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  GIRLY BOYS


  10 BOOK BUNDLE


   


  CLOVER COX


   


   




   


   


  To my readers, always




  SYNOPSES


   


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


   


  GLOWING DANGERS


  Jonathan often visits his hometown and always sees his friend Chase when he’s there. He doesn’t call Chase before this visit because he doesn’t plan it. Jonathan will miss his dead father no matter how much time passes, so he uses a long weekend from work to make an impromptu trip to visit his father’s grave.

Chase finds himself in a precarious situation when Jonathan surprises him with a knock on the door. Chase loves to fish. He hesitates before eating a glowing fish he caught, but his second thoughts don’t stop him.

How will Jonathan react when he finds out Chase has been turned into a woman by eating a magical fish? Will Jonathan be able to help his friend change back? Or will Chase be forced to accept his future as a woman?


  




  SUMMER NIGHTS


  Raymond Soto moves from sunny California to Michigan for cheaper rents and an opportunity to start his own business, but his dreams hang in jeopardy as he grows disillusioned with the state.

Kate Adams is a ray of sunshine in Raymond’s dreary life when he hires her as his assistant. She gives him brightness when he is full of doubt.

As well as they get along, there are many barriers for Kate and Raymond: she works for him, she’s been saving herself for marriage, and Raymond has a secret or two of his own. How will Kate react when she finds out Raymond likes to paint his nails and wear dresses when nobody’s looking? Will she run for the hills, or will there be an awakening of her inner dominance? 


   


  




  FEMBOY MEMORIES


  Eileen Davey left rural Nebraska after both of her parents had died before her twentieth birthday, but the memory of Daryl Prahl never escaped her. 

Daryl was Eileen’s first love, and she was his.

They had learned what they enjoyed together, but time kept them apart. Things change when Eileen’s family’s old land goes for sale, and Daryl makes sure she knows.

Daryl finds it in his heart to fight for another chance at love with Eileen. No other woman has appreciated his desire to dress as a woman except for Eileen. He only hopes she still does…


  




  DISCOVERED


  Kay and Richard have been married over ten years. They love each other. They have an outstanding connection, but Richard has been hiding a secret for years.

Kay grows suspicious when Richard spends more and more time in the basement. He used to do woodworking, but she hasn’t seen a finished project in months.

How will their relationship change when Kay discovers Richard’s stash of lingerie? Will this revelation ruin Kay and Richard, or will it make them stronger?


  




  PRETTY IN PINK


  Steven becomes Suzy and discovers her true self…
Steven Colgan has hidden his true self for ages, and his fiancee, Charlotte, is no different. Charlotte runs away, leaving Steven and their arranged marriage behind.

Steven is inspired by Charlotte fleeing the shackles of their rich families to live her best life, so Steven explores with the women’s clothing she left behind.

Steven thinks an out-of-town business trip will give him the freedom to dress as a woman in public. However, like Charlotte leaving, not everything in life can go as planned. Things change when a dolled-up Steven catches the attention of a handsome Jackson Mock…


  




  REIGNITED DESIRE


  Patrick is a Midwestern cop who loves to wear lingerie. He just hates how women don’t love him wearing it, like his ex-girlfriend, Donna.

Evelyn is another one of Patrick’s ex-girlfriends, but that was back when they were nineteen before Patrick had discovered his love of womanly fabrics.

Evelyn is back in town to visit family after many years away. Patrick pulls her over when she speeds into town, causing sparks to fly.
 
Patrick never told Evelyn about his love of women’s lingerie when they were younger, but he’ll have to tell her now.


   


  




  WEEEKEND WOMAN


  Grace and Thomas Wilson just sent their children Jackson and Polly off to college, and Grace has been wondering why she stays with Thomas.

Wanting to give their marriage one more chance, Grace plans a trip to the lake since her husband loves to spend time on the water. Thomas is at his best when he has a fishing rod in his hand. 

Grace’s non-binary fairy godparent, Mx. River, appears to grant Grace an unexpected wish when the weekend doesn’t go as planned. How will Thomas react when he becomes a woman for the weekend?


  




  FAKING IT


  What happens when Dennis Hensley is desperate for a bride? He doesn’t take a traditional route by finding a woman. Instead, he asks his shorter, thin friend Joseph.

Little does Joseph know, but secret desires lie deep within him. Dennis’s proposal unleashes all those hidden cravings as Joseph becomes Jo, a woman who commands attention.


  




  FEMME ON THE BEACH


  Ashley has worked in finance for ages. When Ashley isn’t dealing with numbers, she likes helping men discover their inner woman. 

Finance leads Ashley to a group job interview at the beach, where the last thing she expects to find is love, but then Richard falls into her life. Richard and Ashley like each other from the second their eyes meet, but they are both after the same job. Only one of them can get the position.

They will have to put their competitive natures aside to welcome what’s simmering beneath the surface. That’s if Richard is willing to let Ashley help uncover his hidden femininity. 


   


  




  SUMMER RUSH


  Yen feminizes Charlies for her pleasure…
Charlie Huang wins the lottery, buys a better life, and discovers a gorgeous woman lives across the hall in his new condo building.

Yen Reed, Charlie’s neighbor, drops off a casserole to welcome Charlie to the neighborhood. Yen notices something womanly about Charlie’s condo when she visits.

While conversing about fashion, Yen offers to shop for Charlie. Yen encourages Charlie to explore his feminine tendencies in more ways than one as their relationship develops. 


   




  GLOWING DANGERS


  Clover Cox


   


   


   


  




  CHAPTER ONE


  Jonathan Jordan could see skyscrapers for miles into the distance from his window. He was standing in the window thinking of his past and how he’d gotten to where he was. He had moved to Chicago after graduating from university in his home state of Missouri. He loved the adventure the big city offered, but he never forgot from where he came. Jonathan was a senior data scientist and lived a much different life as an adult than he had as a child.


  He had furniture a designer chose. He had a luxury car but took taxis most places to avoid any parking issues. Jonathan had an abundance of money in his savings account as well. The one thing Jonathan didn’t have was a woman with whom he could share his fortunes. He had dated more women than he could count, but none of them ever worked long-term. 


  It was as though he could only attract gold diggers, even though he just wanted a girl he could eat with on the couch while they watched TV. He wanted someone who didn’t need the vacations, jewelry, and fancy dinners. He would love to give his future wife those luxuries, but he was tired of dating women who were only after men for their money. Getting used like a doormat was only fun for so long.


  Jonathan grew up in a poor family, but his parents had loved each other. They were so happy until his father died in a work accident. His mother, Andrea, went into a deep depression after his father’s death, and Jonathan had to live with his grandparents for a year. Andrea found happiness on a trip to the Southwest. They went every summer until Jonathan graduated high school, and then Andrea packed her bags and moved to New Mexico weeks before Jonathan started university.


  It hurt watching Andrea leave, but Jonathan had since accepted his mother’s actions. They spoke on the phone a few times a month and saw each other when they could. Jonathan’s grandparents followed Andrea to New Mexico after he left for Chicago to live in a retirement community, so it was nice Jonathan could see them all during one trip.


  Everyone left his father, Mark, but life had to continue, even after a painful death. They used to exercise together, shoot ball, and barbecue in the summer. Jonathan loved his mother too, but he’d had a special connection with his father. Mark was his idol, and he still looked up to him in adulthood.


  Jonathan moved away from his view of the skyscrapers dotting Chicago’s skyline. He fell to his bed and held his phone in front of his face, his red hair visible on the dark screen. He opened his phone and checked his email. There was nothing he needed to finish, and he had a long weekend. Sometimes, the weekend could feel like an endless expanse of time.


  When Jonathan was in his early twenties, he used to find women and fill his weekends with casual sex. If he had a girlfriend, he would give into her wishes and dine at overpriced restaurants or take trips to the countryside. It was amazing while the money was new and his testosterone was out of control, but Jonathan was thirty-three now. He had different goals and desires. What was fun ten years ago didn’t bring the same joy it had.


  Jonathan locked his phone and tossed it to the side. He stared at the ceiling, wondering if his parents would still live in the same house if his father hadn’t died. He hated how his father had been taken from him, but he couldn’t change the past. Jonathan couldn’t go back in time and beg his father not to leave for work that day, no matter how much he wished he could.


  It was a random weekend, but Jonathan needed to get out of the city. He needed to visit his father. His home. No matter how many years he lived in Chicago, his true home would always be Delmont, Missouri.


  Jonathan thought about messaging his best friend, Chase, as he threw clothes into a suitcase, but decided against it. He would lose his nerve if he moved any slower and spend his weekend watching copious amounts of television as he waited for Monday to arrive. Jonathan grabbed his bag, his keys, and went downstairs to his building’s garage, where his car was parked. He got in and drove away before he could think twice.


   


  Chase Rothe was a country boy at heart. He had never left Delmont, Missouri his entire life. He loved it. The town was in north-central Missouri, about an hour from the Iowan border. The summers were milder than the southern half of the state, and they had a lake few tourists visited, Lake Delmont. It wasn’t as busy or as large as the Ozarks. Chase enjoyed its tranquility. He could float for hours on its gentle waves. 
Chase was at his small two-bedroom house on an acre of land, getting ready for another fishing trip. He went about every day when the weather was warm. Chase was standing outside the garage at the back of his pickup, double checking his tackle box to make sure he had enough supplies for the trip.


  Chase was a handyman. He built his home, the garage, and crafted a wooden boat for himself. Most of his projects weren’t perfect, but they were better than what one would find manufactured by some foreign factory. People had helped him with his build, but Chase made a living doing odd jobs around town. His cheap lifestyle and paid-off home afforded him a lot of time on the lake. It didn’t matter that it was a random weekday because he had a client lined up for later that afternoon who would pay enough to buy his groceries for two weeks.


  Chase closed the bed of his pickup and grabbed his phone from inside, not bothering to lock his front door. He didn’t have much to steal but an old beat-up laptop. Chase was looking for a reason to get a new one.


  He drove miles down the highway until turning down the road that led to Lake Delmont. It was more familiar to him than the lines in his face. He parked in the empty lot, grateful to be alone in such a serene place on a beautiful summer morning. The weather wasn’t too hot, and the fish would be hungry for his bait.


  Chase grabbed his tackle boat and guided his boat in the water. He went barefoot with long pants rolled up past his ankles. He had on a hat to protect him from sunburn. The sun wasn’t intense yet, but there was nothing Chase hated more than when he had burning skin.


  The fish were easy to catch that day. He had three in his cooler within minutes once he’d paddled out to the deeper waters. He reeled in his pole to relax and enjoy the sounds of the singing birds. Insects buzzed around him, but they weren’t any bother. Chase sat there rocking on the water for ten or fifteen minutes, meditating without a conscious effort. He threw his pole in the water when he got bored with keeping his eyes closed.


  A fish bit his line, and he pulled it out of the water, shocked by what he found. The fish glowed as though he were in a science-fiction movie. He tilted his head to the side, scratching his head like a confused monkey. “What the hell?” he said to nobody but himself.


  Chase thought about tossing the fish back in the water, but he wanted to take a picture of it. He wanted to cut it open to see if it differed from normal fish. Would it leak radioactive goo if he filleted it? Chase knocked the fish dead and tossed it into his cooler, paddling away from the lake.


  He rushed out of the water and ran to his truck, grabbing his phone. His hands shook as he unlocked his phone to open the camera. He thought the fish would lose its glow once he’d killed it, but it was glowing brighter when he opened the cooler. He cursed as he angled his camera to snap a photo.


  In the photo, the fish didn’t look like it was glowing, so he tried a video. The same thing was happening. The fish could somehow hide its weirdness from cameras. Chase thought he was losing his mind, so he threw everything into the bed of his truck to drive home as fast as he could. No cops stopped him as he sped down the road.


  Chase parked his twelve-year-old truck next to the detached garage on his dirt driveway. He grabbed his cooler from the back and ran inside. He wished Jonathan were there to see the fish. They used to spend a lot of time on the lake when they were younger. They saw each other often until Jonathan moved to Chicago. Chase didn’t blame Jonathan for going after his big-city dreams, but he hadn’t found a friendship as meaningful since.


  There was a romantic interest Chase had. His name was Wayne, and he was a rich older man from St. Louis. They had a years-long relationship, and Chase never told a soul. He’d met Wayne’s friends in the city when he went to St. Louis to have Wayne spoil him, but it ended with Wayne breaking Chase’s heart.


  Chase didn’t realize Wayne only saw him as an accessory until it was too late; until Wayne had replaced him with the next pretty piece of jewelry. The new boy’s name was Mitchell. Wayne had introduced Chase to him before kicking him to the curb. Chase hadn’t dated since, and his only friends were the people in town he saw when he went to the hardware store or the bank or to get his hair cut or eat lunch when he didn’t feel like cooking.


  The fish was still glowing when Chase opened the cooler. He took it off the ice and turned off all the lights, but he still couldn’t see the glow through his camera. He put his hand into short brown hair, thinking about what he could do to solve his problem. His mind went blank for a minute before an image of his instant camera popped into his head. He ran to his bedroom and dug through the back of his closet where he kept it. There were still three films he could use sitting under it.


  Chase went back to the kitchen and took a deep breath as he snapped a photo of the fish. The film ejected from the instant camera. He grabbed it, waving it in the air as he danced around the room. The fish was the craziest thing he’d ever seen and wanted proof of it. He was in luck because the glow was clearer than ever in his picture. Chase fist pumped and howled with triumph.


  He got out his knives and opened the fish, surprised to see its glow was only on the scales. He picked it up to smell the fish, and it smelled of Lake Delmont. It was as normal as any other fish he’d caught beyond its outward glow. He washed his hands and grabbed the instant camera to snap a photo of the half-butchered fish.


  Chase cleaned the rest of the fish and decided he wanted to eat it. He lined a sheet pan with foil. He put oil, salt, and pepper on the fish and placed it on the sheet pan. Chase put the once-glowing fish in the oven and steamed frozen vegetables to eat with his meal. He ate this same meal more times than he could count, but it was easy and cheap, so he didn’t mind eating it on repeat.


  The smell of his food spread through the room as minutes passed. He made himself a glass of ice water and set his kitchen table to eat. He plated his vegetables and fish. Chase never took pictures of his food, but he had to snap a picture of the glowing fish he’d cooked. He hoped it wouldn’t give him cancer or anything, but he had to taste it.


  Chase forked a piece of the filet, and it tasted like any other fish he caught in Lake Delmont. Chase shrugged and ate the rest of his meal. He went on with his day as normal and finished his afternoon appointment, not yet aware of how powerful that glowing fish was. 


  




  CHAPTER TWO


  Chase tossed and turned through the night. He was sweating, even though he had the windows open and slept with nothing heavier than a sheet. He didn’t wake up, but he never quite fell asleep. His body was suspended in a place he’d never been, only slightly aware of the changes happening.


  He woke up the next morning and thought it was all a bad dream. He yawned and rolled over in bed, squinting his eyes when he felt a difference, but not awake enough to freak out. Chase crawled out of bed and stumbled to the bathroom. It wasn’t until he rubbed his eyes and better saw himself in the mirror that he screamed. His voice hit the highest pitch he’d ever heard leave his lips.


  Chase’s heart pounded in his chest as he rubbed the smudged glass with a damp towel. He couldn’t believe his eyes and screamed, his chest bouncing in a way it never had. He beat his hands on the counter. What in the world had happened to him?


  He ran out of the bathroom and to the kitchen to see if he was in a different house, but everything looked the same. Chase opened the trash with the bones of the fish he’d eaten the day before. He didn’t know what he thought he’d find, but there was nothing helpful. Chase cursed and sat on the floor, scooting back to the wall. He crossed his arms over his chest, pissed off by how big his boobs had gotten.


  They weren’t the biggest he’d seen, but Chase was gay. Undercover, yes, but he was still gay. He loved being a man. He loved having a dick as much as he loved sucking dick. Chase reached between his legs, and his favorite tool was gone. Vanished. He dropped his head and cried. His hair had grown overnight and fell into his face as he tried to calm himself.


  Chase couldn’t think of anyone to call. He couldn’t tell people a glowing fish had turned him into a woman. They would lock him in a mental institution. He had photos, but how much proof was that? He didn’t have more than the fish’s rotting corpse in his trash, and that offered little evidence.


  The next few hours were a blur. Chase distracted himself with housework. He cleaned more than he had in years. The floors sparkled. His cabinets were organized. Chase wished he’d built a bigger house when he couldn’t find anything else to clean but the mirrors, and he was still afraid to look at himself. He had avoided any reflective surfaces since waking up and discovering he was a woman. He spent the next hour watching TV until his curiosity became too intense to ignore.


  Chase grabbed his window cleaner and went to the bathroom. There he was, feminine and transformed. Chase lifted his hand to touch his face, amazed by how different he looked. The five-o’clock shadow had disappeared. His hair was longer and had light waves. Chase had always wondered what he’d look like as a girl, and now he knew.


  He needed to shower after his night of sweaty sleep and morning of cleaning. He texted the appointments he had for the day to say he had to cancel. Chase didn’t know how he would go back to work until he found a reversal, but he didn’t want to visit a doctor, either. He was at a loss for what to do except clean his body.


  Chase turned on the water, making it as hot as possible. He thought maybe if he burned himself a little, it would help change him back, but his hypothesis was proved incorrect when he stepped into the scolding water, and nothing happened. He turned down the temperature and took a deep breath, reminding himself to relax. There had to be a way to change back to a man, and he would find it. Chase was determined, and nothing could stop him when he had a mission.


  If there was one thing Chase hated, it was pussy. Chase had been with a girl once, and it was enough to make him never try again. The experienced had reaffirmed his sexuality, but now he had a pussy of his own. He had no idea what to do with it, but he figured it needed to be cleaned. Chase grabbed his bar of soap, lathered, and closed his eyes before reaching down between his legs.


  Having a pussy was like driving for a person with motion sickness. Since it was Chase’s pussy and he could feel it from the inside and the outside, it didn’t seem as bad as when he’d been a gay boy trying to fuck a girl. He touched himself for several beats. Each touch brought him more to terms with his new body. It wasn’t the ideal situation, but Chase was a fighter. He had eaten the fish and would deal with the consequences.


  Chase turned off the shower after washing his body. He wrapped himself with a towel and wondered what he would do. There was no way he could hide his chest, no matter how baggy his clothes were. He needed a plan for if he changed back in the morning and a plan for if he didn’t.


  The rest of the day, Chase wrote down ideas for his future. He went to sleep hopeful he would wake up in his old body, but he didn’t. If people wanted something fixed that they could drop off, he had them do that. If not, he canceled his appointments through the weekend. It wasn’t ideal, but Chase needed all the time he could to spend on the lake searching for another glowing fish to turn him back into a man.


  Hours became days, and Chase’s hope dwindled with the passing time. He couldn’t help but think, would life really be so bad as a woman?


  




  CHAPTER THREE


  Jonathan sped out of his parking garage in Chicago days after Chase had eaten the glowing fish and turned into a woman, but he hadn’t yet learned about his friend’s transformation. He had decided on surprising his old friend when he got to Delmont instead of calling.


  Years passed, but the route from Chicago to Delmont had changed little. Jonathan passed the same farmlands, billboards, and truck stops he’d seen countless times on journeys to his hometown. He could play a game by spotting the miniscule differences, but his mind was too busy on that trip.


  He couldn’t stop picturing memories of his childhood, wondering how different his life would have been if he had stayed behind like Chase. Would his grandparents have left? Would his mother have returned to Missouri? He felt so alone after years of single life and no friendships that could compare to the one he had with Chase.


  Some days, he wanted to give it all up and live a simpler life like his friend. Chase had built his home, didn’t have a mortgage funneling thousands from his bank account each month, and did what he wanted with his time. Jonathan had a high-paying job, but he worked from morning to night most weekdays. He only had a long weekend because it was the company’s anniversary, so they gave everyone Friday and the weekend off to do whatever they wanted. There’d been a huge party Thursday night to celebrate, but Jonathan didn’t stay long.


  He liked his job, but none of his coworkers felt like authentic friends. There was always an underlying competition between them, which the owners of the company loved to see. Who could code the fastest? Who would build the foundation of the company’s next tremendous success? The rat race exhausted Jonathan, and he didn’t know how much longer he’d last. 


  Jonathan arrived in his hometown eighteen minutes earlier than he’d expected. There wasn’t much traffic once he got out of Chicago, and he caught himself speeding at least four times. His thoughts were all over the place. He stopped at a fast-food restaurant on the outskirts of town near the graveyard. He ate a chicken sandwich at the table outside. A few cars passed in the parking lot, but nobody recognized Jonathan or said ‘hello’.


  Mark’s grave hadn’t changed. Jonathan wished he had a bucket and water to clean it. He didn’t, but he’d stopped at the gas station next to the fast-food joint for flowers. He placed the bouquet of summer blooms next to his father’s headstone, wiping a tear from his eye. Thoughts of a present and future with his father alive consumed Jonathan if he wasn’t careful.


  Jonathan sat by his father’s grave for three-quarters of an hour, telling him stories of his life in Chicago. Telling him about his wishes for the present. He asked his father if he thought life would be different if he were still alive, but he never got an answer. Jonathan knew he’d never speak to his father again, but he felt connected to him every time he was in Delmont.


  Clouds rolled into the sky, which told Jonathan it was time to leave before he got rained on. Jonathan got into his luxury car, which looked out of place in Delmont. Most people in the town weren’t rich, but they got by and made ends meet. They helped each other out if it came down to it. Jonathan often reminded himself of how hard his parents worked to keep food on the table.


  Jonathan drove past his old house, the schools he’d attended, and the spots he used to hang out at as a teenager. He wanted to see Chase, so he turned to head his way. Jonathan called his mother as he crossed down to where Chase lived. 


  “Hello, Jonathan. Is that you?” asked Andrea.


  “Yeah, mom. It’s me,” said Jonathan. “I’m in Delmont and was thinking about you.”


  “What are you doing there?”


  “I came to see dad’s grave. I left him flowers.”


  There was a lot of noise in the background. Andrea told someone she would return shortly and walked somewhere quieter. “Son, are you okay? I worry about you sometimes,” she said.


  “Mom, I’m fine. I had a long weekend and wanted to visit dad. Don’t worry about me,” he said.


  Andrea had dated one man since Mark’s death, but she was currently single and not too interested in love. Jonathan didn’t know if she kept male friends for benefits, and he wasn’t interested in finding out. “You go there every few months, Jonathan. Have you talked to a therapist?”


  “Yes, mom. I just like the drive. How are you doing in New Mexico?”


  Andrea went into detail about how she had some new friends, and they liked to go out for afternoon margaritas and gossip on Fridays. Jonathan told his mother to be careful and hung up the phone as he pulled into Chase’s dirt driveway. His truck was parked by the garage, so Jonathan figured he was home. He got out of his car and took a deep breath before walking to the door. It’d been months since he saw his friend.


  Inside Chase’s house, he was running around trying to figure out why in the world Jonathan had pulled into his driveway. He looked both ways in his living room without moving, paralyzed by the fear of his best friend finding him transformed into a woman. Chase cursed as Jonathan approached his door. He didn’t know how he would explain the fish and waking up with breasts and a pussy. Not that Jonathan needed to know everything, but what if he asked?


  Chase had been living like an ostrich with its head in the sand. Going to a doctor meant admitting there was a problem. It meant explaining to someone he was dumb enough to eat a glowing fish. The people who’d dropped off things for him to fix didn’t ask questions about him having them leave his payment in the garage. He left their stuff there, and they could pick it up and leave the money. It was simple, but talking to Jonathan was anything but.


  Jonathan was feet from Chase’s front door. He didn’t know what to do but lie, so he came up with the name ‘Elizabeth’ to call himself. He took a deep breath as Jonathan rose his fist to knock. On a normal day, he would have been happy with the surprise, but Chase really wished Jonathan had sent a message first so he could have left town. Bare minimum, he would have gone to the store and told Jonathan he wasn’t home. Wouldn’t be home.


  The knock rang through the house. Jonathan waited on the other side, smiling from ear to ear. He was excited to see his friend after months of office life in Chicago. He had an amazing apartment, but he was never home enough to enjoy it. There were women who wanted him, but none of them wanted his heart as much as his wallet.


  When the door to Chase’s house opened, Jonathan saw an incredibly gorgeous woman with hazel eyes that reminded Jonathan of Chase. The clothes she was wearing were much too big for her, but that didn’t take away from her beauty. “Hello,” Jonathan said and coughed. “Am I interrupting something? Is Chase here? I saw his truck in the driveway and figured he was home.”


  Chase stared at his best friend. Chase had always had a minor crush on Jonathan, but he’d done nothing to act on it. He knew Jonathan liked girls and respected that, but now Chase was a girl, and Jonathan was looking at Chase with a sparkle in his eye. Chase felt heat rush to his cheeks as he and Jonathan held their gaze. “I’m sorry, but Chase isn’t here.”


  “Dang,” Jonathan said and glanced at the truck parked in front of his car. “I wouldn’t have stopped if I didn’t see his car.”


  “He took mine to the store,” said Chase. He couldn’t help but stare at Jonathan with desire. His red hair was so cute, and he was looking at Chase with the same yearning. “What’s your name? I’ll tell him you stopped by the house.”


  “I’m Jonathan. Has he mentioned me?”


  “Yeah, I’ve heard about you. You live in Chicago, don’t you?”


  Jonathan smirked, giving Chase a look that made him weak in the knees. “Yeah, I do. What’s your name?”


  “I’m Elizabeth. Did you want to leave your number or a message?”


  Jonathan told Chase, who he thought was Elizabeth, to say he had stopped by and was staying the night in a hotel off the main strip. Chase watched Jonathan walk back to his car, wondering if he should tell his best friend the truth. He would only want to hang out again before he left. Chase took a deep breath and ran to Jonathan’s car before he could leave. “Wait, don’t go,” he said.


  “What’s up?” Jonathan said after rolling down his window. Chase stood in front of Jonathan, shrugging his shoulders, speechless. “Are you okay?”


  “Come inside, Jonathan.” The words hit Jonathan’s ears with such familiarity, it gave him pause. Jonathan got out of the car and followed the girl he thought was Elizabeth inside.


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


  “What do you mean a fish turned you into a girl? That’s impossible,” said Jonathan. He was sitting in Chase’s living room. He’d been there many times before, but it felt different this time. Chase was a girl, and Jonathan was attracted to him. Jonathan felt himself wanting Chase more as each second passed. He’d always had feelings for Chase, but they were never sexual. Now that Chase had big boobs and a girly voice, Jonathan couldn’t help himself.


  Chase sighed, pushing his fingers into his hair. “I wish it were impossible.” The photos he’d taken with his instant camera were on his kitchen table. They showed a glowing fish. Chase knew it was impossible to believe he’d turned into a girl from eating a fish, but it had happened. “Don’t you know how hard this is for me?” Chase asked, breaking down in tears.


  Jonathan’s heart broke. He went over to comfort Chase, who could have been Elizabeth. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but there was a girl crying. Tears made him uncomfortable. Jonathan rubbed his friend’s back as the tears subsided. “How will you change back?”


  “If I knew that, I wouldn’t still be a girl,” Chase yelled. “How do you want me to prove it?” 


  Chase rattled off a few of Jonathan’s secrets until he put up his hands to say he’d heard enough. “Okay, dang.” Jonathan turned to get a better look at his friend. Everything about Chase was feminine, but he figured he wouldn’t be wearing those men’s clothing if it hadn’t been an accident. “Should we go to the hospital?”


  “What can they do for me?” Chase said in a hysterical voice.


  Jonathan wanted to be there for his friend, but he didn’t do well with hysterics. Another reason he had stayed single so long since his last girlfriend. “I don’t know, but what else can we do? I don’t know how to help you,” he said.


  Chase shook his head. “Maybe it’s a blessing that you showed up out of nowhere. I have zero idea what to do. Why are you in town, anyway? Did you go to the cemetery?”


  Jonathan nodded. He told Chase about his long weekend away from the office to celebrate the company’s anniversary. “What else can I do to help?”


  “I don’t know. I’ve been fishing every day hoping to catch another glowing fish, but I haven’t had any luck.”


  “What possessed you to eat a glowing fish?”


  Chase shrugged. He’d always been a bit of a daredevil. They spent the rest of the evening talking about old times and how different the present was from the past. It was as though they were the bros they’d always been, minus the sexual tension. Chase had always hidden his attraction to Jonathan, but he couldn’t now that the attraction was mutual.


  It was late in the night when Chase could no longer hold his secret. They were drunk on brandy Chase had in the cupboard. “Jonathan, there’s something you never knew about me.”


  “What?”


  “I’m gay,” he said. “Not like now, but since like forever.”


  “Oh… okay. What are you now that you’re a girl?”


  Their eyes met, and it was like an electric current running through Chase’s body. He bit his lip to steady himself. “Straight, I guess. It doesn’t feel like my mind has changed at all, just my body.”


  “That’s so crazy,” Jonathan said. He knew it was wrong to want his best friend like he did, but Chase looked so sexy. “Should we go shopping for clothes to fit your new body?”


  Chase shrugged. “I don’t want to waste the money if I’m going to turn back to a guy.”


  Jonathan leaned forward to reach out and touch Chase’s knee. He didn’t want to scare his friend, but there was the possibility Chase would never turn back. “I’ll buy them for you then. That’s how I can help.”


  “You’d do that?”


  “Yeah, let’s go first thing in the morning. We can drive to the mall.”


  “That’s an hour from here,” he said.


  “So? It’ll be fun. Don’t you think?” 


  Chase didn’t know what to think about going out in public. He’d spent the last few days hiding behind the safety of his drawn blinds. He agreed to go to the mall in the morning. Chase grabbed blankets from his bedroom closet and gave them to Jonathan to sleep on the couch. Chase didn’t know what to think as he drifted off to sleep, but he couldn’t help but wonder if he’d been turned into a woman for a reason.


   


  The mall was bustling with people, which made Chase terrified to enter. They’d picked out the least baggy outfit for Chase to wear, but he still felt self-conscious in his old men’s clothing. “Don’t worry, Chase. People won’t think twice when they see you.”


  “I hope not,” Chase said as he looked around at all the passing bodies. “Will you help me pick out stuff to wear? I don’t know a thing about fashion.”


  “Yeah. Let’s have fun with it. Make lemonade out of lemons, you know.”


  Chase made an unconvinced face, but they proceeded. They had already driven an hour to the mall and wasted the gas. There was no reason to turn back without buying something more comfortable for Chase’s new frame. “Do you need undergarments?”


  “I need everything,” said Chase. He didn’t love the idea of wearing panties, but he would buy some to have. Jonathan said he would buy everything. Chase was taking him up on that offer.


  Jonathan acted more excited than Chase as they went from the lingerie store to the department store with a bag of goodies. “Aren’t you excited to try them on when you get home? How does the bra feel? Your breasts look incredible. Can I say that?” Jonathan asked with a nervous laugh.


  Chase adjusted the bra through his shirt. It helped with support, but there was something terribly uncomfortable about it. “You can say that,” said Chase. He liked Jonathan looking at him with desire in his eyes and hoped the bra would get more comfortable with time. “What should we buy next?”


  “Better jeans,” he said. “Those don’t fit you. We can get you some shirts. T-shirt, blouses, whatever you want. Whatever feels comfortable.”


  “Maybe some shorts?” said Chase.


  “Sure.” Jonathan didn’t mind buying his friend clothes. Chase got all his stuff out of the clearance section as a compromise, and they had spent under two hundred dollars by the time they were walking out of the mall with bags of fabulousness. They even stopped at the discount shoe store for a pair that better fit Chase’s girly feet.


  Jonathan was driving them around everywhere they went. “You’ve always been an incredible friend,” Chase said and smiled at Jonathan. “Thank you for buying all this stuff.”


  Chase pushed his hair behind his ear, looking innocent and beautiful. His lips were fuller as a woman. He looked more comfortable, as though he’d been given a gift he never knew he wanted. Jonathan wanted to lean over the center console to kiss Chase, but it wasn’t the right moment. Chase still wasn’t comfortable, though Jonathan thought the time would come, and he wanted to be there when it did. “How about we go to town tonight for a drink? We can shower and change at your place.”


  “You want people to see me?” Chase asked with wide eyes. Jonathan had lost his mind if he thought Chase was about to head to a restaurant or bar where everyone knew his face and possibly remembered Jonathan’s. “You’re crazy.”


  “What about that fancy place off the highway twenty miles outside of town?”


  “They’re only open on the weekends,” said Chase, quickly remembering it was a Saturday. Jonathan raised his eyebrow at Chase and smirked. “Fine, we can go there. I never do.”


  Jonathan resisted the urge to take Chase’s hand and lift it to his lips. Their relationship was as easy as the one they’d had as friends, but the sexual tension was undeniable. Chase looked at Jonathan through the corner of his eye as they traveled from the mall to Chase’s place in Delmont.


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


  Chase was wearing panties for the first time against his freshly shaven legs and found the lingerie heavenly. He loved how they lifted his ass and cupped his pussy. They made the jeans he was wearing look like a trillion dollars. Chase wore a white long-sleeve cotton shirt with the dark denim as he sat on the couch waiting. Jonathan came out of the spare bedroom moments later wearing a decorative button-up shirt with chinos hugging him in all the right places. Chase’s gaze fell to the bulge in Jonathan’s pants before lifting back to his face.


  “You look nice,” Chase said in his womanly voice.


  “As do you,” said Jonathan.


  Chase patted the sofa next to where he was sitting, and Jonathan took a seat. “Everyone will think we’re a couple.”


  “Who cares?”


  “Do you?” Chase asked as he crossed his legs and looked at Jonathan, whose shirt was hugging his chest like a glove. Chase had seen Jonathan with his shirt off before, so he could picture him shirtless, and the image was driving him wild.


  Jonathan grunted, leaning closer to Chase. The scent of Chase’s lotion hit his nose. He loved how the cotton shirt Chase was wearing hugged his breasts. It was getting harder to remember Chase wasn’t the woman he was seeing. “I don’t care what people think, and I’m hungry.”


  “Me too,” Chase said and stood. He put out his hand for Jonathan, who was staring at his chest. Chase didn’t care. He smiled at Jonathan when their eyes met. Their lips separated by mere centimeters. Chase’s breath quickened as Jonathan gazed at him in a way he never had. “We should go, shouldn’t we?”


  “Yeah,” Jonathan said with a nervous chuckle. “Sorry.”


  “No worries.” Chase followed Jonathan to his car. It was safer for him to drive since Chase no longer matched the description on his ID. He had shrunk at least three or four inches since waking up as a woman, and he didn’t want to answer questions. It didn’t hurt Jonathan had a gorgeous car.


  Jonathan’s bright headlights led them down the country highway until they pulled down the restaurant’s drive. “I haven’t been here in ages,” said Jonathan. “I think we came for my graduation.”


  “Waterman’s is everyone’s favorite,” said Chase. “Too fancy for me.”


  “It’s not over-the-top. Nothing like the places in Chicago,” he said.


  Chase couldn’t imagine Jonathan’s life in Chicago. He had lived in Delmont since he was born, and Chase wasn’t the traveling type. Traveling cost more money than he liked to spend. “Where’s the fanciest place you’ve ever eaten?”


  Jonathan lifted his eyebrows. That was a tough question to answer. He had gone to the fanciest restaurants in the city over the years with all the women he wined and dined. Jonathan told Chase about a place he’d gone the year before that was written up as one of the best restaurants in the world. “The drinks were the best part.”


  “Nothing beats a brandy neat or on the rocks. It’s cheap and does the trick,” said Chase. 


  Jonathan nodded and agreed to disagree. He preferred craft cocktails and beers, but maybe he had become a prissy city boy without realizing. He and Chase used to drink generic beer. They used to get drunk on dirt-cheap liquor. “I can’t wait to eat.”


  They went inside. Everything at Waterman’s was sourced from local farms. They had a reputation for incredible steaks, so Jonathan and Chase each had one after a kale salad. The food was phenomenal. Chase loved it and didn’t once have to look at the bill. Jonathan took care of everything.


  “That dinner was way better than I thought it’d be,” Chase said as they exited the restaurant, laughing at the fun they were having. Watching Jonathan sign the receipt and leave a generous tip had Chase feeling a certain type of way about his best friend. Now that Jonathan was looking at him with shameless eyes, Chase found him impossible to ignore.


  Jonathan’s laughter faded as he felt an increased desire to have Chase as more than a friend. Chase was a foot in front of him, and his ass looked incredible in those jeans. His body had taken on the shape of an hourglass, and Jonathan wanted to run his hands along Chase’s curves.


  They were approaching Jonathan’s car, and he couldn’t resist the urge to grab Chase and push him against the vehicle. He moved his body forward as Chase sucked in a sharp breath, staring at Jonathan with the same longing he felt. Jonathan looked at Chase’s lips, desperate to kiss them, but it was so wrong. Chase was his best friend. Chase could turn back to a man any day. Neither of them knew what could happen or how long the effects of the fish would last.


  “You want me,” said Chase.


  “I do,” said Jonathan. His breath had become ragged and uneven. Jonathan was looking at Chase’s exposed neck with the eyes of an animal. He reached out to touch Chase’s neck, and Chase didn’t flinch. He moaned. A breath escaped Chase’s lips. Jonathan placed his thumb on Chase’s bottom lip as Chase tilted his head back. The lot and restaurant around them seemed to vanish as Jonathan leaned forward to kiss Chase’s neck. He kissed Chase’s chin.


  Chase breathed heavily as Jonathan lips worked their way up his neck, daring to touch his lips. If they crossed the line, where would that leave them? Would it destroy their future? Chase pushed on Jonathan before their lips touched. “Wait, what are we doing?”


  “I can’t resist you, Chase.”


  “You have to,” he said.


  Jonathan moved his hand from Chase’s side to his hair. He held Chase’s face and stared deep into his eyes. “We have to take advantage of this situation. I can see you want me, and I want you.”


  “But what if I turn back to a man? What happens then?”


  “We go back to friends,” said Jonathan. He was staring at Chase with a hopeful expression, but Chase couldn’t cross the line, as much as he knew he would love it. Chase pushed Jonathan away, shaking his head. He could still feel Jonathan’s lips on his neck, sending waves a pleasure through his body, but it was too risky. 


  Jonathan was Chase’s best friend, and that meant something. He knew it wasn’t as simple as Jonathan tried to make it sound. “I wish it were that easy, but you know it’s not.”


  “Give me a chance, Chase.”


  “You won’t want me when if I turn back, Jonathan.” Chase ran a hand through his hair, stressed and confused. He had the chance of a lifetime, but it didn’t feel right. “Don’t judge me, but I’ve always had a secret crush on you. It will mean more to me. I have to protect myself.”


  Jonathan didn’t know how to reply. He had always wondered why his friend didn’t have a girlfriend or woman to talk about, but he’d never thought Chase wanted him sexually. Chase never looked at him with lust. “Okay,” said Jonathan. He backed away from Chase and went to the driver’s side. They got in the car, and Jonathan drove them back to Chase’s small two-bedroom house on a large lot.


  Neither slept well that night. Jonathan tossed and turned on the sofa bed, and Chase did the same in his bedroom. They wanted each other, but they behaved well and never left from where they attempted sleep.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


  Sunday had arrived. Jonathan wasn’t ready to return to Chicago. He knew Chase needed more time to accept his womanly body, and Jonathan wanted to be there when it happened. From Jonathan’s view, Chase was growing more comfortable with himself with each passing hour.


  He hadn’t slept well the night before, but it didn’t matter. Chase needed him, and Jonathan wanted to stay to offer his services. He waited on the sofa bed in the living room for Chase to emerge from his bedroom. The spare bedroom was more of an office and a storage unit. Chase had a lot of random tools, gadgets, and stuff Jonathan wouldn’t know how to use.


  “There you are, sleepyhead,” Jonathan said when Chase came stumbling out of his bedroom. His nipples were hard, and Chase wasn’t wearing a bra, but Jonathan didn’t say a word. He loved the view. “What took you so long?”


  Chase shrugged. He needed something hot to drink to wake him up. “Do you like coffee or tea?”


  “Coffee is fine,” said Jonathan. He watched Chase waddle to the kitchen, rubbing his face and yawning every few seconds. “You need any help?”


  Chase shook his head. “I got it. Do you like cream or sugar?”


  “Black is fine,” he said. He waited on the sofa bed as Chase shuffled around the kitchen and fixed them mugs of coffee. He sat up when Chase came back into the living room, taking the mug from him. “How did you sleep?”


  “Terrible,” said Chase. “You?”


  “Could have been better,” he said. “Not that I’m complaining about the sofa bed. It wasn’t that.”


  “I know,” said Chase. “It was the fact that we want each other but shouldn’t act on it, wasn’t it?


  Jonathan placed his fingers on his mouth. He wanted Chase to let down his guard without admitting he wasn’t sure how he would feel if Chase turned back to a boy. He had friends whose wives were like their best friends. Jonathan wanted that, and Chase could offer it. “What if you never turn back?”


  “How could you say that?” A simple question turned into their first argument, but an argument survived inched them closer to crossing the line. Chase yelled at Jonathan. He screamed, demanding why he would even question the possibility he couldn’t turn back to a man. The idea had crossed Chase’s mind, but he wasn’t willing to admit it to himself. He had to have hope, or he had nothing.


  Jonathan didn’t scream back at Chase. He tried to calm him by throwing up his hands and saying he was sorry. Chase finally let Jonathan wrap his arms around him ten minutes into their argument. “Please forgive me,” he said, as Chase’s screams turned to tears.


  He had to go through the cycles of grief, and Jonathan understood. He did. Jonathan knew how to be a gentleman when the moment called. “I called my boss in the morning and can work remotely the next week. How about I stay here and help you however I can?”


  Chase hated how much he loved Jonathan offering to stay. He squeezed Jonathan and nodded against his chest. “I would like that,” he said.


  Jonathan ran his fingers through Chase’s hair, telling him everything would be okay. Chase wanted to believe the words. He had to accept there was a possibility he’d never turn back to a man. It was a hard pill to swallow, but he had brought it on himself by eating a fish most sane people wouldn’t touch with a stick.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


  Jonathan was a tremendous help to Chase the following day. Chase could work in the garage. Jonathan handled the money, drove the truck for deliveries, and told everyone that Chase was feeling sick and didn’t want to spread whatever he had. They bought the lie, and Chase completed three more orders than he would have been able to do on his own.
Jonathan was speaking Chase’s love language by helping with his work. “Don’t you have things you need to do?”


  “Yeah, but I don’t care,” said Jonathan. They were sitting across from each other in a fast-food place close to Chase’s house. He didn’t care that he’d eaten there countless times before. Nobody recognized him hanging off Jonathan’s arm. It was impossible not to flirt. They were best friends who knew how to banter. They knew which buttons to push and when.


  Spending the workday with Jonathan made Chase weaker than a chair missing its leg. He touched Jonathan’s chest without thinking as they sat in his truck in the driveway. Jonathan placed his hand on the back of Chase’s head. He had to kiss his lips. They’d been together all day, and it was driving Jonathan wild.


  Chase didn’t resist as Jonathan moved forward to kiss him. They both needed it. They could no longer refuse what’d been building since Jonathan knocked on the door. Jonathan held the back of Chase’s head as his tongue thrust into his mouth. Chase moaned through the kiss, feeling his body open like a flower in the morning sun.


  Jonathan moved his lips to Chase’s neck, kissing lightly as his hands moved down his body. Chase was his best friend, but he had also become a girl. Jonathan’s hand gripped Chase’s right breast, lifting it as his lips kissed Chase’s collarbone.


  Chase felt hornier than he ever had since he transformed into a woman, and his body felt like a heater in overdrive. He was in a sauna of his own heat, dripping with a yearning for Jonathan’s naked body to press against his. He was more of a bottom as a gay guy, and now he had three holes for Jonathan to use. Chase hadn’t done more than finger his pussy in the shower. Who better to help him explore his body than Jonathan?


  Jonathan pulled on Chase’s hair. He used little force, but it was enough to make Chase explode inside. He wanted to straddle Jonathan’s legs and ride his dick. Chase wanted Jonathan to suck on his fat nipples and drink his pussy nectar. “I need you,” said Jonathan. He threw open the car door and stepped outside.


  Chase did the same, but as they ran to the front door, reality seemed to crash into him. Chase couldn’t give himself to Jonathan. It would ruin their friendship if they crossed the line, so Chase shook his head. He stopped before they went inside and did something they regretted.


  “What do you mean, Chase?”


  “I’m sorry. I know it’s frustrating, but you have to agree.”


  Jonathan shook his head, clearly frustrated with Chase’s refusal to take the next step. They had been playing around long enough, and Jonathan thought it was silly to deny their urges. “Why are you saying no to what you want?”


  “You started wanting me days ago. I’ve wanted you for years. Do you know how hard it was to control those urges? If we have sex, I’ll never forget.”


  “Fine,” said Jonathan. He wasn’t convinced having sex would ruin their friendship if Chase turned back into a man, but he wouldn’t push Chase past his limits. They wouldn’t be able to avoid the inevitable for long. Jonathan had never felt such strong sexual tension with anyone in his life, and they were sleeping under the same roof.


  Chase abstained from alcohol that night, afraid he would do something with Jonathan if he was even a tad tipsy. They watched some TV and called it an early night. Jonathan caught up on the work he’d missed helping Chase throughout the day. It was an uneventful night, but memories of the kiss burned in their minds.


   


  Jonathan and Chase didn’t have to wait long for their walls to crumble. Morning sun flooded the house on Tuesday morning. Chase’s eyes popped open, and he knew he had to have Jonathan. He stumbled to the bathroom to freshen his breath with mouthwash. Jonathan was still sleeping when Chase tiptoed into the living room. He was shirtless, his masculine body exposed, and Chase was feeling frisky as he stared.


  Chase dropped the panties he was wearing and took off his shirt. He took off his bra as well, telling himself he had to explore his new body. There was a chance it would be his for the rest of his life, and Jonathan was his best friend. They could find a way past whatever complications might come from crossing the line.


  Chase crossed the room, naked and feeling comfortable in his skin. He had a pussy, and it was beautiful. Men around the world would do anything to spend a night with him, and that made Chase feel powerful. He went to the kitchen and put on coffee. He sat on the kitchen table as the smell of the brew floated through the room.


  Jonathan stirred as the coffee pot filled. He couldn’t believe what he saw when his vision came to focus. Chase was sitting naked at the kitchen table. He’d never seen anything as sexy, and his dick was rock hard with a morning wood. “Making coffee?” he said.


  Chase smirked and said, “you could say that. How did you sleep?”


  “I had a dream about you.”


  “What happened in the dream?”


  “I heard if I want my dream to come true, I shouldn’t share it,” he said. Jonathan had dreamed Chase was the woman he would marry. Chase was wearing a white bridal dress in his dream and looked sublime.


  Chase shrugged, not much caring to hear what Jonathan had dreamed. He didn’t want to lose what he felt. Chase stood from the kitchen table and crossed the room until he was standing over Jonathan. “You aren’t dreaming anymore.”


  “I see that,” he said. Jonathan wanted Chase to make the move. He was already rock hard, and his dick was throbbing under the cover. He didn’t want to scare Chase when it was clear he wanted to fool around. “You want to get in bed with me?”


  Chase nodded and climbed under the cover. Jonathan smiled and wrapped his arms around Chase, not apologizing for his hard cock grazing Chase’s thigh. “Someone is excited.”


  “How could I not be?” said Jonathan. “I woke up to your gorgeous, naked body.”


  Chase moaned as Jonathan kissed all over his body, making him swell with a burning passion. Chase didn’t protest as Jonathan’s lips moved south to his breasts. He stopped there to suck on Chase’s nipples. Chase panted and moaned as Jonathan pleasured him with his mouth. He had imagined how Jonathan was in bed for years, and he was so much better than he expected.


  Sex with Jonathan felt better than the moment Chase had finished his house. His back arched as Jonathan kissed inches above his pussy. Chase glanced down but couldn’t see anything past his bare breasts. They were little mountains on his chest, and Chase didn’t have the energy to sit up. He trusted Jonathan.


  Jonathan grinned as he took in how beautiful Chase’s glistening pussy was. There was nothing manly about his transformed body. Chase was the same person inside, but outside he had become a majestic creature. He had become someone Jonathan couldn’t live without.


  Chase hollered as Jonathan’s lips made contact with his pussy. Jonathan used his expert tongue to glide around Chase’s labia like a dancer on stage. He sucked and flattened his tongue when appropriate, working Chase’s body with the precision of an acupuncturist.


  Chase felt his body coming undone and did nothing to stop it. He served himself to Jonathan as though he were breakfast on a platter. Each lick taking him closer to an orgasm.


  Jonathan loved eating pussy. If he could have the same pussy for breakfast and dessert every day, he would. He licked Chase’s split under the sheet. He lapped up all of Chase’s juices he could. They were like sugar on his lips. A treat he couldn’t resist. Jonathan wrapped his arms around Chase’s legs and leaned in closer to bury his face in his sweet fountain.


  “Shit,” Chase said, nothing more than a breath escaping his lips. He gripped the sheets beneath him, shaking and wondering how Jonathan’s lips could feel so amazing against his. Having Jonathan eat his pussy felt more incredible than any blow job he’d received.


  Jonathan broke contact with Chase’s opening. “You like it?” he asked.


  Chase bit his bottom lip and nodded, making sounds to tell Jonathan how much he was enjoying the movement of his tongue. “I think you’re going to make me cum.”


  Jonathan lifted his face from between Chase’s legs, staring deep into his friend’s eyes. They had crossed the line, and there was no going back. Jonathan was rock hard and wanted to bury his dick in Chase, but he only wanted his friend to feel pleasure during his first time making love as a woman. He didn’t want to push Chase past his limits. “You can cum whenever you want.”


  Chase closed his eyes, but it did nothing to relax his tense body. He was a moment from exploding. One or two more flicks of Jonathan’s tongue could push him over the edge. Chase lifted his back and put his hands on Jonathan’s shoulders. Jonathan looked into Chase’s eyes before dipping his head back to pick up where he’d left off.


  Jonathan’s tongue moved to Chase’s clit for the first time. He kissed it lightly, whispering sweet nothings to its beauty. He loved having Chase’s scent fresh on his lips, and his dick was rock hard, but the morning was about Chase.


  Chase could no longer hold what was building within him. He sang with the birds, screaming as his body exploded with sensations. 


  Jonathan held his tongue against Chase’s pussy as his body vibrated in his arms. Jonathan smiled as Chase ran his hands through his red hair, gripping it when Jonathan licked his clit and made him cum a second time. Chase tapped the top of Jonathan’s head to tell him the pleasure was too intense. “I can’t… continue,” he said through pants.


  Jonathan rolled over and kicked the sheets off his body to reveal his hard dick. Chase gasped when he saw its size. He’d heard rumors Jonathan was big, but he had never seen it. It was long, thick, and gorgeous. Jonathan could have modeled for dildos. Chase watched with awe as Jonathan stroked himself, grunting as he got closer to an orgasm.


  Chase adjusted his body to lie closer to Jonathan and have a better view of his cock. He lay his breasts against Jonathan. “Fuck,” Jonathan grunted seconds before cum erupted from his dick like water in a fountain. Chase moaned and rubbed Jonathan’s tight chest.


  When Jonathan’s body relaxed, Chase rotated his best friend’s face, so they were gazing at each other. “That was incredible. Thank you for showing me how good it could feel.”


  “Thank you for letting me have a taste,” Jonathan said and leaned forward to kiss Chase. Their lips stuck together for a second, and they laughed at the sensation of them pulling apart.


  Chase drew circles around Jonathan’s chest, loving how his best friend held him. They were naked, and it didn’t matter that it was a random Tuesday morning. Neither cared about anything else in the world except listening to the other’s light breath.


  For the first time since waking up as a woman, Chase thought everything could work out and might even have happened for a reason.


   


  Later in the day, after hours of demanding work, Jonathan couldn’t help but wonder what a future might look like with girl Chase. His company wouldn’t let him work from Delmont forever. They would want him back in the Chicago office for meetings they felt shouldn’t be done over the Internet. They had takeout for dinner, and Jonathan ate Chase out for dessert. Chase wasn’t ready for penetration, but he loved having Jonathan’s tongue against his pussy. 


  Jonathan held Chase through the night. Chase loved being Jonathan’s little spoon. He slept better than he had in years. They woke up, kissing and touching and as horny as they were the night before. “Do you think we made a mistake yesterday?” Chase asked Jonathan between kisses.


  “No,” said Jonathan. He kissed Chase’s neck. “Even if you turned back right now, I’d never forget what we had last night. I’m falling for you, Chase.”


  They were words Chase had been dying to hear from a man since his breakup with Wayne. Chase couldn’t believe he was lying above his best with his breasts pressed against Jonathan’s chest. “I’m falling for you, too.” It was hard to believe, but Chase thought he could live as a woman and come to peace with what had happened to him.


  Chase had spent countless hours fishing after he woke up as a woman, trying to find another glowing fish that might turn him back into a man. Ever since Jonathan kissed Chase, the need to fish diminished. The need to look for a cure faded.


  Jonathan’s morning wood was pressing against Chase’s leg, and Chase could no longer resist it. “What if I return the favor?” Chase said and reached under the sheet to wrap his hand around Chase’s hard dick. Jonathan grunted, reaching to touch Chase’s face. “You’ve been so good to me, I figured…”


  “It’s yours if you want it, baby.” Jonathan leaned forward and kissed Chase, staring into his hazel eyes.


  Chase lifted himself and straddled Jonathan’s legs. He loved how Jonathan’s dick brushed against his pussy. The touch made him hot and wet, but he wanted to use his mouth. He was still afraid of having his pussy fucked, even though Jonathan had made his fingers feel incredible while eating Chase out.


  Jonathan’s dick was so long, Chase didn’t know how he’d be able to fit it all in his mouth. His long, girly hair dropped into his face as he parted his lips. Jonathan’s salty tip brushed against Chase’s tongue as he moved his mouth down Jonathan’s shaft. Chase choked on it, only three-quarters of the way to its base. Chase had encountered big dicks before. He reminded himself to breathe through his nose as he pushed himself to take more of Jonathan’s cock.


  “Rub it between your tits,” Jonathan said. His hands were in Chase’s long brown hair. Jonathan threw off the covers. “I want to see you jack my dick off with those sexy tits.”


  Chase felt his pussy explode with desire as Jonathan talked dirty. He reached between his legs, moaning as he rubbed his fingers against his wetness. Golden morning sun flooded the room as Chase moved his body so that his breasts were above Jonathan’s dick. He squeezed his legs together as he pushed his breasts together. Jonathan thrust his cock into the space between Chase’s parted breasts, moaning as he slowly thrust his cock.


  Jonathan moved Chase’s hands out of the way to feel his breasts. They were pillowy soft and fucking them was pushing Jonathan close to an orgasm, but he wanted to see Chase submit. He wanted Chase on his knees with his mouth open to drink his cum, so that was what Jonathan told Chase to do.


  “Like this?” Chase said after he’d climbed off the bed to the floor. He was sitting on bent knees with his ass close to the floor, licking his lips as Jonathan stared and beat his cock.


  “Just like that,” said Jonathan. He had never seen a woman look as sexy as Chase did in that moment. He could barely hold his load as he rushed to his feet. Chase parted his lips in anticipation of Jonathan’s cum, ready to take everything he had to give. “Fuck,” Jonathan said as his dick entered Chase’s warm, accepting mouth. He came seconds later, and Chase swallowed every drop until Jonathan pulled out, shooting the rest of his load on Chase’s naked chest. “That was hot.” Jonathan bent down to kiss Chase. “You want me to do you? You know how much I love eating that pussy.”


  Chase shook his head. “No, I’m okay. Why don’t we have breakfast?”


  “Then I’ll eat you out?”


  Chase giggled and put his hand over his mouth. Jonathan’s slick dick was dangling in his face. He wanted to store up his libido until he felt ready to ride Jonathan’s big dick. Maybe if it were smaller, he wouldn’t be so scared, but he had no idea how such a massive cock would feel in his virgin pussy. “We’ll see what happens.”


  Jonathan helped Chase to his feet, and he went to the bathroom for a quick shower to wash off Jonathan’s milky goo. Chase smiled to himself as he lathered his body with soap, touching his pussy with a familiarity. He wondered if he should start telling people his name was ‘Elizabeth’. How long could Chase hide and act like nothing had happened? How long could he cling to the idea of changing back to how he was? Chase didn’t hate his new body, and he loved his blossoming relationship with Jonathan. His dominoes were falling in place, even though he had expected them to turn down a different path.


  Chase dried himself off and found Jonathan making coffee and eggs for them in the kitchen. Jonathan served Chase, not letting him lift a finger. Chase loved how Jonathan could treat him like a princess and best friend. He never thought their relationship could have been better than it was, but what they were developing was like a revolutionary discovery.


  Halfway through breakfast, Jonathan said words that would change the course of their shared history. “Come to Chicago. I’ll take care of you. You won’t have to worry about a thing.”


  “Okay,” Chase said without thinking because there was nothing to consider. He couldn’t imagine a future without Jonathan, and Chase would give up everything he had in Delmont and follow Jonathan to Chicago if that was what it took.


  “You mean it?” Jonathan asked. If he grinned any harder, he would break his face.


  Chase nodded. He leaned forward to wrap his hands over Jonathan’s. “Take me to Chicago. I’ll cancel all my appointments. They were getting complicated, anyway.”


  It was easy to ignore the complications headed their way when they were head-over-heels, madly in love. They finished their breakfast. Jonathan took a shower while Chase cleaned the kitchen and the main room before his departure. He didn’t mind leaving his house or truck. He would message friends and family in town to keep an eye on it. Chase figured it wasn’t the worst idea to leave before someone else came knocking on his door to see if he was okay.


  They packed their bags and were on the road before noon, on time to make it to Chicago before nightfall.


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


  “Welcome to my condo. What do you think?” Jonathan asked when they walked through his front door, dropping their bags in the middle of the living room.


  Chase crossed the room to stare out of Jonathan’s floor-to-ceiling windows with a view of the city. Skyscrapers stretched into the distance. If Chase looked down, it made him feel nauseous. Jonathan came up behind him, distracting his every sense by placing his hands on his shoulders. “Your condo is lovely, Jonathan. I think I’m just tired from the drive.”


  “It was a long one,” Jonathan said. He touched his lips to Chase’s neck, more hopeful about their future than he’d been about anything in years. “Did you want to grab dinner somewhere?”


  Chase nodded, not knowing why he felt off. He attributed it to the drive, but there was something strange about being away from his home. He was in the city with no concrete plans for what would happen next in his life. Chase pushed the negative thoughts from his mind to focus on his present with Jonathan. “Help me pick out something to wear.”


  “Okay,” said Jonathan. “Did you want to shower first?”


  “I could,” Chase said. Jonathan gave Chase a towel, a razor, and any other toiletries he might need. Chase went into the bathroom, which was much more luxurious than his own. It had a marble floor, a glass shower, and a stone counter. Chase felt out of place from his home with its prefab design.


  Chase sat on the bench in the shower and lathered his legs with shaving cream. It had been a couple of days. He wanted to be womanly for Jonathan, but it was a lot of maintenance. Chase ridded himself of leg hair before washing his body and shampooing his hair. He wanted to feel happy, but it was as though a cloud had been following him ever since they left the city limits of Delmont. Chase dried himself off and took his time in the bathroom to moisturize his skin and think about how far away he was from the lake where he found the glowing fish; the lake that might offer an antidote.


  “What did you pick for me?” Chase said when he came out of the bathroom. He was smiling despite the doubt swimming through his head.


  Jonathan had a black A-line skirt with a purple blouse and black kitten heels sitting on the sofa for Chase to wear. “What do you think?” 


  Chase crossed the room, letting his towel fall to the floor. No matter how much doubt he felt, he might as well take advantage of his feminine body while he had it. Jonathan grinned and rubbed his chin as he looked Chase up and down, licking his lips when his eyes focused on Chase’s pussy. “I think the clothes are gorgeous, but don’t I need some panties?”


  Jonathan smacked Chase’s naked ass as he fell into Jonathan’s arms. Chase threw his arms around the back of Jonathan’s neck, puckering his lips for a kiss. “You’re beautiful,” Jonathan said between kisses, one hand on Chase’s bare ass. His dick stiff in his pants. All he had to do was take them off, and he could slide into Chase’s glistening womanhood. Jonathan snaked his hands into Chase’s hair and kissed on his neck. “Why do you have to be so irresistible?”


  “If you don’t stop, we’ll be late for dinner.” Chase’s voice was soft and feminine, like a field of lavender. He nibbled on Jonathan’s ear and pressed his hand against the rod in his pants. “Pick out a pair of panties for me to wear.”


  Jonathan reached down and placed his palm flat against Chase’s opening, making him moan and get even wetter than he already was. “What if you don’t wear panties?” Jonathan slipped a finger into Chase as he whispered into his ear.


  Chase shook his head. “No, I’d feel so self-conscious. My pussy is for your eyes only.”


  Jonathan purred as he lifted his hand from Chase to smell it, grinning like a madman as he looked all over Chase’s naked body. If Chase didn’t get dressed that second, they would fuck before they got to dinner. “Where’s your underwear?”


  “In the suitcase I packed. I put it in your bedroom.”


  Jonathan got up and went to the bedroom to pick out a white bikini-cut thong for Chase to wear. Chase put all the clothes on, feeling more uplifted than he had all day. He went back and forth with how he felt about being a girl. After Jonathan worked up his sex drive, he was feeling better about his womanhood. “Where did you get the heels?”


  “I bought them at the mall when you weren’t looking. I got a lot of stuff,” he said and smirked. If there was one thing Jonathan loved, it was shopping and spending money. Chase chalked up their attraction to the legend that opposites attract.


  “Naughty boy,” Chase said and leaned in for a kiss. “Are you ready?”


  “Yeah,” Jonathan said, and smacked Chase’s ass once before he grabbed his keys and followed Chase out the door. They took a taxi to a popular restaurant a few miles from Jonathan’s home. Chase had never been to so many fancy places in such a brief time span. He loved how everyone else looked at him and Jonathan as a couple. “What do you think?”


  “It’s a beautiful restaurant,” said Chase.


  Jonathan stared at Chase as though he were an item on the menu. Chase blushed as he grabbed his menu to distract himself. If he stared back at Jonathan, he would find his way under the table and between Jonathan’s legs. Chase had been thinking about it nonstop since he drank Jonathan’s cum. It was driving up his sex drive, and he thought he might be ready to ride Jonathan’s dick. “I know what I want to order. Do you?”


  “Yes,” said Jonathan.


  Chase giggled as Jonathan made an expression to suggest he wanted to eat his pussy, but then he clarified that he planned on ordering a pasta dish. They were laughing when the server stopped by their table to take their order. They had wine with dinner, loving every bite. After hours away from Jonathan’s apartment, they stumbled through the lobby to the elevator. Taxis were a positive of the city because they could drink as much as they wanted with dinner.


  Jonathan pushed Chase against the wall when they entered the condo, a view of Chicago acting like a wallpaper in the background. “You’re so sexy, Chase. I can’t get enough of you.”


  “I want you to fuck me,” Chase said. The words slipped from his mouth before he could think. He didn’t want to think. He wanted to let his animal instincts take over. “I need you to fuck me.”


  Jonathan gripped Chase’s hair, pulling back to expose his neck. He was hard at Chase’s words. He needed to bury his dick in Chase’s pussy. It had been on his mind ever since Chase opened the door, transformed into a beautiful woman. “I need to fuck you,” Jonathan said. His hands were going wild, touching Chase everywhere he could. “I’ve been dying to fuck you.”


  Chase moaned as Jonathan pushed his arms above his head. He felt himself coming more undone each time Jonathan’s lips graced his skin. Jonathan undid Chase’s blouse and pulled it from his body, revealing his bosom. Jonathan undid Chase’s skirt and pulled them down to reveal the bikini-cut white thong he was wearing. “I need you inside of me,” Chase said in a breathy moan.


  Jonathan got to his knees in front of Chase, pulling his panties down to his ankles. He was still wearing his clothes from the evening but was rock hard in beneath his underwear. He couldn’t wait to bring his dick out to play. Chase was breathing heavily as Jonathan pressed his lips against Chase’s pussy, tasting his favorite treat. They’d skipped dessert to rush home, and Jonathan was getting more than his fair share.


  Each flick of Jonathan’s tongue made Chase more desperate for the dick he wasn’t getting. “Stop teasing me,” he begged. His pussy was overflowing with the desire to have Jonathan’s dick sliding around in it.


  Jonathan lifted Chase into his arms and carried his friend to his bed. He pulled down the sheets so nobody could see what they were about to do. Jonathan stripped at the edge of the bed as Chase touched his pussy and watched. Chase’s eyes widened when Jonathan pulled his underwear over his dick, revealing his enormous cock. Chase shivered but told himself he had come this far, and he would not turn away now.


  “You ready?” Chase nodded, watching as Jonathan rolled a condom over his dick. He squirted lube onto his cock, even though Chase’s pussy was producing a stream of fluid. “It might hurt, even with the extra lube.”


  Chase bit his lip and nodded as Jonathan climbed on the bed and crawled toward him like a lion on the hunt. “I’m ready.”


  “I’ll go slow,” Jonathan said and leaned forward to suck on Chase’s earlobe. Chase’s back arched as Jonathan moved his dick closer to his opening. He knew it would hurt, but he knew the pain would morph to pleasure. He had faith Jonathan knew how to pleasure a woman and let go of any inhibitions he was feeling.


  Jonathan pressed his dick against Chase’s hole, whispering for Chase to breathe. He had one mouth on Chase’s boob, licking his hard nipple. Chase dug his fingers into Jonathan’s sides as he pushed his head in for the first time. Chase yelled out, and Jonathan reminded him to breathe. He rocked his hips slowly, fucking Chase with nothing more than his tip.


  Chase panted as his body adjusted to the thickness of Jonathan’s cock. Jonathan sank deeper into Chase as his walls loosened. Jonathan couldn’t believe he was inside his best friend. He couldn’t believe how quickly he was falling in love with his best friend. “I love you,” Jonathan whispered into Chase’s ear.


  Chase’s eyes popped open. He melted at the words, loosening up for Jonathan’s member. “I love you, Jonathan.”


  Jonathan grunted as he sunk deeper into Chase, his entire staff nearly buried in Chase’s womanhood. They were best friends who had become lovers. It was better than either of their wildest fantasies. A tear slipped from Jonathan’s eye as he thrust in and out of Chase’s pussy, feeling the warmth of his walls hugging his dick.


  They flipped positions so that Chase was on top. Chase dug his fingers into Jonathan’s chest as he lifted and sank on Jonathan’s thick cock. Jonathan had his hands on Chase’s breasts, squeezing them and flicking his nipples. They stared at each other as Jonathan slid around inside Chase. Their bodies were one. Linked and connected more than they had ever been.


  Jonathan grabbed Chase and flipped him onto his back, pulling him to the edge of the bed. Jonathan pushed Chase’s legs into the air and sunk his dick back in Chase’s pussy, fucking his best friend hard as went between staring into his eyes and watching his breasts bounce to the rhythm. Chase was moaning and panting like a desperate slut, and it was going to make Jonathan bust.


  Chase screamed when Jonathan reached down to touch his button. He gripped the sheets beneath him and tried to hold on but was seconds from cumming. “I can’t hold it, Jonathan.”


  “Cum with me,” he said. He held Chase by his lower back as he fucked his pussy with long, gentle thrusts. He was only using one hand for that and the other to play with Chase’s sensitive clit.


  “What the fuck,” Chase screamed as he came with Jonathan’s dick buried deep in his pussy, hitting his spot in all the right ways. Jonathan grunted as he watched Chase cum, seconds from unleashing his load. Chase’s walls contracted around Jonathan’s dick and milked him to a climax. Chase pushed Jonathan’s hand away from his clit when the pleasure became too intense.


  Jonathan’s body went limp as the last drops of cum left his dick. He fell out of Chase and collapsed to his side. They kissed. Their bodies were dripping with sweat. “How was it?” asked Jonathan.


  Chase couldn’t believe how natural it’d felt to have sex and cum as a woman. He almost felt guilty for liking it as much as he did. If he enjoyed being a woman, was there any hope of him turning back into a man? “It was good,” Chase said, staring at the ceiling.


  Jonathan wrapped his arm and leg around Chase, nestling into his chest. “I’m glad you liked it. I thought it was incredible.” Jonathan’s eyes fluttered closed as he yawned, holding Chase tight.


  “Yeah, it was incredible,” Chase said. He held Jonathan as he drifted to sleep. Chase didn’t have as much luck sleeping. The sex was outstanding, but at what cost had it come? Chase couldn’t let go of the sliver of hope he felt for turning back into a man, even though he had fallen madly in love with Jonathan over the past week.


  




  CHAPTER NINE


  Time could stand still and move at lightning speed at the same time. Seven weeks had passed since Chase left Delmont for Chicago. There was a change in the air as the days shortened and fall approached. A million things had happened in Chase’s life since coming to the city, but he still couldn’t decide how he felt about his new life beyond the fact that he loved having sex with Jonathan. Each time they made love was more magical than the last. They were addicted to each other.


  Friends of Jonathan’s who met Chase knew him as ‘Elizabeth’. They’d decided it would be easier than telling the truth. Chase even thought of himself as ‘Elizabeth’ some days. He didn’t know if he hated it or loved it, but it was growing on him. Life was about learning how to deal with the cards one was dealt.


  Chase had gone to a doctor as well, who did exams on Chase. They found he was as healthy as any other woman. The doctor couldn’t tell anyone because of doctor-patient confidentiality, but Chase agreed to contact government officials due to the rarity of his case. They closed Lake Delmont for a study, but even after a week of extensive searching, the government never found another glowing fish.


  The hope had been stripped from Chase’s heart, but it wasn’t the end of the world. He had Jonathan in his life. They were doing better than ever, and he could really picture a future with them together. Chase had gone through the stages of grief after losing his old body, and he was finally at peace with his new one once he got the results from the government search. They helped Chase get new IDs and start a new life. He rented out his house in Delmont as he looked for a job in the city. He wanted to become a woman in the trades and study carpentry. Chase was planning his application now that he had official government IDs with the name ‘Elizabeth’ on them.


  It wasn’t the life Chase had planned to live, but it was one he could accept. It was a life that could be better than the one he had before, as a man. Becoming Elizabeth felt like a curse when it first happened, but Chase was learning to love his new life. He wasn’t alone. He had Jonathan, who was now his best friend and his lover.


  Chase was sitting on the sofa when Jonathan walked through the door. “Hey beautiful, how was your day?”


  “Fantastic. About finished with my application for trade school. I walked to the store down the street and got us stuff to make pizza for dinner, too. I have the dough ready in the fridge.”


  Jonathan walked over to the sofa and bent over to kiss Chase. He was a few minutes later than normal because he’d stopped at the jewelry store to pick up the ring he had made for Chase. He never wanted Chase to run into the arms of another man, so he wanted to do something about it. Jonathan thought he would wait until the weekend for a romantic date on Lake Michigan, but the urge to propose was overwhelming.


  “What are you doing?” Chase asked as Jonathan dropped to one knee and pulled a box out of his suit jacket. Chase loved when he came from the office in his suit, looking dapper and sexy like a catalogue model.


  Jonathan opened the box to reveal the gorgeous diamond ring. “I know life has been complicated for you, but I want you. No matter if the world sees you as Elizabeth, I’ll know you’re Chase. I’ll know your truth. We can be life partners, no matter what happens. I don’t care, Chase. I love you more than I’ve ever loved another person, and I want you to be my life partner. My wife. My best friend. Will you marry me?”


  Chase touched his hand to his heart, tearing up as he stared at Jonathan’s handsome face. Chase nodded. “Yes, Jonathan. I’ll marry you.” He reached forward and ran his hand through Jonathan’s red hair before cupping his face. “You have done more for me than I ever could have asked, and I couldn’t imagine spending my life with anyone else. You know the old me, and the new me. You know the whole me.”


  Jonathan took the ring from the box and slid it on Chase’s left ring finger, claiming the woman he wanted to marry. Even if Chase turned back to a man, he would find a way to love him. The past couple of months tied them in eternal bonds. Jonathan wrapped his arms around Chase and placed his head in his lap.


  Chase patted Jonathan’s back, staring at his diamond ring with butterflies in his stomach. He would never forget his past as a man, but his future was as bright as the sun after a rainy day.


  That was the last day Chase thought of himself as a man in a woman’s body. It was the first day he accepted becoming Elizabeth with a full and open heart.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  It was a warm night in early summer as Raymond walked around downtown Detroit with a stressed mind and uneasy feeling in his stomach. Raymond had left everything he knew in sunny California to move to the snowy state. He had read about Michigan and its natural wonders, which led him to vacation in the state the year before before making the move to Michigan in the spring. He was regretting that decision months later as he walked around downtown Detroit.


  Raymond used to live in Silicon Valley and worked as a data scientist there. He helped develop one of America’s favorite applications. He made tons of money, but it only offered him a basic life in the expensive area. Raymond decided it was better to move to Michigan, where he bought a cheap house in the city limits of Detroit, a place vastly different from the Bay Area. He wanted to develop his own apps and make the money for himself he made for others.


  As time passed, however, Raymond wondered if he’d made the biggest mistake of his life by leaving the job he’d loved and its benefits. If he wanted to start his own company, he would have to make his own way. Raymond had no idea how expensive insurance and other overhead costs would be once he left his employer. Every time he saw his friends in California post selfies from their cushy lunchroom, a part of Raymond’s heart broke.


  Raymond walked from the skyscrapers lining the Detroit skyline to a park by the Detroit River. He could see the Canadian flag beating in the wind across the water. He had yet to go across the bridge to Canada and didn’t know when he would. Raymond heard they had a marathon in the city that went from the USA to Canada and back, but Raymond wasn’t much of a runner. He preferred a stationary bike.


  If Raymond was going to build another blockbuster application, he would need help. He had posted a job listing online and received more applications than he cared to read. He promised himself he would hunker down and try to give every candidate a chance, so he pulled out his phone to review them in the warm Michigan summer sun.


  The river was an icy blue as it flowed past. Raymond read through applications for an assistant. He needed someone with coding experience and the drive he once had. If he had someone younger, more energetic around, it would give him the energy to push ahead. All of his time and energy were going into his old Detroit home, and he had barely laid the groundwork for a new application. He only had so much in his savings, and time was marching along without care for Raymond’s wallet. Nobody had warned him how much money it took to maintain a home decades older than himself.


  Several of the candidates were lackluster and didn’t have any of the qualifications Raymond sought. He read through thirty resumes before his eyes grew tired, locking his phone. He leaned back, staring up at the clouds floating through the sky. One looked like a pair of panties, similar to the ones he was wearing under his jeans.


  He was wearing a pair of white cheeky bikini panties. They hugged his hips and dick like a glove. Raymond glanced around to make sure nobody was there before sticking his hand into his pants to touch his half-hard dick. Every man had a habit of touching his dick, and Raymond was no different. He loved how his cock felt when it was semi erect and pressing against his tight panties.


  His last girlfriend broke up with him when she found out he wore panties, dresses, and whatever else made him feel pretty when he wanted to play dress up. The ex’s name was Jessica, and she went on and on about how she needed a ‘real man’ after Raymond told her about his love for women’s clothing. Raymond used to wine and dine Jessica and bought her beautiful dresses he would have worn himself.


  Jessica broke Raymond’s heart, and he wanted nothing to do with her or any other woman. He would rather have his applications, a big house, and a room filled with beautiful clothes than some bitch who couldn’t respect who he was. Detroit wasn’t perfect, but at least it was far away from Jessica.


  Raymond reopened the list of applications to distract his mind from the thoughts of Jessica’s ghost. She was probably back in the Bay Area fucking some ‘real man’. Raymond was a man and didn’t need a woman like Jessica to tell him any differently.


  A group of people shouted in the distance, causing Raymond to pull his hand out of his pants. He didn’t want them to see him mindlessly rubbing his cock. Raymond wasn’t jacking off, but his cock just felt soft and thick. He loved touching it and found nothing wrong with that, as long as nobody saw.


  Raymond picked himself up and returned to the towering buildings of downtown Detroit, finding a coffee shop to relax in and review the rest of the applications he’d received. One stood out to him, a woman named Kate Adams. She was a rising senior in college, studied computer science, and lived in a town called ‘Shady Cove’. Raymond looked up the town to make sure she wouldn’t have a long commute. It was more of a suburb, not far from the city, but it was Raymond’s first time hearing of the area.


  He emailed her to set up an interview, promising himself he would read through the other applications later, but the house needed a lot of work. Raymond got in his car and drove to the paint store on his way home.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


  Kate Adams was walking around her studio apartment above her parents’ garage thinking about what she would do the rest of her summer. She had applied to several internships, but none of them felt right. Kate didn’t want to run around town buying coffees for someone all summer. She wanted to spend her time coding, building projects, and adding to her portfolio.


  Since Kate had yet to find work, she had spent the morning building a website for a volunteer organization. She enjoyed giving back any way she could. Coding was the easiest way for her to help someone who couldn’t afford it otherwise while practicing her skills. She had several websites for inner-city businesses in her portfolio and updated them yearly without charge.


  	Kate closed her computer to give her eyes a rest. She finished what she needed and decided to take a walk. She went to her closet and picked out her favorite sun dress. It was a pale blue color and beat against her legs in the breeze. She ran her fingers through her curly brown hair as she stared at herself in the mirror. Her skin was sun-kissed but still too pale for her liking. She wished she could tan, but only turned red if she stayed out too long in the sun.


  	The lake that fed into the Detroit River was a five-minute walk from Kate’s home. Her parents had a small two-bedroom, one-bath house with a detached garage. Since Kate helped them pay for the house from the money she made coding websites in high school, they purchased one where she could have her own space. Kate was eighteen when they bought the house and twenty-one now. Her parents paid the mortgage, but they wouldn’t have had a down payment without her.


  	Kate opened her door that led to a staircase in the garage. She went down the stairs and outside and took a deep breath of the fresh summer air. It felt incredible against her bare legs as she started down the path outside her home. She could smell the moisture in the air from the lake water. It wasn’t green and murky like many lakes, but a crystal blue.


  	The cove of Shady Cove was miles from her home in the nicer part of the suburb, but she loved her part of Lake St. Clair, regardless. There were endless trees, a bike trail, benches, and several docks where people dangled their feet over the rush of the water. She went to a bench, and there were many people in the park. It was a weekday afternoon when most people were at work.


  	Kate unlocked her phone and nearly screamed when she saw a message from Raymond Soto. He was a legend in the coding community for his work on applications. Kate didn’t believe it when she saw he had posted a job listing in Detroit. She wrote him a long email about how she wanted to create an application the country or world would love. It was Kate’s dream to change the world through her coding. She hoped the job listing wasn’t a scam though, because last she heard Raymond Soto was living in the Bay Area.


  	Kate: I would love to interview for the job. Was there somewhere you wanted to meet?


  	Kate didn’t know where an interview would take her or if Raymond Soto was really in Detroit, but she had a feeling this was the opportunity she had been searching for. Raymond didn’t seem like the type of person who would hire an assistant to have them pick up his lunch.


  She sat on the bench for several more minutes before going back to her studio above the garage to practice for her upcoming interview. Raymond hadn’t replied, but it was better to stay prepared than not.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


  Raymond got carried away with painting the house and didn’t see Kate’s reply until late in the night. He would have to hire people to refinish the floors and fix what he couldn’t, but the house already looked much better than when he had moved in after a deep clean and fresh paint. An inspector had told him the plumbing and electrical looked fine, so he took the man’s word on that and wouldn’t worry about it. The roof only had a year before it would need replacing, but Raymond still hadn’t decided if he wanted to stay in Michigan.


  Raymond’s house was west of downtown, and Kate lived on the other side, so they decided to meet at a place just east of downtown. Raymond had read a few other applications, but nobody had written him as effective a cover letter as Kate. She had an incredible portfolio of websites she designed for business owners around Detroit. She had a raw talent Raymond was looking to harness and use to create a masterpiece. He had worn his good-luck scarlet thong in hopes the interview would go well.


  Kate walked through the door wearing a gray pantsuit that looked incredible against her porcelain skin. Raymond waved at her to come sit by him. Kate grinned as she strutted across the room to the table, her heels clicking against the floor. She had a natural confidence about her that made people turn and glance in her direction as she walked. Raymond stood to shake her hand as she reached the table. 


  “You must be Kate. It’s great to meet you,” he said. Kate liked how he didn’t grip her hand with an inappropriate amount of strength like most men. “Please have a seat.”


  Kate felt her cheeks reddening as she sat across from Raymond. She had seen photos of him many times, but there was a charm about him in-person no photo could capture. The way his cheeks dimpled as he smiled, or the intoxicating smell of his cologne wafting across the table. It wasn’t overpowering, but subtle and seductive. “Thanks for inviting me to lunch,” Kate said. “I can’t believe I’m sitting across from Raymond Soto. Part of me thought this was a scam.”


  “Call me Ray,” he said and grinned. “I haven’t announced it online yet, but I moved to Detroit a few months ago.”


  “How are you liking it?”


  “It was crazy cold in the beginning, but the state is growing on me. Snow in April was a surprise. Are you from here?” he asked.


  Kate nodded, rubbing her palms against the skirt of her pantsuit under the table. “Yes, I grew up in Shady Cove.”


  “I saw you lived there on your resume. How do you like it?”


  “The area is gorgeous, but I like coming to the city, too. Would the job be in the city?”


  “Yes,” said Raymond. “I was thinking about renting an office space, but my house is huge. Would you mind working there if I gave you one of the bedrooms as an office?”


  Kate didn’t know what to think about working from Raymond’s home, but she told him it wouldn’t matter. “What did you have in mind, Ray? What job would I be doing? The ad only said working as your assistant, but I don’t want to spend all day running errands.”


  “Don’t worry, Kate. I wouldn’t hire an assistant for those things, and I wouldn’t expect you to run errands of mind unless there was an emergency. As you know, I’m from the Bay Area and worked for some of the largest tech companies in the country.”


  Kate nodded along as Raymond spoke, tracing the lines of his face into her memory. He was nine years older than her, but Kate found him incredibly handsome. She wasn’t sure if would be wise to work for a man she wanted to kiss. Kate planned to save herself for marriage. She didn’t want to give herself to the wrong man, and she avoided temptations at all costs. She went on dates but normally broke up with guys after a second date if she didn’t like them. Her longest boyfriend had lasted six dates, but he broke up with her because she wouldn’t put out.


  Every day in the office with Raymond could be more confusing than productive. She liked the sound of ‘Raymond’ on her tongue more than ‘Ray’, but she would call him by the name he preferred. “I know you’re from the Bay Area, Ray, so what brought you to Michigan?”


  “I paid for my house in cash, but I’m afraid the improvements it’ll need will eat into my savings. Either way, I’m hoping to make a top-earning application. I need someone bright, talented, and eager on my team, and I think that person is you,” Raymond said and leaned back in his chair, putting his hands behind his head.


  They had ordered salads for lunch. Kate picked up her fork, pushing around her lettuce. She said, “will you be able to pay me, Ray? How can I trust an employer who spent all his money on a house?”


  “That’s fair,” Raymond said with a chuckle. “I would ask the same question. I promise to pay you on time, every time. Would you mind doing a coding challenge for me?”


  “Like what?”


  “While we’re building toward a money-making idea, we will cash out with some game applications. Pool, cards, and other stuff nobody can copyright. If we make the games better than everyone else, we’ll make money. I’ll give you a small percentage of sales to make it interesting. Let’s say five percent?”


  “Don’t offend me, Ray. I’m young, but not stupid. The least I’ll do is fifteen percent of sales plus my salary. What’s the coding challenge?”


  “I like your style, Kate,” Raymond said and smirked. “Fifteen percent of the games, but only for the games you make.”


  “Okay,” said Kate. She told him she needed to know what the coding challenge was if he wanted her to do it.


  “Design the best game you can in one hour. I’ll take a walk to give you time. You can use my computer,” Raymond said and pulled a laptop from the bag by his side. He opened it to a program where Kate could make a game. “Questions?”


  Kate shook her head and got to work making a simple puzzle game with five levels. She didn’t want to stretch herself thin, but she added elements to the game like buzzers, bells, and hearts as lives. She finished with time to spare. Kate had made many games like it, so she didn’t have to reach too far into her imagination.


  Raymond returned five minutes before the hour ended. He played the game Kate created and had a smile on his face as he did. Kate loved how her creation made Raymond smile. She wondered if he had a girlfriend and thought about asking until she remembered it was a job interview. Raymond made her feel comfortable in a way no man had before. She didn’t know if it was because they both loved coding, or if there was something deeper, but her body tingled as she watched Raymond.


  “I would be crazy not to hire you,” he said. “Do you accept the job?”


  “When do I start?” she asked.


  “Tuesday? You can have a long weekend before we get down to the grind. That’ll give me enough time to set up your office as well. You don’t mind working from the house, right?”


  Kate shook her head. “I’m sure it’ll be fine. Will you send me the address?”


  “Yes, I’ll email you everything you need to know. Here’s my number just in case anything happens,” Raymond said and bent over to reach his bag by his chair. It fell over, spilling pens and pencils onto the floor. Raymond got out of his chair and crouched over to pick everything up. Kate covered her mouth as she noticed a thin scarlet line along Raymond’s lower back. It was a thong. Kate never wore thongs, but a smile crept to her face as she imagined Raymond wearing nothing but one. “What? Why are you smiling like that?”


  Kate shook her head. “It’s nothing, Ray. I’m just so excited to work with a brilliant mind like you.”


  Raymond’s shoulders relaxed. “I’m the lucky one. You’ll make a fantastic addition to the team. See you Tuesday,” Raymond said and placed his number on the table before waving goodbye to Kate and walking out the door.


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


  The weekend passed, and Tuesday morning had arrived. Raymond had spent the weekend changing rusty faucets, hardware on his cabinets, and putting together furniture he had ordered for the offices. The weekend went by in a blur of hard labor, and Raymond never thought to send Kate the information she needed.


  He had other thoughts on his mind as his eyes fluttered open hours later than he had expected to wake up. His house was looking better, besides the scuffed-up floors, but his body felt like he needed to spend the day in the spa. Raymond rolled over to check his phone. Kate had sent a message.


  Kate: Good morning, Ray. I hope all is well, but I never received any information from you. Do I still have the job? What would you like me to do?


  Raymond groaned as he thought about how frantic Kate must feel. He was always the employee and never the employer. It was different to have someone rely on his word. He wanted to tell her to come over, but Raymond had a singular mission to release the tension built up in his body. He ignored his phone, rolling out of bed and walking down the hall to the bathroom, wearing nothing as he did.


  His house had more bedrooms than he knew what to do with, so he was turning one into a closet. It was a far cry from the tiny apartment he used to pay astronomical rent to inhabit in the Bay Area. The boxes of his dresses, skirts, blouses, makeup, and other womanly items were tucked away in the closet of the spare bedroom. He had already dabbled in the dresses and panties but was feeling like a skirt that day.


  Raymond pulled out the box with his favorite skirts. He had planned to dress himself up after all his backbreaking work over the weekend and completely forgot about how he had told Kate she would start work. He wasn’t sure he had the organizational skills to run a business, but that wouldn’t stop him from trying, at least for a few more months.


  A tearing sound erupted around the barren room as Raymond pulled the tape from the box of skirts. He had an assortment, but one of his favorites was a plaid pleated skirt that made him feel like a schoolgirl. He held it in the air before placing it on his lap to brush off any loose fibers.


  Raymond was wearing nothing and didn’t plan on putting on panties since he didn’t have much time. Kate was waiting for him. He would pay her for the time he was wasting. His savings could handle it, for now. Raymond stood and slid the skirt up his legs. He never had much body hair, but wished he had time to shave. It wasn’t the end of the world.


  He needed nothing more than the skirt to make him feel feminine and fabulous as he twirled in the empty room. He spun until the skirt lifted itself in the air, revealing his bubble butt and flopping dick. Raymond fell to his knees as dizziness smacked into him. He giggled and reached up his skirt to touch his half-erect dick, rubbing it gently.


  Raymond’s dick hardened as he touched it, making him lose focus of the reality around him. He wanted someone to watch him stroke his dick, so he opened a chat roulette site and propped his phone against the opened box of skirts as he put his back to the wall. Raymond was bisexual and had a slight preference for women, but he loved jacking off with random guys online.


  Raymond had his legs splayed on each side of the box. He made sure the camera only had a view of his hard dick and the skirt surrounding it before he turned on the chat function. A man stroking his cock popped up. It was thick and juicy, and Raymond really wished it were in his mouth.


  The cock disappeared as quick as it appeared. A younger-looking guy with six-pack abs popped on the screen. He waved as he fucked a fleshlight with one hand behind his head. Raymond waved at the guy before clicking ‘next’.


  A cock popped on the screen from under someone’s desk. The man had his dick hanging out of the zipper in his pants. It was obvious he was working from an office building because Raymond saw the feet of someone pass. Raymond bit his lip as he stroked his dick.


  User 8982938: I like your skirt. You wear panties too?


  Raymond: Yeah. Didn’t have time.


  User 8982938: Put on a pair so I can cum.


  Raymond loved being told what to do by this man with hairy knuckles and a huge cock. He got on his hands and knees and crawled away from the camera, careful not to show his face. He put on a white thong with see-through fabric over the crotch. Raymond got back in front of the camera, rubbing two fingertips along his erect cock as though it were a clit. 


  User 8982938: Fuck, that’s hot. Pull it out the side and cum with me.


  Raymond did as the man said without a care for who he was or where he worked. All he thought about was that fat dick pushing between his parted lips. Raymond had never let a man fuck him, but he had sucked more dicks that he could count. He loved the feeling of a hot cock pushing against the back of his throat.


  Raymond: I wish I were under that desk sucking your dick.


  User 8982938: I’d make you choke on it.


  Raymond beat his dick faster. It was oozing from the tip and slick with precum. The office worker’s dick was dripping too, and Raymond wished he were there to catch every drop.


  Raymond: You’d have to make sure nobody heard me choking.


  User 8982938: Everyone in payroll uses headphones. Shit, I’m about to cum. Catch it.


  Raymond turned around and lifted his skirt to show the man his ass. He wouldn’t reveal his face to the camera. He was a public figure. Major newspapers had featured him in stories about the company where he used to work.


  User 8982938: Damn, that’s a nice ass.


  Raymond gasped as he noticed the pile of thick cum on a tan napkin that could have been from the man’s breakfast. It looked hot and wasted. Raymond held his hard cock, seconds from cumming himself as he leaned back against the wall.


  User 8982938: Shoot that load. I want to see it.


  It took seconds for Raymond to shoot his load all over the scratched-up wood floor. His chest rose and fell as his body relaxed from the orgasm. The man waved at the camera before logging off. Raymond ran his sticky hand along his leg to dry it, wondering where the man with whom he had shared ten minutes lived. The mystery was one of Raymond’s favorite parts about jacking off with strangers on the internet.


  Raymond took a shower, put on jeans and a t-shirt, and tucked his boxes back in the closet of the spare bedroom. He closed the door and went downstairs to his kitchen. He put coffee on to brew and opened the message from Kate as he waited.


  Raymond: Morning, Kate. Sorry it’s almost noon and you haven’t heard from me. I promise to pay you for the day. How about you get here at 1 pm, and I’ll show you everything?


  Raymond was typing in his address when a reply from Kate appeared.


  Kate: Okay! Tell me where to meet you, and I’ll be there.


  Raymond sent the address and poured himself a cup a coffee.


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


  Kate’s nerves vanished when Raymond’s text came through with the address and a promise to pay her for the morning. She left her house shortly after their conversation and arrived outside Raymond’s place with seven minutes to spare. She didn’t want to show up early in case Raymond was having a difficult day after waking up late, so she took a walk around the block.


  Raymond lived on a tree-lined street west of downtown. There were some single-family homes, but a lot of them had multiple units. Kate wondered how much the rents cost, but the chances of her moving soon were slim. She loved her studio apartment above the garage.


  Other thoughts also crossed Kate’s mind. She had spent the weekend thinking about thongs. She didn’t know what to make of Raymond wearing the scarlet thong at the interview, but she still found him cute. The mental image of Raymond wearing nothing except a thong wasn’t terrible either. She didn’t think she would ever have the chance to see Raymond that close to naked, but a woman could picture whatever she wanted.


  Kate ended up on Raymond’s porch a minute after the hour. She knocked and heard Raymond call from the other side. His hair looked wet and smelled freshly washed when he opened the door. “Sorry about this morning, Kate. I spent all weekend working around the house and felt exhausted,” Raymond said as he stepped aside to let Kate pass.


  “No worries,” she said. “I’m happy you’re doing well and in good spirits.”


  “Yes,” said Raymond. “I hope you like your office, Kate. Would you like a cup of coffee?”


  Kate shook her head as she followed Raymond into the kitchen. He offered her a glass of water, which she accepted. She had never had a job outside of website design, and those clients were nothing like Raymond. They always wanted to know what she was doing and when. They would put a camera on her if they could. Raymond was laid-back and unlike any boss she had ever encountered.


