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To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

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


BROTHEL GIRL

Lawrence needs a fake bride to get his inheritance, so he hires Nicole.

Nicole is a trans girl, so Lawrence thinks she’ll be a perfect fake bride. He assumes he won’t want to sleep with her since she still has a little extra than other girls, but then they start spending time together.

Lawrence develops a crush on Nicole before he knows what’s happening. He’s not the only one, though. Nicole likes her client in return but worries what will happen if she puts her heart before her money.

Brothel Girl is a fake fiancee romance about a cute trans girl who meets a rich, handsome man. They’re supposed to keep things professional, but feelings get in the way


SIT ON MOMMY’S LAP

Fossie loves submissive men and has always dreamed of turning one into her girly boy.

Fossie was never able to fully express her dominant nature when she was married, but she’s divorced now and leaps at the chance to seduce her neighbor’s son when he comes home from university for the summer holiday.

Scott has no idea what’s coming his way when Fossie asks him for help cleaning out her attic, but he’s eager to earn some money and doesn’t even realize that Fossie is pulling him into her web, just waiting for the perfect moment to strike and turn Scott into the submissive girly boy she’s always wanted.

Sit on Mommy’s Lap is a steamy and erotic feminization romance about a woman of a certain age who seduces the neighbor’s son and turns him into her very own submissive girly boy.


PARTY GIRL

Thom works in a kitchen and has a major crush on a server named Natasha with a bubbly personality.

When Thom finds a spell to turn himself into his crush’s perfect match, he doesn’t hesitate to use it.

Little does Thom know that this spell will turn him into a girl, but that’s a small price to pay to have Natasha in his life.

Party Girl is a magical man-to-woman feminization romance.


LOCKER ROOM SISSY

Kenneth sees Doug slip on a thong in the locker room, so Kenneth gets the idea to turn Doug into his very own sissy girl.

Doug is a law student who spends a lot of his free time at the country club to study and exercise. He also has a few girly secrets, including the panties that he loves to wear beneath his drab men’s clothing.

The only thing Kenneth knows about Doug is that his father is one of the richest, most powerful men at the country club. At least until he sees Doug slip into a sexy thong when he thinks nobody is watching.

Kenneth should probably ignore what he saw, but he can’t shake the idea of feminizing Doug and turning him into a pretty girl.

Locker Room Sissy is a sizzling hot feminization romance about a young man and the hunky guy who wants to turn him into a gorgeous sissy girl. This story involves some sharing of the transformed sissy girl, but the main couple gets their HEA.


MISPLACED PACKAGE

Deirdre has fancied her neighbor Danny for a long time.

It’s too bad that Danny keeps Deirdre in the friend zone.

One random day Deirdre grabs Danny’s package from the mailroom to be neighborly, but then she can’t help but open her crush’s delivery.

Much to Deirdre’s surprise, women’s clothing is inside Danny’s box.

Deirdre hopes the clothes aren’t for another woman, so she goes snooping and soon discovers that the clothes are for none other than Danny.


THE BONE COLLECTOR

Hazel wants to halt Dan’s rise but falls for his secret girly, submissive side in the process.

Dan comes from local royalty and plans on taking his family name even further than his father by becoming a politician, but he won’t go anywhere if Hazel gets her way.

Hazel is a blogger and freelance opinion writer and hates how Dan carries himself. Her father is the same way, and she simply can’t stand arrogant and misogynistic men because of him.

Little does Hazel expect Dan’s secret feminine fantasies, but she’s ready to exploit them and give Dan a taste of his own medicine.

The Bone Collector is a steamy romance about a dominant, ambitious woman and the secretly submissive man she wants to destroy. Hazel might hate Dan at first, but can she resist her soulmate?


MIAMI NIGHTS

When Roderick trips over Julie at the beach, he never expects to fall for the shy girl reading a book.

Julie has never loved before, too afraid any man she meets will judge her for having a little extra between her legs than most girls, but Roderick isn’t like that.

Roderick, a handsome tennis player, accepts Julie for who she is, but Julie worries it might be too good to be true.

Miami Nights is a steamy transgender romance featuring a trans girl and a hot guy who falls for her. Fireworks and kisses guaranteed


NAUGHTY LIBRARIAN

Melissa Bradford is the local librarian, and her stunning female body has a delicious extension.

Steven Revilla is a part-time author and full-time pizza delivery driver. When his computer breaks, he has to visit the library to write his stories. Melissa is enamored with the handsome brunette who comes in to write. She finds out she has read his stories before, and they hit it off.

But everyone has skeletons hiding in the closet. Melissa and Steven are no different. Discover what happens when their old secrets come crashing to the forefront.

Naughty Librarian is a spicy transgender romance.


DADDY’S GIRL

Olivia and Terence are madly in love after several months of dating.

Terence has already moved Olivia into his place, and everything is perfect until Terence suggests that Olivia should study at the local community college.

Olivia wants to make her loving, supportive daddy happy, but she worries her studies will reveal the ugly, destructive side of her personality.

Terence doesn’t want to lose Olivia, and he’ll do whatever it takes to make sure his baby girl focuses and does her best in college.

This is an erotic romance story featuring a trans girl and her dom daddy.


BILLIONAIRE’S WISH

One rich man gets to live his girly dreams that he’d lose every dollar to have.

George has a life that is the envy of many. He has limitless amounts of cash, gorgeous possessions, but what he lacks is love.

No matter how hard Geroge tries, he can’t find a woman who will accept his desire to wear women’s clothing and not only see him for his money, so he enlists the help of an exclusive dating agency.

Through the dating agency, George connects with a beautiful and successful blonde named Sarah. She agrees to go on a date with George knowing that he’s a crossdresser, but what’s the catch? George can’t wrap his head around why a woman like Sarah would want to date him, but they just might be a match made in heaven.

Billionaire’s Wish is a sensual and romantic story about a male crossdresser and a dominant woman looking for that special someone. This story focuses on the feminization of the man but has plenty of femdom spice. HEA guaranteed.


BROTHEL GIRL

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

It was yet another day at the whore house. Don’t get me wrong. I never called myself a whore out loud, but I couldn’t deny the fact that I sold myself for money. It earned me a lot more than I would make serving tables or dancing in a strip club. I also enjoyed living with a bunch of sexy ladies who also made their money in salacious ways.

I sat at the vanity in my room as I got ready for my next client. I still had an hour until he arrived, but Madame Mari told me he was a high roller and that he might have a special proposition for me if the date went well. I had enough regulars as it was, but I couldn’t disobey Madame Mari’s orders. This was her house after all, and it wouldn’t be the first time that she put a girl out on the streets for disobeying her commands. She loved us dearly while we lived under her roof but never let us forget that we were expendable.

“Nicole?”

“Yeah?” I asked and glanced over my shoulder to see who was at my door. It was Sharon, another girl who lived in the house. There were four of us girls and Madame Mari. We lived in a mansion in an undesirable neighborhood. I’d gotten used to the gunshots and random shouting long ago, but they didn’t happen as much as one would think.

“Do you have some gold lipstick? My next client requested it, and I can’t remember the last time I wore gold lipstick.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I think I have some, but what kind of guy requests gold lipstick?”

“Beats me,” Sharon said with a shrug. She was the dominant girl in the house. She wasn’t exclusively a dominatrix, but she handled all the requests from guys who wanted to experience a bit of punishment with their fun. “I’m meeting the guy at a hotel downtown.”

“Married?”

“Who knows? I stopped asking questions like that a long time ago.”

“You and me both,” I said and glanced in my makeup bag, gasping when I saw a tube of gold lipstick. “It’s your lucky day.”

“Oh!” Sharon gasped and snatched the lipstick from my fingers. “You’re the best, Nicole. I’ll get this back to you tomorrow.”

“You better,” I said and winked. “Good luck with your guy tonight.”

“Same to you!”

I got back to work after Sharon had run out of my room, dolling up my face for my next client. I kept my makeup simple. A little eyeliner, plenty of mascara—but not so much that it got clumpy—and pink gloss for my lips. It was a gorgeous summer day, so I picked out a white dress from my closet and slipped it on, pairing it with white heels. I went to the beach last week, so my skin was peak tan and looking brilliant against the white fabric.

“Aren’t you stunning?” Madame Mari said in the doorway, slowly walking across the room until she was standing right behind me. “Your date just messaged me to say that he’ll be here any second. You’re to entertain him in the courtyard and fulfill any requests he might have in the playroom.”

“Yes, Madame.”

“He knows your secret.”

“Isn’t that protocol? It’s not much of a secret.”

“Nobody can tell from looking at you,” Madame said as she gently rubbed my shoulders. I moaned as my back twisted. Her touch was always so sensual and warm and comforting. She’d escaped poverty by sleeping with men, getting with richer and richer men until she found one to give her millions of dollars, which was how she bought the mansion. “You’re my trans doll.”

“Why are you telling me this? Did he make an issue of me being trans?”

“Not at all, dear. No need to raise your voice,” Madame said and pushed her manicured fingers into my flesh, melting away my concerns with her touch. I’d been in the house the second longest of all the girls. Barbara, aka Barbie, had been with Madame Mari the longest. Sharon came after me, and Helen was the newest girl, but she’d already made a name for herself. I hoped that we wouldn’t change heads anymore. The chemistry was so much better now that Janelle and Tina weren’t living in the house. Too bad the only constant in life was change.

“I’ve had issues in the past.”

“And I’ve apologized for not screening those men more thoroughly. We got you the emergency button to contact Roger at a moment’s notice, so you’re safer now.”

“I know,” I said and placed my hand over Madame’s. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. Truly.”

“Keeping you safe is my top priority. This guy seems to check out, but you know what to do if he doesn’t. Do you have your pepper spray?”

“Always,” I said. “Plus, I’m meeting him here.”

“Exactly. I don’t want to keep you any longer. He should be here in twenty minutes, and I want you waiting for him outside with glasses of lemonade. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Madame. Don’t worry.”

“You’re the best, Nicole. I hope this date goes well for you,” Madame said and bent over to give me a kiss on the cheek from behind. “You’re a star.”

I smiled at her, and then she left my room for me to finish getting ready for this mystery man. All she told me was that his name was Lawrence and that he was rich, which was just fine with me.


CHAPTER 2

I was waiting outside at a table in the courtyard behind Madame’s house. It was fenced and gorgeously maintained. It was the envy of the neighborhood from what I’d heard, but Roger made sure we didn’t have to deal with any games. He was from the neighborhood, just like Madame, so people left us alone. I honestly felt as safe as could be living here.

“Ms. Nicole,” Roger said as he walked outside with a stunningly handsome man standing next to him. “This is Mr. Lawrence.”

“Thank you, Roger. I’ll take it from here.”

Roger nodded at me and turned on his heels to leave us. I smiled at Lawrence, more than a little intimidated by his beauty, but I tried to stay calm. I had handsome guys request me before. None like Lawrence, though. He gave off a rich playboy energy I’d never felt, but I quite enjoyed it.

“I fixed us some lemonade to drink.”

“My favorite,” Lawrence said and followed me over to the table to take a seat. “Did Mari tell you?”

“She did,” I said. “Would you like some grapes? I also brought out cookies if you’d like.”

“The lemonade is fine.”

“Okay,” I said and smiled at Lawrence before picking up my glass to take a drink. “Just let me know if you need anything. I’m at your disposal.”

Lawrence nodded without saying a word, but he wouldn’t take his eyes off me. I held his gaze for a moment. Then it became uncomfortable. He was simply too handsome. Too intense. He had a million thoughts going on from what I could see in his eyes. I was expecting him to be like the rest. I thought this special proposal might be him wanting a regular schedule, but there was clearly something else.

“It’s crazy.”

“What’s crazy?” I asked.

“You look and sound just like a chick.”

“I am a chick!”

“Yeah, but don’t you have a dick?”

I sighed and tossed my hair over my shoulder. I wrapped my manicured fingers around my glass. My nails were a pale pink color that went perfectly with my outfit. I was offended that Lawrence would bring up something so obvious, but I swallowed a sip of my lemonade and my pride.

“Isn’t that what you wanted? You don’t have to be afraid of what you desire,” I said in a seductive voice and moved my hand toward Lawrence’s thigh, but he stopped me. “What’s wrong?”

“That’s just the thing. I don’t want you.”

Okay, now I was really offended.

“May I ask why you’re here then?”

“I need a fake fiancée,” he said. “Actually, I need a fake wife.”

“What?” I gasped.

“My grandfather doesn’t want to write me in his will until I have a wife. He thinks I’m past old enough to get married, even though I don’t agree with him. Bad thing is the bastard doesn’t have long to live, so it’s kind of forcing my hand.”

“Don’t talk like that about your grandpa! What if he died right now?”

“Then I would be screwed because he hasn’t included me in the will yet.”

I shook my head slowly, a bit in disbelief that Lawrence could talk like this about his grandfather, but I understood his desire for the family money. I had a complicated past with my own family. My parents didn’t have a bunch of money to leave me, so I didn’t feel like I was missing out on much by leaving them in my past, but it certainly hurt to think about the past. To remember all that was left behind when I moved out of their house at eighteen to become the woman I was meant to be.

“When Mari told me that you were trans, I thought it would be perfect. We could be pictured together, trick everyone, and we would never have to fool around. It would be a win-win.”

“That depends. How much are you paying me?”

“One hundred thousand.”

I tried not to faint right there. One hundred thousand dollars? It wasn’t millions like Mari got from one of her suitors, but it would be the most I ever made from this job, and I wouldn’t even have to sleep with him?

“Grandpa must be leaving you a lot.”

“He’s a rich man, but he’s a bastard, and he’s stingy.”

“You speak so highly of him.”

“I wasn’t sure what to expect when Mari told me you were trans, but there’s no way in the world anyone would ever think that you were once a man.”

“Thanks?” I said in a somewhat sarcastic voice.

“I mean that as a compliment!”

“What’s the timeline for this plan of yours?”

“A few months, and then we would have to stay married at least until my grandpa dies.”

“So romantic. You’re willing to do all this for money?” I asked.

“Money and freedom. He can’t tell me when I should get married or to whom. You wouldn’t believe the number of dates my family tries to set me up on,” Lawrence said with a shake of the head. “They’re relentless. I swear.”

“Why do you put up with them?”

“They’ve controlled me for as long as I can remember.”

“What will you do if they find out that I’m trans?”

“They won’t! They can’t,” Lawrence said in a measured voice. “You can keep that a secret, right?”

“Yes, but wouldn’t you prefer to find a girl you actually loved?”

“I will… one day.”

I chuckled as I shook my head again. Lawrence was adorable, thinking that he could control his destiny. He could marry me to get his inheritance, but then he would have to disclose that fact to every girl he dated after our divorce. He wouldn’t be able to openly entertain any woman who came along in the meantime, not without risking the wrath of this family he clearly wanted to please. I could see so many holes forming in Lawrence’s plan if he married me for money, but I wanted the money, and I wanted more than one hundred thousand dollars.

“Make it two hundred thousand, and you have a deal.”

“Two hundred thousand?” Lawrence gasped.

“If you’re willing to give me one hundred grand, you can spare two.”

Lawrence tightened his jaw and growled behind his folded lips. He didn’t like me coming at him like this, but that was how it was going to be if he wanted my help. I wasn’t cheap, and I certainly wasn’t free. I was going to make sure this major commitment was worth my time and energy, and I needed two hundred thousand for it to feel right.

“So, what do you think?”

“One hundred fifty thousand.”

“Two or you can find someone else,” I said without hesitation. I didn’t know how Madame Mari would feel about me negotiating like this, but I was following my heart. This man was talking marriage. That could easily become a full-time job, and I wanted to make sure that I was getting compensated appropriately, especially since I knew that Madame Mari would want her cut. “Don’t you think I’m worth two hundred thousand dollars?”

“It’s not like we’ll be fucking! You should do it for less.”

“You’re talking about staying together until your grandpa dies. That could be next month, next year, or five years from now.”

“He won’t last five years. The doctor gave him a year, tops. I bet it will be less than that judging by the way he eats and drinks.”

“You’re such a ray of sunshine. Two hundred thousand dollars. Take it or leave it, Lawrence.”

“Fine! I’ll take it.”

“How much are you getting, anyway? Five million?”

Lawrence smirked. “Much more than that, hon.”

“Then you can spare my pay.”

“I’ll send a contract over to Mari. I’m expecting you to be available for me whenever I need you.”

“Make sure you include an extra hundred grand for every year after three that he stays alive, and we have a deal.”

“Fifty.”

“Don’t test me.”

“Fine, eighty.”

I reached out my hand, and we shook on it, staring into each other’s eyes with intensity as we did. He got up and showed himself out of the house as I sat at the outdoor table, silenced and stunned by what I’d agreed to but also by the fact that I would become this handsome man’s wife. Even if we didn’t fuck, at least we would have a collection of gorgeous pictures.


CHAPTER 3

Lawrence sent over a contract a few days after our date in the courtyard. I was his now that I’d signed it. He sent over an initial fifty thousand dollars, and now it was my job to go on a bunch of dates with him so that we could build an online presence together. He didn’t want it to be a total shock when he proposed, especially since I wasn’t one of the girls that his family had picked for him to date. I had no online profiles, so I didn’t have to worry about them looking me up. As far as they were concerned, I was a girl who worked as a receptionist at a hotel downtown. We would tell his family that we met while having drinks after work with our friends.

“Should we take pictures over there?” I asked and pointed at a tree. It was late in the afternoon. The sunlight was perfect for snapping photos for our social media profiles. I felt a little wrong deceiving his family, but Lawrence had told me enough bad stories about his grandfather to make me feel a tad less guilty. Apparently he was a big misogynist and an asshole in general. The family loved him because he was the patriarch, but Lawrence said they only tolerated him. Everyone was ready for him to die so that they could get his money.

Lawrence followed me over to the tree, our fingers laced together. I felt so close to him already. I had to be careful and protect my heart. I was constantly reminding myself that our relationship was strictly business, but there was something in the way he looked at me, like I was special. Beautiful. Cherished. I was probably just imagining things, so I tried not to get ahead of myself, but how could I not? Lawrence was sexy, rich, and intelligent.

“This spot is perfect,” Lawrence said as he swiftly pulled me into his arms. I gasped as I landed against his firm body. “Smile for the camera, gorgeous.”

Lawrence pushed his fingers into my hair as we both stared into the camera. The reflection of us got me every time. We were so cute together. People turned their heads to look at us every time we went somewhere. I hated that we looked so perfect as a couple. I hated that I was falling for this man that I couldn’t actually have.

“Let’s take some of us sitting.”

“Should I get on your lap?”

“Yeah, while you give me a kiss.”

I bit my lip as I got to my knees by Lawrence’s side, already anxious about what this moment would do to me. I slid onto Lawrence’s lap and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck while he placed his hand on my side. It was so strong and manly, just like him. He was everything I could ever want in a husband. I never realized how difficult this assignment would be when I agreed to it, but I was dying inside as Lawrence touched me, falling more in love with him the more time we spent together.

“Are you okay?”

“Just fine,” I said in a bright voice. “Kiss me for the picture.”

“Close your eyes.”

I did as he said, burning inside as he pressed his lips against mine and took a few photos. I gasped against his mouth when his cock jumped beneath his pants. My own cock stirred at the feeling of his pressing against my bum. He didn’t know how badly I wanted him to take me. If only he knew what I would let him do to me.

“These are the best pictures we’ve taken yet.”

“They aren’t too sexy?”

“I’m sure grandpa would approve,” Lawrence said with a smirk. “What do you say I post one?”

“You have to post at least two. Let me pick.”

“Thank you.”

I stayed on Lawrence’s lap as I scrolled through his phone, ignoring the fact that his cock kept jumping in his pants. He was staring at me intently, but I didn’t give him any attention. We both knew that I could feel his cock poking my butt. Why give him the satisfaction of letting him know that I liked it? Why let him know that I was literally going mad from my incessant need to have this man? What could I do to make these feelings go away? Seriously, I needed to know… ASAP.

The chances of Lawrence wanting a girl like me after this fake marriage was over were zero, and I would be shattered. Destroyed. I wouldn’t be able to put the pieces of my heart back together after he took a hammer to it, but I’d signed a contract. There was no going back no matter what I did.

Fuckkk!

I kept my emotions bottled up and picked out the two cutest photos for Lawrence to post on his social media account for everyone in his family to see. “These are the best ones,” I said and passed his phone back to him so that he could review the post that I’d prepared.

“We look pretty good together, don’t we?” he said as he stared at the screen with a sparkle in his eyes.

I slid off his lap now that I’d come back to my senses. He could think that we looked good together all he wanted, but Lawrence made it clear that he wasn’t interested in sex the first time we met. He made it clear that this was nothing other than a business arrangement. I said nothing as Lawrence posted the pictures of us. I shook him off when he wrapped his arms around my shoulder.

“Stop it,” I said.

“What’s wrong?”

“Us. This.”

“What?” Lawrence asked in a rough voice. “We’re just taking some pictures. Why are you acting like that?”

“We have to set boundaries. You can’t keep touching me.”

Lawrence frowned as I stared at him, but I was being serious. I was vulnerable and tender. Lawrence was the most stable relationship I’d had in years, and it was all a mirage. All those pretty pictures we posted online meant nothing if we couldn’t be together. The fact that we were supposed to get married only made everything worse. It made me feel absolutely miserable.

“I’m sorry,” he said with a shake of the head, scooting away from me. He threw his arms into the air. “You’re right. I should have been more respectful of your space.”

“This is harder than I thought it would be.”

“For me too,” Lawrence said with a deep sigh. “Never in a million years did I think I would have a crush on you.”

“You have a crush on me?” I asked, my voice catching in my throat. “Do you mean it?”

“Absolutely.” He scooted forward and wrapped his hands around mine. I looked away, but his gaze was relentless. He pulled me back to him within moments, making me blush as a smile crossed his lips. Was he being serious right now? Did he really want me? “You’re so sexy. It drives me crazy knowing that you were once a guy, but anyone would be a fool to think you were a man now. You’re all woman.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Uh, yeah. It took a lot of work, but here I am,” I said and snapped my fingers.

“I’m being serious, Nicole. You’re something else.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“In the best ways possible,” Lawrence said and squeezed my hands before gently resting them on my lap. He moved his hand to my face and cupped my cheek. “I lie awake at night thinking about you, wishing that we could have more than a business contract.”

“Don’t tease me, Lawrence.”

“I’m serious,” he said. “I don’t care that you’re trans. I don’t care how we met. The more time we spend together, the more I want to be with you.”

I moved closer to him as he moved closer to me. He lifted his other hand to hold both sides of my face as he kissed me. It was our first true kiss, and I could feel the energy vibrating between us. He truly meant what he said. I leaned deeper into the kiss, sliding back onto Lawrence’s lap. He was already hard for me, and I loved it. I moaned against his lips as he slid his tongue into my mouth and his hand up my back. He pushed his fingers beneath my bra strap, teasing me with his touch. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d wanted a man so badly, but I was desperate for Lawrence.

“Show me that you’re serious,” I said.

“I need you, Nicole.”

“Take me back to your place and have me.”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “Show me this isn’t a game.”

Lawrence lifted me off his lap and stood, holding out a hand to help me to my feet. He grabbed me there under the tree and gave me another kiss. Then he took my hand and led me to his car. I hadn’t yet been to his place, but I trusted him explicitly and couldn’t wait to see where the day took us.


CHAPTER 4

“This is where you live?” I said in a high voice when we entered his stellar apartment. He lived downtown in one of the nicest buildings I’d ever seen with a doorman and everything. I walked over to the huge sliding doors that led out to his terrace. “Do you mind?”

“Not at all. I have quite the view.”

“You really do,” I said as I stepped outside, taking in the city’s skyline. I could even see the river that ran through the city from where I was standing, completely amazed by its beauty and how the city lights reflected off the dark water. I jumped a little when Lawrence came up behind me and placed his hand on my shoulder.

“Sorry,” he said softly. “I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

“It’s okay. I was caught up in the view.”

“Do you come downtown often?”

“A bit,” I said, not really wanting to get into the details of my life. Lawrence clearly lived a much more fabulous life than I, and he didn’t want to hear about all the sexual escapades I went on to pay my bills. “When there’s a game. You know.”

“Everyone loves coming down here for the games.”

“Not much else?”

He shrugged and pressed himself against my body, which pushed me up against the railing. I was normally afraid of heights but felt strangely safe in his arms. I knew that I shouldn’t trust a man so easily, not after everything that I’d been through, but Lawrence and I had been doing everything except fucking the past couple weeks, and that was making me vulnerable. I couldn’t remember the last time that I didn’t just hop into bed with a man. I couldn’t remember the last time that a man had wined and dined me like Lawrence did, and all the cute pictures we were taking to build a narrative only made this fake relationship all the more difficult. As much as I wanted to believe that Lawrence truly desired me like he’d said in the park, how did I know he wouldn’t change course once he saw me naked? He chose me to become his fake wife because I had a dick, and the last thing I wanted was to be humiliated by this man I’d grown to love.

“Lots of people live downtown, but you know how people out in the suburbs talk. How the city is such a horrible place.”

“They like downtown, though.”

“Maybe,” Lawrence said casually as he moved one hand to the nape of my neck. I moaned lightly when he pushed his fingers into my hair. “I don’t know what people think, but I know what I think.”

“What’s that?”

“That you look stunning.”

“Thank you,” I said in a measured voice as I stared out to the city and the river passing through it, focusing on a few people who were walking along the sidewalks below. I ignored how Lawrence’s cock had grown hard and was pressing against my bum through the fabric of our clothes, but damn did I want it. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d wanted a man this badly, but that was even more reason to tread carefully. Lawrence could break the contract. He could dump me in a second and find a new girl. I would still get paid, but it would only be a fraction of our original terms if we didn’t end up walking down the aisle together to become husband and wife.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I said in a breath and turned to break free of Lawrence’s hold. He was so warm and comforting, but it was an illusion. He was that elusive prize that nobody could win no matter how hard they tried. The only reason that Lawrence had sought me out was due to his commitment issues and his desire to avoid a meaningful, loving marriage at all costs, including paying a whore like me to marry him.

I felt ravaged when the truth hit me like a tidal wave slamming onto the shore. I was a fool for letting it go beyond the dates for photo ops. I was a fool to believe Lawrence for even a second and for coming back to his place when I knew better. I couldn’t give my heart to a man who saw me as a transaction.

“I should get going, Lawrence.”

“Why?”

“It wasn’t a good idea to come here,” I said and marched over to the door, keeping my head held high even though I felt like I wanted to cry. I wouldn’t cheat on Lawrence. I would be faithful to him as long as our contract was active, but I couldn’t sleep with him. I couldn’t let myself fall even more in love. I was playing with fire as it stood, and I could tell that I was on the verge of getting burned.

Lawrence followed me to the door and grabbed my hand before I could leave. “Don’t go, Nicole. I meant what I said back at the park.”

“Maybe you did, but it’s not a good idea for us to be together.”

“I thought that too, but I can’t stop thinking about you when we’re apart. I can’t stop imagining how amazing life would be if we took things to the next level.”

“You’re only fooling yourself with those lies. We both know what will happen when you see me naked.”

“Let me prove you wrong.”

“I’m not willing to take that risk,” I said and tried to pull my hand free from Lawrence’s grip, but he wouldn’t let me go. He was staring at me with that relentless gaze of his as I stood at his door. I refused to meet his eyes. I refused to let my walls crumble. We were supposed to spend the next year or two together. I worried if we blurred the lines of our agreement now that we would never be able to make it as a fake married couple. “We can’t do this, Lawrence. We have to stay focused on the end goal.”

“You’re my end goal now.”

Blush crossed my cheeks at his flattering words. I couldn’t control my instant reaction no matter how hard I tried, but I didn’t want to feel like this. Madame Mari had taught me the dangers of vulnerability. She taught me that I had to protect my heart above all else, especially with rich and powerful men. I hadn’t dealt with many of them before Lawrence came along, and even when I did, none of them spoke so poetically into my ear.

“C’mon, Nicole. Don’t leave now. Let me prove you wrong.”

“You might hurt me if I stay.”

“How about I agree to give you one hundred thousand after tonight if I change my mind? Would that change yours?”

My knees knocked as a chill ran through my body. “You’re willing to do that? Just to prove me wrong?”

“Yes, Nicole, because I’m certain it won’t matter. I’m certain that I’ll still want you once this night is over.”

As much as I wanted to believe Lawrence, it was still my heart on the line. I’d already fallen for him over the past two weeks from all the wining and dining we’d been doing and all those sweet, gentle kisses we gave each other for the cameras. These emotions coursing through me were almost too much to bear, but what did I have to lose by giving Lawrence a chance?

“Write that offer on a napkin, and we have a deal.”

Lawrence smirked when I met his eyes for the first time since walking toward the door. They were so big and brown and intensely beautiful just like the rest of him. He was a man of stature. Elegant in every sense of the word and as gentlemanly as could be. I relaxed as he took my hand and led me back toward the terrace.

“Why don’t you sit outside while I fetch us glasses of wine? Or would you prefer something else?”

“Wine is fine,” I said and opened the sliding door to step outside. Lawrence smiled as he watched me before disappearing to the kitchen. I admired the way he whistled while he prepared us the glasses of wine, looking as handsome as could be when he stepped back outside.

“Here you are,” he said and placed the glass in front of me.

“Thank you,” I said and picked up the wine glass by its stem as Lawrence sat across from me. “Cheers.”

“Cheers,” he echoed and clinked his glass against mine. “Aren’t summers the best?”

“I don’t hate winters, but summer is certainly better.”

Lawrence chuckled and took a sip from his glass before setting it on the table. “In all seriousness, I would like to get married by the fall of this year. We’ll have to get engaged soon.”

“Oh,” I said and sucked in a sharp breath. “I suppose I expected that, but talking about it makes the date seem so close.”

“It is close, but I’m confident we won’t run into any issues,” he said and scooted forward to place his hand on my leg beneath the table. His gentle touch ignited a fire within my body. I folded my lips, trying to hide how badly I wanted him, trying to be at least a little hard to get, but Lawrence could take me right here on the terrace, and I would let him. I would strip naked and bend over the railing if that was what he told me to do, despite my fear of heights. He wouldn’t let me fall.

I moved my legs to get his hand off them, but I would be kidding myself if I said I didn’t want his hands all over me. I wanted to feel what it would be like to be his girl and not his paid help. As much as I wanted to open the door of possibility, fear paralyzed me. Fear kept me timidly sipping my glass of wine while Lawrence stared at me with that handsome gaze.

“You’ll have to trust me eventually. I signed the napkin, didn’t I? What’s the worst that can happen?”

“You might call me ugly names. Maybe you’ll beat me up like other guys have. I don’t know,” I said defensively, letting my past cloud my judgment, but I’d been through a lot. Men weren’t always the kindest creatures on the planet, especially ones who struggled with their desires for trans women. I didn’t think that Lawrence was like those men who’d come through my life in the past, but how did I know that he wouldn’t turn on me?

He shook his head. “I wouldn’t do any of those things. Do you think I would have offered to make you my wife if I had a problem with trans women? I’ll admit I never thought that I would want to sleep with you since you’re trans, but my feelings for you have grown complicated over the past couple weeks. I like you more than I ever thought I would, and I don’t know… I just want to try having a little fun if you’re willing. Wouldn’t our marriage be that much better if we could fool around from time to time?”

I shrugged, not wanting to answer the question. Lawrence stood when I said nothing and walked over to me. “What are you doing?” I asked as he stood above me.

“Showing you that I’m serious.”


CHAPTER 5

I gasped as Lawrence fell to his knees in front of me and placed his hands on my legs. His touch was heavy and passionate, and I was paralyzed from it. I bit my lip as he slowly moved his fingers up my legs until they were at the hem of my dress. He looked up at me through hooded eyes as he continued moving his hands until they were beneath the fabric.

“You don’t have to do this. We can—”

“Shh, Nicole. I want to do this.”

What more could I say? As worried as I was about where the future would take us, I couldn’t deny that I wanted Lawrence. I wanted him to use my body for his pleasure. I didn’t want to spend the next few years of my life without passion, so why not give this a chance? Why not let my guard down? Lawrence proved that he wasn’t like a lot of other men on more than one occasion, so shouldn’t I trust him now? Shouldn’t I let him do as he said?

“Your legs are so sexy and smooth,” Lawrence said as he brushed my exposed flesh with the back of his hand. “So feminine.”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“I’ve been wanting to touch you like this for days now. Thank you for letting me.”

“Don’t make me regret it.”

“I won’t,” he said and moved his hands a little closer to my dick. It was tucked tightly in the black thong that I was wearing to match my black heels and dress. I’d worn gold jewelry with my outfit this afternoon to match the sunset as we snapped our pictures, but now I just wanted Lawrence to remove everything from my body and ravish me right here on the terrace. I didn’t care if other people could see us from the neighboring skyscrapers. I didn’t care if someone called the authorities on us if it meant that I could have him.

“Are you sure you want this?” I asked.

“Positive,” he said and pushed my dress a little higher. “If you could feel how hard I was right now, you would know that I was telling the truth.”

Lawrence wasn’t the only one that was hard. I could feel my cock swelling in my black thong. It was dying to break free, but maybe it would be best to see Lawrence’s cock first. Maybe it would be best if I played with his cock before he played with mine.

“Let me see.”

He shook his head. “Not until I see yours.”

“You don’t want to show me yours first?”

Lawrence smirked as he pushed up my dress a little further, sending yet another chill through my body. No other man’s touch had made me feel so alive and fearful at the same time. I wanted him so badly at this point that I worried I wouldn’t be able to handle any of his criticism, but I let him continue as he was. He pushed up my dress until my thong was on full display.

“Damn, that’s a thick bulge.”

My cheeks turned bright red as Lawrence stared at the outline of my hardened cock. I was usually pretty good at controlling my boners, but there was nothing I could do with his hands all over me. He reached his hand out and touched it, his eyes widening when he made contact.

“If you hate it, you—”

“Shh,” he hissed. “Give me a chance.”

I gripped the chair as Lawrence moved his hand a little more quickly, rubbing up and down the outline of my cock like it was a toy, and I loved it so much. I moaned deeply when he slipped his fingers into my thong and wrapped them around my swollen shaft.

“Mmm, I’ve never touched a cock other than my own before, but I really like yours.”

“You do?” I asked softly.

“Yes,” he said and nodded. “A lot.”

I cursed under my breath as Lawrence grabbed the waistline of my thong and began moving it down my legs. My cock stood at attention once it was free, and Lawrence moved the thong all the way down my legs and tossed it over his shoulder, never taking his eyes off me for a second.

“I love how smooth it is,” Lawrence said and returned his hand to my cock. “Pull down your dress and show me your tits.”

“Right here?” I asked.

“Yes, right here. I want to see your tits.”

My cock jumped in Lawrence’s grip as he stared at me with his intense gaze. I couldn’t deny his request, so I pulled down my black dress and my bra to reveal my tits. Lawrence moaned deeply as he took in the sight of my half-naked body. It was a little uncomfortable having my dress bunched up around my midsection, but I didn’t care. I was too carried away in the moment, lost in the fact that the desire hadn’t disappeared from Lawrence’s eyes.

“Want me to suck your dick?”

“So badly,” I said in a breath.

“Mmm, I will after you give me a kiss.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Be careful when you say that,” Lawrence said in a sinister voice as he moved his way up my body to press his lips against mine. I moaned into his mouth when he took my tit into his hand, squeezing it with a firm grip, making me come more undone than I already was. “You’re so sexy. Fuck,” Lawrence said against my lips between kisses. “I never thought I would want you this bad.”

“I want you too.”

“Let’s take this off,” Lawrence said and grabbed my dress to pull it over my head. I was completely naked except for my heels, but I no longer cared that we were outside. The only thing I cared about was the way Lawrence looked at me like I was made of gold, like I was worth far more than he’d agreed to pay me for becoming his fake wife, and seeing him look at me like that made me relax.

Lawrence lowered himself back down to my cock and took it into his closed fist, pumping it in his hand. I moaned as he worked my cock, my balls tightening a little with each movement of his hand. I cried out as the tension built within me, afraid that I would cum after a few quick touches.

“You like that?”

“It feels so good.”

“Should I suck it now?”

“Please,” I said in a breath. “Please suck it.”

Lawrence stared at my cock with uncertain eyes. He’d never sucked a cock in his life, but I was thrilled to be his first. I wanted to make him more comfortable though, so I squeezed my tits and moaned in feminine breaths.

“Suck my girly cock, Lawrence. Put it deep in your mouth.”

“Fuck, you look so sexy like that.”

“Yeah? You like it when I touch my tits?”

“So much,” he said and looked at my chest with mesmerized eyes. I licked my fingertips and rubbed them against my nipples, moaning even more loudly, hopefully getting drowned out by the traffic below, but I didn’t give a fuck if anyone heard me. “So sexy.”

“Please suck my girly cock, Lawrence.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I moaned. “Show me your cock while you do it.”

“Good idea,” he said and swiftly removed his clothes until he was completely naked in front of me, his own cock hard and much bigger than I expected. It was at least eight inches long and thick. My cock was seven inches or so, which I had a feeling was plenty big for my gentleman suitor.

“Mmm, I can’t wait to suck that cock, but you want to suck mine first, right?”

“Yes,” he said and got back to his knees between my legs. He grabbed my dick and moved more closely to it, tempting me with those sexy lips. I kept moaning in my girly voice for him, encouraging him to do what he intended, desperate to feel my cock sliding in and out of that sexy mouth. “Fuck, I never thought we would be here.”

“Prove to me that you want this, and I’ll return the favor.”

“I want this,” he said without a hint of hesitation in his voice. Then he parted his lips and took my cock into his mouth. I gasped as my heavy shaft slid toward the back of his throat. He choked on my cock a little once it was deep in his mouth, but he looked up at me with a sparkle in his eyes when it happened. I pushed my fingers into his thick, dark hair and made him choke on my dick again, letting that animal within him come alive. Now that we’d gotten this far, I could tell that he wanted this. I could tell that he wanted my girly cock just as much as I wanted to give it to him.

“Yes, Lawrence! Suck my girly cock!”

He moaned on my dick at those words while he stroked his own. I glanced between his legs, loving how thick and long his cock looked as it dangled there, tempting me to no end. I loved having my cock in his mouth, but I was more than ready to return the favor. I wanted to feel that heavy hunk of meat sliding around on my tongue, pushing against the back of my throat, but even more than that, I wanted to feel him sliding around inside of my bussy.

Lawrence pulled off my cock and wiped his wet lips. “Damn, your dick tastes good.”

“Yeah? You like having that girly dick in your mouth?”

“So much,” he said.

“You want me to suck yours now?” I asked.

“More than anything.”

I smiled at Lawrence as I stood in my black heels, the only piece of clothing left on my body. I dropped to my knees in front of him as he stood tall above me, looking up at my handsome man through hooded eyes. He looked even stronger now that he was naked. His thighs were thick like a rugby player. His veins protruded along his arms like he spent every day at the gym. He was thin enough that it was hard to tell that this immaculate body was hiding beneath his clothes, but I wasn’t complaining. Far from it.

“Mmm,” I purred as I daintily wrapped my fingers around his thickened flesh. “Your cock is so big.”

“It’s extra big for you.”

I chuckled and shook my head, never letting the sparkle disappear from my eyes. I was honestly head over heels for this man, even though loving him frightened me to my core. Never in a million years would I have felt worthy for a handsome, rich, and confident man like Lawrence, yet here we were, exposed for the world to see if they cared to look, but we were too lost in the moment to care.

“Don’t cum before you can fuck me.”

“Your wish is my command,” Lawrence said with a smirk as he slowly reached down to push his fingers into my hair. I moaned against the head of his cock as I parted my lips, loving how he was holding me by my hair as I started taking him into my mouth. “Fuck, you sucking my cock is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

I was curious if he’d ever fucked out on the terrace before but didn’t bother to ask. I was too hungry for his cock and wrapped my lips around it tightly, loving how he moaned deeply as I did. He tightened his grip on my hair as his cock slid toward the back of my throat, but I breathed through my nose to take him. My bussy was twitching like crazy I wanted him to fuck me so badly, but we could take as long as he needed.

“You really know how to suck dick.”

I moaned on his cock and bobbed my head more vigorously. He was kidding himself if he thought this was my best work, so I kicked it up a notch. I rubbed a tit with one hand and played with his balls with the other as I swirled my tongue around his tip. He cried out as I pleasured his dick, and I could tell that he would bust in my mouth if I wasn’t careful, so I pulled my lips off his dick to give him a break.

“You like that?”

“So much,” he said. “So fucking much.”

“You want to fuck me?”

“Promise you’ll suck my dick again?”

“Whenever you want,” I said in a sexy, slutty voice. I’d mastered being a diva in the streets and a freak in the sheets long ago. I would make Lawrence’s wildest dreams come true if he let me. “Does that mean this won’t be our only night of fooling around?”

“Not by a long shot,” Lawrence said and grabbed my hand to pull me up to my feet and lead me inside. I followed him to his bedroom, which had a king-size bed and a view that looked out to the river and city below. He pushed me onto the bed and climbed onto it after me, pulling me close to him to shower me with kisses. He wrapped his hand around my hard cock as he kissed me. “How can you be this beautiful with a cock?”

“I’ve been a woman for as long as I can remember, but I never felt right getting rid of my dick.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

His touch had me twisting and turning, worried that I would cum before he could fuck me. I didn’t tell him to stop, though. He was soft and tender and everything I’d ever wanted in a man. Everything I never thought that I would have.

“This goes against everything we agreed to in the contract.”

“Screw the contract. You have my word that you’ll get everything I promised you. I only want to be with you now,” he said and moved his hand from my cock to my side and up to my breast. “I don’t want this to be a strictly professional relationship. Not anymore.”

I mewed and pressed my bottom up against his cock, wanting him to slide into my bussy at once. I wanted to feel his long, thick cock moving in and out of my hole, which was twitching with need. Lawrence wrapped one of his thick legs around my body and gently thrusted his hips, squeezing my ass while he did.

“You’re so smooth.”

“I keep my body like this.”

“So sexy,” Lawrence said and held my cheeks open to press his tip against my hole. I moaned into my folded lips as he pressed a little harder, stretching me the tiniest bit. “Fuck, you feel so tight.”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath. “Stretch my bussy.”

“Your bussy, huh?”

“Mhm.” He squeezed my side as I nodded and pushed my hole against his dick to encourage him to go a little deeper. I let him slide into me until my hole was feeling a touch too tight.

“Do you have some lube?”

“Yeah,” Lawrence said in a breathy voice. “I’ll grab it. My bad.”

“No need to apologize,” I said. “I love having you inside of me.”

He growled as he rolled over to grab a small bottle of silicone lubricant out of his side table. He lathered his dick with the clear liquid while I got onto my hands and knees in front of him. I gasped when he reached between my legs and wrapped his hand around my stiff cock. He pumped it in his closed fist as he scooted forward on his knees to get into position.

“You like my girl dick?”

“So fucking much. Way more than I ever expected.”

“Mmm, fuck my bussy with that big dick. I need it.”

“Yeah? You want this dick in your ass?”

“So bad,” I said and shook my butt for him. He growled and slapped his heavy cock against my hole, making me shiver from the touch. He pressed his tip against my entrance. I moaned when he pushed into me, stretching my hole with his thick dick. “Yes!” I cried as he slid a little deeper. “Your dick feels so good.”

“So does your hole. Fuck!” He smacked my ass. I could feel every inch of his thick dick as he sank deep into my hole. I cried out as the sheets bunched up in my fingers. I squeezed my walls around his dick. “Yes! That feels so good!” I pushed on his cock with my bussy, and he moved against it to sink deeper, crying out about how good it felt.

“Fuck me hard!”

“Take this dick, Nicole!”

Lawrence dug his fingers into my side as he fucked me hard. His balls slapped against mine with each thrust, and it felt so fucking good. My tits were bouncing around like wild, but I would never tell Lawrence to stop. I wanted to feel him cum deep inside my hole, which was exactly what he did seconds later.

“Take this cum!” he grunted. I felt the hot cream unloading into my bussy, and it felt so good. I moaned deeply as he continued pumping his hips to push his cum deeper into my hole.

“So good,” I said and fell to the bed when he pulled out of me. I turned over and spread my legs. He reached out his hand and grabbed my dick. “Make me cum.”

“Cum for me, beautiful.”

I moaned in my slutty high-pitched voice as he pumped my cock in his fist. I played with my tits as he watched me with lustful, loving eyes. My balls tightened as he played with my cock, getting me closer to orgasm with each stroke of his hand.

“Right there! Yes!”

“Cum for me, girl.”

“Pump my cock hard.”

“Like this?”

“Yes!” I cried as he picked up speed. “Just like that!”

Lawrence used his other hand to play with my smooth balls, telling me to cum for him as I stared into his soulful brown eyes. I gasped as I couldn’t hold my load for another second, and then I was squirting it all over his hand and the bed. He moaned deeply as he pulled his fingers to my tip to extract the last of my load.

“That was so hot.”

“You liked watching me cum?”

“Mhm, and I can’t wait to make you cum again.”

“I would love that,” I said. “Feel free whenever you want.”

“Deal,” he said and climbed to the edge of the bed. “I’ll grab us a towel.”

“I’m sorry for making a mess.”

“Don’t worry about it. I have some fresh sheets in the closet.”

I waited for Lawrence to return with the towel. He wiped me down, and then we changed the bedding before getting right back into bed to hold each other while we watched a movie. We couldn’t help but to have a little more fun once the movie was over.


CHAPTER 6

“It was so lovely to meet you, Nicole,” Ruth said and gave her son an admiring look as we stood outside of the restaurant. They still had no idea that I was trans, and neither of us planned on telling them before Lawrence got his inheritance since they were old-money conservative types, but they seemed to love me otherwise.

“Likewise, Mrs. Buchanan. Thank you again for the meal.”

“Oh, please. It was nothing, and you should be thanking my husband, anyway.” Ruth stepped away and walked a few feet down the sidewalk with her son.

“Thank you, Mr. Buchanan,” I said and turned to Charles as he stared at me with a beaming smile. I noticed the way he looked up and down my body, but he was harmless. I’d gotten pretty good at sniffing out rotten men over the years since my line of work was messy. Meeting Lawrence and now his family was such a breath of fresh air compared to some of the things I’d done in my past.

“The pleasure was all mine,” Mr. Buchanan said and lifted my hand to his lips to kiss it gently. I blushed as he stared into my eyes. I felt bad for keeping my identity a secret from Lawrence’s family but understood why he didn’t want to tell them I was trans before grandpa died. The only thing that mattered was the fact that Lawrence didn’t care that I had a cock. The more time we spent together, the more I truly believed that Lawrence cared for me and loved me.

Mr. Buchanan began talking about sports as Mrs. Buchanan and her son slowly worked their way back to us. I listened as Charles told me about baseball stats I didn’t care about, but the smile never fell from my face. “We’ll have to go a game sometimes, dad,” Lawrence said as he and his mother approached. “Wouldn’t you like that, Nicole?”

“I would love that,” I said in my sweet, innocent voice.

“We’ll have to arrange that. We have season tickets for an entire row of seats.”

“Do you? You must really love baseball then,” I said.

“More than you know,” Ruth said with a smile. “He’s always dragging me to games, but I must admit, they can be lots of fun.”

“And when they’re not?”

“That’s why beer was invented,” said Ruth.

We all laughed, but I could tell that she was ready to go after the long lunch we’d had. I couldn’t believe how down-to-earth Lawrence’s parents were, but they were lots of fun. The perfect people to have as in-laws. What I didn’t know was how serious Lawrence and I would become over the years. When we were together, I felt like what we had would never end, but then I thought about the contract and the fact that I was trans and worried myself all over again that he would have a change of heart down the line. He told me that he wouldn’t, but meeting the family he came from gave me a bit of pause, even if they were much friendlier than I expected.

“It was lovely to meet you, Nicole.”

“Likewise,” I said as Ruth gave me a gentle kiss on the cheek.

“Until next time,” Charles said and gave me a hug.

“It was so lovely to meet you two,” I said to Lawrence’s parents as they held hands and shifted slightly toward their car. “See you soon!”

“I’m sure we will!” Ruth said with a bright smile.

“That went so well,” Lawrence said and wrapped his arm over my shoulder as they started walking away. “Why don’t we go to the park down the street?”

“Sure, I could use a walk after that filling lunch,” I said and patted my stomach, which was feeling a bit more bloated than usual. Lawrence laced his fingers with mine, and we headed in the opposite direction of his parents.

The park was small, but there were plenty of places to sit. We found a bench beneath a tree. “It’s such a lovely day.”

“Tell me about it,” I said and undid my bun to let my hair down. “Your parents were a lot chiller than I was expecting.”

“We’re not the stuffiest bunch.”

“Not by a long shot,” I said with a laugh. “Do you really think they’d be okay with me being trans? Won’t they want grandchildren?”

“We can always adopt if they insist.”

I shot Lawrence a dubious look. His parents might have been charming and kind, but they didn’t strike me as the type who would want grandchildren who weren’t born directly from Lawrence’s DNA, but maybe they could surprise me again.

“Can I be honest?”

“Of course, Nicole.”

“I feel conflicted about what we’re doing. I understand why you don’t want to tell your family about me until after your grandpa dies, but what happens then? I’m not sure I have as much faith in your parents as you do.”

“My parents will accept whatever I tell them, and that’s that.”

I frowned, feeling like Lawrence wasn’t listening. “What if you decide to dump me after I’ve fallen for you completely? I worry that you’ll kick me to the curb if needed.”

“Nicole! I would never do that to you,” he said and grabbed my hands, staring into my eyes. “You must believe me.”

“How? I can’t see into the future.”

“Neither can I, but dropping you is not part of my plans. We can adopt. Hell, we can tell my grandpa to go fuck himself if he finds out that you’re trans before the wedding. I honestly don’t care anymore. When we first met, I was all about the money, but now I’m all about you. I’ve made a good deal in my own right. Not as much as my grandpa Mark would leave me, but fuck his money. I’m tired of my family trying to force me to live a certain way, which was why we even met in the first place, but now I think that fate brought us together. I was meant to meet you and fall in love with you and spend the rest of my life worshipping the ground where you walk.”

My smile broadened at Lawrence’s words. He said them with such vigor and passion that I had no choice but to believe him. I’d been trying to convince myself that our relationship could never be real while we fell for each other, but I no longer doubted Lawrence’s love. Our relationship was about more than the contract we’d signed. Everything changed that first night we made love, and now we were here, stronger and more confident of our relationship than ever.

“What are you doing?” I asked when Lawrence slid off the bench and got down on one knee in front of me. I looked around to see if anyone was watching, but it seemed we were alone in the park.

“My mother gave me my grandmother’s ring for you.”

“What?” I gasped.

Lawrence nodded as he reached into the inside pocket of his jacket. He pulled out a little red box. I gasped when he opened it, revealing a beautiful diamond ring with a silver band.

“Nicole.”

“Yes?”

Lawrence pulled the ring out of the box and held it in front of my face. “Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

Tears welled in my eyes as I stared at him and the ring. “Yes, Lawrence! A million times yes!”

“Good,” he said and slipped the ring onto my left hand before pulling me into his arms for a kiss. “I never thought that we would have a real marriage when we first met, but now I couldn’t imagine spending a day without you. You’re the love of my life, Nicole.”

“Say it again,” I said breathlessly, basking in the weight of his love and the new rock on my finger. I wrapped my arms around Lawrence’s neck as he gave me another kiss.

“You’re the love of my life.”

“Promise?”

“A million percent,” he said and kissed me again. “We have to call my parents. I told my mom that we would after I proposed.”

“We can’t leave her waiting then.”

Lawrence grinned and held my hand as we returned to the bench. He pulled out his phone to call his mother. We smiled at the screen as the phone rang. Ruth answered after a few seconds, screaming as her face came into focus.

“Let me see my mother’s ring!”

I laughed and held up my left hand. “Thank you for trusting me with the ring. It’s beautiful.”

“You’re welcome, dear. Lawrence has never looked at a woman like he looks at you, so I’m happy you have it.”

“Oh, mom! Don’t make me blush!”

“Charles! Tell them congratulations!”

“Congrats! We can’t wait for the wedding!” Charles said and waved before stepping back out of the screen to return to whatever he was doing. Ruth fluttered her lashes at him and talked to us for a few minutes longer, and we set up a time to talk about the wedding later in the week. I felt light as air as we hung up the phone.

“Should we head back to my place to celebrate?” asked Lawrence.

“As long as we get takeout on the way.”

“Whatever you want, my love.”


CHAPTER 7

Lawrence and I got some Greek food on the way back to his place and a bottle of sparkling rose wine. We enjoyed it out on his terrace, and I couldn’t stop glancing at my sparkling diamond ring no matter how hard I tried. I couldn’t believe that his family had entrusted me with it, but that only further proved to me that they respected Lawrence’s decision to love me.

“My mom really likes you.”

“I don’t doubt that now,” I said and twisted my hand beneath the late-afternoon light. “The ring is stunning.”

“It’s older than both of us combined.”

“That only makes me love it even more.”

“I hope you don’t mind a short engagement,” Lawrence said in a heavier voice. “Everyone wants us to get married before the weather turns cold.”

“That’s what I was expecting, and I’m more than happy to make it happen. I can’t wait to be your wife.”

“Don’t lie to me, gorgeous.”

“Never.”

Lawrence grabbed the arms of his chair and scooted closer. He placed his hand on my leg, looking at me like he wanted to take things to the bedroom, which I wouldn’t object to doing. Making love to him relaxed me and lit up my soul. It would only be better now that we were engaged to marry.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“You and me.”

“Do tell,” I said as my lips curled into a smile. I picked up my sparking rose wine and took a sip as I waited for him to continue.

“I always fuck you.”

“And I love it,” I said and grabbed his thigh as he held mine. “It feels so good when you’re inside of me.”

“Yeah, but… I was thinking maybe you could fuck me.”

“You want me to fuck you?”

“I mean… you don’t have to, but I thought we could try.”

“Mmm, are you sure that’s what you want?” I asked, letting my hand move up his thigh until it was close to his crotch. “I would be more than happy to give you what you want.”

“Yeah?” he asked in a tight voice.

“Mhm. I’m happy to let you fuck me whenever you want, but I would happily fuck you.”

“Does it feel good?”

“It can feel incredible if you’re willing to relax.”

“I want to try,” he said with confidence.

“Then let’s go try,” I said and stood. Why not push the boundaries before we committed to a life together? I was happy to be with Lawrence either way, but of course I would love to fuck him. Who didn’t love getting their dick wet?

Lawrence held my hand tightly as I walked us to his bedroom, glancing over my shoulder at him every few seconds. He seemed nervous, so I took the lead. I pushed him to his butt at the edge of the bed and got to my knees between his legs.

“Why don’t I give you a treat before I stretch that ass?”

“I would like that,” he said in a tight voice.

I moaned as I unbuttoned his pants and pulled down his zipper. He lifted his hips so that I could slide his pants and underwear to the floor, leaving his hard, thick cock on full display. He was already leaking precum at the tip. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue to lick it clean while I stared into Lawrence’s eyes. He watched me like a hawk as I held his cock in my hand.

“You like it when I suck your dick?”

“So much,” he said in a breath.

I parted my lips and took his shaft into my mouth, moving my lips down his cock until they were at his base. He moaned deeply as I held his dick in my mouth and massaged it with my tongue. My own dick had grown hard beneath my thong. I reached up my dress to rub the outline of my cock as I sucked Lawrence’s, but I wanted much more than his dick. Now that he’d put the thought of his ass in my head, I had to have it.

“Take off your shirt and get on your hands and knees.”

“As you wish,” he said and ripped off his shirt.

I stripped naked as he got into position at the edge of the bed. I walked over to his bedside table to grab the bottle of silicone lube that we always used. I went back to him and crouched behind him to eat his ass, getting his hole nice and ready for my girly dick.

“Yes! Fuck, that feels good!”

I smacked his ass cheek as I licked his tight hole. “You ever been fucked before?” I asked between licks.

“No! Never!”

“Mmm, I can’t wait to be your first.”

“Fuck me good, Nicole! I want it.”

I stood behind Lawrence and rubbed the lube all over my cock before pushing some against his hole. I loved how my manicured nails looked against his tight virgin hole, especially now that I had a sparkly diamond ring on my finger. I stepped forward and pressed my cock against his entrance.

“Tell me if it hurts.”

“I will,” he said in a tight voice.

“Don’t forget to breathe and relax.”

Lawrence nodded as he took a deep breath, gasping when I pushed into him while he exhaled. I bit my lip as his tight hole held my dick. He was definitely a virgin, but I had a feeling that he would be requesting this regularly once he realized how good it could feel to get fucked. His hole tightened as I tried to push deeper, so I told him to relax and keep breathing.

“It’ll feel good once you relax.”

“Yeah,” he said in an unconvinced voice.

“Trust me,” I said and rubbed my fingers along his back. “Take some deep breaths.”

He did as I told him, letting me push deeper. I pulled out to apply some more lube when I felt he couldn’t take anymore, but it was like magic when I slid back into him. He cried out about how amazing it felt as I slid around inside of him with more ease. He grunted and moaned as I pumped my hips, losing myself in the moment until Lawrence lurched forward.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’m close and want to look at you when I cum.”

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I said as I watched Lawrence get onto his back and throw his legs into the air. I moved forward and grabbed his ankles as I slid back inside of him, gasping as his warm hole hugged my dick. “You feel so good, Lawrence.”

“So do you, Nicole.” He reached out and scraped his nails against my stomach before moving his hand up to my tit. He squeezed as I continued fucking him hard. We stared at each other as we got closer to orgasm. “Cum in me.”

“Yeah?”

“Please! I’m so close! I never thought a cock could feel this good.”

“Mmm,” I purred and took his finger into my mouth. “I’m glad you love my girl cock.”

“You’re so fucking hot. So is this. Fuck!” Lawrence’s back arched as he screamed, and cum started shooting from his dick. I pushed deep as he came and gasped as I began filling his hole with my hot cream. His walls worked my dick as he kept cumming until there wasn’t a drop of cum left in his cock.

“Damn,” I said as he pushed me out of him.

“So hot,” he said.

I helped him get up from the bed so that we could clean up in the bathroom together. He pulled me against him after we wiped ourselves down with a towel.

“Now all I need to do is make you my wife.”

“There’s still lots of planning to do.”

“Nothing that can’t be handled.”

“You’re right,” I said and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck as our softening cocks touched. Lawrence held me against the small of my back, smashing my breasts against his firm chest. “It’s nothing we can’t handle.”

“How did I ever get lucky enough to find you?” he said and kissed me.

“I ask myself the same question,” I said, staring into his gorgeous brown eyes.


SIT ON MOMMY’S LAP

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Fossie twirled her hair around her finger mindlessly as she stood at her bedroom window and looked out at her neighbor’s backyard. Their son Scott, who had to be twenty or twenty-one now, was lying on a towel with nothing on except a pair of running shorts. He held a paperback novel in his hands, sunglasses over his eyes, his skin glistening in the sunlight. Fossie couldn’t fathom why Scott was back from university in the city, but she couldn’t stop squinting at the hem of his shorts.

The thing was, well, his manhood was sticking out the bottom of his shorts, and it looked utterly delicious. Fossie hadn’t been with a man for several months. They all bored her. Every time she went out with a guy, the men expected her to be a submissive little slut, but that wasn’t who she was at all. Fossie liked control, power, and dominance. She liked men to bend at the knee before her, and she’d been wondering if it would be easier to break a younger man.

Thoughts swirled in Fossie’s mind as she stared out of the window at Scott, all handsome and youthful and probably blissfully unaware of how good this older woman could make him feel. She had a few tricks up her sleeve that girls Scott’s age probably hadn’t yet learned, and she wouldn’t mind teaching him a thing or two.

Fossie licked her lips as she continued staring at the plump sausage hanging out the hem of Scott’s shorts, wishing she could climb between her legs to wrap her lips around it, but he’d never let her do something so extreme. Not when she was his mother’s age. Not when he’d spent his entire life seeing her as Mrs. Schneider, but those days were behind her.

Fossie was Miss Clanton now. She dropped her married name and went back to her maiden name before the ink was even dry on her divorce papers. It was literally the very first thing she wanted to do once she’d kicked David to the curb. He thought he was so special, poor guy.

Once upon a time, Fossie really loved David, but she’d always felt that she wasn’t like other women and hadn’t really put her finger on why when she and David first got together. They were still so young and obsessed with finding the one. They met when Fossie was barely even twenty-one. She was so excited to have found a man who looked at her the way David did, she didn’t even hesitate to walk down the aisle.

They had Maggie when Fossie was only a bit older than Scott was now, but Fossie was far from the only young mother those days. She would never forget how happy she and David were when they brought Maggie home from the hospital. Even for the first few years after Maggie’s birth, Fossie thought she’d hit the jackpot when it came to love and marriage, but the truth slowly began to reveal itself.

Fossie wasn’t as submissive as David would have liked, and she resented him for expecting her to be someone she wasn’t. Once Fossie got to know herself a bit better, she realized that she wanted a man who would follow her rules. She wanted a man who would do what she told him to do, especially in the bedroom.

David tried to make Fossie submit more than once, and when she didn’t budge, he got angry. He grew distant when he realized that Fossie wasn’t the woman of his dreams, and he wasn’t the man of hers. They tried to keep up the act for Maggie, but it all fell apart around the time their daughter was about to start high school.

David slept around, and Fossie acted like she didn’t notice, at least until he tried to climb into bed and stick his dirty, used dick into her pussy for the first time in over a year. She had to fight him off her that night, and that was the end of their relationship. They both knew that it couldn’t continue. Maggie had since forgiven them for divorcing, but she wasn’t happy when they broke the news to her.

That was years ago, though.

David had been around several times since to beg Fossie for a second chance, and all she could do was laugh in his face. He only stopped after their daughter Maggie saw him begging. When David registered the disgusted look on Maggie’s face, he knew then that he had to stop fighting for Fossie. It was over.

Fossie had moved on, but she hadn’t yet found a man who could give her everything she truly wanted. Could it be different with a younger man like Scott? Could she convince him to do her bidding? Fossie certainly hoped so as she chewed on her bottom lip and stared at Scott’s cock hanging out the bottom of his shorts.

Fossie didn’t want to look away from the beautiful sight, but she had to come up with a plan on how she would get Scott to do what she wanted. She squinted as she stared a bit longer, letting different ideas float through her mind, and then it hit her!

Fossie knew exactly what she would do, but she needed a few props first, so she pulled herself away from the window after staring for a bit longer to head down to the kitchen and whip up a fresh batch of her famous chocolate-chip cookies.

Once the cookies were resting on the kitchen counter, she went back to her bedroom to change. She was a bit disappointed when she glanced out of the window to find that Scott was no longer lying in the yard, but no worries, as she planned on stopping by his house with the freshly baked cookies, but first she needed to put on something cute.

She chose a pair of tight-fitting leggings with an oversized T-shirt that had a plunging neckline. She didn’t want to look like she’d tried, but this outfit showed off her body in the best ways possible. Not tight around the stomach, but it was tight around the boobs and butt, and she hoped that she was still working with enough to steal a young man’s attention. Nerves filled Fossie as she packed the cookies and slipped on her tennis shoes, but her body was craving touch, and who better to touch her than a handsome younger man?


CHAPTER 2

“Fossie! What a lovely surprise! What are you doing here?” Stephanie asked as she held open her front door with a bright smile on her face. “What’s that in your hands?”

“I brought you some of my famous chocolate-chip cookies,” Fossie said with a bright smile, hoping that Stephanie couldn’t see through her facade. She and Fossie weren’t exactly the best of friends, but they chatted on their porches and went on walks around the neighborhood together sometimes when there was nothing better to do.

“That’s so sweet of you, Fossie! Come inside!”

Fossie smiled as she stepped past Stephanie to enter their home. The Rileys always kept their house immaculately clean. It probably helped that Stephanie was a stay-at-home mom, but Fossie never kept her house as clean as Stephanie back when her job was to stay at home. She now worked as an interior designer and had a list of clients around town. She focused more on growing her client base than spending time at the office where she rented out a desk.

“Would you like something to drink?” Stephanie asked as they walked together to the kitchen.

“I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“I was just thinking about putting on some tea to give me a little boost. I swear I get so tired in the afternoons these days.”

“Tea sounds lovely.”

“Is English Breakfast okay?”

“Perfect,” Fossie said as she looked around, trying not to be too obvious that she was searching for Scott, but the boy was literally the only thing on her mind, especially after she’d seen his manhood hanging out the bottom of his shorts. Fossie was still thinking about how good his thick meat would taste in her mouth as Stephanie fixed them two cups of tea.

“When was the last time we got together? I feel like it’s been forever,” Stephanie said as she came over to the table with the two mugs of tea. She set them on the table and went over to the container Fossie had brought to grab some chocolate-chip cookies, putting them on a plate. “Do you have any new clients?”

“I have a few,” Fossie said as she nibbled on one of her cookies. They were truly divine. Soft and chewy and buttery. Fossie didn’t make the cookies often since she tried to maintain a slim figure, especially since she was on the market, but she was always surprised by how delicious her chocolate-chip cookies tasted when she bothered to eat one.

“It must be so exciting to design houses.”

“I enjoy it.” Fossie picked up her mug of black tea, wishing that Scott would make an appearance, but he was probably hiding away in his bedroom, even more so if he heard his mother talking to someone. Fossie wasn’t sure how she would get Scott to see him as anyone other than a woman his mother’s age, but she had hope.

She had to have hope.

“It doesn’t leave me much time for housework, though. I’m always so amazed by how clean you keep your home.”

Stephanie beamed. “Oh, you’re too sweet, Fossie. It’s a lot of work, but I want to keep Gary happy. He’s always telling me how much he loves coming home to a clean house, so I guess I just want to give him what he likes,” Stephanie said with a shrug as she looked around to admire her home.

It wasn’t decked out with the latest designs or anything, but it was well-maintained, and Fossie had a feeling that Stephanie and Gary would live here until they were old and gray. Fossie wasn’t sure that she’d be their neighbors forever, but she had no plans on selling until she found something she liked even more than the house she’d gotten in her divorce from David.

“Did you want to go on a walk or something?” Stephanie asked after finishing off a cookie. “I’m supposed to meet one of my friends at the library later, but we could do a quick lap if you want.”

“No, it’s okay,” Fossie said with a light laugh. She felt awkward for bringing up Scott, mostly because her thoughts were deep in the gutter when it came to that handsome boy, but she’d come over here for a reason and didn’t see the point in leaving without addressing why she’d stopped by. “I actually was hoping for your help.”

“My help? What do you need?” Stephanie asked, her voice somewhere between excitement and concern.

“Well, you know, keeping up with the house has been a lot since Michael, Maggie, and David no longer live there.”

Stephanie nodded slowly. “Yes, I swear I don’t know how you do it! In that big house all by yourself!”

Fossie ignored the hint of condemnation in Stephanie’s tone. Not all women could be lovely housewives who cooked and cleaned and did whatever their husbands wanted. Fossie had given up on those ideals a long time ago and had no intentions of ever going back, but she still felt like Stephanie would see right through her once she asked what she’d come to ask. Fossie said a little prayer that Stephanie wouldn’t think anything of her request at all.

“Yes, that’s part of the reason why I came over.”

Stephanie squinted, looking puzzled.

“Was that Scott I saw in the backyard?”

“Oh, yes! Scott is home for the summer. Why?”

“Well, I was hoping that I could maybe get his help cleaning out my attic. I was actually about to go up there and start sorting through boxes, but then I looked into your backyard and saw Scott and thought that maybe some young muscle would help move along the process.”

“Smart woman,” Stephanie said with a laugh. “Scott! Come down here!”

“Why?” Scott hollered from upstairs.

“Because I told you to, boy! Don’t question me!”

Fossie’s eyes widened, surprised to see this side of Stephanie, who was usually so homey and sweet, but she had a loud yelling voice that nearly shook the windows!

“It’s actually perfect that you’re asking this of him,” Stephanie said in a low voice as there was a bit of commotion upstairs. “Scott has been wild and undisciplined in the city. We made him move back for the summer to get his act together and get a little time away from his friends. We’re also renting out his apartment to recoup a bit of money.”

“Oh, I had no idea!”

Stephanie sighed. “He’s refused to work, to pay any bills, and his father and I have about had it. We’ve been trying to get him to apply for jobs around here, but he just wants to read those damn science-fiction novels.”

Scott walked into the kitchen holding a beat-up paperback in his hands, wearing a tank top and those shorts that left little to the imagination. Fossie tried not to stare, but the outline of his cock was as clear as day, and she needed to play with it.

“Mrs. Schneider, hey. I didn’t know you’d be down here,” Scott said and glanced down at the clothes he was wearing, looking a touch embarrassed, even though he had no reason to be.

“It’s Miss Clanton now, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Clanton, but you can call me Fossie. You’re not a kid anymore.”

Stephanie scoffed. “Tell him that once he learns how to pay a bill.”

“Mom! That’s not fair. I buy all my books myself. You never give me any money for them.”

“You find them at used bookstores and garage sales. You think that comes close to what we spend on your rent, tuition, and utilities?” Stephanie asked in a harsh voice. “Don’t even get me started.”

Fossie folded her lips, a little taken aback by this side of Stephanie, but maybe Scott had been conditioned to listen to the orders of a woman. Maybe it would be a lot easier than she thought to corrupt Scott and turn him into the submissive sissy she wanted him to become. Fossie had never turned a man into a sissy, but she’d spent enough time on the internet to know that she wanted to be one of those dominant girls who had their men by the balls.

“What did you want, mom? I was just getting to the good part.”

“Well, you can put your book away. Miss Clanton has a job for you, and you’d be wise to do it if you can’t be bothered to take your lazy butt around town to apply for jobs.”

Scott groaned and tried to look anywhere but at Fossie, but a spark flickered between them when their eyes finally met. Maybe Fossie was a little too horny not to give away her desire, but Scott seemed to soften and come around to the idea of helping Fossie with some chores.

“What did you have for me to do, Miss Clanton?”

“My attic needs cleaning and organizing. It’d be nice to get rid of all that old junk. I can pay you ten an hour in cash to help. Wish I could pay more, but—”

“Don’t say another word, Fossie. Ten dollars an hour is more than enough. Scott’s going to do it, isn’t he?”

Scott groaned but nodded.

“That’s what I thought. What do you say to Miss Clanton for offering you such a generous job?”

“Thank you, Miss Clanton,” Scott said with his eyes trained on the floor and his hands behind his back. Fossie squeezed her legs together as she imagined him looking just like that, except he would be on his knees and wearing a girly pair of underwear that made his dick look even bigger than those short running shorts he was wearing.

“You’re welcome, Scott. I need all the help I can get,” Fossie said in a light voice, wanting to sound a little sexy and helpless but not so sexy and helpless that Stephanie would get suspicious.

“You think he can get started today? I would love to have him out of the house for a few hours.”

“Mom!”

“What?” Stephanie asked just as sharply. “You’ve been on my nerves, Scott, and it’s about time that you learned how to make a dollar instead of spending all mine.”

“You mean dad’s money.”

Fossie folded her lips as Stephanie’s eyes darkened, like she was about to jump across the room to teach her son a lesson, and Fossie honestly wouldn’t blame her if she did, but Stephanie just sighed and shook her head, looking at Fossie with tired eyes.

“They’ll learn when they have kids of their own.”

“That’s what I always say to Maggie and Michael,” Fossie said, attempting to keep the mood light, but there was clearly some animosity between Stephanie and her son. Fossie wasn’t concerned, though. If Scott acted like a brat around her, she had more than a few toys tucked away at the back of her closet to teach him a lesson.

“They think it’s so easy what we do. My kids take us completely for granted, but this one is way worse than his sister.”

Scott grunted under his breath. His sister Andrea was the apple of his parents’ eye. She couldn’t do any wrong, but they didn’t know half of the things she did on campus. Scott went to the same university as her. She didn’t have a reputation or anything, but Scott had seen her with more than a few guys over the school year, but she was excellent at keeping up the good-girl charade.

“Tell me about it,” Fossie agreed.

“Do I have to keep standing here?”

“No, why don’t you go put on a pair of jeans? Cleaning an attic is dirty work, and it’s nearly the top of the hour. Perfect time to get to work if you ask me. Fossie is a busy woman, and she doesn’t have all day,” Stephanie said to her son before turning to Fossie and winking. “Go on now! You got some money to make. Maybe then you’ll learn the value of a dollar.”

Scott groaned as he turned away from the women and went to his bedroom to slip on a pair of jeans. Fossie and Stephanie chatted a bit longer as they finished their mugs of tea. Scott followed Fossie out of the door a few minutes later, and Stephanie looked so relieved to be free of her son.

If only she knew what Fossie truly wanted from Scott.


CHAPTER 3

Fossie had been wanting to clean out her attic for a long time and have a garage sale. There were a ton of old clothes, toys, and other things her children would never touch unless they had children of their own, but neither of them seemed like they would be doing that anytime soon. Fossie would skip cleaning her attic if she could just have Scott, but she couldn’t exactly jump on him.

“How have you been, Scott?” Fossie asked as they stepped into her home.

“Fine,” he said.

“What are you studying again? It’s slipped my mind.”

“Engineering.”

“Oh! How challenging! Any specific type of engineering?”

“Mechanical.”

“You’re not much for words, are you?” asked Fossie.

Scott grunted. “What do you want me to say? I was getting to the good part of my novel, and then my mom forced me to come over here to do chores.”

“I’m sorry. I just saw you lying in the backyard and thought about asking if I could pay you for your help,” Fossie said, wishing that Scott could read her mind and realize that the last thing she wanted to do was dig through some dust-covered boxes, but that would be unladylike, and Fossie was most certainly a lady. “Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut.”

“It’s okay, Miss Clanton. I could use the money.”

“Your parents aren’t giving you an allowance?” Fossie asked with a light laugh, but Scott seemed unamused. “By the way, you can call me Fossie. Miss Clanton sounds so formal.”

“I’ve always called you Mrs. Schneider.”

“That was when you were young, but you’re a man now.”

“Tell my mom that,” Scott said in a low voice.

“Oh, Scott!” Fossie said and gently placed a hand on Scott’s crossed arms. “I’m sure that your mom sees you as a man. College is expensive is all. David and I stressed about it all the time, but luckily, Maggie just graduated.”

“You think my mom will lighten up once I graduate?”

Fossie shrugged. “There’s no telling. How is Andrea doing? Didn’t she just graduate too? I’m not even sure that she and Maggie talk anymore since they went to different schools.”

“Yeah, Andrea just graduated, but my parents are still paying her rent… without complaints.”

“Does she have a job?”

“An internship,” Scott said like internships were the least meaningful thing in the world. “I keep trying to tell my parents that my sci-fi novels give me ideas about things to create, but they don’t want to hear it. They think I’m wasting my time by reading.”

“Oh, Scott. I doubt they think it’s a complete waste of time.”

“Right,” Scott said, not at all convinced by Fossie’s statement. She didn’t know Gary and Stephanie the way he did, but how could she? Fossie was barely even friends with his mom. They hung out sometimes, but their conversations were never more than surface deep. “So, should we get started with this attic or what? I’m expecting to get paid for this hour, and we’re already five minutes into it.”

“Right,” Fossie said quickly and snapped out of the trance in which she found herself, her thoughts much dirtier than she’d ever admit, but she could break Scott. She was sure of it. It would just take a bit of time, but she had all summer. “To the attic we go.”

Scott sighed deeply and followed Fossie upstairs.


CHAPTER 4

Fossie couldn’t believe how much cleaner her house was! She felt so accomplished, and it was truly thanks to Scott’s help. She still wanted to ride that cock she’d seen poking out the bottom of his shorts, but she also wanted to keep cleaning and organizing her house. The progress they were making was worth every cent she had to pay Scott. They’d already worked their way through the attic and were now dealing with some stuff that’d been forgotten in her garage.

“Are you going to sell all this stuff?”

“Either that or donate it. Why? Do you see something you want?” Fossie asked Scott.

“These trading cards look pretty cool.”

David’s baseball cards! He’d been going on and on about how he couldn’t find them a few years ago. Fossie told him that she had looked everywhere for them when they were in front of their lawyers, but that was a boldfaced lie. How would she look giving them to him now?

“You know what? You can have them. Consider it a bonus.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah! Just promise me you’ll try to sell them for as much as possible if you decide to do that.”

“I will! I promise!”

Fossie smiled to herself as she continued going through boxes in her garage. She and Scott had come up with a system to organize the chaos. Fossie had decided she was going to have a garage sale once they were finished and donate anything that didn’t sell, and Scott had already agreed to help, but what she wanted even more than that was his cock, and she really needed to find a way to get it before it was too late.

“How about we take a break and go get lunch?”

“Okay!” Scott said brightly.

“We can get some cash from the ATM for you too while we’re out. How many hours do I owe you for now?”

“You’re not keeping track?”

“I am, but I want to see how honest you are.”

“Fossie! C’mon, when am I not honest? You owe me for six hours, plus whatever time you want me for today.”

“That’s right,” Fossie said as she tried to calm herself. She just loved it so much when Scott called her by her first name. It’d taken at least three working days before he finally felt comfortable enough to do it, but once he did, Fossie started falling from his lips like melted butter. “Let’s just do a few more boxes before we go. I think we can finish!”

“Me too,” Scott said and grabbed an unopened box. “What will I do for you once we have the garage sale, though? I don’t mean to sound greedy, but the money has been a huge help, and being out of the house gets my mom off my back.”

“Don’t worry, Scott. I’m sure we can find things for you to do,” Fossie said and turned away from Scott to dig through a box, but really, she was hiding the smile that spread across her face.

***


Fossie and Scott left the house an hour or so later to head to an ATM and pick up an order from the Italian restaurant. They got salad and pasta to share, and Fossie swore she could feel heat radiating off Scott’s body as they sat at her dining table in the kitchen.

“Is something wrong, Scott?” Fossie asked when she couldn’t stand the tension. Scott couldn’t keep his eyes off her, and the way he was looking at her. It had Fossie feeling all types of ways, but horny was at the top of the list.

“Nothing’s wrong,” Scott said as he smirked, his eyes still trained on Fossie. “I’ve been enjoying myself. Working with you, I mean.”

“Yeah, it’s been fun!” Fossie tried to sound light and breezy, but her body was an inferno, and her pussy was calling Scott’s name. She wanted his dick so badly, but she would only take it on her terms, and most men wanted nothing to do with her true nature.

Would Scott be any different?

“There’s more than that,” Scott said after a deep breath. “I… shit… I don’t know how to say this.”

Fossie let a look of concern wash over her face, even though she was dying on the inside for Scott to say what she thought he wanted to say. It would be a million times easier for Fossie to get what she wanted if Scott opened the door to a relationship beyond the professional.

“What is it, Scott? What do you want to say?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I promise,” Fossie said. “What is it, Scott? Did I do something wrong?”

“No! You’ve been amazing.”

“Oh!” Fossie said and placed a hand on her chest. “Thanks. You’re the amazing one, though. I never would have been able to tackle these messes without you, and my kids wouldn’t be any help. Trust me.”

“I’m glad that I’ve been able to help.”

“It’s been amazing, truly,” Fossie said lightly and took another bite of the pasta as she waited for Scott to work up the courage to say what he needed.

“This is so weird,” Scott said and shook his head as blush flashed across his cheeks. If only he knew how obvious he looked, but Fossie found it rather adorable that he was struggling to tell her how he truly felt. If he knew what she wanted to do to him, he would probably be running out of the door, but Fossie had learned not to show her true colors too quickly.

“What’s weird, Scott? Tell me.”

“I like you, Fossie! Fuck!”

Fossie’s eyes widened, like she was truly shocked by Scott’s statement, like she hadn’t been waiting for this very moment since she saw him lying in the backyard a couple weeks ago. Fossie took a breath, like she had to gather her thoughts, but the only thing in her mind was a jumping cheerleader, celebrating the fact that Scott had finally opened the door to a naughty relationship.

“Scott! I’m over twice your age!”

“So? Age is nothing but a number.”

“How long have you been waiting to say that line?” Fossie asked with a laugh. “I’m flattered, Scott, truly, but you’re closer in age to my kids than me. Hell, you’re even a couple years younger than my youngest.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one who said it. I’m a man now, or were you lying when you told me that?”

No, not at all.

Fuck, Fossie felt hot all over as Scott stared at her with an intense gaze. She wanted to confess her desires, but would that be playing it too fast and loose? Would Scott decide that he no longer wanted to have her if she acted too easy to get?

“I don’t know what to say, Scott. Of course you’re a man, but it wouldn’t be right. Your mother would kill us both if she found out that there was anything going on besides chores.”

“We don’t have to tell her anything. Besides, you don’t even like her that much.”

“Scott! That’s not true.”

“Oh, please. My mom has friends, but I don’t think you’re one of them. You two barely even talk and live right next door to each other.”

“Stephanie and I go on walks sometimes.”

Scott grunted and looked at her with a deadpan expression. “Please, but besides using your quasi friendship with my mom as an excuse, haven’t we been having fun, or have I been hallucinating things?”

“Of course we’ve been having fun, but that doesn’t mean we should do anything together other than work,” Fossie said, trying her best to remain strong, but she just wanted to push Scott to his knees between her thighs and tell him to get to work on the job she’d truly wanted since walking next door with those chocolate-chip cookies.

“I could think of a few things that I’d rather do with you than work,” Scott said and scooted forward in his chair to reach under the table and place his hand on Fossie’s thigh. “I can’t keep hiding how I feel about you, Fossie.”

Fossie was hot all over, but she had to stay strong. She had to play her part, even though she was dying to give in and let Scott take her. She would have to teach him a thing or two once they got to the bedroom, but damn, she wanted him bad.

“Scott,” Fossie said in a quivering voice as he tenderly rubbed her thigh. “I think you should leave.”

“So soon?”

Fossie nodded quickly. “Yes, please.”

Scott chuckled and stood from his chair. He stepped in front of Fossie. She slowly lifted her eyes to meet his, and his were filled with desire, like he wanted to fuck her right there, and it’d been so long since she had any dick that she was seriously considering it.

“Are you sure I should leave?” Scott asked and rubbed the outline of his stiff cock. “Look what you’ve done to me.”

“Scott!”

“What, Fossie? I’m sorry, but you’re sexy as hell, and my crush only gets stronger every day. I’m tired of pretending like there’s not something going on between us. Tell me you don’t feel it.”

Fossie opened her mouth to deny Scott’s claim, but she wanted to give him a little something to think about when he went home and touched himself. “It doesn’t matter how I feel, Scott. It wouldn’t be appropriate.”

Scott groaned as he continued rubbing the outline of his cock. “C’mon, Fossie. Don’t leave me hanging. Can’t you help me out?”

Fossie shook her head and stood from the table. She grabbed Scott by the shoulders and led him to the door, even though it was excruciatingly difficult to ignore her desires.

“I hope we can be professional when you come back tomorrow. I really want to have this garage sale and will need your help.”

“Fossie,” Scott protested.

“See you tomorrow,” Fossie said and pushed Scott through the door, locking it behind him as she let out a deep breath, and then she ran to her bedroom to use her vibrator once she was sure Scott had walked away from the door.


CHAPTER 5

Fossie sighed when she heard a knock on the door the day after kicking Scott out of her house, which was pretty much the hardest thing she’d ever done. Her vibrator survived an evening of abuse but barely. It was running on fumes by the time she’d decided that she had enough. Fossie knew it would be wrong to sleep with Scott, but she also had a feeling that it would feel oh so right. Yet Fossie couldn’t help but act like a funky bitch when she opened the door to find Scott standing on the other side.

Fossie scoffed and crossed her arms over her chest. “What are you doing here?”

Scott had his head tilted and his eyes fixed on the ground like a good boy. Fossie really just wanted to pull Scott into her arms and shower him with kisses, but where was the fun in that? How Scott tried to come on to Fossie was unforgivable, and he had to learn a lesson for his unsavory behavior.

“When I ask you a question, Scott, I suggest you answer it.”

“I came to apologize,” he whispered.

“You need to speak up, Scott. I didn’t hear you.”

“I came to apologize,” Scott said with a bit more gusto, but he had yet to lift his eyes, so Fossie stepped forward and grabbed him by the chin to do the work for him.

“I also suggest you look at me when I speak to you.”

Scott nodded slowly as Fossie held him by the chin. She tried to keep a straight face, but she was practically jumping with pompoms on the inside.

If only she knew how weak this display of dominance made Scott.

