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To my readers, always


Guy, En Femme

(28,300 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Dominique rolled corncobs on a fiery grill. She was cooking the last bit of food in her fridge before she and her fiance, Earl, had to leave for a weekend of camping with like-minded individuals. Dominique called for Earl to bring her a plate to remove the corn so they could eat.

When Earl stepped outside, his silver stilettos clacked on the hardwood deck. He was carrying a plate in outstretched hands. Earl wore a navy sun dress with thin straps over his shoulders. He gave the plate to Dominique and spun in a circle to lift the fabric and make it dance. Earl turned and went back inside, switching his hips. Dominique watched him walk, wanting to pull up his dress and bend him over the railing of their deck.

They had a tall privacy fence and a hot tub off the short flight of stairs. Dominique worked as a real estate broker and had snatched up this house the moment she saw it hit the market. She and Earl were engaged to marry, and this house would become their marital home. Dominique wanted kids in the future but would like several more years of uninhibited fun before that happened.

Dominique pulled the corn off the grill and closed the lid so the fire could die. They planned to eat grilled peppers, corn, and a salad Earl had prepared. Dominique stepped inside, and Earl had opened a bottle of white wine. He poured them two glasses.

“We’ll never make it camping if we drink wine,” said Dominique.

“We can take a nap before we leave and put whatever we don’t drink back in the fridge. It won’t go bad while we’re away,” said Earl.

Dominique shrugged and sat at the table. She wore flip-flops, a white t-shirt, and denim booty shorts. She had sunglasses pushed through her hair. Dominique thought about what she would wear when they went camping. She wanted to impress. Make others stop to watch her.

After eating, Dominique went to the bedroom to pack. She put in plenty of lingerie and dresses and shoes for Earl. Dominique was planning to wear platform heels with a thicker heel to walk on the grass. She didn’t want to fall over and look like a fool. Dominique packed all the clothes she thought she would wear, excited to get to the campsite.

“Earl, what are you wearing on the drive?”

“A t-shirt dress and tights,” he said. He was washing the dishes and cleaning the house before they left. Dominique put out his t-shirt dress on the bed, zipped her suitcase, and fell backwards onto the pillow top. She bounced against the mattress and wondered what adventures would await her.

Camping with other crossdressers was her favorite time of the year. The best event. A weekend she marked on her calendar the moment she heard the dates. Earl loved it, too. Dominique didn’t want to take a nap, but they had each enjoyed a single glass of wine. After a couple hours, they could leave and make it there with enough time to set up their tent in the sunlight.

Earl entered the bedroom and climbed onto the bed, resting his hand against Dominique’s chest. A warmth grew inside Dominique with her sissy’s hand against her breast. The feeling of love within her crushed her sanity. She was in control in the bedroom, but Earl had a hold on her heart stronger than a metal lock. Stronger than a vaulted door. Dominique tried to keep her emotions at bay, but moments like these made her melt like chocolate left out on a hot, sunny day.

“Are you going to share me?” asked Earl while drawing across Dominique’s chest with his finger. He kept his eyes hooded and hidden.

“You like when I share you, don’t you?” asked Dominique. Her chest heavy. Her breath even but short. She was holding onto whatever threads of sanity she could. Sharing her man she had taken so long to train. To cultivate. It hurt her. She thought they had something special. Why wasn’t it enough for Dominique to show him around? Walk him on a leash and watch everyone stare in jealousy? Why did Earl need someone else? Why wasn’t she enough?

Dominique ran her hand along Earl’s exposed back. She didn’t know how to reply to him. They both knew she would grant his wish. She wouldn’t deny him another party. Earl enjoyed bottoming for a real man from time to time. He loved Dominique. Her body. Her soul, but she could only use a strap to please his submissive needs. Fill his empty hole. As much as she loved fucking Earl, she understood why he wanted more.

Earl spoke. “We can find a guy we both like.”

Finding a man for both of them was like searching for pearls in the sea. She didn’t have faith they would find someone to satisfy them both. It never happened, and Dominique ended up sitting on the sidelines when they invited another man into the bedroom.

Dominique sighed but agreed, “yes, we will.” Now, she needed a nap before they left. Their bags were packed and waiting by the door. Dominique held Earl close. He hadn’t changed from his navy dress. She rubbed his back as her eyes fluttered to a close.

No matter what happened this weekend, she reminded herself to enjoy the journey. Enjoy spending time with others who shared her interests. At the end of the day, she loved Earl. He was her fiance, and she would hold him tight for all their days to come.


Chapter Two

 

Guy McComb had received an invitation for the crossdressing camping retreat online. He was still new to the scene but wanted to dive into the deep end. The first time he slipped hold-ups onto his legs, it was like swimming in a bay that felt like a pool. He had been twenty-six at the time and alone in his ex-girlfriend’s apartment. They had been laying on the floor waiting for Guy. Guy had stolen her hosiery, and she never returned his phone calls when he confessed his truth.

That was two years ago, and Guy had taken baby steps since then. For months, he had no items beyond the red hold-ups with white dots. Guy had used them while pleasing himself in the mirror for months. Every time he slipped the cotton fabric over his feet, his dick turned hard. Experiencing the fabrics was better than porn. Better than most sex.

Guy was setting up his tent. He wore basketball shorts and a tank top that exposed his muscular arms. When most people saw him, they would never imagine a man obsessed with lingerie. One hungry for the feeling of luscious fabrics brushing against his manhood. Against his shaved legs and chest. His hairless body. Guy had his tent up in a few minutes and threw his bags inside.

When inside his tent, Guy unzipped his duffel bag and dug through the piles of clothing. He had spent nearly three hundred dollars online two weeks ago after he got the invite. Guy had never dreamed a place like this existed, but when Guy saw the sea of men in dresses, wigs, and lingerie, he felt at home. He was in a bubble on private property. The owner of the farm was a crossdresser and had been having this camping retreat for over ten years.

Guy wasn’t positive he could sleep with a man but was considering it. He would have to find an attractive sissy who wanted to take his manhood. Guy needed to top if he would get with a man. Would there be a woman around who would want to fuck a guy dressed in hosiery? Guy would never let that woman get away if he found her.

Pulling out a few items, Guy considered what he would wear. He had olive skin and an athletic body. His abs and arms defined. When he had confessed his secret desires to one woman last year (not the ex-girlfriend), she had been disgusted. She cursed at him for having a ‘manly’ body and not acting like a ‘manly man’. Guy had dug himself into a hole. He buried his head. He was too afraid to connect with women after those two. Too afraid to explore his sexuality and sleep with a man. Guy wasn’t gay. He might have been a few degrees from straight, but he wanted to submit for a woman. He wanted a woman to spank him. Dress him like her doll.

Guy laid out a black lace garter belt. He had a thong to match it. The lace did nothing to hide his package, but Guy wanted the world to see. He wanted both women and men to admire his penis. Examine its length. The girth.

Guy rolled stockings up his legs. They stopped right below his ass cheeks, which he had shaved and moisturized before the trip. Guy slipped on the black thong before he connected the stockings to the garter belt he had laid out. Guy wore a pair of black flats to complete his bottom look. Rocking his hips back and forth, Guy savored the women’s lingerie against his skin. He gave himself several beats to give his penis an opportunity to relax.

For his top, Guy had a purple linen robe he would leave open to expose his abs. The six pack attracted people like moths to a light, and Guy planned to use that to his advantage. This was only a weekend retreat, and he wanted to enjoy himself with a few strangers from start to finish.

Pulling out a glass container, Guy removed the lip. He spritzed a feminine fragrance onto his wrists and neck. He would smell of soft florals and citrus. His feminine side activated with the new textures and smells. He pushed his hardened dick to the side in his thong, ignoring the growing stain of precum.

Guy unzipped his tent and peeped his head outside. A sea of bodies greeted him. Men wearing lingerie and wigs. Guy wasn’t ready for a wig, but he couldn’t wait to join the party. Maybe he would even sleep with a guy if he couldn’t find an agreeable woman. Guy took a deep breath and stepped out to the madness.

 

♦

 

A queen she felt, so a queen she was. Dominique held her head high. Her black platforms with thick heels kept her balanced. She spread her arms out, feeling the gusts of Minnesotan country air blow against her chest. Dominique wore black body tights with no panties beneath and a hole that exposed her pussy. She had on an open white robe that stopped right below her pussy, but she wasn’t hiding. Pride filled her as she walked along the campgrounds.

Leather brushed against her hand from the leash she held. Earl was on his hands and knees beneath her wearing a harness under his pink backless dress made of satin that he had changed into when they arrived. His white heels jetted out as he crawled.

People watched them, and the attention gave Dominique power. It gave her life. She absorbed the eyeballs and gave them a show, sashaying along in her five-inch platforms with her sissy crawling along by her side.

The sun was setting, and the fun would begin soon. The first day of games and activities. Now that Dominique was here with others like her and Earl, she wanted to share her man. She wanted to find someone who would appreciate them both. One who wouldn’t ignore her in the bedroom once they got a taste of Earl’s tight, accepting ass.

Dominique stopped, surveying her surroundings. The camp grew with popularity each passing year, but she recognized many of the faces. Earl lifted his hands from the ground and rested them on his knees, sitting up straight by Dominique’s side. Dominique moved her robe and placed a hand on her hip. A young, olive-skinned man caught her attention.

The man was standing alone by a makeshift bar. There were no permits, but nobody snitched on the owner. They appreciated the chance to escape, even if it was only for a weekend.

“What do you think about him?” asked Dominique, moving her hand in the direction of the lonely man. Earl licked his lips. His hands pressed into his crotch. Dominique knew Earl would service the man by the bar. He was so busy staring that he hadn’t spoken. “Should we go ask what his name is?”

Earl nodded, and Dominique pulled on his leash. He got to all fours and crawled by her side. Dominique locked her eyes on the stranger across the field. When he noticed her, a wave of panic washed over him. Dominique saw it in how he twitched. How his body turned like he wanted to run, but she wouldn’t let him get far if he did.

He was wearing a garter belt with stocking that stopped below his revealing thong. His dick looked long, like a cucumber. His body was a sculpture of muscles. The man had abs as though he were a surfer begging for a woman’s attention on the beach. The purple robe slightly covering his exquisite body made his olive skin pop, and Dominique needed this man in her bedroom. Their bedroom. Earl would do whatever this hunk told him.

“Evening,” said Dominique when she was within earshot. Earl had to crawl slowly with his heels weighing down his feet, but he wouldn’t have it any other way. The stranger’s eyes went from Dominique to Earl, panicked and wide.

He stuttered for a response before saying ‘hey’.

“You alone?” asked Dominique. She ran her finger down the man’s exposed chest. It was hairless. Shiny liked he had rubbed oil over his skin. He smelled of bergamot and a spring garden. The stranger nodded to answer Dominique. “Is this your first time here?”

The man nodded again. Dominique glanced to her side and noticed Earl was inches from this hunk’s dick, staring at it like ice cream behind a glass window. A new dress pulled off its wooden hanger.

“What’s your name, stranger?”

“Guy,” he said. His voice was hoarse and deep. Dominique pictured Guy in the real world. The dreadful place where people were put into boxes and silenced to keep others happy. Shoved into categories to keep others at peace. Guy would never have dressed how he was outside of this campsite. Dominique was positive of that.

“I’m Dominique. This is Earl,” she said and gestured to her sissy on his leash. “We were admiring you from afar, Guy. You interested in having a bit of fun?”

Guy swallowed, and Dominique noticed his dick twitch in his black thong. Dominique ran her finger along her tongue and placed it on Guy’s nipple. His chest was hard and flat. He bit his bottom lip as Dominique touched his body.

“We don’t know each other,” said Guy.

“I think you know plenty of me, and I’m seeing plenty of you,” said Dominique. She ran her finger down Guy’s abs, tracing it along the lines of his muscles, until she reached his dick. She used two fingers to squeeze his thickness. Guy’s eyes went along Dominique’s body, focusing on her hardened nipples and manicured pussy. “What do you think, Earl? We could teach Guy a few things, couldn’t we?”

Earl licked his lips, raising his hands like he would touch Guy’s dick. Dominique pulled on his leash to stop him, and Earl dropped his hands to his sides. Dominique narrowed her eyes at Earl, stifling his eagerness. He would have to wait like a good sissy until they got Guy back to their tent. “Yes, Dominique. We would love to have some fun with Guy.”

“So, what do you say?” asked Dominique.

Guy nodded, and Dominique grabbed his hand. Dominique walked in the middle. Guy walked on her left side, and Earl crawled along the other.

 

♦

 

Guy lay in the tent with Dominique and Earl. Their bodies touched. Guy closed his eyes to handle the intensity of hands caressing his body. Nobody had undressed, and the fabrics lifted Guy’s soul. He felt Dominique’s body tights and Earl’s satin dress.

A moan escaped Guy when a hand wrapped around his cock. He knew by the nails it was Dominique’s hand. She stroked his dick, and Guy wasn’t sure how long he could last. No woman had touched him with such ease while he wore lingerie. It was a dream coming true, and it didn’t matter Earl was there. Guy was in touch with his masculinity and didn’t fear intimacy with a man with a woman in the room.

Dominique nibbled on Guy’s ear before whispering, “want to feel something even better than my hand?”

Guy nodded, parting his eyes slightly to see the beauty inches from his face. Dominique appeared mixed with Asian and white. She had dark hair with waves and eyes with an almond shape. Her lips were full. Her makeup highlighted her best features, and Guy could feel himself falling in love with this woman the more she touched him.

“Sorry,” Dominique said before ripping the thong from Guy’s body. “I’ll buy you a new pair.” She tossed the destroyed thong to the side and stroked Guy’s hard manhood. In any other situation he would have been upset, but he loved that Dominique had left his stockings and garter belt in place. His dick was free and harder than he had felt in ages. “Earl, you know what to do,” she said.

Earl’s mouth connected with Guy’s dick, and before he could protest, Dominique had pushed Guy’s body back and climbed atop his face to ride it. Dominique had her body turned toward Earl, so she could watch Earl servicing Guy. Her pussy was hot, throbbing. She had a hole in her body tights and used Guy’s face like a vibrator. Guy knew how to please her clit. 

Dominique could have ridden his face all night, but his dick looked too delicious to ignore. Dominique lifted her hips before she came too early. She took off her robe and worked to get Guy’s off too, revealing his sculpted body. Earl hadn’t stopped moving his lips along Guy’s shaft. Dominique hadn’t seen Earl this eager before, but Guy’s eyes were focused on her. He moved his hands along her body until three of his fingers were knuckle deep in her pussy. His other hand caressed her breasts. Dominique ran her fingers through her hair, fighting her body’s natural urge to cum. She had to push away his hand when he started using his thumb on her clit.

“Want to fuck Earl?” asked Dominique. “Then me?”

Earl lifted his head for the first time. The suction sounds stopped, and Dominique briefly wondered if other campers could hear them. The thought slipped from her mind as fast as it came.

“Don’t know if I can do both,” said Guy.

“Of course you can. We have all night,” said Dominique with a wink. She went over to her bag and pulled out condoms and lubrication. She tossed a condom to Guy and told him to put it on. He listened and rolled it over his dick while Earl got to his hands and knees.

Earl lifted his pink dress, and Dominique took off his panties before lathering his hole with lubrication. Guy got in place. His dick hadn’t softened. Dominique touched his hard body as Guy pushed into Earl’s accepting hole. Dominique connected her lips with Guy’s as his hips moved, fucking her sissy. Earl moaned without fear. Without control. Dominique’s pussy was gushing like a hose someone had forgotten to turn off. Watching Guy fuck her sissy had her wanting to take his thick manhood.

Guy touched Dominique’s breasts as he fucked Earl’s sissy hole. He used his other hand to hold Earl’s dress and thrust without mercy. Earl accepted Guy’s dick with glee, spreading his cheeks for Guy. Resting his head on the air mattress without supporting himself. Surrendering to Guy’s dominance.

“Ready to fuck me, big man?” asked Dominique. Her hole was dripping, begging for Guy’s dick to enter her. Earl could jack off. He could suck her clit while Guy fucked her.

Guy slid out of Earl’s hole, causing Earl to whine. He reached back for Guy’s dick, but he was already taking his condom off and reaching for a new one. Dominique lay on the bed and lifted her legs into the air, still wearing the platforms, and rubbed her fingers along her pussy. She spread her hole with two fingers, teasing Guy. Making Guy growl from his chest with closed lips. An echo against the synthetic walls. Dominique and Earl had a luxury tent with enough room to stand and move. Enough room for the air mattress Dominique was waiting on to take Guy’s manhood.