  “Let’s see your office,” Raymond said and waved for Kate to follow him. They went down the hall to the room that would be Kate’s office. There were two bedrooms on the main floor and three upstairs. Raymond slid open the pocket door to Kate’s office. She gasped when she saw it. There was a desk and chair in the middle, with a rug under them. She had an additional workspace to the side and a bookshelf. “You can put whatever books you’d like here, and I’ll get you anything you need to do the job, as long as it’s reasonable. My funds won’t last forever if we don’t make money,” Raymond said with a chuckle.


  Kate stepped around the room, unable to believe how much work Raymond had put into her office. “Ray, I can’t believe you did all this. It’s humbling,” she said, putting a hand over her mouth.


  “My office is next door,” he said. They walked next door to the bigger room with the closet. “Yours is technically the formal dining room, but there was a dirty mattress in there when I bought the house.”


  “I don’t know what things looked like before, but this house is incredible. I love the smell of fresh paint, too.”


  Raymond nodded. His eyes lingered on Kate as they stood in his office near the desk. “I don’t feel like working today, if I’m being honest,” said Raymond.


  “What should I do then?” said Kate. “I don’t want you to pay me for nothing.”


  Raymond thought about what Kate would look like on her knees with his dick slapping her face. He also pictured himself between her legs, licking her clit. He wondered if a man had ever pleasured her the way she deserved. Her brown hair glistened against the rays of sunlight pouring into Raymond’s office. Raymond rubbed his chin, thinking of a non-sexual way Kate could help him. “You could show me around Shady Cove,” he said.


  Kate didn’t hate Raymond’s proposition, so she agreed. She had spent most of the weekend reviewing code and learning as much as she could, so it was a disappointment they wouldn’t work on the applications, but Raymond was new to the area. “Are you driving?”


  “I can drive,” said Raymond.


  They went to his car parked in the driveway on the side of the house. Kate told Raymond where to turn, seeing her home through a stranger’s eyes as Raymond pointed out things she had become blind to, like an old diner frequented by retirees. “I haven’t been there in years, but we can go for lunch if you’d like.”


  Raymond shrugged. “We don’t have to, but I like how the building looks. Something like that would be filled with hipsters in California.”


  “I’ve never been to California. What do you miss most about it?”


  “My friends, I guess. I read Detroit might be the next great city for startups, so I thought I would try living here after visiting. It helped that I could pay cash for the house, too,” said Raymond. Kate told him the story of how she’d used her savings from web design to help her parents buy a house. “You did all that before you turned nineteen?”


  Kate nodded. She felt proud to have helped her parents. Her father was a janitor, and her mother worked as a cashier and floral arranger at a supermarket in Shady Cove. They worked hard to make ends meet and put all the extra they had toward making Kate’s childhood special. “What about you? Where are you from?” Kate asked as she turned into the park with the lake cove.


  “California,” said Raymond. He and his parents were close, but they didn’t speak often on the phone. They sent messages to each other throughout the week and saw each other on holidays, but he moved away from his hometown at eighteen and had never returned. “It’s a small town in the countryside of the northeastern part of the state.”


  “In the mountains?”


  Raymond nodded. “The land is beautiful, but I had ambitions when I graduated high school, and staying in a rural area wasn’t on that list.” Raymond told Kate how he went to school in Los Angeles but found the city oppressive and ended up in the Bay Area after landing an internship. “Where would you like to live if you could move anywhere?”


  Kate shrugged. Sometimes she thought about moving to California or New York or Texas, but part of her never wanted to leave the Mitten State. Michigan was her home, and she loved it for the buckets of snow in winter and long days in summer. “I don’t have plans on leaving the state, but I guess I would move to New York City if I had to choose somewhere.”


  They got out of the car. The lot was mostly empty, but the lake in front of them was crystal blue. “What’s the name of this lake?”


  “Lake St. Clair,” Kate said as she stared out to the gentle waves of the water. The cove wasn’t large, but it was great for swimming. There were a few families along the shore, and their children were splashing around in the water.


  “That’s why the Detroit River is so blue,” Raymond said as he gazed at the water.


  Kate nodded as they walked toward the water, wind blowing her brown hair and making it bounce against her shoulders. “Have you been here before?”


  Raymond shook his head. “I went to Lake Michigan and Traverse City during my visit, but I never came to this lake.”


  “Everyone goes to the West Side of the state,” Kate said as they walked away from the families on the shore. Neither of them had their swimming suits, and there was no one on the trail. “Did you go to the Cherry Festival?”


  “Yeah,” said Raymond. “The friend I came with said he would only come to Michigan if we went to the Cherry Festival. It took so long to drive there; we didn’t spend much time exploring Detroit or the surrounding areas.”


  “I went to Traverse City once when I was a little girl, but I don’t remember it well.”


  “The entire state is beautiful, but the sand dunes were special,” Raymond said as they walked along a trail following the shore of the lake, a foliage of leaves above them to offer shade.


  Kate giggled as a memory came to her. She had tumbled down the dunes when she tried to climb them and told Raymond the story from her past. “What did you do in the mountains of California?”


  “It depended on the season,” said Raymond. They used to get snow in the winter, and Raymond loved to ski until he had an accident and broke his leg. He still went skiing, but he wasn’t as adventurous as he was in his late teens. The summers were great for picking fruit and making grape juice. “My parents have an incredible garden, but I think they want to give it up soon.”


  Kate asked questions about Raymond’s parents as they put one foot in front of the other, enjoying the cool lake breeze and shade of the lush trees. Raymond was handsome, but his personality attracted Kate more than his looks. He didn’t take life too seriously and had the same goals Kate did: freedom in work and autonomy in life. Kate’s stomach grumbled, and she asked Raymond if he was hungry.


  “The diner?”


  “We can go there if you want, but don’t get mad at me if you hate the food,” she said.


  “I promise not to complain,” he said.


  They went back the way they came. The families were still in the cove, and their children were still splashing around. Kate never knew making money could be as relaxing as it was with Raymond. They made it to the diner and got a booth looking out to the street. “I can’t believe you’re paying me to show you around Shady Cove.”


  “Don’t get used to it,” Raymond said and chuckled. “There will be some hard days ahead.”


  “Nothing I can’t handle,” said Kate. Their server came over, and they ordered hamburgers with fries. Water to drink. “Is lunch included?”


  “Today it is,” he said. “You’re getting a lot from me, Kate. You better make it worth it.”


  “I was ready to work this morning, but you’re the one who wants to pay me to act as a tour guide.”


  Raymond put up his hands in defense. He had spent his morning on the bare floor of his future closet stroking his dick. He wasn’t angry at how his day turned out, but he would have to get to work soon if he didn’t want to run out of money. “Why don’t we talk business then? Give me some ideas for game applications,” he said.


  Kate squinted as she thought. She told him they could make a racing game, trivia, cards. She pulled a piece of paper from her purse and started making a list. “What do you think is the best, Ray?”


  He wanted to say she was the best as he stared into her eyes. Raymond had been with many women in his life, but only a few gave him butterflies like Kate. She was different. There was something special about her, and Raymond wanted to harness her powers. She would make fifteen percent of her games, and if a game became popular, she could buy out more of a share. “They’re all great, but maybe we could start with trivia? We’d have to make it special,” he said.


  Their server came back with the hamburgers and fries, leaving catsup and their bill on the table. “They don’t waste any time, do they?” Raymond asked as he glanced at the ticket.


  “Guess not,” she said. “Thanks for being a cool boss.” Kate gazed into Raymond’s eyes, which made him stir in his seat. 


  Her mahogany eyes were beautiful and seductive. Raymond tried to look away but couldn’t, which brought redness to his cheeks. “You’re welcome,” he said. “I’m sorry for not giving you my address. It was a long weekend.”


  “Not to worry. I love my office. Should I get there at nine tomorrow?”


  “Yeah, that’d work,” he said. They ate their hamburgers and tried to avoid eye contact, looking anywhere else if their gaze met. Kate knew Raymond was nine years older than her, but she wanted him more than she’d ever wanted any man before him. None of her past boyfriends compared to the man sitting across from her, and she didn’t care if he liked to wear scarlet thongs. She wanted to ask him about the thong and if he was wearing one then but couldn’t muster the courage. “Where do you live?”


  “Close to here. We can drive past my house on the way back to yours if you’d like.”


  “Yeah, let’s do it,” he said. Raymond paid the bill. Kate told him where to turn, and they drove slowly past her house. She pointed out her studio above the garage. She saw her dad moving past the living-room window and didn’t say a word about him being there. They knew she’d gotten a new job in the city but hadn’t asked much more about it. “That looks cute. Will you let me see it one day?”


  Kate shrugged, not knowing if it was normal for a boss to ask such a question. “Maybe,” she said. Kate didn’t know how she would maintain boundaries with Raymond when she felt her body tingle and guards fissure. He drove them back to his house, and Kate got in her car when they arrived. “See you in the morning,” she said.


  “See you then, Kate,” Raymond said and waved before walking up the path to his house.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


  Working for Raymond had its pluses and minuses. Kate loved her office, developing games, and eating lunch with Raymond. She loved how he tested her and never expected her to spend her days running his errands. The only negative of the job was her crush on Raymond.


  “How’s the bug coming?” Raymond asked, popping his head into Kate’s office. She never closed the door. He came to check on her often throughout the day. She had a fantasy of him appearing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a thong. She always watched when he bent over to see if she could see another. Once, she had. “Did you work it out? I was hoping we could release a beta version next week.”


  “I think so. Do you want to try playing the game?” she asked.


  Raymond nodded and took a seat next to her. She could smell the hint of his cologne or aftershave, and it drove her wild. The smell did things to her body she’d never felt. It made her tingle between her locked thighs, wishing Raymond would touch her in a way no other man had.


  “It’s working,” Ray shouted. “We need to work on the graphics, but I love the gameplay.”


  “I’m glad you like it,” said Kate. She didn’t care about the game. She cared about Raymond liking her.


  Raymond noticed Kate staring at him when he placed the cell phone on her desk. It was an extra they used to test games. Two weeks had passed since she started working for him, and the sexual tension between them was out of control. Raymond didn’t know how many men Kate had dated, but he sensed an innocence about her. He wanted to kiss her, but stopped himself from crossing the line. He didn’t want her to sue him for sexual harassment. She would have to kiss him first. “I guess you’re free for the day, unless there was something else you could think to add to the application.”


  Kate couldn’t think clearly with Raymond’s scent floating into her nostrils. She shook her head and stood. She had to leave before she made a fool of herself by kissing him. Kate grabbed her purse and rushed out the door, waving bye to Raymond.


  She played the radio at the loudest volume it would go as she sped down the highway back to her house in Shady Cove. Her parents were home, and she normally went over to eat dinner with them right after work, but she needed time to herself before she could face them.


  Kate ran into the garage and up her stairs, locking the door her parents didn’t have a key to open. It was a flimsy door, and they could break it down in an emergency, but Kate refused to let them have a key. The studio was her sanctuary. She had decorated it like she loved by adding a rug, artwork, and some pottery she bought from local artists.


  Kate threw herself on the bed, pulling down the window that faced her parents’ house. Kate had only masturbated a few times in her life, and it never went well, but she couldn’t do anything else until she relieved herself. She pulled down the jeans she was wearing, along with the white cotton panties beneath them. Kate trimmed her pubic hair but had never shaved herself bare.


  She reached down and gasped as she felt how wet her pussy was. The moment she touched it her mind went back to Raymond next to her in the office. His smell. His hazel eyes. The way he was looking at Kate made her bite her bottom lip as she touched her gushing pussy. She closed her eyes, and an image of Raymond wearing a scarlet thong came to her mind.


  His dick was erect. It was pressing against the fabric of his thong. The outline of his cock brought moisture to Kate’s mouth as she thought about getting to her knees to suck it. Would he pull on her hair? Would his dick taste salty? Kate had never sucked a dick in her life, but she wanted to taste Raymond’s.


  It didn’t matter to her if he had been with other women. She didn’t care if he wasn’t a virgin, but she wanted to give herself to him. There was no other man in the world as worthy as Raymond to take her for the first time.


  Kate’s back arched as she thought of Raymond dropping his thong to the floor and pushing his dick into her pussy. She pushed her fingers into her pussy, brushing her clit as she did. She didn’t know how powerful her clit was, and she didn’t have to for the light touch to knock the wind out of her. Kate came for the first time in her life with half a finger in her pussy.


  She didn’t know if she screamed or moaned or what, but Kate couldn’t see straight as her body came down from the high of her first orgasm. If only she had felt one before twenty-one years of age. It was incredible.


  Kate took a shower and changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt before going to the house for dinner. Her parents asked her about work before turning to gossip they’d heard about a neighbor getting arrested.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


  Raymond had launched the game the previous weekend, and it got some downloads without them having to pay for advertisements. Raymond planned to launch an ad campaign once the game made a little more money. Kate was avoiding him since the day she fixed the bugs, and her work had never been better. She laid the foundation for their next game in a matter of days. Their work life was great, but the tension was undeniable.


  It was near the end of the workday on a Friday. The weather was incredible, and the sun wouldn’t disappear from the sky for hours. Raymond knocked on Kate’s office door. She told him to come in, and he sat in the chair across from her. She was staring into his eyes in a way she hadn’t in days. Raymond averted his eyes as nerves crawled across his skin.


  “Anything else I can do for you, Ray?” said Kate.


  He shook his head. “No, Kate. You’re free to go,” he said. He had bought wine, vegetables, and steaks for them to grill in the backyard but couldn’t find the courage to ask Kate to stay. She was an incredible employee, and he didn’t want to ruin their work relationship, but he was dying to taste her lips against his.


  A flash of disappointment crossed Kate’s expression. She had been sending mixed signals all week. They had grown close over the month of working together, and Raymond was losing his mind trying to figure out how to handle Kate. He watched as she closed her laptop and gathered her bags to leave. Kate looked at him as though she were testing him. She shrugged and walked past Raymond toward the front door.


  He sat there in the chair listening to her footsteps, paralyzed and afraid of asking Kate to stay. He heard Kate’s footsteps stop and expected to hear the front door open, but it didn’t. Raymond took a deep breath and hopped out of his chair, darting into the hall. “Kate, wait. Don’t leave,” he said.


  She turned to him. “Why, did I miss something?”


  “No, but you would if you leave.”


  “I don’t understand, Ray. What are you saying?”


  Raymond pushed his hands into his jean pockets. “I bought steaks. Would you like to stay for dinner?”


  “As your employee?” she asked. “Or…?”


  “I don’t know. You’re an incredible employee, and I don’t want to lose that, but there’s something else here. Tell me you can’t feel it,” said Raymond. He was putting everything on the table. Kate could break his heart, and he would swallow his pride if she did. If he didn’t tell Kate how he felt, he would accomplish nothing with her working in the next room. “Let’s have dinner. What do you say?”


  “You’re cooking?” asked Kate.


  Raymond nodded. “If you want to help, you can. If not, I don’t mind doing the work.”


  “I think I’ll watch,” she said. Kate pulled out her phone and told Raymond she would text her parents to tell them she was hanging out with friends. There was nothing dishonest about her message, but she was hoping Raymond would become much more than a friend.


  “Suit yourself,” Raymond said, secretly loving that Kate told him she’d rather watch. After years of dating and never finding a woman who wanted to dominate him, Raymond had given up hope. He stared at Kate, wondering what she was capable of under the innocent surface. “Would you like a glass of wine?”


  “Are we moving the party to your kitchen?”


  “Yeah, let’s do it,” Raymond said and grinned as Kate rose her eyebrow at him. “I didn’t mean it like that.”


  “It’s okay, Ray. I wasn’t thinking you did, but I see where you mind is,” she said.


  Raymond blushed and walked to the kitchen before he could embarrass himself again. He opened the bottle of wine and poured them each a glass. “I’m making us grilled vegetables and steak. Let me prep everything, and then we can move this party outside. Mind waiting here while I light the fire?”


  “Not at all. Take your time,” Kate said, gazing at Raymond with lust in her eyes.


  He swallowed and rushed outside before the growing member in his pants revealed itself. There was charcoal in his detached garage, and he had a grill on the back porch. It only took a few minutes to get the fire going.


  Kate was inside walking around Raymond’s kitchen, glancing in his cabinets. He cooked much more than she did. Her studio had a tiny kitchen, and she barely used it for anything other than cereal or a microwaved meal. Her mother cooked dinner every night, and Kate washed the dishes. That was how it’d been her entire life. She wouldn’t mind Raymond cooking her meals more often. She thought about telling him to wear nothing but a thong while he cooked but didn’t. Kate wasn’t sure how he would react if he knew she knew he liked to wear lingerie.


  Raymond came back inside, smelling like lighter fluid and smoke. “I’ll chop the vegetables, and we can head outside in a second.”


  “Do you have a citronella candle? I hate mosquitoes,” said Kate. She held her wine glass with two fingers and leaned back as she watched Raymond.


  “Yeah, there are a few in the garage. I’ll pull them out before we go outside,” Raymond said as he washed vegetables in the sink. He prepared the steaks with seasoning after, washing his hands as soon as he stopped touching the meat. He cut the vegetables and placed them on a tray. “I’ll check the fire and light candles.”


  Kate’s eyes followed Raymond as he went to the backyard. She watched him disappear into the garage and come out with several candles. He lit them on the table he had on his back patio. Kate stood and went outside now that the candles were roaring. “How’s the fire?” she asked.


  “I might have to restart it,” Raymond said and pushed a hand through his hair.


  “Do you need help? My parents taught me how to light a grill when I turned thirteen,” she said. “It has been my job ever since.”


  “Show me your ways,” said Raymond.


  Kate grinned. She stepped forward and told Raymond to move aside as she rearranged the dead coals. They hadn’t even caught fire before. “Get me some newspaper or old paper bags. Something you won’t miss,” she said and snapped her fingers.


  “Don’t forget I’m your boss,” Raymond said, putting his hands on his hips.


  “If you don’t want to cook, I can go home and eat dinner there. No problem for me,” Kate said, throwing up her hands as she shrugged her shoulders. She placed her wine on the table and headed toward the door to leave, but Raymond called out for her to stop.


  He ran up to her and stopped cold when she turned to face him. There was something in her eyes he hadn’t seen before in their month of working together, and it made him want to get to his knees before her. “I would like it if you stayed… to light the fire. I shouldn’t hold being the boss over you.”


  Kate shook her head. “No, Ray, you shouldn’t. You’re the one who asked me to stay, so why don’t you be a gentleman and grab me some scrap paper?”


  Raymond nodded, looking past Kate to the door. She stepped aside so he could go inside. A rush came over her as she looked around Raymond’s backyard; the sun slowly falling from the sky and creating a gradient of warm colors. The backdoor opened, and Kate kept her back to Raymond as he approached. “It’s a lovely night, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, it is,” he said. “Here’s some newspaper.”


  Kate turned and snatched the newspaper from Raymond, giggling as she did. Her wine rocked in the glass like the surface of the ocean. “Thanks,” she said. Kate exaggerated each bend as arranged the charcoal and paper. Raymond’s eyes were on her each time she peeked, bringing a smile to her hidden face. “That should do it. Give me a lighter,” she said.


  “Lighter fluid?”


  “I don’t think it’ll be necessary,” she said. Kate lit the fire how she had done many times at her own home. The coals caught, and the fire roared. She grabbed the lighter fluid from where Raymond had left it on the table. “Just for fun,” she said and squirted the liquid onto the flame, making it jump toward the sky.


  “You’re a master,” said Raymond. “I have much to learn.”


  Kate could no longer resist the urges that made her touch herself when she was alone at night. The urges that filled her when she woke up in the morning. Kate hadn’t touched herself at Raymond’s, but she had come close. Being around him five days a week was driving her crazy. Kate looked directly at Raymond and said, “do you want to kiss me, Ray?”


  Raymond nodded without missing a beat. “May I?”


  “I haven’t decided,” Kate said, laughing as she walked past Raymond and flopped down on the outdoor sofa. She held the wine glass to her lips and took a sip as she looked at Raymond. Her confidence was coming from somewhere she couldn’t identify, but it was swimming through her. Having Raymond in her presence made her want to control him, regardless of the fact he was her boss.


  Raymond stood by the fiery grill, staring at Kate in disbelief as she sipped her wine and stared at him. She told him she was hungry. He turned and went inside to grab the steaks, his mouth falling open when he walked through the door. No girlfriend of his had been as demanding as Kate, and it was making him rock hard. Luckily, he was wearing a tiny pink thong that held his dick like tape. Raymond rubbed his dick through his jeans, closing his eyes and moaning as he did. He wanted Kate more than anything, and she was being a tease.


  Kate stared at Raymond as he carried the plates with the steaks to the grill. “How long have you wanted to kiss me?” she asked.


  Raymond swallowed as he placed the steaks on the grill. They sizzled as they hit the metal. “Is this a trick question?”


  “Why would it be a trick?” she asked. “I’ve thought you were cute since before I met you. You didn’t know who I was until you interviewed me.”


  Pops of fireflies appeared in the air as the sky darkened. There was still enough light to grill, but they would have to eat inside at the dining-room table. “I thought you were attractive the moment I laid eyes on you, but that wasn’t why I hired you.”


  “I know,” Kate said and stood. She walked over to Raymond with the wine glass in her hand. It made her feel powerful. Kate put her hand on Raymond’s shoulder as they stood over the grill. “The steaks look good,” she whispered into his ear.


  “Thanks,” Raymond replied in a breathy voice. He turned to Kate, the heat of the flame kissing his skin. Raymond stared into Kate’s brown eyes and knew he could no longer resist her pull. “Can I kiss you?”


  Kate nodded. Raymond lifted his hand to the side of his face, closing his eyes the same moment she did. Raymond’s lips met Kate’s, and they tasted better than he had imagined. His body tingled as he pulled away to stare into her glossy eyes. “I liked that,” she said.


  “Me too.”


  “Don’t forget about the food,” Kate said and reached behind Raymond, squeezing his ass. She didn’t know what was coming over her, but she loved it. Kate had never grabbed a boy’s ass before, but it felt right. “Did you like that?”


  Raymond bit his bottom lip and nodded. “You don’t know how much.”


  “That’s enough kissing for tonight,” she said and laughed, returning to her place on the outdoor couch. “Where’s my food?”


  “Coming right up,” Raymond said and rushed inside to grab the vegetables, his hard cock throbbing against the pink fabric beneath his jeans. They had an amazing dinner and kissed again before Kate left for the weekend.


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


  Kate spent her entire weekend recalling the kiss and touching herself at the thought of Raymond taking her virginity. She had been waiting for the right man and was positive she’d found him. Raymond had looks and smarts. She wanted to tell people he was her first, if they ever asked.


  Monday morning came, and Kate left her house early to head to Raymond’s. She wore a purple shirt dress and matching lipstick. She had on extra eyeliner and her favorite mascara. It didn’t clump or make her eyelashes look unnatural, and they got miles longer. She wore black pumps and her hair down for the first time since she’d started. Kate applied a spritz of perfume when she arrived at Raymond’s before getting out the car.


  Kate took a deep breath before knocking on the door. “You’re early,” Raymond said when he opened the door. He looked shocked when he registered Kate’s outfit. “You look incredible, Kate.”


  She smiled and pushed hair behind one ear as she cast her eyes to the side. “Thank you, Ray. Should we get to work?” Kate said and lifted her head, walking past Raymond. Her stilettos clicked against the hardwoods as she walked down the hall to her office. Raymond followed her. “Would you like coffee?” Raymond asked Kate as she threw her purse on the desk.


  “Sure, you know how I like it, don’t you?”


  “Yeah,” Raymond said and dashed to the kitchen. Kate smiled as she heard Raymond working around the kitchen to fix her coffee how she liked. Raymond rushed back into the room moments later. “Here you are. Coffee with a touch of cream and sugar,” he said as he placed it on Kate’s desk.


  Raymond had spent the weekend thinking about their kiss as well. He’d spent more time jacking off than he had in months, soiling countless panties. He washed two loads of laundry on Sunday night and ended up pleasuring himself in front of the washing machine, watching himself in the glass of the front loader.


  Kate dipped her finger in the coffee and watched Raymond as she licked it clean. “It’s a little cold, don’t you think?”


  He had made the coffee a couple hours before and had left it on the burner. “I could put on a fresh pot,” he said.


  “That’s not necessary. We have work to do,” she said and smirked as Raymond opened and closed his mouth without words. “What should I work on today, Ray? I need your guidance.” Kate batted her eyes, loving how her every action made Raymond squirm.


  “I started a game over the weekend,” said Raymond. “We can work on that, or you could start an independent project, so we could release two games sooner.”


  “Hmm,” Kate said and tapped her finger against her chin. “I was thinking about a bubble game over the weekend. Characters popped into my head and everything, but why would I give you my best ideas for a measly fifteen percent?”


  “If your game takes off, I promise you’ll be able to earn a larger share, but it’s best to keep your cut at fifteen percent,” he said. “I’m paying you a salary, too.”


  “Fine,” she said. She waved Raymond away and told him she had to get to work. Kate wasn’t sure what she would do when the new school year started. Her job was so much more fun than a boring classroom. She never wanted to return, but knew she would have to at summer’s end. The thought depressed her, so she ignored it and focused on the task in front of her. Kate sketched out her ideas on paper before she tried to put them in code. She wanted her bubble game to have levels, bosses, and everything people loved in their applications.


  Hours had passed without Kate glancing at the clock when Raymond popped his head in her door to ask if she wanted lunch. “Yeah, I’ll take a turkey sandwich. Thanks,” she said.


  “Side?”


  “Surprise me,” she said.


  Raymond put his thumb up before leaving to head down the street to the deli they frequented. Kate had gone once, but Raymond liked to get out of the house and run errands. Their first racing application was making money, and he was feeling more confident about his prospects in Michigan.


  Kate found herself distracted after the front door closed. She could no longer focus on the application she was developing, so she stood to stretch. She walked around the living room and kitchen, glancing at the staircase she had never climbed with more curiosity. What did Raymond have upstairs?


  Her stilettos clicked on the floor as she walked toward the staircase. She looked up the stairs and told herself not to do it, but her curiosity won in the end. She held the railing as she ascended the stairs. There were two open doors, and one was closed. Kate flinched each time her heels clicked against the wood floors, so she took them off, but the floorboards still squeaked.


  She went to the open bedroom closest to her. There was an unmade bed, and the room smelled of Raymond. There was a large painting with three thick black lines that looked like it could be the silhouette of a woman. Kate opened the closet door, and there were random cleaning supplies. Raymond had a bedside table with an alarm clock on it. She opened it, expecting to find something nasty, but there was nothing more than an e-reader.


  Kate left the bedroom and went down the hall to the other open door. It had a bed with two side tables. There was nothing special about the room, and Kate assumed it was his guest bedroom. The third door was between the other two. Kate’s heart raced as she placed her hand on the knob, holding her heels in her other hand, which was shaking.


  She opened the door and found a room filled with clothing like a store. There was a vanity with a jewelry box and an assortment of makeup. Dresses, skirts, blouses, and more hung on various clothing racks. The clothes had been divided by season and color and gender. Raymond also had an extensive collection of men’s clothing. Button-ups, slacks, jeans, ties, belts, and watches. Kate walked around the room in awe of the collection Raymond had amassed.


  Kate lost herself in the fabrics, textures, and beauty of the clothing. She had never been able to afford more than clothes that were on sale from the previous season. Raymond had designer labels, dresses with tags that showed they’d never been on sale, and an endless collection of shoes. Kate loved heels, but only owned a couple of pairs. She placed hers to the side as she dropped to her knees to admire the shoes along the wall.


  The door opened downstairs, which shook Kate out of her trance. She panicked as she looked around for her shoes, which were on the other side of the line of shoes. She had crawled across the room, shaking with nerves. Raymond had returned, and she was in his secret closet.


  “Kate,” she heard Raymond call from downstairs. “Where are you? Are you in the backyard?”


  Kate held her breath as she heard Raymond head toward the back and open the backdoor. She stood and raced across the room for her shoes, but the squeaky floorboards cursed her. Raymond bolted to the steps when he heard Kate upstairs, his face twisted and distorted as he stared at Kate from the bottom of the stairs. “What are you doing up there, Kate?” he asked.


  “Nothing, I…” Kate began but couldn’t come up with an excuse before Raymond charged upstairs. She ran to the guest bedroom, having closed the door to his closet. Raymond took a position in front of the door, red-faced and panting.


  “You have no right to be up here. I gave you an office. There’s a bathroom and kitchen downstairs. Why would you come up here?” he asked. There was a desperate tone in Raymond’s voice.


  “It’s okay, Ray,” Kate said in a soft voice. She wanted him to know she didn’t care if he liked to wear women’s clothing. “I saw you wearing a scarlet thong the day you interviewed me.”


  Raymond’s eyes widened. “You what?”


  “Your secret is safe with me, Ray. I like your collection. I bet I could fit a few of those dresses,” she said.


  Raymond’s shoulders slumped as his head bowed. “I can’t believe you’ve known this entire time without saying a word.”


  Kate felt more confident as Raymond’s anger subsided. She lifted herself from the bed in the guest bedroom and walked to him, placing her hand on his chest. She had never been with a man, but her intuition told her Raymond was a man she could love. He was someone she could grow with as a person. She could push him, and he could push her. “I don’t care if you like to dress like a girl.”


  Lifting his chin, Raymond looked into Kate’s eyes. “You don’t?”


  She shook her head. “Not at all. Do you mind if I pick out an outfit for you to wear?”


  “You would do that?” he asked.


  Kate put her hand over Raymond’s that was still on the knob. She twisted it to open the door to Raymond’s magnificent closet room. They pushed open the door, and a wave of embarrassment rushed over Raymond as his collection faced them. “Don’t make that face, Ray. I think your clothes are beautiful.”


  Raymond shrugged, not knowing what to say. He had always wanted a woman like Kate but never expected to find one after years of disappointment. “Do you mind if I use the bathroom before you dress me up?”


  “Take your time. I’m going to try on some of your dresses,” she said. Kate felt like a weight had been lifted from her body, but she didn’t realize the heaviness had found its way to Raymond. He walked to the bathroom with hung shoulders. He closed the door and ran hot water in his clawfoot bathtub. It had been days since he last shaved, and he needed a touchup.


  Staring at himself in the mirror, Raymond slapped his face. You can do this, he told himself. Kate’s age doesn’t matter. You’d be a fool to pass up this chance.


  Raymond took a deep breath after giving himself a pep talk and stepped into the clawfoot tub. The water was a touch past his ankles when he shut it off and perched on the tub’s edge. He lathered his legs in shaving cream before dipping the razor into the steaming water. Raymond ran the razor up his leg, ridding himself of the hair that had reappeared since the last time he shaved his body. Raymond went through the motions; grateful he didn’t have much hair.


  He rinsed off and dried himself with a plush towel. He rubbed lotion into his dry, sensitive skin to avoid any future outbreaks. Raymond didn’t have any clean underwear in the bathroom, so he wrapped the towel around his waist and walked down the hall to the room he used as his closet. He knocked, “Kate, would you mind passing me some underwear?”


  Kate opened the door. She was wearing a red dress that had a ballooned bottom with white tulle beneath. Her eyes went up and down Raymond’s body, which made his dick jump. He wanted to drop his towel but wouldn’t disrespect her. “You want a thong? I would love to see you in that scarlet one.”


  Raymond blushed at the thought of showing Kate his scarlet thong. He knew it was possible people could see his thongs when he bent over, but nobody had ever said anything to him, so he figured they never saw. It made him wonder how many people in his life knew he wore women’s lingerie. “I have one that’s better,” he said.


  “But I want to see the scarlet thong,” Kate said and pouted.


  “Whatever you wish,” he said. Raymond grabbed the scarlet thong from the chest of drawers he had against the wall. He went back to the bathroom and put the thong on, adjusting himself in the mirror so his dick looked as big as possible. Raymond took a deep breath before stepping back into the hall, where Kate was waiting for him.


  Kate gasped when she saw Raymond in his scarlet thong. Her eyes went to the outline of his dick. She could make out its head, shaft, and his balls were unmistakable. She wanted to play with his dick more than she’d ever wanted to play with a dick before. “Twirl,” she said and made a circle with her finger in the air.


  Raymond put his hands on his hips and turned in a circle, avoiding Kate’s intense stare. “What do you think?” he asked in a feminine voice. A voice he practiced when he was alone and sitting in front of the mirror dolled up from head to toe.


  “I love it,” she said. “I wish we had the same shoe size, but mine will have to do. Come on, I picked out some outfits for you to try.” Kate grabbed Raymond’s hand to pull him into the closet room. Her heels clicked against the floor as she ran to the clothes she had set aside for Raymond to wear.


  “What do you have for me?” he asked, now feeling comfortable and confident in his scarlet thong.


  Kate lifted a white sun dress first but then shook her head when she held it up to Raymond’s body. Her second outfit was a black faux leather miniskirt with a plum twist-front blouse that had long sleeves. Kate considered that outfit against the third option, which was a pink tulle skirt with a black corset top. “I don’t know, Ray. Which one do you like?”


  Raymond didn’t mind either outfit. He loved wearing anything that made him feel feminine and fabulous. “What did you want to do? If we aren’t going anywhere, I could wear the corset top and pink skirt,” he said.


  “Did you buy us lunch?” she asked, remembering Raymond had gone to pick up sandwiches before she climbed the stairs to find his closet.


  “Yeah,” he said. “We should eat them soon before they turn to mush.”


  “Corset and pink skirt it is, then,” Kate said. “Don’t forget to wear a pair of heels. I’ll set the table for us. Backyard or inside?”


  “Just you wait. I’ll be a different person next time you see me.”


  “You didn’t answer my question, Ray.”


  “Outside,” he said, walking over to his vanity and forgetting anything about his sandwich as he sat in front of the mirror. Kate’s heels clicked on the hardwoods as she walked downstairs to the kitchen to set up their lunch outside. She filled glasses with ice water and lit citronella candles.


  Raymond sat in front of his mirror, applying makeup as he had a million times before. He transformed the lines of his face to reduce the masculinity of his jaw and make it appear more feminine. He knew how to make his nose look thinner and longer, as though he had a nose job. The last touch was his favorite blonde wig, but he wouldn’t put it on until he slipped into the skirt and corset.


  He put on white opaque stockings before sliding the pink tulle skirt up his legs. Raymond put on a garter belt so the stockings wouldn’t fall. He would have worn tights but didn’t want to block his scarlet thong in case anything might happen with Kate. Raymond put on the corset next. It tied up the sides, so he didn’t need any help to put it on. The wig came last, and Raymond didn’t recognize himself when he placed it on his head; he never did.


  Kate called up the stairs that she was going to eat without him. Raymond hollered that he was on his way down. He ran over to the heels and grabbed a pair of white heels with a peep toe and an ankle strap. He slipped them on and couldn’t resist rushing back to the vanity for a pair of silver earrings. Kate threatened to eat without him again, and he darted out of the room, even though there were a million other things he could have done to feminize himself.


  “Who are you and what have you done with Ray?” Kate asked when Raymond stepped outside, smiling from the nerves rushing through his body. “Come over here and sit down so we can eat.”


  Raymond plopped on the outdoor sofa. “What do you think?”


  Kate ran her fingers along the white stockings. “You look incredible, Ray,” she said, leaning forward to kiss him. It was still a workday, but neither of them cared to work. “Now I must eat, or I’ll lose my mind. Nobody wants to see that.”


  Raymond chuckled and told Kate to eat. He wanted to run back upstairs and spend more time in the mirror, but that would have been rude. He picked up his plate and held it with his left hand as he picked up the sandwich with his right. The bread hadn’t been ruined, and the flavors had time to meld. “I love these sandwiches,” Raymond said after his first bite.


  “Mhm,” Kate agreed, nodding as juices dripped from her lips. She wiped her face with a napkin and laughed at herself. “I’m so clumsy.”


  “I like that about you,” Raymond said and touched Kate’s leg. “There’s a lot I like about you, Kate.”


  Kate set her plate on the table to turn to Raymond. “Me too,” she said. “You look incredible right now. There’s so much more to you than most guys, Ray.”


  “That’s how I feel about you, Kate. No woman compares,” he said.


  An intensity lingered between them as powerful as a bonfire. Kate wanted to give herself to him. She wanted to lift his skirt and ride his dick, as she had imagined in her fantasies when she touched herself, but she was nervous to take the next step. “There’s something you should know about me, Ray.”


  “What?”


  “I’m a virgin.”


  A silence fell between them. Raymond loved Kate. He could feel it in his bones, but taking a person’s virginity was a major responsibility. “You are?”


  Kate nodded. “I am, but I want to lose it to you.”


  Raymond wrapped his hands around hers. “Whenever you’re ready. We can take it slow, Kate. There’s no other woman in my life,” he said.


  Kate leaned forward and kissed Raymond lightly. “You’re an incredible man, Ray.”


  He shook his head. “Having you in my presence makes me better than I’ve ever been.” Kate hugged him before turning back to her sandwich. She switched the conversation to the bubble application she was developing. She thought it was going to become a hit, but they thought that about every game they put on the market.


  They finished their food, and Kate said they should get back to work, but Raymond was over working for the day. “You know what would be better?”


  “No,” Kate said and shook her head.


  “Let’s paint our nails,” he said. “I haven’t done it in forever, and they need some color. Don’t you think?”


  “That’s not a bad idea. Let’s do it,” she said. They went inside, and Raymond pulled out all his polishes. They watched reality TV as they painted their nails. Raymond chose a pink to match his skirt, and Kate used a lime green because she didn’t care if it matched or not. She didn’t wear polish often, but it was fun to sit around and paint their nails and talk about the crazy people on reality television.


  It was the best date either of them ever had, and it came about by accident. Kate would never regret climbing those stairs, only to have Raymond catch her snooping.


  




  CHAPTER NINE


  Weeks passed of afternoons after work spent dressing Raymond up in dresses, skirts, and lingerie. They made out every night but hadn’t gone further than that. Kate wanted to know for sure before she gave herself to Raymond. No matter how much she loved him, she knew she wouldn’t be able to return to her pure state. Once her virginity was taken, it was gone forever.


  It was another summer afternoon after work, and they were in Raymond’s backyard. They always ended up in Raymond’s backyard after the workday. He would head up to his closet and slip into something more feminine and comfortable before coming back downstairs for wine and dinner. They cooked some nights or ordered in others. Kate had even helped Raymond wash dishes once or twice, but he didn’t seem to mind doing it all. He treated her like a queen, and she loved it.


  Kate sipped her white wine. She had been spending so much time away from home that her parents started asking questions. She looked over at Raymond, who was wearing a white cotton slip dress and nothing but a tiny pink thong beneath it. No neighbors could see into his backyard unless they used a drone, so he was free to dress as he pleased. “Raymond,” she said. Kate had told him a couple weeks before that she preferred to call him ‘Raymond’ instead of ‘Ray’, and he told her she could call him whatever she pleased. “My parents want you to come over for dinner.”


  Raymond gulped and glanced at Kate’s with panicked eyes. He never thought much of her parents, but they lived next to Kate. She couldn’t escape their curiosity. “When?”


  “Tomorrow,” she said. “Would you mind? They aren’t crazy or anything, but they want to meet the person I’ve been spending all this time with. They’ll annoy me forever if you don’t come over for dinner at least once,” she said.


  “I’ll come,” he said. Raymond was nervous to meet Kate’s parents, but he would make the best of it. “As long as you promise they aren’t crazy.”


  Kate shook her head. “No, they’re chill. You’ll like them. Any chance I can ever meet your parents?”


  “We’d have to visit California for that,” he said. His parents changed their plans every month it seemed, but last he talked to them they wanted to sell the land in the mountains and move to a condo or townhouse in Sacramento. His mother was leaning toward a townhouse so she could have a backyard area to put flowers or a little garden. “I’m sure they would love you.”


  “I would love to visit California,” she said. Kate threw back the rest of her wine, glancing up Raymond’s slip dress at how his dick pressed against the pink thong he was wearing before moving her eyes to meet his. He grinned when she looked at him. “Don’t hate me, but I have to leave. I promised my parents I’d be home for dinner tonight.”


  “No worries,” he said. “Tell them I’ll come back with you after work tomorrow.”


  “Then you can finally see my studio,” she said as she stood to leave.


  “I can’t wait,” he said. Raymond stretched his neck to kiss Kate as she bent over him. “See you tomorrow,” he said as she went into the backdoor to leave.


  Raymond was a bundle of nerves while working the following day. He couldn’t concentrate on coding since he had to meet Kate’s parents once the clock struck five. He asked questions about their interests over lunch, and Kate told him not to worry. She had a way of calming him, but Raymond felt more nervous than he had in years. He changed into a button-up shirt with a tie after work and his favorite dark denim jeans. He had on purple bikini-cut panties beneath them and a belt tight around his waist. “You want to follow me there?” Kate asked after Raymond had come downstairs from his closet.


  “Yeah,” he said.


  They drove east of downtown Detroit to Shady Cove, where Kate and her parents lived. They had a huge driveway that circled around a sprawling tree. There was a decent amount of space between the detached garage and main house. An older woman stepped outside and waved at them as they were getting out of their cars. Kate waved back at her before looking at Raymond with a gentle smile. “Well, aren’t you handsome?” Kate’s mother said.


  “Mom, this is Raymond. He’s my boss and new friend,” she said. “Raymond, this is my mom, Wendy.”


  “Nice to meet you, Wendy,” Raymond said and put out his hand. Wendy shook it, looking deep into his eyes with a mother’s questioning gaze. “You guys made it right on time. Come inside so we can eat. You know how your father gets if he has to wait.”


  Kate’s father was waiting for them at a set table. Raymond introduced himself to Eugene, who was a quiet man. He asked Raymond a couple questions about life in the Bay Area and his job as a coder, but then he fell silent and enjoyed the delicious meal Wendy had prepared. She made Salisbury steak with steamed vegetable and mashed potatoes. Raymond’s nerves vanished as their conversation continued. Kate’s parents were as chill and down-to-earth as she was. “This was an incredible meal, Wendy. Thank you.”


  “It was my pleasure,” she said with a gleeful smile. “I love meeting Kate’s friends. Don’t go anywhere though because I made brownies,” she said and stood to clean, but Kate told her mother it wasn’t necessary.


  “I’ll take care of it, mom. You worked so hard on this meal. Where are the brownies?” Wendy told Kate she had placed them in the fridge.


  “I’ll help you,” Raymond said and stood. He gathered the dirty dishes and rinsed them off before loading them into the dishwasher.


  Wendy squealed. “Where did you find this boss of yours? He pays you and loads the dishes you dirtied?”


  Eugene grunted and told Wendy he wanted a decaf. “I’ll get it for you, dad. Anyone else want coffee?”


  “I’ll take a cup,” said Raymond.


  Kate fixed coffee for her father and Raymond while he loaded the dishwasher. Kate put brownies on four plates. They ate dessert together and played a quick game of cards. “You’re a fun boss, Raymond,” said Wendy.


  “Thanks,” he said. “Your daughter is an outstanding employee. She has a bright future ahead of her.”


  “We hope so,” said Eugene. “She has always been bright and years ahead of her time.”


  “I’d agree,” said Raymond.


  Kate coughed. They had finished their brownies, and she wanted to get out of the main house. “Let me show you my studio before you leave,” she said to Raymond. He nodded and hugged Kate’s folks goodbye.


   


  They went from the house to the garage, stuffed from the dinner Wendy had prepared. “Your parents are nice,” said Raymond.


  “I told you not to worry,” she said as they climbed the stairs to her studio. She pushed open the door, and they stepped into her space. “What do you think?”


  “I love it,” said Raymond. “I should have hired you to decorate my house. Where did you get this rug?”


  “At a rug store in Dearborn,” she said. “Did you decorate yourself?”


  “I got a lot of help from photos online. Who knows what kind of person I’d be without the internet,” Raymond said and laughed at himself. He stepped around the small studio, checking out Kate’s pottery and artwork. There was only one chair in front of a small desk, so he sat there.


  “Did you want water?” she asked.


  “Yeah, I’ll take water.”


  Kate filled two glasses with ice water and brought one to Raymond. She had the windows open to let in the cool evening breeze. Raymond was sitting in the chair, so she sat on the bed. Neither spoke as they sipped from their water glasses. Sounds of chirping insects floated in through the open windows. Kate placed her glass of water on her side table and sat on the edge of her bed, staring at Raymond.


  “What?” he said.


  “I want to kiss you,” Kate said and slid off the edge of the bed. She crawled across the room. She turned to face Raymond and wagged her finger, telling him to come to the rug with her. “Indulge me,” she said.


  Raymond placed his glass on the desk and got to the floor with Kate. She opened her arms, and he fell into them, placing his lips against hers. Their tongues danced as they closed their eyes and rubbed their hands along the other’s body. “I love you,” said Raymond. He kissed her neck, her cheek, her lips.


  “I love you, too,” she said. Kate wrapped her legs around Raymond’s body. Her pussy was throbbing harder than it ever had, and she needed to give herself to Raymond. “I want you to take me. I’m ready,” she said.


  Raymond moaned into Kate’s mouth as he held her body. He stared into her dark-brown eyes and ran his fingers through her wavy brown hair. He wanted to take her, but he never wanted her to think he was using her for sex. Raymond loved Kate for her heart and mind; her body was a bonus prize. “Why don’t we try oral for the first time?” Raymond said as his hands moved down Kate’s body and under the dress she was wearing. She had taken the white sun dress since it looked much better on her. Raymond pressed his palm against her cotton panties, which were soaked with her juices. “I want to taste you.”


  Kate took deep breaths. “Okay,” she said. “What do I need to do?”


  “Nothing,” Raymond said and moved his body down hers until he was between her legs. He took a deep breath before pushing the hem of Kate’s dress up until he could see her wet panties. “Fuck, that looks good.” Raymond pressed his fingers against the soiled fabric, and Kate hollered before covering her mouth. “If you get too loud, your parents will hear.”


  Kate shook her head, “no, that can’t happen.”


  “Better cover your mouth then,” Raymond said. He gripped the waistline of her panties and pulled them off, revealed Kate’s beautiful pussy with a trimmed bush framing it. “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.”


  Kate put her hands over her pussy, and Raymond moved them out of the way. He put his tongue on her labia before she could push him away. She had to cover her mouth to stop herself from hollering out from the sensations running through her body as Raymond moved his tongue over her pussy lips. She closed her eyes and tried to control herself, but Raymond had her under a spell with his oral service.


  Raymond was lost in Kate’s pussy, running his tongue over her as though her pussy were icing on a cake. He wanted to lick her clean, but she kept giving him the juices he wanted like a water fountain. Raymond moaned into her womanhood.


  Kate wasn’t ready for what happened next when Raymond moved his thumb to her clit. He brushed it with his thumb, and Kate gasped. Her hands flew to her pussy to push away Raymond’s hands, but he told her to lean into it and cum. Kate lay flat and tried her best not to push away Raymond as he played with her clit. It felt so good; it was like torture.


  “Relax,” said Raymond. He lifted his head and looked into Kate’s eyes. “Nothing bad will happen if you cum. Take a deep breath, relax, and feel the pleasure.”


  She nodded at his words and did as he said. The sensation changed when Raymond rubbed her clit again. Kate let out a little breath as a wave of pleasure came over her body.


  “You like that?” asked Raymond.


  “Yeah,” Kate said in a breathy voice. She felt the need to concentrate on the warmth of her center. A sensation was building within her, and it was unlike anything she had felt. Pleasuring herself was great, but Raymond’s mouth was a million times better. “Keep going.”


  Raymond grinned as he dipped back into Kate’s pussy. He rubbed her clit with his thumb and licked her pussy until he couldn’t resist putting his mouth over Kate’s button. She came seconds later, thrashing beneath him as he rubbed her pussy and sucked her clit. Raymond gave up after he pushed her with a force he couldn’t ignore. He fell back, laughing and feeling high from making Kate cum. His dick was rock hard beneath his purple panties, but he wouldn’t touch it. The evening was about Kate.


  Kate’s body went limp as she panted. Raymond lay by her side and wrapped his arm around her body. “Don’t you want to cum?” she asked. 


  “Next time,” he said and squeezed her. “I love you, Kate.”


  “You’re the best boyfriend in the world,” Kate said and reached over to pat Raymond’s head, but her body was weak. “Shit, Ray, what did you do to me?”


  “Nothing I can’t do again,” he said.


  They lay there another hour watching videos on Raymond’s phone until they were both yawning. Raymond still had to drive home. Kate slid her panties up her legs and walked Raymond outside. It was the weekend the following day, so she invited him on a date. “Would you like to go to the lake tomorrow? It’s supposed to be sunny and warm,” she said.


  “I’d love that,” said Raymond.


  Kate wanted to kiss Raymond but was afraid her mother might be watching, so she opted for a tight hug. Raymond got in his car, and Kate stood outside waving at him as he drove away, still in shock by how amazing it’d felt to have him licking her pussy.


  




  CHAPTER TEN


  Raymond was sitting in Kate’s driveway waiting for her to come downstairs, the previous night fresh in his mind. The smell of her pussy had been on his lips all night, and he loved it. He’d ripped his jeans off the moment he walked through the door to caress his dick. He didn’t need a chat roulette, porn, or anything but the memory of Kate’s orgasm and her smell on his lips.


  Wendy stepped outside and waved at Raymond, which brought a heat to his cheeks. He waved back before turning his head to the garage, praying for Kate to come out before Wendy came over and talk to him. His worry was overstated though, as Wendy had disappeared back into the house when he looked where she had been standing.


  Kate came out of the garage moments later, waving at Raymond as she walked across the grassy driveway. Her brown hair bounced on her shoulders. She was glowing. Radiant like the summer sun. “Thanks for picking me up,” Kate said as she opened the car door. “Take a left when you pull out of here, and I’ll show you the way.”


  “What did you have planned?”


  “Have you ever been scuba diving?” she asked.


  Raymond shook his head. The thought of diving anywhere freaked him out. He didn’t want to disappoint Kate, but where had she got the crazy idea they should scuba dive in a lake? “Isn’t it dangerous?”


  “Why would it be dangerous?” she asked. “There aren’t sharks or anything. Most people hunt for treasure, but I like to look at the fish. There’s nothing that will come after you.”


  “I don’t know,” Raymond said. His hands gripped the steering wheel tighter as he went along the highway. They were at Lake St. Clair minutes later, and Raymond would have to face his fear. He didn’t want Kate to think he was a wimp. “If you say it’s safe, I guess we can try it.”


  “Raymond, I promise. Nothing bad will happen to you,” she said and touched Raymond’s arm as they sat in the parking lot of the scuba-diving instructor’s business. “We’re already a few minutes late. Let’s get inside.”


  Nigel was waiting for them inside. He wasn’t upset with them for arriving a few minutes behind schedule. He smiled and introduced himself, shaking their hands with a firmer grip than Kate liked. “Have you been before?” he asked after a quick introduction.


  “I have, but my friend hasn’t,” Kate said and gestured to Raymond.


  “Don’t worry. I’ll teach you everything you need to know,” Nigel said and had them follow him to the back of the store.


  Raymond’s heart raced as they followed Nigel. Each step he took was slower than the last until he was standing several feet behind the others. Kate turned to Raymond. “What’s wrong?” she asked. Kate walked up to Raymond, who shook away the growing anxiety in the pit of his stomach.


  “Nothing,” Raymond said and shook away the nerves. “Let’s do this.”


  Nigel was waiting for them in the training room. Equipment lined a table. Raymond’s heart pounded in his chest as he stared at it. Raymond wasn’t afraid of swimming, but he didn’t want to have to rely on an oxygen tank to keep him breathing. What if it malfunctioned while he was too far from the surface to recover? “I can’t,” Raymond said and shook his head.


  Kate chuckled nervously, glancing at Raymond with evil eyes. She didn’t need him making such a scene in front of Nigel. “Come on, Raymond. You said you were going to do it just a second ago,” she said.


  Raymond shook his head, “no. I’m sorry, Kate. I’ll pay whatever this cost you, but I can’t.”


  “Why? Are your panties too tight or something? Come on, Raymond. Don’t be such a square,” she said.


  Raymond’s mouth fell open. He shook his head, backing out of the room. Nigel looked confused as he watched Raymond and Kate. “I’ll give you guys a minute,” he said and walked away in the opposite direction. Raymond turned and ran out the room, rushing to his car.


  He turned on the engine and put the car in reverse but couldn’t make himself leave. Kate came out the door a moment later and hopped in the car, laughing. Raymond turned to stone as a wave of anger ran through him. “It’s not funny,” he said. His voice cold enough to silence Kate.


  “Lighten up, Raymond. I thought you would like this,” she said.


  Raymond clenched the steering wheel and let out a long sigh. “That’s part of the problem, isn’t it?” He wasn’t sure if it was Kate’s age, or if he had misread her as a person, but her actions turned him off. He didn’t want to be around her any longer, so he started the car. The GPS could show him the way back to her house.


  Kate spoke several times, but Raymond never replied. They were less than a mile from Kate’s house when Kate pleaded for him to say something. “Raymond, I’m sorry. You can’t leave me hanging like this,” she said.


  “What am I supposed to say, Kate? You made a fool of me, and then you laughed at me. I’m pissed, okay?”


  “I messed up, Raymond. I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry isn’t good enough, Kate. I thought we had something, but maybe it was a mistake. Maybe you aren’t mature enough for a serious relationship.”


  Kate leaned back in her seat, offended by Raymond’s words. “I’m plenty mature. You’re the one who acted like a baby at the scuba-diving store.”


  “It’s better if we don’t speak,” Raymond said as he turned on Kate’s road. He pulled into Kate’s driveway. She got out without speaking, and he drove away as quick as he had entered.


  Wendy came outside to see if Raymond wanted to eat, but he was already gone. Kate watched where his car had been as Wendy came up to rub her daughter’s back. “What happened?”


  “Raymond is a baby,” she said. “He didn’t want to scuba dive.”


  Wendy remained silent for a few beats and spoke as they walked toward the house. “Not everyone has your sense of adventure, Kate. I wouldn’t scuba dive. You know that,” she said.


  “Yeah,” said Kate. She knew her mother wouldn’t, but did she want a boyfriend who was boring? Not that Raymond was her boyfriend, but she didn’t know how else to think of him. He had eaten her out the day before. Now they weren’t speaking. “Let’s just eat. I’m hungry.”


  “Great idea,” said Wendy.


  




  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  Kate continued showing up for work, even though everything had changed since their date at Lake St. Clair. Raymond no longer spoke to Kate unless it was about business. He didn’t ask her to stay for dinners. They talked about developing applications and nothing else. The school year was quickly approaching, and Kate was thinking of how she could quit.


  “Will the bubble game be ready for a launch next week?”


  “We can release the beta version, but I’d like to add a few more levels first,” said Kate. She didn’t want to put a game on the market that would take people an hour to finish. She wanted them coming back for days at a time. “If it could wait until the week after next, that would be great.”


  “Fine, but that’s the final deadline,” said Raymond. Ever since their fight, he tried to exert his power any way he could. Kate could see he was hurting, so she tried her best to ignore the aggressions. She went back to her work without replying to Raymond.


  Another week passed without them speaking, and Kate had prepared her two-week resignation letter. She would still let Raymond publish her game, granted he agreed to up her royalty payment. Raymond went to lunch without offering to get anything for Kate. He never did anymore. She brought her lunch and went to the kitchen to take it out of the fridge. She had her letter in an unsealed envelope on the table, ready to give Raymond when he came back from the deli. If Raymond was anything, it was predictable. He ordered the same three sandwiches and two sides on rotation.


  Raymond came into the house fourteen minutes later, noticed Kate at the kitchen table, and went to his office. “Raymond, please come in here. I need to speak with you.” He was carrying his lunch when he appeared in the kitchen. “Why don’t you sit down? We can eat together, can’t we?”


  He shrugged but took a seat across from Kate, opening his bag and pulling out the sandwich. He had potato salad as a side. Raymond stood to get a fork to eat it, Kate watching him with attentive eyes. He was still furious with her but had cooled over the weeks that passed. “What do you have to tell me, Kate?”


  “I’m giving you my two-week notice,” Kate said and slid forward the envelope. It was a punch to Raymond’s gut. He picked up the envelope and opened the unsealed flap. Raymond pulled it out and read Kate’s eloquent note about wanting more for the bubble game and how she appreciated her hands-on experience while working for him. “I hope you understand.”


  “You start school in a few weeks?”


  “Yeah, it’ll be my senior year,” she said. “I didn’t think I would quit but working here has become uncomfortable.”


  Raymond knew he had been an asshole since Lake St. Clair. He hated himself for it, but it was like a switch he couldn’t turn off; not until he held Kate’s letter of resignation in his hands. “Don’t quit. You can work fewer hours, and I’ll be better.”


  “They all say that. I’ve seen enough reality TV to know men never change,” she said.


  “Give me a chance, Kate. You said you didn’t think you would quit, so why do it? I was angry, but I’m over it. I’ll act better and stop being such a bitch,” he said.


  Kate shrugged and popped a cherry into her mouth that she had packed for lunch since they were in season. It tasted sweet and sour in her mouth as she sucked the fruit off the seed. She stared at Raymond as she pulled the seed from her mouth. She used to think about sucking on his dick like that, but those fantasies had since faded. “I’m not sure I can trust you, Raymond.”


  “Kate, please. Don’t quit,” he said.


  “I’ll think about it, Raymond.” Kate picked up her lunch and went back to her office to work on the game she needed to finish. She ignored Raymond for the rest of the day.


   


  Their walls cracked over the following week. Raymond had never been warmer to Kate. He bought her lunch every day, praised her work more than usual, and did everything but kiss the ground where she walked. “That’s enough,” Kate said as Raymond spoke about how much he loved her game. “We’ll see what the public thinks.”


  “If they don’t love it, they’re crazy!” he said.


  “Not every game is a success, Raymond.”


  “That’s true, but I am thinking positive thoughts about your game.”


  “You’re a sweet man,” said Kate. Raymond was sitting next to her at her desk. She turned to him and placed her hand on the side of his face. Her sexual fantasies and visions of Raymond taking her had returned. She wanted to give her body to him, completely, and not look back. He was the man she’d been destined to meet. “Are you cooking me dinner tonight?”


  “If you want, I can,” said Raymond.


  “We need to enjoy the time we have before I start school,” she said.


  “Does that mean you’ll continue working here?” Raymond stared at Kate with hopeful eyes. He had hoped she would rescind her resignation. He didn’t want her to leave. She was talented, intelligent, and sexy. Nobody could replace her, no matter how much he searched.


  Kate shrugged. “I still haven’t decided, but I’d like to have dinner with you. Get back to where we were.”


  “I’d like that, too,” he said. They passed the rest of the day working. Raymond went shopping, and Kate went upstairs to pick out an outfit for him to wear when he returned. She had missed dressing him more than anything. Kate walked around the room Raymond used as his closet and picked out a white layered skirt that was longer in the back than the front and the black corset. She chose a pair of clear heels with a peep toe and an ankle strap. She placed the outfit on the chair of Raymond’s vanity. 


  Raymond returned and headed upstairs after putting the ingredients in the fridge. Kate was waiting for him in the closet room, sitting at the vanity playing with the jewelry. She watched him approach through the mirror. “Find anything you like?” he asked.


  “It’s all gorgeous,” she said. Kate had never owned a piece of expensive jewelry, so she loved everything Raymond had. A pair of diamond earrings had attracted her first. She had them in her ears. Raymond leaned forward and rubbed her lobe, “they look beautiful on you. You should have them.”


  “Are they real?” she asked.


  “Yes,” he said. “They are real, but I got them on sale.”


  “I love them,” Kate said, pulling her hair behind her ears to admire the diamonds.


  “How about I get changed, and then I’ll cook us dinner? I’ll wear the other diamond earrings I have,” he said. “Is this what you picked out for me to wear?”


  Kate nodded. “Do you like it?”


  “Yeah,” he said. It was near the end of summer, so the evenings could feel chilly. “Mind if I wear this black waterfall shirt with it? The sleeves will keep me warm.”


  “That’ll look perfect. Can I help with the food?”


  Raymond shook his head. “Don’t worry about it, Kate. I’ll take care of everything. Pour yourself a glass of wine. Relax,” he said.


  “I’ll do the dishes,” Kate said and squeezed Raymond’s ass before leaving the room. He came downstairs half an hour later, dolled up and ready to cook. He refused Kate’s help and whipped together a baked salmon with lemon slices and a fresh green salad to go on the side. “This looks incredible.”


  “Not as good as you,” said Raymond.


  Kate lifted her foot and rubbed it against Raymond’s leg. They ate inside and went to the backyard after they finished. They talked for hours every night that week and enjoyed the last warm, summery nights before Labor Day. Kate and Raymond were back to where they had been, and all felt right in the world.


  




  CHAPTER TWELVE


  Labor Day weekend had arrived, and Kate couldn’t believe she had to return to classes the following week. At least it was her senior year, and she could put college behind her after that. She preferred working to studying. Raymond promised she could work half-time and make her own schedule, so she was excited to see where their relationship would go. It was complicated, exciting, and nothing like Kate would have expected when she interviewed with Raymond.


  “Are you ready for school?” Raymond asked as he stood over the grill. They figured they had better use it again before the weather turned cold. Raymond lit the fire without help, exactly how Kate had taught him. “I’ll miss having you around the house.”


  “Your place isn’t far from campus,” said Kate. She went to Wayne State University in the city. She could get to Raymond’s house quicker than she could get to hers. “You don’t mind if I do my homework here, do you?”


  “I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more,” Raymond said and glanced at Kate over his shoulder. He loved his private backyard and enormous house. He could wear layered skirts and corsets without having to worry about his neighbors. He could paint his nails and don wigs. “I like having you around. Who else would dress me up?”


  “Nobody, I hope.”


  “I wouldn’t dare,” said Raymond. No other woman even crossed his mind. Kate was all he thought about, and he wanted to take her. He knew if they could make it through their fight, they could make it through anything. “The food is about ready. Want to eat?”


  “Yes, I’m starving,” she said.


  “Inside or outside?”


  “Outside is fine. We have the candle going, and I haven’t seen any mosquitoes.” Raymond made their plates, and they sat next to each other on the couch while they ate. He had his bare, shaved legs crossed as he picked up the hamburger he’d cooked and bit into it. “These grilled potatoes are delicious,” Kate said. “Can’t go wrong with hamburgers and potatoes.”


  “The delicious wine and great company don’t hurt. Thanks for staying with me, Kate. Cheers,” Raymond said and lifted his glass.


  “Cheers,” Kate said as she clinked her glass with his. They ate their meals and sat outside as the sun fell from the sky and the coals of the fire died. No matter how much they laughed or argued about topics in computer science, Kate couldn’t get the thought of Raymond sliding into her off her mind.


  Their conversation came to a lull moment, so Kate scooted closer to Raymond. She placed her hand on the exposed part of his chest. She could tell he had shaved the night before. Kate spoke with her actions and left words behind. She took Raymond’s hand and led him inside and up the stairs to his bedroom. They had planned on her spending the night, and sex was on both of their minds.


  “What are you doing?” Raymond asked as they crossed the threshold of his room.


  “I’m ready,” she said. Kate knew Raymond wasn’t the most dominant man, so she took the lead by pushing him to the bed. “What panties did you choose?”


  “A little white thong to match my skirt,” he said.


  “Show me,” said Kate. She felt her body reacting to her commands. Her desire for Raymond growing as she watched him raise his skirt, revealing the white thong with see-through fabric. His dick was leaking; its juices bled into the fabric. “Take off the thong.”


  Raymond didn’t waste a beat moving the thong down his legs. His dick stood taller and more erect than it had moments before. Kate went to it and crouched between Raymond’s thighs. She wanted to see how it tasted, so she parted her lips and put his cock into her mouth. It was salty. She didn’t love it, but Raymond sounded like he was about to explode. She needed to try his dick before he did, so she stopped sucking it. “You liked that?”


  He nodded and reached down to touch his dick, but Kate slapped away his hand. “Do you have a condom? I want to ride it,” she said.


  “Yeah, it’s in the drawer,” he said. Raymond stood, and the layered skirt fell over his cock like a tent on a pole. Kate undressed down to her bra and panties and waited for Raymond on the bed. She traced circles on the blanket as Raymond dug through his drawers. “Here’s one,” he said. He checked the expiration date and said it was still good.


  “Put it on, and let me take that dick for a ride,” she said. Kate patted the bed and tossed her hair to one side as she watched Raymond roll the condom over his dick. It looked thick and delicious.


  Raymond lay on the bed with his skirt up around his waist and the corset on his chest. Kate pulled off her panties, and her pussy glistened as she touched herself in anticipation. “You ready?” asked Raymond.


  “Yes,” Kate said and got to her knees. She crawled across the bed and kneeled by Raymond’s side. She stared at his dick, standing tall and firm. “Your cock looks nice,” she said. Kate put her hand around it and stroked. “I’m a little nervous to take it.”


  “I’ll make it feel good,” he said. “You needn’t worry.”


  “Play with my pussy,” Kate said and moved closer so Raymond could reach her womanhood. He placed his hand flat against her opening. Kate gasped as Raymond slowly rubbed her pussy with the perfect amount of pressure, making her wet and desperate for his dick. She bit her bottom lip and moaned as Raymond slipped a finger into her hole. “Fuck,” she said, dropping her head. Her brown hair fell in her face as her nipples hardened. She took off her bra so her breasts could breathe. Raymond moaned and used his other hand to play with her rock-solid nipple. “You’re going to make me cum.”


  “Sit on my dick. You’re ready,” he said. Kate nodded and straddled Raymond’s legs. She moved her body until her pussy was hovering above his dick. She felt weak in the knees as she lowered her hips to Raymond’s cock. “Slow and gentle, baby.” Raymond rubbed her legs as he whispered sweet nothings to her.


  Kate went to a different world as a dick slid into her for the first time. It was nothing like fingers. It felt solid, thick, and perfect for her hole. Raymond was staring at her when Kate opened her eyes. They laughed as she rocked her hips on his dick. “Fuck, this feels good,” she said.


  “So good,” he said. Raymond didn’t know how long he’d be able to last with Kate’s tight hole around his cock.


  Kate lifted her hips and lowered them on Raymond’s dick as she squeezed his chest through the corset. He played with her nipples as she enjoyed his member inside her. After a few minutes, Raymond moved his hand from Kate’s breasts to her pussy. He used her juices to soak his hands before placing them on her clit. Kate hollered out, and Raymond told her to lean into the pleasure. He was going to bust and wanted her to cum with him.


  “Shit, it feels so good,” Kate said as she rocked her hips while Raymond played with her clit. She threw her head back and grabbed her breasts when the pleasure took over her body. Kate screamed out as the orgasm took over her every sense. Raymond held her sides and rocked his hips until he was shooting loads into the condom deep within Kate.


  Kate wrapped her hands around Raymond’s as their bodies relaxed after the last patters of their orgasms. Kate lifted her hips off Raymond’s dick and collapsed by his side. He rolled the condom off his dick, tied it in a knot, and tossed it on the floor. Raymond rolled over and wrapped his arms around Kate, still wearing the skirt and corset. “I love you, Kate.”


  “I love too, Raymond,” she said. Kate was naked but didn’t feel uncomfortable in Raymond’s arms. She felt loved. They lay there and drifted off to sleep. They got up later, cleaned up, drank water, and got back in bed, holding each other through the night. 


   


  The next morning was Labor Day. It was the Monday before classes started, and Kate had plans to spend the day with Raymond. They woke up naked, inches from each other. They touched and had oral sex before getting out of bed. Kate would never tire of having Raymond lick her pussy, and the taste of his salty dick was growing on her.


  “I hate that you won’t be here as much,” Raymond said as he lathered Kate’s body with soap in the shower. Hot water ran over their bodies. They planned to walk around Belle Isle, get lunch in Detroit, and spend the night at Raymond’s. Kate had her books and everything she needed for the following morning. “When will I see you?”


  “You’ll see me as much as ever,” Kate said and threw her arms around the back of Raymond’s neck. Her breasts pressed against his chest.


  “Promise?” asked Raymond. He placed the soap on the shelf before wrapping his arms around Kate’s lower back. “I need to see you at least once or twice a week.”


  “You’ll see me more than that.” Kate giggled. Her head fell to Raymond’s shoulder. They held each other for a moment before hurrying with their shower to stop wasting water. They dried off, got dressed, and had a quick breakfast before heading out to enjoy Kate’s last day of freedom before her senior year of college began.
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  CHAPTER ONE


   


   


   


  Eileen


  “You have two options, Leon. You can either sell at the price they offered or wait around for list price, but that would mean paying your mortgage until it happens. I won’t—”


  “Eileen, can’t you find someone who wants to make an investment?” Leon asked. His voice was desperate, but I had told him the realities of the market when we met. I felt terrible for Leon, which was the only reason I was putting up with him after six months. He was trapped in a cycle of apprehension, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could handle it. The offer he had been presented now was for tens of thousands under list, but it was the best we’d had since the first offer months ago.


  “Leon, I’m sorry for what happened, but you have to move on. Selling this house will help you do that,” I said.


  “I know, but I’d lose so much money if I sold it at that price,” he said.


  Nobody would offer him list price because the house was trashed, and Leon wouldn’t spend the money to fix it. His ex had abused him and destroyed the house when Leon ran away from Denver to Wisconsin. He had everything mailed to a P.O. box and didn’t have his address listed anywhere. Nobody knew it. I felt terrible that Leon had fallen in love with a man who betrayed him, but real estate was a business with little compassion.


  “Leon, please. Sell the house, and I’ll reduce my fee by half a percent.” It would be a loss, but better something now than nothing later. I loved developing properties, selling them, buying them, and using buildings to add to my fortune. In my old life, I was poor, but that had ended years ago.


  “Eileen, you don’t have to do that,” he said, but there was hope in his tone. I was moving the scales. I could close this deal and never deal with Leon again. The last time a deal took me six months to close was in my rookie days, but Leon was a special situation. He was a friend’s cousin, and I had promised to help when she told me the story of what happened with Leon’s ex.


  I should have known better than to let my emotions affect my business. Or I should have given him to one of the junior agents in my brokerage. Something.


  “No, Leon. If it would make this sale easier for you to swallow, I’d be happy to reduce my fee by half a percent. Anything to help Rachel,” I said. “How about we counter them five thousand higher, and I’ll reduce my fee?”


  “If they say yes, I’ll accept that deal.”


  “Let me make the call,” I said and hung up on Leon. I called the buyer’s agent, and we closed the deal. Leon would be in the red on the house, but only by a few thousand. He could live with it.


  My secretary, Ben, knocked on the door after my second call with Leon. Ben was a gay black boy in his early twenties. He went to school for journalism but had a change of heart his senior year and decided he wanted to sell houses. He had a license and some clients but earned most of his money working as my secretary, for now. He showed promise.


  “This just came for you. It’s from Nebraska. When was the last time you went there?” asked Ben. He was one of the few people who knew I came from the Nebraskan prairies. We often went to lunch and talked about topics other than work. Ben’s compassion made him both a strong and weak agent, but I saw him thickening his shell as time passed.


  “It’s been a long time,” I said. “When was the last time you went to Arkansas?”


  “My momma just messaged me telling me I need to come visit,” he said.


  “You better listen. Never know when she’ll be gone,” I said. I had lost both of my parents years ago. My mother when I was a child. My father right after my nineteenth birthday. I learned to live without them. I learned to live without my past, but here it was staring me in the face.


  I didn’t know the sender, but when I opened the letter, there was a picture of my family’s old land. The plot of land my daddy used to own until I sold it after his death. It was the money I used to move to Denver and leave Clymer in the past.


  Clymer was a tiny town in western Nebraska. Everyone there used to make fun of us because of dad’s small plot of land, but he had used those acres to raise me. I was the only child they had before my mother started getting sick. I remembered little about her, except that she always made me feel warm.


  Dad didn’t talk much after she passed, but we got along until I lost him too. I wasn’t sure if he had gotten sick or just tired of living since I had become an adult who could take care of myself. He refused to see a doctor the last year, and I had stopped asking him to by the end. We were until he wasn’t.


  The flyer had a note attached to it:


  I saw your family used to own a piece of this land. Thought you might be interested. Huge admirer of what you’ve become in Denver. You’re a legend in these parts.


  - Denise from Nebraska


  I looked up Denise online, and she hadn’t been lying. My father’s land was back for sale, plus a lot more. I could afford it, but what would I do with the land? I had no interest in returning to farm life. As amazing as it had been growing up with all the animals and crops, I didn’t have the heart for it. I preferred the cosmopolitan lifestyle where I could order food by pressing my phone four times.


  I tucked the flyer into my purse and ignored it. There was nothing for me in Clymer. I had a business in Denver. Romance. I dressed men in lingerie and made them do what I wanted. There were plenty of men in Denver and the surrounding cities to bend to my will, so what would I want in Clymer?


  Except there was something I wanted. One person. The man I had dated when I was eighteen. He was the first man I feminized. The first to wear my lingerie. We’d been so young and free, having sex in the middle of fields where nobody could see us.


  His name was Daryl Prahl; my first real boyfriend. I left him when I left Clymer, and we hadn’t spoken since, but he often crossed my mind. Whenever I saw a man who looked like him, I would stare a little too long.


  I told myself I was over Daryl, but was there any way to get over a first? There was too much to do, and I couldn’t waste my day dwelling on the past. I stuffed my purse back in my desk drawer, stood, and went for a coffee in the break room to clear my head.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


   


   


   


  Daryl


  Whenever I used to watch movies about first loves, they made me roll my eyes. Even when I was in the thick of my romance with Eileen Davey, I never realized how much I would miss it. The romance passed like a thunderstorm through the prairies, and I missed her every day since she ran off to Denver.


  People around Clymer worshiped Eileen Davey and who she became. All the teenagers wanted to become a businessperson in the city like her, but I knew the country was in Eileen’s blood. I wondered if she missed the afternoons we used to spend lost in the fields, kissing under skies of fluffy clouds.


  I was the person who had suggested to the local real estate agent, Denise, she contact Eileen when her father’s land went for sale. She had sold that farm without even thinking twice. A part of her had to regret it. I couldn’t explain what came over me, but I had to get the message to Eileen. Maybe she would want it back now that she was a rich businesswoman.


  Even though I had got the message to Eileen, I never expected to see her again. She hadn’t called since we were twenty. She said it was too hard to hear my voice. I didn’t have social media. I didn’t even use the internet unless I was at the library searching a recipe or something else, but it took forty minutes for me to get to the library, so I rarely went.


  I was standing at a gas station outside the supermarket filling my tank when I saw her. She had a water bottle in her hands as she walked out the gas station’s door. I ducked my head when she turned in my direction. She walked to her car without seeing me, but I saw an older couple whispering and pointing in her direction.


  It would only take a day before everyone was talking about how Eileen Davey has returned.


  I didn’t talk to Eileen, but I heard her name when I went to a bar for a burger and fries later that night. The bar was twenty minutes from my house, so I never had more than a beer, but I wasn’t feeling like alcohol. Seeing Eileen again consumed me.


  “You hear Eileen Davey is back in town? Wonder what that city girl wants with these parts,” he said.


  “She was born and raised here,” I countered.


  The man shrugged. “She’s younger than me. I just know her name.”


  I wanted to tell him to keep her name out of his mouth, but didn’t have the strength for an argument. Kenneth was my regular bartender, and I didn’t want to make our future interactions awkward. “She was my friend.”


  “Ah, did she call you?”


  I shook my head, and Kenneth nodded as he stepped away from me to fill up someone’s water at the other end of the bar. It was better he walked away before I talked at him as though he were a wall. It was foolish of me to think Eileen would have called before she came to town, but it hurt nothing she hadn’t called.


  There had been other women after Eileen, but no others discovered my true self. No others had pushed me to wear lingerie. Eileen had. She dressed me in her thongs and skirts and dresses. We painted our nails together. I always took the polish off after we played. We never had our own places that year when we were eighteen and in love, but there were plenty of private areas on the land our families owned.


  I never turned away from country life like Eileen. My brother, Dillon, left too. Ever since my dad died, maintaining the farm had become harder. I rented most of the land out to a huge company now. Getting rid of all the animals broke my heart, but I couldn’t find reliable help or do it all myself. It got harder every year.


  “Kenneth, the check, please,” I said.


  He nodded and printed it, placing it in front of me in a rocks glass. I paid with my card. I wondered how long I could continue before I would have to escape Clymer like Dillon and Eileen had. Dillon lived in Los Angeles and hasn’t been to Clymer in fifteen years. I haven’t seen him since he left.


  On the drive home, I passed the land that was for sale, wishing I had enough money to buy it myself.


   


  ♦


   


  Eileen


  I was sitting at my desk in Denver thinking about how going back to Clymer had been a surreal experience. I hadn’t driven through those parts of Nebraska in over a decade, even though it wasn’t far from Denver. Scottsbluff was the biggest town near Clymer, and it had been like a dream seeing the supermarket, library, and everything else we used to have to drive all the way to Scottsbluff from Clymer to use.


  Now I could drive four minutes down the street in either direction to shop for groceries. Denver had everything I could ever want, so why did it hurt so much to see everything I had left behind?


  No matter how much I pretended it didn’t matter, the past was always with me. I had compared every man I’d been with since Daryl to those blissful moments we’d shared before my father died. Was it possible to love anyone as much as I’d loved Daryl?


  I pretended the money, status, and power fulfilled me, but I still went to bed alone every night. None of my current sissies deserved more than fun. I couldn’t share my heart with them. They only cared about the sex. We used one another for pleasure and nothing else, whereas Daryl had cared about me before we discovered our mutual interest.


  When I saw the field behind my father’s property where I first dressed Daryl in lingerie, my stomach flipped. I had to pause and take a breath. Denise, the real estate agent, had been standing there with a worried expression. She thought my sadness was because of my father and childhood. Part of it was, but most of the pain came from remembering how full my heart had felt that year with Daryl.


  Denise had almost convinced me to make an offer on the land, but I hesitated. Leon had shot through my mind, reminding me of the dangers of mixing emotions and business. People had already been chatting when they saw me at a gas station.


  Was it her? Could it be?


  I could see their minds turning. We had been the only black family for miles when I grew up in Clymer. My race was never an issue, but I always stood out no matter where I went. People saw my skin and knew I was ‘the Davey girl’.


  When I was in middle school, I went through a phase begging my father to move to Denver or Omaha, but he had refused. He loved living in the country. Breathing the fresh air. Knowing who lived in every house. By the time high school came around, I had found my place in the community and no longer hated it.


  Then Daryl had asked me out the summer after we graduated, and that year had become the best I ever had.


  I stared at the flyer with pictures of the land. To anyone else, it would look like a random rural landscape, but I knew that land better than I knew the streets of Denver, and I drove around the city every day.


  Ben knocked on my door. He had a panicked look on his face. I was worried his newest client had done something inappropriate. “What’s wrong?”


  “There’s someone here to see you,” Ben said and stepped into the room. He closed the door behind him, dropping his voice to a whisper. “And he is sexyyy,” he said.


  “Did he give you a name, or will I need to find a new secretary?”


  “Damn, Madame Davey. You know me better than that. He said his name was Daryl Prahl and that he’s from your hometown. I made him wait in the lobby so you could make an escape down the back stairs.”


  Daryl Prahl was in my office? Heat broke out across my body. I didn’t know how to play this. Daryl and I hadn’t spoken since I called him to tell him about my Colorado real-estate license. “Sorry to doubt you, Ben. You’re better than any secretary I’ve ever had.”


  “So, what’s it gonna be, boss? I can’t make him wait all day,” said Ben.


  I drummed my fingers along the top of my desk as I thought of a plan. I had worn casual clothes to work today since I was seeing clients in the evening. Ben stared at me with his sassy gaze as a plan formed in my head. “Okay, Ben. Tell Daryl to meet me at Wanda’s Cafe in an hour. I’m going home to change,” I said as I grabbed my purse from the desk drawer. Ben went to my office door, but I stopped him. “Wait a few minutes to tell him. I need a head start.”


  “Ooh, somebody is gonna get some,” Ben said as he watched me scramble to gather myself from the shocking news.


  I wanted to be angry with Ben, but all I did was smirk. I couldn’t get my hopes up about Daryl.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


   


   


   


  Daryl


  Eileen didn’t keep me waiting long, but I had begun worrying she wouldn’t show her face. She walked into the door of Wanda’s Cafe wearing a tight purple dress with black tights. It looked gorgeous against her dark skin and flowing black hair. Her lips shined, but I wasn’t sure there was any color to the lip gloss she used. I had a secret stash of women’s clothes, but no woman had done what Eileen used to do.


  “Sorry it took me so long. I couldn’t decide what necklace to wear,” she said.


  “But you aren’t wearing one.”


  “I know. It took me too long to realize I didn’t need one.”


  “No, you didn’t. You look amazing,” I said. She looked better now than she did when we were eighteen.


  “You too,” she said. “How did you know where to find me?”


  “I was the one who told Denise about the land.”


  Eileen fell silent. I wanted to explain myself, but the server interrupted us. We ordered salads. Eileen didn’t speak when the server walked away from the table with the menus. I didn’t know what to say. There were zero emotions on her face.


  “Why would you do that, Daryl?”


  If I could tell her the truth, I would. I wanted Eileen back in my life. She crossed my mind every day of every year. “I thought you might want to know about your dad’s land. When we were eighteen—”


  Eileen put up her hand. “Daryl, I’m nearly eighteen years older now than I was then. I’m thirty-four. Why would I care about the land I sold all those years ago?”


  But she did care. I had seen her at the gas station. “Eileen, please. You know you care.”


  “Daryl, there’s nothing for me in Nebraska. It’s great to see you, but I don’t know what to say. Seeing you is almost like seeing a ghost.”


  Eileen was acting cool, calm, and confident. I wondered if she had rehearsed these lines in the hour she made me wait before arriving at the cafe. I had wanted her to tell the truth, but it was looking like she wouldn’t. “Eileen, people said they saw you around town.”


  She waved her hand in the air. “Please, any time they see a black woman, I bet they think it is me returning from the dead.”


  “Just because you’re black doesn’t mean people don’t know what you look like, Eileen. You’re a celebrity in Clymer. Not everyone makes a name for themselves when they leave,” I said. Eileen was by far the most famous name in Clymer for the business she had created in Denver. I wished I had come to fight for her when we were twenty, but I never did.


  “I would have called if I was going to Clymer,” she said.


  “You’re going to lie now? I was one of the people who saw you, Eileen! At the gas station. You were carrying a bottle of water when you walked out the door. I ducked my head to hide my face. You went to Clymer to see the land, so why are you acting like you didn’t?”


  Eileen sighed as the server returned with our salads. She sipped her water. I stabbed my fork in the lettuce. Maybe it had been a mistake to come here, but I wouldn’t have come if I hadn’t seen her in Clymer.


  “Daryl, I don’t know. I saw that land and wanted to make an offer, but then I steeled myself. It would have been an emotional purchase. I miss my parents. I even miss the open land sometimes, but I’ve built a life for myself here.”


  “Yeah, you have,” I said. It was clear Eileen had changed. She wasn’t the woman I had known. Maybe it was too late. Maybe we had grown apart. What was the point of fighting if there was nothing to save? Pathetic words escaped my mouth, “I wish you would have called.”


  “Oh, Daryl. I thought of you the entire time I was in Clymer, but I didn’t have the strength. Everything was too surreal. I hadn’t been to that area in over a decade.”


  I nodded. It was understandable but hard to imagine. I almost never left Clymer or Nebraska. My farm took a lot of time to manage, and the profits didn’t give much cash to venture far from home. Eileen didn’t have that problem. Judging from her expensive purse and heels, she had plenty of money to blow.


  “Why did you leave all those years ago?” I asked. I used to resent her for not offering to continue our relationship. She had packed up her bags and left. She had broken up with me and offered zero opportunity for us to create a future like the one we had been planning the year of our relationship.


  “I needed something new,” she said. “It was wrong to leave you like that, but I didn’t know what else to do then. Keeping the land was too hard, and selling it gave me enough to escape. I came here and have been selling houses since.”


  “The last time we talked was when you got your Colorado real-estate license.”


  “You remember?”


  I nodded. “You made me proud, but then you never called.”


  “I’m not the only one who stopped calling,” she said.


  “Where do we go from here?” I asked. We had finished our salads during the conversation. Any moments of silence were spent tracing the lines of Eileen’s face into my memory.


  Eileen placed her cloth napkin in the empty bowl. She told the server to give her the check, which I wouldn’t protest. “Daryl, I don’t know. You live in Clymer. I have a business here. It was great catching up, but I don’t think there’s a future for us,” she said.


  “Do you still like what we used to do?”


  “I’m not sure I know what you’re referring to, Daryl. I’m running late for a meeting. Thank you for telling me about my father’s land. Take care,” she said and stood.


  I watched her leave. She could tell me to ‘take care’, but I wasn’t going anywhere. I went to a discount website on my cheap phone to book an affordable hotel outside the city center. My phone had data, which I never used because there wasn’t service on the farm; only a landline to call in emergencies. It was embarrassing how bad I was at using technology, but the payment went through. I got an email from the credit card company.


  Eileen could say one thing but mean another. I wasn’t giving up until my funds ran dry.


  


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


   


   


   


  Eileen


  If I pretended Daryl didn’t exist, maybe he would leave me alone. It wasn’t that I didn’t want him. I was afraid. What if he pulled me back to Nebraska? What if he gave me what I’d been missing? I could have all the money in the world, but what was it without someone to share the glory?


  Feminizing him had been on my mind since we had lunch. Resisting his pull was as hard as swimming in the open ocean. No man has compared to him since I left Clymer, but what life was there for me in the country? If it was a choice between my business and love, I didn’t know that love was worth the sacrifice.


  Days had passed after our lunch when I saw Daryl again. He had been calling my office every day at breakfast, lunch, and dinner, but I ignored him.


  Daryl was waiting outside my office on the fourth day after our lunch, looking as gorgeous as ever. He was tan from working in the sun all summer, and I wanted nothing more than to dress him up in stockings and a skirt before I sat on his dick. He had a long cock that looked even bigger against his thin frame. He was perfect to dress up as a woman because of his small hips and light body hair. I wondered if his hair had gotten thicker with age.


  “Daryl, what are you doing here?”


  “You won’t answer my calls, and I don’t have the money to wait any longer. Now or never, Eileen. Take a chance or lose me forever.”


  “I’m running late to meet a client. Can’t this wait?”


  “No, it can’t. Frankly, I don’t care about your client. I’m tired of fantasizing about you and the year we had. If you don’t want me, fine, but I need to hear you say it.”


  The words almost slipped from my mouth, but I stopped myself. As much as I hated making emotional decisions, regrets made me suffer more. The last thing I wanted was to regret letting Daryl vanish from my life. Maybe he had seen me at the gas station for a reason. Maybe it was fate bringing us together that my father’s land had gone for sale.


  “Daryl, can you meet me for dinner?”


  “This is it, though. I checked out of my hotel. Decide if you want me or not before you meet me at the restaurant.”


  “Is Wanda’s Cafe okay? They have entrees in the evening.”


  “You must love that place,” said Daryl.


  “It’s my favorite,” I said. “Please, meet me there at six. You can hang around my office since you don’t have your room. I’ll text Ben to let him know.”


  “It’s okay. I’m going to visit some museums. See you at six,” Daryl said and stepped forward to kiss me on the cheek.


  He smelled of mint gum but wasn’t chewing any. I always loved how prepared Daryl had been for our trips to the fields: shaved and clean. Now that Daryl gave me a choice, I knew I couldn’t let him leave. Once he decided something, he committed to it. That was why he was the one taking care of the farm and Dillon was off doing whatever he was doing in Los Angeles.


  My afternoon passed showing homes to a pregnant woman and her husband. They had taken the afternoon off work because they were worried they wouldn’t be able to finish everything by the time the baby came, which looked possible judging by the size of the wife’s belly. They were waiting to find out the sex of the baby. Ben would send a gift when she gave birth.


  I changed at home before meeting Daryl at Wanda’s. I wore a strapless red dress, pegged in the middle with a thin belt. Black stockings and heels. Gold jewelery and a gold clutch with a chain strap. Clear lip gloss. My lips were gorgeous as they were but better when they shined.


  Daryl was sitting at the same table we’d eaten at the other day. I wondered if he had requested it, or if it had been a coincidence. I was going to ask but forgot when I got a whiff of the seductive aftershave radiating from Daryl’s neck. I wondered where he had changed because he was wearing straight-leg jeans (tight in all the right places), a crisp pin-striped button-up shirt, and polished leather shoes.


  “You cleaned up well,” I said. He looked into my eyes. His brown irises glistened in the cafe’s candlelight. The space looked extra romantic once the sun went down.


  “I could say the same about you,” he said.


  “Please,” I said. “Don’t steal my compliment.”


  “I wouldn’t dare.”


  The server ran through the specials, but I’m not sure we heard her. We were too busy gazing at each other over the flickering candle. Was he thinking of me feminizing him however I wanted? The server finished speaking, and we didn’t notice until she huffed and left the table.


  “Oops. I wasn’t even paying attention. Did you hear the specials?” I asked.


  “I’m sure I can find something on the menu.”


  “Would you like to share a bottle of wine?”


  “A pinot noir, if they have it. I know I like those,” said Daryl.


  “I doubt that’d be a problem,” I said.


  We ordered the wine and entrees. The server disappeared, and I leaned my elbows on the table. Had Daryl always been this handsome? His full lips. Thick brown hair. Gorgeous nose and eyebrows to shape his face. He could have been an older Greek or Italian model. Age had done nothing but make him sexier.


  “So, you were staying at a hotel?”


  “I couldn’t leave without taking a chance. When you wouldn’t answer my calls, I made one last attempt.”


  “How long were you waiting outside my office?”


  “Long enough,” he said.


  The server returned. I tasted the wine. It was fantastic. From Oregon. People raved about wine from France, but I preferred domestic. It was lighter. The wine tasted like the constant rain people talked about in the Northwest.


  “You made it hard for me to say no, Daryl. I didn’t want to lose you, but I have a life here. You can’t come here demanding I change everything.”


  “I’m not,” he said in a pleading voice.


  “Then why did you want me to know about my father’s land?”


  “I didn’t at first. I saw it went for sale a week before I contacted Denise, but doing nothing kept me awake at night. I would have wanted to know if the roles were reversed.”


  He was stealing my heart with his smooth lines. I didn’t want to get emotional, but it was hard living without parents, especially since they have loved me so much and then just disappeared. Wouldn’t living in Clymer be a constant reminder of that pain? Wouldn’t owning that land mean giving up what I had built?


  I knew if I owned the land, the country would pull me back. I had dreams about a life with the plants and animals, away from the depressing speed of the city. Life wasn’t meant to be spent behind a desk. I felt it in my soul but didn’t know how to accept the truth.


  “Daryl, what would I even do with that land? I have a life here. I can’t leave it behind.”


  “I know. You’re right,” he said. He had ordered a fish dish and cut into it. Daryl didn’t speak as he ate.


  I hated the silence. “Daryl, I can’t rush into a decision like that. I’m sorry.”


  He swallowed and took a sip of water. “No, it’s okay. I understand. It was enough to tell you and see you again.”


  His soft smile comforted me. We finished our meals, and I was feeling like dessert. We ordered a chocolate cake to share. “The food is always amazing here. Did you enjoy your meal?” I asked.


  “It was perfect,” said Daryl.


  “Would you like to take a short walk?” I asked. “Before it gets too late.”


  Daryl nodded. I paid the bill, and we gathered our things to leave.


   


  ♦


   


  Daryl


  Eileen and I were walking along a trial in a city park, our path lit by towering lamps. Hearing Eileen’s heels click as she walked made me want to wear the pair I had tucked away in a closet at home. There were several outfits there for me to wear. I had never been with another woman who enjoyed dressing me as a woman like Eileen had, but I could dress however I wanted when I masturbated.


  “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked, unable to resist.


  Eileen smirked as she turned toward me. “No, I don’t. There are some men in my life, but I don’t take them seriously. Do you have a girlfriend?”


  “No, I haven’t had a woman in over a year,” I said.


  “That’s too bad. I’m surprised to hear that.”


  “How do you expect me to love someone when I have to compare them to what we had?”


  Eileen nodded once and turned her face away from me as we moved along the path. I had nowhere to go tonight but home. I didn’t want this to end. Eileen wanted what I did. I could sense it. Feel it.


  There was a bench a few paces ahead. I asked if Eileen wanted to sit, and she agreed. Her red dress bright against the dark backdrop. Her lip gloss shimmered under the lamplight.


  “Eileen, I either have to drive back to Nebraska or stay with you.”


  “Oh, I could get you a hotel if you need. I have plenty of points,” she said and opened her purse to retrieve her phone. I placed my hand on top of hers.


  “No, that’s not what I meant. Would you invite me to your place? I could sleep on the couch.”


  “Daryl, I can’t. We can’t.”


  “Why, Eileen? Why would you try to resist this pull? I know you can feel it,” I said.


  She stood. “It doesn’t matter what I feel. This can’t happen.”


  “Stop saying what can’t happen and live for yourself. We’re both single after all these years. Maybe it has happened this way for a reason.”


  “Daryl, you’re too dangerous.”


  “Nothing is more dangerous than walking away now. We would both regret it, but I’m prepared to live with regret over humiliation.”


