingertips. He was starting at it with greedy eyes.

“Yes,” I said and took the cage from John. I narrowed my eyes, unsure of how I felt about the chastity cage. John wanted me to lock up his dick and hold the key. I loved the idea, but it made me hesitant too. I didn’t want to lose the control in our relationship. I hadn’t thought to lock up John’s cock.

He moved faster than me, craving more at each turn of our relationship. “How long have you wanted this?” I asked.

He shrugged. “A few months, I guess. I just know I want you to hold my lock and key when we marry.”

I stared at the cock cage, keeping my face void of emotion. John couldn’t know how I felt. He was trying to push me farther when I should have been in charge. I was sleeping at the wheel and needed to wake up. Our wedding was next week. We were about to spend our lives together, and John needed to know who was in charge.

I needed a reminder, so I took the cock cage and put it back in its box. “I need time to think, John. You won’t know whether I want to put this cage on your or not until after the wedding.”

John nodded and bowed his head. “Whatever you wish, my Queen. Should we eat our donuts?”

“Pack mine back in the bag. I have work to do,” I said and went to grab the unopened bottle of wine from the fridge. John put the donut in a small paper bag, looking defeated when I met his eyes. “You will love me even if I don’t put this cock cage on you, right?”

John nodded. “Yes, but—”

“No ‘buts’,” I said and pressed my finger to his lips, feeling confidence surge within me. John was my submissive, and I was his dominant. I wouldn’t lose sight of that again. “I’ll see you, John. I love you.”

“I love you, too,” he said and reached out for me as though I were a valuable item drifting out of reach. “Bye, Linda.”

“Thanks for dinner. Happy Anniversary,” I said. We would have a new anniversary next week, so I wasn’t worried about missing sex today. I kissed John once on the lips and left. I needed time alone to refocus, reflect, and come back to John, a refreshed woman.
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John

Linda and I spent little time together leading up to the wedding. Not seeing her made me more anxious for the day. We talked on the phone, but she refused to tell me what she thought of the cock cage. Even without an answer, I found myself standing at the alter in Linda’s family church in Springfield.

Nobody but Linda knew I was wearing white stockings, a white thong, and a white garter belt. The thong had a blue ribbon. I had borrowed them from Linda. The stockings were old, and the garter belt was new. Why couldn’t I feel like a blushing bride too?

Tears ran down my cheeks when the organist began the bridal march. Everyone stood. Victor, Benjamin, and a friend of mine from Dot Lake, Blake Outen, were behind me.

Samantha and Linda’s friend Wanda were standing on the other side. Wanda and Linda were both bloggers in Illinois. Wanda lived an hour from Dot Lake, so Linda didn’t see her much, but they emailed and talked on the phone.

I stared as Linda turned the corner. She was walking next to her father. She lifted her eyes and looked directly at me, hitting me in the soul. She had such power behind her eyes. I knew she was the woman I would love the rest of my life when she marched down the aisle.

Linda’s father, Thomas McCoin, stopped at the end of the aisle, turned to his daughter, and kissed her on the cheek. Linda waited for him to sit next to her mother, Janet. Linda had decided to take my last name ‘Proper’. She turned to me and met my gaze, walked up the stoop, and took my outstretched hand.

“I missed you, Wet Lips,” she whispered into my ear.

The minister cleared his throat. We stood apart but didn’t break contact. I squeezed Linda’s hands. She squeezed mine. We read our vows and repeated after the minister, answering his question at the end.

“I do,” we said. We kissed, Linda bending her back as I pressed my lips against hers. Everyone in the audience cheered. I lifted Linda into my arms. She was wearing a huge dress, so it was hard to wrap my arms around her, but I found a way and carried her down the aisle. People threw white rose petals at us as we moved. Samantha never neglected the details.

I carried Linda to the car that took us to the reception hall down the road. Samantha had taped cans with ribbons on the back. They rattled as they bounced against the road. I kissed Linda. She touched my thigh, snaking her hand up to my cock. When I saw her eyes, I knew she was thinking dirty thoughts. “I’ve thought a lot about the gift you gave me.”

“Yeah?” I asked, feeling desperate. I needed the cock cage. I needed Linda to hold its key. She was my master, and I wanted her to lead our relationship. With her control, I would always be free. “What did you decide?”

“That I can’t wait for after the reception,” she said. She squeezed my cock and winked.

We were already at the reception hall. Samantha ran up to the car. She opened Linda’s side and put out her hand. “I have your second dress ready in the back. Let’s get you out of that enormous dress,” she said. “Be ready for the first dance,” Samantha screamed as she sprinted off with Linda.

Samantha had tried to convince Linda to wear her wedding dress for the first few dances, but Linda refused. She had a white dress that was much easier to move in for the reception, and there were already plenty of photos of her in the wedding dress. We’d hired a photographer. She was capturing everything, and we could pick our favorite photos after the wedding.

I talked with guests as they arrived. Everyone congratulated me. I felt uplifted to be surrounded by so many people who cared about Linda and me. I smiled and nodded at the strange faces, some familiar, but none were anything but thrilled to be at an event with a buffet of free food, beer, and wine.

Samantha had set it up for much cheaper than I ever expected possible, and Linda didn’t care that cheap wine available was being served at her wedding. If Linda was happy, so was I.

Linda walked into the reception hall wearing a simple white dress with a large slit down the front to expose her cleavage. Samantha had been against the dress, but Linda loved it. She matched it with a pair of three-inch white pumps. She had flats in the changing room in case her feet hurt.

Everyone ate, drank, and chatted. We heard speeches. We got the first dances out of the way. It was a beautiful evening, no rehearsal necessary.

There were many people on the dance floor when Linda pulled me away from the crowd. We were staying in a hotel in Springfield but had a flight to catch the following afternoon to Aruba for our honeymoon. “I have a surprise, John,” she said.

I didn’t know what to expect when she had me follow her outside. When we got outside, a familiar face greeted us. It was Harold Smith. He was wearing a navy suit that looked incredible against his light brown skin. Harold stared at both of us with desire as we approached him.

“Congrats. How is the happy couple?”

Linda giggled and pushed on Harold’s shoulder. “We’ll be happier once we have a taste of you.”

My eyes widened as I looked around to make sure nobody had heard. We were alone, from what I could tell. “Harold,” I said and put out my hand. Harold shook it. “It’s great to see you.”

“You look surprised,” he said and laughed.

“It was a surprise for him, but he doesn’t mind. Do you, John?” she asked.

How could I tell her ‘no’? I wondered what else Linda had planned over the last week. I knew whenever we left this reception things would quickly turn sexual. Harold was staring at us like he only had one thing on his mind, and I didn’t blame him.

The last time the three of us were together had been magical. I still thought about how Harold fucked me when I jacked off. I just had to dress up before he could do it again.

“Harold, come inside. Grab a plate and a drink. You don’t mind waiting until the party dies down a bit, do you?”

“Not at all,” he said and shook his head. “Waiting will only make me want you two more. I hope you two are ready for my wedding gift.”

“Oh, we are,” Linda said. We all went inside and acted like the conversation never happened.

♦

Linda

I was tipsy but not drunk after the reception. John, Harold, and I wanted our wits about us for what was to follow. Harold followed us back to the hotel, and Samantha was finally off my case. The wedding was over. The servers were still cleaning up the reception, but I’d left them a generous tip. We walked into the hotel room, happy to be alone.

“How does it feel to be married?” Harold asked us.

I shrugged and laughed. It was surreal. “It hasn’t registered yet. What do you think, John?”

He took my hand but looked at Harold when he spoke. “I’ve known I wanted to marry Linda for a long time and can’t believe it finally happened. It’s incredible,” he said.

Whenever he spoke so highly of us, it made me warm inside. John was sentimental. Much more so than me, and his softness made me love him.

“You have something sexier to wear?” Harold asked, staring at John. “I want you feminized and looking like a woman before I fuck that ass.”

“Show Harold what you’re wearing under that,” I said.

John had been wearing a tuxedo, but he had on plenty of women’s lingerie beneath it. John blushed as he unbuttoned his shirt. His jacket was already hanging over the hotel chair. When John removed his shirt, the white garter belt was visible, and Harold purred.

“You two are my favorite couple,” Harold said and stepped forward. He was wearing his clothes, but I could see the outline of his hard dick beneath his navy slacks. “Stop undressing. Let me do the rest.”

John swallowed, his body stilling. Harold's breath turned shallow as he unbuttoned John’s pants and pushed them to the floor. John’s dick was stiff beneath the white thong. There was a wet spot on them. Harold ran his fingers along John’s tights.

I reached up my dress and touched my wet pussy, wanting Harold’s dick like nothing else. There was also another task we needed to complete. I stood from the bed, pulled the dress over my shoulders, and let it pile around my feet.

Harold and John turned to me. I wrapped my arms around their shoulders to pull them close. John kissed my neck as Harold kissed me on the lips. I could feel how Harold had a hand on my back and the other on John’s ass.

“There’s something I need to give John,” I said when I broke the kiss. Harold nodded and stepped back. He stripped naked as I went to the suitcase to grab John’s cock cage.

John’s eyes brightened when he saw the chastity cage. “Pull down your panties,” I said.

John pushed down his thong to reveal his erect dick. It had to be less hard, so I told him to make it happen. “How can I do that, my Queen? You two are driving me wild.”

“Find a way,” I said.

He nodded and ran off to the bathroom. I heard water run. Harold pushed me to the bed while John was away. He pulled down my panties. My pussy was wet like a flooded street as Harold rubbed his fingers against it.

Harold stared at me with his dark brown eyes. They were different from John’s but just as sexy. “You want this dick, don’t you?”

I nodded. “Fuck, yeah.”

“You thought about this dick, didn’t you?” Harold asked as he grabbed his dick and wagged it. It was dripping at the tip, thick, and making me gush like a broken fire hydrant. I needed his dick, and he knew it.

He was pulling my strings. Harold got to his knees and made me forget where I was with his tongue. It was as though his tongue were fingers on my remote. Each time he licked a spot, it made my body.

John came out of the bathroom with his hand over his dick. He was still wearing the white thong, garter belt, and stockings, but his dick was half erect. Harold wiped his mouth. I sat up and ran my fingers through my hair. John was staring at us, but there was no hint of jealousy on his face.

“I’m ready,” he said and held out the cock cage.

I took the cage from him and stood. It was metal, and his dick would fit perfectly. He wouldn’t be able to get fully erect while wearing it. I fastened the cage around the base of John’s cock and locked it in place. It was already growing, and the cage was restricting its growth. “Wow,” John said and looked down at his caged cock. He was smiling when he said, “I’m going to love this.”

“Get your wig and put it on. You want to fuck this pretty ass?” I asked and squeezed John’s backside.

Harold nodded, stepping over to us. He squeezed John’s other cheek. John moaned and glanced down at his dick. It was straining against the metal cage. I laughed and pushed on his cage. “No getting hard for you.”

John shook his head. He was breathing heavily. “No, my Queen. I can only get hard when you want me to,” he said. John ran to his bag and put on the wig, facing us when he finished. “How does it look?” he asked.

“Perfect,” I said as I walked John over to the bed and pushed him to the mattress. I grabbed my strap from the suitcase. We’d packed the biggest one. It was similar in size to Harold’s cock. I put my strap on as Harold got to his knees and ate John’s tight sissy hole.

Harold was a freak, and I loved having him in the bedroom with us. My dick dangled in front of me when I had it in place. “Put your cock in his mouth,” I said to Harold.

He licked John’s ass once more, smacked his cheek and lay on the bed in front of John, propping himself against the wall with a pillow. John crawled forward and wasted no time wrapping his lips around Harold's cock.

I put lubrication on my dick, stroking it with my left hand as I put more lubrication on John’s dick. I reached around to touch his dick through the thong, feeling the ridges of the metal cage. John moved his ass up and down, moaning on Harold’s dick.

I slapped my dick against John’s hole, and he moaned harder. The string of his thong pushed to the side. Harold had put his hand on the side of John’s head and was fucking his face. I slid into John’s ass. We were using his holes without mercy, and John was moaning every chance he could. Harold didn’t let him come up for air often, but John didn’t mind.

He was oozing a mess of precum. A pool was forming under his dick. There was enough to leak through the fabric, but he still couldn’t get hard.

“Let’s switch,” Harold said after a while. I didn’t mind. I wanted to feel John’s lips on my pussy. I nodded. Harold rolled off the bed, put on a condom, and got on the bed behind John. I took off my strap and threw it to the side, moving to where Harold had been.

John rubbed his dick as though it were a clit as he waited for us. I looked into John’s eyes, kissed him once, and moved his head to my pussy. John kissed my womanhood before rubbing it gently with his fingers. He always knew how to activate my clit.

Harold pushed into John, which made John lose focus for a second, but he quickly returned focus to my clit. He rubbed it as he fingered my pussy. I moaned, overwhelmed by how good it felt. John kissed my clit before wrapping his lips around it to suck on it.

Harold was fucking John from the back, using his hole without mercy. I pushed down on John’s head, lacing my fingers with his long brown hair. He sucked on my clit, making me want to cum as I watched Harold fuck John from the back. He smacked his ass. The sounds of our lovemaking bounced around the room.

I panted. Harold grunted. John moaned to take breaths.

“Cum with me, Linda,” Harold said as he fucked John.

I nodded and pushed down on John’s head as Harold grunted and thrust, working himself up to an orgasm. I moaned, gripping the sheets beneath me as John twirled his tongue around my clit. He wasn’t touching his locked up dick. His hands were on me, caressing me like he couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck,” I screamed. I hollered and cursed more as John made me cum without letting up off my clit.

Harold smacked John’s ass and grunted the loudest he had yet as he released his load into the condom around his dick. John sounded weak as Harold pushed his dick deep into John one last time before pulling out.

When Harold pulled out, a huge wad of cum was dangling at the tip of his condom. I was in another world as Harold told John to get off the bed. I couldn’t move. “Take off my condom, sissy boy,” Harold said and wagged his dick.

John nodded, gripping the base of the condom. He pulled it free and tied it at the end. I watched Harold hold his softening, glistening cock. “Suck it clean.”

John opened his mouth without hesitation, and Harold pushed his dick past John’s parted lips. John bobbed his head and cleaned Harold’s dick with his sissy mouth. It was so hot. I couldn’t believe we were having a three sum on our wedding night, but it felt so right.