He hated himself for growing semi erect when Fossie commanded him, but he longed for a woman to touch him, especially Fossie. Ever since he started working for her, he couldn’t get enough. He thought about her morning, day, and night.

“Are you ready to work?” Fossie asked with a gentle squeeze.

Scott nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s Miss Clanton to you. Got it?”

Scott nodded again.

Fossie grunted and turned away from Scott on her heels, laughing to herself as she stepped inside and waved for Scott to follow her. She had a lot of work to do if she was going to have the garage sale that she wished to have, but how could she concentrate on that when she kept fantasizing about teaching Scott a lesson?

“Would you like some coffee before we get to work?”

“I’m okay,” said Scott.

“How about some sparkling water?” Fossie asked with a touch more pressure, and Scott soon understood that he didn’t have a choice in the matter, so he nodded and accepted Fossie’s offer. Fossie smiled and gestured to the dining table off her kitchen. “Have a seat. I’ll bring it over to you. How about some fruit as well?”

“Fruit sounds good,” Scott said more readily this time. He was learning his place, slowly but surely. Fossie hummed as she bounced around the kitchen on her toes, filling two tall glasses with bubbly water and lemon wedges. She had some cut fruit in her fridge and took it out to set on a plate. “Thank you,” Scott said after Fossie had set everything on the table in front of him.

“You’re welcome,” Fossie said with a bright smile as she crossed her legs and stabbed her fork into a piece of pineapple. She locked her eyes on Scott’s as she guided the pineapple to her mouth, loving how his lips parted slightly as he watched.

Fossie chuckled lightly and picked up her glass of sparkling water, taking a long sip as she stared at Scott, wondering what she should do to him first. She longed to turn him into her pretty little girl, dress him in panties and a skirt, but she had to start small.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to eat some fruit?”

“Uh… yeah,” Scott said and reached to grab the fork that Fossie had left out for him. He stabbed the fruit and slowly lifted it to his lips as she watched him, wishing those lips were on her pussy. They looked so soft and wet from the pineapple juice running out of his mouth.

“How does it taste?”

“It’s okay,” Scott said softly.

Fossie smiled as she recrossed her legs, pushing a hand into her hair to toss it to the other side. “I was really disappointed by your behavior yesterday, Scott.”

“I told you that I was sorry.”

“You did. I appreciate that, but it’s not enough.” Scott sounded so sweet, Fossie almost wanted to forgive him, but he would learn his lesson by the end of the afternoon. Fossie had plenty of surprises for him in her closet and couldn’t wait to break them out.

“Not enough?” Scott asked weakly.

Fossie shook her head. Scott was acting so different from the confident and poised man that Fossie had been getting to know, but she liked Scott’s apologetic side. “Nope, but I know exactly how you can make it up to me!”

“What do you want me to do? Work for free?”

“No, that would be too easy!”

“What else could I do?”

Fossie said nothing as she smirked and slowly stood. She walked over to Scott, placing her hand on the back of his chair as she leaned down to whisper into his ear.

“What happens to boys who are bad?”

Was Fossie being serious? There was no way! “I don’t know. Sometimes they get grounded, but I’m too old for that.”

“Yes, and I’m not your mother. I have no desire to put you on punishment, but I could give you a punishment.”

“Give me a punishment?” Scott asked as he swallowed, nervous for Fossie to say anything else, and truly disturbed by the fact that he had sprung an erection as she stood by his side, but in his defense, Fossie’s boobs brushed his cheeks every few seconds.

“Mhm. I can teach you why being bad isn’t a good idea.”

“Teach me?” Scott squeaked.

“What do you say? If you’re good, I might give you a treat once you’ve learned your lesson.”

“A treat?”

Fossie wet her lips as she stared into Scott’s eyes, trying to convey just how good she could make him feel if he would let her. She just had to show him who was in charge before any of that naughty business could happen. Otherwise, Scott would never learn how to properly behave.

“If you’re not sure, maybe it’d be best if you leave. I’ll have to find someone else to help me with the garage sale, but I’m sure it won’t be too hard.”

“No, don’t do that.”

“So, you want to learn your lesson?”

“Not really, but I want my treat,” Scott said and looked into Fossie’s eyes with an intensity that took her breath away. She needed Scott at that moment but kept her cool. “I want what you denied me yesterday.”

“Whatever treats you get will be by my rules, got it?”

“Got it,” Scott said.

Fossie ignored the growing wetness between her thighs as she grabbed Scott’s wrist and pulled him up from his chair, unable to believe that she’d gone from looking out her window at Scott to dragging him to her bedroom. Once they were upstairs, she threw Scott to the bed and told him to strip.

“Can’t you do it with my clothes on?”

“Absolutely not! Are you arguing with me already? Didn’t I just tell you that we’d be following my rules.”

“Yes,” Scott said and dropped his head. He went from his hands and knees to his bottom and pulled off his shirt, looking upset as he threw it to the side. He didn’t look any happier as he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down his legs, yet he did it anyway.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“My underwear too? C’mon! That’s not necessary.”

“Are you arguing with me, Scott? Maybe it’s best we forget about doing any of this.”

“No, fine! I’ll take them off! Dang,” Scott grunted and turned back to his hands and knees to pull down his underwear, giving Fossie the view she’d been hoping for. Scott's tight little bussy was all tiny and untouched, and Fossie couldn’t wait to change that, but everything would happen in due time. “What are you waiting for? I want my treat.”

“Watch how you speak to me,” Fossie said as she stood to take in the sight of her young, handsome man on his hands and knees before slowly turning away from him to go to her closet. She grabbed a paddle from her drawer of toys, stripped naked, and stepped back into the bedroom. “Look at me, Scott.”

Scott glanced over his shoulder and gasped when he saw that Fossie was standing there without a stitch of clothing on her body, amazed by how she had all the confidence in the world while he quivered before her.

“What do you think?”

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

Fossie snickered and closed her mouth as she rubbed her legs together. “Do you mean it?”

“Very much so.”

Fossie lifted the paddle from her side, wishing that she didn’t have to spank Scott. He looked so adorable on his hands and knees with his firm butt high in the air. Fossie hated that she had to turn it red, but Scott hadn’t given her much of a choice.

“You thought I would bend over and let you fuck me, didn’t you?”

“No,” Scott said.

“Don’t lie to me! You thought I would be easy, didn’t you?”

“No! I just thought you were hot!”

Fossie blushed. Hot? How flattering! “Fine but indulge me. How easy did you think I would be? On a scale of one to ten. Ten being the easiest. How easy?”

“I don’t know. That doesn’t matter now, does it?”

“I suppose not,” Fossie said with a heavy breath. “You’re no fun, though. I’ll have to add a couple extra spankings since you refuse to answer my simple question.”

“What?” Scott hollered. “That’s not fair!”

“Cry me a river,” Fossie said and stepped toward the bed, tears of nectar running down her thighs. Scott protested, but he could have run out of the door ages ago. He could have refused to pull down his briefs. He could act like he didn’t want this spanking all he liked, but Fossie wasn’t forcing him to do anything. “If you had behaved yourself, I never would have had to do this.”

“I apologized, but you said that wasn’t enough!”

“It wasn’t,” Fossie said with a laugh. “Now shut up and count to fifteen.”

“Fossie, plea—”

“Count!” Fossie hollered and smacked Scott’s innocent ass hard with the paddle, making her room vibrate with the noise of Scott’s stinging skin. She swatted again when Scott had said nothing. “Count, boy! I need to hear those numbers!”

“Two,” Scott whimpered. “Three,” he cried when Fossie spanked his bottom again. He could feel his skin turning the color of a tomato, but the worst part was how his cock throbbed with desire each time Fossie landed that paddle on his bottom. “Four! Five!”

“Why are you getting a spanking, Scott? Tell me!”

“I came on to you when I shouldn’t have!”

“That’s right! Keep counting!”

“Six! Seven! Eight!”

Scott kept going all the way until they were at fifteen. He collapsed onto the bed, panting and moaning as his ass cheeks stung from the spanking. He tried to cover his hard cock as he lay on his back, but it was useless. Fossie noticed within seconds.

“Ooh, looks like someone liked his spanking.”

Scott groaned and turned away from Fossie, ashamed to meet her eyes. He didn’t want to admit to himself that getting spanked by a sexy older woman was something he would like, but he was leaking precum like a broken fountain, and the only thing he wanted to do was exactly whatever Fossie told him to do.

“It’s okay if you liked it. I don’t mind.”

Scott said nothing and turned his head the other way. “What about my treat?” he asked without looking at Fossie.

“Why don’t you turn onto your back?”

Scott relaxed a little and slowly did as Fossie asked, his hard cock sticking tall into the air. Fossie grinned and climbed onto the bed between his legs, staring up his body as she reached to grab his manhood, moaning as he took it in her hand. Scott gasped as she pumped his dick with her fist, curling his toes as an intense pleasure ran through his body.

“Fossie!”

“That’s right, Scott. Say my name.”

“Fossie,” Scott moaned as he writhed beneath her, getting closer to blowing his load with each pump of her fist, completely overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through his body. No woman had ever taken such complete control of him, and Scott was loving every second. He didn’t even want to cum without her telling him to do so first, but his balls were tight, and his cock was shaking as his cum ran towards the tip. Scott screamed Fossie’s name again, but she ignored him as she bobbed her head.

Fossie reached between her legs with her free hand, moaning deeply as she rubbed her swollen pussy. She couldn’t wait to have Scott’s cock splitting her wide, but this was his treat. Fossie rubbed her clit as she felt Scott getting closer to orgasm in her mouth, ready to swallow every drop of his cum.

Fossie moaned a few seconds later when Scott let go. His back arched, shoving his dick into the back of Fossie’s throat as he sprayed his load. Fossie locked her lips around Scott’s cock as she rubbed her clit and worked herself to orgasm.

They came together.

Scott dumped load after load into Fossie’s mouth, but she swallowed every drop to show Scott what he could have in her bedroom if he just listened and played by her rules. All he had to do was be good, and he could have everything he never even dreamed was possible.

Fossie slowly pulled her sticky lips off Scott’s cock once she’d reached her peak and came back down to Earth. She wiped her lips with her forearm as she stared down at Scott, his cock jumping every few seconds as a bit more cum leaked from his tip.

“Have I been good?” Scott asked softly.

“You’ve been better, but there’s still room for improvement.”

“Will you teach me the lessons I need to learn?”

Fossie smirked as she fell by Scott’s side and curled up against his body. She ran her finger back and forth across his chest. “Are you sure you’re ready to be taught?”

“I don’t know, but I want to try.”

Fossie exhaled deeply and turned onto her back to look up at the ceiling, wondering if she could feel any luckier than she did now.


CHAPTER 6

Scott touched his bottom as he stood in front of the mirror. It wasn’t nearly as red as when he’d looked last night, but his skin was still a little tender to the touch. He’d never been spanked in his life, let alone on bare skin with a paddle, but that spanking had awakened something deep within Scott. He longed for Fossie to do it again and was thinking of ways he could piss her off just so that she’d break out the paddle.

Scott jumped when he heard a knock on the bathroom door. “Who is it?” he asked, glancing quickly to make sure he’d turned the lock.

“It’s me,” Stephanie said to her son through the door. “I’m just checking that you’re okay. You’ve usually had your breakfast and are out the door by now.”

“Miss Clanton asked me to arrive an hour later than usual today. She had something to do,” Scott lied as he stared at himself in the mirror, wishing his mother would disappear, but he could still hear her standing on the other side of the door.

“Oh, I see. Forget I said anything.”

“I’ll be down for breakfast in a minute.”

“No rush. I was just concerned is all,” said Stephanie.

“It’s okay, mom. Thanks for checking.”

Stephanie made a soft sound before heading back downstairs. Scott turned his bottom toward the door and pulled his shorts back down to check out his ass, still pinker than usual and a little tender to the touch. Scott had no idea what Fossie would do to him when he turned up at her house an hour later, but he couldn’t wait to find out.

***

“You’re late!” Fossie hollered when she opened her front door. “This garage sale won’t happen on its own!”

“Are you really going to make me work today?”

“Of course I am!” Fossie threw her arms into the air and turned on her heels. She glanced over her shoulder after a few steps and looked at Scott with daggers in her eyes. “What are you waiting for, Scott? Let’s get started!”

Scott deflated, upset that Fossie wasn’t punishing him for his tardiness, but the day was still young, and Scott had plenty of time to get on Fossie’s bad side. He kept his head low as he followed her to the garage, where they’d been doing most of their work the past few days. Scott was in charge of dividing her things into categories, and Fossie was in charge of pricing.

“Pick up the pace, Scott! Why are you working so slowly today?” Fossie asked after about an hour of them working through the boxes from the attic. Fossie couldn’t wait to put this project behind her. She’d been dreading it for years, yet she could finally see the light at the end of the tunnel, and it was all thanks to Scott’s help. She had a present to give him once they were finished, but he was not behaving how he normally did.

Scott ignored Fossie’s question and kept working at a glacial pace until Fossie couldn’t stand the sight of him moving like a snail. He’d worked like lightning the other days they were together, but today, he was all bad. So bad that Fossie stopped what she was doing to confront him.

“Seriously, Scott. What’s with you today?”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Scott said and turned away from Fossie with a lone book in his hand, even though all the books were going into the exact same pile. He could have literally dumped the box of books on the floor for Fossie to sort through, and it would have taken less time than what he was doing.

Fossie grabbed Scott’s shoulder to get him to stop walking. “Are you upset about what we did yesterday? We can talk about it if you’d like.”

“I don’t.”

“What’s wrong, Scott? You never act like this.”

Scott groaned and kept walking with the book in his hand, placing it on the table where Fossie had been working on pricing items before stopping to confront Scott, who was being one big brick wall.

“Nothing’s wrong,” said Scott.

“If that were true, you wouldn’t be acting like this.”

“How am I acting exactly?”

“Like a brat,” Fossie said and crossed her arms. “Which is a shame since I have a surprise waiting for you upstairs once we finish.”

“You do?” Scott asked in a hopeful voice.

“I do,” Fossie said with a curt nod. “You won’t be getting it, though, unless you clean up this attitude of yours.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll be better!” Scott said and picked up the pace. He grabbed a handful of books from the box and brought them over to the table where Fossie was working, asking her what types of books she’d like to sell, acting a lot more like the Scott she’d been getting to know.

Fossie answered Scott’s questions, watching him with a loving gaze as she went back to marking prices on everything that she wanted to sell, hopeful that the garage sale would be worth it, but even more than that, Fossie hoped that Scott liked his gift.

***

It was an hour later than usual when they finally stopped to head to the kitchen for lunch. Fossie always had prepared meals for them in the fridge. Things she picked up from the deli at the grocery store. Today they were having roast beef sandwiches and a garden salad to share.

“What did you get me?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Fossie asked playfully.

“I would,” Scott said with a bright smile.

Fossie melted as Scott looked at her with his adorable face. She couldn’t wait to see what it would look like all dolled up and beautiful, but she wanted to see how he would react to the gift she’d gotten him first. Fossie ignored Scott’s question as she picked up her sandwich and took a big bite.

Scott narrowed his eyes at Fossie for ignoring what he’d asked, but what could he say? He loved being around Fossie. It was absolutely the highlight of his summer, and he couldn’t wait to brag to all his friends back at university that he’d fooled around with the sexy older woman next door over the summer.

“You’re no fun,” Scott pouted and picked up his sandwich when Fossie hadn’t given him an answer. “Always making me wait.”

“Please, you like waiting,” Fossie said as Scott chewed.

He hollered a protest, but his mouth was too stuffed to make a sound. Fossie laughed to herself as she watched the protest in Scott’s eyes, waiting for him to swallow so that he could scream what he wanted to say, but they both knew who was in charge.

“Eat your food, Scott.”

“Then I can have my present?”

“If you’re good,” Fossie said with a bright smile before taking another big bite of her sandwich, laughing in her head at how tormented Scott looked sitting across from her.


CHAPTER 7

Scott followed Fossie upstairs once they’d finished lunch and cleaned up their mess. He was shaking with nerves as they stepped into her bedroom, yet he was still rock hard and anxious to see what Fossie had in store for him today after she’d forever changed his world the last time they were in her bedroom.

“Sit,” Fossie said and pointed at her bed.

Scott nodded and did as she said, sitting on the edge of the bed with his hands in his lap, waiting for Fossie’s instructions, nervous that she was going to push him even further than she had last time, but deep down, that was exactly what Scott wanted. He didn’t know why, but he loved it when Fossie told him what to do.

“Promise you can keep a secret?” Fossie asked when she stepped out of her closet with a gift bag in her hands.

“I can if you can,” said Scott.

“I’m glad to hear that, Scott. It’s important that what happens in this bedroom stays between you and me.”

“It will. I promise.”

Fossie had taken a secret picture of Scott after spanking him just in case he ever decided that he couldn’t keep a promise, but Fossie trusted him. He sounded sincere, and he looked like he truly wanted what she had to give him. She hoped that the sparkle in his eyes wouldn’t vanish once he saw what was inside the bag.

Scott gushed when Fossie set the gift bag on his lap. He smiled at her before digging inside the bag, but his smile fell as soon as he saw what his presents were.

“These are for me?” Scott asked as he held a skirt and some lacy panties in the air. “Fossie. You can’t expect me to wear these.”

“Why not?”

“I’m a dude!”

Fossie shrugged. “If you want to continue this relationship we have going, then I’ll need you to put on the panties and skirt. You have no idea how much they turn me on.”

Scott glanced down at the women’s clothing in his hands, wondering if he could actually go through with this. Getting spanked was one thing, but to wear women’s clothing? That was something else entirely, and Scott wasn’t sure that he was up to the task.

“Fossie… please. Can’t you just use the paddle again? That was fun.”

“I am going to use the paddle. You should have seen how you were acting this morning, but I won’t be spanking you until you put on what I want you to wear.”

Scott’s eyes widened as his cock hardened. He desperately wanted to feel that dull sting on his ass cheeks for the rest of the day, but could he put on women’s clothing to get what he wanted? He’d never worn panties or skirts or any of that nonsense in his life, and the thought of doing so was preposterous.

“No,” Scott said in a faint whisper.

“No?” Fossie asked in a high voice as she crossed her arms. Scott was looking at the floor, so he couldn’t see the smirk on Fossie’s face, but she was enjoying every second of Scott’s torment. They both knew that he would do what Fossie wanted in the end, so really, what was the point in fighting?

“No,” Scott said again with a touch more force. “I’m not wearing those things,” he said and pointed at the gifts he’d left discarded by his side. “You can’t make me.”

“I don’t want to make you, but I’ll have to ask you to leave if you don’t want to wear the present I got you. It’ll be a lot of work to finish the garage sale by myself, but I’ll find a way to manage. Truly, you’ve been such a help. Why don’t we go downstairs? I have your pay for the day,” Fossie said and walked out of the room.

She barely even made it five feet past her door before Scott was yelling at her to wait. He came running out of the room, crashing into Fossie as she hadn’t gone far at all.

“Careful, Scott. Don’t run me over.”

“Sorry,” he said. “Uh, fuck.”

“Tell me what you want,” Fossie said as her smirk grew bigger. She loved seeing Scott so tormented by his desires. She’d only ever presented women’s clothing to a few other guys, and it’d never gone quite as well as it was going now. They usually left and called her back the next day, begging for a chance. Scott was on the verge of diving into the deep end. All he needed was a little push, so Fossie stepped forward to place a hand on Scott’s shoulder as she stared into his eyes. “Don’t be afraid, Scott. Tell me what you want.”

Scott shook his head, unable to say the words.

“Say what you want, Scott,” Fossie said and grabbed Scott by his chin, staring at him with an intensity that women his age never seemed to have. Was that what he liked about Fossie? That she was intense and bossy and so confident in her skin? Scott had been trying to place his finger on why this obsession with Fossie had grown to such great heights, but he couldn’t shake it.

“I want to wear the present you got me.”

“Are you positive?”

“Yes,” Scott said softly.

“Do you think you’ve been good enough to deserve your treat?”

“You can teach me another lesson if necessary.”

“Oh, can I?” Fossie asked in an amused voice, chuckling lightly as she reached down to grab Scott’s wrist and pull him back into the bedroom. She pointed at the bed. “Put them on at once so that I know you’re being serious.”

“Right now?”

Fossie gave Scott a look like she wasn’t playing. He groaned and turned to the bed to pick up the clothes she’d gotten him. The panties were pink and lacy and super girly. He couldn’t believe that he was about to put them on, but he wanted Fossie so badly and loved her direction. Maybe these femme clothes would be good for him. Maybe they would teach him a lesson. What? He had no idea, but he trusted Fossie to guide him toward the light. He trusted her to do what was best for him.

“Mmm, your ass still looks a little tender,” Fossie said and stepped forward to paw Scott’s bottom. “How does it feel?”

“Not too bad,” he said. “It’s still a little sore, but—”

“You like it, don’t you?”

Scott shrugged, but his hardening cock told a different story. He could say whatever he wanted, but his dick would always reveal the truth of how he felt. He hated that he couldn’t force his dick to go soft with his mind, but that was an impossible task when Fossie was in the room with a cloud of dominance floating around her.

“The panties are crotchless, so they won’t do anything to hide that boner you’re trying to conceal.”

“Crotchless?”

“Yep. Your dick will stick right out of them, but that’s okay. I want you to be able to touch yourself.”

Scott swallowed a breath as Fossie stood behind him with her body pressed up against his. He breathed slowly as he tried to steady himself, but all hope flew out the window when Fossie reached around his body to wrap a hand around his dick. She purred into his ear.

“I had so much fun playing with this cock yesterday, but today you’re going to service me, and then maybe I’ll give you a spanking… if you do it right.”

Scott’s body tingled, but part of him was screaming at himself to run out of the room before Fossie corrupted him even more than she already had. If she was going to make him wear panties and a skirt, there was no telling where she would stop, and Scott truly didn’t want to find out her endgame, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave. The other part of his mind was screaming that he’d miss out on something magical. That he would regret leaving Fossie right now for the rest of his life, so he took a deep breath and stepped into the panties to slide them up his legs.

“Mmm, your cock looks so good in those,” Fossie said as she peeked over Scott’s shoulder.

Scott looked down at his hard cock, dangling out of the lacy fabric, wishing that he could say he hated it, but he couldn’t. Scott thought that his cock looked strangely sexy with the lacy lingerie framing it, and he barely even flinched when Fossie handed him the skirt to put on as well.

He pulled the pleated skirt up his legs, feeling like a naughty schoolgirl as he stood there in Fossie’s bedroom. Fossie was right when she said that he thought she would be easy, but this was so much better than what he was hoping to get when he came on to her. Scott felt beautiful and cherished and like he could let down his guards.

“How does the skirt look?” Scott asked with his hands on his hips, slowly moving them from side to side. “Is it too short?”

“Not at all,” Fossie said and licked her lips as she watched Scott enjoy himself in the skirt and panties, his dick making a clear tent beneath the fabric, but that only made him sexier than he already was. “Take off your T-shirt.”

Scott nodded and pulled the T-shirt from his body, leaving him in nothing except the women’s clothing. Fossie rubbed his exposed torso until her hand was at Scott’s waistline, and then she reached under the skirt to grab his hard dick.

“You like that skirt?”

“I do!” Scott said.

“Promise you’re not lying to me?”

“I’m not! I swear!”

Fossie smiled to herself before taking a step away from Scott. She turned him around to make sure that he was watching her as she stripped naked, exposing herself to him, loving how he looked at her with an intense longing in his eyes, like he needed her, like he couldn’t get enough of her. It’d been a long time since Fossie had a man look at her the way Scott was now. She held his gaze as she walked over to the bed and hopped onto it.

“Come here,” Fossie said as she scooted all the way back to the headboard, propping herself up with a bunch of pillows.

Scott moaned as he got to his hands and knees on the bed, climbing between Fossie’s splayed legs. She grabbed the back of his head and guided him down to her pussy, loving the control that she had over Scott, loving how he would practically do anything that she asked.

Fossie bent her head back and let out a deep moan as Scott pressed his lips against her wet folds. He reached under his skirt to stroke his cock as Fossie held the back of his head, moaning a little each time his tongue swept over her pussy. Screaming a little each time he wrapped his wet lips around her clit.

“Yes, Scott!”

Scott moaned against Fossie’s pussy as he licked and touched himself, no longer concerned about the fact that he was wearing lacy panties and a skirt. He loved being here with Fossie. He loved pleasuring her. He loved that she was expanding his horizons. What was so bad about wearing panties and a skirt anyway when they made him feel sexy like a girl? Scott lost himself in the moment, entranced by the delicious scent radiating off Fossie’s womanhood, needy for more of her nectar.

“Right there, Scott! I’m close!”

Scott moaned and pressed his mouth more firmly against Fossie’s pussy as he stroked his cock and worked his woman toward her orgasm. Scott was right on the edge with her, waiting until he felt Fossie’s hot cum on his face to cum with her.

Fossie held the back of Scott’s head as she arched her back and came all over his face. She screamed. Scott came with her, spraying his hot goo all over his outstretched hand, doing his best not to make a mess as Fossie kept cumming all over his face.

They pulled apart a second later, gasping and panting. Scott’s cum was leaking out of his fingers, so he climbed off the bed and raced to the shower. Fossie followed him, stepping behind him as he washed his hands in the sink, running her hands up and down his bare torso.

“You still want that spanking?”

“I do, but unfortunately I have to head home. Got plans with the family.”

Fossie pouted, but she knew that Stephanie would get suspicious if Scott stayed over longer than his work schedule. Who would do that? It wasn’t like she was paying overtime.

“Tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Scott said, even though he wasn’t sure about anything now that he’d cum and saw his feminized self in the mirror. How had Fossie convinced him to wear a skirt, and why did he kind of like it? Was he actually out of his mind? Scott and Fossie had a great time when they were together, but he was really starting to question his decisions and if the sex was even worth it.

“Awesome,” Fossie said, not seeing the doubt in Scott’s eyes that was coursing through his body. “We’ll have to get some work done, but if you’re good, then I just might give you a treat.”

“I know the rules,” Scott said without meeting Fossie’s eyes in the mirror.

“Why don’t we shower? It’d be faster.”

“Don’t want my mom getting suspicious, which she would if I went home with wet hair.”

Fossie frowned. “I guess you’re right. I’m going to take a shower, but don’t leave without saying goodbye.”

“I won’t,” Scott said, and he didn’t, but he seriously considered it. Once he got home, he decided that he couldn’t return to Fossie’s. It wouldn’t be right. He had to stop before they went too far.


CHAPTER 8

Scott hadn’t shown up to work for days! Fossie couldn’t believe it! He wouldn’t answer her calls, her texts, nothing! It was driving Fossie absolutely wild. She paced back and forth in her living room, wondering how pathetic she would look if she marched over there and demanded that Scott came back with her to finish the project he’d started. Truth be told, Fossie still had a lot to organize if she was going to have a garage sale soon.

Fossie wondered what had gone wrong the last time that she and Scott were together. Was he ashamed? From where Fossie was standing, it seemed like he enjoyed everything that she gave him, yet he had ghosted her. He was MIA. Gone, and Fossie didn’t know what to do. She didn’t want him thinking that she was desperate, but Fossie needed answers. She had to see Scott, so she went to find something sweet for Stephanie.

A box of cookies she’d never opened was hiding away at the back of her pantry. Perfect! She tucked the box of cookies under her arm and rushed out of the door.

“Fossie! What a surprise! How are you?”

“I’m doing well. I got these for you,” Fossie said and held out the box of cookies. “Do you mind if we chat?”

“Uh oh,” Stephanie said with a light laugh. “Come on in. Would you like some of these cookies? I was actually dying for something sweet, so this is kind of perfect. Just don’t tell Gary.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” Fossie said with a bright smile. She and Stephanie’s husband Gary never said more than hello to each other when they were getting their mail at the same time, so Stephanie honestly had nothing to worry about. Fossie was confident that she and Gary would be much more upset with her if they knew what Fossie had done to their son, but Fossie had a feeling that Scott wouldn’t tell a soul that she’d put him in panties and a skirt before cumming all over his face.

Stephanie fixed them a plate of cookies and two glasses of cold brew coffee. She even set a pitcher of milk on the table. She was so wifely and motherly. It was truly adorable.

“So, what brings you over here?”

Fossie crossed her legs and cleared her throat, trying her best to play the part of suburban housewife. “I was just so worried about Scott. He stopped coming to work, and there’s still so much to do before I can have a garage sale.”

Stephanie looked horrified. “Please tell me you’re lying.”

“I’m not! I’ve been worried for days!”

“I swear! That boy never ceases to lie. Scott!” Stephanie screamed at the top of her lungs before turning back to Fossie and lowering her voice. “He told me that you guys finished with everything. I even had him grab some applications from stores nearby.”

Fossie’s heart dropped. “Has he applied anywhere?”

“Probably not. The boy is as lazy as they come.”

“He worked well for me… at least until he didn’t show up.”

“He skips classes, lies, and doesn’t work. I swear I don’t know where I went wrong.”

“Oh, Stephanie,” Fossie said and reached out her hand to touch Stephanie’s arm. “I’m sure you haven’t done anything wrong. Michael was the same way when he was that age.”

“Please,” Stephanie said and tossed her hand in the air. “Michael was an angel. He used to come home just to shovel your driveway when it snowed. Scott would never do something like that.”

Not until I get through with him.

Fossie couldn’t tell Stephanie all the naughty thoughts that were going through her mind, but she was more than willing to teach Scott a few lessons on Stephanie’s behalf. He’d acted up a few times while working for Fossie, but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle. Truthfully, the boy had endless potential. He just needed to be taught a few lessons to become the best man he could possibly be.

“Scott!” Stephanie hollered again. “Get down here!”

Only that time was their commotion from upstairs. Stephanie huffed and said a few unflattering things about Scott under her breath, but who could blame her? Scott was acting like a little brat, but Stephanie needn’t worry. Fossie had more than a few plans for how she was going to iron out those bratty kinks.

“What do you—” Scott asked, falling silent when he saw Fossie sitting across from his mother, a plate of cookies between them. “What is she doing here?”

“Excuse me?” Stephanie asked with attitude. “That’s no way to speak to Miss Clanton. You know what she just told me?”

Scott groaned and looked away from the ladies, but Stephanie wasn’t having it. She stood from her chair and marched across the kitchen to point her finger in Scott’s face.

“Did you lie to me?”

“No, mom.”

“Scott! You’re making me feel like a failure as a mother.”

Scott mumbled something under his breath that neither of the ladies could hear, but his words were far from friendly. Stephanie grabbed him by the ear. He screamed and cursed, but what could Scott honestly do as his mother dragged him across the room by his ear?

“Tell Miss Clanton you’re sorry.”

“Sorry, Miss Clanton,” Scott said in a mocking tone.

“Like you mean it! Honestly, Fossie, I’m sorry for my son. I swear I’ve failed as a mother. I don’t care what anyone says.”

“Oh, Stephanie, how could you say that when you have such a sweet daughter?’

Stephanie’s eyes brightened as she remembered her lovely daughter Andrea. She never got into trouble or skipped out on her responsibilities. Stephanie nodded as Fossie rubbed her forearm and reminded her of the daughter who used to be her daughter’s best friend. “You’re right, Fossie. It can’t be me, can it?”

“No, it’s not you. It’s Scott.”

“Hey! I’m right here!”

“Yeah, and Fossie wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t skipped out on your job! I swear, Scott, if you get handed a golden opportunity and can’t even be grateful for that, how will you ever survive in the real world?”

“I’m sorry,” Scott said, sounding like he meant it this time. “I got a new game and have been playing it. I shouldn’t have skipped out on work.”

“Well, what do you say you stop playing the game for a few hours to help Fossie with her garage sale? She’s relying on you, and it’s irresponsible not to show up when someone needs you, or would you not agree?” Stephanie asked her son.

“I agree,” he said.

“Good, now go put on some proper clothes. Miss Clanton doesn’t have all day.”

Fossie looked at Stephanie with a thankful expression as Scott marched out of the room to get dressed. Fossie played her part, but she couldn’t stop laughing in the back of her head, knowing that Scott wasn’t going to be doing any work in the garage after how bad he’d been. The boy needed more than a few lessons.


CHAPTER 9

“I’m sorry,” Scott said when they walked into Fossie’s house. He reached to grab her wrist, but she shook away his hand and continued forward without saying a word. “Fossie, please. You have to understand. I’m not like that. I don’t wear panties and skirts and stuff like that. It’s weird.”

Fossie turned on her heels and pointed a finger in Scott’s face. “You’re lying. I know you’re lying. You were rock hard for that outfit.”

“It was you touching me! It wasn’t the clothes! I swear!”

Fossie scoffed and turned back around, going deeper into her house. Scott was such a liar. She’d seen him lie right to his mother’s face only a bit ago. How could he ever expect her to believe a single word that came out of his mouth?

“Right,” Fossie said with her arms crossed and her back to Scott. She was honestly upset that he hadn’t even bothered to reply to her messages. She thought they had something going, and then he disappeared like money at a slot machine.

“I’m sorry. I swear,” Scott said as he placed a soft hand on Fossie’s shoulder. “Can’t you believe me?”

“Only if you prove how sorry you are.”

“Not by wearing those clothes again if that’s what you mean.”

“Then you should leave.”

Scott stood there behind Fossie. Now that he was in her presence, it was difficult to deny the fact that he needed this woman who wouldn’t even turn around to face him, but what had he done to deserve her attention? He ignored her for days on end, even after he’d read her messages. Scott had seen the phone calls, yet he never gave her any attention, but now he needed her. He couldn’t imagine leaving this house without tasting her on his lips again.

“Fossie, I’m sorry. Can’t you just spank me?”

“Once you let me dress you.”

Scott groaned and shook his head as he glanced down at his body. He told himself that he didn’t want to wear the skirts and panties and whatever else Fossie would dress him in, but he’d looked kind of cute when he was dressed and between her legs. It felt so good to have those lacy panties framing his cock. Not that he would admit it. He couldn’t. It was too painful to accept the truth.

“No?” Fossie asked as she turned around and took a step toward Scott. He shook his head again. “Then you should leave.”

“I don’t want to leave.”

“My house, my rules.”

“Why do you want to turn me into a girl?”

Fossie shrugged. “Why not? You look cute that way.”

Scott didn’t want to become Fossie’s girl, but he failed every time he tried to find the strength to leave. He couldn’t walk out of that front door without having another taste of Fossie, even if it meant wearing those damn clothes. He threw up his hands in defeat.

“Do what you want with me.”

Fossie squealed victoriously and grabbed Scott to lead him upstairs to the primary bathroom. She opened the door and pushed him inside. He already had a frightened look on his face, and honestly, Fossie didn’t blame him.

“What are you going to do?”

“I have the cutest dress for you to wear,” Fossie said. She failed to mention the fact that it was short and perfect for bending him over, but he wouldn’t be able to run by the time that came around. She would have him trapped and seduced.

“A dress?” Scott gasped.

“Yes, a dress. Don’t get your panties in a bunch.” Fossie threw her head back and laughed as she bent over to grab a fresh razor from under the sink. She passed it to Scott. He glanced down at the razor with a puzzled expression.

“What do you want me to do with this?”

“You can’t wear the dress without shaving your legs! It wouldn’t look right!”

Scott’s jaw dropped as he studied Fossie’s face, trying to see if she was being serious or not, but she looked deadly serious. Scott couldn’t believe it! This woman had lost her mind! Wearing the dress was one thing, but shaving his legs?

“No,” Scott said with a shake of the head.

“No?” Fossie asked in a seductive voice. “Not even if I let you have a taste?” she asked as she slowly reached between her legs. She was wearing a pair of tight yoga pants and moaned deeply as she pushed her hand against her crotch. “Will you do it if I let you have an appetizer?”

Scott stood captivated by the sight before him, Fossie’s voice hitting his ears in just the right way every time she opened her mouth. He needed her. He couldn’t wait another second to have her, either, so he dropped to his knees in front of her and ripped those yoga pants down her legs, instantly hard as the delicious fragrance of her arousal hit his nose.

“Yes!” Fossie moaned. “Eat my pussy!”

Scott hated how weak he was for Fossie, but she had the best pussy he’d ever had. He didn’t care what she was going to do to him, as long as he could have this taste. Every missed call… every ignored text… he was thinking about this pussy. He was thinking about how good it tasted against his lips. How sweet her nectar was on his tongue.

Lick, lick, lick.

Fossie screamed Scott’s name as she held the back of his head, loving how he was eating her pussy like ice cream. She tried to hold on, but Scott’s tongue felt too good, and his wet lips on her clit had fireworks exploding behind her eyes.

Fossie bent her head back as she held the back of Scott’s head, and then she came all over his face, moaning his name, telling him how good he was, and he couldn’t help but join her in orgasm, rubbing his cock until there was a puddle of cum on the floor in front of him.

“Mmm,” Fossie purred as she took a step away from Scott, barely able to keep her balance. “Thank you, but we had a deal. Now get your ass in the shower!”

Scott had no idea what to think about the deal he’d made with Fossie, but he couldn’t argue with her. He slowly stood and got into the shower. Fossie dropped a hand towel over his cum and rubbed it back and forth with her foot. She snapped at Scott and motioned for him to keep moving when she caught him staring at her.

“Where do you want me to shave?” he asked.

“Everywhere! I want you smooth like a girl.”

“But I’m not a girl!”

“This afternoon you will be,” Fossie said and cackled. Scott groaned, but he said no words of protest. He took his sweet time shaving, though. Fossie was nearly ready to tell him to go home when he finally came out of the bathroom all smooth and glistening, but sending him home would be insane. “Mmm, don’t you look good.”

“No,” he said.

“Yes, you do. You look beautiful, and you’ll look even better once I finish with you.”

“If you say so,” Scott said and sat on the edge of the bed next to Fossie with the towel wrapped around his waist. She sat up on her knees and went over to him, rubbing his shoulders gently. He moaned and relaxed as he kept rubbing. “That feels good,” he said softly.

“You still need to put on some lotion, but after you do that, I have an outfit for you to wear. Are you going to be a good boy and put it on?”

“I’ll wear it,” said Scott.

“Good. Now go back to the bathroom and grab the bottle of lotion that I have sitting on the counter.”

Scott nodded and stood, only gone a moment before coming back with the lotion. They both applied it to his body, ignoring the fact that he was already rock hard. He’d already cum once, and Fossie wasn’t going to let him cum again until she was good and ready.

“Ready for your outfit?”

“No, but you’re going to give it to me anyway.”

“That’s right!” Fossie said brightly and hopped up from the bed to go over to her closet. She grabbed the tight red dress and red lace jockstrap that she’d gotten for Scott to wear. She couldn’t wait to make him feel more like a girl than he ever thought possible, but it was exactly what he deserved after ghosting her.

“What is this?” Scott asked as he held the jockstrap in the air. “Why does it have a hole in the back? Why not the front like the other one?”

Fossie folded her lips and shrugged, trying to look cute and innocent, but Scott wasn’t an idiot.

“Wait, do you think?”

“You got what you wanted. Now it’s my turn.”

Scott’s eyes widened. He hopped up from the bed, the clothes falling to the floor beneath him. He cursed and ran out of the room, not even concerned when the towel fell from his body. He was screaming about what’d happened to his clothes, desperate to find out where they were.

How disrespectful! The entire spectacle. Fossie shook her head as she watched Scott run. He’d be back. His clothes were tucked away in her closet. He only needed the dress and lace jockstrap for now.

“What did you do with my clothes?” Scott hollered as he raced into the room a few minutes later without a piece of clothing on his body. He grabbed the towel from the floor when he noticed Fossie staring with hungry eyes. “Tell me!”

“Your clothes are right where you left them,” Fossie said and pointed to the lace jockstrap and short red dress on the floor. She wanted Scott wearing them when she fucked him. She’d already soaked through her thong just thinking about it.

“I can’t wear those, Fossie! No!”

“Are you refusing me?”

“I can’t! Please! Not the jockstrap! I don’t know what you want to do with that, but no! It can’t happen.”

Fossie sighed and got up from the bed. She stood a few inches away from Scott and ran her finger along his bare body, loving how sexy it looked now that he was smooth everywhere except his head. Didn’t he understand how long Fossie had been waiting for this exact moment? It’d been in the back of her mind ever since she saw him lying in his yard with that paperback book in his hands.

“Stop pretending like you don’t want this and put on the pretty clothes that I got you.”

“I don’t want this! I swear!”

“Right,” Fossie said and chuckled as she pushed away Scott’s hands that were covering his erection. “That’s why you can’t stay soft to save your life, but guess what? I’m not going to let you cum until I say you can cum,” Fossie said with a high laugh as she ran her finger down Scott’s chest, wishing he wouldn’t be so difficult when it was so clear that he wanted everything she was about to give him.

“Why not? Why are you doing this?”

“This is your punishment, but it’s also a bit of a treat, isn’t it?”

Scott swallowed, afraid to say anything, afraid to admit that this was who he was, but deep down he knew. Scott wanted to slip on that sexy dress and see what if felt like to be a girl, even if he didn’t like it. At least he would be able to say he tried.

“It’s okay. Show me you want this by putting on those clothes,” Fossie said as she returned to the bed and crossed her legs. “Nobody is judging you here.”

Scott took a deep breath as he stepped forward and reached down to grab the lacy red jockstrap. The part of him who wanted to deny this screamed to stop, but Scott knew that he wouldn’t. Deep down, he loved the idea of Fossie controlling his orgasms and turning him into her girl, even if he couldn’t yet say it aloud.

“There you go,” Fossie said with a smile as Scott pulled the jockstrap up his legs, getting it wet with the precum leaking from his tip. He wished that he weren’t this weak to his desires, but he preferred to feel happy and free than trapped. He was throwing caution to the wind and doing something he never thought he would have the courage to do in a million years. Scott didn’t know if it was luck or if Fossie had seen something in him, but it felt right when he put that dress on his body.

Fossie gushed once her girly boy was dressed. “So gorgeous! Spin for me, girl!” Fossie hollered and clapped as Scott danced awkwardly in a circle, but he still looked adorable. “You look so sexy, Scott! How do you feel?”

Scott shrugged.

“Bad?” asked Fossie.

“No, not bad. Maybe a little nervous.”

“Nervous about me using this?” Fossie asked and squeezed Scott’s ass. Scott shivered as she hooted. “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

Scott cursed under his breath as Fossie turned away from him and skipped toward her closet. He glanced down at his feminized body and shook his head. His hard cock was locked beneath the lacy fabric of his jockstrap, not able to be touched, even though he was desperate to touch it. He wanted to feel his hand on his cock as Fossie pleasured him, but he didn’t have that option. He had to follow Fossie’s lead. She was in charge and had proved it time and time again.

“I want you on your hands and knees on the bed,” Fossie said from her closet.

Scott quivered as he walked over to the bed and got to his hands and knees at the edge of it. He glanced over his shoulder several times, but Fossie yelled at him to stop before she emerged. He had no idea what she was about to do to him, but he feared the worst.

“That dress is so sexy on you, you know?”

“It’s not bad,” Scott admitted.

Fossie chuckled, and then she came out of the closet. Scott looked over his head at her, a touch relieved when he saw the size of the cock hanging from her waist. It wasn’t tiny, but it wasn’t huge either. He’d been so worried that the dildo she used would be far too big, but Scott was confident he could handle what she was packing.

“How do I look?” Fossie asked in a seductive whisper.

“Pretty sexy,” said Scott.

“You like my cock?”

Scott made a noise like he didn’t want to answer that question, even though it was obvious as daylight what he thought. Fossie was naked except for that strap hanging off her waistline and the tiny little white thong that she was wearing beneath it.

“Tell me you like it, Scott!”

“Fine! It’s hot! You’re hot! Fuck,” Scott cursed and shook his head. He looked at the bed beneath him as Fossie came up behind him. She reached up his dress and split his cheeks, pressing her lubricated fingers against his smooth hole.

“So tight. You ever play with your hole before, Scott?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Ooh, what did you use? Your fingers?” Fossie asked and pressed against his tight opening. “Did you like it?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Fossie chuckled as she pushed a little harder, extracting a soft moan from Scott’s lips. Fossie added some lube to her fingers and pushed two into Scott, loving how he gasped even more loudly. He loved having his hole stretched, and he loved that Fossie had dressed him in a cute outfit to do it. They were made for each other.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to talk,” Fossie said and grabbed Scott’s hips to lower them slightly to the perfect position.

Fossie held the base of her cock as she stood at the edge of the bed, pressing gently against Scott’s hole. He thought it would be so easy to take her cock since it didn’t look that big, but how wrong he’d been! Scott tilted his head back and screamed as Fossie pushed her dick head into him, but at the same time, it felt so fucking good to get stretched by her. His hole had been craving this moment for far too long, and his cock was throbbing like wild now that it was happening.

“Take a deep breath, Scott.”

Scott gripped the bedding, trying to take a breath, but he simply couldn’t. Fossie was stretching him to his limits, and she was barely even inside of him. Just past the tip of her dick.

“You can do this, Scott. Take a deep breath.”

“More lube! Please!”

Fossie slipped out of Scott and applied some more lube to her cock. It still hurt, but it was much easier for Scott to take Fossie when she pushed into him the second time, and it felt like pure bliss a minute later once she’d stretched him out completely.

“Yes, Fossie! Give me that dick!”

“I love how you can take this dick,” Fossie said and reached forward to rub her hand up and down Scott’s back. “You love this girly cock, Scott?”

“Yes! I love it!” Scott hollered, off in another world, worried that Fossie would make him cum all over the inside of his jockstrap if she kept hitting his spot, which she was doing with each of her thrusts. Scott was dying to touch his dick, but Fossie had made it clear that he couldn’t touch himself until she said, and he wanted to be her good girly boy.

Fossie grabbed Scott’s hips and pounded a little harder. Scott was hollering at the top of his lungs. He couldn’t stop. He moaned more loudly each time Fossie slammed her cock into him until he was screaming that he was about to cum.

“Cum for me! Rub your clit!”

Scott cursed and reached up his dress. He didn’t even take his cock out of the jockstrap. He rubbed it like it was a clit as Fossie pushed in and out of him, and when he looked over his shoulder at his woman, he saw that she was rubbing her clit too.

“Let’s cum together, girl!”

“Yes!” Scott panted in a breath.

Fossie rocked her hips as she touched herself, and Scott rubbed his dick through the jockstrap. They stared at each other as they got closer and closer to their release, and when they finally came, they both saw the stars together.

Fossie reached forward and pulled Scott against her bare chest as she kept her dick deep inside of him, her fingers still on her pussy, his hand still on his sticky dick, both extracting the last bits of their orgasm before they collapsed to the bed together. Fossie’s cock slid out of Scott, and then he curled her up in his arms.

“Who’s my girly boy?”

“I am,” Scott said and kissed her shoulder.


CHAPTER 10

End of the Summer

The garage sale had come and gone. Fossie sold a bunch of stuff and donated the rest. Scott was a huge help as usual, but Stephanie and Gary had also come over to help since they had nothing better to do that weekend morning. It wasn’t awkward on the surface, but Scott had been wearing a pretty pair of white lace panties the entire time, but his parents never found out. Not that Fossie and Scott would care much if they did.

They’d spent the summer in wonderland.

Scott had become her girly boy slut. She let him fuck her plenty, but only when she wanted it. Everything was on Fossie’s terms, but that was how Scott liked it. He trusted her and felt like he didn’t have to overthink life when she was around, and that was probably what he loved most about spending time with Fossie, but he didn’t live in town anymore. He was a college student and had to get back to school.

“Are you coming home for winter break?”

“Yeah, but I’ll be back before that. Maybe for Thanksgiving.”

Fossie frowned. “I’ll be out of town visiting the kids, but I’ll be here for Christmas. That’s their dad’s holiday.”

“You’ll be the perfect Christmas present,” Scott said as he draped his legs over Fossie. He was wearing a scarlet satin slip dress. Fossie was wearing a purple one. The fabric felt so soft and luscious.

“It’ll be a long wait, but it’ll be worth it.”

“Yeah, it will.”

Fossie squealed when Scott kissed against her neck and touched everywhere along her body that he could, but she would never ask him to stop. This was their last night together before he had to head back to university, and his parents were still none the wiser. He always told them that he was staying the night at a friend’s, drove his car to a store, and Fossie would pick him up. They’d spent every night the past three weeks together by doing that.

“What if I came to visit you in the city? We could get a hotel room and have a sexy date.”

“I would love that! Would you do that for me?”

“It’d be for us, silly,” Fossie said and cupped the side of Scott’s face before giving him a bunch of kisses.


PARTY GIRL

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

I became infatuated with Natasha Hoffman the first moment I saw her at the restaurant where we worked. She had a bright smile and said hello to me right away, which wasn’t something new servers usually did, but she was different. She had an energy about her that was contagious, like she was on her way to taking over the world.

If only Natasha had paid attention to me after that first day, but the longer she worked at Julie’s Kitchen, it seemed like the less she noticed me. I wasn’t worth much more than a forgotten book in the back of a closet. I wished Natasha still met my eyes and smiled at me with that same bubbly demeanor, but there was some power in invisibility.

I could watch Natasha all that I wanted without her noticing, much like I was doing now. She and another server were talking about their plans for the night. Natasha wasn’t looking in my direction, and I couldn’t stop staring at her. She had the most beautiful profile. Her nose had no bumps. Her lips looked plump, and her ears were weirdly sexy.

“Do you want to go out dancing with me tonight? My friend Carol can’t make it tonight because she’s hanging out with her boyfriend.”

I was preparing a sandwich and nearly dropped it to the floor as a big smile spread across my face. The way Natasha said ‘boyfriend’ made me chuckle, like it was the worst thing in the world, but then I remembered that I was a boy. I remembered that I wanted to be Natasha’s boyfriend, but I wasn’t sure that would ever happen by the way she was talking.

Natasha had an air of independence about her, like she never wanted to rely on a man for anything, and I could only wonder why she was like that. I didn’t know much about her except that she was a server who lived on her own and liked to go out dancing. I wished that she would say more than hi. I wished she would tell me her entire life story. Her fears. What she loved.

“I wish I could, Natasha! I have a bunch of homework to finish, though.”

“Homework? Gross!”

Kristen laughed. “Nursing school is a lot of work! Let me know like a week in advance next time, and I’ll try to make it.”

Natasha put her hand on her hip and jutted it to the side, tossing her ponytail over her shoulder as she did. She was so dramatic and full of energy. I was beyond obsessed. It was a problem, but I didn’t care. As long as Natasha worked with me, I would stare at her from behind the metal shelves that divided us.

“Promise? You don’t seem very serious.”

“I promise!” Kristen insisted.

Natasha narrowed her eyes, but then her face fell into a most infectious smile. She waved her hand in the air, dismissing Kristen like she wasn’t offended at all.

“If you can’t, it’s no big deal, but you can’t spend your entire life studying, girl!”

“I know! I’m hoping things calm down once I graduate from nursing school, but we’ll see.”

Natasha nodded, laughing a little, like she really didn’t care about Kristen’s life, but she wasn’t mean about it. She told Kristen that she had to grab her order from the line and walked away from the other girl with a bounce in her step.

I watched as her breasts swayed beneath her tight-fitting shirt as she walked to where a salad and sandwich were waiting for her. She thanked the kitchen staff without looking at any of us directly, and I about melted when she turned away from us with the plates in her hand, watching as her ponytail swung like the pendulum of a clock.

She was gone as quickly as she’d arrived, leaving me desperately waiting for the next time she would appear in the kitchen. I tried to focus on my tasks, like flipping sandwiches on the flattop and throwing together salads and pasta dishes, but my mind kept going back to how sexy Natasha looked every time she walked down the line, like a runway model at fashion week.

I wished I weren’t obsessed.

I wished I could get my act together.

Each time I tried to forget about Natasha, it seemed like my obsession only grew. I wished that she’d mentioned which DJ she was going to see, so that I could show up at the party and offer to dance with her, but she hadn’t, and there was no telling which of the many clubs she’d be at in Detroit.

Natasha walked down the line a few more times during the lunch rush, making me perk up a little each time I saw her, but she never noticed me. She hadn’t really seen me since that first day, even though she always made sure to thank us kitchen workers when she picked up a dish.

Why couldn’t she thank me for dinner or a date at the park? Why did I have to be so afraid and pathetic? As much as I thought about Natasha, one would think that I could muster up the courage to ask her out, yet I never did.

I never would.

The day came and went, and I was leaving Julie’s Kitchen even sadder than the day before. If things didn’t change soon, I’d have to find somewhere else to work. My heart couldn’t handle much more of the torture I was putting it through. When I got into my car, I screamed at myself and banged my fists against the steering wheel before turning the ignition to leave and carry on with my day.


CHAPTER 2

“Would you like some lemonade, Thom?” my grandmother called from her deck. I was cutting the grass, something I did for her every few weeks, but this was my first time doing it this year. It was still early spring and would probably snow again, but the grass was already growing like crazy.

“I’m fine, grandma! Thank you!” I hollered back.

Detra, my grandmother, waved and turned to head back inside, leaving me to my work. I mowed her entire backyard, which was rather large, but I was thankful for the distraction. No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about Natasha, so I was happy when three full minutes passed without her crossing my mind, which happened when I was pushing the lawnmower back and forth across my grandma’s backyard.

Her grass was growing in quickly, but there were some patches. I would have to go to the basement to see if she had any grass seed. I knew how much Detra hated spending money, so I was really hoping there was, or the patches might last all summer. Ever since my grandfather died, she’d been much more careful with her money.

My grandparents used to take little vacations every other month, but that all stopped when Grandpa Charles died. He was the more adventurous one of the two, so nobody was surprised when Detra just wanted to stay at home most days, but everyone in the family did what they could to get her out of the house. We took her to the movies, out to eat, and I was over at her house at least a few times a month to shovel her driveway or mow her lawn or rake the leaves or do whatever else she needed done.

It took about forty minutes to finish mowing. I was drenched in sweat when I stepped inside to find some grass seed for the lawn. I was on my way to the basement when Detra intercepted me with a glass of ice water in her hand.

“Here, Thom. I thought you might need this.”

“Thanks, grandma.”

“Why don’t you sit down and chat for a second?”

I glanced at the table where Detra wanted me to sit, knowing that she would have me there for half an hour if I took her up on her offer, but what choice did I have? Grandma played cards with her friends, but that was only once a week. She was lonely, and I believed in karma. Maybe if I were nice to her, I could somehow get Natasha into my life and have a wonderful marriage like my grandparents did.

“Would you like something to eat?” Detra asked once I’d taken a seat at the dining table.

“I’m fine, grandma. Thanks.”

“Are you sure? I still don’t understand how a young man who works in a kitchen can be as thin as you.”

“You know I like to run.”

“Yes, but you should still have a little more meat on your bones.”

I ignored my grandmother’s comment. She and everyone else I knew always said something about my weight, but I’d always been thin, and I wasn’t the biggest eater. I cooked to keep a roof over my head. I’d been in kitchens since I was a teenager and enjoyed the fast pace, and the pay wasn’t terrible.

“So, do you have a girlfriend yet? When am I going to get some great grandchildren? You know I won’t be around forever, right?”

“I don’t know, grandma. I’m only twenty-two.”

Detra hooted. “When I was your age, I was already married and about to have my first child. You kids nowadays wait forever to do anything.”

“We have contraception. I’m sure you wouldn’t be married and pregnant if you were my age now.”

Detra shrugged. “Perhaps you’re right, but I’m tired of waiting for great grandchildren, Thom! Don’t you want to make me happy?”

“That’s why I’m over here mowing your grass.”

“Fine,” Detra said with a smile. “You know I’m just messing with you, but I want you to know that you wouldn’t be alone if you happened to have a child.”

“I know, grandma. Between you and my mom, I’m sure any baby I had would be well loved.”

“That it would!”

Detra excused herself from the table when her kettle whistled in the kitchen. She went to fix us two cups of tea, even though I was just trying to figure out how I could excuse myself from this conversation to get down to the basement where grandma kept the grass seed.

“Would you like some cookies?” Detra called from the kitchen.

“Sure, grandma!”

Detra emerged from the kitchen a few minutes later with a tray in her hands. It had our tea and cookies, everything grandma needed to keep me at the dining table another ten minutes or longer. I tried not to be annoyed. It wasn’t like I had anywhere to go. It wasn’t like Natasha had invited me to go out dancing with her.

“So, are you seeing anyone, Thom? I’ll take any gossip I can get.”

I chuckled. “Nothing official.”

“Any flings?”

“Grandma!”

“What?” she asked.

I shrugged. My grandmother and I had a rather easygoing relationship, but I still wasn’t comfortable discussing my sex life with her, even though it was pretty much nonexistent. There used to be a couple of girls that I could call to have fun with if I was feeling lonely, but I’d put them on the backburner ever since Natasha started working at Julie’s Kitchen.

“There’s something you’re not telling me. I can see it in your eyes.”

I scoffed. “It’s nothing, grandma.”

“Please. Who is she?”

“Nobody!” I insisted.

“You can lie to me all you want, but you can’t lie to yourself. If there is a girl you really like, you need to tell her, even if it scares the shit out of you.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re crazy.”

“No, I’m telling the truth, Thom! It only takes a day for someone else to come along and snatch up that girl you like.”

I knew that my grandmother was telling the truth, even if I didn’t want to believe it myself. It would only take one night out for Natasha to meet a man and fall in love, and then I would be left with nothing except unfulfilled desire, which would eat at me for the rest of my life, and that wasn’t a prospect I wanted to experience.

“What do you suggest?”

Detra looked at me with a curious expression, and I almost wondered if she had some tricks up her sleeve, but then she shook her head like whatever thought she had was too ridiculous to mention.

“I suggest you trust your heart. If you like this girl, the worst she can say is no.”

“That’s true, but I’m not sure I can handle the rejection.”

“We all get rejected at some point in life.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

My grandma reached out her hand to touch mine. I lifted my face to meet her gaze and smiled softly. She did the same as she lovingly rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb.

“Believe it or not, I was the one who asked out your grandpa.”

“Really?”

Detra nodded. “Yep, we were at a local baseball game. I couldn’t even remember why I was there, but I had a major crush on Charles, and then I went over to chat with him, and the rest was history. Don’t be afraid of what you can gain, be afraid of what you can lose.”

I nodded. Grandma was right, and I would take her advice, but I needed to get going, so I told her as much. Detra wasn’t offended, as I’d already been sitting with her for over half an hour. She told me where I could find the grass seed in the basement, so I went to grab it and put some on the lawn before I left, but something stopped me dead in my tracks.

There was a book hidden a few shelves above the bird seed. It was tucked behind some woodworking tools, and I about fainted when I saw the cover. My grandmother told people she was a religious lady, but this book was about witchcraft, and it had her name inside the front cover.

I was extra careful with the book, as it seemed rather old, flipping through it until I came across a page with a folded corner. There was a love spell on the page. One that promised to change a person into the perfect match for their crush.

I wondered if Detra used that spell on Charles, but I couldn’t ask her. She would deny it and probably take the book from me, and I needed the book. I needed to become the perfect date for Natasha, so I hid the book and grabbed the grass seed, finishing up my work before sneaking out of grandma’s house with the book hidden among my things.


CHAPTER 3

I rushed home after leaving grandma’s house, checking my phone every few minutes, worried that she would notice the missing book and give me a call, but she probably wasn’t even concerned about it. My grandmother had a storied past, one that almost seemed legendary, but she’d given up the woman who she once was by the time I knew her.

When she was eighteen, she made her money as a dancer and singer. She used to belt out famous songs at late-night clubs around Detroit. She danced with a group of girls, and I’d heard from many that everyone was surprised when she settled on Charles, the easygoing and quiet guy from down the street, but now I wondered if she’d used a spell to trap him.

If she had, could I do the same with Natasha?

My fingers shook as I sat on my couch and opened the spell book to the page with the love spell. It said it could change a person into the perfect match for their crush, but did I want to risk changing myself for a girl? What if the spell turned me into a completely different person?

I bit my lip as I stared at the book and considered my possibilities. As much as I would love to get Natasha’s attention, did I really need a spell to make it happen? I could walk up to her the next time we were at work together and tell her that I wanted to take her out dancing, but I laughed at myself seconds later.

I didn’t have it in me to do that.

Ugh.

What to do? What to do?

I was a mess as I screamed at myself in my head and read over the spell. It seemed simple enough, and what were the chances that it could actually work? This was probably just some random book that my grandma picked up at a yard sale because she thought it was interesting.

I considered my options. I could actually grow a pair and go up to Natasha at the restaurant, or I could take my chances with some random spell that probably didn’t even work. I wished more than anything that I had the courage to ask Natasha out on a date, but the more I thought about it, the more I was leaning toward trying this spell.

It was the easy way out, and who didn’t like easy?

I leaned forward, sitting on the edge of the couch. I touched my finger to the fragile page, reading over the spell several times. I hadn’t yet said the words aloud, as I was truly terrified that this spell would somehow change me, but was magic even real?

I stood from the couch to grab myself a glass of water and to give myself a minute to think, but the longer I waited, the more I was leaning toward the spell. I wanted to march back into the living room to say the spell and hope that it became true, even if it did turn me into someone else.

Wouldn’t that be worth getting Natasha?

I took a big gulp from the glass of water as I considered the question. When it came down to it, I didn’t know all that much about Natasha. She could be a crazy woman. She could have six or seven or even more guys to call for a fuck when she got horny. A girl like Natasha could have any man she wanted, and maybe I should accept the fact that there probably wasn’t a spell in the world powerful enough to get her to sleep with a guy like me.

I groaned to myself as I set the glass on the kitchen counter and went back to the living room. I plopped down onto the couch in a huff, leaning forward to slam the spell book closed. I sighed deeply as I fell against the back of the couch and turned my gaze toward the ceiling, losing myself in dark thoughts about how pathetic I was.

Seconds passed of me wallowing in my own misery, but then the spell book opened itself, flying back to the page it’d been on, making me jump and take notice. I leaned forward, not quite able to believe that the book had opened itself. I rubbed my eyes, but nothing changed.

The book was still open to the love spell, so I couldn’t help but think that maybe the magic was real. Maybe my dreams could come true if I just read the words on the page. I didn’t want my entire life to change, but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could function without having Natasha in my life as more than a coworker. I needed her to notice me. I needed her to like me.

My heart raced as I cleared my throat and began reading the words on the page.

If you can hear me, I’m in love.

There’s someone in my life I can’t live without, but they don’t even notice me.

Help me attract them.

Help them love me.

I sacrifice myself to become the person of their dreams.

A large flash of light shot out from the book and filled the room, blinding me. I covered my eyes with my arm, not dropping it for several seconds, but everything looked normal when I did. I glanced down at my body, but it hadn’t changed, which I confirmed when I ran to the mirror. I was still the same guy as before, much to my relief and disappointment.

I shrugged and walked away from the mirror. The light was weird, but I didn’t think much about it as I closed the book and placed it on my bookshelf, making a mental note to return it to my grandma’s house as soon as possible.


CHAPTER 4

I woke up far too early the next morning and ran straight to the bathroom, feeling strangely nauseous. I grabbed my stomach as I ran, groggy and tired and angry that I’d woken up before the sun was shining, except I had to expel whatever was making me sick. It was probably food poisoning, but I was too tired to think about what I’d eaten that might have made me sick.

I dropped to my knees in front of the toilet and opened the lid just in time. I gagged and gasped as yesterday’s food slid up my throat and shot out of my mouth. I cursed and wiped my lips as I reached out to flush the toilet.

It wasn’t until I gently fell to my back that I noticed things were amiss. I touched my chest and screamed. It was no longer flat! I had tits! I rolled over and pushed myself up with my hands and raced to the mirror. I couldn’t believe it when I got a look at my reflection.

I was a girl!

What could I do? Who could I tell? Nobody would believe me if I told them I’d woken up as a girl, but that was exactly what had happened. I had boobs! Even worse, I also had a vagina!

My dick wasn’t the biggest or most impressive, but it’d been my dick! It was my little guy! Whenever I had a bad day, I could whip him out and stroke him a bit, and everything would be fine, but what the fuck was I supposed to do with a pussy?

Would I get periods?

Cramps?

I pushed my hands into my hair, which had also somehow grown out overnight, and screamed as I stared at myself in the mirror, but how long could a person really scream? Plus, it was early in the morning, and I didn’t want my neighbors calling the police.

What in the world would I tell a cop?

Hey, Officer. Believe it or not, but I just woke up as a woman!

The thought made me laugh out loud, but I quickly covered my mouth when I realized that my voice had changed as well. I was wondering what in the world was going on, but then I remembered the spell. The spell was supposed to turn me into the perfect person for my crush, so did this mean that Natasha was a lesbian?

That would certainly explain why she never paid me much attention, but what in the world was I going to do now? I didn’t know the first thing about being a girl! I didn’t have any women’s clothing, and my bank account was pathetically low.

I paced the bathroom, upset and confused.

What was I going to do? Everybody knew me as Thom, but it wasn’t like I could go out into the world telling everyone that I was Thom and had woken up in a woman’s body. They would admit me to a mental institution! I pushed my hands into my hair as I tried to think, but it was like four o’clock in the morning, and I was tired, so I just went back to bed.

I felt panic in my heart as I got into bed and pulled the comforter over my body. I thought about calling my grandma to ask her what to do, but then she would know that I’d stolen her book, and then she would ask about my crush, and I wasn’t quite ready to tell her or anyone else about the stupid thing I’d done.

Why hadn’t I just asked Natasha out like a normal person? She would have told me no, and I would have been able to move on with my life and find a girl that liked me for who I was, but now I was a girl. Maybe a lesbian? I didn’t have a problem with lesbians, but I didn’t know how to be a girl. I didn’t know how to make love to a woman as a woman. There were more questions than answers.

I honestly didn’t know what to do, so I just cried myself back to sleep.


CHAPTER 5

It was around ten o’clock in the morning when I awoke again. I felt a bit better than before. At least it wasn’t a complete shock when I felt the heaviness of breasts on my chest. It didn’t make me faint when I had to sit on the toilet to pee, and whatever nausea I had from the food poisoning had vanished.

Now that I was feeling a bit better and not as shocked, I could wrap my head around what’d happened. I was the person who’d read a spell. I was the person who’d wanted to change to best fit Natasha’s desires, so when I thought about it, I deserved what came my way. Now I just needed to figure out how to move forward.

What underwear did I have to wear? Would I need a bra? Tampons? I was really worried about getting a period without notice, but if I had an emergency, I figured I could ask another woman.

Fuck!

Would I have to use women’s restrooms? I would have to be careful whenever I went to use a public bathroom. I’d spent my entire life going into men’s restrooms, and now that would have to change.

I started to panic when I thought of all the ways my life would be different as a woman, but then I remembered the spell book and thought there must be a spell in there to turn everything back to normal, so I raced downstairs, having to grab my chest as I did. Boobs were a lot more difficult than I realized.

I grabbed the spell book from my bookshelf and sat on the couch. I flipped through it, reading the title of every page carefully, but there were no reversal spells. There weren’t even any warnings or notes about how to change a spell gone bad, which irked me. What the fuck was I going to do?

I couldn’t stay like this!

When I couldn’t think of anything else, I picked up my phone to call my grandma but stopped short of hitting the call button. If I told Detra what I’d done, there was no telling if she would be able to help me, but I could guarantee she would race over here and put her nose deep in my business, and I wasn’t willing to take those chances.

Not yet.

If the spell had indeed worked, then I was the girl Natasha wanted. I just had to figure out how to make this new identity work, and there was plenty of help online, so I went to grab my laptop and typed in how to be a girl.

It was a stupid phrase, as a girl could be anything she wanted, but I got plenty of results and different opinions, so I spent the next few hours planning how I could turn my current disastrous state into something more workable. I wanted to become a girl who would turn heads. One who would command enough attention to get Natasha’s.

You can do this!

I told myself the line at least a hundred times as I read through blog after blog. Some were from girly girls. Others were from tomboys. I even read several mom blogs, reading advice from different women about how to teach their daughters about periods and sex and what it meant to be a woman.

I would have researched much longer, but I didn’t have all day. I was already missing work as Thom, and every day that I spent without Natasha in my life was a day that she could find someone else to love. I always thought she would chase after some hunky man, but I now knew that she wanted a woman.

I didn’t have many clothes that fit my new body, so I had to put on sweatpants, sandals, and a t-shirt to leave the house. I didn’t even have a bra. I would really have to watch what I spent, but I needed some womanly products and hoped I had enough in my account to buy everything from the list I’d written. It seemed like a lot, but I knew how to be thrifty and could only hope that I was frugal enough to turn my plan into reality.


CHAPTER 6

I went to a department store first to buy bras and panties. The woman working there was super helpful and measured my chest before she let me buy any bras, realizing I had the wrong size at checkout. I’d been too worried to ask for help, but the lady wouldn’t take no for an answer when she offered assistance.

“You’d be surprised by how many girls buy the wrong size. I was buying the wrong size for years before I worked here and learned how to properly measure a chest.”

“I appreciate you stopping me from buying the other ones,” I said.

“Yeah, I usually don’t say anything, but that size was way off.”

The saleswoman looked at me curiously, like she could see the truth of who I’d been a mere twenty-four hours before. I felt like such a fraud in a woman’s body, but I would have to learn how to act the part and fast. I was learning that women had a secret, unspoken language that only they could speak, and this woman clearly had her suspicions.

“I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Is this your first bra?” the woman asked with narrowed eyes.

I bit my lip, feeling nervous. “Uh… it’s my… first sexy bra. I’ve only ever used sports bras. Grew up with a single dad and two brothers,” I said, even though it was a complete lie, but it seemed to do the trick.

“Oh, you poor thing! Growing up in a house with only boys? How did you ever survive?”

Every ounce of doubt had vanished from the saleswoman’s voice, making me feel much more at ease. I expanded the lie, telling her that it was fun growing up with only brothers, but that I’d indeed been figuring out how to become a woman one mistake at a time.

“You poor thing! I can help you pick out some cute clothes if you’d like. My mother and I used to shop for hours, and I couldn’t imagine not having those memories! My name is Stephanie, by the way.”

I shook Stephanie’s hand and told her my name was Cecelia. It was a name I’d seen in a news article that morning and decided it would be mine if anyone asked.

Stephanie and I were at the checkout register, but I hadn’t yet paid for the bra and panties because we were too busy talking. Stephanie was so sweet, but my budget would only allow me to shop at the thrift store. “I wish, but I don’t have the money for anything here except what’s right in front of us.”

“Hmm,” Stephanie said and chewed on her bottom lip. “I’m not supposed to give my discount to customers, but you’re so adorable, and your story is kind of sad! I want to be your mom for an hour if you’ll let me.”

Stephanie was probably in her late forties, so she could have been my mom, but I didn’t want her to get in trouble, which I told her.

“Please! I doubt they’ll fire me for giving one person a discount. I’ve been here long enough.”

“Are you sure?” I asked in a weak voice. I could really use the help, but I didn’t want Stephanie getting in trouble on my account, but Stephanie seemed more enthusiastic about helping me with each second that passed.

“Yes, I’m sure! Give me those undergarments, and we’ll go find you some cute stuff to wear. Your dad and brothers aren’t doing you any favors letting you walk around in sweatpants and baggy t-shirts!”

“Okay, if you’re sure, I would really appreciate it.”

Stephanie clapped and came around to my side of the cash register. She waved for me to follow her, and then we were on our way to the women’s clothing. She went straight for the clearance section, much to my relief, grabbing several different options and throwing them into my arms.

“Do you really not have any other clothes?” Stephanie asked as she paused a second.

I shook my head. “Only sweats, t-shirts, and sweaters.”

“Stop it! I almost want to call your dad to yell at him. There’s no reason you shouldn’t have more clothes!”

“I got a lot of hand-me-downs from my brothers.”

“Ugh!”

Stephanie looked utterly appalled as she shook her head and went back to sifting through all the clothes in the clearance section. She found a lot of cute pieces that would probably look adorable on my body, so I went to the changing room feeling rather upbeat about my options.

“Every girl needs a good pair of jeans,” Stephanie said through the door. “Try those on first. Then we’ll worry about the dresses and skirts. I had to guess your size. If the four is too small, we can try a six.”

“Okay,” I said. My feminine voice still sounded strange to my ears, but I didn’t mind it. It matched my cute little frame and naturally blonde hair. When I stopped to stare at myself in the dressing room mirror, I didn’t look half bad. I was probably even hot with the right clothes and so grateful that Stephanie had shown up in my life.

The first pair of jeans wasn’t too tight around the waist, but they weren’t at all flattering, which Stephanie confirmed when I stepped out of the dressing room to show her how they looked. The second pair were a bit better but a touch saggy in the backside, and I wanted my butt to look good. Stephanie agreed that we could do better.

She ran off to find more jeans while I tried on the third pair, but her search wasn’t necessary as the third pair fit my legs and butt perfectly. I couldn’t stop staring at my legs in the mirror, turned on by how they looked, hoping Natasha would feel the same when she saw me in them.

Stephanie clapped and made me twirl in a circle when I stepped out of the dressing room in that third pair of jeans. They were tight but not uncomfortable, and I couldn’t wait to walk around in them.

“Try on the skirts next.”

“Okay!”

I spent the next forty minutes trying on countless skirts and dresses. There were also some blouses and even more jeans. Some of the blouses and dresses looked horrendous, but there were others that made me feel like a woman from a fashion magazine. I was a little shocked about how pretty I could become with the right outfit.

“You’ve been a tremendous help, Stephanie.”

“Give me a call if you ever want to do it again,” Stephanie said and scribbled her phone number onto a piece of paper and passed it to me.

I held the paper close to my chest and told Stephanie that I would definitely be calling her as she rang up my purchases. I hollered when she told me that everything would only cost one hundred and fifty dollars.

“What! How is that possible?”

She shrugged, not wanting to reveal her secrets, probably to avoid getting in trouble. I didn’t know what she’d done, but there was no way everything I had sitting there could cost that little. I felt so grateful that I told Stephanie we had to get drinks next time I got paid.

“I would love to get drinks!”

“Cool!”

I remembered that I no longer had a job right after saying the words, but I planned on changing that. I was going to take some of these cute clothes and march into Julie’s Kitchen and ask for a waitressing job. If I’d become a woman to get Natasha, then I was going to make it happen.

“Tell your dad and brothers that I’m mad at them for never buying you a proper bra.”

I chuckled, feeling a little guilty for lying, but it wasn’t like I could tell Stephanie the truth. She wouldn’t believe me, and I didn’t mind my new story. It was one I could use again. One I would certainly remember if Stephanie and I actually got drinks, which I hoped we did, but my future was as uncertain as a weather forecast in spring.

“I’ll be sure to let them know,” I said as I grabbed my many shopping bags.

“I’m being serious, Cecilia! Do something with your hair too, please. It’s much too pretty to be as messy as it is.”

I lifted my hand to touch my hair, feeling self-conscious about the bird’s nest on my head. I would definitely fix it before I showed up at Julie’s Kitchen, which I planned on doing that very day. I couldn’t waste another minute.

“Thanks for all your help, Stephanie. You don’t know how much it means.”

“I’m happy to help. Take care!”

I waved and swung the bags by my side, thinking for the first time that being a girl might not be so bad.


CHAPTER 7

I raced home to change into my new jeans and a super cute purple crossover blouse. I had on a bra, so my boobs looked extra perky, and I’d run a comb through my hair, so it didn’t look as knotted and tangled as before, and I honestly looked pretty sexy, even without makeup, which I didn’t have as I had no idea how to use it.

No makeup wouldn’t stop me from my mission though, which was getting a job at Julie’s Kitchen. I grabbed my keys and headed out the door. I got into my car and drove over to Julie’s Kitchen. I parked a few blocks from the restaurant.

I didn’t want anyone thinking that I’d stolen my car, which they would assume was Thom’s. It hadn’t even occurred to me that I would need identification to get a job at Julie’s Kitchen, which sent me into a panic until I checked my wallet.

I hadn’t looked at my driver’s license until that moment, but there was a picture of the face I had now, and my name had changed to Cecelia. The address on my driver’s license was my grandmother’s. I didn’t have time to think about why any of that had happened. I was grateful that I had an ID that could get me a job and marched to the entrance of Julie’s Kitchen.

Natasha took notice of me right away when I pulled open the front door and stepped inside. She was at the host stand arranging menus. It was still early enough in the day that the full-time host hadn’t yet arrived, so servers took turns taking guests to their tables.

“Hey, table for one?”

I shook my head. “I’m actually interested in a job.”

Natasha’s eyes lit up when I said I wanted a job, which made me think that maybe all this craziness had been worth it.

“What position are you looking for?”

“Serving, but I guess I would take a job at the host stand if there’s nothing else.”

“Have you served before?” Natasha asked, almost acting like she was the manager, but she was just interested in my womanly form, which had me beyond excited, but I was trying to keep my eagerness under wraps.

“Yeah, I’ve served tables at a few restaurants.” It was a lie, but I didn’t care. I would say whatever I needed to say to get close to Natasha and fake it until I made it. I wasn’t afraid of making myself look like a fool once or twice along the way as long as I got Natasha in the end.

“Oh, great! I’ll go grab Ian. He’s the manager, but I’ll put in a good word for you. We need more servers like you,” Natasha said and winked at me before walking away from the host stand.

Ian appeared a minute later. I stood from the bench by the entrance and shook his hand, acting like it was the first time we were meeting. Ian asked me some basic questions but told me that I was hired after all of five minutes.

We went to the managers’ office in the back, where Ian had me fill out some paperwork. I gave him my new ID and used my grandma’s address. I told him I would have to get back to him about my social security number, but Ian didn’t seem concerned.

“Can you have it by tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yes!” I said, even though I didn’t know if that was the truth.

“Perfect, so can you start tomorrow too? We’ll have you train first, but you should be able to have your own tables by the end of the week.”

“That’s amazing! Thank you so much, Ian!”

“You’re welcome, Cecelia. Be here at ten tomorrow morning?”

“I’ll be here!”

Ian shook my hand, and then I left the managers’ office, feeling like I’d accomplished the ultimate heist. Natasha frightened me when she jumped in front of my path, grabbing my hands and looking at me excitedly.

“Did you get the job?”

“Yes,” I said in a weak voice, feeling overwhelmed by the sensation of Natasha’s hands on mine. She dropped them only a second after grabbing them, but that second sent a surge through my body. It made me feel like I’d had six shots of espresso in one gulp.

“Yay! I’m so happy for you!” Natasha did a little dance. I chewed on my lip as I watched her hips move from side to side. She had her hair in two ponytails that day, and it was so sexy seeing them bounce as she moved.

“Oh good,” Ian said as he came up behind us. “You two have already met. Natasha, this is Cecelia, and you’ll be training her tomorrow.”

“Yay! Cecelia and I met at the host stand, but I’m so excited that I get to be your trainer!”

“Me too,” I said.

“She’ll be here tomorrow at ten, right?”

I nodded.

“Good, don’t be late,” Ian said and walked away from us to go check on the kitchen.

Natasha seemed unfazed by Ian, turning her attention back to me. I could tell that she really liked my new form, and I couldn’t wait to get to know Natasha a little better during training. She had a lot of stuff to do, so we couldn’t chat for long, but she told me a brief rundown about what to expect as we walked together toward the front door.

“Thanks for all the pointers, Natasha!”

“You’re welcome! See you tomorrow, Cecelia!”

I waved at her and pushed open the door, feeling amazing as I walked to my car. I had a bigger bounce in my step than I’d had in ages. Being a girl wasn’t so bad! I only hoped that Natasha was worth it.


CHAPTER 8

I woke up bright and early the next day. I was excited to spend the day with Natasha. There were still concerns about living as a woman, but I had IDs that said I was Cecelia, so what was the big deal? Natasha was already paying more attention to me than she had when I was boring old Thom, and wasn’t that what I wanted?

I threw the covers off my body and hopped out of bed, rushing to the shower. I had to admit that it was very strange to have a pussy, but it was growing on me. Sure, I used to love my dick. I loved how it would get hard and shoot fountains of cum when I masturbated, but there was an entire world to discover now that I had a vagina.

There was no telling if I would like getting my pussy played with more than my dick, but it wasn’t like I was getting tons of action as a man. There was the occasional girl in my life, but none of them were Natasha. None of them had that contagious, domineering energy like Natasha. None of them made me want to recite some crazy spell that turned me into a girl, but that was yesterday’s news.

I now had a date with Natasha because of that spell. Maybe it wasn’t an official date, but I would get to spend the day with her. I would get to smell that spritz of perfume she sprayed on her chest. I would get to watch her bounce around the restaurant in her short skirts.

Soap suds ran down my naked body as I stood under the rush of steamy water. I loved my long hair and how blonde it was. I just wished I knew what to do with it, but then I had the crazy idea to ask Natasha for help. Once we got to know each other a little better, of course. She would be the perfect person to help. She always had her hair done super cute. Sometimes she would have it in a curly ponytail or tucked into two adorable balls or braids or whatever else she was feeling. It was impossible to keep up with all the cute things she did with her hair, but I didn’t know how to do any of that, much to my disappointment.

I wrapped a towel around my body after stepping out of the shower, and then I went over to my bed. The clock on my bedside table said I still had two hours before I had to leave for work, so I opened the towel and glanced down at my womanhood.

There was a little patch of hair above my pussy lips, which looked so foreign and strange but incredibly beautiful. I couldn’t help but reach my hand down, shaking a little when my fingers made contact with my pussy.

I chuckled as a pleasurable sensation ran through me, sucking in a sharp breath as I pushed a little harder against my womanhood, testing it. I closed my eyes as I moved my fingers around, seeing what felt good and what didn’t, but the gentle touches had me getting excited.

My breath became sharper. I was gasping after a second, feeling my pussy swell beneath my fingertips. My lips got all puffy, and my body grew desperate. It was like my pussy was begging me to slide my fingers into it, so I did, and that was when I felt the fireworks.

I gasped and pushed my fingers deeper as my pussy gushed all over them, and then I started thrusting my fingers, finally opening my eyes to look down at what I was doing, and fuck. I was a wet, sticky mess, but it felt so good I didn’t even care.

I screamed out as the pleasure grew even more intense, throwing my head back. I didn’t know what was happening, but every time I pushed my fingers into my pussy felt like euphoria. I closed my eyes as the pressure built, telling me that I was getting close. Telling me that I had to keep going since I’d already come this far.

I clapped my legs together around my hand with my fingers deep. I was a mess. I was screaming and gasping and desperately wishing Natasha were there to lick my clit, which had come out to play, making me moan even more loudly each time I brushed it. It was more sensitive than my dick had ever been.

Between the sensations of my fingers in my pussy and my thumb on my clit, I couldn’t take it. I was panting and moaning, knowing that I was on the verge of an orgasm, and I wasn’t going to do anything to stop it.

I needed it.

I cursed and dropped my head to stare at my pussy as the sensations of my climax spread throughout me. I gasped and moaned and held my fingers deep as I came all over them, cursing over and over as I had the most intense, pleasurable orgasm of my life. My pussy stayed tight around my fingers, eventually letting me pull them out, and all I could do was fall back to the bed when I did.

The towel and bed were terribly wet beneath me, but what did it matter? I’d just had the best orgasm of my life! I was spent and a little upset that I’d never experienced anything this amazing as a man.

My body was all tingly and sensitive as I finally gathered myself up from the bed. I had to throw the towel into the dirty clothes and get a new one. I went back to the bathroom to pee and take a quick shower to wash all the girly juices from my body.

When I got out of the bathroom, I had much less time to get ready! I needed to hurry, or I would be late for my training shift with Natasha, and I couldn’t risk getting fired from Julie’s Kitchen before Natasha and I had a chance to get to know each other!

I rushed to put on a simple pair of white cotton panties and a comfortable bra. Then I put on a simple black skirt and a figure-hugging white t-shirt that I got from my shopping trip with Stephanie. I would never forget how lovely and helpful she was, and the thought warmed my heart. I thought about our time together in the department store as I put on each piece of clothing, knowing I wouldn’t look half as cute as I did if it weren’t for her.


CHAPTER 9

Natasha was waiting for me at the servers’ station. There was a bit of chatter around the restaurant about what had happened to Thom. People were concerned, but they assumed he just got another job, especially since I sent the managers an email from his account, but the strangest thing of all was that the rest of my life was geared toward Cecelia, like I’d been living as her since the day I was born.

The people saved as my parents were still my mom and dad, and grandma was still grandma. I didn’t know what any of that implicated. All I knew was that Natasha was standing right in front of me, and she looked eager to have me in her presence. I’d figure out the rest of my mess another day.