  We stood there under the lamp by the lonely bench, staring at each other. Willing each other to retreat, but I wasn’t giving up. I had come this far and spent most of my money on an expensive city hotel. Eileen owed me this chance, or she owed me nothing at all. I wasn’t waiting another day.


  “Fine, Daryl. You win. Let’s watch a movie at my place. I’ll send you the directions.”


  We walked back to our cars, and Eileen sent me the address. I used GPS on my phone after Eileen helped me punch in her address, surprised by how much I had used the device since leaving the farm. The salesperson had talked me into a smartphone, and I was glad he had. I would be lost without it, even though I was lost using it half the time.


  Eileen lived in a cute two-bedroom house right outside the city center. It was dark blue with a cream front door. It shined on the inside, renovated from top to bottom.


  “This is how one of the top agents in Colorado lives, huh?” I said when we found ourselves standing at the kitchen island.


  “It didn’t start out this way. You should have seen the second apartment I had, after the money from selling the farm ran out but before I found my stride selling houses. I almost gave up on the profession that year.”


  “What made you stay the course?” I asked as Eileen pulled out two glasses from a drawer and placed them on the marble counter. She got a pitcher of water from the fridge. It had slices of cucumbers in it. The city had changed Eileen.


  I didn’t know anybody who put cucumber in their water back in Clymer, but I didn’t know much about my neighbors besides their names and what their houses looked like. Maybe some of them added cucumbers to their water.


  I drank the water, and it tasted delicious. “You didn’t put cucumbers in your water before,” I said.


  “Oh, right. It was something I started doing a few months ago,” she said and shrugged. “Do you know what we used to do that I loved?”


  Swap oral sex? Fuck under the stars? There was a list of ideas I could name to answer that question, but I didn’t know what Eileen wanted to hear. “What?”


  “Paint our nails! Let’s watch trashy TV, drink more wine, and paint our nails pink.”


  “Sounds like a plan,” I said, smiling from ear to ear. I missed how we would gossip about people in town while painting our fingernails before oral sex in the fields. Those fields had offered us endless privacy. Acres of land with plenty of secret dips and curves.


  We turned on reality TV of rich women spending money without a care in the world. Sometimes I wished I had traded country life for money like Eileen and Dillon, but I hated seeing the next house over when I looked out Eileen’s window. The stars were visible, but not nearly as vibrant as back home.


  Maybe we could compromise on a small mountain town. I hated that I was already making a future with Eileen when she hadn’t even picked a nail polish from her bucket of choices.


  “Neon or pastel?”


  “Neon,” I said, excited to paint my nails. It had been months since the last time I indulged myself.


  “Perfect,” she said.


  I painted Eileen’s nails first. She would do me second. Each brush stroke took me back to our magical year together. “This is like deja vu,” I said as I painted her last nail.


  “I know,” she said, grabbing my hand. The brush running along my fingernail sent waves of pleasure through my body. My long dick was stiffening in my jeans, and I wasn’t going to hide it. I wanted Eileen to want me. I wanted her to dress me in a skirt and ride my dick like she used to. There was nothing that would please me more than becoming Eileen’s doll again. “This color looks brilliant on you,” she said.


  “Thank you,” I said. “I can’t believe you’re living the life we always dreamed. Living like those women who got swept away by gorgeous men in the books we used to read.” We used to read romance novels as though we were in a book club. Each one offered new dreams and fresh goals. Private flights. Marble countertops. Eileen might not have a private jet, but she had a fabulous wardrobe and home.


  “You could have moved to the city, too. Nobody was stopping you,” Eileen said as she finished painting my nails.


  She was right. I never wanted to leave the country, but Eileen’s life sparkled in a way mine never would if I stayed on my current path. I wanted her red strapless dress and designer heels. Her gold bag. “Do you remember what we used to do after we painted our nails?”


  “How could I forget?”


  The polish was drying fast. I went to grab my glass of water from the kitchen island, letting the question linger. When I came back, I placed the glass on the coffee table and dropped to my knees. “I want another taste.”


  “You’ve been craving me?”


  “More than you know,” I said.


  Eileen stood and unzipped her dress. She pulled it over her body and tossed it to the size. She was still wearing heels and walked over to the window to pull down the shades. “Don’t want anyone to see,” she said.


  “Do you have a thong I could wear?”


  “I might have something to fit you,” she said and smirked.


  I waited on my knees in the middle of Eileen’s living-room floor as she went to find me lingerie. My dick was rock hard waiting for her as I used to, except in those days she would pull the lingerie, skirts, dresses, or whatever else we had packed from her bag. She loved to change outfits. Dress me in something new.


  “How do these look?” Eileen asked when she returned, a scarlet thong hanging from her finger. She put out her hand and pulled me up to a standing position.


  “Perfect,” I said. I wished I had shaved, but there wasn’t time. Eileen’s pussy was calling me, and I needed a taste.


  I dropped my pants and pulled off my shirt. Eileen stroked my hard dick as she kissed me. Her body felt as I remembered when I caressed her sides. I snaked my hand down to her lingerie-covered pussy and cupped it. It was warm against my palm. Wet through the fabric. She was wearing nothing but a bra and thong.


  “If you want a taste, then take one,” she said and pushed me to my knees. It was my favorite position when I was with her. Her dripping pussy against my lips. My tongue tracing circles around hers. She had a perfect bush of hair that had been waxed recently, from what I could tell.


  My eyes were centimeters from her pussy. I stared at her fat lips through the thin layer of fabric. I reached out my hand and touched her clit. Eileen shivered.


  She grabbed my head and shoved it into her crotch, propping her leg on the coffee table. “Lick my pussy, sissy boy,” she said.


  I used my right hand to push down on my hard dick, poking against the scarlet thong. I moved my face to Eileen’s pussy, pressing my mouth against her hot, wet hole. Eileen moaned as she held the top of my head. Her fingers were gripping my hair. I moved my hand from my cock to her thigh. I would cum if I touched myself too much.


  Eileen had to cum first, but I knew all her spots. All those days in the fields when she used to move my hand or tongue, showing me what she enjoyed most.


  “Sit on the couch,” I said.


  Eileen looked down at me and smiled. She sat on the couch, and I removed her panties. She loved when I ran my tongue in circles around her outer labia, so I did. Eileen loved when I pressed my thumb against her clit, so I did.


  “Fuck,” Eileen moaned. Her head was being supported by the back of the couch as she stared up to the ceiling. I went between drawing circles with my tongue and applying pressure with my lips. Eileen was coming undone, and it would only be a second until I made her cum. She used to get those same glazed eyes when we came together all those years ago.


  The time apart had melted away. We were in Eileen’s gorgeous two-bedroom home, but we could have been anywhere. It didn’t matter where in the world we were, I would always know how to please my woman. What other man had experimented with her body so she could discover what she liked and didn’t?


  Eileen’s back arched as it always did before she came all over my mouth, so I rubbed her clit just the way she liked.


  She came once. I reached into my pants as Eileen’s held my head against her pussy. She loved riding her first orgasm into a second, and I always came with her the second time she came.


  “Ah, fuck. Shit,” Eileen screamed as the second orgasm rose. She came hard against my face, and I came into my scarlet thong. She nudged my face away from her pussy this time, and I rested my head against her thigh. “Damn, you’re still the best head I’ve ever had.”


  “I just know what you like,” I said in a mumble.


  


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


   


   


   


  Eileen


  Daryl was in my arms when I awoke this morning. I had led him to the bedroom after our session on the couch, and he had passed out when his head hit the pillow. We lay in my bed, holding each other, but I had to leave for work soon.


  “Are you going to stay?”


  Daryl shook his head. “I can’t,” he said. “I’ve been away from the farm for too long.”


  “Didn’t harvest already pass?” I asked.


  “Yeah, but I have a smaller section of the land where I grow different things around the year. Have to keep the money flowing,” he said.


  I hadn’t imagined making money on a farm in years. Everything I knew was about selling homes in Colorado. There was an enormous market in Denver and Boulder. Some of my agents would go as far as Colorado Springs or Fort Collins. I used to, but there was enough business in the city to keep me busy.


  “What else do you grow?” I asked.


  “Trees for Christmas. Fall vegetables. I have a garden in the summer with tomatoes and such. I freeze most of the stuff from summer, so I have food for winter.”


  My father used to do all those things, and I used to help him, but living off the land sounded so foreign now that I swiped my credit card at the supermarket for double points. I had things delivered to the office if it was a busy day. “You’re living how we used to. Why?”


  Daryl shrugged. “I never found the courage to leave like you and Dillon.”


  I wanted Daryl to stay and wait around for me to get off so we could spend the evening on the couch doing stuff we used to do, but Daryl had a life in Clymer. He had crops that needed his attention. I reached out and touched his face. “When can you come back to Denver?”


  “You can’t come to the farm?” he asked.


  I wanted us to work, but I could see a rift forming. The three and a half hours between our homes ripping a fissure through our budding romance. We were adults. Couldn’t we make the distance work?


  “I would have to check my calendar. I work every day of the week.”


  “You never have an off day?”


  If I took any day off, it would be a random Tuesday or Wednesday when nobody had time for a showing. I always had to work weekends. “You could use my house when you came. I just don’t know if I have enough consecutive time off to drive four hours each way.”


  It was wrong of me to expect Daryl to drive every time we wanted to spend time together, but he had been the one to come to Denver. I reminded him of this. He sighed. We were in bed, naked. Daryl’s nails were still painted neon pink. As much as I wanted to spend the day in bed with him, I couldn’t.


  “Would you like me to order breakfast?”


  “No, I’m okay. Could I use your nail-polish remover?”


  I nodded and stood. Daryl’s eyes went straight to my pussy. I kneeled on the edge of the bed and snaked my hand under the sheet. He was hard, and I stroked his manhood two times. Daryl watched me as I walked across the bedroom and out to the hallway for the nail-polish remover in the linen closet.


  I showered while Daryl removed the neon pink from his fingernails. We made love when I got out the shower. It was passionate but quick. Daryl fucked me while wearing a fresh white thong. He had moved the fabric to the side. The tension thickened his cock. I rubbed my clit while he fucked me. We came in under five minutes.


  Daryl pulled off the white long I’d let him borrow for our lovemaking and threw it into the basket of dirty clothes in my closet. He was acting how he used to when he was upset with me. How could we change so much yet remain the same after all these years?


  “Daryl, please. If we schedule the time, I’ll come to the farm, but I don’t have any availability for at least six weeks. You were the one who came looking. I don’t have time for you to give me the cold shoulder because I can’t drop everything and drive to Nebraska.”


  “You did when you went to look at the land. How is that any different?”


  I could see his point, but it had been an ordeal to schedule that. Ben had to pick up more than his job duty that day, and I didn’t want to ask that of him again so soon. He would demand a raise if I did. “Daryl, you’re right. I went to Nebraska to see the land, but buying the land would be a mistake.”


  “You don’t want to buy it?”


  “It’s gorgeous land, but I can’t think of a rational reason to buy it. My life is here, Daryl.”


  “And my life is in Clymer,” he said. “I should go.”


  We were still sticky from sex. I grabbed the discarded towel I had used after my shower to cover myself as Daryl dressed in the clothes he had worn to dinner. My heart broke watching him cover his naked body, which was even nicer than it had been at eighteen. He had muscle lines in all the right places. A v-cut leading down to his gorgeous cock.


  “I would love to see you again,” I said.


  Daryl shrugged. “Maybe coming here was a mistake.”


  When we were eighteen, I would run after him, but I didn’t have time for the games. “If you say so, Daryl. You have my number. Call me if you change your mind.”


  I went to the bathroom to freshen up after our quickie, and Daryl walked out the room. I heard the front door close as I sat on the toilet to relieve myself after Daryl had fucked my pussy. If he had any sense, he would return. He was so passionate. So emotional. Over the years, I had learned to think rationally, even if I could feel the gentlest tug from my old life in Nebraska.


  


  




  CHAPTER SIX


   


   


   


  Daryl


  I could be emotional. Sensitive. A bitch. I wanted Eileen so badly every second of every day; I had thrown a tantrum when she said she couldn’t come to Nebraska again. I didn’t want to drive to her every time we hung out, but I had known it would be that way when I got in my truck to head to Denver the first time.


  I was headed to Denver now to spend a couple days with Eileen. Everything was in order at the farm. Most of it could be left alone a couple days since I no longer had animals.


  Eileen was a woman with drive. Ambition. If I wanted her, I would have to play by her rules, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t attempt to bend her to my wills.


  I dug through some old boxes I had from my father’s death a few years ago. I was lucky to have him as long as I did. My mother had gone several years before him, so everything had collected dust those last few years. Cleaning out my dad’s house had been the biggest chore of my life aside from running the farm he left me, but I found knickknacks from the past while cleaning.


  And a pile of photographs. There were pictures of Eileen and me from the year we dated. Eating ice cream in the summer. Racking leaves in the fall. Dancing in the snow in winter. We never let the cold stop us, as long as it wasn’t too far beneath freezing. I had looked so in love in one springtime picture, unaware of what was coming my way. Unaware the woman I loved more than anything would break my heart.


  Eileen and I talked a couple days ago and agreed to me coming down today. She told me where she hid her spare key. I had apologized for my immature behavior after the amazing morning sex we had. I loved fucking her slowly with a pair of lingerie cupping my manhood. Making Eileen cum brought endless satisfaction. I could savor hearing her scream and moan for days. Years.


  The drive to Denver wasn’t bad, and I loved seeing the mountains. I had been too dramatic. Eileen was running an empire while I rented out the majority of my land. The land I tended demanded a lot from me, but it couldn’t be more than what Eileen dealt with on a daily basis. I had gone to the library to research her real-estate company, and it was massive. Well-respected. Admired.


  My farm was nothing compared to Davey Realty, so I would travel the three and a half hours each way until I could lure Eileen back to Nebraska. Until she realized it was her destiny to move back to the prairies.


  When I arrived at Eileen’s house, she wasn’t home. The house was dark inside. I found her hidden key on the side of the house behind a bush in a secure box. My spare key was under a discarded tire on one side of the dilapidated garage. I opened the door and turned on the light.


  There was a wrapped basket on the coffee table with an envelope taped to it. I opened the envelope and read the card.


  Be ready


  - Eileen


  I unwrapped the pink tissue paper to find a basket of goodies. She had included all my favorites: a short pleated skirt, stockings, an unfitted sweater, spaghetti-strap tanks, heels, makeup, a razor, and everything else I would need to make myself Eileen’s gorgeous doll.


  My first task was shaving, which I had done this morning but could touch up. The lighting in Eileen’s bathroom was immaculate and showed any spots I missed. I ran a bath of hot water. I sat on the edge of the tub and lathered shaving cream onto my body. It was a fancy brand. Everything was designer in Eileen’s home. The razor glided over my skin like lotion and not a blade.


  I ignored my hard dick as I rid my body of any hair. Eileen hated hair. She hated when I looked anything like a man when she wanted me to become her doll.


  After I rinsed off, I stood naked in front of her bathroom mirror. My dick had softened. It would rise and fall all day. I moisturized my bare body. My skin sucked in the lotion, desperate for its soothing kiss.


  I primed my face in the mirror, letting it dry as I assessed the makeup Eileen had left for me to use. Most times when I dressed myself as a woman, I skipped the makeup since I couldn’t see myself, but there was something erotic about laying out the compacts and tubes to doll myself up. Why had I mostly given up on such an important task?


  I had given up too much and never would again. My brown eyes popped as I ran eyeliner around them. My lashes grew when I used the mascara. The age lines on my face disappeared with foundation. Blush made my cheeks pop. Eileen had picked out the perfect shades to match my skin.


  My face looked girly and fabulous. There had been a blonde wig in the basket, so I went to put it on before returning to the bathroom. I no longer looked like a man, but a beautiful woman. My short brown hair hidden by the blonde bob cut. I tilted my head from side to side. I moisturized my naked body again before returning to the living room for the clothing.


  I put on the lingerie first. Eileen had left a white thong and a matching padded bra. I put them on before the spaghetti-strap tank and pleated skirt. I rolled the stockings up my legs. They stopped right below the hem of my skirt. Grabbing the sweater, I went back to the bathroom to check myself. The only thing I had left was to paint my nails, but I wanted to wait for Eileen to return from work. Nobody would suspect I was a man underneath.


  ‘D’ had come back to life. D was the name I told everyone to call me. ‘Dee’ or ‘D’. I used to spell it however I wanted. Dee was a woman only Eileen knew, but she felt alive within me for the first time in a long time, and I wanted to dance, so I did. I shook my hips in the mirror. I shook my head side to side and nearly lost my wig. I giggled and fell to the floor.


  My phone buzzed. It took me a minute to catch my breath and retrieve it from the counter. My country fingers were getting better at working the technology every time I used it, which had been a lot more since coming to the city.


  Eileen: There’s a market down the street. Buy some food and cook us dinner. There should be enough for a bottle of white wine, too. I left some money in the bottom of the basket under all the wrapping paper.


  I went downstairs to the basket, and there were two twenty-dollar bills at the bottom. My heart raced, but I couldn’t disappoint Eileen. Not after how I had behaved last weekend. I left my phone in the bathroom, added her key to my key chain, took a jacket from Eileen’s closet, and went outside. The cool fall breezes blew against my covered face.


  I stepped down Eileen’s steps and went to the street. Nobody seemed to notice me, even though my eyes probably looked crazy. Each step made my heart pound. Being in public as Dee was always a rush. Eileen and I used to drive to random towns to see if anyone would notice my feminized form. They never did when Eileen helped transform me.


  Nobody noticed me, except for a horny older man, when I picked out ingredients to make pasta and a salad. I even asked the worker to help me pick out a wine that would go with the meal’s flavors. She recommended a chardonnay that had been aged in an oak barrel.


  I paid for everything. The older man was standing behind me in the checkout line, staring at my ass. Men could be so disgusting, but I didn’t hate the attention. I moved my head so my hair fell in my face. The only thing the man could see was the smirk on my lips. He looked away hurriedly. Dee was a flirt when she got the chance.


  I grabbed my bags, locked eyes with the man, and waved as I turned away from him. My heels clicked as I switched out the door. I didn’t look back to see if the man was staring at my ass, but why wouldn’t he be? People had no shame.


   


  ♦


   


  Eileen


  My security system had alerted me when Daryl arrived, and when we went. I saw him leave from the front door, dolled up in everything I had left. His legs looked amazing in heels. His ass round and firm from all the exercise he did. All the walking around his land. People would stare at a woman as dolled up as he was.


  My day couldn’t have passed quick enough, knowing Daryl was waiting at my home.


  When I pulled into the driveway, Daryl stepped out the front door. Strands of hair from his blonde bob gently lifted into the air, not that he looked anything like ‘Daryl’. He was all ‘Dee’. That was the name we told people if they asked. Daryl used to have the best girl voice. I wondered if he could still do it.


  Daryl walked up to the car and opened the door. “Eileen, where have you been? I’m bored out of my mind,” he said, using a feminine voice. It was as entrancing as I remembered. My pussy was damp from the soft purr of his sissy voice. He looked even better than I thought he would.


  “I’ve been at work, dear,” I said. “You can’t expect me to rush home when there’s money to make.”


  “You want dinner to get cold, or do you want to eat?” he asked and put out his hand. I took it and stepped out of the car. We walked inside, and it smelled like garlic and simmering tomatoes.


  “What did you make?” I asked.


  “One of the few dishes I can make well,” he said. “Pasta and salad.”


  “Sounds delightful,” I said and hung my purse on the coat stand by the entrance. Daryl helped me out of my jacket. He led me to the dining-room table. We ate pasta with trashy TV on in the background to give us something to gossip about. We both enjoyed the same reality television, even though it was clear Daryl didn’t watch as much as I did. I spent most of my time outside of work watching TV or dressing up sissy boys in women’s clothing, but Daryl offered more.


  We vibed. Our connection was authentic. It was Tuesday night, and I didn’t have to work the next day. My next meeting was Thursday afternoon, and I planned to enjoy Daryl’s dick until then.


  “Did you make dessert?” I asked.


  He shook his head.


  “It’s okay. I would love to take a walk. There is a bakery a few blocks away. Let’s go before it gets too cold. Please tell me you bought another bottle of wine,” she said. Daryl nodded. There was only a glass left in the bottle we had opened for dinner. “Perfect. You ready?”


  “I’m borrowing your jacket.”


  “Whatever you need.”


  To any stranger, we would have looked like an ordinary lesbian couple, but I was wet thinking about the dick waiting for me under Daryl’s skirt. I wanted to tie his arms behind a chair and sit on it. I wanted to squeeze his padded bra and call him a whore. A slut. We were so naughty when we got together.


  “I’ve thought about us a lot over the years,” I said.


  “Me too,” he said.


  Daryl and I were holding hands as we walked to the bakery. We talked about people we used to know. Names that hadn’t crossed my mind in ages. Daryl knew what some townies were up to, while many had disappeared to Omaha or Lincoln. Maybe there were others in Colorado. Daryl had been the only friend from those days I thought much about or cared to remember.


  We bought coffees and almond croissants. We went back to my house, and Daryl wanted to paint his nails.


  “Neon pink?”


  “There was a pretty yellow I saw. Could we try that?”


  “Sure,” I said and went to the hall closet for the bucket of nail polish. Daryl picked out the color he liked. We finished our almond croissants and poured two glasses of wine before painting our nails. I would have to workout like a madwoman to burn off all the calories we were ingesting, but it was worth it. I never stopped thinking about work, but Daryl took my mind off the business.


  I could relax around him, which never happened with my throwaway sissies. They wanted nothing but sex anyway. Daryl wanted my heart.


  “I love this color. Now it’s my turn,” I said after Daryl finished my nails. I took the polish from him and painted his nails. We sipped white wine and gossiped about the reality stars. I filled in any details Daryl didn’t know.


  We were watching television, but all I wanted to do was touch Daryl. Kiss him. I waited until my nails were dry to lean across the couch and rest my hand on his thigh. He scooted closer to me. There had been too much space between us.


  My hand moved to the inside of Daryl’s thigh. His body turned my way. We stared at one another, each making a dare with our eyes. Daryl’s blonde bob in perfect form. His breasts small and perky. I moved my hand from his thigh to his breast. He leaned forward and kissed me as I squeezed his chest.


  “There’s something I’ve wanted to do to you since you showed up at my office,” I whispered into Daryl’s ear.


  “What’s that?”


  I had toys in my closet, but I only needed one. “Wait here,” I said, and went to my bedroom to grab the rope. I took Daryl’s hand. He wrapped his fingers around my palm, his yellow fingernails bright against his olive skin. My skin several shades darker than his. I led Daryl to the dining-room table, pulled out a chair, and told him to sit.


  I could see Daryl’s dick rising under his skirt. Reaching under the fabric, I pressed against his fat cock. My pussy was wet and ready. I wanted to use his dick like a dildo. Sit on it while he had his hands tied behind his back.


  “You like this?” I asked as I tied the knot.


  “More than you know.”


  “Worth driving all the way here?” I asked.


  Daryl smirked. “You know it is, baby. I shouldn’t have—”


  I put my fingers to his lips and said ‘shh’. “There’s nothing to apologize about, Daryl.” I said as I sank to my knees. There was nothing hotter than edging a guy when he couldn’t touch his dick. When it bounced and swayed, but he couldn’t do anything to control his orgasm.


  “This shave is perfect. So clean. So smooth,” I said as I ran my hand up his thigh, slowing down at the part between his panties and stockings.


  “Anything for you, Eileen.”


  “Be careful what you say, Daryl. You never know what I might make you do.”


  “I’ll try anything once, as long as it’s with you.”


  Daryl looked down at me as I pulled on his thong, moving it down his legs. His dick bounced back, standing straight up under the skirt, staining the fabric with his precum. “You’re leaking. Let me clean that for you,” I said and hiked up his skirt to reveal his shaved sissy cock.


  I grabbed Daryl’s handsome shaft and pulled it down to my mouth. The movement lengthened his dick. I ran a circle around Daryl’s head the same way I liked him to lick my labia, cleaning the precum from his tip. Daryl shivered, but he had nowhere to go. I had perfected the art of tying knots long ago.


  Daryl’s body tensed as I closed my lips halfway down his cock and sucked. His skirt brushed my hair. I moved my hands up to squeeze his breasts as I shoved his cock into the back of my throat. Daryl rocked in the chair, but he couldn’t move his hands. They were stuck behind his back.


  I lifted my head, releasing the suction from his dick. It was wet and shiny under the dining-room light. I loved having the lights on so I could see Daryl’s feminized body. His glossy lips. The eyeliner and blonde bob. His dick big and long like a cartoon futa.


  I put a chair on either side of Daryl to support me as I stood in front of him, my pussy in his face. I grabbed the back of his head and pushed my pussy against his lips. He struggled before his tongue gained a rhythm that pleased me to no end. I moaned as he licked my pussy and throbbing clit.


  I yelled and moaned. Nobody could hear me. The windows were closed. The blinds drawn. We were alone in my house, nothing with us besides the murmur of women on the television and cars driving past outside.


  “Shit, I need that dick,” I said and moved Daryl’s head.


  His mouth was wet and sloppy, but I wasn’t cleaning it. I kissed him instead, tasting my pussy on his lips. I liked its flavor.


  “You ready for me to fuck that dick?”


  Daryl nodded. “Give me that pussy.”


  “You sure you can handle this wet pussy?” I asked, touching myself as I stood in his face. My pussy centimeters from his lips.


  “I want to find out,” he said.


  As much as I wanted to slide down his bare dick, I grabbed a condom from my bedroom and rolled it down his member. He breathed heavily as I stroked his hard cock. He was still wearing his girly outfit. I was naked. I loved riding his cock when he wore a skirt and tits.


  Pushing the extra chairs out of the way, I straddled Daryl’s hips. I dropped my hips to his cock, and my pussy took his dick with glee. Daryl stretched my walls, and I dug my nails into the back of his neck. He grunted and strained to raise his face to kiss me.


  I smashed my mouth against his, thrusting my tongue into his mouth. I jiggled my hips on his dick, sliding my pussy up and down his shaft. Part of me wished his hands were free to rub my pussy, but I knew something better.


  I rose off his dick and turned so my ass was facing him. I put my body in a plank position with my feet on his shoulders. Daryl’s breathing got louder as I slowly covered his dick with my pussy. When I adjusted my hips the right way, Daryl’s dick slid into me like a casserole dish going into the oven.


  I rocked my hips on Daryl’s cock as it pressed against my spot. It wouldn’t take me long to cum. “Cum with me,” I said.


  He moved his hips a little. I lifted mine, and Daryl started fucking me, hitting my spot with each thrust. I balanced on my hands, but it wouldn’t be long before I came and collapsed to the floor.


  Daryl moaned, and I knew he was cumming. His discarded thong inches from my face. I closed my eyes as Daryl pressed into me once more. I took a deep breath, balanced on one hand, and touched my clit with the free one. It only took a second for me to reach my climax.


  “Fuck,” I screamed.


  Daryl was panting as I lifted my hips from his dick. A massive white glob hung from the tip of his condom. I rolled over before the orgasm high wore off and rubbed my clit, cumming a second time while Daryl watched me; still tied up in the chair.


  “You’re sexy.”


  “So are you, D. Let’s take a bath,” I said.


  


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


   


   


   


  Eileen


  Last night with Daryl was magical. I couldn’t wait to spend the day with him. I thought about work too much, and Daryl was reminding me of the simple joys in life. Slowing down wouldn’t kill me. If anything, it would make me live longer. How long could I spend trying to stay at the top of Colorado’s real-estate market? Even though people sought me out now, instead of me tracking down clients, it didn’t matter. I wanted to live more. Spend time with Daryl. Dress him up in pretty dresses and kiss him when he wore lip gloss.


  “Morning, Daryl,” I said as we lay in bed. The sun had risen, daylight in full swing. Daryl and I had stayed up late drinking, kissing, touching. He fucked me on the couch after I untied him, and I rode his dick again before falling asleep.


  “Morning, Eileen.” There was nothing but love in his eyes. Daryl and I had a day of exploring Denver planned. I couldn’t wait to show him my favorite landmarks, restaurants, and walking trails. Denver was a city with exquisite nature, which I hoped Daryl would enjoy.


  We washed each other in the shower before enjoying fruit and toast for breakfast. We were about ready to leave the house when I got the phone call from Denise.


  “Denise, good morning. What could I do for you?” I asked. I knew there were only a couple reasons she could be calling, but I was a woman of pleasantries. Denise and I exchanged common phrases. The ‘I’m well’ and ‘Great to hear’. There was an urgency with every word Denise spoke.


  “Eileen, I’m calling to tell you someone made an offer on the land.”


  I had known I wanted the land when I saw it that day in Nebraska, but I denied myself any emotional attachment. Denise’s words ignited a wave of fear, disappointment, and urgency. Daryl was looking at me with anticipation. My face must have had a horrified look. I put up my finger as I asked Denise details about the offer. She divulged little information, but I knew it was below asking price. I hung up the phone, and my heart was racing. Denise agreed to meet me in her office that afternoon to write up my offer.


  “We have to drive to Nebraska. Someone put in an offer on the land. I never thought it would happen this fast,” I said. Some land out there could sit for months. Years. I couldn’t gather my emotions until Daryl wrapped his arms around my shoulder.


  “Breathe, Eileen. I thought you didn’t want the land,” he said.


  I shook my head. “I didn’t want to make an emotional decision, but I will regret it if I don’t make an offer. I can feel the regret forming in my gut.”


  “You don’t work until tomorrow, right?”


  “No,” I said.


  “I’ll drive. You can do whatever you need while we’re on the road.”


  “How will I—”


  “I’ll drive you back in the morning. We can sleep at my house and leave early in the morning.”


  I nodded and gathered my things. We were on the road. I spent the next few hours calling banks and gathering my finances to make a cash offer on the land. I would offer full asking price, even though I thought it was overpriced, but I couldn’t let a vulture get my father’s land.


  I couldn’t let this opportunity slip through my fingers like I had let Daryl, the love of my life, when I ran away to the city. The country was pulling me back, but I had ideas for the land. I could run a bed & breakfast. We could give tours of Daryl’s pumpkin patch and gossip on the couch at night.


  I would give up my empire in Colorado, but I could evolve. I could take fewer clients. Divide my time between the Denver and Clymer. I told Daryl about my plans as we drove to Clymer. He couldn’t hide his smile.


  “You sure?” he asked when we were half an hour outside of town, rolling through Scottsbluff.


  “I am,” I said, and I felt it. A wave of relief came over my being as we drove the last stretch of the journey to Denise’s office in Clymer. She worked for a larger company that had an office in Scottsbluff, but she preferred to work in the town since it was closer to her house. Selling real estate out here meant long hours on country roads.


  Denise walked outside to greet us when we arrived. The trees vibrant shades of warm colors, showcasing the change in daylight hours.


  “I hope this owner is ready to accept a cash offer,” I said as Denise held the door open for us.


  “We’ll have to wait and see, but I can’t think of why they would say no. They’re an older couple looking to downsize to a smaller house in downtown Scottsbluff.”


  “Perfect,” I said. “Let’s make a deal.”


  


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


   


   


   


  Daryl


  I couldn’t believe she’d done it, but Eileen bought the land. The owner accepted. He had been hoping Eileen would put in an offer. They found out the other offer was from a banker in Chicago looking to add another asset to his portfolio, courtesy of the gossip-loving woman who was selling the land.


  We were walking to my front door, and I was nervous for Eileen to see inside. Eileen’s house sparkled, but mine could have been the from the movie set of a post-apocalyptic world. A refuge from the before times for the survivors to scavenge. I unlocked the door and helped Eileen out of her jacket by the entrance.


  “So, this is where you live?” Eileen asked as she ran her fingers along an antique buffet my grandmother used to own. Most of the furniture had been my father’s before he passed away. Dillon didn’t want any of it.


  “Yeah, you remember the house, don’t you?” Eileen had spent time here when we were younger. “I tried to clean it up after my father passed, but he really let it go.”


  “We could bring it back to shape in no time,” she said.


  “We?”


  “I’m your neighbor now, and I was hoping we could be more than just friends with benefits.”


  I tensed as Eileen stepped closer. Her eyes locked on me like a snake slithering across the floor. Eileen’s dark eyes as seductive as the music of a snake charmer. She placed her hand on my shoulder. She kissed me softly on the lips. “Would you like that?”


  “To be more than we are now?” I asked.


  She nodded.


  I would love it. It had been my dream since Eileen left Clymer. I had always hoped she would return. Sending her the information about her father’s land had been the best decision of my life. I wrapped my hands around her waist and pulled her close. “You’re the only woman I’ll ever need.”


  “We have a lot to do, Daryl. I didn’t buy that land for nothing.”


  “Your dreams are my dreams. I’ll help you however I can.”


  Eileen nodded and took a deep breath. She was grinning like a mad woman. “That was crazy, wasn’t it? I bought my dad’s land!”


  The owners had torn down the small home where Eileen used to live and had let the wild grasses grow, but the views hadn’t changed. “I’m proud of you. We’ll make your dreams come true. I promise,” I said. I would work morning to night if it meant I could have Eileen in my life. No amount of hard labor would deter me from enjoying the happiness she brought.


  “I need a drink,” she said. “Do you have anything?”


  “Only whiskey and beer,” I said.


  “Whiskey with a splash of water,” she said.


  We sat on the sofa in my living room, drinking whiskey on ice. Everything in the home was old, but at least nothing smelled. I kept the windows open when I worked out in the fields, unless it was a freezing day.


  “Do you have any clothes here?”


  “I have some outfits. Nothing as cute as what you left me in the basket,” I said and leaned over for a kiss. We were lovebirds in the beginning of an affair. Eileen had dropped cash on the land. She had signed papers. There was no turning back now. “Did you want me to put something on?”


  Eileen bit her lip and nodded. Who was I to disappoint? I went to where I kept my women’s clothing and found a loose sun dress I loved to wear. My legs were still smooth, which was good because all my tights had nasty holes in them. I was too embarrassed to wear those in front of Eileen when she was dripping with class.


  The sun dress was white, and I had bleached it a couple weeks ago, so it looked brand new. I had a padded bra I liked to wear and caress as I masturbated. I put it on under the dress. The only thing missing was the wig. I wish I still had my blonde one from Eileen’s. The wig I had at home no longer looked good, and I never had the courage to replace it.


  “What do you think?” I asked when I returned to the living room.


  “You’ll look perfect with a little makeup,” she said and waved me over to her. “And a wig. You’re lucky I packed a few of your things before we left.”


  I had taken everything off by the time we went to sleep and removed the makeup and nail polish before we left for Clymer. Eileen opened her bag and pulled out her makeup bag and the wig. I squealed when I saw the blonde bob, excited I could complete my look.


  She patted the sofa. She had all the shades for my skin tone lined up on the table. Eileen worked as I remained as still as I could.


  “You’re so sexy as a woman, Daryl,” she said, reaching up my sun dress with her free hand. I hadn’t put on any panties, and my dick was hardening as she stroked the inside of my thigh. Her fingers lightly brushed the sensitive skin of my cock. “Fuck, I love your dick.”


  “It loves you,” I said.


  She kissed me. “We belong together.”


  “I know.”


  “After all those years, here we are. You’re as beautiful as you’ve ever been,” she said as she removed her hand from under my dress to hold the compact. She brushed foundation on my face. She lined my eyes. Eileen brushed purple gloss onto my lips.


  “Thank you,” I said. “As are you.”


  Eileen placed the makeup on the table. She pushed me against the couch and fucked my mouth with her tongue. The blonde bob brushed my eyebrows. Eileen grabbed my dick. I touched my padded chest.


  “I love how quick you get hard for me,” she said as she stroked my throbbing cock.


  “I love how you take it when you want it.”


  “Can you guess what I want right now?” she asked.


  I shrugged. “Another kiss?”


  She gave me one before hiking up my skirt to reveal my erect, uncut cock. I was dripping precum. Droplets ran down my shaft. Eileen got to her knees and licked them off my dick before shoving her salty tongue into my mouth. I licked my precum off of her tongue with mine and savored its taste. I loved when she made me eat my own cum. Or when she licked her pussy nectar off my face.


  We could become sloppy sluts when I was dolled up. Horny whores with few inhibitions.


  “Do you have condoms?”


  I nodded and found some in my bedroom drawer. Eileen had followed me into the bedroom. All the furniture had come from the place I lived before moving to the family home. Eileen stripped naked and lay on the bed and lifted her legs into the air. She spread them and said, “fuck me.”


  I rolled a condom over my dick and walked over to the bed. I rubbed my dick between her lips, stimulating her hole. Getting my dick wet and slippery.


  “Fuck me, sissy boy,” she said and pulled me closer by the bra strap.


  I positioned my dick and pushed into Eileen’s hole. She moaned as I sank into her pussy. I fucked her for a minute until she told me to stop.


  “Is something wrong?” I asked.


  She shook her head and grabbed a pillow to put under her back. “Use those pussy juices to fuck me in the ass.”


  This was new. We had tried this once, but Eileen hadn’t liked it back then. Now, she was loose and ready when I pushed my lubed dick into her tight hole. She was working magic with her ass, contracting her walls around my dick. I looked down, and she was rubbing her clit, wetter than I had ever seen her.


  I slipped two fingers into her pussy, and her body shook. I fucked her ass slowly as I added another finger to her pussy. She moaned. Her moans turned into screams as I cupped my fingers and hit her spot. “Fuck, Daryl. Fuck. I love that sissy dick,” she said.


  “I love your tight ass and dripping pussy,” I said. Pulling my fingers out of her pussy, I leaned forward to take one of her nipples in my mouth. I cupped her breast with one hand as I pushed into her ass. Her hand still on her clit. Sweat ran down her body and I rubbed my hand above her bosom.


  “I won’t last much longer,” she said. Her voice was weak. Her body tense. She would cum any second, and I would too. I was fucking her slowly, so I didn’t cum prematurely.


  I moved my hand from her tits to her pussy. She moved her hand and let me finger her while I rubbed her clit with my thumb. I knew just what she liked. I had fingered her more times than I could count.


  “Oh. My. G—” panted Eileen before she gripped my arm. She dug her nails into my skin as she came. Her ass milking my dick as I came in her ass. Eileen pushed me out as she took herself to a second orgasm. She loved cumming twice in a row. It had always been a goal of hers.


  I felt like the luckiest man alive when I ripped the condom from my dick and collapsed next to Eileen, the skirt falling in place over my softening dick. Eileen was naked. I was dressed as ‘Dee’. I wrapped my arm around Eileen’s body. She wrapped her leg around mine.


  We cuddled. When we got bored with lying around, we rinsed off and went to the living room to find something to watch on the basic cable while drinking our whiskeys and waters.


   


  ♦


   


  Eileen


  We woke up early the next morning after a night of lovemaking. It was as though no time had passed, and we were fucking whenever chance we got. I enjoyed it. Dressing Daryl up as a woman was my favorite activity.


  On the highway back to Denver, I didn’t even want to go to my meeting. I could have given away my company and never returned to the city. Opening a bed & breakfast in the country sounded incredible. Working on Daryl’s land. The prairies and fresh air. He didn’t have animals, but we could raise animals if we worked together.


  “Thank you for telling me about my dad’s land,” I said as Daryl drove us back to Denver.


  “I would have regretted not telling you.”


  Regrets were worse than jumping into the unknown. I learned that by leaving Clymer, and I knew it was almost my time to return. “I will manage both businesses until we can turn a profit in Nebraska, but I’m tired of the real-estate game.”


  “There’s no rush. I’ll be here,” he said and reached out his hand. I took it.


  “We have a lot to do. I hope you can handle it.”


  “I can handle anything with you by my side,” he said and kissed my hand. I might have had employees, but they weren’t my friends. Clients would give me cookies, but I didn’t meet them for drinks if we weren’t talking business.


  With Daryl, everything was different. Simpler. It would take several years to make money from the land I bought, but I couldn’t wait to leave Denver and Davey Realty in the past. I couldn’t wait to return to my roots.


  The prairies had called, and I was ready to return home.


  “I love you, Daryl,” I said. He was dressed as a man, but I would have so much fun dressing him as a woman over the years as we grew old.


  “I love you, too, Eileen. We will build an amazing future, together.”


  I smiled at Daryl before looking at the road ahead, not afraid of a single decision I’d made. Zero regrets. Bounties of hope.


  


  




  THANK YOU FOR READING


   


  I hope you enjoyed reading Femboy Memories. 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: amazon.com/author/clovercox


  Goodreads Profile


  Website: clovercox.com




  DISCOVERED


   


  Clover Cox


   


   


   


  To my readers, always


  




  CHAPTER ONE


  Richard Magee glanced around his living room, knowing he had a few hours alone. Kay Magee was a librarian and had to work the evening shift that day. The TV was on, but he wasn’t watching it.


  Richard preferred when she was home earlier so they could eat dinner together, but people needed books and the public computers in the evening. There were events for families. Richard had ways to occupy himself when she was gone, and it wasn’t by watching television.


  He knew his pastime was dangerous. Keeping secrets from his wife was wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. Richard left the TV on even when he wasn’t watching it because the background noise helped cover up his favorite activity in case Kay arrived earlier than he expected. 


  There were times he got so lost in the moment that the noises from the television had protected him. Kay didn’t hear him banging around in the basement to hide his secret treasures.


  Richard wasn’t a cheater. He loved Kay more than anyone in the world. They’d met in their early twenties at a mutual friend’s party. Their marriage had been blissful since the moment they exchanged vows. Richard never wanted Kay to leave him, but he was hiding a secret. He didn’t know how long he could continue without telling Kay his truest desires.


  Once Richard felt settled, he left the living room and went to the basement. He used to do a lot of woodworking in his early twenties. It was a source of extra income. He used to make tables, chairs, bookcases, and other furniture. Carving shapes out of wood used to bring joy. It still would if Richard had more time. He’d lost motivation to earn extra money since becoming the top salesperson at the car dealership where he worked.


  Kay used to make more than him, but their fortunes had changed about five years into the marriage. Richard didn’t care who made more, as long as they paid their bills. Kay told him how much she needed each month, and Richard made no fuss about giving Kay what she requested.


  Everything extra Richard earned went to his collection of lingerie. The money he used to spend on wood to build furniture now went to cotton, silk, and lace. He loved nothing more than slipping into a pair of crotchless panties to touch himself in front of a mirror.


  They had two mirrors in the basement. There was one in the bathroom they had downstairs. He spent a lot of his time in that bathroom, watching his thickened dick in the mirror. There was something he loved about the protection of a door separating him from reality.


  The other mirror was a long mirror propped up against the wall in the boiler room. It’d been the first mirror Richard and Kay bought together when they were living in an apartment in the city. They’d since moved to a bigger house in the suburbs, but the mirror persisted.


  Richard used that mirror when he put on a slip dress or a teddy or a baby doll. His collection had grown over the years. He’d started by wearing Kay’s underwear about three years into their marriage. He’d always been curious about how they’d feel on his body. How they’d make his dick look. Kay always looked so sexy when she wore lingerie.


  When Kay put on a cute number, her confidence grew tenfold. She would prance around the house, sticking her ass out to tease Richard. He loved when she got excited. He loved watching her in lingerie, but he also liked to wear it himself.


  There were tons of woodworking materials downstairs. Richard always set the scene before he disappeared into the boiler room or the bathroom. He pulled a half-finished birdhouse off the shelf above his tools. He placed it on the table, which was covered in dust from when he’d started the birdhouse months ago.


  He ran the machines when he disappeared while Kay was home. He tried to refrain from wearing lingerie when Kay could discover him, but there were some days he couldn’t ignore his urges.


  Beneath his workstation, there were several drawers. He had locks on them. Kay had never questioned Richard. She trusted him. He hated thinking about how she might feel if she discovered his secret.


  Richard unlocked the drawers and pulled one out, revealing a plethora of lingerie. He checked the time before pulling out a pair of white stockings, a pink slip dress made of silk, and a pair of white crotchless panties with plenty of lace. His dick hardened as he moved the fabric through his fingers.


  Richard went to the bathroom and changed from his boring men’s clothing to the gorgeous lingerie. The tent beneath his pink slip dress was undeniable. The crotchless panties did nothing to hold down his dick. He placed his hands on his hips and moved them from side to side, staring at himself in the mirror.


  His arms looked so big under the spaghetti straps of the slip dress, but he thought he looked beautiful. He left the bathroom and went to the boiler room, where they had the other mirror. He hated how the floor stained the bottom of his stockings, but there were worse things in the world. Richard could be living a life without lingerie. A life where he hadn’t discovered what he loved most. As much joy as woodworking had brought him, Richard enjoyed exploring his feminine side more.


  Richard stood in front of the mirror in the boiler room, staring at his feminized body. He wished he were wearing makeup, but found it too risky to doll himself up so much when Kay could walk through the door at any moment. Richard bent one knee in, contouring his body as though he were posing for a photo shoot.


  His dick grew harder with each of his movements. The silk slip dress felt like a breeze kissing his skin. Each brush made him harder. His cock throbbing, begging him to touch it. He only had so long, and he liked to milk as many orgasms as he could out of his member. 


  Richard lifted his slip dress, mesmerized by the sight of his own cock surrounded by white crotchless panties. Stockings running up his thighs, stopping a few inches below his hairy balls. It only took a few strokes before he was shooting a load on the cement floor, but it didn’t matter.


  There was plenty of time before Kay would arrive home from the library.


  ***


  Kay Magee woke up the following morning to the sounds of Richard climbing out of bed. He had to be at work a few hours before her. She was scheduled a mid-shift that day. It was better than closing, which she’d done the night before.


  Kay watched as Richard went from their attached bathroom to the closet and back. When she’d opened her eyes, he was naked, but he had since put on underwear and a t-shirt. He had on long dress socks, making Kay wish he would climb back into bed to fuck her.


  When she got home the night before, she’d tried to entice Richard. They used to have wild sex when they were newlyweds, but it had gone downhill about five years into their marriage. Kay didn’t know why Richard refused her. He’d been awake and watching television. He didn’t fall asleep until hours after she’d arrived home from the library.


  What was it about her that turned him off? He had flat out refused to have sex with her the night before, and Kay didn’t know what to think. One thought kept popping up in her mind, even though she hated it. She hated thinking Richard might be getting sex from another woman, but it was possible.


  Richard turned to Kay when he noticed her eyes were open and following him around the room. “Good morning, Kay. Sorry if I woke you.”


  “It’s okay,” Kay said in a dry voice. She needed a glass of water as much as she need Richard’s dick inside her. She wanted to bring up how he’d refused her the night before, but he already had one foot out the door.


  Richard went back into the closet and came out fully dressed for work. Had a sexy woman gone to the dealership and seduced him for a lower price on a car? Had she given away her cunny for a few thousand dollars? Kay almost felt bad for the woman, if that were the case. She was tired of driving herself wild with theories.


  “Bye. I’ll see you tonight,” Richard said as he bent over to kiss Kay on the lips. His breath smelled of mint. Hers tasted like a night of sleep.


  Richard left. Kay pulled herself out of bed when she heard the garage door close. She put on a pot of coffee. Kay exercised, showered, and brushed her teeth before enjoying it.


  Kay stepped out of the shower and examined her body in the mirror. She didn’t have the same body she had in her twenties, but she kept herself tight. She exercised on their exercise bike five days a week. There were trails around their neighborhood, and Kay often walked them. Richard kept himself in decent shape, too, but she didn’t understand what it was about her he didn’t want.


  It almost brought tears to her eyes, but she would not let Richard’s rejection send her to the pits of self-doubt. There were plenty of reasons he wouldn’t want to have sex that didn’t have to do with her. Kay was a librarian, and she’d read it all, but the reality still crushed her. She thought they were different. They had a relationship that made others jealous, but who would be jealous of rejection?


  Kay put on clothes. She only had an hour until she had to get to work. Kay poured herself a cup of coffee before walking around the house, wondering what had caused the change in Richard. She went to their closet, checking every pocket of Richard’s for a loose piece of paper. A receipt. Anything that’d give her a clue, but all his pockets were empty.


  She went to the door that led to the basement, taking a breath before she descended the steps. Their basement was unfinished and opened to the backyard. When they’d moved to the house, Richard was still doing a lot of woodworking. She’d noticed a slowdown in his production as his car sales grew, but that didn’t explain why he spent so much time in the basement.


  Kay never wanted to question Richard. She figured he’d turned the basement into some sort of makeshift man cave. Maybe he watched TV on his phone or a tablet they had, but wasn’t sure what Richard did when he disappeared on those days they were both home. She never questioned Richard because his disappearing had given her time to read or knit or clean around the house in peace.


  Now Kay was feeling she should have questioned Richard more. She should have pushed him to answer to what he was doing in the basement for hours at a time. Texting other women? Video chatting with them online? Kay’s heart raced as she searched Richard’s workstation.


  She was finding nothing except half-finished projects Richard never would have made when they met. He used to scoff at birdhouses, and now he had one that he had been working on for months. Kay almost never came to the basement since their laundry was on the main floor, but it didn’t look like Richard had made any progress since she last saw the half-finished projects.


  Kay’s search led her to locked metal drawers, which drove Kay wild. She had no idea where Richard kept the key and hated herself for wanting to destroy his case to find out what was inside. When she moved it around, it was surprisingly light to the touch. She figured it would have been filled with heavy tools, but that didn’t seem to be the case.


  After ten minutes of frantic searching, Kay checked the time. There was no way she’d make it to the library on time, so she called her boss and told her she’d be a couple of hours late. Rosa met Kay’s request with snarky backhanded comments, but her boss would survive. Kay knew the library almost never got so busy it was impossible to handle. Kay figured Rosa was probably reading a juicy book and wanted more time alone in her office to sift through the pages. They did a lot of work, but they also read a ton.


  After searching every nook of the basement, Kay finally struck gold when she found a spare key to the locked metal drawers in the bathroom. It was on a hook behind the toilet, which made Kay’s heart tremble when she imagined what might be in the drawers. What if her husband was a serial killer? All the thrillers Kay had read flashed through her mind as she approached Richard’s secret drawers with the key she’d found.


  Kay closed her eyes as she pulled the first drawer open after unlocking them. What she found surprised her and brought relief that her husband wasn’t a serial killer. The womanly treasures made Kay wonder if her husband was softer than she ever knew. Without understanding why, Kay collapsed to her knees in a fit of laughter.


  When she regained control of herself, Kay pulled out some of the lingerie. They were nicer than some she had. Kay couldn’t believe her husband liked to dress in women’s underwear, but it explained why he hadn’t wanted sex. It took little brain power to figure he’d probably spent the evening jacking off while she was at work reading a sizzling romance, ready to head home and ride her husband’s dick. The dick he didn’t give her.


  Kay put the lingerie and key back in their places, heading upstairs to leave for the library. Like a good librarian, she spent her evening doing research to combat the problem at hand.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


  Life had gone on as normal after Kay found Richard’s lingerie in the basement. Kay never mentioned it, and Richard never confessed, even though Kay felt a sting every time she looked at Richard. She cared more about him keeping such a big part of his life secret from her more than she cared about the panties, stockings, and revealing dresses.


  Since Kay found the key, she had explored more of what her husband had when he wasn’t home. She was lucky he wasn’t a neat freak because she was sure she had mixed up stuff some days. Maybe it was on purpose to see if Richard would say anything, but he hadn’t.


  Kay was waiting for Richard outside of a haunted hayride. She had the day off, and it was his idea. They’d had sex several times since the night Richard refused Kay, but she couldn’t help but wonder if Richard felt satisfied without the lingerie.


  Richard pulled up a few minutes later than he had predicted, but it didn’t matter. They’d planned on drinking hot cider and eating donuts before the hayride.


  “You look incredible,” Richard said when he hugged Kay, kissing her on the cheek. She was wearing a form-fitting sweater with jeans and boots. It wasn’t too cold, but there was a bite in the wind. She had a scarf and earmuffs if it got too cold.


  Richard was still wearing the clothes he used for the dealership. The wool jacket he had over them made him look snazzy, like a man who’d catch Kay’s attention if he came into the library.


  “Rough day at work?”


  “No, why?” he asked.


  “You’re a few minutes late,” Kay said in a teasing voice.


  “You wouldn’t believe the traffic there was on the way here.”


  Kay would not make a big deal of the time. She took Richard’s hand and led him inside to the café where people waited before the haunted hayride. It was warm inside, smelling of fall baked goods and warm drinks.


  “We’ll have to spend an extra hour on the bike after these,” Richard said as he picked up his cinnamon-sugar donut.


  “Who are you telling?” Kay said and laughed. She could already feel the donut sticking to her hips, but she didn’t much care. They tasted too good. Her doubts about Richard wanting other women had also diminished. As much as she wanted to bring up the lingerie she’d found, at least she knew Richard wasn’t cheating. He didn’t even look at other women. He only noticed her.


  “When does the hayride start?”


  Kay checked the time on her phone, telling Richard they had eleven minutes to wait. In those eleven minutes, Kay thought about bringing up the lingerie. The topic was on the tip of her tongue, where it’d been many times before, but she never knew how to form the words. She never knew how to ask Richard why he kept a secret stash of women’s undergarments, and that night of the haunted hayride was no different.


  Regardless, it was nice to spend an evening in Richard’s arms. They made sweet love when they got home without a piece of lingerie in sight.


  ***


  Richard wished he could wear his gorgeous collection in the bedroom. There was nothing he wanted more than to show Kay all the different pieces he had. When he was making love to her after the haunted hayride, her pussy felt so incredible. So tight. So wet. Richard loved how he could make his wife soaked, but he wished a pair of tight panties were cupping his balls.


  He wanted to tell Kay how badly he craved to wear lingerie while they fucked, but he didn’t want to lose her. He’d read stories online of guys who liked to crossdress getting left by their partners. Richard didn’t know how to explain it, but wearing women’s undergarments felt natural. Why couldn’t dresses and skirts be like jeans? Richard would wear them everywhere he went, or that was what he thought. Imagination could be far from reality.


  ***


  If only Richard knew the gift that was coming his way. Across town, Kay was searching in a lingerie store, but she wasn’t looking for herself. She had Richard on her mind. She had gone back and forth with her idea, but they couldn’t continue living in the dark. 


  She had to tell Richard she knew his secret. For better or worse, she wanted to bring his truth to light. Kay hoped he wouldn’t run away from what he wanted most when she was willing to explore with him. It’d taken her weeks to come around, but she was ready.


  Kay found some thongs and panties she thought would fit Richard. They had lace that would expose his dick, and Kay couldn’t wait to see what he’d look like in them. Would she love it, or would she want to run away herself?


  “Would you mind wrapping these? They’re a present for a friend,” Kay said to the sales attendant.


  “What color bow would you like?”


  Kay glanced at the options the sales attendant was holding, but she really didn’t care. “Whichever is your favorite.”


  “Pink,” the woman said and wrapped a bow around the box after carefully placing the lingerie in tissue. She placed the box in a bag before passing it to Kay.


  Kay thanked her and took the bag, hoping Richard would like his present.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


  Kay and Richard were sitting in the living room watching television after dinner. They had a few sitcoms they liked to enjoy together. They would take walks or do other activities too, but the weather had turned cold. Neither wanted to bundle up when they could stay in snuggled up next to each other on the sofa.


  Kay could no longer hide what she’d bought Richard. She had the bag in the back of their closet. He’d even seen it. She said it was for her best friend, Carmen. Kay had tried to find the courage to give the gift to Richard several times, but she never found the strength until that random fall night when they were sitting at home watching TV.


  Without speaking, Kay stood from the sofa and went to their bedroom to grab the bag with the gift. She returned to the living room, and Richard glanced at her with a raised eyebrow. He shifted his attention away from the television.


  He looked into Kay’s eyes, seeing the nervousness in her expression. “What’s wrong?”


  “I don’t know how to tell you this.” Kay said. She stepped forward and dropped the bag onto Richard’s lap. There was no denying from which store the bag came. They both knew. There were only a few possibilities for what might be inside the box.


  Richard looked at Kay with an uneasy expression, feeling like he could throw up. Why in the world was Kay placing a bag from a lingerie store on his lap? “Didn’t you get this for Carmen? Why did you bring it in here? Did you want me to return it?”


  Kay looked at Richard once, pulling the veil from his secret life. He’d thought the lingerie looked like someone had been digging through it when he went downstairs one evening but wrote it off as his aging mind. Poor memory. Now his suspicions were confirmed by the look in Kay’s eyes. She knew his truth.


  “Richard, please stop playing games.”


  Richard opened his mouth and shut it without producing any words. What could he say? He knew Kay had seen his collection by the way she looked at him. Her eyes drifted to the hall that led to the basement door, and Richard felt like he could melt into a puddle of shame.


  “Please, Kay. You don’t understand. I never meant to hurt you.”


  Kay sat next to Richard on the couch. She placed her hand over his, looking into his eye. “Richard, I don’t hate you. I got you a gift. Would you try them on for me?”


  Richard pulled out the white box wrapped in a pink bow. He couldn’t believe what Kay had done for him. Why did he feel sick after getting what he’d wanted for years? Richard grabbed the empty bag and spit up into it. Kay gasped and ran to the kitchen for a towel and a pitcher to refill their water glasses.


  Richard had thrown up by the time Kay returned. She took the soiled bag and threw it away in the kitchen. Richard apologized when she returned. Kay rubbed his back and told him everything would be okay.


  “Would you open the gift, please?”


  “Okay,” Richard said. He picked up the box, wondering how his life had gotten to this point. As much as he loved lingerie, part of him wished it had remained a secret. He’d dreamed about making love to Kay while wearing a pair of panties, but he never once thought those dreams would come true. Deep down, he’d been okay hiding his truth. He was afraid to open the box of his deepest desires and scare away the woman he loved.


  Kay stared at Richard with an expectant smile on her face, waiting for him to untie the ribbon and lift the lid from the box, but she didn’t understand what door she was opening. Once Richard got started, he didn’t know if he could stop.


  “Open it,” Kay said after Richard hadn’t moved for several beats.


  Richard took a deep breath and untied the pink bow. It fell to the floor. Richard lifted the lid, shocked by what he found inside, even though he knew what was coming. He’d thrown up in a bag from a lingerie store. What else did he think Kay would have bought? Chocolate? Popcorn? Boxers?


  “What do you think?” Kay asked.


  The lingerie was beautiful. There was a white thong that would make Richard look pure like fresh snow. There was a pair of red panties with a lace crotch that’d make Richard feel hotter than lava, but he couldn’t shake the shame and embarrassment coursing through him. He knew he shouldn’t feel bad. His wife was trying to accept him for who he was, but he didn’t want his secret exposed.


  Richard stood, letting the box and lingerie fall to the floor. His action offended Kay. She gasped, leaning away from him. Richard stood from the sofa and went to a spare bedroom, placing a chair they had in the room under the doorknob so Kay couldn’t bother him.


  Kay picked up the lingerie and tissue paper, cleaning up the mess Richard had made. She closed the box and went to the spare bedroom where Richard was hiding. She knocked on the door.


  “Go away,” he cried. 


  “I only want to talk,” she said.


  Richard screamed at Kay that he didn’t want to talk. He screamed at Kay that she never should have given him that gift. He told her to go away every time she tried to get into the room. Every time she tried to crack into his heart. Richard knew he was being crazy by pushing Kay away, but he couldn’t help his actions.


  He was so afraid she might reject him for dressing as a woman, he couldn’t even open his mind to the possibilities.


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


  Richard had slept in the guest bedroom since Kay gave him the gift from the lingerie store. Neither had spoken about his reaction. They hadn’t said much to each other at all unless it was one-hundred percent necessary. Kay was angry, and Richard was ashamed. They were at a stalemate, but Richard wanted to return to their bedroom. Enough time had passed.


  He had tired of sleeping alone. He missed Kay’s touch. The warmth of her body. He wanted to smell her hair against his nostrils. He wanted to touch her when the sun woke them up on the weekend. Richard knew he had to apologize. He was the one who exploded.


  Kay had extended an olive branch, and Richard snapped it in half when he let the lingerie she’d gifted him fall to the floor. He could have answered when she knocked, but he didn’t. Richard ignored her after screaming at her to leave him alone, and he wished he could take back his words. If only there were a time machine, but there wasn’t.


  Richard had to live up to what he’d done. Kay was closing, so their conversation would have to wait until the morning, but Richard was ready to apologize and accept his mistakes. He only hoped Kay would forgive him. He baked her cookies instead of touching himself in the basement, leaving them out for her for when she got home from work. Richard disappeared into the guest bedroom to crash before she arrived.


  Kay awoke the following morning, still full from the four cookies she’d eaten instead of dinner. It had warmed her heart when she walked through the door to find a plate of cookies next to a card with her name. She knew Richard felt terrible for how he’d reacted to the gift of lingerie, but she didn’t know how to react to his reaction.


  Why hadn’t he been happy to receive a gift like that from her when he had a stash of women’s underwear in the basement?


  There was a knock on the bedroom door. Kay stirred. “Come in,” she said.


  Richard opened the door to the bedroom they hadn’t shared in over a week. It pained Kay to sleep alone, but she didn’t want Richard in their bed until they talked about how he’d exploded. She needed to understand her husband. If she didn’t, it felt like sleeping next to a stranger.


  “Morning,” Richard said in a faint voice as he stepped into the room. He had his hands clasped in front of him.


  Kay patted the bed. She had the comforter wrapped tightly around her. Richard sat on the edge of the bed. He reached out and took his wife’s hand in his. Neither had removed their wedding rings over the past week. “I can’t tell you how sorry I am, Kay.”


  “Why are you pushing me away?”


  Richard shrugged. He didn’t know how to respond. “I guess I really never wanted you to know the truth, even though I’d been fantasizing about it for years.”


  “I want to understand you, Richard. You know that, don’t you?”


  Richard took a deep breath as a single tear slid down his face. He had a wife who loved him. A woman who wanted to understand him, even when most others wouldn’t, but society had trained him to suppress his feminine urges his entire life. “You’re an incredible woman, Kay.”


  “You’re a fantastic husband, but you have to be honest. We can talk about this, Richard. I don’t like that you kept this a secret from me for so long, but I can forgive that if you let me in now.”


  Richard nodded. He had turned his body away from Kay when the tear slid down his face, so he couldn’t see her face. If he looked at Kay, he was sure he’d burst into tears. Tears of shame. Joy. He didn’t know what he was feeling, but the emotions were intense. He needed to do something with Kay before he had the serious conversation.


  “Do you want to get out of the house? I decided I’m going to renovate the basement bathroom like I’ve been promising for years. Why don’t we head to the store so you can pick out tiles, paint colors, and other finishes?” Richard turned to look at Kay as he asked the question.


  “You mean it?” Kay said. Her smile brightened as she lay under the covers.


  “Yeah, why not? We have the money, and it can be my way of showing you how sorry I am.” Richard lifted his hand to Kay’s hair. He pushed a few strands behind her ear as he stared into her eyes. Kay was his wife, and he loved her more than life itself. He would be nothing without her. “I’ve always wanted you to know my truth, but I’ve also feared you’d leave if you found out.”


  Kay reached out to touch Richard. Her hand landed on his thigh. “We can work through this. I understand why you were afraid, but I have no plans on leaving you. If I wanted to leave you over the lingerie, I would have done that when I found your stash in the basement.”


  Richard took a deep breath. He wasn’t ready to unload everything he’d been thinking over the past week, but he appreciated his wife’s support. “I love you, Kay.”


  Kay took Richard’s hand, moving it to her lips, and she kissed it. “Why don’t we head to the store? We can talk more when we get home,” she said.


  “You’re reading my mind.” Richard stood from the bed and grabbed a change of clothes from the closet. He made breakfast while Kay showered, and he showered after they ate. Kay loaded the dishwasher, and they headed to the store after they’d finished getting ready.


  Richard stood on the sidelines as Kay picked out her favorite materials. He had done some renovation work, but not in several years. Still, he figured he could handle the bathroom. Even if there were a few errors, the renovation would only be cosmetic, and almost nobody used the basement bathroom.


  “You sure about this?” Kay asked as they headed to the check-out line with a cart full of materials and a list of items to order. Kay wanted a new vanity and everything. Richard could spare a few months of lingerie to follow through on a promise he’d made years ago.


  “Don’t worry, Kay. We can afford it,” Richard said. Richard paid for everything with his credit card, which he would pay off before they charged him interest. He enjoyed earning points and bonuses.


  Kay walked to the car with a beaming smile, which made every cent Richard spent worth it.


  ***


  Richard passed the rest of his afternoon demolishing the bathroom downstairs. The metal drawers taunted him every time he passed his workstation, but Richard ignored them to give his wife what he’d promised years ago. Richard would need to devote several hours to the bathroom but felt like he’d accomplished a lot by the time Kay called him upstairs to eat.


  She’d passed her time prepping meals for the next week. Kay kissed Richard on the lips when he came upstairs. She’d made chicken pot pies with steamed broccoli. Richard helped her set the table. He got them waters, silverware, and napkins. Kay brought over their plates, placing the one with more food in front of Richard.


  Richard leaned over the table to kiss his wife a second time. “You spoil me,” he said.


  “Don’t forget it,” Kay said and chuckled.


  They ate the chicken pot pies. Kay had used ramekins with puff pastry over the top. They glistened from the egg wash she’d applied. Richard and Kay ate, commenting on the bathroom renovation Richard had started. Neither mentioned the panties in the metal drawers, but Richard was wondering about the gift he’d let fall to floor. He hadn’t seen it since that night. Did Kay throw it away? Had he missed his chance?


  Richard didn’t have to wait long for his answer because Kay disappeared after they finished their meals and came back with the white box, no longer tied by a pink bow. It had looked much more romantic the first time Richard saw it. Kay placed it on the table in front of him.


  “Please don’t freak out this time, but I’d like you to try these on for me. Do you mind?”


  Richard bit his lip, feeling his heartbeat tick faster. “You want me to try those on?” He had yet to open the box.


  “Yes, and I really don’t want to ask you again,” Kay said. Her eyes focused on Richard. She had her hands on her hips. The fierceness in her gaze told Richard she wasn’t playing games. Something about Kay had changed over the past week, and Richard thought he’d be best doing as Kay commanded. “Open the box, pick your favorite pair, and put them on for me to see.”


  Richard nodded, swallowing a breath. He lifted the lid from the box. There was a pair of red panties with a lace crotch that Richard had been thinking about ever since he had his tantrum. He picked them up from the box and looked at Kay. “I want to try these.”


  “You know what to do,” Kay said and pointed to the bathroom.


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


  Richard stood naked in front of the mirror. Kay was waiting for him on the other side, but he had been paralyzed for what felt like hours. The red panties with a lace front were sitting on the bathroom counter, taunting him. He jumped when Kay knocked on the door.


  “What’s taking so long? Hurry! I want to see how those panties look on you.”


  “Coming,” Richard hollered, but he wasn’t sure he had the strength to reveal himself to his wife. He’d gone so long fantasizing about this very moment, and it was nothing how he thought it’d be. In Richard’s visions, he had strength and confidence. In reality, he had none of those things. Richard was afraid Kay would ridicule him. “Promise you won’t laugh?”


  “Yes, Richard. I promise not to laugh.”


  Richard nodded to himself, taking a deep breath as he grabbed the red panties with a lace front sitting by his side. He held them up to his body, wondering how he’d gotten to this point in his life. His wife had gifted him a pair of panties, and they were sexy. Richard would have picked a similar pair himself. There was a time when he never would have worn lingerie, but now he couldn’t imagine his life without them.


  Would Kay feel the same when she saw him?


  Richard had wasted enough time contemplated how his wife would react. He was souping himself up, in case disaster struck, but Kay had promised not to laugh. He needed to give her what she was seeking. Kay had discovered Richard’s lingerie stash and was doing everything she could to act as a supportive wife. Richard knew he was lucky to have a woman like Kay, so he picked up the pair of red panties and slid them up his legs.


  He stared at himself in the mirror, no longer naked. The lace did nothing to hide his growing erection. His dick took on a life of its own every time he put on a sexy pair of panties, and the red ones were no exception. He placed his hands on his hips, shifting his body from side to side. The lingerie gave him a confidence he hadn’t felt minutes before, but he was still terrified about how Kay might react.


  Richard put on a robe, binding it around his center. He opened the door to the bathroom, and Kay wasn’t standing on the other side. Richard walked toward their bedroom, but she wasn’t there. He called out, and Kay told him she was in the kitchen.


  Kay had changed into a white thong, a white bra, and a lightweight red robe. She had on a pair of white heels. No stockings, but her legs glistened from a fresh layer of lotion. She had a silver necklace on with diamond stud earrings. She looked at Richard with nothing but lust in her eyes.


  Richard held the robe tight around his body. It was a false sense of security. He knew Kay would tell him to drop the robe.


  Kay perched on the arm of the couch. She bent her finger and waved it for Richard to step toward her. His heart raced as he crossed the room. His legs shook as images of him dropping the robe flashed through his mind. Kay grabbed Richard and pulled him close when he was inches from her, moving her lips to his ear. “Take off the robe, Richard.” 


  His fingers trembled as he moved them to untie his robe. He took a deep breath before opening it to expose his body to Kay. The red panties clad against his throbbing dick. He was harder than he’d ever been wearing panties in front of the woman he loved, but would she like them? Would she approve?


  “Step back so I can have a better look,” Kay said. She didn’t hate Richard in panties, but he was so hairy. So manly. It wasn’t uncomfortable seeing her man in lingerie, but she wanted his body bare. Hairless like a feminine woman. “Not bad. Those panties make your dick look huge.”


  Richard felt his cheeks warm as he glanced down at his boner, which was poking against the fabric. He wanted to take it out. He wanted to play with himself, but he wouldn’t move a finger without Kay’s permission. “You like them?”


  “I think they’d look better if your body had less hair. Why don’t you go to the bathroom and shave?”


  Kay’s words were music to Richard’s ears. He’d been dying to shave his body for years but had never done it to avoid questions. Now he had the permission of his wife, and her opinion was the only one Richard cared about. The emotions flowing through him overwhelmed him. “You mean it?”


  “Why would I say something if I didn’t mean it? It’s late. Get to the bathroom and shave. Now,” Kay said. Her words were forceful. Pointed. Richard would be a fool to ignore them, so he ran to the bathroom from where he’d come. He was so excited that he had forgotten to grab razors and shaving cream, so he had to backtrack.


  Richard used an electric shaver to trim his hair down to a length he could shave. He lathered his body with shaving cream after filling the tub with hot water. He sat on its edge with his feet submerged, slowing ridding his body of hair. Richard had watched Kay bathe and shave her legs for years, always envious of her smooth skin when they lay together afterward. Now, he would have silky smooth skin of his own, and he couldn’t wait to touch it.


  It took nearly an hour for Richard to finish, but the wait was worth it. He’d taken his time to carefully shave around his member, rubbing lotion into his skin after patting himself dry with a plush towel. His dick looked so much better in the red panties with a pair of smooth legs. He didn’t even bother putting on a robe when he stepped out of the bathroom with a shaved body.


  “Would you mind moisturizing my back?” Richard asked.


  Kay purred as she took in Richard’s smooth body. “Not at all. We’ll need to keep your skin hydrated so it doesn’t get irritated. You might even have to sleep naked after I take those panties off your girly legs.” Kay touched Richard’s body. She was hornier than she’d been in ages and wanted to dominate her husband. The feelings were new, but they were powerful.


  “You take such good care of me,” Richard said. He sat in a chair at the dining-room table. Kay stood behind him and rubbed lotion onto his back. He had little hair to shave on his back, but she made sure he was slick with lotion from head to toe, reapplying over his chest. Kay worked slowly to Richard’s legs, walking around the chair to face him.


  Kay reached out and touched Richard’s hard dick, fascinated by how it looked behind the red mesh lace. His leaking cock had stained the fabric, but neither cared when it looked so delicious. Kay reached between her thighs, pressing her hand against her aching pussy. She wanted Richard’s dick, but she had to put him in his place.


  Kay had never been with a man who liked to wear lingerie. She hadn’t been with many men at all, but there were some crossdressers and dominant women in the books she read. Kay read serious literature they wrote reviews about in major newspapers, but she had also tried at least one story from every subgenre of romance she could find.


  Richard moaned as Kay rubbed the last bits of lotion into his legs before standing in front of him with her hands on her hips. “Now, it’s your turn to please me since I let you shave your legs and wear sexy red underwear.”


  “Whatever you want,” Richard said in a breathy tone. “I’m yours.”


  Kay walked toward the bedroom in her white heels, waving for Richard to follow her. She stopped in front of the door. “You want to sleep in our bed tonight?”


  “Yes, please.” Richard didn’t care if it sounded like he was begging. He needed to sleep next to Kay. He got so cold sleeping all alone in the guest bedroom. “I don’t want to sleep alone anymore.”


  “Fine, but it’ll cost you.”


  Richard nodded with vigor, dropping to his knees and clasping his hands.


  Kay threw her head back and laughed as she observed her husband’s submission. “I expect the bathroom to be finished within the next two weeks.”


  “Don’t worry, Kay. I’ll finish it.”


  “You better.” Kay opened the door to the bedroom and stepped inside. It smelled of the air freshener she’d bought a few days before to reduce the stress she’d felt while not speaking with Richard, but those feeling had evaporated. Desire replaced them. She had never imagined her life with a husband who wore panties, but she didn’t hate it. She loved how obedient Richard was acting.


  He crawled into the bedroom behind Kay, wearing nothing but his red panties.


  “Take our duvet off the bed. We wouldn’t want to ruin it,” Kay said.


  Richard stood and did as she said. He didn’t hesitate when Kay commanded him to put an old sheet on the bed to absorb any mess they might make. Kay took off the red robe she was wearing and kicked off her white heels before climbing onto the bed. She was wet, dripping with desire, but she had to take it slow. She had to maintain control of the situation. It was time to turn the tables on their relationship and become the dominant partner.


  Kay propped herself up on two pillows, touching her pussy through the fabric of her soaked white panties. Richard looked with hungry eyes. He went to climb on the bed, but Kay told him no. She pointed to her right. “Stand there.”


  Richard moved to her side. Kay turned her head to look at him. His view of the flooded mound poking through her panties was being obstructed by her legs. Richard hated it. He wanted his nose next to her arousal. He wanted to taste her on his lips. There was nothing he loved more than licking her sweet pussy. He loved when she screamed with the flick of his tongue.


  “Here?” Richard asked as he stood on the side of the bed.


  Kay touched her pussy through the wet fabric, wanting Richard to fuck her. He would have to wait, no matter how badly she wanted it. Her walls were begging to be stretched by his dick. Her clit begging for him to rub it as he slid in and out of her opening. “Yes, there.” Kay’s voice was a breath of air. Puffs of ecstasy. “Move the panties to the side and stroke your dick.”


  “Like this?” Richard asked as he pushed his hard cock out of the panties.


  Kay bit her bottom lip and nodded as she took in the sight of Richard’s hard, veiny dick. His tip soaked with precum. She had a birth-control implant, so they’d stopped using condoms a long time ago, and she really wanted his wet tip inside her slick hole.


  Richard moaned as he stroked his cock. He watched as Kay’s body contorted with each movement of her hand. It was sexy watching Kay touch herself, but he wanted to be the one to make her moan. He wanted to taste her before he lost control and shot a load onto their bedroom floor.


  Kay stared into Richard’s eyes as they touched themselves. They went for minutes. Richard stood in one place, even though he wanted to jump on the bed between Kay’s legs. Kay waited until she could no longer resist giving the command. She turned and moved to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs in front of Richard.


  Richard released his dick as he took in the sight of Kay’s clad panties. “Take them off,” she said.


  “Okay,” he said. Richard dropped to the floor. His hard dick swayed as he walked on his knees toward Kay. The panties were tight around his balls. All felt right in the world as he lifted his hands toward Kay’s wet panties. She moaned as he grabbed the waistline of her underwear, lifting her hips for Richard to pull them from her body.


  Richard tossed them to the side. He didn’t worry about his throbbing dick with Kay’s delicious treat inches from his face. Her wonderful scent hit his nose as he moved closer to her opening, licking his lips in anticipation.


  Kay was so close to cumming when Richard placed his mouth against his cunny, she screamed to resist the orgasm. Her hollers were nothing compared to Richard’s tongue, thrusting in and out of her hole. He licked her pussy lips. He sucked her clit, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.


  Richard had his fingers on Kay’s clit and his tongue on her pussy lips when the pressure became too intense for her to ignore. She gripped the sheets beneath her as her toes curled and popped. Her legs vibrated. Richard didn’t stop touching or licking her as she screamed to the heavens. She was kicking Richard’s back, but her pussy tasted too delicious to stop licking. He made her cum a second time shortly after the first.


  Kay was in another world before she remembered she was in charge. Her new role was to tell Richard what to do until she knew he could handle their new dynamics. As much as Richard wanted to wear lingerie, it would come with a few rules. A mutual understanding that Kay would make the vast majority of their decisions from now on, and Richard was there to listen and fulfill tasks.


  “Sit on the floor. You’ve had enough,” Kay said in the sternest voice she could muster through the fuzz of her orgasms.


  Richard lifted his mouth the second the words left Kay’s lips. He didn’t want to disappoint. He sat on his knees, staring at Kay’s beauty as her legs dangled off the bed. It took Kay a minute to come around, but Richard was patient. He didn’t rush her.


  She sat up and said, “cum into your hand. I want to watch.”


  “Your wish is my command,” Richard said. He stroked his dick, staring into Kay’s grayish blue eyes. He pulled down on his balls, making his cock look even bigger against the red panties. Richard put out his hand as he stroked his dick, seconds from cumming. He moved the hand from his balls to touch his hairless chest. He squeezed his nipple as the orgasm bubbled in his balls.


  Kay licked her lips as she watched her husband rub himself to competition. Kay never knew how much she might enjoy being dominant in the relationship, but it was quickly growing on her.


  Richard moved his hand from his chest to under his dick to catch the cum that shot from his tip. He moaned as streams of white goo erupted from his dick. Kay moaned, telling Richard he was the sexiest husband in the world. They made out after they came, rolling around on the bed for several minutes. Kay wearing nothing but a bra. Richard in nothing but a pair of red panties.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


  Two weeks had passed since the night Richard finally put on the red panties Kay bought him. They had sex most nights, and Richard wore a different pair of panties every time. Kay grew more dominant and confident in her abilities to steer their relationship each time they had sex. There was nothing she loved more now than putting Richard into a cute slip dress before tying him up to ride his dick. They both came every time.


  Kay was sitting at the dining-room table working on her laptop when Richard entered the room. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, covered head to toe with paint and dust. He had been working on the bathroom in the basement all day.


  “I finished,” Richard said. He placed his hands on Kay’s shoulders and kissed her on the cheek.


  She glanced at her shoulder, checking to make sure it was free of dust.


  Richard chuckled. “I washed my hands before coming upstairs. You should know by now I’d never ruin your beautiful clothes.”


  Kay placed her chin on her shoulder, smiling to herself. She and Richard had grown a lot over the past two weeks, ever since he’d worn the red panties. They were having had some of the best sex of their lives. Kay had discovered a dominance within herself, and she had accepted her husband for who he was. Kay couldn’t imagine her life without Richard, lingerie and all. They were perfect for each other, and Kay was learning that even more with every day that passed.


  “I hope you wouldn’t ruin my clothes,” Kay said.


  “Do you want to see the basement bathroom?”
“You finished?” Potential dust had preoccupied Kay from hearing Richard the first time.


  “We have to let it settle for a few days, but the bathroom is ready to go.”


  Kay jumped up from her chair, wrapping her arms around the back of Richard’s neck. She stared into his brown eyes, wondering if he was wearing a pair of panties beneath his rugged jeans. “What underwear are you wearing?”


  Richard blushed. He stepped back from Kay and unbuttoned his pants, revealing a white thong that barely held his junk in place. His cheeks burned when Kay told him to twirl in a circle.


  “Pull up your pants, you naughty boy. We can fool around once I check your work in the bathroom.”


  “After you,” Richard said, gesturing toward the hallway. Kay went to the door that led to the basement. She opened it, heading downstairs first. Richard followed closely behind her. Kay gasped when she saw the bathroom. She hadn’t gone downstairs to check it much since Richard started, and the end product was better than anything she could have imagined, and Richard finished it so quickly.


  Kay turned toward her husband and threw her arms around him, feeling horny from the fact he’d finished what he promised years before. “It’s incredible, Richard.”


  Richard squeezed Kay, kissed her on her forehead. “I’m glad you like it.”


  “What else can I make you do?”


  “If I can wear panties, I’ll do anything.”


  Kay giggled, leaning against her husband. The renovation had made him firmer on the outside, and the panties made him softer on the inside. It was the perfect combination. Kay would have to put Richard to work more to beef up his muscles. She wouldn’t forget to reward his work with panties and sex, making him softer than foam.


  “You outdid yourself,” she said.


  “Will you come down here to use the bathroom now?”


  “Probably not, but it’s nice to have the option.” Kay stared into her husband’s brown eyes a few beats before grabbing his hand and pulling him to their bedroom, where they enjoyed their afternoon wearing nothing but a few pieces of lingerie.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


  Richard was driving home after getting off work early. It was a week after he’d finished the bathroom renovation. Kay had since put him to work painting the guest bedroom, prepping the garden for spring, and cleaning the gutters. He didn’t wear a dress when he did outdoor work, but he had on panties and stockings beneath his clothes.


  Richard pulled into the driveway, stepping out of the car. He went inside and found a present with his name sitting on the dining-room table. It was a pink box with a white bow. The handwriting on the card was Kay’s. She had to close the library that night, which her note acknowledged.


  So you can have a little fun while I’m away. Don’t cum without me!


  The smile that crept across Richard’s face hurt his mouth. He couldn’t believe how incredible his wife was. She knew him too well, and they were growing closer by the day.


  Richard undid the white bow, placing it next to the box. He lifted the lid from the pink box and whimpered when he saw what was inside. It was a pink micro mess slip dress with long sleeves. The sleeves and hem had feathers. There was a pair of pink heels in the box, too. They were taller than any he’d used.


  Kay had taught Richard how to walk in heels and bought him a pair of kitten heels, but those were nothing compared to the four-inch pumps staring up from the box. Kay had attached a note to the heels wishing Richard luck.


  Richard stripped naked right there in the dining room, shedding the clothes he’d worn as a car salesman to change into the beautiful feminine look his wife had provided. He put on the pink thong inside the box before pulling the slip dress with long sleeves over his head. Richard grabbed the heels but didn’t put them on, as he was afraid he might fall on his backside if he tried to walk in them.


  He went to the bathroom to check himself out in the mirror. He loved how he no longer had to hide in the basement. Richard could walk around the house in a slip dress and feel free. Even if his wife came home, she wouldn’t say anything. She supported his desire to feel the power of femininity.


  Richard stared at himself in the mirror. He wished he had makeup and a wig. He had tried on more women’s clothing than he could count. His body was always shaved. He had even painted his nails while watching TV with Kay a few times, but he’d never had long hair. It was his dream. The next step. He wouldn’t rush Kay, but there was still more he’d like to try with her by his side.


  Richard’s phone buzzed as he stood in the mirror.


  Kay: Are you home? Did you get the gift?


  Richard: Yes, it was perfect. You’re incredible.


  Kay: Send me a picture of you all dressed up.


  Richard had sent her pictures before, but he’d never worn heels that were four inches. He went to the dining room and sat in a chair to put the heels on. They fit his feet perfectly, but he didn’t know how he’d ever make it to the full-length mirror in the basement to snap a picture. He’d have to do a selfie.


  Richard held the camera above his head to snap a photo. He hid his face, focusing on his feminized body. He had his legs bent to the side. Richard snapped a few photos and sent them to Kay.


  Kay: Beautiful, but I want some of you standing. Go to the basement.


  Richard took a deep breath as he stood from the dining-room table. He remembered what Kay had taught him. He kept his back straight, putting out his right foot. Heel to toe. Heel to toe. Richard chanted to himself for the first several steps until he gained confidence in his walk. The stairs to the basement were difficult, but they were like beating a challenge when he made it to the bottom of the steps.


  Richard snapped several photos of himself in front of the basement mirror, wearing nothing but panties and a slip. He felt fabulous. On top of the world. He twirled in circles after sending Kay several photos. His phone vibrated in his hand, making him stop, even though he still felt a swirl within his still body.


  Kay: I love that outfit on you. Clean the house until I get home, and I’ll give you a special treat.


  Richard: Better than the present you already gave me?


  Kay: Much better.


  Kay’s message made Richard’s dick hard. He loved all the treats she’d given him to date and expected the same would be true of the one he would receive once she got off work. Richard and Kay texted a little more as he cleaned the house, teasing each other.


  Kay walked through the door hours later to a sparkling house. It smelled of cleaning products. Richard greeted her with a steaming plate of food, still wearing his pink slip dress and four-inch heels. He sat with Kay while she ate. They discussed her evening at the library before heading to the bedroom for dessert.


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


  Christmas was around the corner, and Kay wanted to invite her best girlfriends to dinner at her house. She planned to have Richard cook the food, and she wanted to doll him up for her friends to see but didn’t know how to ask Richard. They were watching TV together after work. It was snowing. They had a fire lit in their gas fireplace. The lights on their Christmas tree danced.


  “Richard, what do you think about Carmen and Jeanne coming over for dinner?”


  “When?”


  “Why not this upcoming weekend? We could celebrate Christmas together before the holiday.”


  “Sounds like a great idea. Did you invite them?”


  “Not yet, but I mentioned the possibility to them. They seemed open to the idea, but that was a couple weeks ago.” Kay wondered how her friends would react when they found out Richard liked to wear women’s clothing, but she wanted to show them how much they’d grown since Richard revealed his truth.


  “Sure, let me know when, and I’ll stay out of your hair.”


  “That’s the thing, Richard. I was hoping you’d dress up in one of your cute dresses and serve us dinner.”


  “You what?” Richard asked. His body had broken into a cold sweat. How could Kay ever expect him to do something like that? It would humiliate him. “Kay, I can’t do that.”


  “Why not? You love wearing dresses. Why can’t you show my friends how much you like it?”


  “It’s one thing for you to know, but I really don’t want your friends to find out. Kay, please. You can’t ask me to do something that humiliating.”


  Kay scoffed, turning her body away from Richard’s. She’d been in the nook under his arm, but couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Are you not proud of how beautiful you look when you wear women’s clothing?”


  “I am, but—”


  “Richard, I’ve done a lot for you, and I want to show you off to my friends. I love when you’re dolled up and looking fabulous. You have nothing to fear if I love you,” Kay said and placed her hand on Richard’s arm.


  He didn’t want to agree, but he didn’t want to disappoint his wife more. “Can I hide in the kitchen between courses?”


  “Yes,” Kay said and smirked. “But I might ask you to twirl once before you do.”


  Richard sighed. He knew he’d love wearing the dress and heels, but he would need a fabulous outfit if Kay’s friends were going to see him in women’s clothing. “Get me something nice to wear,” he said.


  “You’ll be the prettiest girl in the room,” Kay said. 


  Richard blushed at her words, burying his head into the nook under her shoulder. He couldn’t believe so many people would know the truth about him, but having his wife’s love and support meant more than anything.


  ***


  The doorbell rang, sending Richard’s nerves into overdrive. He’d spent the day cooking a meal for Kay and her friends. She’d left specific instructions about what she wanted prepared and when Richard was to serve it. Richard loved when Kay gave him orders, but he still hadn’t decided how he felt about Kay’s friends learning his truth.


  Kay went to answer the front door. She knew Richard was nervous. She had told her friends nothing except that she had a surprise. Kay made them gift bags to take home with sweets and a card, but those had little to do with the discovery they’d make.


  Carmen and Jeanne were standing outside the door when Kay opened it. “Ladies, how are you?” Kay asked. She kissed Carmen on the cheek first. Jeanne second. 


  Carmen was her friend from college, and Jeanne worked at the library. Kay had met Carmen during an accounting class so many years ago that it hurt if she thought about it. Jeanne was a newer friend, but they were both great company and had become friends themselves. Kay was a little nervous about what her girlfriends might think about Richard’s feminized body, but she also didn’t much care. She would love Richard regardless of what they thought.


  “It smells incredible in here. What did you cook?” Carmen asked. 


  “Richard cooked. He’ll also be serving us,” said Kay.


  Jeanne laughed. “I wish my husband cooked. He puts up a fight when I ask him to take out the trash.”


  “Richard takes out the trash. He cleans. Things have been very different around here lately.”


  Carmen and Jeanne shared a look. They both had husbands who were friendly but lazy around the house. Richard had always been better about doing chores than them, but they had no idea how far he’d come. Kay led Carmen and Jeanne to the dining-room table and had them get settled.


  Kay went to the kitchen to check on Richard. He had his hands on the counter with his head bent. He didn’t look at Kay, even though she knew he could hear her. “What’s wrong?” Kay rubbed Richard’s back as he took a deep breath.


  “I don’t know if I can do this. Once I show them, they’ll never forget.”


  Kay sighed. She understood why it was hard for Richard to reveal this part of himself to her friends, but she wanted him to be proud of himself. Kay moved her mouth close to his ear to whisper. “You’re beautiful, and my opinion is the only one that matters. I love what you’re wearing. I love how you look, and I want to share that with my friends. Okay?”


  Richard closed his eyes and nodded. He and Kay had come a long way since she found his stash of lingerie in the basement, and he wanted to make her happy, so he would swallow his pride and do as Kay requested.


  “I’ll serve the drinks, but I want you to follow with the first course. Five minutes. You can do this,” Kay said. She rubbed Richard’s back once more before grabbing everything she needed for the drinks. She had to make a few trips, giving everyone water and wine.


  “This is fabulous. Christmas with the family is always so hectic. To friends,” Carmen said and lifted her wine into the air.


  “To friends,” the others echoed. They clinked their glasses together, each taking a sip of the wine.


  Richard grabbed the tray with the first course, overwhelmed by how much his hands were shaking. He had to place the tray back on the counter or risk dropping everything to the floor. Richard told himself he could do it. All he had to do was step into the room, and the rest would become history. Kay loved him. Kay had picked out his outfit, and she wanted to show him off to her friends.


  After several deep breaths, Richard gained control of himself and picked up the tray. His heels were tall. Four inches. They were black. He was wearing a black cocktail dress that went to his ankles. He had on gold jewelry. They had gone back and forth about buying a wig, but Kay said she liked him without one. She promised he could wear one if they went out for dinner, but Richard wasn’t ready to step into public dressed en femme.


  Richard closed his eyes as he crossed through to the dining room. The women were laughing, but their sounds ceased. Richard heard himself swallow the saliva building up in his throat. He opened his eyes. Carmen and Jeanne were staring at him with wide eyes, but Kay’s soft smile reminded him that everything was okay.


  Carmen and Jeanne moved their attention from Richard to Kay after a few beats. Their mouths had practically fallen to the floor. Kay acted like everything was as it should be, ignoring the dumbfounded expression of her friends. “What’s our first course, darling?”


  “For the first course, I made a vegetable minestrone soup with homemade parmesan chips.” Richard walked around the table, extra aware of how his heels sounded clicking against the hardwood floors. He passed a bowl to each lady, feeling like a trillion dollars when Kay winked at him. Richard hugged the empty tray and skipped out of the room, much more comfortable in four-inch heels than he’d been the first time wearing them. He went to the kitchen to prepare the second course, beaming at how well serving the first course had gone.


  “What just happened, Kay?” Carmen asked.


  “My husband likes to wear dresses. Do you have a problem with it?”


  “No, but—” Carmen started, having no idea how to finish her sentence.


  “How long have you known?” Jeanne asked.


  “For months now. He didn’t want to wear a dress today, but I wanted to show you all how obedient my husband has become. He does everything I say,” Kay said with a wicked smile. “It’s incredible.”


  “I doubt my husband would wear women’s clothing, but I could deal with him being a little more submissive,” said Jeanne.


  “You’d never believe how productive Richard is nowadays. I leave him a list of chores with a cute outfit and always come home to a sparkling house.”


  “Get outta here,” Carmen said. She stirred her soup with the spoon. “All because you let him wear women’s clothing?”


  Kay shrugged. “He never would have prepared this meal a year ago, but he can’t get enough of my orders now. I’ve never felt more empowered.”


  “Huh,” Carmen said. Jeanne nodded as she took in the information Kay had shared with them. Neither knew what to say. They didn’t know what questions to ask without offending Kay, so they switched to another topic. Carmen was a banker and told stories about the craziest customers who came into the bank.


  The room went quiet every time Richard entered to clear away dishes or serve them more food, but Carmen and Jeanne were respectful. They didn’t disparage Richard for his differences. Jeanne even complimented his dress and jewelry at one point, which made Richard melt inside.


  Their dinner wound down. Richard wearing a dress was nothing but background noise by the end. Kay could tell her guests were getting tired and ready to leave, but she wanted to show them the bathroom renovation before they did.


  “Come downstairs. You’ll never believe what Richard finished in a couple of weeks.”


  Jeanne and Carmen followed Kay to the basement. They gasped when they saw the renovated bathroom. “He wore panties the entire time, but he got it done.”


  “That’s incredible. I need to figure out what my husband likes most so I can get him working,” Jeanne said.


  “Same. Tonight was eye opening,” said Carmen.


  “If you don’t mind, tell as few people as possible.”