Harold pulled John up to his feet and kissed him. I watched, fascinated by how much John looked like a woman from behind. Harold broke the kiss and pushed John to the bed. They were facing each other. Harold spread John’s legs. “Damn, you’re wet,” he said. Harold pulled down John’s thong. “Wow, that’s hot. Stand up and show Linda.”

John stood and turned to me. His dick was smashed against its cage, begging for a release. It looked like he’d cum once already but could cum again. “You want to cum one last time before I lock you up for real?”

“Yes, please, my Queen.”

“Lie on the bed, Wet Lips,” I said.

John did as I said. I unlocked his cock cage. His dick grew when I pulled it off, which was surprisingly hard to do. “You like your cage?”

“Yes, my Queen. I love you holding the key,” he said.

“Let’s see if we can make a baby before you’re locked up for longer than you could ever imagine,” I said and straddled John’s legs. His dick was slick, erect, and ready for my pussy. “Put your dick in his mouth.”

John nodded. He reached out for Harold’s dick when Harold came to the side of the bed. John took Harold’s dick as I lowered my hips onto his. John felt incredible inside my pussy. So good I could cum again.

“Shit,” I said as I rocked my hips. “Touch my clit, Harold.”

Harold did one better. He climbed on the bed, put a leg on each side of John’s head, and fucked his mouth as he bent down to lick my clit. I was rocking on John’s dick, seconds from cumming. John moaned and thrashed as I felt him shoot a load into my pussy. He couldn’t say anything because Harold had stuffed his mouth with his dick.

I pushed Harold’s head off me when my second orgasm overtook me; the sensations were too much to handle. Harold didn’t cum a second time, but he had gotten hard in John’s mouth. We all lay there in the bliss of our orgasms for a few minutes.

We took turns showering, fooling around with each other between showers. Nothing that made us dirty again, but how could we avoid touching when there was so much chemistry between us?

Harold spent the night but left before breakfast. He was dressed and out the door before John and I completely woke up. He kissed us both goodbye and said he had a busy day ahead.

John and I knew we’d see him again. We didn’t know when, but there would come a day. Until then, we had to get to Chicago to catch a flight to Aruba for our honeymoon. I didn’t lock up John’s dick before the flight because of the metal detectors, but it was the first thing I did when we got through customs in Aruba.

I hoped John was ready to live his desires to the fullest.
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John

It was our last day in Aruba. The honeymoon was the best vacation I’d ever had. Linda put my cock cage on right when we got through customs, and she hadn’t taken it off since. I came with it on several times when Linda fucked me. Linda used my mouth and ass whenever she wanted.

Sometimes I wished she would take off the chastity cage, but I loved how much control Linda had over me. She told me what to wear, what to eat, and how she wanted me in bed.

“I can’t believe how fast our honeymoon went,” said Linda. We were sitting on the dock of our private cabana. It sat on the crystal clear water. I would miss Aruba when we were back in Dot Lake. The hot weather, amazing restaurants, our private cabana, and how cute the flamingos were on the beach.

I took Linda’s hand and said, “we still have tonight.”

She nodded, “I know. It’s been so nice here. I haven’t even thought about the blog.”

Linda loved her blog, but I could tell it stressed her out sometimes. She spent a lot of time alone or on virtual calls. “I haven’t thought about Mario’s,” I said. There was an assistant kitchen manager, Shelly. She was amazing, and I hoped she would take over when I quit. Nobody else at Mario’s was as organized or intelligent as Shelly.

“What if I quit the blog?” Linda asked. She was kicking her feet in the crystal clear water. “It would still make money for a while if I did nothing. We could start a restaurant! Something that’s ours!”

Linda put her arm around my shoulder and pulled me close. It was my dream to open a restaurant, but I never thought it could become a reality. “It costs a lot of money. It’s too much,” I said.

“You don’t have to worry about that, John. There’s no way I could open a restaurant without you. Let’s do it! Dot Lake needs a hip place. Mario’s is delicious, but it’s about as stale as week-old bread.”

“Yeah,” I said. There were notebooks at my house with secret menus, drawings, and plans for a potential restaurant. “Let’s worry about that when we’re back in Dot Lake, but I like the idea.”

Linda nodded. “Ah, I love Aruba,” she said and lay on the deck. Her toes barely touching the water. I leaned back and lay by Linda, feeling the kiss of an impending burn on my skin. “We have to come back one day.”

“I’d love that. Do you mind if we head inside? I’m burning a bit,” I said.

Linda shook her head and rolled over to stand. We went inside. The cabana was luxurious and had everything we needed. I fanned myself as the small air conditioner on the wall cooled down the room. “You want me to put more sunscreen on you?” Linda asked.

“I nodded. The cream would feel good and help cool my skin.”

Linda grabbed the bottle of sunscreen from our beach bag. She sat behind me on the bed. I was shirtless. “Take off your shorts. I want to make sure I get everywhere,” she said.

I stripped naked, wearing nothing but the cage around my dick. I stood in front of Linda. She was sitting on the edge of the bed. Just seeing her watch my naked body made my dick twitch and grow, constricted by its cage. Linda reached out and stroked the cage; my dick. They felt like one.

“You still love your cage, Wet Lips?”

“Yes, my Queen,” I said. Even if I didn’t love it every minute of every day, I loved my cage. Linda held the key. How could I want it any other way? “I love my cage.”

“You know, I wasn’t sure about it at first, but it’s grown on me. I see you wearing it for a very long time,” Linda said as she squirted lotion into her hand. She rubbed it into my back. I moaned as the cream cooled my burning skin.

“I’ll wear it as long as you like, my Queen.”

“Do you want to dress up tonight?”

I closed my eyes, unable to stop little moans from escaping my lips. Linda’s touch felt incredible. It was like floating in the sea outside our cabana; light as a leaf fluttering to the ground. Her fingertips were stimulating like satin or silk. “Yeah,” I said. “Let’s make tonight count. We still wanted to try that Portuguese restaurant.”

“Okay. Let’s go after a nap,” she said.

We lay there throughout the scorching afternoon, holding each other on our gorgeous bed. “We should get sheets like these.”

“Did you want to move in with me?”

I nodded. “Yes. I’m ready. It would feel weird staying at my house now that we’re married.”

“A restaurant and a new house. We have a lot to plan. We could be a Dot Lake power couple,” Linda said. She looked and sounded serious, like there was no other goal that could matter in the world. “What do you say?”

“I love the idea,” I said. “It sounds like a lot to do, but I’m here to help if you take the lead.”

Linda nodded. She ran her fingers along my body, which felt much better now that the lotion had seeped into my skin. “I’ll lead the way, John, don’t worry.”

We drifted off to sleep, and Linda dressed me in a black skirt, a loose fitted v-neck top, and platform heels. We went to the Portuguese restaurant to end the best honeymoon a man could ask for.
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Linda

We’d returned from the honeymoon several weeks ago, and I wasn’t feeling one-hundred percent. I couldn’t concentrate on my blog. Some lotions I was promoting smelled horrid, even though they had amazing reviews.

I didn’t know what was wrong with me at first, but the nausea was intense. Beyond certain things smelling horrid, I got intense waves of excessive saliva. I took anti-nausea medicine, but it persisted.

Everything changed when I went to the doctor, and she told me I was pregnant. Morning sickness. How convenient?

On the way home from my doctor’s office, I stopped for a cheeseburger at a fast-food restaurant. I was craving greasy fries and burgers, not caring at all about my body once the bread touched my lips.

I dipped my finger into the sauces that had fallen onto the wrapper and licked it clean without shame. The being growing inside me wanted what it wanted, and I wasn’t in a position to argue.

John came over one night after I’d spent the entire day crying and waiting for time to pass, so it was a reasonable hour for me to have fast food delivered. I ate it before he came, but I got a chicken sandwich for John. He had heard me crying on the phone and coddled me when he entered the house.

I pushed John away when his touch became overbearing. “Please, John. I’m not dying.”

“What’s wrong?” he asked. We’d only been married a few weeks, and I loved John, but I couldn’t believe we were having a baby already. I never thought I would have gotten pregnant when I let him cum inside me after the wedding before I locked up his dick.

John hadn’t left the cock cage since then. We had sex, and he came, but he never came inside me.

“Get me a glass of water, please,” I said, trying to find the courage to tell John and admit to myself what was happening. I was in my mid-thirties now and not ready to become a mother. It seemed unreal.

Samantha was halfway through her pregnancy. How happy would she and my parents be when they found out Samantha and I would have our children around the same time? Just thinking of all the activities Samantha would want to do made me want to run to the toilet and puke.

“Here you go,” John said and passed me the glass of water.

“Thanks, John,” I said and took a sip. He sat next to me with anxious eyes. Just seeing him look like that made the words slip from my mouth in frustration. “I’m pregnant. I’ve been feeling sick, and the doctor gave me a pregnancy test when I went to see her.”

“What? That’s amazing, Linda! We’re going to be parents!” John said. His eyes couldn’t lie. He was surprised but excited. His excitement lifted my spirits, even if it was only for a second. “Do you think it was from the night after our wedding?”

I nodded. “Can’t think of any other way.”

John pushed down on his cock. I wondered if it was pressing against the cage. He never complained, but I could already feel my sex drive plummeting. Maybe it was from the greasy fast food I ate, but I would rather eat hamburgers and fries than have sex.

John would want sex. What man didn’t? I wasn’t sure how much I would want to fuck months into my pregnancy, but I had to push sex out of my mind before it made me overly anxious.

“Please don’t cry,” I said. John hadn’t said a word because he was too busy wiping tears from his eyes. I wished I felt as excited as John.

John nodded, sucking up his tears. If nothing else, he did whatever I said. I knew he would be a good father. “It’s a lot to take in. I never thought I would have kids, but I couldn’t be happier!”

“We should start looking for a house,” I said. Dot Lake was a small community with fantastic schools, and the best houses almost never went for sale. “I want our dream home.”

“Whatever you say, Linda. I’m here every step of the way,” he said.

“We’ll need your rent money for the mortgage.”

John got to his knees beneath me, placing his head in my lap. I rubbed my fingers in his hair. “You don’t have to worry, Linda. I’ll work as many hours as it takes to make our life together possible.”

“There should be some equity in this place. We’ll have a healthy down payment.”

Talking about numbers and houses distracted me from the life growing within me, but I could only stay distracted so long. John spent the night and held me until a desire to run to the toilet and vomit ripped me from the bed.

♦

John

Linda was only a couple months until the due date. We were having twins. Our doctor, Jeanette Berg, who had been recommended by Linda’s other doctor Yolanda Scott, thought we were having one boy and one girl. We thought about many names but had decided on Sandra and George.

I couldn’t wait to meet our children, but I hated how they affected Linda’s sex drive. After a month of no action during the first trimester, Linda took off my cage and told me to play with myself because she wasn’t interested in sex.

After the third month of her pregnancy, there were several weeks Linda wanted nothing but to ride my dick in the mornings. She made me eat her pussy for lunch if we were together. I loved her pregnant body, knowing the children we’d made together were growing inside her.

We were always together through the pregnancy. I had given up my small house on a big plot of land to move in with Linda until we found a bigger house for our family.

The weeks we had sex during Linda’s second trimester were the best of my life. She dressed me in a new thong each time before riding my dick. Spanked me when I cooked us dinner. She was a flirt with a growing belly. She was the love of my life.

Then, a sharp change in Linda’s libido came halfway through her fifth month of pregnancy. I tried to cuddle her, and she would throw me off. I tried to kiss her, and she would push me away.

She had no desire for sex or my touch or anything but locking herself away in her office that was also her closet. Linda spent all her time reading on the chaise lounge she had in the middle of the office/closet. I’d asked her once about turning it into a nursery, but she refused. She’d rather find a new house or build one if she had to.

The doctor said it was normal for women with twins or more to feel greater discomfort. I respected Linda, and I was sensitive to how she felt, but the last months of her pregnancy wouldn’t be easy.

No matter how difficult they were, I wouldn’t cheat on my wife. I wouldn’t stray from our marriage. I still wore lingerie every day. Linda didn’t care if I locked myself in the bedroom to play with toys. I just wished she wanted to touch me.

I never thought pregnancy would be so difficult after all the fluffy movies I’d seen, but Linda was my wife, and I had to respect how she felt, even if it was difficult for me.

♦

Linda

John and I were putting together the nursery at the new house. He was assembling the second crib as I hung paintings and decorated the room. We had professional painters paint before we moved in because I didn’t want to breathe the fumes.

Our new house had four bedrooms and two full bathrooms; one half bath. I could still have my closet and office with the chaise lounge and a lock on the door. It made me the happiest woman in the world.

I knew John wanted sex. He wasn’t alone, but I didn’t feel comfortable having sex when I felt the twins moving and kicking inside me nonstop. They were like two boxers. I wondered if they would get along when they came out.

Even if I didn’t want sex, I was grateful the morning sickness had stopped. Instead of spending my time moping around like John who hadn’t had his dick locked up in months, I found us an amazing house. I started plans on the restaurant I wanted to open. The blog was going well, but I was moving into a different phase of my life.

I’d started a mommy blog, which was gaining traction. It felt bad leaving the other one behind, but life was nothing but changing interests over an undetermined period of time. Even if one stayed with the same person their entire life, they would look and be different in the end than they were in the beginning.

“What do you think about this painting, John?” I asked.

We’d decorated the room in a rainbow of pastels. George would have blue blankets and pillows. We had pink ones for Sandra. I couldn’t wait to welcome them to the world; to our family.

Samantha had already given birth. We’d gone to Springfield to visit my new niece, Stephanie Smith. She was a gorgeous little baby who looked a surprising amount like Victor. She had the same nose and thin lips.

“I love it,” John said and wrapped his arm around my shoulder. He rubbed my stomach with his other hand. Some nights I still pushed him away when he wanted to hold me, but I knew how lucky I was to have John with me through this. My new mommy blog donated money to single-mother groups every month.

John was still rubbing my stomach, halfway through building the second crib, when my water broke. I stood there in disbelief. John noticed the wet spot in my pants and screamed. “It’s happening!”

I nodded, not really reacting at first. My water breaking meant I had to push these children from my womb out into the world. A contraction hit me, and I knew it wasn’t a game. We had to get to the hospital before I was too dilated for an epidural.

John had already left the room. I wobbled out the nursery, screaming John’s name. “I’m by the door,” he said. “I turned on the car to warm it up. I have the bag,” John said. Our new house was one story. John was running toward me when I turned the corner. “I have everything. Let’s go.”