Guy grabbed Dominique’s legs by the ankles and got into position, kneeling at the edge of the mattress. Earl stroked his dick and watched as Guy buried his dick deep into Dominique’s womanhood. Dominique commanded Earl to bend down and lick her clit while Guy fucked her.

Dominique was a stiletto that bent the wrong way on the concrete. She snapped in half, traveling to a different world. She wasn’t in Minnesota anymore. Her mind left, and she wasn’t trying to stop its flight.

Dominique grabbed Guy’s hard chest, her nails digging into his muscular pectorals. Her legs tightening around his back as Earl’s tongue ran along her clit. As Guy fucked her pussy with his full force. The mattress could have broken, but Dominique didn’t care. Her experience was priceless; no destroyed item from a store would ruin her moment. Nothing would ruin the ecstasy of this hunk wearing a garter belt and stockings tearing up her hole.

Hollering at the top of her lungs, Dominique released her last bits of control and came. Her back arched, and neither man let up on their source of pleasure. One tongue. One dick. Multiple orgasms.

When Dominique returned to reality, she unclutched Guy’s chest. He fell out of her, and Earl lifted his head. Both the men stood above her, her dolled-up lovers, and shot warm loads all over her body tights.

She took them off before they started round two, but only after several intense minutes of cuddling.


Chapter Three

 

Earl looked over his shoulder at Dominique and Guy sleeping. They had a wild night, but Earl had been excluded from most of it. The connection between Dominique and Guy dominated the night, and Earl needed a fix. His fiance wouldn’t mind. They had an understanding.

Walking around the campgrounds, Earl watched as people awoke from their wild nights and made coffee, eggs, and pancakes over open fires. Men wore lingerie, skirts, dresses, and more. Women held whips. Many of them were wearing leather, and Earl wanted a strong man to put him in place. He wanted a dick that would service him and not Dominique.

Wasn’t it enough for her to have Earl as her sissy slave? Didn’t he earn a weekend of fun? Why did Dominique have to receive all of Guy’s attention? Guy was easily the most attractive man they had lured into their bedroom, and it had disappointed Earl when Guy didn’t want to fuck him a second time. He barely even wanted Earl to suck his dick after he had a taste of Dominique’s pussy.

Earl straightened his pink dress, feeling like he was on the walk of shame after a night at an orgy. Nobody watched him with judgmental eyes. Everyone was there for a good time, and Earl reminded himself of that and kept his head down as he walked through the fields in his white heels, barely keeping his balance.

After several minutes of walking, Earl jumped when someone tapped his shoulder. He turned and saw a man standing there. The man had dark chocolate skin and wore a white thong that showed a handsome bulge. He wore a white slip on the top that popped against his dark skin. Earl’s eyes focused naturally on the bulge under the man’s white thong. It was thicker than most dicks he had seen. Big like Guy’s, and this man looked eager to use it.

“You lost?” he asked.

Earl shook his head and lifted his eyes. The man had dark brown eyes, and Earl got lost staring into them. He had no doubts the man could lift him into his arms. Hold him down. Make Earl swallow his fat dick. Choke on it and gasp for air when he could breathe again. “I just went out for a walk. I needed some fresh air.”

The man stepped closer to Earl. His slip was made of a sheer, see-through fabric. Earl studied the grooves in his muscles visible beneath the sheer fabric. Earl wanted to press his palm against the man’s chest as he fucked him. He didn’t even need to know his name, as long as he wore a condom.

“What’s your name, princess?” asked the stranger.

Earl licked his lips and looked both ways like he was about to commit a dangerous crime. What would Dominique do to him if he went with this stranger? She was the one who was still in bed with another man. A man who preferred her to him. A man of whom Earl didn’t approve.

“Earl,” he said, pulling on the ends of his dress.

“I’m Lucas,” the man said. “Want to go back to my tent?”

The air left Earl’s chest. He couldn’t find his words. He couldn’t focus. “I.. I shou—,” said Earl before pulling his lips together.

“Are you here with someone?” asked Lucas. He closed the gap between them and placed his hand on the small of Earl’s back. Lucas’ hard dick pressed into Earl’s leg.

“Yes, but she’s in bed with someone now,” said Earl. He felt spiteful; hungry for revenge after a night of watching another man pleasure Dominique.

“Sounds like you should come to my tent and have a little fun,” said Lucas. He reached a finger into Earl’s thong and ran his finger along Earl’s split. Earl leaned his head into Lucas’ neck and moaned, pressing his body against the man’s.

Earl didn’t want to betray his woman, but he needed this. Earl looked up to this hunk and nodded. Lucas smiled and showed Earl the way to his tent.

 

♦

 

Dominique stirred. She reached out for Earl’s thin body, but he wasn’t there. She woke up and sat on the air mattress. Guy was sleeping by her side. He was naked, muscular, and beautiful, but Dominique wanted her fiance. She wanted her man. He must have gone on a walk for fresh air. Maybe he went to find breakfast.

Dominique got off the bed and slipped into a shirt dress. It was white on top and faded into a light blue by the bottom and had buttons along the front. A thin black belt around the waist and short sleeves on the side. Dominique opened her compact mirror and ignored the smudged makeup along her face. She grabbed her makeup bag and left the tent to find a bathroom.

While walking to the bathroom, Dominique gazed around the fields for Earl, but she didn’t see him anywhere. Dominique went to the bathroom and washed the makeup from her face, swirls of color rushing down the drain. Dominique wanted a shower, but it could wait.

The previous night washed over her like heat in a summer afternoon. Guy’s body against hers. His penis in her hole. After Guy had fucked her once, he paid Earl little attention. Dominique saw the irritation in Earl’s expression, but she had been so lost in the moment that Earl’s emotions hadn’t mattered. So many times before, Dominique had to set aside her feelings for Earl, but he couldn’t do the same for her. She was supposed to be the dominant one but felt Earl had control of everything at times.

Dominique dried her face and went back to the tent; not seeing Earl on her way. Guy was scrolling through his phone when she got inside the tent and placed his phone to the side to admire Dominique. He lifted one arm and placed it on top of his head, flexing his muscles without trying. Dominique loved the way they hugged his ribs. She wondered what body fat percentage he had but wouldn’t dare ask.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning. Where’s Earl?” asked Guy.

“Don’t know. Want to go look for him and find some breakfast?”

“Sure,” he said and swung his feet out the bed. Guy stood, not covering his dick, and Dominique had an urge to get on her knees and suck it. Seduce Guy into another session. She had to resist her most basic urges. For Earl. She could have Guy again once they found him. Dominique turned her head to the side to subdue her desires, waiting for Guy to dress.

Guy put on his robe, garter belt, stockings, and a thong Dominique lent him. He laughed when he slid them up his legs, but Dominique encouraged him. She thought he was one of the sexiest men she had ever met and was trying to figure out how she could keep both him and Earl in her life, but she had to find her fiance first. Her first love. The man with whom she wanted to share her life. Her future.

They stepped out of the tent and found breakfast right away. A group was selling plates of pancakes and eggs for a few dollars, and they accepted without thought. After eating, Dominique and Guy continued on their journey to find Earl. Dominique listened as they walked through the campsite, but most of the tents were quiet. Some people played music. It was a calm morning, and Dominique was losing hope.

Guy stopped and told Dominique to stop talking. She had been telling a story from her life of selling houses. When Dominique focused, she heard what Guy had. The soft, rhythmic moans of her sissy. Earl was trying to quiet himself, but he always had a hard time holding back in the bedroom. He was like a smoke alarm triggered by fire when the fun began.

Dominique felt heat rise in her chest as she heard Earl beg for more. Dominique followed his voice to a tent several yards from where they had been standing. Guy stared at Dominique with worried eyes as she towered over the tent, listening to her man get handled from behind the synthetic fabric. Dominique pulled at the zipper and revealed the situation.

Earl had one dick in his mouth and another in his ass. Two men, one black and one white, were using Earl’s holes as though he were a blow-up doll. Both of the men fucking Earl were dressed in slips with no underwear. Earl had on his dress, hiked up to his waist. Neither of the men dropped from Earl’s holes as Dominique and Guy stared at them.

“What the fuck is the matter with you? Zip up our tent,” said the black man, who was deep inside Earl’s ass.

“You get the fuck out of my sissy!” hollered Dominique.

“Doesn’t look like your sissy wants you,” the man said.

Dominique went to grab Earl, but he took the white man’s dick from his mouth to speak. “No, Dominique. I’ll see you in our tent later. You and Guy can have all the fun you want, but this is what I need right now,” said Earl.

Dominique protested, but the men silenced her words. The white guy zipped the tent, and they went right back to fucking and moaning.

Dominique felt tears swell in her eyes, but she wouldn’t let Guy see her cry. She wouldn’t allow Earl’s actions to cause her sadness. Dominique was wearing flats and stormed off, holding the tears as long as she could. When she stopped at a place with few people, she crouched down to her knees and fought the mental images of Earl servicing those other men.

She didn’t notice Guy behind her until he rubbed her shoulders, crouching behind her. “It will be okay.”

Dominique shook him off and ignored his words. It was too soon. The pain too fresh. How could Earl have done this to her when finding another party had been his idea? Dominique hated that Guy saw her weakness, but she couldn’t hide the pain. The tears came and took minutes to stop.

 

♦

 

Guy and Dominique walked in silence after she picked herself up from the ground. Guy didn’t know how to help her after what they had seen. If he was dating a woman and witnessed her servicing two other men, he would have freaked out. He wouldn’t have walked away without tearing down that tent, but what was Dominique to do? Had Guy acted correctly? Should he have fought for her when he saw Earl cheating as an opening for his own desires?

“I’m sorry that—”

“Please, Guy,” said Dominique, putting up her hand to silence Guy.

“What can I say?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said.

Guy stopped when Dominique sat under a tree. Everyone around them was laughing, playing instruments, and enjoying the freedom of the private property in the countryside. Dominique was a woman trapped under an icy lake. Guy couldn’t speak without bringing up Earl. He had to comfort her when she was this sad. He had to make his move while he had the chance.

“I would never do that to you,” said Guy.

Dominique narrowed her eyes at him. “Why would you say that? I don’t even know you!” she said and stood. Dominique ran off, her brown hair bouncing in the wind, and Guy ran after her. He had put on a new thong in Dominique’s tent he assumed belonged to Earl. It was pink and complimented his black garter belt and stockings. He hadn’t worn shoes, and the grass dampened his thin nylons as he ran after Dominique. She allowed him to slow her down. Her eyes had lost focus, and she wasn’t looking at anything. She was staring right past Guy as he gazed at her.

“Come back to my tent with me,” he said.

Dominique nodded. “That’s better. I don’t know where to go, but I don’t want to return to our tent.”

Guy nodded and wrapped his arm over Dominique’s shoulder. Her left hand wrapped around his waist, and he supported her like a wounded warrior back to his tent. Guy unzipped his tent, and Dominique stepped inside first. It was nothing compared to the luxurious tent she and Earl had brought, but it was what he could afford after buying hundreds of dollars worth of lingerie and women’s clothing.

“Take that thong off. It belongs to Earl,” said Dominique.

Guy hesitated but did as she asked. He unhooked his garter belt from the stockings and slid the pink panties to the floor, revealing his half-erect penis. Dominique unzipped Guy’s sleeping bag to make it big enough for them both. She lay on one side and turned away from Guy. Guy lay next to her and held his growing dick in his hand, unable to ignore its twitching and accelerated growth.

“How could he have done that to me?” asked Dominique. Her back was turned to Guy. Her voice was hoarse and filled with anger. Bitterness. She was a woman scorned, and Guy didn’t know what else to do but wrap his arm over her. His manhood pressed into her backside, but she didn’t mention it. She wiggled her hips and pressed her booty into Guy.

“Earl is an asshole. You deserve better than him,” said Guy. He couldn’t help himself from trying to push Earl from Dominique’s life. He had been hunting for a woman like her for years and wouldn’t let this chance pass.

Dominique sighed. “We’re engaged to marry. We play with others, but he has never done this to me before. I can’t believe I’m not enough for him.”

“You’d be enough for me,” said Guy.

Dominique groaned, and Guy wanted to retract his words. Erase them with a permanent marker. Delete them from the trash folder on his computer. “Earl and I are supposed to spend our lives together.”

Guy folded his lips and held Dominique tighter. She was in pain, and he had to let her come to him in her own time. Guy took deep, even breaths as his hands moved along Dominique’s slender frame. Guy’s hand stopped to hold a button on Dominique’s shirt dress. He exhaled as he unhooked the first button. Dominique let out a light moan.

Guy worked down her front side. He reached into her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were rock hard. Guy wet his fingertip and returned it inside Dominique’s dress. Her back arched, and she pressed her ass into Guy’s hardened manhood. He was wearing nothing but the garter belt and stockings.

“Do you have any condoms?” asked Dominique.

Guy nodded.

“Then, why are we waiting?”


Chapter Four

 

Earl tossed rose petals onto the comforter he shared with Dominique. Two months had passed since camping, and summer was winding to a close. Their wedding was getting closer with each passing day, and the thought of committing to a lifetime with Dominique made Earl’s chest clutch. He loved her more than anyone he had loved in his life, but was love enough to sacrifice his freedom?

Ever since camping, there had been tension between Dominique and Earl. Earl felt as though he was walking on a broken heel, afraid to topple to the side. Like he had new jeans that were too tight and would tear when he bent over. Earl had been trying to rectify her pain caused by his transgressions, but nothing worked. Once, he had suggested they cancel the wedding, and Dominique ended up in tears and kicking Earl out the house for a day.

Earl had gone to the restaurant where he worked as a line cook to hide from the world. He had spent hours in a booth milking a soda. Earl had the day off today and was waiting for Dominique to return from work. She had a major meeting to finalize a deal on a house her clients were buying, and Earl wanted her to come home to a surprise dinner.

After filling pasta shells with a broccoli sauce Earl had prepared, he placed the pan in the oven and went to doll himself up. He was wearing a tank top and short shorts but couldn’t wait to change into the white pegged skirt and red blouse he had splurged on for tonight. Earl added white pumps and gold jewelery to his outfit, turning to see his backside in the mirror.

Earl spent an hour in the mirror dolling up his face. He used mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, foundation, moisturizer, and lipstick. Earl decided against lip liner after staring at his feminized face in the mirror. He had reduced the hard, masculine lines and replaced them with soft edges. The power of makeup was endless, and Earl would never stop learning how to use its tricks.

Earl went to his closet and found a blonde wig. It was his hair with kinks and waves. The wig made him feel like a loose woman eager for a beach adventure. Earl placed it over the wig cap and ran his fingers through the blonde hair, amazed by how only an hour ago he was just another ordinary man cooking dinner. Now, he was a woman. A queen. A woman who needed her own man.

Guilt rose in Earl again as he thought about the endless pleasure those men at the campgrounds had given him. They took turns using his ass and mouth. At one point, they had used his ass at the same time. When Earl saw Dominique for the first time after that morning, she looked destroyed. Defeated. But Earl remembered how he felt: hungry for more dick. Guy had been there, and it took everything for Earl not to throw himself at Guy. Rip off his clothes. Seduce him and leave Dominique high and dry. Not that Guy would have wanted that because he had been staring at Dominique like a pet worried for its owner.

Earl had fallen for Dominique harder than he had for anyone in the past. She was dominant yet soft. Alluring. Radiant. Gorgeous. Earl had been dreaming of a woman like her his entire life, and he never wanted to let her go, but why did it have to mean giving up his access to men? Earl loved when Dominique fucked him with her strap, but her reaction wasn’t the same as a man feeling Earl’s cave. His hole. His warmth. Men reacted with raw passion when they fucked Earl; emotions Dominique couldn’t replicate unless he ate her pussy.

Staring at his feminized face in the mirror, Earl wondered where he would be in five years. Before Earl could imagine an answer, his phone buzzed. The noodles needed to come out the oven. He could smell their scent around the house as he raced to the kitchen in his pumps, the heels clicking against the floor.

Earl bent his knees and squatted to pull the pan from the oven. He used mitts, but the pan radiated heat through them. Earl placed the dish on top of the stove and caught a glimpse of himself in the microwave door. Earl pulled his hair over his shoulders and stared at himself, lost in thought about his future with Dominique, and then she walked through the door.