  “I promise,” Carmen said. 


  “Me too,” said Jeanne.


  They went back upstairs. Kay walked them to the front door. They lingered there a moment. Richard appeared in the hallway, wearing his black dress and matching heels. He stood a head or more above all the ladies. “I’ll see you all soon. Hope you enjoyed the food.”


  Carmen and Jeanne told Richard they had. He gave them both hugs before disappearing down the hall, switching his hips. The ladies shared a laugh before Kay gave them hugs. They stepped out into the cold, running to their cars with the gift bags Kay had made. Kay waited for them to start their cars and leave, freezing by the time she stepped back inside.


  Richard was waiting in the foyer to wrap his arms around Kay and provide her with his warmth, loving her more than he ever knew possible to love anything.


  




  CHAPTER NINE


  Kay lounged on the sofa and watched TV as Richard cleaned up the mess from their meal. She had bought a slice of cake for them to share when he finished. Kay told him not to forget it when she heard the door to the dishwasher close.


  “I won’t,” he said.


  Richard appeared with the cake, two forks, and a bottle of wine. He set them on the coffee table before running back to the kitchen for wine glasses. He’d become quite agile in heels. “What did your friends think?” Richard asked as he sat on the couch.


  “I’m not sure, but they didn’t care that much. They loved the work you did in the basement.”


  “Me too,” he said with a proud smile. “And I don’t really care what they thought if you love me.”


  “You know I do,” Kay said. She turned toward Richard to kiss him. They opened the slice of cake Kay had bought for their dessert after the Christmas meal with her friends. She always liked to reward Richard for his hard work.


  “This cake is delicious,” Richard said as he took the first bite. It was chocolate with chocolate icing. He fed Kay the next bite. They hadn’t even used the second fork by the time they finished the slice of cake.


  Kay licked her sticky fingers as she stared at Richard. His dick jumped against the black thong he was wearing to match his dress and shoes.


  “Did you want to paint our nails?”


  “Sure. Why not?”


  “Grab the polish,” Kay said.


  Richard stood. He took the mess from the cake and discarded it in the kitchen before going for the tub of polish they had in the hallway closet. Richard placed it on the coffee table. Kay had poured them wine while he was out of the room. Their glasses filled past the halfway mark.


  Kay picked a pink polish for Richard. He chose a golden color for her. They had reality television playing in the background, and their conversation centered around the stars of the show. They loved to talk trash about the strangers they hoped never to meet. It was much better to admire them from afar.


  Their nails dried. The wine disappeared. Kay had her legs sitting on top of Richard’s. He didn’t mind. He loved touching her smooth skin. She moisturized every morning and always felt incredible.


  The sounds from the TV faded as they stared at each other. “Should we head to the bedroom?” Richard asked.


  Kay nodded, biting her bottom lip. Richard stared into her grayish blue eyes, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. He stood from the couch and lifted Kay into his arms, carrying her to the bedroom. She moaned as Richard gently placed her on the bed.


  He got to his knees by the side of the bed. “Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”


  “Strip me naked,” she said.


  Richard’s dick swelled at her request. He stood from his knees and walked over to the edge of the bed. He took off Kay’s top first before unhooking her bra and tossing it to the floor. The sight of her swollen nipples and soft breasts made his knees weak. He pulled off the sweatpants she’d changed into after dinner with her friends. Her panties were next. She was wearing nothing but the ring on her finger. The ring that told the world she was Richard’s. He was hers.


  “Climb between my legs and remind me why I married you,” she said.


  Richard hopped on the bed. He was still wearing his long black dress. He rubbed his dick beneath the panties and the dress as he moved his lips to Kay’s deliciously fragrant pussy. Richard placed his mouth against Kay’s womanhood, making her pant. Her voice bounced off the walls.


  Kay moved her hands, putting her fingers on Richard’s head to control his moments. She loved guiding his face up and down as he ran his tongue along her slit. Richard licked Kay’s pussy and sucked on her clit as long as she held his head.


  Kay went until her need for Richard’s dick inside of her took control. “Strip down to your panties and grab the rope.”


  Richard climbed off the bed. She watched with her back propped against pillows, mindlessly touching her pussy as she waited for Richard to rid himself of the dress.


  He focused his attention on Kay as he pushed the dress over one shoulder. He pushed it over the other, letting it fall to the floor and pile up around his ankles. Richard placed his hand over his hard dick. “What are you doing? Don’t cover up that beauty,” Kay said. 


  Richard dropped his hands to the side. His dick pressed against the black panties he was wearing. “Should I take off my heels?”


  “You can keep those on. Grab the rope. I need that dick,” Kay said.


  Richard smirked and went to the closet. He grabbed the rope. Kay admired Richard’s pink polish when he passed her the rope. She got off the bed and told him to get into position. Richard trusted Kay with all his heart, so he had no problem with her restraining his wrists and ankles.


  Kay had him tied and ready for her pussy within minutes. She still hadn’t revealed his dick, but all she had to do was move his black panties to the side. Richard moaned as Kay climbed onto the bed, feeling his dick vibrate. His body tingled. Completely submitting to his woman had his body in overdrive.


  “Fuck, I love this dick,” Kay said. She had her hand pressed against the outline of Richard’s manhood. Kay moved the panties to the side, revealing his dick. Kay wrapped her hand around its base and moved her lips to his cock. She opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue to lick Richard’s tip.


  Richard thrashed as Kay sucked the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around it and threatening to make him cum before he could even fuck her. Kay lifted her lips, laughing at Richard. “Hold in your cum so you can fuck me.”


  “I’m trying,” Richard said.


  Kay licked Richard’s cock once more before straddling his legs. She knew he wouldn’t last long, and she wanted to feel his hardness inside of her before he came. Kay lifted her hips before lowering them on Richard’s stiff, slippery cock.


  “Fuck,” Kay said in a breathy voice. She lifted her hips and lowered them on Richard’s manhood, loving every inch he had to offer. She played with his nipples to center herself. Balance herself as she fucked his dick with her pussy.


  Richard was moaning out of control, curling his toes, and doing everything he could not to explode before Kay told him she was ready. He wanted her to use his dick for as much time as she desired, but he wouldn’t last long. He couldn’t. Not when Kay was so warm, tight, and wet.


  Kay lowered her hips, rocking them back and forth. She had her eyes closed. Her body twisted with one finger on her clit. Her walls hugged Richard’s cock, threatening to make him cum.


  “Are you close?” Richard asked.


  Kay bit her lip and nodded. She used her free hand to press a finger against Richard’s lips. Kay lifted her hips a tiny bit, lowering herself on Richard’s cock. He closed his eyes as his balls tightened. Kay moved her pussy again, making Richard even closer to cumming. When Kay lifted her hips the third time, neither of them could hold their orgasms.


  Kay came first. She screamed and panted as her body released. She had a hand on her clit and continued rocking her hips. Between the friction of her opening and the tightness of her walls, Richard had no problem unleashing the orgasm he’d been holding. He hollered as the hot, milky cum left his dick and went deep into Kay’s cave.


  She slapped Richard’s chest, undone from their shared orgasm. “Fuck, that was a big load. I felt it.”


  “Yeah, I couldn’t stop myself.”


  “Don’t worry. Wouldn’t be the first time,” Kay said and winked. They used birth control because they preferred to stay without children, but they would raise the child if pregnancy happened. Neither were too concerned either way, but they loved to have unprotected sex. It was a benefit they loved about marriage and staying with one partner.


  Kay climbed off Richard when her body relaxed. She untied him. He took a shower in the guest bathroom. She showered in their bathroom attached to the bedroom. They met in the bed and cuddled naked the rest of the night.


  




  CHAPTER TEN


   


  One Year Later


  It was Christmas morning. Richard had gotten up early to prepare a simple breakfast of French toast and bacon to start their morning. He had coffee ready in the pot. He made sure everything was in place before heading to the bedroom to wake up Kay.


  Their relationship had grown stronger since Richard’s secret came to light. He didn’t wear women’s clothing every day, but his desire had become a part of their lives. Kay accepted that Richard liked to feel womanly, and he accepted her dominance. They were lucky to have each other. Their relationship felt more alive than it ever had, and it had always been satisfying.


  Richard shook Kay gently. She stirred and looked at her husband. “Morning,” she said in a dry voice. Richard thought ahead and had a glass of water. He passed it to her.


  “Merry Christmas. I made us breakfast.”


  “You did? That’s sweet.” Kay sat up to kiss Richard. 


  He sat on the edge of the bed. “Did you want to eat here or in the kitchen?”


  “We can eat in there. Then we should open presents.” Kay threw the covers off her body. Richard stood and put out his hand. They held hands to the kitchen and sat at the island. Richard made them two cups of coffee. “Why aren’t you wearing something cute?”


  “This isn’t cute?” Richard asked. He was wearing men’s satin pajamas. 


  “You know what I mean. Those are adorable, but didn’t you want to wear something more feminine?”


  “I figured it could wait until later,” he said.


  “That’s fine, but I’ll expect you dolled up when we use the present that I got you.”


  “What did you get?”


  “Eat breakfast, and then we’ll open the presents,” Kay said.


  They gossiped about celebrities and their neighbors over breakfast, wondering what everyone might be doing for the holiday. They made their way to the living room when the food was gone. A few gifts were under the tree. Kay and Richard took a seat next to the tree.


  Kay passed Richard two boxes. Richard passed Kay one, but it was huge. They ripped off the wrapping paper. Kay opened her box first, excited by what she found inside. There was a countless amount of lingerie. Everything from slip dresses to tights. There were even new sheets at the bottom.


  “You got all this?”


  “Some are for me. There are a couple of matching dresses so we can look alike when we’re hanging around the house.”


  “Perfect,” Kay said. “Open your gifts. I hope you like them.”


  Richard’s heart raced as he opened the box. He loved the first gift. It was a brown wig. It matched his natural hair color, but it’d make him look fabulous.


  “I got that so we can go out together. We’re getting too comfortable. It’s time to take things to the next level,” she said.


  Richard nodded. “I love it. What’s in the other box?”


  “Open it,” she said.


  He did as she said. His mouth fell open when he saw what was inside. He pulled out the strap-on and held it in the air. “Is this for you?”


  Kay bit her lip and nodded. “Yeah, I want to fuck you.”


  Richard’s dick twitched, activated by her words. “Won’t it hurt?”


  “Don’t worry, we’ll use plenty of lube. Let’s doll you up and try on that wig. Then we’ll see how my dick fits in your hole,” Kay said. She stood and grabbed Richard’s hand, running with him to their bedroom to pick out a cute outfit from the closet. They couldn’t wait to spend their holiday making love how they wanted, not caring what anyone else might think.
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  CHAPTER ONE


   


  Romance wasn’t always roses on the first date. It didn’t require two people to fall in love. Often, marriages were nothing more than a business contract, especially when the families were rich and royal. In America, royalty came in many shapes and forms. Laying on a blanket under the early June sun, Steven thought about love, relationships, power, and money. He was alone on an expansive stretch of suburban land.


  Steven Colgan belonged to a Midwestern family that owned a brand of restaurants. His fiancee, Charlotte, was the daughter to owners of a competing chain. It a friendly competition between the families. Their parents had been friends their entire lives. Who could open the most new locations? Who had higher profit margins? Steven and Charlotte had never paid much attention to the business side of things.


  Charlotte’s father Mr. Davis and Steven’s dad Larry wanted to blend their businesses together. They were forcing a marriage on lifelong friends. Neither Charlotte nor Steven had a choice in the matter. They had given Charlotte and Steven the responsibility of running both chains under a new parent company once they married. Their fathers had set their plan in motion the moment Charlotte and Steven graduated college.


  Steven remembered the day his dad had told him the plan: date a few months, engagement, and then marry a year later. It would give their dads enough time to launch the new parent company before stepping into the background to let Steven and Charlotte run the empire.


  The plans had moved along without a glitch until they fell apart when Charlotte disappeared one night over a month ago. She left a note on the dining-room table at the apartment she shared with Steven.


  It said:


  I love you, Steven, but I can’t go through with this sham marriage. You know why.


  Love,


  Charlotte


  Steven knew her reasoning, but he had never confessed it to his parents. Steven’s dad, Larry, would freak out if he discovered Steven had little attraction to women. Sure, they were gorgeous to look at, but the thought of sex with one terrified him. Steven wasn’t a virgin, no, but he also had no idea what he liked. Some days he thought he was asexual. Others he felt an intense desire for touch. Love.


  He and Charlotte had fornicated once, for the sake of their family businesses. To say it was an epic failure would have been kind. It was Steven’s only sexual experience, but he knew it had been disastrous for both parties involved. Weeks after they tried, Charlotte had confessed her lesbian urges to Steven. Steven would never admit that he had gay fantasies, so he ignored them with moderate success.


  Writing off a hookup with a stranger was simple. Steven reminded himself of the nasty diseases they could carry. He could come up with a thousand reasons not to let someone he met online inside his home, but he couldn’t avoid the objects that were already there.


  Charlotte had left behind most of her clothing when she ran off into the night. She had moved from Indiana to Oregon and found a job to support herself. She had called and came out to her parents a few days ago, to their absolute disgust, and vowed never to return to Echo; a ritzy suburb of Indianapolis. Larry, Steven’s dad, had given Steven a mouthful about it which made Steven bury his dark urges deeper into the ground.


  Steven checked his watch and folded up the blanket beneath him. He had a meeting to review everything he was supposed to talk about to investors in Puerto Rico. The family owned a few ‘corporate’ stores, but most stores were franchisees. The Colgans provided a winning concept and collected rents.


  The meeting with Larry came and went. Within hours, Steven was pacing his kitchen thinking about what he should pack for the trip. He had to leave for Puerto Rico in the morning. They had received a lot of interest from the island over the past few years, and Larry wanted Steven to find the best person to open the first restaurant there.


  Throughout the days in Puerto Rico, Steven would have plenty of time to explore, and he couldn’t stop fixating on one idea: taking Charlotte’s clothing with him. Nobody would know him there. Steven had been researching maps, restaurants, and routes from where he’d be staying. Steven had never had the courage to leave the house dressed up in Indiana.


  Twice, while away on business, Steven had packed women’s clothing to wear in public, but he had never mustered the courage. That would change this time. Puerto Rico was much farther than Michigan or Ohio, where people might have known his family name. Something about flying over an ocean made Steven more confident nobody would find out. If Steven’s father ever discovered his hidden feminine desires, he would disown him. Vanish him from the company, but that didn’t stop Steven. Nothing could shackle him after he had a taste of privacy with Charlotte’s wardrobe. He wouldn’t give up wearing women’s clothing after he had a taste.


  Steven packed makeup, his favorite pieces from Charlotte’s collection, and some men’s clothing for his business lunches. After showering and changing into one of Charlotte’s silk slips, Steven poured himself a craft beer and watched television before getting some beauty sleep for his flight in the morning. The satin sheets titillated his shaved and moisturized legs.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


   


  Jackson Mock, an investment banker who lived in Indianapolis, stirred his cocktail at a bar in Puerto Rico. He had flown to San Juan the previous night for vacation. He loved where he was from, but everybody needed a getaway. Jackson picked up his mojito. He took a drank; droplets of condensation slid down his arm, running along the lines of his bulging veins.


  Women noticed Jackson, but he almost never entertained a cis-woman; only when he was desperate for pleasure after a bad day in the market or when he couldn’t find what he most desired. Jackson enjoyed a sissy guy who would crossdress and do whatever he commanded. He loved how the best crossdressers would become more womanly than even the most put together of women. The sissy would do more in bed. Their holes were tighter too.


  It had all started on a drunken night five years ago when Jackson was twenty-four. He had been stumbling home from the bar. He lived downtown, and a strange woman stopped him. She had a sensual voice. Jackson had been so drunk, he didn’t remember the conversation from when he had met Candy. That was the only name she ever told him. Throughout their affair that continued after that night, she had never told him more; not that Jackson asked many questions.


  Jackson had taken her shopping, to fancy dinners, and gave her anything she wanted. He had become a sugar daddy of Candy’s and loved every second. He missed Candy terribly, but she had moved to Los Angeles and promised she would never return to the Midwest. She hadn’t, and four years had passed since she moved. The one time Jackson had gone to Los Angeles, he had called Candy but she didn’t answer.


  Jackson had withdraws when he thought of her. When the feeling of her sweet, shaved hole crossed his mind. She had loved to take Jackson whenever he wanted her. She never complained if he fucked her like a jackhammer or took his time with long, gentle thrusts. Candy had been his perfect sissy bottom, and Jackson was longing to replace her in his life. He wanted a woman who would shoot hot, milky loads when he fucked her. Jackson loved to suck sissy cocks too and missed the taste of one in his mouth.


  Pussy was good, but women didn’t compare to what a hungry sissy could give him.


  Jackson looked around the room and noticed two women giggle when he made eye contact. Jackson raised his glass at them. They blinked; clueless and averting their gaze. Jackson shook his head and opened his phone. Women were so wishy-washy. All about the romance.


  That was what he loved most about Candy: her commitment to fucking. Her sensuality. Her willingness to please Jackson however he wanted. Sure, Candy had a shopping habit, but money was easy to come by for Jackson. A woman like Candy, that was priceless.


  Jackson turned his head the other way, and a man in his twenties walking along the beach caught Jackson’s attention. He was peering at the pool and lounge area separating them. Something about him looked familiar, but Jackson couldn’t place where he knew the man’s face from because he was too far away. Plus, Jackson was on vacation in Puerto Rico, so he doubted he knew the person. They shared a moment of eye contact before the man continued walking. There was something submissive about him, but Jackson brushed it to the side. Most gay men weren’t willing to become the sissy Jackson wanted. The woman he needed.


  When Jackson looked back the other way, the two women had disappeared. Jackson sighed. He had been thinking about taking one upstairs to bury his dick in something. It was vacation. Women were uptight but much looser when six feet from the crashing sea with a mojito in their system.


  Jackson threw back his cocktail and went upstairs to watch sissy porn on his laptop. He held his cell phone in his other hand. There weren’t any sissy guys on the app in his area. Jackson stroked his dick while he watched two muscular guys fuck their sissy chick. They weren’t using protection, and the sissy couldn’t get enough. She sucked and let them use her backside without complaint.


  Jackson doubted those women from the restaurant would have been as willing as the woman with the red wig in the video. The two men had dark chocolate manhoods. They were big. They stretched their willing slut as Jackson edged himself. He rubbed circles around his head until busting all over his chest.


  He would find his sissy if it killed him. If he had to pay, so be it. Jackson wouldn’t waste his vacation.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


   


  Steven’s heart raced as he stared at himself in the mirror. It had been a hard day at work, and Steven wanted to grab a drink at the neighboring hotel to relax and forget the day. He had styled his short brown hair like a woman’s pixie cut. He was wearing a halter dress from Charlotte’s collection that didn’t fit his frame but made him feel fabulous. Daring. Steven had on a pair of gladiator sandals. Exposed, shaved legs. Toenails painted with white tips. Fingernails dressed with temporary nails. Steven spun in a circle in front of the mirror, holding up his arms and letting the dress rise.


  Steven didn’t care that his shoulders were broad and not covered. He didn’t care that he had forgotten to pack a wig. Steven wouldn’t punk out this time. He had to go outside as Suzy, his alter ego. The woman he wanted to become. Steven had practiced his makeup since Charlotte left him with all of her supplies, so it only took a second to doll up his face.


  Steven donned a hat with a wide brim before leaving the hotel. People from the conference were eating at the hotel bar, but they didn’t notice Steven. He hurried down the sidewalk to the bar down the street where he had seen the man staring at him from across the pool. The man had thick arms. A full head of hair. Steven hoped he was at the bar again so he could get a closer look.


  Steven, dressed as Suzy, ducked into the hotel a couple blocks away from where Steven was having the meetings for his father’s business. His heat was racing. He waited for a sense of calmness before continuing forward. Steven kept his head bent low as he talked to the host to ask for a lounge chair by the pool with sea views. Steven had brought his e-reader to read sexy stories while he took in the thrill of being in public as Suzy.


  The weather was inviting. The air moist. It took a few minutes for the host to return. Steven had considered rushing out the door and back to his hotel room but stayed the course. He was nervous but not terrified enough to return to his boring hotel room. People didn’t know Steven or the Colgans in Puerto Rico.


  A youthful man, tan with a long ponytail of thick black hair, took Steven’s order. He had practiced Suzy’s voice endlessly in the mirror, and the young waiter didn’t flinch. He didn’t question the no eye contact. Steven kept his eyes cast to the floor to hide the lump in his throat. All the practice had payed off, and the waiter disappeared to fetch his rum and cola.


  Hot guys splashed in the pool. Cis women, to Steven’s knowledge, sat on their shoulders. Others flaunted their perfect, feminine bodies in skimpy swimsuits. Steven touched his elegant, over-the-top dress. He should have been lounging around in a two piece like the other ladies, but Suzy didn’t have the body for that. She didn’t feel comfortable showing that much of herself. The broad shoulders were enough.


  Steven sipped his cocktail. He read the sensual story on his e-reader and tried to blend into the background until his hat blew in the wind. Steven yelled in a deep voice, catching the attention of other patrons. He chased after the hat. His short hair exposed. Steven reached his hat, but the mood by the pool had shifted.


  Steven put the hat back on and returned to his seat. Most people went back to their conversations, but the two guys with the ladies had exited the pool. They were standing by the outside bar, eying Steven. Steven buried his nose in the e-reader and ignored their leer.


  “Hey, we bought you a drink,” said one. “You like mojitos, right?” He was the taller of the two men. Steven glanced at him through his peripherals, not daring to raise his head. He had never felt his heart beat as fast as it did then.


  “I’m fine, thank you.”


  The man sat on Steven’s lounge chair. The other three were snickering behind him. Everyone else was ignoring the scene. Ignoring the woman who had turned out to be a man. “I wasn’t asking.”


  “I’m fine, thank you.” Steven saw the man’s fingers turn white around the glass when he refused him a second time. Steven wanted to snap his fingers and teleport to his hotel room.


  “You like sucking dick? Want to suck on my fat one? The girls are dying to watch a bitch like you take a man like me,” he said. The man snatched the hat from Steven’s head. Steven cursed at him and tried to get it back, but the stranger was strong. Steven was no match.


  “Please, just leave me alone. I’m trying to read my book.”


  “Sucking my dick is better than a stupid book,” he said.


  If the man had approached Steven differently, Steven would have wanted him. He would have found him attractive, but this was too much. Steven was afraid. Nobody seemed to notice their altercation.


  “I don’t suck dick.”


  “Yeah, right. We decided at the bar you’re a dirty slut. Isn’t that right?” The man’s friends nodded. The asshole ‘accidentally’ dumped his drink all over Steven. “Ooh, look. Someone has an outline where her pussy should be.”


  Someone approached them and cleared his throat. “Is there a problem here?”


  “Nothing man, we’re just talking to our friend. Right?”


  Steven glanced at the new stranger. He looked familiar. “Your friend looks afraid. Is everything okay over here?” he asked Steven.


  Steven shook his head.


  “You all better leave this beautiful lady alone before I have security drag you out of here,” the man said.


  “Lady? Are you blind?”


  “Go. The. Fuck. Away,” he said through clenched teeth.


  The men held eye contact, but the asshole gave up and walked away with his friends. The sexy stranger sat on the end of Steven’s lounge chair. Steven’s anxiety dissolved by the millisecond, like ash blowing in the wind.


   


  ♦


   


  Jackson walked on the beach alongside Steven. They had made quick introductions, but Jackson knew Steven. He was Charlotte Davis’ boyfriend, fiance. Jackson was her cousin. He had heard she left him and came out a lesbian. Jackson met Steven years ago, but Steven didn’t seem to remember who he was. That was okay because Jackson was thinking he had found the sissy he was looking for.


  “How often do you go out dressed like this?” asked Jackson.


  Steven hadn’t looked up since they reached the sand. Neither wore shoes. Jackson loved the feeling of sand sifting through his toes. He loved how the halter dress hung from Steven’s thin body. How Steven had tried so hard; put in endless effort. Jackson had been watching him from inside when that group approached him.


  “This was my first time. I’m never doing it again,” he said. “You know, thank you for helping me, Jackson. I should head back to my hotel.”


  Oh no you won’t.


  Jackson was too horny to let Steven leave. He was still plotting how he would turn Steven into his full-time sissy. Baby steps. Steven was fragile. Shaken. People in the world were horrible, but Steven had to know that there were others who would accept and love him the way he was.


  “Where are you from?” asked Jackson. He ignored Steven’s comment and did what he had to keep Steven from running off into the night. They could have a fun few days together if Steven forgot about the assholes from the pool bar. Jackson would protect him.


  “Indiana, you?”


  “Same. I live in Indianapolis. Came here for vacation. What are you doing here?”


  Steven explained how he was working to expand the restaurant chain.


  “Wow, they want to open one of those here?” asked Jackson.


  “Yeah, it’s crazy. We get emails at least once a week from investors here, so that’s why I came.”


  “I have a confession, Steven,” said Jackson.


  “What?”


  There were many stores and restaurants along the beach. Jackson put up his finger, telling Steven to wait. He came back with a linen shawl. “Here, this will cover your shoulders and make you feel more womanlike. You don’t need the hat anymore either. The sun went down.”


  “I like the hat,” said Steven. “It hides my hair.”


  “You’re more beautiful without it,” Jackson said.


  Steven hesitated but removed his hat. With his shoulders covered, hat off, and makeup on point, Jackson wanted to take Steven right there. Those slight changes had transformed Steven, but he wasn’t ready. Jackson had to control himself, or he would lose his sissy in a second. When Jackson had met Steven at the family reunion, he thought there had been a vibe. Burning eyes. Lingering fantasies. It was as though Jackson could smell a closeted sissy like garlic sauteing in butter.


  “What was your confession, Jackson? You were saying something before you ran off to the store,” he said. They were still walking along the beach. The sky grew darker by the minute. The farther they walked, fewer people populated the beach; making for a more intimate setting.


  Jackson rubbed his chin. “Promise you won’t run off when I tell you.”


  “Tell me what?” asked Steven.


  “I know you. I’m Charlotte’s cousin. You met me once at a family reunion a few years ago. Haven’t been to one since, but I remember you. You gave me dirty thoughts then, and you weren’t even wearing a dress,” he said. Steven stopped walking and turned. Jackson grabbed his shoulder with a light touch. “You said you wouldn’t run away.”


  “And you’re just saying this now?”


  Jackson shrugged. “I always thought Charlotte was a lesbian. We used to talk about hot chicks in magazines together. Few women would point out the details that Charlotte did.”


  “Yeah, these are her clothes,” said Steven.


  “What about you? Do you like men or women?”


  Steven shrugged. Jackson adored his innocence. His timidness. Steven was twenty-five or twenty-six, judging by Charlotte’s age, but acted much younger. “I’m not sure. Charlotte and I had sex once, but it was bad. Terrible.”


  “Think you’re into guys?”


  “Maybe,” said Steven in a whisper.


  “I like men like you. Men who aren’t afraid to explore their feminine sides. Do you find me attractive?”


  Steven’s voice broke, “yes,” he said.


  “How long have you had feminine desires?”


  “Years. Too long. I started exploring them when Charlotte moved out and left me alone with all of her lingerie. Her dresses. It has been too hard to resist what she left behind.”


  “I’ll buy you a new wardrobe. One that fits your body better,” said Jackson.


  Steven blushed and turned his head. Jackson couldn’t stop thinking about what Steven would look like with a wig and breast forms. How he would look on his knees with Jackson’s dick fucking his mouth like a pussy.


  “Do you have a name for your feminine half?”


  “Suzy,” said Steven.


  “Suzy… I like it,” said Jackson. His dick was hard, throbbing in his pants. He wanted to use it tonight but knew he would get more if he waited. Steven was innocent. He couldn’t handle sex in his fragile state. Jackson turned to Steven and put out his hand. Steven lingered before taking it. “Suzy, I want to take you shopping tomorrow. Would you give me the pleasure?”


  “I have to work tomorrow.”


  “If you don’t want to go out, I can bring you outfits, but you have to send me your measurements,” he said.


  “Okay, what’s your number?” asked Steven. They exchanged numbers and walked back down the beach to their hotels, where Jackson planted a kiss on Steven’s (Suzy’s) lips. Jackson pressed his hardness into Suzy and watched the shocked reaction on her face.


  Jackson whispered to Suzy, “that’s waiting for you when you’re ready.”


  Suzy swallowed. “I must get to sleep.”


  “See you tomorrow, sexy,” said Jackson. He watched Suzy run to the sidewalk and disappear around the corner to go in her hotel. Jackson couldn’t wait to doll her up with proper-fitting clothes. It was only a matter of time until he would have a proper sissy like Candy in his life again. Jackson went straight to his room and jacked off without once opening the hookup app on his phone.


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


   


  Thousands of dollars were nothing compared to happiness. Jackson walked around San Juan with his shoulders held high carrying bags filled with goodies for his new sissy, Suzy. Steven. Suzy. Jackson couldn’t wait to dress Steven up into his alter ego. He wanted to nurture Steven’s sissy side and guide Suzy to her fullest potential.


  Jackson wiped the sweat from his forehead, pressing the button to the elevator. He got to his hotel room and tossed the dozen bags onto his king-size bed. His dick hardened thinking of Steven’s feminized body in the fabrics that had spilled onto the comforter. Jackson wanted to dress him up in hosiery, skirts, dresses, stilettos, wigs, and anything Steven needed to become Suzy.


  Turning the bags upside-down, Jackson dumped everything out and rolled around on the fabrics. The soft cottons. Silky satins. Seductive lace. Candy had taught Jackson, but Jackson now had the opportunity to train Steven. To make Suzy the best sissy in the city. They were in Puerto Rico now, but they lived in the same city, and Jackson wasn’t letting Steven get away.


  Jackson: Tell me what you’re doing, Suzy.


  Jackson rubbed his dick. Suzy had all the potential in the world. She had shown courage last night by the pool, even if it wasn’t her best night. She didn’t shy away from her desire to leave the house; to chase the high of wearing women’s clothing in the streets. One day nobody would recognize Suzy’s masculine side when she went in public. Candy used to describe how powerful she felt every time she went out en femme.


  Suzy: Working. Busy day.


  Jackson: I bought you lots of treats. Shave everywhere before you come over.


  Jackson included his hotel room number in the message. He picked up a garter belt, rubbing it against the stubble on his face. He inhaled the scents of fresh-from-the-store fabric. Jackson put a pile of clothing under his waist, pretending it was Suzy’s backside. He hadn’t fucked in weeks and was dying for a taste of Suzy’s tight ass.


  Suzy: You want me to shave?


  Suzy added a monkey covering its eyes. Another covering its ears. The last hid its mouth.


  Jackson: Yes, everything. The fabrics will feel better on your body. You’ll feel sexier. 
Suzy: I shaved before I came but will touch it up. ;-)


  Suzy: This all feels so unreal. Are you playing a prank on me? Trying to out me to Charlotte?


  Jackson: I would never do that, Suzy. Please, this is real. Come over tonight.


  Suzy replied ‘okay’, and Jackson locked his phone. He had never been with such a new sissy. One so unsure of herself. One who feared the world around her. Jackson had only been with sissies with more experience than himself. It was now Jackson’s turn to guide a confused man to his femininity. His womanhood. Jackson envisioned a future where Steven would live as Suzy full-time, perhaps taking pills to help her on the journey.


  Jackson folded all the clothing and wrapped them in newspaper. Suzy would have a holiday when she opened the clothing. She would feel how precious it was to have someone spoil her. Jackson couldn’t wait to make Suzy his full-time doll. He would do everything he had to keep her; she was worth a fight.


   


  ♦


   


  Steven stood in the hallway of Jackson’s hotel. He held his makeup bag in one hand; his other balled into a fist over Jackson’s hotel-room door. Suzy lived in Steven’s mind, but he hardly took her form. She had been alive for years longer than the first time he put on a pair of panties; long before he had the courage to spread foundation of his face. Steven swallowed and knocked.


  Jackson opened the door with one swift movement. He gave Steven a bear hug. “You made it.”


  “I did,” said Steven. When he stepped in the room, his stomach turned. He was seeing his future. A time where he would become Suzy for this hunk whose thick muscles stirred something within Steven. He had always been timid of his sexuality. Feigning a relationship with Charlotte was easier than admitting the truth. Business consumed him. Golf was entertaining. Exploring the Midwest filled his free time. With Charlotte, Steven had been able to hide behind the veils of truth dangling in his face.


  “Would you like something to drink? Bottled water? White wine?”


  “I’ll take a cup of ice, and water from the sink is fine,” said Steven. Steven couldn’t take his eyes off the piles of gifts sitting on the desk in the corner. “What are those?”


  Jackson scooped ice into one of the glasses below the television. “Your presents. I got lots of stuff for Suzy to become the best woman she can.”


  “Who are you?” asked Steven. After that group last night, Steven had a hard time trusting Jackson. Most people hated when others went astray from the structured rules of society, like a man with painted nails. A woman with a shaved head. Steven wanted to dress as his alter-ego Suzy every day of the week, but the external judgment of others wasn’t worth the pleasure.


  Jackson picked up a gift from the desk and gave it to Steven. “I’m your new sugar daddy. All I want to do is spoil you. Nurture you. Open the present, Suzy,” he said.


  Suzy pushed on the soft package wrapped in newspaper. “There are so many to open.”


  “That’s only today, Suzy,” said Jackson. He was sitting next to Steven on the bed. He ran the back of his hand along Steven’s neck. “I want to shower you with affection and help you on this journey as long as you’ll allow it.”


  Steven peeled tape from the seam of the newspaper. When he ripped it apart, a pair of stocking was awaiting him. Steven opened the rest of the gifts: dresses, lingerie, wigs, shoes, pants, and shirts. Jackson picked up one last gift. He had a massive smile on his face. Steven loved all his gifts, but Jackson’s intensity was a shock to his system. Steven wasn’t even sure he was gay, although who would refuse a man like Jackson? All Steven knew was that Suzy was having a field day.


  “What’s the last gift?” asked Steven. “Wrapping all these must have taken you forever.”


  “I couldn’t think of a better way to spend my vacation than shopping for you.” Jackson was holding a big box and placed it on Steven’s lap. Steven ripped the newspaper from to box. He opened it and revealed several bras and squishy silicone forms. “Those are so you can feel the full power of womanhood.”


  “What should I wear first?” asked Steven.


  “Fuck, that’s a hard question to answer. Let’s get you in some lingerie first. Can Suzy walk in heels?”


  Steven shrugged. “I’ve only tried a couple times and didn’t do very well. That’s why I was wearing those gladiator sandals last night.”


  “It’s okay,” said Jackson. “It’s easy. We’re the same shoe size. Watch this.” Jackson took off his socks and slipped into a pair of the heels he had purchased for Steven. “An old friend of mine taught me how to keep your balance and walk like a model.” Jackson showed Steven everything Candy had once taught him, and Steven was walking in heels like a pro within minutes.


  “Wow, tell your friend I owe her.”


  “I have a feeling she would like you,” he said. “Why don’t you wear this set of lingerie? We’ll put you in a bra and then choose your dress.”


  Steven couldn’t help but notice the waves of excitement in Jackson’s voice as he picked up a set of red lingerie. Steven wondered how many other crossdressers Jackson had known. How many had he pleasured? Steven didn’t expect Jackson to have as little experience as him, but he didn’t want to have the jealous thoughts creeping into his mind either.


  Steven went to the bathroom, but Jackson told him to change in the room. “I want to see that sexy body transform from start to finish,” Jackson said while touching the outline of his thickness. Steven swallowed and took off his clothing with timid hands. He quickly covered himself in the red thong and matching bra, but the lace did little to hide his dick. Jackson climbed to his knees on the edge of the bed, rubbing Steven’s shoulders. “Wow, you are deadly with just that lingerie. I love your hairless body,” said Jackson.


  Steven squeezed his dick between his thighs. He had always been hesitant to learn how to tuck but would have to learn soon. The thong did nothing to hide his sissy extension. “Why don’t we put you in this backless black dress? It has sleeves that cover the shoulders. It will make your breasts look huge. Best thing is, you can choose your size. Do you want the big forms or small ones?” asked Jackson.


  “Let’s start small. How do I put them in?”


  Jackson lifted the fabric on Steven’s bra and slid in one form, arousing Steven with his gentle touch. Jackson did the second. Steven was one step closer to Suzy. He loved how the thong fit. The bra wasn’t too small. Everything from Charlotte’s closet hadn’t fit well, but it was free. Steven worked at his dad’s company, but he was still working his way up the ladder. Steven wasn’t getting any handouts. He had to earn a bigger check.


  “Your makeup last night was exquisite. Where did you learn how to do that?” asked Jackson.


  “Watching videos and practicing. I’ve had a lot of free time since Charlotte disappeared. How crazy is it that we met here and not in Indiana?”


  “Wild,” Jackson purred. His hands were all over Steven’s soft, hairless skin. “I’m not letting you leave, Suzy. I’m falling for you.”


  Steven loved Jackson’s touch, but he had to clear up the situation. “I don’t know that I’m gay, Jackson.”


  “Okay, how does Suzy feel? Does she like men or women? Maybe Steven doesn’t enjoy men, but what about your other half?”


  Steven shrugged. “Where’s the black dress?”


  Jackson grabbed it from the pile of Suzy’s new clothing. Steven stepped into it, and Jackson zipped it closed. A thin layer of fabric hid the zipper. Steven turned to look at himself, and his mouth fell open in shock. He had never had a dress fit him so securely. It showed an hourglass figure Steven didn’t know he had. The breasts changed everything. Not using forms before had been a mistake because Steven felt more like Suzy than he ever had.


  “What do you think, Suze?” asked Jackson, saying her name without the long e sound. He was giving her a pet name, and she was living for it.


  Suzy’s body buckled. She felt bald. Suzy grabbed the wig of long brown hair. She put her short hair under a wig gap and got the long hair on as quickly as she could. “Pass me my makeup, please.”


  Jackson handed her the clear bag, and she made quick work. Ten minutes later, Suzy looked like a doll. She felt powerful. She felt stupid for not having spent her savings on proper-fitting clothing for so long. Suzy stood. She shook her hair, feeling herself. She had forgotten Jackson was in the room until his hand came down on her backside, making her ass sting.


  “Jackson,” she said. Her voice had changed. She spoke higher. Speaking in Steven’s voice would have been a crime, as she had become Suzy. She felt one-hundred percent woman. Steven was in her, but he was like the dying fire hours after a barbecue. Suzy had taken charge.


  “What? You drive me wild looking that good,” he said.


  Suzy turned to face Jackson. He was making his manhood visible as he pressed on his jeans. They were a little tighter than most men wore, but Suzy wouldn’t complain. Her man was big. She wanted to walk around town on Jackson’s arm, making other women jealous. Her dick was getting hard as she thought of how others would react that a hunk like Jackson had chosen her.


  Suzy threw her hair back and placed her hand on her hip. “What shoes should I wear?”


  “How about these black heels with the ankle strap? I bought you a gold necklace that will match the trim on the shoes,” he said.


  “You indulge me,” she said.


  “Forever and always,” he said. Jackson helped Suzy into her new shoes. He placed the gold necklace around her neck, letting it fall into her cleavage. The dress dipped into the front, contoured her body, had sleeves to cover her shoulder, and was backless to add sex appeal. “The dress fits your body like a glove.”


  Suzy cupped her hair into her hands. She lifted it into the air and let in fall. Suzy spun in a circle. She lost her balance and fell to the bed. Her heels stuck up in the air. Jackson climbed by her side and rested his hand on Suzy’s chest. He kissed her. She held the back of his head as his hands explored her body. She had never had someone touch her with such passion. Such desire. She felt wanted for the first time in her life. Her sissy dick was swaying like an antenna in a rainstorm.


  Jackson got up from the bed, undid his jeans, and dropped them to the floor. He was naked in a second. “Those painted lips. Fuck, you’re sexy, Suzy. Have you ever sucked a dick?”


  Suzy shook her head. Jackson was stroking his cock. She had never seen a man as well-endowed as him. Suzy felt her stomach turning. A conflicting fog descended over her judgment. She had been taught that what she secretly desired was wrong. Men of decency wouldn’t dress in women’s clothing and have the urge to get their knees to suck a dick.


  “You have two options, Suzy. You can come over here and please daddy, or you can take your gifts and leave. What will you do?”


  Suzy rubbed her dress. She bit her nail until Jackson told her to stop. His dick was thick, hard, and dripping precum. She was hard herself, but her dick was tucked away under her lacy lingerie.


  “Promise you won’t tell anyone about us?” she asked.


  “I promise, Suze. This is our little secret,” he said.


  Suzy nodded and got to her knees, She crawled over to Jackson’s dangling dick. Suzy wrapped her hand around it. It was centimeters from her face. Suzy had never sucked a dick, but she could feel her body wanted it. When her lips parted, nothing had felt more natural. The taste of cum on her tongue shocked Suzy’s system, but she didn’t flinch when Jackson took control and fucked her mouth.


  “Don’t mess up that pretty face,” he said while pounding her mouth with vigor. The veins in his cock bulged as he used Suzy’s hole. She loved how much pleasure he got from dressing her up and sharing his dick. Suzy ran her hands along Jackson’s hard stomach. She gripped his ass. Jackson pushed her up against the bed and fucked her mouth like it was a pussy. Suzy felt a wetness growing in her pants. If Jackson didn’t stop soon, she would cum too. Soil her new lingerie. “Fuck, that mouth is hot. Swallow every drop, baby,” he said.


  Suzy had two seconds to prepare before Jackson released his creamy load into her mouth. Streams of salty warmth hit the back of her throat. Suzy hadn’t wanted to soil her thong, but it was too late. She had cum with her man and swallowed every drop of his seed.


  “How was it?” he asked.


  “Amazing,” she said. “You made me cum.”


  Jackson growled. “Good. Take off your thong. I bought you plenty. Put on fresh lipstick. We’re going to a bar.”


  Suzy nodded and got ready. She couldn’t wait to hit the streets of Puerto Rico on Jackson’s arm. Steven’s voice in her mind had doubts, but Suzy quieted them. She was in charge. She looked too good to leave now. Plus, Jackson made her feel safe. Protected. Nothing bad would happen with him by her side.


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


   


  Jackson wished he didn’t have to spend his days alone, but Suzy would come to him every night. Three days had passed since their first night together, and their time was coming to a close soon. They would have to return to Indiana. They would have to return to their old lives. Jackson hoped he wouldn’t lose Suzy after they stepped on a plane.


  Jackson was forgetting the man beneath Suzy’s outer layer. She had perfected her feminine voice. Her makeup was stellar. Men gawked in her direction when she walked into the room. Jackson loved walking around town with Suzy on his arm.


  They would watch the sunset on the beach, eat dinner, walk with their toes in the sand. They did an evening snorkel tour at sunset last night. Suzy had worn a one-piece with a robe for swimming. They drank rum cocktails on a bed under a tent. Jackson had been spending his days shopping while Suzy played Steven at the job. He wanted Suzy to forget her other half and enjoy vacation but understood Steven had responsibilities.


  When they weren’t spending their time on the beach, they were practicing their oral services in the hotel. Suzy had yet to give Jackson her hole, but he was patient. She was more than willing to get on her knees to suck Jackson’s dick. He had returned the favor a couple times. The first time Jackson licked Suzy’s sissy dick, she had cum in seconds. He loved how her shaved extension looked in a pair of crotchless panties; or with a garter belt and stockings.


  Tonight, they were having their last dinner in Puerto Rico before they had to get on a plane. Jackson was leaving in the morning. Suzy had a flight in the afternoon. Jackson had prepared an intimate tent with candles on the beach for his date with Suzy. He had sent a new outfit to her room and couldn’t wait to see his woman in it. Ever since the first date, Jackson had dropped off all of his purchases at her hotel so he didn’t have to see her masculine form. There was nothing wrong with her sissy dick because it didn’t detract from her womanhood when she smelled of perfume and tasted like cucumber lotion and looked like a feminine goddess.


  Jackson was staring out the window of his hotel room. It faced the crashing waves on the beach. He scrolled through his phone, looking at the price of estrogen pills on the black market. If Suzy was serious about living her best life as a woman, pills would help her. Jackson closed his phone before he got ahead of himself and ordered them. Suzy had to give her consent; her permission. Today she would say no, but tomorrow was a different story.


  Jackson went to the bathroom. He ran scolding water, standing under the streams of cleansing liquid. Jackson took deep breaths. If Jackson lost control of himself, Suzy would have all the power. He had to embody patience if he was going to make Suzy the sissy of his dreams. Jackson got dressed after his shower and went to the restaurant to arrive early for his evening picnic on the beach.


   


  ♦


   


  Jackson had sent something new every day. Today he had delivered a light-colored corset shirt with short sleeves, a nude linen shawl with a matching a-line skirt, nude footless tights, and closed-toe cloth sandals with ankle straps. Jackson had added a set of silver jewelery to complete the look. There was a hand-written note too, saying how much Jackson missed Suzy. Suzy missed him too.


  After working, Steven transformed himself to Suzy and forgot his male counterpart ever existed. Suzy had always been a part of him, but she felt more alive than ever with Jackson spoiling her, parading her around town, and sucking her dick like a lollipop. Suzy hadn’t lasted more than a couple seconds the first time Jackson wrapped his lips around her sissy cock.


  Suzy applied her makeup before putting on silver hoop earrings and a necklace. Jackson was already waiting for her at the restaurant. She had to hurry. Even though her body was tired from working all day, seeing Jackson was worth pushing through the exhaustion. Suzy chose her blonde wig with finger waves. It hung past her shoulders. She grabbed a black leather purse with a thin chain before heading out the door.


  Walking down the street, people didn’t look twice at her. She had breasts, long hair, painted lips, and walked with a switch in her step. Suzy felt powerful. The wind caught her hair, which made her chuckle to herself. Men were staring at her as she walked down the street. She winked at a couple. One hollered at her. She thought he would run her way but was more concerned with the beers and chicken wings on the table. Suzy would think twice before winking at guys like that again. Were they all wild animals?


  When Suzy told the host her name, he led her to the most beautiful setup. Jackson was waiting for her. He wore a matching linen outfit with cloth shoes. His pants did nothing to hide his manhood and muscular ass. Suzy was still conflicted about her desires and her emotions, but Jackson looked sexy. His button-up shirt tight on his chest. The sun had kissed his fair skin.


  “Is this for us?” asked Suzy.


  “Only the best for you,” he said. “You look amazing in your outfit.” Jackson held Suzy’s hand up so she could twirl for him, letting the a-line skirt catch in the breeze. “Would you like to sit and watch the sunset?”


  “Another day, another sunset.”


  “They won’t last forever. We have to go back tomorrow,” he said.


  “Don’t remind me. I love Indiana, but nothing compares to this.”


  “Did the investors bite?”


  “We’ll allow one store to open and go from there. We’re down to two potential investors. This trip was more about finding the right person since multiple groups have shown interest. I have a favorite, but my father gets the final say.”


  “Right,” said Jackson. A waiter arrived with a platter of Puerto Rican food and two bottles of white wine in a bath of ice water. The server disappeared without a word. “I thought it would be better if we ordered everything we needed and got all the privacy we deserve. Already paid, so they won’t bother us.”


  “Money can’t buy you everything,” said Suzy. She admired how Jackson spoiled her, but where did it end? What more was he expecting from her beyond sex?


  “It can buy us privacy on this special night,” he said. Jackson let his hand rest on Suzy’s thigh. “Suzy…”


  “Yes, Jackson?”


  “Who is your true self? Do you think you could live as Suzy forever?”


  Suzy cast her eyes to the platter of food. She picked up a piece of bread smeared with guava butter. She chewed to let time pass as she thought of Jackson’s question. As much as she loved Suzy, she didn’t know how her family would react. Her father could disown her. He could cut her out from the family business. Suzy wasn’t sure giving up her heirloom was worth living as Suzy full-time when Steven could become her when the coast was clear. Living a lie was often easier than confronting the truth.


  “I don’t know, Jackson. Can’t we just enjoy Suzy when she is here?”


  Jackson drank from his wine and rocked his head from side to side. “I will always enjoy Suzy. I’m falling for her. It’s just…”


  “What?”


  “There are ways to help you. Estrogen pills. Feminizing Hormone Therapy.”


  “Jackson, please. This week was the first time I had the confidence to walk in public as Suzy. You’ve given me more than I could ever ask, Jackson, but no. I’m not ready for that,” she said. Suzy wasn’t offended that Jackson had offered. She could see he was eager to encourage her femininity. To guide her along the journey, but it was too soon for pills.


  Silence. Jackson didn’t speak. Suzy had nothing more to say about the pills. She stared out to the ocean waves crashing against the shore. The sun setting off to the west. Suzy drank wine and ate some food from the platter. She could see that Jackson wanted to continue talking about the pills, and she had researched them before, but it wasn’t the time. Steven had given his life to his dad’s company, and Suzy couldn’t throw it away on a fling. Who knew how long Jackson would stay in her life.


  To break the silence, Suzy opened her phone. Jackson looked sexy in his linen outfit, and she loved he had bought them matching attire. “We should take a picture,” she said. “It’ll be the first picture of Suzy in existence.”


  “Okay,” he said. Jackson put his arm around Suzy and pressed his face into hers. They smiled. Suzy snapped the picture. She was reviewing the photo when Jackson brought up the pills again, “promise you’ll think about them.”


  “I will,” she said and placed her hand on his thigh. He was leaning back with his arms stretched out behind him. Suzy could have undid his pants and sucked his dick there, but she resisted. She could wait until they got to the hotel room. She wasn’t about to spend the night in a Puerto Rican jail.


  Jackson leaned forward. His hands were like falling leaves in autumn; they never stopped moving. “I want you,” he said. His tongue played with her ear.


  Suzy was panting, moaning at Jackson’s touch until she heard an unwelcome voice. “Hello, Steven?” Suzy’s heart dropped as she heard her father’s tenor.


  Suzy picked up her phone, struggling to hit her finger on the right spot. Her father had seen her dolled-up face. “Steven? What the hell are you wearing?”


  Suzy’s eyes were burning as she struggled to hang up the video call; her father’s voice grew more hysterical. Jackson snatched the phone from Suzy and hung up without Larry Colgan seeing his face. Jackson pulled Suzy close, and the tears fell like a busted dam. There was no dick sucking that night, and Jackson did his best to comfort the shaken Suzy.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


   


  Steven hadn’t seen anyone in days. Suzy was weak, like a wounded warrior. Steven knew he would have to choose between his future at the restaurant and her. His father, Larry, had been calling daily. Steven didn’t have the courage to answer when his phone lit up every few hours. He hadn’t gone to work. He hadn’t seen Jackson. Puerto Rico felt like a different lifetime. Steven had all of Suzy’s new clothes, but being back in Echo, Indiana put his life into perspective.


  Steven: I’m coming over for dinner tonight. See you soon.


  Steven sent the message to his father and rolled over to the other side of his bed. He had eaten lunch an hour ago. The wrappers were still scattered across his coffee table in the living room. The television blared a daytime talk show. Steven didn’t know what his father would say, but it wouldn’t be kind. He had sent some hateful text messages about men who dressed as women. Steven didn’t know how to explain to his father that Suzy felt as natural to him as breathing air into his lungs.


  Steven found the strength to crawl out of bed and clean up his living room. He turned off the television. Steven found an aerobics video online. He worked out, thinking it would calm him. It didn’t help. Steven showered and watched the clock tick until it was time to meet his father. Jackson had sent several messages, but Steven couldn’t see him. Jackson was a reminder of Suzy’s life.


  Melanie Colgan, Steven’s mom, was standing at the door when Steven arrived at his childhood home. Melanie rushed from the porch to hug Steven. She was crying when she wrapped her arms around him. “What’s wrong?” asked Steven.


  “I love you no matter what your father says,” she said. “Please tell me you know that.”


  Melanie would always take her husband’s side in an argument, even if she didn’t agree with him. She was loyal to Larry, a quality of his mother’s Steven both admired and loathed. “It’s okay, mom. I’ll be fine.”


  Melanie rubbed her hands over Steven’s. He hadn’t seen her so panicked, but it made Steven hold his head higher. He was too old to act as his father’s floor mat. Steven had a head on his shoulders. He wasn’t useless, even if his father thought everyone was less effective than himself.


  When they stepped inside, Melanie rushed to the kitchen and told Steven that Larry was waiting for him in the dining room. Larry walked down the familiar hallway with hesitant steps. It was as though he could hear sinister music from a scary movie. Larry wore a blank face when Steven entered the dining room.


  “Son, welcome,” he said. “Or should I call you my daughter?”


  “Nice to see you, dad.”


  “No, it’s a serious question. Should I call your my son or my daughter?”


  “I’m your son, dad. What you saw, it was nothing,” said Steven. He didn’t know how to explain to his dad how he felt both like a man and a woman. Gender fluidity wasn’t something Larry Colgan thought about much.


  “Looked like you were dressed as a chick. Sounded like you were playing dress up for a man like a dick-sucking faggot,” he said. “You know how we feel about homos in our home.”


  “It’s complicated, dad, but what I do during my private time is my business. You don’t have to worry about me.”


  Larry grunted. He was at least three whiskeys deep. Larry stood from his chair and stumbled around the table. He slammed his hand on the wood by Steven. “I won’t have a faggot as a son,” he said.


  “Charlotte and I fucked, but she didn’t want me.”


  “Probably because you were too busy wearing her bras and panties. Isn’t that what you like? No wonder she went off and found a real woman. Who would want a pantie-wearing freak like you?”


  Steven shrugged. Larry slammed his hand on the table again. Melanie rushed into the room with dishes of food before leaving as quickly as she had come. Steven promised himself he would never sacrifice as much as Melanie had for a man, especially this one spraying droplets of alcohol breath in his face. It was disgusting to watch his mother walk on tiptoes while her husband disrespected their son.


  “I don’t know what I like, father. I’m trying to figure it out.”


  “Are you a faggot? Are you saying my son is a faggot?”


  “If that’s the word you want to use,” said Steven.


  Larry paced the dining room as the food grew cold on the table. Steven examined the dishes his mother had labored to prepare: mashed potatoes, roasted chicken with carrots, green beans, and gravy for the potatoes. Larry took out pieces of paper from his briefcase on the other side of the room and came back to the table. Steven felt Suzy screaming from within and just wanted to set her free.


  Larry spread pamphlets across the table showcasing different therapy retreats. “If you want to run our family business, I need to know that you’re cured.”


  “What are these?”


  “These are places that will help you work through the mental issues you’re having.”


  Steven had never exploded, but something in him snapped. “How dare you, Larry! There’s nothing wrong with my mental state expect the bullshit you’ve been feeding me my entire life.”


  “Don’t use my name in that tone, son.”


  “I will always be your son, but I might not always be Steven,” he said. Steven stood from his chair. As delicious as the food looked, he couldn’t stand to spend another second in the same room as his father.


  “If you leave without signing up for a retreat, you will never work in this family again.”


  Steven shrugged without turning back to face his father. He didn’t even slam the door when he left. There wasn’t enough energy in his body.


   


  ♦


   


  Puerto Rico would always be one of Jackson’s favorite memories. Coming home had put the relationship he had with Suzy into perspective. Jackson would do whatever he had to protect Suzy. To love her. She was sitting on the couch next to him. They were at his condo in downtown Indianapolis. It was Jackson’s first time seeing Suzy in over a week, and her entire aura had changed since Puerto Rico.


  “I wish he hadn’t said those hurtful things,” said Jackson. They were talking about her father, but he didn’t know what else to say. Suzy didn’t want him to beat Larry’s ass, so he had no idea how to help.


  Suzy pulled the hem of her skirt. She was wearing a black pencil skirt with black tights and red kitten heels. She had on the blonde wig; a white and red blouse with a corset cut. Her breasts ample on her chest. Suzy was the most beautiful woman he had ever dated, and she was getting sexier each time he saw her. “It’s okay,” she said.


  “It’s not, but I want you to know that I’m here for you, Suzy.”


  “Thank you,” she said.


  “Your voice is getting better too,” said Jackson.


  “Part of me just wants to become Suzy full-time to piss off my dad. I’ve been practicing nonstop. What do you think he would do if I just showed up at the job in a dress and told everyone the truth?”


  “He probably wouldn’t like it, but I’d stand by your side. And you know I wouldn’t stop you from becoming Suzy full-time.”


  “Can you still get those pills?” asked Suzy.


  “Whenever you want them, just let me know. I’ll get them for you.”


  “Maybe they’d melt away my anxieties about taking that monster cock of yours,” said Suzy.


  Jackson laughed. “You’ll be begging for it after a couple weeks on the pills.”


  “Order them. I’ll start taking them when they arrive.”


  Jackson sat upright on the sofa. He almost grabbed his phone to order the pills but didn’t want to come off too eager for Suzy to start her hormone therapy. That could turn her off. “Fine. I’ll have them by next week,” he said. “There was something I wanted to give you.”


  “What’s that?”


  Jackson revealed a tiny box wrapped and tied with a bow. Suzy turned it over in her hand. “I hope this isn’t a ring. I just committed to the pills.”


  “It’s better than a ring,” he said.


  Suzy untied the bow and ripped the paper from the box. A single key was sitting atop folded tissue paper. “What’s this?”


  “It’s a key to my apartment. You’re going through a lot of changes, but I want you to know that you always have a hideaway here if life gets too difficult. I’m here for you, Suzy,” he said.


  Suzy took the key from the box and squeezed her palm around it. It signified safety. Her parents had no idea where Jackson lived. They almost never came to the city either, so doubted they would venture this way. Suzy had lost a lot over the past week, but phoenixes rose from ashes. They didn’t burn like dried leaves and twigs on a forest floor.


  “Thank you, Jackson.”


  “I should thank you for not running away from me. You could easily choose the path with less friction, but—”


  “—it wouldn’t satisfy me. I knew the moment my father placed those pamphlets on the table that my entire life had been a lie. I had been hiding from the whispers in my head to satisfy my family. To inherit a restaurant I have no passion to run, only because it was what they had trained me to do my entire life.”


  Suzy’s thigh felt warm under Jackson’s hand. He loved having her in his space and had no reservations about giving her a key. Years had passed since Candy left his life, and Suzy was his first shot at love in ages. He needed to prove to her that his love was real however he could.


  “I wish you had talked to me all those years ago. I still don’t remember seeing you at Charlotte’s family reunion.”


  Jackson laced his fingers with Suzy’s. His body was light. He felt like he was falling in love for the first time all over again. Butterflies. Shortness of breath. Quickened heart rate. Uncontrollable erections. The urge to purge himself of the passionate emotions bubbling within him; shower Suzy with compliments. Gifts. Give her everything and anything she wanted.


  “Do you want to live here?”


  Suzy squeezed Jackson’s hand. “That’s kind, but I prefer visiting.” Jackson deflated, but didn’t let his frown last long. Suzy patted his hand. “For now, that is.”


  Jackson ran his finger along Suzy’s black tights, running up her leg to the gap between her thighs. She squeezed her flesh around his. Their eyes met. “I want to taste you,” said Jackson.


  Suzy released her grip. Jackson got to his knees between Suzy’s legs. He ran his hands up to Suzy’s skirt to the waistline of her tights. He pulled them and her panties off with one swift move. Suzy kicked her heels to the side as Jackson removed the fabric from her body. Jackson pushed Suzy’s skirt up to reveal her sissy dick; its tip wet with precum. Jackson held her feminine cock in his hand and licked the goo from its head.


  Suzy’s body reverberated from Jackson’s touch. Jackson used his thumb to play with the little hole in Suzy’s cock. She was moaning and gripping the sofa as though she were about to fall. “Try your best not to cum,” said Jackson.


  Suzy squeezed her eyes shut. Her breaths were even, controlled. Jackson would suck her dick, stop, and suck again. His tongue reacted to her body. He loved pushing her to the edge; teasing her. He wanted to learn to work her body like a remote control with big lettering.


  “Fuck, Suzy. Cum for daddy,” he said when he saw she couldn’t take much more. No more than five minutes had passed, but she was lasting longer than she did the first few times. Seconds later, Suzy was shooting her sissy load into Jackson’s mouth, and he swallowed every drop.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


   


  Suzy dried her soft, feminine body after shaving in the shower. She covered herself in a thin layer of lotion. Jackson had been sending her care packages in the mail. They hadn’t seen each other as much as they’d like, but whenever Suzy felt lonely, she touched the key that Jackson had given her. She loved knowing that she could drive downtown and show up as his house unannounced, even though she had yet to use the key.


  Another package had arrived yesterday. It contained the pills Jackson had promised and a cute note with his horrid handwriting. Suzy had spent the past week preparing to relinquish her testosterone in exchange for the estrogen that would feminize her. Suzy wasn’t feminizing herself for Jackson; she was doing it explore the other half of her being she had ignored for years. Jackson was only pushing Suzy along a path she should have started years ago. Fear was all-consuming, and Suzy had been in a tornado of worry.


  Suzy stared at the bottle of pills on her bed as she dressed. She wore a silver silk negligee, red lace lingerie with her larger breast forms, and red pumps with no stockings or tights. Nobody would see her legs besides Jackson. She snapped a picture and sent it to her man, feeling sexy and feminine.


  Jackson: Fuck, I wish I were there. Did you get the newest package?


  Suzy grabbed the bottle of pills from the bed, opened it, and dropped one into her hand. No better time than the present, she told herself. Suzy went to the kitchen. She filled a glass with water and took the pill without a second thought.


  Suzy: Just took my first one.


  Jackson replied with an eggplant and a winking face. Suzy shook her head, hating how her lips spread to a smile. How did she end up like this; horny and tempted over a man sending her an eggplant emoji?


  A knock came at the door. Suzy quivered. She placed her phone upside-down and went to see who was at the door. Suzy glanced into the peephole. Charlotte was standing on the other side; a bag in each hand. Suzy didn’t even bother to change before opening the door. She wouldn’t after how Charlotte had left without notice. She didn’t owe Charlotte anything except maybe access to her new closet.


  “What are you doing here?” Suzy asked when she opened the door, using her most-feminine voice. She couldn’t wait for the pills to dampen the natural bass.


  Charlotte stormed in the house. She dragged the bags inside. They ran over Suzy’s red platforms, but she acted like nothing had happened. Charlotte fell to the sofa. She burst into tears. Suzy realized how much she hadn’t missed her. They had been friends for so long, but sometimes friendships ended for a reason. Not every friendship could last forever. No flower blossomed until the end of time.


  “My life is ruined,” she said. She hadn’t even commented on Suzy’s new appearance. Suzy ignored her own selfishness and sat next to Charlotte on the sofa. She rubbed her thigh. Held her hand. She was being a woman to Charlotte.


  “What happened? You can tell me anything,” said Suzy.


  Charlotte opened up about her intense, short-lived romance in Oregon. Her struggles balancing work and partying. Charlotte had taken part in more three sums than she could count. Suzy listened with open ears until Charlotte spilled everything she had been holding inside. There was no way Suzy would go back to her old ambitions. She was looking for jobs and would never allow her father to hold power over her again. Even if she lived as Steven by day, she wouldn’t feel guilty for changing into Suzy at night.


  Charlotte dabbed her eye with a tissue as her words ran dry. For the first time, she seemed to notice the apartment. Suzy had added flowers, potpourri, and artwork Jackson had bought her. “I always thought it was weird you wanted to do the laundry, but I guess I know why now.”


  “Don’t hate,” said Suzy. She hadn’t realized how they threw shade and bantered like old girlfriends until that moment. Charlotte had known the woman hiding within Steven longer than he had. Suzy had always been alive and well, commanding Steven from the shadows. Twiddling her thumbs until Steven had the guts to throw back the curtain.


  “Did you ruin all the clothes I left behind?”


  “Actually, I found a man who buys me whatever I want. One who loves me for the woman I am,” she said.


  “Woman?” scuffed Charlotte.


  “If you want to be a bitch, you can turn around and leave. I already took your name off the lease,” said Suzy.


  “Just give me a couple days. I need to convince our dads I won’t leave them again.”


  “Do what you want. I’m never working for my father again.”


  “Please,” said Charlotte. “The company will be better if we work together.”


  “No, my father will not control me. If I were you, I wouldn’t go back either.”


  “My dad already begged me to come home and promised he didn’t care that I was a lesbian.”


  “Well, aren’t you lucky, Charlotte?” asked Suzy.


  “It’s amazing how much you sound like a woman.”


  Suzy stood. Talking to Charlotte bore Suzy. She had outgrown her. Suzy would rather spend her time in the mirror applying, removing, and reapplying her makeup. Switching between outfits Jackson had bought her. Sending him naughty pictures as a thank-you gift. “I switched our rooms. You can have the smaller one,” said Suzy. She threw her hair back, curled her manicured nails, and sashayed out the living room. Until she had an interview, she would enjoy her time as Suzy to the fullest, twenty-four seven.


   


  ♦


   


  Suzy had started her hormone therapy a week ago, and Jackson was dying to see her. They had seen each other once for a quick dinner and oral session, but she hadn’t even spent the night. Suzy was afraid Charlotte would steal from her room if she didn’t go home, even though she had installed a lock on her bedroom door.


  Jackson wiped sweat from his dripping body with the t-shirt he had taken off before his workout. The markets were volatile, and Jackson had to spend endless hours on the phone quelling fears; convincing his clients that withdrawing their money wasn’t the wisest idea. Now that the markets were closed, he could relax at home and think about his woman on the other side of town, Suzy.


  Jackson: Missing you, Suze. When are you going to use your key? How’s the job hunt?


  Jackson took a shower. He dried his body, resiting the urge to touch his dick. He would save his seed for the next time Suzy came over. The bigger the load, the messier he’d make Suzy. He wanted to paint her with his milky goo. Jackson put on a pair of sweatpants without underwear. He wore a simple cotton t-shirt that hugged his muscular frame.


  Suzy: I’ve been so busy, but I’ll come over soon. I promise. Got a callback today and have an interview tomorrow. The job is in the city!


  Jackson: Congratulations! We should celebrate. I can think of a few ways how we could.


  Jackson hated that Suzy was going through so much drama with her family. He just wanted her to move downtown to his condo but understood that she needed time to make that move. It wasn’t an easy decision to leave everything behind and start a new life. At least her interview was in the city and not the suburbs.


  Suzy: We will celebrate, soon. I swear. Just dealing with this Charlotte drama. I don’t remember her being this dramatic. Everything is the end of the world with her.


  Jackson: You always have my key if you need an escape.


  Suzy: Thanks, babe. I’ll let you know how my interview goes. *kisses*


  Jackson touched his dick. He teased himself but would wait until Suzy was in his arms. Until he could release in one of her holes. Jackson edged himself, only stopping moments before he came. Jackson needed something to distract himself, so he went to the kitchen and cooked a high-protein, low-carbohydrate dinner.


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


   


  The pills were changing Steven fast, but he was thriving more than he had ever. During the days, he would go to his new job in human relations. In the evening, he would transform to Suzy as soon as he could. Becoming Suzy was like sinking into a bath that was the perfect temperature. Suzy meant the world to Steven, and he was embracing her. The pills were helping.


  Since Charlotte didn’t have enough money to pay her half of the rent, Suzy had convinced her to stay with her parents until she got back on her feet. Suzy couldn’t support Charlotte. She owed her nothing. There were talks of Charlotte moving back into the apartment, although Suzy was growing more anxious to leave Echo behind and move to the city. Her new job was near downtown Indianapolis, so she had no reason to stay in the suburbs. She wasn’t going to work beneath her father; she would never give him that power again.


  Speaking of her father, Suzy’s phone rang for the fourth time. She and her father had a heated text message conversation last night about Steven starting a new job. Larry didn’t want to leave his company to just anyone, which Suzy understood, but it was no longer her worry. Not after how her father had treated her at dinner. She had been hiding herself for too long to turn around now. The pills were changing her, and she wouldn’t return to her past.


  Her phone stopped ringing, and then it rang again. Suzy was getting ready for her date with Jackson. They hadn’t seen each other in ages. Suzy had been too anxious about starting her new job to drive all the way downtown, and Jackson didn’t have much time either. He never made it out to the suburbs, but they had blocked out tonight for each other, and Suzy couldn’t wait to see her man. She thought tonight might be the one where she finally took his monster cock. Suzy had been feeling hungrier, emptier with each passing day.


  Suzy answered her father’s phone call using her feminine voice, “hello, father.”


  “Steven?”


  “My name is Suzy,” she said. “If you can’t accept that, then hang up the phone.”


  Larry grunted, remaining silent for a few beats, but Suzy heard him on the other line. She wouldn’t hang up first. Suzy wanted her father’s love but wouldn’t beg for it. She wouldn’t force anything from Larry, but she wasn’t living a lie. Life was too short.


  “Suzy, please come back to work. The restaurant needs you.”


  “I respectfully decline your offer, father. Charlotte is a great candidate to take over the company when you and her father merge the businesses.”


  “Morton and I want you on the team. You and Charlotte make brilliant partners. How could you even think of throwing all this away?”


  “You threw it away when you put those pamphlets on the table. Instead of showing me love and support, you told me I was a sick monster. Dad, I’m sorry. I’m late for something. We’ll talk soon.”


  Larry hung up without another word. Suzy knew he was angry. Larry had control over every aspect of his life, so when something didn’t go as he planned, his world collapsed. He didn’t know how to process rejection. Suzy could find her way. She could forge a unique path in life. She already had a new job, loved fashion and makeup, and had ambition. Giving up the restaurant business was difficult, but no amount of money was worth her freedom.


  Suzy stashed her phone in her purse so she could get ready in peace. She was wearing a set of black lingerie. Her forms were in place, and she hoped Jackson would remove the thong from her body when she got to his house. Suzy put on nude tights before wiggling into a contoured black dress with cutouts for her back and obliques. It had wide shoulders. She wore a white jacket over it. Black heels.


  Suzy checked she had Jackson’s key before leaving. She couldn’t wait to fall into his arms.


   


  ♦


   


  “Wow, you’re stunning,” said Jackson. He was waiting in the garage for Suzy when she arrived. Suzy accepted Jackson’s hand as he helped her out of the car. She fell into his arms and hugged him. His hands moved along her body. She didn’t flinch when Jackson squeezed her ass. She loved how he desired her body.


  “Thanks, Jackson. You smell amazing,” she said. He must have just gotten out the shower. Jackson put out his hand, and they walked to his condo from the garage. He had given her a guest pass to park whenever she needed.


  They lingered in the kitchen after Jackson poured two glasses of water. Suzy giggled more than she had in weeks as Jackson talked about his clients’ crazy demands. She loved staring into his dark eyes. His fair skin heightened his brown eyes and hair.


  Suzy grabbed Jackson’s shirt and pulled him close. “Those pills have been making me crazy,” she said.


  “Crazy how?”


  “Like I need you. I’ve never been more attracted to you than I am right now,” Suzy said as she examined the grooves in Jackson’s muscles. Jackson had always attracted her, but now he was irresistible. A god. A man she would do anything to please. She wanted to cater to him however he desired. On her knees. On her back. In the kitchen. Her person felt needy, desperate as she stood inches from Jackson smelling hints of pine and sandalwood.


  “I’ve been crazy about you since the moment I saw you in Puerto Rico,” he said.


  Suzy was wearing her brunette hair today. Jackson pushed it behind her ear. His hand touched her exposed oblique. Suzy wrapped her arms around the back of Jackson’s neck as he kissed her. Caressed her body. Suzy buckled at his touch, but Jackson supported her with firm hands.


  “I need you inside of me,” said Suzy.


  Jack’s grip tightened. His breath changed. His eyes narrowed. “Don’t tease me, Suzy.”


  “I’m not. It’s all I’ve been able to think about today. What will Jackson feel like inside of me?”


  Jackson kissed Suzy while holding the back of her neck with one hand. His other hand snuck through the cutout in her dress. It found its way into her panties. Suzy moaned as his finger tantalized her split. As he traced his finger along her bare skin. Her hole felt emptier than a bowl without water. She jetted out her ass, spreading her cheeks. Suzy didn’t know what had gotten into her, but her body was aching for Jackson’s touch. His masculine grip. His control.


  “I’ll show you what I feel like. You sure you’re ready for this dick? Once we start, there’s no going back.”


  “I’m ready,” Suzy said in her most feminine voice. Jackson didn’t hesitate. He lifted her into his arms and carried her to the bedroom. Jackson lowered Suzy onto his bed. He put up his hand and told her to stay still. She lay on her stomach and supported her head with one arm. She moved her legs like scissors; her heels dancing in the air.


  “Fuck, you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known.”


  “Don’t tease me,” said Suzy. She winked.


  Jackson grabbed a remote and turned on his stereo. He danced to the music, giving Suzy a strip show. He revealed his muscular frame one item at a time until he was down to a pair of trunks that did nothing to hide his manhood. Suzy inched to all fours. She needed his dick in one of her holes. Jackson smirked, but she didn’t care how desperate she looked. She felt like she was getting crushed by a heap of boulders, and the only thing that would set her free was a taste of Jackson’s cock.


  “You like this?” he asked, shaking the thickness in his underwear.


  Suzy licked her lips. She smacked her lips. Her mouth was watering at the sight of Jackson’s almost-naked body. “More than you know.”


  “Come over here and get it then,” he said. Jackson dropped his trucks and revealed the large uncut dick Suzy worshipped in her dreams. These weeks without it while adjusting to the estrogen had been some of the hardest in her twenty-six years of living. Suzy crawled from the bed and went over to Jackson on her hands and knees. She wanted to rip the dress from her body but would wait until daddy told her it was time.


  Jackson slapped his manhood against Suzy’s cheeks before shoving it in her mouth. Suzy breathed through her nose as Jackson fucked her face. She held his hard body and opened her throat for Jackson’s pleasure. Serving Jackson made Suzy’s sissy cock hard. It jumped in her panties as Jackson used her hole with vigor.


  “Stand up,” he said. When Suzy stood, Jackson made quick working of removing all her clothing except the bra holding her forms. Suzy’s breasts had grown since she started taking the pills, but she loved having the fake ones. They made her feel feminine and powerful.


  Jackson ran his tongue along Suzy’s split. She and Jackson had both been to get tested, and he had commanded her to clean before she came. Suzy felt a mixture of pleasure and unease as Jackson ate her ass for the first time. The anxiety melted away after a minute of Jackson enjoying himself. He smacked Suzy’s ass. He fingered her relaxed hole.


  “Ready, Suze? I can’t wait another second.”


  “Go slow,” she said.


  Jackson lubed his dick and her hole before sticking in his tip. Suzy screamed out as pain exploded over her body from his thick head entering her. Jackson pulled out and rubbed Suzy’s back. He whispered sweet nothings into her ear. A second later, Suzy’s body relaxed, and she told Jackson to try again. Jackson added more lube to his dick before pushing into her again. The pain was less intense. Suzy breathed deeply as Jackson inched his way into her opening.


  “Fuck, Jackson. You’re so big,” said Suzy. Her voice was a hoarse, weak. Jackson reached around and squeezed her breasts. He kissed her back. Massaged her shoulders while his dick was deep inside her.


  “You’re doing great, Suze.”


  Suzy groaned. Her ass was tighter than a truck stuck under an overpass. Jackson humped her slowly, using gentle movements until her ass loosened. A few minutes later, Suzy was begging Jackson to fuck her harder. “You feel so good, Jackson. Fuck, I needed this dick.” Jackson reached around and grabbed Suzy’s sissy dick, but she pushed his hand away. “I’ll cum if you touch me. Just fuck me, daddy.”


  “Get on your back,” said Jackson. Suzy did as he said, feeling empty when Jackson pulled out of her hole. Jackson stood off the bed. He grabbed Suzy’s legs and pulled her close, sinking his raw dick right back into her accepting, loosened pussy. Jackson held the insides of Suzy’s knees and pushed them to her chest as he used her hole.


  “Fuck, daddy. Fuck. Fuck me,” she said. Suzy was seconds from cumming. She hadn’t even touched her dick, but Jackson fucking her felt too delicious. It was better than ice cream on a sweltering day. Better than hot chocolate in winter. Suzy purred. She smiled and put her hands above her head as Jackson’s sweat dripped onto her.


  Jackson used his entire length, hitting Suzy’s spot. “I’m close,” he said. “I wish I could last longer, but—”


  “Fill my pussy up, daddy. I need it. Fuck,” Suzy said as she squeezed her walls around Jackson’s cock. Jackson held her knees and fucked her slowly. On the fifth thrust, Suzy came undone. Cum shot all the way to her bra, covering the fabric in a milky white substance. Jackson growled as he watched streams of cum shoot from Suzy’s sissy dick she hadn’t once touched. Suzy’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as her balls emptied themselves on her torso. Jackson’s cock more present than ever.


  Jackson didn’t take much longer before unloading deep in Suzy’s ass. Leaning down without falling out of Suzy, Jackson kissed her. Her cum pressed to his torso as he ran his hand along her side. Suzy was falling in love with this man, and she hoped the same was happening to him.


  “Thank you,” he whispered into her ear. Then his dick fell out of her. Suzy felt loose. She couldn’t wait to take his dick again and knew she would never go weeks without it again.


  “Let’s order some food, then we can have a round two.”


  “Oh, so you enjoyed it?” Jackson asked and moved his hand to Suzy’s hole, sliding his fingers into her soiled cave.


  “Don’t make me pretend I didn’t,” she said and rolled out of bed to put on her panties and the silk negligee she had brought with her to spend the night. They went to the living room to order food and watch TV, Suzy feeling on top of the world.


  




  CHAPTER NINE


   


  Dinner with Suzy’s parents was uncomfortable, but it had also ended. Suzy and Jackson were walking down the sidewalk away from the restaurant. Suzy had spent the last several nights at Jackson’s, so they had shopped a lot. Suzy was wearing a pink outfit now. The dress had cutouts like the one Suzy had worn the other night when Jackson fucked her for the first time. She had on a pink shawl over the dress with a rectangular white purse that had a small handle. White tights and heels. She was using her blonde wig with long, straight hair.


  Jackson would never forget the night he entered Suzy for the first time. It might have been the best night of his life.


  “I’m sorry your parents are assholes,” said Jackson. Dinner hadn’t gone well, but Jackson stood by his woman. There was nothing wrong with her, no matter what Larry thought. Jackson noticed that Suzy’s mother, Melanie, had seemed uncomfortable when Larry made unflattering comments, but she did nothing to defend her child. They left dinner early because Jackson couldn’t put up with another second of Larry’s negativity.


  “Don’t worry. My father will come around.”


  “He can’t say those hurtful things about you,” said Jackson.


  “There’s so much more to my life than what my father thinks. If anything, he set me free with his hate. Now I can live the life I have always dreamed.”


  Jackson smiled. They stopped at the street corner to wait for the changing light so they could take Jackson’s car home. They were in downtown Echo, which had several shops and restaurants. Suzy’s parents had refused to drive to the city, even though they were the ones that wanted the date. Suzy’s car was still downtown in the garage at Jackson’s place.


  “Did I ever tell you how pretty you look in pink? It’s my favorite color on you,” said Jackson. He held Suzy by the small of her back. His thumb was rubbing her chin. They couldn’t walk over two blocks without kissing.


  “Should I wear pink more often?”


  “We’ll go shopping tomorrow.”


  Suzy laughed and rested her hand on Jackson’s chest. “You won’t have any money left at this rate.” 
“You’re worth every dime, Suze. I’m the luckiest man alive.”


  Suzy shook her head. She pointed out that the light had changed. They crossed the street, holding hands, and sang along to the radio as Jackson drove them back to the city.


  


  




  CHAPTER TEN


   


  Suzy packed the last box into her car. She was leaving the furniture behind because Charlotte was taking over the lease tomorrow, and Suzy was moving in with Jackson, so she wouldn’t need furniture. Suzy had reservations about moving in with Jackson but was hopeful for their future. If nothing else, living with him would give her time to save money and get her own place. Suzy loved her time with Jackson, but part of her wanted to turn the lock to her own apartment. Live the city life for a year or two before settling down.


  Suzy closed her trunk. She loved how the skirt beat around her knees as a powerful wind blew. She gazed at her old place one last time before getting in the car to drive downtown.


  The security guard greeted Suzy with a smile. He recognized her from all the times she had visited. Suzy would carry the boxes upstairs later. Maybe Jackson would come down to get them. She just wanted to surprise her man. Kiss him. Hug him. Suzy hadn’t seen him in a couple days. He knew she was moving in, but Suzy decided to move a couple days early.


  When Suzy approached Jackson’s door, she thought she heard a female’s voice on the other side. Suzy’s heart quickened as she raced to find the key in her purse. She had been ambling from the elevator, but her ease turned to panic. There was definitely a woman laughing in Jackson’s apartment. Suzy thought Jackson was at the office and had been planning to surprise him with a home-cooked meal. She had called into work to move and have time to cook. If Jackson was cheating on her right before she was supposed to move in, it would crush her. Suzy didn’t allow herself to cry even as her eyes burned. She turned the lock and threw open the door.


  Jackson and a ravishing woman were sitting on his sofa. Jackson seemed surprised to see Suzy but not startled. The woman smiled at Suzy. “Is this the Suzy you were telling me about?” she asked. Jackson jumped to his feet. The woman stood and was like a shadow behind Jackson. A gorgeous shadow with thick lips and olive skin. Styled hair. A dress that made Suzy feel like a peasant woman from the pub.


  Jackson came up to hug Suzy, but she kept him at an arm’s length. “What is going on here?” she asked.


  “It’s nothing,” said Jackson.


  Suzy shook her head. “It doesn’t look like nothing.”


  “Did you bring your boxes?” he asked.


  Suzy nodded.


  “Excellent. Why don’t we all get lunch and talk, then we can bring your boxes upstairs. I was just telling Candy how you were planning to move this weekend. She’s in from Los Angeles for a few days. When she called, I moved things around so we could spend the afternoon together. I would love it if you joined us,” said Jackson.


  “Yes, please. I want to learn more about you,” said the glamorous woman who was making Suzy feel insecure.


  “I don’t know,” said Suzy. She wished she had never left work. “I don’t want to interrupt anything. Looks like you two were busy.”


  “Stop, Suzy. Candy is an old friend, and she’d love to get to know you.”


  Candy stepped forward and grabbed Suzy’s hand. She rubbed it. Suzy stared into her almond-shaped eyes. They were green. Her lips thick. Her skin kissed by the sun. “Nothing was happening here, Suzy. I promise.”


  “Okay,” said Suzy. She believed Candy, as hard as it was. “Let’s eat before I lose my mind.”


  Candy smiled and pulled Suzy to the hallway. Jackson followed behind the ladies, locking the door on the way out.


   


  ♦


   


  Watching Candy and Suzy talk about makeup, fashion, and living as a woman filled Jackson with warmth. His old love meeting his new one. Jackson would never cheat on Suzy, but that didn’t stop him from fantasizing about pleasuring both Candy and Suzy at the same time. Jackson loved Suzy, but anyone who denied Candy’s beauty was a liar. Their conversation moved from clothes and beauty to Jackson. He leaned forward to listen closely.


  “Jackson and I have been friends for a long time. I taught him everything he knows,” said Candy. Jackson protested, but she waved him away. “I came to visit family and called Jackson to see how he was doing. All he could talk about was how he had met you.”


  Suzy put her hand to her chest and batted her eyelashes at Jackson. “That’s sweet. I’m guessing you two were special friends,” said Suzy.


  Candy shrugged. “You could say that he has a type.” The women snickered at Candy’s comment. Suzy and Candy had talked about their transitions. Tucking. Their special parts. Watching Suzy and Candy together was surreal for Jackson, and he kept checking if he was in a dream by pinching his leg.


  “You’re gorgeous, Candy,” said Suzy. They were sitting in a circle booth with Suzy in the middle. Candy was on one side of her and scooted closer. She touched Suzy’s thigh.


  “I’m not the only one,” she said. “Pink is the perfect color on you. It goes so well with your blonde hair and blue eyes.”


  “I love emerald green for you,” said Suzy. “Your lips are stunning.”


  Jackson’s dick went from soft to erect in milliseconds watching Candy and Suzy compliment each other. Touch each other. They had already eaten their food. Jackson paid the bill. He had expected to leave sooner, but Suzy and Candy had hit it off.


  After a couple beats of silence, Candy glanced at her watch. Jackson could see she was sexually frustrated and either needed to leave or make a move. He had seen this look on her many times before. “Well, I should get going. It was a pleasure to meet you, Suzy.”


  “Awe,” said Suzy. “The pleasure was mine. You have my social media.”


  “Yep,” she said and slid out from the booth. “Take care of Jackson.” Candy’s eyes lingered on Suzy and Jackson. Her lips turned to a frown for a second before snapping back to a smile. She blew a kiss.


  Suzy stood and ran after her. Jackson had wanted to stop Candy, but it wasn’t his place. “Candy, wait.”


  Candy turned to face Suzy. “Yes?”


  “If you aren’t busy today, maybe you could hang out with us. We can cook dinner. Drink wine.”


  Candy smiled and put out her hands for Suzy. “I would love that.”


  Suzy took Candy’s hand. She pulled her to the door and looked over her shoulder, “what are you waiting for, Jackson?”


   


  ♦


   


  Candy had the confidence, strength, and self-assurance Suzy desired for herself one day. There was no denying that they were very different creatures, but Suzy could easily see why Jackson had lusted after this woman. Suzy and Candy were sitting on Jackson’s sofa. He was sitting in the armchair. They each had a glass of sangria Jackson prepared for them. Suzy had never seen such a childish smile on his face, but she loved it.


  “I can’t wait to see how good you look in a few months or a year,” said Candy. She touched Suzy’s shoulder. Candy couldn’t keep her hands off Suzy. Suzy wanted to touch Candy back but felt terribly shy. Crippling. “Those pills will round out any rough edges. But for a month of taking the pills, I’m impressed. You’re stunning.”


  “Thank you,” said Suzy.


  “No need to be shy. Have you taken Suzy out?”


  “We’ve gone some places,” he said.


  “You’re trying to keep her for yourself, but you know she’s too pretty not to share.”


  Jackson grunted. Suzy had never considered having sex with anyone but him. Not that she wasn’t attracted to others, but she figured monogamy was the endgame for her and Jackson. Now that Candy had floated the possibility, Suzy wanted to taste Candy. She wanted to suck on her nipples. Grab her ass. Fuck her.


  “You see something you like, Candy?”


  Candy gripped Suzy’s thigh. Suzy turned her body to Candy. Her eyes focused on Candy’s thick lips painted with gloss. Candy leaned forward and kissed Suzy. Her lips were softer than a pillow-top mattress with fresh sheets. “Touch me,” Candy said into Suzy’s mouth.


  Suzy gripped Candy’s breasts. They were soft. Real. “These are what you can soon have,” she said.


  “Yes, please,” said Suzy. “They’re like little pillows. I need them.” Suzy’s hands went from Candy’s delicious breasts to her waist. Candy’s tongue worked itself back into Suzy’s mouth. They could have been anywhere in the world. Candy had Suzy’s complete attention.


  “When you walked in the room, I knew why Jackson was so in love with you. You are sweet, innocent, and drop-dead sexy.”


  “Not as hot as you,” said Suzy in a sultry voice.


  “Please,” said Candy. She kissed Suzy. Her hands worked to take off her dress. Suzy didn’t resist, and Candy had Suzy’s dress off in a second. “Your body is incredible. Never give this up. Your figure is your weapon.”


  “Yes, Candy,” said Suzy. Candy had her hand on the outline of Suzy’s hard cock.


  Candy turned to Jackson and said, “bring me a pair of pink crotchless panties and a matching bra.” Jackson rushed to his room. Suzy hadn’t noticed him take off his pants, but his hard dick bounced as he moved. Jackson came back, and Candy ordered Suzy to change. Suzy switched her lingerie, embarrassed by her exposed sissy cock wet with precum. Jackson pulled off his shirt, sitting naked in the armchair.


  Candy undid her emerald dress and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a black corset and a matching lace jockstrap. Candy pushed Suzy onto the sofa, getting to her knees. She made sure Jackson had a view before parting her lips and lowering her mouth onto Suzy’s dripping cock. Suzy groaned. She gripped the cushions as Candy’s painted lips moved along her oversensitive womanhood.


  Suzy opened her eyes for the first time. They instantly met Jackson’s. His cock looked so big, so thick. She wanted to watch Jackson fuck Candy. To fuck her. She wanted Jackson to take turns using their holes. Suzy was falling apart, unable to keep up with all her developing fantasies of Candy and Jackson and herself.


  Candy gripped the base of Suzy’s cock, drawing circles around the head with her tongue. She blew on the tip. Suzy laughed. She cried. She thrashed as Candy played with her cock. “Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”


  “Cum, baby. I’ll make you cum again,” she said.


  Suzy didn’t resist the flow of her nectar, and Candy swallowed every drop. She smacked her lips. “You taste as delightful as you are attractive, sweet Suzy.” Candy turned and crawled across the room to service Jackson. Suzy never lost her erection watching them, slowly stroking her cock while admiring Candy’s spread cheeks. Her tight hole. Suzy loved her lace jockstrap and wanted one for herself.


  Candy lifted her head for a breath. She looked over her shoulder at Suzy. “Don’t be shy, baby. You can have a taste.”


  Suzy smirked and got to her knees behind Candy. She licked Candy’s feminine, hairless hole. She blew on it. Fingered it. Rubbed her dick against it. Candy would reach behind and hold Suzy’s head in her ass. Suzy had cum, but she was ready to fuck more. “Fuck me. I’m clean.”


  Suzy perched herself on the edge of the couch, still wearing her pink crotchless thong. She positioned her dick on Candy’s hole, and Candy backed up to swallow her extension. Suzy purred as Candy used her dick, moving herself back and forth. Suzy smacked her ass. Jackson held her head. Candy purred as Suzy and Jackson used her holes. Suzy loved watching Jackson fucked Candy’s mouth. Her hole was soothing. It was nirvana.


  “Fuck, I need her pussy too, Suze. Give me a turn,” he said.


  Suzy fell out of Candy’s ass. She wanted to taste Candy’s dick, so Candy squatted on Jackson’s dick with her back to his face. Suzy got on her knees between their legs to suck Candy’s dick as Jackson fucked her hungry opening. Candy moved her jockstrap to the side. She loved Candy’s dick passing through her lips. Hitting the back of her throat. Jackson held Candy’s natural hair and licked her neck. He grunted and filled Candy’s ass with his load. Candy shot into Suzy’s mouth to cum with Jackson after stroking her cock twice.


  They were panting. Suzy’s mouth salty and dry. Candy lifted herself off of Jackson’s cock, and droplets of cum ran down her leg. Suzy wanted cum in her ass. The three of them went to the kitchen without dressing to drink water, but Suzy couldn’t stop thinking about how empty her ass felt. How jealous she was of Jackson’s hot load in Candy’s cave. It wasn’t fair. Suzy tried to follow the conversation but ended up pouting.


  “What’s wrong?” asked Candy when Suzy hadn’t replied.


  “Nothing,” she said and shook her head.


  “Don’t lie,” said Jackson. He kissed Suzy’s forehead. “Do you want to talk about what we did? Are you okay with what happened?”


  “Yes, what we did was fine. It’s nothing, really. I just got into my feeling for a second,” said Suzy. She drank her water and forced a smile.


  Candy narrowed her eyes. “I think I know the problem, Jackson.”


  “What’s that?” he asked.


  “Suzy wants us to fuck her. Isn’t that right?”


  Suzy smirked. She felt like she had been caught sneaking cookies from the cookie jar. “Maybe,” she whispered.


  “We can do that,” said Jackson. His dick hardened at the mention of fucking. He grabbed Suzy’s hand and placed it on his member. “You want this?”


  Suzy nodded. She needed it.


  “Do you have a pink jockstrap?” asked Candy.


  “I do. I was planning on putting it in Suzy’s next box of goodies, but she can have it now.”


  “Perfect,” said Candy. She stepped forward and kissed Suzy, guiding Suzy’s hand to her cock. She was hard for Suzy. Suzy felt her anxieties dissipate. Jackson returned with a pink lace jockstrap. Suzy changed from her crotchless thong to the jockstrap, relieved her dick was covered and hole exposed. Jackson scooped her into his arms. Candy followed them to the bedroom.


  Jackson placed Suzy on the bed and told her to get on all fours. His mouth was on her ass in a second. His muscular hands spreading her cheeks. Candy took off her lingerie. Her breasts were better without a bra covering them. Suzy dreamed of having a pair similar to Candy’s one day. Candy stood on the bed and kneeled in front of Suzy’s mouth, pushing her dick between Suzy’s lips.


  Jackson was pushing his lubricated dick into Suzy’s hole moments later, spreading her. Giving her what she wanted. Her covered dick twitched under the pink lace. Jackson held her hips, thrusting his dick. Using Suzy’s hole. Candy in her mouth. Suzy couldn’t have been more satisfied. She thought she loved fucking, but getting fucked pleasured her in ways she could never have imagined even a month ago.


  Jackson held her hips as he unloaded deep in Suzy’s ass. Candy took his place. She pulled Suzy’s body upright against her breasts as she fucked her. Candy reached around and touched Suzy’s member through the lace fabric. She licked her neck and whispered dirty lines into Suzy’s ear.