John led me to the car. We were on our way to the hospital. Another contraction hit when we were turning into the parking lot, making me desperate for medical attention. I wanted to hand over my body to the doctors until they got the twins out of me, but it wasn’t that easy.

“Push,” the doctor was saying to me hours later. John didn’t care how tight I squeezed his hand. He was the best husband in the world, always there by my side. “Push,” the doctor yelled again.

Luckily, there was a pan beneath me to catch the bowel movement that left me as I pushed the first baby out. Sandra. The doctors took her away when all I wanted to do was touch her. She had hair on her head! It was the most incredible thing I’d ever seen.

“You have to push again,” John whispered in my ear.

Doctor Berg got back between my legs, and she told me the other baby was coming fast. George entered the world just a few minutes later, but I knew who came into the world first would always be a debate between them.

“Aren’t they beautiful?” John asked. He was holding Sandra, and I was holding George. The nurses and doctors had checked them, and they were healthy babies from what they could tell. The room was clean, and I was no longer feeling embarrassed about pooping while pushing. It was normal. It happened to everyone, they promised.

John didn’t care. He was kissing my forehead every couple minutes. Our children were here. My body felt empty without the twins inside it, but I had George in my arms. John was right next to me holding Sandra; my perfect little family.
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Linda

We were lucky. I’d read horror stories of babies crying for hours on end. Ones who wouldn’t latch. Stories of mothers not connecting with their babies. The twins smiled when they saw me and latched without issue. It wasn’t that I didn’t feel connected to them, because I did, but something was off about me since giving birth.

I loved my children, but being their mother exhausted me. They were three months old, and I felt like I hadn’t stopped moving since they were born.

“How are you feeling?” John asked and rubbed my shoulders. He had brought me a glass of ice water. It was our anniversary, and I didn’t feel like doing anything. I felt terrible for staying in the house. How were we supposed to celebrate when we had two newborns?

I sighed and took the glass of water, sipping from it before setting it on the coffee table. John was drinking iced tea. He always kept a pitcher in the fridge. John cooked, cleaned, and did everything we needed. He went grocery shopping, changed diapers, and put the kids to bed when I didn’t have the energy.

He had gone back to work at Mario’s after a short paternity leave, but all of his free time was spent with us; his family. “I’m okay. How are you doing, John? It’s our anniversary.”

“I know,” he said and kissed the wedding band on my ring finger. “Happy Anniversary. I got you something,” he said. John pulled out a small box behind his back.

My heart dropped because I hadn’t bought him anything. “Oh, John. You didn’t have to,” I said.

He shook his head. “It’s not much. I promise,” he said. “We’re saving for the restaurant, and we just bought a house. I don’t want to push us past our limits.”

I nodded and ripped the wrapping paper from the small box. After throwing the paper to the floor, I opened the small box, and a cute gray sleep mask was inside. I pulled it out and tried it on. I couldn’t see anything with the mask over my eyes.

“What do you think?” John asked, rubbing my thighs.

I held his hands, the mask between us. “I love it.”

“Sleep as much as you would like, my Queen.”

When John said things like that, I just wanted him to part my legs and fuck me like an animal. I led the relationship. I was more dominant in the bedroom, but sometimes I just wanted to feel his dick in my pussy any way he wanted to give it and forget the world existed. “You’re so sweet, John. What would I do without you?”

John stared at me. I could tell something was on his mind and assumed it was sex. We hadn’t had sex in months. He played with himself and had free access to all of our toys, but toys could only do so much. “Linda,” John began. “I don’t want to pressure you, but I was wondering if I could be your Wet Lips tonight. No penetration. I just want a taste, please. The kids are sleeping.”

He wasn’t asking for a lot. John was a master at giving head. What did I have to lose? “Let me shower. I’ll be right back.”

“I put a robe on the bed for you. I’ll be waiting here,” John said. I glanced down, and he was rubbing the outline of his cock. I went upstairs to our master bedroom, took a shower, and put on a pink robe that stopped halfway down my thighs. There was still baby weight on my bones, which made me feel uncomfortable, but I shook off the unease.

John was wearing a pink thong with a white garter belt and white stockings. He had on a pair of pink pumps with nothing on top. He had gained a little weight during the pregnancy and lost the lines of his abdominal muscles, but I still found him incredibly sexy; especially after he’d been feminized.

I approached John, forgetting how I’d felt uncomfortable about my body because of how turned on seeing John made me. I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck, standing on my toes to kiss him. I wasn’t wearing heels, but he was, and his heels were fabulous. “Wet Lips.”

“My Queen,” he said, leading me to the sofa where he’d already placed a towel.

I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties beneath the robe. John got to his knees between my legs, staring at me with his dark brown eyes. So many years had passed since we met, and I felt more in love with John after each passing year. I trusted him. He knew every centimeter of my body. He knew how I liked my body touched.

“Oh, John,” I said and moaned as he caressed my thighs. His touch felt like everything I didn’t know I was missing. I needed him. “Wet Lips. Show me what you can do.”

John kissed the inside of my thigh. His touch tickled. It electrified. He worked his lips up my legs until they were brushing my pussy. My insides throbbed as I remembered how incredible John’s lips could taste. I nearly came at the anticipation of his oral services, pushing John’s head away to catch my breath.

I stared into John’s eyes as I moved my hand down my stomach until my fingers were touching my pussy. It wasn’t as intense if I touched myself, so I gave John a little show. He scooted back, pushed his cock out of the pink thong so I could see it, and stroked his dick.

It looked so thick and delicious. I wanted him to fuck me, but it wouldn’t happen until I felt a little more recovered. I had something else in mind. “Grab the paddle for me. You know where it is?” I hadn’t thought about it once since we moved, but John knew where it was. He ran off and grabbed it for me.

I told him to bend over the side of the couch. I stood, the robe brushing against my skin as I swatted John’s ass. He was stroking his cock, pushing it between his thighs so I could watch him touch himself. I touched his cock between spanks.

I dropped the paddle to the floor, sitting on the sofa. I had to wipe sweat from my forehead. “Get back to what you were doing, Wet Lips.”

John rushed to his knees between my legs. He trusted me as much as I him. He was himself with me. I loved how he wasn’t afraid to service me how I wanted. He wasn’t afraid to follow in our relationship.

John licked my pussy. He got my clit to come out of hiding, as he always could. I rubbed my hands through John’s hair as he drove me up the hill to a blissful orgasm. “Let me see you cum,” I said after John wiped my juices from his lips.

John scooted back, still on his knees, and jacked off until he shot a load of cum into his hand. I smiled down at him as he breathed deeply, his chest rising and falling. “Thank you, Wet Lips. Let’s watch a movie.”

“Popcorn?”

I nodded. John stood to go wash his hands and get popcorn for us. He didn’t change, and neither did I. It wasn’t the first anniversary I had imagined on my wedding day, but it was an incredible day nonetheless. One I wouldn’t change for the world.
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John

My twins, Sandra and George, were turning one. It was incredible how quickly they grew. Every time I looked at them, it seemed they could do something different. They were already waddling and chasing each other through the house. They couldn’t speak words adults understood, but I had a feeling the twins could understand one another.

“Congratulations,” Samantha said. She had just walked in the door and gave Linda a hug before me. She found out she was pregnant again. They had another month before they would find out what they were having. Victor shook my hand. He didn’t say much. Our interests hardly aligned.

There were friends from around town, Linda’s family, and our dear friend Harold Smith at the house. He had come for the birthday party and not sex, but we would plan our next encounter after everyone went home. To Linda’s family, Harold was just a good friend of mine, and they didn’t think twice about it.

Nobody knew how Harold loved to fuck both Linda and me. How he loved when I dressed up as JJ and sucked his dick. Just looking at him made me horny, but I had to stay on my best behavior during the birthday party.

“What are you wearing under those?” Harold asked a few minutes after he’d arrived. We were off in a corner. Everyone was using disposable cups and plates. We’d ordered a few catering dishes without servers and had the food set out on the kitchen island.

I put the disposable cup I was holding to my lips, feeling red like a blushing virgin. I stood on my toes to whisper in Harold’s ear, “a white jockstrap with lace trim.”

“Oh, easy access. Just the way I like it,” he said.

If we had talked any longer, I would have pulled him to the bedroom and had him fuck me without caring about the party, so I distanced myself from the situation. Harold smirked and shrugged, knowing what he was doing to me.

‘Uncle’ Harold wasn’t so nice. He loved to play dirty.

“If you were any redder, they could hire you as a stoplight,” said Linda. She’d pulled me close. “Don’t make me regret inviting Harold.”

I shook my head. “No, I’m okay. I promise,” I said.

The party continued. Everyone sang to the twins. They ate cake. We’d set up games for the adults and older kids. It was winter, but it wasn’t cold. It was one of those warm winter days where many wore shorts, even though it was still too cold for shorts. Linda and I had been lucky and took full advantage by moving the party outside.

I played games of table tennis with my old friend Blake. Katherine, his girlfriend, had come up and mentioned their ‘future’ baby several times throughout the afternoon.

“You better have a baby in Katherine next time I see you,” I said to Blake as we hugged goodbye. He shook his head, but I could tell from his smile how badly he wanted one.

Everyone cleared out of the house until it was just Linda, Harold, and me. Samantha tried to stay to clean up, but we had hired two cleaning people who showed up at the end, which was enough to convince Samantha she could leave. Victor didn’t seem too keen on staying. Stephanie, their daughter, was grumpy, and they still had to drive back to Springfield.

“I’ll see you soon, sis! You’re dropping off the twins next month, aren’t you?”

“Yes, we’re celebrating our anniversary early,” Linda said. “Since we couldn’t do much last year, and you’d said you wanted the twins for a weekend.”

“Oh, I do! We’ll have to send Stephanie here for our anniversary.”

“It’d be our pleasure to have her for a weekend,” Linda said and wrapped her arm over my shoulder. I nodded and kissed Linda on the cheek.

Harold was helping the cleaners pick up trash. Samantha looked at him with a strange expression, but Victor was standing by the front door and called her to hurry. “We’re getting dinner with Harold before he drives home,” Linda said. She moved from me to her sister, walking her to the door. They whispered some things.

It seemed motherhood had brought them closer together. They talked on the phone a couple times each week, messaged each other, and had a sisterly relationship I envied, but Samantha was a judgmental woman and wasn’t afraid to share her opinions.

“We’ll see you soon, Sam!” Linda said and kissed her sister on the cheek.

“Bye, everyone!” she said and waved, her eyes falling on Harold once more before she closed the door. Linda stood by the window, waving at Victor, Stephanie, and Samantha as they pulled off.

“You aren’t worried she suspects something, are you?” I asked when Linda came over to me.

She shook her head. “No, she’s always been like that. She wants to know every detail about everybody, but the world doesn’t work that way.”

“Her kids won’t have any privacy, will they?”

“Doubtful,” Linda said and chuckled. I felt terrible for Stephanie and the one on the way, but I knew we would give our kids all the privacy they needed. There was nothing worse than suffocating love.

Harold came back inside a few minutes after Samantha left. We opened a bottle of white wine. We’d only been drinking nonalcoholic beverages during the party. The two people cleaning worked for Linda as contractors, so they didn’t even notice us. They were so used to being in Linda’s space.

Linda gave them one-hundred dollars each when they finished half an hour later. They had barely worked an hour. “See you later,” she said and waved.

The twins were down for a nap. We sat around the living room with soft rock playing in the background. We were laughing at random stories we told, sexual tension thick in the air. When a moment of silence fell, Harold said something we couldn’t ignore. “John mentioned he was wearing a white jockstrap with lace trim.”

Linda smirked. “You want to see it, Harold?” Harold licked his lips and nodded. Linda told me to take off my jeans. I excused myself to run to the bathroom and check myself. We had to move fast before the twins woke up. I stripped naked, cleaned myself, and put the feminine jockstrap back on. My six pack was no longer visible, but I still had a firm body. I still felt sexy.

“Wow,” Harold said when I walked into the living room. He and Linda had stripped naked while I was cleaning myself. The windows were drawn, and there was a towel on the sofa. “Should we head to the bedroom?”

“Why not?” Linda said and shrugged.

We hadn’t planned on having sex, but it was unavoidable when the three of us were alone. We were a triangle of perfection, each of our tastes and interests aligning like a perfect space flight. Our clothes had a way of coming off.

Harold pushed me to the bed and ate my sissy hole. I moaned and clenched the sheets as he licked me. He had his hands under the jockstrap, gripping my ass. Spreading my cheeks. I needed him to fuck me.

Linda climbed on the bed. She was back to her old self a year after having the twins. Linda lay in front of me and placed her legs on my shoulders. I knew what to do and got to work licking her pussy, fully aware when Harold stopped eating my hole to roll a condom over his dick.

“Where’s the lube?” Harold asked. Linda held my head against her pussy and told him. Harold squirted lube onto his dick and my ass. My eyes nearly popped out of my head when Harold pushed into me.

Linda’s clit came out to play, and she told me to suck on it. Each thrust brought me closer to an orgasm. I reached between my thighs, rubbing the wetness of the fabric where my cock was as though it were a clit. I loved pretending it was a clit.

“Fuck, I love this ass,” Harold said as he fucked me. “You want me to fuck that pussy before I shoot this load?”

Linda shook her head, pushing my mouth against her clit. I sucked it hard, and Harold fucked me until he was grunting and saying what he was going to cum. I backed my ass up on his dick, fucking myself with it. Harold spanked me, making me work harder.

Linda moved my head, touching herself to work herself up to an orgasm. I rubbed my clit as I used Harold’s dick. Each smack of his hand made me work harder. Harold hadn’t yet cum when Linda moaned and arched her back, making me suck on her clit again.

Harold held my ass still with his strong hands, pushing deep inside me. He came deep inside me as I rubbed my dick, cumming with him.

We lay in the bed until parental duties called us. After cleaning up and feeding the twins, we went out to dinner with Harold before he left for Nashville. We couldn’t wait to see him again the following month to celebrate our anniversary.
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Linda

I hung up the phone while sitting on the sofa. We were set to leave for Nashville the following morning, but Harold had just called to tell us he had to cancel due to a family emergency. He didn’t have kids of his own, but he had a large family with nieces and nephews.