 

♦

 

Dominique sat in her driveway after a long meeting with a client. They finally put in an offer for a house they had gone to visit more times than Dominique could count. She said a little prayer for the offer and listened to her engine cool. The weather was changing. The days had fewer hours of sunlight, but there was a while until the deep cold began. Dominique wondered how the weather would be during her wedding in a couple months. She hoped the leaves will have turned to an array of warm colors for her photos with Earl.

Dominique gripped the steering wheel as memories from her weekend camping rushed into her mind. It often happened when she first returned home. It was almost impossible to look at Earl without picturing him with his pink dress hiked around his waist and a cock fucking him at each end.

When Dominique had met Earl, she knew she had found her sissy. The man who would make her wildest dreams come true, and he had. She hadn’t been mistaken, but her fantasies came with a price. Earl was a man who loved women and men. She hadn’t realized how much he needed men in his life, but Earl proved it when they went camping.

Dominique thought back to the sex she had with Guy after they found Earl in the other tent. Guy had made love to her. It was more than normal sex. How he sucked on her breasts. How he touched her body. Guy had gone between fucking her pussy and licking her clit. When Dominique thought about it for too long, she had to squeeze her thighs together and think about the smell of rotting trash.

When her mind drifted back to Guy, her hands tightened around the steering wheel. She wanted his thickness between her legs again. She wanted her hunk who adored her pussy. Worshiped it. Every time Earl had pissed her off since camping, she thought about her stranger on the other side of town. Dominique lived in Cool Valley, and Guy lived in another suburb of Minneapolis.

They had chatted online several times after finding each other on social media, but Dominique couldn’t allow herself to fall into that hole. She had made a commitment; a promise to love Earl. She wanted to marry Earl. Dominique hardly knew Guy, so it didn’t matter how great he was in bed. Nor how well he could flick his tongue.

Dominique got out of the car before she reached into her panties. She leaned over the seat to grab everything before closing the door. The wind brushed against her face. It reminded her of Guy’s lingerie brushing against her stomach as he fucked her. His dick had looked hotter than burning coals with the garter belt and stocking outlining it. Making a frame for its glory.

Dominique squeezed her thighs together as she fumbled to place her key into the lock. She had to release Guy from her memories. Let him free. Earl deserved better from her, even though he had done her wrong. Dominique wanted to show him forgiveness and acceptance. She had a passionate morning with Guy that day as a result of what Earl had done. She wasn’t free of guilt. Nobody was a saint, and Dominique wanted to learn how to work with Earl’s desires for men. Desires Dominique couldn’t satisfy herself.

When Dominique stepped inside, the smells of garlic and parsley roasting in the oven danced around the room. Earl turned the corner to greet Dominique and take her bag. Earl was wearing a white pegged skirt with a red blouse and white pumps. He looked exquisite. Like a woman in a department-store catalog. Gold jewelery accented Earl’s look, and he smelled like soap and floral perfume.

“How was work?” asked Earl as he hung Dominique’s bags on the hook by the entryway.

Dominique talked about her clients and their purchase as she followed Earl to the kitchen. He had the kitchen table decorated with napkins, plates, cutlery, and glasses for wine. There was a salad with wooden tongs. Dominique and Earl almost never cooked for the other. Less so since the camping trip. For a moment, she had forgotten about what Earl had done.

“I’m sorry for everything. Can we please move forward? Return to how we were?” asked Earl. He stepped forward and held Dominique’s hand. She wanted to shower. Wash her hands. Freshen up. Standing next to Earl was like running into a sexy, groomed man after a long session at the gym.

Dominique wanted to return to her moment of bliss. The second that had felt like before the camping trip. Dominique didn’t mind sharing her man, but he had to communicate. He couldn’t run around having sex with whoever. Dominique didn’t want to catch diseases, and there were stories all the time of long-term lovers getting something from their sneaky partner. Dominique understood Earl’s desires, but she needed honesty.

“Serve me dinner and let me wash my hands,” said Dominique, dropping her contact with Earl. She turned on her heel and walked over to the sink. She was wearing a pink kitten heel with a black fitted pantsuit. Dominique washed her hands as Earl plated pasta for them. He had prepared Dominique’s favorite dish.

Dominique savored the broccoli-stuffed shells, avoided Earl’s eye contact. Rhythm and blues played in the background at a soft volume. Earl had lit a candle. It was heartbreakingly romantic, but Dominique wanted nothing of it. If only Earl had communicated with her. Expressed his needs. She would have allowed him to go off with those men, but the secret gutted her. It was like taking a blow to the head from a ball thrown too far in the wrong direction.

“What do you think of the food?” asked Earl.

“You know I love it,” she said, resting her fork on the side of the plate. “What I don’t love is the apology. Earl, we’ve been back and forth about this.”

Earl tossed his blonde hair back over his shoulder. He scooted his chair out to have enough room to cross his legs. He wore nude pantyhose over his shaved legs. Dominique found his feminized body incredibly sexy but resisted her urges to touch him. Kiss him. Love him how he deserved, if only he hadn’t wandered off with those men.

“You know I have needs you can’t fulfill. I love you, but I need a real man once in a while.”

“We had Guy. You approved of him. We’ve talked about this,” said Dominique. She finished her wine and filled her glass to the top with more.

“He liked you more than me!”

“Oh, so that’s what this is about? One man liked me more, and you went off and found two dicks to fill you. So what Guy liked me more? Do you know how many times I’ve had to watch a man tear you up and ignore me?”

Earl cast his eyes to the floor and hid his face with his long blonde hair.

Dominique slammed her hand on the table, and wine jumped out of the glass. Earl lifted his head. “It’s not fair, Earl. Why did you do that to me?”

“I needed it. I love you, Dominique, but I will always need a man from time to time.”

“Then tell me, Earl. Communicate,” she said.

“I will,” said Earl. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” Dominique said and reached out her hand for Earl’s. They laced their fingers together and let several beats of silence passed. Dominique drank a bit from her overfilled glass. Earl sipped his.

“I have another surprise for you,” said Earl.

“What’s that?”

“Come to the bedroom and see,” he said. Dominique followed her dolled up sissy to their bedroom. When she entered, rose petal covered their king-size bed. Toys were lined up on the edge. Earl glanced over his shoulder at Dominique, “what do you think?”

“I hope you’re ready to play,” she said and grabbed the flogger. She ran the laces through her fingers.

“Oh, I am,” said Earl. He bent over the edge of the bed and perched with his ass sticking out for Dominique to use her flogger.

Dominique smiled and stepped closer, knowing she wouldn’t hold back on Earl tonight. He had been a naughty boy, and she would teach him who was in charge.


Chapter Five

 

Four months had passed since the camping trip, but it felt like days to Guy. No other woman satisfied him like Dominique had those two days they spent together. If only Earl hadn’t been in the picture, Guy could have forged a future with her. He could have dated her after their weekend together, instead of watching her leave with a man who had betrayed her.

For Guy, it didn’t matter how much Earl loved her. Nor how much Dominique felt obligated to marry Earl because she had met him first. Guy wanted her more than Earl, and he had tried to prove it, but Dominique never took the bait. They chatted, but their messages fizzled out to single words. Guy knew Dominique was suppressing her true desires. Fear stopped her, and Guy didn’t know how to guide Dominique out from her tunnel of darkness.

Since the camping trip, Guy had slept with one other woman. She had claimed to love dominating and feminizing men but squirmed the entire time Guy’s garter belt rubbed against her as they fucked. Guy noticed the relief wash over her face when he finished. Guy never called her again, and that woman never reached out to him.

But every day brought a memory of Dominique. Their two days together had changed his life. They meant more than years of useless memories. More than vacations to exotic places. He had traveled a couple hours and met a woman he’d never forget. Guy wasn’t sure it was love at first sight, but Dominique had cast a spell on him. Her essence was his drug, and Guy needed another fix.

Guy stared at his phone while sitting on the sofa after a day at the office where he worked as a financial advisor. Helping people with their money problems satisfied Guy, but nothing compared to the satisfaction Dominique had given him in the bedroom. How she had embraced his feminized body. How she whispered in his ear about how she could teach him tricks. Show him a different world. Her words hung in Guy’s mind, and he wanted to take her up on her offer.

The first month after the camping trip, Guy had gotten close to getting Dominique to agree to meet him for dinner. He had booked a hotel room in the city, but Dominique canceled at the last minute and had been drifting away ever since. Guy stared at their message feed every day but hadn’t sent anything in over a month.

Guy wanted Dominique to come to him. He would sit around hoping and waiting for the day. If another woman drifted into his life before then, he would play the field, but he wouldn’t seek out a replacement. Nobody could match Dominique’s essence. Earl was crazy for cheating on her, and if Guy ever saw him in public wearing a wedding ring, he wasn’t sure what would happen but practiced deep breathing exercises so he wouldn’t end up in jail.

Guy locked his phone and closed his eyes, letting his head rest on the edge of the sofa. He needed to let go of Dominique, but that was proving impossible. Four months had passed, and he was as thirsty for her touch as the first night he got home from camping. If anything, his need had only grown more intense.

Guy opened his phone again, enlarged Dominique profile photo, and rubbed his thumb over the screen.

 

♦

 

The day of Dominique’s wedding began as she had imagined in her fantasies. She woke up to temperate weather and gentle breezes. Leaves had fallen, but there was still plenty of colorful foliage for her photos. She and Earl had slept in different rooms at the hotel attached to the barn where they were having the ceremony, and Dominique felt positive of her decision to marry Earl when her eyes opened that morning. They would have issues, but every couple did. As long as they were honest with each other, Dominique would have no problem loving Earl. For the rest of their lives. Until death parted them.

Hours later, Dominique stood in her dressing room. Her white dress tight around her waist. The veil resting on the vanity, waiting for its moment on the aisle. Dominique couldn’t believe the day had arrived. She had butterflies in her stomach, but Earl was her soul mate. Fate had brought them together, and she wouldn’t let temptations of other men haunt her.

Men like Guy. The one man she had a hard time forgetting. Earl had already said he never wanted to invite Guy to their bedroom again, so Dominique left it alone. She ignored her urges to send him a message, out of love and respect for her fiance. The man who would become her husband in mere moments.

Dominique’s mother came over with a bottle of perfume, “this is the scent I wore on my wedding day,” she said. Dominique craned her neck, and her mother spritzed some onto her. It smelled of a scent women of a certain age wore, but Dominique loved how she would have parts of her mother when she walked down the aisle. “Here’s something old and blue,” her mother said. She pinned a sapphire pendant into Dominique’s hair. Dominique fought the tear forming in her duct.

“Thank you, mother,” she said.

“You know I love you no matter what, but you still have a chance to—”

“Mother, please. We’ve talked about this. I love Earl. He’s the man I want to marry,” said Dominique. Her mother had always wanted her to marry a more masculine man. She didn’t care about race but had questioned Earl’s sexuality from the moment she met him. Her biggest fear was that Earl would leave Dominique for a man. Lynn also didn’t love the fact he was a line cook in a restaurant, but Dominique loved Earl for who he was and not where he worked.

“Lynn, there’s a problem,” someone said to Dominique’s mother. Lynn had organized most of the wedding plans and was paying for the majority of everything. Earl’s parents had contributed, but they gave a much smaller percentage.

“Give me a second. I’m speaking with my daughter,” said Lynn.

The other woman scurried away and waited in the corner with an anxious face that made Dominique’s stomach turn. Her day had started so perfectly. Her head clear of any doubt, but everyone around her was distorting her head with fear. Anxiety.

Lynn turned back to Dominique, “they are always bring me problems and no solutions. But you, my darling daughter, you still have time to walk away. I would forgive you. We can always make more money, but you can never get back your time.”

“Mother, you will ruin my day if you talk like that. I’m dressed. I want to marry Earl. Why don’t you go see whatever the problem is and stop feeding me doubt?”

Lynn pursed her lips, turning away from her daughter to cross the room. She and the other woman stepped outside the door. Dominique’s bridesmaids fixed their hair and hustled around the room, ignoring the exchange Dominique had with her mother. Dominique pinched her eyes, furious and sad with her mother. How did she have the nerve to say those things on her wedding day?

Ronda, one of the bridesmaids, came up to Dominique after a couple minutes passed and the tension became unbearable, but Lynn raced back into the room before Ronda could speak.

Lynn rushed over to Dominique and grabbed her by the forearm. She shook Dominique with force, and Dominique grabbed her mother by the shoulders for her to stop. “What’s happening?”

“He’s not here. Nobody can find him. I told you. I told you,” said Lynn, stabbing Dominique in the chest.

The world turned fuzzy as Dominique registered the words. “What do you mean… nobody can find him?”

“That man is worthless,” said Lynn through clenched teeth.

“Ms. Lynn,” said Ronda, breathless and covering her mouth.

Tears burned in Dominique’s eyes. She hated that her mother would have been proven right if Earl stood her up now. She had loved him blindly and thought Earl could do that same. Nobody could force Earl to love Dominique, but she thought he had fallen for her like she had for him.

Dominique pushed past the other women in the room and ran outside. She hadn’t put on her heels, and her feet pressed into the damp, cold grass. The weather was perfect for a fall wedding. The colors of the foliage blinding. Dominique stormed past the house where everyone had slept. She and Earl had come together. The car hadn’t moved, so he had to be around here somewhere. Earl was a coward, and Dominique would never trust him again. He should have been dressed in his tuxedo and waiting to wed her, not hiding.

Dominique ran and ran, growing tired from the heavy, white fabric dragging behind her. Dominique had picked a dress she could hold up and dance in but hadn’t expected to run. Looking in the distance, Dominique saw benches by a lake. A thin layer of trees separated the field where she was and the lake.

Dominique crept through the small gathering of trees, and what she saw sank her heart. She knew then she couldn’t marry Earl. She knew she could never love him again. An overwhelming desire to throw herself into the lake and stay under the water hit Dominique, but she ignored the urge. Earl wasn’t worth the pain. She had been a fool avoiding the truth.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” screamed Dominique. She dropped the fabric from her dress to the side and squeezed her fists.

Earl scrambled to lock his phone and turned to face Dominique, but she had already seen what he was doing. He had never loved her as much as she loved him, and that was clear now. Earl stepped closer to Dominique, and she pushed him away while shaking her head. She pinched her nose. She wanted to push Earl into the lake but didn’t have the stretch to breathe.

“It’s not what it looked like.”

Dominique screamed. She couldn’t handle the tightness of her wedding dress while Earl was inches from her in jeans and a thin sweater. He should have been wearing his tuxedo. He hadn’t even taken the time to change. How long had he been planning to leave her like this? Why today?

“You mean you weren’t looking for a man to fuck you? That was a gay hookup app. I saw your phone, Earl! I saw it,” she said. Earl stepped forward again, and Dominique slapped his chest. She beat on him like a drum and hated herself when she let her body fall into his arms. His arms that felt like the tentacles of an octopus. Leeches sucking on her skin.

When she couldn’t handle it another second, Dominique pushed Earl away and wagged her finger in his face. “You hurt me, Earl.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but we can’t marry.”

Dominique didn’t have the energy to fight, and she didn’t want Earl to see her cry. He had caused her enough pain and would probably find the closest man on the app to fuck him after this argument. Dominique turned back to the barn and ran, ripping the dress from her skin as her feet pounded against the fallen leaves and damp grass.


Chapter Six

 

Two months had passed with speed yet crawled by at the same time. Earl hadn’t been the same since his wedding day. Earl enjoyed himself, filling the void with countless penises, but nothing compared to the warmth and comfort Dominique had provided. Without Dominique, Earl was alone no matter how many dicks filled him throughout the week.

Earl stretched his arms above his head. He was lying at the edge of his bed with the window cracked slightly, smoking a cigarette. His new nylons torn because of the three men that had just cum all over his back and bed and then left. Earl needed a cigarette to smooth his emotions. Whenever he came, memories of Dominique rushed to the surface.

Inhale. Exhale. Earl felt the thick smoke fill his throat. His tongue still tingled from the cum one man had shot into his mouth. Earl reached over to his bedside table and drank the stale water that he had left out the night before. None of the men seemed to mind his messy studio apartment. The scattered clothing, random makeup, discarded condom wrappers from previous conquests.

Earl wasn’t sure what his endgame was, but the sex filled him with comfort. It didn’t matter the comfort was fleeting because he could find it daily; with new men. His favorites were the ones with tan lines where they had taken off a wedding ring. The ones that didn’t bother to remove the jewelery bothered Earl, but he ignored those pestering thoughts. He wasn’t the one who had married. Earl wasn’t cheating on his wife. He had given Dominique freedom; something a few of his conquests hadn’t done for their partners. Earl never asked many questions before or after intercourse.