  Candy held one hand around Suzy’s thigh, fucking her with passion. “Cum for me,” she said. Candy moved the fabric on Suzy’s thong to expose her dick. “Touch yourself. I’m waiting for you.”


  Suzy stroked her dick once. She hadn’t realized how sensitive she was and came in an instant. Candy purred, pushing her dick deep in Suzy’s ass as her walls contracted around Candy’s dick. Candy grunted and filled Suzy’s hole with a second, warm load. Suzy’s body was spent. She collapsed to the bed. Candy fell to her side. Jackson handed Suzy a hot, damp towel to clean her body.


  “You two are the most beautiful women in the world.”


  Candy wrapped her arm around Suzy. Suzy hugged her. She never wanted Candy to leave but knew she was only visiting for the weekend. “Let’s make this a night to remember,” said Candy.


  “I’d say we’ve done that,” said Jackson. The three of them laughed.


  “Spend the night with us, Candy,” Suzy said.


  “I won’t go anywhere until morning, I promise,” she said.


  Suzy hugged her tighter. Jackson threw the hot towel to the floor and joined them in bed. They rolled around, kissed, touched, and cuddled until their stomachs grumbled an hour later. They cooked a simple dinner and enjoyed every minute they had together until Candy had to leave in the morning.


  Suzy loved her new life and couldn’t wait to find out where it took her. One thing was certain, she would never give up wearing pretty pink dresses.


  


  




  EPILOGUE


   


  6 Months Later


  Suzy wiped the kitchen counter after cooking dinner. Jackson would arrive any minute. It was their last meal at home before a week-long vacation.


  Suzy was still working in human resources but had started a side business related to fashion. She reviewed runway shows, deals at stores, and her favorite celebrity looks. Suzy was also starting to receive free clothing from designers for her blog and social media. She hoped she could take the business full-time one day and leave the HR behind so she could stop changing from Steven to Suzy after work and live as her full-time. She also thought about switching jobs and starting a new one as Suzy if she couldn’t make her blog full-time in the next few months.


  Suzy had gotten off work an hour ago, but she was already wearing heels, a wig, makeup, and a tailored dress with an apron. After cleaning the kitchen, Suzy took off the apron and hung it inside the pantry. Jackson walked through the door a few minutes later. She loved when he got home with his loosened collar and unbuttoned suit jacket. Hints of a five-o’clock shadow.


  “How was work?”


  “Okay, but I’m ready for vacation.”


  “Not as ready as me. I miss Candy so much,” said Suzy.


  “She misses you too. I’m excited she has a room for us.”


  “I hope there is room in her bed for us.”


  Jackson laughed and pulled Suzy close. Suzy wasn’t kidding. She wanted to spend as much time with Candy as she could. “You’re naughty,” he said.


  Suzy shrugged. “Sit down so we can eat. We still have to pack and get some beauty sleep. It will be a long week.”


  “That it will,” Jackson said with a smirk. Suzy had already placed a pitcher of water on the table with glasses and cutlery. She carried over the two plates of food. They ate and discussed everything they would do over the next week in Los Angeles with their friend Candy.
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  Evelyn


  My mother ignores my call once again. Everything changed the day I missed my brother’s wedding for work. That was years ago, yet she hasn’t forgiven me. 


  I didn’t use to care. I was in the clouds, earning figures that made me feel invincible, like a queen on her throne. Nothing could depress me. Not even mom’s rejection. 


  I call again, to no avail. She sends me straight to voicemail. I leave a message she won’t return. I don’t blame her. She used to beg me to answer the phone. To come home to apologize to my brother Lee for missing his wedding. I never did.


  Years passed. I worked and worked and worked, accumulating more money than I ever could have dreamed growing up in Sunflower. I haven’t visited my hometown. Haven’t called.


  It wasn’t until the man I thought I’d marry, Gene, broke my heart that I thought about picking up the phone. He had girlfriends all over the city, perhaps the country, but the worst part was when he stole my business contacts to use for himself.


  I’ve since regained what Gene stole, but his betrayal left a hole in my heart. One so large, I haven’t been able to trust other men. 


  Going through the heartbreak I experienced with Gene alone showed me how important family is.


  I called my mother for the first time when I hit rock bottom. It was one of the few times we’ve spoken since I left Sunflower. She listened with empathy, but then she told me she couldn’t lend a hand and ended the call. 


  I’d hurt her too much, and as much as it pained her, she couldn’t be there for me.


  A message pops up on my phone. Mom always sends a text instead of returning my calls. I haven’t heard her voice in ages. I struggle to recall how it sounds.


  Mom: Your father and I are busy watching a movie. Hope all is well in the Windy City!


  I don’t reply because she says nothing meaningful. I called so many times after Gene. When she finally answered a second time, she asked how she could care about a man hurting me when she didn’t know about him until he was gone.


  I would give anything to turn back the clock to focus less on my job and more on my family. I’d give anything to regain the support system they once provided.


  It’s about time I visit. I love my job in sales and hope they promote me to regional manager soon, but nearly a decade has passed since I last stepped foot in Sunflower. Nearly a decade since I’ve seen my family. I was in my early twenties, and now I’m on the other side of thirty.


  I pace my apartment, wondering how I could have been so obsessed with my job to let eight years pass without a single visit to my hometown, which was a mere six hours south of Chicago.


  How much has changed? What is the same? I throw clothes and toiletries into my smallest suitcase and rush out the door, hitting the road before I can change my mind. 


  Images of mom and dad throwing their arms open for me cloud my mind as I drive, but somehow I get the feeling all won’t be that easy.


  ***


  Patrick


  I’m sitting in my patrol car on the side of the highway just outside of Sunflower. It’s midafternoon, and I’m already thinking about what I might do after my shift.


  Trying on the new pairs of panties that should have gotten delivered today is top of the list. I imagine their cuts and colors, ready to stroke my hardening dick, but I’ll wait until I get home. 


  Deciding where I’ll pick up dinner is a distant second to the jack-off session I’ll have once I get my hands on those panties. 


  Sometimes there’s action on the road, but most days around here are rather uneventful. We’re about thirty miles off the interstate, where there’s always something happening. I get stationed on that road for about half my shifts, but not today. 


  Today I’m stuck wishing I could whip out my dick to stroke while this red thong beneath my uniform cups my balls. I would masturbate if it weren’t for all the cameras watching me. I love protecting my community, but I hate the cameras, for obvious reasons.


  The cameras won’t stop me from rubbing my thumb along the outline of my cock, though. I bite my lip as my fully erect manhood pushes against the fabric of my red thong, begging for a release. Begging for my shift to end.


  My eyes shoot open. I glance at the road, begging for a distraction. A luxury car flies past me. I switch on my sirens and pull out from behind the low rock that hides my car, racing after the speeder. 


  They don’t put up much of a fight, pulling over seconds later. I sigh as I slow down behind the car. They turn on their emergency lights as I climb out of the car and walk to the driver’s side window.


  Much to my delight, a gorgeous woman is behind the wheel. She has lovely brown eyes. Shimmering hair, like it’s been styled for a magazine shoot. She tosses it over her shoulder, giving me a look like my attraction to her is as obvious as the sun in the sky.


  “Is there a problem, officer?” she asks. Her voice is as sweet as honey, making my dick harder than it already was, but at least her car door is blocking the bulge in my pants.


  “You were speeding, miss. Twenty over the limit.”


  “Oh, my! I had no idea. I’ve been so stressed. You see, officer, I’m from Sunflower and haven’t been home in many years. This visit is stressing me out.”


  I stare at the woman, lifting my eyes from her amazing breasts, even though it’s nearly impossible. She looks more familiar the longer I study her face.


  “License and registration, please. This will only take a second.”


  “Officer,” the woman says, glancing at the badge with my surname. Recognition crosses her eyes. “Digiacomo? Patrick, is that you?”


  “My name is Patrick,” I say, trying to put her face to a name but failing miserably. “Who are you?”


  “Really, Patrick? It’s me, Evelyn Jones.”


  Memories flood my mind. Evelyn’s panties were the first I ever wore. She’d left them behind at my place when she disappeared without a trace. I’ve since learned of her move to Chicago. We briefly dated when we were nineteen. Long enough for her to spend the night at my place a few times and leave some lingerie behind. I missed her enough to put them on, hoping to feel her, but I discovered something even better than the romance we shared.


  “Evelyn, wow. I didn’t recognize you with the fancy car and haircut. You must be doing well for yourself.”


  Evelyn beams, but then her smile drops to a frown. “I’m sorry for how things ended, Patrick. I should have called.”


  A laugh escapes me before I can stop it. “So, you care about how I feel now that I have the power to give you a ticket?”


  Evelyn deflates. “Just give me the ticket. It’d be the least of my worries, honestly. My mom won’t even answer my calls because I missed Lee’s wedding.”


  I nod. “Yeah, I went to his wedding hoping to see you, but you never showed up.”


  Tears roll down Evelyn’s face, making me rather uncomfortable. “I’ve been a terrible daughter. Hopefully, they can forgive me, but I’m doubtful.”


  “I’m sorry your relationship with them is like that. Why didn’t you come to the wedding? There must have been an emergency.”


  Evelyn shakes her head. “If only,” she says. “The only emergency was feeding my ravenous need to earn money.”


  I frown, realizing Evelyn chose her job over her family, which is unspeakable behavior in Sunflower. “Promise not to speed the rest of the way?”


  “You have my word, Officer Diagiacomo. It’s nice seeing you. You look good, Patrick.”


  I can’t see myself, but it feels like my cheeks are redder than the sirens above my vehicle. “Likewise, Evelyn.” 


  I start to turn but then think better of it. I tell Evelyn to give me a piece of paper and write my number on it. “Call me before you leave town. We can get together, for old time’s sake.”


  “Okay,” Evelyn says and takes the piece of paper. “Thanks for letting me off the hook, Officer.”


  I nod and walk back to my car. Evelyn pulls away, leaving me alone with my thoughts of making love to her again like we did when we were nineteen.


  




  2


   


  Evelyn


  My legs barely cooperate as I step closer to my parent’s home for the first time in eight years. Laughter spills through the walls and open windows.


  I couldn’t recall mom’s voice, but it hits me as she hollers about how delicious a grilled carrot tastes. Scents of charred meat linger in the air, but the knots in my stomach are much too intrusive to eat.


  My heart pounds in my throat when I lift my fist to knock.


  “Who could that be? Are you expecting someone, Bob?”


  “No, honey. Maybe it’s Lee or Brandi.”


  Mom’s voice is closer when she speaks again. “They always call or text first. Who’s there?”


  I consider turning and running back to my car, but my legs are stuck, like I’m sinking into a pool of quicksand.


  A squeal sounds from the other side of the door. “Bob, it’s Evelyn! Evelyn,” mom says as she throws open the door, “what are you doing here?”


  Mom has aged so much since the last time I saw her that all I do is cry. I’ve cried more times today over this stressful crap than I have in years.


  Dad appears behind mom. I hate the confused looks on their faces, looking at me like a lost animal.


  “Can I come inside? Please?”


  Mom glances over her shoulder at dad, who shrugs as a response. Mom opens the door wider. “Come inside, Evelyn, but you can’t stay long. Your father and I are eating. I’d hate for the food to get cold.”


  Dad makes his way into the house. I follow behind mom. They have a feast spread across the table, but don’t ask me to join them, instead directing me toward a chair in the living room. Dad glances at the table, hunger in his eyes, but mom gives him a look that has him plopping down on the couch.


  Mom sits next to dad, clearly exasperated by my presence. I wish I could become invisible or teleport back to my condo in Chicago. At least it’s mine, paid for in cash. The condo doesn’t have emotions. It can’t hate me. Even if I were to abandon it, I could always return as long as I paid the bills.


  “Evelyn, I’m so glad you’re healthy and successful, but you can’t show up unannounced like this.”


  “You won’t answer my calls. What do you expect me to do?” I ask.


  “How do you think I felt all those years you wouldn’t answer my calls? How do you think I felt when you didn’t show up at Lee’s wedding? Do you know how embarrassing it was trying to explain to all of our friends why our daughter wasn’t at our son’s wedding?”


  Mom is screaming and red by the time she finishes. Dad rubs her thigh, but she pushes away his hand.


  “No, Bob. You’re too soft. If we weren’t good enough for her then, why should it be any different now? She can’t come and go as she pleases. It isn’t fair.”


  “Mom, please. I was wrong, but we—”


  “No,” she says. “We can’t do a thing. I’m going to the bathroom and really hope you’ll be gone by the time I return. I’d like to eat before the food gets cold.”


  Mom stands. I want to call after her, but there’s no point. She’s been a holder of grudges my entire life. There are friends in her life she hasn’t spoken to since before I was born.


  Her stories of stubbornness seemed funny when I was on the other side of them and in her good graces.


  I’m too stunned to move, but dad has always hated fights. He comes over to the chair and wraps his arms around my shoulders, pulling me to my feet.


  “Are you staying in town tonight?”


  “Yes,” I say.


  “Give her the night to cool down. I’ll talk to her. Maybe we can all meet for a meal. Your brother would love to see you.”


  “Thanks, dad.”


  “It’s great seeing you, Evelyn. I hope you know your mom loves you. She’s just hurting. It was really hard on her when you started putting your job over us.”


  I nod and give my dad a bear hug until the sound of mom’s footsteps rips us apart. She calls for dad to join her at the table. He closes the door in my face.


  My stomach rumbles. They have plenty to share, but I run to my car instead of asking for a handout.


  Much has changed in Sunflower, but one place is still the same. A hole-in-the-wall Chinese restaurant in a strip mall on the outskirts of town, better than just about every Chinese food place I’ve tried in Chicago.
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  Patrick


  I drop the patrol car keys off at the station and change into street clothes, using a stall to switch my pants so nobody sees the red thong that I’m wearing. My urge to jack off in the stall is strong, but I resist because there’s a box of panties waiting on my porch. 


  I call in an order at this Chinese restaurant I used to eat at with Evelyn. I haven’t been in years, but seeing her reminded me of how good it is, even if it is a bit out of the way.


  “One order of orange chicken, but can you give me white rice instead of fried?”


  They agree. I add egg rolls to the order and end the call. I tell everyone goodbye as I head toward the door, getting into my normal car.


  The restaurant feels far after a day of patrolling the roads. I hate driving after work, which is probably why I almost always eat at places on my drive home from the station.


  A surprise awaits me at the restaurant, though, as though fate is sending me a message.


  Evelyn is lifting a fork of beef and broccoli to her lips when she notices me, smirking when our eyes meet.


  “You must be following me. Did you put a tracker on my car?”


  “That would be a crime,” I say, a bit too harshly. “I actually called in an order to-go.”


  “I’ve always missed this place living in Chicago.”


  “Is the food as good as you remember?”


  “Better, actually. Do you come here often? We used to eat here all the time.”


  “No,” I say. “Seeing you gave me a craving.”


  “Want to join me?” she asks. “My parents kicked me out of their house.”


  “What? That’s terrible.”


  Evelyn shrugs, stabbing her fork into a piece of meat. “Like I said before, I haven’t been the best daughter.”


  I pay for my food and sit with Evelyn. She glances up from her plate, offering a soft smile. My eyes can’t help but scan over her delicious body.


  It’s been ages since I’ve been with a woman. Not since Donna broke my heart. We’d been doing so well until I told her about my love for lingerie. She made several disparaging comments when I opened my heart to her, never calling again.


  Would Evelyn do the same if she saw the red thong I was wearing beneath my jeans?


  Donna’s rejection was one of the most difficult moments of my life. I thought she would understand. I thought she would give me a second chance. That was two years ago.


  Evelyn and I eat. She tells me about her sales job in Chicago and how she’d grown addicted to earning money. How she’d put her work before everything until a man she trusted broke her heart, much like Donna did to me.


  “What did you do when he stole your contacts?”


  “I had to call everyone and convince them to work with me instead of going with Gene. Most listened, but he stole a few.”


  “I wish he were in my jurisdiction. I’d rough him up for you.”


  Evelyn laughs. “Isn’t that unethical?”


  I pull my fingers over my lips like I’m zipping them shut. “No man should do that to his woman.”


  “No, they shouldn’t, but it would be too much trouble to sue him. From what I’ve heard since, I’m not the first woman in sales that he’s double crossed to grow his contact list.”


  “Anything to make a dollar,” I say. Evelyn nods, returning to her meal. We eat a few bites. I consider telling Evelyn more about Donna but can’t think of a lie to cover up my lingerie habits, so I say nothing other than a vague comment about women hurting me too.


  “I bet it isn’t hard for you to find another woman between the uniform and your smoking body.”


  Her statement might be true if it weren’t for my love of panties and thongs and slips and so much more. Most women would run if they found my stash, which makes me more reluctant to date as time passes.


  “You’re too kind.”


  “How often do you go to the gym?” she asks.


  “Two hours every morning,” I say.


  “It shows.”


  “How long are you in town?” I ask. Evelyn is down to her last bites and keeps glancing at her purse like she’s ready to leave.


  “Don’t know,” she says. “Figure I’ll spend the night in a hotel and try visiting my parents again tomorrow. I took the week off work.”


  “Can we get together again?”


  Evelyn smiles, but it’s a sad smile, like she doesn’t want to agree. “That sounds nice, Patrick, but I can’t make any promises. This trip is stressful enough without complicating things.”


  I nod, hoping I look more understanding than disappointed. “Right, no worries. You have my number.”


  Evelyn grabs her tray and stands. “I do,” she says and walks to the counter, setting her dirty tray here. “Take care, Patrick. It really has been great catching up, and I’m so happy you’re doing well.”


  Evelyn is standing over me, looking so beautiful. So tempting, but I can’t have her. Not when she’s like this.


  “Likewise,” I say.


  Evelyn smiles and kisses me on the cheek, making my dick jump. “Goodbye, Patrick.”


  “Bye,” I say in the driest voice I’ve ever heard leave my lips.
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  Evelyn


  I had to reject him, even though my body was burning for Patrick. Even though I wanted him to rip off my clothes and bury his cock in my pussy.


  With my luck, though, someone in town would see us and report it back to mom. They’d add extra details that never happened. It would ruin my chances of ever rebuilding my relationship with my parents. 


  Even sitting together at the Chinese restaurant was risky, but we were the only ones there, and mom would never eat at a place that greasy.


  She’s far from rich but never afraid to act like a snob.


  I’m checking in at a hotel after finding a deal on my phone while in the parking lot of a gas station. It’s the newest and nicest hotel in town and was also the cheapest on my app. I had planned to look while eating, but Patrick surprised me.


  His thick muscles. His handsome face. The sweetness in his eyes. Why he became a cop is beyond me. He always seemed too innocent for the job. His touch was the gentlest of all my past boyfriends.


  “Ma’am, would you like me to charge the card on reserve?”


  I shake away the memories clouding my mind. “That’s fine. Sorry.”


  The man folds his lips and processes my payment. He says some stuff about hotel policy. I pretend to listen, waiting patiently for my key and the room number.


  “Thanks, have a good night.”


  Visions of Patrick are back in my head as I ride up the elevator. The bed is made to perfection. The room is bright and modern. I fall onto the bed, nearly forgetting I’m in Sunflower, but how could I forget today?


  My parents. Patrick. The restaurant I haven’t eaten at since my last visit to Sunflower, just before I turned my nose up toward the clouds.


  I take a shower to clear my mind, but all I can think about is Patrick’s naked body. How amazing it’d feel to have him push me against the shower wall and sink into my throbbing pussy. My lips swell the longer I fantasize about Patrick fucking me.


  He was so skinny when we were nineteen, and now he’s one of the thickest men I’ve ever seen. There’s nothing I want more than to have his hands in my hair as he tears my pussy up from behind.


  If memory serves me right, his member isn’t the longest, but it’s nice and thick.


  I turn the water off and press my body against the wall, reaching between my legs. Droplets of water race across my skin, but they do nothing to cool my burning passion.


  Pussy juices run over my fingers. My entire pelvic region has exploded in an intense sensation that has me desperate to cum. I play with my clit and rub my swollen lips, moving my hand to where it feels best, sensing my body as I imagine Patrick plowing into me from behind.


  I’m opening my pussy lips for him. Teasing him with my wetness. Of course, he can’t resist for long, but it’s all in my head.


  That doesn’t stop me from cumming, though. I scream and moan as I touch my pussy how I like as I ride the wave of my orgasm, desperately wishing Patrick were here to cum with me. 


  I turn on the shower after my body calms down. I wash my hands and body with soap I packed in my suitcase before the trip. The stuff the hotel provides is much too rough on my skin.


  I put on panties and an oversized t-shirt, curling up in bed. I turn on the TV for background noise, but there’s so much from my past on the mind.


  Mom was mean, dad was indecisive, and Patrick was kind. One loss, one tie, and a win. Could be worse, but I don’t feel great.


  I text the one person in Sunflower who doesn’t seem to hate me.


  Me: Are you working tomorrow? Maybe we should get dinner or something.


  Patrick: I’ll be free by six. I’d love to get dinner with you.


  Thoughts of Patrick fucking me cross the mind, but can I be so easy? Does it count as being easy if we’ve already had sex?


  Me: I’m going to try to see my parents tomorrow, but I’ll let you know a plan ASAP.


  Patrick: No rush. You won’t be ruining any plans of mine if you have to cancel. Your parents come first.


  His words warm me, almost giving me an illusion of safety. Has Patrick always been this sweet? This sexy? I can’t remember why I never called Patrick after leaving. Maybe he was just the first victim of my snobbery. Maybe I was too blinded by ambition to see what I was giving up by dropping him from my life. 


  Me: I’ll let you know. It was great seeing you today.


  Patrick: Same to you. Should we go somewhere nicer than a Chinese restaurant?


  Me: Yes, please.


  Patrick: It’s a date. Goodnight, Evelyn.


  I trace the edge of my phone with a finger, wishing it was Patrick’s body.


  Me: Goodnight, handsome.


  My phone tells me he’s read the message. He doesn’t reply, but he’s said more than enough. I close my eyes and quickly fall asleep, hopeful tomorrow will go better than today.
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  Patrick


  I’m home after my shift, nervous about my date with Evelyn. She sent me a message just as I was clocking out from work to meet her at a restaurant downtown in two hours. 


  Yellow Carrots is one of the nicest restaurants in Sunflower. They have linens on the tables and soft music playing in the background, but a fancy dinner is the least of my concerns as I stare at my drawer full of lingerie.


  It’s my secret stash, which has grown tenfold since my split with Donna. Better to have what I want than try to chase women who can’t understand me. Women who refuse to give me the freedom to act as myself.


  There’s a sinking feeling in my gut that Evelyn will be no different. That she’ll toss me out like hot trash once she discovers the truth, but I’m tired of hiding. I’m tired of feeling bad for who I am and the desires I have.


  I stare at my lingerie, knowing what I must do. Hiding my passions will only hurt me in the long run. Evelyn is gorgeous, but it’s better to risk rejection than hide my truth. If we make it to the bedroom, I want her to know who I am and what I enjoy, so I grab one of my favorite thongs and head to the bathroom.


  People probably assume I naturally don’t have much leg hair, but I shave everything below my waist, and I’ve had laser-hair removal for everything above it. Sometimes I’ll let a shadow grow on my jawline, but that’s about the only body hair I have.


  It doesn’t take long to touch up my shaving because I shaved just a couple of days before. I pull the white thong up my legs after drying my body and lathering myself with lotion. 


  The thong is simple enough to look like a pair of briefs at first glance, but upon closer inspection, there are a lot of intricate details on the fabric covering my manhood. The thin string in the back also gives it away, but to my knowledge, nobody has figured out I wear panties.


  Nobody except Donna, but she wouldn’t tell anyone. Not when she cares so much about what people think of her. Part of me likes to fantasize that she would have broken up with me for a myriad of reasons because of her desires to look best in the eyes of others.


  The white thong hugs my hips as I swing them from side to side in the mirror, feeling fabulous. My body is beefy, but the thong still looks sexy, like I’m meant to wear it.


  My dick always looks huge beneath the fabric. There’s nothing hotter than stroking my dick while it hangs out the side of a tight thong. It always looks so thick and veiny, throbbing in my hand as cum spills from my tip.


  I’ve even recorded a few videos of myself jacking off in panties, no face of course, and have shared them online, hoping to find a woman who enjoys men who wear lingerie. 


  I’ve chatted with a few, but they never want to meet. They never want anything beyond an online connection. I’m looking for something meaningful, hoping I can find it with Evelyn as I pull jeans over my half-hard cock.


  Things with Evelyn will go well or they won’t. Either way, I can’t hide who I am for her or any other woman. 


  I never will again.


  ***


  Evelyn


  I stand outside my parent’s door, hoping today will go better than yesterday, but I won’t get my hopes up. My mother has every right to hate me. They could have died in the eight years that I was away collecting coins like the world would fall apart if I missed even one.


  Dad answers the door, much to my relief. I’m wearing a simple summer dress. It’s white and hangs to my knees, making me look as innocent as possible.


  “Hey, hon. Come here,” dad says and opens his arms. I fall into them, doing my best not to cry. It’s a futile effort as dad rubs my back. “Oh, it’s okay. We’ll work through this. The most important thing is that you’re here.”


  I gather myself, glad I’d skipped makeup this morning. I have plenty in my bag to put on before my date with Patrick, but something tells me these won’t be the last tears I shed before I meet up with him.


  “Where’s mom?” I ask.


  “She’s inside. Why don’t we go say hello?”


  It’s early in the afternoon as dad pulls me into the house. My heart is racing, but this moment has been a long time coming. I can’t ignore my past forever. I can’t ignore how I’ve hurt my mother.


  “Is that Evelyn?” my mom calls from a back room.


  “Yes, dear. She has come to visit us. We knew she would.”


  A sigh fills the air, making me want to run out of the door, but I’ve already come this far. I can’t turn around on my family again. Not that dad will let me. He’s holding me tight.


  “Give her a chance. I talked to her last night. It was wrong how you left us and how you didn’t come to Lee’s wedding, but we can work past this. We have to, okay?”


  I nod, hoping mom will be as forgiving as dad. She pushed me away yesterday as though she wanted nothing to do with me, but maybe she just wanted to hurt me as I’d hurt her.


  “Come on, Evelyn. We were just about to work in the garden. Why don’t you help us?”


  “I’m not great with plants, but I’d be happy to help however I can.”


  “Honey,” dad says to mom. “Evelyn is going to help us in the garden. Doesn’t that sound delightful?”


  Mom rounds the corner wearing white pants with grass stains. She’s carrying gloves and gardening tools, looking at me with soft eyes.


  They turn watery the longer she stares at me, and then we’re running to each other and opening our arms. I hug my mother, forming my body against hers. Tears run down our eyes. So much is being said without uttering a sound.


  Mom steps back after a moment, sucking in a sharp breath. I do the same, waving a hand in my face, overcome with emotion.


  “I’m sorry for everything, mom. I hope you can forgive me.”


  Mom nods. “You’re forgiven in my eyes, but it’ll be a while before I can trust you again.” 


  “I understand. You have every right to hate me for the choices I’ve made, but I haven’t been the same since Gene left me. Going through that breakup alone made me realize how much I missed by turning my back on family.”


  “Let’s not dwell on the past. You wouldn’t believe how much your father and I love gardening nowadays. Come and see what we’ve done,” mom says and pulls me toward a pair of sliding doors that lead to the backyard.


  It’s the same house I grew up in, but they’ve done extensive renovations to the place since I last saw it. I was too taken aback by my mother’s rejection yesterday to notice the details, but they must have spent a pretty penny remodeling.


  The backyard is nothing like I remember. It looks like a jungle compared to the flat yard of grass we had while I was growing up.


  They have several raised beds, flowers along the privacy fence, a hot tub, and potted plants all over the porch. They even have a firepit in one corner of the yard, where there aren’t any raised beds.


  “Wow, you guys have really gone all out back here. It looks incredible.”


  “Thanks, Evelyn. It was your mother’s idea to get started on our little oasis, and we’ve been adding to it every year since.”


  “I love it,” I say.


  “Here are some gloves,” mom says. “You can help me with the flowers.”


  I take the gloves and put them on, following her to a wall of flowers. She has me trim some bushes. We carefully guard our trimmings. Mom says she’ll use the ugly ones for potpourri and put the pretty one in vases.


  “So, how is life in the big city? Did you get fired from your job?”


  “No,” I say. “Work is great. They’re probably going to give me a promotion to regional manager soon.”


  “You really came because you miss us?”


  “Is that so hard to believe?”


  Mom gives me a look, and I can’t argue with her reasoning. I stop trimming a rose bush, exhaling. “Will you ever forgive me? I’ve been calling a lot more recently, and you never answer the phone. You only send me meaningless messages.”


  My voice is louder than I’d like. Mom stops and turns toward me. Dad does the same, and he’s across the yard.


  “Please don’t raise your voice, Evelyn. You only came home yesterday.”


  “I can’t stand you treating me coldly. It hurts, mom.”


  Mom folds her lips, tightening her grip on the newspaper wrapped around her flowers. “I’ll do my best. Today is a start,” she says and reaches out to take my flowers. “Thank you for your help. How long are you in town?”


  “I’m planning to stay through the end of the week. I took time off work.”


  “That’s probably a first,” she says.


  I don’t want to argue with her, so I let her go, watching her from the yard as she walks toward the open sliding doors. Dad comes over and wraps his arm around me. I flinch, about to shake him off, then reconsider, leaning my head on his shoulder instead.


  “Give her time, hon. You know how your mother loves to hold grudges. I’m amazed you two got this far today.”


  Mom is inside at the kitchen table, working with her head down, arranging her favorite flowers in a vase. She must be able to see us, but she never looks up. Not once.


  “Should I leave?”


  “Come back tomorrow. I’ll tell your brother that you’re in town and ask when he’s free. He and his wife, Brandi, have busy schedules, but I’m sure they’d make time to see you.”


  “I still haven’t met Brandi.”


  “She’s great. You’ll love her.”


  “Guess I’ll get going then,” I say. Dad nods and follows me inside. I say goodbye to mom, but she doesn’t lift her attention from the flowers. She mutters something too quiet to hear, leaving the air thick with tension.


  Dad nudges me and guides me toward the front door, telling me to give mom time with a pleading look in his eyes.


  I sigh and turn on my heel, flopping into the seat of my car as an exasperated sigh leaves my mouth. I don’t know how long mom will keep this grudge going, but I hope it’s less than a week because I can’t stay in Sunflower forever.


  I pull out my phone and fire off a message telling Patrick to meet me at Yellow Carrots for dinner. They’ve been on my wish list forever, having opened shortly after my last visit to Sunflower eight years ago, but I’ve never had the opportunity to go until now.
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  Evelyn


  “How long have you been waiting?” I ask Patrick as I approach the table.


  “Not long,” he says and gives me a hug. “How were your parents today?”


  “Better than yesterday,” I say. “How was work for you?”


  “Not bad. Had to pull a few people over, but they were cooperative,” he says. “I also had enough time to head home and shower.”


  We’re both hovering over the table, making us chuckle when we notice. Patrick pulls out my chair, gesturing for me to take a seat.


  I watch him as I drop into the chair. He takes a seat across from me, looking handsome in his business casual outfit. Jeans and a button-up shirt. I stare at him, letting my mind drift back to when I fantasized about Patrick fucking me from behind in the shower.


  Patrick lifts his eyebrow as I stare, but I don’t care if he knows I want him. I’m hoping tonight ends with more than a goodbye kiss. I only have a week in Sunflower, which means I have no time to waste on romance.


  No time to pretend Patrick and I will be anything but hot sex.


  “What will you order?” I ask.


  Patrick tells me he wants the chicken dish. I order the vegetarian one, wanting to keep it light to avoid being bloated when I strip naked in front of him.


  We share a bottle of wine. Another reason I chose Yellow Carrots is its proximity to the hotel. We can stumble to the hotel if we want. It’d be a bit of a walk, but it’s possible.


  Dinner passes. Tension builds between Patrick and me.


  “We can have the hotel’s kitchen bring dessert to my room, if you’d like,” I say.


  Patrick grins. “Are you asking me to go back to your room with you?”


  “If you want.”


  “Let’s get out of here,” Patrick says. He waves his hand to ask for the bill. I offer Patrick my credit card to split the bill, but he refuses, making me even wetter than I already am. “I’ll drive us, and I can drive you by your car in the morning.”


  “Okay,” I say and follow Patrick to his car. It’s a simple sedan with several stickers to support the local police department. He holds the door open for me before going over to the driver’s side.


  We drive the short distance to the hotel, ordering something to drink from the bar and cheesecake from the kitchen before heading up to my room, laughing as the elevator carries us to my floor.


  “We made it just in time,” I say, referring to how the annoyed staff told us the kitchen and bar were about to close.


  Patrick agrees. We make it to my door, nearly falling as we step inside. I drop my purse on the table by the door. Patrick drops his keys next to it.


  The room suddenly feels tiny. Suffocatingly small. Patrick looms large behind me, taking up most of the room with his broad body.


  “Everything okay?” he asks after I stare at him for several seconds too long.


  I avert my gaze and nod. A knock at the door saves me from myself. It’s the bottle of wine and cheesecake we ordered. Red with dinner. White with dessert.


  “Thank you,” I say. “Is there any way to add a tip?”


  The man pulls out a tablet. I sign and add a tip, closing the door with the cheesecake and wine in hand. There are already glasses in the room.


  Patrick has taken a seat on the bed, looking like he wants to take off my clothes. My body is burning for his touch.


  “Can I help you with anything?” he asks.


  I shake my head, placing the wine and cheesecake on the table by the plush chair. There’s a simple chair under the desk next to the TV. 


  “Actually, would you mind setting up a little place for us to eat?”


  “Not at all,” Patrick says and hops up from the bed. He takes the cheesecake and puts it on the table, asking if there is an extra fork. There isn’t. “I don’t mind if you don’t.”


  “Not a problem,” I say.


  Patrick sits in the non-plush chair as I pour us two glasses of white wine, putting the rest in a half-melted bucket of ice I filled before leaving for dinner.


  Patrick pushes the single fork they gave to us into the cheesecake and guides the bite to my lips. I stare into his eyes as I close my mouth around the fork, slowly pulling the food off the metal.


  I take the fork from Patrick and fix him a bite. He does the same, making my pussy throb for his dick.


  “Do you remember how much we used to fuck?”


  “Day and night,” he says. “Like rabbits.”


  “We were so young back then. So inexperienced. Think it’ll be better this time around?”


  Patrick grins. “We can’t find out unless we try.”


  “So true,” I purr.


  Patrick stands and comes over to the plush chair, taking my hand and leading me to the bed. I notice the bulge beneath his jeans, remembering how thick his dick is. Eager to taste it. Eager to sit on it.


  I reach for Patrick’s waistline, but he pushes my hands above my head, taking control.


  Patrick climbs above me, kissing from my neck to the exposed area of my chest, stirring my yearnings. Patrick pulls my dress over my shoulders, exposing more of my breasts. My nipples harden at his soft touch.


  “Fuck, how are you even sexier now than before?” he asks as he wraps his mouth around my nipple.


  I want to ask him the same question, but his mouth has hijacked my ability to think. He continues pushing the dress down my body. I don’t resist. Not at all. I lift when he needs until he has the dress to my ankles, pulling it off and tossing it to the floor.


  Patrick presses his nose against my clad panties, inhaling my aroused scent.


  “No more hiding,” he whispers to my pussy before pulling my panties down my legs.


  I’m a burning mess, twisted and filled with desire. Patrick presses his hand against my swollen womanhood, rubbing up and down before removing the pressure, only to replace it with his slithering tongue.


  “Shit,” I scream. “Fuck. You’re going to make me cum.”


  Patrick lifts his head and laughs, lightly slapping my clit. “You aren’t cumming until I split this pussy in two.”


  “Oh, fuck. Give it to me, baby.” I need his dick more than anything, even though his tongue is one of the best things I’ve ever felt.


  Patrick lifts his head, wiping his wet lips. He leans in and kisses me, covering me with my own scent. If he were any other man, I’d probably push him away, but Patrick has a spell on me.


  Patrick slaps my exposed pussy again. He stands over me, wearing far too many clothes.


  “Take off your clothes, baby.” My voice is pathetic. I’m practically begging him, but I will get on my hands and knees if that’s what I need to do to feel his dick. I can’t leave Sunflower without having it.


  I lift my body and wrap my legs around his, reaching for his waistline. He gently grabs my hands before I can unbutton his jeans.


  “Wait,” he says. “I need to prepare you. There’s something you don’t know about me, but you’re about to find out.”


  My eyes widen, imagining the worst. “What? Has your dick been mutilated since I last saw it?”


  “Nothing that bad, luckily. I don’t know how you’ll react, but I hope you can appreciate my honesty.”


  Patrick doesn’t resist as I unbutton his jeans, nervous about what I might find.


  I unzip his jeans and realize what he’s been hiding, not sure how I feel about the white thong beneath his jeans, but its presence doesn’t stop me from pushing his jeans to the floor. I pull off his shirt, leaving him in nothing but the white thong with an intricate, translucent lace.


  Patrick is rock hard beneath the thong, leaking precum against the fabric.


  He watches me, clearly waiting for an answer, but what do I say? What can I say?


  “Do you hate them?”


  I shrug, not really feeling much one way or the other. It’s certainly the first time I’ve taken off a man’s pants to find lingerie, but the thong doesn’t dampen my need to have Patrick’s dick buried deep in my pussy.


  I’m wet for him, dripping with desire.


  “Say something,” he says.


  “Can I touch them?”


  “Yes.”


  I scoot to the edge of the bed. Patrick stands in front of me with his hands behind his head, looking utterly masculine and delicious, regardless of the lingerie.


  I reach forward with timid fingers, brushing them against the outline of his thick cock. He shivers and moans.


  “Do it again,” Patrick says.


  I touch his cock. It jumps beneath the fabric, making the precum stain grow larger. Patrick moans but doesn’t flinch.


  I spread my fingers, wrapping them around his dick. I rub his manhood through the fabric. It’s soft and barely covers his dick, but it also makes his member look irresistibly large.


  Patrick stares down at me as I play with his dick, a mischievous look in his eye. “Would you be willing to do something for me?”


  “What?” I ask.


  “Pull my dick out of the side of the thong and suck it. I’ll return the favor. Do whatever you want,” he says.


  My pussy throbs. All I want is for him to bury his thick dick in me from behind. I want him to tear my pussy up, like it hasn’t been in far too long.


  “Whatever I want?” I ask, using a voice much more sinister than the request I plan to ask.


  “Yes, whatever. Please give me this. You don’t know how much it’ll mean.”


  I can only imagine how other women might react to Patrick’s request, but the lingerie doesn’t make me feel uncomfortable. If he’s happy in the thong, who am I to judge?


  I move Patrick’s thong to the side and pull out his dick, loving how thick it looks in my hand. I lean forward and take his manhood in my mouth, bobbing my head up and down on his dick until he’s making sounds like he might cum.


  “Not yet, mister. You haven’t given me what I want.”


  “Name it, and I’ll do it. Fuck, that was hot watching you suck my dick.”


  “Your dick fits in my mouth perfectly.”


  “What do you want me to do?” he asks.


  “Fuck me from behind,” I say.


  “I don’t have any condoms,” he says. “Do you?”


  “I picked some up this afternoon, hoping we’d make it this far. The thong was a surprise, but I don’t hate it.”


  “You don’t?”


  “No,” I say. “You want to wear it while you fuck me?”


  “Yeah. You’re the best,” he says. “Where are the condoms?”


  I point to my suitcase. Patrick finds the condoms in short order. He rolls one over his cock before coming back to the edge of the bed, flipping me over onto my hands and knees.


  “You want it from behind?”


  My pussy ignites into an inferno of desire. “Yes, give it to me. Fuck me hard with that fat dick.”


  “Careful what you wish for, sexy.” Patrick reaches between my legs. I gasp as his fingers spread my swollen pussy lips. I cry out when he rubs my clit. He pushes a finger into my hole, making me even more desperate for his dick.


  “Fuck me,” I moan. “Get your panties wet with my pussy juices.”


  Patrick groans and steps forward. He slaps his heavy dick against my backside. I pant, wanting nothing more than to feel him slide into me.


  I reach for him. Patrick swats my hand away, pushing me down and pressing his dick against my backside. His thong brushes my skin, tickling me.


  “Tell me how much you want this dick,” he says.


  “I need it,” I say.


  Patrick lifts my hips and pushes his dick between my thighs, gliding it along my slick pussy lips. I grab his waistline and the band of thong, pulling him closer.


  “Put it in me. Give me that big dick.”


  Patrick doesn’t make me wait long. He shoves his cock into my welcoming hole, stuffing me to the brim.


  It hurts as he stretches my hole, but my body is relaxing at the same time. Patrick slides deeper into me, slowly thrusting his hips. Giving me everything I’ve wanted since he pulled me over on the way into Sunflower.


  I scream. I moan. Patrick slaps my ass and fucks me hard with his thick dick, just like I asked.


  “I won’t last long,” he says as he fucks me, slowing his thrusts. I can tell he’s close. My pussy and his dick are locked together, pushing ourselves to an orgasm.


  “Flip me over.”


  Patrick does as I say, leaving me unbearably empty for a second, but then he thrusts into me, pushing me to the edge.


  I touch my clit as he fucks me. We’re watching each other, playing off each other on our way to an orgasm.


  He grunts. I holler. We’re cumming together while the rest of the world disappears. Nothing else matters except our shared bliss.
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  Patrick


  I can still taste Evelyn on my lips when I close my eyes. We cuddled the entire night after making love, and I drove her to her car in the morning, wearing the white thong soaked with her pussy juices.


  A few days have passed since that night. We’ve spent a lot of time in Evelyn’s hotel room, but now she’s asking about my house, so I’m picking up dinner from the grocery store.


  She’s waiting for my message to tell her to come over. She’s at her parents’ place. They’ve been spending a lot of time together, especially when I’m at work.


  Evelyn says she hasn’t been able to spend time with her brother or Brandi because they’ve been so busy with work, but they have a day set on the calendar to meet before she leaves. Apparently, they have a surprise, but I wouldn’t know what it is. I haven’t seen Lee or Brandi since their wedding.


  I head home and pick out a pair of pink panties to put on after my shower before sending Evelyn a message to come over.


  Me: Home now. Keeping dinner warm in the oven.


  Evelyn: I’ll leave here soon. Should I bring something to drink?


  Me: Whatever you want is fine. Bring your pajamas because there’s no way I’ll let you leave.


  Evelyn: Deal. See you soon.


  She adds a kiss face. I wish she were here to kiss me instead. I toss my phone to the bed and head to the shower, rinsing off the dirt and germs from work.


  I put on the pink panties after drying off, loving how they hug my muscular hips. It’s taken a lot of work to sculpt my body, but every minute at the gym has been worth it for how much the muscles please Evelyn. She loves to touch them. Rub them. Squeeze them and scratch them.


  I love how her pussy soaks every pair of lingerie I wear when I fuck her. I can’t wait for her to soak the pink pair that I’m wearing tonight. She’s only seen me in thongs, which are hot, but the pink panties have a mesh front. They don’t do a damn thing to cover my dick.


  I put on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, not bothering to dress up for our home date. I want Evelyn to have easy access.


  As much as I hate to admit it, I’m not sure what we have will last. I want a lasting relationship, but Evelyn has made her intentions on returning to Chicago clear. She might come back to visit her family, but it won’t be but a few times a year.


  I try not to bother myself by thinking about the negatives. I try to live in the moment, but the thought of not having Evelyn after this week is more than I can bear.


  She accepts my passion for lingerie. She gives her body to me. Her mind. We laugh. We talk about life. There’s never a dull moment between us. I can’t believe we ever gave up on what we had if it was this good, and I can’t believe we might give it up again.


  Evelyn knocks on the door as I try to wrap my head around how fast this week is passing.


  “Hey, handsome. How was work?”


  “It was a great day on the road,” I say. I pull Evelyn close and kiss her on the lips, feeling needy. Feeling like I might never get to taste her again after this week. “How was the day with your parents?”


  “We’re doing much better. I can’t wait to see Lee and meet Brandi and figure out what this surprise is. I’m guessing they’re pregnant, but my parents won’t tell me.”


  “What if they already have a kid?” I ask.


  Evelyn makes a serious face and pushes me on my shoulder, stepping past me. “Not funny. I’d be so angry if they had a baby without telling me. Pregnancy is one thing, but a baby?”


  “Maybe they bought a house?” I ask.


  “Could be,” she says and shrugs. “I’ll find out soon enough. What did you get us to eat?”


  “Some stuff from the deli. They had lasagna and chicken parmesan. Mushroom pasta. Hope those are okay,” I say.


  “I’m not picky.”


  We sit at my kitchen table to eat. She looks a little uncomfortable, but I can’t stop staring at her. I can’t stop thinking about a future where she won’t be coming by for dinner. A future where I won’t get to fuck her while wearing a sexy pair of panties.


  “I don’t want you to leave,” I confess when I can’t focus on the food I’ve placed on the table.


  Evelyn reaches out and places her hand over mine. “I’ve been thinking the same. Spending these past few days with you has been incredibly special, and the sex, wow. It’s mind blowing, but my life isn’t here, Patrick. It’s in the city.”


  “You can come visit. I can visit you.”


  “We both know that’d be too hard.”


  I push the plate away from me, having lost my appetite. “How can you give up that easily? Don’t you want to try to make this work?”


  “Why can’t we just enjoy the time we have? I want to visit Sunflower as much as I can, but if they make me regional manager, my visits won’t be enough to make this work.”


  I frown. Evelyn rubs her thumb over my hand, telling me it’ll be okay. Telling me we should enjoy the time we have. I know she’s right because she’s a needle in a haystack. No other woman has let me fuck her while wearing lingerie. I’m not sure if any other woman would, either. Not that I even want to look.


  I want Evelyn.


  Evelyn grabs the remote from the table and turns the TV on for background noise, picking up her utensils to eat what she’s put on her plate.


  I join Evelyn and eat after a bit of sulking. I hate the idea of not having her, but I’d be crazy to pass up our time together.


  Evelyn pours us more wine, commenting on the show. She never changed the channel, so I know all about the reality TV show, catching Evelyn up on the people and their storylines.


  “That’s nice,” Evelyn says. She sets down her fork and knife. “So, where’s your stash? What are you wearing tonight? I want to see.”


  I drop my utensils and hop up from my chair, already forgetting my impending doom as I pull down the waistline of my sweatpants to reveal a hint of pink.


  “Ooh,” Evelyn purrs. “I love the color. Don’t stop there.”


  “Why don’t you give me a hand?”


  Evelyn grins and comes over to me with that look in her eyes she gets before we fuck. Unmistakably longing. For my body. My dick. She wants me, so how could she even think about giving us up?


  I shake the dark thoughts from my head when Evelyn places her hand on my waistline, pushing my sweatpants down until they’re around my ankles, revealing my pink panties.


  “Oh, my. Those don’t hide a thing, do they?”


  “You like?”


  “I like how your dick looks,” Evelyn says. She drops to her knees in front of me. 


  Instead of removing my panties, she pushes them to the side, revealing my cock. It’s erect and dangling in her face.


  “Fuck, I love this thick dick. You know that?” Evelyn asks as she holds my manhood in her hand.


  “Not as much as it loves you.”


  Evelyn laughs and parts her lips, taking me into her mouth. She bobs her head and swallows as much of my cock as she can until it makes her cough.


  “Fuck, your dick tastes good.”


  “Won’t you miss it?”


  Evelyn gives me a hard look, lightly squeezing my cock. “Don’t get all sentimental on me. I’ll miss it, but what can we do? You have a career. I live there. It’s only six hours, but that’s a lot for a relationship.”


  “I know, but—”


  Evelyn sighs. “Is this really want you want to be talking about when you could be fucking me?”


  It is exactly what I want to talk about, but I won’t. I tell Evelyn she’s right. I turn her over the side of the couch and smack her ass, instructing her to wait right there.


  I go to my bedroom, telling myself to get it together and enjoy the moment before it’s gone forever.


  Evelyn is right where I left her when I return to the living room. I get to my knees behind her, put my head between her thighs, and lick her pussy from behind. She hollers and moans and gets even louder when I suck on her clit.


  Evelyn rocks her hips, begging me to penetrate her. I’m not one to disappoint.


  With the pink panties hugging my cock, I plow into Evelyn. Her pussy lips spread over my cock, pulling me into her warm womanhood. We moan, relieved by our connection. Relieved by our touch.


  I fuck Evelyn from behind, watching how my cock disappears into her with each thrust, how my panties hug my dick and balls, memorizing every detail because there are no guarantees in life. There’s no promise I’ll have Evelyn again after this week, which brings a scant tear to my eye.


  I wipe it away and smack Evelyn’s ass, fucking her even harder. She screams and moans and tells me to touch her clit when I grunt that I’m close.


  Evelyn takes over, moving her pussy back and forth on my dick as I smack and squeeze her ass. She grabs my wrist when a high-pitched moan escapes her mouth. I unload into her sweet heat.


  We collapse to the bed after cumming together. I hold Evelyn and kiss her head for several minutes. She moans into my chest and wiggles her body.


  Neither says a word about the future for the rest of the night, but the thought is in the air. Where will this go? How will we be able to stop when the sex is this good?


  I feel it.


  She must feel it too.
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  Evelyn


  My parents talk about their garden as we wait in a cafe for my brother and his wife, the woman I’ve never met.


  “Will you give me a hint of the surprise?”


  “You’ll see,” mom says.


  I glance at dad, but he doesn’t offer any clues. I resign to my chair, sighing as I wait. Lee and Brandi are already fifteen minutes late, perhaps as payback for my missing their wedding. Who knows? All I can think about is Patrick fucking me from behind with his fat dick.


  Thoughts of Patrick’s muscular body against mine are much more entertaining than trying to process mom’s scorn. She’s better every time we get together, but tensions linger. I hope we can reach a place where she doesn’t feel the need to hold a grudge, but I’ll give her time.


  The doorbell ringing shakes the room. Dad hops up from his chair. “Coming,” he hollers.


  Mom glances at me. I offer a soft smile, hoping she knows I love her. Hoping she knows my staying away from home had nothing to do with her and was more about my addiction to earning money. My addiction to accumulating power.


  Lee walks into the room, and tears come to my eyes. He opens his arms. I run into them. He hugs me, shaking my body. I’m lost in a sea of memories until an unfamiliar voice hits my ears. I open my eyes and see a very pregnant woman talking to my dad. She has brown hair with streaks of purple.


  I tap Lee’s back to break the hug, placing my hand on his shoulder a second before walking past him to introduce myself to Brandi.


  “You must be Brandi. I’m Evelyn.”


  Brandi smiles, offering a warm, yet guarded expression. “Yes, I’ve heard so much about you. It’s great to finally meet you.”


  I gasp and focus my attention on her stomach. “I can’t believe I had no idea you were pregnant.”


  “Going to pop any day now. Are you ready to become an aunt?”


  “More than anything,” I say. “Are you having a boy or girl?”


  “A boy,” she says with a more trusting smile. “Your parents haven’t told you anything?”


  “They’ve been promising a grand surprise, but honestly, I’m not surprised at all. Congratulations,” I say.


  Lee, who is younger than me, turns and gives me another hug. “I’ve missed you. You better be around more for my son’s life.”


  “I will,” I say. “What are you going to name him?”


  “Sam or Roger,” Brandi says.


  “I love the name Sam,” I say.


  She and Lee share a look. He shrugs. Neither says anything else about the name as Brandi waddles across the room to the couch. Mom makes quick work, making sure Brandi is comfortable by putting an ottoman at her feet and running to the kitchen for a glass of water.


  “You’re too kind, Kim. What would I do without you?”


  “Don’t worry about that. I’m here for you as long as I live,” mom says and gives Brandi a look filled with compassion and love. A look she has failed to give me since my arrival.


  Jealousy stings me, but I shake it off. I can’t feel jealous of a woman who will give birth to my nephew. Her pregnancy is a beautiful thing.


  “Have you had your baby shower yet?” I ask.


  “Yes,” Brandi says.


  Mom gushes. “You should have seen it, Evelyn. We had the most wonderful party in the park. Wasn’t it lovely, Lee?”


  “Absolutely,” he says. “I couldn’t stay long, but from what I saw, it was great. You outdid yourself, mom.”


  Mom grins and holds her arms close to her chest. Everyone in the room recounts funny scenes from Brandi’s pregnancy. The only tale I recognize is the one my mother shares about my birth. How it was so hard in the beginning, and then I just slid right out into the world.


  “If you all need anything else, please tell me. I’d love to get my future nephew a gift.”


  “There’s no better gift than time,” Lee says.


  “Stop laying on the guilt,” Brandi says. “Evelyn is here now, and I want to get to know her without all this animosity.” I appreciate Brandi coming to my defense, but then she winces and clutches her stomach. Everyone rushes to her side, including me. She chuckles and waves us away. “He just moved around a bit too quickly. Don’t worry.”


  “Is it weird having a baby inside you?” I ask.


  Brandi shrugs. “It’s not too bad. I hope you’ll get to experience it one day. Our son needs a cousin.”


  “I’d like that,” I say. My mind drifts to Patrick. He’d make a terrific father, but we probably won’t ever have the chance. I’m heading back to Chicago in a few days. I’ll be back to visit, but we can’t build a long-distance relationship. It’d never work.


  My family and I spend the next few hours catching up before Brandi says she needs some rest. Mom and dad don’t seem like they want me hanging around, and Patrick has already sent a few messages, so I make my way outside, feeling lighter than I have in years.


  Much of my guilt has evaporated. It wasn’t right of me to miss out on so much of my family’s life, but we’ll start anew, and I won’t let them down this time. I’ll be the best aunt and daughter I can be.
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  Patrick


  “Why do you have to leave tomorrow?” I’m clinging to Evelyn, desperate to have her stay. It doesn’t matter that we’re in public. I want everyone to know Evelyn is mine.


  “My job won’t let me stay gone forever,” she says.


  “Can’t you transfer?”


  “Even if I get regional manager, Sunflower isn’t really in the region.”


  “Don’t make it worse,” I say.


  We’re at a sno-cone stand not far from my house, sitting on a bench, feeding each other bites of our ice. Evelyn ordered watermelon. I got cherry with a hint of lime. Each time she takes a bite, my body does a little dance. Her lips look so sexy when they stretch over the sno-cone.


  I’m lost staring at Evelyn when a familiar voice hits my ears.


  “Patrick, is that you?”


  I glance over my shoulder. My stomach turns when I see Donna, my ex-girlfriend, walking our way. I sit up straighter and put my arms over Evelyn’s shoulder, showing she’s my woman. She’s the one who doesn’t care about the thong beneath my jeans. Evelyn accepts me for who I am, which is something Donna could never do.


  “Hey, Donna. This is Evelyn,” I say.


  Evelyn offers her hand to Donna, who glances at it with contempt in her eyes. She looks at each of us. “Are you two dating or something?”


  “Or something,” Evelyn says. “Patrick has told me about you. You’re his ex-girlfriend, right?”


  “We dated,” she says. Her eyes narrow, and then a smirk crosses her face. She tosses her hair over her should, letting out an excited noise. “I bet he hasn’t told you his little secret, has he?”


  Evelyn lowers her sno-cone. “I’m not sure what you mean, Donna, but I doubt there are many secrets between Patrick and me.”


  Donna grunts and twirls a strand of hair around her finger. “How can you be so sure?”


  “She knows about the lingerie, Donna. She’s not a bitch like you.”


  Donna cocks her hair and throws her hair further into the air. “Who the hell are you calling a bitch, Patrick? You’re the bitch. The pantie-wearing bitch. I can’t believe you’d stay with a man like him.”


  “From where I’m sitting, it looks like you wouldn’t mind having Patrick back.”


  Donna squeals and points a finger in Evelyn’s face. I stand between them, keeping my hands to myself. My body is more than enough to block Donna. She can’t get around me.


  “How dare you? I don’t want Patrick. He wears thongs.”


  Evelyn grunts and folds her arms over her chest, turning her body away from the situation, which only makes Donna wilder. She throws her arms all around. I puff out my chest, which makes her stop long enough for me to get her attention.


  “Why are you acting like this, Donna? You’re the one who broke up with me. You’re the one who had a problem with what I like. Don’t hate Evelyn because she can look past the lingerie.”


  Donna glares past me at Evelyn. I glance at Evelyn. She’s staring at her cuticles and humming a melody. Donna screams through closed lips and stomps away from us, turning on her heel when she’s on the other side of the sno-cone stand.


  “I… I… ugh. Why can’t it be me?” Donna hollers before running to her car. She peels out of the parking lot, leaving Evelyn and me to share a laugh.


  “Guess she misses you,” Evelyn says.


  “Won’t you when you’re back in Chicago?”


  “I can’t think about that right now. Wanna go back to your place?”


  “Sure,” I say. “I’d love that.”
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  Evelyn


  “What can I make you wear tonight? Our last night,” I say.


  Patrick frowns. “I’ll wear whatever you want, but don’t torture me. How will I be able to get hard and fuck you if I’m sad about you leaving?”


  I fold my lips. “How right you are,” I say. “Limp dick is that last thing I want to deal with on my last night.”


  “See anything you like?”


  “You have quite the collection, but nothing is calling my name.” I pace the room and tap my lips. “Why don’t you get naked? It’ll give me some inspiration.”


  Patrick grins as he pulls his shirt over his head, tossing it to the side. He unbuttons his jeans and pushes them past his crotch, revealing a tiny thong and the outline of his thick cock. I want it in my mouth, but Patrick will have to work harder tonight. It’s our last night. I can’t give away my prize so easily.


  Patrick rocks his hips. The thong is cute, but it’s too easy. It’s his. An idea pops into my head.


  “Close your eyes,” I say.


  “Okay,” Patrick says with a soft chuckle. His eyes slowly shut.


  “Keep them closed,” I say as I strip down to my panties, being as quiet as I can. Music is playing softly in the background, covering up the few noises I make. “Don’t open them yet.”


  “I won’t,” Patrick says. “You have my word.”


  I slip off my panties, knowing they’re much too small for Patrick’s wide hips, but I don’t care. I want him to wear them.


  “Take off your thong, handsome.”


  Patrick makes a voice, but I encourage him, telling him I have the perfect pair picked out for him to wear. “Okay,” Patrick says and pushes the thong over his cock, revealing his thick member. I lick my lips, wanting to take him into my mouth, but I take him in my hand instead.


  “You like that?” I ask as I stroke Patrick’s member. “You want to put this big dick in me?”


  “Yes,” he says in a breath.


  “Only if you wear these,” I say and put my panties into Patrick’s hand. I’ve been wearing them all day and can’t wait to see him attempt to put them around his wide hips.


  “Can I open my eyes?”


  “Sure,” I say. 


  Patrick opens his eyes, widening them when he takes in my naked body. His eyes widen even further when he realizes that he’s holding the panties I’ve been wearing all day. He lifts them to his nose and inhales. “Fuck, these smell good.”


  I grin, feeling hotter than I was moments ago, eager to have Patrick sliding around in my pussy while he wears my panties.


  “Put them on. Chop, chop.”


  Patrick steps into the panties, which are barely big enough for one of his legs, but he manages to pull them up both. They don’t cover his dick, but we don’t want to hide that beauty. Not when I’m about to ride it like there’s no tomorrow because, for us, there might not be.


  I can’t think about it, or I might cry. Patrick and I might have dated when we were nineteen, but we were too young to cherish what we had. I don’t know if it was as amazing as this past week has been. I don’t know if we would have lasted had we stayed together, but thinking about returning to Chicago without Patrick breaks my heart, so I push it from my mind.


  “Those barely fit.”


  “They’re the best pair I’ve ever worn.”


  I blush. “I doubt that.”


  Patrick steps forward, barely able to walk in the tight pink panties, but fuck, his dick has never looked bigger or more tempting. Patrick wraps his arms around me. “Why do you doubt what I say?”


  “It’s easier to pretend this past week hasn’t been as special as it is.”


  Patrick rubs the side of my face. He pushes his hands into my hair. His touch is greedy. Desperate. “Why won’t you even consider long distance? We can make this work if we try.”


  I hide my face. Patrick hugs me tighter. His hard dick, hanging out the side of my pink panties, brushes against my leg. We want each other, but there are logistics beyond our control. One of us would have to quit our job, and neither of us can afford to take the risk.


  “What if we promise to hang out as long as we’re both single? I don’t want to make any promises I can’t keep.”


  Patrick makes a weak noise. “The thought of you with another man would drive me crazy. I don’t want to share you, Evelyn. I want to know that you’re mine.”


  Patrick’s touch calms me. Protects me. I’ve been lost for so long, working nonstop. A vision of Donna crosses my mind. The need for Patrick in her eyes. The jealousy. I don’t want to be her if he moves on with another woman.


  “I’ll try to make us work,” I say.


  “You’re just saying that.”


  “No,” I say and step back from Patrick. “I’m not. I don’t want to be Donna.”


  “What?” Patrick asks in a sharp voice.


  “I don’t want to lose you and feel jealous when the next woman scoops you up. My reservations aren’t about you. They’re about me hurting you.”


  “The only way you’ll hurt me is by not giving us a chance. We can have something special. Look at me,” he says and gestures toward his body. “What other man would wear your panties with this much confidence?”


  I grin, knowing Patrick is the only man I really want. Long distance is against my nature, but I’ll learn to stop resisting. I’ll learn to give love a chance.


  Patrick isn’t hard when I reach down to touch his dick, but he’s growing at a rapid speed in my hand as I stroke his soft dick. Moments later, he’s rock hard, with the pink panties cupping his dick. I want to wrap my lips around his cock, but he has to give me a treat first.


  I push on Patrick’s shoulders, lowering him to my pussy. He grabs my backside. He buries his head between my legs. I moan and holler as the pressure builds in my center. Patrick knows how I like him to lick my lips. He’s learned exactly how to touch my clit. Mine’s a little sensitive, so I can only handle a bit at a time.


  Patrick listens to my moans to guide the movements of his tongue. I’m close to cumming when I push Patrick to his back. I drop to my knees and crawl between his legs.


  “Fuck, your dick is so sexy.”


  Patrick grins as I wrap my lips around his cock. I slip my fingers into the pink panties to play with his balls as I run my mouth up and down his dick. Patrick moans. He curls his toes. He screams my name and tells me never to leave him.


  “I won’t,” I say and wipe my lips. “Why don’t you show me why I should never leave you and give me that big dick?”


  Patrick pushes himself up from a lying position. He walks on his knees until he’s behind me. I moan when he pushes me to my hands and knees, smacking my ass. Both cheeks. He reaches between my legs and plays with my pussy lips. I’m open and ready for his cock.


  Patrick pushes into me from behind, spreading me and sending me into an alternate universe where everything is perfect. Where there’s nothing except Patrick feeding my hungry pussy.


  “Give me that dick,” I holler.


  Patrick holds my sides and pushes even deeper into my hole, nearly splitting me in two. I scream. I back my pussy farther up his cock. His thickness spreads my walls. He fucks me fast. He fucks me slow. Patrick flips me to my back. Then he puts me on my side, never once taking off my pink panties that he’s wearing.


  “Fuck, I’m getting close.”


  “Fill me up, baby.”


  Patrick reaches around and plays with my clit as he stuffs me with his cock. I close my eyes to the tip of my mountain, making it right when Patrick moans.


  I feel him cumming at the same time as I do.


  He moves his hand from my pussy to my breasts, playing with my nipples as I ride the wave. He pulls out of me after I tap on his side.


  “Fuck, that was good.” Patrick kisses my neck, holding me from behind. “We can’t give up on this, Evelyn. Please.”


  I put my hand on his arm wrapped around my chest. “We won’t,” I say. “Don’t worry.”


  Patrick kisses my back. I hardly remember falling asleep. The morning comes much too quickly. Patrick drives me back to my hotel room before check-out. We make love again, but it’s too quick. It doesn’t compare to last night.


  “I’ll miss you,” Patrick says in the parking lot.


  “Brandi will pop soon, and I’ll definitely come home for that.”


  “This is home?”


  “It always will be,” I say with a laugh. After a week in Patrick’s arms, it’s hard to think of Chicago as home, but that’s where I make my money. For now. I hope Patrick and I can move closer to each other one day, but we’ll make do until we can.


  Our bond is stronger than the distance that separates us. I’m confident we’ll find a way to make it work, no matter how difficult it might be.
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  Patrick


  Excitement fills me. “I’ll head to the hospital now.”


  “Okay, I won’t be far behind you. Meet me in the waiting room?”


  “I’ll be there,” I say.


  It’s been three weeks since I last saw Evelyn. I’m excited for Brandi and Lee, but I’m even happier for myself. Evelyn has plans to stay at my place for a few nights. I already have some panties picked out for when we make love, even though I’m sure Evelyn will have her input and make me change. She’s told me so.


  We’ve been sending dirty messages to each other nonstop since she left. I can’t wait to have her in my arms. I can’t wait to undress her. Kiss her. Fuck her.


  I race to the waiting room at the hospital. Kim comes out to greet me, tears running down her eyes. We hug.


  “Can you believe it, Patrick? I’m about to become a grandmother.”


  “You’ll do great,” I say and pat her shoulder.


  She hugs me again, sucking in a sharp breath. She takes a step back. “Don’t let Evelyn get away. I want you two married and having babies ASAP.”


  I chuckle. Kim stomps her foot on the floor. 


  “I’m serious,” she says. “Wouldn’t it be amazing to have all the grandchildren close in age? Are you thinking about asking Evelyn to marry you?”


  “I’ve thought about it, but we’ve only been dating again a few weeks. Wouldn’t it scare her if I ask now?”


  “Hm,” Kim says. “I suppose you’re right, but Bob and I won’t be around forever. Don’t take too long.”


  Evelyn’s voice fills the room before I can reply. “Mom, what are you saying? Don’t be pestering Patrick.”


  “Oh, we’re just talking. Your sister is so close. Can you believe it?” Kim asks in an excited voice.


  Evelyn hugs her mother, and then she hugs me. She feels so good in my arms, but Kim is pulling Evelyn away before we can speak. She glances over her shoulder to apologize. There’s nothing I can do, so I pass the time searching for new pairs of lingerie in a corner of the waiting room, keeping my phone at an angle nobody can see.


  I lock my phone and slide it into my pocket when Evelyn comes out about forty minutes later.


  “She did it. I’m an aunt. They’re going to name him Sam. Can you believe it? A little baby boy!”


  “Congratulations! How is everyone doing?”


  “They’re great. My parents want you to come with us to the cafeteria soon. Brandi’s about ready for a nap.”


  “I bet. Tell me if they need anything. I’ll run and get it.”


  “Yeah, they actually have a list, if you don’t mind.”


  “Not at all,” I say. “Whatever you need. I’m here for you.”


  Evelyn stops and lets me pull her against my chest. I wrap her in a bear hug, thinking about what her mother said. It’s probably not the right time, but I can’t hold the secret any longer. It’s eating me alive.


  “Evelyn, there’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you.”


  “What?” she asks.


  “I applied to the Chicago Police Department and got a call back this morning.”


  Evelyn’s eyes brighten. “What did they say?”


  “I got the job. I start next month.”


  “What? You’re moving to Chicago?”


  I nod as I hold Evelyn, hoping we’ll end up in the hospital with a baby of our own one day. Moving to Chicago is a small price to pay. We’re from the same hometown. Visiting our parents will be simple. Evelyn has a big job in sales, and I can’t expect her to give that up to move to Sunflower.


  Evelyn throws her arms around me. “That’s amazing, Patrick. I’m so happy you’ll be close. I can’t believe you applied for that job.”


  “It’ll be a change, but I’m ready.” I hold Evelyn until her parents come out from the back room. Their presence makes us break apart.


  “Brandi kicked us out,” Kim says. “Should we hit the cafeteria?”


  “Yeah, let’s go.”


  Evelyn takes my hand as we walk out of the waiting room, giving me an approving look. I grin and squeeze her hand, so happy Evelyn was speeding when she shouldn’t have been. We follow her parents, and I know this is real. She wants a future just as badly as I do.


  Moving to Chicago won’t be an easy adjustment for me, but I’d live anywhere in the world if it meant having Evelyn by my side.
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  One Year Later


  Evelyn


  I twist the ring on my finger. Patrick proposed months ago. We were supposed to get married this summer but have postponed the wedding until the fall because of my growing belly. I don’t want to worry about a wedding while I juggle pregnancy and my job and worry about Patrick protecting the streets of Chicago.


  Patrick comes up behind the couch, reaching over to pass me a glass of water. I take it and bend my head back for a kiss.


  He’s wearing a skirt and heels and cleaning the house while I rest my swollen feet on the coffee table. I don’t care what Patrick wears around the house if he keeps pampering me the why he has been. I was doubtful we’d last, but those doubts were unfounded. Life without Patrick would be excruciating.


  We’re having a little girl, Maria, and I can’t wait to get her out of me to have my body back, but I couldn’t be happier carrying Patrick’s child.


  I glance over my shoulder at Patrick, looking all beefy and masculine in his skirt and heels. It’s an odd combo to some, but he loves it, so I’ll support my man. I’ll let him fuck me in lingerie. I’ll pick out a skirt and heels for him to wear if he wants to play dress up. He’ll even wear my dirty panties if I request it.


  What we have might not be conventional, but it’s us, and we’re happy.
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  A NOTE TO THE READER


   


  Dear Reader,


   


  My name is Mx. River, no middle or last name. I am a non-binary fairy godparent who will be sharing the story of how I save the marriage of Grace and Thomas Wilson with a little magic and a lot of determination.


  I use Mx instead of Mr, Mrs, Ms, or Miss, but the people I help can use the pronouns he or she based on whatever makes them more comfortable. Every human sees me differently. The other fairies and I use titles like ze, zim, zir, zirs, and zirself to refer to each other, but we speak about ourselves using I, me, my, mine, and myself. Fairies haven’t come to an agreement on the first-person plural, so we use both to describe ourselves/(zirselves). 


  Before you begin reading, my sweetness, I would like to introduce you to some non-binary titles:


  

    
      	
        I

      
      	
        ME

      
      	
        MY

      
      	
        MINE

      
      	
        MYSELF

      
    


    
      	
        YOU

      
      	
        YOU

      
      	
        YOUR

      
      	
        YOURS

      
      	
        YOURSELF

      
    


    
      	
        HE

      
      	
        HIM

      
      	
        HIS

      
      	
        HIS

      
      	
        HIMSELF

      
    


    
      	
        SHE

      
      	
        HER

      
      	
        HER

      
      	
        HERS

      
      	
        HERSELF

      
    


    
      	
        ZE*

      
      	
        ZIM

      
      	
        ZIR

      
      	
        ZIRS

      
      	
        ZIRSELF

      
    


    
      	
        IT

      
      	
        IT

      
      	
        ITS

      
      	
        N/A

      
      	
        ITSELF

      
    


    
      	
        WE

      
      	
        US

      
      	
        OUR

      
      	
        OURS

      
      	
        OURSELVES

      
    


    
      	
        THEY

      
      	
        THEM

      
      	
        THEIR

      
      	
        THEIRS

      
      	
        THEMSELVES

      
    


  


  *Ze is used in our community to replace he/she but not to replace I/we.


   


  Enjoy the story of Grace and Thomas Wilson,


  Mx. River


  




  CHAPTER ONE


   


  Grace is a gorgeous woman, but even the most stunning of women can crumble. Grace lies in the bed, locating stains on the ceiling, reflecting on the turns her life has taken.


  Now that her kids have left the nest, Grace isn’t certain of her place in the world. She and her husband, Thomas, are taking a vacation this weekend, and Grace hopes they can make their relationship last; turn it in a new, positive direction. Grace feels lonely without the hectic schedules of her children. Even though she has a career, it isn’t the same as a full house.


  Jackson, their youngest child, just moved out last week to his freshman dorm. Polly, older than Jackson by three years, left for Texas after she graduated high school. She never visits. She doesn’t call. Her boyfriend and studies are the most important things in her life, and she doesn’t think about much else. Who can blame her? Jackson moved to Iowa, which isn’t far, but it isn’t close either.


  Grace and her husband, Thomas, live in Wisconsin where the water is blue, the air fresh, and the winters long.


  When Grace and Thomas first married, they were in their early twenties. Grace had been desperate to marry Thomas, her Army man, in those days. Marrying him was so easy until the demands began. Thomas gave Grace a strict workout regimen. He remarks on her weight and figure, reminding her that he could walk out and find a younger, more appreciative woman.


  Grace often ponders why he hasn’t yet left. Why hasn’t Thomas packed his bags to find another woman?


  Without complaining, Grace fulfills Thomas’s every wish. She wakes up at five a.m. to run five miles before stretching and cooking breakfast. Thomas wakes up every day with a hot cup of coffee he doesn’t have to think of preparing. Grace does squats and push-ups in the evening to keep her body more attractive than most twenty-year-olds at forty-two. Not that Thomas doesn’t do the same. He is tighter and fitter than the majority of men.


  Thomas gave his children a love for fitness too, which is one of the things Grace admires most about her husband.


  Grace turns her head to stare out the window, wondering how she can love and hate a quality about her husband equally. His ambition and drive has created enormous wealth for their family. He and his father are fishermen, but when Thomas took charge of the company after retiring from the military, he expanded it beyond freshwater fishing and got into farm fishing. The company now does both and has enjoyed massive success. Thomas always does what he can to make more money.


  Sighing, Grace rises from the bed. It is becoming uncomfortable to slumber in the middle of the day, and they are leaving for their trip soon. Grace checks Thomas’s suitcase, which is sitting by the bedroom door. Nothing to fix, for once. Grace packs her bag, adding everything she will need for their country retreat. Thomas loves going to cabins. This weekend they are heading to the border of Wisconsin and Illinois to stay on Lake Michigan in a luxe cabin. Grace loves their getaways.


  Little does Grace know that she’ll meet me.


  Despite how Thomas strives for his version of ‘excellence’, Grace finds him to be a pleasant man most days. He has never hit her. He even supports her sometimes, like when Grace started selling beauty products after Jackson started elementary school. That doesn’t stop Thomas from brushing off Grace’s job as more than a hobby, even though she makes more than enough to take care of herself if it comes to that.


  Grace walks into the kitchen from the bedroom after stuffing her suitcase. The water is running from the shower where Thomas is lathering himself, she assumes. He has left a mess in the kitchen.


  If Grace complains, she will have a terrible weekend. They will fight. It’s a loop of tension. Looking around, Grace takes in what she has to clean: a gallon of milk sitting on the counter without its lid, Thomas’s t-shirt on the barstool, and a yogurt container with one spoonful remaining. Grace wants yogurt, but it’s no longer an option.


  Will she complain? No. Today isn’t a day to start a fight since they are leaving for the cabin as soon as Thomas is ready. Instead of eating yogurt as she had planned, Grace makes a cheese sandwich that will hold her over until dinner. What is the point of making a big fuss before a romantic weekend?


  Grace chews her cheese sandwich, savoring the grains in the toasted bread. Thomas appears in the kitchen, smiling at Grace as though he doesn’t notice that she cleaned. Perhaps he doesn’t. Thomas never seems to notice anything she does.


  “Ready to go, Grace?”


  She nods and smiles even though her blood is boiling beneath the surface. “Sure, let me just put this plate in the dishwasher.”


  They are out the door a few minutes later.


   


  ♦


   


  Your hands are on the steering wheel. The country fields are flying by as you drive along the highway to your romantic weekend with Grace, your wife of over twenty years. Grace keeps looking over her shoulder with those eyes she uses before a fight. You have no idea what you’ve done this time, but Grace always finds a way to dredge up the past. You wonder when you do anything right in her eyes.


  Grace is scrolling through the mp3 player, changing the song every thirty seconds, as though she were picking at a scab. You breathe out too loudly, and her gaze flies like daggers.


  “Is something wrong?” she asks.


  You grip the leather beneath your hands, glancing at the GPS that says there are only thirty miles between you and the cabin. Can’t Grace just keep her criticisms to herself for once? If only she knew how easily you could walk into any public place and find a new woman. Doesn’t she understand how many women drool over your muscular arms, even if they are with their man?


  At least that is what you think, but you’ve never tested your theory. You only say those words when you want to make Grace sad. You know how much she gives you as a wife. Your life would be miserable without her and the kids. Why do you do it, Thomas?


  “Yeah, that waist of yours,” you say.


  Grace glances down at herself. She is wearing a tailored summer dress. Her diamond ring, the one you gave her, sparkles in the sunlight. Grace’s smile turns to a frown as she pinches her stomach, where she doesn’t have a trace of fat. Guilt washes over you.


  “I’m sorry, Grace. I just want this weekend to be enjoyable.”


  “Then why did you leave one spoonful of yogurt in the container?” she asks. Her hand is still sitting on her waist. The frown hasn’t vanished, but you hate when she brings up shit like the last bite of something.


  “You had a cheese sandwich, didn’t you?”


  “That’s not the point,” she says. Grace turns her head to stare out the window. All you see are streams of her mahogany hair. You focus on the road, not wanting to continue with the conversation that would lead nowhere but to another argument.


  The thirty miles pass, and you all arrive at the park on the lake. Your cabin has all the fixings: an updated kitchen, a loft with a king-size bed, and a view of the lake. The reviews say the stars reflect against the water at night. As much as you think about other women, you really love your wife. You know you do, Thomas, so your behavior and comments are rather inappropriate.


  “Isn’t the view of the lake incredible?” asks Grace. She is standing by the window with a glass of white wine in her hand. The cabin came with two bottles in the fridge from a local winery. Grace’s eyes lock onto yours. You sense she still wants to say something. That whatever she started to say is still on her mind.


  “What else did I do?”


  She chuckles. “What are you talking about?”


  “What else did I do besides leave the last bite of yogurt?”


  Grace pauses, considering how she should continue. She glances back out at the ripples of the water. You study her like the ledgers of your business. All you think about are those damn numbers and fish. What do you love more: your family or your business?


  “You left your shirt on the barstool, like always. You left the milk on the counter without a lid. Thomas, I don’t want to fight, but how would you feel cleaning up after me every day?”


  You consider this since you’ve never had to clean up after your wife. Only when you wanted sex and would offer to clean the kitchen after dinner. How selfish, wouldn’t you agree? Instead of offering your understanding, you react as you normally do.


  “You’re always so critical of me, Grace! I can’t do a damn thing right!”


  Grace shakes her head and turns back to the water views as you continue to scream, stomp, and act like a child. You grab your fishing gear and head out to the lake. It’s the late afternoon, and the sky will turn from crisp and blue to shades of pink and purple soon. You and Grace are supposed to have dinner with the sunset, but you are too angry to think clearly.


  “I’m going fishing. Coming here with you was a mistake. Who knows what will happen now that the kids have gone to college,” you say before slamming the door and huffing. Now outside and away from the situation, the first whisper of regret hits your ears, but you’re in too deep, so you walk down to the lake to fish.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


   


  Grace refills her glass of wine. Forty minutes have passed since Thomas stormed out of the cabin. She shakes her head, trying to push the memory to the past. She wishes she hadn’t brought up the mess in the kitchen, as any criticism sets him off.


  You shouldn’t feel bad for telling your truth, my sweetness.


  Grace turns her head after hearing my voice. She doesn’t know its origin. I haven’t revealed my true form to her, so I whisper into her mind.


  Your husband is a grown man. Why can’t he put away the milk?


  “Where are you?” asks Grace, screaming into the darkness. She is sitting outside on the back porch. She spills her glass of wine onto the grass, standing up to look. My vision is clear. Grace is frightened. I’ve watched her for years without revealing myself, but she’s at the end of her rope. She won’t make it much longer before signing the divorce papers, and it’s my job to help her before she reaches that point.


  In the shadows, my dear. Would you like me to reveal myself?


  Grace nods, now realizing the voices are in her head. She feels like she is losing it, but there’s nothing to fear. I hop across the grass, and Grace picks me up in my frog form.


  Stroke my back.


  Grace uses two fingers to stroke the frog’s back. My back. I leap from her hand and transform to my true self: an androgynous fairy. Grace gasps as she takes in my form.


  “What are you?” she asks.


  “Your fairy godparent, Mx. River,” I say.


  Grace considers this as she glances into her empty wine glass. I flutter around her, watching as she thinks about her husband that hasn’t returned. As she wonders how much of her life I’ve seen. “How long have you been watching me?”


  “Since your marital troubles began,” I say.


  Grace turns to the door. I follow behind her as we move inside. Only people I want to see me can. The wonders of the human mind aren’t as complex to us non-binary fairies. We don’t control humans, we counsel them, but we must remain hidden to the public at large.


  “How have you stayed hidden all this time?”


  “I’ve waited until you needed me most to appear. Here I am, my child,” I say.


  Grace’s hands are shaking as she pours more wine for herself. I remain silent as she digests my presence, but part of her must have always known I was there to protect her.


  “Does everyone have a fairy godparent, Mx. River?” she asks many minutes later.


  I shake my head and wave for her to come sit with me on the sofa. Grace puts another splash into her glass before giving in to my seductive aura. She sits next to me and glances at the floor, running her finger around the rim of her cup. “Where do you come from?”


  “A land of non-binary fairies. That isn’t nearly as important as your marriage, my dear,” I say and push her hair behind her ear with my finger. We’re sitting together, knees touching, when I take her hand. “I can feel your pain from here. Tell me what’s hurting you.”


  Grace tries her best to hold back the tears, but they come anyway. She has suppressed so much for so long. Her words are like a powerful earthquake after years of nothing. Grace tells me how her husband doesn’t appreciate her. How he wants to find another woman. She only wants to feel secure about their future.


  “Your husband loves you, Grace,” I say because it’s the truth.


  “He loves his business more.”


  “We’re all capable of loving more than one thing at a time.”


  “What do you know? You aren’t even human,” she says.


  “But I watch over you all. I know enough.”


  “Why are you here, Mx. River?”


  Grace is losing her patience with me. She wants me to disappear and leave her alone. She doesn’t enjoy the intrusion into her life. Into her mind. “To help.”


  “You could help by leaving,” she says.


  “You’re hurt. Thomas hurt you when he left after you answered his question. I understand, my child.”


  “I’m not a fucking child! And you’re right, I was hurt, but you have no right barging into my life like you know everything.”


  “Grace, please,” I say. She is right. I don’t know everything. I’m not human. The messy love affairs of humans are foreign to us genderless, asexual fairies. Reproduction doesn’t require sex in our world. That doesn’t stop our understanding of what is happening. It’s like watching a movie with subtitles.


  “I’m not here to tell you how to live your life. I’m here to present you with an offer.”


  “What?”


  “Would you like your husband to know what it feels like to be a woman? Us fairies help couples by changing their genders. Sometimes only one person. Sometimes both. For this case, I think it would be best to transform Thomas alone. Show him what it would be like to live as a dependent woman.”


  Grace sits straighter on the sofa. She narrows her eyes. She waves her hand in the air. “That’s not possible,” she says.


  “It is when you are a fairy. What do you say? We can make him wake up tomorrow in a woman’s body. Different name. Different ID. He wouldn’t be able to use all those credit cards of his,” I say, letting out a gentle laugh. I cover my mouth. How could I be so rude when plotting to change a man in such a way?


  “Would he be uglier than me?”


  My mouth turns to a smirk. I love a wicked woman. They are the best patients. Grace runs her hand through her mahogany hair, lifting her chest. She shakes her head. Her locks are like a sheet blowing in the summer wind. “He could be whatever woman you wanted him to become.”


  Grace taps her fingers together in a wave as she imagines the woman Thomas could become. After thinking for a few minutes, she tells me exactly what she wants.


  “Your wish is my command, my child.”


  “This is amazing, Mx. River. Thank you,” she says. We hug and chat a while longer about her marriage. She expresses how things have flatlined in the bedroom. How they are always fighting. A conversation leads to a fight ninety percent of the time. Grace wants the romance back from the beginning of their marriage. She wants a husband who loves and appreciates her. One who doesn’t only see things through a lens of money.


  “We will do what it takes, Grace,” I say.


  We laugh together. The door opens, so I disappear from vision. Thomas’s presence takes up the room. He throws up his arms. He apologizes through a grumbling of words. Grace turns on the television while sipping her wine. Thomas disappears to take a shower. They eat microwave dinners in silence when he gets out. Everything will change in the morning.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


   


  You are waking up after a tense night, and all you feel is pleasure. There’s something happening to your body that you’ve never felt before. Part of you thinks it is a dream, lingering in that half state between sleeping and alertness. Your back arches as your center burns with passion.


  A giggle throws you off and brings you to reality. When you realize you have the same mind but a new body, you scream. The giggling continues. It drops into a hardy laugh. Grace throws the cover from her body. She is wearing nothing but a bra and panties. Her stomach as flat as ever. You are a little more plump around the edges. Frowning, you pinch your sides. Don’t worry, Thomas, there are men who enjoy a little extra.


  “Morning, Amanda,” says Grace as though your new body is no surprise. You can’t believe she isn’t reacting violently to your new figure.


  “Amanda? Who is Amanda?” you ask.


  “You, my love,” says Grace.


  I won’t reveal myself to you. No, not yet.


  “What? How did this happen?”


  Grace shrugs, which makes you angry, but you can’t lose your cool. You’re afraid. You want to react, but you’re unsure of how much power Grace might have over the situation. Grace wipes her wet lips while smiling at your confused face. You want to scream. You want to rip the breasts from your chest. How did they get there? You look down, your body still hairy, and you have an instant urge to shave. No woman should have this much hair on her legs.


  A fog of pressure moves into your horizon as you realize how much work you would have to do to make yourself reach the standards of grooming you’ve held for your wife.


  “What’s wrong, Thomas?” asks Grace.


  “I thought my name was Amanda,” you grumble. It’s a joy to watch your pain. To watch you feel out of control for the first time in your life. Grace seems to enjoy it too, doesn’t she?


  “It is. Don’t worry, there’s a way to change you back. Trust me. I wouldn’t have done this if there wasn’t,” says Grace.


  “You knew about it?” you ask.


  Grace nods. You open your mouth. Explosive words are on your mind, but you let them fade to the background. There’s no use blowing up when Grace has control over your gender. All you can do is ask her, “why did you do it?”


  “I want you to see what it’s like being me. Just for today, Thomas. We can do tomorrow too, if you want, but at least today. Can you do that for me?”


  You nod. You love Grace, despite everything you say. She is the woman you want to grow old with because she knows everything about you. She has coffee ready for you in the morning. She washes your clothes and folds them the way you like. Why would you give Grace up over such a unique experience? An experience that men of all sexualities dream of having—living as a woman.


  Embrace your new form. Amanda is here to stay, at least for the day.


  “I need to shave my legs. They’re horrible,” you say.


  Grace looks through hooded eyes at your legs before running a hand up your thigh. Her touch brings a shiver to your body. You jump up and run to the shower. “Can I borrow your razor?”


  Grace gets her bag of supplies. She watches, perched on the counter, as you shave the hair from your legs. Steam rolls up from the shower pan. The hair is like a thick wet towel. At least they aren’t your drains. The hairlessness beyond your legs is a surprise. You have to shave under your armpits, but the hair around your pussy lips is rather enjoyable. You’ve always liked a woman with a bush.


  “Would you like me to shape it for you?” asks Grace. “The skin is sensitive.”


  “Please,” you say and pass her the razor. Grace takes her time shaping your pubic hair, making it as gorgeous as she can. Perfect for a thong. She doesn’t miss the chance to lick your pussy lips before shaping her mouth as an ‘o’ around your clitoris. As the sensations run through your body, you regret not performing more oral for Grace in your relationship. She’s loosening everything that was tight. The worries of home wash away with Grace’s touch.


  “I have some outfits for you. Dry off, and don’t forget to moisturize your skin or you’ll get razor bumps,” says Grace. She glances at her bag of beauty products.


  You nod, taking in your new reality. Part of you loves the new body, but the other half hates that losing control has come so easily. It takes nothing to accept a new reality when the receiver has no power. You run the towel along your slender body—not as thin as Grace’s—wondering how your body changed overnight without you feeling it.


  Rubbing lotion into your skin, the thoughts fade to the background. Your fingers move to your moist entrance. Your penis is nothing but a memory. In the back of your mind, the smallest of thoughts takes root.


  How would it feel to get fucked?


  You shake off the thought, even though it lingers like the smoke of a cigarette. You move your fingers, and the sensations fade. Grace returns with a set of her lingerie you’ve seen her wear before, but your bodies are two different shapes. Two sizes.


  “Here,” she says, passing you the bra and thong. You always push Grace to wear thongs, something you are now regretting as your run your fingers along the thin fabric. The lace is thin and won’t hide anything, something else you often request. Grace stands over your naked body as you perch on the tub. “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll buy you a new pair. I was thinking we should take the train into the city.”


  “You want me to go in public like this?”


  “Nobody will know the difference. That’s the entire point of today. You need to experience life as a woman.”


  “Can’t we just enjoy the lake like we planned? The town here is adorable,” you say, wondering when the word ‘adorable’ slipped into your vocabulary.


  Grace shakes her head. She folds her arms over her chest. She’s over playing games with you, can’t you tell?


  Emotions erupt as you slip into the thong that doesn’t fit. “Can’t I go command?”


  Grace looks at you with a disgusted expression. “Ladies wear underwear, dear. Wouldn’t you expect me to wear a thong with a skirt this short?” she asks and holds up a skirt she had kept out of view.


  You swallow, but part of you wants to see how sexy your shaved legs would look in it. Grace helps you put on the bra. Your breasts are a little too small for it. At least your ass is rounder than Grace’s, you think, comparing your body to hers. Some men like breasts. Others like asses. You have always been a breast guy yourself.


  “You should wear this short-sleeve blouse,” says Grace, handing you a red top that isn’t quite opaque. It doesn’t show much but gives enough to catch the eye. Grace is wearing a long dress with her hair down and flip-flops. Grace never wears flip-flops because you always make her wear heels. You swallow as you realize what will probably come next.


  Grace watches you before speaking, “we’ll buy heels in the city. I see you looking at our feet.”


  “I don’t know how to walk in them.”


  Grace shrugs. She doesn’t much care about whether or not you can walk in heels. Today is about learning. Understanding. “Would you like to see your ID?”


  You nod. She hands you the driver’s license, and you gasp. It isn’t possible. “How?”


  “Enjoy the day, Amanda. You’ll find out everything you need to know later,” she says.


  “So, we’re going to the city?”


  “Yeah. We’ll spend the day like girlfriends. We can come back here and watch the sunset on the water like we had planned yesterday,” she says.


  “Okay.”


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


   


  Grace watches out the window as they ride into the city on the train. More and more buildings pop up as they get closer to downtown Chicago. Grace appreciates that they canceled their day on the lake for a day of pampering in the city. Grace has tons saved since Thomas—you—insists on flexing his financial muscle and paying for everything. She isn’t one to complain, but Grace can’t wait to show Miss. Amanda—you—how she can stand on her own two feet.


  “How do you feel?” Grace asks. She is sitting by the window. You are sitting in the aisle seat.


  “I’m fine,” you say, glancing at the floor as a man passes to wait by the door. You lift your eyes. There is a longing in them as you stare at the man standing a few feet from you.


  Grace places her hand on yours. “Do you miss being a man?”


  You fold your lips, shaking your head. Grace watches as your face crumbles. You wipe a tear from your eye and fan your face.


  “It’s only for a day or two,” Grace says.


  You take a deep breath, watching the man as he gets off the train.


  The feeling of the city differs greatly from the town by the lake. There are people everywhere. Grace takes a deep breath, feeling delighted that she is in charge of the day for once. Thomas would have never come to the city. You would never have come if you had your wallet and money. How does it feel to have your wife in control?


  Grace takes your hand and pulls you down the sidewalk. You pass famous skyscrapers. You look uncertain, but a makeover would do wonders. The thong is riding up your ass as Grace rushes you. Her hair is beating against her shoulders. You love when she wears it down.


  “Don’t worry, Amanda. You’re in good hands,” she says.


  Grace opens the door to a lingerie store she found on her phone, and you both step inside. The young woman working greets you two with a friendly smile. Grace does the talking, explaining that your luggage got lost, so you are wearing her lingerie, which doesn’t fit. The young woman comments about how your skin lumps together with the pressure of the thong. Your face turns bright red as Grace and the young attendant talk about your body as though you aren’t there. As though you’re nothing more than a model getting ready for the runway.


  The young woman disappears after taking measurements, and you turn to Grace. Rage is burning within you as you part your lips to speak. “How could you humiliate me like that?”


  “Excuse me?” snaps Grace. “Think back to all the cocktail parties we have been to for your business. All those distributors who you suck up to by showing me off like some trophy. Can’t you remember?”


  You hate that you need a new thong because the one you’re wearing feels like skin stuck on ice.


  “Can’t you remember?”


  “Yes,” you mumble.


  Grace’s eyelids flutter like the wings of a butterfly. She turns away from you before saying, “now you’re getting heels before the haircut.”


  Your feet ache before you even get the heels. The more you talk, the higher the shoe will be, so you shut your mouth and wait for the woman to return with lingerie she thinks will fit your body better, glowing as though she didn’t cut you with her words mere seconds ago. Little do you know the ways of women, my child. They build each other up before tearing them down.