One of his nephews had fallen ill from a tick sucking the life out of him, and everyone was doing what they could to support Harold’s sister and her family. “John, come here.” I hoped Harold’s nephew would recover and worried about my own children, who had gone with Samantha a few hours ago.

We met Samantha and Victor halfway to Springfield. I didn’t know what I would do without her because my parents weren’t trying to spend too many overnights with the twins. Not until they were older and more independent, my mother said.

“What’s wrong?” John asked when he came into the room. He was wearing jeans with no t-shirt. I could see the waistline of whatever red lingerie he was wearing. John sat next to me on the couch. He’d been cleaning the house, checking off tasks from the list of chores I’d given him. I loved returning from vacation to a sparkling house.

I sighed before I told John about Harold.

“That’s terrible about his nephew. We should send them flowers.”

“Yeah, I’ll call and do that,” I said. “Do you still want to go to Nashville?”

John shrugged. “We’ve already seen a lot of the city, and Harold is the main attraction.”

“Agreed,” I said and laughed, placing my head on John’s shoulder. I touched his bare chest, moving my finger from freckle to freckle. He was so pale I could see many of the veins beneath his skin. “Where should we go?”

“It’d have to be somewhere close,” he said.

“Chicago? Memphis? St. Louis?”

John tapped his finger against his chin, “I guess we could check out the other city in Tennessee. There’s a lot to see there.”

“Awesome. I will cancel our hotel and book another. Then send Harold and his family flowers.”

“I’ll get back to my chores. Check the suitcases to see if I forgot anything.”

We spent the rest of the evening putting everything in order before our trip. It wasn’t a long trip, and we had to stop in Springfield on the way home to pick up the twins from Samantha’s. After a peaceful night of sleep without babies, we found ourselves driving down the highway.

Memphis had a different vibe than Nashville. It seemed more rustic, as though it were from an older time. I loved its charm. We dropped our luggage off at the hotel, as we had arrived before check-in. We went to several museums and ate barbecue for an early dinner.

“That was incredible,” I said, patting my bloated stomach. I ate far too much. We needed a nap before we tried to find a man to invite back to the bedroom, so that was what we did.

Sunlight still lit the sky when we awoke several hours later, but it would soon turn dark. We cuddled as the TV played in the background. I was still wearing the clothes I had on in the afternoon, but John had stripped down to a pair of blue panties before our slumber.

“Should we look for a guy?” he asked when we woke up.

“Sure,” I said, wishing Harold were available instead of finding someone new, but there were plenty of men in Memphis. I had faith we could find one. “Did you want to dress up for photos?”

“Yeah, give me a second,” John said and hopped out of bed. He changed into a white thong that was see-through over his dick. He had a tiny string down his backside. John put on white tights and a white garter belt. He loved the innocent girl look.

I bought John a new wig for our trip. It was platinum blonde and straight. It hung past his shoulders and had cute bangs that covered his eyebrows. For the photos, John put on a white mesh robe with no bra.

He twirled in the mirror, smiling like a madman. “What do you think?”

“You look incredible,” I said. Most of our days were so steady, I almost forgot how sexy John looked when he went all the way. He applied a thin layer of foundation, ocean-blue eyeshadow that faded like a sunset, and mascara to make his lashes voluminous. “Grab my paddle for the photo shoot.”

As I held the paddle over John’s feminized ass while he bent over the bed, it took me back to the night we’d first met Harold. The first man we had a three sum with, David White, never knew John was a man. He called a few times, but we never returned his calls.

Harold, however, knew from the start John was a crossdressing submissive man, and he loved it. I couldn’t help but hope we would find another Harold in Memphis. I took pictures of John with his hands against the wall. All the photos only had his body. He wore nothing but the robe, and the white thong did nothing to hide his dick.

“Now we need one of you,” said John.

I’d worked hard over the past year to lose my baby weight, but some of it was clinging to my body as though it were made of glue. No matter how many miles I ran, it never came off. The extra bit made me hate how I looked in photos. “No,” I said and shook my head.

“Why not?” John asked.

I shrugged. I was supposed to be the confident one in our relationship, but John had a lot more confidence than me when he crossdressed. He changed into a different person, a man happy because he could be himself. I loved how comfortable John felt with me. It made me feel special. “Linda, why don’t you want to take a picture?”

I shrugged. “I don’t look sexy.”

John made a harsh sound, shaking his head. “How could you say that, Linda? Through my eyes, you’re the most beautiful woman in the world,” he said. John planted a soft kiss on my lips. He was wearing a berry flavored lip gloss, and it tasted delicious when I licked my lips.

John wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. “Fine, what should I wear?” I asked.

John picked out a cotton slip dress with a large split down the middle to expose my breasts. He put me in matching stockings and heels. Everything was black. I was the darkness to his light. I held a paddle, and he took photos; nothing above the shoulders. We didn’t want records on random applications.

“What do you think?” John asked and passed me the phone.

I loved our photos and picked out the best ones for the application. If we didn’t have children and didn’t have to worry about the judgment of others like my family, I would blow the photos up and hang them on our living room wall. “I love them, John. Let’s find a man.”

After an hour of chatting with several guys, we decided to give Frederick a chance. He was a dentist; recently divorced according to his profile. We were planning to meet him at a restaurant a few miles from the hotel. It was important to us to check out a man in public before inviting him back to the hotel, and John loved going out in public dressed as a woman.

He put on a padded bra and a light blue dress that hugged his frame. The white and blue fabrics with the platinum blonde wig made his dark brown eyes pop. I put on a simple a-line dress with a belt around the waistline. We both had coats to keep us warm. Spring was around the corner, but it was still cold outside.

We went to the restaurant by taxi. John held my hand the entire ride there. He seemed nervous. We hadn’t introduced an unfamiliar man into the mix for a long time. “We’ll be fine.” I said.

John nodded. “Have a nice night, ladies,” the taxi driver said. John left him a cash tip. Frederick was waiting for us at a table. His teeth were as white and straight as the photos. His eyes bluer. There was something else in them, too, but I couldn’t put my finger on it as we walked toward his table.

Frederick popped up from the table when he realized who we were. He pulled out two chairs, moving his eyes up and down our bodies; as though he were calculating. There was too much focus in his gaze.

John and I sat on the same side of the table. I held his hand. “So, the mistress and her sissy?” Frederick asked and darted his eyes from John to me. “I bet you two are freaks in the bedroom, aren’t you?”

John looked at me, raising his eyebrow. I tried to ignore Frederick and redirect the conversation. “So, this place has good burgers?”

We were at a restaurant famous for their burgers and local beers. Frederick agreed in a mumble. The server came over, so we had to order something. We all ordered a beer. Frederick offered to buy an appetizer, but I wasn’t in the mood to share food with him after his comment.

“So, tell me, how do you punish your sissy? You like to do more to her than just paddle her ass, don’t you?” Frederick asked with an evil glint in his eye.

John swallowed, placing his hand on my thigh. “You mentioned you’re a dentist, Frederick?” he asked.

“Yes, I am,” he said, smiling like a maniac. I covered my mouth and let out a little noise. “Is everything okay, Madame?”

I nodded, trying to keep my face emotionless. Who knew what Frederick would do? We danced around thirty minutes of awkward conversation and crude remarks about how Frederick wanted to do naughty things to John’s body while I watched, refusing to let our drinks out of sight in case Frederick tried to drug us.

He went to the bathroom near the end of our meal before the bill came. We called over the server, and John threw more than enough cash into his hands. We grabbed our purses and sprinted to the door in our heels before Frederick could follow us.

The restaurant was on a street with several other bars and restaurants. We ran down the street, turned the corner, and did it again until we thought we were a safe distance away from Frederick. We popped into a nondescript bar with pool tables and old rock music playing over the speakers.

A couple guys came up and offered to buy us drinks, but we refused. John was still shaking when I touched him. We paid for two bourbons neat while we let our hearts settle. “Did you think he wanted to hurt me?” asked John. “That was nothing like when we met Harold.”

I shook my head. “You’re right, and I don’t know. That guy was a creep.”

John shook his head. The server brought over our drinks. They were strong, stiff, and just what we needed to relax. After we knew Frederick wasn’t coming after us, we could laugh about the situation. We ordered another bourbon as we sat in the dark bar, holding each other through fits of laughter, like any other ladies on a night out.

♦

John

We went back to the hotel after calling a cab from the bar. We stumbled into the hotel room drunk on bourbon and adrenaline, kissing each other all the way to the bed as we stripped each other. “I love you, Linda,” I said in a whisper as I kissed her stomach.

She had carried our babies. Her stretch marks were the most beautiful thing in the world. They were proof of what we created together. The lights from the parking lot illuminated our room. It was dark, but I could see every inch of Linda.

“I love you, too,” she said, pushing her fingers into my hair, making the platinum blonde wig shift. She took it off and threw it to the floor. I would pick it up before we went to bed, but not now. Not when I could interlace my body and soul with Linda.

I pulled the crossover midi dress over her shoulder and tossed it on top of the wig. Linda unhooked my bra. I did the same to hers, taking her nipple in my mouth. We kissed and stripped each other naked. I still had on the makeup but everything about me was bare. Linda pushed my head down, and I went under the covers.

I traced Linda’s inner and outer labia with my tongue. She touched my head. My shoulders. I grabbed her ass and squeezed. I licked her pussy until she begged me to fuck her. As much as I loved the cock cage, Linda hadn’t put it on me in ages. My dick was rock hard and throbbing as she grabbed it and guided it to her pussy.

We never made love like this, but it was incredible. I slid into Linda, wrapping my arms under her shoulders. She curled one leg around my back as I thrust in and out of her.

Linda sucked on my ear as a moan escaped her. “Oh, John. Fuck me hard,” she said.

I moved my arm to her leg and held it as she wished. I fucked my wife. She was so warm, soft, and wet as I pushed into her. She gripped my bare ass and spanked me a couple times, which made me bite my lips and curl my toes.

“Fuck,” I said when she spanked me again after a few more thrusts. We loved the twins but didn’t want more kids, so I was quick to pull out of Linda. She was rubbing her clit as I stroked my dick, the room dark around us, but we could see each other racing to our orgasms. Watching my wife touch herself was the ultimate turn on.

“Cover me, John,” she said and rubbed her stomach.

I couldn’t hold my cum a second longer. Streams of my hot seed left my dick and landed on Linda’s stomach and breasts. She moaned, arching her back, and said, “lick my pussy.”

I did until she was cumming seconds later, holding my head against her womanhood. I kissed it when she relaxed her grip. “Should I run a bath? The tub is huge here.”

“I’d love that,” Linda said.

The vacation hadn’t gone how we planned, but it was an amazing night I would never forget. We spent the rest of it watching TV, painting our toenails, and cuddling until we had to leave to pick up the kids in Springfield.
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Linda

Another wedding anniversary came and went when we our lives changed forever. We’d been married two years. It was the beginning of fall when the nights were turning colder, but the leaves had yet to change. “John, come here!” I screamed.

John was tired of working at Mario’s, and he’d come up with several viable restaurant ideas, but we couldn’t find the right location. Dot Lake wasn’t a massive place, and we didn’t like any of the commercial spaces that’d come available since we started looking. I was pickier than John, but we had to make the best investment we could.

“What’s wrong?” John asked. He was carrying George. George had a band-aid in his hand and a scrape on his elbow. Sandra came waddling in behind her father and brother. They’d been playing in the backyard.

“Is George okay?” I asked, standing to kiss his hurt elbow. They weren’t speaking full sentences, but George mumbled something I knew was his way of saying ‘thank you’. Even if the twins couldn’t talk to us in proper English, they seemed to understand each other.

“Yes, George is fine,” John said and opened the bandage. He put George on his feet, covering the scrape. Sandra took George’s hand, and they ran off to their area of the main room with toys. “Why did you scream? Is everything okay?”

“I found the perfect space, John! We can do it! We can open a restaurant!” I said and threw my arms around John.

He held me. We’d been saving every dime we had to put toward opening a restaurant. Neither of us wanted a boss, and John had more than enough talent to run a kitchen. “Where is it? What space?”

“The Dot Shack. The owners are retiring,” I said.

The Dot Shack was one of the few restaurants on the water, and they had the best view. It would be hard to follow in their footsteps, but I knew we could do it if we put our minds to the challenge.

“What? You’re kidding,” John said and covered his mouth. “We can get The Dot Shack?”

“We have to act fast. Get the kids dressed, and let’s make it happen.”

John looked both ways and nodded. “Okay, give me a second.”

It took a lot of negotiation and a heartfelt meeting with the previous owners, but we got the space. They didn’t care if we changed the menu. They wanted us to make the space our own, but we decided to take over and slowly make changes as we went. It was an amazing deal for the both of us, and our third baby, Eve’s Garden, was born.
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John

The older the kids got, the faster time seemed to pass. It didn’t help that I was working at the restaurant sixty hours a week. Eve’s Garden was a success, but every change came with pain. The staff who had started in The Dot Shack days pushed back against differences. As hard as it was, we were in a better place a year into owning the business.

Eve’s Garden was a space people could enjoy fresh, local food without the pretentious attitude. I based the menu off the meats and vegetables farmers could guarantee through a season. Things happened, and we had to take things off the menus, but the farmers loved what we were doing. The community loved it, too. Everyone understood if their favorite item disappeared. We always replaced it with a new one.

Even in the dead of winter, people came to eat inside and enjoy the sight of the frozen lake. I loved how it looked different every day. We had gotten so lucky finding this space. I counted my blessings every day.

“How was work?” Linda asked when I came home after the dinner rush. I normally worked from before the lunch rush until after the dinner one. Linda worked on the finances of the business and filled in for front of the house managers if there was nobody else. We had friends in town like Blake and Katherine or babysitters we trusted if there was an emergency.

Blake and Katherine had finally tied the knot and were trying for a baby. They liked the practice.

“Work was good,” I said, and kissed Linda on the lips. The kids had already gone to bed, but I went to kiss them, anyway.

“You want something to drink?” Linda asked when I came back into the living room.

My chef pants were filthy, and I felt disgusting. “After a shower,” I said.

Linda nodded, taking her glass of wine to the couch in the living room while I went to our master bedroom. I stripped down to the navy cotton panties I was wearing. I still wore panties every day but didn’t have time for much else with Eve’s Garden, the twins, and other life demands.

Standing in front of the mirror, I wondered what happened to the trim body I used to have. My six-pack had disappeared long ago, and a small belly was replacing it. I knew my youthful face wouldn’t last forever. It was fading as I inched closer to forty and worked crazy hours. I took off my panties and stood in the steamy shower as I tried to forget about my fading youth.