If someone tried to stay around, he would show them the door. If they didn’t take a hint, he’d blow cigarette smoke in their face and assert himself. Earl didn’t have the heart to love again after he had broken Dominique’s heart. He hated himself for what he had done to her. The pain he caused, but Earl knew he wouldn’t have been faithful nor honest.

Cum covered him now, and it would have one day even if he had married Dominique. She deserved better.

Earl had smoked half his cigarette, but the open window was letting in too much cold winter air. His utility bills were high enough as it was, and the heater had kicked on from his smoke session. The landlord had complained to Earl a couple times about the smoking, but Earl didn’t care. He paid too much rent to care what anyone thought about his habits. His neighbors could call the police, but they wouldn’t do anything. Not in this neighborhood.

Earl stood and went to his bathroom. He peeled the soiled dress and the ripped clad hosiery from his body, feeling their goo as he removed the fabric from his body. Men loved how feminine he could look. Earl didn’t recognize himself when he looked in the mirror. If he didn’t work as a line cook, he would have starved. All his money went to bills and fun. He had lost weight since moving out of Dominique’s, but men loved his thin body. His willing hole.

Earl pulled the blonde wig from his head and the last bits of lingerie before turning the water as hot as he could and stepping into a stream of momentary relief.


Chapter Seven

 

Dominique sat across from her friend and former bridesmaid. One who was at the wedding before Earl had walked out of Dominique’s life. She hadn’t recovered from the pain, but every day was bringing her closer to a better, less neurotic place. Dominique still loved Earl and dreamed about him some nights, but she could never let him back into her bed. She could never return from where she had come.

“Thanks for meeting me,” said Ronda. She drank from her water glass.

Dominique never understood why restaurants gave out water with ice in the dead of winter. She wanted hot water, and people looked at her like a mutant if she asked for it. Bare minimum, water without ice. She didn’t need to freeze when Minnesota was cold enough as it was.

Ronda drank her water without a second thought as the waiter went to find a mug for Dominique’s request. Ronda had pleaded with Dominique to leave the house and meet her after months of locking herself inside. The cold was a fantastic excuse to avoid her friends and family. Avoid the humiliation of their saddened eyes. The pitiful expressions for Dominique’s pain. How sad it must have been to become a woman left at the altar.

Dominique had gone in circles in her mind over the past couple months, trying to figure out how she had been blind to Earl’s true ways. How she had let Earl fool her like a tourist in a new city. Dominique thanked the waiter when he dropped off her hot water. She squeezed lemon into it and mixed in honey. The sweet citrus scents formed a bubble around their table.

“How have you been?” asked Ronda. Dominique hadn’t said a word since she sat. Ronda had driven, and Dominique took the subway from the suburbs. Her car parked in a lot outside the station closest to her home.

Dominique shrugged. She had only been working, eating, and sleeping these past two months. Occasionally, Guy would pop into her mind. The one sliver of light in her tunnel of darkness, but she didn’t want to think of happy memories. She wanted to bury herself in the struggle. The recovery. Earl had betrayed her, and she had to mourn her loss. “I’m fine,” said Dominique.

Ronda sighed and reached her hand across the table, “You can tell me the truth, Dominique. I’m here for you,” she said.

Dominique hated how she thought Ronda had only called her out to gossip with their other girlfriends afterward. Everyone had a motive for every action they made, so what was Ronda’s? Was she a friend looking out for her friend, or did she want something? “I don’t know what to say, Ronda. My fiance left me without a word. Without a care. It was like he hadn’t loved me the entire time we were together,” said Dominique.

The waiter had returned and caught the last bit of Dominique’s sentence. He took two steps backwards, trying to get out of earshot. Dominique called him over and snapped open her menu. She ordered a salad, and Ronda requested a turkey sandwich.

Dominique felt lighter after telling her truth. She hadn’t realized how little she had talked to others about Earl. Everyone at work knew to leave her alone, and her clients never wanted to discuss the subject. Dominique was a broken woman, and strangers weren’t trying to heal her. She worked through the fog she felt and sold houses, but everything that was once color was now shades of gray.

“I’m sorry Earl left you, Dominique. You’re an amazing woman. He’s the one who is missing out,” said Ronda.

Dominique snorted. Not because she didn’t agree, but every time someone said those words she felt like a fool. Like her mother had judged Earl’s character correctly the first day she took Earl to meet her family, and Dominique hated when her mother was right.

“That’s what my mother said the first time she met Earl. She has incredibly high standards.”

“Yeah, your mom is intense,” said Ronda. The ladies laughed. They had known each other for years, and Ronda had experienced plenty of Lynn’s intensity when she helped plan the wedding. “What happened?”

Dominique had told no one the details of her relationship with Earl. Ronda knew Dominique had a dominant side, but she didn’t know how Dominique would dress Earl as a woman. How she would make him her doll, fuck him in the ass, make him clean the house, and share him with men. Dominique must not have shared him well enough because he destroyed everything they had to enjoy real dicks.

Dominique wouldn’t have shared their secrets with Ronda had Earl not left her, but she let everything flow. Ronda learned how Dominique would dress Earl as a woman, dominate him, and pass him around a party. Walk him on a leash. The secrets flowed from Dominique’s lips like water shooting from a fountain.

Ronda listened with relaxed eyes, but Dominique saw how her body twitched when she shared a dirty, juicy detail.

“You did all that?” asked Ronda when Dominique finished.

“Yes, and you’ll never believe what happened on the day of my wedding.”

“What?”

“I caught Earl on a hookup app when I went looking for him. He was just far enough from the house to hide and use the wifi. I can’t tell you how angry I was when I saw him looking for guys… on our wedding day!”

Ronda covered her mouth and sounded like she was going to vomit. “You’re kidding. He did that to you? On your wedding day?”

Dominique nodded, letting the reality settle in for Ronda. She would tell their other friends, Dominique was positive, but maybe life would move on faster if her friends knew how deep her pain ran.

“So, you smiled when you mentioned the man from the camping trip.”

Dominique felt her cheeks flush and a smile spread on her lips because Ronda had caught her. She had felt herself react when she mentioned Guy. “His name is Guy, but I haven’t talked to him in months. Feels like it has been almost a year. He probably has a girlfriend.”

“You don’t know until you message him. Why haven’t you tried?”

“I’m not a whore like Earl,” said Dominique.

Ronda spent the rest of their lunch trying to convince Dominique to call Guy. Dominique didn’t want to rekindle a romance with the man who had derailed her marriage. The man who had caused Earl’s jealousy. It wasn’t right to her integrity. Dominique wouldn’t stoop to the lows of Earl. She would rise above and act better than Earl.

Ronda had parked outside the restaurant, so she gave Dominique a ride to the subway station a few blocks west.

“Thank you for this,” said Dominique. She hadn’t realized how much she needed a friend, but seeing Ronda gave her some perspective. People loved Dominique, and she had a community to support her through this hard time. Dominique would reach out more over the next few weeks and try to return to her normalcy.

“Next time let’s get the whole group together,” said Ronda.

Dominique nodded. She hugged her friend and kissed Ronda on the cheek before getting out the car and heading to the subway.

 

♦

 

Guy was leaving the office early because had an appointment with the dentist near his house. Guy gathered his bag and headed to the elevator, anxious about his visit to the doctor.

Another two months had passed, and he wasn’t any closer to forgetting his moments with Dominique. The time with Dominique had burning into his mind like fire against skin. He couldn’t imagine another woman pleasuring him how Dominique had. She had provided Guy with pinnacle levels of satisfaction, and Guy wasn’t trying to live a mediocre life. He didn’t want to settle when he knew the potential greatness of a woman who understood him.

Guy stepped out of the elevator and walked through the halls of the connected buildings. The skyway provided warmth, but he would have to descend and walk outside after a few buildings. Guy continued while he thought about the woman he captivated his every free thought. He was a prisoner to that weekend he had experienced with Dominique.

He wondered if she had married Earl. Had he cheated on her again? If Guy ever saw Earl out, he wasn’t sure he could control himself. His reaction would be volatile if he ever saw Earl act sexual with another man. He had an instinct to protect Dominique. She wasn’t his woman, but he didn’t want anyone to hurt her.

Guy walked outside, shocked by the cold gusts. Minnesota could feel worse than a freezer outside in the winter, and today was one of the worst days of the year thus far. Guy shivered as he darted down the sidewalk to the bus stop. Heaters helped keep pedestrians warm, but there was nothing that could stop the cold from sinking into his bones.

The bus arrived after a few minutes. He had to get off at the next stop to get on a train that would take him home. When Guy got off the bus, a woman caught his attention. She had a similar frame to Dominique. The same waves in her brown hair. Guy’s heart clenched. The woman was heading toward the platform in the opposite direction of him, but he had to take a chance.

She was yards ahead of him, but Guy needed to know if it was her. He had to see if she had a wedding ring. He had so many questions but never had the courage to message her. She had sworn him off months before her wedding, and Guy wanted to respect her and keep his distance. He wanted her to come to him. Dominique had to remember what they had, unless she had shared special moments like that with others, but Guy doubted it. Their connection felt natural. Unique.

The train approached, and Guy was still a couple yards behind the woman. The crowd was too thick to push through it. Guy had to get on the train car behind the woman he hoped was Dominique. Staring out the window, Guy’s heart raced as the train moved along its tracks away from Guy’s dentist appointment. He stood by the door and waited for it to stop. Guy raced from one car to the next, hoping the woman hadn’t left.

He noticed her in the corner. She was reading her e-book; her head bent down with her hair covering her eyes. Guy studied her from the opposite side of the car, feeling more confident it was Dominique. He approached her slowly, hoping not to startle the woman. He felt unhinged having followed the woman to the train that went in the opposite direction of where he needed. There was no way he could make his dentist appointment on time.

The woman lifted her head when Guy got within an arm’s reach of her, like she had sensed him. Her eyes met Guy’s, and he could have cried. It was Dominique, and she smiled when she saw him. Guy’s eyes went straight to her left hand, where there wasn’t a ring. Dominique must have noticed and moved her e-reader to cover her fingers.

“Hey,” said Guy. There was an empty seat across from Dominique, and he took it. She shifted in her seat, gazing out the window. Avoiding Guy’s line of vision. He waited for her to return her eyes to him, placing his right ankle on his left knee and suspending the other in the air.

Dominique looked back at him, and her chocolate eyes made Guy want to forget everything he had planned for the day to spend the day with Dominique. Dominique crossed her legs and rested her hands on top of her e-reader, revealing her naked fingers.

“Hi, Guy,” she said.

“I followed you here when I saw you at the station.”

“Should I be flattered or afraid?”

“You decide,” said Guy. “So, what happened?”

They both looked at her left hand. Dominique returned her gaze to the passing scenery. “I’m sure you could imagine what happened. I guess I wasn’t enough for him,” she said.

“You would have been enough for me,” said Guy with an intensity that surprised himself.

“You don’t know that. I’m just a warm memory in your collection. We hardly know each other, Guy.”

“We know enough. How come you never called me? Messaged me? I would have been there for—”

“A woman scorned isn’t the sexiest date. I was raw, unlovable.”

People around Guy and Dominique shifted in their seats, moving away from the couple. Within minutes, they had a private section. Guy went to her side of the train and took one of her hands in his as he stood in front of her. “What are you doing today?”

“I have a meeting tonight with a client and just had lunch with a friend.”

“I’ll skip my dentist appointment if you want to grab a coffee or something.”

“Where do you live?”

“In the opposite direction as you. We’re on different sides of town,” said Guy. He remembered they had spoken about it at the campgrounds but didn’t fault Dominique for forgetting. He wouldn’t fault her for anything if she just gave him a chance. Hadn’t fate brought them together today? Couldn’t she see the message in the stars?

“I should be more afraid than flattered, shouldn’t I?” asked Dominique.

“Where do you get off?”

Dominique told Guy where she got off but hadn’t agreed to a date. He spent the next several minutes convincing her to agree, and she did. They rode the train to Dominique’s stop and got off to grab a coffee by her house. Dominique had offered to drive him to the other side of town after too, and Guy couldn’t find a reason to refuse.

 

♦

 

Earl never told Dominique, but he once put a tracking device on her car, and today he had opened his phone to find out where she was. Earl had to talk to her, and he didn’t care what she thought of how he found her. Dominique was his woman, and it had been a mistake to leave her. The endless void of penises wasn’t enough, and Earl deserved a second chance. He had a right to explain his actions and ask for forgiveness; it was the least Dominique could do for him after she had brought Guy into their bedroom to steal the show.

Waiting in his car, Earl sat several rows from Dominique’s car with a clear view of it and the train platform. He didn’t know what she was doing, but he had to work in an hour and couldn’t wait all day.

Twenty minutes passed. Earl grew tired of the music playing and turned it off. He took a deep breath, looking to the platform again. Earl beat his fingers against the steering wheel, shaking from the cold air seeping into the car. He didn’t want to waste his gas when money was tight. Dominique had to protect him from himself. She was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

When a train arrived, Earl stared intensely at the doors, waiting for people to get off. He couldn’t handle the anticipation, and his mind felt like someone had chopped it with an ax when Earl saw Dominique laughing. A man walked with her. Earl didn’t have his glasses, and the person looked fuzzy from afar, but even as a blur, Dominique was unmistakable.

Earl watched as the couple walked toward him, becoming clearer with each step. When they got within a few yards of Earl, he noticed the man. It was Guy from the camping trip. The man who had showed Dominique preference to him, but that wasn’t what set Earl over the edge. Dominique’s reaction to Guy had triggered Earl.

When Earl watched Dominique moan, touch herself, and lose herself in a way she never had with Earl, it made him question everything. How good was he in bed? Was Dominique compromising? Were they both since Earl still craved hunky men? And when Guy had paid zero attention to Earl after he got a taste of Dominique, it broke Earl’s heart how Dominique ignored his sadness. Earl knew she had seen it.

Dominique and Guy were walking, and Earl stared at them. He wanted to roll down the window and yell. Shatter their moment of bliss. They looked like newlyweds coming back from a honeymoon. That should have been Earl enjoying Dominique. Holding the small of her back. Earl grabbed his work uniform from the passenger’s seat and screamed into it.

They got into Dominique’s car and drove away. Earl waited three minutes, taking deep breaths, before leaving for work. He would find a way to win back his woman.


Chapter Eight

 

Dominique had seen Earl in the parking lot, but she didn’t know how to proceed with her ex. He wasn’t a fading memory, not yet, but she didn’t want him to obsess over her. His actions had led to their demise, and Dominique had to remind herself of that every time the thought of calling Earl crossed her mind. A week had passed since she saw him in the parking lot. A week had passed since her first accidental date with Guy.

When she thought back to the afternoon she had spent with Earl, it sent rays of light through her imagination. Even though the weather was cold that day, Guy warmed her heart. He showed her the joy she had been missing since Earl left her at the alter. She felt like a fool when she confessed the truth of how her sissy ex-boyfriend had left her after she and Guy had discovered him servicing two men.

Dominique reminded herself that they had been at a sex-charged campground, and she had thought over her decision to leave Earl since the beginning. The pink dress he had been wearing burned into her mind. Every time she thought of him she saw an image of that moment and then the photos on his cell phone screen when she had found him the day of their wedding.

Guy, the previous weekend, had given Dominique so much she hadn’t realized she was missing. Dominique loved having a man in her life, not that she needed one, but they were nice to have. Earl had completed so much for her, but Guy was proving to be a close second, and he had plenty of time to become her first; given he submit to a few of Dominique’s demands.

The doorbell rang. Dominique had the evening off work and had invited Guy over for dinner. She opened the door, letting in a gust of cold air, and Guy stepped inside. Smells of Greek food from the bag he was carrying filled the stale air.

“You look stunning,” said Guy, moving in close to kiss Dominique. She loved how he pecked her lips, not using tongue unless they were intimate. Earl had used tongue far too much for her liking.

“Thank you,” said Dominique. She allowed Guy to raise her arm and spin her in a circle. Dominique’s jade green velvet strapless dress lifted as air caught under the skirt. Dominique lowered her head and smiled through her teeth. She wore black stilettos that clicked on the floor as she walked with Guy to the kitchen. They had gone to her house last week for a few minutes, but she hadn’t given Guy the full tour.