  Grace pays for the woman’s recommendations using a credit card you’ve never seen before. She lets you take it from her hand after the attendant swipes it, and you read her name across the bottom. There’s so much you don’t know about your wife. When do you ever ask her questions about herself? The questions you ask are about food, laundry, bills, and other household chores. The realization of your neglect burns.


  Suddenly, you want to ask Grace an endless list of questions. You want to tell her everything you’re experiencing. You want to share your soul, your world with her. Grace tells you to change into the new lingerie, and it fits your body like a glove. You can’t help but stare at your feminine body in the mirror. You have a pear shape. The roundness of your ass gives you pause. The short skirt leaves little to the imagination.


  The clerk waves at you two as you blend back into the crowds of the city. Grace holds your hand, taking the lead. After walking several blocks, Grace gestures to a shoe store.


  “Do I have to?” you ask, but you already know the answer. Grace doesn’t even bother telling you ‘yes’.


  She picks out a respectable two-inch heel for you. She doesn’t want you to fall, but even the short heel does wonders for your legs. You practice walking in the store and don’t find it as hard as you would have thought with a little guidance from Grace.


  “You’re killing it, Amanda!”


  You snap your fingers and do a little spin. A man is staring at you from across the room when you come to a stop. He’s holding a sneaker at an angle that makes the muscles in his arm bulge. You are surprised at what the sight of a strong man does, making you warm inside.


  Grace follows your line of vision and notices the muscular man right away. She smiles and moves to a position to lean on your shoulder. Her movement catches the man, who looks guilty, but Grace shows nothing but warmth on her face. Your face shows shock and horror. Grace whispers, “you think he’s hot, don’t you?”


  You bite your lip, hating that the answer to Grace’s question is ‘yes’. “I want a three-inch heel. These are easier than I thought,” you say.


  Grace finds you a stiletto to match your skirt. They sell stockings. Grace buys you a pair. You put on the stockings and stilettos before heading to the hair salon.


  You’re amazed how Grace put together this day in such a short amount of time and in awe of how much you’re enjoying yourself. More and more men are looking at you now that you have the stilettos, but your hair and makeup needs help. You keep your head bent so people only see the good parts as you all walk.


  “Shit, the stylist I talked to just said she has an emergency,” says Grace.


  “Where’s the salon?”


  “Around the corner,” she says, but your feet are starting to hurt. Walking on the sidewalk is much different from the hardwoods of the shoe store.


  “Fuck,” you say. Your feet are burning. The shoes are pinching your toes. All you want to do is sit down and take off the damn shoes. Grace normally wears stilettos day and night. How could you have been such an asshole making her wear these damn shoes everywhere? “My feet are killing me.”


  Grace types on her phone. She makes a few phone calls as you switch feet, trying to ease the pain any way you can. She confirms an appointment with a different stylist, but the salon is across town. “Let’s get some cash from that ATM, and we’ll take a taxi.”


  You two cross the street to the ATM. Grace uses a debit card you’ve never seen to withdraw two hundred dollars. Grace hails a taxi to take across the city, but the traffic is horrid. You hate the city because of it, but Grace distracts you with her beauty. The driver is not your type, to say the least. Nothing like the man from the shoe store.


  “Ready to complete your look?” asks Grace.


  “Yes. Too bad the other stylist had an emergency.”


  “I hope she’s okay.”


  “Me too. How many hours a week do you spend on maintaining your image?”


  “Too many to count,” Grace says with a light chuckle. “Welcome to womanhood. We’re spending an entire day just to look decent for one week. Within two, you’ll be wanting another haircut and a pair of shoes. If only you could see how you used to look at me when I wore the same outfit too close together.”


  The taxi driver makes a curious face. You can see him from where you’re sitting, but what does he know? You narrow your eyes, and he focuses on the inching traffic. “I shouldn’t have treated you like that. Why didn’t you complain?”


  “Really, Amanda? You don’t remember what you used to do if I even—”


  You put up your hand. “No, I know. I was wrong for telling you I could find another woman. I was trying to hurt your feelings. Sometimes it is easier to put someone down than to lift them up.”


  “I know. It’s okay,” says Grace. You want to apologize for everything you’ve done. For all the womanizing. For all the misogynistic behavior.


  You shake your head. “I was such a misogynist.”


  Grace pats your hand, telling you to stop without words. The taxi driver is a bit too curious about your conversation, and you have almost arrived to the destination. Grace turns her cell phone to show the map. There is less than a mile between you two and the hair salon, and the traffic is moving at a much better speed.


  The salon is in a strip mall, but there are expensive cars in the parking lot. You don’t know the city too well but know it’s an affluent neighborhood. There is a nail shop next door to the salon which Grace points out. For what it’s worth, you love pampering yourself. You don’t hate spending the day as a woman, as long as it’s just for twenty-four hours.


  Two stylists take you and Grace to the shampoo station after locking away your purses. The feeling of fingers massaging your scalp is otherworldly. Pleasure takes over as the stylist rinses away the shampoo with warm water. Grace reaches out to take your hand, and you squeeze hers.


  Grace has always been your best friend, but you’ve never understood her like you will after today. The next hour, you and Grace have your hair cut and styled. The women do your makeup too, which has you feeling fabulous and thinking about taking a hunky man. There are a few magazines within your line of sight, and the men on the covers make you squeeze your thighs together. You wonder how many times Grace has wanted another man.


  “What kind of guys do you like?” you ask.


  Grace moves in her seat. She shrugs after a few awkward beats of silence pass. “I don’t know. Thomas has always been sexy in my eyes. Fit men. Plump butts, like yours,” Grace says and winks.


  You blush, understanding now why you had smaller breasts and a bigger ass. Grace must have had input in your womanly design. She has dropped hints throughout the day that something magical was at work, but you don’t want to think about the logistics too much. You would rather have more guys like the one from the shoe store pay attention to you.


  Grace pays the stylists much more than you could have ever imagined they would charge. You tell her to use the credit card with the family account, but she refuses. Today is about her treating you. About you realizing how little you recognize her when you don’t want to use her for pussy.


  Two handsome men walk out of the sushi restaurant at the end of the strip mall, and you know they’re straight when they can’t take their eyes off of you and Grace. They glance at Grace, but their eyes are focused on you. You throw your hair back, exposing your nape. The one guy slaps his friend on the shoulder. Grace laughs. “How bad do you want a guy?”


  You can’t even begin to explain to Grace how you want to drop to your hands and knees and have those guys split roast you, but they are gone just as quick as they came. Grace pulls you toward the door of the nail salon, “come on. It’s the last thing we have to do before my special surprise.”


  “Surprise? Isn’t this enough of one?”


  “Get over it, Amanda! Loosen up for the day! It’s vacation!”


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


   


  “Where are we going?” you whine. You drove across town after having your nails done.


  Grace is leaning into a taxicab, paying the driver. His name is RJ. He is cute, so she’s giving him some extra attention. A peek of her cleavage. Part of you wants to watch from a corner as Grace takes a man like RJ. Observe as his dick splits her in two. RJ gives Grace his number, and she waves as he drives away. She wipes the wetness from her lips. You’re jealous but not as intensely as Thomas would have been. It’s softer, the jealousy.


  “You’ll find out in just a second. Follow me,” she says.


  As you walk in the stilettos and a short skirt, men are checking you out from every direction. Most of them you wouldn’t dare consider giving your body too, but others make you want to drop to your knees behind a dumpster of the nearest fast-food restaurant.


  Grace leads the way to a nondescript building. You are too busy staring at a handsome mailman to read the sign. You love how his shorts show his thigh muscles. With lingering eyes, you will him to glance your way before the door closes, but he’s too focused on his job.


  “There are plenty of cute guys in the world. Don’t worry,” Grace says before pulling you to the elevator. You hate that she can basically read your thoughts.


  “You know nothing.”


  “Oh please, Amanda. You were staring at that mailman for like two blocks. Just because you got your hair done doesn’t mean every guy will notice you.”


  Her words crush your heart. How could they not all stop to give you a double take after all the work you’ve done? Just when you are feeling a darkness muddle your mind, the man sharing the elevator with you ‘accidentally’ brushes his hand against your ass when he gets off the floor before yours. You want to scream at him for touching your ass but it would be a lie. The elevator doors close, and you say nothing.


  You two get off at the next floor, and a photography studio greets you. “Why are we here?”


  “To take photos. You’ll want to remember today for the rest of your life.”


  You turn to leave, but Grace grabs your shoulder, shaking her head. There is nowhere for you to run. What harm can a photo do? If anything happens, you could always lie to someone. Grace opens the door, and you step inside. A young man greets you. He is much too thin. His voice too high. There’s nothing wrong with him, but you don’t find him attractive. You want a man who could pin you down and use you like a blowup doll.


  “Hey, Philip. We talked on the phone.”


  “Right! I have some outfits picked out for you in the dressing room. Looks like this one is ready to go, or did you want to wear something different?”


  You shake your head. Grace goes to the changing room, and you flip through a magazine. The male models have you wishing Grace would hurry. Their muscles glisten. Computers have erased all their blemishes. They look like gods compared to even the most attractive men on the street. You place the magazine back on the table before taking off your heels to rub your swelling feet.


  Philip returns with a stunning Grace. She’s wearing a violet tent dress and yellow heels with a strap. She has on a simple diamond necklace. She went from casual to elegant in minutes with just a simple change of clothes. You are jealous of her look, but Philip promises you can change before the end. He has a white dress hanging up he thinks would be perfect on your body.


  You and Grace take several photos together, not resisting the urge to kiss. Her tongue is warm against yours as the studio disappears behind you. Nothing but the click of a camera. Grace’s fingers work their way into your hair. Her breath escapes in a pant. You touch her breasts, and she responds by gripping your ass.


  “Yes, fuck that’s sexy!” screams Philip, breaking the spell. He protests, but you two are laughing. The moment is over, and a serious photo shoot takes its place.


  You change while Philip takes solo shots of Grace. The white fabric clings to your body, making your ass look much more voluptuous than it did in the skirt. You hear Grace’s heels as she poses for Philip while you stare at yourself in the mirror.


  “Can I wear that diamond when you finish?” you ask as you step into Grace’s line of vision. Grace runs over to you when she catches your eye, giving you the diamond necklace.


  “You’re gorgeous, Amanda. Doesn’t she look amazing in this white dress?”


  “Outstanding,” he says waving you over for the photo. “Should we use a fan? I have a bubble gun too.”


  “What do you want?”


  “Can we do both?” you ask.


  “I want the bubbles before you start,” says Grace.


  Philip goes for the equipment to add a little extra to the photo shoot. He can make the background whatever he wants in editing, but props can add a little extra. Grace takes several more photos, striking seductive poses as bubbles pass by her.


  You take her place, and Grace adjusts the fan for your height. Philip directs you, and you’ve never felt sexier in your life as he snaps the camera. As you run your hands along your abdomen and legs. As you lift your hair and let it fall back onto your shoulders. The heels. The dress. The men that were looking at you. When you were Thomas, you never got this much attention. You never felt this sexy.


  Grace falls into you when Philip stops. “You are the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”


  “Thanks,” you say.


  “Philip, can we get the photos today?”


  “Yeah, come back in a couple hours.”


  Grace talks to Philip about the restaurants around the neighborhood as you change back into your skirt and blouse. She already changed. Grace gets a taxi on her phone, and it is there within a few minutes. You two are disappointed when the driver is an older woman. She’s very nice, but you and Grace swooned over RJ, the taxi driver that Grace flirted with, as the woman drives you to a restaurant Philip recommended.


  You and Grace comment on men as you eat. Celebrities and the ones in the restaurant. You’re two girlfriends having the day of your lives, joy and brightness surrounding your table.


  Grace places the fork on her salad plate. She stares at you, making you feel insecure. “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing is wrong. I never imagined I could enjoy a day with you like this. Do you think you could ever get a pedicure or go to the spa together when you change back?”


  You haven’t been thinking about changing back in a few hours, so the question catches you off guard. You went from panicking about being a woman to obsessing over getting a man to touch you. How have the prospects changed so fast? Watching you is such a treat, my sweetness. You’re learning much better than most. I can’t wait to introduce myself to you, Amanda. Thomas. My child.


  “I hope so,” you say, not wanting to lose all of your feminine touches if you transform back to a man, but you fear they will disappear just as easily as they came.


  “Let’s go grab those pictures. I have one more surprise before we go back to the cabin,” Grace says as she waves down the waiter for your bill.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


   


  The car beeps as Grace locks the door. After a day in the city, the cabin looks like a stranger on the lake. The sun is behind it and reflecting gorgeous colors on the water. It must look amazing from the Michigan side. Grace looks over her shoulder, calling for you to hurry along because there is someone she wants you to meet. Me. I hope you’re ready, Miss. Amanda, because you have a decision to make.


  “Who could we possibly meet now?”


  “The person that gave you this gift,” she says.


  You understand what Grace is saying. Part of you is already forgetting what life was like as Thomas. You don’t know if you ever want this existence of Amanda to end, as long as Grace stays with you. She is your rock. With her in control, you feel lighter than water passing through spread fingers.


  Grace opens the door, and you two step inside. I am watching, as I have been all day, in my invisible form. Grace takes a bottle of white wine from the fridge and pours a glass for each of you. She removes her bra, and you do the same, and nothing has ever felt better in your life. You and Grace laugh at the shared sense of relief.


  I wonder what it’s like to have that connection with someone, but it isn’t our role in the universe to distract ourselves (zirselves) with romantic endeavors. How lucky you are, Miss. Amanda, to have a woman like Grace in your life.


  “Mx. River, are you here?” asks Grace after you two have finished the first glass of wine.


  I show myself, and you nearly faint, but Grace holds your shoulders and tells you it is okay. “But… but… who is she?” you ask.


  Grace opens her mouth, but I put up my hand. “Although you may see me as a woman, which is fine, I do not have a gender. For that reason, my name is Mx. River.”


  “What are you, Mx. River?” you ask. Your nervous face is the cutest thing I’ve seen in ages.


  “I’m a fairy godparent who helps couples stay together,” I say. When you glance at Grace, she nods. “I started exploring your thoughts when you two first left for this trip, Amanda, back when you were still Thomas.”


  “You’ve… been in my thoughts?”


  “Only to review if the therapy is working. I don’t control your thoughts. I’m only here to observe, and I’m guessing the treatment has been effective?”


  You shrug, but Grace and I know that you’ve loved your day as Amanda. I know you want to spend tomorrow as her too, but you’re the one that has to admit it.


  “Did you do this to me, Grace? What the hell is happening here?” you ask as a mild panic sets in. “Turn me back right now!”


  Grace’s jaw drops, as she has a surprise for you that she bought while you waited around the corner at a coffee shop, staring at guys with big arms. Drooling over them. Don’t you remember how you wanted more than one to use you in the bathroom? Where had those dirty thoughts come from?


  “Is that what you want, Amanda?” I ask. I am sitting on the chair. You and Grace are on the sofa. I don’t drink wine, but thank you for offering. “Let’s get back to the question at hand, Amanda. You really want to go back to life as Thomas? Right now? My plan was to turn you back at midnight, but your wish is my command,” I say, lifting my hand. You do not understand my powers, so you drop to your knees and beg me to stop.


  “No, not right now. Not at midnight. Can’t I have just another day?”


  Your reaction brings a smile to my face. You may have another night as Amanda. You can have more than that, if you desire. “Sit down, Amanda. Let me tell you something.”


  You nod and return to the sofa. Grace takes your hand in hers. I cross my legs before speaking, “Amanda, the choice is yours. You can stay Amanda as long as you like, but you can only turn back to Thomas once. I am only a call away, as I always have an eye on those I help.”


  “We aren’t the only couple?”


  I shake my head. “There are others, Amanda. But that doesn’t make you any less special. If you want to stay Amanda for the weekend, that is fine. I will leave a note at your home on how to call me.”


  “I want to be Amanda for the weekend. Is that okay, Grace?”


  Grace agrees to your decision.


  “Thank you Mx. River for letting me experience life as a woman. It has been eye-opening.”


  “Have you learned anything?”


  “I have,” you say.


  “Excellent. Look for my note at your home Monday morning,” I say and vanish to my invisible state. You and Grace marvel in the disappearance, already talking like I’m not here observing you all, which is better than not, but it’s difficult living as an invisible servant to love sometimes.


  “Mx. River is gorgeous. Do you think she looks more like a man or a woman?” you ask.


  “That’s a rude question. She looks like Mx. River.”


  You hit Grace’s leg. “Come on, that doesn’t answer my question.”


  “I don’t know,” she shrugs and stands to get the bottle of white wine from the kitchen counter. “It’s vacation. You’re Amanda. We have to enjoy this while it lasts, no matter what I think about Mx. River’s appearance.”


  “What did you buy while I was waiting in the cafe?”


  Instead of watching the sunset as planned, Grace stands and leads you to the bedroom.


   


  ♦


   


  Grace pulls the long dress over her shoulders as you sit on the edge of the bed. She isn’t wearing a bra, and her dress falls to the floor. Her breasts have never looked more beautiful. Her hair is still fresh from the salon. Perfect makeup. Her thong barely covers her pussy lips, and you want a taste. Grace motions you with her finger, and you crawl across the floor.


  Grace hasn’t taken off her heels. Your hand wraps around her ankle before slowing working its way up her leg. Grace moans at your touch. Your painted nails. Your thin wrists. You’ve touched these legs so many times but never from your current female perception. You throw your hair back, feeling your body react to the sensual sounds of Grace’s moans.


  “Ready for the surprise?” asks Grace.


  You nod while unbuttoning your translucent red blouse. Your center is throbbing like never before. Harder than your hardest of hard ons. Grace bends over seductively to dig through her bag. Her ass cheeks spread, revealing the thin fabric of her thong, as she shakes her ass in heels.


  Grace stands, holding a long dildo. But there is something attached to it. It takes you a minute to realize it’s a strap-on, and Grace plans to use it on you. Your pussy is dripping, but your mind is screaming for you to run out the door. You’ve never been fucked. Grace hasn’t even dared to slip a finger into your ass, even though she asked once, and you had refused.


  “What do you want to do with that?” you ask.


  Grace narrows her eyes at your idiotic question. You know what is coming. How could you pass a day as a woman without getting fucked as you demanded of Grace? “Take off your skirt and stockings.”


  You swallow, but there is no reason to argue. You want to feel a dick. Your pussy is a puddle for Grace. Part of you wishes it was the man from the shoe store, but you’re not disappointed about accepting the size of the strap Grace bought into your virgin hole.


  “How do you expect that to fit in me?” you ask while pulling your skirt and tights to the floor. Your voice is sarcastic. Hungry. You’re pushing Grace, testing her. How far will she take you? How much does she want to tear you apart as you have done to her?


  “Oh, it will fit in that slutty hole of yours. You’ve been nothing but a dirty whore all day, staring at every guy with muscles you saw.”


  You touch yourself at her words, thinking of the countless hot guys you saw: RJ—the taxi driver Grace was flirting with, the guy from the shoe store, the mailman, the guys from the cafe, and so many others. Closing your eyes, you thought of them all taking you at the same time, standing in a line awaiting their turn. Your pussy dripping with their cum. What a little nymph you are, Amanda.


  “You gonna fuck me like a big, strong man?” you ask, using the sluttiest voice you can muster. You love how high your voice is as Amanda. You could get men to pay you thousands just by talking dirty to them on the phone.


  Grace tosses the strap. It lands in front of you. You take in its girth. The thickness that will stretch your hungry, virginal hole. You lick your fingers before running them along every inch of the dick. You wonder how deliciously unique all those dicks must have been on the guys you were lusting over throughout the day.


  You and Grace are now naked, wearing nothing but heels. Grace stand above you. She places her hands on her hips. Her bush trimmed to perfection. You stare at the beauty of her pussy lips, hungry for a taste, yet not prepared for when Grace grabs the back of your head to use your mouth like a vibrator.


  Grace holds your hair with a tight grip as her lips cover yours with their nectar. You lick Grace’s pussy and clit. You suck with care. When you take Grace to her edge, she’s stops you before cumming and makes you stand.


  Grace takes your nipple in her mouth. She touches your body. You moan as she slips two fingers into your pussy. You are unprepared for when she fucks you with her fingers and rubs your clit simultaneously. When she whispers dirty words into your ear. How could getting fucked feel so good?


  “Don’t cum yet, you slut,” says Grace, breaking your climax. It was as though you were climbing the hill of a roller coaster and the motor went out, sending you back to the start.


  “I won’t,” you whisper. “What do you want me to do?”


  “Get back down to your knees,” she says. “Put the strap on me so I can fuck that tight, little hole.”


  “You wanna fuck me?” you ask, sinking to the floor. You grab the strap, but it’s complicated. It’s shaking in your unsteady hands. You’re nervous to disappoint Grace, but you say, “I don’t know how to do this.”


  Grace snatches it from you, putting it on herself. She pulls you up and tosses your slender body onto the bed. She reaches between your legs, rubs her hand along your pussy, and uses the juices as lubrication for her strap. You lift your back, and Grace pushes you back down to the bed. “Don’t move,” she says.


  Your heart is racing, but you don’t dare disobey Grace’s command. Grace uses her knees to spread your legs. She’s treating you like you used to do her. You grip the sheets as Grace enters your pussy from behind.


  The pain is explosive. You scream, wiggling your hips. “Shut up, slut!”


  You want to cry because you’ve said that to Grace. The pain is blinding. Grace smacks your ass, sinking deeper into you.


  “Grace, please!”


  “Take it, Amanda. You know you want this dick,” she says.


  You do. You want her dick so bad, but you never expected it to feel like this. Grace slips out of you, flips you over, and connects her mouth to your throbbing pussy. Her tongue is like a warm bath compared to a cold river, but there is a part of you that wants the shock of the cold. The challenge of the pain. You want the fullness of Grace’s cock in your empty pussy.


  Grace licks your hole until you’re begging her to fuck you again. She doesn’t hesitate to shove every inch of her dick deep into you. You arch you back, staring into Grace’s eyes as she fucks you. Her breasts bouncing. Her eyes cloudy.


  What was once painful now feels euphoric. You and Grace moan. You both scream affirmations of pleasure. Neither of you care if the sound travels over the water to the other cabins through the open windows. Neither of you care about anything in the world but Grace’s dick fucking your pussy. Her mouth occasionally connecting with your nipple. Her tongue running along your neck. A cold stream of air hitting your ear.


  Grace’s face changes. She reaches down, touching your clit with expert hands. You were nowhere near cumming a second ago, but now you need to explore. You’re seconds from the eruption.


  “Fuck, what are you doing to me?” you ask as your eyes lose focus. They spin and sway. You’re blinded by a white flash, as though you were once chained and now free. Grace cums with you, but you are both in your own worlds as cum runs down your thigh.


  Grace collapses atop your body. You kiss. She slips out of you. You’re empty but comfortable, like sitting by the fire before a dinner in winter. Buzzed. Warm. Relaxed.


  “That was amazing,” you say.


  Grace kisses you on the cheek and wraps her body around yours, the dildo resting on your thigh. You both close your eyes.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


   


  You wake up, and the daylight has vanished. Grace is lying next to you, looking like she went to the bathroom at some point because she is wearing cotton panties and a silk robe. Her chest rises and falls as she breathes.


  Thinking it’s the middle of the night, you stumble to the kitchen for a glass of water after putting on cotton panties and a t-shirt. When you check your phone, you’re shocked to learn that only an hour had passed since you fell asleep after cumming the first time as a woman. The pleasure was so intense, you’re having second thoughts about ever going back to life as Thomas. Cumming as a man was like throwing a penny into a fountain. Cumming as a woman was being the gushing water of a fountain filling its pool.


  You drink the water, wondering what you will do. You walk across the room and sit outside to stare at the lake. Time passes, you aren’t sure how long, as you drift from thought to thought, not really holding on to a single one for too long.


  Grace opens the door, and you turn to her. She is radiant in her silk robe. Her messy hair. You feel like the luckiest woman in the world to have Grace as your wife. She sits next to you, taking your hand as her eyes shift from you to the water. “It’s gorgeous out here.”


  “It is, but don’t we spend enough time at the lake?” you ask.


  “You love coming here,” she says, shrugging. “I’ve gotten used to it.”


  “I never listened to you, did I?”


  Grace folds her lips. You can see the thoughts on her expression, but she says nothing.


  “You deserve to have a partner that listens to you, Grace. I’m sorry for being so selfish. Even though you’ve had the lead today, you’ve still been selfless making sure I have an equally good time as you. There are lakes in Europe. There are lakes in South America. We can afford it, but I always told you no. Why didn’t—”


  Grace strokes your arm and makes the ‘shh’ sound. “Don’t worry, Amanda. I haven’t been error-free in our relationship. Let’s look to the future, not the past. We had a good day today, didn’t we?”


  “I want to go back to the city. Why does the weekend have to end? I still don’t know what I’ll do come Sunday night. Can I really continue as Amanda after this weekend?”


  “That’s your decision. What’s this about going back to the city? It’s getting late,” Grace says and yawns. She finishes her glass of water, looking like she wants to return to the bed, but you want to live. You want to throw your arms in the air and have men buy you drinks.


  “You always ask me to go dancing, and what do I tell you? No! But I’m done telling you ‘no’ about everything. Grace, let’s wear sexy dresses and go dancing!”


  Grace groans. “I don’t know, Amanda.”


  “I might be Thomas again on Monday. Tonight is Saturday. It’s our only chance. Give this to me, Grace. Give this to Amanda. Doesn’t she deserve to experience a night out as a woman?”


  “You’re packing and driving. I’m not lifting a finger.”


  “Can you book us a hotel?”


  “Sure,” Grace says and goes to the kitchen for her phone. She stands against the counter typing on her phone as you go pack all the clothes and everything from the bathroom.


  “Should we get ready here or there?” you holler.


  “There,” says Grace. She tells you that she confirmed a hotel close to a club one of her friends back in your hometown raves about. You can’t wait to change into a fitted dress with heels to match. Perfume spritzed on your wrists. Accessories completing your look. You’re fantasizing when Grace appears behind you to tell you to hurry. “We don’t have all night. We’re leaving in five minutes, or I’m going back to sleep.”


  You don’t want to miss your chance, so you rush to get out the door, dropping off the cabin keys at the office on your way. Before getting on the highway to the city, you stop at a gas station. Grace goes inside to buy coffee while you pump gas.


  You both have more energy when you arrive at the hotel. You both drank your coffees, and Grace is ready to dance now that she has seen the city lights. The bellman loads your bags onto a cart. Another worker takes your car to park it, which costs an extra fee, but you don’t care.


  The hotel staff is lovely, and you give everyone a tip for their help. When you and Grace are in the hotel, she is all over you, kissing you and telling you how great of an idea it was to come to the city.


  “You’re so much more fun as Amanda.”


  “Thanks. That coffee ran through me. I’m going to use the bathroom and shower,” you say. Grace nods, unpacking her suitcase. She lays a few dresses on the bed for your night out. When you sit on the toilet, the pee doesn’t feel right when it comes out. There is pain in your pelvic region. You brush it off when the discomfort subsides, but you make sure to wash your flower with plenty of soap.


  You tell Grace about the strange pain when you get out the shower. There is nothing covering you but the towel wrapped around your body. Grace curses under her breath, but she doesn’t tell announce her suspicions. She calls room service for cranberry juice before taking a shower herself. When the juice arrives, you give the waiter a tip and drink the juice as Grace told you.


  While waiting for Grace to exit the shower, you do your makeup in the mirror, copying what you had in the afternoon as best you can. Grace comes out the shower smelling like flowers and citrus. She didn’t wash her hair, so it still looks almost as good as it has all day.


  Grace tells you she wants to wear the red dress. You have to choose between a white dress and a purple one. You choose purple because it looks good against the red of Grace’s dress. Plus you are more excited about the heels and accessories you can pair with the purple dress.


  “Why did you order me cranberry juice?”


  “You’re supposed to pee right after sex when you’re a woman. You might have a UTI.”


  “What?!” you scream, hopping up from the bed, burning yourself on the neck with the curling iron you learned how to use today. You curse from the pain. “A urinary tract infection? I can’t go out with a UTI!”


  “Come on, Amanda. You will live through it. We will take you to the doctor in the morning,” Grace says in a playful voice as though she isn’t taking you seriously. “Just drink lots of water and cranberry juice. No beer. You’ll be fine,” she says.


  “Are you sure?”


  “Yes. Now, hurry. The club might stay open late, but I’m not trying to be there all night,” Grace says, grabbing the red dress and heading to the bathroom. You groan at the pain; at the reality of having sex as a woman.


   


  ♦


   


  The club is a blur of strobe lights, hot bodies, pinched toes, vodkas with cranberry juice, and an endless collection of phone numbers from sexy men. You and Grace are dancing now, kissing between the beats of a pop song.


  “I can’t believe how many guys have been hitting on us,” you scream into Grace’s ear. She smiles and grabs your ass as she leans down to reply.


  “Why wouldn’t they be when we look this sexy?”


  You lift one shoulder, reminding yourself not to act so serious. This could all be over by Monday, so you close your eyes and ignore your throbbing feet as you dance to the music. Grace’s body is close to yours. Her drink spills on your arm, but you don’t mind.


  You and Grace dance until your feet scream through the drunken fog. “Do your feet hurt?” you ask.


  Grace nods and then holds up her heels. She took off her shoes and is standing on her toes. You shake your head and pull her to the door. No way are you taking off your shoes on this nasty floor. You two are in a cab and back to the hotel, but it’s all fuzzy. You’re drunk. You’re laughing. Even pushing the button in the elevator sends you and Grace into a fit.


  You won’t remember it in the morning, but you and Grace dare each other to text the hottest guy—two guys in total—from the day to meet you two tomorrow. All you will remember is walking into the hotel building.


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


   


  Shake. Shake. Shake.


  “Time to wake up, sleepyhead,” you hear. It’s a distant voice, like an angel in a dream. You stir and turn to your other side, but the shaking begins again. A groan leaves your mouth, but consciousness fills you. Grace is inches from your face, as beautiful as ever. But as you become more aware of your surroundings, the pain in your pelvic region flares. You sit up, wondering what to do, when Grace hands you a glass of water. “I made a doctor’s appointment for you. Man, last night was fun,” she says. Her skin in glowing. You take the glass of water and chug its glory.


  Last night was amazing, but you are hurting too much to care. You’ve never had this happen to you as a man. Grace has complained about UTIs once or twice, but you didn’t listen. You rise from the bed to get another glass of water. Grace shoves you towards the shower. When you glance at the clock, you can’t believe how early it is.


  “Why did you wake me up this early? We got home like five hours ago,” you groan, but Grace brushes off your concern.


  “Don’t complain, Amanda. We have to get you some medicine before your problem gets serious. Drinking cranberry juice all night might have helped a little, but it was mixed with vodka. Plus, you’re clearly in pain.”


  You agree, clutching your stomach. As the fog of the night dissipates, a hint of pain replaces it. You take a shower and change into sweats and a t-shirt. You wear flats instead of heels. Your hair is pulled back into a ponytail as you don’t have the energy for anything else. Grace wears jeans and a blouse. You wonder how she had the energy to even rub foundation into her skin. She doesn’t judge you for dressing down.


  The doctor’s office is quiet when you arrive. They check you in quickly, and you wait next to Grace on a chair from at least a decade ago. Images of all the different asses that must have graced the same chair as you pass through your mind. You tap your foot on the floor until Grace tells you to stop. You’re annoying her, but the thought of visiting the doctor as Amanda and not Thomas has you anxious.


  “Amanda Wilson?” a woman in scrubs calls. You stand, and Grace goes with you. To the world, you are wife and wife. Mx. River put together all the proper documents, even if they are fake to the proper agencies. The nurse practitioner is kind to you and Grace. She doesn’t judge you as a couple. All Grace says to her is that you all fell asleep right after sex, and the nurse practitioner nods in understanding.


  “This pill should help you feel better by the end of the day, but it’s important to keep your vagina clean before and after you have intercourse.”


  Your cheeks redden, but you tell the woman you understand. She and Grace talk about the city as you process the doctor’s visit. As you process being treated as though you are one of the ladies and not a man temporarily in a woman’s body. You thank the nurse practitioner for her time and follow Grace out the door when you realize she’s leaving. You pay for the urgent care in cash to be safe.


  “Feel better already,” you say. It is true. The pain hasn’t left, but there’s a placebo effect. “I could go for some breakfast.”


  “There’s a coffee shop around the corner.”


  You and Grace enjoy breakfast as you watch people in the city pass by, strolling along with no care in the world. Sundays always brings a sense of relaxation other days don’t, even though people certainly still go to work on Sunday—like the youthful man who prepares your coffee. He’s too skinny for you, but you wouldn’t mind seeing him naked. How big is here under that apron of his?


  Grace is chewing on a piece of fruit when her phone vibrates. Her mouth drops open, and you raise your eyebrow. “What?”


  “You’ll never believe who just texted me,” she says.


  “Who?” you ask.


  “RJ, the taxi driver.”


  You cover your mouth and make an exclamation. “Why is he texting you? We didn’t give him your number.”


  “I vaguely remember texting some guys when we got back to the hotel last night,” she says, then taps on her phone. “Shit. You messaged someone too. Fuck,” Grace says as her neck turns red. “We wrote some slutty stuff.”


  “What did we say?” you ask in an exasperated voice.


  “We told each guy we were having a girl’s weekend and wanted to have fun with them today. They both agreed to it last night! At like two-thirty in the morning! Men are such horny bastards,” she says. Thinking back, you would have agreed to a rendezvous with two sexy women, even if another guy was involved.


  “Fuck. I can’t have sex with them in my condition.”


  “Like you said, we might only have today with you as Amanda. Why shouldn’t we enjoy it? Your pussy isn’t the only hole you have,” Grace says.


  You squeal and look around to make sure the other patrons didn’t hear her. “How could you say that, Grace?”


  “Oh, come on. You know you want to. I’m texting your guy Xander from the club.”


  You squeeze your thighs together as you remember Xander grinding against you on the dance floor. His erection pressing into you through the layers of fabric. You wanted him to take you right there in front of everyone. You watch Grace typing away on her phone, too confused to protest. She is right, you have more than your pussy to give.


  “Xander says he is game. We need to get back to the hotel and add an extra night to our room.”


  You throw back the rest of your coffee and follow Grace out the door and back to the hotel lobby where you pay for an extra day so they can’t kick you out before the guys arrive.


   


  ♦


   


  “Why don’t you wear these today?” asks Grace, holding up a pair of heels she had sent to the hotel yesterday during your day of shopping. They are six inches with a thin platform. You see yourself falling down in those. The three-inch heels are hard enough.


  “I don’t know,” you say, staring at the shoes with a concerned expression. “Don’t you think I’ll make a fool of myself?”


  “The platform will support you. Why don’t you try them on before you say no?”


  You take the heels from Grace. You both showered, and your UTI situation is becoming better, but you’re not risking it by getting fucked again. Grace wants you to take it up the ass, but you’ve only agreed to give blow jobs. She hasn’t pressed the issue for a few minutes. The guys will arrive in an hour, and the hotel should bring some food you ordered before then.


  Stepping into the first heel, you feel on top of the world. When you put on the second, you’re amazed at how easy they are to walk in. They aren’t any more difficult than the three-inch heels, but they make you feel on top of the world. You have on your dress and makeup, so you strut up and down the room like a runway model. The hotel has laminate floors.


  “Yes! Twirl,” says Grace as she puts on her stilettos that are white to match her white dress. You’re wearing a navy contoured dress with matching heels, twirling in circles as Grace cheers.


  When you become dizzy, you stop to put on two small diamond earrings. Grace passes you the curling iron and takes the makeup bag. You two get ready as fast as you can, but there’s always something else to prepare. Grace is wearing crotchless panties, and you aren’t wearing any, so you clean yourself and then clean yourself again.


  The lunch arrives; sandwiches and sides. You don’t plan on doing much eating. As the time ticks away, you become more nervous, knowing that two guys are about to arrive for sex—not sandwiches on a plastic platter. They want pussy, not bottled wine coolers.


  Grace rubs your shoulders, easing the nerves. “Don’t worry. We have control over this situation. Did you decide about giving up your ass?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “We have plenty of condoms. You already cleaned yourself.”


  “I know. I haven’t decided yet.”


  “The guys will arrive in just a few minutes,” she says, but a knock comes at the door. “Or maybe they’ll arrive now. Put your pretty face on. This will be fun.”


  Grace sashays across the room to the door, looking over her shoulder and winking before glancing into the peephole. When she opens the door, both of the men are standing outside. “We found each other in the lobby,” says RJ. Xander locks his eyes on you, and everything changes.


  




  CHAPTER NINE


   


  Xander and RJ step inside, but you only notice Xander. His tan skin. How his chest is larger than his stomach. You’re remembering how long his dick felt under his jeans. Much bigger than you were as Thomas. You want to take his dick, but you know having vaginal sex would be a mistake, so you’re warming up to anal. Or only your mouth. You aren’t sure.


  “Did you two exchange names?” asks Grace.


  They shake their heads, so she does it for them. You watch, part of you thinking they can see the man you were before, but all they see is a thin woman with a phat ass in platform heels. Diamond earrings in her ears. You watch as Grace talks to the men with ease, as though she has courted men before. The jealousy you feel is unspeakable, so you keep your mouth shut.


  Xander steps forward, but Grace grabs his arm. “Not so fast,” she says. “Don’t you want a sandwich?”


  RJ is already halfway through one triangle. He looks up, and you see why Grace thought he was the sexiest. His square jaw. The light stubble. His dark eyes that have lost all traces of innocence. He is waiting for the panties to drop, enjoying his sandwich until the moment arrived.


  “I would rather have her,” he says, staring at you like a piece of meat. You’ve never felt so violated. It’s a conflicting feeling. The slut in you wants Xander to talk dirty. To tell you what to do. The other half questions if you should run out the door. That is until Xander lifts his shirt to reveal solid muscle. His abs are everything you dreamed of having when you were a man.


  “Fuck, do you ever leave the gym?” asks Grace.


  RJ takes off his shirt too. He’s more slender but has definition. Neither of them disappoint. Grace grabs wine coolers, passing them out to everyone. Xander takes his without taking his eyes off you. When he twists the top, you’re worried he will break the glass with his thick hands. You want those hands on your waist, fucking you in the pussy from behind. You stomp your foot on the laminate ‘hardwood’ floor, and everyone watches you. Grace comes over to whisper in your ear, “keep it together. Guys hate crazy.”


  “I know,” you say in a hushed voice. “It’s just the stupid thing. I want some dick.” Your voice is a groan. Your center is burning for a rough session. Grace was amazing last night, but Xander is a different world. Xander chugs his wine cooler while you and Grace stand together. He comes over, and Grace doesn’t stop him when he takes you.


  She goes over to RJ. They are kissing before you realize Xander has unzipped your dress. He turns you with a force you’ve never used on a woman, but the wetness it causes is undebatable. Your pussy is dripping, and there is no fabric to catch your nectar. Only the trimmed bush of hair. When Xander’s fingers run along your pussy lips, your body trembles. He slides a finger into you before you can protest. The pain is minimal compared to the pleasure.


  Grace and RJ are busy on the couch in the corner. Xander pushes you to the bed, hiking your dress up your back. He slaps your ass and compliments your uncovered womanhood. When you hear his pants unbuckle, you flip yourself over and offer Xander your mouth, which he doesn’t refuse.


  Xander drops his pants to the floor. He’s naked, hard, and leaking from his uncut shaft. With a gentle push, he lowers you to the ground. You fold your legs. Your knees press into the floor. Your heels jut out behind you. Xander slaps your face with his dick. Grace is moaning in the background, but you can’t see her with Xander’s manhood dangling in your face.


  You wrap your hand around his shaft, but he pushes away your hand and tells you to open your mouth. Surprise fills you when he presses his dick into the back of your throat, making you choke. You breathe, but the choking continues until Xander commands you to breathe through your nose. Xander holds your cheeks and fucks your face.


  You grip his thighs as he works your mouth, fucking it as though it were a pussy. You choke a few times, but having a man handle you like this makes you touch yourself. Rubbing your clit doesn’t hurt, and you could cum in a second. Xander pulls you up and throws you against the bed. Grace comes to your rescue.


  “She can’t get fucked today. Her pussy is too sensitive after I tore it up last night,” says Grace. The men laugh. RJ yanks off his condom and tosses it to the floor. Grace is whispering something you can’t hear into his ear. RJ walks over to you. He pulls you up and guides you to the sofa, lowering you to your back. He positions you so that your head is dangling off the edge. Xander is rolling a condom onto his dick.


  RJ’s dick lowers to your parted lips. You hear Grace let out a light moan. You hear Xander’s pelvis crashing into hers. RJ thrusts his shaft into your mouth, and you love how it slides much easier into your throat than Xander’s did. He’s fucking you with all his force, and you take him, only gagging because RJ seems to love the sound of your struggle.


  You have your dressed hiked up, and your touching your pussy, dying for a release. RJ pulls out of your mouth and then meets his lips with yours. You can’t count to five before you’re transported to a glorious place, cumming as RJ draws circles around your clit with his tongue, heightening the sensation to a toe-curling, back-breaking level.


  “Fuck, why can’t I fuck that tight cunt of yours?”


  “Come over here, RJ, you can have mine,” says Grace.


  RJ growls, shaking his head. “Nah, I want this beauty,” he says, cupping his hands around your pussy.


  Xander falls out of Grace, tugging off his condom. Grace, naked, walks over to you two. “Well, she can’t have her pussy fucked, but she cleaned her other hole for you gentlemen. Didn’t she?” asks Grace, looking you in the eyes. You’re spent from the orgasm, but you could go again staring at their naked bodies.


  “Fuck, give me that ass pussy, baby,” says RJ.


  “I’ll take a turn,” Xander adds.


  Grace lifts her eyebrow, signaling that the choice is yours.


   


  ♦


   


  Grace closes the door after the guys leave. You follow her to the bathroom. The first thing she does is sit on the toilet to pee. The stream of urine makes a sound that echoes off the walls.


  “You were amazing, Amanda,” she says, taking your hand. “Turn on the shower for us.”


  You do as she says, making sure the water isn’t too hot. Grace stands, flushing the toilet, and you two wait for the water to turn back to its normal temperature. Grace kisses you on your shoulder blade as you wait.


  “I love your feminine body,” she says.


  “I do too,” you say, not sure how you will proceed with your life.


  “Whatever you do… whatever you choose… you know I’ll always love you, right?”


  You squeeze Grace. “I know, Grace. Thank you.”


  Grace takes your hand, steps in the shower, and you wash each other with a bar of soap.


  




  A NOTE TO AMANDA/THOMAS


   


  I walk into the grand office building we fairies use. A fellow fairy, Mx. Secretary, is sitting at the front desk reading a book. Ze hands me a message that Mx. Majesty, our leader, left reminding me to finish my report on the Wilsons. Mx. Secretary returns zir attention to the computer screen, acting like I was no longer there. I continue to my desk to write the letter for Miss. Amanda.


   


  Dear Amanda/Thomas,


  This journey may have begun as a surprise, but you grew like a weed in spring. You are not the same person now as you were before this weekend, are you Amanda?


  Thomas may still live within you, but you’re allowed to live as Amanda as long as you want, even if that lasts forever. I’m leaving this note on your nightstand to remind you that you can only live as Amanda once. It’s an experience you’ll never forget if you return to life as Thomas, but this isn’t a light switch.


  Think hard, Amanda. If you and Grace are happier now, staying as Amanda could work out in the long run. If you would rather return to life as Thomas and have this weekend as a memory, that’s an option too.


  Whenever you decide, Amanda, I’m only a call away. Say my name loud enough, and I’ll hear you. Just remember, my darling: the longer you wait, the harder it gets.


  Best wishes,


  Mx. River


  




  THANK YOU FOR READING


   


  I hope you enjoyed Weekend Woman. Please remember that this is a fictional story and to take care of your body as the temple it is. Drinking with a UTI, even if it is cranberry juice with vodka, probably isn’t the wisest move. However, we all make some poor decisions in life—especially to have a good time, including Amanda/Thomas.


   


  More books…


  Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. Please consider leaving a review or rating if you loved the story. I cherish you for reading.


  Stay Connected ♥
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  FAKING IT


   


  By: Clover Cox


  




  CHAPTER ONE


   


  Dennis Hensley drank his coffee in the living room, but he wasn’t at home. He had gone with his mother to visit his grandfather; her father. The doctors didn’t give him more than a couple months to live, and it showed. The way Harold Lake, his grandfather, walked around the house had diminished since the last time Dennis visited.


  Harold Lake was the owner of one of the most successful businesses in Foss, Illinois. The city was only an hour from Chicago. Dennis had moved to Chicago to further his construction company, leaving Foss behind, but Mr. Lake owned a steel plant and a lumberyard that Dennis wanted. He could become the biggest developer if he got his hands on those. As sad as the situation was, Harold had always seen big things for Dennis. If Dennis combined the companies, his costs would plummet, and nobody would beat his estimates in Chicago. He would have to hire, expand. Take over the city.


  Dennis cracked his knuckles and watched the closed door. His mother, Betty, had gone to check on her father; change his clothes; get him around the bathroom. She was doing things Dennis didn’t want to see. He loved his grandfather, he really did, but dollar signs burned his mind. He felt awful for wanting something more than his pawpaw’s life. But Dennis would continue the Lake legacy. He would take the ‘Lake’ surname if that was what Harold wanted.


  Betty emerged from the room. She looked at her son with heavy eyes. Seeing the sadness on her face sent a tinge of guilt through Dennis. “He would like to see you, Dennis.”


  “Me?” he asked, setting his coffee on the side table.


  “Yes, he’s not happy after needing my help to change his clothes.”


  “Did he say what he wanted to speak about?”


  Betty shook her head and disappeared to the kitchen. Dennis stood outside the doorway. He heard Harold breathing heavily, sickly.


  “Come in here, son,” his grandfather said. He must have felt Dennis’s presence outside the door. “Don’t hide from me. Nothing to fear,” he said. His laughter sounded deathly.


  Dennis secretly wanted him to die and disappear or get better. He hated seeing Harold like that. Every image that Dennis had of his pawpaw was strong and manly. The owner of a steel plant. Harold was the reason Dennis had gotten into construction. Dennis sat in the chair by Harold’s bed. “How are you doing?” he asked.


  The dark laughter again. “Oh, I’ve been better. You have eyes, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” Dennis said. He stared at his intertwined hands in his lap. “What did you want to talk about?”


  “Why you don’t have a woman. You’re twenty-eight years old, and I wanted to see you get married before I ended up like this. You need a woman, Dennis. What kind of man doesn’t have a woman to look after him?”


  “I can look after myself,” Dennis said.


  “Well, that may be true. But you cannot look after yourself, your construction business, and my businesses. That’s too much to handle. You need a woman at home to cook, wash your clothes, and do everything you wouldn’t have time for.”


  Dennis’s knuckles cracked. His heart fell to the pits of his stomach. “What are you saying, grandpa?”


  “I wanted to leave my company to you, Dennis, but I’m worried you would run it into the ground. You have too much to do already.”


  Shaking his head, Dennis said “No, that’s not true. You can trust me.” Dennis was a man gripping onto his last lifeline. Harold held all the cards in his hand. “You promised me those yards.” He pushed a hand through his red hair. Dennis could feel the intensity in his green eyes, staring at his grandfather; a betrayer of promises.


  “Promises change. You promised me you would find a lovely woman to marry. Remember, you were twelve, and we were on that fishing trip. You said by twenty-five you would have had one. Where are you now? You don’t even have a girlfriend.”


  “Sure I do. I just don’t bring her around this crazy family.”


  “I need to know your woman will love and support this family, Dennis. And don’t play with me. Those women you have are nothing more than a tickle for the night,” Harold said. He coughed. And coughed more until Betty came running in, trying to press a glass of water to her father’s lips. He waved his hand at her once the coughs ceased. “I have a couple months left, hopefully more if things go well. Find a woman, Dennis, and the yards are yours.”


  “What? You can’t expect me to find a wife in a few weeks,” Dennis countered.


  “There are plenty of lovely women out there looking for a husband like you. You’re a manly man. There’s no reason you shouldn’t have a woman unless you’re one of those fags.”


  “Dad,” Betty said in a low voice.


  Dennis wasn’t gay. He might have been somewhere on the spectrum of bisexual. Things happened in college that he preferred not to remember. But he always had sex with women. Tons of them. “Fine, I’ll get a ring on someone’s finger,” Dennis said. He stormed out the room.


  “Go get ‘er,” Harold called, then fell into a coughing fit. Betty helped him. Dennis left the house and sped back to the city.


   


  ♦


   


  Joseph Taylor’s computer screen shined in his face. He had plans to finish before his meeting the following morning, but he couldn’t concentrate. His hand drifted into the gap between his thigh and basketball shorts more times than he could count. He put two fingers over the head and squeezed. Joseph moaned to himself. There weren’t any roommates in his place. He lived alone. Nobody to judge his masturbation habits. Every time he drew more than a few lines on his plan, his left hand moved to his dick.


  Working as an architect had its rewards. Joseph didn’t mind his salary now that he had a full license. People came to him from all over the country looking for designs. Sometimes there were too many to create, but he had a team behind him to make the impossible happen.


  Joseph’s phone vibrated. It was behind him, out of sight, but the sound was a relief. The bell ringing after school.


  Dennis: I need a favor from you. Can you meet me for happy hour?


  Dennis wasn’t someone that normally texted him. They got together for games, beers; always in a group. Dennis had built a few of Joseph’s buildings in the city. He was a fantastic contractor, but after a few he could turn into a loud, obnoxious asshole. Friends could do that. Joseph didn’t hold it against Dennis.


  Joseph: What do you need? You’re an asshole when you drink. Not playing darts again.


  No need to remember the time Dennis destroyed Joseph in six consecutive games of darts. Dennis brought it up every time they got together. Joseph could do without the antics today. His phone vibrated again. His erection had disappeared, and the plans looked even less appealing with a drink fresh on his mind. A cold whiskey with condensation running down the sides.


  Dennis: Just meet me, please. I don’t know who else to ask.


  Joseph: Fine. Logan’s at six. You’re buying.


  Dennis: K.


  Joseph didn’t know what Dennis might want, but he didn’t have a good feeling. Dennis had plenty of friends. People he liked more than ‘skinny’, ‘meek’ Joseph. He had heard the guys talking shit about him one day. They all went to the gym. Dennis built houses with his hands. He spent his days on job sites. Joseph sat in the office and made plans. He didn’t do a single push-up during the week. Sometimes he would go for a run; once every few months. Not enough to make him look like Dennis or the other guys.


  Whatever Dennis wanted, Joseph would probably tell him ‘no’. A free drink was a free drink. Joseph forced himself to concentrate on his work until he had to leave to meet Dennis.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis stepped into Logan’s; a small pub in the outskirts of Chicago. He had gotten stuck in traffic. Joseph sat at the bar with a whiskey on the rocks. Dennis wiped the front of his face. He couldn’t believe himself. His idea. It was ludicrous. Joseph hadn’t seen him yet, and he thought of leaving.


  “Can I help you?” the host said. He was young, buff. Nothing like Joseph.


  Dennis swayed in his spot, “I’m not sure. Shit, I don’t even know what I’m doing here.”


  Joseph spotted him as Dennis tried to leave, “Dennis, what are you doing? You called me here. You better not leave.”


  Cursing under his breath, Dennis turned around. He waved at Joseph. The host raised his eyebrow at Dennis, “you all right, man?” he asked.


  “Yeah. Don’t get older, life just gets complicated.”


  “Noted,” the man said and went back to organizing the menus.


  There was no going back for Dennis. He went to the bar, hating himself for even coming up with this plan. It was stupid. If he failed, and word got out to his friends… he was a dead man walking. Joseph held up his whiskey and put out his other hand for a handshake, “what’s happening, Dennis? Why did you text me out the blue?”


  Dennis pulled out a stool and ordered a screwdriver before he spoke. He needed some Vitamin C. Energy to break their hearts. “You will hate me,” Dennis said.


  “More than I already do?” Joseph laughed. He didn’t hate Dennis, but the cryptic language got under his skin. “What going on with you, Dennis? You’re acting very strange.”


  “You know about my grandfather?” Dennis asked.


  Joseph cast his eyes toward the ground. “Yeah, man. How is Mr. Lake doing? He’s a great man. It’s horrible what he’s going through.”


  “Yeah, yeah. Horrible,” Dennis said. His voice too sarcastic. Joseph took a long look at Dennis, judgment clear on his face. “Sorry, I’m not trying to sound like an asshole.”


  “But you are…”


  “Joseph, you don’t know that man like I do. He’s a monster sometimes.”


  Dennis stared into Joseph’s eyes, but Joseph looked away. He stared at the posters decorating the wall. “Every family has skeletons, but you shouldn’t talk about a dying man like that. He’s your family, Dennis.”


  The bartender brought over Dennis’s screwdriver. He ate the orange from the rim and thought over his words. He wasn’t starting this conversation on the right leg. “Joseph, you’ve been my friend for a few years now.”


  “Sure, we hang out sometimes. Have good chats. What’s your point, man? I have work to do.”


  “You probably make a good salary, but I’m willing to offer you a lot if you help me. At least a couple million worth of assets paid over a ten-to-twenty-year period. I haven’t worked out the details yet, but—”


  “Stop, Dennis. What are you talking about? This is ridiculous. I’m not interested in dark, dirty money. Whatever scam you’re trying to suck me into, you can keep it.”


  Dennis slammed his screwdriver and ordered another one. He really didn’t know how to tell Joseph he wanted to make him his wife to earn Harold’s inheritance. Dennis wasn’t even sure it would work, but there was no way he would find a woman in two weeks. And commit to her forever? Till death do them part? No way. With Joseph it could be nothing more than a contract. A business plan.


  “I need your help to get my inheritance. I’ll split it with you. Well, thirty percent for you. Seventy for me.”


  “What are you planning? We rob a bank and change his will? They have digital copies of everything nowadays.”


  “No, not that. Something a little more complicated.”


  “What’s more complicated than robbing a bank?” Joseph asked. He was clearly annoyed with Dennis’s inquiry, but Dennis had to press forward. The words were on the tip of his tongue. “Dennis, spit it out. You’re pissing me off.”


  “I want to make you my wife,” Dennis said. And there they were. The words had left his mouth and entered the world. That was clear from the expression on Joseph’s face.


  “What the fuck, dude? I’m not a fag,” he said.


  “I would do it myself if I could!” Dennis said.


  “But me another drink and shut up for five minutes.”


  The bartender brought over another whiskey for Joseph. He still couldn’t believe what Dennis had proposed. Become his wife? Had Dennis lost his mind? Joseph dated women exclusively. He didn’t have a problem with gay guys, but that wasn’t him. And it was even less likely to see him wearing some dress. Feminine anything. Nope, not Joseph. He downed that whiskey and ordered another one. Dennis sat there, running his finger around the rim of the glass.


  “What are you thinking, Joseph?”


  “Is this because of my body frame?”


  Dennis nodded. He realized how crazy his idea had been now that it was out in the air. “Look man, you don’t have to do it if you aren’t comfortable. I thought you might like to share the money I earn, though.”


  “Where is all this coming from, Dennis? I’m not saying yes. But why do you need me to pretend to be your wife? Isn’t that a little extreme? Plus, you’re a handsome guy. You could find a woman.”


  Dennis agreed with everything Joseph was saying. It was crazy, but he explained how his grandfather had given him an ultimatum. How he didn’t want to find a woman because she would want to have a real marriage, take half his money, maybe spend their life together. How he wanted to make a business transaction with Joseph. Nothing more. Joseph could earn a true passive income with no strings attached once his grandfather died and Dennis got in control of the company.


  “I don’t know. I don’t think I can pull off acting like a woman.”


  “You don’t have to do it. I was crazy to ask, but I’m desperate, man. My grandfather had promised me that those yards if I went into construction. Since I was young.”


  Joseph shook his head. “Why did he change his mind? Did he say?”


  “He doesn’t think I’ll be able to handle running the yards and keeping a marriage together.”


  “Makes sense.”


  Dennis punched Joseph’s shoulder lightly. “You’re taking his side now?”


  “No, no. Not at all, but Dennis. You have to admit he has a point. A stay-at-home spouse would do a lot of things to make your day easier. Did he always have someone to help him?”


  “Yeah, my grandmother. She passed away a few years ago. My dad’s parents are both still alive, but my mom is about to lose her second. I’m sad for him, I really am. But for him to betray me like that. Take away something he had promised for so long. I can’t believe it.”


  “I’ll think about it. Thinking about becoming a woman, even for a minute, has me hesitant about the whole thing, but I won’t say no. There’s a lot of money on the line, isn’t there?”


  “Yes, his businesses are worth millions. Consider it.”


  “That’s what I’m doing,” Joseph said. He slid out his bar stool and stood. “You got these drinks, right hubby?” Joseph asked with a wink.


  “Yeah, get out of here,” Dennis said. Joseph’s comment embarrassed him. A man, his straight friend, calling him hubby. Brought back those suppressed memories of his college days.


   


  ♦


   


  His wife? Joseph couldn’t believe it. Wearing a dress, speaking in a falsetto, wearing high heels. Joseph pictured himself doing those things, but it seemed like a remote possibility. Something that would only happen to him in a dream; not the real world. But half of Mr. Lake’s company was a lot of money. Thirty percent of it was too, but Joseph had leverage over Dennis. He could ask for more. 


  Transforming one’s gender wasn’t a walk through the park. He would have to learn, to act, to stay in character. If Mr. Lake discovered Joseph was a man dressed as a woman, there would be dire consequences for Dennis. He would probably lose more than if he had stayed single, but Joseph understood Dennis’s concern about finding a real woman. They could latch on and never let go, especially if he found a gold digger. What other kind of woman would want to marry with such short notice? A crazy one? Nobody Dennis would want to spend his life with from what Joseph had gathered at happy hour.


  Joseph had picked a bar close to his apartment, so he didn’t have to drive drunk. And those three whiskeys were thick in his blood. He felt them with each step, but he wasn’t far from home. Every woman Joseph passed, he imagined himself taking her place. Wearing her clothes. To even consider it rattled Joseph’s mind. Was it worth Mr. Lake’s estate? Entertaining a fake marriage with the general contractor. The construction guy with big muscles.


  Stepping into his building, Joseph checked his mail. Nothing there. A beautiful woman walked past him. She stepped into the elevator. The doors closed before Joseph could reach it. She winked at him, wearing a red dress that hugged her curves. High heels. Joseph could never match such beauty. He would look like a man in a dress. Clumsy, disastrous. He had hair on his legs. That woman was smoother than an apple. Shiny. Elegant. Succulent. Delicious. Joseph would have gotten to his knees and done anything she asked.


  At that picture, an idea came to Joseph’s mind. Who said the agreement with Dennis had to be anything conventional? Joseph had all the cards in his hand. Dennis was nothing without him. Unless he found a woman, but Dennis seemed prepared to ditch the yards if it meant marrying a strange woman.


  Joseph had to wait for the elevator to return before he could go up to his apartment. Running from the elevator, he flew to his door and then the couch. 


  He opened his computer and searched his favorite site. Dropping his pants to the ground, Joseph wrapped a hand around his hand dick. A chick with a dick stood above a hunky guy getting her dick sucked. Joseph wondered how much Dennis wanted these yards. How far he would Dennis go to get them? Sure, Joseph would prefer a woman like the one from the elevator, but head was head. He could close his eyes. Pretend he wasn’t wearing a dress. Pretend that it was a female beneath him and not Dennis.


  Watching this video turned Joseph on more than he had expected. The woman was aggressive. She gripped the hunk’s head and plowed her dick deep into his throat. She didn’t hold back; not at all. And he took every inch she offered. Precum leaked from Joseph’s dick. He used it to stroke, causing him to shiver from pleasure.


  The woman in the video turned and bent over a nearby table. She spread he cheeks and commanded that the hunk eat her ass. He did as she said. He questioned nothing. Not even when she told him to fuck her, bareback. He slid his uncovered dick deep into her ass. Joseph squeezed his ass together, and cum shot all over his keyboard. No control. Pure fantasy.


  Joseph didn’t really want to get fucked, but watching the woman stroke her dick while getting fucked did things to Joseph he wouldn’t have told a friend. His feelings were private. Collapsing into the chair, Joseph’s dick softened. He thought about cleaning up the cum, but his body was too relaxed. The video too sexy. He waited until his couple on the screen came to get up and do anything.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


   


  A few days had passed, and Dennis had heard nothing from Joseph. His grandfather was doing worse with each passing day. He hated to see his idol weak. The man he had found so strong his entire life. Much stronger than his father, who was a lawyer. His father was always looking over papers; not using his hands like Harold. But Dennis needed the businesses. The yards had his name on them.


  Betty, Dennis’s mother, took a seat to his right. “Your grandfather signed the yards over to me today,” she said. Dennis seethed through clenched teeth. “Don’t act so dramatic, dear. We will sign them over to you the moment you find a respectable woman. My father is right. You need someone by your side to help you.”


  Dennis didn’t know where the words came from. They were vomit leaving his mouth, “well, I have a woman, mother. She’s fantastic.”


  “Oh, so when can we meet her? You’re prepared to marry this woman?”


  “If that’s what it takes to get grandpa’s businesses. He promised.”


  “Well, when I was young, my father promised me a car once. But guess what happened?”


  “You didn’t get the car?”


  “That’s right. I had to go out and find a job and let me tell you. That wasn’t the easiest when I was young. Babysitting, the cafe, the bookstore. I didn’t have many options, but I worked and worked until I got that car. My dad couldn’t believe it the day I drove home with that car. I hadn’t even told him I was buying it. He was so proud that day. His smile,” Betty said. She wiped a tear from her eye. “My point is, Dennis, if you want yards so bad, why not start your own?”


  “We already have the Lake yards in the family. There’s no reason to do all that work when it exists.”


  “True, but I don’t see my father budging on this unless you present him with a woman, wearing a ring, soon. He’s getting worse by the day.”


  “I know, mom. That’s why I have to leave,” Dennis said. He kissed her on the cheek and rushed out the door. He had to get back to the city. There wasn’t too much traffic on his drive from Foss to Chicago. Dennis threw his car into park and rushed into Joseph’s building. He didn’t have a guard at the door which Dennis liked. Just an elevator going to Joseph’s floor.


  Dennis banged on the door. Joseph threw it open, “stop sounding like the police. What’s up?” he asked, smirking.


  Dennis dropped to his knees and clasped his hands together, “please, Joseph. I need this. You have to do this.”


  “Fifty percent,” Joseph said.


  “What?” Dennis asked. His voice cracked. He hadn’t expected Joseph to ask for more.


  “You need me, and I want more. Fifty percent.”


  “Forty,” Dennis countered.


  “Fine, forty. I’ll do it.”


  Dennis jumped to his feet and rammed Joseph, wrapping his arm’s around Joseph’s small body. Joseph offered Dennis a drink. Whiskey on the rocks. Dennis sat on Joseph’s couch, reveling. Now he only had to complete a few more steps before the materials were his, and he could take over Chicago. He hoped the doctors could help his grandfather, but it wasn’t fair that he became excluded from the will. Dennis had to change that with a sham marriage.


  “So, how are we going to do it?” Dennis asked. He hadn’t thought how Joseph would turn himself into a woman. Joseph smiled at Dennis, taking a sip from the whiskey. “What, dude?” Dennis asked.


  “I have a few gay friends, and they put me in contact with Crystal Ice.”


  “Crystal Ice? Who is that?”


  “One of Chicago’s top drag queens. She’s going to teach me everything I need to know about becoming a woman.”


  Dennis threw up his hands. He pulled Joseph close and kissed him on the cheek. Joseph’s pale cheeks reddened. Dennis ran a hand through his red hair. They sat there in silence, drinking their whiskeys and staring at each other. The reality of their future heavy on each of their minds.


   


  ♦


   


  Joseph took the train from his place to Crystal Ice’s. He had looked her up on the internet. She had a huge social media presence. Her weekends included clubs, bars, and anywhere else she could sing. Joseph had watched video after video of the drag queen. She was amazing. Joseph could hardly tell she was a man. If she had spoken in a higher voice, Joseph wouldn’t have known at all. The train arrived in her neighborhood. Joseph pulled his jacket close across his chest and admired the colorful leaves. They had been changing more with each passing day.


  Climbing the stairs to the third floor, Joseph knocked on the door. A young man wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt opened the door. Blonde hair, blue eyes. Fresh, tight skin that didn’t have a single blemish. They stepped inside the apartment. The man’s thin muscles flexed as he reached into his cabinet. “Would you like any water? We have a lot to cover today.”


  Joseph, using Dennis’s money, had paid a couple hundred for lessons from Crystal Ice. This young man. “Uh, sure,” Joseph said. He took the water but was standing in a bright spotlight looking at her. Unable to see what was there. A blurred reality. Joseph took the glass and said, “I thought you would wear a dress. Or something.” Joseph bit his lip, wishing he could take back the words.


  Crystal Ice laughed, “my name is Paul. Crystal Ice is my alter ego. I will show you how I transform into her. How I become one with her personality. Why are you seeking these lessons again?”


  Joseph explained how he had to become a girl for inheritance money. Crystal liked it. The ambition, the gull that he and Dennis had to deceive his family for money. She would have done it too, she told him. “You came to the right place, Jo. That should be your name. Short and sweet. Easy to remember. You like it, Jo?”


  “Sounds good. But what about Crystal Ice? How did that come about?”


  Crystal smirked, “you know how cold and icy it can get in Chicago, right?”


  “Obviously. Not ready for it this year.”


  “Let’s enjoy the fall while it lasts. Anyway, when I was young I had a long, white dress I stole from one of the neighborhood girls. I had loved that dress so much. More than I loved my siblings, maybe. It represented so much for me. Freedom,” Crystal said. Her eyes were diamonds, shining with a happy memory. “At first, my mother didn’t know about the dress, but then one she caught me outside in winter twirling around the ice calling myself an Ice Queen. And I always liked the name Crystal. It reminded me of girls that liked to have fun,” he said, giggling.


  Joseph laughed with him. Staring at Crystal dressed as Paul, it was easy to see the woman in him. The female hiding just beneath the surface. His apartment. It was feminine, yet masculine. Caught somewhere between the two.


  “Are you ready for your lesson, Jo? You will be an amazing female. I can see why your friend asked you. Look at these thin arms, plump ass, and small frame. All you need is a little padding and makeup. You’ll make an amazing female.”


  Joseph frowned, “thanks. Never realized I was so female-like. You said it twice.”


  “Oh, honey. Don’t worry. You know how many queens would kill for your body? Just need to do some toning up here,” Crystal said and slapped Joseph’s soft tummy, “and you’ll be one hot bitch. Get some squats in to tighten up that ass too. Mm. I would eat you,” she said.


  Joseph wanted to learn. Females got tons of attention. That could become his future if he learned what Crystal Ice knew. He thought of this young man next to him as a beautiful woman, waiting to transform like a duck to a swan. “Show me the ropes.”


  Crystal assessed Joseph’s size one more time and then disappeared to her bedroom. She returned with two bags of makeup, a razor, two dresses, and various other things Joseph couldn’t see. Crystal went to fill a bowl of hot water in the kitchen.


  “First thing is first,” she said and retrieved clippers. “We need to get rid of any unnecessary body hair.”


  They spent the next thirty minutes with Joseph naked in the living room while Crystal trimmed his hair and then shaved it clean. He was hairless, feminine, and ready for the next step. Crystal clapped her hands together, “this is my favorite part. The makeup. Rub this lotion all over your body. Here, use this moisturizer for your face, so you don’t break out in red bumps,” she said, clapping her hands again. She placed two small stand-up mirrors in front of them. She placed makeup in a semicircle around the mirrors.


  Joseph finished lathering his body in lotion. Crystal undressed down to her panties. Her dick tucked between her thighs. “Will I have to tuck my dick?” Joseph stuttered.


  “It will look better if you do. Nobody wants to see a woman with a bulge.”


  “True, that would look weird. Does it hurt?”


  “Only sometimes, but mostly I don’t feel it. Especially after the first couple times. It’s worth every bit of pain to live as Crystal Ice. It had been my dream for years, and now it’s come true. I’m the luckiest girl I know.”


  “But I don’t know that I will ever feel like a woman,” Joseph said. He sat with his calves tucked under his thighs, staring at himself in the mirror.


  “How much money are you supposed to get?”


  “A lot, but how long will this act last?”


  “What if it lasts a lifetime?” Crystal asked.


  Joseph about fainted. He would never want to stay as ‘Jo’ for a lifetime. “Are you crazy? That would never happen.”


  “Never say never, Jo. Let’s start with the undergarments. That might make you feel more feminine.” Crystal reached into her bag and pulled out two bras and an extra set of panties. She had Jo stand. His soft dick hung over his balls. Crystal touched it lightly, which sent a jolt through Jo’s body. But seeing ‘Paul’ didn’t turn Joseph on like it would have a woman, or Crystal transformed, touching his dick. “I get these bras custom made. They’re amazing. No stuffing required. I found this drag queen online who makes and sells them any size and any flesh tone you want.”


  “That’s fantastic,” Joseph said. He held up the bra, stuffed and extended. He checked the label, and it was a D-cup. “You want me to wear these knockers?”


  “Yes,” Crystal said, her voice serious. “You’re paying me to show you the ropes. These are the ropes, friend. Put on the bra.”


  Joseph hiked it up his shoulders, but he couldn’t latch the back. Crystal, already wearing her bra, helped Joseph from behind. She watched him in the mirror. Their eyes lustful and curious. Joseph’s eyes moved to the bra covering his chest. He couldn’t believe how different he looked already with the large breasts lurching out from his body. If they were under a dress of some woman, Joseph wouldn’t have been able to look away. He would have the perkier breasts than other women. He realized he didn’t know how women spoke to each other.


  “How will I know what to say? I don’t talk like a woman.”


  “You might need another coach for that, but women speak with their hearts. Tell them you got a boob job if they’re hating on you. You will know what to say when the situation arises.”


  “I guess.”


  “Time for the tucking. Stand up,” Crystal said. She pulled Jo to his feet. Paul was looking more like Crystal Ice with the breasts and tucked dick, invisible through her panties. Crystal showed Jo how to tuck his dick and keep it in place. He wore panties for the first time in his life. Dennis might have to change that forty to fifty percent. Joseph felt ridiculous, but a small part of him loved it. A tiny, fractional part of him buried deep beneath the rest.


  Crystal took her time explaining each item of makeup and its purpose to Joseph. He had never worn makeup before, but there was a first time for everything. He had to remind himself about the money at each step, but was it really about the money? Would a manly man go through with this for any amount of money? How ridiculous was Joseph to be putting concealer over his blemishes? Or running foundation over his cheeks? Eyeliner in his eyes. He couldn’t believe what was happening to his face as Crystal coached him through basic makeup application.


  “Time for the dress,” she said. Joseph touched his face. Crystal had taught him how to round out his cheeks and cut down on the masculine lines. He looked positively feminine. Crystal slapped his hand from his face when she saw him. “Don’t ruin your work. I know it feels thick and weird the first time, but you’ll get used to it. Soon, you’ll feel naked without it.”


  Joseph touched his tucked dick. The squishy base of it, wondering when he would get to use it again. “Do you ever fuck guys or girls?”


  “Oh yeah, all the time. I’m mostly a top. Guys love getting fucked by us, trust me.”


  Joseph thought about his dynamic with Dennis. If it came down to it, he wanted to dominate his friend. Crystal instructed Joseph to raise his arms, free of hair in the pits, and pulled the dress down his body. It hugged Joseph’s curves in a way he hadn’t imagined possible. The dress brought out his thick hips, which weren’t overly masculine. His thin body, with a little bulge, had a bit of an hourglass shape to it.


  Trying out a falsetto, Jo asked, “how do I look?”


  “Amazing,” Crystal said. She had put on her dress too. Her hair was already long, beautiful. She looked nothing like ‘Paul’. She was Crystal Ice.


  Joseph touched his head, “my hair gives me away.”


  “That’s what wigs are for until you can grow it out,” she said. Crystal ran off to her room and came back with a wig for Jo.


  Jo put it on and gasped. She didn’t recognize herself. She was a woman, Jo, and ready to take on the world. “I’m beautiful. Oh, thank you Crystal Ice.”


  “Call me Crystal, babe,” she said and smacked Jo on the ass. “Go get em tiger.”


  Jo turned to the door but paused. She had never gone in public as a woman. Her heart palpitated in her chest. She could have dropped and died right there. “I can’t go out there.”


  “Of course you can, sexy,” Crystal said and pushed Jo out to the hallway. She threw Jo’s things out behind her and closed the door. “Love you lady, text me and let me know how it goes, Jo. Text me if you need tips.”


  Jo went to the window at the end of the hall, staring out to the city below her. She could do it. It was only one metro ride. A quick shot on the train. Nobody would even know she was a man dressed as a woman.


   


  ♦


   


  Jo leaned over her bathroom sink, thinning her eyebrows. She had watched more videos than she could count on how to transform her face, do makeup, tweeze eyebrows, and more feminine things. She was especially curious on how to grow her hair faster. She hated the short length and imagined a future where she had long, flowing hair. The longer she stared at herself as Jo, the more she forgot Joseph. The architect. The man Jo was leaving behind. She shook off the thought. She could do her job without going to the office, dressing as that ugly, forgettable man.


  Jo turned heads. She had felt it on the ‘L’. The way people looked at her. Eyes glued to her ass. She had already looked up workout apps and videos to combat the excess pudge in her stomach. Joseph never got the attention Jo did, and it was only the first day.


  Jo: How do I hide my Adam’s apple?


  She went back to her eyebrows until Crystal replied a few minutes later.


  Crystal: You can wear a scarf. Clothing with a higher collar. I had mine shaved down, but you’d have to be committed for that.


  Jo touched her Adam’s apple, wondering what the surgery would be like. She wasn’t ready for that, but a growing part of her never wanted to live as Joseph again. She had confidence she didn’t have as a man. Maybe it was the dress or the heels she was trying to learn to walk in. Jo struggled around the house in her size nine heels, but she was getting the hang of it with each passing step.


  Dennis wouldn’t recognize her when they met for dinner. Jo went to her closest, but she didn’t have an appropriate scarf. She needed something thin, light.


  Jo: Thanks for the tip, babe. Going on a date tonight as Jo.


  Crystal: Yay!! Good luck! :-)


  Jo held her phone to her chest. She had practiced her falsetto all day. Breaking her character wasn’t an option until they secured the money. Jo stood in her closest, wondering where she should shop for a scarf and thinking about work. She typed an email to her team that she would have to work remotely the next few weeks. Family emergency. Jo doubted they would ask too many questions. There would be a silent celebration that the boss wasn’t cramping the mood. Jo knew how it went when she wasn’t there. Or Joseph. How would they react when they met Jo? That was a question for another day.


  Jo couldn’t let work distract her from the goal. She messaged Dennis.


  Jo: We’re meeting at the Italian place?


  Dennis: Yep, meet me there at seven. Day is running late on the site, and we have to finish before winter comes.


  Jo: See you then, ;-)


  Jo watched another video on eyeshadow. She would pick up a scarf that matched her blue dress. She was thinking silver, based on the suggestion from the video. After applying the last touch of makeup, Jo felt beautiful. Fresh and renewed. Nobody could stop her from living life to the fullest now that she had felt what it was like on the other side. She grabbed her bag and left for the store after lounging for an hour, admiring her new look.


  Once she had wrapped the scarf around her neck, Jo felt alive. Nobody could tell that she had an Adam’s apple. The red and blue scarf hid it with ease. She skipped from there to the restaurant, and men looked. One ‘accidentally’ touched her ass on the bus. It was much too strong of a grab to have been an accident. She fluttered her eyes at him and turned the other way, blushing.


  She wondered what Dennis would think when she got off the bus. His old friend, feminized.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis almost didn’t recognize Jo when she walked into the restaurant. The blue dress hugged her hips. The scarf wrapped around her neck like a stewardess. Her huge breasts turned her body into an hourglass figure. Dennis could have watched her walk all day. He would have dropped to his knees for this woman. But then, Dennis saw it, in her eyes. That woman was Joseph.


  “Hello,” she said. Her voice only slightly masculine. More husky like she smoked cigarettes. It was convincing enough. “I’m Jo, you must be Dennis?”


  Jo. The name rang in Dennis’s ears. “Thanks for joining me, Jo. You look stunning.”


  “The pleasure is mine, Dennis. I had some help with the look. Do you like it?” she asked. Her voice a little slutty. If Dennis hadn’t known better, he would have wanted to take this woman home. Put her on her knees and see how far she could swallow his cock. But it wasn’t just anyone. It was his friend, Joseph. This beautiful woman had a dick. Dennis couldn’t wrap his mind around it. He wasn’t sure what he had gotten himself into with this plan now that they were sitting at the table. Dennis attracted to ‘Jo’. “Should we order a bottle of wine, Mr. Can’t Speak?”


  “Yes, wine. I need some of that.”


  “You’re hilarious. Let me remind you that this was your idea, not mine. But I must say. I love the way men and some women look at me. I’m jewelry that they can’t afford.”


  Dennis’s mouth felt dry. He chugged water to no effect. Looking at Jo was like watching a model. Dennis had never expected Joseph to turn out this feminine. This ladylike. Dennis wished to put his hands on her, having to remind himself that the person in front of him had a penis.


  “Cheers,” Jo said. She held up her glass of wine the waiter had just poured them.


  “To the inheritance!” Dennis said.


  “You’re going to hell if you keep talking like that,” she said. Jo’s voice got better with each passing sentence. She was working the part, much to Dennis’s demise.


  “I know, but he was wrong for taking it from me.”


  Jo twirled her wineglass. The wine almost flew from the rim. They laughed together. It was easy. Nothing like a real first date. They were two thieves on a mission, bonded by a secret. But nobody paid them any attention. They were invisible to all the other patrons. Just another couple on a date.


  “You can’t blame your grandfather for caring about his legacy. His name is important around here. I’ve even heard of those yards out in Foss.”


  “Foss isn’t that far away from the city.”


  “Not that far away? It might as well be another country,” Jo said. She didn’t leave the city much. Unless a client demanded she visit a project. Hopefully that wouldn’t happen in the next few weeks because Jo was enjoying herself too much.


  And Dennis, he purposefully reached his foot across from under the table. He brushed it against Jo’s calf. They were in their own bubble, captivated by the night. Their circumstances.


  As Jo pushed through her fish, she asked, “are we crazy for doing this? I must admit that I love being Jo, but what about work?”


  “You can change. You don’t have to be Jo all the time.”


  “But going back and forth? That sounds exhausting. And I am enjoying myself,” Jo said. Her lips had turned purple from the red.


  “You’re enjoying yourself?” Dennis asked. He shifted in his seat. There was something predatory happening in Jo’s eyes. The room shifted around him. In and out. Hazy. He didn’t know if they should continue with his plan. Betty’s advice about buying his own yard rang in his mind. This woman across the table, his friend, they would have to spend a lot of time together if she met the parents. This was his chance to call if off and run because Jo had a hold on him. He wouldn’t be able to look at her dolled up like that, acting a part, and resist. There wasn’t a chance in the world.


  Jo’s foot moved around Dennis’s and snuck up his leg. She paused in his inner thigh, looking deep into his eyes. “You never answered my question, baby,” she said and pressed her foot into his dick. Dennis jumped in his chair. She giggled, “oh my, I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”


  “You are acting rather playful today,” Dennis said. Jo had lowered her foot, but something lingered in the thick air between them. An unspoken desire so deep they didn’t dare speak about it. Dennis slammed the rest of his wine and called the waiter over to bring more. Neither spoke as the server twisted the cork from the second bottle.


  “How far are we going to let this go, Dennis?” Jo asked when the server disappeared.


  Dennis swallowed another glass of wine. He grew horny as the wine settled in his stomach. He needed this woman across from him. The lines blurred. Memories of who Jo really was fading to the background. “Should we take this bottle of wine with us? I live close.”


  “I’m aware of where you live,” Jo said, covering her mouth. Feminine laughter filling their small bubble. “Let’s get out of here.”


  Jo stood and walked to the door, waiting for Dennis outside. He met up with her after paying the bill. He didn’t say a word about it. They walked down the sidewalk, not touching. Jo crossed her arms over her chest. Her heels popped against the pavement.


  “You’re wearing those shoes. Are they comfortable?”


  “They don’t bother me. Do you like them?” Jo asked. She walked a few paces in front of Dennis so he could admire her ass.


  “They do good things for your legs,” Dennis said. He admired Jo’s body more. The smooth legs under her tights. Her amble chest. “You did a lot for this to work.”


  “You should give me fifty percent, shouldn’t you?” she asked and clung to Dennis. There they were. Under a tree filled with fall colors. Dennis didn’t reply. He held Jo, standing a head above her. Annoyed people passed them on the sidewalk, but they didn’t see anyone but each other.


  Dennis held Jo by the small of her back. The smell of wine rolling off his breath. There was an easiness to the way he stood. He could have been holding any woman. Jo didn’t have a trace of masculinity. “Fifty percent? You think that’s fair, baby?”


  “Baby? Let’s get upstairs. I need a glass of wine,” Jo said.


  They walked the rest of the way quickly. Jo went to Dennis’s back porch when they got to the apartment. Dennis brought her a drink. They sat there, listening to the cars pass. The bus lowering around the corner. Sounds of the city. Dennis loved it. He never felt lonely with everything happening around him.


  Jo stood. Dennis wobbled in his chair, smiling at her. She pushed her knee into his thigh. Her hair fell over her shoulder into Dennis’s face. He gripped her sides. “Yeah,” he whispered. Jo bent down and brushed her lips against his. Dennis gripped the chair, trying to find balance. “What are you—?”


  Jo put her fingers to his lips. She kissed him again before backing up a few steps. She hiked up her skirt and lowered her panties, revealing a hard dick. “Suck it if you want your money.”


  “Me? Do what?” Dennis stuttered.


  “Don’t be afraid, baby. I want to know you’re serious. If you don’t want to suck my cock, I understand. I’ll just stop wanting to dress as a woman.” Dennis dropped to his knees. His hand raced for her dick. “Not so fast. Take it easy,” Jo said. She rubbed her thumb along Dennis’s bottom lip. She pulled it down and slid her dick into his mouth.


  Slowly, she pushed it to the back of Dennis’s throat. He gargled, trying to handle the entire length, struggling. Jo encouraged him and went deeper. Dennis did his best. Jo’s dick passed between his lips. It grew moister with each stroke.


  Jo pulled out and covered Dennis’s face with cum. Dennis pressed his thighs together to hide the wet spot in his jeans. Jo bent down and kissed his cum-covered lips. “I knew you could do it. And look, you even enjoyed it,” Jo said. She had noticed the large wet patch in Dennis’s pants before he tried to hide it.


  “Where are you going?” Dennis asked when Jo opened the door to the kitchen.


  “I’m leaving. I’ll see you later.”


  Before Dennis could ask Jo about how she would meet his family, she disappeared, leaving him with cum all over his face. He went to the bathroom to clean up and jacked off to release another load into the sink.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


   


  “I want to propose to her,” Dennis said to his sister, Cheryl. She lived in the city, and they got together sometimes. But unlike Dennis, Cheryl had become an artist. Their grandfather hated artists. She was also an event planner, but the familiar had focused on her desire to produce art: paintings, photography, sculptures sometimes. She was highly creative and successful, but they hated it for whatever reason. Harold Lake loved Cheryl, but he had always shown a distaste in her ‘career’ choice, even though she made the bulk of her money from event planning.


  Cheryl scoffed at Dennis. They were sitting on a park bench after stopping for pastries. “You don’t even know this woman. You’re only doing it for the money, and that disgusts me.”


  “Please understand Cheryl. I will make so much more with the yards in my name rather than mom’s. I’ll even build you an event space if you buy the land. Free of charge. You have my word,” Dennis said. He put out his hand to shake Cheryl’s.


  “Like your word means shit, brother,” she said and slapped away his hand.


  He ripped off a piece of his bread and threw it to the birds, “come on, you know I always do what I say.”


  “I know you do, but it’s crazy to me you’re even considering marriage just to appease the family. You’ve always been their little pawn. Going wherever they tell you, doing whatever they want.”


  “Is that so bad that I like to make everyone happy, Cheryl?”


  “I don’t know, brother. Is it? Why don’t you try to answer that question for yourself?”


  Dennis thought for a second, but he honestly just wanted to have his sister’s help without all the advice and judgment. “Look, Cheryl. I asked you here because I need your help.”


  Her eyes went wide, “oh no, Dennis. No, absolutely not. I don’t even know this woman.”


  “Please, I need your help, Cheryl. You have to plan a wedding for us.”


  “A wedding? You’ve lost your mind. All you see are dollar signs, Dennis. You need to see a psychologist about it. There’s something wrong with you.”


  “Sis, stop being such a bitch and just do your brother a favor. I will build you an event space if I get those materials,” he emphasized. “Glass walls, huge ceilings, separate rooms, a kitchen, whatever you want. Just do me this favor.”


  Cheryl recrossed her legs, “that’s a good offer. I just don’t want you coming around in a year whining about this woman.”


  “What does it matter to you who I whine about?”


  “Because I have to hear it. Mom and dad will complain to me about it, bro,” she said and tapped his chest. She hated when Dennis called her sis. It always made her ride up the hill on her high horse. “I want it in writing that I’ll receive an event space for my services.”


  “You’d take me to court?”


  “No, that’s why I want a contract so you can’t back out of it.”


  “So, that means you’re doing it for free, right?”


  “Ugh, text me a time to meet this woman. I have to leave,” Cheryl said and threw her last bite of muffin in Dennis’s face. She stood and took off toward her office. Dennis had to get to work too. He broke up the rest of his bread for the birds and disappeared in the opposite direction. He would have to warn Jo about Cheryl. She wasn’t clueless like their parents. Jo had to be extra careful around her to not blow their cover. Dennis’s heart beat faster as he walked. He didn’t know what he had gotten himself into.


   


  ♦


   


  Jo walked down the road to meet Dennis. All she had was an address that she hadn’t searched. She had gotten off the metro a few blocks back, and her heels were pinching her toes. But she saw a few men check her out as they drove past. She flipped her long, straight hair over her shoulder and switched her hips harder. After a few trial-and-error sessions with wigs, Jo had decided on a weave. Some woman Crystal Ice recommended did it for her. Every time a strand brushed Jo’s nose, she felt fabulous. She had gotten her nails done after her hair. Crystal Ice had met her at the salon, complimenting her new look.


  The men rubbernecked as their car sped along. Jo smiled to herself. Nobody knew the man that was hiding beneath. He was invisible, and Jo could live without him. She had powers that creature never had. The night on Dennis’s balcony rang in her mind. He had sat there on his knees like a puppy waiting for its master. Jo could become his master.


  Jo’s phone signaled that she had arrived at her destination. She looked up to discover an uneventful strip mall. Dennis was standing outside. He waved at her. She could see the surprise in his expression from across the parking lot. Jo took a deep breath in, lifted her shoulders, and crossed the pavement.


  “You look incredible,” Dennis said.


  “Tell me something I don’t know, baby,” she said. Her voice a perfect falsetto. She sounded hot. Throaty. Jo knew it too. She could see the reaction in Dennis’s face. “What are we doing here? This place is so drab. We’re so far from everything.”


  “I’ll drive us back,” he said.


  “You should have picked me up,” she countered.


  “It was really far out the way.”


  She raised her eyebrow and stomped her heel into the ground. “My feet hurt. Do you have any idea how tight these shoes are?”


  “No, dear. I don’t know.”


  “They fucking hurt, okay? What are we doing here, Dennis?” Jo asked, her voice exasperated.


  “A wine and painting class,” Dennis said in a cheerful voice.


  Jo lowered her eyes. “A wine and painting class? There better be a lot of wine.”


  They entered the building. A group of people, mixed ages, sat in a semicircle with one woman in the middle. Her easel placed in a spot everyone could see. Jo and Dennis sat at the end of the row. Jo shook her head at him. There was a big sign on each desk saying 2 glass limit per person.


  “I didn’t know.”


  Jo shrugged and pushed the frustration from her mind and paid more attention to the people with their eyes focused on her. Jetting in every direction when she caught them staring. There was a hunky man, much like Dennis, across the way. He licked his lips at Jo. She chuckled. Dennis asked what she was laughing at, but she shrugged her shoulders. Nothing was funny. The man had her hot. His wife or whoever she was didn’t notice once how they looked at each other through the class. She was too busy gossiping about a fellow soccer mom, easily drunk from the two glasses she drank.


  They finished their paintings. Dennis’s looked better than Jo’s, but she didn’t care.


  “Let’s get out of here,” she said. “I’m tired of this.” Dennis took her hand and helped her into his truck when they got outside. “Where to now?” Jo asked and took off her heels. She let out a sigh of relief.


  “It’s a surprise,” he said.


  “Oh, no. No more surprises.”


  “Just this one.” Dennis reached for Jo’s hand. They held their hands together as Dennis drove across the city. She didn’t know where he wanted to go, but she knew they were driving east. His muscular hand wrapped around hers. Her dick twitched beneath her panties, deep under her dress, begging to come out and play.


  They arrived at a secluded beach, far north of downtown. It was cold, but Dennis had an extra jacket for Jo. It was big on her body, but it felt right wearing Dennis’s clothing. She wondered how long it would take to wake up wearing his boxers. “What are we doing here?” Jo asked when Dennis helped her out the car. They were the only people on the beach. Dennis’s truck alone in the packing lot.


  Dennis walked her to the sand. They stood a few feet from the water. Dennis got down to one knee. “Oh, no,” Jo said and tried to pull Dennis to his feet.


  “We have to make this real, love. Will you marry me?” Dennis asked. He pulled a little box from inside his jacket pocket. The ring, oh, the ring shined. Glistened in the slightly gray day.


  “Do I have a choice?” Jo asked, putting out her hand.


  “Not really,” he said. They laughed, and just like that, Jo had a diamond ring.


   


  ♦


   


  Jo waited in a bakery for Dennis’s sister, Cheryl. Dennis was supposed to attend this meeting, but he told Jo that something came up at work. He couldn’t make it to Jo’s first meeting with Cheryl. Her heart raced. She knew nothing about Cheryl, but she probably had experience with drag queens. Most of Jo’s conversations were short, easy. But his would be her first true test, and Dennis had abandoned her. She wasn’t in the best state of mind as her eyes darted around the glass displays. Every time the doorbell rang, she jumped in her chair.


  A cake like those in the display cases would be hers soon. A real weeding. It was Cheryl’s job to plan the event. The entire situation was becoming too real. Watching macho Dennis with a cum-covered face was satisfying. Seeing the way men glanced at her, she loved that. But this acting, deceiving of a family, she couldn’t handle.


  The doorbell rang again, and this time, a woman who was undoubtedly Dennis’s sister walked through the door. They had a similar shaped head, eyes. Jo stood and tried for her highest voice yet, “you must be Dennis’s sister,” she said, her voice cracking. She patted her chest and drank a sip of water.


  “That’s me, Cheryl. You must be, Jo. The woman that wants to marry my brother,” she said. Cheryl’s eyes glazed over Jo’s body. She didn’t show much in her expression, but the way she looked sent a chill over Jo. She was fierce, powerful. Cheryl wasn’t someone that messed around. She was carrying a binder and threw it next to where Jo had placed her glass. Cheryl sat and crossed her legs, sending attitude in every direction. “Let’s cut to it.”


  “What do you mean?” Jo asked, in her throaty voice she had almost perfected. No sense in trying something new now. Not with this woman across from her with powerful, vigilant eyes.


  “Don’t play dumb. Are you a gold digger or what?”


  “Excuse me?”


  “You appear out of nowhere because Dennis wants his precious inheritance.”


  Jo sat there, her eyes wide. She didn’t have a word to say. She cursed Dennis for not coming to this meeting. If Jo had to meet with Cheryl often, she wasn’t sure the wedding would happen. This woman exuded venom. “Dennis asked me to marry him. Don’t you see this ring?” Jo asked, holding up her left hand. The diamond sparkled. Cheryl faked a gagging sound.


  “I hate my brother for doing this,” she said, more to herself than anything.


  “I can find another wedding planner if you don’t want to help,” Jo said. She sat straighter in her chair. She would not let this woman talk to her like this. It didn’t matter that Cheryl was Dennis’s sister. He should have been there to defend Jo. She had to look out for herself. “So, are you going to help or not?”


  “How do you even know Dennis? I checked his social media and saw no pictures of you. You just appeared out of nowhere.”


  “We have mutual friends. Things got heavy one night. You know what, Cheryl? I don’t have time for this harassment. If you don’t want to do your job, I’ll find someone else,” Jo said. She stood and flipped her hair over her shoulder. That was her new favorite move. Her heels clicked on the tile as she walked to the door.


  Cheryl ran to catch up with her. “There’s something about you, and I’ll find out.”


  “Whatever,” Jo said. She was beyond done with Cheryl. “Give me your card, and I’ll email you a mood board. No need spending my free time with a bitch.”


  “Oh, I’m the bitch? You’re the one dropping yourself into my family to dig for gold. You disgust me,” Cheryl said and spit at Jo’s feet.


  It took everything not to lose composure and jump across the sidewalk, but Jo had a part to play. She couldn’t afford to blow her cover. Jo took a deep breath and put out her hand, “your card, please.”