I put on a thin white robe with nothing but white panties on beneath it, knowing I wouldn’t be able to wear something so feminine when the kids were older without them asking questions. I wanted to capture this time in our lives. There was an old instant camera buried in the guest bedroom closet. I went to check for it, and there was an unused box of film sitting next to it.

Linda was sitting on the couch when I rushed downstairs to show her what I’d found. “Linda, there’s something I want to do.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

I pulled the instant camera I was holding from behind my back. “I want you to capture how I look now before I get old and fat.”

Linda frowned, “why would you say that?” she asked. We were always saving each other from our nasty internal thoughts.

I cleared my throat and clarified. “I don’t know. I want to capture how I look now. How we look. Let’s dress up and take a few photos,” I said. “Time is moving so fast. Who knows when we will ever have the chance to do it again?”

Linda stared at me as though I were a crazy person for a second before she shrugged and said, “okay! Let’s do it!”

Linda changed into a red miniskirt with black platform heels and a black crop top. She no longer cared about the few pounds she couldn’t lose, and I thought she looked beautiful. I wore the white robe, white panties, white stockings, and a pair of white pumps. It was my favorite look; especially with the platinum blonde wig. I still liked ‘goth princess’, but nothing beat ‘virgin princess’.

Linda did my makeup. I did hers. We painted our nails. It was getting late by the time we got the camera ready, and we were tipsy on the wine we’d been drinking while we did our makeup.

“Look fierce,” Linda said as she held the camera to her eye. I put my hand on my hips and did a twirl as though I were at the end of a runway, looking over my shoulder as Linda snapped a picture.

I took a few photos of Linda holding her toys, looking sensuous and dominant. We did one of me on my knees beneath her, sitting at her feet like an obedient dog. Linda took more photos of me in various poses until there was only one unused film left.

Linda cleared her throat, sounding much more serious when she spoke. “Okay, this photo has to be good. Take off the wig. Hands on your hips. Look straight at the camera.”

I cleared my throat, but I wouldn’t argue against what Linda wanted. She loved me with or without my wig. I was a lucky man. I nodded and took off the wig, placing it on the sofa behind me. Linda held the camera to her eye as I looked straight into the lens; hands on my hips.

“Perfect,” Linda said and snapped the photo. She took the picture out of the instant camera, waving it in the air. We both stared at the picture as it came into focus. I looked fierce and feminine, but it was me at my most vulnerable too. “I love it,” Linda said and held it against her chest.

“Thanks for doing the photo shoot,” I said and kissed Linda. “Why do we have to get older?” I asked while fake crying.

“It’s the circle of life,” Linda said and rested her head on my chest.
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John

Things were changing so fast in our lives by the time the twins’ fourth birthday came around. We were losing ourselves. Linda and I weren’t the same couple we were when we’d met on that walking tour in Chicago seven years before.

I missed who we were but knew we had to change because of the various obligations in our lives: Eve’s Garden, the twins, our home, Linda’s family, and everything else pulling us this and that way.

We wished Harold lived closer so we had more chances to see him, but he was busy with his accounting career as he had started his own firm. His nephew had recovered weeks after the tick bite had sent him to the hospital.

Harold hadn’t told us of any more family emergencies, but we never had the chance to do more than talk to him on the phone, send cards, and communicate over a long distance.

We didn’t have a bad life, but it was busy. None of it upset me, except one thing. The twins were three going on four when I had to change one thing that broke my heart in two.

I had to stop wearing panties.

George wanted me to wear underwear that matched his. The twins were at an age where they wanted to be just like us. He asked or checked to make sure we were wearing the same color every morning. It had become an obsession of his, and I didn’t want to disappoint my son.

The way he could look at me with big, hopeful eyes warmed my heart each time. George was a clear mixture of his mother and me. Linda said I should have told him no and wore what I wanted, but she often painted Sandra’s nails the same colors as hers if Sandra asked.

As a parent, I would give my life for my children. Giving up panties was one of the hardest things I’d ever done, but seeing George’s smile every day made it worth it.
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Linda

John and I were going through the motions, happy with the health of our children and the success of our restaurant, but life could be so boring sometimes. It sounded privileged, but even the richest of rich could bore of shopping and buying whatever they wanted.

We weren’t rich, but we did what we wanted. We didn’t have bosses. The mommy blog was generating income, Eve’s Garden was popular, and we created jobs for the local community. Newspapers wrote about us. People waved at us when we went to the park.

To everyone on the outside, we had it all. Perfect, vibrant twins: one boy and one girl. I couldn’t count how many times people complimented us on their stellar behavior. Happy kids acted well, and we did everything we could to keep Sandra and George happy.

But what about John and me? What about our happiness? Nobody knew the secrets locked away in our closet. The lives we used to live. Harold still called us. We even video messaged once and tried virtual sex, but it only made us sadder since we hadn’t seen each other in so long.

Years had passed without a third party entering our bedroom. The kids were getting too old to risk dressing up too much before fooling around. They would remember if they saw John en femme, and it terrified him, so he never wore more a thong or panties when we made love. He no longer wore lingerie during the day.

His underwear came from the men’s department, and it hurt me a little every time I saw him frown at himself in the mirror. We didn’t have our old bodies.

I had turned forty, and it wouldn’t be long until John joined me. Our bodies didn’t snap back like they used to when we were young.

The kids were at daycare, and John hadn’t yet left for Eve’s Garden when I asked him the question that was swirling through my mind. “What if we took turns going to Chicago?”

John raised his eyebrow. “Why would we go to Chicago?”

“It’d give you the chance to dress as a woman, and I could find a bull. We could each find our own guys and do whatever we wanted for twenty-four hours.”

John was in the kitchen fixing himself a sandwich. He tried not to use the burners at home because he spent so much time in the kitchen at Eve’s Garden. I did most of the cooking since he was always at the restaurant.

John locked his eyes on me, looking serious. “Is that what you want?”

I didn’t know what I wanted, but we had to do something. I missed who we were, and it was driving me crazy we had lost part of us. We lost what had brought us together.

“I don’t know, John. I want something. Don’t you?”

John never complained about our life, but I saw him stare at the closet where we kept our secrets tucked away in boxes. I knew John wanted what we used to have but was too much of a gentleman to admit it. “Yes,” he said. “But what about the restaurant?”

“John, the restaurant will be fine for a weekend without you. You have to learn how to trust the employees you’ve trained and hired.”

“I do trust them, but—”

I shook my head and stood. “John, please. Let’s try this. As long as we’re both safe and get tested afterward, what’s the harm? I want you to feel free and feminine.”

“And you want an alpha man to use you?”

I bit my lip, feeling guilty. Harold was the alpha we shared, but there was no way we could arrange a vacation together with our schedules. And even if we could, our last experience with Frederick made us think twice about it.

“Promise me you’ll meet whoever it is in public first,” John said. He never spoke with such force, but I would follow his rule.

“I promise, John. Same to you.”

He nodded. “I know. That Frederick really made me think twice about hooking up with anyone but Harold.”

“But you wouldn’t mind trying?”

“I think it could be good,” said John. “For both of us. When did you want to do it?”

We agreed he’d watch the kids from Friday to Saturday afternoon so I could go to Chicago, and I’d watch the kids from Saturday afternoon until he returned on Sunday.

“I’ll see you tonight,” John said and kissed me on the lips after we’d finished our conversation. He rushed out the door to the restaurant.

I sat back at the table, folded my arms on the tabletop, and rested my head against them. I couldn’t believe what we’d agreed to and had high hopes it’d work out for the both of us.

♦

Linda

It was Friday afternoon, and I was pulling into the hotel’s garage after an adventure through the city. Driving in Chicago was nothing like Dot Lake, and it always stressed me out. I clicked my car fob and checked in. They took me to a room with a view of the lake, a king-size bed, and complimentary chocolates on the nightstand.

It was fabulous, but I still felt so far from my family. I pulled out my phone and called them. The twins piled into the shot when John picked up the phone. “You make it okay?”

“Yes, thank you. How are my babies?” I almost never spent a night away from them, so it was hard to think about being free from all the obligations I had in Dot Lake.

Sandra and George said they loved me, and John told me to have fun. His smile was warm and reassuring. I took a deep breath before telling them goodbye and hanging up the phone.

I passed the first hour watching TV and people walk along the beach from the hotel window. I opened an application, posted a photo, and swiped left and right on a ton of photos. Some of the guys seemed sexy, but we learned looks weren’t all that mattered from Frederick.

Some men sent messages. Dick pics. There were some who wanted to come over, but I wasn’t in the mood. A couple hours passed before I got out of bed to head to a restaurant. There was a businessman who had an office nearby, and he wanted to take me on a date.

His name was Douglas Baker. He worked in finance. He told me he was in charge of some of the biggest private accounts in the city. Every word that left his mouth had a tone of arrogance behind it. Douglas acted like he ran the world, and everyone in his life probably let him get away with it.

Douglas was over six feet tall, broad shoulders, a light tan on his fair skin, and a charming smile. He looked like a man in a cologne ad. I was dressed my best, wearing a red dress with a slit up the thigh, but none of it made me very interested without John there.

It was like paddling on a calm sea in a kayak, fun and frightening and a little boring. “You said you had a room near here?” Douglas asked when he picked up the bill.

I thought about telling Douglas no, but what was the point in not seeing an experiment through to the end?

We went back to my hotel room, but the sex was lackluster. Douglas fucked me as though he only had one setting: jackrabbit. I lay there and fake moaned and pretended to orgasm when he did. Douglas was commanding in bed, flipping me from one position to the next, but the sex did little for me.

The first few minutes of sex when he used his mouth more than his dick were enjoyable, but I would rate the overall experience as less than fulfilling.

I didn’t tell John any of this when I went home the following day. I had my experiment and decided sex was better with John in the room. It was better when the man wanted us both, like Harold.

Harold was a needle in a haystack. We were lucky to have him in our lives, even if we only got to fool around once every few years.

♦

John

Linda came home from Chicago with a huge smile and encouraged me to enjoy my trip. I kissed my family goodbye, grabbed my bag packed with everything I’d need to feminize myself, and drove my car to Chicago. I stayed at the same hotel Linda had. She made the reservations for us.

It was nice to get away from Eve’s Garden. I loved the restaurant and having control over every aspect of the place, but working the hours I did weighed me down. It was hard to get out of work mode, so I spent the first few hours pampering myself.

I shaved my body, making it as smooth as I could. It was the first time since opening the restaurant I’d been able to check every inch. Any other time I shaved, it had to be as quick, and I always ended up missing a spot.

After my shower, I dried myself with a plush hotel towel. It was white like the thong I slid up my legs before sitting in front of the standing mirror. It had been so long since I feminized myself from head to toe, I could hardly keep my hands still as I went through my makeup bag.

I didn’t even bother making an online dating profile. Having a man fuck me would be nice, but I knew it wouldn’t be the same if I couldn’t taste Linda’s pussy while he did it. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to find a man after what happened with Frederick. Linda and I laughed about it after the fact, but I’d feared for my life. There was something off about the way he looked at me.

If Linda had fun with her alpha, I was happy for her, but I wasn’t sure I needed sex with a stranger. All I needed was right there in the hotel room.

I applied a light layer of foundation, mascara, and some eyeliner. I wasn’t feeling like eye shadow, so I skipped it. There was a red berry lip gloss in my bag I hadn’t worn in ages, so I ran it over my lips, rubbing them together to taste the hint of berry.

My favorite look was the ‘virgin princess’, so I put on my favorite white stockings, a white garter belt, and a white padded bra. I was already wearing the white thong. Over my undergarments, I put on a pair of ripped jeans that showed no bulge. I wore a one-shoulder black long sleeve shirt that hugged my body. I tucked the shirt into the jeans.

My platinum blonde wig and silver jewelry completed the look. I still loved my brown wig, but the platinum blonde one looked fierce with this outfit. I had a pair of black pumps to wear with it if I left the room.

It wasn’t until later in the evening I decided to leave. I’d jacked off once after I finished getting dressed and doing my makeup. I didn’t feel like jacking off again, at least not without trying one of the restaurants near the hotel.

The city air had cooled off, so I wore a light jacket over the long-sleeve shirt with one shoulder. My pumps clicked against the sidewalk as skyscrapers loomed above. I thought back to the architecture tour where my life had changed forever because Linda introduced herself.

I found a place at the bar at an Americana-fusion restaurant people had written about in various magazines. I ordered three things off the menu and a specialty cocktail. It was clear and came in a martini glass with a cucumber on a stick. It was surprisingly smooth.

“You don’t look like a cocktail drinker,” a man said as he took a seat next to mine.

“Good evening,” I said in my feminine voice. I practiced it in the mirror before leaving the hotel. It sounded scratchy the first time but had evened out. I ignored the man sitting next to me and returned my attention to the appetizers I’d ordered.

The man grunted as he looked me up and down. My covered shoulder was facing him, making it look more feminine. My bangs nearly covered my eyes, so it wasn’t much work to ignore him. “I’m Dwayne. What’s your name?”

I lifted the martini glass to my red lips and sipped. I tossed my platinum blonde hair over my shoulder. “JJ,” I said. “You should try the veggie burger sliders. They’re delicious.”

“There are other things I’d rather try, but they aren’t on the menu,” he said.

I looked at him through the corner of my eye. Dwayne was cute. He had green eyes, skin almost as pale as mine, and a smile too charming for his own good. It looked great against his square jaw. “Dwayne, please. Can’t a woman enjoy her meal in peace?”

Dwayne threw up his hands. “You’re right. I should be more respectful. My bad,” he said.

I tossed my hair over my other shoulder. I tapped my nails, which I had painted my favorite shade of pink, against the counter. There was something adorable about Dwayne. It was clear he didn’t know he was talking to a man. What was the harm in prolonging his assumption? Having a man want me felt good.

I turned to Dwayne, letting go of my fears. Dwayne didn’t have crazy in his eyes like Frederick, and I knew I wouldn’t take him home. It wasn’t what I wanted, but flirting sounded fun. “Tell me about yourself, Dwayne.”

He smiled at me, relaxing his shoulders. He was a former minor league baseball player, and he sold real estate in Chicago. “I never got to the major league, but it was amazing while it lasted,” said John. He’d torn a muscle in his second year of the minor league. It healed, but his recovery kept him from the field long enough to switch careers. That had all happened years before we met at a bar in Chicago.