“Right on time. Your name is Cecelia, right?”

I nodded, staring into Natasha’s eyes as she stared into mine. I swore her eyes sparkled like diamonds when she looked at me, like I was indeed created just for her.

“Awesome. Well, in case you forgot, I’m Natasha, and I can’t wait to train you! They told me you’ve served tables before?”

“That’s correct,” I said, even though it was a complete lie.

“Then this should be super easy. Before we start though, we need to get you a shirt from the managers’ office.”

“Sure,” I said.

Natasha led the way to the managers’ office in the back. Ian had the morning off, but Belinda was working. She was the friendliest manager, always chill as long as the restaurant was running smoothly. She introduced herself to me. It was weird acting like I didn’t know any of the staff, but that was a small price to pay to get closer to Natasha.

Belinda handed me a button-up shirt all the servers wore. I went to the bathroom to put it on, loving how tight it was across the chest. It really made my boobs look huge, which I hoped would get me plenty of tips. I had my blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail that hung halfway down my back and swung from side to side when I walked.

I stood there in the employees’ bathroom, staring at myself in the mirror, wondering how a simple spell could make me this beautiful. I touched the side of my face. I didn’t even have on makeup but still felt insanely pretty, a million times more attractive than when I was a boy.

“Damn, you’re really working that shirt!” Natasha said when I emerged from the bathroom.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Let’s get to work.”

Natasha waved for me to follow her, and then we went out to the dining room. I was out of my comfort zone, but Natasha was friendly the entire time. It was probably pretty obvious that I’d never served a day in my life, but she acted like there wasn’t a problem in the world, coaching me through punching in orders and picking them up from the kitchen.

Natasha even told me how she used her femininity to increase her tips. She wore a full face of makeup. It wasn’t overdone, but she was never without lipstick. She swore it added five percent to her tips, so she told me to put some on, and I was eager to oblige. At least until the tube was a few centimeters from my face.

“What’s wrong?” asked Natasha.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, but I was still too afraid to apply the lipstick and make a complete fool of myself.

“Have you ever worn lipstick?”

“Uh…”

“Oh my, gosh! You’re a lipstick virgin!” Natasha said and snatched the tube of lipstick from me. We were standing in the servers’ station, which was between the kitchen and dining room and offered plenty of privacy. She held my shoulder with one hand and the lipstick with her other. “Be still.”

I nodded slightly just before Natasha pressed the lipstick against my lips. She stared into my eyes as she ran the tube across my lips, and the intense look got me feeling a certain type of way. The hairs on my arms stood at attention, and my pussy felt a little tingly, like it wanted Natasha to touch it, like it wanted her to plunge her fingers deep.

“There!” Natasha said a second later and took a step away. She pulled a mirror out of her apron and turned it toward my face. “What do you think?”

I was still getting used to seeing a woman in my reflection, but the person staring back at me was sexy. I was a blonde bombshell. A girl who would turn heads wherever she went, especially if I was wearing a tight dress and heels with my hair done to perfection, but who was I kidding? I didn’t know how to do any of that.

“It looks amazing!”

“It really does. Let’s do a lap, and then we can talk some more.”

I followed Natasha around the dining room. We checked on our tables. She was a great trainer, but she wasn’t too concerned about my lack of knowledge. She didn’t seem to care much about the job at all, as long as the customers got their food, and she got her tips.

“So, how is it a girl as pretty as you has never worn makeup?”

I shrugged.

“Please don’t tell me your parents are as bad as mine.”

“Why are your parents bad?”

“Where do I begin?” Natasha asked with a laugh. “How about the fact that they never once let me attend a school-sponsored party? They always used to tell me that the devil was at those parties.”

“Oh,” I said.

“They’re the most overprotective people you’d ever meet. Trust me. Growing up with them was no walk in the park.”

“I can only imagine,” I said.

Natasha sighed. “It’s fine. They’re over a hundred miles away and so terrified of Detroit that I don’t have to worry about them visiting me unexpectedly.”

Natasha laughed, but I could sense her pain. Her parents were a sore spot for her. I could only imagine how people like them would react if they found out that Natasha liked women, but I wouldn’t concern myself with them if Natasha didn’t.

“I’m sorry they’re like that.”

“So, your parents aren’t like that?”

“No,” I said innocently. I didn’t know what else to say, so I went with the lie I’d come up with yesterday during my time with Stephanie. “I grew up with a single dad and brothers, so I didn’t really have anyone to teach me about girly stuff.”

“No way! You didn’t hang out with other girls or anyone that could teach you?”

I shrugged, trying not to give too many details when I didn’t even know the truth about my life. All I knew was that I’d cast a spell to become Natasha’s perfect match, and I didn’t want to risk that by saying the wrong thing and turning her off.

“I kept to myself in school.”

Natasha nodded. “I get it. School is rough, but I had to get out of my house when I was young, so I made friends with all the girls. My parents wouldn’t even let me wear a skirt that didn’t hang past my knees. It was a nightmare.”

“Really?” I asked, a bit shocked to find this out about Natasha. She seemed so bubbly and upbeat, but there was some darkness in her. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Natasha said with a shrug. “I mean, not like super fine, but I’m surviving! I just can’t believe my sister still lives out by my parents. She has changed so much since we were in high school. She was two years ahead of me, which makes her twenty-three now, but still. She’s basically on the hunt for a man to become a housewife. It’s pathetic.”

“You’re not about that life?” I asked with a light laugh.

“Not at all! I love being free!” Natasha threw her arms into the air and spun in a circle. We’d been in the server station for a minute, so she cursed and grabbed my wrist to pull me toward the kitchen, remembering that we needed to pick up an order.

I followed Natasha around for the next fifteen minutes as we caught up with our tables. We cashed out people, boxed up food, and collected our tips. They were flying in, but who wouldn’t want to give their money to a couple of sexy girls with pretty smiles?

It was a whirlwind of a shift, but I felt closer to Natasha than ever by the end of it. We sat at a booth after the lunch rush to sift through our receipts and calculate the tips we’d made. Natasha told me she didn’t usually give trainees any tip money, but she handed me fifty dollars of the two hundred that we’d made.

“You earned it,” she said.

“What? Are you sure?”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it. I still have to work the dinner shift, so I’ll make some more.”

I nodded and accepted the money, sliding it into the front pocket on my shirt, and I noticed Natasha checking out my breasts, hoping that she was thinking about sticking my nipple into those pout lips of hers. I wanted nothing more than for her to touch my body with her lips.

“What are you going to do for the rest of the day?”

I shrugged. “Maybe I’ll study over the menu. I don’t have any plans.”

“Hmm,” Natasha said and folded her painted lips. “Do you work tomorrow morning?”

I shook my head. “Don’t have to be here until the dinner shift. Belinda told me she’s going to have me work at the expo station.”

“Since you don’t have to wake up early, we could go out dancing… if you want.”

“Go dancing?” I asked with a racing heart. I couldn’t believe that Natasha was already asking me to hang out, but I’d been feeling her attraction to me since walking through the door to ask for an application, so maybe I wasn’t too surprised, but I was certainly overwhelmed. Even though I’d become a girl, I could still recall the memories of my past obsession. Natasha was the girl of my dreams, and I was so close to having her that I could taste it, and fuck, I’d never tasted anything this sweet.

“Yeah,” Natasha said with a laugh. “Detroit has the best party scene in the world. Come out with me, and you’ll have a blast. Promise.”

“All right, fine. I’ll go out with you.”

Natasha clapped her hands. She turned over one of the receipts from her book that she would no longer need and wrote her phone number on it, sliding it across the table to me.

“Send me a message, so that I have your number. I might be able to get out of here early if it’s not too busy.”

“Cool. I’m looking forward to it,” I said as we both moved to get out of the booth. I tried to act chill, like I wasn’t going to explode from the excitement I felt, and Natasha seemed equally calm, like she wasn’t thinking about tasting my pussy, even though I knew that was exactly what she wanted.


CHAPTER 10

I got a message from Natasha around seven in the evening. She sent me her address, which wasn’t too far from my place, and told me to come over to her house. I went there in a hurry, wearing my sexy jeans and some fresh underwear and a tight sweater. It was still early spring, so the evening weather was a bit chilly.

“There you are!” Natasha said as she opened the door for me. “You arrived right on time! I just got out of the shower.”

“Awesome,” I said, trying not to sniff too loudly, but the smell of Natasha’s fruity shampoo filled the air. She lived in an upstairs apartment, so I got a good view of her as she climbed the stairs.

“Where do you live, Cecelia?”

“About two miles from here.”

“Ooh, really? You live in the city?”

“Born and raised,” I said. My parents loved their house in the city and never wanted to sell it, even though they’d had plans to move out to the suburbs once I became of school age, but they never did.

“Lucky girl!”

“I guess,” I said with a laugh.

“There are probably horrible people like my parents in the city, but I just feel so free here. My parents did nothing but talk shit about Detroit while I was growing up, so I’m happy to live in a place that they despise.”

“You must really not like them.”

Natasha shrugged. “Let’s forget they even exist. Please tell me that’s not what you’re wearing tonight.”

I glanced down at my jeans and sweater. I thought they looked rather cute, but I hadn’t even put on makeup or anything, so I probably did look a bit plain, and I could only imagine what a girl like Natasha might wear to the club.

“Eh, I didn’t have much else.”

“Girl! You are too sexy to be so plain.”

“Guess I never had proper guidance.”

“There has to be something in my closet that’ll work for you,” Natasha said and gestured for me to follow her to her bedroom.

She had an oil diffuser running in her bedroom, making the entire space smell like a field of lilacs. She motioned for me to sit in the chair at her desk, which had a makeup mirror and a laptop on it. She moved the laptop, tucking it away in the desk drawer, which was expertly organized.

“Want to see what I’m wearing?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Natasha went into her closet and pulled out a bodycon dress that looked like someone had splattered paint all over it. There were spots that looked like spray paint. Others looked like splatters from a brush. The dress had a white base, but the paint bits were in a bunch of different colors.

“That’s a wild dress!”

“I’m going to pair it with these white platforms,” Natasha said and ran into her closet to grab a pair of shoes that had a thick platform and heels that were at least five inches tall.

“How are you going to walk in those?” I asked, truly confused about how Natasha planned to walk around in those shoes, let alone dance. I was certain she would fall flat on her face, but she just laughed off the question.

“Those boys in your life really did a number on you.”

“Maybe, but those heels are insane! You can’t walk in them!”

“Ha! Is that a challenge?” Natasha asked. She put up her finger and walked over to sit on the edge of her bed. She pulled the platform heels onto her feet, not looking at all uncomfortable as she stood tall in the middle of the room.

Natasha placed her hands on her hips and strutted back and forth across her bedroom, turning on her toes with ease. She tossed her hair back and even skipped a bit, clearly comfortable in her platform heels.

“Fine! You proved your point.”

“You have a lot of catching up to do, Cecelia! Have you not worn heels before?”

“They seem dangerous,” I said defensively. “What’s wrong with a pair of flats, anyway?”

“I love when all eyes are on me, and a pair of flats simply won’t do that.”

“I guess,” I said with a shrug.

“What size are you?”

“Seven and a half,” I said. It was my new shoe size, which I’d learned during my shopping trip with Stephanie. My boy shoes were much too big, so I hadn’t even bothered to wear them to the mall, slipping on a pair of sandals instead. Luckily, Stephanie was able to find me a pair of cheap flats that were surprisingly comfortable, but Natasha wasn’t about to let me wear flats. Not if I was going to be her date.

“You’re my size! This is so perfect!”

Natasha ran to her closet, not even bothering to take off her platform heels, even though she looked a bit ridiculous wearing them with her sweatpants and wet hair, but she didn’t seem to mind. They were like an extension of her body as she moved easily around the room, picking out four different outfits for me to try, each with a set of matching shoes.

“You want me to wear these?”

“One of them, yes!”

I looked at the clothes Natasha had placed on the bed. There was a skirt and blouse combo, a tiny dress with spaghetti straps, a long dress with long sleeves, and a skirt and jacket combo that looked like it could be worn in the office. I didn’t know which one to choose, but Natasha handed me the business casual outfit first and told me to change.

“Right here?”

“Yes! We don’t have all night!”

I swallowed before stripping down to my panties and bra. Natasha wasn’t shy about looking at my half-nude body. I could feel my nipples hardening as she stared, only moving when she clapped her fingers and pointed at the suit jacket and skirt.

They were tweed prints and honestly looked way cuter than I would have thought. Natasha had a pair of black boots that went with them, but she shook her head.

“It’s a hot look but won’t look right next to my dress. Try on this one next,” Natasha said and handed me the tiny red dress with spaghetti straps. It looked like something a person should wear to bed and not to a club on a chilly night, but I wouldn’t disobey Natasha.

I slipped the red dress on after changing out of the suit, and it was a lot more flattering than I would have thought. It hung on my breasts and really accentuated them. It also stopped only a few inches past my crotch, and I felt like I could take over the world in that dress.

“Fuck, Cecelia! You look hot! Do we even need to try on the other ones?”

“Don’t you think it’ll be a little cold?”

“I know what you need!”

Natasha ran to her closet, still wearing those platform heels. She grabbed a black faux fur throw, and I felt like a million dollars when she draped it over my shoulders. I didn’t even have to look in the mirror to know I looked fucking sexy, but we went to the mirror anyway, which only confirmed my suspicions.

“Tell me you don’t look better in that dress than those jeans and sweater you were wearing.”

“I look better, but is this too much?”

“Too much? Are you kidding? Everyone in that club will be looking at us. You just need to let your hair down,” Natasha said as she freed my hair from the ponytail. She pushed her fingers into my hair and shook it out, making it fall down my shoulders in an extremely sexy way. Natasha was chewing on her lip as she stared at me in the mirror, and I knew then just how badly she wanted me. “Tell me you don’t look sexy.”

“I look sexy,” I said.

“Now we just need to get you some heels, and you need to take off your bra. It looks too obvious beneath the dress.”

“Take off my bra? Heels? I’ll fall on my face!”

“You need to learn,” Natasha demanded.

I swallowed and nodded, too afraid to go against her when she sounded that forceful. She went to her closet and grabbed a pair of black stilettos. They didn’t seem as intense as the platforms she was wearing, but I wasn’t sure how I would ever walk around in those either.

“Try them on,” Natasha said.

I hadn’t bothered to take off the dress as I sat on the edge of the bed to slip my feet into the black stilettos. They fit perfectly, but I was terrified to stand, afraid that I was going to fall flat on my face. Natasha seemed to notice and rushed over to the bed, holding out her hands to give me the support that I needed.

I grabbed Natasha’s hands and slowly stood from the bed. My legs wobbled as I tried to gain my balance. Natasha held my hand as she told me to stand tall and have confidence. I felt like I was learning to ride a bike all over again as I took those first few steps, and then Natasha eventually released me, letting me walk on my own.

The first few steps I took were jagged and rough, but I gained confidence with each step. It helped that Natasha was cheering me on, telling me that I could do it. Hollering at me to walk like a fierce bitch, and I didn’t want to disappoint her, so that was exactly what I did.

I even tossed my hair and turned like a diva after my fourth or fifth time across the room, feeling like I could do it! I could spend the night in heels and a dress! I could be the girl Natasha wanted me to be, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt this satisfied with myself.

“You’re almost ready,” Natasha said. “Let me get ready, and then I’ll be right back to finish your look.”

“Okay,” I said brightly as I waited for Natasha to do what she needed. She went to the bathroom and dried her hair. She pulled on the colorful dress and took about fifteen minutes doing her makeup, and my jaw dropped when she finally emerged from the bathroom. She looked like a party queen, and I couldn’t wait to spend the night by her side.

“Let’s do your makeup before we go.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You honestly don’t need much, but a little eyeliner would really make your face pop. Maybe we could even thicken your brows with a pencil. You’re already so sexy without any makeup.”

My body warmed as Natasha said sweet things and stared at me like she really meant it. I only wanted to make her happy. I only wanted to have her in my life. Everyone had some darkness in them, but few had as much light as Natasha. She knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to go after it, and that was what I wanted in a girlfriend, even if I had to cast a spell to get me here.

Natasha worked on my face for a few minutes, finishing off with a pink gloss, and I gasped when she held up her mirror for me to get a look at myself. I was stunning.

“Better than before, huh?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Ready to find out what it’s like to have everyone wishing they were you?”

“You’re quite confident,” I said with a laugh.

Natasha scoffed and stood, holding a hand on her hip as she turned from side to side. “Um, excuse me, but have you seen me?” She tossed her hair over her shoulder in a dramatic fashion, which made me laugh, but fuck, I was also in love. Was I really about to spend my night with this girl?

“Should we go?”

“Yeah, let’s go! It’s already ten, so it’s late enough to make an entrance.”


CHAPTER 11

Natasha and I shared a joint as we walked from her apartment to the club. She lived near one of the more popular clubs, and it was full of people when we finally got inside. Not that we had a difficult time at the door or anything. The bouncer took one look at us and didn’t even ask to see our IDs, and that was only the beginning.

Everyone in the room glanced at us. Some stared longer than others, but we were garnering a lot of attention. We were the hot girls in the room, and I’d never received so much attention in my life. It was overwhelming, but it also made me feel like a princess.

“Let’s check your fur. I don’t want anyone spilling drinks on it.”

I swallowed, a little nervous about my tits falling out of the dress while we dance since Natasha had made me take off my bra ‘for aesthetic reasons’, but she seemed unconcerned as she guided me over to the coat check. The man working the counter looked us up and down as he took my throw and Natasha’s jacket, passing us two number chits.

“Put these in your purse,” Natasha said to me as we turned away from the man who couldn’t take his eyes off us.

The music was euphoric and blissful and made me feel like I was frolicking through a field in the heavens above, and it was even better to be there with Natasha by my side, holding my hands as we moved our bodies. I was water plowing through Earth, twisting and turning my way until I found the sea.

“Get it, girl!” Natasha yelled at me as I broke away from her to twirl in a circle and do a little dance. I threw my arms into the air and felt the music coursing through me, not even paying attention to the many guys who were staring at my hardened nipples through the thin fabric of my dress. Tonight wasn’t about them. It was about me, my girl, and my newfound femininity.

Natasha pushed herself up against me after I’d been lost in my own little dance. She held my side and pulled me close, staring into my eyes with a lust-filled gaze. I was indeed the woman she wanted to have.

“The way you move turns me on,” Natasha said as she held my side. “I can’t keep hiding my true feelings, Cecelia. I’ve wanted to kiss you since the moment you walked through the doors at work.”

“You have?” I asked, trying to play innocent, even though there was nothing more that I wanted than Natasha’s kiss. I’d been dreaming about it since I first laid eyes on her, and that was months ago, yet there we were, finally about to make it happen.

Natasha nodded as she moved her face closer to mine. I moved my hand from her side to her face, letting her know that I wanted the same thing she did. The entire club disappeared around us as our faces drew closer together, and then it happened.

Natasha and I kissed.

I didn’t even hear the music as Natasha pressed her lips more firmly against mine before sliding her tongue into my mouth. I moaned and slid my tongue into her mouth, and then we were a sloppy mess in the middle of the dance floor, not breaking apart until some gross guy came up behind us, cheering us on.

“Let’s get out of here.”

“Please,” I said in a breath.

We rushed back over to the coat check, even though we’d only been at the club for thirty or forty minutes, but it didn’t even matter. We got my throw and Natasha’s jacket, and then we were out of the door. Our heels clicked on the pavement as we raced back to Natasha’s apartment, trying to get there as quickly as we could.


CHAPTER 12

“Fuck, you’re so sexy in that dress,” Natasha said as she pressed me up against her living-room wall. She had a hand cupped under my breasts as she kissed my neck and my cheek and my lips. Her touch was already making me wetter than I’d been when I was touching myself, and I’d soaked an entire towel during that session.

“You too,” I said in a strained breath, too turned on and tense to do anything but accept what Natasha was doing to my body.

“I’ve been wanting to get a taste of your pussy all night.”

“Yeah?”

Natasha moaned as she slowly lowered herself down my body, kissing and pushing on the dress as she sank to her knees. My panties were soaked by the time Natasha lifted my dress enough to reveal them, but she seemed unfazed. She simply pressed her face into my pantie-clad womanhood, inhaling deeply.

“Fuck, you smell so good.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm,” Natasha said just before she ripped down my panties. I couldn’t stop staring down at her, in disbelief that she was down there on her knees about to service me. The girl of my dreams! The sexiest woman I’d ever seen!

Natasha pressed her manicured fingers against my pussy. She rubbed my pussy lips gently between giving them soft kisses. She looked up at me every few seconds, giving me a rush every time our eyes met.

“You ever have your pussy licked?”

I shook my head, too tense to speak. Too tense to move. My body felt like it could shatter into a million little pieces if I tried to respond too quickly.

“Mmm. How did I get so lucky?” Natasha asked as she continued playing with my pussy lips, giving me sensations of pleasure more intense than any I’d ever felt in my life. Her touch made my nipples rock hard beneath my dress too, making them super noticeable through the thin fabric, but it was incredibly sexy.

“I’m the lucky one,” I managed to say.

“Yeah? You think so?”

I nodded as I bit my lip, still on the verge of collapsing. Sheer will was holding me up as my legs felt like gelatin from the pleasure pulsating through me. My heart was racing, and my pussy was dripping, but that only seemed to turn on Natasha more.

She licked my pussy, lapping her tongue at it like it was a fountain. Each flick of her tongue made my legs shake even more until I was screaming out that I couldn’t handle it. It was too intense!

“How about you eat my pussy then?”

I nodded, desperate to do anything besides feel Natasha’s expert tongue against my pussy lips. I wanted her to eat me out, but I couldn’t cum in less than five minutes! That would be utterly embarrassing, so I eagerly got down to my knees to get a taste of Natasha’s pussy for the first time.

Natasha lifted her dress, revealing her pussy. She wasn’t wearing any underwear! Her pussy lips were all puffy and glistening too, like she was hungry for pleasure, and I was there to give it to her.

I dipped my head between Natasha’s spread legs. I licked her sweet pussy once before she grabbed the back of my head and held my face against her womanhood, but I didn’t mind. She smelled so good and tasted like candy.

This was the girl of my dreams!

I would happily do whatever she wanted.

“Yeah, Cecelia! Lick my pussy!”

Natasha bit her lip and stared down at me as I looked up at her through hooded eyes. Her juices were all over my lips, and I couldn’t have been happier. She loved my feminine form, and I couldn’t ever imagine going back to being a man! Not after the intense pleasure I’d felt as a woman. Not after all the attention I got wearing a sexy, short, super slutty dress!

Natasha huffed and moaned as I licked her pussy and played with her clit, but then she flipped me over to my back and climbed between my legs, returning the favor.

“Yes!” I screamed as Natasha slapped my pussy. I never knew having my pussy slapped could feel so amazing, but I gasped and got a little wetter each time Natasha hit it. “Fuck yes!”

Natasha laughed before lifting herself to kiss me, and then she kissed all the way down my body until her lips were against my pussy again. She licked and licked until I screamed out that I was cumming, not able to hold my orgasm for another second!

“Yes! Cum for me!”

Natasha played with my clit as wave after wave crashed over my body. I was a wet mess, gasping and moaning as I came all over Natasha’s hand, but she didn’t mind. She put one of her wet fingers in her mouth and licked it clean as though it were a sweet dessert.

I was lost in a cloud of ecstasy when Natasha put her pussy back in my face, but I was happy to finish her off, which only took a second. Then I was the one licking my lips to savor her girly juices.

Natasha and I cuddled up on her living room floor. Then we spent a couple hours watching TV, and Natasha refused to let me leave when it got so late that we could hardly keep our eyes open, so I went to her bed with her, which was what I wanted all along.


CHAPTER 13

It’d been several days since I woke up as a woman, and I was honestly having the time of my life, but I still couldn’t shake the mystery of everything surrounding my predicament. Teresa and Eugene were still mom and dad in my phone, my ID had mysteriously changed, and there was still a reminder to check on grandma.

I thought about ignoring the reminder and skipping a visit to grandma’s house, but then I thought that she might have answers, and I was desperate for any information about what had happened. Would I change back? Would I lose Natasha? We’d only been hanging out for a few days, but they were easily some of the best days of my life.

I put on a pair of jeans and a light sweater before heading over to grandma’s house with the spell book, nervous to confront her. There was a chance she would think I was crazy. There was a chance she wouldn’t even know who I was, as I hadn’t seen anyone from my family since waking up as a girl, but I couldn’t hide with my head in the sand forever.

It was a short drive to Grandma Detra’s. I swallowed my breath as I walked up the pathway to her front door, knowing that this was my last chance to turn around, but where would I go? Could I really spend the rest of my life avoiding my family? Avoiding the fact that I used to be a boy named Thom?

I only hoped that Detra would understand when I lifted my hand to knock on her door with the spell book hugged close to my chest. My heart raced a little when I heard footsteps approaching the door. I told myself everything would be okay when I saw the knob turning.

“Cecelia! I was worried you wouldn’t make it,” Detra said when she opened the door. Then her eyes traveled south to the book I was holding. She reached out and snatched it from me, and it was like she could see me for who I really was once she was holding the book in her hands. “Shit,” she said under her breath.

“Is everything okay, grandma?”

“Yes, yes! Come inside,” Detra said and stepped out of the doorway to give me space to step inside. I followed her to the kitchen. She pointed at the table and told me to sit, putting the book on the table before going over to the stove to start a kettle of water. “Would you like some tea?”

“Sure, grandma.”

My heart was racing as Detra placed a teabag each into two mugs, keeping her back to me the entire time she worked. I didn’t know what she was thinking and just wished she would come out with whatever she wanted to say.

“How was your week, Cecelia?”

“It was fine. I got a new job.”

“A new job? You gave up your position at the law office?”

“Law office?”

“Yeah, weren’t you working as a paralegal?”

“Um,” I said and folded in my bottom lip, chewing on it as I thought about how to reply. I hated all the lies I’d been telling, but what other choice did I have? “They had to cut me from the team. Budget problems.”

“Ah,” Detra said with a curt nod as she turned around and looked directly into my eyes. She didn’t say anything, but I had a feeling she knew the truth. Her expression was too intense. Too focused. If she didn’t know the truth, she knew something. “So what’s your new job?”

“I’m a waitress at Julie’s Kitchen. You’ve heard of that place, haven’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s a nice restaurant in the city.”

“Yeah,” I said and glanced out the window that looked out to my grandma’s backyard. “So, should I get to mowing?”

“Not so fast,” she said. “Don’t you want to talk about the book?”

My grandmother and I both stared at the book sitting in the middle of the table. I fumbled around with different words in my mouth, trying to figure out how to tell Detra that I’d stolen her book to get the girl of my dreams, but she saved me from myself.

“I know it’s you, Thom,” she said just as the kettle started to whistle.

“You do?” I asked as Detra stood from the table.

She said nothing as she poured the hot water into the two mugs that she’d previously prepared. She walked back over to the table with the two tea saucers in her hands.

“You aren’t the only one to cast a love spell. Before I met your grandfather, I was quite a wild child. I used to party every night and kiss random boys. Maybe there was a little more than kissing, but I’ll never tell,” Detra said with a devilish grin. “Everything was fine until I talked to Charles one day. His energy… it was just so stable and quietly dominant, and I had to have him.”

“You cast a spell?”

Detra grabbed the book and opened it to the page I’d used. “Yep, this very one. It changed me into the quiet housewife everyone knows. My days of partying ended the morning after I woke up and had cast the spell. I started wearing more conservative clothing. I honestly thought it was a big mistake, but Charles proved me wrong time and time again,” Detra said with a sparkle in her eyes.

“You loved him?”

“More than words can describe.”

“What about everyone else?”

“The other guys, you mean?”

I nodded.

Detra waved her hand in the air. “They were meaningless after Charles and I kissed that first time. Took him about two weeks to get there, but he was a gentleman, and we were living in different times. Plenty of guys were fast back then, but your grandfather was different. He was a man with class and integrity. A man who made me a happy woman for many, many years.”

“How did you deal with your new life? Nobody ever noticed a difference?”

“Not really. My parents used to hate me, but it was like they saw me as a different girl when I woke up that morning after casting the spell. I was still a singer and dancer but different. I never knew Charles would want a prim and proper girl until that spell made me one, but it was like nobody knew about my messy past except me. Not even the girls I worked with back then.”

“So, are you the only one who’ll know about my past as Thom?”

“Maybe,” my grandma said. “There’s no way to know, but I honestly didn’t know until I touched the book, so probably.”

“You won’t tell?”

“Not at all. So, who is your crush?”

I told my grandma all about Natasha. She understood my surprise when I woke up as a woman, but then she confessed to her own lesbian adventure back when she was nineteen. She was quite the wild child, but she was never judgmental, which I appreciated.

“Are you going to bring Natasha around to meet us?”

“Soon,” I promised.

“I hope so,” she said.


CHAPTER 14

“There’s something I need to confess,” I said to Natasha a few weeks later when we were sitting on her couch. We’d been to countless parties to dance, and I’d spent just about every dollar I made buying dresses and skirts, but the lies from my past haunted me. I had to come clean to Natasha, even if it meant losing her.

“What is it?”

“I didn’t grow up with a single dad.”

“Okay,” Natasha said in a drawn-out voice. “Why did you lie?”

“It’s just… I’ve always embarrassed about how little I know about all the girly things like makeup and fashion.”

“Not every girl cares about that stuff!”

“I know,” I said with a sigh. “I just don’t like when other girls judge me about it.” It was still a lie, partially. I wouldn’t tell Natasha about the spell book since the only person who even knew about it was my grandmother, and she’d promised to keep my secret, but I did find out that I wasn’t much of a girly girl from my parents during one night at dinner.

They’d changed my childhood bedroom into their gym, but they showed me all the boxes of my old clothes they had, which were just ugly jeans and t-shirts, so I could only assume that I’d always been on the boring side of things as far as fashion was concerned. I took all those clothes to the thrift store and donated them, as Natasha was teaching me everything that I needed to know about being girly.

“Girls can be bitches, but you don’t have to worry about any of that with me!”

“I know,” I said and laced my fingers with Natasha’s. I stared into her eyes, feeling grateful to be with her. Appreciative of all her support during my womanly journey. She’d never once judged me for being inexperienced. “I was just so worried when I first saw you at Julie’s Kitchen. You were so pretty, and I didn’t want you thinking I was some lame amateur.”

“Are you kidding? I would never!”

“I know that now,” I said and leaned a little closer to Natasha. I felt bad for not telling her about the spell, but at least I’d gotten a little closer to the truth. There was a chance I’d never change back to who I was before waking up as Cecelia, but the past few weeks were worth leaving that existence behind and then some.

“Good. Promise never to lie to me again?”

“I promise,” I said.

Natasha and I were staying at her place for the night since it was only Monday. We already had party plans for the weekend, and as much as I couldn’t wait to dance with Natasha, it was nice just being with her and watching TV.

Making love to Natasha was even better, so when she leaned over to kiss me, I leaned back, feeling like I was finally myself in my new skin, like I could finally relax. Being Cecelia was no longer like being a fish out of water. I could breathe. I could stand on my own two feet, so I took charge.

I pushed Natasha to her back and kissed her body, cupping her breasts beneath the slip dress she was wearing. We were both wearing slip dresses and hadn’t bothered to put on any undergarments, so she was completely naked when I pushed the slip dress over her head. I lifted myself a moment to rid myself of the slip dress that I was wearing, and then we were both naked.

Both exposed.

Both comfortable being with each other.

Natasha and I had been experimenting some more, so I guided her off the couch after licking her pussy for a few seconds and walked with her to the bedroom. It was like Natasha could read my mind, going over to the closet to grab our strap-on dildos.

Natasha passed me one and fell onto the bed. I pulled the strap up my legs and locked it into place. The cock hanging off my hips was bigger than the one I had as a man, and my breasts and hair and everything feminine about me were so sexy compared to my old figure, so I was pretty happy with life as I climbed between Natasha’s spread legs.

“You want this dick?” I asked as I kissed her bellybutton. I pressed my hand against her wet, slick pussy as I moved my mouth up her body.

“Yes,” Natasha screamed as I plunged my fingers into her dripping pussy. “Give me that big dick!”

I kissed Natasha on the mouth once before standing on my knees. I grabbed Natasha’s ankles and lifted them into the air. I swiped my hand over her pussy and covered my dick with her juices, feeling my own juices run down my legs as I stared down at her pussy, which was ready to take my dick.

Natasha screamed out and bent her head back when I pushed into her. She touched my breasts before moving her hands around to my back, clawing me up with her manicured nails as I pounded her pussy. I loved how the sounds of her wet lips filled the air.

“Yes, give it to me!”

“Take this big dick!”

Natasha put her hands in her hair when she wasn’t scratching up my back, and just watching her had me feeling like I could cum. I wanted to hear Natasha screaming out my name before I came, though, so I reached down to play with her clit as I fucked her hard.

Then I pulled out of Natasha and flipped her over to her hands and knees, pushing into her pussy from behind. Natasha screamed out as she bent her head toward the bed, but she was taking my dick like a champ, hollering out to fuck her harder, so I did.

I held Natasha’s hips and pounded her pussy, so turned on by her feminine back and how my breasts were swaying from side to side with each thrust of my hips. Natasha lifted herself from her hands a little, so I reached around and held her chest as I fucked her, but my dick kept falling out of her pussy, so I flipped her to her back as I stepped off the bed.

I pulled Natasha to the edge of the bed and threw her legs into the air, and that was what did it for us. When I pushed back into Natasha, her back arched and she moaned deeply. She didn’t even have to touch herself to start cumming all over my dick.

I reached into the strap as her pussy held it tight to touch myself, and fuck, watching Natasha’s ecstasy face had me cumming seconds later. I screamed out and crumbled, my dick sliding out of her pussy as it did, and then we were kissing a second later.

“You’re getting really good at that,” Natasha said in a weak voice as she gently brushed my hair with her fingers.

“You’ve been teaching me all the moves.”

“Mhm,” Natasha said and held me in her arms. Neither of us talked for the next few minutes, but there wasn’t much to say. We were in the heavens of our lovemaking, which was far, far away from the realities of the world.


CHAPTER 15

Six Months Later

“What are you wearing tonight?” Natasha asked as we got ready to go dancing. We didn’t go to parties as much as we did when we first got together, but a popular DJ was in town, and Natasha wasn’t one to miss a good party.

“I was thinking about wearing that red dress with the spaghetti straps.”

“The one you wore the first night we went out dancing together?”

“Yeah, that one!”

“Mmm, that one looks so sexy on you.”

“It’ll look even better with those red platform heels you have.”

“You’re going to wear platforms?” Natasha asked excitedly.

“I’ve had enough practice,” I said with a laugh.

“If you’re wearing that red dress, then I’ll wear the white one with all the paint splatters. We gotta get a picture this time, though! Those outfits are too sexy for us not to have pictures in them!”

“Deal!”

Natasha and I spent most of our time at her place, but she’d been over to my place too, once I was able to get rid of all the evidence of my old life. Truthfully, I no longer thought much about the days before I woke up as Cecelia. Life was simply too good on this side to miss who I used to be.

We each used separate mirrors to do our makeup, and then we were ready to leave about an hour later. Luckily, the DJ was playing at the club near Natasha’s house, so we could walk there and turn heads the entire way after we got our picture.

Natasha and I stood in her living room and took several selfies before grabbing our purses to head out for the night. It’d been a few weeks since we went dancing, and we were ready to let loose! After all, Natasha was a party girl at heart, and I was her sidekick. This was my life now, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.


LOCKER ROOM SISSY

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Doug

I stepped into the shower after a long workout, feeling refreshed the second the cool water hit my skin. I always started my showers cold after a workout before turning up the temperature. I heard somewhere that cold showers kept the skin tight, especially after a sweaty workout, and I swore it worked. My skin was flawless, especially once I rubbed lotion into it. It also probably had something to do with the fact that I was only twenty-three years old, but I liked to think that my cold showers and creams helped.

The water turned from cold to hot as I adjusted the knobs. The warm water relaxed me after the shock of the cold. I massaged a foamy shampoo into my hair, which hung past my shoulders. I added conditioner when I finished rinsing out the shampoo and twirled my long hair into a loose bun at the top of my head. I washed myself with soap next, using a loofah I’d brought along with me to the country club, lathering my skin with foamy bubbles, working gently down my body until I got to my feet.

Did I mention my entire body was smooth everywhere except the top of my head?

Soap suds ran down my hairless skin, leaving me clean and glistening. I stood under the rush of hot water and let my long hair hang as the water washed the conditioner from it. I felt refreshed as I reached to turn off the water and grab the towel that I’d left hanging from a hook on the shower stall’s door.

Steam billowed off my body as I stepped out of the shower stall and went over to my locker. My long hair was wet and sent droplets of water running down my back, and I loved it. I’d started growing out my hair during my freshman year of college and never looked back, especially now that it was long enough to make me feel girly without makeup or anything else.

Sure, I’d love to wear makeup and dresses and heels, but I couldn’t get away with it. Not when everyone at the law school that I attended knew my dad, including the professors. My father Johnnie was one of the richest businessmen in the city and had a background in law himself, but more than that, he was my father and liked to exert his control over me.

I sat on the bench in front of my locker with a bottle of my favorite lotion. My father could be a monster at times, but at least he gave me a credit card that he hardly monitored. I wasn’t even sure that he paid the bill. Perhaps his assistant Edith sent the checks. I didn’t know and didn’t really care if it meant I could buy the expensive moisturizers that I needed.

I’d thought about buying dresses and heels and other stuff with the credit card more times than I could count, but dad sent maids over to my apartment, which he paid for as well, and I knew for a fact that they were going through my things and reporting back to him about anything they found. He revealed as much when he asked me about a few joints that I’d bought from the dispensary. I accused him of snooping. He denied the accusations, but what good lawyer wouldn’t? I stopped trusting him that day and hadn’t trusted him since.

Despite everything, I still had a growing collection of panties. If my father ever asked about them, I could say that they were trophies from my various conquests. I had a few pairs stashed away at the back of my underwear drawer that time the maid found my joints, so I figured if dad didn’t ask about the lingerie then, he never would.

I undid my towel and let it fall to the floor before quickly grabbing a black lace thong from my locker and stepping into it. The thong was one of my favorites. It was incredibly comfortable, even though it was tight around the crotch. The thong somehow felt like air against my skin when I wore it beneath a pair of jeans or shorts.

Today I was going to wear a boring pair of straight-leg jeans, but I had to head to campus when I left the country club, so I pulled the jeans up my legs and tightened my belt before pulling on a simple T-shirt and tennis shoes. It wasn’t my dream outfit, not by a long shot, but I had to study for an upcoming exam and work on a few papers that I had due, so the thong would have to suffice.

“Hey there,” a man said as he turned the corner.

I about jumped out of my skin at the sound of the man’s voice. The locker room was usually pretty quiet, but I recognized the man speaking to me. I couldn’t recall his name, but he was around the country club a lot. He was probably in his late thirties. He had a muscular body, dirty blonde hair that was cut short, and a smooth face. He was handsome by all accounts, but I wasn’t gay, and I didn’t really love the way he was looking up and down my body like he wanted a piece of it.

“Hey,” I said and closed my locker after grabbing my backpack. “Did you need something?”

The man shook his head. “Just the stuff from my locker.” He opened a locker a few feet from mine, glancing over at me every few seconds like he wanted to say something, and then he did. “Aren’t you Johnnie’s boy?”

I sighed. “Yes, Johnnie Doran is my father. If you’re looking for a favor, I can’t really help with that. You’d honestly be better off calling his secretary.” People came up to me left and right at the country club with different business ideas. My father was currently out of town for the next couple months on business, but he spent a lot of time at the country club when he was in town, yet everyone came up to me with their brilliant ideas instead of going to him.

“No.” The man chuckled. “I’m not after your father’s business. Got plenty of my own. My name is Kenneth, by the way.”

“Cool,” I said and grunted. “I gotta get going, if you don’t mind.”

Kenneth chuckled again and grabbed my shoulder to stop me from passing him. “Aren’t you going to tell me your name?”

“Wasn’t planning on it, but since you’re insisting… I’m Doug,” I said and held out my hand for a shake. “Doug Doran.”

“Kenneth Bourne,” he said and gripped my hand. It was tight but not too tight, and I hated the way that he stared into my eyes like he was searching for my soul, like he wanted to know me inside and out even though we’d only just met. Plus, I didn’t like dudes, so he would have to keep looking for someone who did.

“Right, well, if you don’t mind. I gotta go.”

“Where are you going?”

Like it’s any of your business. It was rude, but I hated small talk, and I didn’t really want this guy that was looking at me with hungry eyes to know anything other than the fact that I was Johnnie’s kid, which everyone in the damn country club knew.

“Class.”

“What do you study?” Kenneth asked before I could move an inch. “That backpack looks awfully heavy.”

“I’m in law school.”

“Ah,” he said. “Prepping to take over the family business?”

“Nope, I want to be a public defender,” I said and pushed past Kenneth before he could say another word, slamming my shoulder into his as I passed, except I made the mistake of looking back at him before I turned the corner. The look Kenneth was giving me sent a shiver down my spine and stayed with me for the rest of the day.


CHAPTER 2

Kenneth

Doug.

I couldn’t get that fucking boy off my mind, and I wasn’t even gay. Maybe a little bisexual, but I only went after twinks and sissies and boys that were more than a little in touch with their feminine side. I couldn’t help the fact that I loved shoving my dick into a tight little taint, and I found that sissies gave it up like none other, and it’d been a long time since I had one.

I saw Doug slide on that black thong.

He didn’t notice me, but I was watching the entire time he got dressed. I nearly turned the corner a second too soon, thinking that he was just going to slide on a pair of boxers or briefs like any other guy, but it was his smooth body that stopped me. From behind, he almost looked like a chick. He was so smooth and had long hair, but then he took out that fucking thong, and I was done.

Done.

My dick instantly got hard when I saw Doug pull that black thong up his smooth legs. I rubbed my cock through my pants the entire time I watched him, and then he put on those ugly jeans. Where was his hosiery? His heels? I was so disappointed when Doug only put on that black thong, but then I thought for a second, and the boy had potential. He had endless potential, and I wanted to make him mine whether he liked it or not.

“Good afternoon, sir. Could I help you?” a sales attendant asked as I entered a lingerie store.

“Hey! Yeah, I’m looking to buy my girlfriend a sexy gift.”

“Ooh, what girl doesn’t love some sexy lingerie from her boyfriend? What did you have in mind?”

“Maybe some stockings and a thong,” I said.

“Color?”

“How about we get her a few options?”

“Lucky girl!”

“We’ll see if she likes them.”

“Oh, I’m sure she will,” the sales attendant said and raced across the store to grab a few options after I gave her Doug’s estimated size. She came back with stockings, thongs, garter belts, fishnets, and sexy bras in an assortment of colors, and I honestly didn’t care how much they cost. Doug was going to wear them all. I was sure of it.

“Anything else you’d suggest?” I asked as we walked to the register with everything the girl had picked out for Doug. I couldn’t wait to see his face when I surprised him with the lingerie.

“You’re going all out! I gotta say, I’m a little jealous,” the girl said with a laugh. “You could also get her perfume. Some of my favorites are just over there if you want to smell them.”

“Good idea,” I said and tested out the perfumes until I found one that I thought would smell incredible against Doug’s skin. It was citrusy and sweet and everything I wanted him to be. Everything I knew that he wanted to be himself if that black thong was any indication of his desires. “I’ll take this one.”

“Sure! Do you want to open a loyalty card? You’ll get a lot of points for your purchases today.”

“Okay. Why not?” I said and gave the girl my information to join the loyalty program. If I got lucky, I’d be back here buying Doug some more sexy lingerie.

“That’s what I say to everyone! You never know when you might want to use the points, and they never expire!”

I smiled at the girl as she finished ringing up the items, but I was too lost in my thoughts of Doug’s gorgeous body to chat. I kept picturing each different item on his smooth body and how hot my cock would look sliding in and out of his bussy. Fuck, I had to think of something else before I got hard in the store.

“Thanks, have a good one!” I said and rushed out of the store once the girl finished, eager to get away before my cock got even more erect than it already was.


CHAPTER 3

Kenneth

He was here!

Doug was here! I hadn’t seen him around the country club for the past couple days, but he was finally here, hanging out in one of the lounges with his textbooks. It was a quiet weekday afternoon and the perfect time to give Doug the present that I’d been keeping in my locker for him. I went to the locker room to grab it before returning to the lounge where Doug was working.

“Knock, knock,” I said and slowly stepped into the room. “Studying?”

“Yeah,” Doug said in a rough voice like he didn’t want to be disturbed. He was so adorable when he got flustered, but I didn’t care about his law degree or his textbooks. I was only thinking about the gift that I held in my hands and whatever panties he might be wearing beneath his pants today.

“Do you have a second?”

“Not really.”

“Seriously, I just need a second, and then I’ll leave you alone.”

“I told you to call my father’s secretary if you want to pitch your business ideas. He doesn’t listen to a word I say.”

“That’s too bad,” I said in a sad voice. “Except I told you last time that I don’t want your father’s business. I got something… for you.”

Doug softened a touch and glanced over his shoulder to meet my eyes. His blue eyes sparkled as he looked at me, so innocent and adorable. He had no idea that I’d seen him in that little black thong and that I was here to collect on that knowledge. Poor boy. Poor, sweet, ignorant boy.

“Here,” I said and sat in front of Doug, sliding the gift across the table. “This is for you.”

Doug looked at the tiny, wrapped box suspiciously. I didn’t blame him. It wasn’t like we knew each other well. If someone I’d only spoken to once in the locker room got me a gift, I would probably get up and walk away, but Doug didn’t assume the worst in people like me. Innocence was clear in his eyes. Nothing like his father, who was a terrible, terrible man by all accounts. My few interactions with him had been less than pleasant, but I only wanted his son.

“Why did you get me a gift?”

“Open it. I have a feeling you’ll like it.”

Doug lifted an eyebrow before ripping the first piece of wrapping paper from the box. Ripped paper littered the table as Doug hesitated to open the lid.

“What’s in here?”

“You won’t find out unless you look inside the box.”

Doug swallowed as he slowly lifted the lid from the box. I watched his face the entire time, anxious to see his reaction when he realized that there was a pink lace thong inside the box, and the first thing that Doug did was smile! His face quickly fell into an angry frown, but I saw that smile! I saw it!

“What the fuck is this, dude?”

“Isn’t it sexy? Don’t you want to wear it?”

“Why the fuck would I want to wear panties?”

“It’s actually a thong, but I suspect you know that already.”

Doug looked into my eyes for the first time since opening his gift. I stared at him until the realization crossed his face that I’d probably seen him slide on that black thong in the locker room, but the boy was in law school. He could spend all day denying the truth.

“Aren’t you going to say thank you?”

“No,” Doug said and dropped the pink thong back into the box like it was on fire. He’d been holding it for a good two minutes, rubbing the soft fabric between his fingers, but now he was acting like he couldn’t be bothered to touch the thong. “I don’t want this.”

“You sure about that?” I asked, the open box sitting between us. We were the only two people in the lounge at the moment, but somebody could walk in to join us at any second. “Why don’t you put the thong away in your backpack and come over to my place when you finish studying to get the rest of the stuff I got you?”

“You got me more stuff?” Doug asked in a breath.

“An entire collection… if you want it.”

“I don’t,” Doug said and crossed his arms over his chest. He was such a good actor. I wasn’t usually attracted to men, but I was already picturing Doug all dolled up and ready to serve me like I knew he would. “Leave me alone. I need to study,” Doug said and pushed the thong closer to me.

“You sure about that?”

“Positive,” he said.

“That’s too bad. I was hoping to make an honest girl out of you.”

Doug chuckled, slowly shaking his head as he met my eyes. “You’ve lost your mind, haven’t you? Do I need to press charges for harassment?”

“Please, nobody’s harassing you. We both know what I saw in the locker room.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but even if I did, it wouldn’t matter. I’m not gay.”

“What would be gay about it once I turned you into my girl?”

“Everything,” Doug grunted.

Then he lifted his eyes for the briefest of seconds. It was only a look. A glance. It wasn’t much of anything, yet somehow I knew that I had him. Doug was mine. He only had to come to his senses, but I was patient.

“Fine,” I said and placed the thong back into the box. I closed the lid on the box and gathered the discarded wrapping paper. “If you don’t want your gifts, I’ll give them to my next girlfriend. I was hoping to have a little fun since I’m currently single, but I misjudged. My bad.”

“Yeah, your bad.”

I started to walk away, hopefully making Doug panic a little. I knew that he wouldn’t stop me, but I wanted him to see me leave. Or at least pretend to leave. I took a step back before I got too far and pulled a card out of my pocket. “Give me your pen.” Doug did as I told him, and I wrote my address on the blank side of the business card. “Just in case you change your mind. I won’t be up to anything tonight.”

“I’ll be studying,” Doug said without touching the card at the edge of the table.

“That’s fine if you are, but you know where to find me if you decide to take a break.”

“Doubtful.”

I leaned down to whisper into Doug’s ear. “Like I said, it’s fine if you don’t come over, but I have an entire collection of sexy lingerie for you if you do decide to pass by my place.”

“Bye, Kenneth.”

I stood and chuckled and walked out of the door.


CHAPTER 4

Doug

Thanks to my father, I had a gorgeous one-bedroom apartment that was decked out with all the latest tech and gadgets. I had a luxurious kitchen that would make cooking stars jealous, and I hardly used it. I had everything that I could ever want, but I still felt like there was a hole in my heart. I longed for more freedom. I wanted the time and space to feminize myself and wear more than panties beneath my jeans.

It killed me to feel sorry for myself when there was so much suffering in the world, but people didn’t understand how much pressure I carried on my shoulders from being Johnnie Doran’s son. The big fish. Everyone in our city’s business community knew his name, and everyone at my school knew that I was his kid. Everywhere I went, people judged me without knowing me.

Everyone except Kenneth.

He was different. I could feel it when he looked at me. He wasn’t thinking about my father at all, and it was so refreshing, but the thong he gifted me? If people at the country club found out that I wore lingerie and it got back to my father, well, I wasn’t sure what he would do, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be pretty. I’d seen him lose his temper on people before, and I didn’t want to be on the receiving end of that drama.

My plan was to get through law school and move across the country with my law degree. Make a name for myself in a city where nobody knew my father’s name. Live a life for myself in a place where his influence and control had much less hold over me.

It was a fantasy, really.

My father would never let me escape.

He talked constantly about how much he would love it if I took over the family business. I teased him by telling people I wanted to become a public defender, which maybe in another life I would, but my father would never let me. He planned on hiring me at the family business the second I got my law degree and passed the bar. My fate was sealed. My life was planned. I was destined to wear nothing more feminine than a pair of panties, and then Kenneth happened.

There was something about him that made me want to go to him, like a moth to a flame. I wasn’t even attracted to men, not really, but I wanted him. I wanted him to dress me in lingerie and skirts and heels and anything else he thought I needed. I wanted him to make me his girl and give me the fantasy life I never thought I could have.

I sat on the couch with my legs crossed as I stared at the business card Kenneth had given me. The pink lace thong he’d gifted me was cute. It had little cuts in the fabric on the hips and would look sexy around my dick, but could I jump off this cliff? Could I take a chance with Kenneth?

Kenneth wasn’t part of my dad’s country-club crew, but everyone knew everyone at the club, even if they weren’t the closest of friends. Could I trust Kenneth to keep my secret? I had a few more months of law school left, and there was no way that I could afford it without my father paying my tuition.

I flipped the card over and over in my hand, wondering what to do. I had finished with my schoolwork for the day, and it wasn’t that late yet. I could go over to Kenneth’s house just to see what he got me. I didn’t have to wear any of it or admit to anything. Yeah, that was what I would do. I would just see what he got me. Live in my fantasy life for the briefest of seconds.

I pulled out my phone to see how far Kenneth’s place was from mine, and I was shocked to see that he only lived a few miles from me! It was less than a five-minute drive, and the house looked rather cute from what I could tell on the street view. No surprise that he lived in a nice place if he was a member of the country club.

I didn’t know what it was, but the thought of having a little piece of Kenneth in my life was sounding better and better by the second. I closed the map app and debated about what to do, like I actually had a choice over my raging desires.


CHAPTER 5

Doug

I was a nervous wreck as I stood in front of Kenneth’s door. My knees were literally knocking they were shaking so hard. If I took this leap into madness with Kenneth, it was admitting something about myself that I’d buried deep, deep within me to live a simpler life. I was risking everything by standing on Kenneth’s front porch, but I couldn’t resist the urge to see if he could give me what I wanted.

“I thought you might come,” Kenneth said when he opened the door before I could knock. “Don’t worry. I got an alert that someone was on my porch.”

I relaxed a touch when Kenneth pointed to the camera obscured slightly by a tree. “I… uh… don’t know why I came here.”

“Sure you do,” Kenneth said with a laugh. “Come inside.”

My body stirred with an unfamiliar sensation as I stepped through the doorway into Kenneth’s home. It was a single-story home with lots of trees and bushes in the yard and rather masculine on the inside. Wood and leather and warm lighting. A few paintings hung on the wall but otherwise the house had a simple aesthetic.

“Would you like anything to drink? I was about to crack open a bottle of red wine.”

“I’ll have a glass. Thank you.”

“Take a seat,” Kenneth said and gestured at his sofa in the open living room. The back of the sofa faced a large window that looked out to the woody area behind his house. “Did you finish studying?”

“Yeah, I did enough.”

“Excellent. I wouldn’t want you worried about school while we’re trying to relax.”

“No need. I’m all finished for the day,” I said in a huff and rubbed my hands together. Sitting in Kenneth’s living room while he poured us glasses of wine was surreal. I had no idea why I’d come here, but it had to have been a mistake. I had no business wearing lingerie or sleeping with a man, but I felt more like stone every time I told myself to leave.

“Here you go,” Kenneth said and passed me a glass. He set his on the table. “Why don’t I get you your gift?”

I grunted, truly not sure what to say. This all seemed like a terrible idea now that I was sitting here. What if Kenneth was just trying to blackmail me? Yeah, that was what he wanted. To extort me for my father’s money. Fuck that. He was crazy if he thought…

“Where are you going?” Kenneth asked as he walked back into the living room with a bag from my favorite lingerie store in his hand. I went once to buy panties and was overwhelmed by the selection. I would prefer to order lingerie online, but I didn’t want a paper trail, so I swallowed my fear and occasionally went to stores to pay in cash.

“I…”

“Don’t you want to see what I got you?”

I shook my head and tried to step past Kenneth, but he wouldn’t let me. Kenneth held me by my shoulders. He stared at me. I dropped my eyes to avoid his, but I couldn’t stare at the floor forever, and when I finally looked up at him, I knew. I knew that I couldn’t leave. I knew that I would fall into the abyss with him.

“Are you gay?”

“Not by the standard definition,” Kenneth said with a laugh. “I actually just broke up with a girl a couple months ago. We’d dated for over a year, but I guess she got tired of me.”

“Why are you doing this then? Why are you confusing me?” I asked franticly, desperate for an answer to these feelings that’d overtaken my mind and body. I had no idea why I wanted Kenneth so badly, but I wanted him to make me his. I wanted him to dress me up in lingerie and turn me into his little sissy slut. It was one of my deepest, darkest desires to become someone’s sissy slut, but it was a desire I’d buried under a mountain of stone. It was one that was never, ever supposed to see the light of day, yet here I was.

Confused and anxious.

“Are you truly confused, or are you being difficult?” Kenneth asked as he stepped forward to cup the side of my face. “I saw you smile when you opened that box today in the lounge. You want that pink thong. Tell me you do.”

“I want it,” I said in a breath.

Kenneth undid my ponytail, and my hair fell to my shoulders. He pushed his fingers into my hair and pulled on it slightly, extracting a gasp from my lips. My cock throbbed in the lavender-colored cotton panties I was wearing, but I would take them off in a heartbeat to put on that sexy pink thong Kenneth bought me.

“Tell me what else you want,” Kenneth said against my neck as he held me by my hair. I couldn’t talk as he ran his tongue up the side of my neck and nibbled on my ear. “Tell me, girl.”

“I want my presents,” I said in a pained whisper. “Please.”

“That’s right you do.”

I moaned deeply as Kenneth pulled me against his body and squeezed my ass with a firm grip. His touch was everything that I’d been wanting. It was everything that I needed. I had sex with a few girls in my life, but it was all vanilla and boring, and I wore boring, ugly boxers before all of those dates.

Kenneth didn’t want that.

He saw the real me.

“What are you wearing today?”

“Lavender panties,” I said in a breath as Kenneth continued kissing my neck, torturing me with pleasure. “Do you want to see them?”

“More than anything,” Kenneth said and unbuttoned my jeans. He yanked down the zipper and pushed my pants to my ankles, revealing the bulge of my hard cock. I couldn’t help myself around him. He brought out the side of me that I tried to hide. The part of me that nobody seemed to notice except Kenneth. “Mmm, even better than I was picturing in my head.”

“Really?”

Kenneth reached down and brushed his fingertips against my thighs, sending a jolt through my body as he moved his hand closer and closer to my crotch. He caressed my balls and nibbled on my ear.

“So smooth. So girly.”

“Yes,” I said in a breath and wrapped my arms around the back of Kenneth’s neck as he continued kissing me. “Don’t you want to put me in that pink thong you got me?”

“Fuck yes I do.”

I gasped as Kenneth squeezed my ass with both his hands, humping me through the panties, but it felt so good. I was his in this moment, and he could literally do anything he wanted with me. I would surrender myself to him in a heartbeat. His pleasure was my pleasure.

“You want me to fuck you, girl?”

“Please,” I said softly as I clung to Kenneth. “I need it.”

Kenneth growled and squeezed my ass, rubbing his crotch against me. My panties were wet with the precum leaking from the tip of my hard cock. I gasped as Kenneth pulled on my hair and kissed me like a wild man, claiming every inch of my body.

“I love that you have long hair. It’ll be so easy to turn you into my pretty girl.”

“Please,” I said, even though becoming Kenneth's girl meant risking everything. I no longer cared, though. I never had someone claim me the way Kenneth was claiming me now, and I’d never felt more alive. I was having the time of my life in his arms, ready for him to turn me into his willing, obedient sissy.

“Wait right here.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Good,” Kenneth said before slowly pulling away from me, looking pained that he had to leave, but we both needed that pink thong. My lavender panties were cute, but that pink thong was sexy, and I wanted to be sexy for my man. “It came with a bra,” Kenneth said as he walked back into the living room carrying the lingerie.

“A bra!” I said excitedly. “Gimme! Gimme!”

“Let me help you,” Kenneth said and stepped behind me to pull the shirt off my body. He tossed it to the side, and I felt like I was made of diamonds as I pulled the pink lace bra up my arms. Kenneth gently pulled my hair out of the way before latching the bra in place. “It looks gorgeous on you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Don’t forget about the thong.”

“How could I?”

Kenneth did all the work. He slowly pushed my lavender panties down my smooth, moisturized legs. I gasped and grabbed my cock as it jumped from Kenneth’s electric touch.

“Step into the thong, beautiful.”

I glanced down to step into the thong, warming all over as Kenneth pulled it slowly up my legs, but he stopped when the thong got to my balls. He came around to my front side, still down on his knees, and looked up at me with lustful eyes.

“I love how you keep your cock smooth.”

“Yeah?”

Kenneth nodded as he pulled the thong up the rest of the way before sliding my cock out the side of the fabric. I gasped as he wrapped his hand around my base. He opened his mouth at the same moment he closed his eyes, and then I was off dancing in wonderland. Kenneth moaned as he bobbed his head along my shaft, coating me in his slick warmth, giving me everything I knew I needed yet tried to suppress.

What a silly boy I’d been!

This was incredible!

My pink bra! My pink thong! Kenneth’s lips on my dick and his hands on my ass. I kept my eyes closed as I enjoyed every second. Every touch. Kenneth caught me by surprise when he swirled his tongue around the head of my dick. I put my hands on the top of his head to steady myself, but he used the leverage to swallow my entire length, which sent me tumbling over the edge. I’d never felt anything as good as the back of Kenneth’s throat.

“Fuck!” I cursed as I tried to pull out of Kenneth’s mouth, but he didn’t let me and swallowed every drop of my cum.

“You taste so good, girl.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a broken whisper as I took a stumbling step away from Kenneth. Droplets of cum leaked from the tip of my cock and fell to the floor. I grabbed my girly dick and tried to steady it as Kenneth stared at me.

“Best milk I’ve ever had.”

“Shut up!” I said and chuckled.

“I’m serious, but I hope you’re ready to give me more. I’m not finished with you yet.”

“You’re not?”

“Not even close,” Kenneth said and stood. He pulled me into his arms so quickly I barely even knew what was happening, and then he was carrying me to his bedroom and tossing me onto his bed, but I was ready for him.


CHAPTER 6

Kenneth

I stripped naked in seconds. How could I not when Doug was looking like a perfect sissy angel on my bed? He was on his hands and knees, his girly cock hanging between his spread legs, just waiting for me, and I was ready to have him.

“So beautiful,” I said and kissed Doug’s back, extracting little whimpers each time my lips touched his skin. “You’re going to be my sissy, you hear me, girl?”

“Yes! Please make me yours!”

“What should I call you?”

“I don’t know!” Doug said loudly as I ran my fingers up the inside of his thighs. He gasped as I played with his smooth balls. He was still sensitive from cumming down my throat, but I was going to make him cum again and again if he would let me.

“Can I give you a name?” I asked and brushed my fingers against his smooth hole.

“Call me whatever you want, Kenneth! I’m yours!”

“Mmm, that’s what I like to hear,” I said and pushed one of my fingers into Doug’s accepting opening. He gasped loudly as I sunk my finger deep, but I could tell that he loved being penetrated. He loved having me inside of him, and my cock was begging to be there. “What if I call you Maria?”

“No, I don’t like that. Call me something sexy.”

“What sounds sexy to you, beautiful?”

“Mmm, fuck,” Doug gasped as I slid my finger in and out of his hole to get him ready for my dick that I was about to feed him. I got close to cumming when I was sucking his girly cock and rubbing my manhood, but I’d held out and couldn’t wait to paint his bussy walls with my cum. “I don’t know. Diamond?”

“No,” I said and added a second finger to the first, making my sissy moan loudly. “What about Pearl? It’s classier than Diamond.”

“Ooh, I love that,” Pearl said as I added a third finger. She was taking my fingers like a champ. She loved being stretched and couldn’t deny it if she tried. Her cock was rock hard when I reached between her thighs to touch it.

“So hot, Pearl.”

“Give me your dick, Kenneth!”

I pulled my fingers out of Pearl to go over to the side table and grab a small bottle of lube that I kept there. I returned to my knees behind Pearl on the bed and ran my fingers up her legs as I stroked my cock with a lubed hand. I grabbed the bottle of lube and poured the clear liquid all over Pearl’s hole as I slid into her with my fingers, stretching her out as I pushed deeper into her opening.

“Give me that cock! Please!”

I pulled my fingers out of Pearl and slapped her hole with my heavy dick, sliding my tip up and down her split, teasing her as she moaned deeply. I reached between her legs to get her dick wet with my slick hand, making her gasp loudly.

“You’re going to make me cum!” Pearl screamed and grabbed my wrist.

“Cum all you want, baby.”

“Not before you fuck me.”

“Mmm, I’ve made you wait long enough,” I said and thrusted my cock into Pearl before she could say another word. I stripped her of all sound except the ear-shattering moans that left her mouth. She cried my name as I slid my lubed cock in and out of her bussy, holding the pink thong as I fucked her with every inch of my cock. Her long hair spread across her back, slightly covering the bra, and she looked so fucking sexy. It was overwhelming, but I stayed in the moment. I watched my cock slide in and out of her tight hole.

“You feel so good inside of me, Kenneth!”

“Who’s my sissy slut?”

“I am! Please let me be your girl!”

“You already are, baby,” I said and pushed deep into Pearl. I reached down to wrap my arm around her chest and pulled her up against my body. I stuck my hand into her bra to play with her hard nipples as I slid in and out of her, and then I moved my other hand down to her dick, touching her everywhere that I could as I got closer to orgasm. “I love having you here, Pearl. You have no idea.”

“I love being here,” Pearl said and wrapped her arm around the back of my neck as she leaned her head back to kiss me.

I smashed my lips against hers as I pushed my dick deep, unable to hold my load any longer. I had to release. I had to fill Pearl with every drop of my seed and claim her as mine.

“Mine,” I said in a breath as my cock unleashed its load. “Mine.”

Pearl cursed and dropped to the bed, breaking our kiss, but the sensation of her walls squeezing every last drop of my cum out of me was otherworldly. They were life. Better than any money I’d ever made in business, and I never wanted to lose Pearl after having her.

I was hooked.

“I’m cumming!” Pearl screamed in a high-pitched voice as she beat her cock, and then I felt her bussy clenching my dick as she painted the sheets beneath her. Pearl cursed as her ass slowly relaxed, letting me slide out of her.

“That good, huh?”

“Hush,” Pearl said and looked up at me from the bed with a twinkle in her eye. Her wet cock hung out the side of her pink thong. Her hair was messy and spread out beneath her. I’d never seen anything more beautiful in my life. “Come hold me.”

“Your wish is my command,” I said and fell to the bed to pull Pearl into my arms.


CHAPTER 7

Kenneth

Pearl was my everything, and buying her cute clothes was a treat. I walked to my car with shopping bags swinging by my side. I couldn’t wait for Doug to see what I got him to transform him into Pearl. He was nervous about his father finding out since I went to the same country club as them, but I already promised Doug that I wouldn’t say a word to anyone and that he could keep all his girl clothes at my house. I didn’t care as long as I could have my girly, sissy slut

Pearl was a beast in the bedroom. She had all this bottled-up energy and passion, and I was the lucky recipient of her naughty desires. Pearl gave me blowjobs, rode my dick, and screamed to the heavens when I wrapped my mouth around her sissy cock. She was coming over later this evening, but I had a feeling I would have to jack off once or twice before she arrived just to keep a lid on my sanity.

I got home and set out everything that I’d bought for my girl on the living room floor. I had a few boxes in the basement that I could use to wrap her gifts, so I went to grab them and some wrapping paper that wasn’t themed for any specific holiday. My wrapping skills weren’t the best, but I loved watching Pearl open a present.

The day couldn’t pass fast enough, so I passed the time by pleasuring myself before a long, hot shower. I changed into something fresh and ordered food to the house so that Pearl and I would have something to eat. I would hate to see my girl go hungry.

The food eventually arrived, and then Pearl knocked on the door about twenty minutes after that. I raced to answer it, so excited to see my girl.

“Doug, you’re finally here!”

“I’m here,” he said and gave me a hug. I held him and sucked in the scent of the citrusy perfume that he was wearing. “Is that the perfume that I bought for you?”

“The very same,” Doug said with a laugh as he stepped past me into the house. “It smells good in here. Did you cook?”

“I ordered dinner for us.”

“That was sweet of you.”

I went up behind Doug and wrapped my arms around his body as I held his back against my front side. I rubbed my hand over his chest, feeling something like fabric beneath his shirt. “Is that a bra?” I asked and nibbled on Doug’s earlobe, making him writhe, but I loved how his ass felt grinding against my crotch.

“Yes,” Doug said in a breath. “I’m wearing the lingerie you got me.”

“The pink lace set?”

Doug nodded and moaned as I continued sucking on his earlobe, so turned on that he would wear the lingerie that I got him beneath his clothes. I moved my hand down his front side until it was over his crotch, his hard cock jumping beneath the fabric, begging to break free.

“I got you another present.”

“You did?”

“Yes, if you want it.”

“Is it this?” Doug asked in a slutty whisper as he slowly rubbed his hand against the outline of my stiff cock. I would bury it in his bussy in a second, but my cock wasn’t the present, so I shook my head and whispered into his ear. “Nope. Not that.”

“What did you get me?”

“Do you want the present before we eat?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Wait right here,” I said and smacked Doug on the ass to grab the wrapped gifts from my bedroom. I snuck a peek at his shoe size the last time he was over at my house, so I was confident that the heels I got him would fit. I didn’t care which outfit he picked, but I wanted him to change into one of them before I fucked his bussy.

Doug smiled brightly when I walked into the room with the gifts in hand. He held out his arms to take them, thanking me as he dropped to the center of the living room floor. His eyes widened with delight as he ripped the paper from the boxes. He lifted the lid from the first box and screamed when he saw what was inside.

“You got me an entire outfit?” Doug squealed as he pulled out the pleated black miniskirt, black lingerie, and a simple black camisole. He kept going and found the pink contour dress that would look perfect with the other gifts that I got him.

“There’s more, beautiful.”

Doug ripped open the next box and hopped to his feet when he saw the breast forms inside. “You didn’t!”

“I did,” I said with a laugh. “They’re supposed to feel real. What do you think?”

Doug pulled the silicone forms from the box and squeezed them, huffing and puffing as he did. He was overly excited, so I went over to wrap my arms around him. He relaxed in my arms, looking up at me as he caught his breath, still holding the breast forms in his hands.

“I can’t believe you got me all this stuff.”

“You still have one box to go, but I hope you know that I’ll spoil you as long as you’re willing to have me. I wasn’t expecting to like you as much as I do, but I’m crazy about you, Doug. Pearl. It doesn’t matter to me who you are as long as you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” Doug said in a breath as he held his hand against my chest. “I love how you can accept me for who I am.”

“I love that you’re willing to be yourself.”

“It wouldn’t be possible without you.”

“You’re strong enough that I’m sure that you could find a way, but I’m happy to be along for the ride. I’m happy to help you however I can,” I said.

“That’s what I like about you.”

I petted the side of Doug’s face as we stared at each other. I knew that he wanted everything I wanted. He wanted to lose control. He wanted to surrender himself to me and let me make him into my girl, and that was what I was here to do.

“Why don’t you open the last box?”

Doug nodded and grabbed the last box from the floor. We went to the couch together. He screamed when he opened the box and found two new pairs of heels inside. One pair was black. The other was pink.

“To start your collection.”

“You’re the best, Kenneth!”

Doug hugged me, and I couldn’t resist the temptation to pull him onto my lap. I loved how it felt when he was straddling my legs. Doug freed his ponytail and shook his head, letting his long hair hang down past his shoulders. I pushed my hands into his luscious brown hair and pulled his lips to mine.

“I’ll spoil you forever if you let me,” I said and kissed Doug deeply. I pulled lightly on his long hair, and he let one of those sexy gasps fly. I stripped him down to the pink thong as I touched him everywhere that I could. “So sexy,” I whispered between kisses.

“Spoil me, daddy.”

I squeezed Doug’s ass. “What did you call me, girl?”

“Daddy! What should I wear, daddy?”

“Put on the black skirt and heels with the matching lingerie.”

“Do you want to watch me get dressed?”

I groaned as Doug whispered into my ear in that sexy, feminine sissy voice he used when he got in the mood. My cock lost all control when he talked to me like that, and the only thing I could think about was how good it felt when I was stuffing his tight bussy. Doug moved me to the couch as I remained lost in my daydream.

“Watch me, daddy!” Doug pouted and stomped his foot.

“Sorry, baby. I’m watching.”

Doug unhooked his bra and pulled it down his arms. He tossed it to the side as he moved his hips in a circle and turned his backside to me. He bent over seductively as he ran his fingertips up his smooth legs before hooking his fingers into the waistline of his pink thong. He pushed the thong down his legs, revealing his delicious bussy.

“Mmm, baby. Daddy needs that hole,” I said and fished my dick out of my pants, no longer able to resist the urge to touch myself. I pumped my hard cock as I watched Doug skip across my living room naked. He bent over and grabbed the black thong and bra from the box and moved his body seductively as he put on the lingerie.

“Yeah? You want this ass?”

“Please, girl. Give it to me.”

“Not yet, daddy.”

Doug got the breast forms and slipped them into his bra. He put on the camisole next, and he was already looking super girly as his gorgeous brown hair hung on his shoulders, nearly touching his boobs. It turned me on to no end watching him transform from boy to girl. He slipped on the skirt and heels next, staring at me as I mindlessly touched my dick.

“What do you think, daddy?”

“You look amazing, Pearl. I actually have one more gift for you.”

“Kenneth! You spoil me too much!”

“There’s no such thing. Why don’t you check my bedroom? Your present is sitting on my dresser.”

Pearl put her hands on her hips, shaking her head, but I was serious when I told her that I would forever spoil her if she let me. I was obsessed with Pearl and everything that she gave me. I felt complete when I was with her, and that was what I longed for more than anything. Completeness. Acceptance. True love.

“Kenneth! Are you kidding me?” Pearl hollered from the bedroom in a thrilled voice. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floors as she raced back to the living room, the gold necklace I got her bouncing on her chest. She was transformed from head to toe, and I fucking needed her. I hopped up from the couch and pulled her into my arms, nearly falling over myself as my pants dropped halfway down my legs.

“You’re stunning, girl.”

“Daddy! You’re going to get my skirt dirty!” Pearl screamed and pulled away from me. My cock was leaking at the tip and brushing against her thighs, but I couldn’t help the fact that she made me rock hard. I wanted every inch of her, especially when she looked this sexy, but I had to control myself. Somehow, someway I managed to slip my dick back into my pants and pull up the zipper.

“Sorry, you just look so good,” I said and brushed the back of my hands against Pearl’s hair. “Did you want to eat before I have you for dessert?”

Pearl nodded slowly and opened her arms to hug me, her breasts soft against my firm chest. I couldn’t keep my hands out of her hair as she hugged me, breathing in deeply to inhale the amazing scent swimming off her skin.

“Why don’t we eat outside on the back porch?”

“Are there a lot of bugs?”

“Not too many, and I have a candle that’ll keep them away.”

“Okay,” Pearl said softly. “How can I help?”

“Why don’t you fix us a couple glasses of water?”

“Whatever you need,” Pearl said and followed me to the kitchen. I tried to stay focused on plating our food, but her beauty was blinding. She distracted me every time she moved her body. The best part of all, though, was that she was mine. Pearl would let me have her however I wanted in the bedroom, and I hoped that what we’d started would never end. I’d never take her for granted. I would give her whatever she needed and do my best to make her dreams come true.

“Got the waters!” Pearl hollered a few minutes later.

“I’m almost done,” I said and finished up with the plates before following Pearl outside to the back porch.


CHAPTER 8

Doug

“This food is amazing! Where’s it from?”

“I’m glad you like it. It’s from a hole-in-the-wall Mexican restaurant down the street. This is their fajita mix with melted cheese.”

“I love it,” I said and ate as daintily as I could, but the food was simply too scrumptious, and I was hungry. It was a bad combo that made me look less than ladylike. “Excuse me.”

“What?” Kenneth asked as he stared at me with his handsome eyes. He was ten years older than me and had a confident air about him that attracted attention. I saw women and men stare in his direction everywhere we went, yet it seemed like Kenneth only had eyes for me, like he didn’t see anyone else when we went out together.

“I’m eating like an animal.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kenneth said and winked. “You’ll look beautiful no matter how you eat.”

“Right,” I said with a laugh and picked up one of the paper napkins to wipe my lips. They felt greasy from the food, but it was simply delicious, and I couldn’t stop myself from going back for more.

“I got us real dessert too. Not just the sexy kind.”

“Mmm, what did they have?”

“A dark-chocolate cake that tastes divine.”

“Do you have anything we can drink with it?” I asked before taking another big bite of my fajita mix with a bit of rice and sour cream. I covered my mouth when I lifted my eyes to find Kenneth staring at me, blanketing me with embarrassment.

“Still beautiful.”

“Shut up!” I screamed at him once I’d chewed and swallowed. “Please don’t watch me eat.”

“Would you rather have liquor or wine with your cake?” Kenneth asked, ignoring my comment.

“Liquor.”

“Naughty girl.”

I shrugged. “Isn’t that what you like about me?”

“It is,” he said and stood from the table to grab the chocolate cake from the fridge. He came back with two glasses of brandy on the rocks to go with the cake. “Can you take the glasses, please?”

“Thank you,” I said and lifted the glasses from Kenneth’s hand to set them on the table.

“Wait until you try this cake,” Kenneth said and pushed a fork into the cake before guiding the bite to my lips. I opened my mouth and moaned as the moist, chocolatey goodness melted against my tongue. Kenneth was smiling when I met his eyes. “Good, right?”

I nodded and swallowed the cake. “I can’t believe I’ve never gone to that Mexican restaurant. It’s so delicious!”

“It’s not housed in the most savory building.”

“No, it’s not, but still!”

“Open up for another bite,” Kenneth said and guided another morsel of the cake to my open mouth. I closed my lips around the fork and slowly pulled them off the prongs as I stared into Kenneth’s eyes, daring him to take me. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

“I’m yours,” I reminded him.

“You’re mine.”

“What are you going to do about it?”

Kenneth put his hand on my thigh and slowly moved it up my leg. Kenneth could probably see my thick, hard bulge if it weren’t so dark since the skirt I was wearing was so short, but that didn’t stop him from touching it. I gasped as Kenneth rubbed his fingertips against the outline of my stiff girly cock.

“You want to see what I’m going to do about it?” Kenneth asked as he moved his hands down past my balls and to the tight entrance of my bussy. “I came prepared, so you better watch what you say.”

“Came prepared?”

Kenneth nodded and pulled a tiny bottle of lube out from his pocket and set it on his side table. Seeing the lube sitting there on the table made me hornier than ever. I moved without thought, falling to my knees in front of Kenneth. He pushed his fingers into my long brown hair as I worked to undo his pants and pull down his zipper to free his cock. It looked so fucking good when he was stroking it in the living room.

Kenneth lifted his hips and let me slide his jeans and underwear down his legs. His thick cock stood tall and was leaking precum at the tip. I needed it in my mouth and didn’t hesitate to open my lips and wrap them around Kenneth’s manhood as he continued playing with my hair. I loved how he couldn’t get enough of it. I loved how he could really make me feel like a girl, inside and out, using me like the submissive sissy slut I always longed to be.

“Open that throat, girl!” Kenneth said and pushed on the back of my head. I was choking on his dick as he yelled at me to take it, but it felt so fucking good. My cock throbbed like crazy in my black thong, but I ignored it to focus all my attention on Kenneth, sucking his dick out in the fresh air and loving every second of it. “I said open your throat, girl! Breathe through your nose and take it!”

Kenneth shoved his cock deeper and deeper into the back of my throat as tears ran down my cheeks, but I was doing everything to take his dick. I breathed through my nose. I concentrated my entire being on serving Kenneth, and then suddenly, I relaxed. Kenneth groaned as his cock sank deep into my throat, but I didn’t gag. I took it like the good girl I was training to become.

“Holy fuck, baby! That feels so good!”

I held Kenneth’s legs as he used my mouth and throat for his pleasure, loving how his heavy cock felt. He pulled his dick out of my mouth a few minutes later. I gasped for air, but it only took a second to catch my breath. I was hungry for more, for whatever daddy would give me.

“Bend over the rail.”

I smirked as I slowly stood and walked over to the edge of the deck and put my hands on the rail, sticking my ass out in the air. I was still wearing the skirt and thong and heels.

“Just like that,” Kenneth said as he took a few heavy steps in my direction. He pushed up my short skirt and slapped my ass. I squealed as my cheeks tingled from the sting, but Kenneth squatted behind me to kiss my ass. He whispered sweet nothings against my cheeks as he slowly moved the thin string of my black thong to the side. “I can’t wait to fuck this tight little bussy,” Kenneth said, so close I could feel his breath against my hole.

“Please fuck me.”

“Right here?”

“Yes!” I screamed. Nobody could see us on his deck. Kenneth had a private backyard, and I wanted to take full advantage. I wanted him to keep me bent over this rail and fuck my bussy hard. “Give it to me, daddy!”

Kenneth licked my hole and sent a shiver across my body. I gripped the railing more tightly as Kenneth spread my cheeks wide to flatten his tongue against my hole. I gasped as my cock throbbed, but Kenneth didn’t stop until my hole was dripping with his saliva. He stood slowly behind me and kissed my neck as he pushed his hard cock up against my wet hole. He thrusted his hips gently, pushing the head of his cock into me, making my girly cock thump with delight at the sensation of his penetration.

“Yes, keep going!”

Kenneth pushed his cock a little further until I couldn’t handle it and was screaming for him to grab the lube, but it only took him a second to get his cock wet and ready for my hole before he was pushing back into me and making me howl toward the moon.

“Quiet, girl! You’ll wake the neighbors,” Kenneth said playfully and covered my mouth, but I loved having his hand over my mouth. I screamed into it and lost all control as he used my bussy. My cock was throbbing but still covered from the front side of the thong, so I didn’t dare touch it. I let Kenneth use my hole for his pleasure as he sent me shooting toward the stars with each of his thrusts.

“Cum with me, Pearl!” Kenneth hollered as he pushed deep. He dropped his hand from my mouth to reach under my skirt and pull my cock out the side of my panties. “Cum with me!”

I moved Kenneth’s hand out of the way to grab my cock. He held the sides of my hips and fucked me hard as I stroked my dick and whimpered, trapped in a pool of pleasure from which I never wanted to escape. Kenneth pushed deep, and then I felt him dumping his load into me, so I beat my cock just the right way until I was cumming with my man, showering the deck with my seed, but Kenneth didn’t seem to mind.

He held me and kissed me as we came down from the highs of our orgasms, and he didn’t let me escape him for the rest of the night as we sipped brandy and rummaged for snacks in the cabinets when we weren’t too busy making love.


CHAPTER 9

Doug

“Where are we going?” I asked as Kenneth drove us to an undisclosed location. He hadn’t even given me a hint! I dropped to my knees and begged for him to tell me, but it was worthless. He used his big arms to pull me to my feet and push me out of the door. “Please tell me! I hate surprises!”

“You seemed to like that outfit I got you, and it was a surprise.”

“That’s not fair! This is fashion,” I said and gestured to the black one-shoulder dress that stopped halfway down my thighs. It was boxy and modern and looked incredible with the black pumps Kenneth got me to wear with it. He was spoiling me so rotten I could hear the flies buzzing around me, but I loved it. I’d never had anyone pay attention to me the way Kenneth did, and I hoped what we had was real.

“You can’t have it both ways, Pearl. Either you like surprises or you don’t. Which is it?”

I grunted and crossed my arms. “Whatever,” I said and pulled down the visor mirror. I hadn’t worn makeup the first time that Kenneth feminized me, but I put some on tonight and was feeling more than a little cute. I pulled a tube of red lipstick from my purse and applied it to my lips as I stared at myself through the visor mirror. Kenneth convinced me to curl the ends of my hair, and I was glad that he did. That simple touch had really transformed my face. I’d never felt more beautiful in my life.

“We’re almost there.”

I looked around, but we were still just driving down the street. There were stores and gas stations and stuff, but I was already dressed and didn’t feel like shopping. Kenneth had already gotten me more than enough. Unless he was taking me to buy jewelry. I could make an exception for a cute pair of earrings and imagined myself wearing them as I stared at myself in the mirror, closing it before I got too caught up by the idea.

“Where are we going?” I asked again.

“Can’t you wait to find out?”

“Nope,” I said and crossed my arms. “I want to know now!”

“You’re such a little brat. We’re only four or five minutes away.”

“Fine.” I huffed and glanced out the window, but Kenneth was smiling when I looked over my shoulder at him. I curled my hair around one finger, intrigued when we finally pulled off the main road. We went up a steep hill, and then we were in an abandoned parking lot. “What is this place?” I asked.

“A lookout. It’s my favorite place to watch the sunset. I thought we could eat some chocolate while we did.”

“Yes! A million times yes!”

“Good! I brought everything we’ll need. It’s in the trunk.”

“I never should have doubted you!”

“That’s what I was trying to tell you, Pearl.”

“Whatever,” I said and opened the car door. I moaned as I stretched my arms above my head. My heels clicked against the pavement as I walked around to the trunk to help Kenneth grab the things. He had two chairs and a cooler stuffed with sparkling grape juice, cups, and chocolate to share. “I can’t believe you did all this for us.”

“I’ve been waiting to find a girl like you.”

“You mean… a girl with a cock?”

“No,” Kenneth said and stepped forward to pull me into his arms. “I’m talking about a girl who can be herself around me. A girl who isn’t afraid to give me her heart.”

“Maybe I’m a little afraid.”

“You won’t be. Not forever.”

“How can you be so sure?” I asked.

“You trust me. I see it in your eyes every time you look at me, and I trust you too. I want what we have to be more than a fling.”