Dominique showed Guy around the house, taking him from room to room through the home she had bought to share with Earl. Money didn’t mean as much as love, and remembering the time she had shown Earl around the house brought heat to her body, but she didn’t wear her emotions. Guy had no idea how she was feeling under the upbeat speaking voice and large smiles.

“Your house is amazing,” said Guy.

“You’re welcome over any time you like,” said Dominique. They returned and stood by the dining-room table. The bag from the Greek restaurant sat inches from their pressed bodies. Guy smelled of pine and ash. His breath minty like he had chewed multiple pieces of gum on the ride over. Dominique held the back of Guy’s head with her right hand, her fingers touching his thick hair. Dominique’s left hand traveled down Guy’s muscular back to his waistline. Her stomach clenched as she worked her fingers into Guy’s jeans.

Dominique felt the pattern of lace. The fabric soft in her fingers.

“Are these synthetic?” she asked.

“No, I got the best for you,” he said. “I ordered them after our date last week.”

“I should take them off now,” said Dominique. Both her hands went to Guy’s jeans. He wore jeans and a button-up. Nobody would suspect the lace underwear he was hiding beneath, but Dominique had known better. He wouldn’t disappoint her.

“Aren’t you hungry?” he asked.

“For this?” Dominique grabbed Guy’s bulge through his jeans, cupping her hand around his manhood.

Guy grinned, flexing his dick in her hand, but then grabbed the bag of food, lifting it into the air. “I was thinking about this first, but you’re the boss.” Guy winked.

Dominique was turning from ice to water from Guy’s heat. His touch drove her wild, making her want to throw him onto the couch and do every nasty trick she could. It would take her weeks of constant sex to get through all of those, but she wasn’t opposed to the challenge. Dominique stared into Guy’s hazel eyes, losing herself by thinking of a future with him. It was only their second date, but she couldn’t help herself.

“I’ll grab the plates,” said Dominique.

Guy got out the paper takeout containers and arranged them on the dining-room table. Dominique brought over forks and knives. She couldn’t wait to train Guy for house duties. Dress him in heels and panties so he could dust and wash the dishes. It was enough for now that he had come in lingerie. She couldn’t wait to remove his jeans and take a ride. They didn’t have sex last week, but she knew what he was packing.

Their time together at the campgrounds was unforgettable. The slow, passionate sex. Dominique poured them glasses of water and fought the desire to skip food and drag Guy to the bedroom, but he had already arranged everything on the table and had desperation written in his eyes as he stared at the spread.

“You outdid yourself. How are we ever going to eat all this food?” asked Dominique. She crossed her legs under the table and scooped salad onto her plate. They had rice, grilled vegetables, lamb meat, and olives. There were fried donuts with honey, cinnamon, and walnuts for dessert. Dominique and Guy ate and reminisced about their weekend at the campgrounds, speaking on everything but finding Earl with those two men.

“Would you ever go again?” she asked.

Guy considered the question, chewing a piece of cucumber. “Probably. You?”

“With you, yes. Would you ever be my sissy on a leash?”

“Any day of the week,” said Guy. He moved his foot up Dominique’s leg under the table. She wanted to slide everything off the table and fuck him there like they’d do in a movie, but his intimate touch was almost better than sex. He took her hand over the table and rubbed his thumb over her skin, sending waves of desire through her.

“Are you full?” asked Dominique after several more minutes of eating.

Guy nodded. Dominique stood and pulled him to her bedroom, clicking along the floors as she skipped and held Guy’s hand. They entered her bedroom, and she turned to Guy. She kissed him as she worked to unfasten his jeans.

Dominique felt Guy’s dick growing as she struggled to undo his pants, but when she got them to the floor, she wasn’t disappointed. His dick looked bigger than she remembered and delicious pressed up against the pink lace.

“What are they?”

“Hemp fabric with cotton lace. I got them from a woman who specializes in hemp clothing.”

“You’ll have to send me the link. I love the detail,” said Dominique as she traced her fingers over the flowers. The woman had woven white thread into the pink for a subtle effect. Dominique wanted her own pair.

Dominique rubbed her hands up and down Guy’s pectorals, loving his firm body. She pushed him to the bed, and his dick pushed against the fabric and made a tent. She wondered if he would ever let her lock up his dick one day, ensuring nobody else could use its beauty. Dominique felt possessive as she touched Guy’s body.

She stood, moving her shoulders from side to side, teasing Guy as she unzipped her dress. He licked his lips and pulled on his dick through the lingerie. Dominique would have dressed him in a dress but was too eager to have his dick sliding against her walls. His thumb pressing into her clit. Her mind went back to how passionate Guy had been with her body at the campgrounds, and she needed another taste like a person needed water after walking in the hot sun.

Dominique’s dress fell to the floor and revealed her slender body. Her thin hourglass curves. She undid her hair and let it fall to her shoulders, shaking it to let her exposed breasts bounce for Guy’s pleasure.

“Fuck,” he grunted while watching her.

Dominique pulled the white thong from her wet pussy, dropping it to the floor. She kept on her heels and went over to her drawer with condoms and other goodies. She moved Guy’s thong to the side, rolled a condom over his manhood, and climbed on top for a ride.

 

♦

 

Guy felt like a teenager now that Dominique was in his life. They texted every day, all day. He had answered more questions in the last few days than he had in years, but he would answer any question Dominique had.

Their sex had been the best of his life last weekend. When she moved his lingerie to the side and sank her hips onto his dick, Guy could have cum in that instant, but he fought the urge for her pleasure. Guy knew she had to cum first if he wanted to keep her. He proved he would last until she came first. Until they could cum together.

Her breasts, her nipples, her clit. Guy touched everything he could as she rode his dick, pleasuring his woman in every way he knew how. Guy had never felt more connected to a woman than when he and Dominique were together. She understood him and his desires without questioning his masculinity nor his attraction to women, even though Guy had proved himself a passionate, capable lover. Without Earl in the equation, Guy was hooked.

Walking through the craft store, Guy checked his phone. Dominique had just messaged him she was home now after meeting with a client. They hadn’t had a chance to get together since their last date, and Guy was desperate to touch her. To feel her lips against his. Guy replied that he was buying the materials she had requested for their date and would drive to her house after he paid. Dominique responded that she had ordered salads and sandwiches for dinner.

Guy paid for the watercolors and canvas, walking to the car with a skip in his step. Guy tossed the bags to the passenger seat and started his car. He drove to Dominique’s, replaying their night together in his head. How soft her breasts had been. How wet she had gotten while taking his dick. The way she reacted when he played with her clit. The light dominance in the background of everything she did.

Arriving at Dominique’s, Guy put on a hat before stepping out to the cold. He couldn’t wait for winter to end, but Dominique would give him the warmth he needed tonight. Guy walked up the stairs, and a delivery driver pulled up behind him. Guy knocked on the door. She let him in and paid the driver for their dinner, closing the door behind them.

Guy placed the bags from the craft store on the dining-room table, wondering how often he would come to this house in the future. The more he had Dominique, the more he desired her. The more he needed her in his life.

“Hope you weren’t too cold out there,” she said. She wore a white satin dress that stopped far above her knees. Dominique had a matching cover for her arms and shoulders. She must have been cold answering the door.

“I wasn’t,” he said.

“You should come over dressed up,” said Dominique. She ran her finger down Guy’s chest.

“I couldn’t enter a store like that,” he said.

“Why not? Do you care what anyone thinks but me?”

Guy swallowed and shrugged. His body inched away from Dominique, but she pulled him close. “I don’t know, Dominique.”

“You’ll make a beautiful woman,” she said. “You have nothing to fear, Guy. Not here. Not with me.”

Guy nodded, “I know. You treat me better than a prince, but I don’t know if I can go in public like that.”

“Maybe not today, but you will one day,” she said.

“What if you dressed me up now?”

Dominique smiled and pecked Guy’s lips before she dragged him to her bedroom. Little did Guy know, but she had picked out an outfit for him. Guy stared at the clothes laid out on the bed, his dick twitching at the sight.

“You had this ready?”

“Yes, did you shave today?”

Guy nodded. He preferred to keep his body free of hair to show off his lean, defined muscles. Women always responded more when he kept his body hairless, and Dominique was no different. She reached up Guy’s shirt and pinched his nipple, rubbing along his smooth skin.

“So you did,” she said. Dominique turned Guy around by the shoulders to make him face the clothing on the bed. Dominique picked up a pair of black and white windowpane stockings with a garter of lacy fringe. Guy took the stockings, a hot pink mini skirt, and a cropped white see-through slip with padding.

“This outfit is gorgeous,” said Guy, rubbing the clothing through his fingers. The stockings were made of cotton with spandex woven throughout, but they felt like honey on a warm biscuit against his skin.

Guy took off his thong, at Dominique’s command, and stepped into the skirt. Dominique stopped him before he could bend down to pull up the skirt. Her hand landed on his dick. She looked at him through hooded eyes as she stroked his hardening cock. “You look delectable just like that,” said Dominique, staring at Guy’s naked body minus the stockings. His balls tightened and pulled close to his body as Dominique got to her knees and wrapped her tinted lips around his manhood.

“Fuck,” grunted Guy. He laced his fingers behind his head as Dominique teased him with her tongue. Guy jumped when her finger traced along his split. He had always been curious how it would feel to get fucked, but he never wanted a man to do it. Would Dominique take his virginity? He squeezed his cheeks when her finger pressed against his hole. His dick in her mouth. He squirmed, afraid he would cum if Dominique touched him more.

Dominique moved her head and stood. “Put on your clothes. We haven’t painted yet,” she said.

“I thought you wanted to finish what we started,” said Guy. His dick was rock hard, and he didn’t know how that mini skirt would fit around his waist with his rod elongated.

“I had enough of a taste. I can wait until after we paint,” she said. Dominique turned from Guy and walked out the room, switching her hips and swaying her hair. Guy watched her walk away, not realizing he was stroking his dick as she did. He wanted to slide between those legs and feel her warmth.

Guy took deep breaths and thought of unpleasant images to help calm his member. He put on the slip first and loved how it gave him a circular edge to his masculine chest. He turned to the mirror and cupped his breasts, feeling the fabric rub against his pectorals. Guy rushed to squeeze his ass into the mini before his dick hardened again.

Guy stared at himself in the mirror, wishing he had more experience with makeup and wigs. His body was muscular, but there were plenty of women with similar bodies. Earl, as much as Guy despised him, could transform like no other. Earl knew how to make his masculine features vanish and kept a slender frame to fool men and women alike. Guy had strong emotions—hate, anger, jealousy, and envy—for Earl and didn’t know how to handle them because he needed Dominique in his life, and with one came the other. Even if Earl never returned, what he had done to Dominique would stay with her forever.

Stepping out of the bedroom, Guy walked on his toes to the living room. He wanted a pair of heels. He wanted Dominique to push him. Feminize him. Make him her doll. He only wanted to please her and keep the woman who accepted him satisfied, so she never looked for another man.

“Don’t you clean up well,” said Dominique. She winked at Guy. She had put out a sheet on the floor and spread out art supplies. Dominique was sitting with her legs tucked under her behind, blinking with intent. Two glasses of white wine were waiting too.

“You did all of this in that short time?”

“I thought you would never come out here,” she said.

“You can’t have been waiting that long,” he said.

“You’d be surprised. Sit down.” Guy sat where Dominique was patting. She handed him a glass of wine, and they clinked their glasses together. They stared at each while they took their first drink. “Thank you for buying these. I thought we could paint each other.”

“You want to paint me wearing this?” asked Guy. His ears rang like he hadn’t heard Dominique.

“I’m a terrible painter. Nobody will know that it’s you,” she said.

“I should say the same. My art skills won’t do you justice.”

“Then relax and enjoy yourself. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to resist you in that outfit anyway,” said Dominique.

“You like it?” asked Guy. He was nothing compared to Dominique in her white satin, but having a sexy woman desire him en femme stroked his ego. It gave him life to sit across from a woman as gorgeous as Dominique while in women’s clothing.

Dominique leaned forward and touched the exposed skin of Guy’s thigh. She reached her hand up his skirt and went to his backside, pushing against his tight hole with her finger. “Have you ever been fucked?”

Guy shook his head. “You will love it,” she said.

“For you, I think I would,” said Guy. He felt his cheeks redden as he said the words he had never admitted to anyone else in the world. His secret was coming out, and his mind felt like a bird flying free from its cage. He would never return to his old ways, and that was okay. No matter what happened with Dominique, he knew the moments shared with her would be the best of his life and would do whatever it took to keep creating new memories with her.

“Let’s paint,” said Dominique. She picked up her brush, studying Guy’s face. She got out her phone and took a picture. Guy did the same, so they had a still moment from which to work. They both spent the next sixteen minutes painting horrid renditions of the other. When they revealed their paintings, they fell over laughing. “Yeah, nobody will recognize either of us in these.”

“I don’t think so,” agreed Guy.

Dominique tossed her watercolor painting to the side. Guy did the same and followed her movements, closing the space between their lustful bodies. Dominique wrapped her hand around the back of Guy’s neck. She kissed him, reaching up his skirt to stroke his hard dick. He couldn’t help himself when she touched him. No other woman had such a strong effect on Guy as Dominique. He rode the wave.

Dominique grabbed Guy’s hand and led it up her dress to her sweet, running fountain. Guy moaned as her wetness coated his fingers. He didn’t hesitate to slip a finger into Dominique’s accepting hole, her hips adjusting to take him. Dominique and Guy rocked, fingering each other while kissing in the living room as the world disappeared around them. Guy enjoyed the finger, wanting her to fuck him with a strap.

Guy broke the kiss, staring into Dominique’s brown eyes, the shape of almonds. He ran his free thumb over her lip. She pushed her fingers deeper into his hole, and Guy groaned, accepting her touch.

“I knew you would like this,” said Dominique, twisting her fingers deep within Guy’s hole. He nodded, losing sense of who and where he was. Losing the constraints society had placed on him for ages, letting them melt from his body to cherish this moment with Dominique.

Dominique removed her fingers, stood, and took Guy’s hand. He followed her back to the bedroom. Dominique placed Guy on all fours at the edge of the bed and hiked up his skirt. She turned on soft instrumental music and dimmed the lights. Dominique stepped over to her closet and came back with a flogger.

Guy’s ass had nothing covering it. Air brushed his exposed skin. Dominique stepped behind him and ran her hand along Guy’s roundness. She spanked his ass with her bare hand, sending waves of pleasure throughout Guy. He had never felt his dick twitch in such a hardened state. Dominique could stroke him twice, and he would bust.

Dominique lifted the flogger and brought leather laces down against Guy’s ass. His body tensed, but he wanted more. He shook his bottom to tease Dominique, and she whipped him again. His cheeks stung, but it was a heat he enjoyed. A fire he wanted to grow. Dominique whipped his ass until his cheeks were red and raw.

“You’re a fantastic subject,” said Dominique. She rubbed his reddened skin, moving her fingers up Guy’s back in a slow motion. Guy breathed as Dominique’s hand traveled under the thin fabric. Dominique used her free hand to rub Guy’s hole, teasing him with her fingers. “Wait here.”

Guy stared at the bedspread as Dominique shuffled through her drawer. She came back with a cone-shaped device. “What’s that?”

“An anal plug. It will stretch you out and get you ready for my dick,” she said.

Guy swallowed. “Okay, whatever I need,” he said.

“They normally fall out, but this one is specially made to stay in because it straps around the front like a belt.”

Guy nodded, not able to reply. He had never had something so big up his ass, and nerves were shooting like fireworks around his body. Dominique squirted lubrication from a small bottle, rubbing it into the toy. Guy had a full view of Dominique as she prepared the plug for him until she stepped behind him and shoved it into his ass, stretching him far more than her fingers had.

Dominique pushed the plug into Guy’s ass and fastened the straps around his front side to keep the plug in place. Dominique touched Guy’s member and laughed, “somebody likes having stuff up his ass. You’re a little sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m your sissy,” he said.

“That’s right, baby doll. You’re my sissy, and I’ll dress you up however I like. I’ll fuck you when I want. Spank you too,” said Dominique, bringing the flogger down on Guy’s ass.

Guy gripped the sheets, moaning and pulling in his back. He jetted it back out, spreading his cheeks. The plug moved, fucking his hole. Dominique pushed it all the way back in, and Guy’s dick jumped from the cum building in his balls.

Dominique pulled the satin dress from her shoulders and let it pile around her stilettos. She stepped out of the dress and stood naked behind Guy. “Turn around,” she said.