I told Dwayne how I ran the kitchen in a restaurant, which made him raise an eyebrow. “What? You don’t believe I could run a kitchen?”

“I would never picture you doing that. You’re so… hot,” he said.

I blushed, waving my hand in my face. “Hot? Me? You’re too kind, Dwayne.”

We talked a lot longer. Dwayne showed me some photos of his social media accounts. He was a fitness influencer. I knew he was trying to loosen me up, but my legs were closed, and I was growing tired of him, so I dropped the bomb. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure,” he said.

“Promise you won’t get mad,” I said.

“Okay?”

I leaned over and whispered into his ear, using my normal manly voice, “I’m a crossdresser, sweetie.”

“What?” Dwayne said so loud everyone around us looked our way. He apologized and lowered his voice, squinting his eyes at me. “You’re a man?”

“Guilty,” I said, not disguising my voice. “I’ve just had years of practice,” I said, switching back to my feminine voice.

Dwayne’s eyes widened, and he was shaking his head in disbelief. He pulled out his wallet and dropped forty dollars on the bar. “Uh, I’m sorry, JJ. This isn’t going to work. Damn, I feel like an asshole, but you’re the asshole. Leading me on like that.”

“I know. Keep your money,” I said and picked up his bills to give to him, but he didn’t want them.

Dwayne shook his head. “No, it’s okay. It was nice talking to you, JJ. Follow me,” he said, backing away from the bar. He turned on his heels and raced to the door.

I paid the bartender for both our tabs, leaving him a generous tip. I put my jacket on and walked back to the hotel, feeling on top of the world. Sex wasn’t necessary to enjoy en femme. All I needed was a bag of makeup, dresses, lingerie, heels, jewelry, and my wigs for an amazing night. I wished Linda were there to share it with me.

I took a picture for Linda when I got home from the restaurant, writing on the picture that I missed her. She replied with kiss-face emojis.

The next day Linda and I decided we didn’t want to continue weekend adventures to Chicago. I preferred not to dress en femme without her, either, so we put my womanly clothes back in the storage boxes in the closet. The kids were getting older and more curious, so we added a lock to our master bedroom closet.

I knew the evening with Dwayne wouldn’t be the last time I dressed as a woman, but I had a feeling the times would be few and far between. As long as I had Linda there to feminize me the next time, it would be worth waiting.

Until then, I had my memories.
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John

I was sitting at a table on the patio of Eve’s Garden going over applications when I got an unexpected phone call. It was summer, and we always had to take on seasonal employees. I liked hiring local students who wanted to earn a bit of pocket money. They didn’t want to work the rest of the year when we didn’t use the patio, so it worked out for both parties.

“Hello,” I said.

“John, hey, this is Arlette Harris. I’m Alexander’s mom. He keeps begging us to take George along on our camping this trip this weekend. I told him you all were probably busy, but he doesn’t want to take no for an answer. Would you mind?”

Alexander and George were friends. They’d first started hanging out in the second grade and had been good friends since. What parent would say no to letting their child go camping a couple nights? “Oh, sure! I bet George would love that. We can give you supplies, money for gas, money for wood. Whatever you guys need,” I said, trying to sweeten the deal. I’d remembered Sandra had plans with her friend Marion Steele Saturday night.

It’d be my first night alone with Linda in years. The twins were already eight, and time never seemed to do anything but speed up, no matter how much we tried to enjoy every moment.

We’d opened a pizza place last year. It was in downtown Dot Lake and called The Pizza Shack, as a memento to the owners of The Dot Shack. We had free arcade games and lots of activities for the kids and families. People loved it. We sold staples like chicken strips, pizza, hamburgers, fries, and other delicious treats. All the ingredients were sourced from local farmers.

“That’d be amazing, John. I’ll message you a list of things to pack for George.”

“I’ll pack money in his bag for you all to buy his food and use on whatever you need.”

“Awe, John. You’re the best! It’s really not a big deal. George is so well behaved. Having him will get Alex off our backs too,” Arlette said and laughed to herself.

I called a few of the applicants and set up interviews for the next day. They were all excited when they answered the phone. If only I could hire them all, but there would be at least one who didn’t show.

I rushed home to tell Linda the news. A weekend night to ourselves. Linda asked me a question when I walked through the door, but I had to pee. I rushed to the bathroom, pulled down my pants, and held my dick as I pissed. A cute pair of pink cotton panties cupped my balls. I loved wearing them, even after all those years. Nobody even suspected it when they saw me. It was my naughty little secret.

George no longer checked to see what color underwear I was wearing. He had grown out of that long ago.

Linda was mixing stuff to throw in the slow cooker for supper when I went to the kitchen, wrapped an arm around the small of her back, and kissed her. The kids were sitting at the dining-room table building a town with magnetic pieces. “George, you’re going on a camping trip this weekend!”

“What?” Linda asked, looking at me with a surprised expression.

“Alexander’s mom called to ask if it was okay for George to join their camping trip. You want to go, don’t you?”

George nodded so fast I was worried his head would pop off. “She gave me a list of stuff you’ll need for the trip. I’m going to make a list, and I want you to search your room, okay?”

“Okay, dad,” he said. Sandra threw a piece of their toy at him so he would concentrate on the task at hand. George went back to building the town they would populate with their dolls.

I was writing the list when Linda came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Does this mean we’ll have a night alone?”

I nodded, almost as hard as George had before stopping myself out of embarrassment. Linda let go of my waist and stepped to the side so she could whisper into my ear. “Should I call Harold?”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded. There wasn’t much chance Harold would be able to make the six-hour drive on such short notice, but we’d regret not inviting him. I ripped the list out of the small notepad for George and told him to get started, which made Sandra whine. I told her to pack her bag for Marion’s sleepover, and she jumped up from the table to dart to her bedroom.

Linda came back to the kitchen with a wicked smile on her face. “He agreed,” she said.

“I can’t believe he’s available.”

“He said it will be tight, but he’s been missing us. It’s been years.”

I nodded. We were holding hands. I was squeezing hers and she mine. “This is incredible,” I said and pulled her close for a hug.

We had a few days to wait until Saturday, but that was nothing compared to the years without a visit from Harold. I couldn’t wait to dress up for Linda and Harold. I couldn’t wait for them to use me. Our life together was incredible, and amazing surprises made it even better.

I hoped my dresses still fit, or we would have to do some shopping.

♦

Linda

It was Saturday, and the twins were someone else’s responsibility for the night. Samantha stopped keeping them years ago. She was too busy with her own family. Her youngest, Matt, was a handful. I thought they babied him too much, but Samantha never wanted to hear what I had to say.

The twins were smart kids, and I wasn’t too worried about them as I drove down the road with the windows down and music blasting. I had to pick up dinner for when Harold arrived. John was cleaning up the house and his body.

He was so cute when he obsessed about how well he shaved, painted his nails, put on makeup, or did what he needed to express his femininity. A lot of women wouldn’t understand, but I found John getting fucked by another man so sexy. John could grunt like a man or whimper like a chick.

I went to a favorite deli of ours and picked up a large house salad with various dressings, several sandwiches cut into segments, and cold sides. I went to the cupcake shop next door and grabbed a box of six. They weren’t the healthiest option, but how could I pass up a cupcake?

I was nervous to see Harold. John and I weren’t our old selves. We had gained a bit of weight. It wasn’t anything drastic, but we had to buy John a new dress. I bought a cute leather skirt. None of our old clothes fit, but I loved our new bodies. We were comfortable. We were active. Exercise was a part of our lives. So what if we didn’t have perfect bodies?

John was wearing heels, pumps, and his old maid’s skirt with no top when I walked through the door. He hadn’t buttoned the skirt so he could fit into it. He had a feather duster in his hand. “Linda, sorry. I lost track of time in the bathroom,” I said.

“It’s okay, baby. We have to enjoy today. No fighting,” I said and kissed him on the lips. He nodded. I had left him a list of chores. He was working through the list at a brisk pace and looked fabulous. Harold messaged while I was driving home to say he had left Nashville. “I’ll be back,” I said and went to our bathroom to freshen up.

It was a scorching summer day. We had air conditioning, but even stepping outside for a second would make me sweat, so I wore little makeup. I put on a moisturizer to brighten my skin. Eye cream to reduce the puffiness under my eyes.

I went to the closet, took a black cotton slip dress off its hanger, and pulled it over my head. I didn’t wear nylons, but I slipped on a black thong and black kitten heels with gold detail. I would leave the makeup and tall heels to John.

By the time I got back to the living room, everything was sparkling. John had even taken the food from the takeout containers and arranged them in dishes, covered with plastic wrap. His heels clicking against the floor with each movement he made. “How does it look?”

“Perfect. You outdid yourself, John.”

“How long until Harold gets here?”

“A couple hours,” I said.

He threw his hands to the side, waving them as though he were in a panic. “Oh my gosh. Two hours?”

“Maybe a little longer. He might stop for gas,” I said.

John pranced out the room. I heard the shower turn on a few minutes later while I was sitting at the island with a fresh glass of wine. I couldn’t wait to see Harold. Touch him. Stare into his dark brown eyes. They were always so full of compassion and desire.

John came downstairs ninety minutes later smelling of jasmine and lavender with hints of sweet coconut. He was wearing the white blazer dress made of linen we bought for Harold’s visit. John was wearing a white padded bra and white thong beneath it. He had on a pair of white peep toe platform heels with an ankle strap. John wasn’t wearing stockings, but his legs shined with all the lotion he’d put on.

“What do you think?” John asked and did a little twirl. His platinum blonde wig and gold hoop earrings moved with him.

My kitten heels clicked on the floor as I walked to him. John was wearing a red lip. His mouth stood out like a colorful kite in a cloudless sky. “I love it. You look incredible,” I said.

Harold arrived an hour later. John opened the door, and the first thing he said was, “you know how to make it worth a drive, don’t you?” Harold pulled John close and gave him a hug so tight he lifted John into the air. John kicked his legs back and giggled.

John straightened his dress when Harold put him down. Harold put out his arms to hug me. His belly had grown since the last time we saw him, but it looked great on his frame. He still had huge muscles and a charming smile. “Linda! It’s so great to see you,” Harold said and kissed me on the cheek.

He held me longer than he’d held John, gazing into my eyes before letting me go. “You must be hungry after that drive,” I said.

Harold nodded. “Yes, I am, but I need to use the bathroom first.”

“Help yourself,” I said and gestured to the hall. When Harold was out of earshot, John and I linked hands and squealed like excited women much younger than we were. We did a little dance, straightening up when we heard the toilet flush.

“So, what is there to eat?” Harold asked when he came back into the kitchen.

We placed everything on the dining-room table. It took my breath away every time I caught a glimpse of John. He looked nothing like himself. It was incredible how he could become a girlfriend of mine within a matter of hours. “Tell me about life. How are the restaurants? I missed you guys,” Harold said. He was sitting at the head of the table. John and I were sitting on each side of him. A triangle of perfection.

John talked the most about the restaurants, using his normal voice. Harold preferred when he did, unless we were fooling around; then he liked John to sound like a hungry, slutty whore.

“What about you, Harold? How’s the accounting firm?”

“Growing most years,” Harold said and grinned. “I can’t complain. So, you two got the night free?”

“First time in ages,” said John. “It feels so good to be wearing this.” John brushed his hair and licked his lips. He could have stared at himself in a mirror all night without complaint, but I was happy Harold was sitting next to us. We could touch him. Feel him. He was enough of an alpha for both John and me.

“Thank you guys for thinking of me,” Harold said. He held both of our hands. We sat there at the table, stuffed with a dinner from the deli, =vibrating with desire.

“I think we both thought about seeing if you were free at the same time,” I said.

John laughed, agreeing. “You’re always a perfect guest.”

“Have you guys had others?”

We shook our heads. I said, “not really. You’re the only man we seem to click with.”

“Good,” he said and chuckled. There was no jealousy behind his answer, but I could tell he cared about us.

“Do you think about us?” asked John.

“Yeah,” he said. “How could I not?”

His words. His fingers caressing my hand. My pussy was getting wet. I needed his dick. I wanted to get on my hands and knees and have Harold fuck me from behind. “That’s sweet you think about us. We think about you,” I said. I used my free hand to touch his thigh under the table.

Harold stared at me as I moved my hand up his thigh. I touched the outline of his half-erect dick as I stared into his dark brown eyes. John ran his hand up Harold’s other thigh, covering my hand over Harold’s crotch. Harold turned his head to look at John, licking his lips.

“Damn, you two are sexy,” said Harold. “Every time is worth the wait.”

“It was worth the drive?” I asked, pulling Harold’s attention back to me.

“Yeah,” he whispered before I planted my lips on his.

John took Harold’s head next, kissing him deeper than I had. Harold growled and told us to calm down before he spanked us both. His words only made us act wilder. I took off his shirt. John unbuttoned his jeans, pulling them to the floor.

Harold and I kissed as John pulled Harold’s boxers to the floor, revealing his thick brown dick. I had forgotten how big it was in person and couldn’t wait to have it sliding in and out of my pussy. Harold held the back of John’s head as John sucked his dick.

“Get all the toys,” Harold said when John came up for a breath. Harold stood. He was naked, and his dick stood erect. Harold helped John up to his feet. He had to balance himself in the platform heels.

“Okay, the toys. Anything else?”

“A sheet, towels, a condom. I want to fuck you both right here,” he said.

John squealed, turned on his heels, and ran out the room with tiny steps; his hands flailing at his sides. He could act so dramatic when he was dressed up, but I loved it. I loved him. My feelings for Harold were also strong, and my pussy was aching for his touch.

“Finger me,” I said, throwing myself against his body.

Harold reached up my dress, moved my panties to the side, and purred when he felt my wet pussy. “Fuck, you’re ready,” he said and pressed his hand against my womanhood, making me moan and cling to him.

“I need you to fuck me,” I said.

“Don’t worry about a thing,” Harold said and pulled me to the floor.

♦

John

I gathered a variety of toys and sexual accessories. It was hard to move around and bend over in my white platform heels, but I loved them so much I didn’t care. They made me feel like the most powerful woman in the world. The woman I became was also a major slut and rock hard for Harold’s dick.

Harold was eating out Linda when I walked back in the living room, but I wasn’t even jealous. It was so sexy seeing his tongue slide over my wife’s labia. I touched the thong fabric against my hard dick. I put out the sheet as Harold and Linda moaned and swore in the background.