“Me too.”

“Good,” Kenneth said and kissed me on the head before slowly moving away to sit in his foldout chair. I sat in mine and reached into the cooler to grab the bottle of sparkling grape juice. Kenneth got the cups. I popped off the top, and we laughed as we sipped on the bubbly treat. “Cheers to us.”

“To us!” I said and clinked my cup against Kenneth’s. I popped another square of chocolate into my mouth and moaned a little as it melted on my tongue, so rich and delicious.

“Pearl, there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you,” Kenneth said in a serious tone during a lull in conversation. The sun was sinking in the horizon, filling the sky with hues of pink and orange. It was stunning.

“You can ask me anything, Kenneth. You know that.”

“I hope you’ve been having as much fun as me.”

“I have. Why would you think otherwise?”

“I kind of forced the clothes on you. If you—”

“Stop right there, Kenneth. I want this as much as you do.”

Kenneth nodded and placed his hand over mine, lacing our fingers together. “I believe you.”

“Good… is that what you’ve been wanting to ask me? If I like the clothes and stuff?”

“No,” Kenneth said with a shake of the head. “I actually wanted to know if you have any fantasies. Any that I could help you make come true.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised. I had some fantasies swirling around in the back of my mind, but Kenneth had done more than enough. I was happy just having him, so I shook my head. “No, there’s nothing.”

“You’re lying.”

“What?” I screeched. “I’m not lying! How dare you accuse me of—”

“Pearl, please. I saw it in your eyes that there’s something you want. Tell me what your fantasy is.”

“It’s silly,” I said and scooted forward in my chair to turn my body toward Kenneth’s. The sun was falling quickly from the sky, but I couldn’t focus on the sunset when Kenneth was staring at me so intently, like he needed to make my dreams come true. “It’s not even worth mentioning.”

I tried to brush the topic under the rug again, but Kenneth wasn’t having it. He picked up his chair and moved it closer to mine until our knees were touching when he sat. He stared at me with an intense gaze, not letting me get away with not giving him an answer.

“I… really it’s stupid.”

“Tell me, Pearl. Stop playing games.”

“Fine, but I warned you!”

“Try me,” Kenneth said and rubbed my thigh with a heavy hand. I glanced down at where his fingers touched my bare skin, only centimeters from the edge of my dress. I tossed my curled hair over my shoulder as a light moan escaped my mouth. I grabbed Kenneth’s encroaching hand to steady myself, but it was no use. Naughty thoughts clouded my mind. “Tell me what you want, Pearl. Let me make you a happy girl.”

“I want to be shared.”

The words escaped before I could stop them. I covered my mouth, but it was too late. Kenneth heard what I said loud and clear, and the devilish smirk that crossed his face gave me no comfort.

“Is that so?” Kenneth asked as his hand moved south toward his crotch. “You want me and my buddies to use your bussy?”

“No! Forget I said anything. It’d only cause trouble.”

“I don’t think so,” Kenneth said and grabbed my hand, forcing me to look into his eyes. “If that’s truly what you want, I can ask my golf buddies to see if we could make it happen.”

“Guys from the country club? Are you crazy?” I asked in a high voice. The last thing I wanted was to get shared by guys at the country club, but just seeing Kenneth so open to the idea made me hot with desire. “That could never work!”

“It just might be the best place. You can slip into the bathroom while we’re playing golf, and then I can send them in one at a time when we get back to the locker room. I’ll keep guard or something while you have your fun.”

“You’d do that for me?”

“In a heartbeat. As long as you let me be the fourth.”

“The fourth?” I asked in a breath. “You think three of your buddies would be willing to do it?”

“I have a feeling they wouldn’t mind getting their dicks wet,” Kenneth said with a laugh. “Why don’t we get you a cute mask to wear? Would you like that?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Not a bad idea. Everyone at the club knows me.”

“They don’t know Pearl.”

“Not yet.”

“Not yet,” Kenneth said with a laugh and grabbed my hand. We held hands as we watched the rest of the sunlight slowly dissipate from the sky, and as nervous as I was, I also felt excited.


CHAPTER 10

Doug

Kenneth got me an adorable violet mask along with matching lingerie. He dressed me in a pair of purple stockings with a garter belt and a matching bra. No panties. I stood in the shower stall as I waited for Kenneth and his three friends. Their names were Victor, William, and Stephen. Kenneth showed me pictures of the guys, and I couldn’t wait for them to use my bussy, which was currently stuffed with a butt plug. Kenneth had put a cage on my dick too and wouldn’t let me out of it until I finished serving his friends.

My body radiated with a yearning so intense I swore I could power an entire subdivision with the energy coursing through my body as I anxiously waited for the secret knock on the door. I didn’t know how long had passed before I finally heard the knock, but time had ceased to matter.

“You ready?” Kenneth asked as he slipped into the shower stall and pulled me into his arms. “My buddies are excited.”

“Really?” I asked in a breath.

“Yeah, they can’t wait. I told you they’d want to use this sexy ass of yours,” Kenneth said and gripped my cheek with a firm hand. I collapsed against him as he moved his fingers to the split along my bussy to play with the base of the plug that stuffed my ass. “So, Pearl, are you ready? We can’t start without your permission.”

“I’m ready,” I said softly, gasping when Kenneth pulled the plug from my ass. I dug my nails into his chest. Kenneth grabbed me by my hair and pulled until my chin was pointing toward the ceiling. He ran his tongue up my neck and made my cock loathe the cage holding it hostage. “Daddy! Please fuck me!”

“Not until you take my friends. Will you be a good girl for daddy’s friends?”

“I’ll be the best girl, daddy.”

“Good. Keep your word, and I’ll let you out of your cage,” Kenneth said and released my hair before stepping out of the shower stall.

I faced ahead as I waited, wondering who would come in first to fuck me. When I glanced over my shoulder, I noticed that Kenneth had left a bottle of lube on the floor for his friends to use.

The door to the shower stall opened a moment later. I turned away before the man who stepped inside looked into my eyes. I noticed he was wearing nothing more than a towel, though, and he dropped it to the floor the second he locked the shower stall.

“So glad I get to be first,” the man said and stepped behind me. His voice was deeper than Kenneth’s. His hands were rougher. He kissed my neck, and I couldn’t stop the moans from leaving my lips as this stranger touched my body everywhere he could, sliding his fingers between my split. “Tell me you want it, girl.”

“I want it,” I said in a slutty whisper, sticking my ass higher in the air. Getting shared by these men inside the country club was so naughty, but the riskiness of the situation turned me on. “Give me that dick,” I said and reached my hand behind my back to grab the man’s cock. “Stick it in my bussy.”

“Fuck, Kenneth told me you were a naughty girl, but I wasn’t expecting you to be this incredible.”

I chuckled as the man pressed his lathered cock against my entrance. I moaned deeply as he pushed his dick head into me, sinking deeper into my hole. I was stretched and ready for him from the plug that Kenneth had stuffed in my ass, so the man got straight to pounding my hole. He wasn’t very big, but his dick was curved and hitting my spot with each of his thrusts, and it felt fucking incredible.

“Yes! Yes!”

“Take this dick.”

“Fill me!”

The man grunted and moaned, and then he dumped his cum into my hole. I clenched my ass around his dick, desperate to touch my own, but it was locked in a cage, and Kenneth was the only one with a key, so I held the man’s cock for as long as I could to enjoy the sensation of his dick throbbing within me. The man pulled his cock out of me a second later, and then he was gone.

It was a moment before another man walked into the shower stall. He complimented my lingerie as he grabbed the bottle of lube. His voice was higher, and he had a stockier build than the last guy, but what I was not prepared for was the size of his dick. It was huge! I gasped when he pushed his hard cock up against my hole, screaming into my folded lips as he sank a few inches into me.

“You’re so big!”

“That’s what they usually say.” The man chuckled and sank his cock deeper into my hole. I gripped the shower walls as he held my hips and thrusted more quickly, blinding me each time his thick dick stuffed me completely, but it was incredible. So different from the first! From the way he touched me, fucked me, and played with my caged cock. He had me on edge, wishing that I could touch myself, but he was touching me plenty as he continued pumping his hips and giving me that good dick.

“You like this dick?”

“I love it!”

“I’m going to paint your walls, girl!”

“Paint them! Please!”

The man held my hips and pounded my ass, grunting and moaning as he worked himself closer and closer to an orgasm. I flattened my hands against the wall and took every inch of his cock that he was giving me, loving it. Reveling in it.

“Here I go, girl!”

“Yes!” I gasped and squeezed my walls around the husky man’s cock as he dumped his load inside of me. Droplets of his seed ran down my leg when he pulled out. It got caught on the edge of my purple stockings, but I was too weak to do anything about the mess.

“You’re even sexier than Kenneth said,” the third man said when he stepped into the shower stall. His voice was deep. His hands were soft. He smelled of money. “I love the mask and lingerie. Feel how hard you got me already?” he asked and grabbed my hand to place it on his crotch. He wasn’t as long as the last guy, but his cock felt thick, like soda-can thick.

“Use me.”

It was all I could say.

The man took off his boxers and grabbed the lube to get his cock slick for my hole, but he probably didn’t even need it my hole was so wet with cum. I held the wall as the man pushed the first few inches of his thick cock into me, so happy that he’d used lube. He was so thick I dropped my head back and screamed, but he didn’t stop what he was doing. He pushed deeper into me and stretched me wide with his big dick.

“Yes! It’s so good!”

“Take this cock, girl!”

“Give me everything! I want it all!”

The man groaned as he fucked me slowly with his big dick, sliding in and out of my ass, pushing deep and stretching me more than I ever thought possible, but I loved every thrust of his hips. I didn’t want this sharing experience to end, but I had a feeling daddy would indulge me again.

“I’m cumming!”

“Yes! Give me that cum!”

The man pushed his thick cock deep inside of me as he dumped his load, and it felt incredible. I gasped when he finally pulled out of me, letting all that hot, sticky cum run down my leg. The stranger kissed my neck and thanked me, and then he was out of the door.


CHAPTER 11

Kenneth

It was my turn.

All the guys had gone to other shower stalls to rinse off and were headed home. I told them there was no need to wait for me since I would be busy making love to my woman. I also didn’t want to worry about them figuring out Pearl’s true identity, so they promised me that they would head home after having their fun.

Pearl had never looked sexier than when I stepped into that shower stall to find her with her hands against the walls, cum running down her legs. I stepped behind her and wiped a bit of cum that had leaked from her hole to stuff it back inside of her as I kissed her on the neck.

“How did my friends treat you?”

“It was incredible,” Pearl said as I continued kissing her neck. She pushed her ass out, telling me that she wanted more. “It’s your turn, daddy.”

“Were you a good girl?”

“Yes,” she said in a breath.

“Should I unlock you from your cage?”

“Please, daddy!”

I laughed and pulled the chain from my neck that held the key. I reached around Pearl’s body and placed the key into the lock to free my girl. She gasped as the cage slowly slid off her cock, freeing her dick for play. She got hard seconds after the cage fell to the floor in front of her, and I couldn’t help but play with her girly dick.

“Daddy! You’re going to make me cum!”

“Your cock feels like you already came once or twice,” I said with her wet, sticky cock between my fingers. “Did you cum in your cage, baby?”

“I don’t know! Maybe! I was so lost in the moment.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” I said and kissed Pearl’s neck as pushed my cock against her wet bussy. “Tell me you want daddy’s cock.”

“I need your cock! Thank you for sharing me with your friends, but your cock will always be my favorite!”

“That’s right,” I said and lathered my cock with a bit of lube before shoving it deep into her bussy. She was loose and wet, and fucking her felt so hot with all the fresh cum that was still deep inside her hole. “Damn, Pearl, your hole feels so good.”

“It’s yours!”

“That’s right it’s mine! If you want to be shared, I pick who gets to be inside of you. You got it, baby?”

“Yes, Kenneth! Only you get to choose!”

Finding Pearl wearing a thong in the locker room all those weeks ago somehow led to this moment of us being back in the locker room, but we were so much closer this time. Pearl trusted me. She needed me. I would never stop loving Pearl, and I would never take what she gave me for granted. I was nothing without her.

“Squeeze my cock, baby.”

“Like this?”

“Yes! Just like that! I’m close!” I screamed and worked my fingers into Pearl’s hair, gripping it tightly as I fucked her ass and got closer to orgasm. Pearl squeezed and released her walls around my dick, and it felt so amazing as I pounded her wet hole. “Take my load!”

“Give it to me!”

“Cum with me, Pearl!”

“I’m cumming, daddy! I’m cumming!”

I roared as Pearl’s ass milked my cock while she painted the shower floor with her cum. I pushed deep and released my load inside of her, adding it to what my buddies had already given my girl, and I could tell that she had enjoyed every second of her fucking. She was gasping and moaning and nearly fell to the floor, but I caught her before she could.

“Careful, baby.”

“Sorry. I’m a little weak after all that.”

“Don’t apologize. What you did was incredible.”

“Thank you for arranging it with guys we could trust.”

I pushed my hands into Pearl’s gorgeous hair, staring into the eyes of the girl I’d come to love. I hoped that she never grew tired of me and would do everything in my power to make sure that she didn’t.

“All you have to do is ask.”

“I know,” she said softly.

“Why don’t you rinse off while I shower in the stall next door, and then we can grab lunch somewhere?”

“I’d like that. Are your friends gone?”

“Yep, they are. You don’t need to worry.”

“Thanks.”

“Anything for you, Pearl.”

Pearl stood on her toes to kiss me softly on the lips, and then I left her so that we could get ready for lunch. She would change out of her soiled lingerie and take out the breast forms and pull her hair up into a tight bun, but she would be my girl no matter how she was dressed.


CHAPTER 12

One Year Later

Doug

“Wait for me!” I screamed in my girl voice. I’d done a lot of practicing over the past year to become a more convincing Pearl, but Kenneth loved me even if my voice cracked. “I’m not any good on skates!”

“You have to try harder!” Kenneth hollered as he skated ahead. We were at the roller rink, a place I hadn’t been in ages, and I couldn’t keep my footing no matter how hard I tried. “Come on, Pearl! You can do it!”

Kenneth was always so sweet and encouraging, but I wasn’t any good at skating. I tried to keep up with him, but he did an entire lap and came up to me from behind, making me squeal loudly when he wrapped his arms around me.

“You’re going to make me fall, Kenneth!”

“You won’t fall with me here.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because,” Kenneth said and moved my hair out of the way to kiss me on my neck as we slowly skated toward the wall. I didn’t know how he did it, but I felt in control of my roller skates when I was in his arms. “Do you want to grab a snack?”

“I could go for a drink.”

Kenneth grabbed my hand. We skated over to the concession stand to buy a pretzel and a soda. I held Kenneth’s hand all the way to the table, afraid I’d fall on my face if I didn’t. I tucked my skirt under my bottom as I tried my best to sit without having the skates fly out from under me, letting out a deep breath when my butt was finally on the seat.

“You can’t be so afraid of the skates,” Kenneth teased.

“Easy for you to say!”

“Eat the pretzel.”

I lifted an eyebrow at the long, dangling piece of pretzel in front of me before slowly parting my painted lips. Kenneth blushed as he stared at me from across the table, but he knew that I was a naughty girl, and one of my favorite things was having Kenneth’s cock in my mouth. Or his friends’ cocks. They were pretty tasty too.

“Mmm, it’s delicious.”

“Bad girl,” Kenneth said in a hushed whisper.

“Don’t act like you don’t like it.”

“I do. You know I love everything about you, Pearl.”

“Not everything.”

“Everyone has their flaws, including me, but I don’t want to keep hiding. We’ve been going steady for over a year, and it’s about time that we told your father about us. We can’t hide this forever. I’ll go crazy if we do.”

I reached out my hand. Kenneth frowned as he laced his fingers with mine, but I wasn’t upset by his suggestion. Not like I would have been when we first started dating.

“Believe it or not, but I’ve been thinking the same thing. It’s time we tell him the truth if we want to live together. Better he finds out from us than some private detective he hires.”

“I’m glad we’re on the same page,” Kenneth said and kissed my hand. “Ready to get back out there and skate?”

“Not yet! We have to finish the pretzel!” I said and picked up a piece to feed Kenneth. He took the entire bit of pretzel into his mouth and sucked on my finger a little as I pulled it away, getting me hot all over, but I couldn’t get hard. Not with the cage Kenneth had put around my cock for the day. He’d take it off later, but only when he was ready, and only if I’d been a good girl.

Was my life amazing or what?


MISPLACED PACKAGE

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

“Here,” Danny said and passed me the joint we were sharing. We smoked together a few times a week when neither of us had anything to do, even though I wished that Danny and I could be more than smoking buddies. He was so cute but had put me in the friend zone ages ago.

“Thanks.”

I took the joint and placed it between my lips, taking a long drag. I blew the smoke out and watched it float away into the gentle breeze, the moon shining brightly above us. Danny and I were sitting on his balcony. Sometimes we smoked at his apartment. Other times we smoked at mine.

“Working on any interesting cases?”

“You know they only give me research work,” I said with a laugh, coughing lightly as I blew out another big cloud of smoke. I was a junior lawyer at a bougie law firm in the city.

“When are you getting a promotion?”

“Who knows? They all look at me like a baby since I just graduated from law school. It’ll be a few years of fighting for attention before they give me any.”

“I’m starting to feel that way at my job,” Danny said as he took the joint from my fingers. He worked in marketing. He’d already gotten one promotion since starting at his job, but his prospects for further advancement were looking bleak.

“Not making any waves?”

Danny shook his head. “They’re starting to question my value, even though I’m working as hard as ever.”

“You went in too strong,” I said. “Everyone expects their employees to produce more, which is why I’m trying to strike a balance between doing enough but not too much at the firm.”

“Maybe it’s about time that I look elsewhere.”

“Could probably get you a raise,” I said and took another hit from the joint, but it had burned down to my fingertips, so I tossed it over the balcony and watched it drift down to the ground.

Now that the joint was gone, Danny and I fell silent. We both stared out at the night sky as we enjoyed our fresh highs. I felt relaxed until I started thinking about reaching over to grab Danny’s hand to lace his fingers with mine. I wanted nothing more than to press my lips against his, but we’d never crossed that line, and I had a feeling we never would, which made me kind of sad.

“Deirdre,” Danny said after a few minutes of silence.

“What?” I asked.

“Do you ever feel like just quitting everything and doing something crazy?”

“Crazy like what?”

“I don’t know. Maybe travel around the world?”

I laughed at Danny’s suggestion, wishing I actually had the money for anything beyond my student loan and rent payments, which took the bulk of my salary. I couldn’t even afford to drive a car that was newer than ten years old, but my day would come.

“Where would you go if you could travel anywhere?” I asked.

“I would probably go to Europe or South America. I got a minor in Spanish and don’t even use it except at the Mexican grocery store.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Yeah,” Danny said with a sigh. “Where would you go?”

“Probably somewhere with a beach, but if I had a bunch of money, I would pay off my student loans to never have to worry about them again.”

“That’s a smart idea.”

I nodded and turned my attention to the moon, which had changed positions since a bit ago. I studied its dark spots and how it shined, wondering what it would be like to walk across the moon’s surface. Would I finally be able to do that front flip like I’d always dreamed?

“What about more local fun?”

“What do you mean?”

I shrugged. “Everyone talks about traveling abroad for fun, but isn’t there anything you’d like to do closer to home?”

Danny fell silent for a moment as he looked at me with an intense gaze, like there was something on his mind, but he didn’t quite know how to say the words. I narrowed my eyes at him as our eye contact lingered, trying to read his mind, but that was impossible.

“What are you thinking?”

Danny shook his head and smiled. “It’s nothing.”

“That didn’t look like nothing.”

“I was thinking about walking around parks.”

“We could go to a park if you’d like,” I said. “Maybe we can smoke a joint beforehand. Make it a little interesting.”

“That sounds like fun. Should we go this weekend?”

“Yeah,” I said. “This weekend.”

It wasn’t the date of my dreams, but it was something, yet I still couldn’t figure out why Danny and I spent so much time together without doing anything about it. Didn’t he find me attractive? Didn’t he want to kiss me? I wished I knew what was going through Danny’s head, but until then, I would just be his friend.


CHAPTER 2

It was the afternoon after Danny and I smoked a joint on his balcony, and I was still feeling a bit upset about being in the friend zone with my handsome neighbor, reminded of it when I stepped into the lobby of our building. I went to the mailroom where everyone picked up their packages, as I was expecting a delivery. My package was there, but there was also one for Danny.

Instead of leaving Danny’s package for him to find, I picked it up, already preparing what I would say when I knocked on his door with the box, but other ideas formed in my head as I took the elevator up to our floor. Danny’s box was rather light, and I couldn’t stop wondering what was inside.

I stepped out of the elevator and went to my apartment instead of stopping by Danny’s door. I set the boxes on my kitchen counter when I got inside my apartment, tempted to open Danny’s package, but could I really risk our friendship like that?

I paced the living room as the packages sat on the kitchen counter, knowing that Danny would probably never forgive me if I opened his box, but I was desperate to know what was inside. I was desperate to learn a bit more about my crush. It wasn’t like his delivery would be the first one to get stolen from the mailroom.

I decided that I would open Danny’s box.

I couldn’t stop myself.

The box on my kitchen counter was tempting me, but it also made me feel like an insane person. What was I doing? Why in the world had I stolen Danny’s package? I considered marching back down to the mailroom to return the box from where I’d found it, but that would expose me to even more risk.

What if Danny came home while I was down there? We got off work around the same time, and there was no telling when he might get to the building. Sometimes he went out after work, but he often came home, which would mean I had little time before he arrived, so I wrote off that idea.

I’d already come this far. I’d already stolen my friend’s package, and I didn’t want to risk that awkward moment of dropping it off to him, so I grabbed a knife and cut through the tape before I could think twice. It was now a stolen package. One I prayed they couldn’t trace back to me.

The tape was broken. My hands shook as I reached to pull open the top flaps of the box, worried that I was risking my friendship for nothing. There was probably a pair of basketball shorts or socks or something stupid inside, but I couldn’t have been more wrong.

I gasped when I finally saw what was inside. I covered my mouth as I stared at the box’s contents, wondering if Danny had actually ordered the sexy lingerie inside. It was red and lacy and more complex than anything I wore myself. There was a bra, a thong, stockings, and a garter belt, all shades of red.

I dropped my hand from my mouth to lift the lingerie out of the box, holding it in front of me. It looked like it was about Danny’s size, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t picture him wearing it. He wasn’t a very feminine guy. He wasn’t macho either, but I never would have imagined him as a guy who liked to wear lingerie.

There was a knock at my door, sending a jolt of panic through me. Danny’s voice sounded a moment later, making me even more panicked than I was a few seconds ago. I cursed and stuffed the lingerie back into the box, closed the lid, and ran it to my bedroom.

“Deirdre! Are you in there?” Danny called as I threw his box into my closet.

“Coming,” I hollered back and got to the front door as quickly as I could. I heard Danny on the other side as I stood there, terrified to open the door, afraid that Danny might already know that I’d stolen his package.

“Deirdre! Open the door!”

I wished I could pretend that I wasn’t home, but I’d already announced my presence before racing to my bedroom to throw the box I’d stolen into my closet. I prayed that Danny didn’t know what I’d done as I reached for the knob to open the door.

“Thank goodness,” Danny said as he rushed into my apartment. “What took you so long to open the door?”

“I… uh… had to put on some pants. I was walking around in my underwear.”

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry to bother you, but somebody stole my package from the mailroom!”

“What?” I asked dramatically. “You’re kidding!”

Danny shook his head as he paced my living room. He pushed a hand into his hair and pulled on it lightly as he screamed into his folded lips. I watched as he went over and gripped the edge of the kitchen counter, worried that I’d left scraps of evidence near where he was standing.

I walked over to Danny in the kitchen and placed my hands on his shoulders, guiding him away from where I’d opened his package moments ago. I felt his shoulder, curious if there was a bra or something beneath his shirt, but I couldn’t feel a thing. Maybe he only wore lingerie in the privacy of his apartment, or maybe the lingerie was for some girl he’d never mentioned.

“Take a seat,” I said and pushed Danny to the couch. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Water is fine, thanks.”

I nodded and went to the kitchen to grab Danny a glass of water, looking around through my peripherals to see if there was any evidence, but I didn’t see any pieces of cardboard or tape, and it wasn’t like Danny would just walk into my closet, so I felt safe.

For now.

“Here you go,” I said and passed Danny the glass of water as I took a seat next to him on the couch.

“Thanks,” he said and took a big drink from the glass. “I can’t believe someone stole my package! That’s not the first time I’ve heard of that happening, either. Do you think it’s safe to live here?”

“Yeah, of course. People steal packages from front porches in rich neighborhoods. It’s a common problem.”

“Yeah, I guess, but I’ve never had my package get stolen. It just feels like such a violation.”

“What did you order?” I asked.

“Uh…” Danny stared at the glass he’d set on my coffee table like he hadn’t expected me to ask what he’d ordered, and Danny’s silence tickled me, even though I maintained a straight face. He would become suspicious if I smiled while he was distressed. “It was nothing. Just some t-shirts.”

“Guess you’ll start buying those at the store instead of ordering them online.”

Danny looked at me with crazed eyes. I was trying to lighten the mood, but Danny wasn’t feeling it. He pushed his hands back into his hair as he dropped his head and looked down at the ground. He shook his head and groaned.

“Why did this have to happen to me?”

“Are you going to report it?”

“Yeah, but everyone has told me that it doesn’t matter. Why can’t we just get packages delivered without worrying about them getting stolen?”

“I don’t know,” I said solemnly. “It’s unfortunate.”

“You’re telling me! Looks like you got your package no problem, though,” Danny said and gestured at the box I’d gotten from downstairs.

“Luck of the draw. If you want, I can take you to the store and buy you a t-shirt.”

“No,” Danny said quickly. “I couldn’t expect you to do something like that.”

“Really, it’s no problem!”

Danny shook his head and got to his feet. He let out a long sigh. “No, it’s fine. I’ll be fine. Thank you for listening, Deirdre. You’re such a good friend.”

There was that word again.

Friend.

I wanted to be more than Danny’s friend, but now I knew his secret. I knew that he ordered himself women’s lingerie. He probably even wore it around his apartment, taking pictures of himself once he was all dolled up and pretty. I didn’t really know what to think about Danny feminizing himself, but I still thought he was cute, and I still wanted to make him more than my friend.

“Bye, Deirdre.”

“See you soon!” I said as Danny slipped out of the door. I’d only ordered some supplies for the kitchen, but Danny had ordered something much more interesting, so I went to stare at Danny’s lingerie that I had in my closet to come up with a plan on how I’d get him to wear it for me.


CHAPTER 3

My plan was convoluted, dangerous, and illegal. It was the dumbest thing I’d ever thought of doing, yet I couldn’t stop myself. I was determined to make Danny my lover, even if that meant risking my freedom, even if it meant that Danny could easily turn me over to the police. I was hopeful he wouldn’t, but there were no guarantees in life.

The first step of my plan involved a tiny little camera that I’d ordered off the internet. I was going to hide the camera in Danny’s apartment to watch him from mine. It was terrible, but I had to see if Danny really liked wearing lingerie.

“I need to use the bathroom. Be right back,” Danny said and stood from the couch.

We were smoking a joint in his living room with the windows and patio door open. I set the lit joint in the ashtray, realizing the moment I had. I reached into my purse to pull out the tiny camera, already knowing where I wanted to place it.

I looked toward the hallway that led to the bathroom to make sure the door was closed before standing from the couch to place the camera at the top of a picture frame against the far wall. The camera was small enough that it didn’t look terribly noticeable when I attached it to the frame, but it wasn’t not noticeable.

I didn’t have much time to adjust the camera before Danny opened the bathroom door, sending me flying back to the couch. I picked up the joint and sucked in a large hit, blowing it out quickly to fill the room with smoke, like I’d been smoking the entire time.

“I still can’t believe they have no leads on who stole my package. I swear the management here is worthless.”

“They probably have a lot of drama to deal with since we’re a large building in the city.”

“Yeah, but it irks me.”

“You have every right to be angry!” I held out the joint to pass it. “I would be pissed too if someone stole my package.”

Danny took the joint and groaned before taking a hit. He held in the smoke for a moment before blowing out a big cloud that added to what I’d already expelled into the air. His living room was rather smokey when Danny reached to put out the joint in the ashtray on the coffee table.

I was grateful that management hadn’t pinned me down as the person who stole Danny’s package. If he knew that I’d stolen his package and placed a camera on his picture frame, I was confident he would cross me out of his life, but I was also confident that I could make him more than my friend if I played my cards right.

Danny was clearly hiding these feminine fantasies that he had, but if I could pull them out slowly, maybe he would be willing to give me a chance. I still wasn’t sure that I would like Danny in lingerie, but he probably wouldn’t look that bad. If he was cute as a boy, he could probably be cute as a girl.

“Whatever,” said Danny. “It doesn’t even matter.”

“That’s the weed talking,” I said with a laugh.

“Can’t hate something that makes all my problems seem mediocre at best. It’s not like I’m going to miss a few pairs of socks.”

“I thought you said they were t-shirts.”

“Right, t-shirts. What did I say?”

“Socks,” I said slowly.

“Oh, no. I ordered t-shirts, not socks. I must have misspoken,” Danny said with a light laugh.

“We all do it sometimes.” I did everything I could to hide the smile in my voice, delighted that Danny had forgotten his lie. I could tell that he missed the lingerie that was hiding in my closet, but he wouldn’t say a word about it. He probably feared what people would think if they found out that he wore lingerie.

I nearly asked Danny outright if he wore panties and bras and stockings, but then I noticed that camera watching us, and I wanted to go through with my plan. I wanted to pull Danny out from where he was hiding. I wanted to expose him, even though I knew it was a terrible thing to do.

Danny and I hung out a bit longer, and I made it back to my apartment without him noticing the camera. I could only hope it stayed that way until the entirety of my plan was complete.


CHAPTER 4

I checked my phone yet again, making sure that the package I ordered had arrived. I’d already looked at the message with the photo of the delivered package six or seven times, but I couldn’t stop myself. I was too excited. Too eager. Danny would be arriving home any second to discover that there was a package with his name on it.

Danny was a few doors down from me, so I couldn’t hear him through the walls, but I had something even better. The camera. I opened the camera’s application on my computer. Danny hadn’t yet arrived home, but I could see his entire living space, so he wouldn’t be able to hide once he got there.

What I was doing was beyond creepy. It was even illegal, but I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t know if it was from the crush I’d harbored for far too long or the fact that I knew my friend’s secret and wanted to expose him at the worst possible moment. He wouldn’t turn me in once he knew that I had recordings of him prancing around in women’s clothing, even if he hated my guts for the rest of our lives.

There was also the chance that he would fall in love.

I still wasn’t sure how Danny would look in lingerie, but I decided that I didn’t really care. If he desired women’s clothing and undergarments, who was I to stop him? I knew Danny on a deeper level and knew that we were compatible, and that was all that mattered, as long as he was willing to forgive me for acting like a complete creep.

Danny walking through his front door saved me from going down the rabbit hole of guilt where I’d found myself and gave me a needed distraction. Danny was carrying the box I’d ordered when he stepped into his living room, looking at it curiously, like he knew he hadn’t ordered it.

The office sent us a message when we got packages delivered, so he’d probably been surprised when he got the message about today’s package. Maybe he even thought that it was the company replacing what had been stolen, but I got him something better.

Danny stood at his kitchen counter, which I could see perfectly from where the camera was positioned, as he grabbed a knife to open the box. Danny cut along the tape and pulled open the box, covering his mouth when he saw what was inside. Danny looked each way, like he could feel me watching him, but I could tell he hadn’t noticed the camera.

About half a minute passed before Danny pulled the outfit out of the box, inspecting it more closely. I’d ordered him a pink outfit. It was bright and girly and the exact same size as the red lingerie sitting in my closet. There were some stockings, a thong, and a bra. It was almost the same outfit, except I’d ordered Danny a pink mesh robe instead of a garter belt.

I hoped more than anything that Danny would put on the outfit then and there, but he put all the clothes back into the box and walked away from it. He started moving right toward the camera, even looking into it once or twice, and I was terrified that he’d caught me, but he was just going for his work bag that he’d left on the floor.

Danny pulled out his laptop and placed it on the coffee table. He typed a few things and sat there staring at the computer screen for the better part of an hour. It was long enough that I got bored and went to the kitchen to fix myself something for dinner.

Danny must have had a similar idea, as the next time I looked at the camera, he was standing in the middle of his kitchen in a pair of shorts with a hand in his boxers. He held his manhood as a pot of water boiled on the stove. I watched the handsome bulge in Danny’s shorts with wide eyes as he pulled out his hand to grab the box of pasta that was sitting on the counter.

Danny added some pasta to the boiling water before sticking his hand right back into his boxers. I couldn’t tell what he was looking at on his phone, but he was staring at the screen rather intently, like whatever he was watching had his complete attention.

I watched Danny go between touching himself and cooking dinner. By the time he went to plate his food, his cock was hard beneath the shorts he was wearing, and I wanted to sit on his fat dick more than anything. It looked so plump and delicious beneath that thin layer of fabric, teasing me, driving me insane.

I finally picked up the sandwich I’d prepared myself when Danny sat down to eat. I ate when he ate, watching him closely each time he lifted the bowl to take a bite of the pasta, wishing those plump lips of his were on me instead of that fork in his hand.

I felt like a total creep watching Danny like this. There was no reason that I should be crushing on a man this hard. I was pretty. Men checked me out wherever I went. I also had smarts. There were plenty of fish in the sea for a girl like me, yet I couldn’t get over my feelings for Danny.

I couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment that Danny put me in the friend zone, but I’d been eager to have more with him ever since I realized that he only saw me as a friend. The mind worked in mysterious ways, but I couldn’t stop staring as Danny ate bite after bite of the pasta until he’d finished it and set the empty bowl on the coffee table.

I finished the last bites of my sandwich and watched intently as Danny got up from the sofa to return to his kitchen. Danny placed his dirty bowl in the sink and washed his hands before walking out of the room. My eyes widened as I hoped and prayed that Danny would return to the frame.

He did after five or ten minutes, and to my surprise, he had on nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist. I forgot about everything as I watched Danny walk over to the box of lingerie he’d left on the counter. Danny glanced around the room like someone was there before opening the box to pull out the clothing I’d sent.

I gasped when Danny dropped the towel, revealing his handsome dick, to pull the panties up his legs. They fit perfectly and made his cock look enormous. They were so snug and tight and honestly way sexier than I ever would have expected.

Danny held up his phone and checked himself out in the camera, smiling when he saw the picture on the screen. He grabbed the stockings next and went over to the couch, sitting down to pull the stockings up his legs. They were adorable, and it wasn’t until then that I noticed Danny’s legs were smooth, like he kept them shaved.

I tried to remember the last time I’d seen Danny’s legs but realized then that he always wore pants when I was around. There was a pool on the roof of our building, but I couldn’t recall a time when we’d actually gone swimming. We’d only sat around by the pool, and Danny always had on pants.

Danny put on the bra next, not bothering to stuff it with tissue or anything, and then he put on the robe. He held up his phone again and smiled like wild when he looked into the camera. He clicked the screen a few times to take pictures of himself, and all I wanted to do was see his camera roll.

How often did Danny play dress up? How many girly outfits did he have sitting in the back of his closet? What else didn’t I know about this man who I thought was my friend? How long had he been buying women’s clothing to wear in secret?

Danny took several selfies of himself before going down the hallway that led to the bathroom. He returned to the living room with a makeup mirror that I’d never seen in his house and a big bag of cosmetics. I was completely transfixed as Danny arranged the makeup along his coffee table, like this was nothing new.

Danny picked up a powder foundation first, brushing it all over his face. He used a sponge with dots of liquid foundation next to smooth out any lines. He added a bit of blush to highlight the pink outfit he was wearing before moving on to his eyes.

I never would have expected my friend Danny to be a man who knew so much about makeup, but his movements were the work of an expert, like he’d spent countless hours in front of that makeup mirror.

It almost felt wrong watching Danny like this. He was in his element, living like nobody could see him, but I was watching him intently, unable to look away from the camera. Danny gathered up his makeup supplies once he'd finished and ran them back to the bathroom. I thought that was going to be the end of my show, but then Danny returned to the living room with a small bottle in his hand.

I had no idea what it was at first as Danny clicked a few buttons on his computer, but then I knew exactly what that small bottle was when Danny moved his pink panties to the side to pull out his dick. It was limp and soft at first but wasn’t long before it began to grow.

I bit my lip as Danny reached for the little bottle sitting next to his computer. He turned the bottle of lube upside-down above his cock, drizzling the clear liquid over his erection. He grabbed his cock with a firm grip and moved his hand up and down, teasing me through the camera without even knowing that I was watching.

There was no telling what kind of porn Danny was watching, but it didn’t matter. He was giving me everything I needed as I reached into my pants to touch myself. My pussy was already wet when my fingers made contact. I let out a loud moan as I pushed against my pussy harder, wishing I were there in the living room with Danny, wishing I were there to wrap my lips around his feminized dick.

I kept watching Danny as he stroked his cock, surprised by how turned on I was to see him in the pink outfit I’d sent his way, wondering how long I could let this spying go on before I revealed that I knew the truth. As much as I wanted to risk my relationship with Danny to have a chance at tasting his dick, I could also see myself doing nothing, enjoying his feminization fun from afar.

Danny rubbed his cock more quickly. He closed his eyes. It’d only been a few minutes, but I could tell that he was getting close to cumming. I could tell that he was about to shoot his load all over those panties that he was wearing, and I was so turned on that I was also getting close.

I didn’t touch myself often, but watching Danny had me so hot and bothered that I was ready to blow when he did. I kept edging myself, waiting for him to shoot his load, and then he did. Streams of cum erupted from Danny’s dick as though it were a fountain, and that was all I needed. I touched my clit in just the right way, and I was screaming out as an intense pleasure filled my body.

I squeezed my legs together as I held my hand against my pussy, gasping and moaning, off in another world. I opened my eyes and legs at the same time, quickly pulling my hand out of my pants, and I honestly felt so dirty when I got another look at the screen.

Danny was all relaxed and comfortable, completely unaware that I’d watched him cum, and all I knew was that I would be walking on a tightrope after this level of betrayal if I wanted to keep Danny in my life.


CHAPTER 5

Despite my fears, I continued sending Danny packages. One every week. It went on for about a month, and he never once noticed the camera in his living room, so I got to watch Danny try on the different outfits I sent his way. I also got to watch Danny take care of business when he was all dressed up, but I couldn’t keep pretending like I didn’t know Danny’s secret.

“Any packages get stolen this month?” I asked.

“I haven’t really gotten anything delivered,” he said.

“Oh, really? Are you going to the store for everything then?”

We were sitting in his living room smoking a joint. It’d been about a week since we last got together. Over a month since I stole that package of Danny’s out of the mailroom in the lobby, yet Danny hadn’t said a word about all the random packages I’d been sending to his apartment.

“For most things, yeah.”

“That’s good.”

“Yeah,” Danny said and took the joint from me. He took a long drag and bent his head back before blowing out a big cloud of smoke. He smoked the joint a bit longer before passing it back to me.

I took the joint and smoked it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about all the outfits I’d seen Danny wearing. I couldn’t stop thinking about how cute he looked when he was all dolled up with a powdered face, and that was only what I’d seen through a cheap camera.

Danny probably looked so much better in person, but he was acting like he never did any of that, like he was just the guy who was sitting in front of me. I wondered why he kept his feminine desires so secret. What fears did he have that kept him hiding?

From what I’d read on the internet, there were plenty of straight guys like him. For a moment I thought Danny might be gay when I first found that red lingerie in the box, but Danny had talked about past girlfriends before. He’d even mentioned a hookup or two, yet nothing about the lingerie. Sometimes I thought he might not find me attractive, but then I’d catch him staring at me for a beat too long, so I didn’t know what to think.

“I have a question,” I said as I took the joint back from Danny.

“What’s that?” he asked casually.

“Do you find me attractive?”

“Uh… you know we’re friends. Why are you asking that?”

I took a hit from the joint and blew out a big cloud of smoke. “Yeah, but what if we weren’t friends or neighbors or whatever? What if you met me at a club? Would you want to say hello?”

“Yeah, I guess. Why are you asking me this?” Danny said with an awkward laugh.

I shrugged. The joint was about gone, so I put it out and turned toward Danny to stare into his eyes. He held my gaze, growing more uncomfortable by the second, but I didn’t care. I had to stare at him. I had to memorize what he looked like in case he walked out of my life forever.

There was no way that I could keep his secret much longer. I felt a strong desire to confess what I’d done every time I was around Danny and knew it was only a matter of time before the words came spilling out of my mouth, and I could only hope that Danny would find a way to look past what I’d done when he found out the truth.

“So, is there a reason you asked me about finding you attractive?”

“Not really. I was just curious!”

I couldn't yet confess to Danny why I’d asked the question. I still had to process what my life would be like without him in it. Danny meant the world to me, but I’d already betrayed his trust as a friend and neighbor, and there was a high chance that he would kick me to the curb, even if I destroyed the camera.

I couldn’t forget what I’d seen. I couldn’t go back in time to when I was ignorant of Danny’s crossdressing desires. I either needed to make a move or let him go myself.


CHAPTER 6

It was a few days later when I was walking down the hall with the package that I had hidden in my closet. Danny still had no idea that I was the person who had stolen the package from the mailroom. I could only hope that he would be understanding when he saw me with the box in my hands. There was no telling how Danny would react, but I couldn't keep hiding in the shadows.

I took a deep breath as I stood outside Danny's door with the box in my hands. The red lingerie was inside. My heart raced as I lifted my fist to knock on the door. Danny's footsteps sounded from within the apartment after I had knocked. This was the moment of truth. Danny could either forgive me or he could tell me to get lost.

There was no reason for Danny to forgive me, though. I’d placed a camera on a picture frame in his living room. I’d watched him through the camera while he did things that I'm sure he wanted nobody to see. If I were Danny, I would snatch the box from my hands and slam the door in my face, but there was no telling what Danny would do as he opened the door.

My heart raced as his face slowly revealed itself. It wasn't long before Danny looked down at the box that was in my hands. I noticed the change in his expression right away. It was a mix between horrified and surprised, like he was putting together the pieces of the puzzle.

“Uh... What are you doing here, Deirdre?”

“I came to bring you something.”

Danny studied the box in my hands, like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing, like he didn’t want to believe. I felt bad for him at that moment as he realized that his friend had been the one behind his missing package, but I came in peace. I didn’t want to hurt Danny.

“Is that what I think it is?”

I nodded slowly without looking up from the box. I held it out for Danny to take, but he didn’t move. He cleared his throat until I lifted his face to look him in the eyes.

“Why do you have that, Deirdre?”

“I… I stole it.”

“You stole it? Why in the world would you do that?”

“I don’t know! I only grabbed it to give to you myself since I had a package in the mailroom that day, but then I opened it when I was standing in my kitchen. It was stupid.”

“Wait… are you?” Danny swallowed as he shook his head. “You are! You’re the one who’s been sending me those packages, aren’t you?”

I held out the box, hoping it would lessen the tension if Danny took it from my hands, but he didn’t even move. He went between gasping and groaning, like he couldn’t believe what was happening, and I didn’t blame the man. If I were in his shoes, I would have been beyond disbelief. I would have been upset. Irate. I would have been screaming at the top of my lungs, but Danny didn’t do any of that.

“Come inside,” he said and snatched the box from my hands.

I was nervous to follow Danny into his apartment, slightly afraid that he might hurt me, but I had to trust him. I had to believe that he wouldn’t do anything stupid. My body was hot with nerves as I stepped through the doorway.

“So, you found out my secret? Did you ever suspect anything?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Not at all.”

“What aren’t you telling me? Why are you acting so calm?”

I glanced at the camera, which revealed way more than I wanted. Danny followed my gaze and walked right over to the picture frame, studying it closely until he spotted the tiny camera. He gasped and ripped it off, waving it in the air before walking over to hold it in my face.

“What the fuck is this?” Danny asked in an angry voice.

I worried if I said anything that he would wrap his hands around my neck and choke me until I never saw daylight again, but it only took a moment of inspection for Danny to recognize that he was holding a camera.

“You’ve been recording me? Are you fucking serious right now, Deirdre?”

“Please, it’s not what you think!”

“Not what I think?” Danny screamed. “You hid a camera in my living room!”

“I don't know what got over me. I opened your package and then one thing led to the next, and I was a complete freak! I’ll admit it, Danny! I messed up, but it’s only because I like you!”

Danny looked like he was about to keep screaming at me until those last three words left my mouth, making him go silent. He slowly dropped his arm as he stared at me, holding the tiny camera in a closed fist. I held Danny’s gaze and stared at him with pleading eyes, hoping he could find a way to look past my creepiness, hoping he could envision all the fun that we could have together like I had been doing over the past month.

“Do you think I would have brought back the box I stole if I didn’t want to talk?”

“I don’t know what you saw me doing, but I don’t want to talk about it. Not today, not ever.”

Danny turned his back to me and walked across the living room. He threw the box into the corner and plopped down onto his couch, tossing the tiny camera on the coffee table. He looked hurt, and I knew that I’d done that to him, but I could also be the one to pull him out from the depths of his despair.

“What are you doing, Deirdre?” Danny asked as I stepped toward the couch. “Why are you still here?”

“I just want to talk.”

“Talk? About what? You’re lucky I don’t call the police!”

There was an intense anger in Danny’s voice. I would probably be wise to leave before he did something crazy, but I couldn’t leave him hurting like this, especially since I’d been the one to cause the pain. I at least had to let him know how I felt.

“Please, Danny. You don’t understand. I like you.”

“Well, I hate you. You invaded my privacy, Deirdre! That’s unforgiveable!”

Danny’s loud voice shook me, but I had to stay strong. I figured he would be angry when I knocked on the door, but who wouldn’t be angry after finding out that they had a hidden camera in their house?

“Fine, Danny. I’ll leave, but you should know that I only put that camera in your living room and sent you those packages to see if you’d wear the clothes or give them to some girl I didn’t know about, and let’s just say I’m happy you were the one wearing them. It’ll be hard getting over you, but I understand if you can’t forgive me.”

“You’re damn right I can’t forgive you!” Danny hollered as he got to his feet. He pointed to the door and yelled even more loudly. “Get the hell out of my apartment! Now!”

I scurried out of Danny’s apartment and flinched when he slammed the door behind me, wishing I would have thought twice before revealing all the secrets I’d held.


CHAPTER 7

I had no idea what Danny was up to as the days passed. He wouldn’t reply to my messages, and he hadn’t come to knock on my door. I was giving up hope that I would ever see my friend again when my phone rang. It was Danny calling, so I rushed to answer.

“Hello? Danny?”

“Hey, Deirdre.”

Danny sounded sad, but it felt so good to hear his voice. I knew that I would miss him, but I hadn’t realized how much until he was gone. More than a few people had asked us why we weren’t more than friends, and I was wondering the same, especially now that I knew his secret.

“What are you doing?” I asked when Danny hadn’t said anything.

“Sitting on my balcony thinking about you.”

My heart fluttered. “Thinking about me how?”

“You know.”

“I don’t know. You’ll have to be more specific,” I said in a playful voice, feeling like I was right back in Danny’s nook, but he quickly reminded me that I was still in the doghouse.

“How you put a hidden camera in my apartment and stole my package,” Danny said in a rough voice. “That wasn’t cool.”

“I know it wasn’t! You have to know that I’m sorry!”

“Are you, though? You went through a lot of trouble just to see me in lingerie, and I’m guessing you saw a bit more than that.”

“I, uh, I don’t know what to say.” Memories of Danny touching himself in that pretty pink outfit flooded my mind. It’d been a long time since I came that hard, but it was so hot watching Danny on that hidden camera. It was definitely something I would remember well into the future.

“Why didn’t you confront me when you opened the first package?”

“I don’t even know why I opened it, honestly. I got nosy for a second and couldn’t stop myself from opening the package, and then I just threw it in my closet when I saw the lingerie inside. Then I put the camera in your place and sent you more lingerie to see if it was for you or some girl I didn’t know about.”

“Seems like you went through a lot of trouble to get your answer,” Danny said in a lighter voice, like he was already well on the way to forgiving me.

Hearing him sound like that brought a sense of calm to my heart. I hoped that we could move past this to explore what we could have now that I knew about his secret desires.

“So, is the lingerie why you never have a girlfriend?”

Danny chuckled. “Pretty much.”

“You should know that I don’t care about the lingerie. I actually find it kind of sexy.”

“Do you?”

“Mhm,” I said into the phone, already feeling myself get a little more excited. “Especially that pink number that I sent you.”

“Fuck,” Danny said in a voice that I couldn’t quite read. “You were really watching me, weren’t you?”

“Guilty,” I said with a laugh. “Do you want to know what I was doing while I watched you?”

“Yeah,” Danny said in a breath.

I could feel my womanhood awakening as Danny and I talked a little dirty to each other. I wanted to dress him up in one of those cute outfits that he liked to wear and ride that thick dick of his while I kissed his painted lips. Danny could wear all the makeup and lingerie he wanted, as long as he was willing to do it with me.

“While you were rubbing that sexy dick of yours, I was touching my dripping wet pussy.”

“Yeah?”

“You should have seen how hard I came. I waited until you were blowing your load all over those pink panties that I sent you, and then I came all over my hand. It was a sticky mess.”

“Damn, Deirdre. Think you could do it again?”

“Cum?”

“Yeah,” Danny said in a breath. “While I’m wearing one of the cute outfits you sent.”

“What about that red one you never got to wear? I bet it would look super sexy on you.”

Danny moaned loudly into the phone, like he was already rubbing his dick, and I just wanted to use it however I could for as long as I could. I squeezed my legs together, thinking about what Danny was doing over there, and fuck, I was weak.

“What are you doing now?” asked Danny.

“Sitting at home. You?”

“Same. What if I put on that red lingerie? Then we can smoke a joint?”

“Should I come over in thirty?”

“Give me forty-five.”

“Deal,” I said.

“Don’t make me regret this,” Danny said and hung up the phone before I could say another word, but what else was there to say? We would either vibe sexually or we wouldn’t, and I couldn’t wait to see which way things would go.


CHAPTER 8

It was about an hour later when I finally stepped out of my apartment to walk down the hallway to Danny’s place. I’d changed into a sexy little black dress with matching stilettos. I even teased my hair and put it into a side ponytail with a scrunchy. I didn’t care if not wearing underwear made me come off as a slut. Tonight was about letting my hair down and having fun.

I knocked on Danny’s door, hoping he liked what I was wearing. I was thinking so much about myself that I was blown away when a beautiful woman was standing in Danny’s doorway. It took several seconds for me to recognize that the woman in front of me was none other than Danny.

“Wow, you look…”

“Stupid?”

“No!” I said quickly. “I was going to say amazing, but that doesn’t quite do this number justice. Your hair. Your makeup. I don’t even recognize you!”

“Get inside before the neighbors hear. You know how nosy they can be,” Danny said and pulled me into his apartment. He slammed the door shut behind me and then pushed me up against it, showing a side of himself I hadn’t yet seen. “You look rather amazing yourself, Deirdre.”

“You think?” I asked in a breath as Danny stood centimeters from me. His mouth was near mine, like he wanted to kiss me, and I wouldn’t stop him if he did.

“Yes,” Danny said in a low voice as he lifted his hand to cup the side of my face. He was wearing the red stockings and garter belt from what I could tell, but he’d put on a short robe over them. “You don’t know how long I’ve been wanting to show you this side of me.”

“Really?”

“I’ve thought you were sexy since the day we met. I just didn’t want you to find out my secret and hate me, so I never did anything about it.”

“You put me in the friend zone,” I said.

“Can you forgive me?” Danny asked with his face still inches from mine, his lips hovering above mine, and I just wanted him to kiss me more than anything. My legs felt weak from the desire coursing through me, like I would cum in a second if I slid my pussy down Danny’s dick.

I reached out to touch Danny’s side as he held my face, slowly moving my hand closer to his crotch, and that was when I noticed the tent. He’d gotten hard beneath the robe, and it looked like he didn’t have on anything to hold down his dick.

“Are you wearing the panties?”

Danny smirked and shook his head.

“You’re one naughty boy,” I said.

Danny nodded and moved his lips closer, finally putting them on mine, giving me the kiss that I’d been craving. He slid his tongue into my mouth, making me moan as the kiss deepened. I reached down to wrap my hand around his hard dick, moaning even more loudly as I felt his hot precum on my skin.

“Let me be naughty with you,” Danny said in a breath.

“Please,” I said and bent back my head.

Danny moved his hand from my cheek to my hair, pulling lightly as he ran his tongue from my collarbone to my chin while I stroked his cock, loving how his girly dick was leaking precum all over me, loving how hard he got from being in my presence.

“Have you ever been with a girl like me?” Danny asked as he turned me around and pushed my breasts up against the door, pressing his hard cock into my backside.

“No,” I said.

“I’m going to rock your world, Deirdre.”

“Yes!”

Danny reached around my body and placed a firm hand on my crotch, pulling up as he slowly lifted my dress. I gasped when he placed that firm hand on my pantie-clad pussy. I was already leaking through the fabric, more turned on than I’d been in ages as Danny licked and kissed my neck while playing with my pussy.

“You want me to fuck this hot pussy?”

“Fuck me, Danny!”

Danny pushed his fingers against my pussy lips, making me scream, but Danny quickly covered my mouth as he continued playing with my pussy with his other hand. His touch was heavy and then it was light, and then he was sliding his fingers into the wet fabric, making me scream even more loudly into his hand that was covering my mouth.

I bit down on his flesh when he jammed two fingers into my pussy while he whispered dirty words into my ear and kept dry fucking me with his hard dick, which was still beneath the tied robe, but we both knew it wouldn’t stay there for long.

He was hungry for my pussy.

I was hungry for his dick.

Danny turned me back around and dropped to his knees. I gasped when he pushed up my dress and ran his fingertips all the way up my thighs until they were touching my pussy. He yanked down my soaked panties and shoved three fingers into my accepting hole.

I held up my dress as Danny fingered me, and then he made my legs shake when he moved his tongue close to lick around where his fingers were stuffing me. I grabbed his wrist, but Danny pushed away my hand and told me to take it. He told me to cum if needed, as long as I didn’t stop him.

“Understand?” he asked in a rough voice.

I nodded as Danny went right back to licking my stuffed pussy lips, making my legs and body shake as pleasure ran through me. He fingered me harder and licked more passionately. I had an urge to push Danny away before I came, but he’d already told me that I wasn’t allowed to do that, so I gasped. I moaned. I screamed. I did everything I could to prolong the inevitable, but I couldn’t hold my orgasm forever.

Danny went down to two fingers in my pussy and moved his thumb to my clit. I reached down to hold Danny’s head, which was covered with a gorgeous brunette wig, as I reached my climax. I held Danny’s face against my pussy as I let out a loud scream and came all over his fingers and mouth.

He pulled his fingers out when I sucked in a sharp breath, and then he pressed his lips against mine, licking my spent pussy, but he was far from done with me. Danny stood and wiped his painted lips, getting them a bit messy, and then he lifted me into his arms.

I squealed as Danny carried me out of the living room. I hadn’t spent much time in his bedroom but knew that was where he was taking me. He kicked open the door, walked me over to his bed, and tossed me onto its surface.

I watched as Danny pulled off the robe, revealing his gorgeous, feminized body. He looked so womanly, but I could still tell that it was my friend beneath all the red lingerie and makeup, especially since his dick was hard and hanging from his body like a flagpole.

“Like what you see?”

“Yeah,” I said softly.

“Come over here and suck my girly cock,” Danny said and waved his cock as he held its base. He looked so sexy in that lingerie, and his dick was all shaved, so it looked huge, and I desperately wanted it in my mouth, so I climbed off the bed.

Danny pushed me down to my knees after we shared a quick kiss, and then his feminine dick was dangling in my face, tempting me with all its glory. I wrapped my hand around Danny’s base as I stood on my knees and moved my mouth closer to his extension.

“Suck my dick, girl!” Danny grabbed the back of my head and pulled it toward his cock, only giving me milliseconds to part my lips. Danny moaned loudly once his cock was in my mouth. He quickly pushed it all the way to the back of my throat, making me gag a little, but I loved having his dick in my mouth. “That’s right! Take this big girly dick!”

I moaned on Danny’s cock as he stuffed my mouth, and then I was reaching between my legs to touch my swollen, dripping pussy. Danny had already made me cum once, but I was ready to have his dick inside of me. His fingers and mouth felt incredible, but I was confident his dick would feel even better.

Danny held the sides of my face and thrusted his hips, using my mouth as he stared down at me, as I fingered my pussy, hopeful that he would stop fucking my mouth and start fucking my pussy, but I wouldn’t rush him. I wouldn’t tell him to stop what he was doing. There was something so hot about being on my knees and staring up at his feminized form. The red lingerie. The stuffed bra. His long, shaved cock.

“Fuck!” Danny screamed as he pulled out of my mouth. He grabbed his dick and beat it quickly as he stared down at me, and then he dropped to his knees. He grabbed the back of my head and planted a passionate kiss on my lips before guiding me down to my back. “I need to feel the inside of that tight pussy.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes! You want my girly dick in you?”

“Please! Give it to me!” I said as I arched my back, lifting my hips into the air. My body was hungry for Danny’s touch. It was desperate for his dick. I’d already cum once, but I was ready to cum a second or third or fourth time, willing to give Danny my body as long as he wanted to take it.

Danny slapped my pussy as he kneeled above me. I gasped and kept my hips in the air, and Danny slapped my pussy again. I bit my lip and moaned, feeling girly juices running down my ass from my pussy. We probably should have put out a towel, but we were both too carried away in the moment to give a damn about any mess we were making.

Danny grabbed my hips and moved them toward the ground before lifting my legs into the air. He held my ankles as he moved his erect cock up and down the folds of my pussy lips, covering his manhood in my juices. I stared into his eyes, admiring his dolled-up face, picturing a future together, imagining us doing what we were doing for years to come, and it was a pleasant thought.

“You’re so beautiful, Deirdre.”

“So are you, Danny.”

“I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

“Believe it,” I said through a moan as I twisted my hips from side to side, getting impatient for Danny’s dick. I needed him inside of me. I needed him to stretch my pussy lips with that fat cock of his, so I lifted my hips again, showing him how desperate I was.

“Hold on, girl!”

“Give me that girly dick, baby! I need it!”

Danny held the base of his cock and slapped my pussy with it, teasing me, driving me even crazier than I already was, but I loved how he teased me. I loved how he took things slow and didn’t stop after I’d cum the first time. Most men could barely even get me to cum once, but Danny was on the verge of giving me two orgasms before he'd even stuck his dick in me. All while wearing women’s clothing.

Most women wouldn’t want a man all feminized how Danny was, but I could tell that he was at peace. I could tell that the lingerie relaxed him and made him feel complete, which turned me on as much as his cock sliding between my wet pussy lips.

“Promise me this won’t be the last time,” Danny whispered into my ear while holding my head with his arms. “Promise me this isn’t a one-night stand.”

“This won’t be the last time! I promise!”

“Do you like me as a girl?”

“Yes! You look so sexy, Danny! I’m not lying!”

Danny kissed my neck with his painted lips, slowly kissing down my body as he lifted himself to his knees. My legs were wrapped around his body, but Danny moved them to lift them back into the air, and then he grabbed the base of his cock and guided his tip toward my pussy.

I screamed out when Danny pushed into me with his fat cock, giving me everything I’d been craving, everything I’d been needing ever since walking through Danny’s front door. I touched my fingers to Danny’s chest as he pushed deep into my pussy, stretching my walls with his cock, but it felt so damn good to have him inside of me.

I bent my neck back and gasped as Danny touched my stuffed pussy with his fingers. He held his thumb where his dick was sliding in and out of me, pushing slightly as he did, and all I could do was take what he gave. I threw my arms above my head and moaned, the sounds leaving my mouth getting louder and louder with each passing second.

Danny fucked me harder. He slammed his cock into my pussy, beating it up exactly how I’d dreamed. Danny pushed my dress up and ripped off my bra as he was thrusting, revealing my rock-hard nipples. He grabbed my breast with a heavy hand as he kept fucking me, his face morphing as he did.

“Cum all over me, baby!”

“Yeah?” he asked in a breath as he pushed deep.

I gasped and nodded, feeling on edge, like my second orgasm would come at any second, but I was trying my best to wait for my man. I wanted to watch the cum spray from his girly dick. I wanted him to cum all over me, so I could feel the weight of his hot, milky cream on my skin.

As much as I tried to wait for Danny to cum, I beat him to the punch. My lower back arched as I screamed. Danny grabbed my hips and pulled me down his cock until he was balls-deep in my pussy as I came for a second time, but the contractions of my walls must have sent Danny over the edge.

Danny pulled out of me and made my dreams come true, covering me with his cum. I moaned deeply as every drop of cum Danny had oozed from his cock covered my exposed abdomen. Danny gasped and fell to his side when he couldn’t cum a second longer.

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t speak.

All I could do was close my eyes and enjoy the lightness I felt all over my body, and that was exactly what Danny did too.


CHAPTER 9

Danny and I eventually picked ourselves up from his bedroom floor and made our way to the bathroom. I didn’t know if minutes had passed or an hour. It’d been dark when I arrived, and there was no telling where I’d left my phone, but I didn’t care about time. I didn’t care about anything but the man standing by my side.

“That was incredible,” I said as I pushed myself up against Danny, placing a hand on his chest.

“You’re telling me,” Danny said and grabbed my side before leaning down to kiss me. His lips lingered against mine. He didn’t use any tongue when he kissed me that time, but it still felt so intimate and intense, like I was already falling for my friend slash new lover, but who could blame me for loving a man who could make me cum twice in one night?

“Have you ever been with a girl like this?” I asked and snapped the strap of Danny’s bra.

He shook his head. “You just made my dreams come true, Deirdre.”

“Did I?”

Danny nodded as he stared into my eyes and held his fingers in my hair. He kissed me again, using his tongue this time. I moaned into his mouth as he moved his hand over my exposed stomach, which was still covered with his dry cum, but I didn’t care. I would have worn his cum on me for days.

“I really like you, Deirdre.”

“I like you too, Danny. I wish it hadn’t taken us so long to get to this point, but—”

“We’re here now,” Danny said to finish my sentence. “Let’s not think too hard about how we got here.”

A flush of embarrassment hit me as I remembered going into the mailroom to steal his package, and I only felt more ashamed when I thought about how I hadn’t stopped there. I was crazy enough to put a hidden camera in Danny’s apartment and send him random packages, yet he’d forgiven my insane behavior.

“Nobody has to know what I did.”

“I wasn’t planning on telling anyone.”

“Good,” I said.

“The street goes two ways, though. Do you think you can keep my secret safe?”

I nodded, even though I knew it would be hard not telling my girlfriends that my friend slash lover liked to dress like a girl in his free time, but Danny meant more to me than any girlfriend I had, so I knew that I would keep his secret, at least until he was ready to tell the world.

“I promise, Danny.”

“Thank you,” he said and kissed me on the cheek. He moved his hands to mine and stared at me as he smiled, and I still couldn’t get over how cute he looked as a girl, even if his makeup was a bit smudged and in need of a touchup. “Let’s get you in the shower.”

I giggled a little as Danny pulled me toward the shower. I was still in the clouds from the two orgasms he’d given me and was hoping that he would add a third to the roster soon, but I wouldn’t rush him. I was happy just having Danny as more than a friend.

Danny put his hand into the stream of water to test the temperature before holding out my arm and letting me step into the shower first. The water felt incredible as it hit my body and washed away the mess that Danny and I made.

Danny stripped naked and took off his wig before stepping in the shower after me. He moved me to the side to step into the stream of water, using a bottle of foamy makeup remover to wash his face clean. He stepped out of the stream after washing off his face and moved me back into the water as he grabbed a bar of soap.

I moaned a little as Danny’s touch sent shockwaves across my body. I hadn’t realized how sensitive I was to his touch until he was rubbing me with the bar of soap, washing away all the cum he’d deposited onto my body. Danny was precise and loving as he lathered my body with the bar of soap.

I bit my lip as Danny moved down my legs, squatting beneath me. He looked like his old self now that he’d taken off the wig and lingerie and washed off the makeup, but I could still see him as the girl he’d become. I would never forget how sexy he looked fucking me while dressed en femme.

Danny paid special attention to my womanhood, making me a bit horny as he massaged my pussy with his soapy hand. He stared up at me as he gently moved his fingers between the folds of my pussy lips. The water was running down my body, so I couldn’t be sure, but it felt like girly juices were running down my thigh too.

“Your pussy is so fucking hot.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes,” Danny said softly as he went back to massaging my pussy with his soapy hand. I’d never had a man bathe me before, but there was something so sensual and sexy about it. Danny didn’t once penetrate me with his fingers, but his soft touch was starting to make me feel like I could cum a third time, which would be a record for me, including all the times I’d masturbated.

“You like my pussy?”

“I could stare at it all day,” Danny said before releasing my womanhood to move his soapy hands further down my legs. He made sure to cover every part of my body with soap before pulling me back into the stream of running water.

Danny splashed the water all over me until I was sparkling clean, and then I watched as Danny cleaned himself. I couldn’t believe this man standing in front of me had been harboring a secret feminine side the entirety of our friendship, but I felt like I finally understood him now.

There’d always been a touch of mystery surrounding Danny, but those days were behind us. Danny and I could look toward the future with excitement. We could play dress up together. We could fool around as much as we desired, and I didn’t give a fuck if Danny wore women’s clothing every time we did.

Danny turned off the water when he finished cleaning himself, and then he grabbed a towel, wrapping it around my body. I loved how he took care of me before himself, like a true gentleman, like someone with whom I could see myself spending a lot of time.

“What are you going to wear now?” I asked.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he said with a sly smile.

I chuckled, realizing that the black dress I’d been wearing probably got soiled at some point, and my panties were no better. They were probably still wet from when Danny had me pressed up against his door.

“Don’t worry,” Danny said after a moment. “I have plenty of stuff you can borrow.”

“Do you have a secret collection?”

“Something like that,” Danny said with a laugh. “Would you like to see it?”

“That sounds like such an honor,” I said and touched a hand to my chest. Danny shook his head as he laughed, and then he grabbed my hand to pull me toward his bedroom. I sat on his bed with a towel wrapped around my chest as Danny went to his closet for clothes.

“Here we go,” Danny said as he emerged from his closet with a big box in his hands. “This should have everything we need.”

I stared with excitement as Danny reached to lift the lid from the box, gasping when I saw what was inside. He had countless panties and bras, and there was a lot of other stuff like baby dolls and teddies and slip dresses. He had some regular dresses too, even though most of his collection was nightwear, but I was still impressed.

“Take your pick,” Danny said and moved the tub toward me.

I smiled broadly as I reached to sift through the clothing. I found a pair of black panties that looked comfortable and a silk slip dress that was calling my name. I didn’t bother with a bra since Danny had already seen my goodies, and my breasts weren’t overly huge, so I could go without the support while we lounged around his place.

“Those would look adorable with your heels.”

“That’s why I chose them,” I said smoothly.

“Hmm. What will I wear?” Danny said as he stared at the tub of women’s clothing. He stood like that for a moment before reaching into the clothes to pull out some sexy sky-blue lingerie. He put on the bra and panties before pulling a lavender slip dress over his head. “Wait right here.”

I sat on the bed and looked through Danny’s impressive collection while he excused himself to the bathroom. I had no idea what he was doing in there until he came back with two big breasts beneath his slip dress and the brunette wig back in place on his head. He hadn’t bothered with makeup or anything, but he still looked feminine and beautiful.

“What do you think?” Danny asked as he struck a pose in the middle of his room.

“Gorgeous!”

“What if we paint our nails before smoking that joint?”

I’d honestly forgotten all about the joint after the sex we had, but that sounded exactly like what I needed, but I also wasn’t opposed to painting my nails first. The polish I had was already chipping and looking kind of gross, so I agreed.

“Go sit on the couch in the living room. I’ll be right there with everything,” Danny said as he replaced the lid on his box of clothing. He picked it up to return it to the closet as I stood from the bed to go to the living room.

I grabbed my phone from the table by the entryway before sitting on the couch and crossing my legs. I mindlessly scrolled through the news as I waited for Danny to return, beyond happy when he finally did. He was carrying a basket of nail polish, making me feel like there was so much I had yet to learn about my friend slash lover.

“That’s a lot of nail polish!”

“I like to switch it up.”

I laughed and sifted through all the bottles Danny had when he set the small basket on the coffee table. He had every color under the rainbow. I also knew he had a makeup bag from the time I saw him using it on camera and the fact that his face had been all dolled up when I arrived at his apartment.

“How long have you been doing this?”

“Crossdressing?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Danny let out a sigh as he crossed his legs and pulled down on the hem of his slip dress. He honestly looked so adorable in the slip dress and wig, even without any makeup on his face. It was like I had a boyfriend and girlfriend all in one, and that was pretty fucking cool if you asked me.

“It started when I was in college, once I was finally able to do stuff on my own without worrying about my parents finding out about it.”

“How did it start?”

“With a click of a button on the internet,” Danny said with a laugh. “I was living off campus when I got that first pair of panties. It was my sophomore year, and I was living by myself in a studio apartment. I’d had those panties in an online shopping cart for months but didn’t feel confident enough to order them until I was living on my own.”

“Shit,” I said in a breath. “I’m sorry you felt that way.”

Danny shrugged. “What can you do?”

“You can start living the life that you want,” I said and reached out to touch Danny’s thigh. He was so smooth and soft, and I couldn’t help but run my fingertips up his thigh, having to pull my hand away before I wrapped it around his cock. We’d already cum, and Danny was opening his heart to me. He needed me to listen. “You don’t have to hide in the shadows.”

“I wish it were that easy.” Danny grunted and twisted his legs, moving his thigh out from under my hand. The movement hurt my heart, but I could tell that Danny was more upset with the situation than he was with me. “People don’t understand guys like me.”

When Danny said the words, I couldn’t help but think to myself why it was like that. Why weren’t men allowed to express their feminine sides without repercussion? Why did men have to act a certain type of way, even if it went against their nature?

“It can be that easy with me,” I said to Danny.

Danny lifted his eyes to look at me, like he was questioning if I was telling him the truth, like he thought I would turn on him, but I wanted to be there for him more than anything.

“What color polish do you want?” I asked Danny instead of hammering on about why he felt unaccepted. I had to show him that I didn’t care about his desires to express his femininity. I had to show him that I accepted him for who he was.

My friend.

My lover.

“I was feeling red today.”

“Red it is! Hold out your hand.”

Danny looked at me with questioning eyes until I told him again to hold out his hand, and then he finally listened. I grabbed his hand after beating the polish against the palm of my hand. Then I twisted off the cap and painted his nails. It was a cheap polish that would clean off easily, but that didn’t take away from its beauty.

“We should have done this before we fooled around. This color would have looked so cute with that lingerie you were wearing!”

“Yeah,” Danny said with a laugh. “Looks better with that lingerie than this lavender slip dress.”

“It looks adorable with the slip dress too!”

Danny smiled at me as I painted his last few nails. He curled his fingers and blew on the polish while I sifted through the tub to pick out a color for myself. I went for a violet with plenty of glitter that would sparkle when it hit the light. I needed something to contrast against the black that I was wearing.

“Now it’s my turn to do you,” said Danny.

“That it is,” I said and held out my hand.

Danny applied the nail polish with a loving touch, careful to wipe up any polish that went outside of my nails. I watched him intently as he worked, and I wondered how many times he’d painted his own nails. I wondered how many nights he’d spent feminizing himself while I was just down the hall. I tried not to dwell on the missed opportunities, but it saddened me. All this time Danny and I spent together, and I never once knew about his feminine desires until I stole his package and opened it like a crazy person.

“What do you think?” Danny asked when he finished.

I held out my hand and admired his work, loving the color that was on my nails. It wasn’t too dark, and the glitter was everything. It added a needed pop of color to my otherwise black outfit. Not that there was anything wrong with a black outfit, but I almost never wore one without some accessories.

“Should we smoke that joint now?” I asked after blowing on my nails for a few minutes.

“Sure,” he said. “Let me grab it, and we can step outside.”

I stood and went over to the sliding door that led to Danny’s patio. I opened the sliding door and stepped outside, sucking in a deep breath of the fresh air. It was late summer, so there was still heat in the air, but it also felt a touch chilly in the slip dress that I was wearing. I didn’t bother getting a jacket or sweater or anything, though, as the cold air would make my nipples hard, and I had a feeling Danny would like that.

Danny came outside a second later with the joint and two glasses of water. He set the glasses on the table between the two chairs he had outside, and I noticed him take a glance at my breasts, but I didn’t say a word.

We smoked the joint in silence until it was about halfway gone, and then I couldn’t stop myself from asking Danny about his past. What had he done as a girl? Where had he gone? I shrieked when he said he’d never left his apartment.

“What? Never? Why?”

“I don’t know, Deirdre! My voice? My boxy shoulders? Take a pick!”

“No need to yell at me, Danny! Would you like to go out into the world as a girl?”

“Yeah, sure, but—”

“It’s time you made your dreams come true! If you were dying tomorrow, wouldn’t you regret never going out as a girl?”

“Yeah, but—”

“You can make all the excuses you want, but it won’t change what you want to do, so why don’t you just do it?”

“That’s easy for you to say.”

“What if I were there with you? Would that make it easier?”

Danny was silent for a long moment before looking over at me and nodding slowly. I squealed and clapped my hands and told him that we were going out in public. Obviously not that night, but we would soon, to which he reluctantly agreed, but I saw that smile. I saw the lightness on his face. Danny wanted to go out as a girl. He just needed a push, and I was more than happy to give him one.


CHAPTER 10

Danny and I were at his place a few days later getting ready for his first outing into the world as a girl. I had butterflies in my stomach as I watched him doll up his face, so I could only imagine how he felt. He’d been wanting to go out as a girl for years, yet he never had, but we were about to change that.

“How did you learn how to do your makeup?” I asked as I stood in the doorway of Danny’s bathroom watching him doll up his face.

Danny shrugged as he moved the eyeliner closer to his face and applied it with a steady hand, not speaking until he got the exact look he desired.

“Mostly trial and error. I’ve watched a lot of videos online too, but there’s nothing like actually putting the makeup on and seeing how it looks. As great as those tutorial videos are, sometimes I look like a clown when I follow them. I’ve learned over the years that I prefer a clean look.”

“Same,” I said with a laugh. “You know I’m not a huge makeup girl, but I try sometimes.”

“Probably because you’re beautiful without makeup.”

My heart fluttered at the compliment. I touched my chest, feeling smitten with Danny. My love for him had grown exponentially since we first had sex. I worried that I was getting ahead of myself, but then Danny would say something to remind me that he liked me just as much as I liked him.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

Danny put down his eyeliner and turned toward me. He hadn’t yet put on his wig, but he was already wearing his stuffed bra and matching thong. His body was smooth, free from any yucky body hair. His feminine look had really grown on me.

I couldn’t imagine going back to a man who didn’t groom himself. I couldn’t imagine dating a man who wasn’t at least a little in touch with his feminine side, but hopefully I wouldn’t have to worry about any of that now that Danny was in my life romantically.

“I mean it, Deirdre. You’re extremely sexy. Any man would be lucky to have you,” Danny said now that he was standing right in front of me, eyeliner in his hand. He’d only finished one eye though, so he looked a bit silly.

“You’re the only man I need, Danny.”

Danny grabbed my hand and held it as he pulled it against his chest. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around his body to give him a tight hug, feeling so overwhelmed with love. I couldn’t remember the last time a man made me feel this way, but I wasn’t afraid of loving Danny. We’d started as friends, and now we were lovers.

“I hope you mean that, Deirdre. I’m showing you my truest self, and I would be crushed if you betrayed my trust.”

“You don’t have to worry, Danny! I don’t want to hurt you. I only want to love you.”

“Do you mean it?”

I nodded as I stared into Danny’s eyes. I could tell that he was afraid of me letting out his secret. I knew that I would keep his secret, but there was always the unknown in any relationship. There were people out in the world that would hurt Danny, but that wasn’t me. If he loved me, I would support him. I would love him.

“You have to know that I mean it.”

Danny nodded and pulled me close to hug me. He kissed me gently before returning to the mirror to finish his makeup, and I couldn’t help but notice how his bulge had grown during our hug. His package looked so delicious as he stood there in his lingerie, and I just wanted to get down to my knees in front of him to fish out that cock of his, but we had places to go. I had to stay on my best behavior!

“Would you run and grab me that dress that I left on my bed?”

“Sure!”

Danny was all finished with his makeup when I got back to the bathroom with the red halter dress. It was backless and tied around the neck and would definitely turn some heads, but Danny told me that was the dress he wanted to wear, and I was all about it.

“Do you need anything else?”

“No, this dress should be good. It fits me well and doesn’t expose any of my goodies if you know what I mean.”

My cheeks reddened as I nodded and watched Danny pull the dress over his head. He had already moisturized and applied his makeup, so he was practically glowing once the dress was on, and I couldn’t help but walk over to Danny and place my hands on his shoulders as I stared at him through the mirror, all feminized and beautiful and happy.

He couldn’t stop smiling, and all I did was smile back at him, letting him know that it was okay, that we were going to get through this and make his dreams come true. There was a first time for everything, and today was the first time that Danny would show the world his feminine half.

“Are you ready?” I asked Danny as he held my gaze.

Danny’s face reddened, deepening the color of the blush he’d already applied to his face. He shook his head as he moved his eyes from mine to stare at himself. He was silent for several beats while I anxiously waited for him to say something.

“I don’t know, Deirdre. This might be a mistake.”

“Nothing will happen, Danny. I’ll be right there with you the entire time.”

“I know, but—”

“Isn’t this what you want?” I asked gently.

“Yes, but—”

“Why do you care what other people think? Won’t you feel better once you finally go out? Won’t you feel like you’ve accomplished a goal you’ve had for years?”

Danny fell silent and stared at the sink beneath him, but I didn’t stop rubbing his shoulders, moving my hand down to the exposed part of his back. He sucked in a sharp breath as my fingers ran down his spine, and then he nodded when he lifted his head to look at me through the mirror.

“I can do this.”

“You can do this!” I echoed.

“Fuck, I’m nervous, Deirdre.”

“You’ll feel better once we step outside. Trust me, nobody will even know that it’s you once you throw on that wig.”

“You think?”

“I’m positive!”

Danny nodded slowly as he reached to grab the wig from the mannequin’s head. He slowly donned the wig, and I couldn’t believe how much the flowy brown hair transformed his face. Between that and the makeup and the stuffed bra, he really looked like a completely different person.

“You’re ready, Danny!”

“I don’t know.”

“Come on!”

I grabbed Danny’s wrist and pulled him toward the front door. He was still unsure, but he put on his heels anyway. They were a cream color and looked incredible with the pearls that he was wearing around his neck.

“Ready?” I asked.

“No, but let’s do it.”

“That’s the spirit!”

We grabbed our purses, and then we were out the door, looking like a couple of well-dressed girlfriends, and I couldn’t wait for all the guys to gawk at us at the mall.

***

“I don’t think I can do this,” Danny said as we sat in the parking lot of the mall. We were so close to the entrance yet far, far away. Danny still had to get out of the car, which would be the most difficult step of all.

“You can do it, Danny! You have to believe in yourself.”

“That’s easy for you to say! You’re a hot girl!”

I sucked in a breath and nodded, trying not to get annoyed, but we were so close. People were even walking past our car without taking a second glance. I knew that Danny would be fine once he got inside the mall, but getting there wouldn’t be as easy as I’d hoped.

“You look pretty fucking hot too right now if you ask me.”

“You’re just saying that,” Danny said dismissively.

“I’m saying that because it’s true, Danny. You saw yourself in the mirror. We both know that you look amazing!”

“I want to believe that.”

The sadness in Danny’s voice crushed me, and I was feeling like I was losing control of the situation, like I would never get Danny out of the car. I didn’t want him to do anything that would make him uncomfortable, but I also knew that he would hate himself if he turned around now.

I held the steering wheel and touched my forehead to it as I closed my eyes and thought, racking my brain for any ideas that would get him out of the car, but then I thought of the perfect one.

Sex.

“How about this?”

“What?” asked Danny.

“If you get out of the car and go shopping with me in the mall, we can buy some sexy lingerie and have sex in it when we get back to your place.”

Danny went silent, like he was considering the idea, but then he shook his head. “We don’t need new lingerie to have sex.”

“Do you want me to give you an ultimatum?”

“Why are you being so difficult, Deirdre?”

“I’m giving you the push you need! Come on, Danny! Let’s go find us some sexy lingerie, and then we can go home and fuck in it. Won’t that be fun?”

Danny frowned and looked out of the window, but all I saw was his gorgeous feminine reflection in the glass. His eyes were all smokey and girly, and his lips were painted. He had even put some red polish on his nails, so he looked extra girly, and I just wished he could see himself how I saw him.

“It would be fun, but I’m terribly nervous.”

“You have every right to be nervous, Danny, but you can’t spend your entire life hiding. It’s not healthy for you, and frankly, it’s not great for me, either. I’m trying to be supportive, but you’re being difficult.”

“Hey!”

“What, Danny? I need to be honest with you!”

“I have feelings, you know?”

“Yeah, and so do I. I would love nothing more than to see you living your best life and making your dreams come true, but you have to get out of the car to do that. If you stay here, you’ll be stuck in the past, and we both know that you would regret not getting out of the car, so why don’t you save us both some time and open that door?”

Danny scowled as he looked over his shoulder at me, like he wanted to say terrible things to me, but he wouldn’t. He reached for the door handle instead and took a deep breath before pulling on the latch to open the door.

A gust of fresh air rushed into the car when Danny pushed open the door, and then he took the biggest step of all by swinging his leg out of the car. It was like watching a frightened animal step out of the shadows, assessing whether it could trust the situation.

“Aren’t you coming?” Danny asked with one leg outside.

“Yeah! I am!”

I opened my door and rushed to get out of the car, trying to show Danny that there was nothing to fear, that he could do this too. That he could take that next step, which he did after a moment of hesitation, but then he was standing tall outside of the car. He looked around a moment before smiling and slamming the car door shut behind him.

I walked over to Danny’s side of the car and grabbed his hand, lacing my fingers with his, and then we were on our way to the entrance. Danny gained a bit of confidence with each step and was strutting by the time we got to the sliding doors that automatically opened for us, and then we were inside the mall.

“This is amazing,” Danny said. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and squeezed Danny’s hand. “Let’s go find some sexy lingerie.”

Danny smiled at me as I pulled him deeper into the mall. We went to the first lingerie store we could find, getting checked out by more than a few dudes as we walked there. Danny breathed a sigh of relief once we were in the store, and it was like he was one of the girls.

The sales attendant came over to us, asking if we needed help, and I told her we wanted some crotchless panties, preferably red if she had them. The woman working at the store blushed a little but showed us their selection of crotchless panties.

“What are these for?” Danny asked when she walked away to help another customer.

“These are for us! Duh!”

“For having fun, you mean?”

“You’ll see!” I said and grabbed two pairs of the red crotchless panties, one for each of us, and then we went to the register to pay. Danny and I did a lap around the mall after buying the panties, and I only had to take one look at his face to know that his dreams had indeed come true.


CHAPTER 11

We got back to Danny’s place about an hour after leaving for the mall, and he was like a completely different person upon our return. He couldn’t stop talking about how exciting it was to be around all those people while being dressed up as a girl, and what he loved most was how freeing it felt to put that fear behind him.

“I owe you my life, Deirdre.”

“You don’t owe me anything but a good time,” I said and reached into the bag from the lingerie store to throw the crotchless panties at Danny. “Why don’t you put these on? I’m feeling pretty horny.”

I stepped closer to Danny until I was inches from him, and then I reached up to touch his face before kissing him gently. I loved the feeling of his painted lips against mine. I loved the smoothness of his face beneath my hand. He was all the man I ever needed.

“Are you putting yours on too?” Danny asked once our lips stopped touching.

I nodded. “Meet me here in three minutes.”

“Where else would I be?”

I smirked at Danny before turning on my heels to walk to the bathroom. I stripped naked once I closed the door behind me and pulled my pair of red crotchless panties up my legs, adjusting the fabric until my pussy was on full display. I bit my lip as a surge of desire washed over me, not able to stop myself from reaching down between my legs to touch my puffy pussy lips.