  Cheryl slapped a business card into Jo’s hand. Jo thanked her and walked the other way, sending a message to Dennis when she hit the corner.


  Jo: I’m never meeting with Cheryl without you again, asshole!


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


   


  Jo sat across from Dennis. They were eating takeout at his apartment. Jo had told Dennis that she didn’t want to eat out in public. There were too many people. She had felt distraught after her meeting with Cheryl. Dennis was trying to put the pieces back together. His sister loved to stick a wrench into his life, loosen the bolts, and watch everything fall apart.


  “You can’t let Cheryl get to you. You’ve already sent the mood board to her, haven’t you?”


  “Yes, but—”


  “No, don’t make excuses. We can do this. It’s one ceremony, and then I will get back in the will. Grandpa is having surgery in a couple weeks. They’re hopeful, but anything could happen. We have to secure this before my mom is in charge of things. She acts like she’ll happily hand over the properties, but she’ll have a lot more demands out of you than my grandfather.”


  Jo pushed her plate of rice a few inches across the table. “And how do you feel about me, Dennis?” she asked, leaning forward to touch his knee. “How does it make you feel when I touch you?”


  Dennis tensed in his chair. His shoulders raised higher. “I feel something when we touch.” Dennis placed his hand on top of hers.


  “What if we told our friends?”


  “The guys? Have you lost your mind?”


  “We have to tell them before the wedding. Everyone would suspect something if they didn’t show up,” Jo said. “I don’t want to go back to being Joseph. I’m planning a party at work to out myself.”


  Dennis knew she had a point, but the reality was becoming too much for Dennis. What would his friends say if they found out the truth? Even if they knew it had been for an inheritance, they would judge Joseph for changing to Jo and Dennis for liking it. Because that was happening to him. Every time they hung out, Dennis wanted Jo more. She was so easy-going like one of the guys but also one of the sexiest women he had ever seen. He loved the new hair. The nails. Everything she was doing to play the part.


  “Maybe we can do the party on the same day. We can do them together.”


  “Sometime next week?”


  “Sure. When should we make the wedding? We need to come up with a story for our friends.”


  “Let’s tell them I used to dress drag secretly, and you mistakenly took me home one night. Maybe a year ago? But now we’re into it. They’ll understand why we kept it a secret,” Jo said. She looked so sure. After such little time as Jo, she had transformed. She did seemed happier, more lively. Jo commanded attention in a way Joseph never could. He was always seen as the ‘weak’ one in the group. But as a female, Jo was sexy. Thick. Plump from the back.


  “And the wedding?”


  “After your grandfather’s surgery? Ask your mom how long he needs to recover. We can do it a couple weeks after that, which would be in about a month?”


  “Okay,” Dennis said. He pulled out his phone and typed a message. “We’ll plan around then. I’m meeting with Cheryl to plan everything. Anything you want to add to your mood board?”


  “I don’t care, Dennis. I just want to get through the wedding without your family discovering who I am. We have to tell everyone that knows the truth to hide it from your parents. I’m Jo. Joseph is dead.”


  “Are you sure about this? I feel like I owe you.”


  “Yeah, you do, forty percent of your profits.”


  “That’s a lot of money.”


  “You still have time to find a girl the traditional way,” Jo said.


  But Dennis didn’t want that. He pictured himself trying to find someone else, but nobody came to mind. Jo kept flashing behind his eyes. “I want you.”


  Jo laughed, “you’re sweet. But how long can this last?”


  “As long as we want it to, Jo. This can be about more than money. It can be about love.”


  “You’re ridiculous, Dennis. You and I both know this is only about the money,” she said.


  Dennis pointed to the door, “what you did out there the other day. I enjoyed that. We should do it again.”


  “Right here in the kitchen?”


  “Maybe not right here, but I want you again. Let’s make this work.”


  “How about we try getting through telling our friends and the wedding first?” Jo asked. She bent down and kissed Dennis on the cheek. She was standing to leave. Another minute in his apartment, and her hard dick would have popped from her panties. The way Dennis talked to her. She couldn’t imagine a future without trusting Dennis a little more. Jo knew how he was with women. There was always a different woman on his arm when they went to parties before; a taste for the night.


  Dennis walked Jo to the door. He stopped her before she got too far and kissed her. “I’ll let you know how it goes with Cheryl. We’ll make this happen, Jo,” he said, kissing her again. He couldn’t stop himself from touching the outline of her bulge. “Can’t wait to get another taste of this.”


  “You’ll have to wait on that,” she said and disappeared down the hall.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis reviewed Cheryl’s binder a few days later in her office. They had texted a few times, but he had no idea how Cheryl would act. He hadn’t seen her since before the meeting she had with Jo. Dennis preferred one meeting to hammer out all the details and just leave it to Cheryl. They didn’t care too much about the details. Keeping the secret from his parents was more important for Dennis than picking between chocolate or vanilla; or choosing a color for napkins.


  Cheryl returned from the bathroom, “what do you think, bro?”


  “Everything looks great, sis,” he said. They both hated the pet names but said them for that very reason. “Are these the colors Jo sent?” There was a lot of silver and blue. Closer to a cobalt than anything. Striking.


  “Something like that. She sent a lot of different images with a rainbow of colors, but she seemed to like silver and blue. So, I went with that. She could have come today.”


  Dennis flipped through the presentation that Cheryl had created for them. He appreciated Cheryl’s work, but he didn’t want her to cause any problems. They were siblings, and the general rules of public decency didn’t apply to them. “I don’t want any shit, Cheryl. Jo told me how unpleasant you were at their meeting. Why do you think she would want to come again?”


  “She better get used to me if she wants to marry you.”


  “Cheryl, just because I’m marrying someone doesn’t mean you have to hate her.”


  “She’s a gold digger, Dennis. Can’t you see that? And you? What? You needed someone so fast just to get your greasy hands on the Lake yards.”


  “And what about you, Cheryl? You’re working for free to get your own event space. Everyone has a motive for what they do, even our grandpa. He wants to see me married with a stay-at-home type. He wants to die knowing that his grandson isn’t some fag that won’t have babies and a woman. Someone else’s motive pushed me to where we are right now. Think about that, Cheryl. You’re lucky he’s not requiring you to find a husband or stop making art to get your cut.”


  Cheryl threw her head back, “what do you think I’ll get? A couple thousand? Grandpa doesn’t love me like he loves you.”


  “Oh, yes, he does. We both know he promised you his priceless collectibles and money. Mom and dad get the house and land and a shit ton of money. I get the yards to make my own money. We all get something if he passes,” Dennis said. He had fallen into tears. The realization of his grandfather’s predicament washing over him. He wanted to make Harold proud; walking down the aisle with Jo would do that. But his family couldn’t find out the truth about Jo and what rest between her legs. He would lose the respect of his family, especially Harold. “Let’s just get this done, Cheryl. It’s not conventional, but I really do love Jo.”


  “For now, you love her.”


  “What if it is only for now? At least grandpa would die satisfied. Don’t we owe him that?”


  Cheryl tapped her pen on her desk. Her lips pulled into her mouth. She shook her head and said, “I guess we’re doing this. Why is our grandpa so controlling?” she asked, laughing through the tears.


  “He’s always been a controlling bastard, hasn’t he?”


  They sat there laughing about Harold Lake, telling stories about their past. Dennis almost fell from his chair a couple times. Jo would play the part. She wanted to and did a good job at it. Every time she opened a door, Dennis couldn’t help but look at her hourglass figure. It never came through on the clothes Jo wore before, but now, Dennis couldn’t look away.


  “We want to have the wedding two weeks after grandpa’s surgery.”


  “In a month? Have you lost your mind?”


  “Obviously a little, but we have to do it while he is with us. Mom says he’s getting worse every day.”


  “Fine, fine. I’ll figure it out. Make sure Jo gets a nice wedding dress. Send me any information about bridesmaids and get out my office. Tons of work to do,” she said, pulling Dennis up from his seat. He went out the door with his hands up.


  “We were thinking no bridesmaids or groomsmen. Just us.”


  Cheryl narrowed her eyes, “whatever. Just get out of here!”


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


   


  Dennis rode with Jo to her office. She hadn’t been back since this whole thing started with Dennis. Dennis had reservations about coming out to all their friends, but Jo insisted. They had to avoid any mishaps at the wedding. After finding a place to park, Dennis went up to the office. A lot of his friends were there and people from Jo’s company. He had worked with them on many projects, and now they would learn his secret.


  Jo wasn’t there yet. She planned on waiting in the bathroom until Dennis sent her a message that he had arrived, but standing in the room, it felt impossible. How would they react? Dennis pulled at his collar, not listening to his friend talk.


  Dennis: I’m here.


  “Bro, what’s up with you?” the guy asked and hit his shoulder.


  Dennis shook his head. His eyes unfocused. The man threw up his hands and went to talk to someone else. It was only a matter of time before Jo would walk through those double doors. Dennis lost his balance and had to lean on the wall. He heard a couple next to him chatting about how Jo had gone missing from the office. He could only imagine the stories the employees had come up with. They were about to find out that reality was much stranger than fiction.


  The doors opened, and Jo walked through the door. Stunning. Her legs elongated by heels. Her dress red and commanding attention. The room fell silent except for a few distinct whispers. Everyone had eyes on Jo. Her hair long and silky over her voluptuous chest.


  Jo took a glass of champagne from the table by the entrance, “yes, it’s me. It’s Jo. Joseph is dead, and I have been reborn,” she said; her voice loud and dramatic. “Get over it. I’m still your boss and more fabulous than ever before.”


  She stepped further into the room. Her walk dramatic. A sashay. Hips switching. Dennis’s heart dropped when she approached him. She grabbed his collar and pulled him off the wall, “and you know what everyone? Dennis is my man,” she said. Jo waved her diamond in the air while Dennis tried to hide his face, but Jo didn’t let that happen. She pulled him close and kissed him.


  Someone dropped their cup, and it echoed in the silent room. All those bodies, and not a word. “Well, you could say congratulations,” Jo said, throwing her hair over her shoulder.


  Everyone clapped and hollered. That man ran back over to them. Mark was his name. Jo batted her fake eyelashes and held Dennis close, “hello Mark, what can we do for you?”


  “You two? You’re together?” he asked. He clearly had a few too many already.


  Jo placed a hand on her hip, using her stem glass for emphasis, “Joseph is dead. Forget him. I’m Jo.”


  Mark stepped closer, “you look pretty fucking good in that dress.”


  “Thank you. Now, move along, Mark.”


  Mark frowned but left them alone. Jo pulled Dennis around the room mingling. At first, there was some resistance. They could feel it, especially Dennis. He watched as Jo outed them to every one of their friends. But, by the end of the night, Dennis and Jo getting married was old news. Party fouls occurred once the booze settled in, taking the attention off Jo and Dennis. And they were hardly the first surprising couple people had seen.


  Jo felt liberated. Dennis was one step closer to realizing his plans. They danced and enjoyed the night, excited for a new tomorrow. A tomorrow where their friends wouldn’t blow their cover. Friends hid secrets from parents.


   


  ♦


   


  Jo and Dennis walked into the restaurant together. They had rented out a basement suite for a private dinner; their rehearsal dinner. The weeks had passed so fast, and Jo became better at her part every day. She fooled women more and more, loving every second.


  Everyone clapped when Jo and Dennis descended the stairs. A few people knew their secret there, but they had informed all of their friends to keep the secret between them. None of the family could know the truth. And did it matter? Jo was one convincing female.


  That night she wore an emerald green dress with gold jewelry and heels. Her hair was lightly curled and pinned to the side. Air tickled her leg from the slit in the dress as they walked past the vent. People had stood, waiting for them. Dennis pulled out Jo’s chair, and she took a seat. When Jo lifted her eyes, she noticed Cheryl staring at her from across the table with fierce eyes.


  Jo tapped Dennis’s forearm when he took his seat, nodding her head in Cheryl’s direction. Dennis sighed when he saw the look on her face. It was obvious she had drama, but that had to wait. The waiters had been waiting to serve the salads.


  Betty stood and raised her glass. Harold sat to her left looking a little better than last week but still weak, worse than before the surgery. Jo waved at him, and his eyes shined. Jo could tell he thought she was beautiful. Betty spoke, a tear running down her cheek, “my son, Dennis. We worried we’d never see this day,” she said and looked at Harold. Harold smiled at her. “But here we are. You’ve met this beautiful woman, Jo. May she expand our family and bring you happiness for years to come!” Betty took her seat. Dennis’s father held her shoulders.


  Everyone returned to their conversation. Jo and Dennis ate their salads, speaking in a low voice nobody else could hear. The salads went to entrees and then desserts. Some of their friends told little stories about Dennis or ‘Jo’ without blowing their cover. Jo felt a breath of relief every time a story ended. After the desserts, Cheryl came over to Jo and Dennis.


  “We need to talk,” she said and pulled them outside. They walked around the block so the people smoking cigarettes couldn’t hear them. But it was cold, and Jo didn’t want to be outside. It was pissing her off.


  “What do you want, Cheryl? Thank you for planning this or whatever, but it’s cold.”


  “I know about you two,” she said.


  They looked at each other. “You know about us? What do you mean?”


  “You! I have met you ‘Jo’,” Cheryl said. She pulled out her phone and turned it toward them. There was an old picture of Joseph and Dennis. “Your name is Joseph, not ‘Jo’. What is going on here? You’re that desperate for the yards, Dennis? You’re marrying a man?”


  “Excuse me?” Jo asked, offended. “What do I look like to you?”


  “A woman, but I—”


  “I don’t care what you think you know. Dennis, you better get her before I lose my mind. She’s your sister, but she is crossing the line.”


  “Ladies, please. Let’s sit down,” Dennis said. It was a cold evening, but there was a bench down the sidewalk a bit, and they needed to talk. Dennis sat first, and the ladies reluctantly followed his motion.”


  “Cheryl, what’s your problem with me?”


  She waved her hands in front of Jo and Dennis, “this is obviously about money.”


  Dennis anchored his elbows on his knees and looked to the ground, “Cheryl, you’re right. This started about the yards and the money, but now we’re falling in love. Jo is Jo. She doesn’t want to go back, and neither do I. It isn’t traditional, but we want to try this. For real,” Dennis said and took Jo’s hand. “Will you accept us for who we are, sis?”


  “If you don’t call me that, I’ll consider it.”


  Dennis reached out to Cheryl, “seriously, though. Nobody in the family can know.”


  “Nobody,” Jo said.


  “Okay, your secret is safe with me,” Cheryl said. She exhaled. “I can’t believe you two, but whatever you want. It’s not my life.”


  They went back inside and finished dinner. Somebody had brought a stereo and played music. Jo and Dennis danced. Dennis held Jo and led her though a slow dance. “That was close,” he whispered into Jo’s neck and kissed her ear.


  Jo felt blood rush to a place she had forgotten about. She wanted to use her dick, cover Dennis in her cum again, but they hadn’t found the right time. Everything was so busy with the Dennis racing to beat the snow, his grandfather’s health, and planning the wedding. He finished his work project the day before the rehearsal dinner. “How does it feel to be free?”


  “From work? Amazing. So happy we beat the snow. And so excited we have a honeymoon planned in Puerto Rico.


  “It will be amazing. I can’t wait to wear a bikini for the first time. I got a special suit made for our trip,” she said. It excited Jo to wear fake breasts on the beach, sewn into the bikini. She was hoping Dennis would take it off her after a swim.


  “You will make a great wife,” Dennis said.


  “What does that mean?” she asked. They were dancing in a slow circle, whispering to each other. A few people watched without them noticing. Cheryl sat nursing her wine in the corner, jealous that her brother had found love. Anyone that looked at them could see it in the way they held each other.


  “I don’t know,” he said. “You’re just so good at being Jo. I don’t want to lose you.”


  “Then do everything you can to keep me,” she said and pulled Dennis close.


  They slept at his house that night, much to the awe of Betty, but they were too exhausted and tipsy for sex. They cuddled and held each other until the sun rose on their wedding day. Jo dreamed of wedding bells and white gowns, excited for the day ahead of her.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


   


  Jo waited in her prep room. She hadn’t seen Dennis since falling asleep the night before. Sneaking out when Dennis slept was easy because he didn’t hear a thing. Their wedding was at a hotel in downtown Chicago. She looked at the lake from the window, wondering what it would feel like to wear her wedding dress in front of seventy other people. Acting as Jo was one thing, but standing at the altar could be another. It was more of a formality, nobody knew they hadn’t signed the marriage license. Their vows meant something, but Jo had to remind herself about the business transaction.


  Cheryl burst into the room, interrupting Jo’s meditative moment. “Why aren’t you in the dress?” she asked. Jo wore a blouse and pants. The dress to her right on the mannequin.


  “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said. Tears streaming down her face. Coming up behind Jo, Cheryl placed her hands on her shoulders. They stood in a mirror, staring at each other. It was the sweetest thing Cheryl had ever done to Jo. “What if it doesn’t work?”


  Cheryl bit her tongue, trying not to say something rude about Jo being a gold digger. “You’ll do fine, dear. Just think about why you’re marrying my brother.”


  “Isn’t that part of the problem? I shouldn’t be doing this,” she said. Her eyes were red from waking up way before her alarm went off, panicking about the day. “I love being Jo, but I don’t know that I love Dennis. It all happened so fast. It was like something was unlocked inside of me, and I don’t want to throw it away on the first guy.” She tried to stop the words, but she had to tell someone. Cheryl understood her situation more than anyone else, as sad as that was. They had built the entire wedding on a lie, and that weighed on Jo’s shoulders. She wanted a clean start with Dennis. She wanted him to love her for who she was.


  “You can do this, Jo. Everyone is almost here. Now is not the time to run away. You put yourself in this. At least give it a year, for my grandpa. He really wants this, and you’re one sexy chick,” Cheryl said.


  “For your grandpa?” Jo asked through tears.


  “Yeah, Dennis talked to me, and he made sense. My grandpa is the reason you’re here right now about to get married. Do it, get your share of the yards or whatever Dennis promised you. I love my grandpa and hopes he lives on, but he is weak; getting weaker every day. He’ll also arrive soon to watch you walk down that aisle.”


  Jo sat in the windowsill. She hated her doubts, her reservations, but everyone must have felt them before marriage. Cheryl took a seat next to her. They sat there for five minutes without speaking, just staring out to the city. Jo knew she had to marry Dennis. They had to go through with the ceremony that cost them thousands of dollars. Jo swallowed her sadness and stood, “will you help me into the dress?”


  Cheryl nodded and unzipped the dress from the mannequin. Jo lifted her manicured hands, and Cheryl pulled the dress over Jo’s body. She zipped up the back. Jo breathed lightly with the dress hugging her chest. “How long until the ceremony?” Jo asked.


  “We have thirty minutes. Let’s finish your makeup.”


  Jo worked on her curls and put them back into a cute bun while Cheryl brushed makeup over her face. They worked together down to the wire and rushed downstairs to the event space. Jo heard chatter through the closed doors. Everything was in place. Cheryl handed Jo a bouquet and said, “you look perfect. A blushing bride. Here’s something blue,” Cheryl said. She stuffed a blue flower into the bouquet. “And here is something borrowed,” she said and removed a large box from her bag.


  Jo gasped, “what is that?”


  “My mother’s veil from when she got married. She’ll love to see you in it.” Jo nodded and bent her head forward for Cheryl to put on the veil. Cheryl placed it in Jo’s thick brown hair and pulled the lace over her face. “Are you ready, Jo?”


  Jo nodded and looked toward the double doors. Cheryl waved to the man waiting by them. He said something into a walkie talkie then disappeared. Jo stood in front of the two doors, waiting for her moment.


  Music played behind the doors, changing from a classical tune to the Wedding March. Jo took a deep breath, and then light flushed over her. The doors opened, and she stepped inside. All eyes were on her as she walked down the aisle with flowers in hand. Dennis stood at the altar, smiling at her. His smile made her heart warm. Even if they were together a year, she could handle it. They had come this far.


  Jo put one foot in front of the next and made it to Dennis’s side. He held her hands as they said the vows until they were pronounced man and wife. Jo did a little dance back down the aisle after giving Dennis a big kiss to many applauses.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis had his hand wrapped around Jo. His stomach full from the fabulous dinner. It was still the late afternoon, but Dennis and Jo had a flight to catch that night. But for now, they were on the dance floor. Jo looked up to Dennis, and for a moment, Dennis forgot about what lay between Jo’s thighs. It was so easy to forget when you took her at surface level. She had learned makeup tricks to hide her small Adam’s apple, and always spoke in that hot, throaty falsetto.


  “Excited for our honeymoon?”


  “More than you know,” Dennis said and spun Jo around. The crowd cheered. Their first dance was slow, romantic. The song ended, and other people joined them on the dance floor.


  Jo threw her hands up and rocked her hips to the music. She danced with her ass on Dennis’s dick. Everyone blushed when they saw the newlyweds erotic tangle. After a few songs, Dennis grew tired. He pulled Jo off the dance floor and dragged her to the makeshift bar. They ordered a couple glasses of wine.


  “Mind if I go talk to grandpa for a minute?”


  Jo waved him off, “do your thing. I’ll harass the guys.”


  They went in separate directions. Jo strutted over to their friends, the ones they used to go to the bar with — picked up girls with — who Dennis swore looked at Jo with lust. If they had seen a woman like Jo at a bar, the guys would have hounded her. Dennis watched Jo switching her hair each way as he looked around for his grandfather. Too bad Jo stole his attention.


  Betty bumped into Dennis, “son, look at you. Jo is amazing. Did you see her in my veil? She looked like an angel.”


  “I know, she is my light. My soul.”


  “Oh,” Betty exclaimed and touched her chest. “I’m so glad grandpa pushed you in this direction. I heard you’ve been keeping her from us for a year! How could you?”


  “Sorry, mom. Speaking of grandpa, have you seen him?”


  “Yeah, I’m getting him a coffee now. He’s over there,” she said and pointed. “I’ll be right back over there.”


  Dennis walked over to his grandfather, who didn’t seem to pay attention to anything, but he looked better. Dennis hoped the surgery could reverse his illness, but that wasn’t what today was about. All that mattered was that day his grandfather looked healthier and was headed in the right direction.


  “Hey there, Dennis,” he said, his voice still weak.


  “How are you enjoying the wedding, grandpa?”


  “Amazing. And that woman you wrangled up, wow. She’s a beauty if I’ve ever seen one.”


  “Thanks,” Dennis said. They sat there in silence, but there was a knowing between them. Dennis could feel it.


  Harold sighed, “you know, son. I appreciate this. You needed a woman, and that Jo looks like someone who will take care of you.”


  “I think she will, grandpa. She’s already talking about kids,” Dennis said. That wasn’t true, but he wanted to tell Harold what he wanted to hear.


  “Kids? Wow, are you ready for that?”


  “With her help, I am. She’d stay home with them.”


  “Yeah, she would. You’ll be too busy running the biggest construction company in Chicago,” he said.


  “You mean it?”


  “Yes, son. I’ll have your mom get my lawyer to the house to change the will back. You did me proud,” he said and put out his hand for Dennis. Dennis took Harold’s hand and squeezed. They stared at each other a moment, and then Betty returned to the table. She placed a coffee in front of Harold and had one for herself. “Betty, dear, please have my lawyer change the will back. Dennis deserves those yards.”


  She nodded, “yes, he does. I’ll call him on Monday. Dennis dear, are you excited for your honeymoon?”


  “Yes, we’re headed to Puerto Rico tonight. Gotta get a few more dances in and then take off.”


  “You do that dear,” she said. Harold smiled at him. He kissed each of them on the cheek and disappeared to find Jo. She had found some people from Dennis’s office to chat up about his work but looked relieved when Dennis appeared behind her.


  “There you are, Dennis. No more abandoning me tonight,” she said.


  “Won’t happen again, promise,” he said. He pulled Jo close and kissed her. Everyone from his office awed. He waved them away and brought Jo closer to his body. She pressed against his hardness. His muscles flexed around her. “We’re a couple crazy cats, aren’t we?”


  “Yes, I’d say,” Jo agreed.


  They went to the dance floor and enjoyed a couple more songs together. Then, Betty called for everyone to gather around, and Cheryl wheeled out the towering cake. Jo and Dennis cut the first slice while everyone shot a photo. Dennis stuffed a piece into Jo’s mouth. She threw one on his tux. Everyone laughed at them. The new couple, in love. They didn’t know what they were. Maybe in love? They giggled and nearly collapsed over the cake after that exchange.


  Jo threw her bouquet, and Cheryl caught it. She blushed and passed them to the next woman. But Betty cheered. Her daughter getting married was at the top of her dream list.


  They rushed outside after the party. A limo waited for them with their luggage and took them to the airport. Jo had room to change in the limo, and Dennis helped, because there was no way she would wear that huge dress on the plane.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis and Jo had more drinks in the airport while they waited for the plane. It was a late flight that would get them to Puerto Rico right before dawn. Cheryl had planned everything and handed Dennis some guy’s business card before they got into the limo. Jo rested on Dennis’s shoulder. They had just gotten on the plane. Business class.


  “Could I get you anything?” the flight attendant asked.


  “Two vodka tonics,” Dennis said.


  Jo groaned, but she wanted another drink. She was tired and conflicted. The party still raging on in her motionless party. She could have gone all night, but they had a villa to get to. If only Cheryl had planned their flight for the next day, but Jo argued against it. Cheryl was right about most things Jo realized.


  The flight attendant returned with two glasses of tonic water. She placed the little bottles of vodka next to them and charged Dennis’s credit card. Dennis mixed the drinks and passed one to Jo.


  “I can’t believe we got away with it,” he said, holding up his glass.


  “Woo, cheers,” Jo said. Her voice was tired and less enthusiastic.


  “You did great today, babe.”


  “Thank you, Dennis. You better make it worth it,” she said. “You gotta build a lot of shit now.” Her voice slurred. Dennis took the drink from her because she looked like she might drop it.


  “I’ll make you a ton of money,” he said, downing the two drinks. The flight attendant came and took them back from him. Then, the plane moved, and the woman gave safety instructions to the few passengers on the plane. Jo rested her head on Dennis’s shoulder and fell asleep before take off. Kissing her forehead was the last thing Dennis remembered before passing out himself.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


   


  Jo struggled to wake up from the plane, but Dennis got her off and to a restaurant for breakfast. They ate at the airport and watched the sun rise through the big windows. Jo drank her juice, coming back to life.


  “So, where is this place?”


  “Cheryl booked a villa for us walking distance to the beach. It’s about an hour outside San Juan. She said there are shops in the town a few kilometers from the house and she had the fridge stocked.”


  “Your sister is superb at her job,” Jo said and stabbed a piece of fruit.


  “Yeah, she is. I’m just happy we made it with no disasters.”


  “I’m great at being Jo,” she said, reaching her hand over the table. Dennis took it.


  “You are,” he agreed.


  “Let’s have fun on this trip. No worries. No stress.”


  “That’s what we’re here for,” Dennis said. He rubbed the web area between her fingers.


  “But let’s forget about everything at home and see if we really want this,” she said. Jo didn’t want a sham marriage. The past couple months had taught her to let the nagging secret within her free. A part of her had always wanted an hourglass figure, for men to stare at her, and to feel like a woman. But when Jo had been Joseph, it all seemed impossible until Dennis’s proposal. Jo was born, and she wanted to live a free life. “I want this to be real between us.”


  Dennis dropped her hand and sat back in his chair, “it’s not fake.”


  She shrugged, “I know it isn’t, but this is about more than money for me now. This is my life. Jo’s life. It’s like I’m a teenager all over again looking forward to the future. I have dreams, Dennis.”


  He nodded, “all right, the walls are coming down. We’re trying to make this work for real.”


  Jo ignored the sarcastic tone in Dennis’s voice. They finished their food and went to meet the car Cheryl had hired for them. The driver spoke accented English and explained things as they traveled along the Puerto Rican highway. Jo hadn’t imagined it would look so beautiful. There were spots of seaweed, but most of the beaches had crystal-clear blue water. Jo wanted to stop the car and go for a swim.


  “I can’t believe your sister planned this,” Jo said, holding Dennis’s hand.


  “We love Puerto Rico. I couldn’t think of a better place to spend the honeymoon.”


  They sat back and enjoyed the views until the driver pulled up to a large villa tucked behind trees. There were neighbors, but they were far from the house. It was almost like they had the island to themselves. Salt in the air. The smell of the sea drifting in through the open windows. Jo dropped her bags in the entrance. Dennis came behind her and wrapped himself around her from the back. They stumbled forward.


  “Anything else, here’s my card,” the driver said. “I’m based in San Juan but will drive you back to the airport.”


  “Thanks, here,” Dennis said and passed him a tip, trying not to let go of Jo.


  Jo broke free from him and made herself at home on the hammock looking out to the ocean. Their terrace was huge and comfortable.


  “I love it here, do we ever have to leave?” Jo asked when Dennis stood over her.


  “We only just arrived,” he said, trying to get into the hammock, but Jo didn’t allow him. “Look at that, we have our own hot tub.”


  “Hot tub?!” Jo darted out the hammock and changed into her bathing suit. “What’s taking you so long? We’re using that hot tub.”


  “The view is incredible. You don’t want to go to the beach?”


  “After the hot tub. My muscles hurt from the plane and car ride.”


  Dennis dropped his pants and underwear, not hiding anything from Jo. She gasped and couldn’t believe his size. The only time they had done anything, Dennis sucked her off. She hadn’t seen his piece, and oh man was it big. He slipped into his bathing suit and winked at her. “Like what you see?”


  “Mhm,” she said.


  They walked out to the hot tub, but all she could think about was Dennis’s massive penis. She wanted to taste it, feel it. Really get treated like a woman in the bedroom. Submissive and willing. They could take turns, but that day, she wanted Dennis on top. To tell her what to do.


  The warm water bubbled around them. Jo licked her lips at Dennis and swam to him. She put a leg on each side of him and sat on his crotch. “Why didn’t you tell me how big you were?” she asked, feeling his dick grow under her swimsuit.


  “You never asked,” he said and squeezed her ass.


  They stared at each other. It was like the world disappeared around them. The sound of the ocean and them. Waves crashing. Erections growing. Jo sank deeper into the hot tub and pressed her ass against Dennis’s thick manhood. He was the girth of a bottle of shaving cream, and Jo had a strange desire to take it. All of it.


  She traced her hand down his wet, steamy chest. He had his other hand between her back and bra strap. “Your ass feels nice,” he said, flexing his dick. She moaned into his neck. The vapor rolling up around them, getting hotter by the second.


  “Your dick feels… big,” she said. They laughed.


  Dennis pulled Jo close to him and pressed his lips to hers. She moaned into his mouth, accepting his kiss. Jo’s tongue passed his. Their minds relaxed, fading to the background. Animalistic desires took over. “I need you,” Dennis said, clawing at her back.


  “Fuck,” Jo said as Dennis’s cock pressed between her cheeks. She pushed down on it, wanting to take it. Dennis cupped her breast. He reached under and touched her flat chest, playing with her nipple.


  “You’re fucking sexy,” Dennis said, staring at Jo like a plate of food.


  “So are you.” Jo touched Dennis’s thick arm muscles. They kissed again. The sounds of the ocean rested against their minds as their hands explored. Touching wherever they could. Their tongues sloppy. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said and pulled Dennis from the water.


   


  ♦


   


  Dennis knelt under Jo. She sat in a chair with her hair over her shoulders covering her nipples. Dennis held her dick in his hand, rubbing his thumb over the tip. Using Jo’s precum to tickle her. She lifted her legs to his shoulders, staring into his eyes as he teased her with his tongue. Dennis licked the tip and tasted the salty nectar. Jo’s back curved in as she moaned. “Oh, baby. Yes, please.”


  Jo sank her fingers into Dennis’s red hair. She pushed his head further down her dick. Dennis didn’t mind. He loved his woman and everything she had. Dennis swallowed every in with pride, gazing at her while he did it. The way her hair covered her flat chest turned him on. How she wore heels and nothing more to the bedroom drove him wild. And her hairless, smooth body.


  Dennis moved from her dick to her ankle and kissed her all the way back up her leg. Jo giggled, trying not to cum. Her dick throbbed from Dennis’s smooth lips and light touch. He moved his hands down her legs. Lifting Jo’s ass, Dennis pressed his mouth to her smooth, begging entrance. Jo moaned and gripped the chair, lifting her hips higher for her man. Dennis licked her like a scoop of ice cream, hungry for more as the taste covered his mouth.


  Moving her ass back down, Dennis pressed the tip of his dick against her hole. She whimpered in pleasure. “Think you can handle it?”


  “I want to try,” Jo said. She reached down and spread her cheeks for Dennis’s cock. It pushed into her an inch, stretching out her tight hole. She had never been fucked before, and Dennis’s dick was going from nothing to one hundred in three seconds. “Take it slow,” she said, adjusting her hips.


  Dennis moaned as Jo’s ass tightened around his dick. He could hardly push inside her. “You’re so tight,” he said and rubbed Jo’s chest.


  “You’re my first.”


  Dennis added more lube to his dick, halfway out of Jo’s ass. He wanted to push every inch into her. Her feminine cock vibrated as Dennis’s lubed dick sank into her. Dennis reached under Jo and lifted her up. She slipped all the way down his dick from the motion and yelped out. “Oh my. Oh, my. It’s so big,” she said. Jo could hardly speak.


  Dennis walked them over to the bed. His dick fully inside Jo. His muscles flexed. He didn’t move until lying Jo gently on the blanket.


  “How does it feel?” Dennis asked. He reached down and touched Jo’s cock, but she pushed his hand away.


  “I’m going to cum if you touch me,” she said. “Fuck me, baby.”


  Jo panted and touched Dennis’s hard stomach. He lifted her hips higher and pushed into her as far as he could. Her ass adjusted to his thick dick, and Dennis built up momentum. He fucked her tight hole. His dick oozing into her ass and loosening it more by the second.


  “Fuck, you’re tight,” Dennis said, pounding her ass.


  Jo moaned with each thrust, uncontrollably. He was hitting her spot. His balls slapping against her ass. Jo’s hand on Dennis’s behind. Her other against his muscular chest. “Oh, I can’t,” she said. Dennis pulled all the way out and rammed back inside her.


  She shot cum all over her chest. It got into her hair.


  Dennis growled and rubbed the white substance into her tiny titties, continuing to fuck her. Jo’s dick oozed cum as Dennis drilled her deep.


  “I’m going to cum,” he said, pulling out her ass. “Get to your knees.”


  Jo slid off the bed and fell to her knees, opening her mouth. Dennis beat his dick above her and aimed for her open mouth. His ass clenched, and the cum rushed to the surface, shooting all over her face. Dennis covered her in his cum. Her lips, her cheeks, her eyebrows. He dumped a bucket on her then bent down to lick it off her face.


  “I could do that every day for the rest of my life,” Dennis said.


  “Maybe that should be our goal,” Jo said. She stood and went to the bathroom to clean the rest of the cum off her face that Dennis hadn’t licked away. He followed her to the bathroom and played with her loosened hole. They stared at each other through the mirror.


  An overwhelming feeling ran through Jo. She wanted his dick again. She needed to cum more. Bending over the counter, her ass still wet and open, she asked, “think you can go for round two?”


  Dennis stroked his dick twice and was standing at attention. “More than you know.”


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


   


  Four Years Later


  Jo stood outside nursing a lemonade, gossiping with Dennis’s family. It was a warm summer day in Illinois. Jo and Dennis were in Foss that year to celebrate their anniversary. Her family had finally accepted her as Jo. They hadn’t gone to the wedding, but at least Jo had enough friends and coworkers that it didn’t look weird. Everyone from her office party sat on her side that day, and they had renewed their vows the previous year when Jo’s family came around to her being Jo.


  So much had happened over the last four years. They were also there that day in Foss to celebrate Harold Lake’s life. He had lived a year longer than expected and died on Jo’s first anniversary with Dennis. It was a sad day because she had grown to love him, but it was also a relief because they could finally tell the family about Jo. Who she really was.


  It didn’t go over well at first when they came out to Dennis’s family, but they accepted it after a little time. Much like everyone else. It was clear Dennis and Jo were in love. Anyone could see it by looking at them, and Betty loved her daughter-in-law. She wasn’t able to stay angry longer than a couple weeks.


  Jo and Dennis also had a couple new additions to the family. They adopted two children, Lynn and Micheal. Jo held Lynn in her arms and watched Micheal run around the yard.


  “He’s so cute,” Cheryl said, who was standing by Jo. Cheryl’s son was the one chasing Micheal. Cheryl had Tom around the same time that Micheal came into their lives. Hers came from a short-term boyfriend, but the family loved Tom. Micheal and Tom were like brothers they spent so much time together. They were just learning to talk, but it was a fun adventure to share with Cheryl.


  “Yeah, he is,” Jo said. “Will you hold Lynn for a second, please?”


  “Sure,” Cheryl said.


  Jo had her eyes on Dennis, who was standing at the grill with his father. Jo went over there and pulled him away. She needed his attention. Their anniversary always reminded her of Puerto Rico. The first time they had sex. Their adventure on that trip: snorkeling, horseback riding, sex, hiking, more sex. She always got hard thinking about it.


  Dennis held Jo close and kissed her, “what’s up, babe?”


  “I was just missing you. Happy Anniversary,” she said.


  “Happy Anniversary,” he said and took Jo’s hand. He walked her back over to Cheryl and took his daughter from his sister’s arms. “Thanks, sis.”


  “You’re welcome, bro.”


  They stood there and looked out to their happy family. None of them would have changed a thing if they could. Jo leaned into Dennis, grasping his firm stomach, and felt thankful for how things turned out.


  




  THANK YOU FOR READING


   


  I hope you enjoyed Faking It: Male Friend Becomes the Bride. Explore my website or Amazon page for other hot and steamy erotica reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen.


  Stay Connected ♥


  Clover Cox Mailing List


  Amazon Page


  Goodreads


  Website: clovercox.com




  FEMME ON THE BEACH


  Man Feminized by Woman


   


  CLOVER COX


   


   


   


  To my readers, always


  




  1


   


  “Why are you even interviewing for this job? The company probably won’t last. Startups go under all the time,” Marcia said to her friend Ashley.


  “Don’t fill me with your toxic doubts. Don’t you see this packed suitcase?” Ashely asked, pointing at her suitcase beside the table.


  “You don’t have to leave. Stay here with me. We can hit the clubs.”


  Ashely sighed. “We’re a bit too old for clubs.”


  “How dare you,” Marcia said.


  “What? We’re already on the other side of thirty-five. Forty is knocking at the door.”


  “I don’t care how old we get. We’ll never be too old for clubbing.”


  Ashley pushed around the lettuce on her plate, wishing she’d ordered something more substantial than a salad, but her stomach was in knots about the interview. She had a ticket to Gulf Shores, Alabama, where she was to interview for a position at an up-and-coming waste management company.


  They picked St. Louis as a base for the cheap rents and central location. Ashley had ended up in St. Louis to work at the Federal Reserve, but she quit the government job to interview for this position. They weren’t willing to give Ashley the time off, so she left.


  “What’s wrong?” Marcia asked. “Should I find you a cute, innocent guy to feminize?”


  Ashley smiled. Marcia was one of the few people who understood Ashley’s intense desire to feminize men. They had bonded online through their mutual love of less-than-dominant men. Their friendship leaped right off the screen and into real life.


  “If only I had the time,” Ashley said.


  “I could look online to see if there is someone in the Gulf Shores area to meet you.”


  “You’re ridiculous, Marcia.”


  She shrugged. “What can I say? Sometimes all I think about is putting a handsome guy into a sexy pair of panties.”


  “You and me both,” Ashley said and took a bite of her salad. The lettuce had wilted, but she hated to waste money, so she forced herself to eat as much as she could. Marcia went on about the many men in her life as Ashley ate.


  Ashley had been with many men over the years. There were a couple of years there where she had a new guy every week, but lately she was hoping to find love. She was tired of dressing up curious guys in women’s clothing, only to have them never call again.


  She wanted something real. Something that would last longer than a few nights.


  Marcia didn’t seem to share her concerns as she went on and on about her conquests, dressing up this and that guy in thongs before plugging his bottom.


  “You must really be nervous,” Marcia said after Ashley hadn’t responded to any of her stories. “You’re never this quiet.”


  Ashley nodded. She was indeed nervous, and the salad wasn’t sitting well in her stomach, but she couldn’t avoid the inevitable forever. She had a plane to catch. They weren’t going to wait for her if she arrived late.


  “You’ll do great,” Marcia said.


  “I hope so,” Ashely admitted. “I’m sure the competition is stiff if they’re flying us all the way to Alabama for the interview.”


  Marcia frowned. “You’re right, but don’t let that worry you. You’re wanted by everyone in the finance world. People love you.”


  “People like to write about me because of my rags to riches story, but I’m no better than anyone else. I want to work for a company that makes the world a better place. Government work wasn’t for me.”


  “Remember that drive in the interview, and you’ll do fine.”


  “Girl talk when I get back?”


  “You know it,” Marcia said. “Cheers to you kicking ass in the interview!”


  Ashely lifted her water glass and clinked it with Marcia’s. They paid their bills and walked to the door. Ashely had a taxi waiting for her outside. Marcia gave her a hug, and then she was on the road, feeling like she could vomit, but she wasn’t about to let that happen.


  She had come too far to fail now.
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  Richard Hill’s heart raced as he entered the hotel where he and the others were staying for the group interview. He wanted this job more than anything. He wanted to get in with a rising star like Eco Renew Waste Management. Waste was a major problem, and they were revolutionizing the industry.


  “Mr. Hill,” the receptionist said with a warm smile. “Everything has been paid already, and we have your room ready. James and Linda would like you to meet them for cocktails at six thirty in the hotel restaurant.”


  “Sure,” Richard said. “No problem.”


  The young man behind the counter didn’t stop smiling as he punched in a few more details, putting Richard’s card on record for any incidentals or room service orders.


  “Here’s your card, and here’s the key to the room. You’ll find it by using that elevator to your right and going to the fifth floor.”


  Richard nodded and pulled his suitcase behind him as he walked to the elevator. He went to his room. He took a hot shower, but it didn’t help his nerves. There was a vending machine down the hall, so he went to see what it had. 


  The chocolate candy bar he bought tasted delicious and calmed his nerves for a few seconds, but then he felt like a glutton for eating something so rich before he had to meet the CEOs for dinner.


  Richard paced his hotel room and flipped through the channels until it was time to meet everyone downstairs. He wore a jacket and pants and leather shoes. Whatever he thought might impress the CEOs, James and Linda.


  A woman caught Richard’s eye when he got downstairs. She had wavy auburn hair that flowed past her shoulders. She wore a black dress with matching heels. Simple silver jewelry. She glanced at Richard and smiled, shifting her attention, but then her eyes came back to his.


  They lingered on him, making Richard feel warm and tingly inside, even though he wasn’t sure the woman felt anything toward him.


  A man approached the woman. James Holloway, the CEO, who didn’t seem to notice Richard standing a few yards away. 


  She broke eye contact to greet James, beaming as he spoke. James placed his hand on the stranger’s shoulder, pulling her toward the restaurant. Richard thought he’d lost her, but then she glanced over her shoulder. Richard was still staring.


  He couldn’t look away, and then she did the unthinkable and winked at him. Richard had to catch his breath. His mind went into overdrive, chiding himself after a few seconds. This woman was probably playing him to have a better chance at the job.


  Richard steeled himself. He couldn’t forget he was at an interview. He wouldn’t. Dinner was about to start, and he couldn’t be any later than he already was, so he took a deep breath before heading to the restaurant.


  Everyone was already there. James didn’t notice him until he was pulling out a chair at the table. The other CEO, Linda, smiled at him kindly.


  “You must be Richard,” she said.


  “Nice to meet you,” he said. “Thank you for giving me this chance.”


  “You deserve to be here. I’ve only heard stellar things about your work. Please, have a seat. We hate nametags, so we’ll have everyone introduce each other now.”


  Everyone went around the table, answering a few questions Linda and James had put together. They were both married, but they acted a lot closer than business partners, constantly leaning over to touch the other or laughing when one completed the other’s sentence.


  Richard learned the gorgeous woman’s name was Ashley. They were also up against Hannah and Ricardo for the job. Delsie, a quiet woman, ran the HR department but said little except that she had been with Eco Renew Waste Management from the beginning.


  Ashley couldn’t keep her eyes off the quiet man across the table. They kept staring at each other, but Ashley didn’t mind. She wasn’t afraid to like her competition. The alcohol also helped dampen her worries. Ashley had downed several shot bottles since arriving at the hotel. The hotel would charge her when she left, but she didn’t care.


  James and Linda continued the night with several games, acting inappropriately toward each other, which Ashely didn’t love. She didn’t want them dissolving the company several years from now because whatever situation they had got too messy. 


  Ashely wanted to work for people who were helping to save the planet, but there was something off about James and Linda. Their energy was intense. Ashley couldn’t explain it, but they acted like cult leaders, as though the world wouldn’t be able to survive without the systems they’d created.


  After what felt like forever, James and Linda dismissed the group, saying to meet them in the lobby at eight in the morning before disappearing down the hallway together.


  Ashley hadn’t noticed at dinner, but Linda was wearing a swim top under her dress, casually tucked beneath the elegant fabric.


  Richard rushed to the elevator. Ashely called after him. He turned, looking like he might slip into the elevator, but decided against it.


  “Hey,” Richard said. “It was nice meeting you at dinner, Ashley. Riding up?” Richard pushed the elevator button again to open the other elevator’s door. Hannah and Ricardo had taken the first one while he waited for Ashley.


  “Yeah, my room is upstairs, but I was hoping we could talk.”


  “Why?” Richard asked. He was a little lightheaded from the bubbles they’d drunk over dinner.


  Ashley thought about saying they should go to the pool, but she didn’t want to see the weird CEOs, who were clearly having an affair. Ashley wondered if their spouses knew. Did Delsie? Ashely would have to corner her and ask what she knew before accepting any job with them.


  “Why not? There’s a twenty-five percent chance for each of us to get the job. I’m not the enemy.”


  “You are until they hire someone,” Richard said.


  Ashley frowned. Richard was adorable, and she wanted to get to know him before the trip ended. “Do you live in St. Louis?”


  “Yeah, but I need some sleep. We have an early morning. Bye, Ashley.” 


  Richard raced to the stairs, since it would take too long to use the elevator. Ashley didn’t go after him. She sat in a chair in the lobby, texted Marcia, and scrolled through her phone for twenty minutes before deciding to take a walk on the beach. Marcia hadn’t replied. Probably too busy putting some guy in a pair of panties.


  Ashely went outside and could smell the ocean in the air. It took her ten minutes walking to get to the beach, but it was worth it to listen to the waves. To take a deep breath. Richard considered her an enemy, but she hoped to make him a friend. 


  Ashely finally felt tired enough to sleep after a few miles of walking, so she went to her room, set an alarm, and closed her eyes.
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  Richard awoke as the sun ascended into the sky. He watched the sun rise over the ocean from his window, impressed with the views he hadn’t quite appreciated the day before. He had been too nervous about dinner with the CEOs, but they were more relaxed than he’d expected.


  It was almost like they were more worried about having fun than finding a CFO for their company. Richard was a man of finances, and he wanted to work for a company that would flourish. He loved the ideas Eco Renew Waste Management had conceived, but he wasn’t sure about the company’s leadership.


  Richard went to the lobby fifteen minutes before eight. Delsie was there, wearing a casual outfit.


  “Oh, no. You can’t wear a suit. Do you have something else? Shorts? Light pants? Something that might get wet in the ocean.”


  Richard couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Isn’t this supposed to be an interview?”


  Delsie folded her lips. “James and Linda won’t be happy if you wear a suit,” she said.


  Ricardo showed up in the lobby wearing a suit, and Delsie told him the same, which made Richard fell a little better as he made his way back to the room to change. Not that he’d packed anything for the beach. Richard cursed as he looked through his suitcase.


  Ashley was more prepared. She wore a light dress with a bathing suit on beneath it. She had shorts, pants, and a bunch of other stuff in her oversized purse, ready for anything James and Linda might throw her way. Ashley could tell they weren’t conventional bosses.


  Delsie was alone when Ashley made it downstairs, and Ashely had time to confront Delsie because she didn’t have to go back to her room to change.


  “What can you tell me about James and Linda? Woman to woman?”


  Delsie considered Ashley, looking her up and down. “They’re nice. They aren’t stereotypical bosses, which has its pluses and minuses, like anything else in life.”


  Ashley nodded along, considering how she might ask the question burning her lips. “I see, but they’re awfully close, aren’t they?”


  Delsie glanced around the room. “Let’s just say their spouses wouldn’t be happy if they knew what I did, but between you and me, I think the four of them might be swingers. You should see them all together. It’s something else.”


  Linda’s laughter filled the room before Ashley could reply. Linda had her arm hooked around James’s, throwing her head back as he spoke in a soft voice near her ear. She looked at him with an intensity Ashley had seen few times in her life.


  She came from a poor family. Her parents had their issues, but they had an intense love. A poisonous love. They treated each other like drugs. It was a push and pull Ashley could never understand. One she never wanted for herself.


  Ashley wanted something real. Something stable. She wanted to feel secure with a man, someone she could count on to trek with her through the dangers of the world.


  “Good morning, Ashley. How did you sleep?” Linda asked and unhooked her arm from James’s.


  “Well,” Ashley said. “You?”


  Linda glanced at James for the briefest of seconds, smiling wildly. “Better than ever.”


  Ashley and Delsie shared a look, but nobody could speak before Richard and Ricardo walked into the room. Hannah followed not long after, holding a coffee in her hand. Everyone stood around as Linda and James grinned, waiting until they settled to speak. 


  “Linda and I are happy to have you all here. We normally wouldn’t go to such lengths, but replacing our CFO Robert is one of the hardest decisions we’ll ever have to make. Delsie manages our people, and he ran the books.” James sighed as he paused, turning his gaze to Linda.


  Linda clapped her hands, stepping forward. “Robert is our retiring CFO. The person one of you lucky four will replace. Robert has decided to travel the world with his wife, even though we think he could work for decades longer. Oh, well. It’s his life. What can we do except be happy and search for his replacement?”


  Linda looked at everyone, but nobody spoke.


  “You all might be wondering what we have planned, but it’s a surprise. You’ll see when we get there. Make sure you all put on sunscreen before we leave. The van is waiting outside,” Linda said and waved for everyone to follow her. 


  They went outside, put on sunscreen, and piled into the van. It was spacious. Luxurious. They played a game Linda had introduced as they rode across town to their activity.


  Richard stepped out of the van, and Ashley caught up with him, still a little upset by how he’d left her the night before.


  “Why did you leave me like that last night? You should have come to walk on the beach with me. The air was lovely,” she said.


  “We competitors, Ashley. We can’t be friends. Please stop being nice to me.”


  Ashley could tell he wanted to go against the words he spoke. She could tell he wanted to know more about her but wouldn’t allow himself the pleasure. It upset Ashley, but she didn’t have any time to persuade him.


  “Can anyone guess what we’re doing?” Linda asked.


  “Something on the beach,” Hannah said.


  Smells of the ocean filled the air. Salt on their skin. Linda grinned at Hannah’s answer. “Something above the ocean. Have you all ever been hang gliding before?”


  Richard broke into a cold sweat. He hated heights. He had sworn to himself he would never try something as dangerous as skydiving or hang gliding, but how could he deny Linda and James their request? Hannah looked as terrified as he did when he looked at the others.


  None of them had been hang gliding though, which seemed to delight Linda.


  “It’s the best feeling in the world. Flying through the air, acting like a bird. You all will love it.”


  Nobody spoke up against Linda, so they were getting a lesson about what to do within minutes. Then they were on their way out with instructors. Linda and James were going without an instructor, pairing up together, since they had gone so many times before. Delsie was staying behind with the stuff.


  Ashley wasn’t afraid, but she couldn’t believe how Linda and James had roped them into their lovers’ vacation. She was steaming as they prepared to fly. Linda and James hadn’t even gotten to know the interviewees, as they were too busy talking about themselves and how smart they were for coming up with the solutions Eco Renew Waste Management provided.


  Richard nearly pissed his pants as they dropped into the air, taking flight. He screamed, but then his fears faded as he took in everything below him. The birds floating in the water. The people swimming near the shore. Sand stretching out for miles.


  Ashley loved soaring through the air, but she hated how Linda and James hadn’t warned them. They were too unpredictable. Too caught up in themselves. Ashely enjoyed her ride through the air, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that this job wasn’t a right match for her.


  They finally landed and made their way to a restaurant along the beach. They sat facing the ocean, with James and Linda at the center, barely acting like they were running an interview. Delsie seemed unbothered, handling payments and scrolling through her phone, blending into the background like the few clouds on the horizon. Everyone ordered and ate and talked about ocean animals. Linda stood near the end of lunch, tapping her glass with a spoon.


  “You all are the top names of finance in St. Louis, and we love having you here. I’d like you to go around and explain what you learned from hang gliding today.”


  Richard told everyone he had partially overcome his fear of heights, which brought a wild smile to Linda’s face. She radiated as she declared the benefits of facing fears to reach new heights in life and in business.


  “We want to save the world, but we want to make money while we’re doing it. We won’t lie. Waste collectors make money now, so we don’t see why our business model should be any different. Success can’t exist without courage. Anyone else? What did you all learn?”


  Hannah went on and on about how stepping out of their comfort zones revealed their truest selves. Linda didn’t seem as impressed by her answer. Ricardo said that he hadn’t expected to hang glide, but he was happy to spend a day at the beach.


  “What about you, Ashley? What did you learn?”


  Ashley wanted to say how she’d learned a bit from her conversation with Delsie in the morning, but she wouldn’t throw the woman under the bus. The company needed her. She was the only sane one of the three.


  “I learned that you two aren’t like other bosses.”


  Linda narrowed her eyes, but she didn’t ask Ashley to expand on her statement. She thanked everyone for their participation and told them it was time for a swim if they were willing. Linda and James ran from the restaurant to the water. Hannah and Ricardo followed them. Richard stood to leave, glancing at Ashley.


  “Aren’t you coming?” he asked. 


  “No,” she said. “Why would I want to swim with them? I just ate.”


  Delsie lifted her eyes, smirking at Ashley. There was no way she was about to run to the water either, but she also wasn’t on the job interview.


  “Yeah, you’re right. It wouldn’t be wise to go out now,” Richard said.


  “You want to take a walk on the beach?”


  Richard glanced around. “What about our stuff?”


  “I can watch it,” Delsie said. “That’s why I’m here.”


  “Thank you, Delsie. You’re the best,” Ashley said. She took Richard’s hand and pulled him toward the beach.


  Linda waved from the water for them to come join, but Ashley couldn’t bring herself to splash around in the water like a pathetic follower, much as Hannah and Ricardo were doing. 


  Ashley moved her fingers to signal that she was going to take a walk, unsure if Linda could see her from where she was. “You can join them if you’d like. I’d understand,” Ashley said.


  Richard looked out at the four of them in the water, almost running in their direction, but then a little voice whispered in his head not to follow the CEOs. Not if he wanted Ashley, which he did. More so by the second.


  “No, it’s okay. Let’s take a walk.”


  Ashley smiled, looking at Richard with an approving look. They talked about what they’d done back in St. Louis before applying for the job. Ashley explained how she’d moved to take on a position at the Federal Reserve, but now she was looking to work in the private sector.


  Richard told Ashley how his father had been a wizard in the stock market but failed when he tried to open a lending bank. His money had been protected, which was the pride of his life. He always encouraged Richard to take more risks, but Richard was risk averse. He didn’t want to start his own business and fail. 


  “Have you ever wanted to start a business?” Richard asked Ashley.


  “I have some side hustles, and I like to trade stocks. I’ve made some good bets over the years.”


  “Most of my bets are rather conservative.”


  Ashley smiled. “You don’t want to lose a dime, do you?”


  “Not really,” he said.


  They’d walked far enough away from the restaurant that they could no longer see the group. Ashley didn’t want to return. She wished she could take off on a hang glider and glide ride back to the Midwest. She wanted to sit in her backyard with a book.


  “I had such high hopes for this interview, but those two are wacko.”


  “Linda and James?” Richard asked. 


  “Yeah, there’s no way I can work for them. Not when my side jobs earn me more than enough. I’m looking for the title of CFO. Sounds good in case I want to run for office.”


  “You want to get into politics?”


  Ashley looked at Richard with a devilish smile. “Is that so surprising?”


  “No, politics would suit you. You command a room without even trying.”


  “Thank you,” Ashley said.


  “I mean it. You were the only thing I saw when I came out of the elevator the first evening.”


  Ashley stared at Richard for several beats. Waves crashed in the background. Wind whipped her hair. “When was the last time you had a girlfriend?”


  Richard chuckled uncomfortably. “It’s been a long time.” Richard wasn’t ugly, albeit a tad antisocial. He had an unpolished quality, like he was all work and no play.


  “I haven’t had anything serious in years,” Ashley said. “How do you feel about serious relationships, Richard?”


  Richard couldn’t find the words to respond. He didn’t think much about relationships because most women paid him little attention. He didn’t command a room. It’d shook him to the core when Linda and James offered him the interview. He’d only sent the application on a whim; positive he’d never get a call.


  “Relationships seem nice. Complicated. I’ve been alone for so long that I don’t think much about it. Nobody wants to stay with me.”


  Ashley considered Richard, wondering how this meek man had come so far. She wanted to give him a haircut, buy him new clothes, and tell him to walk with his shoulders held high. Maybe she could add a pair of panties under his new jeans.


  Ashley had come to Alabama hoping to find a job, but Richard seemed much more pleasing than working for James and Linda.


  “Why are you so hard on yourself?” Ashley asked.


  Richard shrugged. He had no answer. He had been beating himself up for years, never thinking he was good enough, which didn’t lend itself to such a cutthroat industry. It was another reason corporate jobs attracted him because he thought he could climb the ladder by hard work and concentration.


  “You’re quite the man in my eyes. I’d love to get to know you better,” Ashley said. He was the perfect mix of ambitious and sensitive. Ashely couldn’t help herself.


  “You would?”


  “Yes, would you like to get to know me?”


  Richard nodded. Ashley grinned, knowing she had Richard right where she wanted. Knowing she could pull his strings with the promise of a reward.


  She glanced over her shoulder at the restaurant in the distance. “Too bad we’re on this interview, if you could call it that. I don’t even want this job anymore.”


  “They seem like kind people, but they are a bit wacky.”


  “I shouldn’t have to hang glide to prove myself as a chief financial officer. It’s ridiculous,” Ashley said.


  Richard wouldn’t dare disagree with her. Not when she’d shown him such affectionate attention. 


  “They’ll probably choose Hannah. I doubt the rest of us have a chance at this point.”


  “You think?” Richard asked. He didn’t love the CEOs, but he still wanted the job. He wanted to rocket to the moon with a young company. Have his name listed on documents. He was tired of working as a second-in-command.


  “You might have had a chance until you came walking down here with me.”


  Richard felt a mild panic creep across his skin, but he didn’t let it throw him off from the moment he was having with Ashley. He shook off the fear. “Maybe, but it was worth it.”


  “Why don’t we get back to the restaurant?”


  Richard nodded, and they walked down the beach to the restaurant where Delsie was sitting with their things. Linda and James and the others returned from the water minutes later, dripping all over the patio, but they weren’t the only ones.


  “You all really missed out,” Linda said. She had a towel in her hand, fluffing her hair. “The water was incredible.”


  “I doubt I missed much,” Ashley said. Her legs crossed. Her hand in her hair, head tilted to the side.


  Richard sat upright in his chair, suddenly afraid to be associated with Ashley in front of the CEOs. They were unconventional, but he needed a fresh start.


  “We had just eaten, so I thought a walk would be nice,” Richard said.


  Linda’s hard face softened. “You’re right. We should have planned better. How about we all head back to the hotel, relax for a few hours, and then we can have dinner there?”


  Richard exhaled, felling like he’d dodged a bullet. “Perfect,” he said. Linda, James, and Delsie all headed toward the road after Delsie confirmed she’d paid the bill. Everyone followed along after them, Ashley trailing at the back of the group.


  Richard slowed his pace to walk with Ashley. “You really hate them, don’t you?”


  “No, I don’t. They’re just making me rethink my career goals. Is working for some company really what I want when I could make plenty trading stocks at home? Maybe I’ll ask them if they need an investor.”


  “That’s true.”


  “I think I’ll skip dinner tonight. There’s a restaurant near the hotel I’ve been wanting to try since we got here. Take a walk with me on the beach after?”


  “Yeah, sure. You really aren’t going to the dinner?”


  “Don’t worry about me, Richard. I’ll talk to James and Linda. Give me your phone so I can give you my number.”


  Richard pulled out his phone and passed it to Ashley, wondering where she’d gotten her backbone. Richard would never have the courage to act like her, but if he didn’t have to compete against her, he’d do his best to get the job.


  Richard didn’t want the limelight, but he wanted his place in history. He wanted someone somewhere to know he worked his way to the highest finance position at a major corporation.


  Ashley returned Richard’s phone before climbing into the luxurious van. He slid his phone into his pocket, determined to impress the CEOs with his intelligence and work ethic.
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  Ashley no longer cared about the interview. She was much more focused on whatever was budding with Richard. She wondered what he was like in bed. Would he listen? Would he want to push the limits?


  Ashley stood in front of her mirror, wearing an outfit made of linen. Loose pants and a partially buttoned shirt. She couldn’t wait to tell Linda and James the news before walking down the street to a restaurant she’d been dying to try.


  Ashley slipped on a pair of wedges. She ran red lipstick over her lips, folding and popping them in the mirror. She adjusted the waistline of her outfit and then grabbed her phone to call Linda.


  “Good afternoon, Ashley. How are you doing? You seemed a little upset at lunch. Is everything okay?”


  Ashley felt her anger about the interview evaporating by the second. The more she pictured herself at the restaurant down the street, the less stressed she felt. She smiled with the phone against her ear.


  “Yes, everything is fine. I was hoping we could talk before dinner. Would you have time?”


  Linda spoke to James as Ashley waited for an answer. “That won’t be a problem. How about you come to my room?”


  “Where is it?”


  “It’s a suite upstairs, darling. Come on up.”


  “Be right there,” Ashley said. She looked at herself once more before taking the elevator upstairs. There were only a few suites, and they all had ocean views. Ashley couldn’t believe how incredible it looked when Linda let her in the room. There were two bedrooms, a living room, and a huge balcony. Ashley noticed how one of the bedrooms looked unused, but she wouldn’t say a word about it.


  “Have a seat,” Linda said, guiding Ashley toward the chair next to the sofa where James was sitting. “Would you like something to drink? We have beer, wine, water.”


  “Water would be fine,” Ashley said. “Thank you.”


  Linda gave her a bottle of water. Ashley set it on the table without opening it. She could wait until she got to the restaurant to quench her thirst, but it would have been rude to deny Linda’s request.


  Linda sat next to James, placing her hands in her lap. Ashley crossed her legs and relaxed into her chair. She had other opportunities and had to listen to her gut that this wasn’t the right job for her.


  “We were so worried about you after lunch, Ashley. Weren’t we?”


  James nodded. “Yes, you gave us quite the scare. We would hate it if you were upset by something we did? Was it the swimming? The hang gliding?”


  Ashley took a beat before leaning forward in her chair, using the most poised voice she could muster. “If I may be honest, the hang-gliding activity was unprofessional for a job interview.”


  Linda frowned. “I’m so sorry you feel that way. We love hang gliding and think it brings out the best in people. Even Richard overcame a fear. Wasn’t that incredible?”


  “You forced him into doing something he wouldn’t have otherwise, which is wrong. Would you like someone to force you to do something?” Ashley asked. 


  “No, but—”


  James cut in before Linda could continue. “Ashley, you’re out of line. You didn’t have to go hang gliding if you weren’t comfortable. Nobody forced you.”


  “Right,” she said. She was over the conversation. Over sucking up to James and Linda for a job she didn’t want. She wouldn’t judge Richard for going after the job. Linda and James were revolutionizing the waste industry. Ashley’s hate for them couldn’t change how they were transforming the world. Her hate couldn’t alter whatever impact they might have.


  “You can believe you didn’t force anyone to do anything, but we both know that isn’t true. Regardless, I would like to formally withdraw myself from this interview process. I have decided it will be best for my future if I explore other ventures.”


  Linda looked like she might explode until James placed his hand on her knee, staring into her eyes and shaking his head. She exhaled and nodded.


  “Please charge me for the room. I’m sorry for wasting your time.”


  James smiled. “Don’t worry, Ashley. Your spirit is respected, even if it hurts to hear what you have to say. We invited you, so please enjoy the room. Thank you for making our tough decision that much easier.”


  Linda said nothing, standing to shake Ashley’s hand. Ashley felt lighter than air as she got to her feet, floating to the door after saying her goodbyes. She felt free as she walked to the elevator, and even freer when she got outside.


  Ashley had spent so long chasing dollar signs. Ten years ago, she would have jumped on the chance to work for Linda and James. She would have pushed aside her worries and ignored her inner voice to chase the money. To chase the potential of working for a game-changing company. Ashley was changing faster than she had realized.


  She missed her backyard. Her computers. Her local grocery store. She wanted to get back to her plants. Her friends. Eco Renew Waste Management was based in her hometown, but they clearly had plans to expand. They might relocate, and Ashley didn’t think she was willing.


  Not anymore.


  Ashley walked to the restaurant down the street. There was a wait when she got to the door, but she didn’t mind. She wasn’t in a rush. Richard would take a while at dinner, so she read a book on her phone while she waited in the open-air lobby for a table.


  They came around twenty minutes later, and she couldn’t believe her luck. A table with ocean views. A little table in the corner, away from the madness, where the waves almost sounded stronger than the conversation.


  Ashley ordered a margarita and continued reading on her phone. She got a seafood burger, and it might have been one of the most delicious things she’d ever eaten. She loved the fries. The bun. It all tasted so delicious that she asked how early they opened to know when she should show up for lunch.


  Her phone buzzed as she was staring out at the waves, wondering what Richard was doing. He was supposed to text her when he finished with Linda and James. The text was from Marcia.


  Marcia: How’s the beach? I’m jealous you’re there and I’m not.


  Ashley typed a long message to Marcia, explaining to her how and why she quit. She added a note about Richard, which made Marcia explode with questions. They chatted until a server came by, asking Ashley as politely as he could to give up her table.


  She got red in the face and told him to bring her the bill at once, exiting past anxious faces a few minutes later, feeling a tad guilty for keeping her table as long as she did.


  There were several shops along the street. One caught her eye more than the others. A lingerie store.


  She grinned as she thought about Richard, her conversation with Marcia fresh in her head. Marcia told Ashley about a new guy she was seeing after Ashley told her about Richard. The guy was a business type, wanting to keep everything on the down low. Those never lasted long, but Marcia loved them.


  Ashley did, too, but she wanted something more meaningful this time. 


  The saleswoman was kind and bubbly. She asked Ashley some questions about St. Louis and told her a bunch of random facts about Gulf Shores as Ashley browsed the store to find something cute for Richard to wear.


  She had gathered several options by the time she got to the register. Ashley had no idea how Richard would react to the lingerie, but she couldn’t wait to find out. She thanked the saleswoman as she grabbed the bag, telling her she would come back to visit if she had time, even though Ashley didn’t think it was likely. The store was lovely, though.


  Ashley went back to the hotel, glancing at the restaurant on her way through the lobby. Everyone was there, but they didn’t see her. She went up to her room to store the lingerie and wait for Richard’s message. 


  It shouldn’t take too long. James and Linda couldn’t go long without touching each other, from what Ashley could tell.


  She relaxed and watched TV with her windows open, enjoying the ocean’s breeze drifting into her window. 
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  Richard wished he could skip dinner, but he wanted the job. He couldn’t lie to himself. Eco Renew Waste Management had a ticket to the moon, and he wanted to be along for the ride. Their solutions were growing in popularity by the day. 


  Frankly, Richard didn’t understand why Ashley was dropping out of the race, but he still liked her and couldn’t wait to meet her for a walk after dinner.


  Richard wore a more casual outfit that night, thinking James and Linda might like it if he skipped the suit. They didn’t seem like the types who would want a stiff working for them, so Richard did his best to relax, speaking whenever he had the opportunity.


  Delsie raised her eyebrows at him when he made James and Linda laugh, receiving the scorn of his competitors, but he didn’t care what they thought. Richard wanted the job, and he would charm his way through the interview if that was what it took.


  He left the dinner feeling like a million dollars. He pulled out his phone on the elevator ride back to his room, eager to see Ashley.


  Richard: We just finished. What are you doing? Should we hit the beach?


  Richard was pacing his room minutes later. No reply. He wondered if Ashley was sleeping. Had she forgotten their plans? His thoughts grew darker by the second until his phone finally vibrated. He raced to where it was setting on the bed, scooping it into his hands.


  Ashley: Hey handsome. I’m reading a book in my room, but I’d love to take that walk on the beach. Meet me in the lobby in ten?


  Richard: I’ll be there.


  He went downstairs without waiting ten minutes, wanting to be there the second Ashley arrived. He couldn’t wait to see her.


  She emerged from the elevator before the ten-minute mark and smiled when her eyes met Richard’s.


  “You’re early,” she said.


  “I’ve been thinking about seeing you since the moment we left the beach.”


  “Have you?”


  “Yes,” he said. “How was dinner? Was the restaurant everything you wanted it to be?”


  “The food was delicious. They have the best seafood burger. Much better than the place here. Maybe James and Linda get a discount.”


  “Maybe they want to be close to their bedroom.”


  Ashley laughed, covering her mouth. “You’re terrible. Shall we? The breeze is extraordinary this time of day.”


  “I’ll follow you,” Richard said.


  They walked toward the door. Richard wanted to take Ashley’s hand, but he was terribly nervous. Shaking with nerves. Not that he let them show. His confidence from the dinner had lingered into his time with Ashley, but the sensation was quickly disappearing.


  “How was dinner for you?” Ashley asked as they neared the beach. She was dressed in linen, which let the breeze pass through the fabric.


  “Fantastic,” Richard said. “You should have seen Hannah and Ricardo. They hated me.”


  “You clearly want the job more than I ever did. It’s best if we don’t compete.”


  “Maybe you’re meant to start your own empire. You certainly have the authority.”


  Ashley smiled, reaching out to take Richard’s hand; never afraid to take the lead. Never afraid to go after what she wanted. Ashley thought she’d wanted the job, but it was clear Richard was a far better prize to catch.


  “It’d be nice to have my own company. I thought helping the environment was my calling, but maybe it isn’t. Maybe I should help poor Americans get better control of their finances. It’s so hard once you get caught in a cycle. My parents are finally coming around after years of my help. They still slip, but at least they can see themselves on the way down.”


  “That’s incredible, Ashley. There are so many people who could use help.”


  Ashley nodded, considering the idea. It’d been floating in the back of her head for years. She just never took the chance. Maybe she would draft a plan when she got back to St. Louis, but that was far from her present. She squeezed Richard’s hand, turning her attention to the ocean.


  “It’s beautiful at night, isn’t it?”


  Richard nodded, loving Ashley’s touch. They could be anywhere, and he would be happy. He wouldn’t have a problem in the world as long as they were together.


  “It is,” he said.


  Ashley stopped walking. The moon was rising in the sky, reflecting off the water. Ashley cupped Richard’s face. His dick instantly hardened. He didn’t know what Ashley saw in him, but he wouldn’t question it. He loved how he looked through her eyes.


  “I never thought I would meet someone on this trip, but I’m happy to have met you.”


  “Me too,” Richard said.


  “Do you find me attractive, Richard?”


  “Very much so.”


  “Do you like when I touch you like this, Richard?”


  “Yes,” he said with a purr in his voice. He loved nothing more than how Ashley was touching him. Her fingers were soft. Delicate. They were what Richard had been hoping to feel all day. “Your touch feels incredible.”


  Ashley closed her eyes and leaned forward. Richard did the same, feeling like he was in another world. A world where he was a prince who’d found his princess because Ashley was so beautiful. So intelligent. She was better than Richard’s wildest dreams, and here she was, millimeters from pressing her lips against his.


  Richard and Ashley’s lips touched. She loved how soft and pillowy Richard’s lips were, and Richard loved how Ashley tasted. He couldn’t get enough, but she broke the kiss after a few seconds, staring into his eyes beneath the moonlight. 


  “Why don’t we go back to my room? I bought you a surprise.”


  “You did?” Richard asked. He couldn’t imagine what it was. They held hands as they walked back to the hotel, heading up to Ashley’s room.


  Richard didn’t know where the night would lead him, but he couldn’t wait to find out.


  Ashley stepped out of the elevator first, with her back to Richard, smirking because she knew exactly what surprise awaited him.
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  Richard followed Ashley into her room. They were on different floors, but they had the same view. He sat on her bed as she made them two cups of ice water.


  “I should have bought something to drink while I was out. I wasn’t even thinking.”


  “It’s okay,” he said. “I could order us some food and charge it to my room.”


  “You’re sweet,” Ashley said. She sat on the bed next to him and touched his face. She couldn’t stop staring at him, picturing all the ways she would transform him. How she would make him manly some nights and feminine others.


  Tonight, she wanted to see what he would look like in panties. She wanted to see how he would react.


  “Do you want something? Why don’t we get a bottle of wine?”


  “If you insist,” she said.


  Richard used the room’s phone to order a bottle of wine and some appetizers. They’d both already eaten, but what harm was there in having a little snack?


  They sat on the bed talking about their experiences hang gliding until the wine and snacks arrived, which distracted them while they watched a bit of television.


  After Ashley got full, she told Richard to close his eyes.


  “Why? What are you going to do?”


  “I’m getting your surprise, but I don’t want you to see.”


  “Okay,” he said and closed his eyes. “Tell me when to open them.”


  Ashley placed the bag in his lap. “You can open your eyes.”


  Richard didn’t know what he was looking at when he registered the bag. He parted the top and reached inside, even more confused when he pulled out a pair of panties.


  “What’s this?” he asked.


  Ashley sat on the bed and took the panties from him. She held the panties in the air. They were navy blue with little pink flowers. “I want you to wear these,” Ashley said in a steady voice.


  “You what?”


  “It’s something I like. There have been no men in my life for a while now, but I don’t think I could get serious with a man who doesn’t let me dress him up like a girl sometimes.”


  Richard couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He looked between the panties and Ashley, wondering how to respond. He’d never met a woman who’d asked him to wear lingerie, and he’d never met a woman he liked as much as Ashley.


  It put him in a touch spot because he wasn’t sure he could wear the panties.


  “How can you expect me to wear those?” he asked. “I’m a man.”


  “You think you’d be the first man to wear a pair of panties?”


  Richard frowned, trying to find the words to get him out of this situation. He liked Ashley, and he didn’t want to disappoint her, but how could she expect him to wear panties? He had on a perfectly decent pair of boxers.


  “No, but that’s not the point. I don’t want to wear them.” 


  Ashley balled up the panties and tossed them to the side, shrugging. “Fine,” she said. “We can just be friends.”


  “What? Why do you have to be like that? Now you don’t want me because I won’t wear a pair of panties?”


  “I’ve been enjoying our time together, Richard, but I told you where my cards lie. You’re free to refuse the panties, and I’m free to say we should only be friends. No big deal, really.”


  Richard hated how relaxed Ashley sounded. He wanted to shake her and beg for more time. He hated how the look in her eyes had changed. She’d been so excited to give him the gift, and he crushed her spirt. What was so wrong with a pair of panties? They were just underwear.


  Richard glanced at the navy panties Ashley had tossed to the side. She was holding her wine and watching the TV, acting like Richard wasn’t even in the room.


  “Fine, you win. Give me the panties,” he said.


  Ashley squealed and clapped her hands. She passed Richard the panties, pointing at the bathroom. “Give me a show when you come out. I want to watch you strut.”


  Richard reddened at her words. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”


  “It’ll be our secret,” she said.


  Richard took the panties and went to the bathroom. He pulled down his pants and wished his legs weren’t so hairy, but there was nothing he could do. He’d never shaved them in his life. He’d never worn a pair of panties or briefs either. The hair around his dick looked much longer under the small bit of fabric.


  Richard was embarrassed by how his legs looked in the panties. His hard dick couldn’t hide. His hair was unruly. He didn’t want to leave the bathroom, but Ashley was calling his name.


  “Don’t forget to give me a show,” she said.


  Richard opened the door and stepped out of the bathroom with his hands on his hips, still wearing a t-shirt. He hadn’t had the confidence to take it off, but it was short enough to expose the navy panties with pink flowers.


  “Strut, girl, strut.” Ashley snapped her fingers.


  Richard burned with embarrassment, but he did what she asked and strutted across the room, walking back and forth as though he were on a runway. He loosened up after the first couple of times, encouraged by Ashley’s hooting and hollering.


  Ashley put out her hand. Richard took it, and she pulled him to the bed. She was still wearing her linen. His hard cock was exposed, barely hidden beneath the thin fabric of his panties. Ashley put her hand on it, impressed by his size.


  “You’re bigger than I imagined,” she said. “I love how your cock feels in these panties. Doesn’t it feel so much bigger than usual?”


  Richard couldn’t deny her claim. He had caught himself staring at his cock in the bathroom mirror, loving how he could see his member through the thin fabric. He wondered if he should switch from boxers to briefs because his boxers did nothing to showcase his manhood.


  “Yeah, it does.” Richard moaned at Ashley’s touch, afraid he might cum too soon. Afraid her touch might push him over the edge before he had the chance to please her.


  “Why don’t you take off your shirt?”


  Richard glanced down at his body, a hint of panic trickling across his skin. “I’ll leave my shirt on, if you don’t mind.” He spent a lot of time at home alone without a shirt, but that was when Ashley wasn’t around. She was so gorgeous. Her body was perfect. He couldn’t pretend to compare, but what he didn’t know was that Ashley found him sexy just how he was.


  “I want to see you in nothing except the panties. I didn’t buy them for nothing,” she said.


  “What about you?”


  “What about me?” she asked.


  “Aren’t you going to take off what you’re wearing?”


  “Sure.” Ashley stood from the bed, moving in front of Richard. She stripped naked and tossed her clothes to the floor with ease, unbothered by her natural form. She loved her body, so what was there to hide? “What do you think? Wanna join me?”


  Richard struggled to speak. He couldn’t do anything except make an awkward sound before rushing to pull off his shirt. If Ashley was willing to strip naked for him, who was he to deny her request?


  Ashley grinned. “Much better. Now I can see all of you. We’ll have to do some grooming, but I love the starting point. Turn in a circle for me, handsome.” Ashley spun her finger in the air.


  Ashley returned to the bed, crossing her legs. She watched as Richard timidly placed his hands on his hips, turning in a circle. Meeting Ashely’s eyes each time he rotated. His dick was rock hard, but he did nothing to hide it. He didn’t move his hands to block it. Not when Ashley was so exposed with her gaze devouring his body.


  “Fuck, you look so good in those panties. Are they growing on you?”


  Richard would wear lingerie every day of his life if it brought Ashley this much pleasure, but the panties were growing on him, much to his surprise. They accentuated the best parts of his package, even though he wouldn’t mind trimming his hair a bit, as Ashley had suggested.


  “They are,” he said.


  “They’re darling on you. Why don’t you come over here so we can have a little fun?”


  Richard dropped his hands and went over to the bed, standing in front of Ashley. Not sure how to lead. Not sure which moves to make, but he needn’t worry because Ashley pulled him to the bed and placed him on his back.


  Precum leaked from his dick and stained the navy panties with tiny pink flowers. He moaned as Ashley popped his dick out the side of the fabric, not bothering to remove them.


  She grabbed his dick and balls, holding them together in her hand, making them look bigger than Richard had ever seen.


  “Fuck, your dick looks so perfect in these panties. Do you know how much this turns me on?”


  Richard shook his head.


  “I’ll show you,” Ashely said and turned her body, putting them in a sixty-nine position. She moved her pussy until it was in Richard’s face. She lowered it to his lips, covering him with her wetness. Richard could hardly believe it, closing his eyes to let her juices wash over him.


  It was the best thing he’d ever tasted. A fountain of nectar pouring into his mouth. Pillowy heat rubbing against his lips.


  It only got better when Ashley opened her mouth and closed it around Richard’s cock. He moaned into her pussy. He didn’t stop licking, even though Ashley’s mouth bobbing along his dick felt otherworldly. The sensations had him on edge, but he didn’t want to cum without Ashley.


  “Suck my clit,” Ashley commanded. “I’m close.”


  She moved her pussy until her clit was right where Richard needed to wrap his lips around it. She stroked his dick as he took her to the limit. He wasn’t far behind.


  Richard moaned into Ashley’s womanhood as the pleasure became too intense to bear. He needed to release. Her hand was slick and sloppy. He was struggling to hold his orgasm. Struggling not to bust all over her hand.


  Ashley screamed, using her free hand to hold Richard’s head against her pussy as her body shook. She panted as she lifted her womanhood from Richard’s mouth, leaving his face covered in her juices. It took her several moments to remember she’d been stroking Richard’s cock, but he was still rock hard and sticking out the side of his panties.


  “Your turn,” she said and wrapped her hand around Richard’s member. She rubbed his cock, pulling the cum from it seconds later.


  He had never seen so much white goo leave his cock before. It soiled the panties, but Ashley didn’t seem to mind.


  “I got another pair for next time,” she said. They were cuddling moments later, both still wet and sticky from their climaxes.


  “There’ll be a next time?” Richard asked, already feeling madly in love with the woman lying by his side.


  “Won’t there be?” she asked.


  “Yes,” he said.
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  Ashley and Richard were eating breakfast in the hotel’s restaurant, spent from the night before. They had some more oral fun in the wee hours of the morning when neither of them could sleep, which had finally exhausted them enough to get a few hours of shuteye.


  “I’ll miss you at the interview,” Richard said.


  Ashley smiled, relieved she didn’t have to spend her time with the group. She wanted to use her day to explore the local area. Visit museums. Rent a tent by the ocean. She had expected a charge to end up on her credit card, but there was nothing. Maybe Linda and James would make good on their word by paying for the room.


  “You’ll be fine without me for a few hours. Maybe it’ll do us some good to spend time apart. It’ll only make us want each other that much more when we’re together again.”


  Richard took Ashley’s hand and kissed it. They were so lost in the moment that they didn’t notice Linda and James enter the dining room and walk directly to their table.


  “Good morning, you two. Didn’t expect to see you guys together.”


  Ashley didn’t mind telling Linda and James about their relationship, but she didn’t want to step on Richard’s toes.


  “We’re just having breakfast,” Ashley said. “How are you two? Sorry again for turning down the job.”


  Linda waved her hand, hardly bothered. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. James and I talked about it last night, and we love your spirit. You’re quite the firecracker.”


  “Thanks,” Ashley said. “What do you all have planned for the interview today?”


  Richard glanced at Ashley, not bold enough to tell her how he thought she was stealing his spotlight, but at least they were no longer competitors.


  “Do you mind if we sit here?” James asked.


  “Not at all,” Ashley said. She gestured to the two empty seats.


  They sat at the table with Ashley and Richard, making it look like they were on a double date. None of them were dressed like they were together for business reasons. The server rushed over to take their order.


  “So, what are we doing today?” Richard asked.


  “We can’t ruin the surprise, can we?” Linda asked as James was speaking to the server.


  “It wouldn’t be any fun,” James said after the server ran off to put in their order.


  “I was the one who asked,” Ashley said. “Don’t hold it against Richard.”


  “We wouldn’t dare,” Linda said. “So, what? Are you two seeing each other now?”


  Ashley and Richard glanced at each other, unable to stop smiles from crossing their faces. They didn’t want their relationship to come out to the group. They were hoping to keep it secret until they returned to St. Louis, but what was the harm in people knowing?


  After the night Ashley and Richard had, neither could deny what was blossoming between them.


  “Something like that,” Ashley said.


  Linda made an approving sound, clasping her hands together. “There’s nothing as adorable as two people falling in love. You should join us today, Ashley. We’re going to take a bike ride along the beach and then head to a fabulous restaurant.”


  “Yeah, Ashley. Come with us,” James said. “It’s nice having you around.”


  Ashley thought about her plans to visit museums and different galleries in the area, but she thought a bike ride sounded lovely. Linda and James were getting better by the second. Maybe she was meant to become their friend instead of their employee.


  “Fine, I’ll go.”


  “Perfect,” Linda said. Their food arrived a moment later. The conversation turned to Eco Renew Waste Management. They shared their ideas for future projects, but only after Ashley and Richard promised not to steal them. Ashley said she wouldn’t know where to begin. Richard told them he wanted to manage numbers and not project development.


  Delsie appeared first. Hannah not too long after. Ricardo scrolled into the restaurant, looking like he’d stayed up all night. Smelled like it too. Smells of booze emanated from his skin. Nobody said a word.


  They took the luxurious van to a bike rental store near the beach. Linda and James paid for everyone, including Ashley, who’d tried to give them her credit card, but they refused. They even paid for her lunch, and Ashley made a note on her phone to send them a gift when they got back to St. Louis.


  It was a lovely afternoon. Ashley would never forget the ocean breezes blowing through her hair as she rode a bike down the trail along the beach.


  Richard didn’t ignore the fact that he was in an interview and made the bosses laugh several times. It was almost as though Hannah and Ricardo didn’t exist the longer the day went on, which clearly angered Hannah. Ricardo didn’t seem to care. He had two drinks with lunch.


  “That was quite a day,” Richard said after saying goodbye to James and Linda in the lobby.


  “It was,” Ashley said. She needed a shower, but then she wanted to have dinner with Richard. “Meet me in my room in an hour?”


  “Yeah,” Richard said. “I need a second to decompress after today. How do you think I did?”


  “You were fabulous,” Ashley said. “They loved you.”


  “They loved us.”


  Ashley shrugged. “Whatever gets you the job, right?”


  “We’ll see. I’ll be at your room in an hour.” He gave Ashley a kiss on the cheek before she stepped out of the elevator, and then he continued to his room.
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  “Welcome,” Ashley said as she opened the door, looking fresh and rejuvenated. Richard had taken a shower too, but he could never glow like her. She was a diamond to his dirt, but he didn’t mind, as long as she stayed by his side. “Not a minute late.”


  “I’ll never be late for you,” he said.


  “Good,” Ashley said and stepped inside, beckoning for Richard to follow. He sat on her bed as she stood in the mirror, pushing earrings into her earlobes. Putting gloss on her lips. “Why don’t we head down the street? I need another one of those seafood burgers since I couldn’t have one at lunch.”


  “Sure,” Richard said. He didn’t have to worry about dinner with Linda and James. They were taking the night alone to talk about the candidates and pick who they wanted for the job. Richard hoped they picked him, but he wouldn’t spend his night dwelling on the subject. Not when he was with Ashley.


  They went downstairs and to the restaurant down the street. Her server from the previous night greeted them, recognizing her the second their eyes met. Richard wished he’d been with her, but he’d been charming James and Linda instead.


  “I’m glad we’re together tonight,” Richard said.


  Ashley reached across the table to touch his face, staring at her man. “Me too,” she said. Richard was rough around the edges, but he was hers, and she knew he would listen. She knew she could make him her doll. He’d looked so cute in her panties the night before, and Ashley couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel to put him in another pair.


  “Should we get something from the store on the way back to the hotel?” Richard asked as they neared the end of their meal. He was stuffed with delicious food and even better conversation.


  “Yeah, I want something for dessert besides cake.”


  Richard gave Ashley a look like he might be her dessert. She smiled and reached under the table to touch his leg. “I’d love to have you, but I also need some chocolate.”


  “Ice cream?”


  “Our rooms do have a mini freezer,” Ashley said, already feeling the cool, creamy chocolate on her tongue. “Maybe we could put some gummy bears on it.”


  “Even better,” Richard said. He paid the bill when they finished their food. They held hands to the convenience store down the street. Ashley picked out the snacks she wanted, some booze to drink, and a box of condoms. Richard acted cool, even though he was feeling giddy inside.


  “Carry the bag?” Ashley held out the bag in the air, like she might drop it.


  Richard took the bag before she could. He would carry her bags anywhere and everywhere she wanted. He had no problems or doubts about his masculinity.


  They took the elevator back to Ashley’s room, and Richard’s heart was racing as they stepped inside. She tuned on the TV and stripped down to her undergarments, encouraging Richard to do the same.


  He took off his shirt with more ease than the previous night. He was wearing boxers, which he hated. They couldn’t compare to the panties he’d been wearing the night before, so he asked Ashley if she had a pair for him to wear.


  “You’re asking for panties? You’ve come along so much more quickly than I expected.”


  Richard blushed, feeling embarrassed by his desire to wear women’s undergarments, but he’d been thinking about it all day. Wondering what other pairs Ashley might have for him.


  A tent had sprung up in Richard’s boxers, but he didn’t bother hiding his cock. He wanted Ashley’s lips around it again. He wanted to use those condoms and bury his cock in her warmth. Her softness. He wanted to fuck her better than he’d ever fucked anyone in his life. She deserved his best, and he planned to give it to her.


  Ashley stood from the bed. “Why don’t you take off your boxers?”


  Richard didn’t hesitate to push them to the floor, hard and leaking precum. Ashley wrapped her hand around his cock, staring into his eyes. “You know what I’ve been thinking?”


  “No,” he said. “What?”


  “There’s so much hair on your legs and around your cock that the panties don’t look the best they could.”


  “I agree, but what can I do about it?”


  “I had some supplies delivered in the hour we were apart. It’s amazing what one can have delivered in under an hour. Why don’t you check the bathroom?” Ashley said, rubbing his cock as she spoke. He could cum but was using every ounce of willpower he had to hold his orgasm.


  “You’ll have to let go of my cock first,” Richard said while holding a breath. He was afraid he would release if he exhaled or relaxed even a fraction.


  “Right,” Ashley said. She chuckled as she dropped her hand from his cock. “We don’t have all night, handsome. It’ll take you a while to get rid of all that hair.”


  Richard swallowed as he turned and walked toward the bathroom. He opened the door to discover a basket of supplies, along with a card addressed to him. Ashley stood behind him in the doorway, giving him a nudge to enter the room.


  “What’s this?” Richard asked as he approached the basket. He saw there was a pair of panties and a bunch of bottles. Ashley didn’t speak as he took in the contents of the basket, realizing they were all things he could use to shave. “You want me to shave?”


  “Everywhere you can. Your arms aren’t too bad, but we must do something about that leg hair. There’s far too much.”


  “Okay,” Richard said. He had never thought about shaving his legs, but he was curious. He wanted to see how the panties would look with his legs bare. Would his dick become even bigger? He asked Ashley if he should shave there too, and she told him he should.


  “Leave no stone unturned. Come out when you finish.”


  Richard nodded as Ashley closed the door. She raised the volume on the television. Richard heard her opening the bag of gummy bears. He opened the door and popped his head out.


  “Don’t eat all the gummy bears without me.”


  “I’m saving you some. Don’t worry,” she hollered. “Hurry.”


  Richard made fast work, lathering himself with shaving cream. He had never shaved his legs, but he figured it couldn’t be much different from his face, so he drew a shallow bath of warm water. He dropped his razor into the water. 


  It took forever. His hair was so thick. He had to refill the tub several times, but then he finally had everything except his arms shaved and hairless, paying special attention to his manhood. It’d never looked bigger, and he couldn’t wait to put on the panties Ashley had included in the basket.


  They were pink with a white stripe around the waistline. Richard picked them up, but Ashley knocked on the door before he could put them on.


  “Don’t forget to put on a few layers of lotion. You’ll need it if you don’t want to break out,” she said. “I included a fabulous one in the basket. I always use it after I shave.”


  Richard picked up the bottle of lotion and put down the panties, rock hard as he rubbed lotion into his skin. It was luscious, and he could feel his skin drinking it up, waiting for it to dry to add another layer. His skin calmed after the third application of lotion.


  The pink fabric was like candy in his hands, even more exciting than the gummy bears he couldn’t wait to eat. Richard rubbed the lingerie against his cheek, eager to see how they would look against his smooth, womanly skin.


  Richard pulled the panties up his legs, struggling to tuck his hard cock, but he made it fit. Barely. It was already leaving a wet mark by his tip, but he didn’t care. His legs looked so sexy. So feminine.


  He walked out of the bathroom with a radiant confidence. He never wanted to wear a pair of boxers again.


  Ashley muted the television when he came out of the bathroom. She hopped to her feet and grabbed Richard’s hand, making him do a little twirl to show off his work.


  “You didn’t miss a spot. Fuck, that looks sexy. You know what would be even hotter?”


  “Tasting your pussy on my lips,” he said. Richard grabbed Ashley’s side and pulled her close, feeling horny. Feeling like he might explode if he didn’t have her.


  “Don’t get ahead of yourself. Close your eyes. I have another surprise,” she said.


  Richard swallowed, afraid of what Ashley might present. He couldn’t predict her moves. He never knew what she was going to do, but he closed his eyes, anyway. Richard would rather play Ashley’s game than lose her. Ashley made him feel more alive than he’d felt in ages. He hadn’t known her for long, but he wanted to spend the rest of his life with Ashley. He wanted her to continue playing her games until they got old.


  “Open your eyes,” Ashley said. She tossed a pile of clothes on his lap. Stockings and a dress. “Put those on while I watch.”