After I’d arranged all the toys, I got on the floor so my head was by Harold’s dick. He slid it into my mouth without breaking contact with Linda’s vagina. I moved my lips as far as I could up his shaft, choking as the tip hit the back of my throat. He reached down and put his fingers into my hair, pushing on my head.

I loved how Harold could handle both Linda and me.

Harold came up when Linda pushed him away, begging him to stop before she came. “Your wife wants me to fuck her. Why don’t you suck on her nipple while I do?”

I nodded. Whatever he wanted. Harold didn’t let Linda stand. He scooped her into his arms, carried her over to the sheet, and gently placed her on it. Harold grabbed a dildo and told me to fuck myself with it while I sucked Linda’s nipple. I lubed up the dildo and pushed it into my ass. Linda held my head as I sucked on her nipple, my platinum blonde hair falling over my shoulder as I did.

Harold rolled a condom over his dick, using Linda’s gushing pussy to lubricate his member. Linda’s grip tightened on the back of my head as Harold pushed into her. I licked her nipples and fucked myself to match Harold’s rhythm.

Linda’s fingers gripped my shoulders when she was near cumming the first time. Her nails dug into my skin until she released, screaming out without care for how loud she was. Harold played with her clit, even though she begged him not to because she was so sensitive.

Harold stopped and told me to get on my hands and knees. Linda caught her breath as Harold changed condoms, lifting my dress and pulling down my thong when he finished. He grabbed the paddle to spank my ass before fucking me. I cried out for more with each crack of the wood against my ass. Linda joined in once she’d come back to reality, spanking my ass a couple times.

I nearly came when Linda spread my ass cheeks and held them for Harold to fuck me. Harold smacked his covered dick against my ass, pushing it on my hole. I moved my ass up and down, begging for his dick. I needed him to take me, and that was exactly what Harold did.

Harold gripped my sides and told me to keep my ass still. He smacked it once because I’d been good for him. Harold spat on my hole before pushing in the tip. I cried out. Linda got in front of me and spread her legs, showing me her beautiful pussy. It looked relaxed, but it was my job to change that.

Harold fucked me slowly, inching his dick deeper and deeper inside me. I rubbed my cock through the thin layer of fabric. The thong was still on me, just below my ass.

My hole loosened for Harold, and he was fucking me with his full dick. My eyes nearly popped out my head each time he sunk deep into my opening, but I took every bit of it as Linda held my face against her pussy. Them working together to use my body for their pleasure turned me on to no end.

“Fuck, your hole feels good,” Harold said and spanked my ass between thrusts. My cheeks were red, raw, and hungry for more. I bit my lip each time Harold placed his palm on my ass.

Linda held me tighter when she came a second time. Her back arched, and she moaned. Harold watched her and fucked me harder. I rubbed my dick like a clit through the white thong, seconds from cumming.

Harold surprised me, reaching around to touch my dick. I couldn’t even stop him before he sent me over the edge. I came inside the thong, feeling each string of hot, milky cum leave my dick and land on the fabric. My hole contracted on Harold’s dick as I came, and he didn’t stop fucking me.

He fucked me harder, hitting my spot with each thrust. I came a second time. Cum leaked out of the thong, spilling onto the sheet beneath me.

Linda was still holding my head in place, and I was sucking on her clit. She came a third time right as Harold pulled out of my ass, ripped off the condom, and sprayed his huge load onto my back. I didn’t even care if it ruined the new dress, which he had covered with his seed.

He smacked my stinging ass once more before sliding his fingers against my loose hole. I lurched forward and giggled, sensitive to his touch. “Damn,” Harold said and fell back to his ass in a sitting position. “Why can’t we do that more often?”

“Life,” Linda said and laughed. “Our shower is big enough to fit the three of us.”

Harold grinned. “Let’s do it.”

I panicked a little because I didn’t want to take off my wig or makeup, but I needed to clean up. I washed my mouth in the sink as Linda and Harold tested the water. They were making out, which made my dick twitch. Harold was still half erect. His dick was so big, and I loved every inch.

Linda touched it mindlessly as they kissed.

I stripped down to nothing and tied my hair into a bun. Harold moved from kissing Linda to me when I stepped in the shower. His hand landed on my hole, and he slipped two fingers into my loosened opening. I touched Linda. She touched me. We were all touching and kissing as the water ran over our bodies.

Harold pulled away after a minute. I grabbed a bar of soap and scrubbed myself. “I have to tell you two something,” said Harold.

Linda was lathering a loofah with shower gel, sitting on the bench in the shower. “What’s that, Harold?”

“You two are really special. You mean a lot to me. I’m not the best at relationships, so having you two as something steady. I don’t know, but I care about you two.”

Linda made a soft sound, standing to wrap her arms around Harold. “You’re always welcome here, Harold.”

“Yes, we love having you around,” I said and touched Harold. He held both of us. We rested our heads on his chest.

“Thanks,” he said. “Let’s clean up.” Harold wiped his eye and took the bar of soap from me.

We didn’t have sex again that night, but we slept in our underwear, touched each other, and kissed until we drifted off to sleep.

Linda and I awoke the next morning to an endearing note Harold had left, saying how much he cared about both of us and how much the night meant to him, but he had to get back to Nashville. We put the note in our closet next to where we kept the photos of me dressed in lingerie.

We put everything in the house back to normal in the morning before the kids came home. We thought we’d found everything until George asked me a question that haunted me for years, “Dad, why are your nails pink?”

We were eating a late lunch when he asked. I looked down, and my nails were still pink. I glanced at Linda, and she shrugged, offering no aid, but I came up with a clever lie somehow. “Oh, well, your mom and I got bored last night, so we played truth or dare. She dared me to paint my nails.”

“Oh, you guys are funny,” George said. He laughed and kept eating his lunch, salad and lasagna. Linda smiled to herself and said nothing. I was redder and hotter than an electric stove on high. Sandra wasn’t even paying attention.
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Linda

I knew we had bad luck when my father passed away the same week we were supposed to see Harold for the first time in years. He’d gone peacefully, but it was a surprise. A stroke took him. My mother, Janet, was devastated. She had spent decades with my father, and then he vanished. Thomas McCoin was on the other side, and I hoped he lived in peace.

Losing my father changed everything. The twins and I went once a month to sleep at my mother’s house. She pretended like she didn’t want the company, but I knew she did. She smiled every time she opened the door to tell us hello, and the twins loved spending time with their grandmother.

Life had taught us we never knew when one of us could go, so we took advantage of every moment. My mother and I talked on the phone most days, too.

“Did you have a good time at grandma’s?” I asked the twins, looking at them through the rear-view mirror. It was early fall, and mom had taken them outside to paint landscapes of her backyard.

“Yes,” the twins said in unison. They were turning thirteen in the winter. Teenagers so fast.

My mother had taken up painting since my father’s death and was getting really good at it. She had a variety of hobbies, keeping herself busy all hours of the day. Her friends came over for lunch, or she went to their houses at least once a week.

I wasn’t worried for my mother, but knew her memory wasn’t the best. Samantha and Victor saw her about as much as I did, even though they lived in the same city. I tried my best to keep Samantha in my life. She was detached and obsessed with her family unit. We had a lukewarm relationship, and I almost never spent time alone with her kids, Stephanie and Matt.

“I’m glad you two enjoyed grandma’s house. She loves seeing you,” I said.

“We know,” they groaned. They loved seeing their grandmother, but they were still on the cusp of becoming teenagers. I couldn’t deal with how moody they were sometimes, but I still loved them.

John always played dress up when we went to my mother’s house. He would send me photos in a private, lockable application. I kissed him when we walked in the door. “How was your night?”

John grinned and said, “amazing. Did you like the picture?”

He’d sent one of him in a purple dress, bent over with his hand covering his lips. His nails had been bright purple to match the dress. “Yes, it was adorable. Did you get all the polish?” I asked him, turning over his hands to check. It was an inside joke ever since that day he’d forgotten to take off the polish before we picked up the kids from their friend’s house.

“Yes,” John said and groaned.

I shook my head, “you missed a spot.”

“Where?” John asked with a hint of panic in his voice.

I pointed to a tiny dot of purple polish on his nail. He shook his head and took his hand. We were laughing and holding each other when Sandra walked back in the room carrying her tablet. “What are you two laughing at?”

We shook our heads. “Nothing,” I said. “I just missed your father.”

“How can you miss him already? We saw him yesterday!” Sandra said in an exasperated voice, plopping on the sofa and throwing up her hands.

“It’s just a phase,” I said and patted John on the shoulder when he frowned at what Sandra had said. “I’ll help you clean up the mess from lunch.”

“Thanks,” John said, smiling again before kissing me. It was a light kiss and everything I needed. “I love you,” he said.

I said it back to him, kissing him again.

Sandra was facing away from us, or she would have told us to get a room.
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Linda

A full twenty years had passed since John and I met on that architecture tour in Chicago. I was sitting in the backseat with Sandra while John sat in the front with George, who was driving the car. George wasn’t a terrible driver. Sandra was better, but neither made me worry they’d have road rage or cause a major accident once they moved from a learner’s permit to a full license.

The years had gone too fast. The twins would be out on their own before I knew it. They wanted to attend different universities. They were still more in sync than any two people I’d known, but they needed space. Each had their own interests.

Sandra wanted to become an engineer. She wasn’t to attend a Science and Technical University in Missouri. George wanted to study business and minor in English literature. He wanted to apply to schools in New York City, but we were working to convince him there were plenty of decent options in Illinois.

They still had years until they went to college, and plenty could change, but we encouraged them to study what interested them. We told them to explore their options and encouraged their growth, even if it was hard to see them ready their wings and prepare to fly.

“I’m driving on the way home,” Sandra commanded when we pulled into the parking lot of the strip mall where we would spend the afternoon shopping and eating.

“You don’t have to yell, Sandra,” George said when he slowly turned into a parking spot. He always folded his lips and squinted his eyes when he concentrated. George gave Sandra the keys when he got out the car. She locked the doors and slid the keys into her purse.

John and I said nothing. We were happy to have them driving us around town. I wrapped my arm over George’s shoulder as we walked to the doors of a clothing store, “good job driving, George.”

“Thanks, mom,” he said.
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Linda

We had just returned from a vacation in Aruba, and I was fuming.

The twins turned eighteen, and we wanted to show them a great time. John and I had gone to Aruba for our honeymoon and fell in love with the country. It had changed from the last time we were there, but its beauty was the same.

“Give me the photos, Samantha! You had no right to take them,” I yelled into the phone. I was standing outside in the freezing cold, but I was sure everyone could still hear me, so I just went back inside.

The twins were sitting in the kitchen and stared at me like a crazy person. My mother was living with us now, so I no longer had my office/closet until the twins went off to college. We had converted my office/closet room into a suite for my mother because she no longer wanted to live alone, and she didn’t want to live with Samantha.

I didn’t blame her. My sister had turned into a monster. She came up with Victor and her two kids, Stephanie and Matt, to stay with mom while we went to Aruba. They made a vacation out of staying in Dot Lake, driving up to Chicago some days. Samantha home schooled her kids, so she took them to museums and had them write research papers.

Her busy schedule hadn’t stopped her from breaking the lock on our closet door in the master bedroom to snoop. She drove me crazy.

It was the second-to-last day of our vacation when Samantha called the first time. She’d been hysterical, yelling about how disgusting we were and how our twins were in danger because their parents were such ‘unnatural’ creatures. Her words.

“How could you and John do something so wrong? So immoral?”

My throat hurt from yelling. I screamed at the top of my lungs every time I thought about what Samantha had done, how she had violated my privacy. “Samantha, it really isn’t your business what my husband and I do behind closed doors. I’ve never once said anything about how I find it appalling you home school your children.”

Samantha screamed at me. I screamed at her. We were going in circles, and my throat hurt, so I hung up the phone. The twins met my eyes, and I could see the fear in theirs. It hurt me that my actions were frightening them, but how could Samantha take those photos? It blew my mind!

I went upstairs to the master bedroom, wishing I still had my sanctuary. I hated how people were so quick to judge men who wanted to dress as women, or vice versa. Samantha thought she knew everything, but nobody had life figured out. Everyone was different.

John and I found each other out of pure luck. It wasn’t my fault Samantha had a husband who treated her like dirt, brainwashed her, and made her act like someone I didn’t know. The Samantha I knew when we were younger was compassionate, tolerant, and much purer than the woman she was now.

John was at Eve’s Garden or The Pizza Shack. I wasn’t sure. He hadn’t been able to relax since he found out Samantha had the photos, always afraid of what she might do with them. She said she hadn’t decided if she wanted to burn them or show them to everyone I knew in Springfield to shame me.

A knock came at the door, and I wiped my eyes, fearing it was the twins. I said nothing as the knob turned. My mother, Janet, was standing on the other side. She offered a sad smile. She came into the room and sat next to me on the bed.

“So, can you tell me what happened?” she asked. “All I’ve heard is yelling about some photos. Samantha never told me why she stormed out the house. I sometimes just can’t with all her drama! That Victor is no good for her or those kids.”

My mother never yelled, so I flinched when she did. She hated Victor, but I worried she would hate us when she found out what the photos were. “Tell me, sweetie,” she said.

I sighed and gave her the gist of what the photos were. Before my mother could speak, I stopped her, “I don’t need your judgment, mother.”

She shook her head. “You know, I’m too damn old to care. I love you, and I love John. The two of you have a love purer than most I’ve seen in my life, and I’ve known a lot of married couples. You two are meant for each other.”

I nodded, wiping another tear from my eye. “Thanks, mom. I appreciate it.” She wrapped her arm around me and held me as I wiped my eyes dry. Samantha could think I was down, but I wasn’t out; far from it.

♦

John

We were sitting at the dinner table in an awkward silence. Linda had just hung up the phone after another explosive argument with Samantha. They couldn’t find common ground, and the distance between them was growing.

All I wanted was for Linda and Samantha to stop fighting, but there was no end in sight. Janet, Linda’s mother, knew about the photos. She didn’t judge me. Janet didn’t treat me differently, but she looked at me differently. I could tell she was imagining what I would look like in a dress every time she stared.

She didn’t have to wait long because Samantha’s daughter, Stephanie, found the photos and leaked them to some kids she knew in Dot Lake.