They were all shaved and pretty and I couldn’t wait to see Danny’s girly dick disappearing between them. He could get so enthusiastic in bed, and there was nothing I loved more than when he was pounding my hole, proving that he loved fucking me as much as I enjoyed taking it.

Danny was sitting on the couch when I returned to the living room wearing nothing except crotchless panties. He still had on his dress, but he’d lifted it up enough to expose how his dick was dangling out of his pair of crotchless panties.

“Fuck, you look so sexy like that.”

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” I said, not able to stop my gaze as it landed on Danny’s dick, which grew as I stared at it. “Getting hard already?”

“Just looking at you makes me hard.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“You’re everything to me, Deirdre. No other woman will ever compare to you.”

“Just like no boy could compare to you,” I said.

I wasn’t sure if I would like Danny all feminized and girly when I first discovered his secret, but now I couldn’t picture him any other way. I loved it when he was all dolled up, especially when I saw that look on his face that told me how much he loved being a girl.

“I’m glad you feel that way,” Danny said as I was standing above him.

I lifted my eyebrow at him before dropping to my knees in front of him. I kneeled between his spread legs and grabbed his dick as it dangled out of the crotchless panties. I parted my lips and closed them around Danny’s shaft, loving how he let out a deep moan as I moved my mouth further along his cock, swallowing as much of it as I could.

Danny put his fingers into my hair and moved his hand with my head as I bobbed it along his dick, slurping up every drop of precum that left his tip. The blowjob got so wet and sloppy that there were wet stains on the panties around the base of his cock, but neither of us cared.

Danny pulled me up to the couch after a few minutes of sucking his cock, and my pussy was so ready for his dick at that point that all I could do was let out a loud, deep gasp when Danny lowered me onto his cock.

I sank my hips until I was at his base, until our crotchless panties were touching, and we both looked at each other with a smile when we felt the sensation of the touching fabric, but I couldn’t stay in one position for long.

I grabbed Danny’s shoulders and moved my hips, using every inch of his cock as I rode his dick. My pussy was so wet and slippery and sounds of sex filled the room as I picked up speed, so turned on my Danny’s feminized body, so ready to cum in our matching crotchless panties that we’d just bought together.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

“Ride that dick, girl!”

“I’m getting close!”

“Cum all over my dick!”

Danny grabbed my hips and moved them even more quickly than I could, so I just held his shoulders and let him use my pussy for his pleasure, and it felt so fucking good. I reached one hand down after a minute to touch my clit, and that about sent me over the edge.

I gasped and dropped my head back to steady myself just as Danny held my hips in the air and started pounding my pussy. As much as I tried to hold my orgasm, I was too close. Too sensitive. I fell forward and screamed as I started cumming.

Danny held his cock in me for a second before pulling out and cumming all over himself and the crotchless panties around his dick, and it was so sexy watching all that hot white cream stain the red fabric.

I let out a breath and fell by Danny’s side after a moment. We laughed when we looked at each other, and I knew then that there was plenty more fun to be had in our future.


CHAPTER 12

Six Months Later

“What are you wearing tonight?” I asked as I sat on Danny’s couch. We were going out dancing, but I was already dressed and ready, so I was puffing one of the many joints we’d bought at the dispensary.

“I was thinking about that navy tent dress that I have, but I should probably put on some tights since it’s cold.”

“Do you have any warm tights?”

“Yeah, thankfully I bought some last week!”

Danny was still in his bedroom getting ready, so I was smoking and scrolling through my phone, excited to see my boy become a girl. He didn’t always get dressed up, but he was much more comfortable going out as a girl now and would even entertain flirty strangers when the mood struck.

I wasn’t above getting free drinks, so I withheld my jealousy and used it as fuel during our lovemaking. I loved that Danny could live his best life and fool a few guys into thinking he was just one of the girls.

“Don’t smoke that entire joint without me!”

“You’d better hurry then!”

Danny groaned, but then he ran into the living room a couple minutes later. He had on earrings, a blonde wig, a necklace, and plenty of makeup. He was wearing the navy tent dress with some thick tights beneath it. His heels were black with a buckle strap over the ankle, matching his silver jewelry.

“Give me that,” Danny said and took the joint from my fingers.

He stepped over to the open window to smoke the rest of it while he looked at his phone, but I stopped looking at my phone to stare at him, my girl. I still couldn’t get over how beautiful he looked as a girl, and I was so happy that life had brought us to this point.

Danny put out the joint and popped a piece of gum into his mouth that he grabbed from his purse, and then he was standing by the door. “You ready?”

“Yeah! Let’s go!”

Danny and I walked down the hallway to the elevator holding hands, excited to spend another night out as girls.


THE BONE COLLECTOR

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Hazel

“How would you describe your relationship with Dan Reid?” I asked my first interviewee of the day. I already had several women on record that Dan Reid was nothing more than an opportunistic man whore who didn’t belong anywhere near our state politics. The only thing he would do was enrich himself, his family, and his friends. Nobody should trust him, and I was making it my goal to expose him for being a no-good playboy before the election.

“Will this come back to hurt me?”

“It’s important to be brave,” I said and reached forward to place my hand over Rachel’s. She was the eighth woman I’d gotten in touch with about Mr. Reid, and I had one more interview scheduled after hers. I was hoping to find at least ten women to come forward to say how Dan Reid was no good and had no business being anywhere near public office.

Rachel sucked in a sharp breath as she slowly pulled her hand out from beneath mine. “I want to be brave, but what if everyone labels me as a whore for having sex with him? You know how they try to turn the tables on women. The public always comes out against us, especially when we try to stand up to a man like Dan.”

The other women I’d interviewed had the same concerns as Rachel, but I assured them that they were all better sticking together. Wouldn’t it be better to take down Dan now before he became a national figure? Wasn’t it better to stop him before he could climb any higher than he already had?

“I totally understand your concerns, but I already have five other women who are prepared to come out against Mr. Reid. I’m aiming for ten, so your story would mean a lot to support the others.”

Two of the women I interviewed had emailed me since to withdraw their statements. No matter how much I tried to persuade them, they told me that this story or stopping Dan wasn’t worth risking their careers, even if I disagreed. Dan was a misogynist and all the women had told me he had the same dirty habit of stealing their panties and never calling them again. The fact that he stole their undergarments as some type of trophy truly disturbed me, not to mention how Dan’s entire platform would hurt the poor and enrich the people who already held power in our community.

“I know, but I’m not sure about this. The relations that Dan and I had were consensual. He didn’t force me to do anything against my will.”

“Take a breath, Rachel. Just because you had consensual relations doesn’t excuse Dan Reid’s behavior. Why don’t we start smaller? Why did you even agree to meet with me today if you aren’t sure about speaking out against Mr. Reid?”

Rachel twiddled her thumbs as I awaited her reply, feeling like she would end up chickening out like the two other women who’d withdrawn their statements. I didn’t exactly need Rachel to push my story forward, but having her come out against Dan on the record would only strengthen my case. Truth be told, everyone in my family supported Dan and hoped to see him elected, but I couldn’t look past his behavior nor the disgusting stories I’d heard about him.

“Can I be honest?”

“Of course. This is only a preliminary interview to learn about your experience with Dan Reid and how it compares to the other women I’ve spoken to about this matter.”

“May I ask why you’re doing this?”

“As I’ve said, I want to stop Reid’s political rise.”

“Why?”

“It’s my belief that our government would work better if our leaders weren’t misogynistic pigs, but you’re always welcome to disagree. If you ask my father, Mr. Reid is quite the stand-up guy, but his view might differ from others, including yours. I only want to hear what you have to say.”

Rachel fell silent for a few moments and took a sip of her iced mocha before nodding. “Okay, I want to share my story, but is there any chance to keep my name private? They’re talking about giving me a promotion at work, and I would hate to lose it because of this.”

“I completely understand, and we can give you a new name in the video we’re making, but I won’t be able to hit Mr. Reid where it hurts unless you’re honest with me about the relationship you two had.”

“As long as you can change my name, I’m willing.”

“Well?”

Rachel glanced at her hands which she had resting on the table before sighing deeply. She stared at her hands as she spoke. “Everything with Dan Reid started off like a fairytale. Of course I knew who he was when we got together. His family is legendary in our town, and I felt like the luckiest girl in the world.”

“Any specific details to explain how he made you feel that way?”

“Oh,” Rachel gushed as she basked in the memories. I’d seen the same expression on my other interviewees when they spoke about first meeting Dan. “Where do I even begin? He gave me flowers, took me out dancing, held my hand when we walked around in public, and he listened when I spoke. He asked me deep questions. We talked about the world, our pasts, and the sex. He was excellent in bed.”

“What went wrong?”

Rachel frowned as darkness clouded her eyes. “I honestly don’t know. Even when I think about it, I still can’t put my finger on where I went wrong or why he stopped liking me, but after the third or fourth time we had sex, he stopped returning my calls or texts. He pretty much acted like I didn’t even exist anymore. We never had a bad date or anything. Sometimes, even to this day, I find myself wondering what went wrong.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Rachel.”

“Did he do that to the others?”

He did exactly that to every woman I interviewed, but I told Rachel that I couldn’t provide her with any details from my other interviews, agreeing that it would be bad if I divulged information about her interview to others.

“Is there anything else that you can tell me about Mr. Reid?”

“Promise you won’t share my name?”

“You have my word.”

“There was one thing about Dan that I found kind of weird, but I brushed it aside because I thought that I was falling in love with a powerful man. I thought that I would have a chance at more than a few dates with him, so I looked the other way.”

“What did you find weird?”

Rachel’s cheeks reddened as a goofy smile spread across her face, which was the exact same expression the other women had made before they told me what I assumed was Dan’s way of keeping score, his way of counting how many women he got to spread their legs for him.

“Oh my goodness. I don’t know if I can bring myself to say it.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s just you and me.”

Rachel drew a circle on the table with her finger, shaking her head as she worked up the courage to tell me what I knew would bring down Dan. People wouldn’t care if he was a man whore. Heck, they would probably applaud him for that, but I had a feeling they might judge him for being a panty collector.

“I honestly haven’t even told my girlfriends this, but Dan stole all of my discarded panties. He could have asked. I would have given them to him, but he didn’t even give me a choice. After we made love, he would excuse himself and take my panties with him to the bathroom, and then I would never see them again.”

“Wow,” I said, acting about as shocked as I could after hearing the same story from every other woman I interviewed. I had no idea why Dan Reid was stealing these women’s panties, but I was going to get to the bottom of it and crush his ambitions. “Did you ever ask him why he was doing that?”

“I mentioned it once, but he acted like he didn’t hear me and changed the subject. I found his behavior to be stranger than the fact that he wanted my panties. Honestly, I was so smitten with him that he could have had my entire underwear collection if he wanted.”

“I see, and have you two had any contact recently?”

“None, but I saw a picture of him online with a new girl. I wonder if he’s stealing her panties too. You think he keeps them as a trophy or something?”

“I wouldn’t know, but this interview has been helpful.”

“Will it go in your video?”

“Oh, no! Like I said, these are just preliminary interviews to see how much of a case I have against Mr. Reid. We would have proper makeup and lighting for any interview that would be published.”

“Excellent. Can’t be on camera looking like this,” Rachel said and motioned at her face, clearly on the hunt for a compliment, so I told her that she had nothing to worry about and that she looked beautiful as she was. “Oh, you’re too sweet. What’s your name again?”

“Hazel Pearson. Here’s my card.”

“Thanks,” Rachel said as she held my business card in her hands. “Is there anything else I can help with today?”

“That should be all. I’ll be in touch if I have any follow-up questions.”

“Okay, thank you for fighting the good fight.”

“I do my best,” I said with a slightly dismissive smile. I had a gut feeling that Rachel would call me within a few days to retract her statements, but I still had another interview scheduled for the day. “Take care, Rachel.”

Rachel waved and left me alone. I had an hour until the next woman was scheduled to arrive for her interview, so I ordered myself another coffee and cleaned up the table before going through my notes until Heather walked through the door. Her interview was a lot more intense. She clearly wanted to make Dan Reid pay for his behavior and had the same story as the others about him stealing her panties.

“Promise me you’ll get him,” Heather said near the end of her interview. “That man has no business in government.”

“You’re preaching to the choir.”

“Yeah, but will you actually be able to do anything about Dan Reid and his family? They’re powerful.”

“I can only try my best, and I promise you that I will.”

Heather looked doubtful as she gathered her things to leave, but she gave me a hug nonetheless and squeezed my hands as she stared into my eyes, begging me to do everything in my power to destroy Dan Reid, and I promised her that I would.


CHAPTER 2

Dan

“Mmm, that was so good,” I said and kissed Mandy’s body, running my fingers along her curves, savoring every inch of her. It was too bad that I would have to ghost her soon. Better to dump them before anyone got too attached. There was nothing I hated more than a needy chick with a broken heart and would do everything in my power to avoid it, which usually meant not having sex with a woman more than a few times, even if the pussy was dynamite. A man had to know when to let go.

“It was,” Mandy said as her body writhed from my kisses. “Do it again?”

“Not today,” I said, even though this encounter would be Mandy’s last. I couldn’t risk seeing her again and having her think that this was anything more serious than sex. “I have to meet with my campaign manager in an hour.”

Mandy groaned. “Is that why you called me over for an afternoon romp? I thought we would be able to get dinner or something.”

“Nope. I’m sorry,” I said gently and gave her a little kiss on the cheek before climbing out of bed to take a shower, but I grabbed Mandy’s thong from the floor first, eager to add it to my collection. It was skimpy and made of satin and lace. She’d really gone all out for me this afternoon. I almost felt bad that this would be our last time fooling around but knew that another woman would come along soon enough. One always did.

Once I was in the bathroom with the door closed and locked, I lifted Mandy’s thong to my nose and inhaled the sweet scent of her musk. I hated it when my collection of lingerie stopped smelling of my conquests, but they never stopped being cute. I didn’t care what anyone said, but I looked pretty cute in lingerie for a masculine guy, and I had a feeling that Mandy’s little red thong would be no different.

“Dan! Have you seen my underwear?” Mandy called from the bathroom.

“No!” I hollered back before pressing her thong against my nose again. She hadn’t been wearing any underwear the last time we got together, or I probably would have kicked her to the curb then, but now that I had what I wanted most, Mandy didn’t stand a chance. “Did you check under the bed?”

“Yes! I can’t find my thong anywhere! It was red.”

“I’m sorry! I have no idea,” I said and opened the cabinet below the bathroom sink to place Mandy’s thong in a plastic drawer I kept down there, confident that she wouldn’t find her underwear before I sent her on her way. My collection of undergarments from past conquests was locked away in a safe at the back of my closet, so Mandy had little chance of finding any lingerie to wear home. Not that I cared much. She was just another notch on the headboard. Another woman I would have to block from my life to stay focused on the path ahead.

“Fuck!” Mandy screamed. “What happened to them?”

I winced but ignored her pain and turned on the bathroom sink to clean my cock, eager for the moment when she would leave so that I could add her thong to the others. I had a few red ones in the safe at the back of my closet, but none of those still smelled like pussy. I had to ignore my desires to pull the red thong back out from where I’d hidden it as I grabbed a towel to dry my crotch and wrap it around my waist.

“Damn, don’t you look good,” I said to Mandy who was on all fours looking under the bed for her thong. “Still can’t find it?”

“No!”

“You can borrow my underwear if you want.”

Mandy shot me a look with daggers in her eyes, but I didn’t blame her. I would be pissed too if I couldn’t find my underwear, but that didn’t make me care about the fact that I’d stolen hers, that I could make all her worries go away by giving her thong back. Most of the women noticed me stealing their underwear. Not all but most. I didn’t exactly try to hide what I was doing. It wasn’t like they would ever band together to figure out that I’d stolen underwear from all the women I fucked.

“You really can’t find them?” I asked and stepped forward to look a few places, but I could tell that Mandy had mostly given up by this point.

“No. Will you wash them for me if you find them?”

“Of course!”

Mandy glanced around the room with a defeated expression on her face. I almost felt bad for her, but not really. Her red satin thong with lace trim would look pretty sexy when I wore it later and stroked my cock.

“You don’t want to get together after your meeting?” Mandy asked a few minutes later after we’d dressed and made our way to the front door.

“I’ll send you a message, but my meeting could run late.”

“I understand,” she said with a big smile. “Can’t stop the fight when the election will be here before we know it.”

“That’s right,” I said and placed my hand on Mandy’s side to pull her close and give her one last kiss before I removed her from my life. I’d already gotten more than enough from Mandy, and I could tell that she was falling in love, and love was the last thing I needed while I was balancing a campaign and my many businesses and investments. “Can I count on your vote?”

“Always,” she said and gave me another kiss.

I was closing the door behind her a second later and marched right back to the bathroom to pull her thong out of the hiding place where I’d put it, pressing it tightly against my nose, savoring the fact that I had yet another piece of beautiful lingerie to enjoy.


CHAPTER 3

Hazel

I was putting together the pieces of the puzzle, somewhere between confident that I could take down Dan Reid and deeply uncertain that the general population would care that he kept his conquests’ undergarments as some type of trophy. Every woman I’d spoken to told me that they ended up with missing lingerie after fooling around with Dan, but what did that matter when he was a handsome businessman? It would only take one look at his pretty blue eyes and sharp jawline for people to forgive him.

Part of me was giving up hope about this entire project to discredit Reid. As much as I hated men like him, they often had the last laugh. They often got away with whatever they wanted, and who was I? My dad was a famous baseball player, but he loved the Reids. He acted just like Dan. I tried to avoid using my father’s name as much as possible, but I always had people writing to ask if I was his daughter. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t escape from his shadow.

Nowhere relaxed me more than the bookstore, so that was where I’d come to find some moments of peace while I tried to figure out what to do about Dan and this video. The women had given me tons of compelling content, but how much of it would convince people not to vote for Dan Reid? His father was practically as famous as mine around town. He was famous for the local chain of hotels he’d started, but the Reids had their fingers on a lot of businesses around town. They were a self-serving family who only sought to make themselves richer. I felt it was my duty to stop them in their tracks, and I couldn’t believe my luck when I saw Dan Reid in the bookstore’s cafe. He was reading a book about political campaigns, and he almost looked cute with the book in his hands, if only I didn’t hate his guts.

I noticed that he was checking me out when I glanced over my shoulder as I stood at the counter and waited for the barista to finish making my drink. I flashed him a quick smile before turning away to place my order.

“I have a book waiting for me at the counter. Would you mind if I went to pay for it and came back in a few?”

“Not at all,” the barista said with a bright smile. “Your drink will be waiting here for you.”

“Perfect,” I said and dropped a couple dollars into the tip jar before walking over to the customer-help desk to pick up the book that I’d ordered online. I ignored Dan but could feel his eyes on me as I walked out of the cafe, wondering if he knew who I was. Had he listened to my podcast on local politics? Had he seen my blog?

I tried not to think about Dan as I waited for the business book I’d purchased online a few days ago, but I could still feel his eyes on me, checking me out unabashedly. Part of me was annoyed that he could be so brazen. The other part of me hatched a plan as I stood there at the counter and waited for the book.

“Thank you,” I said once they brought my order out from the back. “I’ll be sitting over in the cafe.”

“No problem. Enjoy your read.”

I smiled and ducked my head low as I turned towards the bookstore’s cafe, thanking the barista as I picked my iced latte up from the counter and found a table within Dan’s eyeline, but I didn’t dare look at him. I acted like he wasn’t even there as I cracked open my book. It was hard to concentrate on the words when Dan was staring at me so intently, but I managed to read a few pages by the time he worked up the nerve to come over and talk to me.

“You seem like a focused woman.”

I scoffed. “Seriously? Not interested.”

“Really? Or have you been ignoring me on purpose?”

“You must have a mighty big ego if you believe that.”

Dan stood there for a moment, probably in disbelief that I wasn’t tripping over myself to have him, but I still had my eyes on my book and flipped a page as he stood above me, sighing as I slowly closed it a few minutes later when he didn’t leave. Dan’s blue eyes looked intense as he stared down at me.

“Why are you still here? If you can’t tell, I’m trying to read.”

“Are you trying to read or ignore me?”

“My, your ego just keeps getting bigger and bigger, doesn’t it?”

An angry expression crossed Dan’s face, but it disappeared quickly. He took a breath and flipped on his charm. He could try all he wanted to push me off my feet, but his looks didn’t persuade me like they probably did other girls.

“Can I sit?”

“I suppose.”

“Man, you play hard to get, don’t you?”

“You have no idea.”

Dan swallowed, clearly a little uncomfortable in my presence, but I was a woman who knew what she wanted. I didn’t crumble under pressure. Sure I wanted love one day, but I had a strong feeling that Dan wasn’t the man for me, so I would be in power throughout whatever possible romance we might have. If Dan were smart, he would get up and walk out of the bookstore before I tangled him up in my web, but Dan’s ego was too big to let him leave after I’d shut him down. He was so used to being told yes and getting everything he ever wanted that he didn’t quite know how to act when someone rejected him, and I would use that to my advantage.

“What do you do? Own your own business?”

“You could say that,” I said. “What about you?”

“My family owns a bunch of hotels throughout the city.”

“Oh, I see.”

“What?” Dan asked in a high voice. “Aren’t you going to ask about them?”

“Why would I when you’re going to tell me anyway?”

Dan frowned, but that didn’t stop him from going on and on about how his father had started a bunch of hotels and motels in the area and how he planned on revitalizing the business for the twenty-first century by adding a bunch of Airbnb options to their portfolio. I was practically yawning after five minutes and seriously concerned that I would fall asleep by the ten-minute mark.

“That all sounds lovely,” I said to interrupt Dan’s monologue. “Rich people just getting richer.”

Dan looked caught off guard, but I didn’t care. He was going to wish he’d never met me by the time I was through with him. I was warning him now, but Dan was incapable of taking a hint. He was too dense to realize that I already had him wrapped around my finger. Once I figured out what he was doing with all those panties, he would be toast, and I couldn’t wait to spread my sweet jam all the way to his burnt edges.

“I’m guessing you don’t make too much money,” he said after a few moments of shocked silence. “I mean… shit.”

I chuckled. “Don’t worry, I don’t offend easily. Would I like to make more? Of course. Who wouldn’t? I can still pay my bills, though. I don’t have to ask my daddy for money.”

“Neither do I,” Dan shot back, his face getting redder. He glanced over his shoulder at the table he’d left. His things were still over there, and I was honestly hoping that he would run back from where he’d come, but he didn’t. “Look, I’m not a bad guy.”

“No?”

“No!”

“If you say so,” I said breezily, but that only seemed to upset Dan even more. If I’d known that it would be so easy to push his buttons, I would have hunted him down a long time ago.

“You’re getting this all wrong.”

“Am I?”

“Yes!”

“How so?”

“You just are!” Dan said in a loud voice. I responded by slowly blinking like I was staring off into space, secretly loving how it wound Dan up even more. He was really going to hate me when I took him down. I wondered if he would even recognize himself when I finished with him. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to yell, but…”

“But what?”

“I’m having a hard time explaining myself.”

“Clearly,” I said. “How are you supposed to run a business with that attitude?”

“I’m much better when I’m not trying to woo a pretty girl.”

“Is that what’s happening here? I wasn’t sure.”

Dan groaned and pushed a hand into his hair. “We both know you’re just being difficult on purpose, but I kind of like it, and I’d like to get to know you more.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes!”

I chuckled and softened my expression, giving Dan an inch even though I’d already taken several yards. He could try his best to woo me, but I would always be in control, regardless of what he thought was happening.

“So, can I take you out on a date? I really have to get going soon, but I don’t’ want to leave without getting your number.”

I sighed and held out my hand dramatically.

“What? Do you want me to kiss it?”

“No!” Not yet at least. “Give me your phone so that I can give you my number.”

“Oh, yeah! Definitely!” Dan said and pulled out his phone quickly. “I guess we never exchanged names, did we? I’m Dan.”

“Katherine,” I lied to keep my cover intact. “Nice to meet you, Dan. Maybe I would have been nicer if you’d led with your name.”

“Right,” he said and blushed as he raised his hand to scratch the back of his head. “My manners will be better on our date.”

“I hope so… for your sake.”

“Damn, you don’t give a man a break, do you?”

“I tried to warn you, yet here you are.”

Dan smiled goofily, and he was honestly pretty handsome if I looked past his horrendous personality, but his looks wouldn’t win me over. I was going to drag him over hot coals and make him wish he’d never decided to run for public office. I was going to destroy him and laugh at his tears.

“See you soon?”

“Send me a message, and we’ll set something up.”

Dan had the same goofy smile again, and it was easy to see why so many women had fallen for him. “Awesome. I can’t wait, Katherine.”

“Me neither, Dan.” I let my gaze linger on his as he walked away and gathered his things, waving as he made his way to the door.


CHAPTER 4

Dan

I smiled at myself in the mirror as I pulled on the ends of my suit jacket, doing a quick scan down my body to make sure that nothing was out of place for my date with Katherine, the girl who played hard-to-get at the bookstore cafe. I couldn’t get her off my mind no matter how much I tried. She was stuck in there like superglue, and I couldn’t wait to have a second chance with her tonight. We didn’t get off on the right foot at the cafe. Tonight was my chance to show Katherine that I was a good guy. I was a man she wanted to have… at least until I got her panties. Then I would probably kick her to the curb like I did all the other women in my life, but I couldn’t get ahead of myself.

Lifting my arm, I checked to make sure that I smelled okay, which I did, so I grabbed my keys and went outside to my car. I lived in an old building near the city center that had been renovated into lofts with a big, fenced parking lot outside. I slid into my luxury sedan and turned on some of my favorite music before driving a few miles to the restaurant where I’d made reservations for Katherine and me.

What I wasn’t expecting was how damn sexy she would look. She was already waiting for me at our table, wearing a tight red dress that showed off a good amount of her cleavage but not in an untasteful way. Her makeup was also done to perfection. Red lips, smokey eyes, fake lashes, and a little bit of lip liner that had her mouth popping. She set off her look with gold earrings and gorgeously styled hair.

Part of me was deeply jealous that Katherine could walk around looking so drop-dead sexy. I wished that I could wear sexy black heels and show off cleavage I didn’t even have, but that was why I had a growing collection of panties. Even if I couldn’t look as beautiful as Katherine out in the world, at least I could prance around my loft in sexy lingerie.

“Mmm, don’t you look handsome?” Katherine purred as she kissed me on the cheek and gave me a friendly hug, enveloping me with the scent of her delicious perfume. My knees nearly buckled when I felt her soft breasts press against me.

What was it about this woman that had me feeling so weak? Normally, I was strong and confident and in charge, but for whatever reason, it felt like Katherine had the upper hand. As much as that unnerved me, I also kind of liked that she wasn’t like all the other women who’d passed through my life. I liked that she challenged me and didn’t make it so easy to take her.

“Not nearly as beautiful as you,” I said as I held my hand on Katherine’s lower back and stared into her beautiful brown eyes. “Should we sit?”

“Of course,” she said and returned to her seat before giving me a chance to pull out her chair. She was so quick that I was left standing tall above her looking like a dumbass. “Are you joining me?”

“Yes! Sorry,” I said and shook my head to come back to reality. Katherine wasn’t letting me do any of my normal moves. She wasn’t giving me any chance to take control, and I almost had to wonder why, but then I looked at her and could only think of one thing.

How in the world was I going to get her in bed?

“I looked you up,” Katherine said as she fanned out her cloth napkin and slowly placed it in her lap. “Dan Reid… son of a local hotelier now running for state senate.”

“That’s right,” I said with a big smile. “Should I have looked you up too?”

“I’m not sure what you would find.”

“Right, so, what do you think? I’m a catch, huh?”

Katherine blinked blankly. It took me a moment to realize that I’d said one of my cocky, arrogant lines again, but that was who I was. I’d always had a lot of confidence. My father told me that confidence was key in business and that looking weak would get me nowhere, but those ideals felt wrong in Katherine’s presence. Something about her made me want to drop to my knees and tell her that I had a softer side. That I cared about people and the world and all that jazz.

“Sorry, old habits.”

“Do those lines usually work?”

“Usually,” I said with a light laugh. “You don’t seem very impressed, though.”

“You’re handsome and clearly intelligent, but the cocky bit seems like an act if I’m being honest. I’ve never understood why men try so hard to inflate themselves, especially when inflating themselves involves spewing off their father’s accomplishments.”

“I’ve done things for myself too!”

“Right, you’re expanding the market. How could I forget?”

Katherine’s voice was dripping with sarcasm, and as rude as she was, I only wanted her more. I wanted to prove myself to her. I wanted to show her that I was more than my father’s legacy, but what did I even owe this woman? I saw at least two other women in the restaurant checking me out, but they’d be easy catches, and frankly, I’d had enough easy women in my life.

“So, Katherine, what do you write about since I’m so bad?”

She chuckled lightly. “Whatever comes to mind, I guess.”

“People pay you for that?”

“I have a few blogs. They each make me a little money, and all together it’s enough to pay the bills.”

“I see. Don’t you ever get tired of being a writer?”

“Not when there’s a good story to tell,” she said.

Our drinks arrived a second later, so we took a second to order our entrees. I told Katherine that she could have whatever she wanted since I was buying, and the look she gave me nearly had me fall to the floor. She was so difficult, but it only made me want to work harder. I couldn’t wait to see what her lingerie looked like beneath that dress, positive that I would have it added to my collection by the end of the night, and then I would be the one laughing. Girls always blew up my phone after they got a taste of my dick.

“I didn’t expect you to order the steak.”

“What did you expect me to order? A salad?”

I shrugged.

“You’re really trying to paint me into a box, but I can promise you that I’m not like most girls.”

“You’ve already proven that many times over.”

“Then why are you still here? You could easily pick up that girl at the bar who can’t stop staring at you. She’s pretty hot,” Katherine teased. “Don’t act like you don’t know who I’m talking about when I saw you looking at her.”

“I’m a man with eyes. What do you expect?”

“No need to get agitated,” Katherine said with a laugh. “You’re allowed to look wherever you want, and I have a feeling that she would be a lot easier than me. Would you disagree?”

My jaw tightened as Katherine’s expression remained as cool as a dewy spring morning. I had a feeling that she wouldn’t even blink if I got up and went over to the bar to pick up the sexy blonde who’d been checking me out since I walked through the door, but I already knew that I would be thinking about Katherine the entire time. Part of me wanted to leave before I sank any deeper into this confusing lust that I felt for Katherine, but we both knew that I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Would you? Disagree?”

“No, but I don’t want her.”

“Why not?”

I about screamed. These mind games were driving me crazy, but they were also pulling me in deeper. Katherine was like a pool of quicksand, and I was already ankle deep without any ideas of how I could escape. The truth was I didn’t even want to until I got my shot with her, until I could show her what I could do between the sheets. I was confident once she got a taste of my dick, she wouldn’t keep acting like a bitch. I only hoped that I wasn’t wrong…

“Cat got your tongue?”

“No,” I said in a calm voice, trying to regain some of the control in this conversation. I was a man! I was on my way to win some easy elections and become a state senator, and the possibilities after that were endless. Katherine didn’t know it yet, but I would be the one with the last laugh. “I’m perfectly capable of speaking.”

“Then what would you like to say?”

“I’m not interested in that blonde at the bar. I’m interested in you, or can you not see that?” I asked in the charming voice that I always used with ladies. I reached my hand toward Katherine’s. She glanced at it before placing her hand in mine. “That’s better.”

“It’s not so bad,” she agreed.

Already winning.

“Are you excited for your steak?”

“Definitely! This place had incredible reviews when I looked. Have you eaten here before?”

“A few times,” I said, failing to mention that this was one of the few spots that I brought dates. I came often enough that I recognized most of the servers, and one of the bartenders knew me by name, but Katherine didn’t need to know all that. “It’s a favorite in the city.”

“I can see why,” she said and picked up her drink to take a sip, her red lipstick leaving an imprint on the glass. Was it wrong that I was already thinking about how those lipstick marks would look on my dick? “This cocktail is simply scrumptious.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

“Entertain me,” she said.

“How?”

“What other business ideas do you have? Tell me some that you haven’t inherited from your father. What would you do if you didn’t have an empire at your feet?”

“Hmm,” I said. It was a question I’d pondered many times myself, but my father never gave me much of a choice about my future. William Reid was a powerhouse. It was hard to say no to a man like him, but if I did, I probably wouldn’t even be in business.

“Just politics?”

I shook my head as I swallowed a sip of my drink. “I always wanted to be a firefighter or a doctor when I was a kid. Even a nurse would be cool. They’re the ones who really get to interact with patients and see them go from being sick to healthy.”

“So, you want to be a nurse? What would your dad say about his son becoming a nurse?”

“Oh, he would absolutely hate it!” I said, and we fell into a fit of laughter. I made a high noise and took a drink of my water to calm myself before continuing. “I would never hear the end of it, but I’m not like that. I don’t see anything wrong with men becoming nurses if that’s what they want to do.”

“Absolutely not! Archaic gender roles are so yesterday!”

“Isn’t that saying the same thing?”

Katherine paused and looked to the side as she made a funny face. “I guess it is,” she laughed.

Damn, her laugh was growing on me. I could hear it echoing in my ears and didn’t want it to stop. It was as beautiful as she was, and fuck me, but I was having visions of us standing on a stage together. She would be the perfect wife for a politician on the rise. She was intelligent, witty, and opinionated.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said and shook my head, letting the vision of us together fade from my mind. I was getting ahead of myself when we barely even knew each other, but I was confident that I wanted to get to know Katherine more. There was no telling where this relationship could go. “I’m okay. Sorry.”

“Are you falling asleep on me?”

“No!” I said quickly and reached out my hands towards hers. “Quite the contrary, actually.”

“Do tell.”

I blushed and shook my head, too embarrassed to tell Katherine that I’d been imagining us as a dominant power couple on our way to the national stage.

“Your question had me thinking about what my life would be like as a nurse.”

“You’d look pretty cute in a set of scrubs.”

“Think the patients would ask me out?”

“It’s possible,” Katherine said with a friendly smile that made me feel like I was finally breaking down her walls, and honestly, it was so refreshing to be out with a woman who wasn’t buttering me up and telling me how amazing I was just because she’d learned my last name. For too long I would go out with girls whose eyes lit up when they heard who I was and who my father was. I used to think it was pretty awesome that I could get a girl in bed just by saying my last name, but none of those women cared to know who I was. Not one of them had asked me about my hopes and dreams before Katherine.

“Ooh, that steak looks yummy.”

“So does your chicken pasta.”

“Yeah, I can’t wait to eat it,” I said and took a big bite from the bowl, loving how the hot feta melted on my tongue. We enjoyed our meals, but Katherine didn’t want dessert, so I gave our server my credit card to pay the bill. I walked her to her car outside after signing the receipt.

“I had a wonderful date tonight, Dan.”

“Does that mean I get a second?”

“I guess it does,” she said and stepped a little closer. “You weren’t nearly as unbearable as I expected.”

“Thanks,” I said with an awkward chuckle before letting my lips get a little closer to hers. “Guess you know how to bring out the best in me.”

“Guess so,” she said.

Moments later I kissed her. Softly. Only using my tongue after she parted her lips a little to encourage me, both of us moaning lightly as the kiss deepened. When we finally broke apart, I felt strange, like something wasn’t quite right in the air. It wasn’t a bad feeling, but it was one I hadn’t felt before, and judging by the look on Katherine’s face, she felt the same.

“I’ll see you soon,” she said and slid into her car. “Thanks again.”

She slammed her car door and was gone a second later, leaving me alone in the parking lot wondering what in the world had just happened.


CHAPTER 5

Hazel

I felt terrible.

This was all messed up. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I was supposed to get my story, destroy Dan, and move on with my life. When had I lost control, and when would I get it back? That kiss. That fucking kiss. I wanted to roll back the clock and stop it from ever happening, but I’d gravitated toward Dan like water running down a slope. I couldn’t resist. The gravity was simply too strong.

Fuck!

I screamed as I paced my apartment. I thought that I would be over that kiss by now. It was three days ago for crying out loud! Yet I was still lost. That strange feeling in my gut lingered, like I was headed down the wrong path. Every time I tried to work on the project to ruin Dan’s career, the pains only grew stronger.

This was horrible. I should cancel my date. Dan and I were supposed to meet at a bar by his place in an hour, but what was the point when I would never be able to turn on him? Not with this nagging feeling in my gut that ruining Dan would wreck me. I wasn’t ready to admit it to myself, but that feeling I was having had something to do with our dinner.

When Dan opened up about his desire to become a nurse, I felt something within me twist. I could no longer pretend that he was this terrible guy who’d set out to ruin the world. He was just a guy following his dad’s orders. Dan wasn’t the man who he was on the path of becoming, and I almost wanted to help him see the light, but where would that leave me? What would those women think of me if I just gave up on their story? How would I ever be able to live with myself?

I pushed my hands into my hair and screamed, sliding with my back against the wall down to the floor. I screamed again as I pulled on my hair, but screaming wouldn’t get me anywhere. I had to figure out a plan. I had to come up with a way out of this situation, but what?

Whatever it was, this problem was one to face head on. I couldn’t run from this. My feelings for Dan conflicted with my project, but these women and their stories were more important than however I might feel for Dan. I could expose him if I slept with him, which would at least give me a memory, a taste of what we could have had. Dan was a panty collector, and the world deserved to know.

Once I’d calmed down, I slipped on a cute black dress and black heels, using a simple lip gloss today instead of a matte red lipstick. I grabbed a bright yellow purse to contrast against the black outfit and one of my favorite pairs of oversized sunglasses. I checked myself out in the mirror one last time, telling myself that I had nothing to worry about as long as I stayed calm.

***

“Wow, you look stunning,” Dan said when I walked into the bar. He lifted my arm into the air and twirled me in a way that made me fall against his body. I loathed him and liked him all at once. “So glad that I get a second shot.”

“You mean you started drinking without me?”

Dan gave me a look that I should stop messing with him. “I haven’t ordered yet. I told the server that I was waiting for you.”

“That was sweet.”

“Not as sweet as this kiss,” Dan said and pressed his lips against mine. The second time was even better than the first, and I was beginning to think that coming to this date was a bad idea. We took a seat at the table a few minutes later, Dan looking as handsome as ever as he studied me with those intense blue eyes of his. “So, what have you been up to today, Katherine?”

Hearing him use the fake name I’d given him made me wince a little, but I straightened myself out as the server approached. I was grateful for the distraction, wishing I’d just stayed home more with each passing second. Dan was my subject. I shouldn’t be falling for him. I shouldn’t feel bad about lying to him. This was a disaster.

“Miss, aren’t you Jimmie Pearson’s girl?”

“What?” I hissed, turning toward a man who was wearing my dad’s team’s baseball cap. “No! Why would you say that?”

“You sure? You look a lot like her?”

“No, creep! Get away!”

“Sheesh, lady. Haven’t you heard of chitchat?”

“I’m on a date if you don’t mind.”

The man made a face and adjusted his hat before walking away, but when I looked at Dan he was on his phone, and my heart dropped.

“Can you believe the nerve of these people?”

“Katherine…” Dan said slowly. “Is this you?”

I tried not to show any emotion when I saw the picture of myself on Dan’s screen. I always used to go to dad’s games with my mom and my brother Brad. The internet was littered with pictures of the four of us together, and it didn’t help that my dad had become a local hero upon returning to his home city, which was where my brother and I went to high school and college, and we both still lived here all these years later. It was hard to escape when my dad gave me money for having dinner with them at least once a week. I always told people he didn’t give me money, but he did. Lots of it.

“This is you, isn’t it? Your name isn’t even Katherine!”

“Keep your voice down,” I hissed.

“How could you lie to me?”

Dan looked so hurt that I honestly felt bad for him, but how would he feel if I told him the truth? Would he storm out of the bar? Would he toss a table? I avoided his eyes until he spoke to me in a rough, dark whisper.

“Tell me what’s going on!”

I shook my head.

He growled. “According to the internet, your name is Hazel. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

My voice was so soft.

So weak.

“You don’t understand…” I thought for a moment, but what could I say to explain myself? What could I say to defend my actions? I’d gone too far for a story. I needed to find another way to fill my time, so I got up and gathered my things, but Dan came over to my side of the table and stopped me before I could leave.

“You’re not going anywhere without telling me what in the world is going on, Hazel. This isn’t fair to me.”

“Fine, but we can’t talk here.”

“Why not?”

“Please. For my sake and yours. Trust me.”

Dan stared into my eyes and grunted before releasing my arm and marching over to the bar to pay for our drinks. I gasped and fell back into my chair. I trusted that he wouldn’t hurt me, but I’d already broken his heart. I saw it when he looked at me. The trust, the desire, whatever he’d felt for me when I showed up here today had vanished. Gone in a flash.

“Let’s go,” he grumbled.

I said nothing as I followed him out of the door.


CHAPTER 6

Hazel

If I felt bad before, I felt like utter shit now. Dan paced his apartment, which was only a stone’s throw from the bar, but it felt like an entirely different world. Dan’s energy was radiating off the walls. The worst part was that I hadn’t even told him about my project yet. He was still pissed off that I’d lied about who I was, which was a pretty big deal.

I fucked up.

I get it.

“Dan, please.”

“No! Sit on the couch!”

Whatever power I had disappeared the moment that stupid guy outed me as ‘Jimmie Pearson’s’ daughter. Dan was groaning and moaning, probably trying to figure out which words he wanted to use to berate me. I deserved judgment, but this pain was unbearable. I hated that Dan was angry with me. I hated myself for crossing lines, both professional and personal.

“Can’t I—”

“Shh! I’m not ready to hear whatever excuses you’re about to spew at me, Katherine.” Dan scoffed and shook his head as he looked at the ceiling and stomped around his living room. He had every right to be angry, but we wouldn’t get anywhere if I couldn’t speak. I had to explain myself, even if he wasn’t ready to listen.

“It’s not what you think.”

“It’s exactly what I think! You lied to me about who you were!”

“Yes, but you don’t know why.”

“Why, Katherine? Why did you lie?”

“My name is Hazel.”

“Yes, but I’ve been thinking of you as Katherine. I can’t believe I’ve been so foolish!” He was back to making those noises of frustration and pacing around his living room.

“Can you at least call me by my name?”

“Why should I? I don’t even know why you’re still sitting here,” Dan said and walked over to his front door. He threw it open and gestured at me to leave, but we both knew that I wasn’t going anywhere. Dan had me backed up against a wall, but I could still fight. I bet he still wouldn’t have that righteous face when he learned that I knew about his secret habit of collecting panties.

“I’m waiting, Hazel! Leave!”

“No,” I said smoothly.

“No?” he shouted. “Have you lost your mind?”

I took a deep breath and crossed my legs, sitting a little straighter. Dan looked at me like I was insane, but I didn’t care. He was going to listen. He was going to remember who was really in charge. If he were smart, he would have left when I gave him a chance back at the bookstore. We were too far gone now. Dan wasn’t about to win this war.

“Why don’t you sit down?”

“What? Are you crazy? This is my house!”

“Does it look like I care?”

“Hazel! I swear, you’re as crazy as they come!”

“Crazy enough to steal underwear from my sexual partners?”

Dan’s face deflated when the words hit his ears. I smirked before he could compose himself. He could try to deny the fact that he had a secret collection of women’s underwear hiding somewhere in this apartment, but he’d already shown too much. That face he made told me everything I needed to know.

“Leave, Hazel!”

“No,” I said more forcefully. “I’m not going anywhere until we talk. Yes, it was wrong of me to lie about who I was, but do you want to know why I did it?”

Dan slowly closed the door, glaring like he hated me to my core, but he was curious. He wanted to know what I knew and reluctantly took a seat next to me on the couch.

“That’s better.”

“Shut up,” he grumbled.

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing.”

He looked so adorable with his arms crossed and chin tilted towards his chest. He was playing hardball a few seconds ago, but the act had completely fallen apart. I’d caught him. I couldn’t wait to see how he would look when I told him about the project.

“Why don’t you get us a stiff drink? We’ll need it.”

Dan glanced at me and squinted his eyes but ended up doing as I’d asked, returning a few moments later with two whiskeys on the rocks. He passed me mine. I pressed it to my lips as I stared at him over the rim of the glass.

“So, are you going to tell me about the panties?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Really? You want to play it like that?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. What panties?”

I sighed and unlocked my phone, scrolling through my cloud until I found a video from one of the women I’d interviewed for my story. Dan’s energy shifted when I turned the screen towards him and hit play. He looked like he was about to vomit all over the floor. Truthfully, I wouldn’t blame him if he did. If I were in his shoes, I would. This video was damning.

“Shut it off,” he said after a few minutes as he pushed a hand into his hair. “I said shut it off!”

“Fine,” I said in a huff and recrossed my legs as I locked my phone and set it on the table in front of us, picking up my drink. I almost wanted to laugh, but Dan looked pretty heartbroken. Laughing would only be kicking him when he was down, and I liked to think that I was better than that.

“Why do you have that?”

“As I was saying, I hid my identity for a reason.”

“To blackmail me?”

“No, I wanted to take you down.”

“You what?” he screeched. “I liked you, Hazel. I really thought… forget it. It doesn’t matter anymore.”

As strange as it was, hearing Dan dismiss me like that crushed me. I’d fucked up, but he wasn’t the only one thinking that we had a chance at something special. I hated that our relationship had come to this, but it wasn’t like I would have given him a chance at the bookstore if I hadn’t been hellbent on destroying his reputation to stop him from gaining a seat in the state senate.

“Do you want to hear the truth? Can you handle it?”

“I don’t know,” he said honestly. “I feel really hurt.”

“Look, Dan, when I met you at the bookstore, I sensed an opportunity to get closer to you and find out why you have a habit of stealing women’s undergarments after you sleep with them. I also hate how much your public persona reminds me of my father, but you’re not like the guy on the screen. You’re different, so why do you act like that? Is it to please your father?”

Dan picked up his whiskey and downed it in one gulp, tears building in the corners of his eyes. He was trying to ignore me, but I could see him plain as day. The man was hurting. I didn’t touch him, though. I would let him come to me, so I crossed my legs and waited for him to speak.

“So, what is this? Are you trying to take me down?”

“I was, but now I don’t know what to do.”

“Go ahead and release the videos. It will probably only help me win more men.”

“That’s always possible,” I said smugly. “Is that a chance you’re willing to take?”

“If it means you’ll leave me alone, then yes.”

Dan’s voice was hard and cold, like he’d lost every ounce of desire he’d once had for me. I almost believed him, but he kept looking at me with a strange expression, like he was anxious for me to disappear, like he was hiding something.

“May I ask why you take them?”

“Is this on the record?” he asked while staring at the floor with his head in his hands. “I don’t want to say anything on the record.”

“This is me asking as the girl who saw the true you,” I said and gently touched his shoulder, massaging it beneath my fingers. “The girl who knows you aren’t really the man you pretend to be.”

“Are you going to release those videos?”

“I’m conflicted. Some of the ladies are too.”

“Well, it’s like she said. I collect them as trophies. Ways to remember all the women I’ve been with.”

“How many women is that exactly?”

“You really want to know?” he asked and met my eyes.

I shrugged. “It won’t make me think any less of you.”

“I don’t know. Maybe fifty women over the years.”

“Not one of them seemed to last more than a few weeks with you. Why is that?”

“I don’t want to talk about this, Hazel. Release the videos if you want, but I think we’re done here,” Dan said and stood from the couch, walking over to his front door. He opened it and nodded at me to leave, but he was crazy if he thought I was about to leave when I could taste a secret in the air. Dan wasn’t acting like a man who kept these panties as trophies. He would be boastful if he did, but he was acting like he was ashamed and had something to hide.

“What’s really going on here, Dan?” I asked as I slowly stood from the couch. “What are you hiding?”

“Nothing! It’s time you leave.”

“No,” I said and crossed my arms. “Close the door.”

“Hazel, you have no right! This is my place!”

“I said close the door.”

Dan cursed under his breath and did as I said, and then I told him to make us two fresh drinks as I stood in the middle of the living room with my hands on my hips. He groaned the entire time but did as I’d requested in the end.

“Thank you,” I said in a triumphant voice as I took the drink from Dan. I pulled out a chair from his dining table and sat, crossing my legs as I stared at Dan with squinted eyes, trying to figure out why a handsome guy like him would act ashamed about collecting women’s panties. “Is it because you like to smell them?”

“No! I don’t even know what panties you’re talking about.”

“Oh, you’re still using that line?”

“Innocent until proven guilty.”

I chuckled, looking at Dan a little more closely, searching my mind for possible reasons. Plenty of men liked to sniff a pair of fragrant panties, but what I couldn’t figure out was why Dan would act so secretive about it with every single woman I interviewed, and then it clicked! Dan liked to wear the panties he stole!

“Do you wear them?” I asked as a smirk curled my lips. Dan’s cheeks reddened, and I knew that I’d hit his button. I gasped and pointed my finger at him. “You do! Oh my, God! You like to wear their panties!”

“Shut up, Hazel!”

“This is great. I honestly never even guessed that, but it all makes sense now. You steal them to wear them.”

“Shut up!”

I grinned and reached up my black dress, pressing my fingers against the fabric that had been moistened from my wet pussy lips. I moaned as I pushed a little harder, letting my panties get nice and wet as I stared at Dan from across the table.

“What are you doing?”

“Touching myself,” I said in a breathy moan.

“What? Why?”

“I’m getting my black thong nice and wet and musky. You like that, don’t you?”

“Stop it,” he said in a low, threatening voice, but there was no way that I could stop now that I’d started. “I’m warning you.”

“What are you going to do?” I teased. “Wear my thong?”

“Quiet!”

“It’s okay, Dan. I’m not judging,” I said and worked my pussy lips a little more. He was trying his best not to look interested, but I could see the desire in his eyes. He wanted me and my thong, and I was going to have him wrapped around my finger by the end of the night. “Let’s make a deal.”

“What?” he asked.

“You drop your campaign, and I’ll stop my project. Then we can start over and have the relationship we both know that we’re meant to have.”

“Yeah? What relationship is that?”

“One where you wear my panties and listen when I tell you what to do. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know.”

“No?” I asked before sliding my thong out from beneath my dress and down my legs. It was wet and fragrant and everything I knew that he wanted. I smiled as I let my thong dangle from my finger, waving it in Dan’s face, loving how wide his eyes got as he stared. “Are you sure? Don’t you want to feel these hugging your dick?”


CHAPTER 7

Dan

Fuuuck!

My head was spinning as Hazel dangled that thong from her finger. It smelled so delicious, and I could see it glistening in the light, clearly wet from her pussy nectar. Fucking hell. Fuckity fuck. I didn’t know what to do, but I couldn’t admit to these desires. I couldn’t tell Hazel the truth after hiding it for so long. I’d been careful enough that nobody had ever accused me of wearing women’s underwear! Did Hazel know what would happen to me if the truth came out? I would be more than destroyed. I would be disowned and cut off from what was rightfully mine!

“Hazel, please!”

“What’s wrong?” she asked, her smirk only growing bigger as she stared down at me with that thong dangling from her finger. I wanted to snatch it from her and pull it up my legs, but that would be admitting the truth. That would be a confession without words that I was a secret crossdresser. I had yet to go all the way, but it was my dream, except I was waiting until my father died to entertain it.

“Put those panties away!”

“I’ll only offer this once. You sure that’s what you want?”

“I… I… can’t! You don’t understand!” I said and hopped up from the chair where I was sitting. I pushed my fingers into my hair and paced the room, hating that Hazel had guessed the truth and that I’d been stupid enough to confirm her accusation with my eyes. I hated that she’d seen right through me, but I’d also been waiting for the day that a woman would offer me what Hazel was now, but her conditions were preposterous. Plus that project she was working on! How could I ever trust her with my secret? How could I know that she wouldn’t cross me and ruin me completely?

Hazel lowered the thong to her side and stepped forward, placing her free hand on my shoulder. “Look, I know you’re hurting, but you can trust me… if you agree to drop your campaign.”

“Why would I do that? How could I ever trust you after seeing that video? How many women have you interviewed?”

“I want you to drop your campaign because I refuse to date a politician, and it’s not really what you want either, but if you prefer to be candidate Dan Reid, then I’ll be the woman who takes you down, so what will it be? Are you going to make yourself happy, or are you going to dive even deeper into being your father’s puppet?”

This was it.

This was my moment.

I’d never seen two life paths more clearly, and it only hurt even more when Hazel lifted her delicious black thong into the air. I could already imagine it hugging my naughty bits, and the fact that it was wet with her nectar only made the offer that much more tempting. I had the opportunity of my life standing right in front of me, but as fucked up as it was, I could also picture my father waving his fist in my face, telling me that he would disown me, that he would never let me take over his company if I gave up my campaign, let alone if I decided to follow my dreams of becoming a nurse.

“Hazel, please.”

“You have a choice to make, and I’m getting impatient.”

Her panties were also drying the longer she dangled them in the air, and part of me was desperate to feel that damp fabric against my dick, holding it down, even though I knew slipping on her panties would give me an instant erection. They would make me as weak as I felt, but what was so wrong about giving in to my desires? What was so wrong about taking a path that would lead me to the life that I truly wanted?

“Dropping my campaign would destroy the relationship that I have with my father.”

“Does everything have to be about that man?”

“He’s given me everything that I have. What would I be without him?”

“You would be you. Not this man you pretend to be.”

Hazel was the only woman I’d ever been with that didn’t just see me as my dad’s son. She saw past my last name and the influence that it had, but I guess that made sense considering she lived in a shadow as well. We were two kids with famous parents, but Hazel hadn’t been afraid to choose her own path, which in the end, had caused her to collide with mine. Maybe she’d been dropped into my life to give me this choice, and I didn’t have to think long to know that I would regret continuing down the path that my father controlled. I hated being under his thumb. I hated the hold that he had over me. It was exhausting pretending to be someone that I wasn’t.

“So, are you going to put on the panties?”

“Yes,” I said in a rough voice. “I am.”

Hazel cheered and clapped as she held out the panties, and I snatched them from her hands, falling apart as I pressed them against my nose. I’d never encountered a woman who smelled as delicious as Hazel, like her scent was crafted especially for my nose. I held her thong against my nose for a long moment as she chuckled and shook her head, but I no longer gave a fuck. I was a mess, and Hazel was here to clean me up off the floor.

“You know what would be super sexy?”

“What?” I asked.

“If you shaved your legs and made them super smooth.”

“Really? You think so?”

It was like music to my ears. I’d spent my entire life trying to be the perfect man. I balked at anything remotely feminine while secretly pining inside for any possibility to let my true colors show. Hazel was giving me the gift that I’d always wanted but accepting it seemed harder than I ever would have expected. I tried to picture myself shaving, which I longed to do every day of my life, but now that I actually had a woman who was encouraging it… I wanted to throw up my hands and quit before I let this nonsense go too far.

“Come on, Dan. I want to see you wearing my panties but with smooth legs. I can already picture it.”

“Hazel, this is so fast.”

“I’ll make your head spin as long as you promise to cancel your campaign. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes,” I said in a rough voice. “And you’ll drop the project?”

“I’ll call the girls and tell them we’ve won once you announce that you’ll no longer be in the race.”

“You won’t tell anyone my secret?”

“Nope,” she said and shook her head. “It’s safe with me. Now, get in the bathroom before I change my mind!”

I squeezed Hazel’s thong in my hand, knowing what I had to do, even if I wasn’t fully prepared. I would regret letting this moment pass without taking it. Hazel’s memory would haunt me if I let her leave without fulfilling her request, so I slowly picked myself up and walked to the bathroom, my other life path closing with each step I took.

I could either let Hazel make my dreams come true or ruin me completely, but for whatever reason, I felt that I could trust Hazel more than I could my own father. I could do everything he ever asked, and there was always the chance that he could throw me under the bus at any moment, but Hazel understood me. She understood what it was like to live in the shadows of a famous father.

As I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down my legs, a sense of relief washed over me. I was no longer afraid of what could happen but excited of what was to come. Hints of judgement never filled her eyes. I grew more excited by the second as I undressed and stared at my naked body in the mirror.

Before I stepped into the shower to shave, I had to remind myself of why I was doing this, so I slowly pulled Hazel’s thong up my legs, moaning when it was in place. My dick got so hard it felt like it was about to shoot off my body, but I couldn’t get lost in the moment. Hazel was waiting for me on the other side of the door, and I had a feeling that she wouldn’t wait forever, so I pushed her sexy thong back to the ground and stepped into the shower to shave my body.

Each pull of the razor awakened something within me. I had spent so long telling myself that I couldn’t do this, that the world would judge me if I indulged in what I truly wanted, yet I no longer believed that. A woman was waiting for me on the other side of that bathroom door, willing to help me become the girly boy of my dreams.

“You almost finished in there?” Hazel hollered twenty or thirty minutes later. “What’s taking so long?”

“I have more hair than I thought!”

“Hurry!”

“I’m trying!”

Truth was, shaving my body was an intimate and delicate task, and every time I thought I’d finished, I found another patch of hair that needed attention! It took me about fifteen more minutes before I was satisfied that I’d rid my body of hair, but I was not at all prepared for what I would find when I stepped out of the bathroom. My bright smile fell when I saw Hazel sitting on the couch with my secret bag of goodies by her side.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a tight voice.

“Oh, I think you know what this is,” she said with that smug smirk of hers, but I loved the way she controlled the narrative. I loved how she pushed me to do things that I never would have considered. She lent me her strength, which I desperately needed.

“You were going through my things?”

“Yeah, what’s your point?”

“That’s an invasion of privacy!”

“Oh, save it for someone who cares.”

“Hazel!”

“Dan!” she said in a mocking voice before grabbing the bag and placing it on her lap. I lurched toward her when she grabbed the zipper, but I was powerless against her. We both knew that she already had me wrapped around her finger, and we both knew that was exactly where I wanted to be.

“Please don’t.”

“Put on my thong and hush,” she snapped before reaching into the bag. She pulled out a shiny metal butt plug a second later. Then she pulled out a bright pink dildo. Then a fleshlight. “Mmm, let me guess. You stuff your ass before pleasing your dick.”

“Stop it.”

“Why? Why would I do that?” she asked with a loud laugh. “I’ve always wanted to meet a straight boy who likes butt play.”

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Sweetie, stop acting like you have a choice. This is what we’re going to do. You’re going to put on my panties, then a pair of jeans, and we’re going to go to my house so that I can finally make you feel like the girl that I know you’ve been dreaming of becoming. There’s no point in trying to fight this, Dan.”

The part of me that’d been hiding for so long was screaming at me to stop while I was still ahead, but that part of my mind would have to get onboard. I wasn’t about to let this opportunity pass. I’d been dreaming of the day when a woman like Hazel might come along. I didn’t love why she’d sought me out, but we could learn to forgive and forget. We could forge a new future together. One without the games. One where we didn’t have to live in the shadows of our last names.

“It’s just hard.”

“I know it is,” Hazel said and glanced at the outline of my cock beneath the towel. We laughed together, both knowing that I wasn’t referencing my dick when I said that, but my dick was absolutely hard. Everything about this evening had me on edge, yet I couldn’t wait to join Hazel on this wild journey of discovery.


CHAPTER 8

Hazel

Dan looked so innocent and cute as I applied makeup to his face. We scoured my closet and found a cute skirt that would fit him and an adorable sweater that I wouldn’t mind getting a little dirty when I played with his ass, which made me excited when I thought about it. My clit and pussy were throbbing and begging for attention, but I wouldn’t do anything before I transformed Dan from his boyish self into the pretty girl we both wanted him to become.

“What are you doing now?”

“I’m almost finished contouring your nose, and I think I’ll add a little bit of bronzer to your jawline to accentuate its shape. After that, I’ll add a bit of mascara and eyeliner. Have you ever done makeup?”

“I’ve had it done before interviews at the local TV stations, but that was just a quick dusting of foundation.”

“Yes, I’m doing a bit more than that,” I said with a laugh. “Close your eyes and let me concentrate.”

Dan did as I said, and I couldn’t help but admire his body as I worked. He’d taken off his shirt but left on his jeans, and I loved the fact that he was wearing my thong beneath them. I still hadn’t bothered to put on any underwear, but going commando was one of my favorite things in the world. The fresh air tickled when it hit my pussy and got me a little more excited than I already was.

“You’re going to look so cute. I wish we had a wig and heels.”

“Next time.”

“Confident there’ll be a next time, huh?”

“Won’t there?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Guess we won’t know until the next time that we get together.”

“Come on, Hazel! Don’t tease me!”

“If you don’t end that campaign of yours, I doubt there’ll be a next time. Now close your eyes. I’m not finished.”

Dan groaned but did as I asked, closing his eyes as I picked up a tube of mascara. It lengthened his lashes in the most beautiful ways. I honestly couldn’t believe that my project to take Dan Ried down had led to this, but I was so happy that it had. I added some eyeliner before adding even more mascara, delighted by how girly Dan looked. His hair was a bit short, but he still had enough to style, and I simply couldn’t resist the urge to make it look more feminine.

“Wait right here.”

“Where would I go?” he asked sarcastically.

I shook my head as a smile spread across my face and grabbed some products from my bathroom. I had a little spray bottle with just water and used it to loosen up his hair before adding some mousse to give his hair a feminine touch.

“Do I look stupid?” he asked.

“No! How could you even say that?”

“I don’t know if I want to see myself.”

“Why not? I think you look beautiful!”

“You’re just saying that.”

I sighed, hating how down on himself Dan was, but I could tell that he was struggling with the fact that he wanted this. When it came down to it, though, he hadn’t stolen those panties and bought a collection of things to tease his taint for no reason. Dan didn’t want to accept who he truly was, but it was my job to help him get there.

“Let’s get you dressed, and then you can look at yourself in the mirror.”

Dan nodded slowly, not looking completely convinced, but I wouldn’t let his depressed attitude stop me from carrying out my plans. I was going to use Dan’s own toys against him, and if he was a good girly boy, I would get his dick wet with my pussy.

“Well, take off your jeans.”

Dan glanced down at his body, his face dolled up and beautiful. I honestly couldn’t believe how girly he looked already. He was a fit guy, but he didn’t have overly large arms, and his waist was trim enough to fit into one of my skirts, granted it was one of the looser fitting ones, but still. I was so excited as he stripped down to my lacy black thong, his legs smooth and gorgeous and begging to be feminized.

“I feel ridiculous.”

“Don’t! You look incredible.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“I’m not, but you’ll look even better once you put on the skirt and sweater that we picked out.”

Dan nodded as I passed him the skirt and the sweater. He glanced down at them with uncertain eyes, but I was confident he would feel as beautiful as he looked once he put them on and saw himself in the mirror. It wasn’t even a minute later that he was dressed. I stepped forward to fix his hair and let my gaze move down his body, satisfied with my work, delighted by how cute he looked.

“Now you can look at yourself.”

“Shit… I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“Of course you are! Say it! Tell me you’re ready!”

Dan shook his head, so I shook his shoulders, trying to wake him up. If he couldn’t stop feeling ashamed of himself for his desires to feel like a pretty girl, then he would lose himself to a future he didn’t want. He had to learn how to stand strong and proud, and I would be by his side if this was truly what he wanted.

“I don’t know, Hazel…”

“You’re ready! Say it!”

“Part of me is ready, but the other part of me is terrified that I won’t know where to stop once I start.”

“You’re a smart man,” I said and sat by his side, draping my arms over his shoulders. “You won’t let yourself get out of control. What you don’t want is to live by your father’s directive. We both know that much, and we both know that you want to check yourself out in the bathroom mirror, or have I misread the signals?”

“No, you haven’t.”

“Then get up and go look at yourself in the mirror.”

Dan stared into my eyes for a long moment before picking himself up to do as I’d requested, and the face he made when he saw himself was priceless. Dan covered his mouth and looked at me like he was in a dream, but I stepped forward to let him know this was real. He looked like a girl and was wearing pretty girly clothes.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

“How did you do this?”

“Well, if you can’t tell, I’m pretty good at makeup,” I said and placed my chin on the back of my hand and tilted my head to the side. “So, do you feel like a girl?”

“Yes,” Dan said and stared at his feminized face in the mirror. “I… I never thought this would be possible, but I’m her.”

“Who’s that?”

“Emily.”

“Is that your femme name?”

“It’s the name I always thought I would use if I ever had the courage to look like this. To dress like this. I honestly can’t even believe that I look remotely like the girl in my mind.”

“Believe it,” I said and wrapped my arm around Emily’s waist. Dan was still there in her eyes, but he’d gone away and let Emily come out to play, and I was eager to push her further down this path. Emily deserved to live. She deserved to come out from behind the shadows and break free from the shackles that were holding her there. “How long have you wanted to do this, Emily?”

Emily purred and shook like a shiver had run down her spine, so I hugged her more tightly to let her know that she was safe. We could have everything we both ever wanted if she would just let go of the person she thought she should be to make others happy and accept the person she was meant to become, this sexy girl staring back at her in the mirror.

“How do you feel?”

“Amazing. Afraid.”

“Don’t you think you look beautiful?” I asked.

“Yes, but—”

“Stop at yes. Why question this?”

Emily stared at herself in the mirror, and I could see the doubt in her eyes. I could tell that she wouldn’t be able to accept who she was right away, but we would work at it one day at a time. I would support her through this challenging period, but she had to be willing to help herself by accepting that this reflection in the mirror was hers.

“I just can’t stop thinking about what everyone else would think if they discovered that she was part of me.”

“You can’t keep letting others dictate your life, Emily. We only get one shot on this planet. Why spend it hiding? Why spend it doing things that mean nothing to you?”

Emily shook her head and batted her lashes like she was about to cry, but I couldn’t let her ruin my hard work! I pulled her into my arms and told her not to worry about all that for now.

“Let’s enjoy today.”

Emily nodded as I held her in my arms, feeling every emotion, every doubt, every desire. I only wanted to make Emily feel complete, so I opened my arms to lift my hand to her face.

“Let’s forget about the world and enjoy the fact that we’re together now. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” she said. “I can.”

“Good. Would you like me to make you feel like a girl?”

“Are you saying what I think you are?”

I smirked as my body awakened with a yearning that I could no longer ignore. I had to have Emily. I had to make her mine. We had to stop playing games and accept each other into our lives. Not that any of my exes knew it, but I’d been waiting for a girl like her to stumble into my life. Well, a boy like her, but the fact that Dan liked becoming Emily was only the cherry on top.

“Time to use those toys of yours.”

“Hazel, I don’t know…”

“Yes, you do, Emily. Stop being difficult and get your sexy booty on my bed so that I can stretch it wide.”

“Hazel!”

“Emily!” I satirized. “You’re wasting time! Get on the bed!”

Emily made a doubtful expression but skipped off towards my bedroom after I gave her a look that I wasn’t playing games. I followed behind her with the bag of toys from her apartment in my hand, excited to see just how much she liked having her bussy stretched. I watched as she climbed onto the bed, feeling my clit and pussy awaken anew, throbbing like wild when she looked over her shoulder at me with that seductive gaze.

“Are you going to take me or what?”

“Ooh, you naughty girl!”

Emily licked her lips as I stepped forward and placed the bag of goodies by her side. I pushed up her skirt and ran a hand along her smooth ass, loving how she was still wearing my black thong, looking so sexy where it disappeared between her cheeks. I reached up my dress with my other hand and gasped as I pressed my fingers against my wet pussy, dripping wet for my girly boy.

“Take me! Stretch my bussy!”

Hearing Emily’s broken whisper made me even wetter, and I almost flipped her over and rode her dick right there, but I had to see how much she loved getting her bussy stretched first, so I opened the bag by her side and pulled out one of the smaller dildos that she had. It was flesh colored and about five inches long. The pink one was a good seven inches and thick. I wanted to make my girl holler and moan, so I grabbed the lube that Emily had inside of her bag and lathered the smaller dildo with it, loving how she gasped when I pressed it up against her bussy.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“I love it!” she said in a girly, breathy moan. “Put it in my bussy! Please!”

I smacked Emily’s ass once with a heavy hand before pushing the dildo a little more firmly against her tight hole, loving how her moans got louder and louder the deeper I pushed the small dildo into her. Watching her was so hot that juices were running down my legs, but I couldn’t even concentrate on myself when I had Emily losing her mind in front of me.

“Fuck, yes!”

“You like having my cock in your ass?”

“Yes! I love that you’re in control!”

Watching Emily fall apart had me on edge, and I only lost myself further when I pushed the dildo all the way to its base. Emily screamed out as she gripped the sheets beneath her and took the dildo like it was the best thing in the world, telling me to fuck her harder, and I did the best I could, but my body was begging for her girly cock. Watching her bussy stretch around the dildo was beyond sexy, but I wanted to watch her dick split my pussy lips.

“Get on your ass.”

“What?” Emily gasped when I pulled the dildo out of her and tossed it to the side, but I couldn’t wait another second. I had to have her girly cock. I had to feel it sliding around inside of me. I was already so close and knew that her cock inside of me would push me over the edge into a pool of bliss. “Fuck me!”

I groaned, wanting to make my girl happy, and then I remembered that there was a metal plug in the bag. I pulled it out and pushed it into her ass before guiding her to her bottom. I yanked off my dress and tossed it to the side, climbing onto the bed to straddle Emily’s hips. I grabbed her stiff girly dick and held it as I guided my dripping pussy lips down to her tip, empaling myself with her cock, gasping as I slid all the way down to her base.

We both moaned loudly as Emily squeezed my breasts while I bounced on her dick. She ran her hands up and down my sides as I worked her cock with my pussy, waiting to extract every drop of her cum before she made me blow my load, and I was close. Deadly close. I didn’t know how much longer I would be able to hold on, but I wanted to enjoy her girly cock as long as I could.

“That pussy feels so good, Hazel.”

“Yeah? This pussy gonna make you cum?” I asked and bounced my hips more quickly, trying to slide every inch of him in and out of me, but fuck, he was hitting my spot every time I dropped my hips.

“So hard! Where do you want it?”

“Cum in my pussy! I’m on birth control.”

“Fuck! You’re so fucking beautiful!” Emily said in a rough voice as she grabbed my hips and pushed her cock deep, and that was when we both fell tumbling over the edge. We held each other as our bodies shook and released our cum.

It was so wet where our bodies met that I could feel a pooling of liquid on my thighs as I pulled away from Emily, but I would soil my sheets a million times over if it meant I got to be with my girl. I pushed my hand into Emily’s styled hair and stared into her smokey eyes, knowing that we’d both just discovered our paradise.


CHAPTER 9

Dan

The other night with Hazel was playing on repeat in my mind. It was easily one of the most magical nights of my life. One that I certainly wouldn’t be forgetting anytime soon, but Hazel reminded me that it would only be a one-time thing if I didn’t keep my promise. She was waiting to call off her project until I dropped out of the race for state senator and stood up to my father once and for all, but could I actually go through with this? My body felt like it was going to fall apart as I waited for my father at one of our favorite restaurants.

It was lunch, so we would only be drinking sparkling water, but I could use a stiff drink. I was terrified that my father wouldn’t understand. That he would take everything from me. I about ran out the door when I saw him at the host stand, but he noticed me a second later and made his way over to the table.

“Dan! How’s it going? I was just looking at your polling numbers, and you have this race in the bag.”

“Yeah! It’s pretty great!”

William Reid wasn’t lying. My numbers were superb. Anyone in my position would be crazy to get out of a race, but deep down I knew that this wasn’t what I wanted. The life that Hazel could provide was much more appealing. Emily had been living in my heart for far too long, and now that I’d had a taste of what it was like to be her, how could I ever go back?

“Should we get a drink to celebrate?”

“It’s a bit early.”

“You’re right! Better not upset the heart.”

“Better not,” I said in a light voice. This was easily one of the hardest conversations that I would ever have, and trying to find the courage to start it was impossible, but dad could see that something was on my mind.

“What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen your grandmother’s ghost.”

“It’s not that,” I said with a laugh. My dad always used that line when he thought something was wrong. It was a bit of an inside joke, but my dad wouldn’t find anything amusing about what I needed to tell him. “It’s about my campaign.”

“What about it?” he asked cautiously.

I took a deep breath, ready to rip off the bandage. No use in pretending that I would miss politics more than Hazel. She was everything I wanted in a woman. Everything I needed, and I would be insane to pass up on the opportunity to have her.

“I’m ending my campaign.”

“What? No, you’re not.”

“Yes, I am.”

“No!” my father said and slammed his hand on the table, losing his composure for a moment, but it returned as quickly as it’d vanished. “You can’t end your campaign.”

“I can’t keep it going. I’m sorry, dad. I know this isn’t what you want to hear, but I’m announcing my decision tonight.”

“Absolutely not,” my father said in a threatening whisper through gritted teeth, but now that I’d said the words, now that I’d admitted the truth, I no longer felt afraid. Not like I had when my father first walked through the door. “I haven’t spent all this money for you to drop out of the race now.”

“Please, dad. I’ve seen you drop more on vacations than you’ve spent on this campaign.”

“That’s besides the point,” he hissed and slammed his hand on the table again, but I couldn’t fear him. I couldn’t back down now that I’d confessed I no longer wanted this. “You’re supposed to become a state senator and then governor and maybe even president! I thought we talked about all this.”

“Those are your plans for me. Not mine.”

My father shifted in his chair, frustration clear on his face, but the only thing I was thinking about was how good Hazel had made me feel the other night and how I longed to be in her arms again, and quite frankly, ending my campaign was a small price to pay.

“Why are you doing this, son? You’re ahead in the polls. You’re guaranteed to win if you get through the primary. I don’t get it.”

“Dad, you know how much I love you and how I’ve always looked up to you, but this politics stuff was your idea. It was your dream. It’s not mine. I’m happy to help out at the family business, but I can’t keep walking down the path that you’ve laid out for me when I know it isn’t the right one.”

My dad was silent for a long moment before sighing. “I guess I have to respect all this since you’re coming to me like a man, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed. Having said that, my dad never wanted me to open up that first hotel, so where would I be if I’d listened to him?”

“Really? Grandpa didn’t want that?”

“No,” my dad said with a laugh. “Of course by the time you knew him, he’d gotten on board, but he used to tell me how I would be nothing but a failure.”

“You’ve never told me that,” I said, and then my father and I had a wonderful conversation about my grandparents. I never told him exactly why I wanted to drop out, but he came up with a wild idea for him to take my spot on the ticket. It wasn’t too late to register as a candidate with the state, so we called my campaign manager before we left to set everything up, and I’d never felt lighter than when I pulled out of the parking lot.


CHAPTER 10

Dan

“I can’t believe you actually did it,” Hazel said as she looked at me admiringly while we cuddled up on her couch. It was about a week after I stepped out of the running, but my father had taken my place, and he was even more popular with the locals. I could also tell that he loved being the one standing in the spotlight much more than I ever did. Hazel and I laughed a lot about how excited he looked when he got behind a podium.

“Yep,” I said and rubbed my thumb across Hazel’s chin. We got dinner a few times during the week, but we’d both been too busy to do anything else until tonight. We’d ordered in and had already eaten our food, and I was more than ready for dessert. “I would do it all over again if it means that I get to have you.”

“Me too.”

“How did the girls take it?”

“Pretty well, actually. They all liked you, so I don’t think they really wanted to go forward to take you down as much as to get your attention, but I told them all that you dropped out after seeing the videos, and I also told them that you’d agreed to give back their panties.”

“Really?” I asked in a high, shocked voice. “What did they say?”

“None of them seemed very interested.”

“Were they angry? Did you tell them that I like to wear them?”

“Well, no, I didn’t tell them about Emily, but I hope you’re willing to throw out their panties now that we’re together.”

“Oh, yeah! Definitely! I won’t keep any of them. Thank you for keeping my secret.”

“I’ll keep it as long as you want me to, but you look adorable as Emily. Speaking of which, I got you a gift.”

“A gift?” I asked brightly.

Hazel nodded as she lifted herself out of my arms and went to her bedroom. I heard her digging around in her closet before coming back with a box that looked much bigger than anything I deserved.

“What is this?”

“A gift for choosing me. I know it wasn’t easy to stand up to your father, but I’m proud that you did.”

I looked at her with soft eyes before glancing down at the box, overwhelmed that she’d gotten me something that took up this much space. I pulled off the wrapping paper as my heart raced, anxious about what I would find inside, beyond delighted when I opened the lid and found a bunch of girly treats.

“Hazel! This is too much!”

“I hope it all fits, but I thought you could be my sexy nurse for the night. You know, before you become a real one.”

I gushed as I pulled out every item from the box, each part of the gift making me more excited than the last. She’d gotten me a pair of sexy scrubs, fake boobs, a wig, a bag with my very own makeup, and a pair of gorgeous white heels.

“You ready to get dressed, Emily?”

“Yes! I actually shaved this morning, so I’m ready to go,” I said and did a little dance where I sat. “Will you help me with my makeup?”

“Of course! Can we put on some music?”

I got up and ran to get her the portable speaker that I had, handing it to her before I took my present to the bathroom. Every item delighted me more than the last. The sexy scrubs had a skirt bottom and low top, but I had to put on the bra with fake boobs first, feeling like I was even more like the Emily of my dreams than the first time I got fully dressed.

“This outfit is so cute! Where did you get it?”

“I ordered it online when I was watching you drop out of the race! I thought it would be the perfect thank-you gift.”

“It really is!” I said with my hands on my hips, turning from side to side. I couldn’t wait to see what I would look like with a bit of makeup and the wig that Hazel had gotten me. I slipped on my white heels before stepping out of the bathroom. Hazel gasped when she saw me, and I smiled back at her. “What do you think? Be honest.”

“You’re gorgeous, Emily! Stunning!”

“Yeah? You mean it?”

“I really do!” Hazel said and hopped up from where she was sitting to run over to me and pull me into her arms, giving me a big kiss that warmed me up all over. I moaned into her mouth as the kiss deepened, ready to get lost in her, but Hazel stopped before we got too carried away. “We can’t forget your makeup!”

“No, we can’t!”

“Get me the makeup bag that I got you.”

I ran to grab it and gave it to Hazel with a bright smile on my face. I loved how she was willing to do my makeup and doll me up and make me the prettiest girl I could become. I closed my eyes and let her work her magic, listening as she explained what she did. I would keep practicing but hoped she would always be willing to give me her opinions on how I did my makeup.

“There! All finished. Let’s put on your wig, and then you’ll be ready.”

“Thank you for doing this.”

“We’ll be doing this a lot, love,” Hazel said and kissed me gently on the lips before going to grab the wig, donning it on my head. It had long, luscious brown waves and made me feel like a beautiful girl. Hazel held out her hand once the wig was in place and led me back to the bathroom mirror. I gasped and covered my mouth when I saw myself, amazed at how every trace of my manly side had disappeared. “What do you think, Emily?”

“That you’ve made my dreams come true.”

“We’re not finished yet. I got you another gift.”

“Another one? This is too much, Hazel! My little heart can’t take it,” I said to her, but she just laughed and grabbed my wrist to lead me to her bedroom. She walked into her closet and brought out another wrapped box, passing it to me as I sat on the edge of her bed. I shook my head as I glanced down at the present, feeling unworthy, but Hazel demanded that I opened it. “You didn’t!”

“I did,” Hazel said as she began taking off her clothes. “Isn’t that the lube that you use?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s my favorite.”

“What do you think about the other part of your present?”

“I think it’s pretty big,” I said as I looked down at the strap-on dildo, knowing pretty darn well where it was about to go, but my bussy was already twitching in anticipation.

“Wanna help me put it on?”

I gasped when I looked up and discovered that Hazel was down to her panties and bra. She smiled as I looked up and down her body, discarding her undergarments which left her completely naked.

“You’ve been a naughty nurse, and it’s time for you to pay.”

“What have I done? I’m innocent!”

“Oh, sweetie, we both know that you’re far from innocent. Stealing panties is a naughty, naughty thing to do, young lady.”

I swallowed, glancing at the floor as shame filled me, but Hazel stepped forward and placed her fingers beneath my chin, lifting it to look at her. “Did you or did you not steal those panties?”

“Yes, but—”

Hazel wagged her finger. “No buts, young lady. Put on my strap, and then you’re getting ten swats on your bottom. It’s for your own good.”

I dropped my head and did as Hazel said, sliding down to my knees to wrap the strap around her waist, feeling my entire body awaken with a yearning more intense than any I’d felt before. The way Hazel’s dick was dangling in my face made me feel like a submissive girly slut, and I’d been bad, oh so bad.

“Tell me what to do. How can I be better?”

“That’s the attitude I’m looking for. Now get on the bed.”

I got to my hands and knees at the edge of the bed, nervous about what was coming my way, but I deserved this spanking. I’d been a bad girl and needed to be taught a lesson not to steal women’s panties when I could have just asked to keep them. I didn’t have to be a creep and build a reputation, so I counted as she delivered the blows, my cock getting harder beneath the lacy white thong Hazel had gifted me along with everything else.

“How does this ass feel?”

“Tender,” I said in a moan.

“Only one more swat. Tell me again why you’re getting this spanking.”

“I stole lingerie that didn’t belong to me!”

“That’s right.”

“Ten,” I hollered as Hazel delivered the final blow. It stung, but it felt so good at the same time. I gasped as she grabbed my hips and pulled me off the bed and pushed me down to my knees on the floor. She sat in front of me and held her massive dick in her hand. “You want me to suck your big dick now?”

Hazel bit her lip and nodded.

I moaned as my cock throbbed in my thong, so turned on by Hazel’s naked body and her big dick. I grabbed it and parted my lips wide, taking her into my mouth. She pushed on the back of my head as I bobbed my lips, which only made me more turned on, loving how she pushed her cock into the back of my throat. I reached my hands up her body to take her breasts into my hands as I sucked her dick, my long brown hair spread out over her torso.

“So fucking hot,” Hazel moaned as I sucked her dick. “Rub your clit while you suck my cock.”

I reached my hand up my skirt in milliseconds and rubbed my stiff cock through the fabric, pretending it was a clit and that I was really Emily and that Hazel had somehow become my man. I loved how willing she was to indulge my fantasies and how I’d become her slutty little girl for the evening.

“That’s enough! Onto your hands and knees!”

“Like this?” I asked a few seconds later when I was on my hands and knees at the edge of the bed, ready for Hazel to destroy my bussy with her big dick. “Is this how you want me?”

“Exactly like that.”

She stepped forward and grabbed the lube to lather her cock. My thong was already drenched with precum. I was ready to shoot my load, and my desire to release only got worse when Hazel pressed her cock against my hungry bussy.

“Yes! Stick it in me!”

Hazel didn’t miss a beat. I screamed out when she pushed her cock into me, but it was exactly what I wanted. I gripped the sheets as my body adjusted to her. It felt so amazing to finally have a woman standing behind me with a long, thick dick hanging off her torso. I loved how her tits bounced on her chest as she picked up speed. I couldn’t stop staring over my shoulder at her, mesmerized that this had become my life.

“Touch your cock.”

I shook my head. “Too close.”

“I’m close too. Cum with me, baby.”

I moaned and reached my hand into my thong to grab my girly cock, rubbing it as Hazel pumped her hips, but then she pushed deep and blinded me with pleasure. I dropped my head to the bed as she held her big dick deep and grinded it against her pussy and clit until she was screaming out and digging her nails into my back, and that was when I knew that I could finally release this load that’d been begging to fly from my cock.

The puddle my cock made was insane, but we were both too lost in the moment to care about some mess. Hazel slowly pulled out of me, and then she fell into my arms, and there was no doubt in my mind that I’d finally found the one.


CHAPTER 11

Two Years Later

Hazel

I glanced down at my engagement ring, ready to add a wedding band to it, but Dan’s mom and my mom wanted to plan a huge wedding, so it would be at least a year before I was walking down the aisle. That didn’t stop us from celebrating early, which we were currently doing. We’d rented a luxury car and were taking a trip to a lake near the city, but it would be Emily with me for the weekend once we got there, and I couldn’t wait.

“Promise you don’t have homework?” I asked.

“For the millionth time, yes! I’m sorry for lying about my homework that one weekend, but I just had to wear a dress. It’d been too long.”

“I get it, but I don’t need sassy Dan when we get home.”

“I promise you won’t have to deal with him,” he said and reached his hand over the center console to lace his fingers with mine. I gave him a stern look but had to believe him. I couldn’t spend the entire weekend asking the same question. “Should we stop for some snacks on the way to the cabin?”

“Definitely! Plus some booze!”

“Can’t forget the booze,” he agreed.

“Did you bring a swimsuit? The weather is perfect for swimming.”

“You aren’t worried about what’s living in the lake?” he asked.

“No,” I said with a laugh. “I always swim in lakes.”