  Richard glanced at the clothes, considering his options. He could deny Ashley’s request, but he would regret it for as long as he lived, so he stood and pulled the stockings up his legs. He pulled the dress over his head, happy he’d taken the time to shave his armpits, even though he was sure Ashley would have made him if he hadn’t.


  “Wow, you look great as a girl. All you need is a wig, and you’d full everyone.”


  “You think?” Richard asked. He turned to the mirror, doubting Ashley’s statement until he saw himself. His arms. His legs. Everything about him looked positively feminine. “You’re right. How is it possible?”


  “Anything is possible. Mind if I take some pictures?” Ashley asked and held up her phone.


  Richard didn’t want a record of him in a dress, but how could he tell Ashley no? It was impossible.


  “Only a few,” he said. 


  Ashley squealed and unlocked the camera on her phone. She told Richard to pose for the camera, and she ended up snapping dozens of pictures. Richard got so into the photo shoot, with his hands on his hips. He twirled in a circle. Did a little jump. He lost himself until he seemed to realize his face hadn’t changed like his lower half.


  Richard caught his breath, staring at himself in the mirror. “That’s enough pictures. Don’t send those to anyone.”


  Ashley smirked and tossed her phone to the bed, approaching Richard from behind, brushing her hand against his neck. She licked his neck, blowing on it all the way to his ear. She leaned forward to whisper. “I love watching men discover their femininity, but you’re special. You’re the man I want to love, Richard. I want my next relationship to be serious. I hope you understand that.”


  “I do,” Richard said. He could already picture his life with Ashley, dressing up in all types of pretty clothes. Wearing wigs. Trying on makeup. Living without restraints. Living outside the square boxes within which Richard had built his life. “I’ve been hoping for something serious myself.”


  “Can you handle me? Can you handle this?” Ashley asked, pushing her hand into the waistline of Richard’s pink panties. “Or is it too much?”


  “No, it’s not. You’re everything I want, Ashley. I can’t imagine my life without you after everything we’ve been through down here. I’m glad you live in St. Louis because I would have to consider moving if you didn’t.”


  Ashley blushed, pushing her hand farther into Richard’s panties until she was touching his ass. She squeezed it, making Richard moan. She pulled him close, pressing his dick against her leg. He was so hard. So eager to please.


  “Take off my bra,” she said.


  Richard reached around Ashley’s body to unhook her bra. He pulled it from her arms and dropped it to the floor.


  “Now my panties,” she said. Ashley pulled her hand from Richard’s panties.


  Richard’s dress dropped to where his stockings ended. He lowered himself to his knees. He looked into Ashley’s eyes as he reached to hook his fingers into the waistline of her panties, pulling them down to her ankles. Ashley stepped out of her lingerie. Richard couldn’t take his eyes off her glistening pussy as she wrapped her hand around the back of Richard’s head, guiding his lips to hers.


  Her moan filled the room when Richard’s mouth touched her pussy. She held him as he licked, drinking up her juices as she gave them, desperate to make her wetter. Desperate to sink into her wet pussy, but he wouldn’t rush Ashley. He knew she hadn’t bought the condoms for nothing.


  Ashley savored Richard’s mouth until she couldn’t handle another second of his glorious head. She needed his cock. She pulled Richard to his feet and pushed him to the bed. He moaned as she pushed up his dress, revealing the hardness hiding beneath his pink panties.


  A breath escaped Richard’s lips as Ashley pulled his cock free from the side of the panties. She put her lips around it and bobbed her head a few times, nearly making Richard cum, but it was as though she knew he couldn’t last long. 


  Ashley stood naked at the edge of the bed, looking like a goddess. Richard would do anything and everything to keep her in his life. He only hoped she meant it when she said she wanted something serious because he would run to the jewelry store tomorrow to buy her a ring, if that was what it took to keep her. 


  Richard watched as Ashley grabbed the box of condoms from the bag. She opened one and rolled it on his dick. Richard’s body tensed as Ashley climbed on the bed. He moaned and nearly came when she rubbed her swollen pussy lips against his dick. They were hot and pillowy and begging for his cock.


  “Don’t cum until I tell you,” Ashley said. Her pussy was hovering over Richard’s dick. He was tense with anticipation.


  “I’ll do my best.”


  Ashley grinned as she moved her pussy to Richard’s tip, teasing him with her opening. Staring at him as she pushed her warmth against his rod to test his size.


  “Tell me how much you want my pussy.”


  “I want your pussy more than anything, baby. Now and for the rest of my life. Fuck, it feels good, and I’m not even inside you yet.”


  “Not yet,” Ashley said and lifted her hips, sinking her hole onto his cock. Richard huffed as Ashley’s warmth surrounded his cock. His senses went into overload, and he couldn’t concentrate as Ashley lifted and lowered her hips. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her breasts, making the sensations that much better. “Now you’re inside of me.”


  “Fuck,” Richard said. He closed his eyes, feeling every detail. Ashley’s pussy lips spreading over his cock. The tightness of her cave. The pull of the pink panties surrounding his dick. Ashley’s legs brushing his stockings. Her hard nipples beneath his fingertips.


  Ashley moved her hands to Richard’s chest, sinking her nails into his pecks beneath the dress he was wearing. She fucked his dick. She used him for her pleasure until she was so close to cumming that it hurt.


  “Cum with me,” Ashley screamed. She lifted her body and bounced on his cock, using his dick to hit her spot until she couldn’t handle it any longer. Her breasts swayed as Richard held her thighs, so close to cumming, but he didn’t want to cum without her.


  He waited until she sank on his dick, hollering even louder than she had a few seconds before. He felt her pussy throbbing around his cock, and that was when he unloaded deep inside her pussy.


  Ashley panted and fell to the side, letting Richard’s cock fall out of her. They lay there and admired the huge load of cum in his condom. Ashley reached forward and pulled off his condom, dangling it in the air.


  “One day you’ll put all this cum in me when we fuck.”


  Richard’s softening dick twitched. “I’d like that.”


  Ashley tossed the condom to the floor. “Hold me,” she said. Richard got behind her and cradled her body in his. He loved being her big spoon. “Should we watch a movie?”


  “What about my ice cream?”


  Ashley moved out of Richard’s arms. He cursed himself for saying anything, but they had a delightful couple of hours. Ashley returned to where she’d started, and Richard couldn’t have been happier.
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  Richard snuck off early to meet James and Linda for breakfast before they announced their decision in the evening. It had been the most formal event since they arrived. Linda and James took turns asking each person questions. Richard thought he’d done okay, but he wasn’t sure. Maybe the others did better.


  Ashley didn’t bother herself worrying about the interview. She hated how early Richard had left bed, but she was using her free time to sit by the pool outside. It was before noon, but that didn’t stop her from asking the bartender to add a splash of rum to her smoothie. She was on vacation until her flight the following morning and planned on enjoying herself.


  Ashley was texting Marcia as she lounged by the pool, telling her all about Richard and how she’d dressed him up. Marcia was hungry for details, pressing Ashley with endless questions.


  Ashley: Why don’t I just send you a picture?


  Marcia: YES!! I need to see a picture of this boy all dressed up and looking pretty!


  Ashley scrolled through the dozens of photos she’d taken the night before, choosing one where Richard had jumped into the air and a glimpse of his pink panties was visible.


  Marcia: I love that picture so much! I can’t wait to meet Richard when you guys are back in town. Have fun!!!


  Ashley smiled at herself and rested the phone against her chest, closing her eyes to relax.


  A push on the shoulder stirred Ashley from a daydream where she was shopping for Richard. Buying him lingerie, dresses, and heels. Luckily, it was Richard standing over her. He was wearing a t-shirt and swim trunks.


  “How was breakfast? Did James and Linda give you the job?”


  “The morning was strangely professional. They asked a bunch of questions and weren’t weird for once. Who knows how I did but them?”


  “When will they tell you?”


  “This evening,” he said. “What have you been doing?”


  “Texting my friend Marcia. I told her all about you,” said Ashley.


  “All good things, I hope.”


  “Nothing you should worry yourself over. She loved the photo of you in a dress.” Ashley unlocked her phone and turned it toward him. There he was. Dressed like a girl with his shaved legs and stockings, his pink panties on full display.


  “You sent that to her? I thought I told you not to send pictures to anyone.”


  “Oh, come on, Richard. Don’t be like that. Marcia doesn’t care. Let’s just say that she and I share some interests.”


  Richard shook his head. He couldn’t believe Ashley. He thought he could trust her, but she’d shown her friend a side of him he hadn’t yet accepted himself. Now the world might know what he did. There was no telling what this Marcia could do with the photo.


  “I can’t believe you, Ashley. We talked about this, and you went behind my back. I don’t care if your friend has similar interests. It isn’t right,” Richard said. He wanted to spend time with Ashley, but he couldn’t even look at her. Not after what she’d done. “I need to be alone right now. My stomach is in knots about the interview.”


  “Sure,” Ashley said, even though she didn’t want Richard to leave. She could tell he was angry and saw the error in her ways, but she hadn’t even thought about what they’d said the night before. Marcia knew everything about her life, and vice versa.


  Ashley watched Richard walk away. She thought about chasing after him, but he needed time. She wished she could unsend the photo. Marcia wouldn’t do anything with the photo, but Richard was hurting, and it was all Ashley’s fault.


  ***


  Richard paced his room, seething with anger. How could Ashley betray him? How could she not see how her actions would hurt? It killed him because he was still madly in love with Ashley, but she’d really hurt him by sending that picture to her friend Marcia.


  He also didn’t have the bandwidth to deal with that problem when he was waiting to hear from James and Linda. All they’d said was they would call him. He had no idea what that meant, so all he could do was try to talk himself down from a perpetual state of panic.


  The phone in Richard’s hotel room rang halfway through the day. He answered it after taking several deep breaths, worried he might sound psychotic to James and Linda if they were on the other line.


  “Hello,” he said.


  “Mr. Hill? This is the front desk. James and Linda would like to see you in their suite. Are you available?”


  “Yes, tell them I’ll be there in five,” Richard said. The receptionist thanked him and ended the call as Richard took a few minutes to collect himself. He had no idea what James and Linda wanted. He had to prepare himself for both acceptance and rejection.


  Richard stood outside the suite minutes later. He knocked on the door. James answered.


  “Welcome, Richard. Would you like something to drink?”


  “Water is fine,” Richard said, even though he needed something much stronger.


  James grabbed Richard a glass of water. He took a seat next to Linda on the sofa after giving Richard the water. They were both smiling, looking carefree. Richard felt like he could vomit all over their carpeted floor.


  “How was the interview process for you, Richard?” James asked.


  “It was different, but I suppose the activities gave you both ideas of how we’d react to certain situations.”


  “That’s right,” Linda said. “We honestly didn’t know how to go about hiring for such a monumental position, but Delsie helped us come up with the activities. We really loved both you and Ashley, but of course Ashley withdrew from the race.”


  “Are you saying what I think?”


  “Depends on what you’re thinking, boss, but you got the job. Are you willing to accept it? We wanted to ask you before we told the others.”


  Richard couldn’t stop smiling. He’d gotten the job that could propel him into the history books. All he wanted was a footnote, and Eco Renew Waste Management offered a real possibility of making that happen.


  “Yes,” Richard said. “I want to accept the position.” He was happy until he realized Ashley was who he wanted to tell first about the news, but then he remembered how he was supposed to be upset with her for sending the picture. It was hard to stay angry when it came to Ashley.


  Linda and James shared a victorious look. They shook Richard’s hand, sealing the deal.


  “You can skip dinner tonight if you want to celebrate with Ashley.”


  “If she’s willing to see me. We had a bit of a fight this morning.”


  Linda frowned. “Oh, no. We can’t stop talking about how perfect you two are together. You’d better go to her and make up. Love is worth it,” Linda said, glancing at James. “Trust me.”


  James nodded. “Love is worth every sacrifice. It can get complicated, but there’s nothing like true love.”


  The words left Richard’s mouth before he could stop himself. “Do you two have a thing or something?”


  Linda laughed. “We have an understanding with our spouses. Heck, they’re probably together now. They hate to say it, but we know they love when we go out of town.”


  Richard’s jaw dropped, but he didn’t have time to unpack the relationship his new bosses had. He would learn with enough time. For now, he had to find Ashley.


  “Thank you both. I can’t wait to start working for you, but I need to find Ashley.”


  “Go after her,” James hollered.


  Richard nodded and hopped to his feet. He raced to the door, glancing over his shoulder once. Linda and James were waving at him, shooing him away to chase after the one thing he wanted even more than the position they’d given him.


  ***


  “Oh, it’s you.” Ashley stood behind the door, not opening it for Richard.


  “Can I come inside?”


  “Aren’t you mad at me?”


  “Not anymore,” Richard said. “If you trust Marcia to keep my secret, then I should trust her, too. I trust you.”


  Ashley sighed and opened the door, allowing Richard into her room. She had spent her day lying in bed. She hated being on Richard’s bad side. It was harder than it’d ever been with any other guy. Richard had a spell over Ashley, and she never wanted it to break. She never wanted to date again unless it was with Richard.


  “It wasn’t right of me to send the photo, but I honestly didn’t even think about it. We were talking like we always do. She kept asking me a million questions about what I did and what you looked like, so I just sent her a photo.”


  “It’s okay,” Richard said. He didn’t want to lose Ashley over this, especially if her friend didn’t care. “I’m not all the way comfortable with the dresses and panties and stuff yet, so maybe don’t share any photos until I am?”


  Ashley nodded. “No problem, and I told Marcia what happened. She said she already deleted the picture, but I wanted to give you time because I know you’re waiting to hear from James and Linda. When’s dinner?”


  Richard beamed, reliving the conversation with his new bosses. “They gave me the job, Ashley. I’m the new CFO!”


  Ashley screamed. She grabbed Richard’s hands, and they did a little dance, spinning in a circle. “I can’t believe you held that information in so long! Congratulations,” Ashley said with her arms linked around the back of his neck.


  “Thanks,” Richard said. “No way they would have chosen me if you hadn’t withdrawn from the competition, but I’m still happy.”


  “You should be, Richard. You deserve this. Should we go to the restaurant down the street to celebrate?”


  “You want another seafood burger, don’t you?”


  Ashley hid her face. She was going to miss those seafood burgers, but at least she wouldn’t have to leave her man behind. They had tickets for the same flight home, sitting several rows apart, but at least they’d be together before and after the flight.


  “Guilty as charged,” Ashley said.


  “Let’s go to the restaurant. I’ll buy us a bottle of champagne.”


  “Nonsense, Richard. You aren’t paying tonight. You got the job!” Ashley hollered. She hooted and did a dance on the way to her suitcase. She still had another pair of panties for Richard to wear, and now was the perfect time for him to put them on.


  Ashley pulled the panties out of her suitcase. They were dark like a night sky with white stars all over. Ashley tossed them across the room to Richard. 


  “Put those on before we leave.”


  Richard held out the panties to get a examine them, but he didn’t hesitate to drop his pants and switch out his ugly boxers for the panties. He couldn’t wait to get back to St. Louis to start his collection of briefs and panties and thongs. He never wanted to wear boxers again.


  “What do you think?” Richard asked, wearing the panties.


  “They’re great. Your dick looks so delicious. If I weren’t hungry for that burger, it’d take us at least another hour to leave.” Ashley said. 


  “That can be arranged,” Richard said.


  “Next time.” Ashley was putting on a black dress. It wasn’t overly fancy, and she would pair it with flats. “Would you mind zipping up my back?”


  “Not at all.” Richard zipped up Ashley’s dress, kissing her lightly on the neck. He had yet to put on his pants, so Ashley reached around to touch his hard dick, which was already staining the star-covered panties with precum.


  “Let’s leave before I pull those down. Put on your pants, mister.”


  Richard chuckled and picked up his pants. Nobody would know he was wearing a pair of panties. Nobody except Ashley. They walked to the restaurant, sitting at a table with ocean views. A bottle of bubbles on ice by their side.


  They only had one more night in Alabama, and they made it count, as though they didn’t have a flight home the following morning.


  A flight that would take them to their new lives together.
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  One Year Later


  Ashley was running around the venue, worried nothing about tonight would turn out as planned. They were opening the doors in a few minutes.


  Richard wrapped his arms around Ashley’s shoulders when he noticed her flying from one end of the room to the other. “Your event will be great, Ashley. You’ve been over the details a million times.”


  Ashley nodded, wanting to believe his words. It was the pre-launch of her business helping low-income Americans manage their money. She wanted to save people from the hardships her parents faced. 


  Tonight was the night where she’d showcase her program to investors and introduce low-income earners she’d trained during the pilot sessions. The program had a high success rate, and Ashley couldn’t wait to introduce her baby to the world. She’d woken up with confidence and excitement, but those had since evaporated.


  “Tell me you can do this, Ashley. Tell me how strong you are.”


  “I’m strong. I got this. This project is my baby, and it will help others.” Ashley convinced herself with every word. She slapped her face, telling herself to get it together. People across the country, perhaps the world, might one day be able to use her methods to better their lives.


  “I love you, Ashley. You’ll do great,” Richard said. He was wearing his favorite pair of panties. The navy ones with tiny pink flowers. They were a bit worn now because of how much he wore them, even though he had drawers full of lingerie, but they would always be his favorite because they were the first. Richard would keep until they were shreds of fabric. “We can go celebrate when you finish.”


  “Yes,” Ashley said. “Maybe James and Linda will want to join us for drinks.”


  “We can ask,” Richard said. They loved hanging out with James and Linda. They never crossed any lines. Whatever sexual arrangements they had with their spouses were between them and nobody else.


  Ashley nodded and took several quick breaths, jogging in place. She glanced around with her thumb up. Everyone returned the signal that they were ready.


  “Let’s open the door,” Ashley said.


  “I’m right here with you,” Richard said and followed his woman to the door, where people were eagerly waiting to get inside. He would follow Ashley anywhere. He would always be by her side. She glanced over her shoulder one last time, beaming like the sun at dawn.


  Richard watched with awe and joy as Ashley opened the door to her future. Her dreams. Their life. 
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  CHAPTER ONE


   


  Charlie Huang grabbed yet another box from the moving van. He couldn’t recall the last time he had sweat so much, but every droplet running down his back was worth it to escape his old apartment. His former place was a dungeon basement apartment within the city limits of Detroit. Now, he was moving to a sunny condo in the ritzy suburb of Sundown, Michigan.


  Charlie won the lottery a few months ago. Moving day had arrived after waiting for the money to close on the condo. The waiting hadn’t stop Charlie from appreciating his new lease on life: no student debt, a brand-new sedan, and this paid-in-cash condo.


  He had less than ten percent left of his winnings, but his burdens had disappeared. The feeling was priceless. His weekly habit of buying quick picks, much to his parents’ disdain, had paid off after years of losses. He had nearly given up the week he bought his winning ticket. Luckily, he hadn’t.


  Charlie wished he had spent a bit of his winnings on movers while walking up the flight of stairs for the countless time. He was feeling cheap after all his large purchases, but carrying box after box was torture. He must have enjoyed pain.


  Charlie had about eighteen percent of the truck left to empty, but he needed a break. Charlie dropped the box he was carrying on the condo floor. He found the container that stored all his dishes and grabbed a glass. He stood by the sliding door that overlooked a grass field. There was a small pond off to the side. The view had improved compared to his last place.


  After his quick break, Charlie finished unloading the truck as fast as he could. He had to return the vehicle to the store, where he had left his sedan. Driving home from the truck-rental location, Charlie stopped at a drive-thru for tacos and a soda.


  He had seen his new neighbor on the way up the stairs with the last box before leaving, sweaty and nasty from moving in the afternoon sun. She was wearing a swimsuit and looked gorgeous. Charlie wondered if she had a boyfriend, but he was cautious about lusting after a new neighbor. It wasn’t like his condo was a rental. He couldn’t just pick up and move if he made an ass out of himself, as he had done many times in his life.


  Charlie ordered all new furniture that a designer had recommended. It would arrive in a few days, so he only had boxes and plastic tubs to sit on and use as tables until then.


  While eating and watching television on his phone, Charlie thought about his new life. He wanted to change his old habits: less masturbating, no porn, and kill the fantasy of finding a woman who accepted his unspoken desires. Charlie had spent his twenties hoping a dominant woman would pop into his life, but it never happened. Women always wanted him to act like an alpha. A dominant creature who handled his woman, but that wasn’t Charlie’s style.


  He had always been a beta male. Beta males always got passed over for their alpha counterparts. People often thought Charlie was gay, but he wasn’t. Charlie loved women. He watched more girl-on-girl porn than the law should allow, but those were habits of the past. From now on, he would be a dominant creature. He would lift weights to achieve a more masculine body. Zero porn would play on his computer.


  Charlie wanted a wife and children, so he would act accordingly until he found a woman he could get along with in life. Now that Charlie was thirty, he was understanding what the word ‘compromise’ meant. Just because a fantasy world existed in a porno didn’t mean he could have it in real life.


  Cleaning up his mess from the tacos, Charlie unpacked and resisted the urge to unbutton his pants. No jacking off tonight. No porn. New condo, new life. Charlie wasn’t getting any younger, and reality was replacing his dreams.


   


  ♦


   


  Yen Reed wiped her face and stepped off the treadmill. She had run enough for one day. Yen grabbed her keys from the locker and walked back to her condo, stopping at the mailbox on the way.


  “Tasty legs. Can I get those to go?” asked a familiar voice. Yen sighed before turning to Brad, her neighbor. He wouldn’t leave her alone if she paid him. He was innocent but never stopped trying to bed Yen, even though she had told him he wasn’t her type on multiple occasions. That wasn’t true, but Brad gave off weird vibes and lived too close to home. He could see what number her condo was just by glancing over her shoulder.


  “Brad, how many times can I tell you the same thing?”


  “Until you give me a chance,” he said.


  “Guess we’ll continue our dance then because my answer isn’t changing,” she said. Yen was thankful Brad lived in a different building. She wrapped the coupon pages around her stack of bills.


  Brad opened his mailbox and pulled out a single envelope. “I took my name off the mailing list for that rag,” Brad said and pointed to the magazine of coupons every resident received. “I can give you the number, if you’d like.” Brad bent his arm to perch himself on the mailbox with his elbow, showcasing how defined his biceps were. Yen almost wanted to take Brad back to her place to scare him straight; not every woman was a submissive, docile creature.


  Yen imagined the majority ran to Brad like mosquitoes to a porch light, but Yen didn’t give him the time of day. She figured that was why he never relinquished his efforts to bed her. The harder the journey, the sweeter the reward.


  “Dinner. Just once,” said Brad.


  Yen shrugged. “You aren’t my type, as handsome as you are. I’m sorry. Rejection must hurt for a man like you.”


  “You’ll come around,” said Brad.


  “Whatever you say. Enjoy the gym,” said Yen. She held her mail as though it were a clutch and walked back to her apartment. A moving truck had appeared since she had left for the gym an hour ago. When she walked past the truck, the man was facing away from her moving boxes. Yen’s eyes lingered on the outline of his curvy backside before running inside to take a shower. She didn’t want the man to see her sweaty from the gym.


  Yen stepped out of her workout clothes, throwing them in the hamper. She took a shower. Yen dried her thin body, smelling of flowers and soap. It wasn’t too hot, and she wanted to spend some time by the pool. Few people were there when she left the gym. It seemed like an excellent day to read fiction and soak up the sun.


  Yen put on a two-piece bikini, flip-flops, and an untied robe. She had even dried and curled her hair, which didn’t take more than ten minutes. No makeup. She might swim but hadn’t decided.


  When Yen stepped into the hallway, her new neighbor was carrying a box into his house. She saw his face and wondered if he was half Asian and White like her. They waved, but he scurried into his apartment before she could introduce herself. It probably didn’t help that her body had been on full display under the parted robe.


  Yen tied up her robe and went to the pool, excited for when she could formally introduce herself to the new neighborhood with a peach-shaped ass.


  




  CHAPTER TWO


   


  Charlie had settled into his new apartment and was loving life there once the furniture arrived. He hadn’t seen the woman across the hall since the day she went to the pool, but Charlie had been thinking about her a lot. How did she spend her time? What was her job? Her name? Charlie didn’t stop long enough for introduction as he had been too embarrassed by the sweat rolling down his back.


  Eating dinner at his dining-room table, Charlie tried to forget his hectic day at the hospital. He worked as a physician assistant. Today, he didn’t have the opportunity to eat lunch since his floor was so busy. Charlie rolled his neck. He finished his dinner, beyond grateful he had a dishwasher now and didn’t have to wash the plates by hand. He showered and changed into jeans and a t-shirt.


  Charlie was watching television when someone knocked on the door. He still hadn’t watched porn since moving in, and the urge was weakening by the day. He had masturbated to thoughts of the woman across the hall in her bathing suit. Who curled their hair to hang out at the pool? She had looked like a model on her way to a photo shoot.


  “Coming,” said Charlie, surprised he had a visitor. He hoped his parents hadn’t driven up from Ann Arbor to surprise him. Sundown was north of Detroit, so it was almost an hour from Ann Arbor. Charlie loved his parents, but they had promised to call before they came.


  Charlie looked in the peephole, and the woman from across the hall was standing on the other side. She was wearing a summer dress and heels. Her hair pinned to one side, curls cascading down her shoulder. Charlie looked down at his tight jeans, wanting to change, but the woman spoke.


  “I hate standing in the hall. Open the door. It’s me from the apartment across the hall. I can see your shadow in the peephole,” she said, laughing. Her voice was infectious: light, airy, and feminine.


  “Don’t judge my place,” said Charlie before opening the door.


  Charlie’s new neighbor walked past him. She placed a casserole dish on Charlie’s kitchen island, her heels clacking against the engineered hardwood floors.


  “Aren’t these condos fabulous? I love your view. Mine has the parking lot in it,” said the woman.


  Charlie lifted the foil covering the dish, amazed by the baked meal beneath. “What’s your name?” he asked.


  The woman turned around and strutted across his living room, walking like a supermodel on the runway. She put out her hand and said, “my name is Yen. What’s yours?”


  “Charlie,” he said.


  “Are you half Asian and White like me?” she asked.


  “I am!” said Charlie. He loved meeting people who had the same mixture as himself.


  “Who is who?”


  “My dad is Asian. You?”


  “Other way around. White dad, Asian mom,” Yen said with a smirk.


  “You turned out pretty,” he said. Charlie didn’t want to cross any lines, but Yen was stunning. The image of her standing in the doorway wearing nothing but a robe and her bathing suit burned in Charlie’s mind.


  “As did you,” said Yen. She sat on the sofa, crossing her legs. She looked Charlie up and down as he leaned against the kitchen island. “Aren’t those jeans a bit tight?” she asked.


  Charlie always wore tight jeans to make his dick look bigger. He had measured it many times, and it was just below average, but he wanted it to appear as big as possible for the ladies. He went as far as almost stuffing his pants a few times but decided against it. Tight jeans did the trick, and if he was going out, he wouldn’t wear underwear and tie a bandanna around his dick and balls to make them sit higher.


  “What’s wrong with my jeans?” asked Charlie. He knew they were tight, but didn’t the ladies like that?


  Yen switched her legs, resting her hands on her knee. “Oh, it’s nothing, Charlie. I can just see your boxers. The fabric is bunched up and painfully obvious. Looser jeans would look better, that’s all.”


  Charlie pushed down the bile rising in his esophagus. He had never thought about the outline of his boxers. If anything, he thought women would go for that. “What, it’s that bad?”


  Yen shrugged. “I could bring over some jeans that might fit you better, if you want to try a new look. Or do you already have a boyfriend and no longer care?” she asked. Yen smirked as her eyes landed on Charlie.


  Why did people always think he was gay? No matter how hard Charlie tried, someone would assume. “I’m not gay,” he said. “Not that I have a problem with gay guys… it’s just… I like women,” Charlie said with his eyes cast to the hardwood floors.


  “Have you ever been with a man?” asked Yen.


  “No, why?”


  Yen shrugged. She stood and walked over to Charlie’s cabinets, opening them one at a time until she found a glass for water. She helped herself while Charlie watched her. “What do you do for work, Charlie?” Yen turned and leaned against the counter. Her throat moved as she drank.


  “I’m a physician assistant,” he said.


  “Oh, wow. Is that how you could afford this condo?”


  “No,” he said, wondering if he should tell her he won the lottery or not.


  “Then, how did you pay for it? These places aren’t cheap,” she said. “You seem young.”


  “I’m thirty. How old are you?”


  Yen placed her hand on her chest and exhaled as though Charlie had offended her. “How dare you ask a woman her age,” she said. Apologies poured from Charlie’s lips until she laughed. “I’m kidding. I’m thirty-five. You look young for thirty.”


  “Thanks,” he said. “Same to you—about looking young. What do you do for work?”


  “I’m an HR manager. Got the condo a year after my promotion, but that happened when I was twenty-nine. Almost done paying off the condo,” she said and walked to the door. Yen was standing halfway outside when she turned, “enjoy the casserole. Don’t forget to wash the dish before you give it back.”


  “Thank you for the food. I’ll see you around, Yen,” he said.


  Yen blew him a kiss and closed the door behind her. Charlie didn’t believe in instant love, but he felt something with the smell of Yen’s floral perfume lingering in the air. His jeans were tightening as his dick grew hard.


  Charlie went to the bathroom to take a cold shower after opening his web browser. He had typed in the name of his favorite porn site but didn’t open it. He had to stay strong. Charlie would feel like a failure if he watched a naughty video after only a week in his new apartment. Fresh place, changed life. Charlie dried himself and went to sleep, dreaming about Yen, his new neighbor.


  




  CHAPTER THREE


   


  Yen glanced at her phone as she ran on the elliptical, sweat running down her face. She had the resistance turned up high, and her legs were turning into rocks. Yen exhaled as she scrolled on her phone. Her package should arrive today, and she couldn’t wait to take it to Charlie. A week ago she gave him the casserole, and he had yet to return the dish. It was a perfect excuse to show up at his door with a bag of goodies.


  When Yen was near the end of her workout, Brad walked in the door. He noticed her before she noticed him, or else she would have left before he used one of his cheesy lines.


  “Hey, Yen,” he said.


  “Brad,” she replied.


  “Sorry for saying all those stupid pick-up lines. I was wrong to push myself on you if I’m not your type,” he said.


  Yen didn’t react, but his words shocked her. Never did she hear men apologize for their advances. “Thanks, Brad.”


  “It’s cool you take such good care of your body,” he said.


  “You too,” she said. Yen could appreciate a man who respected his body. She didn’t want to date a hunk because men with muscles thought they ruled the world, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t admire their beauty from afar.


  Brad jetted out his hand and asked, “friends?”


  Yen had to stop the elliptical to shake Brad’s hand. She was panting as her heart rate caught up with her resting body. “I’ll be your friend if you answer one question,” she said.


  “What’s that?” he asked.


  “Have those pick-up lines ever worked?”


  “You’d be surprised, but I think my muscles do more of the working than my words. They don’t seem to affect you like other women, though,” Brad said in a disappointed tone.


  Yen stepped off the elliptical and wrapped the towel around her neck. She could stop working out for the day. It wasn’t her plan, but there was always tomorrow. “Muscles aren’t everything.”


  “To you,” said Brad. His frown turned to a grin. “For others, you know.”


  “See you around, Brad,” Yen said and turned to grab her stuff from the wall of lockers. Every condo had a locker dedicated to them, but there was only one unisex shower that almost nobody used.


  Brad followed Yen to her locker and spoke, “I wanted to give you this,” he said and held out a business card. It was for Brad’s construction company. “This is my card, if you ever want to use it.”


  Yen smiled and spoke with sarcasm. “Thanks, Brad. I’ll keep you in mind during all these cold, dark summer nights.” Brad’s grimace at her words was a mental image she wouldn’t forget. Yen left the gym without another word. If it were anyone else, she would have thrown away the card, but a handyman with a crush wasn’t the worst contact to have.


  




  CHAPTER FOUR


   


  Charlie opened the door, and Yen was standing on the other side. He hadn’t seen her since she brought the casserole, for which he realized he still had the dish. Yen looked as gorgeous as always. She was wearing a mini-skirt, pumps, and a tucked blouse. She smelled of citrus and berries.


  “Yen, I’m so sorry I forgot to return the dish,” he said the moment the gust of the opening door hit his face.


  Yen waved her hand in the air. “It’s fine. I only live across the way. Mind if I come inside?” she asked and held up a brown paper bag with the local grocery store’s logo.


  “Sure,” Charlie said and stepped aside so Yen could pass. “Your dish is clean. I’ve just been so busy at the hospital this week, I forgot all about it after I put it in the cupboard.”


  “Don’t worry, Charlie. Put it on the counter and bring me a glass of ice water,” she said, walking over to the couch. Her heels muffled by the large area rug in the living room. Charlie grabbed two glasses of ice water and joined her.


  “Thank you,” she said. Yen didn’t have her legs crossed, and Charlie was straining to see her panties. Every time she shifted her legs, his eyes darted to the shadow between her thighs. Yen narrowed her eyes at Charlie, crossing her legs. He cleared his throat and took a long drink. “How do you like the complex?” asked Yen.


  “It’s great. I’m still dying to use the pool,” he said.


  “No tight pants today?” she asked.


  “I felt like sweatpants. It was my third day in a row of work,” he said.


  “I told you I would do some shopping, and I did! Are your tight jeans clean?”


  “Yeah, they are in my room.”


  “Then what are you waiting for, Charlie? Put them on,” she said.


  Charlie returned a few minutes later, feeling conscious of the underwear lines in his jeans that Yen had pointed out the last time he wore the pair in front of her. Yen wagged her finger at Charlie, motioning for him to step her way. She touched his thighs and spoke, “you see how this fabric bunches up here? And here… and here?” she asked, pointing out bumpy ridges along the denim. “Also, don’t think you’re doing yourself any favors by showcasing this tiny pecker.”


  Humiliated, Charlie’s cheeks burned like logs in a fire. “That wasn’t my intent.”


  Yen howled with laughter. “Right, just like I don’t want to make my ass look bigger by wearing heels. Try on these jeans,” Yen said and pulled a pair from her paper bag.


  Charlie went to his bedroom and returned to the living room. Yen was nodding as he twirled in circles for her. “Much better. Did you look at yourself in the mirror?”


  “No,” said Charlie.


  Yen jumped to her feet and dragged Charlie across the hall to her apartment where she had a tall mirror. Yen touched Charlie’s thighs, causing his denim to tighten. “You see how your bulge can look just as large in jeans like these without fabric lines?”


  Charlie nodded.


  Yen grabbed the mirror. It was easy to carry. She followed Charlie back to his apartment.


  “Now, if you want to wear the other jeans, there is a way to do that too,” said Yen.


  Charlie raised his eyebrow. “How? I feel like my bulge looked a little bigger in my old jeans,” he said.


  Yen opened her mouth and then closed it, shaking her head. “Never mind. It’s a silly idea,” she said.


  “You can’t do that. Tell me,” he said.


  “No, you wouldn’t like the idea. Better you just toss the old jeans in the trash. I’ll take my casserole dish and leave,” said Yen. She stood and grabbed her dish from the counter, but Charlie stopped her before she reached the door.


  “Tell me what you were going to say,” he said, trying to act more assertive to fulfill one of the pledges he made to himself.


  “How about I show you?” Yen asked. She shuffled through the paper bag and pulled out a ball of fabric, placing it in Charlie’s hand.


  He thought it was a handkerchief until he unfolded the ball and discovered it was a thong. Charlie broke character for a moment—letting out a faint moan—before he convinced himself it was a trick. “What the hell is this?” he asked, using an angry voice.


  “A thong,” she said deadpan. “It has a little pouch for your dick too. Made for men, so you don’t have to feel embarrassed, Charlie. I even got it in blue. What do you think?”


  “Thongs are for women,” said Charlie. He was betraying his old self, but he had made himself a promise when he moved here last week: no porn, no holding onto unrealistic fantasies.


  “No, that’s not true. Thongs are for people who don’t want nasty fabric lines showing through their denim,” she said. “Why don’t you go try these on with your old jeans? I bet your tiny dick will look much bigger,” she said and winked.


  Charlie held the thong in the air, contemplating his choice. Yen was creating his fantasy in real time. How had she guessed he would want to wear a thong? He had always wanted a woman to command him to wear lingerie, but the fact that it was happening after he had put all those desires in the past stirred emotions within Charlie he couldn’t comprehend.


  “Is this a joke?”


  “Not at all. I think men who are comfortable enough with their sexuality to wear lingerie are sexy. If you behave and change, I’ll give you a treat,” she said.


  “A treat?”


  Yen uncrossed her legs. Charlie was standing in front of her—thong in his hand—as Yen stared into his eyes. Her thighs spread, and she gave Charlie a glimpse of her white lace thong that did nothing to hide her shaved pussy lips. Charlie moaned through his closed mouth and rushed to the bedroom to change.


  When Charlie pulled off the jeans Yen had bought him, he threw them to the floor. Charlie held the lace thong up to his hardened rod. They had a pocket for his dick. He had always thought about ordering men’s lingerie but never had the courage. Charlie slipped on the thong, his manhood staining the gorgeous blue cotton and lace. Charlie thought lingerie would have been more uncomfortable, but he was loving how the fabric hugged his dick. He needed to shave his thighs and trim his package. Everything sat perfectly in place.


  Charlie slipped on his skinny jeans and was amazed by how easily they passed over his ass. No fabric bunched around the pockets. He turned, and his ass looked huge with nothing but smoothness along the denim. Charlie turned to the front, loving how fat his package looked in the jeans.


  Charlie stepped out the room, and Yen clapped. “You see, Charlie? I told you!”


  Charlie resisted the urge to rock his hips. He felt… well, he felt feminine and womanly. Charlie wanted to raise his hands in the air and spin like a stripper on the pole.


  “Did you look at yourself in the mirror?” asked Yen.


  Charlie bit his lip and nodded. “My ass is huge without a hint of boxers hiding under the denim,” he said.


  Yen stood up and smacked Charlie’s ass. “Thick and juicy. Now people will stare at your plump ass and not the ridges of your underwear. How does the lace feel on your dick?”


  Charlie had never experienced a woman so confident and sure of herself. He wanted to laugh hysterically, but there was nothing but seriousness in Yen’s eyes. “Good,” he said in a quivering voice.


  “Just good?”


  “Splendid. Outstanding. I love how the fabric hugs my dick. I love how I can feel the underwear shaping my ass whenever I take a step. You’re making my dreams come true,” said Charlie.


  “Oh, am I?”


  Charlie nodded. Charlie didn’t know who he was becoming, but he wanted more. “Didn’t you say I would get a treat?”


  “If you behave, yes. We aren’t finished yet,” Yen said and pulled up a makeup bag from her purse. “We have to doll up your face, so you’ll feel even more fabulous.”


  “Do I really need makeup?” asked Charlie.


  Yen folded her lips and nodded. “You wouldn’t be complete without it. Plenty of men wear makeup, Charlie. All those men you see on television have makeup. Why don’t you want to look your best?” she asked, turning her lips to a pout.


  Charlie shook his head. “Sorry, you’re right, Yen. Where should we do it?”


  “Grab us two chairs. I’ll prop the mirror I brought against the wall,” she said. Her frown had turned to a bright, cheery smile. Charlie placed one chair facing the mirror and the other to the side. “You’re going to look gorgeous,” she said.


  Charlie stared at himself in the mirror as Yen prepared herself. The stress of working in a hospital was getting to him. New wrinkles appeared every year. Fine lines. He would even get a pimple now and then. He thought pimples stopped by thirty, but that was a lie.


  “What will you do?”


  “Just some concealer and foundation. A little moisturizer. Take a mental image of yourself and then close your eyes. I want you to experience the complete transformation.”


  Charlie nodded. He closed his eyes after studying his face for a second. A cool cream ran over his face. Yen used a folded fan, blowing his face to dry it. Charlie opened his eyes, but Yen snapped at him to close them. Charlie relaxed his mind as Yen worked on his face. Nobody would know. Yen was dazzling. Why would he argue with her when she was paying him so much attention?


  “There,” said Yen after several minutes. Charlie opened his eyes, amazed that he looked years younger than just minutes ago. Charlie touched his face, but Yen swatted away his hand. “Don’t touch your face. I just made it pretty. What do you think, Charlie?”


  “It’s incredible. You made me look at least five years younger. Fuck, how did you do that?” he asked, staring at his new face.


  “Stand up. Let’s get the full image,” said Yen.


  Charlie stood and turned his hips in the mirror. No fabric ridges. No fine lines. Charlie’s face broke into a smile. Yen got behind him. She held his hips, moving with him in the mirror. Charlie thought his fresh look was treat enough but wanted Yen to hold up her part of the offer.


  “So, what treat did you have in mind?”


  Yen smirked, her chin resting on Charlie’s shoulder. She reached her hands around to Charlie’s front side. She undid his jeans. Charlie exhaled as Yen pulled his pants halfway down his thighs, revealing his blue thong stained with precum. His dick was throbbing from its stiffness.


  “Oh my, looks like someone enjoys the thong,” chuckled Yen.


  “Why are you laughing?” asked Charlie.


  “Thongs are for girls!”


  Charlie felt humiliated as Yen laughed like she had heard the funniest joke in the world. “You said thongs are for everyone,” Charlie said to defend himself, which only made Yen laugh harder.


  Yen sucked in a large breath, fanning herself. “I’m sorry, you’re right. It’s wrong of me to laugh, but I wasn’t expecting you to be this hard.”


  Charlie crossed his hands over his crotch. He was conflicted on whether to kick Yen out and never talk to her again, cry and beg her to stop, or just allow whatever to happen.


  Yen whispered into Charlie’s ear, “uncross your hands and touch yourself. I want to see you cum,” she said.


  Charlie swallowed and did as she said. Yen’s hand touched his obliques. His ass. Charlie stroked his dick, nervous he would cum in seconds. Charlie used his thumb and two fingers to rub his manhood, the blue thong lifting his balls.


  Yen went to the kitchen and came back with a saucer. She held the plate under Charlie’s dick. “Cum,” she said.


  Charlie’s body spasmed as streams of cum covered the plate. Yen slipped a finger into his ass, only making his cum harder. Charlie moaned and begged Yen to stop as she milked the last drops from his spent cock.


  “Good boy,” she said. “Open your eyes, Charlie. Look at the mess you made.”


  Charlie glanced down at the plate covered in cum, nervous for what Yen had in mind. He had never met a woman like her. She was on another level. She lived in a different plane of reality. Yen dipped her finger into the milky goo and licked it. She dipped her finger in the cum again but rose it to Charlie’s mouth this time.


  “This is your treat, baby. Lick it clean,” she said, wagging her finger in Charlie’s mouth.


  Charlie didn’t want to disappoint Yen, but licking his cum was preposterous. What was she thinking?


  “Lick my finger, baby.” Her voice had turned so sensual, Charlie couldn’t resist. He would rather taste his own cum than lose another chance with Yen. Charlie sucked the salty mess from Yen’s finger, closing his eyes and pretending he didn’t love how it tasted on his tongue.


  Yen clapped and kissed Charlie on the cheek. She skipped to the door, grabbing her casserole dish from the counter. “I’ll see you soon, Charlie. Free this weekend?”


  Charlie nodded. Yen disappeared and closed the door behind her. It was like she hadn’t been more than a dream. Charlie glanced at the plate covered in cum. He cleaned it under steaming water before he dipped his finger for a second taste.


  




  CHAPTER FIVE


   


  The weekend had arrived, and Charlie was exhausted from work. As much as he wanted to spend more time with Yen, he was hoping she had forgotten about their plans by the time Saturday morning rolled around. Charlie had worked from seven in the morning until eleven at night yesterday, and he just wanted to spend all day in bed watching videos online.


  Around ten in the morning, Charlie got out of bed and made himself some boiling water for tea. He drank tea while reading news on his phone. He was wearing the blue thong Yen had given him. He wore and washed it every day. Boxers and briefs felt too loose now. Charlie wasn’t sure he would ever return to men’s underwear. He had even added men’s lingerie to his cart online. The only he didn’t have was the courage to hit ‘order’.


  When Charlie placed his dirty mug in the sink, a knock sounded at the door. He was just about to take a shower and try to nap. The knock boomed again, echoing off the walls.


  “Charlie,” said Yen. “Open the door. We have plans.”


  Charlie dropped his head. He had intentions to fantasize about Yen while masturbating. He didn’t want to see her. Maybe later in the night. “Can we do dinner? I had a long day yesterday,” Charlie said after opening the door. He stood in the entryway so Yen couldn’t pass.


  She placed her hand on her hip and jetted it out to the side. “What are you doing, Charlie? It’s the weekend. You told me you had Saturday and Sunday free,” she said.


  “I do, but I have to work early Monday morning.”


  “Did you sleep last night?” she asked.


  “I worked late.”


  “That didn’t answer my question,” Yen said and stormed past Charlie. She sat at the kitchen island, crossing her legs. “I asked if you slept last night.”


  “I didn’t get to bed until around one in the morning after working a sixteen-hour shift.”


  “So, you got some sleep?” asked Yen. She was wearing a long white pencil skirt with a split on the thigh. She had on a white and yellow top with white pumps. A black belt accented the stripes of dark yellow on her shirt. Her purse was a pop of pink against the rest.


  Charlie shrugged. “I didn’t get enough,” he said.


  Yen stood and closed the space between them. She held Charlie by his shirt. “Do you want to give up this opportunity? Because I promise this is a once-in-a-lifetime chance, Charlie. Never again will I offer you a day of my time if you pass on our plans today. Take it or leave it, Charlie. You have one minute to decide,” Yen said and opened a timer on her phone. She hit start.


  Charlie watched as the seconds ticked away on Yen’s phone. He thought she was bluffing until the plate of cum resurfaced in his mind. Few people in the world were as certain about themselves as Yen. Charlie swallowed when he had ten seconds left. “What will we do?”


  “You’ll find out. Are you wearing your thong?” she asked.


  Charlie twisted his hips, clasping his hands together. Charlie nodded.


  “Good boy. I’ll be waiting. We’re leaving in ten minutes. Shower and scrub everywhere,” Yen said and slapped Charlie’s ass. Charlie disappeared to the shower, rushing to get ready so Yen didn’t leave him. Charlie was ready in his jeans, a t-shirt, the blue thong, and a pair of flip-flops, as Yen had requested.


  “Perfect,” said Yen. “I’ll drive. Hope you’re ready for the best day of your life.”


  Charlie didn’t know what to expect but was excited that Yen had pulled him out of bed, so he didn’t spend all day lying around, as he had done many times before.


   


  ♦


   


  Yen was driving. Charlie had no idea where they were heading. His life was in Yen’s possession. He was both unsettled and eager by this prospect. Anything could happen with Yen in charge.


  “What are we doing?” asked Charlie.


  “So full of questions. Can’t you just allow life happen as it comes?” Yen asked before turning up the radio and singing along to the pop song.


  Charlie wanted to talk over the music but didn’t. The the question repeated itself in his mind. He had to let life happen. Just go with the flow. Yen would take care of him if he allowed her the freedom. Charlie sang along with her, stumbling along with the words. They arrived at a salon about ten minutes later.


  “This is our first stop, Charlie. I’m so excited we met. I hope you like what comes next,” she said. Yen hopped out the car. Charlie did the same. They walked up to the salon, and a redheaded woman greeted them.


  “Hey, Yen. Glad you made it,” the woman said with a deadly grin while staring at Charlie. Charlie knew the strip mall but had never stopped in this salon. The location had been nothing more than 3D words above a door, but that was about to change.


  Yen hugged the redhead before turning to Charlie. “Ursula, this is my friend I was telling you about, Charlie. Charlie, this is Ursula.”


  They shook hands before stepping into the salon. Charlie was the only man, but the women didn’t flinch at Charlie’s presence. Ursula led them to a back room, closing the door after Charlie stepped inside. He wondered if he should have told someone where he was going. His phone didn’t have much battery left, and this situation was turning from sexy to scary at lightning speed.


  Ursula and Yen were exchanging pleasantries and ignoring Charlie as his heart raced. Charlie cut in the conversation, “what are we doing here, Yen?” he asked.


  “Ursula is a wig stylist, Charlie.”


  “Why would I need a wig? I have a full head of hair.”


  Ursula glanced at Yen with a raised eyebrow. Yen motioned her hands. “I promise, Ursula. He’s ready. Just doesn’t know exactly what’s happening.”


  “What’s happening?”


  Yen shrugged before speaking with her head tilted to the side, “I thought it would be fun if we dressed you up… as a woman.” Charlie jumped up from his chair. Nostrils flared. He was pacing the tiny room the salon used for waxing and consultations. Yen placed her hand on Charlie’s forearm. “It’s okay, Charlie. You don’t have to fear your natural desires. Ursula is part of the community. That’s how we met.”


  Charlie backed up to the door, but he didn’t want to leave. He knew what Yen was saying. The reality hadn’t caught up with his consciousness. He collapsed to the chair from which he had left. Charlie was shaking his head. Yen rubbed his shoulder.


  “If you don’t want to play dress up today, that’s your choice. But why don’t you try on the wig and see how you like it?” asked Yen.


  Charlie sat with his arms crossed. Ursula pulled out her phone and tapped the screen like she was playing a game. Yen focused on Charlie. She stared into his soul. “I can make your dreams come true, Charlie. All you have to do is trust me,” she said. Her hair curled and hung over her shoulder. Her makeup done to perfection.


  Charlie nodded. “We can try the wig,” he said.


  Ursula placed three wigs on the table between them. “Yen sent me pictures of you. I made three designs. Let’s see which one works best,” she said. They were all dark-brown wigs of different lengths. The first one was much too short and didn’t soften enough of Charlie’s masculine features. The second was too straight, too long. The third looked similar to Yen’s curls but felt just right on Charlie’s head. With the right makeup, people would mistake them for sisters. Charlie grew more excited as the reality settled. He wanted to see this through with Yen holding his hand along the way.


  “Which wig will you wear?” asked Ursula.


  “The third,” said Charlie.


  “People will think we’re cousins,” Yen said and kissed Charlie’s cheek.


  He couldn’t believe he was about to have Yen feminize him, but there was no turning back now. Not with how Charlie’s dick was leaking like a loose faucet. He was a plant without water, desperate for rain.


  “Before you don the wig, Charlie, we have to rid your body of hair. You need a little waxing for that thong to look its best, wouldn’t you agree?”


  Charlie’s cheeks reddened as Ursula smiled at him through the fitting mirror. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I promise it won’t hurt… too much.”


  “It’s worth every morsel of pain,” said Yen.


  Charlie couldn’t argue. He had shaved the hair, but it grew back within a day. Waxing should last longer, and he wanted to take his feminine half to her fullest potential. He wanted to jack off with Yen watching him. He hoped she would touch him. Charlie would do anything to have a woman as gorgeous as Yen touch his dick again.


  “What do I have to do?” asked Charlie.


  “Strip naked,” said Yen.


  “Close your eyes and think pleasant thoughts,” Ursula said before she started. Charlie did as she said, but the pain was blinding as she ripped the hairs from their pores. Each strip of wax worse than the last. By the time Ursula finished, Charlie wasn’t sure he could move. Yen was ready to pay and leave, but Charlie needed a breath.


  “Wait, please,” Charlie said. Two tears slid down his cheeks as the pain reverberated through his body. Yen and Ursula laughed at his pain.


  “Men are such bitches. Don’t they know beauty is pain? We respect you for learning, Charlie,” said Yen.


  “Yes, you’ll make a fantastic doll,” Ursula said. “You’ll have to share him when you finish your work. You owe me one, Yen.”


  “What do you think, Charlie? Would you like to eat Ursula’s pussy while I held the back of your head?” she asked.


  Charlie’s dick twitched at the thought of being on his knees under a redheaded beauty like Ursula. He nodded, and they laughed.


  “We’ll have to make that arrangement once he’s nice and trained. Thank you for everything, Urse,” said Yen.


  “No problem, Yen.”


  “Charlie, pay the woman and put on your clothes. We have a busy schedule,” said Yen.


  Charlie’s body felt like it would fall apart, but Yen already had her hand on the doorknob. Charlie put on his clothes as fast as he could and paid Ursula in cash, adding a generous tip. Yen said goodbye to a few of the other stylists, and they were on the road again. Charlie could hardly sit his ass felt so raw and bare.


  “What’s next?” he asked.


  “Makeup,” she said.


  “Thank you for taking me on this journey.”


  Yen said nothing. She drove forward, and they arrived at another strip mall after five minutes. Her car smelled of pine air freshener. A stark contrast to the smell of summer heat outside as they walked to the door of a makeup studio.


  “Jewel, we’re here,” Yen called when they walked in the door. A blonde woman with big blue eyes came from office at the back. “This is my neighbor I was telling you about, Charlie.”


  Jewel had a sunny voice to match her bubbly aura. “Ah, nice to meet you, Charlie. Did you all get the wig?”


  “Yes. Make him look like a woman, Jewel. Work your magic and teach him everything you do,” said Yen.


  Jewel took Charlie’s hand and the box with the wig and took him over to a station. Charlie sat in the chair. Yen flipped through a magazine behind them as Jewel placed the wig on Charlie’s head. Charlie wanted to rip off it looked so silly. His face was smooth but masculine.


  “Ready to see some magic?”


  Charlie nodded. He couldn’t walk around looking how he did but desperately wanted to wear the wig in public. He wanted to walk around with Yen and have people think they were female relatives. Best girlfriends. Gal Pals. Jewel matched Charlie’s skin with a foundation before beginning.


  She explained every product she was using. She walked Charlie step by step as she transformed his face from masculine to feminine in mere minutes. He would have to buy hundreds of dollars in makeup and face products to replicate what Jewel did, but the transformation was worth every penny.


  “Yen, come look at your transformed woman,” said Jewel after taking Charlie’s credit card to process his payment. Yen took Jewel’s place behind the chair, smiling at him through the mirror.


  “Wow, don’t you look like a woman?” she asked.


  Charlie couldn’t deny it. Jewel had done what he thought impossible an hour ago. She had made Charlie so womanlike he hardly recognized himself. Yen bent down to whisper in Charlie’s ear, “didn’t I say I would make your dreams come true?”


  Charlie nodded.


  “Never doubt me again. Not even for a millisecond. Understand?”


  “Yes.”


  “Yes, Madam,” Yen corrected him. “Don’t forget who is in charge, no matter how beautiful I make you.”


  “Yes, Madam,” said Charlie.


  Yen kissed the top of Charlie’s head before Jewel returned with a receipt for Charlie to sign and a bag of products. Charlie ran his fingers through the wig for the first time as Jewel and Yen chatted about her next appointment. Yen would return in a couple weeks to buy her own makeup. They kissed on the cheek. Yen pulled Charlie from the chair and linked her arm with his.


  Charlie’s hair bounced on his shoulders as the walked across the parking lot. He felt like a woman with her girlfriend, out on the town. Driving from place to place. Charlie had never felt so free, powerful, and sexy. Charlie wanted new clothes.


  “What about shopping?”


  “You should work on your feminine voice, Mr. Eager. We’re going shopping too, but let’s get lunch first. Deal?”


  “Deal,” Charlie said in a lighter voice, which broke. They chuckled at his attempt before Yen drove them to a popular cafe a couple miles from the makeup studio.


   


  ♦


   


  Yen and Charlie were waiting for the waiter to return with the iced teas they had ordered. It was a summery day, and Yen couldn’t think of anything better to quench her thirst. Except maybe a few of the handsome men dotted around the cafe. With Charlie dolled up by her side, she could play the games she desired most.


  “You look gorgeous as a woman, Charlie,” said Yen.


  “Thank you,” he replied. “I feel frumpy in this t-shirt. I want a flowy top like yours.”


  “You’ll have a different outfit soon. Relax your shoulders. Sit straight. Beautiful women like yourself are more attractive with confidence.”


  Charlie sat higher in the chair. The server returned with their drinks. Charlie ordered a hamburger, using his halfway decent feminine voice, but Yen shook her head.


  “Charlie, dear. We talked about eating greasy, fattening hamburgers. She’ll take the house salad. I’ll have the same. How about we splurge and order a protein, Char? I’ll take salmon on mine,” said Yen.


  The waiter didn’t flinch. He turned to Charlie and clarified the order, “house salad?”


  “Yes,” said Charlie. A tug of war pulled within him as his dick jumped in the thong and his face warmed from the sting of embarrassment. Charlie had a round gut, but it wasn’t too noticeable under his t-shirt. Suddenly, panic brushed Charlie as he thought of how his stomach would stick out in a tight women’s dress. “Could I add chickpeas to the salad?”


  The waiter nodded. “Perfect, I’ll have that,” said Charlie.


  Yen pursed her lips and did a slow nod. “I’m impressed. From a hamburger to chickpeas? What happened?”


  “I thought of my body in a fitted dress,” he said.


  “Don’t break character. Always use your feminine voice when you’re dressed,” she said


  Charlie swallowed. The sensations were so new Charlie felt drunk as he tried to raise his voice. He squeezed his thighs together in an effort to quell his stiffened cock. Yen lifted her foot under the table and rubbed his jeans with her stiletto.


  Yen could see the waves of emotions running through Charlie. She had never had a man so green and pliable. Charlie was the perfect doll she had been dreaming of for years. “I can’t wait to buy you a fitted dress. We can get you some spanks and a corset to suck in that stomach, but you can always come to the gym with me,” she said. Yen knew how to burn fat like oil in an engine. She had once thought about becoming a personal trainer, but human resources paid more.


  “Don’t those hurt?”


  Yen shrugged her shoulders, “would you rather be comfortable and frumpy or uncomfortable and gorgeous?” Charlie didn’t have to answer. They both knew what he would say. “You’re lucky you don’t have thick facial hair. Count your blessings, Charlie. You’ll be commanding attention the moment we step out of the clothing store. You’re already turning heads now,” Yen said and lifted her eyebrow to the man in the corner of the room staring at them.


  Charlie turned his head and gasped when his eyes met Yen’s again. He had been that man in the corner so many times and now realized how stupid he had looked. “Wow, he is thirsty.”


  “Now you see what us ladies have to deal with on a daily basis?” asked Yen. She waved at the gentleman, making him blush and focus on his food as though it were a ticking bomb. “Especially women who carry themselves well. Women always complain about finding a man, but I honestly can’t keep them away. They’re like flies, and I’m the rotting fruit.”


  Charlie smirked, but Yen wasn’t kidding. She could appreciate a handsome man but didn’t trust the vast majority. Men said one thing and did the opposite. Yen refused to commit after her ex-boyfriend cheated on her multiple times. How many? Yen would never know the complete truth. She wanted a man she could love without falling into a psychosis herself. She had lost herself with her ex-boyfriend and would never do that again.


  “You’ll see what I mean once you gain confidence in your womanhood, Charlie,” said Yen. She stretched her hand across the table and took Charlie’s. The server came to drop off the salads, interrupting their moment, but Yen wanted to tell Charlie something before they ate. “Charlie,” she said while holding his hand anew.


  “Yes?”


  “How do you like being my girlfriend?” she asked, thinking of Charlie more as a woman than a man.


  “I love it,” he whispered. “Life as a woman is… tantalizing.”


  “You have much to learn, but I want to be there for you along the way,” she said.


  “Please,” he said. “I need all the help I can get.”


  Yen smiled and cut into the salmon atop her salad. Charlie ate his vegetarian salad, and they were out of the restaurant within fifteen minutes. Yen wanted to get to the clothing store to find Charlie some new outfits. They drove a few miles to a discount department store that had a fabulous selection of designer brands at bargain prices.


  They walked inside. Yen pulled Charlie over to the women’s section, where she picked out dresses, skirts, blouses, and more for Charlie to try. She added a few thongs and bras to her basket after the attendant measured Charlie’s chest. Yen sent Charlie to the dressing room, where he would take pictures of the clothes on his body. Yen wanted to pick out shoes for Charlie to try.


  Yen hid a few pairs of stilettos in Charlie’s size so nobody would find them. She was grateful his feet were small enough to fit women’s sizes. Charlie had sent several pictures, and Yen went to the dressing room to tell Charlie which were her favorite items: a pink corset dress, a black pencil skirt with a silky white blouse, the padded bra that gave him a chest, a cardigan, new jeans, a-line skirts, mini skirts. Yen would put Charlie into debt by the time they left the store; she wanted him to buy everything, and he wasn’t saying ‘no’.


  “Are you sure you can afford all this?” she asked. “Only buy what you can pay for today. We can always come shopping next month.”


  “It’s okay, Yen. I won the lottery a few months ago. That’s how I bought my condo. It paid my student debt too,” he said.


  “And you work as a physician assistant? You’ll have the best closet ever!” she said. Charlie blushed. Yen pulled out a couple things that didn’t fit Charlie’s body well, but they would buy most of the pieces she found. They went to the shoe section to find the pairs of shoes Yen hid.


  The stilettos fit Charlie well, but he couldn’t walk in them to save his life. Yen gave him a crash course in walking in heels right there in the store. There weren’t many people shopping. They were strutting up and down the aisle like runway models when a man walking past stopped Yen cold.


  “Brad,” she called, but the man didn’t stop. She could have sworn it was her neighbor, and she wanted to say hello. She tapped the man on his shoulder, “hey, Brad. What brings you here?”


  The man turned around, and he wasn’t Brad. They had the same hair and shoulder width, but this man had piercing green eyes. They weren’t sky blue like Brad’s. His skin was tanner like he spent more time in the sun. “Sorry, I’m not Brad,” he said, his mouth turning to a smile. He was carrying a pair of running shoes under his arm. Yen glanced over her shoulder, and Charlie was watching them. Yen didn’t recognize the old Charlie. The person standing behind her looked all woman.


  “Oh, I didn’t mean—”


  The man shook his head. “It’s okay. A beauty like you ain’t no harm,” he said. “What’s your name?”


  Yen’s eyes darted to this stranger’s left hand. No ring. She made hers visible too, so he could see she wasn’t taken. “Yen. Yours?”


  “George. Sorry, I’m not Brad. Is he your boyfriend?”


  Yen shook her head. “He’s my neighbor. I’m single.”


  George leaned in to whisper, “Who’s that staring at us?”


  “My friend, Charlie,” Yen said and turned to Charlie. “Char, come here.”


  Charlie came over and waved at the man. He didn’t speak. Yen stepped in front of him. She wanted to seduce this man with sun-kissed skin. “How did you get such a good tan?”


  “It helps when you own a farm.”


  “Oh, you’re a cowboy?”


  “You could say that,” he said with a hardy laugh. “What are you ladies doing this afternoon? Would you like to come see the ranch?”


  Yen turned to Charlie. Charlie nodded. “Yes, we just have to pay.”


  George exchanged phone numbers with Yen and gave her the direction to his property. Yen contained her excitement until George was out of earshot. Then she clasped her hands with Charlie. “Did you see that hunk of a man?”


  Charlie licked his lips, shaking his head afterward. “What? I don’t like men.”


  “Maybe boy Charlie doesn’t. How does girl Charlie feel?”


  “Confused,” he said.


  Yen leaned forward, “Let’s check out and change before we leave, so girl Charlie can feel sexy and not frumpy. Okay?”


  Charlie nodded. They checked out, and Charlie changed into a pink tent dress with white kitten heels since it was her first day in heels, and impressing George was top of Yen’s priority list. Charlie also exchanged his thong for a women’s cut. He matched Yen’s purse. Yen bought a pair of flats for each of them in case the farm was too muddy, but they were for emergencies only.


  Yen linked her arm in Charlie’s, the man transformed to a woman. Her best girlfriend. They laughed and strutted across the parking lot to Yen’s car.


  “How do you feel now?” Yen asked as she started her car.


  “Fabulous. Dressing as a woman in public is such a rush,” said Charlie.


  Yen put George’s address into her GPS, and they were on their way. Hair blowing as a summer breeze entered through the open windows. She was wet and hot between her thighs, eager to see how far she could push the situation once they arrived to the farm.


  




  CHAPTER SIX


   


  Yen drove up a dirt road as Charlie’s heart palpitated. There had been an undeniable sexual energy at the department store between George and Yen. Charlie thought back to his simple life before moving to the new condo. Before Yen had made him dress as a woman and cum on a plate only to lick it with his finger. Charlie felt both blessed and cursed.


  “Did you see the arms on him, Char?” asked Yen. They were two minutes from the ranch according to GPS. “Fuck, I wonder what his stomach looks like. I bet he has rock-hard abs from working out here,” Yen said with moist lips. She sucked in and smacked on her saliva.


  “He was handsome,” said Charlie.


  “Char, come on, girl. We met a proper gentleman. A man who has his head on his shoulders. We must take advantage,” she said. “Look at all this land he owns. Doesn’t it just make you want to get on your knees?”


  Charlie watched as they drove down the road, two fields of corn on either side. Charlie pulled out his phone to take a picture of the rolling hills, but it died when he opened his camera. Frowning, Charlie slid the phone back into his new purse. The black purse that matched Yen’s pink one. Charlie pulled down the visor, staring at himself in the mirror. Yen was talking to him like a girlfriend because he looked like a woman. She didn’t see him as a ‘proper gentleman’, even though he felt his head was square on his shoulders. Better to do as Yen wanted and live his fantasy; push his doubts to the side.


  “We’re here,” said Yen.


  Charlie freshened his lips with the red lipstick he had bought. He had spent so much money today his head would explode if he thought about it too hard, but at least he had some lottery winnings left.


  “Charlie, just because you have a pecker between your legs doesn’t mean you can’t feel like a woman. You can go back and forth. The power is yours, girl. Understand?”


  Charlie nodded just as George kicked opened the side door that led to his wooden deck. It was covered it shade by the large trees that surrounded the house. “Welcome, ladies. Glad you could make it,” hollered George. He was wearing a button-up shirt tucked into faded jeans with a belt. He had changed since the store, looking much more like a cowboy.


  Charlie shook off the shackles of his old self. When he was dressed as a woman, he would become a woman. He would be a she. Charlie shook her hair and switched her legs as she followed Yen down the path to the deck. George gave each woman a kiss on the cheek.


  “You two smell amazing,” he said.


  “Thanks,” Yen said.


  “Would you like a tour of the farm? You came here to see animals, right?” George asked with a wink.


  “You could say that,” said Yen. She pushed George’s shoulder lightly. George’s eyes flickered to Charlie, and a realization crossed his face.


  “What was your name?”


  “Charlie,” she said. Her voice was light.


  “Ah,” he said with a nod.


  “Doesn’t she look fantastic, George? In case you were wondering… Yes, Charlie has a cock, but that doesn’t make her less of a woman, does it, Char?”


  Charlie shook her head. “No, Yen.”


  Yen stood on her toes to whisper in a sultry voice, “George, she still knows how to suck dick.”


  “All right, let’s have a tour,” said George. He was smirking as they walked away from the house. Charlie had never felt more humiliated in her life but couldn’t think of a time she had been hornier. She walked several paces behind Yen and George. Yen flirted with George: rubbing his shoulders, laughing at everything he said, and using a sensual undertone when she spoke. Yen glanced over her shoulder every so often to wink at Charlie.


  George showed them all his animals while Yen hung on his arm. Charlie stayed several paces behind them, an obvious third wheel. Yen didn’t exclude Charlie. She would even say sweet words to George about how sexy Charlie looked in her pink tent dress.


  “How long have you had this farm, George?” asked Yen.


  “Eleven years. Just renovated the house. Wanna see the inside?”


  Yen touched George’s thick mane of dark-brown hair. She stared into George’s piercing green eyes. Charlie had never felt more like a fly on the wall than when the two of them stared at each other. They had only met an hour ago but looked like lovers from a magazine. Yen’s curled hair blowing in the summer breeze as George held the small of her back. “I thought you would never ask, George.”


  When they got inside, Yen asked where the glasses were before instructing Charlie to fill three of them with ice water. George had a gorgeous kitchen: renovated, open, and modern. Yen pulled George to the living room, where he showed her all the built ins. He had a collection of books from fiction to farming manuals.


  “What did you do before the ranch?” asked Yen.


  “Business. I was a regional manager of a grocery-store chain. The pay was decent, but I will never regret giving that up for this life. Breathing fresh air every day. No worries of customers or recalls.”


  “You can invite two women over in the middle of the day,” Yen said and rested her hand on George’s hard chest. Charlie walked into the living room holding a tray in her hands. Yen took a water and passed it to George first. She grabbed one for herself. Charlie took the last one.


  Charlie followed Yen and George as he gave them a tour of the house. It had three bedrooms, two bathrooms, a large finished basement, and a screened-in porch where they ended up. Charlie used a pillow to sit on the floor with her dress tucked under her folded legs. Yen sat on the sofa with George. There was a chair, but Yen didn’t give Charlie permission to sit there. She preferred she stayed on the floor below the other two.


  “Isn’t Char gorgeous? Would you ever think she had a little dick under there at first glance?”


  George shook his head. “Not at all.”


  Flattery ran through Charlie as Yen kissed George. She held the side of his face. George was such a man. Much more than Charlie had ever been in boy form. As much as it conflicted with her logic, Charlie wanted to experience the fullness of womanhood. She wanted to know what life was really like as a woman, which required servicing a man.


  Yen stopped kissing George. She turned to Charlie, lifting her skirt, “want a taste?”


  Charlie nodded.


   


  ♦


   


  George’s mouth moved with Yen’s. She reached down and touched the stiffness in his pants. He wasn’t one to disappoint. His girth matched his massive arms. Yen broke the kiss, horny and frustrated. She need Charlie’s mouth on her pussy. She needed to feel George’s dick pushing against the back of her throat.


  Yen lifted her skirt, eyes locked on Charlie, “want a taste?”


  Charlie nodded.


  “Crawl over here,” she said.


  Charlie glanced at George, but Yen shook her head. “He doesn’t matter. You’re my girlfriend, Char. Do as I say and you’ll receive what I know you most want.”


  Yen unbuttoned George’s jeans. She reached in as Charlie touched her thigh. She had crawled from the pillow to between her legs. Yen pulled down George’s pants and underwear to his knees, revealing his manhood. He was long, hard, and uncut.


  “Have you ever seen one this big, Char?” she asked. Charlie shook her head. “Take off my thong, Char,” said Yen.


  Charlie pulled the clad thong from Yen’s womanhood as Yen stroked George’s dick. Charlie’s feminine dick was throbbing beneath her skirt. She wanted Yen. Yen wanted George. Charlie felt like a whore without a fuck buddy until Yen took her head and shoved it between her thighs.


  “Don’t lick. Sniff,” said Yen. Charlie dick hardened like super glue on skin. Charlie breathed through her mouth as Yen pressed her lips into her sweetness. Without seeing, Charlie heard the wet kisses of Yen and George. Yen moaned as the seconds passed without releasing the pressure from the back of Charlie’s head. Charlie reached her hand up her own dress until Yen yelled at her to stop. “Don’t touch yourself until I tell you. We can’t have you making a mess on George’s floor. Isn’t that right?” she asked him.


  George nodded. His eyes had crossed. He was on a different planet. His thickness wet with precum as Yen stroked him.


  “Keep the fantasy alive, Char. If you want to touch anything, loosen up that pussy of yours. George wants some pussy, don’t you?” she asked while squeezing the head of his dick.


  “Fuck, yeah. I’ll always take some tight pussy. She ever been fucked before?” asked George. He was staring at Charlie like a pile of gold.


  Charlie cast her eyes to the ground and shook her head. “No, I haven’t.”


  “You’ll be her first, George.”


  Charlie felt her asshole tingle as Yen and George discussed how they would use her hole for the first time. Charlie had to stretch her pussy. She rubbed her fingers along her sissy dick, picking up the juices, and pressed them against her virgin pussy.


  “There you go, girl. Loosen that hole for this dick,” Yen said as she stroked George. Yen took Charlie’s head and pushed her back between the part of Yen’s pencil skirt. Charlie flattened her tongue against Yen’s wetness. Her pussy aroma thick in Charlie’s nostrils. She lapped at Yen’s womanhood as though each lick would make her years long. Her pussy was Charlie’s fountain of youth.


  Yen was sucking George’s dick. Charlie couldn’t see but felt Yen’s body jerking as she moved her lips along George’s monster cock. Sounds of Yen’s smacking lips bouncing from the wall. Birds singing in the trees outside the screened-in porch. Nothing but sounds of nature and sex filled the room as Charlie pleasured Yen and she pleasured George.


  “Fuck, you two are nasty,” grunted George.


  Yen lifted her head. She pushed Charlie from between her thighs. “You like nasty girls, George?”


  George nodded as he stroked his dick. His eyes looked lopsided as Charlie sat on her folded legs. Yen pulled the t-shirt from George’s body. She pushed his jeans to the floor, making him naked. “What about you two?” he asked.


  Yen stood. She unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall from her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts sat like perfect teardrops on her chest. Yen was the most beautiful woman Charlie had ever seen shirtless by a long shot. His mouth watered as Yen unzipped her skirt. George was staring at her with the same greedy expression. Yen loved the attention.


  Yen tossed her hair as she pulled the zipper down to reveal the lace of her thong. “Charlie, don’t let George’s dick dry out. Put your lips on it while I dance for him.


  Charlie wanted to see Yen’s show, but she wouldn’t dare disobey her orders. She crawled over to George’s dick. The man wasn’t paying her any thought. Yen’s breasts had his full attention. Charlie took George’s dick in her hand. She had never been this close to a manhood, but her mind was rewriting itself.


  Girl Charlie parted her lips, closed her eyes, and ignored the salty taste as she closed her mouth around George’s manhood. Charlie moved her lips along George’s shaft, growing aware of how George’s body reacted to her touch. Every flick of her tongue caused him to moan. He pushed his hips up when his dick hit the back of her throat, which caused her to choke a couple times. Those sounds made George groan as he pushed Charlie’s face down to his pelvic section.


  “Fuck,” he said. “You two will make me cum.”


  Yen was watching her darlings as she rocked her hips, slowly moving the skirt down her hips. Yen would turn around and jet out her ass. She would touch her pussy while pulling down her skirt. After a couple minutes of teasing George while Charlie serviced his member, Yen dropped her skirt to the floor. She wore her white pumps and a thong that didn’t hide her manicured womanhood.


  Yen walked over to the sofa. She held the back of Charlie’s head, lacing her fingers in Charlie long brown hair. Yen pushed down on Charlie’s head, making him cough on George’s manhood .


  “Doesn’t his dick taste better than candy, Char?”


  Charlie mumbled a response without moving her lips from George’s cock. Yen leaned over the arm of the sofa and guided George’s lips to her nipple. He sucked on it without thought while Yen held the back of Charlie’s head. Charlie moaning as her head bobbed faster and faster. Yen’s moans turned to pants. The sounds leaving her mouth a higher pitch.


  Yen was coming undone as George reached his muscular hand into her thong and pressed his fingers to her clit, rubbing small circles around her button. He hooked his fingers and fucked her opening with two, burying them deep as Charlie worked on his cock. A pressure was building inside Yen. Her pants turned to sobs as George turned Yen inside-out.


  “Shit, I won’t last much longer. Fuck,” Yen said.


  “Cum,” said George as he squeezed her breasts with his free hand, flicking his tongue on her nipple. Charlie hadn’t stopped sucking George’s cock for a second. She was addicted. George pushed Charlie down on his cock as Yen came all over his two fingers.


  The next thing Charlie knew, a hot, milky load shot onto her tongue. George grunted as stream after stream of salty goo filled Charlie’s mouth. She wouldn’t misbehave and swallowed every drop George fed her.


  Yen frowned. “Fuck, that was hot, but I wanted you to fuck us,” she said while looking at Charlie’s shiny lips.


  “I won’t let you ladies leave without a pounding. Don’t worry,” he said.


  Yen smiled. Charlie’s stomach turned. George stood, took the hand of each woman, and led them to his bedroom where they could spend the rest of the afternoon.


  George excused himself and went to the guest bathroom after showing them his bedroom door. Yen grabbed Charlie, pulling her through the doorway. “How do you feel?” she asked.


  “This is a dream,” said Charlie.


  “You’re the best girlfriend in the world. Let’s drive George crazy when he walks in here. Kiss me. Touch my boobs,” said Yen. She was wet and empty, desperate to use George’s dick like a dildo.


  Charlie leaned forward, closed her eyes, and stuck her tongue into Yen’s mouth until George returned. Kissing Yen was the easiest thing she had done all day.


  




  CHAPTER SEVEN


   


  “Fuck, you two never stop, do you?” asked George when he walked in the room. Yen and Charlie held each other as they took in George’s naked body. His abs were hard. The definition of his muscles stirred desires within Charlie. She wanted more than a finger in her ass. George’s dick was wet with water droplets from the bathroom sink. “Would either of you like to freshen up?” he asked.


  Yen left the room and went to the bathroom. George walked over to Charlie, who had yet to cum, but her dick was throbbing and in need of release.


  George stood several feet from the bed and placed his hands on his hips. “Come get me hard,” he said.


  Charlie folded her hands in the pink tent dress, squeezing her thighs together. “Get you hard how?” she asked.


  “With that tight mouth of yours,” he said. “Don’t make me ask again.”


  Charlie got to her knees and crawled across the room. She could hear the sink running in the bathroom. Charlie’s face was inches from George’s manhood when he grabbed her face and shoved it into his cock that smelled of cucumber soap. George held his rod at its base and slapped Charlie’s face. She wondered if her sloppy blow job had ruined her makeup. There was a mirror in the corner of the room, but she couldn’t see herself in it.


  Charlie parted her lips, and George shoved his growing cock into her mouth. As his flesh slid against her tongue, a new wave of horniness hit her. Charlie moaned as George’s dick thickened between her lips. Yen returned and purred. Charlie didn’t turn to her but felt her legs as she leaned against Charlie’s body to kiss George.


  “You do have stamina,” said Yen.


  Charlie felt like a rapacious slut as she sucked on George’s cock. Yen grabbed Charlie’s head and moved it to her uncovered pussy. Now she was wearing her white pumps and nothing else. George and Yen used Charlie’s mouth, taking turns passing her like a basketball on a court. They kissed and touched as Charlie ignored the dire needs of her own extension. Her feminine dick. Her sissy womanhood. A thong had never felt tighter around her package; she much preferred the women’s cut to the ones made for men.


  “Want to take Charlie’s virginity?” Yen asked George.


  “You think she can handle a dick this big her first time?”


  “She will do it and love it,” Yen said before Charlie could protest. Charlie wanted a small-dick guy to fuck her the first time; not a well-endowed man.


  George looked down to Charlie and stroked her face. Charlie was staring up at Yen and George. Charlie couldn’t get over how gorgeous both of them were, and they wanted her. Yen climbed to the bed without removing her heels. Charlie was still wearing her pink tent dress and kitten heels.


  “Do you have condoms?”


  George walked over to his chest of drawers, his dick swinging with each step. Charlie remained on her knees as she went between watching George dig through a drawer and Yen touch herself on the bed. Yen locked her eyes on Charlie, wagging her finger for Charlie to come to her. Charlie got on all fours and crawled across the room to Yen, climbing to the bed.


  Yen spread her pussy lips with two fingers as her lust-filled eyes gazed upon Charlie. “Don’t be afraid to take a taste, Char.” Yen’s back arched as Charlie placed her lips on Yen’s womanhood. Yen’s head curled under her. She stretched out her arms above her head. Charlie lost herself in Yen’s wetness, only coming back to reality when George slapped her ass. He lifted Charlie’s dress, pulled down her thong, and ran a wet, hot towel down her split.


  Charlie moaned into Yen’s cave as George thrust three lubricated fingers into her ass. Yen held Charlie’s face with her thighs as George loosened her hole. Charlie squeezed her dick between her legs, afraid she would explode. Afraid George would see it.


  “Fuck her sissy pussy and don’t forget you have to fuck me too,” said Yen.


  George slapped Charlie’s ass, spreading her cheeks. The head of his dick pressed against her hole. “You’re my prize. This is the appetizer,” said George as he pushed his lubricated cock into Charlie’s ass. Charlie held Yen’s sides as George stretched her walls. Charlie’s mouth hadn’t moved from Yen’s cunt.


  “I’ve never felt an ass this tight,” grunted George as he forced himself in Charlie. The pain was outstanding, but Charlie didn’t want to disappoint Yen. She moved her hands from Yen’s sides to her breasts. Charlie held Yen’s bosom as the pain morphed to pleasure. Each thrust sent her closer to the edge of cumming without touching herself. Charlie had never felt more like a woman than when she was getting fucked by a farmer named George from behind, but Yen was giving her what she most wanted by allowing her to smell, taste, and relish her pussy.


  Charlie squeezed Yen’s breasts as George’s dick reached a pressure point that made Charlie scream sounds of joy. He pulled out and hit it again upon reentry. Charlie ate Yen’s pussy with greed as George hit her spot. Charlie screamed as cum exploded into her half-pulled-down thong. A hot mess ran down Charlie’s thigh, but George didn’t seem to notice and pounded Charlie’s contracting hole.


  Yen cried. “It’s my turn, George.”


  George pulled out, giving Charlie relief after the most intense orgasm of her life. She pulled down her dress and acted like she hadn’t cum. She was too embarrassed to admit that she had cum from getting fucked, but nothing had felt as good in her life as George’s cock hitting her spot.


  George changed condoms. Yen got to her hands and knees. She turned to Charlie. “Come over here so I can make you cum,” she said and patted the bed in front of her as George rubbed his new condom with lubrication. Charlie couldn’t believe how hard the man was. His dick thick. It had rivers of veins. He could have been a porn star if that was ever his dream. Charlie would have cum a thousand times by now if she were George and getting her dick used like a toy.


  Charlie climbed to the bed. Her little feminine dick was softening and covered in a drying milky mess. Charlie held the hem of her skirt on her thighs. Yen swatted Charlie’s hand away and pulled up her dress. Yen burst into laughter when she saw the wreckage on Charlie’s thighs.


  “George, look what you did. You made Char cum without touching her!”


  George winked at Charlie and said, “glad I could be of service.”


  “My turn,” Yen said and shook her ass. She turned back to Charlie and pulled the thong from her legs. Charlie lifted her hips. She ignored the burning of her cheeks as Yen played with her tiny soft dick.


  Yen yelped when George pushed into her. She squeezed Charlie’s balls so hard a tear slid down her face, but Yen’s touch was making her dick grow. Charlie was hard again as Yen stroked her dick with two fingers and her thumb. George didn’t hold back as he pounded Yen from behind, screaming about how wet and loose her pussy felt.


  “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” hollered George. He was fucking Yen harder as her pants echoed off the wall. Charlie wouldn’t last long either with Yen’s hand touching her sticky erection.


  “Rub my clit, George,” Yen purred.


  Charlie watched George reach his hand around, and Yen made exotic sounds as George pushed her to a second orgasm. Charlie wasn’t far behind Yen. Her toes curled as Yen squeezed her junk. George smacked Yen’s ass with his free hand. They were flying toward the sky together like a firework before it exploded.


  Yen hollered. Her grip tightened around Charlie’s cock. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as cum pushed out of her dick in slow, thick bursts. George pounded Yen’s pussy until he screamed in a deep voice, making birds fly from the trees right outside the window. The three of them held each other as their bodies took a ride on the waves of euphoria.


   


  ♦


   


  Yen, Charlie, and George returned from bathing each other in his walk-in shower with a steam setting. Charlie had been careful not to get her hair wet. Yen thought of Charlie as her best girlfriend, her lover, her boyfriend. Yen knew she and Charlie had a long road ahead of them and couldn’t wait to explore the world with Charlie by her side.


  George cleaned up their mess as Yen and Charlie cuddled in bed. Yen spoke in a whisper. “You did wonderful, Char.”


  “Can we go home soon?” she asked. Charlie was ready to change into some sweats and just lounge around the house. She was ready to go back to being a ‘he’. He wanted to spend time with Yen, but after cumming, George was an unwanted presence. As handsome as he was, Charlie wanted nothing more than the occasional fun with a guy. He would never want a boyfriend or anything.


  Yen stared into Charlie’s eyes. He stared into hers. They were holding hands. George hopped into bed with them after cleaning up. Yen shook her body when George’s hand touched her side, snaking up to her breast. She sat up in the bed, smiling. She shook her hair with her fingers to fix it. The room smelled of sex, even though their bodies had the scent of soap.


  “Should we leave?” Yen asked Charlie.


  Charlie nodded.


  “George, you were amazing. We have your number.”


  George covered himself with a sheet as Yen and Charlie got out of bed and dressed themselves. Charlie put on his tent dress. Yen got her panties from the guest bathroom and clothes from the screened-in porch. Yen and Charlie held hands in the doorway of George’s bedroom. He was watching TV with one arm folded behind his head. He had the sheet down to his waistline, exposing his muscular body.


  “Don’t be strangers, ladies. You two are welcome whenever you like,” he said and winked.


  “Thanks for your services, George,” Yen said.


  “See you soon,” he said.


  Yen and Charlie went to the car outside. It was still early in the evening, fifteen minutes to five o’clock according to the dashboard. Charlie took out his phone from the purse, only to find it was dead. At least it was the weekend. Yen took Charlie’s hand and lifted it to her mouth.


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


  “Me too,” Charlie admitted. He hadn’t known Yen long but had a feeling he would never want to let her go. She understood him like no other woman had before.


  “You give me what I need,” she said. “Are you ready to change back?” Charlie nodded. He glanced back at all the purchases he had made earlier in the day. They would come in handy, but Charlie had lived enough for one Saturday. Yen patted Charlie’s thigh. “You deserve it. I hope you enjoyed today as much as I have.”


  “You don’t have to worry about that, Yen. Today has been the best day of my life.”


  “Let’s cuddle and watch a movie,” she said.


  “Sounds like a perfect plan,” agreed Charlie.


  They drove across town singing along to the hits playing on the radio. Charlie loved his new life, feeling as though it was only the beginning. Yen loved her new best girlfriend, keen to see where the future would take their relationship. They had found one another against all odds. Yen was feeling on top of the world when she entered the complex where she and Charlie lived.


  Yen pulled into her parking spot. She turned to Charlie to kiss him before he removed all his feminine layers, but Charlie was in a panicked state.


  “We can’t get out the car,” he said.


  “Why not?”


  “That,” he said and pointed across the parking lot.


  Yen saw nothing. “What?”


  “My parents. They just walked in our building,” said Charlie. He ripped the wig from his head. He was hyperventilating.


  Yen rested her hand on Charlie’s thigh and cut the engine. She shook his leg when he wasn’t paying attention. “Charlie, take a breath. This is fine.”


  “How can you say it’s fine?” he asked in a hysterical voice.


  “Because I will help you, Char. Don’t cry and ruin your makeup. You need to look like a woman if this is going to work,” she said.


  Charlie held the side of the door and took deep breaths, smoothing his anxiety. Yen coached him as he inhaled and exhaled. “You ready?”


  “No, but what’s your plan?”


  “We’re going to switch keys. I will let your parents inside your place and tell them you’re coming home from the store. They don’t know I live across the hall, so you’ll use my key to get inside my condo to shower and change. There are some men’s t-shirts and a pair of jeans in the bottom drawer,” she said. “Take all the bags inside with you too.”


  “What will you do?”


  “Entertain your parents,” she said. Yen opened her mirror to reapply her makeup. She spritzed perfume on her wrists to cover up any lingering hints of sex. Yen didn’t mind spending time with Charlie’s parents. She figured they would be in her life a long time, so no better time than the present to get to know them. “So, be quick. No more than ten minutes, please.”


  “What will you tell my parents?”


  “That I’m your neighbor, and you called me to ask me to let your parents inside. We have a lounge by the gym, so you—”


  “You won’t tell them about me, right?”


  Yen laughed. “Your secret is safe.”


  “Thanks,” he said.


  Charlie put on his wig for Yen’s plan. Yen and Charlie exchanged keys. Yen hopped out the car. She walked across the parking lot, knowing Charlie was watching her as she switched her ass for his pleasure.


  Yen opened the door to the hallway she shared with Charlie. She called up to his parents. “Mr and Mrs Huang?”


  They nodded. Yen spoke in her loudest, cheeriest voice. “Perfect. Charlie told me…”


  




  CHAPTER EIGHT


   


  Charlie counted to one-hundred twenty seconds before opening the car door and stepping outside. He ran around to open the trunk, his long hair blowing in the evening breeze. It was a struggle to carry all the bags at once, but Charlie didn’t have time for two trips. As much as he wanted to trust Yen, he needed to get to his house before she had the chance to share their secret.


  Charlie peeked through the glass cutout in the entry door before stepping inside. He could hear Yen talking about the weather with his parents. Charlie’s palms sweat as he failed to slide the key into its hole. Every time he heard his parents speak, Charlie struggled more.


  When Charlie got inside Yen’s condo, his body relaxed. The anxiety left him. It took him a moment to register than he was in Yen’s home. Charlie raced to her room. He found the jeans and t-shirt he assumed belonged to her ex-boyfriend or old fuck buddy. Charlie didn’t have time to feel jealous with his parents across the hall, and he had no option but to wear these clothes.


  Charlie went to the bathroom. He stripped out of the pink tent dress. He had never put back on his soiled thong. Charlie washed his body with Yen’s fragrant body wash. He hurried to dry himself and make it look like he hadn’t just showered.


  Charlie went to slide on his jeans commando but then remembered a strange man had worn them before. He wanted something between his dick and the one that used to occupy the denim. Charlie went over to his bag of new purchases. He pulled out a fresh red thong. Charlie stared at the lingerie. Nobody would see it if they were under his jeans. No sense in denying himself some womanly pleasure.


  Charlie melted as the thong hugged his manhood. He placed the wig in its box and checked himself in the mirror. Charlie looked like his normal, boring self. Nobody would guess the day he had as a woman if they saw him in these frumpy straight-cut jeans with an overlarge t-shirt. His parents wouldn’t think twice.


  Charlie savored the pressure of the red thong as he shifted his legs. He grabbed a grocery-store bag from under Yen’s sink. He placed a couple unused items from her cabinet in it. Charlie checked the time. He had been in her condo nine minutes.


  Charlie grabbed Yen’s key from the table, stepped in the hallway, locked her door, squeezed his loosen asshole, and opened his door across the hall to the sounds of laughter.


  “Charlie!” his father yelled. “Where have you been hiding this woman? She’s amazing!” His father hummed the sounds of wedding bells. Charlie blushed, stepped inside, and closed the door behind him. He was drifting into his changed life with Yen as his girlfriend, his lover, and his secret gal pal.


  




  EPILOGUE


   


  Two Weeks Later


  Yen brushed lavender polish on Charlie’s fingernails. Charlie had just finished Yen’s toes. She had her feet perched on the coffee table to dry. They were both wearing matching silver slips made of silk. They had been spending every free moment they had together: gym in the morning, dinners in the evening, and the swimming pool when they had time.


  Yen would suck Charlie’s feminine cock, but he mostly ate her pussy when they fooled around. They hadn’t invited anyone in the bedroom since George, but girl Charlie wanted another taste of dick. She would wait until Yen brought up the idea, but every time feminine Charlie put on her wig and women’s clothing, she wanted to take a dick deep in her pussy. She wanted a man to hit her spot as George had, as long as Yen was there to watch.


  “This color is gorgeous,” said Yen when she finished. It was Charlie’s turn to do her fingers. They would often dress up and just send guys pictures of them making out on dating apps. Yen would always cover her face with her long hair. Charlie would expose his face since he was almost unrecognizable after putting on the wig, breasts, women’s clothing, and makeup.


  Charlie brushed the lavender polish onto Yen’s fingernails. When he finished, his nails were dry. He picked up the remote and changed the channel to reality television. He loved watching people fight and cause drama over nothing.


  “Remember how good George’s dick tasted?” Yen asked.


  Charlie purred, “yes.”


  “Should we invite a guy over?”


  Charlie’s hardened dick pressed against his thong. “Please,” he said.


  “Don’t forget you’ll have to play the part. No lazy voice.”


  “Yes, Madam,” Charlie said, switching to his girl voice.


  “Perfect. There’s this guy that lives over here. His name is Brad,” Yen said and pulled up a picture on her phone. “He won’t stop messaging me. Should I tell him I have a girlfriend and we want to play?”


  “Yes. Tell him to bring a box of condoms and tons of stamina because we’re going to use his dick like a toy,” Charlie said. She had changed, switching off every male part of her mind.


  “I’ll tell him to come over. Hopefully he can handle us.”


  “If not, we always have George’s number,” Charlie said.


  “You’re the best girlfriend in the world.”


  Charlie leaned forward and kissed Yen. “Only after you. You make my dreams come true, Yen.”


  “As do you,” she said, kissing Charlie before she sent a message to Brad.


  They held hands and watched TV while they waited for Brad to arrive. Charlie leaned over, resting his head on Yen’s shoulder. She tilted her head to rest on Charlie’s. Charlie hadn’t watched porn once since moving in his new condo and meeting Yen. His life had changed, so he had no use for his old secrets as he had made new ones with the woman he loved, Yen.




  THANK YOU FOR READING


  I hope you enjoyed reading the Girly Boys bundle. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did because they help others discover their next great read. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥ 


   


  Clover Cox Mailing List


  Amazon Page


  Goodreads Profile


  Website: clovercox.com




  

    
      
    

  


cover1.jpeg
10.BOOK BUNDLE
) =

e

CLOVER COX