The photos spread like wildfire. There was no stopping them. Even one of Janet’s friends showed her the photos after they’d been out for a few days. The local newspaper wrote an article about us, but they didn’t include the photos. We’d threatened to sue them before they could because the photos were technically stolen property.

Linda and Samantha were threatening each other every day, and it was pushing our family to the limits.

Janet couldn’t stand to see her daughters fighting. She tried to get Benjamin, their brother, to intervene. Benjamin was living his life in Chicago and refused to take sides. He wanted to know when the fight was over and nothing else.

The kids had seen the photos Stephanie sent to her friends in Dot Lake. It ended a secret we had kept since Linda and I met. The kids never suspected it. They were legal adults now. Eighteen years of secrecy had them feeling hurt and confused, and it didn’t help that everyone at their school was ridiculing them because of my photos.

“Why did you guys even keep those photos?” asked Sandra. “You should have known they were dangerous.”

Linda hated the situation. We couldn’t go anywhere without people looking at us weird. The townspeople still went to our restaurants to spend their money, but they didn’t want to see us. Linda thought everyone was overreacting.

I did, too, but who was I to try to change their opinions? I was too reserved and shy. Time would pass, and people would move on. I told Linda we should wait it out, but I could see a fire in her eyes every time we talked about the photos.

“Your father looked beautiful when he took those photos. I know it’s hard now, but you won’t even be talking to most of those kids next year,” said Linda.

Sandra crossed her arms over her chest. “That doesn’t change what’s happening right now.”

“Your father is not the only man in the world who likes to wear women’s clothing. It’s perfectly natural, and I don’t want to hear another word about it in this house!” Linda said and slammed her hand on the table. “We’ve done nothing but provide you two a good life. Your father is still the same man he has always been.”

Janet said nothing and ate her food like nothing was happening. George hadn’t touched his food. He had said little about the photos. I worried he hated me until he opened his mouth to speak. “I don’t care if you like to dress like that, dad. You and mom are the best parents I could have asked for, and anyone who thinks you aren’t awesome can F off. Dot Lake wouldn’t be the same without our restaurants.”

I smiled, wishing the twins didn’t have to leave in the summer, but they did. They were still deciding where they wanted to attend university in the fall, looking over the finances. We told them we would help with their college expenses but wanted them to take on some responsibility by paying part of their rent, buying books, and other things Linda and I thought they could manage.

“Thanks, son. That means a lot.”

“No problem, dad. I can’t wait to get away from those losers at Dot Lake High, anyway. They’re all fake. Nothing like you and mom.”

Sandra sighed. “Always the kiss ass, George. They’ve ruined our social life. We’re outcasts. Freaks by default.”

“Sandra, watch your mouth. We won’t have talk like that at the table,” said Linda. “You’ll learn who your true friends because those are the ones who will support you instead of hurt you.”

“Enough, now,” Janet said. She waved her hands over the table to silence everyone. “We need peace in this household. Sandra, I know it isn’t easy, but you have to stick with your family on this. Friends come and go, but everyone sitting at this table is forever.”

“I know, grandma. I just wish they would have burned their evidence to save us from this drama. Zero foresight.”

Janet raised her eyebrow and took a sip of her iced tea. She loved it as much as I did. It was something we had in common.

Nobody spoke about crossdressing the rest of the meal. We were tired of the subject. It had run us dry. I felt bad that my kids were still in a high school environment when the photos went viral, but part of me didn’t care everyone saw me dressed as a woman.

I thought I looked beautiful in the photos. I was wearing a white robe, white panties, white stockings, and a pair of white pumps. The platinum blonde wig made me pop, and there was a mystic glow on each photograph from the instant camera.

I understood why Sandra was upset, but now I never had to worry about losing the photos. They were all over the internet. I didn’t need to fight the town because time healed all wounds, and I felt free to be myself.

If I no longer had to hide, I could soar.

♦

Linda

I wouldn’t take legal action against Samantha for stealing our private photos, but I wasn’t going down without a fight.

There was a fire inside me, and I had to let it grow. Samantha didn’t have to give me our photos back because they were all over the internet. Samantha could do whatever she wanted, but she couldn’t stop me from writing and sharing our story.

John was as ‘normal’ as any human could be. None of us were ‘normal’, and I set up a new blog to share our story and find others like us. I was aggressive. I emailed other blogs. News sources. I did everything I could to spread our story, and others had begun to share their stories with me.

Men who had private or non-private urges, women who wanted to understand their boyfriends or husbands, and others who simply wanted to understand. There was some hate mail too, but those were easy to ignore.

I still maintained the beauty and mommy blogs, but they were very part-time gigs. They brought in enough to pay our taxes and go on a vacation, but not much else.

The restaurants took most of our time, and we’d bought some rental properties around town. Our sources of income had evolved over the years, but I no longer cared about money.

I cared about proving Samantha and the world wrong. There was nothing immoral about my husband and me. I wouldn’t stop until I felt enough people agreed.

I was using my skills as a blogger to create a safe space for crossdressers and women who loved to feminize men and anyone else who wanted to explore or ask questions without hate, and it was one of the most empowering things I’d ever done.
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John

“We’re going to miss you guys,” Linda said as her honey blonde hair blew in the wind. Her hazel eyes glistened from their wetness. Linda’s hair had a few gray strands she no longer tried to hide. She couldn’t wait for it to turn gray or white, or so she said. I would love Linda regardless of her hair color.

The twins had decided to attend the same state university and share an apartment after a year in the dorms because it would save them from having to work extra hours to pay for an out-of-state school.

They wanted to meet friends their first year in the dorms but save money after that. Their plans could change again, but they would make excellent roommates. They had been doing it their entire lives.

“Yes, the house will be so different with you two,” I said, but them living away also meant I could dress as a woman more often, which got me giddy when I thought about it. Linda’s mom still lived with us, but we had plans on turning their bedrooms into our offices. I could keep a secret stash of clothing and put a lock on the door. It would be incredible.

“Will you guys come to visit us?” Sandra asked. She had broken down on the drive to the university, saying how much she would miss us and how she was sorry for acting how she did when the photos went viral.

“Oh, honey, of course we’ll come visit. You’re less than ninety minutes from home. I’m so glad you two will be at the same school,” Linda said. She was running her hand over Sandra’s head and staring into her eyes.

“We’re going to miss you,” George said. He hugged his mother and sister. I joined, and we hugged each other tighter than we ever had.

Linda hadn’t stopped since her blog went live. It had gone viral twice because of celebrities sharing our story. People were resonating with us. Women wore boxers all the time without judgment, and many thought men should wear panties if they wanted.

Samantha had sent the original photos back after a smattering of emails saying how terrible of a sister she was. It hadn’t helped that Janet snapped once and yelled at her for all the drama she caused by breaking the lock on our closet door. Samantha sent a nasty note with the pictures, but we had seen her since, and everyone acted like nothing happened for Janet’s benefit, but I wasn’t sure Linda and Samantha would speak after Janet’s death.

For now, Janet was the glue holding us together. It had also come out that Victor was a serial cheater. There were rumors of a love child, but Samantha hadn’t confirmed them, and Janet minded her business. She had tons of friends in Dot Lake and always met up with them at Eve’s Garden or The Pizza Shack to play bridge.

The town had moved past the drama with the photos, too. Few people looked at us with a side eye like they did when the pictures first leaked. Our lives were returning to normal, and it seemed our best days were on the horizon, even though we had plenty of amazing days up until that point.

“We’ll see you soon. Call us if you need anything,” Linda said as the twins backed away from us, heading off to their dorms.

“See you,” I waved. They waved back, turned on their heels, and ran off to separate buildings. “They grew up too fast.”

“They will still need us,” Linda said and rested her head on my shoulder. We held hands as we walked back to the car. I could feel my dick harden and press against the pink thong I was wearing.

We were driving back to Dot Lake when Linda screamed at the top of her lungs and nearly made me swerve off the highway. “Shit, Linda. Don’t do that,” I said after I’d corrected the car and set us back on the path home.

“Sorry, I just got an email.”

“What email could possibly make you scream like that?”

Linda screamed again, but it didn’t surprise me the second time.

“How about an invitation to speak at one of the most-viewed morning shows in the country?”

“You’re kidding!” I said. Linda had done a few interviews, but they were mostly for small online news organizations.

“What do you say, John? You up for it?”

I took Linda’s hand, moved it to my lips, and kissed it. “Yes, I am. Anything to support you.”

Linda got on the phone right away to book our spot on the morning show.

♦

Linda

We were in New York City, sitting in hair and makeup. I never thought my blog would take us here, but it did. We had ten minutes until we went out to the couch to tell America our story.

“You ready?” I asked John for the ninetieth time.

John nodded. “Yes, I am. We can do this. You are changing so many lives with your blog. People need to hear our story. Even if we can inspire one person to have the courage to be themselves, isn’t that worth it?”

“Yeah. I’m just so nervous,” I said and waved my hand in my face.

“Whatever happens, we’ll be together.”

I smiled, and the next thing we knew, we were sitting on a sofa waiting for the network’s commercial break to end.

Roberta Adams grinned in our direction. She must have known how nervous we were, so she told us to drink a sip of water before the commercials ended. We did. She put up her fingers and counted down.

“Thank you everyone for watching, and we’re back with arguably American’s most famous and controversial couple of the moment, Linda and John Proper. Thank you both for joining our show.”

“We’re happy to be here,” said John. He took my hand. I looked at him, and his familiar eyes relaxed me. “Yes, we are. Thank you,” I said.

“So, our records state that this blog and movement started with a family feud. Could you tell us about that for some background?”

“Sure,” I said and told them the story of how Samantha stole the photos from our closet.

“Wow, she broke a lock? Talk about an invasion of privacy.”

“Yes, but I like to think it happened for a reason. So many people have come out in support of our story. There are always critics, but it’s been so rewarding to help other couples talk about and explore crossdressing.”

Roberta nodded along, the smile never fading from her face. I wondered what she was like behind the scenes. She seemed nice enough, but I would never know. “Certainly,” she said. “And John, how do you feel about the photos coming out?”

John sat upright and adjusted his shoulders. “You know, it’s a relief in a way. If I had to tell the truth, I’m wearing lingerie right now. They’re white panties and incredibly comfortable.”

“Oh, well, there you have it,” Roberta said and giggled. “I love how confident you two are as a couple. Tell us about your story.”

I patted John’s thigh to let him know I would speak. “We will be celebrating our twentieth wedding anniversary this year. Our kids, they’re twins, just moved out to start their freshman year of college. John and I met on an architecture tour in Chicago three years before we tied the knot. It’s been a journey, but an incredible one,” I said and squeezed John’s leg. We gazed at each other for a moment.

“Awe, would you look at that America? These two are living the fairy tale. Twenty years of marriage? That’s incredible!”

“Thank you, Roberta,” I said.

“Yeah, thank you,” John echoed.

“So, I have one more question. We heard you two are working on a documentary. Could you tell us about that, please?”

“Sure,” I said. “We’re working at lightning speed to get this documentary out which tells our story and the stories of other crossdressers and other gender-variant individuals around the country. Both men and women. We hope it will be informative and combat the stigma attached to people who are non-conforming.”

I took a deep breath after my statement, hoping I had gotten it right. I could see the producers rushing Roberta along to get to the next segment.

A beat later, Roberta smiled and turned toward the camera. “Well, there you have it, America. Please visit our website to find out more on Linda and John Proper’s journey. Thank you so much for coming to share your story with us.”

“Thank you,” we said.

Robert told the viewers what she’d be talking about after the break. She stood the moment they went to commercials, looking for somebody. She glanced over her shoulder and waved at us before a worker came to show us the exit.

Our website blew up after that day. I got offers from producers to help with the documentary, and we got to work to finish it out as soon as possible.
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John

We had just boarded a cruise leaving from Tampa. We had a suite. It was spring, and we were celebrating our twentieth wedding anniversary. Twenty years I wouldn’t change for anything.

“Ah, I’m so ready to relax,” Linda said. She had been working nonstop for months to get the documentary out, and they had finished it the week before our trip.

“Me too,” I said. We were sitting in the suite. Janet was staying in a suite a few doors down with her friends. It didn’t bother us she was there because she kept to herself, and we had a lock on the door and a suitcase full of goodies. It would be fun to eat with the ladies. They were a funny bunch.

Linda spread out on the bed. We were going on a cruise of the Caribbean with a stop in Cozumel, Mexico. It was only a few days, and we were meeting Harold in Tampa when we returned to Florida. We had a fancy suite booked, and the hotel was on the water.

“This trip will be amazing,” I said as I plopped down on the bed next to Linda.

She turned to me and wrapped her legs over mine. “I can’t wait to dress you up and play like we used to,” she said.

“And Harold is coming to visit,” I said.

She squeezed my hand she was holding. “It will be nice to see him. He’s a great guy,” she said.

We sat there for a minute, staring at each other. Linda’s hazel eyes still sparkled like they had the day I met her. “Twenty years,” I said. “They’ve been incredible. Thank you for spending them with me, Linda.”

“You bring light into my life each and every day, John.”

I kissed Linda on the top of her head before moving my lips to hers. We kissed lightly; energy flowing between us. We were two bodies and one soul. “Happy Anniversary,” I said.

“I love you, John,” she said.

“I love you, Linda,” I said. She wrapped her arms around me, and I did the same to her, holding her tight against me. We lay there for ten minutes before I could no longer bear to wait. We had discussed what we would do for weeks leading up to the trip.

“So, you ready to lock up my dick?”

“Yeah,” Linda said and grinned. “That sounds like fun.” She got out of bed to grab the suitcase with all of our toys.

She pulled out a rubber chastity cage, and I dropped my pants. I had shaved myself bare before the trip, so I was ready for her. Linda locked the cage in place. We giggled and smiled as she did it.

We changed clothes. I put on white panties and cargo shorts with a t-shirt. Linda wore a skirt and a sleeveless top. She looked incredible, and I felt like the luckiest man alive to have Linda as my wife.

We left the room holding hands to start our vacation celebrating twenty outstanding years of marriage; nothing but hope in our hearts for even more incredible days ahead.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading An Unconventional Marriage: Notes on a Life of Crossdressing and Feminization. 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 ♥

↓ Links ↓

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com


A SPECIAL THANK YOU

Thank you for reading this anthology, Girls on Top! These are stories of mine, new and old, and I hope you enjoyed them all! For more sexy reads, be sure to check out my Amazon page and join my mailing list for updates on new releases!

Stay in touch ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com
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