“We’ll see how I feel.”

“Wimp!”

“Don’t be mean.”

“Fine,” I said before we both laughed. “No matter what happens, at least you’ll have an entire weekend to be Emily.”

“An entire weekend with you as my best self.”

“Mmm, yes, I’ve been looking forward to this trip all month,” I said and relaxed into the seat.


MIAMI NIGHTS

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

I was sitting on the beach under an umbrella with my legs stretched out in front of me. A fantasy novel was in my hands. I was lost in the world of dragons and royalty when a man tripped over my feet that were half buried in the sand.

The man fell on his hands and cursed at me as though it were my fault. I wish I could say it was the first time when someone didn’t even notice me, but I felt invisible everywhere I went. I ignored the man’s profanities and returned to the fantasy world of magical powers, but the man didn’t leave. He lay on the ground in front of me and stared.

“Can I help you?” I asked.

The man had dirty blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Their color reminded me of photos I’d seen of the Mediterranean Sea. There was a vast sea the characters from the book I was reading often sailed across, and I knew I would picture this man’s blue eyes every time it was mentioned.

“Sorry,” the man said. He rolled over and hopped to his feet. He turned to start walking, but then he stopped, lingering above me. “Sorry, but I must ask your name.”

“Why? Are you going to sue me?” I asked in a deadpan voice.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

Blush crossed my cheeks. Boys usually picked on me. They seldom called me beautiful. I stuck my thumb into the center of my book and closed it as I got a better look at this man who had fallen at my feet.

There was something between us as we gazed at each other.

A spark?

I couldn’t be sure, but I’d never felt quite like this around a man. I wanted to go on a date with this guy. Let him kiss me while we sat on a park bench. Hold hands when we walked down the beach. I couldn’t help but wonder if he came here often.

“So, will you tell me your name?”

“Julie,” I said.

“A beautiful name to match a beautiful woman. I’m Roderick,” he said and stuck out his hand.

I shook his hand, even though it felt entirely too formal. I wanted him to hug me. Lie next to me while we stared at the waves crashing against the shore. Maybe we could take turns reading lines from my novel.

“Nice to meet you Roderick,” I said.

“Do you mind if I join you?”

“Don’t you have to run?”

“I’ve already done a few miles.”

I believed Roderick. His shirt was drenched in sweat, but that didn’t take away from his beauty, and I couldn’t believe he was confident enough to talk to me when he was soaking wet, but why wouldn’t he be?

The man was gorgeous.

Was him talking to me some kind of trap? I glanced around for cameras just as a person came up and stopped in front of us. I hugged my legs against my chest, worried these two were about to ruin my day. All I wanted was to spend the afternoon on the beach reading my book in peace.

“Roderick Stevens? Is that you?”

“Yeah, man, do you mind? I’m kind of busy.”

“Sorry, I just thought I would come over and—”

“What? Ask for an autograph? A selfie?”

I had no idea what was happening, but I felt a little safer knowing they weren’t working together to hurt me. I scooted a bit away from Roderick, planning to tell him to get lost once he finished this bizarre conversation.

“Yeah,” the stranger said with a deflated expression. “Sorry, dude. You played great! You should have won!”

“Can’t win them all,” Roderick said.

“Well, it was cool seeing you around!”

Roderick sighed. “Hurry up and take your damn selfie!”

The guy standing above us whipped out his phone at lightning speed and crouched by Roderick’s side. Roderick put on a surprisingly chipper smile considering how he’d just talk to the man. Roderick was a stranger to me, but he clearly had some level of fame.

I noticed another pair of people looking over at us and pointing in Roderick’s direction. When I focused on their lips, I could swear they were mouthing his name. Roderick shooed away the other guy. He noticed the couple I was watching and cursed.

“Do you mind if we get out of here?”

I stilled, not knowing if I should leave with this stranger. He was handsome, and I wanted to get to know him, but could I trust him?

“Please,” he said. “I don’t want to give out any other selfies or autographs, and we both know that couple is about to come over here to ask.”

“Who are you?”

“Come have a cup of coffee with me, and I’ll tell you everything you want to know.”

“I wish I could, but—”

“It’s just a cup of coffee. How long does that take? Thirty minutes? An hour if things go well?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Why are you so afraid? Please. Send a friend a message about where you’ll be. I just want to get to know you. Learn about what you’re reading. Learn about who you are.”

“You really think I’m beautiful?” I asked in a doubtful voice.

“You’re gorgeous, Julie. Give me a chance,” Roderick said with a charming smile.

I’d never had a man approach me, so ready to take me out, but it was nice. I wanted to go with Roderick, but I also had a secret lurking in the shadows.

I wasn’t like every other woman.

I had a little extra between my legs.

My family accepted me long ago. They even helped pay for my breasts, which were a tasteful C-cup, but not every guy was so understanding about who I was. I’d chatted with many online. Some were creepy, others were hateful, and a few were loving, but I never had the courage to meet any of them in public.

I kept to myself and got lost in the fantasy worlds I’d come to love many years ago. They gave me comfort when the world seemed scary. It was impossible to scroll through a news feed without seeing something disturbing. I preferred to keep to myself and stay out of harm’s way, even if that meant rejecting a cute guy like Roderick.

Better comfortable than regretful.

“Julie, don’t be so afraid.”

I looked up from my feet, which were still half buried in the sand. I moved my toes around to stifle my anxiety. It helped a bit, but there was always the big reveal. The second I would have to tell Roderick I wasn’t all that met the eye.

Everyone thought I was a girl when they met me because, well, I was. I’d been on hormones for years by that day on the beach. My feminine voice had been mastered several times over. I even played with it, mimicking women who sounded enchanting or sexy or any other feminine voice that caught my attention.

“It’s hard for me to trust people,” I finally admitted.

“Clearly,” Roderick said with a laugh. “Why don’t you tell me more about yourself over coffee and dessert? There’s a café down the street with amazing looking cake. I usually wait until Saturdays to have dessert, but I can make an exception for you.”

“Cake sounds yummy.”

“Let’s get cake.”

I glanced at my book and the blanket beneath me. I was in my usual spot on the beach, not too far from my house. It was comforting, but how long could I stay in my comfort zone? Until I was an old woman?

There was always the chance Roderick could hurt me, but he was much more likely to hurt my heart than my body, and I honestly didn’t know if that was worse when I reached to grab his outstretched hand.

“Thanks for not making me beg,” Roderick said when he pulled me to my feet and wrapped his arm around my waist. “I was about to drop to my knees and scream your name. Do you know how bad that would be for my image?”

“I’m guessing I’ll find out over coffee and cake.” I prayed Roderick couldn’t feel the outline of my member as he hugged up against me because his touch had it going wild. My panties could only hold it down so well.


CHAPTER 2

“You’re a tennis star?” I asked.

“I play tennis professionally, but I don’t know if I would consider myself a star.”

Roderick and I had our coffee and dessert. One slice of cake with two forks. I’d never experienced anything so intimate, even though Roderick was acting like it was no big deal. He plunged his fork into the moist cake and smiled at me before sliding the bite into his mouth.

“Those people at the beach seemed to know who you are.”

“Yeah, I’ll run into a super fan every now and then.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “Do you get tired of the autographs? You acted annoyed when that guy came up to us.”

Roderick sighed. “I try to stay on my best behavior with the fans, but that guy interrupted me when I was trying to get to know you. Isn’t that good reason to get annoyed?”

Roderick’s eyes sparkled when he asked the question, and my heart melted a little. I didn’t understand why he was so attracted to me, but maybe the why didn’t matter. I only hoped he didn’t stop looking at me when I told him about my lengthy womanhood.

“Roderick,” I said as I picked up my fork. He lifted an eyebrow as I moved a bite of the cake to my mouth. I stared at him as he stared back with those longing eyes. I wanted to savor the moment a bit longer before I dropped a bomb into his lap.

“What is it?” he asked when I still hadn’t spoken after swallowing a bite.

I picked up my coffee to give myself another second, but I could only hold out from telling the truth for so long. I would rather get it over with now and lose Roderick before I fell in love.

“This isn’t easy for me to say.”

“I can handle whatever it is you want to say.”

I shook my head, not so sure he could, but I felt comfortable enough with him to be vulnerable. Even if he rejected me, I would always remember how he looked up to me until this moment. I took a deep breath and let the words rip.

“I’m trans, Roderick.”

“Really?” he asked.

“Yeah. I get if you don’t—”

“No, stop. Why do you keep pushing me away without giving me a chance? I’m not a bad guy, Julie.”

“Most guys don’t want to date girls like me.”

“It’s a surprise, sure, but being trans doesn’t take away from your beauty. When I look at you, all I see is a girl. I don’t care about the other stuff. I only care what’s in your heart.”

Roderick’s eyes didn’t lose that sparkle, and I thought for sure I was dreaming at that point. How was it possible that this handsome tennis player wanted me? I was nothing but a quiet, nerdy trans girl who taught language classes and read fantasy novels.

What was so special about me?

“Let me take you out, Julie. I met some people during the tournament who are having a party tonight. Maybe we can get dinner beforehand.”

“Dinner? A party? I don’t know. I’m not the best with strangers.”

“I’ll be by your side the entire time.”

“Why me?”

Roderick shrugged. “Why not you? I’m thinking fate had me trip over your feet for a reason because I wanted you the second my eyes adjusted. I really don’t care that you’re trans. I just want to have some fun. Don’t you?”

I did, so I agreed, even though I added in the fact I had nothing fancy to wear, but Roderick told me he would take care of that. He paid for our coffee and cake before driving me down the road to pick out a dress for our night out on the town.


CHAPTER 3

“This is too much, Roderick,” I said as I stood in the dressing room staring at myself in the mirror. The sales associate picked out a little black dress for me to try on. I tried to give it back to her when I saw the insane price, but Roderick insisted.

“Let me see. I’ll be the judge of whether it’s too much.”

I didn’t want Roderick spending all this money on a dress, but how could I convince him to listen? Did he know what I could do with three hundred fifty dollars? I didn’t want him knowing I was one missed paycheck away from living on the streets.

“Julie?” Roderick called. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. My voice was slightly distressed, and I hoped Roderick didn’t hear it. I didn’t want him worrying. “Just give me a second.”

Roderick knocked on the door and jiggled the handle. “Don’t be nervous, and you really don’t have to worry about the price. I have plenty of money.”

That was nice and all, but I didn’t come from a rich background. I could never imagine spending this much on a dress when three hundred fifty dollars was a major portion of my rent.

“Julie, don’t you want to look nice for the party?”

“Yes, but isn’t there a cheaper option? I thought you were going to spend like twenty or thirty dollars when you offered to buy me a dress. This is really too much,” I said, even though I looked amazing when I stared at myself in the mirror.

I didn’t want Roderick seeing me and thinking the same and insisting on buying the dress. I started to take off the dress just as Roderick peeked over the top of the door.

“Hey! What are you doing?” I screeched.

“Wow,” he said. “You look amazing. All you need is a necklace, and a cute pair of shoes.”

He was right, but no, I couldn’t let him drop hundreds of dollars on me. We had only just met! The pieces weren’t adding up. If I let Roderick buy me these fancy clothes, he would want more than I was willing to give.

“Get down from there!” I hissed.

“Let me in,” he said.

“Fine,” I said and unlocked the door.

Roderick got down off his tiptoes and stared at me with a longing I’d never seen from a man. I’d always fantasized about having a cute boy like him want me, but now that it was happening, all I could feel was afraid. Terrified Roderick would push me well past my limits.

“Please let me buy that dress.”

“Why are you being so nice to me?”

Roderick shrugged. “I felt something when I saw you, and I always trust my gut. There’s nothing I love more than taking a risk.”

“Is that how you became a tennis star?”

“I guess,” he said with a laugh.

Those gorgeous blue eyes landed on me, and I got warm and tingly all over. Roderick probably had more money than I could imagine. Maybe hundreds of dollars to him were like tens of dollars to me. I didn’t want to disappoint the man by denying his gifts.

Not now that I was staring into his eyes.

“You promise it’s not too much?”

“I promise, Julie.”

I sighed and stepped forward. I wrapped my arms around his neck and stared into those blue eyes that captivated me.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Will you let me buy you some shoes and jewelry?”

“Only if they’re cheaper than the dress.”

“Are you always this careful with money?”

I shrugged. We were both smiling like crazy. I didn’t know much about Roderick, but the entire world melted away in his presence. The only thing I could see was his face. His sharp jawline. Those gorgeous blues.

“I can’t wait to have you on my arm tonight.”

“You promise not to leave my side?”

“Why would I ever do that?” Roderick asked. “You’re a catch, and I’m not letting go.”

My cock twitched in the thong I was wearing. I usually didn’t bother with tape because I almost never got hard and often wore skirts and dresses and loose clothing, but damn, Roderick had me wishing I’d taped down my dick.

No guy ever made me feel this way, but I’d also never had a guy take me shopping or take me on a date after tripping over my feet on the beach. I felt like a girl in a fairytale, and I hoped more than anything that my story had a bright ending.

There was always the chance Roderick could break my heart. He could turn into a different man in the blink of an eye. I’d read stories of it happening to other women. Lovely boyfriend turned cold-blooded psycho.

“What?” Roderick asked as I tried to search for the crazy man beneath his perfect exterior.

I was coming up short.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Can I pay for someone to do your hair and makeup?”

“What?” I asked with a laugh. “Are you serious?”

“Don’t you want to feel like your most fabulous self for the party?”

I did, but Roderick had already done so much for me. I was letting him buy the dress and shoes and accessories. Surely, I could do my own makeup to save a few pennies.

“Come on, Julie. Have you ever had your makeup done by a professional?”

“No,” I said and glanced at the ground.

“Why won’t you let me spoil you? It’s all I want to do.”

I step away from Roderick, pulling my arms from his shoulders. I turned away from him and hid my face. Roderick came up behind me. He put his arms around my body and pressed up against my backside. I bit my lip as his member pressed into me through the black dress.

“So, what are you two thinking?” the sales associate asked as she walked into the dressing-room area.

We jumped and moved away from each other. Roderick gave me a look, asking me with his eyes what we should do, and I knew there was no denying him. He wanted to spoil me, and what was so wrong with that?

“We’re taking the dress and some shoes, right?”

Roderick beamed. “That’s right. Do you have any heels that will match this dress?”

“Of course,” the sales attendant said. “Follow me.”

Roderick watched with a bright smile as I tried on different heels. I almost never wore them. I was much more of a flats girl, but I’d practiced walking in them before, and I’d never tried on any as elegant and comfortable as the ones they had at that store.

The bill was an eye-watering amount, but Roderick swiped his credit card like we were buying fast food. He wrapped his arm over my shoulder as we walked out of the store, and then he took me to a salon, where they did my hair and makeup.

I had to fight off tears when I first saw myself in the mirror. The makeup wasn’t overdone. It was simple and tasteful and had me looking like a conservative housewife, except my breasts and butt were on the larger side. Maybe they were what attracted Roderick in the first place.

I no longer cared.

Roderick was my man, and I couldn’t wait to hang on his arm all night.

“What do you think?” I asked Roderick when we stepped out of the salon.

“You look radiant,” he said.

I squealed when he lifted my arm and twirled me in a circle. I lost myself in the moment and closed my eyes as my dress rose slightly. Roderick grabbed my side and pulled me against his body. I let out a breath as my breasts slammed against his muscular chest.

“There’s still a bit before the party. Should we have a drink at my place?”

“I thought you were staying in a hotel.”

“I am. It’s nicer than most.”

“Lead the way,” I said.


CHAPTER 4

“How much does this place cost a night?” I asked as we stepped into Roderick’s lavish hotel room. It was bigger than the tiny apartment I shared with another girl. Sonia. She was probably loving not having me in the house, where I spent the vast majority of my time.

I had a lot of online students, so Sonia was always complaining about me getting out of the house. She never left or found somewhere else to live, but I knew she wanted her privacy. She wanted to walk around the apartment in a towel or talk dirty to a boy without me listening from the other room.

Roderick’s suite had a spacious living room. A kitchenette. A king-size bed in the main bedroom, and there was a spare bed in a room that looked untouched.

“I didn’t pay for the room. My sponsors did,” Roderick said as he spun me in another circle.

My dick twitched, and I couldn’t help but glance at the bed and wonder where our night might lead. Roderick hadn’t tried to make any moves yet, but it was only a matter of time. I only hoped he didn’t freak out when he saw my thickened member.

“What’s wrong? You’re so pensive. Always lost in your thoughts.”

“Nothing,” I said and shook my head.

“Don’t lie to me,” Roderick said in a breathy voice as he pushed himself up against me.

“Didn’t you say something about a drink?”

“Yeah, let me change, and we can head upstairs.”

Roderick went into his room, and he didn’t bother closing the door as he stripped down to his underwear. I was sitting on the couch and couldn’t take my eyes off the bulge poking through his boxer briefs. It looked so delicious, and I honestly just wanted to drop to my knees in front of him and pull those boxer briefs to the floor.

Roderick caught me by surprise when he glanced over at me and winked. My heart fluttered, and all I could think was how lucky I got that this gorgeous man tripped at my feet.

It didn’t take Roderick long to emerge from his room looking like a million dollars. He had on a button-up shirt. No tie. Tailored pants that hugged his dick and ass like a glove, and damn, I wanted him. I no longer cared about my fears.

They were irrelevant.

This man was candy, and I wanted to lick him until I made it all the way to the sweet, sugary center.

“We’re going to be the hottest couple at the party tonight.”

“I hope so.”

“Let’s go upstairs and get that drink.”

Roderick gestured toward the door. I went first, slipping into the hallway. Roderick followed me and put his hand on my side as we ambled down the hallway together, looking like one of those cute couples I’d always envied.

I couldn’t even believe it was me standing next to this blue-eyed tennis god when I caught a glimpse of us in the mirror. It was like living in a different body. It was easily one of the strangest moments of my life, but that person in the mirror was me.

“Come on,” Roderick said and pulled me into the elevator. He hit the button for the rooftop bar, and then the doors slid closed. “Give me a kiss.”

Roderick put his hand on the small of my back and kissed me as we rode toward the sky. I’d never felt more in the clouds, and I never wanted it to end.


CHAPTER 5

The salty ocean air blew around us as we sat at a high-top table with views of the water. There was a large wall to keep us safe, but it was tastefully decorated with living plants and soft glowing bulbs. I’d never been anywhere this fancy in my life, yet Roderick seemed right at home.

He picked up his whiskey cocktail and pressed it against his lips, staring at me with those intense blue eyes that would burn forever in my mind. He was a man who knew what he wanted, and I was only along for the ride.

Where would he leave me?

Would I be ready to get off?

“There you go thinking again. What about this time?” Roderick asked as he swirled his wrist. “Worried about the party?”

I hadn’t thought much about the party, but now that he said something, I was terrified. His friends were probably as out of my league as he was, and I didn’t want to make a fool of myself. I wanted to make it to the other side of the night when I could give my body to him if he was willing to have it.

“No,” I said. “I’m worried about you.”

“Why are you worried about me?”

“I’m worried you’re going to leave me.”

“That’s not going to happen, but why are you so worried about the future when we haven’t even spent a night together? Just relax and enjoy the moment. We don’t have to think about tomorrow, and we really don’t need to think about what will be happening a month or a year from now.”

“You’re right,” I said.

Roderick gave me a curious look as he picked up his whiskey cocktail, and I really worried I was blowing whatever chances I had with him already, but maybe it would be for the best if I retreated to my cave. I didn’t want the pressure of keeping up with a man who could spend three hundred fifty dollars on a dress.

“Why don’t we start from the beginning. What do you do?”

“I’m a tutor. I give English classes to Spanish speakers, and I teach Spanish to English speakers.”

“Are you bilingual?”

“Yes,” I said and smiled. “I’m a Latina.”

Roderick purred, and I giggled. He reached across the table and laced his fingers with mine. He stared at my hand as he asked the next question.

“Are you thinking of becoming a school teacher?”

It was a possibility I’d pondered myself many times. Would I take the leap to become a teacher at a school, or would I keep working for random online companies?

I didn’t know what to do with my future because becoming a teacher felt so permanent, and I had yet to travel the world. I wanted to be like one of those people I always read about, hopping from country to country while they taught language lessons.

“Maybe one day,” I finally said.

“I bet you would make a wonderful teacher.”

A heat raced across my body when Roderick lifted my hand to his mouth and kissed it gently. I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together. My panties were tight, and they wouldn’t be able to keep down my womanhood if it stiffened much more, so I pulled my hand from Roderick’s mouth.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said.

Roderick looked at me with a doubtful expression. I hated when he stared at me with those puppy-dog eyes because they melted me like the sun on a broiling summer day. I lost all sense of strength. Roderick had complete control over me in those moments.

“There’s a hot tub in the building. Maybe we can use it after the party.”

“Don’t those close early?”

Roderick shrugged. “We’ll see what happens. We should head to the party soon.”

I picked up my pineapple and rum cocktail. I wrapped my lips around the straw as I stared at Roderick through hooded eyes and took a sip. He licked his lips as he gazed back at me, and I could see them glazing over with desire in real time, and damn, all I wanted to do was skip the party.

I would have climbed under the table to service Roderick if he asked, but he paid the bill instead, leaving me sexually frustrated as we headed downstairs to the lobby.

“How long were you wanting to stay at this party?”

“I don’t know. A couple hours?”

I pouted, just wanting to head back to Roderick’s hotel room to service his dick and see how he would play with mine, but Roderick resisted when I pushed up against him and kissed him wildly as we descended to the ground floor. He kissed me back, but he also told me no when I suggested we just go back to his room.

“You’ll only want me more after the party,” he said with a smirk as he grabbed my hand and stepped out of the elevator.

I could have dropped to my knees and begged him, but the lobby was teeming with people, and it was more likely Roderick would give me what I wanted if I played by his rules instead of making a fool out of myself.

It took buckets of will power, but I stepped out to the sidewalk with my hand laced with his, and we were off, even though I was hornier than I’d ever been.


CHAPTER 6

The party was much more entertaining than I expected. Everyone was overly friendly, and Roderick never left my side. The food was extravagant. The champagne endless. I’d never been to such a high-class party, but I felt right at home after half an hour or so. I almost never came out of my shell so easily, but Roderick made me feel comfortable, even though I didn’t belong in his world of tennis stars and fancy apartments.

What was Roderick doing to me?

How hard would I crash when I came down from this high?

“What did you think of my friends?” Roderick asked as we were walking away from the towering building where we’d enjoyed ourselves on a lovely terrace overlooking the ocean. I had no idea how much a place like that might cost, but I was certain the number would make my eyes water.

“Your friends were lovely,” I said.

“Good,” Roderick said and grabbed my arm. He lifted it into the air and spun me in a circle in the middle of a quiet sidewalk. I fell more in love with him every time he did it, the bastard. I placed my hand on his chest and looked into those blue eyes as his hand moved over the small of my back and down to my ass.

I pressed my forehead into his chest as he squeezed my butt. The sexual tension between us was at ten if not higher. My dick twitched a little every time Roderick looked at me, and I wasn’t sure how I would be able to control myself much longer, but I also didn’t want Roderick thinking I was a slut.

“I should probably head home.”

Roderick stiffened and frowned. I took a step away from him and stared into those beautiful eyes. He didn’t look angry or upset. He seemed confused.

“Okay,” he said tensely.

“I have to teach a class in the morning.”

It was the truth, but the class wasn’t until eleven. I was almost always awake by nine no matter what time I went to bed. I had to at least play hard to get and fool this man into thinking he didn’t have the hold over me that he had. I could hardly breathe with him up against my body, his stiffened member pressing into my dress through his pants.

“Can’t you take a dip in the hot tub with me? It’s not that late.”

“I don’t even have a swimming suit,” I said.

“You’re full of excuses, aren’t you?”

“Maybe.” I grinned and lifted my shoulders. Roderick pressed his forehead against mine. I tried to shake him away, but he wouldn’t let me move, and I didn’t really want him to let go. I wanted him to hold me all night. Kiss me in the hot tub. Tell me I was beautiful while he made love to me.

I wasn’t the most promiscuous girl, but I’d also never had a handsome tennis star with a bubble butt pay me any attention. I wanted to do whatever would make Roderick happy, but I couldn’t let him think I was desperate, even if I was.

Roderick cupped my chin and stared at me with that loving gaze. “How about this? We’ll go to the convenience store, buy you a cheap swimsuit, and get us some more booze to drink in the hot tub. No pressure to do more than that.”

I squinted my eyes like I really had to think about it. It was what all the girls I admired did in the books I read, so I channeled their fierceness. The heroines I loved wouldn’t just let their men call the shots, so I wasn’t about to either, even though it took everything I had not to show this man my true colors.

My intense desperation.

“I guess we could do that, but do you really promise there won’t be any funny business?”

“You have my word.”

“How do I know what your word is worth?”

“My, you’re feisty. I’ve already done this much, so why wouldn’t you be able to trust me?”

“I don’t trust any man,” I said with my mouth centimeters from his. If I moved at all, my lips would press against his, and I could feel him resisting the urge to kiss me and claim me.

“Fine,” Roderick said and released me.

My heart cracked in two when he turned on his heels and walked away from me. He threw his hands in the air. I watched him keep walking, waiting for him to turn around, but he still hadn’t at twenty feet. Not at thirty. He was quickly fading away as he continued down the sidewalk.

Panic overtook me.

I was just about to scream out and chase after him when Roderick turned to face me with a shocked expression. I did my best to fix the desperation on my face before he noticed.

“Really, Julie? You weren’t going to stop me?”

I lifted my shoulders and crossed my arms over my chest. “Nope. Sure wasn’t.”

Roderick ran up to me and crashed into my body, throwing his arms around me. He squeezed me tightly, and all I could do was laugh.

“Were you really going to let me leave?”

I smirked. We both knew that I would have chased after him before he got too far, so we stopped with the games and went to the convenience store, which thankfully had a bathing suit, but we were in Miami after all. Bathing suits were practically formal wear in some parts of the city.

“I can’t wait to see you in that bikini.”

“I can’t wait for you to see me in it,” I said and rested my head on Roderick’s shoulder as we continued down the sidewalk.


CHAPTER 7

The bikini was bright red and was barely holding my breasts in place. I had a better bikini at home that wasn’t just two little triangles of fabric to cover the nipples, but I had a feeling Roderick wouldn’t mind when he saw, but would he mind the slight bulge in my bikini bottoms?

I did my best to tuck, but my cock was a little obvious without tape, which I’d left at home. I never expected to end up in a hot tub, especially not when I was wearing such an elegant dress just an hour ago, but Roderick was insistent.

I only hoped he liked what he saw.

“The champagne is cold! Open the door, so I can give you your glass!”

I swallowed and took a breath before unlocking the door. This was the moment I would know if my dick was really a problem for Roderick.

“Damn, girl!”

“What?” I asked.

“You look good!”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes! I’m salivating over here,” he said.

“Shut up,” I said in a giggle.

Roderick pulled me up against his body, careful not to drop the flute glass of champagne he’d brought for me. My dick stirred when our bodies touched, but I was no longer afraid. I inhaled his manly scent and wished the little bit of fabric between our bodies weren’t there.

“How did I get lucky enough to find you?” Roderick asked into my ear.

“I’m asking myself the same question,” I said.

“Are you going to stop playing hard to get?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” Roderick said as he moved his free hand down my back until he was at the waistline of my bikini bottoms, which were doing a poor job of keeping my girly dick contained, but Roderick didn’t seem to mind. “I want to enjoy my time with you without thinking you’re going to run away on me.”

“I won’t,” I said.

Roderick moved his hand into my bikini bottoms. I moaned on his chest as he pressed his finger between the split along my backside. I pressed myself into him, exposing my dick, and Roderick surprised me by slowly sinking to his knees, kissing my body on the way down to the floor.

“What are you doing?”

“Showing you how much I want you.”

Roderick moved the tiny piece of red fabric to the side and pulled out my hardened womanhood. He pushed his thumb against the tip as he looked up at me with a sensual gaze. He parted his lips and closed his eyes, taking the tip of my pulsating piece into his mouth.

“Fuck,” I gasped when his warmth closed around my dick.

Roderick moaned as he pushed his lips down my cock before looking up at me with those gorgeous blue eyes. I could have sworn I was in a dream as I looked down at him with my stiff cock deep in his mouth, but then he reached up to touch my breast, and all felt right when I covered his hand with mine.

I moaned as Roderick bobbed his head along my shaft. I pushed my hands into his hair just as he moved his hand from my breast down to my smooth balls. He pulled on them and shoved my cock into the back of his throat.

“Damn.”

Roderick sucked my cock without letting up, and I felt my balls tightening. I wouldn’t be able to hold my load much longer. I tried to pull out of Roderick’s mouth to regain control of my stamina, but he refused. Roderick held the back of my thighs and kept my dick deep in his mouth.

Roderick pulled his lips back to my tip and jacked off my cock as he stared up at me, giving me permission with those beautiful eyes to cum in his mouth. I brushed my fingers through his hair before dropping my head back and letting loose.

I screamed and rubbed my right nipple. I pulled off my bra and threw it across the room as I kept cumming down Roderick’s throat with his lips wrapped tightly around my member. My package was still hanging out the side of my bikini bottoms, and it looked huge and wet and sticky when Roderick finally pulled his lips off it.

“Damn, that tasted good.”

“You want me to do you now?” I asked.

Roderick shook his head and stood. He hugged me and kissed me, and I tasted my spunk on his lips, but I really didn’t mind it. I loved that he would suck my dick. I loved that he wasn’t afraid to love all of me, and I loved it even more that he saw me as the woman I was.

“You can do me later. We need to use the hot tub before they close it.”

“You’re right.”

“Touch it,” he said.

I reached down and touched the outline of his stiffened manhood, and it was far from a disappointment. He was long and thick, and my ass was twitching to take him. I’d only had a dildo up there for the longest and was beyond ready for a change.

“Shouldn’t we just stay here?”

“Nope. Grab the champagne. It’ll only take me a second to put on my shorts,” Roderick said and ran into the bathroom.


CHAPTER 8

The water bubbled around Roderick and me, billowing steam throughout the room. Roderick couldn’t keep his eyes off me, but I loved how he watched me, like he wanted more of me than he could ever have.

“So, have you ever been with a girl like me?”

“Like you, how? Latina?”

I dropped my head and gave Roderick a look like he knew exactly what I was talking about, and he just laughed.

“No, I haven’t, but I really don’t mind. You’re all woman to me,” Roderick said and moved closer to me in the hot tub. He wrapped his arm over my shoulder and reached into the water to turn me toward him. I tried to avoid his lips, but he found them.

He kissed me.

I loved it.

“Do it again,” I begged.

Roderick pecked my lips before grabbing the back of my head and sliding his tongue into my mouth. I moaned into his mouth as our kiss deepened, and my cock was getting stiff all over again, but it was my turn to play with Roderick’s.

I pushed on Roderick’s shorts, and his member was rock hard. He moaned as I rubbed it through the shorts, moving his hand north to the bottom of my breasts. He cupped one with his hand while he used his other hand to guide my hand into his shorts.

I laughed, breaking our kiss, but our mouths were still only centimeters apart. Roderick moaned little breaths as I stroked his cock. It was a lot hairier than mine, but I didn’t mind that. I could always trim his hair down the line if I wanted. I had a feeling he would do whatever I asked to make me happy.

Roderick’s eyes filled with love every time he looked at me. He moved his lips down to my neck and kissed it lightly as I continued stroking his manhood, making it bigger and bigger in my hand until it was so thick that I worried it wouldn’t fit in my ass.

“I want to cum down your throat like you came down mine.”

“Right here?”

“If that camera weren’t on the wall, I would stick my dick in your mouth right now.”

I gasped, and my cock instantly hardened at his naughty words. He’d already gone back to kissing my neck and shoulder, moving his lips dangerously close to my breasts, but he didn’t reveal my nipple.

Roderick was staying on his best behavior as I kept rubbing his dick beneath the water. It was only a few minutes later though that Roderick was pulling away from me like I’d done something.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I need you. Now.”

“Here?”

“No. Someone on the staff would leak the video if we got too out of control. Let’s go back to my room.”

“Never thought you would ask.”

Roderick smirked as he lifted himself out of the hot tub. He grabbed himself a towel before passing one to me. I wrapped it around my waist to cover my hardened cock, and then we headed out the door, dripping wet, but it was pretty late, and nobody was in the elevator, which we used to our advantage.

Roderick held me against his body and squeezed my butt as he slid his tongue around in my mouth. I just wanted to turn around and press myself against the elevator wall and spread my cheeks for him, but the elevator doors seemed to open as quickly as they’d closed.

Roderick grabbed my hand and pulled me toward his room. He fumbled with the key card, dropping it to the floor once, and I used the moment to grab his bubble butt, which was much firmer than I ever would have imagined.

“Holy crap! How many squats do you do a day?”

“More than I can count. Probably three or four hundred,” Roderick said. He laughed and wiggled his ass. “You can squeeze it all you want, baby. My behind is yours.”

Roderick finally got the door open, and we fell inside. He slammed the door shut behind me and pressed me up against it. I dug my nails into his back as he sucked on my neck. I knew he was giving me a hickey. I thought they were absolutely disgusting, but I didn’t care at that moment.

All I could do was gasp and lift my chin to give Roderick better access to my neck, so he could suck on it even harder, like a vampire drinking their dinner after weeks of fasting. I pull on his hair and feel his hardened dick press into my leg.

“Fuck me,” I said.

“Yeah?” Roderick asked, only letting up from my neck for a second. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I need it,” I said.

Roderick didn’t waste a second. He flipped me around and pressed my chest up against the door. He pulled off my bikini top before sinking to his knees, ridding me of my bottoms on his way down, which left me completely naked.

“Fuck,” I said as Roderick spread my cheeks and pressed his tongue against my hole. “Give it to me.”

I lifted my arms above my head and held them against the door as Roderick worked his tongue along my tight, unused hole. It’d been at least two months since I’d even put a toy up there, but damn, I was ready to have Roderick sliding around inside me.

“You’re clean, right?”

“Clean as a whistle. They test me for everything.”

“Give it to me,” I said and bounced my ass up and down, begging for his dick.

“Stay right there.”

I didn’t move as Roderick walked away from me and went over to his bag. He was all muscle and man when I looked over my shoulder at him. His dick was long and thick, hanging off his pelvic region, probably more beautiful than anything I’d ever seen.

Roderick came back over with a bottle of lube in his hand. He opened the top and drowned his cock in the clear liquid. He stepped forward and kissed me from behind as he pressed his tip up against my bussy. I was tight, but I was ready.

I screamed into Roderick’s mouth as he pushed his tip into me. It stretched me past my limits, but I was willing to go well beyond those for this gorgeous man who’d treated me to one of the best nights of my life.

I breathed out, slowly relaxing, letting Roderick push deeper into my hole. He broke the kiss and let out a deep moan as his dick filled me. I held my hands above me and surrendered my body to Roderick, and he used it.

He held my hips and fucked me slowly until I’d opened up for him. My girly dick was rock hard and flopping around as he fucked me harder and harder, and I knew if I touched it for even a second, I would blow a second load of the night, and I wasn’t sure I would be able to take Roderick if I did.

“I’m getting close, baby.”

“Cum in me,” I said in a breath.

“Fuck, Julie.”

I moaned and let out a little scream as I tightened my ass muscles around his dick. Roderick gasped as I worked my walls on his cock.

“Damn, girl! What are you doing to me?”

“Fill me up, baby!”

Roderick pushed deep and hit my spot, and then he made me lose all control when he wrapped his arm around my chest and pushed his dick deep, reaching down to grab my girly dick as he did.

I screamed at the top of my lungs as I squirted all over. Roderick held me tightly as my ass milked his cock. He said sweet nothings into my ear as he came deep in my hole.

He even pulled out at the last second to cum on the small of my back and let a little run down between my split, and I fucking loved how hot and dirty it felt.

Roderick turned me around and kissed me deeply.

“That was so good, baby. Thank you.”

“I enjoyed it as much as you did. Promise.”

“I just need to hold you for a second,” Roderick said and carried me to the bed.


CHAPTER 9

“Julie! Julie! Wake up!”

I groaned as Roderick shook my shoulder, but a smile quickly crossed my face when I saw him standing on his knees over me wearing nothing but his boxer briefs, which left little to the imagination. His morning wood was still very much at attention and stealing mine.

“Hey, there! Need a little help?”

Roderick chuckled and grabbed my wrist to stop me as I reached out to free his manhood. All I wanted to do was put it in my mouth.

“Not right now, babe. I ordered room service, and it’ll be here any second.”

“It’ll only take but a minute,” I said just as someone knocked on the door, sucking the hope right out of me.

Roderick winked and grabbed a robe. “Told you.”

“Whatever,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest.

Roderick shook his head as he smiled and walked over to the door. A woman was standing on the other side behind a cart loaded with food. She pushed it into the room as I kept a sheet wrapped tight against my chest.

“Good morning, here’s the receipt. Please check that everything is here.”

Roderick looked so handsome and manly as he stood in his robe checking over the order. I couldn’t stop picturing our previous day together. Shopping. The hot tub. Making love. I wondered if the woman awkwardly standing in our room was doing the same. Was she jealous that I got a man like Roderick?

I would have been jealous of myself. There was always the chance things could blow up in my face. Roderick and I had only just met. How much did I really know about the man?

The worker left after Roderick verified his order, and then he made us each a mimosa.

“Isn’t it a bit early for drinking?”

“I love to let loose after getting eliminated from a tournament. I’ll just be back to training in a few days.”

“I guess I can have a mimosa,” I said and sat more upright in bed. I was ignoring the part about Roderick going back to training because I had a feeling I wouldn’t like any of the answers I got probing that topic.

“Here you are, my lovely lady.”

“Thanks.”

Roderick and I clinked our glasses together. He sat above the sheet next to me, letting his robe fall off his shoulders. I loved seeing his bare, chiseled body. Loved rubbing my fingers against his chest, so that was what I did.

I squeezed Roderick, afraid if I let go, he would flutter away like a butterfly in a garden. Roderick held my hand that was against his chest before moving it to his lips to kiss it gently.

He hopped off the bed and went over to the food. I waited as Roderick served me like his queen. I’d never had breakfast in bed, so I savored every moment. I worried it would be the only time, but I buried those worries deep and did my best to pretend they didn’t exist.

“How’s breakfast?” Roderick asked as he stared at me with those intense blue eyes.

“Amazing,” I said and covered my mouth as I chewed a bite.

“I was thinking…” Roderick rubbed my thigh through the sheet and stared persistently. “Maybe I could take you shopping again today.”

“Roderick! You’ve already done so much. I couldn’t let you buy me anything else.”

“I want to…” Roderick pushed his hand higher up my thigh. The devil knew how to tempt me, but I couldn’t let him drop hundreds more dollars on clothes I would look ridiculous wearing in everyday life.

“Why don’t you take me to my place? I have clothes there, and I need to teach that class.”

I regretted the words as soon as they slipped from my lips, but there was no taking them back. Roderick’s face lit up at the suggestion.

“That’s a great idea, Julie! I would love to see where you live!”

I pictured the stacks of fantasy novels, discarded clothing, and the overly messy desk where I taught online classes. What had I done inviting this man to see how I really live? He would dump me in a heartbeat when he saw the state of affairs in my room.

“Uh, actually, maybe we can go shopping. My roommate Sonia is probably home, and she doesn’t really like visitors.”

Roderick frowned at the lie I’d spewed. Did he know that Sonia would be thrilled to see me with a man? She begged me to find a guy with his own place to get out of the house more.

“Really? That’s a bummer. You got me excited to see your place and how you live.”

The previous day with Roderick had been so easy. He swept me off my feet and treated me like a princess, but how long could I live in a fantasy? Roderick was out of my league, and it was only a matter of time before he left me to continue on to the next tennis tournament.

“It’s probably best we avoid my place.”

“Is your roommate mean?”

It was so hard for me to lie. I almost never did. It was against my nature. I tended to avoid the world, so I didn’t need to lie at all, but how could I tell this gorgeous man that I was afraid he’d leave if he saw the real me?

Roderick grabbed my glass to make us a second round of mimosas. When he turned to me and outstretched his arms, he had a heartbreaking look on his face.

“Please let me see your place,” he said with puppy-dog eyes. “I’ll be good while you’re in class.”

I tried to grab the mimosa from his hand, but he wouldn’t let me take it without answering the question. He was so stubborn, but I kind of loved it. He made me feel alive for the first time in ages, and maybe that would have to be enough when he inevitably left me for the next tennis tournament.

“Fine, but you have to promise not to make fun of it. Even this hotel room is nicer than where I live.”

“Isn’t that the point of a hotel suite? To be more fabulous than our real lives?” Roderick asked with a gorgeous smile.

“I guess.”

“I promise not to make fun of where you live,” Roderick said as he sat next to me and offered up the mimosa. I took it and grinned as Roderick wrapped his arm over my shoulder. “Plus, we can use the money we save from not shopping for an extra-fancy dinner.

I loved the idea, but part of me worried it would be a goodbye dinner. I was falling in love with this handsome tennis player, but I quivered internally with fear about when he might push me from the clouds where I was currently floating.


CHAPTER 10

Roderick and I walked up the stairs to the small apartment I shared with Sonia. We didn’t have enough money for a building with a doorman or fancy elevators. Ours was more like what you might see in a scary movie.

Peeled paint on the walls. Water stains on the ceiling. Foul odors throughout the hallways. Sonia and I kept our apartment clean, but the building needed help, which was probably why we could afford it.

I glanced over my shoulder as we ascended the final few steps. Roderick looked unbothered, even though I worried what might be going through his mind. I didn’t ask.

“This is my floor,” I said and turned the corner. The horrid smells of the hallway smacked me in the face.

Roderick was a gentleman and pretended not to notice, even though the smell was as pungent as a sports team changing after an energetic game. I hoped my face didn’t scrunch up too much as we made our way to my door.

Bossa nova music was playing from inside the apartment. I imagined Sonia gliding around the kitchen as she prepared lunch, humming along to the instrumental tunes; something she often did.

“Is this you?” Roderick asked.

I loved how he was nothing but smiles when I looked at him. He was so easygoing for a famous tennis player, but I was still waiting for the shoe to drop. Waiting for him to crush my heart, which usually had a cage around it, but Roderick had completely done away with that.

I was losing myself around him, but I liked the girl he brought out. I’d been afraid to love ever since transitioning, but Roderick was doing away with my fears. He was showing me what it could be like to have a boyfriend, and I kind of liked it, like a lot.

I slid my key into the lock and opened the door. The music increased in volume tenfold, and there was no way Sonia would hear me if I didn’t call her name.

Despite the loud warning, I scared her anyway. Sonia jumped and placed a hand over her heart.

“Julie! You can’t just sneak up on a girl like that! I almost cut you!” Sonia waved the knife in her hand, but I wasn’t afraid. Sonia was the type who wouldn’t even hurt a pest.

Sonia seemed to take notice of Roderick standing behind me. She blushed and set the knife on the cutting board as she cleaned her hands with a loose towel.

“Julie, don’t be rude! Introduce me to your friend.”

My stomach was fluttering with nerves even though Roderick and I had already done the deed. He knew more than enough about me for me to know that he seriously liked me. It wasn’t just some joke. If only I’d had time to fill Sonia in on the details before showing up unannounced while she had a sharp object in her hand.

“Sonia, I’d like you to meet Roderick. Roderick, this is Sonia.”

They shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. I felt more at ease when Sonia went back to cooking, and I could drag Roderick to my bedroom.

“So, this is where you sleep?” he asked as he scanned the room with a messy desk and twin-size bed in the corner.

“Sleep and teach classes,” I said with a light laugh.

“I can’t believe you accomplish all that in this little room.”

There wasn’t a hint of judgment in Roderick’s voice, but I still felt embarrassed. He had access to ritzy hotel suites and exclusive parties and flashy clothes while I could barely scrape enough money together to pay the rent.

“Gotta do what I gotta do.”

“That’s right,” he said and plopped down onto my bed, which was much harder than the pillowy mattress we’d enjoyed the night before. I was acutely aware of the differences between Roderick and me, and part of me wished he had just cut ties with me in the morning, yet here we were in my small, messy apartment.

I would have to change into something much less elegant than the dress he’d bought me the day before. He would have to see me in the light of day, no book in my hand, no distractions from the truth that I was just a nerdy girl with an innocent smile that he’d tripped over at the beach.

“What’s wrong?” Roderick asked when I hadn’t moved or said a word for a full minute. I was just standing there, judging myself, and not appreciating the little time I probably had with this man.

“Why are you here?” I asked. They were the only words that came to mind. My doubt was eating me alive. “How long do you really have in Miami? I don’t want to pretend that we can have a future.”

Roderick frowned and stood from the bed. He walked over to me in one big stride and wrapped his muscular arms around my body. I pushed on his chest, but he continued to hold me, making me even crazier than I already felt.

“You’re right. I have to leave Miami soon.”

My heart exploded at the words. I slapped Roderick’s chest and screamed at him to release me, but he wouldn’t.

“Julie, please. Calm down. I’m not trying to leave you, but I’m afraid to say what I most want.”

“Why?” I asked in a weak voice, afraid if I spoke more loudly, I would collapse to the floor and curl into a fetal position. Roderick was a beautiful man many girls probably wanted. All it would take was for him to trip over someone else to move on from me. “What do you most want?”

Roderick placed his hand on my chin and lifted it, forcing me to look him in the eyes. His gaze was so dominating, so certain. I feared our end would happen right there, but Roderick surprised me with his words.

“I want you, beautiful. I want you to come with me.”

My heart dropped, and my body exploded into an inferno of heat. I fell against Roderick’s firm body. He placed his hand on my back and pulled me close, showering me with comfort, but was it a false flag? Could I really trust him?

“How long will you be in Miami?”

“Two more nights,” he said.

I felt nothing but panic. My entire life was in Miami, and it had always been there. I didn’t know any other cities. I’d hardly traveled to other states. As gorgeous as Roderick was, and as comfortable as he made me feel, how could he expect me to drop everything to follow him?

“Haven’t you always wanted to travel the world? Isn’t that what you said?”

“Yes, but—”

“We have two more nights together, Julie. Why don’t we enjoy them, and then you can decide? You work online, and that doesn’t have to change. I don’t care if you go to my tennis matches or not, I just want you there when they’re over, when I’m tired and ready to collapse into bed to watch a movie.”

My stomach fluttered at the images of us enjoying evenings together in different international destinations. Roderick already mentioned a few of the places he’d been for tournaments, and he was giving me the opportunity to go with him, yet I was still filled with doubt.

“How do you know?” I asked.

“I just do,” Roderick said without a trace of doubt in his voice. There was nothing but love in his gaze. “If you ever want to leave, I’ll buy you a ticket back to Miami, but give me a chance. Give us a chance.”

I wanted to, but all I could think about were all of the possible bad outcomes. The ones where I was left alone and heartbroken because Roderick had moved on with another girl, yet he was staring at me like he wouldn’t do anything to break my heart.

I didn’t know how to respond, so I changed the subject. “What did you want to do tonight?”

“I thought we could go dancing. Some of the best deejays in the world come through Miami.”

“So I’ve heard.”

“What do you say? Should we go dancing?”

“I’d like that.”

Roderick wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tenderly while I clung to his body. He pushed his hands into my hair, which pushed a light moan from my lips. The womanhood between my thighs fluttered as my heart did the same, and I knew for certain I would go with him.

I jumped when Roderick’s phone vibrated in his pocket. He pulled it out and showed me that it was his manager calling. I told him I would change into jeans and grab something more appropriate for a night out on the town once I got my class out of the way.


CHAPTER 11

“What did your manager want?” I asked Roderick when we were lounging around in his suite a few hours later. We had lunch at a restaurant around the corner. Now we were lying on the sofa. My hand was on Roderick’s chest. His fingers were in the waistline of my jeans.

“Nothing much,” Roderick said. “Just gave me some details about the next tournament.”

“When does it start?” I asked.

“In a little over a week.”

“That’s so soon.”

“Yeah, but let’s not worry about that now.”

I squeezed Roderick’s chest lightly with my fingertips. He was right. It was better not to worry about the future when we were together now. We were resting before a party tonight, and I couldn’t wait to dance with Roderick as the music thumped.

“I won’t.”

Roderick and I lay there and drifted off to sleep without trying. Part of me was hoping we would make love, but I enjoyed cuddling with him just as much. He was firm yet so soft. So comfortable.

I couldn’t stop imagining our life together, where we could go. All the things we could see. Switching time zones every couple weeks would be a lot to manage with my private students, but that would be a small price to pay to keep Roderick in my life.

We awoke from our slumber, and it was already late afternoon. We had reservations at a restaurant not far from the club. Roderick said he didn’t care if we were the first ones at the club because they had a lineup of incredible deejays from open to close.

“I just need to change,” I said.

“I’ll be waiting right here,” Roderick said.

I grabbed the bag I packed and went to the bathroom. I straightened my hair and put on a white minidress that hugged my waist and flared out at the skirt. It had a low cut over the cleavage and showcased my amble breasts. I stared at myself in the mirror, my makeup done; my hazel eyes highlighted by eyeliner.

I felt pretty as I looked at myself, picturing what people would see with Roderick by my side. Would they be jealous? Would they think he was out of my league? Would some skank try to step in to steal him away from me?

She had better not because I would punch a bitch if it came down to it.

Roderick was dressed in navy chinos and a decorative button-up shirt when I stepped out of the bathroom. He grinned when he saw me in the white dress and waved at me to walk over to him. I did as he asked and fell into his arms, feeling like the belle of the ball, and we hadn’t even arrived at the party.

“You look magnificent.”

“Thanks,” I said. “My clothes don’t look too cheap?”

Roderick squeezed my sides and growled, revving my engines, tempting me to strip down to the tiny white thong I was wearing beneath my dress. If he wasn’t careful, he would excite me to the point that my womanhood made a tent in the dress, and I didn’t want that.

Not yet.

Not now.

I stepped away from Roderick before I lost control of myself. He was wearing a cologne that enticed me. Its smell excited me. I wanted to strip him down as I fell to my knees below him. Stare into his eyes as I wrapped my hand around his manhood.

I turned away from Roderick and shook the dirty thoughts from my head.

“We need to leave,” I said.

“Why? What’s wrong?” he asked and came up behind me, pressing himself into my backside, tantalizing me with the outline of his package.

“If we stay, I won’t be able to control myself.”

“Forget the party. Let’s stay here.”

“You’ve already bought the tickets.”

“I don’t care,” he said and reached his head over his shoulder to nibble on my ear.

I gasped as Roderick’s tongue slid over my earlobe. I bit my lip as I felt his member harden and jump beneath the fabric of his pants, tempting me with its touch. I wanted nothing more than to please Roderick, but we’d been resting all day for a night out, and I planned on eating at that fancy restaurant, where only Roderick’s manager could get us a table by dropping a few names.

I wanted to feel like a princess.

Was that so wrong?

“Roderick! Let’s go!”

“Come on, Julie. Let’s just have a little fun here.”

“No!” I squealed as Roderick held me tightly, but it wasn’t in a threatening way. He would have let me go if I asked. Part of me knew he would do anything I asked, but the other part of me was screaming not to get on a plane with him.

I didn’t know what to do, so I grabbed Roderick’s hand and pulled him out the door before we went too far.


CHAPTER 12

The fancy Italian restaurant was everything I dreamed of and more. I was a little tipsy as we stumbled to the taxi waiting for us outside the hip eatery. We were stuffed from the eight-course meal and two bottles of wine. We had everything from pasta to marinated vegetables, and I felt like the most fabulous girl in the restaurant, even though I was wearing a slutty dress from the discount section.

“Did you see how that waiter was looking at me? What a bitch,” I said.

“Don’t pay her any attention. We’re already on our way to the club,” Roderick said as he pushed the small of my back to motion me toward the door.

I giggled and stumbled forward. The driver was standing by the open car door awaiting our arrival. He bid us a good evening as we slid into the backseat. I couldn’t stop smiling, despite the bitchy server we’d had, who was clearly jealous that Roderick was with me and not her.

“You’re so sexy, Julie. I just want to crawl between your legs and…”

I cupped Roderick’s mouth. The driver had just slid into the front seat, and I was positive he could hear every word we said, and as much as I wanted Roderick to wrap his lips around my womanhood, I couldn’t let him.

Not yet.

Not until we got back to his room.

Girl gets her dick sucked in the backseat of a taxi! Read all about it!

They’d label me a slut and print articles about me. Roderick’s manager would never let us date. He would dump me for sure then, so I was really protecting both of us by denying him what we both desperately wanted. Tension filled the air between us as we held hands and did our best to stay off each other.

The music was louder than I expected when we arrived at the club. Roderick put his arm over my shoulder as we made our way to the door. They checked the tickets on his phone and let us inside, and I saw more than a few girls leering at me with jealous eyes, but Roderick had chosen me, and I had a feeling he would choose me time and time again.

“What do you want to drink, baby?” he asked as we made our way to the bar.

I ordered a white wine spritzer. We’d already drunk a bunch of white wine, so I figured I would stay with the same and not risk staining my pretty white dress, even though staining it would give a reason to go back to the suite, which was all I really wanted to do.

Roderick grabbed my hand and led me to the dance floor. His face changed as we got closer to the music. He was clearly excited to be here at the club, so I fed off his energy. I let him lift my arm into the air and twirl me in a circle.

I let him pull me up against his body as he stared at me like nobody else existed in the world, like I was all that mattered, and it was honestly incredible seeing him look at me like that. I placed my hand on the back of his neck and kissed him.

We rubbed our bodies up against each other and let the music course through us. We let it guide us as we tried to smash our bodies closer and closer together, even though it was impossible to get closer than we already were unless we took off our clothes.

Unless he were to put me on the edge of that stage and throw my legs into the air to make love to me for everyone to watch, and honestly, I would probably do it. I was such a mess, and the only thing that could quench my thirst was Roderick.

“Take me home,” I said into his ear.

“Don’t you want to dance? We just got here.”

I whimpered. He clearly wanted to stay, but I was so weak for his body. So desperate for his touch, but I could wait a bit longer. I could take my need out on the dance floor.

“Fine,” I said and turned my backside to Roderick.

He stepped up behind me and wrapped his arm around my body. I moaned as I pressed myself into him, feeling his manhood rub up against my bum. I was a shy nerd, but all of that fear flew out of the window with Roderick behind me, shielding me from the world, protecting me with his comfortable aura.

“You’re my girl,” Roderick said into my ear as he danced up behind me.

I pressed my ass into him harder to show him how much I wanted him. How badly I needed him, and that, yes, I was his girl. I was the woman he could take on the road with him, to love and to cherish.

We danced for about fifteen or twenty minutes longer before Roderick was pulling me away from the dance floor. He had been rock hard for at least ten minutes and couldn’t take it a second longer.

“What are you doing?” I asked as he pulled me through the crowd, even though I knew exactly what he was doing. I knew that he was as hungry for my body as I was for his.

“Let’s go,” he said.

“Go where?”

Roderick looked over his shoulder. He was grinning, like he knew I was playing games with him, but he wasn’t mad about it. He shook his head and called the driver to get us.

***

I giggled as we stepped into the lobby of the hotel where Roderick was staying. A few people glanced in our direction, but I pretended not to notice them. I pretended that Roderick and I were alone in the world, and that we could do whatever we wanted.

“Shh,” Roderick begged through a fit of laughter.

We’d seen a sign with awkward phrasing. I couldn’t even remember what it’d said, but we both started laughing when we saw it and never stopped. Now maybe we were laughing at the awkward tension in the lobby, but the elevator doors soon saved us.

Roderick and I did our best to catch our breaths as the elevator ascended to his floor. There were a few final laughs until we got a good look at each other, and all the funny business ceased.

“I can’t get over how sexy you look in that dress,” Roderick said as he stepped over to me. He pushed me up against the elevator wall and pressed his heavy body against me, and I loved it, and I loved it even more when he pushed his hand up my dress to press it against my womanhood.

I was hard and leaking through the tiny white thong I was wearing, so Roderick moved it to the side and wrapped his fingers around my throbbing cock.

“Fuck!” I gasped and threw my head back. My teeth pressed into my bottom lip, and I was only a few strokes of Roderick’s hand from cumming, but I wanted to last longer for him. I wanted to give him my everything. “Roderick! Please!”

I mumbled the words as Roderick pressed his lips into my neck and played with my sticky cock. He used my precum to make it slicker and slicker as he continued to stroke me. I was just about to cum when the elevator stopped, and the doors opened.

I gasped and pushed down on my stiffened womanhood, hopeful nobody was there when I turned around. I sighed with relief when I was greeted by nothing except an empty hallway. I stepped out of the elevator with my hand over my crotch, harder than I should ever be in this tiny thong, and it wasn’t even covering my womanhood. Roderick had pulled the fabric to the side, and there was no way to adjust it now.

I ran down the hallway, and Roderick followed me, eager to get to the room. He pulled the key out from his wallet and swiped it over the lock. He pushed open the door and pulled me inside. I gasped when he threw me to the bed and undid the buttons of his shirt in seconds.

He stared at me with fierce eyes the entire time he worked, and all I wanted was for him to control me. Ravish me. Tell me that I was his. Only his, and nobody else’s.

“I’m crazy about you Julie,” Roderick said and threw his button-up shirt to the side and pulled off the t-shirt he was wearing beneath it.

I bit my lip, my dick probably on full display since I had my knees in the air and my legs spread. I opened my mouth slightly and ran my tongue over my lips as Roderick stared at me, slowly moving closer and closer to the bed.

“How do you feel about me, Julie?” Roderick asked just as his knees touched the edge of the bed.

I was wild about the man. Hungry for his touch. Needy for his dick. My cock was throbbing and leaking precum like crazy, and I was worried I would cum without him even touching me, just from the anticipation of what he would do to me once he pulled off my dress and ripped down my panties.

Roderick reached down to his gray chinos and undid the button. He pulled down the zipper next, yet he hadn’t taken his eyes off me. He was staring at me like I was a prize he was about to win, like a trophy he was about to receive.

“I need you to come with me, Julie.”

“I want to go with you,” I said, and it was the truth. I couldn’t imagine staying behind and letting go of what we’d started, even if it meant taking a risk, even if it meant that Roderick might one day break my heart.

“Please,” Roderick said just as he pushed his pants and underwear past his stiffened dick.

I moaned and pushed my knees together as my asshole twitched violently. I needed Roderick inside of me, stretching me, pushing his dick as far as it could go.

“Come here,” I said in a breath.

Roderick was naked by the time his knees touched the bed and he climbed over to me. He had an arm at each side of my body as he bent down to press his lips against mine. His chest pressed against my breasts as he lay his heaviness on me, but I loved the weight.

I loved him.

I pushed my fingers into Roderick’s hair as he kissed along my body, tantalizing me with the touch of his lips. He kept moving south, breaking my contact, so I threw my arms above me, ready to take whatever Roderick gave.

Roderick pushed up my dress and revealed my cock, which was still hanging out the side of my panties. He wrapped his hand around my base and moved his mouth closer to my tip. I moaned when he rubbed it slowly, teasing me with his touch, but nothing prepared me for the warm wetness of his mouth.

Roderick closed his mouth around my length and pressed his tongue into it, gliding it up and down my shaft as he bobbed his head, and fuck, if I thought I was going to cum in the elevator, I had no idea how intense this moment would be.

Fuck.

I didn’t even have time to move my hands. No time to utter a warning. My toes curled and popped, and I unloaded into Roderick’s mouth as I screamed and gripped the sheets beneath me.

Roderick moaned on my womanhood and swallowed every drop, unbothered by the fact that I’d just filled his mouth with my seed. He hooked his arms around my thighs and kissed them when he finished drinking my load. I thrashed and whimpered and moaned, but Roderick wasn’t letting me go anywhere.

“Don’t try to get away from me, Julie. We’re nowhere near finished.”

I was still rock hard, and my dick wasn’t losing steam, even though I shot what might have been the biggest load of my life. I could take whatever Roderick wanted to give me. I was ready for him. Hungry for him. I pulled off my dress and tossed it to the side.

Roderick scooted forward on his knees. He reached behind me and unhooked my bra. He slowly pulled it down my arms to reveal my pert breasts, nipples as hard as my dick. Roderick bent down to grasp my breast and move it to his lip.

Sensations of pleasure exploded across my body like little firecrackers exploding on cement when Roderick wrapped his lips around my nipple. He squeezed my breast and sucked on it as he rubbed my sticky dick.

I was still hard but far less sensitive now that I’d let a load out, but I was equally as horny for Roderick to be inside of me. My cave was his to use and enjoy. I lifted my legs to wrap them around his firm body, and Roderick took that as his clue that I was ready for him.

He adjusted his body and lifted my legs into the air. My panties were off, so my hole was free for Roderick to use. He got off the bed for a second to grab a bottle of lube from his dresser, but he returned just as quickly as he’d gone.

I pressed my fingers against my hole as I held my legs in the air, showing Roderick how ready I was for him to be inside my smooth bussy, free from hair. Roderick got onto the bed, slathered his cock with lube, and pressed his fingers up against my hole.

“Yes!” I screamed.

Roderick slid his fingers into my hole and stretched me with his thick appendages. He pushed them deeper and deeper until they were hurting. They felt so thick, but I treasured the pain. I couldn’t wait for his cock to do the same.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

Roderick thrusted his fingers, teasing me with them, when all I wanted was his dick, but my hole was his to use. It was his to enjoy. I only moaned when he grabbed my dick to stroke it while he kept fucking me with his lubed fingers.

“You want this dick, girl?”

“Yes!”

“Tell me how much, Julie.”

“I need it!”

“Calm down, girl. You’ll get it,” Roderick said with a laugh. I fucking hated him as much as I loved him, using me and teasing me, driving me absolutely mad, but I was ready to lose a bit of my mind for a man like him.

Roderick got in place and held his cock as my ankles rested on his shoulders. He used his other arm to wrap around my legs and hold them in place before pushing the tip of his dick into my hole. I hollered out, but damn, it felt good after a second.

Roderick pulled out briefly to add more lube to his dick before thrusting back into me. I hollered out, but Roderick kept pushing. He was so thick and long, but his dick felt utterly incredible. It felt like his manhood was made for my hole, and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life taking it.

I reached out to cup the side of Roderick’s face as he pounded my hole, staring into his glazed-over eyes, and he was looking back at me with love. He smiled lightly and kissed my leg as he fucked me harder and harder.

I didn’t even have to touch my dick to start cumming a second time. It started with a little oozing until Roderick hit my spot just the right way, and then I was cumming all over myself; my walls squeezing Roderick’s dick at the same moment.

He grunted and moaned and dug his fingers into my legs before letting out a deep breath and cumming deep inside of me. He pushed deep as he unloaded, and I felt his thick member shooting strand after strand of cum into my hole.

Roderick held his cock deep as a touch more cum leaked out of my spent cock, which was finally going soft after everything it’d been through, yet I knew I would want more soon. Maybe later that night. Maybe in the morning. No longer than twenty-four hours, I’d imagine.

Damn, I loved this man.

Why did he have to trip over me at the beach and turn my life upside-down?

“That was incredible,” I said.

“You’re telling me.”

I touched Roderick’s side, and he jumped, laughing lightly. He put his arm around me and pulled me close. I tried to tickle him again, but he grabbed my hand and held it in place. We laughed like wild, tangled up like cords lost in a drawer.

“Please don’t leave me, Julie.”

“You’re the one leaving.”

“You know what I mean.”

I lost myself in thought, unsure how to reply. It hit me all over again that Roderick was offering me the world, but that was exactly the problem. It was so much, so soon. How could I ever accept his generosity?

I opened my mouth to say something, but Roderick was already snoring, so I forgot about it and let sleep take me, much happier to bask in the afterglow of my orgasm.


CHAPTER 13

Roderick woke me up with a platter of breakfast treats. There was freshly pressed juice, a special house fruit blend, along with pancakes and meats and delicious pastries. Roderick had everything set off to the side, and I was smiling until I saw the depressed look on his face.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Roderick sat on the edge of the bed. His movements were far too slow and gentle, completely out of character for him. He was usually energetic and messy and unbothered by how heavy he might be when he sat on furniture.

I lifted an eyebrow when Roderick said nothing. He was scaring me, but I didn’t have the strength to yell at him to stop fooling around. To tell him that my heart couldn’t handle the games.

“Roderick, please say something.”

Roderick dropped his head and cast his eyes to the side, and I just knew he was about to dump me. I just knew it had all been for nothing. I would live the rest of my life always a little broken from the past couple days, always hurting from the mark Roderick left.

“I wasn’t being honest yesterday,” Roderick finally said after what felt like an eternity of silence.

“Honest how?” My voice broke as I asked the question, and I didn’t know how I could stay strong. I didn’t know how I would be able to recover from this now that I could feel my heart shredding into a million pieces.

“Please, Julie. It’s not what you think. I still want you. Need you.”

Roderick’s words did little to put me at ease when my entire body was on fire. I never should have let Roderick buy me those clothes or take me out dancing or to that fancy restaurant. I should have guarded my heart as I always did, so it could never get broken, so I never had to experience this pain.

“Julie, listen to me, please. I’m not trying to break up with you, but my manager said something when he called last night.”

“What? What did he say, Roderick? Spit it out!”

“We have to leave tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“I didn’t want to ruin our night by telling you, but if you’re going with me, it has to be tonight. They want me at the tournament early to train and get settled in the new time zone since the tournament will be in Europe.”

“Tonight?” I asked again, completely shocked, but in a different way. It was a happy panic because I knew I would be getting on that plane with Roderick. I knew I would be closing the current chapter of my life to start a new one with this man I’d only just met, yet I’d never felt surer of anything.

I laughed lightly. “Um, shit, that’s soon.”

Roderick chuckled. “It is, but I’m ready if you are.”

“Did you already buy me a ticket?”

“No, but all I have to do is make a call. What do you say, Julie? Are you going to join me on the road?”

“I’ll have to tell Sonia. What about my rent?” A flood of questions was hitting me at once. Panic quickly crept into my voice, but one touch from Roderick calmed me.

“Don’t worry, Julie. I’ll help you with all that, or my team will. I’ll do a thousand different endorsements if that’s what it takes to make this work. Please, give me a chance.”

“I’m going, Roderick. How could I say no?”

Roderick let out a sigh of relief and wrapped his arms around me, and when he hugged me, I knew he was the one. There was no longer a drop of doubt in my mind.


CHAPTER 14

Six Months Later

Roderick was taking a few weeks off from the road, so we took a trip to a lavish resort in the mountains. It was snowy outside but warm by the private fireplace in our room. We went skiing one afternoon, but we’d been spending most of our time in the jetted tub, which was where we always cleaned up after lovemaking.

“Are you ready to head to Australia?” I asked.

“No, but I’ll be fine with you there. Are you going to have dinner with me every night?”

“You know I will. I can’t wait to explore Australia and check out their supermarkets, but you shouldn’t worry so much about the tournament. You’ll do great!”

Roderick shrugged. He loved winning, but he didn’t hate losing. He never got too angry or disappointed, especially once I dropped my robe and rode his dick. There was nothing he loved more than having me on top, so he could stroke my womanhood.

“I hope so, but the competition is stiff.”

“We’ll go there, and then we’ll go to Argentina. I’ll stay on the road with you wherever you need to go,” I said and cuddled up closer to Roderick.

It was definitely an adjustment to maintain my schedule when we first hit the road, but I became a master at living by coordinated universal time, even if it meant being up to teach in the middle of the night. That was a small price to pay to be with my man, to sleep with him every night, and eat dinner together almost every evening.

We made it a priority to spend time together, to love each other, and that was all that really mattered. Roderick loved me for me, and I loved him for him, which I never would have expected to find something so meaningful by a chance encounter on the beach, yet here we were.

Together and in love.

“I’m glad you’ll be by my side, Julie.”

“Where else would I be?”


NAUGHTY LIBRARIAN

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Making money as a writer was harder than bestsellers made it appear. The authors living the high life. The ones who didn’t have to deliver pizzas four days a week to supplement their income. For Steven Revilla, his action stories completed him, but they didn’t pay the bills. They made him happier than a fifty percent tip, even when days of hard work writing a story didn’t make as much. They were always a pleasure to write. The dream was to sell a million copies. Have a director turn his story from words on a page to a film on the big screen.

Steven had been writing a serial story about a secret agent named Dexter who traveled the world and slept with hot women. He always solved a mystery in around ten-thousand words with some sex thrown in the mix. Steven had been working on his latest story for a week and couldn’t wait to hit publish. He hoped an agent would discover him if the books sold well enough. The stories were doing okay. He made enough to buy a couple meals each week. Steven hoped that would grow in the next year.

He paid someone twenty dollars for covers online. The same guy had been doing his since Steven started writing Dexter’s stories. The designer had sent over the cover for the new story yesterday, and Steven was almost finished editing his story. Then, he would format it and publish. Dexter’s next chapter would come to life, and people would read the words Steven had typed. The story he had created.

Steven had two chapters left to edit but was feeling thirsty. He went to his kitchen and grabbed a glass, dropping in a few ice cubes before filling it with water. Living alone had its pluses and minuses. Some days, Steven didn’t speak to a soul and missed human company. He wouldn’t mind bickering with someone over who should take out the trash if it meant having interactions with other people beyond delivering a pizza to their door.

Steven lived near the library in downtown Herman, Indiana. It was a town of around twenty thousand people an hour northeast of Indianapolis. He had a small one-bedroom apartment and paid four hundred dollars in rent each month. Steven could walk to the local pizza place where he worked but needed his car to transport the pizzas. They paid his gas and an oil change every two months, but he still had to worry about damage and insuring his car. Steven hoped Dexter would make him enough money one day but wasn’t holding out his hopes too much.

Steven graduated from college with a degree in English regretted the financial burden some days. Not because he couldn’t find a job, but those opportunities required a move to Indianapolis. He didn’t want to leave Herman behind. He hated the city. The crime. The traffic. Life where the air tasted sweet suited him fine. Somewhere he could pay half as much in rent and hopefully make money as a writer one day. Buy a farm. Steven had also been considering becoming a carpenter. There was a man in town who had offered to train him. Steven only had to make the phone call.

Taking the glass of water, Steven went back to his computer. He backed up his work after editing the last chapter. Steven formatted the e-book and went to publish it when his hand knocked the glass of water onto his laptop.

Steven cursed and hopped to his feet. He looked around, panicked, and saw a towel strewn in the corner. Steven grabbed it and dabbed his computer, but it was too late. His computer had met its death, and Steven had no money to replace it. His book wouldn’t go live tomorrow. Steven cursed and threw the towel to the wall. It was wet and heavy, smacking into the wall and sliding to the floor.

Pacing in his small living room, Steven didn’t know what he would do. He hadn’t been this pissed since his ex girlfriend left him for his only friend in the world.

His parents had also told him they wouldn’t give him a dime now that he couldn’t afford the loan they had taken out for his degree. Steven had a job in Indianapolis after graduation and earned a decent salary. He had tried the office life. He was twenty-eight and slinging pizzas because working ten hours a day in a box with someone hovering over him wasn’t for Steven. At least when he delivered pizzas, he had the open road as his company. Herman was small, and he had seen it all before, but that didn’t matter. Steven’s bosses here weren’t uptight assholes breathing down his neck; watching his every turn.

He could write Dexter’s stories and afford his cheap rent working four days a week. His parents were down the road. Steven enjoyed his life, but this computer situation had him punching the fridge. Cursing to nobody. Angry he was broke and indebted to the government for thousands of dollars. An amount that grew each month. An amount his Dexter stories couldn’t pay.

Steven closed his broken laptop, upset it wouldn’t turn back on; no matter how many times he pressed the power button. It was late, and Steven didn’t have the energy to deal with this issue. He couldn’t even think about it. Where would he find the money for a new computer? Could he fall behind on rent? He already wasn’t paying much on his student loans. His parents would only chew him out if he asked them for money.

After climbing into bed, Steven read a few chapters from a book he had on his e-reader before drifting to sleep.

***

Melissa Bradford had her hair pulled back and twisted into a bun; a pencil sticking through it. She wore black heels, a pencil skirt, and a pink blouse to match the spring season. Today had been rainy, but that wouldn’t stop Melissa from feeling her brightest. She knew her outfit was cliche but loved when men looked at her with desire in their eyes. When she could see them undressing her in their imaginations. Fucking her against the bookshelves.

One man was doing it right now. He wasn’t her type. Much too old and out of shape, but the admiration was charming. Melissa leaned over to her cart and picked up a book, placing it on the shelf with care. If only this older, balding man knew what surprise rested between her legs. Would he have the same desperation in his eyes if she told him to suck her dick? It was pretty. She kept the hair trimmed. It smelled of flowers and bath powder.

“Good afternoon,” said Melissa.

The man scurried away, acting like he hadn’t been staring at Melissa like a meteor shower. They normally ran if she paid them any attention. Melissa’s heels pushed into the carpeted floors as she pushed the cart. Management talked about a potential face lift for the library, but they had been saying that for years. It was fine with Melissa. Herman was a small town with little public money. Walking on carpet in heels wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

After filing the books from her cart, Melissa pushed it back to the counter. The storm had grown more powerful. Lighting filled the sky followed by a roar of thunder. It was the afternoon but dark outside the windows. Melissa checked her phone for a tornado warning, but there weren’t any.

A man rushed through the doors. He had brown hair. He was tall and lanky. His hair wasn’t too long but had enough length to curl at the ends. Melissa stared at him as he kicked his feet on the mat and took off his jacket. He hadn’t been using an umbrella and was terribly wet. Melissa went to the back to get a few of the cloth towels they used for cleaning. The man was heading toward the computers, and Melissa didn’t want a broken computer on her hands. She did her best to keep the equipment in its best condition, so the library had more of a chance to receive those hardwood floors.

Melissa took the towels and went out to the computers. The man was already soaking a chair with his wet body. She ran to him before he destroyed the electronics with his wet hands.

“Sir, please wait. You’re much too wet,” said Melissa.

The man turned, and his blue eyes stopped Melissa cold. She hadn’t felt this amount of attraction for someone who’d walked into the library in ages. Since her ex. The man who had shattered her heart without care after an instant attraction. Similar to what she was feeling now. She wouldn’t fall for the soft eyes of a man again. One never knew who a person was on the inside by what they looked like on the outside. Melissa had learned the hard way.

“Sorry, I just have to rush before work. I woke up late,” said the man. Melissa didn’t know his name, but she glanced at the screen. The stranger had pulled up the cover of a story to a series she read sometimes.

“Are you the writer of those stories?” she asked. “I’ve read some of them.”

“No way,” he said. “I don’t believe you.”

“My favorite was when Dexter went to Colombia to stop a cocaine shipment and slept with the drug lord’s wife after arresting him,” said Melissa. She had whispered because it was quiet in the library, and they weren’t the only people around.

“Wow.”

“Your real name can’t be Dark Magic.”

“No, I’m Steven. What’s your name?”

“Melissa,” she said. She had forgotten about Steven’s wet body potentially ruining her chances for hardwood floors and could only see his blue eyes. The windows to his soul. The man who created the world she had enjoyed and touched her feminine dick to when it got hard from the words on the page.

“So, you want me to use those?” asked Steven, pointing to the towels in Melissa’s hand.

Melissa cleared her throat and passed the rags to Steven. “Yes, please return them before you leave.”

“Thanks, Melissa,” he said.

Melissa never bothered to tuck with tape at work because nobody made her hard. Nobody like Steven had come in before. She raced to her desk before a bulge emerged in her skirt. She could feel her womanhood growing in her panties. Steven watched her run across the library with a smile.

After a couple minutes, the erection in Melissa’s skirt tamed itself. She clicked on emails and checked her e-reader. She hadn’t downloaded the latest in the Dexter series, so she bought a copy. Supporting Steven was the least she could do now that she knew the face behind the story. The handsome, rugged face.

Thirty minutes later, Steven came up to the counter and handed Melissa the towels. “Thanks,” he said.

“I just bought one of your books,” she said. She couldn’t stop herself from telling him.

“Awesome,” said Steven. He winked, but then his face fell to a frown. “Gotta go deliver pizzas in this storm.”

“Oh, you work down the road?”

“Yep.”

“Maybe I’ll have to order a pizza,” said Melissa. She covered her mouth, embarrassed by her words.

“I’d love that. See you around, Melissa,” said Steven. He turned and walked to the door.

Melissa called after him. “Bye, Steven.” The grin on Steven’s face when he turned made Melissa blush. She ran into the office to hide her face and take a deep breath, feeling like a young woman in love. What if she lost herself again? Like she had before? A hint of panic clutched her chest. All great beginnings didn’t lead to a happy ending. But Steven was different from her ex, wasn’t he?


CHAPTER 2

Driving from one side of Herman to the other took over fifteen minutes in a thunderstorm. The weather hadn’t let up, and Steven was trying to see through the thick downpour; his brights turned on. Steven didn’t need GPS. He guided the car through the town until he reached his destination. He knew the family because they always ordered two pizzas a week. Steven often wondered what they ate on the other days of the week. Growing up, his mother ordered pizza twice a year at most.

Steven grabbed the pizza, took a deep breath, and ran through the rain. Standing under the porch, rain dropped off the roof behind him like a waterfall. The mother answered the door and left him a substantial tip. Thirty percent. Steven couldn’t believe his luck. He thanked the rain and raced back to his car. The night passed as his nights at work often did: singing to the radio, texting his friends while waiting at the restaurant, and eating free pizza. He loved the free pizza and salads most about his job. It saved him a ton on his food budget.

After work, Steven went home. It was late. He would have loved to write, but his computer was trashed. He had taken it to his friend who loved computers where it was pronounced dead. The water had soaked into it. His friend could have gotten the information off of it, but Steven already had everything backed up, and a complete rebuild of the computer would cost more than buying a new one. He found a program that would recycle it, and Steven was saving money in the meantime.

The next morning, Steven woke up and completed his morning routine. He did a few push ups, shaved, showered, and made coffee before running to the library to write Dexter’s next story. Melissa wasn’t there when Steven arrived, but she was in his thoughts.

Melissa had been on Steven’s mind like an illness. The librarian who read his story. The librarian who wore heels and skirts and looked like a fantasy from a porno. She had an hourglass figure. Ample breasts Steven would love to suck on. Perhaps she would allow him to slide his dick between her squeezed titties. When Steven had seen her in that outfit, it sent the dirtiest fantasies through his mind. How did Melissa like men to fuck her? Steven wanted to find out and top it. Push her to her limits.

Steven wanted to ask Melissa on a date but didn’t know how. He thought it would be rude to ask a working woman in her place of business for a date. What if she had a boyfriend? He didn’t want to put her in an awkward situation, so he put Dexter in one instead.

For Dexter’s next mission, Steven had him ask out a librarian because of her links to the criminal. Steven left clues for Melissa throughout the scenes. Steven hoped if Melissa read his newest story, she would recognize he wanted to spend more time with her. Discover who she was beyond a reader of pulp fiction. What other genres did she enjoy? What sexual positions? Did she like it when men pulled on her sexy brown hair while fucking her from behind?

Steven hadn’t had sex since his ex left him for his best friend. His only friend. They had been like a trio: his ex-girlfriend, best friend, and himself. Steven should have seen it coming, but it had been the perfect relationship. The presence of Steven’s best friend had never bothered him. It was just the way things were. Steven couldn’t remember how it had started either; like waking up from a dream. They spent nearly every day together since Patricia had fallen into Steven’s life.

Patricia and Chuck. His best friends and worst enemies. It took love to hate. Steven still hadn’t come to terms with what they did to him eight months ago. So many of his best memories in life had Patricia and Chuck in the background. Chuck had always had the better body. Steven wondered if Patricia had wanted Chuck all along. They were together nearly two years, and she threw it all away. Chuck did too, and their friendship had started long before Patricia entered his life.

Steven pushed his messy past to the side and continued on the story. He had to finish writing before another round of pizzas. He would rush to write, edit, and publish this story. Maybe Melissa could help Steven move on and forget. Live a new life. Steven hadn’t thought he could move on until Melissa stepped into his life. She had read his book, and that made him want her more than anything. Plus, she was sexy too.

***

Time was flying like bees buzzing from flower to flower. Melissa had been busy with her volunteer work over the past week because they had a food drive. She helped find meals for children who lived in rural areas. They also helped distribute books to the children too, which was Melissa’s favorite part, but she worked as an organizer for the food drive.

Melissa always tried to help because she had grown up in the country with few resources. Her luck had changed after a stellar score on her college-entrance exam and a full-ride scholarship to one of Indiana’s top universities. She studied English and then a Master’s in library science (also on a partial scholarship) before returning to Herman. It was only a thirty-minute drive to where her parents lived, and she adored the fresh air. The flat fields where one could see a lightning storm approach from miles away.

Today wasn’t rainy, but the past few weeks had brought more rain than usual. Flooding in spring.

Sitting at the circulation desk, Melissa flipped through the online catalog of e-books. Someone stood to leave at the computer station, and Steven popped into Melissa’s mind. She went to his page and saw there was a new book. His stories only took an hour to read, but she loved the action he could stuff into that hour. Steven had the potential to write outstanding pulp fiction. Melissa had high hopes for his future. Personally, Melissa much preferred to read stories than write them.

It was a slow afternoon at the library, so Melissa had time to read Steven’s latest story. As she flipped through the pages, Dexter met a librarian. Melissa wondered if Steven had been thinking of her when he wrote the pages. Where had she been when he was writing? Sitting here at the desk?

Melissa felt the heat fill her cheeks as Dexter and the librarian found a mutual attraction. When one thing led to the next, Melissa squeezed her legs. An erection was growing in her panties. She would have to wear tape to work if Steven continued to pique her interest. If he continued to stimulate her with the words on his page. Nobody had ever written a story with Melissa in mind, but it was clear Steven had.

Lost in the final paragraphs of Steven’s story, Melissa didn’t see when he walked through the doors. He went to the computers while her eyes traveled over the pages. There was a bell if somebody needed her attention. When Melissa lifted her eyes, she saw Steven. Her boss came up from behind Melissa and placed her hands on Melissa’s shoulders.

“Looks like your man returned,” said Tammy.

“What are you talking about?”

“You think nobody can see you two, but I’ve been watching. Every time he comes in, you turn into a different person.”

“Tammy, you’ve lost your mind. That isn’t true,” said Melissa, but they both knew that was a lie. Whenever Steven came in to write, Melissa would find a way to walk in his line of vision. She wanted Steven to watch her, but he had gone a step farther and wrote her a story. Melissa couldn’t tell Tammy. She could hardly admit it to herself. She couldn’t let herself get excited until she told him the truth about her womanhood.

Melissa was wearing her usual black pencil skirt with black pumps. She had on a blue blouse today. She cleared her throat and shimmied her shoulders before walking away from Tammy. Melissa sashayed across the carpeted floor. Steven’s back was turned to her, but he could have been watching her in the screen. She undid one button on her blouse before reaching Steven.

He turned around and smiled. “Hello, Melissa.”

“I read your latest story,” she said.

“What did you think?”

“How about I ask out Dexter? Would you like to get coffee?”

“What time are you off?”

“In two hours,” she said.

“That’s perfect. Let’s get coffee after,” he said.

Melissa hadn’t expected it to happen so fast, but she wouldn’t refuse Steven. Melissa touched her chest and stuttered to find an answer.

“Just say yes.”

“Yes, I’ll be waiting for you, and we can get coffee.”

“You won’t regret it,” he said.

Melissa had to calm herself before running across the room. She wanted to jump in the air and click her heels together but resisted because of Tammy’s eyes. When Melissa sat at the circulation desk, Tammy came up behind her. “I told you,” she slithered.

Melissa waved her hand for Tammy to disappear. Tammy cackled before turning and walking to the office. Sitting there, Melissa wondered what temperature Steven was. If water wasn’t boiling or frozen, it was almost impossible to tell how hot or cold it was.

***

Melissa and Steven played footsie under the table. It was their first date, but they connected on a deeper lever than Steven had expected. Their interests in literature parted ways after pulp fiction. Melissa preferred classics and romance while Steven enjoyed science fiction and erotica. He didn’t want all the extra emotions. The sex was plenty, but sitting across from Melissa was the best thing Steven had experienced since before his ex-girlfriend walked out of his life.

“What’s a talented man like you doing single?” asked Melissa. She rubbed her heel along Steven’s calf.

“Not many women are interested in pizza drivers,” he said.

“You don’t tell them about your Dexter stories?”