Guy did as she said and sat on the plug, pushing it deep into his ass. It filled him, not allowing his walls to contract. Dominique pulled him from the bed and placed the chair from her vanity in an open part of the room, “sit.”

Guy sat with his arms on his thigh, the mini skirt hiked up his waist. His member stood at attention and Dominique stepped forward. She pressed her knee into Guy’s balls and stroked his dick as her breasts dangled in his face. She pushed them up, and Guy took a nipple in his mouth. Once he got a taste, he couldn’t stop. She was a delicious dessert after a fine meal.

Guy’s hands moved wildly over Dominique’s body as she played with his dick. Dominique opened a condom without Guy noticing and rolled it over his dick before she dropped her hips and swallowed him with her warm pussy.

Desperate for something to ground him, Guy placed Dominique’s nipple back into his mouth. She gripped the back of the chair. She used her heels to balance herself on the side of the chair as she rode Guy’s dick. Guy had no control as Dominique used his dick for her pleasure. The plug deep within him as Dominique crashed against his pelvis.

Guy wouldn’t last much longer with Dominique using him. He tried picturing himself in a different place. Dislocating himself from his body to last for his woman. She was enjoying herself too much for Guy to bust and ruin the party.

Dominique’s moans bounced around the room. Guy threw his head back and squeezed Dominique’s breasts. She moaned and panted, not slowing down for a second.

“Fuck, baby,” she said.

“Yes,” said Guy. He moved his hand to her clit, massaging her button. Bringing her closer to an orgasm so he could release his pent-up load.

“Right there. Fuck, that’s the spot,” said Dominique. She bounced higher, moving her hips along Guy’s complete length. His mini skirt soaked in their juices. Dominique’s naked body more beautiful than million-dollar art. “Cum with me, baby,” said Dominique.

She sank one last time before her body stiffened and her movements slowed to a small, gentle rock. Guy didn’t need any other command and released his load deep into Dominique, his hole squeezing against the plug in his ass. They hugged on the chair as their bodies rode the ecstasy of their shared connection.


Chapter Nine

 

Earl sat in his apartment smoking a cigarette while staring out the window to the snow-covered street. It hadn’t snowed in a few days, so the whites had turned to muddy browns from cars staining its purity. Earl pulled up the falling sleeve of the slip he was wearing, wishing everyone would disappear.

Three men were there gathering their things to leave, but they couldn’t get out fast enough. Earl had his money on the table. He had signed a contract. They had used his place, and Earl earned extra for allowing them to do that. He hadn’t been making enough to pay for his cigarettes and gas to follow Dominique, so when a man at the club offered to pay him for starring in a porno, Earl didn’t hesitate to agree.

The sex was good, but now the entire world would see him dressed as a sissy. Earl had done his best to cover up his masculine features. If someone saw it from his past, they could say whatever they wanted. Earl had nothing since he broke up with Dominique. He couldn’t afford to eat and smoke cigarettes. He couldn’t afford to pay rent and buy gas. There were too many things to choose between, so earning nearly a thousand dollars in an afternoon was a job he couldn’t refuse.

The two hunks had used condoms when they tore his ass up, but Earl couldn’t help but feel dirty. Used. He wanted to cry but wouldn’t let these strangers see him in such a state.

After another ten minutes, Earl was finally alone and on his third cigarette since the sex had ended. Since the director thought he had caught enough on film. Earl counted his cash as he took a drag from the cigarette. He read over the contract once again before crumbling it up and tossing it to the corner. The director hadn’t fucked Earl, but he wanted his dick getting sucked on film, so Earl had blown him too.

Earl never wanted to watch the movie, but the director had given him a link to where he would upload the video. After smoking a fourth cigarette, Earl lit a scented candle to mask the ashy smell. He went to the bathroom, staring at himself in the mirror. Earl had darkening circles under his eyes. Earl pulled the wig from his head and examined his real hair, noticing how its sheen and quality had diminished since he left Dominique.

Dominique hasn’t messaged him. She hadn’t called. Earl couldn’t live without her much longer. He felt he was dying. His quality of life had fallen faster than a book from a shelf. Earl longed to touch Dominique. He longed to cook for her. Spoil her. He would draw baths. Sweep the floor. He would do anything it took to convince her he would make the best sissy she ever had, but a conflicting thought jumped into Earl’s mind. The men. The hunks who tore him up at night.

Earl hated how much he loved sex. How he needed it. Nothing would satisfy him except getting to his knees and sucking a monster cock. Taking it up the ass. He needed it more than he admitted to most people. He wanted Dominique but couldn’t bring himself to hurt her again.

Earl punched the sink, hurting his hand. He screamed. He took a shower and scrubbed himself with the soap so hard his skin burned. Earl sank to the bottom of the tub, crying to himself as water beat over his skin. Earl wanted to better himself, but his desires were natural. His urges strong.

After drying himself, Earl checked the time and thought about what Dominique might be doing. He got dressed in men’s clothing, grabbed his keys, and went to find Dominique. He had to see her, even if it was just to watch from afar.

 

♦

 

Dominique sat at her dining-room table after finishing her paperwork for the day. She tapped her pencil against the wooden tabletop, thinking about Earl. Her ex-fiance. The man she thought she would love forever. A part of her would always love him, but she wasn’t sure how strong that part was. How much life did it have left?

Dominique knew Earl had been following her. She wanted to comfort him without hurting his feelings. Earl still meant a lot to Dominique. He had broken her heart but had taught her how to live too. When Dominique met Earl, she had been too busy selling houses and finding clients to focus on a man, but Earl had cracked her shell. He had shined lights on parts of Dominique she only dreamed of sharing with a man.

Nothing changed what Earl had done, but she could see her former man was confused. Earl was searching for answers to questions he didn’t know how to ask.

Taking out a piece of paper and a pen, Dominique wrote a note for Earl:

Earl,

I have seen you following me and want you to know I’m not angry, but it has to stop. We had a powerful love, and it fell apart in seconds. Everything we worked so hard for disappeared, but that’s okay.

I will always love you, Earl, even if it isn’t in the same way as before. Please give me time, but I hope one day we can become friends.

Lots of love,

Dominique

Staring at her words scrawled across the paper, Dominique wondered what Guy would think of this note. Would he approve of her going to tape this on Earl’s door? Would he stop her? Dominique folded the note and tucked it in her wallet. She found a roll of tape before leaving her house to drive to the studio where she had last seen Earl when she dropped off boxes of his clothing.

Dominique’s heart raced as she crossed the parking lot. She wore snow boots, thick black tights, and a black wrap dress with long sleeves made of wool. Dominique had a scarf on to keep her neck warm, but nothing could save her from the Minnesotan cold. Dominique raced toward the apartment building but had frozen by the time she entered the chilly hallway, only slightly warmer than outside.

Pulling her woolen coat tight across her chest, Dominique looked up the steps to where Earl lived. She didn’t know if she had the strength to leave this note on his door. Would it encourage him to follow her more? Did she have a real chance to escape his love? His obsession? Earl had been a dream sissy, and Dominique thought for a split second to leave him in her fantasy land, but her feet moved.

Her heels pressed into the carpeted hallway as she went to Earl’s studio door. She dug in her purse for tape when she heard a stirring. There were several doors in the hallway, but the noise sounded like it was coming from behind Earl’s. She thought he would have been at work. Moving quick, Dominique cut a piece of tape from the roll and stuck the note to the door.

She turned to leave when air smacked her from the opening door. Earl was standing there when Dominique looked over her shoulder.

“Dominique,” said Earl.

“I was just leaving,” she said and adjusted the bag on her shoulder.

“No, please. Come in and talk,” he said.

Dominique shook her head. She stepped away from Earl, but he grabbed her hand. His force wasn’t strong, but she could feel his desperation for a minute of her time. She was weak, hungry to please Earl. To show him she still cared, but she had to leave. She wasn’t strong enough to face him. “No,” she said. “I have to leave. Read the note.”

“Come inside and read the note with me,” said Earl. He hadn’t released Dominique’s wrist. She turned and looked over her shoulder, and Earl’s eyes melted her willpower. She sighed and followed Earl into his studio apartment.

Earl and Dominique sat on his sofa. Earl read the note, and Dominique listened to the words she wrote, afraid vomit would fly from her lips, but Earl took her hand and kissed it. “Your words are lovely,” he said.

“We can’t have a romantic future together, Earl. You broke my heart.”

“I know I did. You deserve better than me. As much as I want to love you, Dominique, I know I have to love myself more. Isn’t it better that I’m honest with you than living a lie our entire lives?”

Dominique hated Earl for telling her such a harsh truth, but she had to agree with him. She squeezed his hand and ignored the aching pain in her body. How could love hurt so much? How could a man make her feel this weak when she thought of herself as a strong, independent woman?

“You humiliated me, Earl.”

“I know. I should have told you sooner. We should have canceled the wedding, but I can’t change the past. We can only look to the future.”

“What future do you expect with me, Earl? After what you did, we’ll be lucky to have a friendship.”

“But you understand me, Dominique. We both know I’ve seen you with Guy. You have him, but why can’t you have both of us?”

Dominique let the possibility infiltrate her mind. A world where she could have both the men who meant the most to her. A world where she would have two men that fulfilled different needs of hers. Why couldn’t she have her cake and eat it too? She only lived once.

Earl, who seconds before repulsed Dominique, had a new scent. He was like pollen for a bee. Dominique leaned forward, throwing her rulebook out the window, and Earl met her halfway. Her hand touched his thin thigh. His body yards different from Guy’s.

When Dominique’s lips touched Earl’s, she felt like a woman getting touched for the first time after years of nothing. Her body was like a dark room lit by nothing but candlelight. She hated how comfortable it was to kiss Earl.

Guilt filled Dominique as her tongue brushed against Earl’s. A disgustingly satisfying guilt. Their kiss grew heavier until Dominique’s mind couldn’t handle another second of the battle between Earl and Guy in her mind.

Dominique pushed Earl away, shaking her head. “No, we can’t have everything, Earl! You had your chance and blew it.”

“We can write our own rules, Dominique. Please, you know it could work.”

“No!” she said, grabbing her purse. Dominique scrambled to the door and shouted ‘no’ again before stumbling into the hallway and slamming the door behind her. She rushed outside to the cold day and drove away before Earl could chase after her and seduce her to return inside.


Chapter Ten

 

Earl’s heels pounded the pavement as he walked down a sidewalk on the wrong side of town. He didn’t live in the best area either. Ever since the breakup, his life had been spiraling into an endless hole of blackness. But the kiss had given him hope, and Earl would fight.

Earl hadn’t left the house in men’s clothing for months unless he had to go to work, and people weren’t noticing him as a man. He had been blessed with an almost invisible Adam’s apple and learned a new makeup trick every day. Learning about makeup and how to hide his masculinity was the only education he had.

Hiking his purse up his shoulder, Earl threw open a door to an apartment building. The GPS had stopped him several blocks up, and Earl wanted to make this visit quick. He wasn’t trying to hang around longer than necessary. Earl heard yelling. Couple’s fighting over money. Screaming at the top of their lungs. Earl swallowed and banged on the door of the address he had.

A woman opened the door and smacked her lips.

Earl swallowed and asked, “Is Mr. J here?”

“Who are you?” the woman asked, jetting her hip to the side. She had long manicured nails and stared at them as she waited for Earl to stop swallowing his breath. “You gonna speak or what?”

Earl didn’t want to admit to a perfect stranger that someone she knew had recorded him in a porno. “I… uh… made a video…”

“Ah, you one of the hoes that pay my bills,” she said. The woman laughed like she had heard something much more innocent than Earl had done with her boyfriend. Her husband?

Earl swallowed. “Is he here?”

“Mr. J,” the woman said with sarcasm. “One of your hoes is here.”

Earl heard the woman whisper to Mr. J harshly to get him out of here. She had no time for the people from the videos. Mr. J locked his eyes with Earl’s and stepped down his thin hallway. Earl’s heart raced, but he had come here for a reason. The video was going viral, and he needed Mr. J to delete it from the internet.

“What are you doing here? You got your money,” said Mr. J.

“But Mr. J, it’s just that… I need you to take down the video.”

He laughed, his sounds echoing throughout the apartment building. “I can’t do that, sissy boy.”

“I have your money. Please, you have to!”

“No, I don’t, sissy. I paid you your money, so you better get outta here before one of my partners gets a call to beat your ass for coming here and takes your money. You wouldn’t want that, would you?”

Earl shook his head, tears swelling in his eyes. He hadn’t expected Mr. J to deny him. He had the money, but Mr. J wore a stony expression. Earl swallowed and turned on his heels. He raced out the building as the fear settled in from Mr. J’s threat. Earl nearly fell trying to run down the stairs.

When Earl got to his car, he took part of the money he had earned from making the porno and bought himself a pack of cigarettes for the first time in four days and takeout lunch from an Indian restaurant.

Earl sat in his studio apartment dipping the naan bread into a spinach puree with cubes of cheese. Earl watched the porno on his phone and surfed through the memes people had made of the ‘sissy’. Plenty of people left compliments, but Earl felt used. It didn’t matter that some straight man in Montana ‘would fuck that’. It mattered that he had sold himself to afford his vices. To afford sticks of tobacco that would leave him worse off than had he not bought them.

When Earl finished eating half his food, he pushed the takeout container across his coffee table. He turned and opened the window, letting in a stream of cold air. Earl lit a cigarette, taking a drag that burned about twenty-five percent of it.

Inhaling the smoke, Earl savored as the nicotine calmed his hungry mind. He took another drag while the moments since he had left Dominique came crashing through his mind. He had been doing so well with the cigarettes when he was with her. Overall, his health had improved, and he threw it all away. For what? An endless parade of dicks in his ass?

Earl screamed at the top of his lungs as the memories became unbearable. He threw the cigarette out the window. The pack followed. Earl slammed the window shut and threw himself to the bed, handling his emotions as best he could.

 

♦

 

Dominique rocked her wine glass each way on the table, testing how far the liquid could reach without spilling over the side. The kiss she had with Earl was like fire on her feet. She couldn’t stop replaying it in her head. What had it meant? Her feelings were still so raw and misplaced. She wanted to give her all to Guy, but Earl would always have a part of her.

“You okay?” asked Guy. “You’re quiet today.”

“Are you saying I’m loud?”

Guy huffed. “No, not at all. But you seem out of it. What happened this week? I’ve missed you, Dominique.”

Dominique wanted to love Guy. She wanted to respond to him with an upbeat smile and stroke his mego (man ego), but she wasn’t in the mood. She was holding a secret on her lips. It was as though a wave had caught her and wouldn’t let her free. She was tumbling, panicking while she tried to break free.

When Guy frowned at her silence, Dominique told him she had missed him too. She had, but she had also dreaded seeing him again since the moment she left Earl’s apartment. Dominique couldn’t forgive herself for kissing Earl, and she doubted Guy would too.

But it wasn’t just the kiss. Seeing Earl had reawakened Dominique’s natural desire to protect and nurture her sissy. His apartment had smelled of stale cigarettes. Clothes had been strewn about the floor. All his tights had holes in them. The circles under Earl’s eyes had stirred something in Dominique too. Earl needed her, and she wanted Guy to understand. Her relationship with Earl was more than sexual. Earl had taught Dominique endless pleasures of sex and feminization, and Dominique should repay him. She felt obligated.

Guy and Dominique ordered food, and it came before their conversation had progressed. Dominique hated herself for spewing one-word answers and evading deep conversation.

Dominique waved her hand in the air. “I can’t take it.”

“What? Did I do something wrong?” asked Guy. He looked as though someone had pulled his pants down in the middle of a public space; not that Guy should have anything to feel embarrassed about if that happened.

“No, Guy. You did nothing wrong. It was me. I betrayed you,” she said. She swallowed her glass of wine and poured more with shaky hands. Earl had cheated on her, but she never considered herself a cheater. She was a person of honesty. Integrity. That was what she told herself, even though she promised she was never better than anyone else. Little white lies to cover the truth of Dominique’s perceived moral clarity.

“How did you betray me, Dominique?”

“That day when we met on the train I saw Earl in the parking lot. It looked like he had been waiting for me, but ever since that day, he has popped up other places.”

“I will kill him,” said Guy through clenched teeth. He balled his hands into fists and placed them on the sides of his dish. Dominique rubbed her hand over Guy’s trying to sooth him, not liking his negative reaction to Earl. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted both men and didn’t want to lose either. Earl had snuck himself back into her life, but he could help around the house. Dominique just wanted to keep him close to ensure his safety. Surely Guy would understand. Perhaps not today, but one day. Soon.