“No, it was only by chance you discovered it. My computer broke, so I had to write at the library. I’m hoping to have enough money in the next couple weeks to buy a new computer,” he said. Melissa frowned, and Steven took her hand on the table. He smiled at her. “Will you miss me?”

Melissa pouted and nodded. “I feel like I’m dating a sprouting star.”

“We’re dating?”

“Isn’t that why we’re having coffee?” asked Melissa. She intertwined her fingers with Steven’s. 
He was ignoring the stiffness in his pants, glad the table was hiding it. “I guess so,” he said. Melissa smiled, but her expression quickly deflated. She looked like she was thinking about something, gazing at nothing in the distance. She met Steven’s eyes, and her mouth slid to the side. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she said, but Steven could tell she was lying by the way her eyes drooped.

“You can tell me,” he said. Steven wanted Melissa to trust him. She was a reader, not an obsessed fan. She was a librarian that dressed the part. Steven had a feeling she knew how men looked at her in those pencil skirts she wore, but there was an innocence to her too; like a woman running along the beach with her arms spread wide.

“Can I?” she asked. Her voice was sharp, stiff.

Steven sat back in his chair without releasing her hand. He could see pain in her eyes like someone had hurt her before. She wasn’t the only person who had their life destroyed by a lover. Steven found it hard to trust but was wishing for things to work with Melissa. Clearing his throat, Steven spoke. He told Melissa about how his best friend and ex-girlfriend had run off together. Dexter was born in the rubble of that relationship. He had lost both his lover and best friend in one day and needed something to fill the time. Melissa listened with large eyes, making sounds to indicate she was listening.

“Wow, I can believe she would do that to you,” said Melissa. She was holding Steven’s hand.

“It wasn’t like it happened it one day. The more I reflect, the more obvious it was. We might as well had been having three sums all the time we spent together. I just hate thinking about how long they might have been having sex behind my back,” said Steven.

“Don’t dwell on that. You will drive yourself crazy. I’m so sorry she did that to you,” said Melissa.

“So, why is there pain in your eyes, Melissa?”

Melissa pulled her hand away from Steven’s and sat back in her chair. She wasn’t crying but looked like she had tears in her eyes. Melissa had a decaf coffee and rubbed the handle her with thumb. Her features were distressed but gorgeous.

“Talk to me,” said Steven.

Melissa sighed. “You aren’t the only one with a bad ex.”

“What happened with yours?”

“His name was George. One day, he came into the library and charmed me. Like you, but he was more direct in his efforts. He came with gifts for several months before I agreed to a date. If only I had known why he wanted to date me in the beginning, I would have saved myself a lot of grief,” said Melissa. She hadn’t met Steven’s eyes. She stared at the rings moving through her coffee as she tapped the side of her mug.

“What happened with George? Why did he want to date you?”

“There’s something you don’t know about me,” she said.

Steven made a gesture asking for more information.

“I don’t know how to say this,” Melissa said and grabbed a napkin. She took out a pen from her purse and scribbled a message on the napkin before passing it to Steven.

I have a penis.

Steven read the words three times, uncertain they formed a sentence. Melissa started to gather her bag after Steven hadn’t spoken for several beats.

“I’m sorry. This is what my ex said. He told me nobody would love me because of it, but I don’t want the surgery. I’m a woman, but I was born with—”

Steven put up his hand, and Melissa stood. “No, please. Sit. Don’t leave. I just need a second to process this. I mean, look at you, Melissa.”

Melissa sat in her seat and placed her purse on the table. “What about me?”

“You’re gorgeous, Melissa. Not a trace of man exists when I look at you.”

“Do you care that I have it?”

“Well, it’s a shock, Melissa. I’m not sure what to say, but I don’t want you to leave. I wrote a story for you. You interest me on more than a purely physical level. I’m open to exploring, but I can’t guarantee anything,” said Steven.

“You really don’t have to waste your time. George always said he was the only man who could love me properly. The only man that would want a ‘deformed’ woman,” Melissa said using air quotes.

“You’re not deformed, Melissa. I don’t think there is anything unnatural about who you are. It’s just… I’ve never considered sleeping with a woman who had a…” said Steven, his voice trailing off to a whisper.

Melissa shrugged. “I didn’t expect you to want to continue.”

“Please, Melissa. This is something to digest. Not in a bad way, but it’s new. Like walking into a dark room without a flashlight.”

Melissa smiled, and Steven relaxed in his seat. Melissa’s beauty hadn’t changed, but the idea of dating a woman with a dick had never crossed Steven’s mind. He didn’t have a problem with anyone in the transgender community. Steven thought all people were equal no matter who they were, but his sex preferences were distinct. Innate, but a little voice in his head told him to experiment. Melissa was a seductive force, and Steven didn’t want to miss his chance.

“What were you saying about George?”

“George was an asshole that caused me to doubt myself. I lost confidence during my relationship with him and haven’t been with anyone since.”

“How long ago did it end?”

“Six months,” she said.

“We can’t change our pasts, but we can move create a future together. What do you say?”

“I would love to spend more time with you. We’ll just have to take it slow.”

“As slow as you need,” said Steven. He lifted his mug and said, “fuck our exes.”

“Fuck them,” Melissa said and clinked her mug with Steven’s.


CHAPTER 3

The rain had come and gone, and several weeks rolled by on the calendar. Melissa and Steven were spending every chance they had together. They shot a bow and arrow one day on a farm outside of town. Another day they went bowling and drank beers. Steven had refused to eat pizza, so they shared mozzarella sticks and a hamburger. On their third date, they had played a game of paintball with Steven’s friends. Melissa felt much younger than twenty-seven around Steven. When she was with him, it was as though her problems washed away.

“What did you have planned today?” asked Melissa. They were standing outside the library. Steven didn’t come to write anymore, but he would meet her after work if they had plans.

“There is a pottery class I thought we could take,” said Steven.

“Pottery?” gawked Melissa. “What do you know about pottery?”

“Nothing. That’s why I thought we could take the class. What do you say?”

Melissa waved her hands up and down her clothing. “I don’t think I’m dressed to take a pottery class.”

“We can run to your house before. We have time,” said Steven. “This is Herman, Indiana. You can’t live too far from here.” Melissa tilted her head and shook her hips. She and Steven were standing centimeters apart speaking in soft mumbles. “Why don’t I drive you to your house and then we will head to the pottery class?”

“Okay,” said Melissa. They walked down the road to where Steven lived and hopped in his car. Melissa was a short drive from the library, so she left her car in the parking lot.

When they arrived at Melissa’s house, she got out the car and debated on whether to invite Steven inside.

“Should I wait here?” he asked.

Melissa shook her head. She rented a house outside the city. She wanted to pay off her student loans before taking out a loan for a house. Melissa had scholarships, but had borrowed money in graduate school. The library paid her enough to live, but she needed to find a side hustle. She was thinking of designing furniture. Maybe this pottery class could turn into something. Maybe Steven could last a long time too.

Melissa opened the door, and Steven stepped inside first. It was a small two-bedroom house on an acre of land. The houses were far apart in Herman; plenty of land and fresh air.

“Want something to drink?” asked Melissa. She felt odd having a man in her house. One she had been seeing. She and Steven had kissed after the paintball match. It was a long, deep kiss Melissa would never forget. She wanted more but feared how Steven would react when he saw her feminine dick for the first time.

Steven asked for water, so Melissa filled a glass. The kitchen had a bar that faced the living room. A sliding door led to the concrete slab and backyard. No fence, but the house backed up to a vacant piece of land. There were talks of developing it, and Melissa would ask her landlord for a fence if they did.

“You like living out here?”

“It’s nothing but a hop and skip from town,” she said.

“I enjoy living downtown, even if it isn’t much.”

“I enjoy looking at the stars from my backyard. The sounds of cicadas in the summer.”

“Aren’t you afraid being out here all alone?”

“My neighbors love me, and I know how to shoot,” said Melissa. She walked to Steven with the glass of water. She handed it to him, wanting to undo his belt. Unbutton his pants. Would he mind if she dropped to her knees and tasted his dick?

She was still dressed in her librarian outfit, wearing a white blouse. “What time does the pottery class start?”

“In an hour.”

“One hour?” asked Melissa.

Steven’s mouth turned to a knowing smirk. He gripped Melissa by gliding his fingers into her bun and pulled back, kissing her mouth with a passionate aggression. The glass of water sloshed in his hand. Melissa giggled into Steven’s mouth when a drop spilled on her.

“You should probably put that glass somewhere,” said Melissa, her words muffled by Steven’s lips.

They moved together as though their legs were tied with string. Steven set the glass down and kissed Melissa deeper, grabbing her ass with both hands. His mouth moved from her lips to her ears to her neck. Melissa’s hands used Steven’s back for support. He had a thin, yet muscular frame. She loved how thick her body felt against his. Her ass plump and feminine. She hadn’t bothered to tuck today, and her dick was a lost cause. It was hard and loose and pressed against Steven’s thigh.

“Sit on the sofa,” said Melissa while unbuttoning her blouse. She took it off but left on her heels and skirt and bra. Her hair was in the bun with a pencil through it, a few strands loose from Steven’s passionate kiss.

Steven sat, and Melissa went over to him and got on her knees. She loved sucking dick and had no shame doing it. Steven looked at her with greedy eyes, and she couldn’t wait to please him. Her dick was hard in her panties and pressing against her skirt. She ignored it and worked on undoing Steven’s belt to pull his pants to the floor.

What Melissa found impressed her. Steven kept his hair trim and had a satisfying girth and length. One that made her salivate at the lips. They had been on four dates, and she was aching to move to the next step.

Steven’s head fell back as Melissa took his dick in her hand. He moaned when her lips encircled it. He laced his fingers into her hair but didn’t push. Melissa loved the weight of his hand as she bobbed her head along his cut manhood, enjoying the salty tasty of his precum against her tongue.

“Fuck,” said Steven.

Melissa lifted her lips and stroked Steven’s cock. She might have been bigger than Steven but loved his size. He had a handsome set of balls too. “You like that?” asked Melissa.

Steven grunted and encouraged Melissa to continue with his touch. She parted her lips and took his dick again. She played with his balls while sucking his dick. Melissa didn’t touch herself. She just wanted to please Steven and swallow his milk. She was thirsty, and he was the only man who could give her a taste. When Melissa dated a man, she had eyes for nobody else.

“Fuck, baby. I want to see you stroke your dick,” said Steven.

Melissa was touched, but she didn’t want to make a mess. Steven could cum down her throat and there would be no evidence beyond the salty tasty that lingered in her mouth.

“Cum for me,” she said, knowing Steven was close.

He closed his eyes, and Melissa ran her tongue along the vein in Steven’s cock. She parted her lips at his tip and swallowed his entire length. She sucked on his manhood like a vacuum. He thrashed and moaned. Melissa focused on Steven’s cock until he unloaded in her mouth.

Steven gripped the couch as the warmth coated Melissa’s tongue. She swallowed as Steven’s cock shot into her mouth.

“Thank you,” he said after unloading. Melissa climbed up the couch and kissed Steven, leaving the saltiness on his lips. “Don’t you want to cum?” asked Steven.

“No, we’ll be late. Don’t worry about me. Clean up, and let’s go,” said Melissa.

They hurried and washed up after the quick oral session. Melissa felt lighter with the taste of Steven’s seed overtaking her senses. She rinsed her mouth with water, but it did little to remove the taste. They were out the house and in Steven’s car within ten minutes. Seven minutes after that, they arrived at the pottery studio.

“Where did you find this class?” asked Melissa.

“Online.”

“I’m excited. Let’s go,” she said. Melissa opened her car door but paused when a familiar face caught her eye. Her ex George was walking out of the liquor store next door to the pottery studio.

Steven noticed her freeze. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

Melissa pointed, and that attracted George’s eye. When he looked Melissa’s way, the bad memories came rushing back. The dependence she fought so hard to break. “Is that him?” asked Steven. He rushed over to Melissa’s side of the car. George approached them. Melissa wanted to scream but knew that would only bring out George’s bad side. She wanted to get inside the pottery studio and forget she had seen him. Savor the salty taste on her tongue and not feel the pit hollowing out her stomach.

“What do we have here, sissy?”

“Watch your mouth,” said Steven.

George gripped Steven by his shirt and slammed him against the car. Melissa shrieked. “George, leave us alone. Please. I’ve moved on.”

“Nobody will use your body like I did,” he said. “You’re just a sissy whore. You like it, huh guy? You like Melissa’s sissy dick?”

“Don’t fucking talk about her like that,” Steven said and pushed George. George’s muscles were thick. He was the most dominant force Melissa had ever encountered. She had known the relationship wasn’t healthy after a few months but didn’t know how to leave. It took her a long time to leave, and now she was discovering herself again. Seeing George confused her.

George leaned in Melissa face. Her stomach flipped. She felt hate and desire. “I could take you back to my house right now and fuck you if I wanted. Don’t forget that,” George whispered into her ear. Melissa let out a breath when George lifted his head. He spat on Steven before walking to his car.

Steven leaped after George, but Melissa touched him to stop. “It’s not worth it. That man is a psychopath.”

Steven got to his knees under Melissa. She was still sitting in the car. The passenger door was open. “I’m sorry you had to deal with him.”

“Don’t worry about it, Steven. You know what? That pottery class sounds perfect. I need something to clear my head,” said Melissa. She pushed Steven to move back so she could get out of the car. She stood and closed the door. Melissa was shaking but hid it. She smiled at Steven and put out her hand for his. “Ready?”

“Yes,” he said, looking uncertain but took her hand. They walked inside and enjoyed their pottery class.


CHAPTER 4

Walking out of the pottery studio with their creations, Steven thought about Melissa. He missed her. Her smile. Her brown her. Melissa had been avoiding Steven since they ran into her ex-boyfriend outside of the pottery studio. Since he had a new computer, he didn’t have to visit the library to type. He included a few clues in his latest story of how much he (Dexter) missed Melissa, but Steven couldn’t take away from Dexter’s life too much. Dexter almost never slept with the same woman twice.

Steven placed the disastrous bowls and mugs on his passenger seat. He had created them with Melissa the previous week. If her ex hadn’t appeared, they would have been having a better week, but Steven couldn’t get her to reply. He was becoming desperate to see Melissa. Steven went to the corner store and bought a chocolate bar to place in the mug and headed to the library. He couldn’t wait for Melissa to read his words. What if she never downloaded the book? How long would Steven have before Melissa lost interest? Or worse, George could try to swoop back into Melissa life and claim her.

Stepping out of his car, Steven felt sweat forming on his forehead. He hated approaching women in public but didn’t have a choice. Melissa wouldn’t return his messages. She hadn’t ordered a pizza. Steven wanted to show Melissa he didn’t care what was between her legs. Her ex was wrong. He was disgusting and controlling. Steven had met plenty of men like George who thought they could take whatever they wanted in the world or destroy anything they deemed invaluable.

Steven walked inside the library holding Melissa’s bowl and mug. The workers at the pottery studio had added colors and the finishing touches. They completed what the class didn’t finish as part of the package, so the pieces were easier to pick up for the clients. Melissa was sitting at the circulation desk. Her eyes locked on Steven and followed him as he walked across the room.

She cleared her throat and moved her focus to the computer screen, clicking her mouse. Steven placed the pieces on the counter. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I just picked the pieces up from our class. You haven’t returned my messages. What did I do?” asked Steven.

“Nothing. It’s not you, it’s me.”

“Don’t use that line. You can tell me what happened. I’m here for you, Melissa. I want to help you.”

“You can help me by leaving me alone,” she said.

Steven sighed. Her ex had damaged her. Steven wanted to fix the dents. There was no reason for a woman like Melissa to feel this down about herself. “Do you like the colors they used for your mug?”

“It’s a pretty reddish brown. My creations are rather horrid though, don’t you think?”

“Not as bad as mine,” said Steven. They laughed.

“Why didn’t you bring in yours? Trying to make me feel bad?”

“What time do you get off?” asked Steven.

Melissa rolled her wrist and glanced at her watch. “In thirty minutes,” she said. “You want to wait?”

“If you’ll have me, I would love to wait,” he said.

“Go get your pieces to show me. There isn’t much happening here,” said Melissa. Her coworker had to close the library that day because Melissa had come in early to open. Steven didn’t have to deliver pizzas, and he had finished his writing in the afternoon. Steven went outside and got his pottery. The studio had dipped his in gray. He and Melissa compared their work. Steven liked hers more, but she insisted his was better.

The thirty minutes passed, and they left the library together. They both drove a few blocks down the road to Steven’s apartment. He lived above one of the businesses downtown, and Melissa didn’t want to leave her car outside the library. Not that there was much crime in Herman, but she didn’t want to walk there when leaving Steven’s. She had wrapped her pottery pieces in newspaper and placed them in the trunk.

“What do you think?” asked Steven when they walked into his place. They had only been to Melissa’s house.

“It’s great. Perfect for the lonely writer,” said Melissa. She sat on Steven’s sofa and moved the pillow to the side. He had two decorative pillows, some artwork, and random piles of books. There wasn’t much room, but the place was big enough. Most people in Herman lived in houses, so it was strange to spend time in an apartment, but it felt like Steven. Bohemian. Hipster. Classic. Like candlelight flickering against a red wall. Steven brought out two glasses of water.

“Your house is nicer,” he said and sat next to Melissa. “Do you want to talk about what happened with your ex? You left me high and dry.”

“Mainly I didn’t have my phone turned on this week. I’m afraid George will try to come back in my life. He said he could have me whenever he wanted in the parking lot.”

“I knew he had said something to you, but you never told me.”

“He used to come in and out of my life like the moon at night. I can’t stand how he treats me. It took so long to finally move on from George, and now he is trying to pull me back in.”

“Don’t let him,” said Steven.

“I’m not, but that’s why I had my phone off. That’s why I haven’t been responding. I don’t even want to go to work. What if he shows up with flowers like he used to? I’m only so strong,” said Melissa.

Steven hated to see her with a frown, doubting herself. She looked hesitant. Uncertain of life. “You think you would go back to him?”

“It’s possible. He knows how to push my buttons. I try to stay strong, but he is like a beach with jellyfish lurking near the shore,” said Melissa.

“He didn’t seem like a good guy. What if I prove how much I want you? Will that be enough to convince you to stay away from George?”

“Prove? What do you mean, Steven?”

Steven placed his hand on Melissa’s thigh. She didn’t hesitate at his touch. Her body scooted closer to his. Steven responded by wrapping his hand around her waist and moving his lips within millimeters of hers. “You’re gorgeous, Melissa. Intelligent, gracious, and full of life. Any man would be lucky to have you, no matter what George might have told you.”

“Sometimes when you hear something enough, you start to believe it even if it isn’t true,” said Melissa.

“I guess I’ll have to tell you the truth enough times until you believe it,” said Steven. Melissa squeezed Steven’s hand, staring into his eyes. They were blue and stood out against his darker features: the dark, curly hair and sun-kissed skin in late spring. Steven looked into Melissa’s brown eyes, wanting to pleasure her how she had him. “Would you like me to return the favor?” asked Steven, his hand drifting along her pencil skirt. Teasing her with its light touch.

“Return what favor?”

“You know. Don’t you remember what we did at your house last week?”

“How could I forget?”

“Then, don’t you want me to do the same?” asked Steven. He slid from the sofa and got to his knees. Steven gripped Melissa thighs where her skirt ended. She pressed her thighs together, but Steven pried them apart. She was wearing tights that hid her goodies and created a dark shadow under her skirt. “Why are you hiding?”

She nudged his head. “You don’t have to do this.”

“What if I want to?”

Melissa relaxed. “You think you want to?” she asked.

“I want to see what it’s like. I might love it. You never know,” he said.

“Fine,” said Melissa. She hiked up her skirt and pulled down her tights. Steven loved Melissa’s exposed legs. She was wearing a pair of white cotton panties, and Steven saw the outline of her dick for the first time. She was undoubtedly bigger than him, but Steven didn’t mind. His size satisfied him. He wasn’t searching for a fix to make him larger.

Melissa had her skirt hiked up to her waist. Her breath was growing heavy at Steven’s touch. He gripped her panties at the waist and pulled down. Melissa moaned when the air hit her dick. It stiffened with its new freedom. Steven took in the impressive size and held it in his hand. “Wow, you’re big.”

Pushing Steven’s hand away, Melissa took her dick and stroked it. She didn’t meet Steven’s eyes. He moved one hand up to her breast and cupped it. He used the other hand to take over for where her dick was. Steven opened his mouth and slowly lowered it over Melissa’s thick womanhood. She was at least eight inches long, but Steven did his best to mimic what Melissa had done for him. His skills weren’t hers, but he would learn to keep Melissa in his life and satisfied.

“Breathe through your nose,” said Melissa.

Steven did and found he could fill his throat with Melissa dick, taking the last two inches he couldn’t before. Melissa held Steven’s face as she thrust her dick in and out of his mouth, precum leaking from the tip. She was uncut and leaking much more than Steven ever did. It was his first time with a dick in his mouth, but Steven didn’t mind the sensation of Melissa’s thickness filling the back of his throat and leaving a salty taste on his tongue.

Melissa tightened her grip on Steven’s face and fucked his mouth until her load shot into his mouth. Until her moans filled the apartment. Steven gripped Melissa’s breasts as her warm, milky goo slid down his throat. He parted his lips and moved them to Melissa’s mouth.

“Fuck, you tasted good,” he said.

“We’ll have to return favors more often,” she said.

“That’s a cycle I wouldn’t mind getting stuck in.”

“Would you like—”

A knock at the door interrupted Melissa. She and Steven glanced at one another. He shrugged. “I have no idea who it—”

“Steven, open the door!” said a female voice.

Steven’s face flushed of color. Melissa hurried to put on her panties and tights and fix her skirt. “Who is that?” asked Melissa.

“My ex,” he said.

“What is she doing here?”

“I have no idea. Please, you don’t have to leave. I didn’t invite her here,” said Steven. Melissa was gathering her purse. She moved hastily, pulling her skirt with force and throwing items into her purse that had fallen to the floor.

“I don’t know what’s going on here, but we can’t be together if neither of us has our shit together.”

“Steven, open the door!”

Melissa leered at the closed door, and Steven wanted it to stop. Why did Patricia have to show up now? Melissa was the only woman he wanted. Patricia had crushed him like metal at the trash dump.

“No, it’s fine. Steven, we’re not ready for this. Thank you for returning the favor, but we should leave it there.”

“You don’t mean that, Melissa,” he said, taking Melissa in his arms. She pushed him away and headed to the door. She opened it, and Steven chased after her, but Patricia blocked his way. It was like Patricia hadn’t even seen the woman leave his apartment. She charged forward while Melissa made her escape. There was a little stain from her cum at the sofa’s edge. Steven noticed the wet spot, but Patricia seemed oblivious to her surroundings. She broke down into hysterical tears. Steven couldn’t handle it.

“Patricia, shut up!”

Her sobs dampened to sniffles. Her mascara ran down her face when she looked up to Steven. He had nothing but disgust in his mouth. He wanted to spit on her for ruining his moment with Melissa but remembered George and his crudeness. Steven wasn’t that type of man. He was softer. Gentler. That was probably why Patricia thought she could run back to his apartment without warning with tears running from her eyes.

“Tell me why you’re here,” said Steven. His voice was even, but his body shook.

“Chuck,” Patricia said and cried harder. She couldn’t even make a sentence.

“I don’t care about you and Chuck. You shouldn’t have come here,” said Steven.

“But… but… Steven. You’re the only one who can talk sense into Chuck. Please, Steven.”

Steven’s jaw flinched, and he lifted Patricia to her feet. His arms were under her right shoulder. He carried her to the door and threw her to the other side. He locked it and ran to his window, but Melissa’s car had already disappeared. Patricia banged on the door but eventually went away after Steven ignored her for twenty minutes while pacing in his living room and taking deep breaths. He would get Melissa back. This wouldn’t ruin them. He wouldn’t allow that to happen, or else Chuck would have to pay for whatever he did to Patricia because he would never hit a woman, no matter how much grief Patricia caused him.


CHAPTER 5

Melissa browsed the online library, wondering how much longer she had to wait on the titles she had borrowed. Her boss always got on her about checking out physical copies of the new releases, but Tammy wouldn’t know if Melissa borrowed a book online. She wasn’t that obsessed about Melissa’s desire to get the latest titles on her hands. She would buy a copy if it was dire enough.

The day was passing slower than usual. Melissa thought back to a few days ago when she had been in Steven’s apartment; her dick in his mouth. Melissa loved that Steven had swallowed her load. George never did that for her. He always spat the load on her stomach or fucked her before she had a chance to cum in his mouth. George wasn’t as soft as Steven. He took what he wanted and asked questions after. It had attracted Melissa but proved disturbing.

Several weeks remained until she would receive a copy of the latest book she had requested. Melissa closed the window and checked out a person in line. She was an older woman who came to the library often. Melissa loved chatting with her. She had worked as a pharmacist down the street before retiring. Melissa didn’t grow up in Herman but would come sometimes if her mother had tired of the town closer to where she grew up. Melissa remembered going to the general store in downtown Herman before a corporation bought the retail space and turned it into a sandwich shop.

The woman left the line, and Melissa focused on the man’s face behind the retired pharmacist.

“What are you doing here?”

George placed a bouquet on the counter. Melissa wanted to toss the flowers in the trash and tell George to evaporate and never come to here again. Where was Steven this time? Where was Tammy?

“I told you I could have you whenever I wanted,” said George. Melissa felt her dick twitch between her thighs. She wasn’t wearing tape but had tucked before work. “I’m coming here to collect on my promise.”

“I want nothing with you, George. Please, just leave me alone,” she said. Melissa stood and grabbed the cart. She had books to file and didn’t need to hear what George had to say. She left the flowers sitting on the counter too. Melissa’s heels sunk in the carpet as she pushed the cart. She could feel George following her but ignored him, but his familiar scents brought memories rushing back to Melissa: the time George had fucked her all night when he took them to a hotel in Indianapolis for a weekend vacation. Melissa came three times that night without touching herself. George knew how to fuck, but that wasn’t enough, and it didn’t excuse all the pain he had caused her.

Keeping her back to George, Melissa placed books on the shelf. She could hear George breathing behind her but acted normal. Plenty of men came to the library to stare at her. It was nothing new except she had a past with the man behind her. The man with bulging muscles and a dick that made her weak in the knees.

When Melissa placed another book on the shelf, George made his move. His minty breath hit Melissa’s ear as his hard body pressed against hers. Melissa realized leading George to a secluded area had been a mistake, but did she do it on purpose? Her back bent in, and her ass shot out as George moved his hand up Melissa’s front side. His fingers landed on her neck. She moaned, and he told her to shut up.

“Don’t make a noise, sissy,” said George as his hard dick pushed against her ass through the pencil skirt.

Melissa didn’t make a sound as George violated her body. She wouldn’t complain. When she pushed her ass out, she had been asking for more. They both knew it, and Melissa loved feeling George’s manhood against her ass. She wanted him to take her and show her who was boss. She felt bad about Steven, but he was like a rainstorm approaching town. The clouds were miles away.

“I don’t have time today, but check the note in the flowers. Don’t miss our date, or I’ll come find you. Got it, sissy?” asked George.

Melissa bit her bottom lip and nodded. She would do whatever George told her. She felt weak but loved that a hunk like George desired her. Steven was sweet, but he was like ice cream when Melissa craved steak. She needed a man like George to put her in her place. Plus, Steven was all caught up with his ex-girlfriend. Melissa had seen the hopefulness in George’s eyes when he heard that woman’s voice.

Melissa filed the books on the cart as her dick softened. George’s presence lingered in her heart, but her body finally settled. She returned to the desk and found the note in the flowers. George had written a time, date, and location.

***

Melissa felt like a bitch but had to put herself first. Steven had been texting all week with excuses about why his ex-girlfriend showed up at his door, but Melissa didn’t want to hear it. She was heading to her date with George. The location he picked was a park on the opposite edge of town from where Melissa lived.

Stepping on the grass in her heels, Melissa walked across the field. George was busy grilling meat. Smoke swirled in the air above the grill. It smelled amazing, and Melissa couldn’t wait to eat. George had always been a fantastic cook. His cookies had been one of the traps he laid in the beginning of their romance. Walking to him after exiting the roller coaster for six months felt strange and wrong, but Melissa knew the sex wouldn’t disappoint.

“Melissa,” called George. He lifted his head and waved in Melissa’s direction. She returned the gesture. She was wearing a loose dress that day. It was made of cotton and puffed up when the wind blew under it like a petticoat.

Melissa hugged George when she reached him. He held a spatula in his hand. It dripped grease on the grill, and the oil sizzled in the fire. He smelled of beer and fire smoke. His muscles firm without flexing. Melissa felt at home against his frame. Dangerously comfortable. “You smell amazing,” said George.

“You smell like smoke.”

“Take a seat so you don’t. Unless you want to shower together after this?”

Melissa turned her head into her shoulder, not knowing how to respond. She wanted George to press her against the shower door and bury his dick in her sissy hole, but what about Steven? What about the man who had shown her such kindness? The one who wrote a story to ask her out?

George flipped the meat. It sizzled. His muscles flexed, and Melissa resisted the urge to crawl over to him and suck his dick in the park. They used to love having sex in public. They would go drive for an hour and park the car on the side of the highway to run in a field and fuck. It was always dangerous, but they loved the risk. Anyone could accuse them of trespassing and end their lives.

Steven probably wouldn’t take the risks Melissa and George had, but didn’t she desire a new page in life? Hadn’t she placed George in her past to never be touched again? Yet, here he was in front of her grilling meat; taking what he wanted in the world. Melissa hated herself for being easy, but George was hard to resist.

Melissa and George talked about Herman, the recent heavy rains, and how thick the woods were at the edge of the park. George pulled the meat and vegetables from the grill and took a seat across from Melissa. They sat at a picnic table with the holes in the seat and top.

“What made you come here today, Melissa?” asked George. He picked up a piece of meat and ripped it with his teeth.

Melissa took corn and thought about George’s question. She had come because he told her to. She didn’t think to question his command, but she was changing. George didn’t have the same hold over her he had. It had lost some of its power, and Melissa didn’t want to give up the bits of sanity she had regained.

“You’re lucky I didn’t have to work,” said Melissa. “I thought it would be nice to see you.”

“Tammy told me your schedule,” he said.

Melissa made a mental note to add laxatives to Tammy’s Christmas cookies next year but smiled for George. She wouldn’t show him weakness. Melissa would present the new side of herself she had worked so hard to build after George’s destruction. It didn’t matter how well George could fuck her nor how badly she wanted just one night between the sheet with George. She had a man who wished to know her. Love her. A man who wasn’t rough like George.

“Why did you ask me out?”

“I didn’t like seeing you with that punk at the liquor store.”

“We were going to the pottery studio.”

George scoffed. He spoke with food in his mouth. He never had cared what people thought of his etiquette. “Of course that pussy took you to the pottery studio.”

Melissa cleared her throat and defended Steven in her head. He wasn’t a ‘pussy’. Steven had a soft side, but he was much more nurturing than George. Melissa ate her corn and meat, thinking about how she could get back at George for all the pain he caused without getting hurt in the process.

She and George finished their food in silence. She gazed at the thick foliage in the distance, wondering if Steven had ever fucked outside. He seemed like the kind of man who wouldn’t want to break such a rule. George had brought out the worst in Melissa, and she could feel her old tendencies rising to the surface.

“You finished?” asked Melissa.

“Yeah. I’ll take the rest home.”

“Pack up and then we can have some fun,” said Melissa and lifted her eyebrow to the woods.

“You pack it,” said George.

Melissa shook her head. She was done taking orders from George. She was realizing how weak he was under the dominant shell. George grunted after failing to command Melissa a second time and packed the food himself. Melissa took his hand after he had put everything in his truck, and they walked to the woods.

“Suck me first, baby,” she said. There was a stream that passed through the trees. They sat on a rock. Melissa knew how much George loved to suck dick, even if he would never tell his friends.

“No, you do me,” he said. George looked at Melissa with intent eyes, but she wouldn’t let him get his way. Not now.

“Baby, please,” she said and fluttered her eyelashes. “You know I do my best work after I shoot a load. Isn’t that right?”

George considered what she said and shrugged. “Fine,” he said and got to his knees. Melissa rolled up her dress and tucked it in her panties. She pushed her hard dick out the side of her lingerie, and George took it in his mouth. He always closed his eyes tight when he sucked cock. Melissa thought he was ashamed of what he loved most, but she wasn’t. She pulled out her phone and started recording George sucking on her cock like a lollipop.

She got thirty seconds with his face and tattoos clear in the shot before tucking her phone away. George didn’t notice. She pulled out of George’s mouth and dropped her dress.

“Hey, what’s the big deal?”

“Sorry, daddy. We can’t walk down this road again. Fuck with me, and I’ll release this video,” Melissa said. She flashed her phone to George, and his face switched from euphoria to pure anger. Melissa was faster than George though, and she made it to her car and out of the parking lot before he could take her phone… or worse. He chased after her and beat on the window of her car, but Melissa did what she had to do for George to never talk to her again. Now she had proof of just who the sissy really was, and it wasn’t Melissa.


CHAPTER 6

Sitting on a bench outside the library, Steven waited for Melissa to get off work. He didn’t know what time she would finish but was willing to wait all day if necessary. Her car was in the parking lot, and Steven didn’t need more proof that waiting was the right thing to do. She could walk past him if she wanted. He would only call her name and not move a muscle.

Patricia showing up at his door had been a coincidence. Bad fate. Horrid timing. Steven wanted to prove he loved Melissa, but if she didn’t want to give him another chance, Steven wouldn’t fight her. He would never force anyone to do something they didn’t want. Steven was gentle. He knew he was but didn’t count it as a flaw.

There were puddles on the ground from the heavy rains, but the sun was shining today. Every time a car drove through the water on the roads, water splashed to the sidewalk. Steven was a safe distance from the curb, but others weren’t. Two women walking down the sidewalk squealed when water splashed on them from the street.

Two hours and several games of solitaire on Steven’s phone, Melissa emerged from the library. She wasn’t wearing her usual pencil skirt and blouse. She had on pants that flared at the bottom and a t-shirt. Her hair hung over her shoulder and appeared touched with a curling iron.

“Melissa,” said Steven.

She had looked his way when she walked out of the building but avoided his gaze as she walked down the sidewalk. Melissa turned to Steven after several tense beats. Her brown eyes glistened in the sunlight.

“I have somewhere to go,” said Melissa.

“Please, can we talk?”

“There’s nothing to say, Steven.”

“You don’t know the entire story, Melissa. Patricia showed up at my house without permission. She crashed our date. I don’t want her, Melissa. I want you.”

Melissa looked to her car and back at Steven. He could tell she wanted to leave. He wouldn’t stop her but wouldn’t stop staring until her car disappeared into the distance. Melissa’s eyes darted back and forth before she sighed and took a seat next to Steven.

“Steven, I like you, but we’re both in a bad place. George and I went on a date,” said Melissa.

Nodding, Steven resisted reacting to that news. He didn’t want to know George had been within ten feet of Melissa after that afternoon at the pottery studio, but it was her life. He understood why a man like George attracted her. He was fit and masculine. Dominant. Steven only wanted to love Melissa and put his best foot forward. He had no desire to control her nor tell her how to live her life. “What happened on your date?”

“I got blackmail,” said Melissa.

“Do I even want to know?”

“Probably not, but I realized that I don’t want George. He was like a black hole, and it took me too long to get out of that to return.” Steven passed the flowers to Melissa, and she took them. “Thanks,” she said. “I don’t deserve these.”

“You deserve much more than those, Melissa. Please, can we put our exes behind us and at least try this? We could have something special,” said Steven.

“What if we destroy each other in the process?” asked Melissa.

“Isn’t that what love is?”

Melissa rubbed her thumb over the webbed areas between her fingers while holding the bouquet. She turned the flowers to her nose and took a deep whiff. “Fine, Steven. If you want to be crazy, we can be crazy together.”

“That’s all I want in the world,” he said.

Melissa smelled the flowers again and stood. “Thank you for waiting here, Steven. I saw you hours ago.”

“You’re worth waiting for.”

“I do have to go somewhere, but let’s get together next week. Text me,” she said and starting walking to her car.

Steven watched her leave and couldn’t wait until the next time he saw her. He walked home with an uncontrollable grin.

***

Melissa threw a football across the field to Steven. Her throw hadn’t been hard, but the ball flew far enough to fumble in front of Steven’s feet. They laughed, and he threw it back. He had clearly thrown a football many more times than Melissa.

George hadn’t called or messaged Melissa since the day at the park. She had saved the video to three different external storage sources. She always wanted to have the video to hold over George for all the pain he had caused her. If he ever acted out of line, she would pull out her computer and show him the proof. He would never find a way to eradicate the evidence. George didn’t even know where her parents lived, which was where she had stashed one of the external memory drives. She wasn’t worried about her parents finding it nor checking what was on it. Melissa had chosen a place with layers of dust to hide the drive.

Exhaling, Melissa crouched and placed her hands on her knees. Her breath was running thin. They had been throwing the ball for half an hour. Steven ran over to her.

“How are you doing?” he asked.

“Thirsty. Where is that water?”

Steven ran over to their blanket he had placed under a tree and came back with the water for Melissa. Melissa took it and squirted the water into her mouth. Some fell from her lips and ran down her shirt, leaving a wet stain on her breasts.

“How much longer do you want to throw a football?” asked Melissa.

“We don’t have to continue if you don’t want,” said Steven.

Melissa couldn’t resist staring into his blue eyes. He didn’t wear eyeliner, but the contrast between his dark eyelashes and light eyes made it look like he did. Melissa threw the water bottle to the side after closing the lid and knocked the football out of Steven’s hand before taking him in a kiss. She needed to feel his lips against hers.

“Want to head back to your place?”

“Yes,” said Steven.

They cleaned up the picnic they had made and held hands to the car before heading back to Steven’s. It was a Saturday in the afternoon, and they had all day together. No other plans. Melissa looked over at Steven, and he glanced back at her. She smiled, and sensations fluttered in her center.

“You’re amazing,” she said.

“Not as much as you,” Steven said and opened the car door for Melissa. She slid in the passenger seat and felt lighter than an empty cardboard box.


CHAPTER 7

Melissa and Steven lay in his bed after throwing the football in the park. The windows were open, and a warm spring breeze circled into the room Their naked bodies pressed together as they kissed. Melissa atop Steven. Her hair falling over her shoulder. Light moans leaving both of their mouths.

Steven gripped Melissa’s hair behind the ear while kissing her deeply. She felt her dick pressed against his stomach. His dick was bare and riding between the split in her cheeks, teasing her. Melissa hadn’t taken a dick in months but wanted Steven to fill her. Stretch her.

“Do you have a condom?” asked Melissa. She gripped Steven’s chest. He wasn’t muscular yet firm. She liked his skinny body, and his dick didn’t disappoint. She was bigger, but that was true of her compared to most men. Melissa wasn’t a size queen, and she was trying to become better at dating after only going after men because they had a big dick or commanding personality. Steven treated her like a box of fragile dishes, and she needed that now more than anything.

Steven nodded, and Melissa rolled off of him. She lay on her side. Her dick hung to the bed beneath her, stretching out eight inches. Steven’s dick was hard and dangled from his thin body while he dug through the drawer. The skin not touched by sun daily was extra white, but Melissa found his quasi farmer’s tan adorable. Steven held up the condom, and Melissa nodded.

He grabbed a little bottle of lubrication from his drawer and hopped on the bed next to Melissa; the condom covering his dick. Steven pulled Melissa atop his body, and they went back to kissing. Melissa would never tire of feeling his lips. His hands. His fingers playing with the hole within her split.

“Ready, baby?” asked Melissa

Steven nodded. His hooded eyes looked darker than usual; like the ocean miles out at sea.

Melissa moved her ass back and lifted her hips. She gripped Steven’s chest while teasing him with her hole. He had his hands on her titties. Her dick stretched across his stomach leaking precum onto his abdomen. They moaned and touched and felt their bodies connecting at a spiritual level. Melissa leaned her head back as Steven rotated her breasts with his palms. As she rocked her hips on his cock Melissa grabbed the bottle of lubrication and drizzled it over Steven’s dick, rubbing it in with her fingers before adding some to her ass.

Melissa stared into Steven’s blue eyes as she lifted her hips and dropped her ass over Steven’s dick. He moaned, and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. Melissa felt a hint of pain and waited for her ass to adjust to Steven’s size before sinking down to his balls. It had been months since she took a dick.

After Melissa’s ass adjusted, she moved her legs to a squatting position and held Steven’s chest as she rode his manhood. He grunted as her ass swallowed his dick and released it. Melissa shook her head and felt the sweat forming on her forehead. She was getting a workout riding Steven’s cock, but it felt too good to stop. It didn’t matter how much her legs would hurt tomorrow. She needed Steven’s dick and wanted to make him cum without effort on his part.

“Fuck, baby,” said Steven. He had moved his hands to his side. Melissa dick bounced as she rode Steven’s dick. She took Steven’s hand and placed it on her cock.

“Stroke it,” she said. Steven spat on his hand and stroke Melissa uncut cock that had made a mess on Steven’s abdomen with precum.

“I can’t last much longer,” said Steven.

“Cum in me,” she said. Melissa lifted her hips to Steven’s tip and sunk down again. She put in extra effort to bring her man to a climax, rocking her hips. Riding his dick.

“Fuck. Fuck. Melissa,” screamed Steven. His hands thrashed at his side. “Fuck.”

“Cum,” said Melissa, and Steven stopped fighting. His features curled. He moaned as his body stiffened. As he pressed his hips into Melissa’s backside. She collapsed to his chest. His hand was still wrapped around her sensitive dick, but she had other plans for Steven. “Want to take a shower?”

Steven hadn’t fallen from his cloud of euphoria. He slowly opened his eyes. “What did you say?”

Melissa raised her hips, and Steven’s cock fell from her ass. Cum filled the tip of the condom. She hopped off the bed and grabbed Steven’s hand. He begrudged her efforts but rolled out of bed and followed Melissa to the shower.

She turned on the water and found an ideal temperature before stepping into the stream. Steven pulled the condom from his dick and tied the end, tossing it in the tiny bathroom trashcan. Melissa lathered soap in her hands before massaging it into Steven’s wet body. He took one of her nipples in his mouth while she worked. She giggled and pushed his hand to the side so she could work on cleaning his hole.

Steven flinched the first time Melissa’s hand pushed the soap between his cheeks, but he didn’t resist. She cleaned his hole and made him stand under the water to rinse away the soap suds. Steven’s greedy hands touched her body. He took the soap and cleaned her. She loved feeling his hands against her body. She wanted his hole.

“I love your body,” said Steven.

“Good. I’m glad you like it. What do you think about this?” asked Melissa. She held her dick in her hand and flopped it in place. It felt heavy in her hand as it was growing in Steven’s presence. His was gaining its momentum too after shooting a massive load.

“You want to use it?” asked Steven.

“That’s the plan. Get out the shower,” Melissa said and turned off the water. Steven took a deep breath and stepped out of the shower to dry his body with a towel. Melissa watched him and stroked her cock, water droplets trailing down her naked body. Steven passed her the towel when he finished, and she dried herself. Her eyes didn’t leave Steven’s body. She couldn’t wait to bend him over and make him learn how to take her lady dick.

“Go to the bed and get on your hands and knees,” said Melissa.

Steven turned, nervousness in his eyes, and walked to his bedroom. Better he learned now that Melissa liked fucking ass. Now that her ass was his, his ass was hers. She smiled at herself in the mirror and teased her hair while making Steven wait. Letting him process what was coming. They both knew what Steven wanted, but men were difficult the first time. They didn’t know how to admit they wanted a dick in their ass, so Melissa was giving Steven a moment to come to terms with his future.

***

Steven waited on his hands and knees for Melissa to emerge from the bathroom. His heart beat faster than normal as he thought about her fucking him. Could he do this? What would the world think of him? Wasn’t he supposed to be a man who never wanted a dick in his ass? Steven didn’t have a problem with gay men but never once considered himself among that group. He didn’t look at men with lust, but Melissa was changing his attitude toward a certain male genitalia. Her dick. She kept it hairless and feminine and smelling of woman, but it was still a penis. Steven was still sitting on his hands and knees waiting for Melissa to use it.

Steven took a deep breath. It didn’t matter that Melissa had a penis because he loved her. He didn’t have the courage to tell her yet, but he knew it was true. No other woman had caused him to write a story with her in mind; only Melissa. She was special and had captured his interest from the moment he saw her the first time. Melissa might have had a penis, but she had a heart. A mind Steven couldn’t ignore. He could learn how to take a dick if it meant staying with a woman as gracious and beautiful as Melissa.

Reaching behind his balls, Steven fingered his ass. He had squirted a little lube on his fingertips. It didn’t feel so bad when he slid a finger in his hole for the first time. Having something inside of him felt both painful and pleasurable. His finger was nothing compared to Melissa’s eight-inch cock, but he would try his best to take her. Steven was fingering himself when Melissa walked in the room.

“Yum, I love watching you like that,” she said.

Steven blushed but didn’t move his fingers. He fingered his clean hole while staring into Melissa’s eyes. She walked over to him and slapped his ass.

“You like that?” he asked.

“You’re one sexy sissy, Steven,” she said. Melissa took her hard dick and slapped it against Steven’s cheeks. He arched his back and then bent it in. Steven wanted Melissa to use his hole and teach him how to take her dick.

“I want you to fuck me,” he said.

“Don’t worry, I will. But I have to do something first,” she said and bent over so that her mouth was inches from Steven’s hole. Melissa pressed her lips and sucked on his tight taint. His virgin hole. Melissa used her tongue to stretch his opening and get it nice and relaxed for her dick. Steven moaned and gripped the sheets beneath him.

“Where are the condoms?” asked Melissa after massaging Steven’s entrance with her tongue.

“In the top drawer,” he said.

Melissa unwrapped a condom, rolling it over her dick. She went back behind Steven and slapped her cock against his hole. She opened the bottle of lube and fingered Steven’s hole and rubbed some into her dick. “Ready?”

“More than ever,” he said.

Melissa leaned forward and played with his nipples, gliding her dick along his split. She moved her hand to Steven’s dick, which was hard and twitching at her touch. “You’ll love it.”

“I know I will because I love you.”

Melissa smiled. “I love you too, Steven.”

Steven stretched forward and put his ass higher in the air. “My ass is yours.”

That was all Melissa needed to hear. She smacked Steven’s ass and placed her eight-inch cock in position. “That’s right, Steven. This ass is mine.”


CHAPTER 8

One Year Later

Melissa was driving home from work. Steven had asked her to pick up milk on the way. He spent most days at the house writing his stories about Dexter. They were selling much better than last year. He still delivered pizzas a couple days a week, but it was more because he liked the job than for the money. Melissa loved coming home to him because Steven always cooked dinner for her. He had started a garden in the backyard. If he had to work, he would leave it in the fridge, but he didn’t have to work tonight.

Now that Melissa was the manager of the library she worked longer hours. She had gotten Tammy fired a few months ago for giving out confidential information to George. Melissa had waited eight months to drop the hammer. George had tried to talk to her seven months after she last saw him, and Melissa went to the city to get Tammy fired and reminded George of her blackmail. Melissa had gathered the evidence, and it didn’t take much for the city to agree. Now she had a new position, higher salary, and longer hours.

Melissa arrived home and grabbed the milk from the passenger seat. While walking to the door, she thought about how Steven was so much better for her than George. At everything: conversation, love, and sex. Melissa felt complete with Steven. He supported her, and she did the same for him.

Steven’s ex-girlfriend Patricia also hadn’t returned to their lives. She was back with Steven’s old best friend, but he had made new friends. They didn’t deserve Steven, and Melissa reminded him of that whenever sadness would creep into his days. Melissa loved Steven and would do whatever she could to help him maintain his happiness.

Melissa turned the knob (they didn’t lock the doors during the day) and walked inside. The house smelled of lemon and garlic. She hoped Steven had cooked his chicken dish she loved with rice and vegetables.

“I brought the milk,” called Melissa.

Steven was cooking in the kitchen. He had given up his apartment, but they loved living together. There was an extra bedroom for him to use as his office, and Steven had moved with ease. It was something they had discussed one night during pillow talk after leaving one of their places empty every night for weeks.

“Thank you, honey,” he said. “I made your favorite chicken dish.”

Melissa walked over and kissed him before putting the milk in the fridge. “You’re welcome, baby. I’m just going to shower before dinner.”

“Take your time,” he said and winked at her. Melissa went to the shower, not knowing if Steven would surprise her by joining. Sometimes he did. Other times he didn’t. He was a busy man, and she respected that, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t get horny. She loved her sexual and emotional connection to Steven. Their playfulness. Their freedom.

Melissa walked down the hallway. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off her shoulders, leaving a trail of clothing for Steven. Something about coming home to a cooked meal stirred her endorphins. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side. Melissa slid her nylons and panties from her body, letting her dick free. Then, she turned on the water and thought about Steven visiting her in the shower because she was feeling playful.


DADDY’S GIRL

Clover Cox


CHAPTER 1

Daddy and I were taking things to a new level.

We'd been dating for over three months now, and I was madly in love. It was ridiculous. I couldn't go a second without daddy crossing my mind, and I wouldn't be where I was without him.

I was a mess before daddy saved me.

I used to spend every night out at bars, going home with whatever guy would let me suck his dick.

It was bad.

Then one night daddy approached me at the club and stole me away from this young guy who sprang boners in two milliseconds.

Not daddy.

Nope.

He took his time to get long and thick. Then he would do nasty things to me, but it'd always end with a smile on my face. Terence, my daddy, knew how to make me feel so good.

“There's my girl,” Terence said as he walked into the living room without a hint of clothing on his body. His yummy cock was swinging with each step he took, and I couldn't take my eyes off of it no matter how hard I tried.

“What did I tell you about looking into my eyes when I speak to you?”

“I'm sorry, daddy.” It was a strain to pull my eyes away from his delicious manhood, but I managed to do it.

“Are you ready to get started with your new schedule?”

“No,” I said and shook my head vigorously. “I'm scared. I don't want to go. Isn't it enough that I cook and clean for you?”

Daddy swooped down and sat by my side, reaching out to cup the side of my face, staring at me with those handsome eyes of his. He knew he could get me to do anything, but the associate degree in accounting he wanted me to start was so overwhelming that the thought of doing it made my anxiety skyrocket.

“Don't you want to learn how to manage money for our future family?” Daddy asked as he stared into my eyes.

“Yes,” I said softly.

“Don't you want to learn skills that will help you stay employed? Don't you want to be able to stand on your own two feet?”

“Yes, daddy. You know I do.”

Daddy spoiled me rotten, but he also wanted me to have some independence. He told me that going to college was so that he didn't have to worry in case something bad happened to him, but I refused to believe that was possible. He was so big and strong, he almost seemed invincible.

Daddy was my love.

My everything.

When I thought of my life before he stole me away from that other guy and the life that I had now, I never wanted to go back to what I used to have. I wanted Terence to love me and protect me. I wanted his guidance, but school? Ugh. I didn’t want to write papers or read textbooks. I wanted to search for recipes online and write lists for the grocery store to feed my strapping man.

“You have to believe in yourself as much as I believe in you, Olivia. You can do anything you put your mind to, don’t you think?”

I wanted to tell daddy yes. I wanted to get over this fear of failure that I had, but it felt impossible. School was never my thing. I was much better at stealing and manipulating, but none of those tactics worked on daddy.

Terence saw right through me.

The man was rich, but he came from a poor family. He had plenty of stories of growing up without anything except slices of cheese or bologna in the fridge. I wondered if his fears of falling back into that life propelled him through each and every day. In daddy’s eyes, failure wasn’t an option.

I reached out to place my hand on Terence’s thigh, glancing down at his thick, flaccid cock for the briefest of seconds. My first class was supposed to start in ninety minutes, but the only thing I wanted to do was wrap my painted lips around daddy’s dick.

“Don’t you want some kisses before I go to school?”

Terence grunted. His cock jumped a little as my fingertips brushed against its soft flesh. He looked at me with those eyes that said I was playing with fire, but I wanted to be burned. Letting daddy have his way with me sounded a million times better than going to school.

“Are you being a bad girl?” asked daddy.

“No!” I said quickly.

“Why is your hand there?”

“I… I… don’t you want some kisses, daddy?”

Terence pushed away my hand and grabbed the side of my face. I flinched from the swiftness of his movement and the heaviness of his grip, but daddy would never hurt me. He was powerful and muscular, but he only used his strength against his enemies and to protect me.

“You’re trying to get out of school, but it won’t work. Understand?”

I nodded slowly, feeling my own dick twitch beneath the tiny little thong that I was wearing. Daddy loved it when I pranced around the house in short skirts and heels. He especially loved it when I paired those combos with crop tops, so that he could wrap his hands around my waist, but he was being difficult today.

“If you want to suck daddy’s dick, then you need to go to school. Am I clear?”

I bit my bottom lip, feeling my dick harden even further. I didn’t know what it was, but I liked daddy denying me. Usually, he was happy to have me climb between his legs to play with his yummy cock, but not today.

Daddy wanted me to go to school.

He wanted me to better myself.

I loved him for it.

I also hated him for pushing me toward my insecurities. I hated that I would have to write papers and take tests and study. Ugh. It all sounded like so much when I could be sucking daddy’s cock. My time would be much better spent on my knees between his spread legs, but daddy had more willpower than anyone I knew.

“Why don’t you go get dressed, and then I’ll drive you to school?”

“What about you?” I asked, letting my gaze glide along his naked body.

“I’ll get dressed as soon as you get up from this couch.”

I frowned, but daddy was right. If he went to change first, I would find a way to avoid classes. He knew I was capable of slipping out of his luxurious high-rise apartment to hide around the city until it was too late for me to make it to class, and then he would probably spank my butt for being bad, but we both knew I liked it when he did that.

“Fine!” I said and got up, making sure to switch my hips dramatically as I walked out of the living room.

Terence growled as he watched me leave, probably wishing that he could bury his big cock in my bussy, but he had to be on his best behavior if he wanted me to make it to the classroom. Otherwise, we’d spend all morning with my ankles in the air, which was exactly what I wanted and what Terence was trying to avoid.

“Put on something decent! I don’t want any of those young boys thinking they have a chance with you!”

I smiled to myself as I turned the corner into the hallway that led to our shared bedroom. Terence and I fell head over heels for each other after meeting three months ago. I swear we didn’t even come up for air the entire first week that we were hanging out, but then he started getting more possessive. He started talking about the future. He wanted me to be his one and only.

It made my heart flutter.

I loved Terence.

He was an incredible man, but this school bullshit was next level. Terence studied and got a master’s degree in business or whatever, but that was his life. We were two different people. I was happy cooking and cleaning for him and raising any kids he wanted to have until we grew old, but Terence was insistent that I learned how to properly balance a budget and get a degree that could serve me if anything happened to him.

I sighed to myself when I stepped into the closet, which Terence had filled with all the clothes I could ever want and had even given me a credit card to buy whatever else I fancied, but even all of that wasn’t enough to give me the motivation for school.

School was my biggest fear, and daddy was making me face it.

Damn bastard.


CHAPTER 2

I was wearing a white wrap dress that went just past my knees. It also had sleeves but dipped low in the cleavage area. Not enough to show my breasts, but there was enough showing to pique desire.

Daddy growled when he saw me in the dress, but he didn’t make me change.

He trusted me.

I paired the dress with a white purse and white heels. It felt like a respectable outfit to wear on the first day of school, but I was dreading school more than anything. The community college had given me math and English tests to take before signing up for classes, which I barely passed.

“You’ll do great,” Terence said as we sat in the parking lot.

“I don’t know,” I said as I looked out of the window at the college with apprehensive eyes.

Daddy reached over to touch my thigh. When I didn’t look at him, he gently grabbed my face and turned it toward him, making me look at him. I didn’t want to look into those dark-brown eyes that could get me to do anything he wanted. They were the reason I was even sitting in the parking lot of a community college.

His eyes were dangerous.

“Look at me, girl.”

“No!”

“Olivia, do you want to upset daddy?”

“No,” I said softly. I didn’t want to, but I slowly turned my head to look at Terence, and those eyes of his hit me hard. They were so soulful and mature, like he’d taken over the world once already, and had come back just to nurture me.

Probably had something to do with the fact that Terence was twenty years my senior at forty-five, but the age difference between us felt irrelevant. I’d never loved another man as much as I loved my daddy. Our lives were perfect until he pushed me to enroll in college.

“If you do well your first day, I’ll give you a taste of my cock like you wanted.”

My eyes lit up.

“Really? Do you mean it?”

Terence stared at me, and when I glanced down at his crotch, I noticed the thick outline of his manhood beneath the slacks he was wearing. His dick was already erect and teasing me, making my mouth watery with desire.

“You know I do, baby girl. I know you’re afraid, but you’ll feel so much better about yourself once you get through today. You can’t give up before you’ve even started.”

“I know, but I’m nervous.”

“You have every right to be nervous, but you’re smarter than you give yourself credit for, Olivia. Do you hear me?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“I love you, baby girl. Can you be good for me today?”

“I’ll try,” I said.

“Good,” Terence said and leaned over the center console to give me a kiss. His lips were so soft. They had me melting into the seat of his car, not wanting to leave, but daddy wasn’t going to take no for an answer. He expected me to go to class, and he expected me to finish this degree.

I knew he meant well, and I knew the skills would help me manage our future family, but I was so overwhelmed that my heart was hammering in my chest.

“Do you want me to go with you?” asked Terence.

“No, I’ll manage,” I said and opened the car door after giving Terence one last kiss.


CHAPTER 3

The first day of classes was much easier than I was expecting! We mostly learned about what to expect throughout the semester and completed some simple assignments. I also got to know a few of my classmates. Most of them were younger than me, but everyone I met was super sweet.

By the time I walked back out to the parking lot to meet daddy, I was practically floating on air. I felt like, for once, maybe I could do this. Maybe I could be a student and get good grades and even get that associate degree daddy wanted me to have!

“How was your day, baby girl?” Daddy asked when I got to his car. He was standing outside of it, waiting for me. He pulled me into his arms and made me squeal as a rush of heat traveled across my body.

“It was great!” I said as daddy held me in his arms.

“I’m so proud of you, Olivia. You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear that you did well.”

I wrapped my arms around Terence’s thick waist and squeezed. His body was so firm and comforting. I knew with him by my side, I could make it through this college mess. If my first day was this easy, I figured the rest of it couldn’t be so bad.

Terence shifted his body until I moved away from him enough for him to grab the back of my head, and then he pulled me close for a kiss, pressing his lips firmly against mine. The kiss sent me shooting for the stars, reminding me why I was doing all of this nonsense in the first place. I wanted daddy’s lips on mine forever and always.

Terence grunted when he broke the kiss, but he didn’t move away from me, keeping his forehead pressed against mine. The tips of our noses touching. He growled a little under his breath as he held my side, and I could have dropped to my knees right there. If he asked, I would have said yes without a second of hesitation.

“I have a surprise for you, baby girl.”

“What is it?”

“Get in the car,” he said.

I obliged and skipped to the passenger’s side of the car, much less nervous now that the first day of college was behind me. I could breathe easily again, at least until I had to return to classes tomorrow, but that was an entire day away, so I didn’t want to worry myself about that now.

I stared out of the car window as daddy drove us to whatever surprise he had up his sleeve. His surprises were usually over-the-top and romantic. He loved spoiling me. He told me constantly that I was the girl of his dreams, like I’d been created just for him.

Sometimes I liked to believe that I was.

Other times I worried it would blow up in my face.

Daddy didn’t do anything to make me think he wanted to break up with me, but sometimes our relationship felt too good to be true. He moved me into his fabulous condo a month after we started dating, and now he was sending me to classes. He bought my textbooks and school supplies and told me to use the credit card he gave me for any other school purchases I might need to make.

I loved Terence, but I worried he would tire of me, and then I would be right back to the life that I was living. I would be right back to the late nights of chasing dick and eating scraps to get me through the day. I would be back to the dirty apartments and shotty roommates. I didn’t want to go back to that life, but I feared more than anything that Terence would kick me to the curb if I messed up or acted in a way that he didn’t like.

“We’re almost there, baby,” Terence said and reached out to rub my thigh.

I purred at his touch, but I was still lost in my dark thoughts, and daddy could tell. The man knew me so well.

“Why do you have that sad look on your face?”

“I don’t know, daddy.”

“Are you thinking those bad thoughts again?”

I bit my lip and turned my gaze toward the window.

“What did I tell you about thinking like that? How many times do I have to tell you that I’m not going anywhere for you to believe me?”

A million?

Perhaps a billion?

I didn’t utter the thoughts that crossed through my head. Daddy had told me tons of times that I was priceless. That no girl could replace me. He told me all the things a girl wanted to hear, especially a misunderstood trans girl like me, but I had a hard time believing what he said. I had a hard time believing that I was worthy of being loved by a man as handsome and successful as Terence.

“Olivia, please answer me when I ask you a question.”

“I’m sorry, Terence. I try not to think those bad thoughts, but then they cloud my mind.”

“I know, baby girl. You haven’t lived an easy life, but I’m here now. You can trust me, can’t you?”

I nodded and reached out to touch Terence’s thigh. I squeezed it, trying to convey how much I loved him, and that I trusted him. I did, but we’d only been dating three months, and I was terrified that things would change.

That he would think I wasn’t good enough.

“Tell me that you can trust me.”

“I can trust you, daddy.”

“Promise?”

“I promise,” I said softly.

“Are you lying to me, Olivia?”

I bit my lip as I turned away from him. I didn’t want to hurt him, but I heard the sound that left his lips. Disappointment. He said nothing as he continued driving down the road. I could feel the tension growing between us, but what could I say? I didn’t want to lie to him more than I already had.

I jumped when his firm hand landed on my leg.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to hurt you.”

“I know, daddy.” I spoke in a whisper.

“I’ll work every day to make you trust me.”

I nodded and squeezed Terence’s hand just as he turned into a garage beneath a tall building. I was familiar with the area, but I hadn’t been to this exact building before. I held Terence’s hand as he whizzed through the underground garage, finding a space near an elevator.

“This is our surprise, baby girl.”

“What is it?”

“You’ll see soon enough,” Terence said and lifted my hand to kiss it gently.

“Okay, daddy,” I said softly and opened the door to his car.


CHAPTER 4

I glanced over at Terence, who stood several inches taller than me, taking in his masculine body. His trunk was thick like a tree, and his arms were pumped like he spent more time at the gym than his office. I honestly didn’t know how he got everything done that he did considering how much time daddy spent with me.

“You are my everything, Olivia,” Terence said and pulled me close as we rode up the elevator.

“I love you,” I said to him.

Terence was possessive and obsessive. He had to know what I was doing at every hour of the day. He admitted that part of the reason that he moved me into his house was to be positive that I wouldn’t be with another man. I wondered if he actually trusted me.

I wouldn’t blame him if he didn’t.

When Terence met me, I was sucking random dick and happy to fuck most guys, but Terence saw past all my ugly. He helped me realize the beauty of life and how special it was to feel loved, but sometimes I felt like Terence could have any woman in the world, and I had no idea why he had chosen me.

“We’re almost there,” Terence said when the elevator doors opened.

“I can’t wait,” I said and took Terence’s hand.

We left the elevator and walked toward the entrance of a hip restaurant, but daddy had something even better prepared. After a quick chat with the host, we were led to a secret staircase that went to a private rooftop patio. There was only one table up there, already filled with covered dishes and drinks.

“We’ve prepared everything as you requested, Mr. Hatley.”

“It looks perfect,” Terence said and pulled out his credit card. He passed it to the host. “Charge thirty percent for gratuity and make sure you get some. Please don’t disturb us.”

“As you wish, sir.”

Terence thanked the host, and then she disappeared, leaving us alone at the table overlooking the city. I’d never seen a view as breathtaking in my life.

“All of this is for us, daddy?”

“Only the best for you,” Terence said and wrapped his arm around my shoulder as we looked out at the view. I could see different parks we’d visited, even noticing a restaurant across the street that had a delicious chocolate cake.

“You make me feel so special, daddy.”

“Good,” Terence said and turned toward me. He stared at me with an intense gaze, but I loved it when he looked at me like that. It made me feel like a princess. “Why don’t we check out the food, unless of course, you would rather have dessert first.”

“What’s for dessert?” I asked innocently, even though I knew exactly what daddy was talking about when he said dessert. I wondered if he’d been as horny for me as I’d been for him. My day at school was the longest I’d been out of Terence’s house without him in over a month.

Terence smirked at me, and then he held my face and gave me a passionate kiss. His hands moved up and down my body. He cupped my breasts, which were implants I’d gotten when I was twenty-two. Best purchase of my life. I loved how my breasts felt in Terence’s grip. I loved how they jiggled when he had his way with me.

“Were you a good girl today?” Terence asked between kisses.

“Yes,” I said against his lips.

“Will you continue being a good girl?”

“Yes!”

“Promise?”

“I promise I’ll try,” I said softly.

Terence looked into my eyes. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking, but my crazy mind went to the worst. I worried constantly that he was going to leave me. That some other girl would come along to catch his eye and take him away from me.

“I love you, Olivia. I’m crazy about you.”

“I know, daddy. I’m crazy about you too.”

“Why don’t you show me how much you love daddy?”

I licked my lips and let my gaze fall to Terence’s crotch. He was so big and muscular, and his legs were as thick as his torso. I stepped closer to him, my fingers shaking when I reached out to undo Terence’s belt and pull it through the loops of his slacks.

He’d been busy all day with work but left the office early to spoil me with this date. I felt so special as we stood on the private rooftop overlooking the city. I threw the belt to the side and unbuttoned Terence’s slacks, staring into his eyes as I pulled down the zipper.

“Can I suck your cock, daddy?”

“There’s nothing I would like more, baby girl.”

My girly cock throbbed beneath my white panties. I hadn’t bothered with a thong since I spent all day at school, but touching daddy like this in a public place had my panties flooded with precum and my cock begging to come out. I wanted to wrap my hand around it and stroke it, but I wouldn’t.

I would focus on daddy’s pleasure.

Terence stared at me as I lowered myself to my knees, pulling his pants down as I did. His cock slowly revealed itself. He was already half hard, but he almost never got all the way hard unless I played with his dick a little, which I loved.

Daddy could last for so long.

He would often make me cum two or three times before filling my cave with his seed. I loved nothing more than that second before he came. Those dirty sounds that left his mouth. Sometimes he would curse. Sometimes I would have no idea what he said, but I could always feel his warm loads painting my walls.

Mmm.

Terence kicked his pants to the side when they got to his ankles. He stared down at me as I moved my lips closer to his dick. Then he brushed the bottom of my chin with his fingertips and winked at me, smiling from ear to ear.

“My beautiful girl.”

“Daddy,” I said.

His eyes sparkled as I slowly closed mine. I held the base of his cock and moved my parted lips closer to his dick until I could close them around his shaft. He was half erect in my mouth, growing harder each time I bobbed my head along his length.

“That’s right, girl. Show daddy how much you love this dick.”

I moaned on his cock as I pushed my lips to his base, my own cock going wild in my panties, but I ignored it to focus on daddy’s pleasure. I wanted him shooting his hot cream into the back of my mouth, so I suctioned my lips more tightly and moved them more quickly, needing to bring my man to his release.

“Damn, girl! Keep showing daddy that love!”

I squeezed my thighs together as Terence’s precum spread across my tongue, adding a salty taste to my mouth, but I loved the taste. It had a better flavor than any donut or cake I’d ever eaten. I pulled off his cock after a second to catch my breath.

I held Terence’s heavy manhood and stared up at him through hooded eyes as I ran my tongue from the base of his balls to his tip, and then I plunged his dick into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat.

“Yes, girl!”

Daddy grabbed me by my long hair and started fucking my face, giving me that good dick. He hit the back of my throat with his every thrust, and I absolutely loved it. I opened my throat for daddy’s use, moaning on his cock as spit ran down the side of my face. Daddy was fucking my face hard, but I was breathing through my nose and taking it.

“Take that dick, baby girl!”

I stared up at daddy as he stuffed my mouth. He cursed when he looked down at me, staring into my eyes as he thrusted his hips. The open-air breeze blew around us, tickling my skin.

Daddy surprised me when he pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet. He walked me over to the table and told me to grip the back of a chair. I did as daddy said, moaning loudly when he lifted my dress and yanked down my panties.

My dick sprang to attention, and I gasped when Terence reached around my body to grab my dick. He rubbed his fingers against my cock’s slit, running his wet fingers along my girly shaft until it was covered in precum.

“Stroke your dick between your thighs where I can see it,” commanded Terence.

I lifted my ass and pushed my hard cock between my legs, rubbing it lightly as Terence dropped to his knees behind me. He spread my ass cheeks and pressed his tongue against my puckered, hairless bussy.

“Yes!” I screamed.

Terence pushed his thumb against my entrance before licking me again, over and over, getting more aggressive with each scream that left my lips, but he was giving it to me exactly how I liked. I lost all control when Terence ate my bussy.

“Stroke your cock faster,” Terence said and smacked my ass. He pushed his head between my thighs and flicked my sensitive cock with his tongue, making me shiver all over.

“Yes, daddy!”

Terence smacked my ass one more time before going back into eat my ass some more. I tried to beat my cock as quickly as I could, but it was impossible. I was so sensitive, so close to cumming, and I didn’t want to bust my load before daddy got to bury his.

“Fuck me, daddy!”

“You want my cock in your ass?” Terence asked before shoving three fingers into my hole.

“Yes,” I screamed. “Please!”

“You want me to fuck you out here in the open?”

“Yes, I don’t care!”

We could have been anywhere in the world at that point. All I wanted, all I needed, was daddy’s cock in my bussy. I needed him stretching my walls and filling me with that delicious cum of his.

“You’re one naughty girl, Olivia! Whose ass is this?”

“It’s yours, Terence!”

“I’ll lose my mind if you give this bussy to anyone else. You hear me, girl?”

“It’s yours, Terence! Nobody else’s! I promise!”

My voice was ragged. I was so desperate for Terence’s dick that I felt like I could crumble into itty bitty pieces if he didn’t shove his cock into me at that very moment, but Terence didn’t keep me waiting. He spat on his hand, rubbed the spit all over his cock, and then he shoved his dick into my ass, giving me what I craved.

“Yes, daddy! Fuck me hard!”

“Careful what you wish for girl!” Terence said and thrusted a few times. He pulled out and spat on his cock one more time, and when he shoved it back into me, it felt like magic.

I held the chair and tossed my head back, gasping. My girly cock throbbed as Terence held me by my dress and thrusted in and out of my hole, giving me every inch of his cock, making me take it right there on a private patio overlooking the city.

After a minute or so, Terence pulled off my dress and tossed it to the side, giving it to me even harder than he was before.

Sounds of our smacking flesh filled the air as Terence pounded my bussy. I bit my lip and smiled to the sky, savoring the freedom of our naughty escapade. Terence fucked me for a good ten minutes before he reached around to grab my cock and stroke it, like he loved to do when he was about to cum.

“Yeah, daddy! Fuck my bussy!”

“I’m going to cum in this sweet ass of yours, girl.”

I moaned as Terence pounded into me a few more times, pushing deep with each of his thrusts. I was so close to cumming, barely holding on as Terence held my cock in his manly hand. He had his other hand on my tits, telling me how much he loved my girly body.

My head fell as Terence used my hole. I had my eyes closed as he fucked me, getting closer and closer to shooting his load, but I was going to have to shoot first. I couldn’t hold my cum no matter how hard I tried.

“Daddy!”

“Yeah, girl! Shoot your load!”

“Daddy!” I screamed again just before the cum started flying from my girly dick. I gasped as Daddy beat my cock and got me to cum a second time right after the first, and I could feel my walls milking his cock the entire time.

Daddy pushed deep, and then he groaned into my ear. His hand stopped moving on my dick, and then I felt him shooting his load into me. He kept fucking me as he came into my bussy, his seed leaking out of my hole and falling to the floor as we stared out to the city beneath us.

“Whose ass is this, girl?”

“It’s yours, daddy! It’s yours.”

“That’s right,” Daddy said and pushed his dick deeper into me, spanking my ass with a firm hand at the same time.

I breathed deeply as his lips traced up and down my neck. He was still deep within me, keeping his cum deep, but I loved having him inside of me. I wished our lovemaking never had to end, but I always looked forward to the next time when it did.

“I love you, Olivia. Don’t forget it.”

“I won’t.”

“Good,” Daddy said and pulled out of me. I gasped as his seed ran down my leg, but he was quick to grab a napkin and clean it up for me. He tossed it to the side and kissed the spot on my thigh he’d just wiped clean, sending a shock through my body.

“Let’s eat,” he said. “Put on your dress and panties.”

I nodded and gathered up my discarded clothing. He did the same. We smiled at each other as we got dressed and fixed our clothes. My hair probably looked crazy after the way Terence had his hands running through it, but I didn’t even care.

I honestly didn’t care much about anything except daddy and making sure that he was happy. We’d only met three months ago, but he was already my everything. He treated me to the finest experiences and fucked me better than any of those losers that’d come along before him.

“All this food looks amazing,” I gushed when we’d removed all the lids from the dishes.

“Eat all you want.”

“Thank you, Terence.”

“Anything for you, Olivia.”

Terence smiled at me from across the table before we dug in, and I knew I would remember that moment for the rest of my life. It was as though my mind had taken a snapshot, telling me to remember how happy Terence looked sitting across from me.

It was hard to admit, but even I knew that life could flip at a moment’s notice. Terence loved me today, but I couldn’t help wondering if he would love me tomorrow.


CHAPTER 5

The first six weeks of college were amazing. I was on top of the world, living my best life. My grades were better than I ever thought they could be, and Terence was spoiling me rotten, so impressed with my progress. I was finally feeling safe and secure about our relationship.

He couldn’t stop talking about starting a family.

It was adorable.

Everything was great until the eighth week of the semester. I didn’t see it coming, not even a little bit, but I smacked straight into a brick wall. Suddenly, I was swimming in assignments. I had test after test, and I couldn’t catch a break. I couldn’t breathe.

Daddy was going to be so disappointed.

I got a D.

64%.

My grade on the accounting test was going to crush daddy, but I just didn’t have enough time to study for the test. He told me to go to him if I was having troubles, but I was too embarrassed to ask for help. I’d been doing so well. We were doing so well, and I didn’t want to ruin the incredible dynamic we had going.

I still had time to do better on the next three exams that we had in the class, but this was going to ruin any chance I had of getting an A in the course. I wanted to do my best for daddy, but I was nothing more than a failure.

I knew it was coming.

I always fucked up.

Daddy was going to be home any second, and I didn’t know what to do. He would be so angry if I hid the truth from him, but I worried he was going to start questioning my worth. What if he thought he could do better? What if he tried to leave me before we could start a family?

I had dinner keeping warm in the oven. I made some of daddy’s favorites. He loved lasagna and green bean casserole. I also had sweet potato pie sitting on the counter. It was getting close to Thanksgiving, so hopefully he wouldn’t be too suspicious about the dishes I’d prepared.

They screamed guilt.

If I’d been smart, I would have prepared something simple, but I wasn’t very bright, which was why I got a bad grade on my test. I wanted to cry every time I thought about it.

I was a mess.

I feared slipping back into my old life so much that I didn’t know how to handle the disappointment of a bad grade. I swore I tried everything to study as much as I could, but maybe I could have done better. I didn’t know.

All I knew was that daddy was going to be pissed.

I didn’t want to tell him.

Much to my luck, he opened the door moments later. I gasped and turned to him with wide eyes. He laughed nervously as he slowly closed the door, giving me that look, like he already knew I fucked up, but of course his mind went straight to cheating.

“Did something happen, baby girl?”

“What?”

“Who is he?” Terence asked forcefully.

“Nobody, daddy! I would never cheat on you!”

“Then why are you looking like that? Is that sweet potato pie on the counter?” Terence asked before lifting his chin and sniffing the air. He charged over to the oven and threw open the door. “Lasagna? Green bean casserole? What the fuck did you do, Olivia?”

Daddy’s deep voice rattled my eardrums. I backed away from him, nearly tripping over myself. I was too afraid to speak. I parted my lips, but nothing came out except air.

“Olivia! Please don’t tell me you did it! Please don’t tell me you fucked another guy!”

There were tears in daddy’s eyes, which made me lose my mind. This man loved me. He would be as torn up from my betrayal as I would be. I never wanted to hurt daddy, so I found the strength to speak.

“It’s not that, daddy! It’s school!”

Terence’s expression shifted, like he was coming out of a crazed state. He caught his breath, stepping away from me as he touched his chest.

“Olivia, I’m so sorry for acting like that. Please forgive me.”

“It’s okay, daddy. I was never scared, but I’m so afraid of upsetting you,” I said and couldn’t stop the tears that fell from my eyes. I didn’t want to cry, but I’d been a mess ever since the professor handed the test to me.

“What happened at school today, Olivia?”

“I got a D on my first accounting test,” I said softly. I turned away from Terence, too embarrassed to meet his eyes.

“Oh, baby girl. I’m sorry. What happened?” Terence asked as he pulled me into his arms.

His loving embrace calmed me. Even if Terence was disappointed in my grade, he chose to love me over ridiculing me, which was exactly what I needed. I sighed against his firm chest, loving that I had this man to love and protect me.

“I don’t know! I thought I studied enough, but I guess I didn’t.”

“It’s okay,” Terence said as he combed my hair with his fingers. “Do you have any other tests coming up?”

“Yes! So many!”

“Have you studied for them?”

I realized I hadn’t studied a second since getting my bad grade, which made me panic all over again. I started hyperventilating until Terence hugged me tight and told me to relax. His fingers in my hair calmed me, but I was still freaking out over how I would ever catch up on studying.

“What did I tell you about informing me if you needed help?”

“I know, daddy, but I was afraid!”

“Never be afraid of asking me for help, baby girl. Do you hear me?” Terence asked as he held my shoulders and stared into my eyes. “I will always be here for you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, on the verge of sobbing.

“We’re going to get you a tutor, baby girl. Don’t worry. We’ll get someone to help you study. There’s a lot about good study habits you might not know. Don’t feel bad. Okay?”

I clung to Terence and nodded against his chest.

“I’m sorry I didn’t ask you before, daddy. A tutor sounds like exactly what I need. I’ve never been very good at school.”

“Have you been watching your makeup and fashion videos?”

I chewed on my bottom lip as I thought about all the time that I’d probably spent watching videos or sifting through clothing catalogs online. I nodded without looking at Terence.

“You’ll have to watch those videos less until you graduate, but that’ll only take a couple years. Okay?”

I nodded again.

“I’ll try to do better. I promise.”

“Look at this meal you made, baby girl! You’re already my shining star. I only want to make sure that you have something you can fall back on in case the worst of the worst happens. Does that make me a terrible person?”

I shook my head and slowly lifted my eyes to meet Terence’s. He smiled at me before kissing me gently on the lips. I hugged him and thanked him for understanding, excited for the help he would get me. I desperately needed help at school, but he was right. I was already doing a pretty good job of making his condo our home.

“Will you fix us some plates while I change into something more comfortable?”

“Yes, daddy. Hurry back.”

Terence kissed me on the cheek before disappearing to our bedroom. I plated the food, excited to eat a hearty meal after all the stress I’d endured throughout the day. Terence came back a few minutes later, just as I was finishing up with the table.

“What’s that?” I asked when I noticed a small box in his hand.

“It’s something I got for you.”

“I don’t deserve a present after getting a D, daddy!”

“It’s a special present, baby girl. Don’t worry.”

I shrugged and sat at the table. We ate and talked about Terence’s day at work. He spent most of the day checking in with the various managers who ran his businesses across the city. He owned convenience stores and gas stations and a few laundromats. He also had a lot of investments that I hardly understood.

“Your cooking is going to make me fat one day,” Terence said as he held a forkful of lasagna near his lips.

“I wouldn’t be mad about it.”

“You’re a bad girl, Olivia.”

I grinned and went back to eating the green bean casserole and lasagna. I moaned a little with each bite, teasing Terence with my high-pitched voice. He loved it when I screamed his name or called him daddy when he was balls deep in my bussy.

“Does that mean you don’t want dessert?”

“Oh no, baby, I want dessert. Serve me up a piece of that sweet potato pie, will you?”

“Anything you want, daddy.”

“I hope you mean that, baby girl.”

There was a hint of mischievousness in Terence’s voice, but I ignored it and cleared the dishes from the table. I kept my back to him as I went over to the kitchen and put the dishes in the sink. I cut the pie with my back to him as well, transferring two slices to separate plates with a dollop of whipped cream on each.

“I should eat whipped cream off you one night,” Terence said as I walked over to the table with the slices of pie.

“I would like that,” I said through a light giggle.

“I bet you would, my naughty princess.”

I grinned at Daddy and picked up my fork to take a bite. He did the same, but then he grabbed the little present he’d brought down and slid it across the table toward me.

“Open it,” he said.

“Okay,” I said and picked up the box. My heart hammered in my chest as I ripped the wrapping paper from the box. It looked like a jewelry box, but I was not expecting what was inside. I gasped when the cock cage greeted me, glinting against the light above us.

“Did you think you could get bad grades and get away with it, princess?”

“No,” I said in a breath.

“I know you also spend a lot of time touching your girly cock when I’m not home. Don’t worry, baby girl, I have nothing against you rubbing that pretty cock of yours, but you won’t be doing it until you improve your grades.”

“Daddy!”

“I’m sorry, Olivia, but you’ve given me no choice.”

“You have a choice,” I insisted. “You don’t have to make me wear this! Let me study with the tutor, and I’ll get my grades up. I promise!”

“Nope,” Terence said with a smirk.

He would probably let me get away with not wearing the cock cage if I protested long enough, but he would always be disappointed in me for not giving in to his dominance, and part of me knew that would hurt him more than any grade ever could.

“Daddy, please!”

“Take off your dress and panties! Now!”

I glanced at the front door. I could leave and never return, but where would that leave me? I was daddy’s girl, and I wanted to make him happy, but a cock cage? Could I really give him that power over me? How long would he make me wear it?

“I’m not going to tell you again, Olivia!”

I bit my lip as I slowly unzipped my dress. I hated the idea of having a device around my cock, but I could see the excitement in daddy’s eyes as the fabric slowly slid down my body. He looked downright thrilled when the dress pooled up around my feet, but there was only one problem.

My cock was rock hard.

“Get all the way naked and cum,” Terence said smoothly.

“Right here?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes. Where else?”

I slowly pushed down my panties, revealing my raging boner. Then I unhooked my bra and pulled it down my arms, dropping it to the floor. Terence rubbed the outline of his cock as he watched me before sticking his hand into his pants.

I wanted to climb between his legs, but I knew he wouldn’t let me. He was going to punish me. He was going to make sure that I never got a bad grade again, so I’d better enjoy the freedom my dick had while I could.

“Rub your cock, girl!”

Terence fished out his cock seconds later. It stood tall and thick, and I hated how it was teasing me with that bit of precum at the tip. I licked my lips as I slowly rubbed my cock, moaning lightly as I did.

“That’s right, girl. Cum for daddy.”

My cock was throbbing and full. I wanted to jack off for hours, but I wouldn’t last more than a couple minutes. I spat into my hand and gasped as the slickness on my cock sent a flood of pleasure rushing through my body.

“Mmm. Touch your tit!”

I used my free hand to fulfill Terence’s command, rubbing my tit as he watched me intently. He stroked his cock, and his balls were tight against his body, like he was also close to cumming.

“Damn, girl! Yes!” Terence said and closed his eyes before streams of thick white goo left his dick and covered his abs. He gasped as more cum shot from his dick, and then I joined him.

I moaned and threw my head back as cum shot from my dick, covering the floor beneath me. Terence shot up from the couch and pulled me close, covering me in kisses.

“Don’t make me lock you up for long. Okay, baby girl?”

“Okay, daddy.”

Terence pulled me to the bathroom as my cock softened. He cleaned it off with a warm washcloth and made sure it was nice and clean before he slid the chastity device into place and locked it.

“Oh, daddy!” I groaned as my cock felt all stuck and confined. It was trapped inside metal bars, constantly reminding me of how close I’d come to failure.

“You only want to be better, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“This will help you do that. Let’s go finish eating that delicious pie you made. Okay?”

I nodded and took daddy’s hand, following him back to the main room. He was only trying to do what was best for me, but I hated him for it. I hated this cage around my cock, even though I was pretty sure I hated myself more for getting such a bad grade on my first test.