“Honey, that’s unnecessary. But I feel so bad because he kissed me. Just threw himself at me,” said Dominique. Little white lies to keep her safe.

“He did what?! After everything that creep did to you? How could he have the nerve?”

“Guy, please. Don’t talk about Earl that way,” she said.

“Now you’re defending him? What is wrong with you, Dominique? That man cheated on you,” said Guy. He dropped his voice and continued, “with two men.”

“He also brought a lot of joy to my life. I had gone over there to put a note on his door telling him to stop, and we talked. Then, he just kissed me out of nowhere, and I left right away. I feel better now that I’ve told you, Guy. Can’t we just enjoy our dinner?”

Guy grunted and took Dominique’s hand. “I’ll try, but if I ever see that man… I don’t know what I’ll do.”

“Think of me and take deep breaths. You’re the man I’m having dinner with and taking home. Don’t think about Earl. He won’t bother us again,” said Dominique.

Guy nodded and lifted Dominique’s hand to his lips, kissing it.


Chapter Eleven

 

Guy was tired of looking at numbers and wanted to rest his head on Dominique’s bosom as they watched a movie snuggled on the sofa. He hadn’t seen her since their date last weekend, and he couldn’t wait to take the train home from work, get in his car, and drive to Dominique’s house. It was cheaper for him to take public transportation than spend on gas and parking, and he enjoyed avoiding the traffic; even though it took a bit longer.

Guy changed from his work clothes into a pink lace jockstrap with a hole in the ass for Dominique when he got home. Ever since Guy had taken Dominique the first time, he wanted more. He wanted her to use the strap and pound his ass while his dick begged for him to stroke it. He wouldn’t give in. Teasing himself was the best part. Guy wanted to cum without touching himself like a proper sissy.

Guy took out a pink tulle skirt he had ordered to surprise Dominique. He had planned to change in the car outside her house after picking up the food, but he thought the skirt was short enough to hide under his coat. Guy put on a pair of black thermal pants and top. He buttoned a white blouse over the top and pulled the skirt up his legs. Guy twirled in the mirror, proud he had tried on the skirt.

He put on his coat over the top, and the long black coat covered everything. Nobody would see anything but his thermals. Guy’s heart raced as he considered leaving the house with a skirt for the first time. Dominique would shower him with love if he did. If he just grabbed his keys and left… but Guy thought about what other people would think. He thought of different scenarios of his coat flying open in the Chinese restaurant where he would pick up food.

Guy sat on the edge of his bed, allowing the coat to open. The white blouse and pink tulle skirt were what he wanted to wear, but other men would judge him. Women would laugh. He could become a meme in an instant. What if someone from work saw him? He would never hear the end of it, but Guy didn’t consider the fear coursing through him fair.

Why did Guy have to suffer because of what he desired? Guy didn’t choose to love the array of fabrics and shapes available to women. The feeling of air flying up between his thighs when he wore a skirt or dress. He heard the words Dominique had told him and stood tall. He pointed at himself in the mirror and said he would wear the tulle skirt and feminine blouse. He didn’t care what people thought.

Guy grabbed his keys and headed out the door before he could change his mind. He didn’t look back as he braced the cold and walked to his car to drive to the Chinese restaurant.

Halfway through his journey, Guy wanted to stop. He thought about getting off the highway and turning around. It wouldn’t take but twenty-five minutes to return home, change, and start over, but Guy continued. He wouldn’t cave into the fear, so he drove the rest of the way to the Chinese restaurant.

Guy got out his car and went inside. Nobody focused their eyes on him. He was just a man wearing a coat and thermal pants, nothing odd about that in Minnesota. Guy told the lady his name, and she had his order ready. She showed Guy the contents before adding sauce packets and stapling the paper bag closed.

“Looks like you forgot to take your trash out,” a woman with a deep voice said as Guy was handing the woman cash to pay.

“Excuse me?” asked the woman.

“This man. He’s a piece of trash, isn’t he?”

The woman bowed her head and ignored what the rude woman said, counting the change for Guy. Guy turned in the woman’s direction and thought she looked familiar but couldn’t place from where he knew her voice.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but you don’t have to disrespect me.”

“You did when you stole my woman,” she said, and then the pieces clicked together. The woman standing in front of Guy was Earl. Guy felt his teeth clench as he stared into Earl’s brown eyes. He had transformed himself beyond recognition and used a hoarse, feminine voice to disguise his masculinity.

Guy wanted to replicate Earl and push him over the counter and teach him who the alpha was. Teach him who was in charge of this situation. Guy took several deep breaths and thought of Dominique like she had told him to do when he found himself in this situation, but it was unbelievable.

Earl was wearing a velvet dress in a dark red shade. He had a brown wig that curled over his shoulder. Heels that elongated his legs, teasing Guy. If he had been anyone else, Guy would have found him attractive. Would have thought of his lips covered in a purple lipstick around Guy’s dick. Guy hadn’t wanted Earl after he had a taste of Dominique, but the man knew how to suck dick.

“I’m just getting food,” said Guy. He took the bag, wanting to leave before he reacted to Earl and relinquished his power over the situation.

“Taking it to Dominique’s?” asked Earl.

“Doesn’t matter. She told me what you did.”

Earl howled with laughter. “What I did? Are you talking about how she came over to my house and kissed me?”

“Your studio apartment. She told me how sad your life is, Earl. You’re nothing to her,” said Guy, but he knew it wasn’t true. Dominique cared about Earl. He saw it in the way her lips would curve into a smile when she mentioned him. Guy wanted to respect Dominique’s past relationship, but he wouldn’t get overshadowed a man who had cheated on his woman without care for her heart.

“Dominique kissed me, Guy. She moved forward on the couch, jetting out her tongue,” said Earl.

Guy’s fists crumbled the paper bag in his hand. He took deep breaths, but they weren’t doing much to help even his temper. “Watch your mouth,” said Guy.

“Mad because she still wants me after everything we’ve been through?”

“You mean after all the pain you caused her,” Guy said. He turned to leave. He couldn’t stand there another second without punching Earl, who looked more like a woman than man. People would judge him.

Earl grabbed Guy’s shoulder before he could get out the door. They had an audience now from the few patrons in the restaurant. Earl pulled Guy with such force that Guy’s coat pulled open. Guy dropped the bag of food to his side to cover the tulle skirt, but everyone in the restaurant had seen it. They laughed and pointed. One got her phone to take a picture.

Guy pushed Earl so hard he rammed into the counter. Then, he grabbed his food and rushed out of the restaurant before anyone else could snap another picture or video.

 

♦

 

Dominique jumped when she heard a banging sound. She turned her e-reader over on the sofa and went to answer whoever was at the door. Guy hadn’t replied since her last message over an hour ago, so she wasn’t sure when he would arrive, but he would never pound on the door like that. Dominique turned the knob, letting in cold air, and Guy stood at the other side with a puffed, red face.

“What’s wrong?” asked Dominique, and Guy barged past her into the living room.

“You know what’s wrong. You’re a liar. Guess who I ran into when I was picking up our food,” said Guy. He shoved the food into Dominique’s chest. She gasped and clutched the bag so it didn’t fall to the floor.

“What’s wrong with you, Guy? Please, stop acting like that and talk,” she said.

Guy stomped his feet and walked in circles around the living room while puffing. Dominique placed the bag from the Chinese restaurant on the kitchen counter, and she went to touch Guy, but he pushed her away. His force shocked her. She hadn’t seen Guy act with a hint of violence, ever.

“Did you see Earl? You can’t trust what he says. Believe me.”

“It doesn’t matter who I believe because I know you still want him. When you talked about him at dinner, I could see it on your face when you said his name. Stop fooling yourself because it’s not working on me. I want you, Dominique. I would never do to you what he did. You deserve better than Earl, so why are you still hung up on his deadbeat ass?”

“Don’t talk about him like that,” said Dominique. She hadn’t thought before the words came out.

Guy groaned from his stomach, making his voice echo from the walls. Dominique hated seeing her man act like this. It made her see her faults but also turned her off because he was turning violent. Stomping. Cursing. Making Dominique feel like a speck of sand getting tossed around by the wind.

“Guy, calm down or leave. You can’t stay here if you’re going to act like this,” she said.

“You kissed another man. A man who cheated on you with two other men, no less. How am I supposed to act, Dominique?”

“The three of us had sex together when we first met. We had sex together moments after we caught Earl that day, didn’t we? We blurred the lines the moment we stepped into your tent together,” said Dominique. “How do you think Earl feels seeing me with the man that made my body feel more alive than he ever could? I love you, Guy. I love how you make me feel, but it’s possible to love more than one person at a time.”

Guy shook his head and paced in the living room without speaking. His shoes were trailing wet slush over the hardwoods, but Dominique couldn’t bring herself to say anything. She tapped her foot while sitting on the sofa in her open living, dining, and kitchen area. The house she had picked to spend her life with Earl. Nothing had gone as planned, and Guy had to understand she wasn’t sure where her emotions lay. She didn’t know how to feel.

“Are you leaving or staying?” asked Dominique.

Guy grunted.

“What does that mean?”

“It means I’m staying but want you to stop talking,” he said.

Dominique turned her face to the side and sucked in her cheeks. She had a million spiteful thoughts running through her mind but didn’t let a single one slip her lips. She stood and went to the kitchen, opening the fridge and pulling out a cold bottle of white wine.

Staring at Guy with fiery eyes, Dominique sliced open the foil on the bottle with a corkscrew and opened it. She didn’t let her eyes travel anywhere but the back of Guy’s head. Dominique resisted throwing the bottle of wine and watching it crash against the wall. They’d only fight more. She would lose the man she wanted most, which was him, but Earl was like a friend she couldn’t let fall to the wayside. Earl had done too much for her, and he needed her now.

“He needs me, Guy,” she said.

“Shut up.”

“Get out my house or don’t talk to me like that.”

“What do you expect from me, Dominique?” asked Guy. He stood and opened his coat and revealed his pink tulle skirt and white blouse. “I wore this to surprise you, and when Earl and I got into a disagreement at the restaurant, he pulled my coat open and revealed this to everyone. They got photos. Someone might have been recording a video.”

Dominique covered her mouth to hide the smile that spread across her lips. Guy looked adorable in his tulle skirt with black thermal pants. Dominique would have preferred lingerie, but Guy was still working on his comfort levels. Within a year, he would be wearing thick tights from the women’s section. Minimum. Nothing unisex like thermals, but Dominique applauded his efforts.

“Oh, I doubt anything will happen of that. Nobody cares if a man is wearing a skirt,” said Dominique.

“Yeah, right,” he snorted.

“Please, Guy. We need to have a serious conversation about Earl,” she said. “Would you like to eat and talk?”

“Sure, I’m hungry,” he said and sat at the dining-room table. Dominique took the bag from the counter with a couple plates and cutlery and sat with Guy.

They poured rice and different dishes onto their plates, eating in silence for several beats. “What do you see in him, Dominique? Why can’t you just let him live in your past?”

“I wanted to, I really did. You have to believe that, but Earl has taught me so much, and I can watch him struggle. He started smoking again. One of our mutual friends, from the community, sent me a link to a porno Earl starred in, but I can’t bring myself to watch it. If there’s one thing Earl knows how to do, it’s how to look and act like a woman.”

Guy nodded in agreement. “That’s true. I didn’t recognize him when he was at the Chinese restaurant.”

“Men love it. They love how much of a freak he is, but Earl confessed something to me when I went to his house.”

“What?”

“That first night we spent together, when you and I left Earl mostly on the sidelines, made Earl mad with jealousy. I had noticed his sadness that night but didn’t care. When we found him in the morning, I was hurt but not surprised. You and I had cuddled like newlyweds all night. How would you have felt?”

Guy stirred the rice around his plate. He took several bites as Dominique gazed at his voiceless expression. Men had such a hard time with emotions. If Earl had communicated his sadness, she would have given him permission to find a man. They were on a retreat, but he had hidden his feelings and cheated. He went behind Dominique’s back and broke her heart, and she had returned the pain with her ongoing romance with Guy.

“I understand what you’re saying, but he agreed to have me in the bedroom.”

“I know, Guy. This isn’t your fault, but life is messy. Nothing is black and white, and our relationship doesn’t have to follow a standard rulebook either,” she said.

“But I don’t want to share you,” said Guy.

Dominique didn’t have a reply. Now she was the one pushing her rice around on the plate and avoiding Guy’s intense eyes. She hadn’t realized how much he had fallen for her. How much he wanted her.

“Dominique, are you saying you want Earl back? Are you saying you want both of us?”

Dominique shrugged and ate a floret of broccoli. She chewed as she wondered where this conversation would lead her. How a moment would change her life. Dominique had written off Earl until a thought captivated her. She wanted both her men.

“Say something.”

Dominique nodded, “yes, I want you both, Guy. I want you more than Earl, but what’s wrong with having both of you? You could have Earl too, whenever you wanted. He would love it.”

“I don’t want Earl, I want you.”

They both sat for a few beats without speaking. Dominique refilled their glasses of wine and drummed her fingers on the table. She took a few sips, wanting to speak but was afraid of how Guy would respond.

“Why can’t you live without Earl?”

“It’s not that I can’t live without him, I could, but what’s the point of stopping myself from loving more? You two complete different parts of me, and Earl could teach you feminization tricks too.”

“I wouldn’t mind asking him a few questions, but that doesn’t mean I want a throuple,” said Guy. “This is all too strange. What are we doing here?”

“Making pieces of a puzzle fit together. Don’t you think it could be fun?”

Guy rubbed his chin before nodding. “I do. Not that I like men, but if Earl dresses as he did tonight at the restaurant…,” said Guy, letting his voice trail off as his eyes glazed over.

“I’ll call him and invite him over so we can talk?”

“Okay,” said Guy, shaking his head. He had the goofiest smile. Dominique rested her hand on his thigh before dialing Earl’s number and asked him why he was smiling, and Guy answered that he just couldn’t believe what they were doing.

“Everything will be fine, baby. You’ll see,” said Dominique.

Guy rested his hand on her thigh, “I love you.”

Dominique smiled and called Earl.

 

♦

 

Earl was sitting in his running car down the street from Dominique’s house. The Chinese food he had ordered sitting in the passenger’s seat. Earl hated the winter cold. He hated his studio apartment. The fact Guy was in the house Dominique had purchased as their home. The home he should have been sharing with Dominique had he not committed so many mistakes. Taken too many wrong turns. He had been selfish and wanted to do better.

Every car that drove past, shining its bright lights into the side mirrors, sent a wave of panic through Earl. He wanted to get out of his car and knock on Dominique’s door, but she and Guy were probably fighting over what Earl had done to Guy at the Chinese restaurant. His outfit had been so amateur. Cute but laughable. When people saw Earl, they saw a woman, unless he wanted them to see a man. Earl had so much he could teach Guy, if only he wanted the lessons.

Earl lifted the takeout container and was spooning rice to his mouth when his phone rang. He jumped, almost spilling the food to the floor. Earl lifted his phone and saw Dominique’s name on the caller ID. He answered before it went to voice mail.

“What are you doing?” asked Dominique.

“Sitting in the Chinese restaurant,” he said. “About to leave since I just finished eating dinner.”

“Why don’t you come this way?”

Earl’s heart raced. He thought it was a prank. Or a dream. He ran the greasy spoon along his neck, and it tickled. No dream. “Are you serious?”

“Yes, come over. We’re both at my house and want to see you.”

Earl thought about making up a fake excuse for why he couldn’t come over, but Dominique wouldn’t have believed him. He had been following her whenever he could since that day he saw her with Guy. “Okay. I’ll come over as soon as I can,” said Earl.

Dominique said something quick and hung up the phone. Earl sat in his silent car. Nobody was walking. Few cars drove on the street. Snow remained on the yards and pathways from the latest precipitation. Earl waited in his car for over thirty minutes before getting out and walking up the sidewalk, pulling his coat together to brace the cold.


Chapter Twelve

 

Guy had drank two more glasses of wine since Dominique hung up the phone. He and Dominique chatted about her closings this week like nothing had happened. Like Earl wasn’t coming to discuss the possibility of a three-way relationship.

“What if he agrees?” interrupted Guy.

“You’ll adjust, Guy. Earl lives his own life. I always knew deep down nobody could tie down Earl, but I thought I had a chance. I thought I was the one that could, so you don’t need to worry. You are my main man, Guy,” said Dominique. “Nobody has made me feel like you before.”

“Then, why do we need Earl?”

“Earl needs us, my love,” she said.

Guy wanted to understand Dominique’s perspective, but to him it sounded like he wasn’t enough. Like he couldn’t complete Dominique, and Earl would fill the pieces he never could. Guy didn’t want to share Dominique, but he was realizing that he had to share or have nothing.

“Am I not enough for you?”

“Please, Guy. Open your heart. Open your mind. This could be a positive change for us both.”

Guy parted his mouth to protest, but Earl knocked on the door before he could speak. Guy sipped his wine as Dominique raced to open the door. He thought she was too excited. Too eager for Earl’s company, but Guy understood love was messy. He still cared about the woman who had rejected him for stealing her lingerie all those years ago. He still thought about her when he went to certain parts of the city or smelled lavender or lemon, since she used to use those essential oils in her home. Guy couldn’t judge Dominique for how she felt when he longed for people of the past as well.

Dominique opened the door, and Earl stood on the other side. He looked like a woman who had been crying. Mascara ran down his face, but he still looked beautiful. Breathtaking if one would discover the woman staring at them was in fact a man. Earl had mastered how to change from man to woman, and Guy wanted to learn everything Earl knew.

Dominique embraced Earl, pulling him in from the cold. She had her arm wrapped over his shoulder. “Why were you crying?”

“When I saw Guy, I just lost it, but I’m better now. Why? Does my makeup look horrible?” asked Earl. He freaked out and ran off in his heels to the bathroom, letting out a loud scream when he saw himself. The water ran, and Dominique sat next to Guy. She held Guy’s hand, rubbing the back of it.

“This will be good,” said Dominique, repeating herself several times.

Guy didn’t want to disagree with her. He didn’t want to argue. He would see how their evening went but wouldn’t make any promises. Life was complicated, and his desires made it more so, but maybe things could work with both Dominique and Earl.

Earl came out the bathroom minutes later. He had removed most of the makeup, causing his masculine lines to stand out against his feminized body. He wore a pair of black wedge boots with black tights and a dark red velvet dress. Earl shook his long brown hair. “Fuck, I need some makeup, but my face needs to dry for a few minutes. You have any wine or anything?”

Dominique went to the kitchen and grabbed Earl a glass for white wine. She and Guy sat on the sofa, and Earl sat in the chair next to them. He crossed his legs, and Guy found himself looked at where Earl’s thigh met his dress. Guy wanted to grip his legs and spread them; show Earl who the man of this house was. Show Earl why he was the man Dominique wanted and needed to make her pussy wet.

Everyone sat in silence as they drank wine. Dominique put on some seventies music to cut through the tension, but Guy didn’t know what to say. She invited him, so she should have to start and maintain the conversation.

“I like your tulle skirt,” said Earl, his voice was thick with sarcasm.

“Thanks,” said Guy.

Dominique waved her hands between them, “you two can’t start the night like that. Guy tried very hard, Earl. Remember what you used to tell me? How long it took you to make yourself unrecognizable when you went en femme?”

Earl grunted and waved his hand in the air, “don’t remind me.”

“Cut Guy some slack. He’s only doing his best,” she said.

“I’m right here, you two,” said Guy. “I would love to learn some of your tricks, Earl, but do you think I can ever pull off a female look with this body?”

“Sure!” said Earl with an exhausting amount of confidence. Guy had a muscular frame and a thicker Adam’s apple. He had a bulge. He couldn’t hide it in anything but a loose-fitting dress or skirt with tight lingerie. Guy wanted to feel like a woman. Look even half as good as Earl for a night, but Guy didn’t think he would ever live his dream.

“How can you say that Earl?”

Earl shifted his eyes to the side like he had heard the dumbest question in the world. He stood and went over to Guy, taking his face in his hands. Dominique watched her men with glistening eyes. Guy was staring into Earl’s washed face. His masculine features were much softer than Guy’s, so Guy was taking Earl’s words with a grain of salt as he told Guy how he could transform his body and face.

“Are you listening?” asked Earl.

“Yes, but I don’t believe you.”

“Dominique, bring me your makeup and something for this fool to wear. Guy, go shave off the bit of stubble that has grown since this morning. Another one of my secrets is laser hair removal, but we can save that for another day. For now, I’m going to prove you wrong,” said Earl. He plopped back onto the chair.

After a few moments of nobody moving, Earl hollered. Dominique and Guy hopped to their feet and went to do as Earl had commanded them.

When Dominique brought back the makeup, Guy watched Earl—through the mirror—transform his face in a matter of minutes. By the time Guy had finished shaving, Earl looked as feminine as he had at the Chinese restaurant, and his mood had improved ten fold. Earl smiled, laughed, and made jokes. Spending time with him was more pleasant than Guy had remembered.

Dominique sat on the sofa as Earl instructed Guy to take off all his clothes. He couldn’t stand to look at the tulle skirt a second longer. When Guy got down to his lace jockstrap, both Dominique and Earl oohed.

“Damn, his dick looks good,” said Earl.

“Yes, it does,” agreed Dominique.

Guy reached down and covered his bulge, but Earl slapped his hand.

“Don’t hide such beauty. Mind if I touch it?” asked Earl. Guy dropped his hands and shrugged. Earl reached his hands forward and stroked Guy’s outline with three fingers, teasing his dick. “Fuck, I wouldn’t mind sucking that, daddy. Not all crossdressers are sissy bottoms like me. You don’t have to be a bottom at all if you don’t want,” said Earl.

“Oh, yes he does. Maybe not for you, but he’s taking my dicks,” said Dominique. “Turn around and let me see that ass.”

Guy was more aroused and embarrassed than he had ever been, but he listened to Dominique. He wanted her to fuck him again. That wasn’t negotiable. He needed her female dick deep in his ass, but Earl’s offer didn’t sound bad either. A mouth and ass willing to please him whenever he wanted.

“Fuck, you have a nice ass, Guy,” said Dominique. She stood up and started playing with Guy’s ass and hole. Earl was thumbing his dick. Guy moaned as their hands worked over his body, never wanting the sensations to stop as they overwhelmed him with pleasure.

“Fuck, Dominique, he likes that. You’ll have to fuck him in the ass while I take his dick. Would you like that, daddy?”

Guy responded by grabbing each of them with one of his hands and pulling them into a three way kiss. Loving two people had never been in Guy’s life plan, but the cards dealt him a different hand, and he would be crazy not to cash in the chips.

Guy’s dick was hard as steel when Earl reached his hand into Guy’s jockstrap. Earl got to his knees under Guy, wrapping his mouth around Guy’s dick and swallowing it until he choked on the length. “Fuck, daddy. How am I ever going to fit this dick in my ass?” asked Earl. He used his softest, most effeminate voice. Guy couldn’t even tell a man was sucking his dick. Earl was a hot chick wearing a red velvet dress, leaving lipstick marks along his cock. Dominique was behind him, stretching his hole with two fingers.

“We better dress Guy before we cum,” said Dominique.

Earl sucked hard on Guy’s dick for another second before standing up and saying, “if you insist.”

Earl gathered the white knee highs, the plaid skirt with knife pleats, and the white blouse with a scarf that matched the paid of the skirt. It was the perfect outfit to fuck and get fucked in, and Earl waited as Guy slid the clothing over his pink jockstrap.

“Dominique, I know you still have my fiery red wig. I haven’t been able to find it,” said Earl.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Dominique, but she sounded guilty. Earl and Guy shared a look, bonding for the first time over Dominique’s white lie.

“It’s okay, honey. I know you needed to keep a piece of me,” said Earl. Guy laughed and found himself growing more fond of Earl by the second. Dominique admitted she had it and went to grab the wig and a wig cap. “Thank you, dear.”

Earl put the wig on Guy and did his makeup before Guy could see himself in the mirror. Those were the fifteen longest minutes of Guy’s life, but when he saw himself, he almost cried. Earl yelled at him to get it together. “We don’t have time for your tears. I need that dick in my ass, now.”

Guy chuckled. “You like my dick, huh?”

“Fuck yeah, and Dominique is going to tear that ass up. I can’t wait to watch her fuck your sissy ass.”

“Get me a mirror,” said Guy. He was growing impatient since Earl had finished.

Earl sighed and got up to get a mirror from the bathroom. Dominique told Guy how great he looked. How she wanted to sit on his feminized face and enjoy his thick lips against her pussy. Earl came back with a mirror, and Guy about cried when he saw himself.

“How did you do that?” asked Guy, amazed by how feminine he looked with the wig, makeup, and scarf covering his Adam’s apple.

“I wasn’t lying when I said you looked amazing.”

Guy stood up and hugged Earl. Dominique joined in, and their hug led a deep, intimate kiss, which led to the bedroom.

 

♦

 

Dominique sat on Guy’s face in the reverse cowgirl position, watching Earl suck his dick. Guy lay on the bed, and Earl was on his knees under him. Dominique licked her fingers before rubbing her nipples and throwing her hair back as Guy’s tongue slid along her pussy lips.

“Fuck, daddy. I could suck this dick all day,” said Earl in his effeminate voice.

Dominique loved when Earl called Guy ‘daddy’. She loved how Earl had transformed Guy. She had never seen Guy as happy as when he saw himself in the mirror for the first time. Her pussy juices were dripping on his face, and Guy sucked up whatever he could as though he was drinking from a water fountain. Bits of Dominique’s nectar wet his scarf.

“Come put your sissy dick in my mouth,” said Dominique.

Earl didn’t miss a beat and climbed on the bed, standing in front of Dominique. He lifted his velvet dress and revealed a garter belt attached to his stockings with no thong. His dick hard, veins popping out along its length. Dominique took him in her mouth, sucking his dick as she rode Guy’s face. His painted lips. Earl grunted as Dominique took his dick deep into her throat. Guy reached up, searching for Dominique clit until he locked his fingers in place and rubbed for her pleasure, causing Dominique to moan into Earl’s dick.

Bodies slapping together. Skin popping. Juices flowing. Music played in the background as Dominique enjoyed her two feminized men.

Several minutes later Dominique said, “bend over the edge of the bed, Earl.”

Earl looked down at Dominique and winked before he got off the bed and leaned over the side, lifting his velvet dress to reveal his uncovered ass.

“Get a condom, Guy! I want to watch you fuck Earl.”

Guy stroked his hard dick and went to the drawer with the condoms, rolling one over his cock. Dominique handed Guy the lube, and Guy stood behind Earl. He rubbed the lubrication into his condom. His hard dick hadn’t failed him. Guy slid his erection along Earl’s split.

Dominique rubbed her pussy and watched as Guy slowly entered Earl’s sissy ass. Earl took Guy with glee and backed his ass to the base of Guy’s thick cock. Dominique wanted Guy inside her, but Earl should have him first. She wanted Earl’s tongue anyway, so she got in position in front of Earl’s bent body, placing her legs on Earl’s shoulders as Guy fucked him from behind.

Dominique snaked her hands into Earl’s brown hair and held his head against her pussy. He knew how to tantalize her clit better than any man she had met before him. Better than Guy too, and she had forgotten how much she loved Earl’s tongue until she felt it on her pussy again, brushing and charting its way to her orgasm.

“Fuck,” hollered Dominique as her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She felt Earl’s head moving because of Guy’s forceful thrusts. She opened and saw Dominique smiling down at her as he held Earl by his velvet dress and fucked his hole.

Dominique loved having Earl’s tongue on her, but she wanted to get inside Guy and show him who the boss of the house. Teach him why Earl listened to her every word. Dominique touched Earl for him to move his head, and she rolled off the bed.

“You two get on the bed,” she said. “Your time has come, Guy.”

Guy lifted Earl by his waist without sliding out of him and moved them to the bed. Dominique watched Guy’s manhood sliding in and out of Earl’s tight hole as she strapped her dick around her waist. A small extension slid into her pussy to stimulate her g-spot as she fucked her man,

Dominique climbed on the bed, lubed her dick, and grabbed Guy’s waistline. He still had on his entire outfit. The skirt hiked up. He had pulled his pick lace jockstrap to the side to fuck Earl, but a ring of pink lace framed Guy’s cute ass. Dominique pushed Guy forward, and he hovered over Earl’s submissive body.

Pulling Guy back by his hair, Dominique slid inside him. She filled his hole with her strap, making Guy take it to the base of her cock. He sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain overtook him as he enjoyed his woman’s dick.

Dominique held Guy by his lifted skirt, picking up rhythm as she fucked his sissy hole. Her two feminized men, loving each other. Loving her. Dominique in charge and on top; the queen of the castle with no king to challenge her. Guy and Earl worshiped the ground she walked on, and Dominique would never take that power for granted. The power over keeping her mismatched, perfect life together like broken pieces of pottery with glue.

Sometimes the lines from old cracks showed more beauty than the original. People called that ‘character’, but Dominique considered it the messy rules of love. No relationship was without its cracks and glue lines, and theirs was no different.

The trio ended in a pile of sweaty bodies and orgasm. Sticky hair and loosened holes. That didn’t stop them from starting all over again for a second and third round until it was too late and their bodies became too tired to continue.


Epilogue

 

3 Months Later

Dominique felt like a bouquet’s first day in a vase, decorating the room and bringing joy to everyone who saw it, even if it was just for a moment. Dominique turned her lipstick, hiding it in its tube, and placed the container on her bathroom counter before turning on her heel to return to the living room. She was wearing stilettos with a lavender cowl skirt with a stylish black jacket and white blouse beneath.

She and Guy were going out for dinner, but she was waiting for Earl to finish his makeup. Earl was going out to meet some alpha guy he had been chatting with online the past couple weeks. Earl could date who he wanted, as long as Dominique approved of the men. She understood he had needs and didn’t want to deny him some daddy dick on the side, but Dominique had to know where her sissy was spending his nights if he wanted to live under her roof.

Ever since the night Earl and Guy ran into each other at the Chinese restaurant, Dominique felt she was living in a blissful dream. There was drama at times trying to balance the emotional needs of three people, but Dominique couldn’t imagine her life any other way. Living with her two men brought more joy than anything she had experienced.

Guy and Earl came out after a few minutes, and Dominique couldn’t believe Guy’s transformation. He had been doing exercises with lighter weights and slimming down his body but still had his gorgeous muscles Dominique loved, but he had lost just enough to lose the hard edges. Earl taught him everything he knew, and Guy was getting better at feminizing himself every day.

“You two look gorgeous,” said Dominique. Her men leaned down to kiss her and sat next to her in the living room. “What time is your date?”

“I’ll leave when you two do,” said Earl.

“You make Guy look so sexy as a woman. I can’t believe how talented you are,” said Dominique.

Guy was wearing a shift dress that hung to his knees. It was pink, and Guy had long white sleeves beneath it. He had white knee-high boots with sheer black nylons beneath those. They were a pair of Earl’s with holes and drove Dominique wild. She wasn’t sure she would make it through dinner without taking Guy to the bathroom for a quickie. Guy wore a short blonde wig cut to frame his face and a sheer white scarf to cover his Adam’s apple. The traces of masculinity had disappeared, but Dominique knew what was hiding beneath that loose dress. His dick wouldn’t disappoint whenever she got a taste.

Earl wore a strapless dress and one of his bigger bras. It hugged his waist and didn’t hide the curves he spent so long whipping into shape. Earl did more squats than anyone Dominique knew, and it showed. He had also been cooking and cleaning around the house while trying to launch a business teaching men how to dress and look like a woman. Dominique had encouraged him, and he quit his job at the restaurant. He already had several clients and was growing by word-of-mouth.

Dominique and the men talked for several minutes before heading out the door. Earl went to his car, and Guy opened the door of his car for Dominique. She slid inside. They waved at Earl as he pulled away for his date with the alpha.

Guy took Dominique’s hand and squeezed it. “Thank you for everything. I can’t imagine a better life,” he said.

Dominique leaned over the console and kissed her man, dressed as a woman. She reached her hand up his dress and felt his lacy lingerie. The moistness from precum leaking through the fabric. He got hard whenever she touched him, and Dominique loved it. “I’m glad we took the leap with Earl. Thank you for trusting me and opening your heart.”

“Thank you for showing me the way. I love you,” said Guy. He kissed Dominique’s hand.

“I love you, too. Now, let’s get out of here before someone overhears our sappy conversation.”

Guy pressed the button to start the car, and they took off for their dinner reservation in the city. They cracked the windows to enjoy the cool spring air, holding hands the entire ride.
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