CHAPTER 6

It was the afternoon after daddy had locked me in chastity, and I was going absolutely crazy. I couldn’t stand having the cage around my girly dick, but what could I do? I had to make daddy proud, and he thought I would do better without access to my cock, and he might have been right.

Now that I had a device encasing my dick, I realized how much time I’d spent touching it. I would often sit in front of the mirror naked after a shower to lotion my skin and stare at my girly cock and my tits that I’d worked so hard to obtain.

Before daddy came into my life, I was a poor girl. I used to scrounge and eat beans with rice and did everything I could to think of to save enough to get the implants that now brought me so much joy. I’d thought about going all the way, but I quite liked my girly dick, and I was afraid of having it surgically removed.

I wasn’t even thinking about getting rid of it now.

Daddy adored my cock.

I just wish he hadn’t locked it in a cage that was driving me wild. I swore it affected my breathing. Either I would be frustrated by its presence or weirdly horny when my dick strained to get hard in the metal. It was confusing and annoying and had me more emotional than I’d like. I felt like I could cry with every step I took.

I was walking to the student center now, where my new tutor was waiting. Daddy had found this guy online and said he had the best reviews. His name was Chris Burrows. He had brown hair, glasses, and was skinny from what I could tell from the photo that Terence sent me. Chris could probably fit one of the dresses hanging in my closet, but I wouldn’t tell him that.

I was surprised when Terence found a guy to tutor me, but I guess he either didn’t feel threatened, or he trusted me. I hoped it was the latter. Daddy said he trusted me, but it broke my heart when he jumped to the conclusion that I was seeing another guy.

Daddy was my everything, and I wouldn’t break his heart on purpose. I worried that he would grow tired of my struggles at school, though, so I hoped this tutor was as helpful as he promised to be.

“Hey,” I said to a man sitting solo at a table. “Are you Chris Burrows?”

“Yes! You must be Olivia.”

“That’s right,” I said and pulled out the chair across from Chris to take a seat.

He held out his hand for a shake. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Olivia. Your uh…”

“Boyfriend. Terence is my boyfriend.”

“Right,” Chris said with an awkward laugh. “He didn’t really make that clear on the phone, and I didn’t want to assume anything.”

“No worries,” I said. “What did Terence say?”

Chris swallowed. He was rather awkward, but I thought it was cute how he carried himself. He had nerdy vibes. Not alpha vibes like daddy, but there were plenty of girls out there who wanted a nerd. If I weren’t taken, I might even flirt with the boy.

“He told me that you’ve been having trouble studying.”

“Yeah,” I said with a frown. “I got a D on my accounting test, and I’m worried about the other tests and assignments I have coming up.”

“Why don’t you show me what you’re working on, and then we can go from there?”

I nodded and picked up my bookbag from the ground, placing it in my lap. I unzipped it and pulled out my mountain of books, setting them on the table in front of us, already feeling overwhelmed as I looked at the stack of material that I needed to learn.

How did students ever do it?

“What did you study?”

“Accounting,” said Chris. “I also had minors in political science and history.”

“Do you want to work for the government?”

“I used to want to be a politician, but I don’t think I have the personality to win campaigns,” Chris said with a laugh.

I didn’t know much about politics or campaigns, but I couldn’t argue that Chris might not have the personality that could hold a room, even if he had the smarts for the job.

“Maybe you could work on campaigns and learn the ropes.”

“I’d like that,” Chris said with a smile. “So, what have you been struggling with in your classes?”

Everything.

When I thought about it, I was in over my head. I had no idea how I was going to finish out this semester or any of the other semesters in front of me with the grades I was hoping to get. I didn’t want to let down daddy, but college was a lot more difficult than the first week of classes led me to believe.

“I don’t know. I thought I did a good job of studying, but then I got a D on the test. I haven’t missed a class or anything, but I guess my notes aren’t that good.”

“Did you watch videos online to help you understand the concepts?”

“No,” I said cautiously.

“Don’t worry! I only asked because sometimes professors aren’t the best at explaining things. Do you mind if I look at your notes?”

I shook my head, even though I was burning with embarrassment as I reached into my bookbag to pull out my notebook from the accounting class. I had a sinking feeling that I wasn’t doing things right and didn’t want to hear about it.

“Let’s see,” Chris said as he took the notebook from me and set it on the table between us. He flipped through it as I stared at him with nervous eyes, debating if it would be a good idea to flee. “So, it looks like you’ve taken some thorough notes.”

“I write down everything I can from class!”

“That’s great, Olivia. How about your textbook? Where is that?”

I pointed to the blue accounting textbook on the table. Chris grabbed it and flipped through the pages. He wasn’t saying anything, but I could tell that he had opinions. His face said everything he wasn’t. I was already hot from embarrassment and just wanted this meeting to end.

“From what you have here, I can tell that you’re paying attention and doing your best in class, but I have some suggestions that might help in the future.”

My skin was prickly from the criticism. I’d been so proud of myself for going to class and taking detailed notes. I thought for sure that I was going to get a good grade on the test when I handed it in, so all of these recent developments and areas for improvement had me feeling blue.

“What are you thinking?”

“Don’t worry, Olivia. I’m only here to help. Take a breath,” Chris said and stared at me until I did what he said.

The deep breath helped, but my chest still felt tight. I still felt like I could lean over the side of the table and vomit, but daddy would be upset with me if I did anything other than sit there to listen to the man that he’d paid to help me.

“I’m sorry, Chris. I’m still upset from getting a D.”

“It’s not your fault. Your test only dealt with a few of the topics you saw, so it seems like this professor might make difficult and confusing tests. It doesn’t help that there are only twenty-five questions, which means every question is worth four percent of your overall grade. That means you can only miss two or fewer if you want an A on the test, which is challenging.”

“Hmm, I guess you’re right. I hadn’t thought about it like that.”

“Short tests seem easier, but every question is worth more. They’re like double-edged swords.”

“Yeah, that’s true. How can I study, though?”

Chris turned my open textbook toward me. “What do you see?”

“Are you talking about my highlights?”

Chris nodded. “You highlighted everything.”

“Yeah, but I used different colors for everything based on how important I thought the sentence sounded.”

“How many times did you read through the text?”

“Once,” I said cautiously.

“My suggestion would be to read the entire text once and then read it again. Don’t highlight anything until the second time, and only highlight something if you think it’ll be important for a test, like definitions or key examples of concepts.”

I bit my lip, feeling like a stupid girl. How was I ever going to pass college if I didn’t even know how to study?

“It’s okay, Olivia. Please don’t get upset. It was only your first test.”

Tears started sliding down my cheeks before I could even stop them. I was so overwhelmed by my bad grade and my poor study habits and all of the work I had in front of me. It seemed even more overwhelming than before. It didn’t help that my cock was caged and bothersome, making me more emotional than usual.

“I’m going to fail all my classes!”

“Shh, Olivia. Please don’t cry,” Chris said and reached out his hands. He didn’t quite touch me. He was too busy looking to his right and left, like he was hoping someone would come to save him from my madness.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I waved a hand in my face. I didn’t want to cry, and I especially didn’t want to mess up my makeup. The last thing I had time for was a makeup touchup when I had mountains of text to study and papers to write.

“It’s okay, Olivia. It’s really not the end of the world.”

“That’s easy for you to say!” I snapped. “You know how to study and get good grades. I don’t know anything except how to turn tricks and suck dick!”

Chris’s eyes widened, and he was looking really desperate for an escape. I didn’t blame him. My crazy had come out, but I was sexually frustrated from the cock cage and afraid of failing my classes. I was more distraught than I’d been in a long time.

“Olivia, please. Can we focus on the studying?”

I sucked in a sharp breath and grabbed a tissue from my bag to pat my eyes. I had to check my face in a compact mirror as my tears subsided. My makeup wasn’t perfect, but it hadn’t been completely ruined by my outburst.

“Yes, we can. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I understand that you’re stressed about doing well, but there are steps you can take to prevent bad grades in the future. I also think part of the problem is your professor. Your test wasn’t the easiest I have seen, so next time, if you have questions, you need to visit him during his office hours.”

“Can I do that?”

“Yes, of course! That’s why they’re there.”

“Yeah, I should try that. He didn’t give us much of a study guide, and I don’t think I’m the only one who did worse than they were expecting.”

“See? It’s not the end of the world.”

I nodded as my body slowly calmed. I was still worked up, but I managed to focus for the next hour while Chris and I made a plan to tackle my studying and school assignments.

When Chris got up to leave, I was feeling a bit better about my circumstances, and I was able to concentrate for the next three hours, surfing the web and making documents and notes. I did everything I could to prepare for the next few weeks of school.


CHAPTER 7

It was a week later, and I felt a lot more confident about my studying habits. Chris and I met two more times. He reviewed my study plans and notes and the highlights in my textbooks. He was impressed by my improvements, and his advice helped me tremendously.

I felt more confident when I turned in my tests and homework assignments. None of the professors had gotten the grades back to me, so daddy still had me locked in chastity, but I was starting to feel like my days of having my dick locked in a cage would be coming to an end.

“There you are,” Terence said when he stepped into the room he’d turned into my office. His presence made me jump, but I was beyond happy to see my daddy. I stood from my desk and raced over to him, jumping into his arms.

I had music playing at a loud volume, so I hadn’t heard Terence enter. He told me to turn it down after giving me a kiss. I ran back to my computer and did what he asked before letting him pull me out of the office.

“How was school today, baby girl?”

“It was great! Chris has been helping me a lot.”

“Good. I’m glad,” Terence said and held my chin as he kissed me again. “None of those college boys are giving you a hard time, are they?”

“No, daddy! I barely even notice them.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Terence trusted me, but I could tell his biggest fear was of me running off with another guy. I knew that our age gap got to him sometimes, but it didn’t even cross my mind. I loved that daddy was older and more experienced. I loved how he could guide me and help me with things like university. Those boys in my classes were just as lost as I was.

“What is it that you have in the oven? The house smells incredible.”

“I made a sheet-pan dinner with jumbo shrimp and slices of sausage. There’s also some rice in the rice cooker.”

Terence made delighted sounds and pulled me closer to his frame. I could feel the outline of his half-erect cock through his pants, and it made me whimper. Daddy hadn’t given me his cock since he put this stupid cage on my dick, and it was driving me crazy.

“How did I get so lucky?”

“I feel like the lucky one,” I said as I looked into daddy’s eyes.

“I’m definitely the one who got lucky.”

I didn’t want to reach my hand down to touch Terence’s cock, but I was so horny after being locked in my cage for over a week. I could barely sleep at night, constantly tossing and turning, just waiting for daddy to bury his dick into my needy bussy.

“What if we started with dessert?”

“I peeked and saw there are only two cookies left in the cookie jar,” said Terence.

“Not cookies. I thought we could have our other dessert. You know what I’m talking about,” I said and pressed my hand against Terence’s hard stomach, slowly moving it down his body, but he grabbed my wrist to stop me.

“What are you doing, Olivia?”

“Please, daddy! I’m going crazy!”

“This is difficult for me too, but we must stay strong, baby girl. Your grades are important.”

I didn’t want to throw a tantrum, but my body felt like a firestorm. I didn’t even feel like myself after having the outline of daddy’s dick pressed up against me. His cock had me thinking crazy thoughts. It had me wanting to do crazy things.

“Touch me, daddy! Make me feel alive!”

“Not until your grades are better.”

I cursed my professors for not returning my grades more quickly. It’d been the longest week of my life already, and I still had other tests in front of me, but I couldn’t stand having my dick locked up another second. I needed a release.

“Daddy! Please!”

I dropped to my knees in front of Terence. I was a fiend, but I didn’t even care anymore. I reached for Terence’s belt buckle and tried to undo it, but he gripped my wrist tightly, forcing me to stop.

“Terence! It’s not fair!”

“Get up now!”

I shook my head and fell to a lying position with my legs curled under my bottom. I refused to be good. I refused to give daddy what he wanted if he wouldn’t do the same for me.

“Girl, don’t make me tell you twice!”

“No! It’s not fair!”

Terence had a wild look in his eyes. I knew that I was playing with fire. I was usually on my best behavior, but the cock cage had me doing crazy things. I could feel my girly cock pressing up against the metal of the cage, and the only thing I could think to do was scream.

“Olivia! Lower your voice!”

“No! This is bullshit!”

“Watch your mouth, baby girl!”

“No!” I screamed even more loudly and started kicking my legs in the air, really laying it on thick, but I lost control of myself when daddy refused to let me suck his cock.

Terence reached down and grabbed under my shoulder, lifting me to my feet in one swift movement. I protested and flailed, but daddy had a firm grip on me and wasn’t letting me get away from him. He pushed me up against the wall, breathing heavily.

“Olivia! Stop this at once!”

“No!” I moved my head from side to side, refusing to look at Terence. He had driven me to this. I could handle the studying and homework a lot easier than I could handle a week without his dick in my mouth. “Give me my dessert!”

“You will not get anything from me acting like that, do you hear me, girl?”

“I don’t care!”

“If you don’t stop, I’ll be forced to give you a spanking!”

“Give me a spanking then, daddy! I’m not stopping! I’m tired of having this cage around my cock! I’m tired of you not fucking me!”

Daddy and I had never gone this long without sex since we got together, and I was past my limit. I needed daddy’s dick. I needed it in my mouth. My ass. Sliding between my breasts. I needed his cum spraying all over my uncovered skin. There was nothing better than feeling that warm goo splattered across my spent body.

“Olivia, why are you doing this?” Terence asked softly.

“You know why!”

“Please stop, baby girl. I hate this behavior.”

“I hate how you won’t touch me!” I shook and moved from out of Terence’s grip. He was too shocked by how I was acting to stop me. Not until I flipped him the middle finger and cursed at him. “You’re the worst daddy in the world! I hate you!”

I didn’t know how our conversation had spiraled to this point, but I was so sexually frustrated that I felt blind, like I couldn’t see how badly I was hurting the man who loved me. The man who tried his hardest to make sure I had everything I could ever want.

His face turned when I called him the worst daddy in the world. He charged toward me and grabbed my arm. I screeched when he pulled me toward the bedroom and kicked open the door. He threw me onto the bed.

I gasped and grinned as I turned over to my back, ready to give him every inch of my body, but Terence didn’t want anything to do with it. He looked hurt. He stepped toward the bed with anger in his eyes.

“Why are you being so bad, baby girl?” he asked, looking like he was on the verge of tears.

“You won’t touch me! Fuck me, daddy! Please!”

Terence grunted. “You think you deserve my dick after acting like that? You’ll be lucky if you ever get it again.”

Panic rushed through me, choking me. I looked into daddy’s eyes to see if he was joking, but he looked absolutely serious. I hurried to my knees and crawled to the end of the bed. I clasped my hands together as I stared at him.

“No, daddy! How could you say that? Please, I didn’t mean it.”

“Yes, you did! You called me the worst daddy in the world when all I want to do is help you be the best girl you can be. You think keeping you in a cage is easy for me, but it’s not, baby girl. I only do it to help control this monster that’s within you.”

“Monster?” I asked in a breath.

Daddy groaned and wiped his hand over his face. I was exhausting him. I was pushing him away, making my own worst nightmares come true from my disastrous behavior. Daddy was right about there being a monster within me, and I couldn’t believe I was letting that girl show at the worst possible time.

“I’m sorry, Olivia. You know I love you, but it’s hard to love you when you act like this.”

“Please don’t break up with me, daddy. You do give me everything a girl could ever want. I am lucky to have you in my life.”

“Then why did you just attack me with your words?”

“I don’t know,” I said softly. “Sometimes I can’t help myself.”

“Would you say that your behavior deserves a spanking.”

“Yes, but—”

“Are you arguing?”

“No,” I said and dropped my gaze. I had already lost this battle, so there was no point in me continuing. Daddy wanted to fuck me, judging by how he was a little hard in his pants when he hugged me, but I ruined any chance of getting fucked when I lost my shit.

“Get onto your hands and knees.”

“Are you going to spank me?”

“Yes. You get ten swats.”

I wanted to protest, but I stopped myself before the word vomit left my mouth. I nodded and got to my hands and knees at the edge of the bed, swallowing when Terence stood by my side.

“Please be good for me, baby girl.”

“I will.”

“No more crazy outbursts?”

I shook my head and glanced over my shoulder to stare into his eyes, hoping he could tell that I wanted to do better. I held his gaze for several seconds before turning my head and dropping it, preparing myself for Terence’s firm hand. He’d spanked me before, mostly playfully, but this was anything but playful.

This was punishment.

Terence pushed up my dress and pulled down my panties. A horny breath escaped his lips as he took in the sight of my smooth ass, but he wasn’t about to fuck me. Not after how I’d acted.

He did surprise me by reaching between my legs and running his fingers along the metal cage that held my dick. My body shivered as he touched my frustrated girly cock, pulling a loud gasp from my lips. If he kept rubbing my caged cock, I would cum, I could feel it, but he stopped as soon as he began.

“It’s hard to punish you when I can see your gorgeous bussy.”

“Fuck my bussy, baby!”

Terence growled and ran his thumb over my hole. My entire body shook from the touch, but Terence stopped there. He breathed heavily as he took a step away from the bed, and when I glanced over my shoulder, I could see the outline of his hard cock in his pants.

“Pull it out and fuck me, daddy.”

“No! You’ve been a bad girl!”

“Fuck me hard for my punishment, daddy!” I felt desperation in every inch of my being. I put my head against the bed and kept my ass in the air, shaking it, teasing daddy with the view of my bussy, daring him to fuck it.

Daddy’s willpower was amazing.

“You’re one bad girl, Olivia!”

“I’m your bad girl.”

“That’s right, and tonight you deserve a punishment. Not a fucking.”

“Daddy!” I cried.

Terence ignored me as he approached the bed. He grabbed my hip with a firm hand and held my body steady as he smacked my ass. Each swat of his hand left me stinging. I was begging him to stop by the tenth swat, and he was breathing heavily when he finally stepped away from me.

“I’ll give you thirty swats next time you act up, baby girl. Do you understand?”

“Yes, daddy! I’m sorry!”

“Pull your panties up and come eat dinner. I’ll fix the plates.”

“Okay,” I said and fell to my back as Terence walked out of the room. I was so hurt and upset, but I deserved what I got. Maybe if I hadn’t acted so crazy daddy would have been willing to fuck me later in the night, but any chance of that happening was now dead in the water.


CHAPTER 8

I’d been on my best behavior since the spanking that daddy gave me, but he still had me locked up in the chastity cage, which was driving me absolutely wild. I wanted to scream every night we were together but had learned how to bite my tongue.

Daddy and I would even tease each other, but he wouldn’t let it go any further than that. Once his dick started to get even a little hard, he would send me to the other room to study, giving him a second to catch his breath. I kept waiting for the moment when he would lose control, but losing control wasn’t something daddy did often.

Ever since the night that Daddy spanked me, I’d been spending a lot more time in the library. I needed to make sure that all of the other grades I got were As or Bs to get this damn cage off my dick, but hours passed without me noticing.

When I finally registered how long had passed since I got to the library, I realized that I would have no time to cook dinner. I hadn’t even gone to the grocery store in days, so I didn’t think there was much to throw together in the fridge.

I always made daddy dinner, so I started to panic. I quickly gathered my textbooks and stuffed them into my backpack, but I only had an hour until Terence normally got home from work once I got out to the parking lot. There was no way that I would have enough time to stop by the grocery store, cook, and have dinner on the table.

I was freaking out when I left the library to head to my car, which was one of daddy’s extras he’d lent me after I moved into his house. He took me to school and picked me up the first few days of the semester, but then I had to drive myself.

I missed that first week of school.

It was blissful.

Things had gone downhill since the sunny beginnings of the semester. There were so many definitions to learn and papers to write, and I was trying to be the perfect housewife on top of it all. Then Terence had locked up my dick.

I felt like I was juggling eight different balls, and another ball had finally hit the ground to throw me off my game. Putting dinner on the table was usually my first priority, but it had taken a backseat this past week since I was busy writing papers and studying.

I spent ten minutes in my car looking for quick recipes, but that was eating up the little time I had, which sent me spiraling. I finally decided that I would have to pick up food for dinner. Daddy had given me a credit card and told me to use it whenever, and this felt like one of those times when I would have to pull out the plastic.

Daddy didn’t love overly greasy food, so I decided to pick up salads and sides from a café that was on the way to his condo. They also had some sandwiches, so I added one to the order just in case daddy wanted more than a salad, and then I prayed to the stars that he wouldn’t be angry.

I couldn’t handle another spanking.

The food was ready when I arrived at the café, much to my delight and surprise. I usually spent an hour or two making dinner, sometimes three, so it felt like magic to pick up food that was already prepared. I thanked the workers profusely, to the point that they looked at me funny, but they had no idea how much time they’d saved me!

Daddy and I got to his building at the same time. He saw me in the parking lot and waved. I waved back before grabbing my bags to get out of the car and walk over to him.

“You’re home early,” I said.

“Meeting got canceled. What do you have there?” Terence asked and gestured at the bags in my hand.

“I picked up dinner. I hope you don’t mind, daddy! I was at the library studying and completely lost track of time.”

Terence rested a hand on my shoulder as he looked into my eyes. “Baby girl, I couldn’t care less. I’m glad that you got a lot of studying done.”

“Yes!” I said proudly. “I made flashcards, wrote definitions in my notebooks, and I only highlighted the most important lines in my textbook. I also finished a rough draft for a paper I’ve been writing, and I’m about ready to turn it in after some revisions.”

“It sounds like you had a productive day,” Terence said.

“I did.”

He held his arms open, and I couldn’t help but take the bait. I fell against his hard body and inhaled his manly scent, feeling safe, loved, and protected.

“I wouldn’t mind you cooking a bit less if you need that time to study. I’ve eaten plenty of takeout in my life.”

“Really?” I asked and met daddy’s eyes. “That could be helpful.”

“Yes, baby girl. Don’t stress yourself out cooking. I’ll give you menus of my favorite places, and I’ll even highlight the dishes I like. Feel free to pick up dinner whenever you need. Okay?”

“Yes, daddy. Thank you.”

“No problem,” Terence said and gave me a kiss. “Did you use the credit card daddy gave you?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

“Good girl. Let’s go inside and eat.”

I felt lighter than air when daddy laced his fingers with mine and walked by my side toward the door, carrying the bags of food and my bookbag for me.


CHAPTER 9

It happened!

I got As and Bs on all my tests and papers!

Several days of darkness passed when I didn’t know my grades on anything that I’d turned in, but then all my professors came back with my grades during a two-day stretch, sending me toward the stratosphere of joy with each document they returned.

Daddy was going to be so proud!

I raced home that second day after getting my papers back, eager to see daddy. I even had the energy to cook, which had become a bit of a rarity over the past few days, but it was worth it! My grades were much better than I ever expected, and I couldn’t wait to show daddy how much my hard work paid off.

I hoped he would relieve me of this chastity device.

I was desperate.

He hadn’t fucked me in weeks, and I knew he was going a little crazy. I caught him jacking off in the shower one morning, which nearly turned into an ordeal because he wouldn’t let me finish him off with my mouth, but I stopped acting out before he had to give me another spanking.

When I got home, daddy wasn’t there, so I went ahead and cooked us dinner. I was on top of the world as I chopped vegetables and cut some meat, making us stir fry without all of the excess oil. Daddy took his physique seriously, so I tried to cook him the healthiest dishes that I could.

We often ate wraps or sheet-pan dinners with vegetables or grilled chicken. Sometimes the food was a little boring, but daddy never complained about my cooking. He always thanked me with hugs and kisses and told me that I was the best girl he could ever have.

Terence walked through the door a few minutes after I’d finished cooking the stir fry. He complimented the smells in the air, as he always did, and then he pulled me into his arms for a kiss. It was our normal routine, but I could hardly hide my excitement.

“Is something wrong, baby girl?”

“Nothing at all,” I said with a huge smile.

Terence smiled back at me, pulling me closer by the small of my back. He kissed my neck, slowly moving his lips up to my earlobe. I squealed when his warm mouth covered my skin, but I loved how he kissed me and held me. I loved how he couldn’t get enough of me, and he’d been a lot more handsy the past few days, like his willpower was finally starting to crack.

“What’s on your mind? Why are you smiling like that?”

“Wait here,” I said.

“Baby girl. I want to change my clothes.”

“Go ahead and change, daddy! I forgot!”

Terence looked at me for a long moment before finally heading out of the room, and then I ran to my office to grab all the good grades I’d gotten back from my professors. I had a stack of them, more than making up for the one D that I’d gotten.

Chris was also right about my accounting professor. Everyone was starting to complain about how difficult he made everything for an entry-level class. There were countless reviews online about how he was one of the hardest professors that many students had, so that information made me feel a little better about myself, but I wouldn’t give up trying in his class, even if he was a bit of an asshole.

There’d be assholes in life no matter where I went, so it was better to learn how to outsmart and outmaneuver one than hide away in the shadows and let him take me out as he’d taken out other students. People were already dropping the class, but I would stay strong.

I wanted to make daddy proud.

“So, what has you all happy?”

“These, daddy!”

“What are those?” Terence asked as he grabbed the papers from my hand. I watched him closely as he flipped through all my graded work, and the smile that crossed his face was priceless. “Baby girl! You got all of these good grades?”

“Yes, daddy! I worked so hard to make it happen!”

“Yes, you did! I’m so proud of you!” Terence said as he pulled me into his arms.

I squirmed until I got out of his arms and grabbed the papers he was holding. I didn’t want them to get damaged in his grip. His hands were powerful beasts that would crumble up my beautiful pages, but daddy wasn’t upset when I took the graded materials and ran them back to my office.

“Come over here, baby girl!”

I skipped to daddy, jumping into his arms. We were both giddy and excited. I loved how proud he was of me, but I was probably even more proud of myself. Never in a million years would I have thought that I could get all As and Bs. I felt like a nerd, and it was one of the best feelings I’d ever had!

“I know you cooked us a lovely dinner, but how about dessert first?”

“Yes, daddy! There’s nothing I would love more!”

“Enough said.” Terence scooped me into his arms. I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck and kissed him over and over on the cheek as he carried me to our shared bedroom. I squealed with excitement when he kicked open the door and tossed me onto the bed.

“Don’t move, baby girl!”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said as I ran my fingertips up and down my body, beyond excited for what was coming my way. I’d gotten used to my cock being locked up, but it’d been that way for far too long. I needed a release. I needed daddy to touch my girly cock while he fucked my bussy from behind.

“There’s my girl,” Terence said when he reappeared without a single piece of clothing on his body.

Daddy usually needed some encouragement to get hard, but his manhood was already long, thick, and standing at attention. His cock looked so good, and I needed it in my mouth. I got to my hands and knees and crawled to the edge of the bed, but daddy wagged his finger in my face.

“No?” I gasped.

“Strip naked first.”

I let out a breath as I stood on my knees to do exactly what daddy asked. I was wearing a sweater and jeans, so I pulled off my sweater first, revealing my big tits. Terence stared at them as they jiggled and swayed from my movements.

“Keep going, baby girl.”

“Yes, daddy.”

I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled down the zipper, shimmying the denim down my legs until I could kick them off and toss them to the floor. Terence licked his lips as he watched me, but he was still waiting for me to remove everything.

I took off my bra.

Then I removed my panties.

My cock still caged and painfully desperate for freedom.

“You’re such a pretty girl, Olivia. How did I get so lucky to have you in my life?”

“I’m the lucky one, daddy.”

“Hardly, but I’m glad you believe so.”

Terence climbed onto the bed a moment later, and then he revealed the key he was holding behind his back. I gasped as he slowly moved his hand toward my crotch. He wrapped his big, manly hand around my girly cock and balls, staring into my eyes as he held my caged dick in his hand.

“Have you been a good girl?”

“The best, daddy!”

Terence purred as he slowly moved the key to the lock that was keeping my dick caged. I’d never felt more relieved in my life than when he unlocked the cage and started pulling it off my cock.

“Yes, daddy!”

“Your dick must be so sensitive,” Terence said as he tossed the cock cage over his shoulder. My dick got hard at lightning speed, but it felt so good feeling all the blood rush into my womanhood like that, filling me with relief.

“Daddy!” I screamed when Terence wrapped his hand around my cock and stroked it once. I was far more sensitive than I ever would have thought. “You’re going to make me cum!”

Terence released his hand from my cock and shook his head. “You’re not cumming until I fuck that sweet bussy of yours. Turn over, girl!”

I moaned and flipped over to my stomach, gasping with delight when Terence pulled me up to my hands and knees. He ran his fingers along my exposed back before reaching around my body to cup my breasts with a firm grip.

“Fuck me, daddy!”

Terence ignored me and spread my cheeks, moving in close to lick my hole. His tongue swiped over my bussy and sent a rush across my body. He kept eating me out, edging me closer to an orgasm. I hadn’t been touched properly in far too long. I was so sensitive, so hungry.

“Daddy,” I said in a breath as he kept licking my tight little hole.

“Yes, baby girl?”

I shook my head and moaned, jiggling my ass in Terence’s face. I needed him to continue, which he did, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body with his expert tongue, lapping at my bussy like it was made of candy.

“Yes, daddy! That feels so good!”

Terence smacked my ass before shoving two fingers into my hole. He thrusted his fingers. My dick shook violently as he fucked me with his fingers, teasing me while giving me everything I needed.

“How does this feel?”

“So good, daddy!”

“Does it make you want my dick?”

“Yes!”

It also had me feeling like I was about to bust a load, and I needed daddy to fuck me before that happened. I needed him to fuck me while I felt like a fiend, longing for his dick after weeks of not having it.

“Good girl,” Terence said and pulled his fingers out of me. He grabbed the bottle of lube at his side and lathered his dick with it before shoving his cock back into me.

Relief washed over me.

“Yes, daddy!”

Terence moaned as he pushed his thick cock deep, spreading my walls and filling my hole with his manhood. I loved how it stuffed me to the brim. It was hitting my prostate each time he went deep, and Terence had his hands on me like a wild animal.

He was touching my breasts.

My sides.

He brushed my dick once, but I screamed so loudly that he hadn’t gone back to touching it, knowing that I would shoot a load if he continued.

“I’ve missed fucking you so much, baby girl!”

“Yes, daddy! Give me that dick!”

Terence held my hips and pounded my ass. My breasts and cock shifted and swayed with the rhythm of his hips, giving me everything I’d needed over the past few weeks, reminding me that daddy was always worth the wait.

Terence smacked my ass as he fucked me hard. I couldn’t even speak as he sent me flying toward the stars. I moaned and bit my lip, enjoying each thrust of his hips.

“Take this dick, girl!”

“Mhm!”

Terence pushed deep and held his cock there for a second, reaching around my body to touch my sensitive womanhood. I gasped when his slick hand covered my cock, nearly sending me over the edge, but then Terence pulled out of me and flipped me over to my back.

I stared into his loving eyes as he held my legs in the air and pushed back into me, stuffing me with his cock, but there was no other way I wanted to be. I moaned and kept staring at daddy as he thrusted his hips, bringing himself closer to orgasm.

“Cum in me, daddy.”

“Yeah?”

I bit my lip and nodded. My hand was on my hard girly dick, but I didn’t dare stroke it. I watched Terence fuck me and clawed his muscular abs with my fingernails every few seconds as I took his pounding, wishing it never had to end, but I could tell that daddy was close.

“Keep being my good girl!” Terence said before letting his head fall back. A deep moan left his lips, and then I felt him filling me with his seed.

“Yes!” I screamed and stroked my dick quickly, coming with Terence seconds later. Terence groaned and grunted as my walls milked more cum out of his dick, but he didn’t pull out of me. He held his cock deep until I pulled away from him. We cuddled and kissed as we caught our breath.

“I love you,” I said.

“Not as much as I love you,” he said.


CHAPTER 10

Three Years Later

“Kathryn! Michael! Come to the kitchen please,” I hollered at the kids. They came running into the room a few minutes later, covered from head to toe with the art supplies they’d been using. I sighed when I saw them, but I still loved them.

Kathryn and Michael were twins. We adopted them a little over a year ago when they were still three. They were abandoned by a mother and father who chose drugs over their children. We met the parents and promised to keep them informed about Kathryn and Michael, but they aren’t allowed to see the kids until they get their act together.

I hated that their parents couldn’t see how beautiful Kathryn and Michael were. How they were worth more than any drug, but at least Terence and I were able to give them a proper home.

“Guys! Look how dirty you are!”

The kids giggled and shared a knowing smile.

“Go to the bathroom and get cleaned up before daddy gets home!”

“Yay, daddy!” They screamed before running out of the room. Those kids loved Terence, maybe even more than I did, but it was a close competition.

Terence and I got married during my second semester of college. He proposed on Christmas morning after my first semester had ended, and then we had a small wedding in the spring. I felt blessed every day when I woke up by his side, but he would say that he was the blessed one.

The man never ceased to make me feel special.

He took me on a trip to Europe when I graduated from the accounting program with an associate degree. We spent two weeks hopping from one beach to the next, and yes, we had sex on every single one of them.

It was magical.

The kids ran back into the room. They weren’t perfectly clean, but it was good enough. I kissed each of them on the top of their heads before asking for their help to set the table, which was a job they loved to do.

“Daddy!” They both screamed when the door opened. They ran over to Terence and jumped into his arms. He gave them a lot of love before walking over to give me a kiss.

“How was your day, baby girl?”

“Can’t complain,” I said.

“Good. I missed you,” Terence said as he stood inches from me, and then he gave me that kiss I was longing to receive. I moaned into his mouth and pressed my body up against his. The best part of the day was when he walked through the door after work.

“I missed you too, Terence.”

Terence moved his mouth close to my ear. “I need to be your daddy tonight.”

“When would I ever say no?” I asked with a laugh.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Terence said and kissed me on the cheek before going to change his clothes.

The kids and I finished setting the table, and then Terence came back to join us for dinner. We ate, each of us talking about our days. The kids had preschool and shared plenty of stories. Terence talked about his meetings and businesses, and I chatted about some literature I’d read. I put the kids to bed after dinner, and then I was Terence’s.

He had me calling him daddy late into the night, and I loved every second of it.

Terence would be my daddy today, tomorrow, and forever.


BILLIONAIRE’S WISH
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CHAPTER 1

I had never done anything like this before. I was a sweaty mess as I took the elevator up to Olivia’s floor, worried that I was making the biggest mistake of my life, but I had to have hope. The apps weren’t working, and the one girl who didn’t care about my crossdressing ended up breaking my heart. I needed help.

“Good afternoon, you must be George,” a young woman with a trim waistline said as she stood from behind her desk. “I’m Megan, Olivia’s assistant. We’re so excited that you’ve decided to give our dating service a try. Olivia is busy on the phone right now, but I can offer you a coffee or bottle of water while you wait.”

“Coffee sounds good, thank you.”

Megan smiled and scurried away to grab me a cup of coffee while I sat in one of the chairs next to her desk, feeling anxious as I waited for her to return. The office was decorated with affirmations of love and framed photos of happy couples. I could only hope that I would be part of a happy couple myself one day.

“Would you like any cream or sugar?” Megan asked from the coffee station.

“Black is fine,” I said.

“Perfect,” she purred and came back over with the steaming cup of coffee in her hand. It was impossible not to notice the beautiful line her touching breasts created. She was wearing a simple scarlet dress with a plunging neckline and a pair of black kitten heels, perfect for a day at the office.

“Thank you,” I said and trained my eyes on the cup of coffee as Megan leaned over slightly to give it to me.

“You’re welcome, George! Olivia should only be a minute or so longer, and then she’ll come out.”

I nodded and pulled out my phone to distract myself. A few magazines sat on the table in front of me, but I was more interested in the news, scrolling through the articles of the day, some sad and others more upbeat. I clicked on an article about women’s fashion, which I often found myself doing when I opened my news app.

The article in question spoke about how pantyhose were making a comeback, and I could only hope that the news was true. I wouldn’t be caught dead walking outside with nothing other than pantyhose on my legs like some girls, unless I had on a full body suit or perfectly tucked dick or something, but even then, I probably wouldn’t have the nerve. Those girls who could pull it off had tiny little bird legs and no ass, which wasn’t me at all.

I was of average weight, but I’d always had a big butt and hips, which I was grateful for when I dressed en femme, but my juicy booty would attract far too much attention in a T-shirt and pantyhose. A girl could dream, though, which was exactly what I did as I stared at the pictures of all the girls walking down the street in their pantyhose pants and heels, looking as fabulous as could be.

“George, are you ready?” Olivia asked as she stepped into the waiting area. “Sorry my phone call took so long.”

“No worries!” I said and locked my phone’s screen as I stood to follow Olivia back to her office.

She was wearing white stilettos with matching bellbottom pants and a white blazer without a blouse on beneath it. Her lips were painted red, which looked amazing against her naturally olive skin and curly brown hair. She gestured to the seat across from her desk when we stepped into her office.

“So, George, what brings you to my office today?”

It was hard to admit the truth, but I could no longer ignore how my life had played out over the years. I was a success financially but a mess when it came to love, and I needed help, which was exactly what I told Olivia.

“Why do you think it’s so hard for you to keep a woman?”

I hadn’t been forthcoming in my application about the fact that I was a crossdresser, but it was the main obstacle in my numerous relationships. I knew deep down that I would rather be single than hide the girl within, but my willpower was crumbling by the day. I was two years away from turning forty, and I didn’t want to be single anymore. I longed for a companion, a woman, to spend my days with and part of me was growing capable of silencing the woman within to make a relationship work.

“Is there a common thread that you’ve noticed? It’s best to be honest with me, so that I can find a woman who works for you. I don’t judge, and I’ve seen it all. This is a safe place, George.”

“Yes,” I said dryly.

“Okay, what is it you think women don’t like about you?”

“I have unique tastes.”

“Like a fetish?”

I sighed. “I’m a crossdresser.”

“Oh,” Olivia said in a high voice as her cheeks turned rosy. “Is this something you’ve been doing for a long time?”

“Ever since my early twenties,” I said before sobbing lightly. I never had a problem with my feminine desires until it put such a damper on my romantic life. I used to prance around the house in lingerie and heels when I was a single guy, but I found myself wanting to do so less and less as my desire for companionship grew. “Do you think there’s any hope for me?”

“Yes!” Olivia said quickly as she stood to run over to where I was sitting and give me a hug. “There’s hope for everyone. It’s all about finding the right person.”

“I found one girl who liked me, Lorraine, but she broke my heart. She only wanted me for my money. She didn’t care about my crossdressing, but she cared even less about my heart.”

“Oh, George! You poor guy!” Olivia said as she hugged me with her breasts pressed against my head, showering me in their pillowy warmth. Olivia rubbed the side of my head as she cooed into my ear. “We’ll find a girl for you!”

“I hope so,” I said as Olivia broke away from me and returned to her chair on the other side of the desk.

“This is my job, George. I have an entire database of women at my fingertips, women you’ll never see on any apps, but I think I already know the woman who’ll be perfect for you.”

“Really?” I asked brightly as I sat more upright, eager to hear anything about a woman who might go for a guy like me.

“Yep,” Olivia said as she tapped at her keyboard. She turned the monitor in my direction a few moments later, revealing the face of a gorgeous blonde who I felt was way out of my league. A woman I would never dare approach at a mixer or a dinner party, but Olivia seemed confident about our potential as she told me about Sarah.

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

“Well, I’m glad you said something.”

A rock fell to the pits of my stomach. I had baggage of my own, but the same was true of Sarah and every other person in the world. I gripped the edge of my chair as I waited for Olivia to reveal Sarah’s flaw, hoping that it wouldn’t stop me from wanting to be with her.

“Sarah is a powerful woman.”

“Yes, you told me. She runs a successful advertising agency, but I have nothing against powerful women. I love them.”

“Yes, but do you love dominant women?”

“I… uh… I don’t know. I’ve never been with a dominant woman.”

“Sarah is lovely, and she’s truly an incredible woman with a kind heart, but she’s struggled to find a man who can handle her dominant side. If you’re willing to take a chance on her, I’m pretty confident she would be willing to take a chance on you. She might even help you out and give you some clothing tips,” Olivia said with a shrug. “If that’s something you’re looking for.”

“I certainly wouldn’t be opposed to some advice from an understanding woman,” I said with hope in my heart. “I guess I don’t mind Sarah being dominant. I’m not exactly an alpha or anything,” I said with an awkward laugh.

“There’s nothing wrong with that, George. We are who we are. The best thing we can do is accept that and find someone who can love us for who we are.”

“Couldn’t say it better myself,” I said as I smiled at Olivia.

“If things don’t work out with Sarah or she isn’t interested, I’ll find someone else for you, but I’m feeling pretty good about the idea of you two being together. I’ve known Sarah for a long time, and if I know anything about her, it’s that she’s as ready to settle down as you seem to be, which is half the battle in relationships.”

“Oh, Olivia! You’ve given me so much hope! I’ll try not to get my hopes up too much, but Sarah’s so pretty. I’d be lucky to get a girl like her.”

“Keep your fingers crossed, and I’ll call you later with any details.”

“Thank you, Olivia! I hope it works out!”

“Me too. I’ll call soon. I promise,” Olivia said as she glanced at the door, and I knew that was my cue to leave. I stood and reached out my hand for a shake, our eyes meeting for a moment, and when I looked into Olivia’s eyes, I didn’t see a hint of judgement. She really had my best interests at heart, and I couldn’t wait to hear if Sarah would agree to a date.


CHAPTER 2

My phone rang a few hours later while I was sitting on the couch. I raced to grab it from where I’d left it in the kitchen. I didn’t ever have to go to the office, as I made most of my money through passive investments after selling an invention in my late twenties.

I went to school to become an engineer and always tinkered around with things in my garage for fun and ended up creating an invention that a company bought from me to help power a medical x-ray device. I was trying to create the next cookware revolution but ended up creating something that made me much, much richer than a kitchen accessory ever could.

“Hello,” I said as I answered the phone.

“Hi, George. This is Olivia. I have some good news!”

“You do?” I asked, my voice cracking as I said the words.

“Yes,” she said with a light laugh. “I spoke with Sarah, and she sounded excited about the idea of you being a crossdresser and confirmed that it wouldn’t be a problem at all. I arranged a date for you all tomorrow night based on the schedule you gave me. How does that sound?”

“Tomorrow night?”

“Don’t be nervous, George. I find it’s best to jump in the deep end when it comes to love. You two could spend weeks texting if you met through an app, but this way, I control the dialogue and make sure that you two get in front of each other and form your first impression in person. It’s much more powerful than messaging.”

“Yeah, but tomorrow is so soon!”

“The sooner the better, so should I call to make a reservation for you two?”

“Yes!”

“I’ll send you the details in a moment. Don’t forget to be yourself. Don’t try to be who you think you should be. Can you do that for me?”

I felt like Olivia could see right through me. Had she been there on those dates when I tried to give off a macho persona? I used to be open about my crossdressing and shared the fact that I liked to wear panties and sexy lingerie and remove my body hair, but the more women I lost from doing that, the more caged up I became. I hid who I was until I was trying to act like a completely different person on dates, only stopping when I couldn’t stomach looking at myself in the mirror, seeing a fraud each time I did.

I skipped out on one date when I couldn’t stand it anymore. I called to give them my credit card number from the car. I even saw my date that night get into her car and drive away with an angry look on her face, but what was I expected to do? I couldn’t keep pretending that I was some macho billionaire like the girls wanted.

I was who I was, and I had to accept that fact like Olivia was saying earlier in the day. I didn’t need to hide who I was for the benefit of others. It was a waste of time and would only lead to despair.

“George! I’m on a schedule! Promise me you’ll be yourself tomorrow night, or you’re wasting both our time and money.”

“I promise I’ll be myself.”

“Good. Sarah is a sweetheart, but she likes her men to look sharp. If I were you, I would spend my day shopping and getting a haircut. She doesn’t care about the crossdressing, but maybe you should go to this first date as a man.”

“Yes, I planned on it.”

“By the way, I’ve been wanting to ask. Is there a specific name you go by when you become a woman?”

I chuckled. “Vicky.”

“Cute! Text me tomorrow if you have any questions. I’m happy to help you with any fashion choices or whatever else you need. Okay?”

“Yes, thank you, Olivia.”

“Good luck!” Olivia said and ended the call. My stomach turned at the thought that I would be on a date with Sarah in less than twenty-four hours, but maybe Olivia was right when she said that I needed to jump into the deep end. I had no idea what to expect, but I was excited to meet Sarah.


CHAPTER 3

One thing I loved about becoming a woman was that it covered up my bald head. I tried everything in my late twenties to keep my hair but eventually gave up and decided that I would be better off as a bald man, but that changed when I became a woman. I had an entire closet of wigs that gave me hair, but none of them were in a men’s style.

I checked myself out in my closet mirror. I was wearing a gray suit and looking sharp. I’d spent my morning at the spa, where I got a massage and a haircut and a shave. I loved it when someone else shaved my face. It always felt so luxurious to feel the blade scraping against my skin, a person wiping up any extra shaving cream with a warm towel.

The staff at the spa knew me by name and loved me because I always left them generous tips for their incredible services. I honestly didn’t know what I would do without their hot stone massages and acupuncture treatments and everything else they convinced me to do to my body to keep it feeling fresh.

My phone buzzed, reminding me that I had to leave, or I would show up late for my date. Olivia called me in the afternoon to make sure that I would arrive on time, as tardiness was one of Sarah’s biggest pet peeves. She also warned me that Sarah was a bit eccentric, but that only excited me. I had no idea what to expect, but I left my place and went to the restaurant where Olivia had made reservations for us.

***

“There you are!” Sarah said as I entered the restaurant. She was wearing a black midi dress with a low neckline and tall black stilettos, looking radiant against the backdrop of Lake Michigan behind her. “I thought I was going to have to leave!”

“I’m ten minutes early,” I said as I glanced at my watch.

“Yes, you are. I always leave five minutes before a date,” Sarah said with a hoot as she rubbed the collar of my jacket. She pushed a hand through her hair, and her eyes looked crazed when they met mine, but there was no way to know if that was how she always looked. “You only had five minutes to spare.”

“I would have come earlier had I known.”

“You’re cute,” Sarah said as her eyes softened slightly. She pulled me by the collar of my sports jacket and plopped me down into the chair. “Olivia said I would like you, but I never know with her anymore. She’s sent me so many duds.”

“How many?”

Sarah shrugged as she plunged a toothpick into an olive and plopped it into her mouth. I stared at her lips as she chewed. She was wearing a bright magenta lipstick, but it matched the swirl of colors on her nails and looked incredible with the black dress.

“Probably a half dozen or so,” Sarah said after swallowing the olive she ate. “It’s been a few years since Olivia and I first met. She only charges us girls if we make a connection, but she charges the men upfront.”

“She told me that, and I was skeptical until she explained that it gave her a much larger roster of women than she’d have otherwise.”

“Yeah, but it means us ladies only get called when she thinks she’s found someone that could work with us. The guys get to date until they find a match.”

“Can the ladies pay if they want?”

“Yeah, they can, but why would we?” Sarah asked with a laugh as she lifted her eyes to meet mine, and they sparkled like the Mediterranean Sea. Blue as a cloudless day. “You’re rather adorable, George. What do you do for fun if you don’t work?”

“I volunteer.”

“What? On some boards to attend fancy dinners?”

“No,” I said as my cheeks reddened. “I mean, yeah, I do that, but I also help build and repair houses on the weekends. My dad was a carpenter and taught me everything he could, but I was much more interested in electronics than construction.”

“Has that changed?”

“Not really, but sometimes I feel like I can’t invent anything new. Most of my money is made through investments from that first initial break. I got lucky.”

“I’d say you did, but aren’t you bored?”

“Sometimes,” I said with a shrug.

“How would you feel about me locking you up for a few days? That would give you something to do,” Sarah said with a wicked laugh.

I didn’t know why, but my cock jumped. The thought of being locked away in a room for a few days with nothing to do sounded like my worst nightmare, but maybe it would be sexy if Sarah was holding the key? I honestly didn’t know what to think as she stared at me with that stupid smile on her face.

“Ooh, I think someone likes that idea.”

“No, I don’t! I’m shocked is all.”

“Right,” Sarah said as she stabbed another olive with a toothpick and seductively parted her lips as she put the olive into her mouth, her blue eyes sparkling as she stared at me from across the table, looking so damn beautiful it hurt, but could I really be with a dominatrix?

The thought made me shiver. “What do you do in your free time?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from any talk of locking me up. “Do you volunteer?”

“Not recently, I must admit. I’m also not a billionaire like you.”

“One billion, and maybe not even that anymore,” I said, trying to downplay the enormous amount of money that filled my many bank accounts, but most of my money was tied up in investments. I owned numerous rental homes and stocks and other things that generated passive income, but I also tried to give back when I could, usually giving the maximum my accountant would allow to different charities.

“So modest,” Sarah said with a laugh. “I honestly don’t care about the money. I have plenty of my own. You don’t have to worry about me being a gold digger, even if I do have blonde hair.”

I grew mesmerized by the woman as she tossed her hair from side to side and stuck her hand into it to tussle it with her fingers, staring at me like she wanted to take me right there, and I would honestly let her I was so horny.

“Were you worried that I was a gold digger?”

“No,” I said quickly.

“Don’t lie to me, George! I can spot a liar from a million miles away!” Sarah snapped her fingers and pointed at me.

I threw my hands into the air. “I’m not lying! I swear!”

“Fine, I’ll believe you, this time.”

Sarah and I ordered our food when the server stopped over again, and Sarah also picked us out a bottle of white wine to share. I was happy to let her make the decision, as I never knew what to choose. The server went to grab our bottle of wine, returning a few moments later to pour us each a glass.

“Cheers,” said Sarah.

“Cheers,” I said and clinked my glass with hers.

Sarah reached her hand across the table after taking a sip of wine, looking a little anxious as she touched my hand, but I loved the feeling of her thumb rubbing against my skin. She looked at me with those sparkling blue eyes again, and that gorgeous gaze of hers hit me right in the heart.

“Olivia told me that you like to wear women’s clothing.”

“Uh, yeah, that’s right.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to date a crossdresser. What size shoes do you wear?”

“A ten in women’s.”

“Ooh, that’s much bigger than me. I was hoping we might be able to share shoes but no worries. I bet you have a cute collection.”

“It’s not bad,” I said as a nervous chuckle left my lips.

“Would you be willing to show it to me one day?”

“Yes! Is that something you actually want to see?”

“Of course it is! As long as you don’t mind me showing you my toy collection.”

“Uh, what’s in your toy collection?”

“I have a bunch of different things,” Sarah said with a big smile. “Would you rather see my toys first, or should we check out your closet?”

“I don’t know,” I said in a breath. “What do you think?”

Sarah couldn’t answer as our food had arrived. The server placed our plates on the table, and Sarah never answered my question as she picked up her fork and knife and praised the dish in front of her. “I would take a picture if I didn’t have a million pictures of food on my phone already.”

I laughed. “You’re one of those people?”

“Those people? What is that supposed to mean?”

“You know, one of those people who takes a picture of everything they eat.”

Sarah sighed. “Not everything. I promise I’m not that bad.”

I couldn’t even be upset with Sarah for not answering my question as I picked up my cutlery to eat the creamy ravioli I’d ordered. They were stuffed with truffles and mushrooms and lots of yummy cheese. Sarah had a spinach and sausage wrap bathed in a tomato sauce that looked divine.

“Mmm,” Sarah purred when she took a bite, and the sound she made had me picturing her in bed with her legs spread wide for me. “It tastes so good. Do you want a bite?”

“Sure,” I said and took a little bite from her plate. I couldn’t help but moan when the explosion of flavors hit my tongue. I hadn’t yet tried my ravioli, but I could only hope they were half as good as her spinach wrap.

Sarah took the first bite of my food, and the sounds she made had me excited as I pushed my fork into the ravioli, amazed when I finally got the bite into my mouth. It tasted just as good as her spinach and sausage wrap, and we stopped speaking as we devoured our food, laughing when both of our plates were clean within minutes.

“Oh my, God! I can’t believe we just ate all that food,” Sarah said with a laugh. “We ate like pigs!”

“Oops,” I said and chuckled.

“What are you doing this weekend?”

“I volunteer Saturday morning, but I’m free in the afternoon.”

“Around two or three?”

“Two should be good.”

“Perfect. I expect to see you then. I have to get going,” Sarah said as she pushed out her chair and got to her feet.

“What?” I asked. “We haven’t even ordered dessert yet.”

“I have a really important meeting in the morning that could make my agency a million dollars. I have to get back to the office to prepare, but at least I’ll have someone cute to think about while I’m there,” Sarah said as she reached down to grab me by my chin.

“You’re just going to leave me?”

“I’ll see you on Saturday. Give me your phone.” I passed her my phone. She sighed and handed it back to me. “You have to unlock it first, George.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, my hands shaking while I unlocked the phone and passed it back to her. “What did you want to do on Saturday?”

“It’s a surprise.”

“Can’t you give me a hint?”

“Nope,” Sarah said as she passed my phone back to me. “I texted myself, so now you have my number. I’ll see you Saturday.”

Sarah bent down and kissed me on the cheek. “See you Saturday,” I said in a breath as she walked away from the table. I didn’t even notice it, but she’d tossed forty dollars onto the table when she kissed me on the cheek, and I couldn’t help but stare at her backside with a smile on my face as she walked away from me.


CHAPTER 4

“Where are you?”

“I’m heading back into the city. We were repairing a house in the suburbs today. I took a taxi.”

“You don’t have a driver?”

“He’s off today, actually,” I said. “I give him whatever days his wife has off, which is usually Friday and Saturday.”

“How kind of you,” said Sarah. “Will you be able to meet me in two hours?”

“That should work,” I said as I looked out to the traffic on the highway. “I need to shower, but it shouldn’t take very long.”

“I’ll text you an address, and I want you to meet me there in two hours. Got it?”

“Okay. I’ll be there.”

“Don’t be late,” Sarah said and ended the call. I smiled to myself as I looked out at the road, wondering what I was getting myself into with this woman, but I couldn’t wait to see what she had planned for us.

***

“Can you go any faster?” I asked in a panicked voice. I was already five minutes late meeting Sarah at the address she’d given me, but the traffic in the city was awful today. We weren’t moving an inch.

“I’m afraid not, sir.”

I glanced at the map on my phone. We had at least a mile to go until we were at the cafe, which wouldn’t take long on a day when there wasn’t bumper-to-bumper traffic, but we were having no luck. I waited in agony as it took nearly ten minutes to go that one mile.

“Thank you so much,” I said and tossed the driver some bills as I hopped out of the car. “I appreciate it.”

Sarah was standing outside of the coffee shop with a hand on her hip. She shook her head slowly as I approached her. I threw out my arms and apologized, but Sarah looked unamused.

“You’re late.”

“Don’t you see the traffic?”

“You should have planned for the traffic,” Sarah said with her arms crossed over her chest before her face fell into a smile. She laughed and wrapped her arm over my shoulder. “Your worried face is so adorable, George, but you have no need to worry. I don’t see myself giving you up anytime soon.”

“I thought we were going to the cafe,” I said as Sarah pulled me away from where she’d been waiting for me.

“Nope. That was only so you wouldn’t know where I really wanted to take you.”

“Where is that?”

“You’ll see,” Sarah said in a naughty voice as she led me down the street until we were standing outside of a nail salon.

“Wait,” I said. “What are we doing here?”

“We’re turning you into a girl!”

“What? Why? That’s something I like to do at home.”

“Yeah, I figured that, and I wanted to break you of that habit from the beginning. You want to know why I’m carrying this huge purse?”

“Why?” I asked in a breath.

Sarah snickered as she pulled out a huge pair of knockers from her purse. I gasped and shoved them back into her bag, looking every which way to make sure that nobody had seen her.

“What are you doing with those?” I asked in a panicked voice.

“I had them ordered express just for our date! Don’t tell me that you’re going to chicken out before we even get started! I have a lot of fun planned for us today, and it all starts with some manis and pedis! Come on,” Sarah said as she pulled me toward the door of the nail salon.

“Sarah, wait! Please!”

“If you second guess this now, you’ll never want to take the next step, and I’m not going to date a boy who only wants to become a girl at home. I like to go out and have fun, and I want to do that with both sides of you. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes, but—”

“Stop right there, George! Don’t you dare say it.”

“How do you know what I’m going to say?”

“You can be afraid of what others might think, but I’m going to show you that you have little to worry about. How long have you been practicing?”

“Years,” I said.

“Aren’t you ready to step out into the world? What do you think of yourself as when you’re a girl?”

“Vicky,” I said.

“Doesn’t Vicky what to show off who she is to the world?”

“Yes,” I admitted for the first time ever. I used to tell the women that I dated that I only wanted to dress as a woman around the house and that they would never have to worry about going out with me in public, but maybe that had been a mistake. Maybe I needed a woman like Sarah to push me toward what I truly wanted most, which was to feel just like any other woman walking down the street in a fabulous outfit, if only for a day.

“Ready to get your nails done?”

“No, but let’s do it.”

“That’s the spirit!” Sarah said as she pulled me into the nail salon. The workers greeted us and told us not to worry about being late for our appointment. They pointed at the traffic and laughed and said there was an event happening down the street. Sarah and I were led to a table for our manicures.

“I want you to choose a color.”

“What? Can’t I get a clear coat?”

“Absolutely not! You need something cute to match whatever dress we’re going to buy you.”

“Sarah! Why are you doing this?”

Sarah sighed. “I already told you that, George, or should I call you Vicky?”

“No! Not here.”

“Oh, stop being so worried about everyone else. What do you want? How do you feel? I want you to be happy, and I have a feeling you’ll be much happier if you stop denying yourself.”

“You don’t understand,” I said.

“Understand what? George, you might be a billionaire, but you’re not a famous one. People don’t know your name. They’re not writing countless articles about you. People like you and me are going to die and be forgotten, and that’s okay, but it also means that we should enjoy ourselves while we’re here on this crazy world.

“You’re not hurting anyone by painting your nails a certain color or wearing a dress or heels, so let’s have fun today, okay?”

It was hard to accept that Sarah was right, but what did it matter what anyone else thought if Sarah was happy to spend the day transforming me into a girl? I relaxed a little in the chair and flipped through the different colors until I found a deep purple color that I loved. I always loved it when girls used the color for their lips and was hoping that we could pick up some lipstick for me to do the same.

“Excellent choice,” Sarah said and picked out a peachy color for her nails. “Something light to go with the dark.”

The woman who was doing my nails passed no judgement as she filed them down and applied the dark-purple polish. I decided on the same color for my toes and couldn’t wait for my pedicure as we walked over to the chairs.

“Don’t you guys have drinks?” Sarah asked the nail technician.

“Yeah,” the woman said and turned to scream at someone to bring us a menu.

Sarah folded her lips and looked my way with a small smile on her face. A young man brought over a cocktail menu for us, and we ordered two mojitos to get our long, fabulous day started. I had money to blow, and Sarah wasn’t afraid to help me go through it.

We went down the street to a shoe boutique once our nails dried, and I picked out a pair of black heels with an ankle strap and exposed toes, and I wore them out of the store! My entire body tingled when I stepped onto the sidewalk with those heels on my feet, the purple polish on my toenails glinting against the sunlight.

“What are you doing to me?” I asked Sarah with a wild laugh as we made our way down the street to a clothing store where they sold dresses.

“No, not here. I need a wig first. Please. I can’t walk around in a dress with a bald head.”

“Don’t worry, cutie! I have a wig for you in my purse,” Sarah said and fished through her oversized bag to pull out a wig with an ombre of brown to blonde. “Isn’t this wig so sexy?”

“Yes! I love it!” I said and grabbed the wig from Sarah’s hand. I balanced it on my fist as I fluffed it out with my fingers, knowing that it would look so cute on my head with the right dress, and I was so happy that Sarah had shown it to me before we went into the clothing store, as my eyes went straight to the perfect dress. It was a simple A-line dress with a fabric made of many colors, but it had deep purple undertones and would look fabulous with the black heels and wig.

“You like that one?” Sarah asked as I pulled it off the rack.

“Like? I love it!” I need to try it on right now,” I said and ran over to the dressing room to try on the dress, so relieved that it fit. I turned to look at my backside in the mirror, moaning a little when I saw how good my butt looked in the dress, especially with the strappy black heels I’d bought at the other store.

“How does it fit?” Sarah asked.

I opened the dressing-room door, and we both screamed when she saw me. The dress honestly fit my body so well, and I was loving it more by the second. My arms looked a little big, but it wasn’t the end of the world. I still hadn’t put on the wig, and I could adjust my hair to have it fall over my shoulders and cover up their broadness a bit.

“I need the wig,” I said and held out my hand.

“Do you think the boobs will fit under that dress?”

“Ooh, yes! I need those too!”

The dress fit pretty well without the breast forms, but they would also help reduce how big my shoulders looked since nobody would be looking at my shoulders when I had a big pair of knockers on my chest. I unzipped the dress and worked it down my body enough to put on the bra with the attached boobs.

Sarah helped me hook the bra into place, and then she zipped up my dress and watched me through the mirror as I donned the wig onto my head, the hair transforming my entire appearance.

“There’s Vicky.”

“Here she is,” I said as Sarah draped her arms over my body and stared at me through the mirror. She turned her head and kissed me on the cheek as our eyes met again, and I cursed as my cock grew hard in the briefs I was wearing.

“I should have worn some of my panties.”

“I brought you a thong just in case,” Sarah said as she pulled a thong out of her purse. It was big enough in the front to cover my dick and balls but had a tiny little string that would slide between my cheeks, which was a feeling I loved. I slipped off my briefs and pulled the white thong up my legs, which matched the bra that Sarah had given to me.

“Let’s pay for that dress. The day isn’t over yet.”

“It’s not?” I asked.

“Nope! I have a girl waiting down the street to do your makeup! Hurry, or we’ll be late!”

We ran out of the dressing room, and the saleswoman smirked when she saw me in the dress with my wig and big boobs. “I love that dress on you,” she said in a sweet voice.

“Thanks,” I said softly. “Here’s my credit card. Pick out something for yourself.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah,” I said.

The saleswoman squealed and grabbed a pair of sunglasses. “I’ve been eyeing these all month but couldn’t justify the price. Are you sure you don’t mind?”

“Add them to the bill,” I said with a laugh.

“You’re the best!” the saleswoman said as she rang up the sunglasses with the dress that I was wearing. Sarah smiled at us as the young woman ran my credit card and passed it back to me with the bag and the receipt. She jumped up and down and ran around to our side of the counter and threw her arms around me. “Thank you! Thank you!”

“No problem,” I said and patted her on the back.

“If you don’t mind,” Sarah said as she took my hand and pulled me away from the girl. “We have to get going.”

“Of course! Have an amazing day you two!”

“We will!” Sarah said as she pulled me out of the door and out to the sidewalk, giving me a little kiss as she threw her arms around the back of my neck.


CHAPTER 5

“Fabulous!” Sarah said as the woman she’d hired to do my makeup stepped away to admire her work. “You’ll have to teach us everything you know.”

“I give private lessons,” the woman said brightly. Her name was Christine, and she was several years younger than Sarah and me, still in her twenties I’d guess, but she was fabulous.

“What do you say, Vicky? Would you like some lessons on how to do your makeup?”

“Yes!” I said as I stared at myself in the mirror, amazed by the woman staring back at me. Every ounce of my masculinity seemed to vanish, and I’d never been happier for it. “If you can teach me how to make my face look like this, I’ll buy you whatever purse you want.”

“Shut up! Are you serious?” asked Christine.

“I think he is,” Sarah said with a laugh. “He bought the girl down the street a pair of sunglasses.”

“Oh my, God! There’s this purse I’ve been wanting so badly,” Christine said and reached for her phone. She unlocked it quickly and tapped at the screen. “It’s like a thousand dollars, but it’s seriously the cutest purse I’ve ever seen!”

Christine turned her phone toward us to show us the purse. It was boxy and pink and made of leather from the looks of it and had a pattern stitched into the fabric, and it was a bag I would definitely love to carry on my arm, but it was meant for Christine, and honestly, a thousand dollars was a small price for me to pay if I could learn how to doll up my face like a girl.

“You give me a few private lessons, and the bag is yours.”

“Deal! Here’s my card,” Christine said and turned to pick up a card from her workstation. “Please don’t get a girl’s hopes up if you’re not being serious.”

“Oh, I’m being serious. Promise,” I said with a laugh. “Here’s a couple hundred today for making me look this pretty.”

Christine gave me a big hug after I passed her the two-hundred dollars, but it was a small price to pay for looking as cute and girly as I did. I couldn’t even contain my excitement as Sarah and I walked out of the door with our arms hooked together, laughing like girls who were having the best day of their lives.

“We aren’t done yet!” Sarah said as she pulled me by the wrist. “I have something else planned for us.”

“Something else after all of this?”

“Yes! Hurry! We’re already an hour behind where I wanted to be.” Sarah picked up her pace, walking with ease in her heels, but I was still struggling a little with mine. The sidewalk wasn’t as smooth as I would like, but I did my best not to fall onto my face.

“You want to take the train?” I asked when she pulled me toward the entrance of an L station. I never took the trains or buses. “Why don’t we call a taxi?”

“Where’s the fun in that? Don’t you want everyone to see you after all the work you’ve done?”

I stared at the stairs that led to the train’s platform, my body a touch warmer than a moment ago, but this was what I’d always wanted. A beautiful woman by my side, a flowy dress hanging on my body, and people walking around me like it wasn’t a big deal, but where were we going after the train? What if I wasn’t prepared for whatever Sarah had planned?

“I want to, but we’ve already done a lot. Can’t we just go back to my place? I would love for you to see it.”

“No,” Sarah said as she put her hands on her hips. “We’re not going back to your place after all the work we’ve done! Have you lost your mind? The world needs to see Vicky. You can’t keep hiding her.”

I gasped as Sarah grabbed me by my hand and led me up the stairs. She already had tickets on her phone, pushing me past the bars first. My big boobs swayed as I made my way toward the train. A few people glanced over at us, and I even saw two guys turn to whisper to each other as they stared directly at me.

“Don’t worry about them,” Sarah said as she laced her fingers with mine. “You know how much boys like to snicker and joke, but they’re harmless, and I have pepper spray in my purse if anyone tries anything.”

“Always prepared,” I said and leaned over to give my girl a kiss.

The guys were staring at us with open mouths when we broke our kiss, and Sarah stuck her tongue out at them. They went wild, but they were all the way on the other side of the tracks, and our trains were approaching. I gestured for Sarah to step into the car first. We were lucky enough to find two open seats, and now that I was on the train, I was happy that Sarah had given me the push that I needed.

“Where are we going?” I asked as the city passed by before us.

“You’ll see! It’s a surprise!”

“Haven’t you given me enough surprises for one day?”

“I don’t think so!” Sarah said as she rubbed her hand along my thigh. She rested her head on my shoulder as I relaxed into the seat, feeling at ease for the first time in a long time, and as nervous as I was for Sarah’s surprise, I would follow her wherever she wanted to take me.


CHAPTER 6

“This is our stop,” Sarah said and stood to pull me from my seat. She laughed and spun in a circle as she stepped out of the train car. I reached out to grab her, but she was already three steps ahead of me and racing toward the exit. My breasts bounced on my chest as I chased after her, calling her name without a care in the world for what anyone else thought of me. Not after everything we’d been through that day.

“Hurry, Vicky! We don’t want to be late!”

“We’re already late!” I cried as I tried to keep up with Sarah, but she was much quicker in heels than me. I was struggling but doing everything I could not to fall on my face, even if that meant Sarah was getting farther and farther away.

She stopped eventually, turning around to smile in my direction. She pushed strands of her blonde hair behind her ear as she watched me approach her. “Can’t keep up?” she asked with a laugh.

“I need more practice in these heels.”

“It’s a lot harder on the sidewalk, isn’t it?”

“Terribly so,” I said and let out a deep breath as I put my hands on my knees, but Sarah only let me rest for a second before she grabbed my hand and pulled me further down the sidewalk. I groaned as the shoes pinched my toes, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“We’re almost there, Vicky! I promise,” Sarah said as she kept pulling me along the sidewalk, but damn, I was struggling. I loved being out with Sarah as Vicky, but couldn’t she let up for a second? I cursed and shook her hand off mine.

“Wait!” I cried.

“What is it now, Vicky? I’m so hungry, and the restaurant is only around the corner. I have a table reserved with lake views. Do you really have to do this right now?”

“My feet are killing me!” I whined, near my breaking point. I was about to pull off my strappy black heels and throw them into the trash they were hurting my toes so badly, but I took a deep breath to steady myself when I saw the disappointed look on Sarah’s face. “I’m sorry for yelling, Sarah. I only ever wear heels at home, and I can take them off there if they ever get uncomfortable. I’m not used to this pain.”

“I would carry you if I could, but I can’t, and frankly, you’re the one who wants to wear girly shoes. I mean, I don’t blame you. Those heels are cute as fuck, but you gotta learn how to suck it up.”

“Do they ever stop hurting?”

“Your feet might go numb eventually, if you’re lucky,” Sarah said with a laugh. “Now can we please go eat this fabulous meal I reserved for us? If we’re too late, they’ll cancel our reservation and charge me a bunch of money for nothing.”

I nodded. “Let’s do it.” My feet screamed at me with every step that I took, but I followed Sarah to the restaurant, which was three blocks away. A lot further than ‘around the corner’ as she’d led me to believe, but we made it eventually.

I cursed when I finally sat down and got my feet off the ground. I loosened the strap around my ankle and kicked off one heel to rub the arch of my foot. A man came over to take our drink order, and I swore he was staring at my boobs when I lifted my head to greet him.

“Ooh, they have a non-alcoholic sparkling rose. Why don’t we get a bottle? That’s a perfect drink for lunch,” said Sarah.

“Yeah, sounds good.”

Sarah smiled at the man and pointed to the bottle of rose, and I went back to rubbing my screaming feet, but Sarah waved her hand at me to stop, telling me that a lady should never rub her feet in public.

“Suck up the pain like the rest of us,” Sarah hissed.

She was so bossy, but I loved that about her. I got rich by luck and a bit of smarts. I wasn’t the leader type. Never had been. I longed for a woman who would give me freedom from making so many decisions. I wanted a woman like Sarah who would pick out a bottle of wine instead of making me look through the menu like I actually knew what any of it meant.

“Do you have anything planned after this?” I asked.

“I thought we could take a walk along the beach since we’re so close to it, and then maybe we could take a taxi back to one of our places.”

“I would like that. Where’s your place?”

“Not too far from here.”

“I’m further north, and I also have a several properties west and south of here throughout the city. I was living just south of downtown last year, but I turned that condo into a short-term rental.”

“You’re just Mr. Real Estate, aren’t you?” Sarah asked with a laugh.

“My team handles most of my investments, but I look over all of the numbers to make sure they aren’t screwing me out of any money.”

“At least you’re smart enough to do that,” Sarah said just as our server returned with the bottle of sparkling rose. He poured us each a glass before leaving the bottle in a bucket of ice. We ordered our food, and then it was just the two of us again. Sarah lifted her flute glass of bubbles as she stared into my eyes. “Cheers. To a marvelous day.”

“To a marvelous day,” I echoed and clinked my glass with Sarah’s, admiring the purple polish on my nails as I lifted the glass to my painted lips. “Did you ever think that you would be out with a girl like me?” I asked in the best girly voice I could.

“It never crossed my mind I guess, but I’m certainly not opposed. I’ve had more fun today than I’ve had in ages. Thank you for going along with everything that I had planned. I guess I’ll have to reward you for being such a good girl.”

“How so?” I asked in a soft voice, yelping when Sarah pressed her foot against my leg. She chuckled as she moved her foot higher and higher up my body until it was touching the back of my thigh.

“You don’t have any ideas for what we could do?”

“I guess I could think of a few things.”

“Mmm, do tell.”

My body was hot all over as I imagined making love to Sarah while wearing this dress and wig, losing all concentration as my cock hardened in the thong that Sarah had given me. I wanted nothing more than to take her back to my loft and make love to her.

“Why don’t we go back to my place so that I can show you?”

“Are you sure you can handle me?” Sarah asked and lifted an eyebrow.

“We’ll have to go back to my loft and find out.”

“I usually don’t go to my dates’ houses, but I guess I can make an exception for you.”

“I feel so flattered,” I said and lifted my hand to request the check. “You won’t regret it.”

“We’ll have to wait and see for that answer,” Sarah said with that sly smirk of hers, but I was growing to love it when she looked at me like that. We waited for the server to run my credit card, playing footsies under the table as we stared at each other, a gorgeous view of the sparkling lake acting as our backdrop.


CHAPTER 7

We took the train back to my loft, something I never did, but it was fun with Sarah sitting by my side. I didn’t worry about being out in public wearing a dress and a wig and a stunning face of makeup. None of that mattered when I had Sarah’s support, and I planned on showing her just how grateful I was when we got back to the bedroom, even if that meant her taking control.

“Your place is stunning. I thought it was weird that you didn’t live closer to the water, but this apartment is gorgeous, and your view is incredible,” Sarah said as she stepped in front of the window that looked out to Chicago.

“I’m glad you like it. Feel free to come over whenever you like,” I said and placed my hand on Sarah’s shoulder as I stood behind her.

“You’ll have to come to my place next time,” Sarah said as she placed her hand over mine and pressed her backside into my crotch. “I have a bunch of things we can play with at my house.”

“Like what?” I asked in a breath as my cock stiffened further. I wanted to slide into Sarah’s warmth, but I would follow her lead. I would wait for her to give some type of signal that she was ready for me to take her.

“We’ll have to see what you like, but there’s nothing that I love more than playing a few games.”

I rubbed my crotch against Sarah’s backside, unable to resist the temptation of her touch. She moaned deeply as I cupped my hand around her chin and turned her head toward mine to steal a kiss. A soft moan left her lips. I caught it in my mouth as I slid my tongue between her lips. Sarah moved her ass up and down, rubbing it against the outline of my stiffened cock, and I took that as my cue that I could take her.

It'd been far too long since I last got any action, so I didn’t waste a second to strip Sarah from her dress. I pushed it to the floor in one quick motion and ripped off her lingerie. I lifted Sarah’s naked body into my arms and carried her to my bedroom.

“I’m going to fuck you in my dress.”

“Please,” she said. “I need it.”

“Don’t tease me, Sarah.”

“I’m not. I’ve been hoping we’d make it here all day.”

I kicked open my bedroom door, growling at Sarah as I carried her over to the bed and gently put her onto her hands and knees. I turned her ass toward me as I lifted my dress and pushed down the white thong to reveal my stiff cock.

Sarah’s eyes widened as she looked over her shoulder at my dick hanging out from the white thong. “Your dick looks so good, Vicky! Put it in me!”

I stepped forward and pressed my cock between Sarah’s thighs until it was rubbing against her wet folds. I lifted my dress and tucked the hem of it into my bra as I reached down to finger where my cock was rubbing up against Sarah’s womanhood. She gasped as she lifted her ass further into the air, presenting me with her pussy, begging me to take it, and I didn’t want to be the person to disappoint her.

I held the base of my cock and slipped it into Sarah’s welcoming slit, gasping as her warm walls hugged my cock.

“Yes, Vicky! Give me that girly dick!”

I cursed under my breath as I pushed deeper into Sarah, my cock throbbing like wild as her wet pussy dripped its sweet honey all over my shaft, coating it with even more of her juices each time I slid in and out of her hole, but what turned me on more than anything was how she was screaming my girly name at the top of her lungs each time I pushed deep.

“Ooh, Vicky! It feels so good, Vicky! Your cock is so big, Vicky!”

I smacked Sarah’s juicy ass and watched it shake around my dick as I fucked her harder. She was going to make me cum if she kept talking like a dirty little slut, but I would never tell her to stop. My tits were bouncing like crazy. My hair was swaying every which way, and it felt so fucking amazing to be feminized and fucking this hot woman on her hands and knees beneath me, my painted nails gripping her flesh.

“Fuck me hard, Vicky! Make me cum!”

I cursed and grabbed Sarah by her blonde hair as I fucked her with the first few inches of my cock until I was hitting her spot and making her sing my name.

“Yes, Vicky! Right there! Don’t stop!”

“Whose pussy is this?” I asked as my girly balls tightened, threatening to shoot a load.

“It’s yours, Vicky! I fucking love this girly dick!”

“That’s right you do,” I said and lifted Sarah's back to my chest to wrap my hand around her naked body. I rubbed her clit as I continued fucking her from behind, and she lost all control when my wet fingers played with her button.

“Fuck, Vicky! Fuck!”

“Cum on my dick, Sarah.”

Sarah reached her hand over her head and pushed her fingers into my hair as I played with her clit. She made wild noises and was screaming in a high pitch a few seconds later as her hot cum squirted all over my hand. I cursed and dropped my hand to fuck her pussy hard and cum with her.

“Fuck me, Vicky! Hit my spot! Make me cum again,” Sarah begged as she rubbed her pussy, running her fingers past the area where our bodies connected. I gasped each time her fingers brushed against my cock, but I was ready to release my load. I was ready to fill Sarah with my hot, sticky cum.

“I’m cumming!” I hollered as I dug my fingers into Sarah’s sides. I was trying to hold my load as she rubbed herself to a second orgasm, but I couldn’t hold my cream a second longer no matter how hard I tried. Sarah’s tight pussy walls were massaging my dick with each thrust of my cock.

“Yes, Vicky! Give me that girly cream! I’m close,” Sarah said as she rubbed her pussy like a wild woman, but her fingers felt so good against my cock, and the sensation of her wet digits sent me over the edge.

I pushed my cock to its base and dropped my head back as I flooded Sarah’s hole with more of my cum. I reached around her body to take her breasts into my hand as I kept dumping my seed into her, and she took every drop that I gave, her pussy clenching around my cock as I tried to pull out of her.

“Not yet!” she said in a weak voice as she continued rubbing her clit with my dick stuffing her pussy. “One second.”

I groaned and cursed as I kept my dick deep inside of Sarah, her pussy providing me with a pleasure so intense it hurt, but I did everything I could to savor this glorious moment as my woman worked herself to a second orgasm, screaming my name as she creamed all over my shaft for the second time.

“Fucking hell,” I cursed when I could finally pull my cock out of Sarah. It was wet with our juices. I stroked it, extracting the last drops of cum from my tip, staring into Sarah’s eyes the entire time. She licked her lips and got onto her hands and knees, crawling over to me to grab my dick and stick it into her mouth. “So good,” I said and pulled my hips back after Sarah licked my cock clean.

“We’re going to have lots of fun together, you and me.”

“I certainly hope so,” I said as I got back onto the bed next to Sarah.

“Does this gorgeous loft have an equally stunning bathroom?”

“It does. There’s enough room for both of us in my shower.”

“Ooh, let’s see it.”

I grinned at Sarah and bent over to give her a kiss. Her naked body was exquisite. I would worship her until the end of time if she would let me, and I started by kissing her everywhere I could while we lay there in the bed, too lazy to move.

“Vicky! Stop it! You’ll make me pee!”

“Oh, no!” I said in a sarcastic voice. “Don’t pee.”

“Vicky! I’m serious!”

I released Sarah from my grip and stood from the bed to pick her up into my arms. We’d already made a mess of the bed, so she could have peed if she wanted, but she waited until we got to the bathroom, and then we took a shower together. I kissed Sarah on her neck, her breasts, and worked down her body until I could kiss her between her thighs.

“Thank you for today.”

“It was just as much fun for me as it was for you.”

“I’m glad it’s that way, and I hope it doesn’t change.”

“Me neither,” Sarah said and rubbed her hand over my bald head, staring down at me as I kneeled beneath her.


CHAPTER 8

“Are you girls ready for your makeup lesson?” Christine asked Sarah and me as we sat in her studio. “They have the purse I want down the street, and I’m so excited to get it!”

“Is it on hold?” I asked.

“No, but they don’t think I should worry.”

Sarah and I gasped at the same time, and then we looked at each other and laughed. We’d been hanging out every chance we got and were getting to know each other. I didn’t always have time to become Vicky when we hung out, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t talk about fashion and hair and upcoming sales.

“We need to get that purse!”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “It shouldn’t wait!”

“Are you sure? What if you don’t like the makeup lesson?”

“You deserve a purse for what you did last time alone,” I said with a laugh. I wasn’t wearing any makeup, but I already had on a dress, my fake breasts, and a wig, so I felt plenty girly to do a little shopping. “We’ll finish our makeup stuff once we get you that purse!”

“Okay!” Christine said. “I’ll lead the way then.”

Sarah and I held hands as we walked next to Christine down the street. The boutique wasn’t too far away, so my feet weren’t killing me in the heels that I was wearing. Not like the last time Sarah and I saw Christine, when Sarah had me running around the city like a madwoman.

“This is the store,” Christine said and held open the door for Sarah and me. “Are you sure about this, Vicky?”

“Yes! Stop questioning it,” I said to Christine with a smile. She gushed and threw her arms around me before going up to the counter to tell them that she wanted the pretty pink purse that was small and boxy and perfect for a night out with the girls.

“Do you see anything you like?” I asked Sarah.

“What if I told you that I liked everything?” she said with a laugh.

“I would have to agree. This boutique has an incredible selection. I can’t believe I don’t come to this part of town more often,” I said as I flipped through the dresses. “Is there anything that you would like to see me wear?”

“Hmm, that’s a good question,” Sarah said as she flipped through the dresses. “I was hoping to put you in a short skirt when I got back to my house. Do you see any that you like?”

“A short skirt?”

Sarah bit her lip and nodded as we walked down the wall of the store together, looking at all the different options. The dress I was currently wearing was white and tight and a bit of a struggle to get on and off, so I picked out the cutest skirts in my size that I could find and added them to the bill. Sarah found a purse that she liked, so I got that too, and then I charged my card for an eye-watering sum of money, but it was a small price to pay to be with my girls.

Christine walked out of the store with her new purse swinging on her arm as she smiled from ear to ear. “Do you guys see this purse? It’s so fucking cute!” Christine squealed as she pounded her heels on the pavement and jumped in place. “Thank you, Vicky! I can’t wait to show all of my friends. We’ve honestly been sending pictures of this purse back and forth to each other, and now I finally have it!”

Seeing Christine so happy made my day. Maybe she felt as happy as I did when she transformed my face the last time we were together, but I doubted it. I’d never had my makeup done as well as Christine did it that day, and I couldn’t wait to learn everything that she could teach me.

“Sorry,” Christine said when she finally caught her breath. She’d also taken about fifty different pictures of the purse, but we didn’t mind. I snapped some pictures of Christine and Sarah standing together showing off their new purses.

We went back to the studio, where Christine taught us all about foundations and concealers and blushes and bronzers. She showed us different tricks to apply eye shadow, teaching us everything from a smoky eye to something much more subtle. Four hours passed before we even knew what happened, Christine’s next client entering the salon slowly as we laughed like wild animals.

“Hey, Gary! Come on over. Sorry, I was just having some fun with my girlfriends.”

“Thank you so much for everything,” I said to Christine again and gave her a hug.

“You’ve been amazing,” Sarah said and gave her a hug after me.

We waved at Gary and made our way toward the door with a wealth of new knowledge about how to apply makeup, and I couldn’t have been happier that we returned for our private lesson. Christine was a hoot to be around, and I was confident that Sarah and I would see her again.

“Back to my place?” asked Sarah.

“Yes! We need to try on these skirts that I bought.”

“That’s right we do. Among other things.”

I swallowed, nervous about what Sarah meant by ‘other things’, but she’d been holding back her dominant side, and I’d known since the beginning that it was only a matter of time before she showed it.


CHAPTER 9

Sarah stripped me down to my lingerie and pushed me toward the bathroom when we got to her apartment. It was a cute two-bedroom apartment on the north side of the city not too far from the lake. The door to her office was open, and I only got a glimpse of it, but it looked like she did serious work there.

“Put on one of those skirts and don’t come back out until you do!” Sarah said as she closed the bathroom door behind me. “Would you like any espresso?”

“Yeah, I’ll have a shot over ice,” I hollered through the door.

“Coming right up! Don’t take too long!”

I glanced down at my mostly bare body before placing the bag from the boutique onto the countertop. I sifted through it, not sure which skirt I wanted to wear. They were all so cute, and I had a feeling that Sarah planned on soiling one of them, so I picked my least favorite to start, praying that it would fit.

Just because it was my least favorite didn’t mean it wasn’t cute. It was navy and had an asymmetrical cut, and I was sure that it would dance in the wind when I walked down the sidewalk, but the other two skirts were even cuter. One had a tulle lining and would look adorable with a pair of platform heels. The other skirt was a pegged emerald skirt that wouldn’t even be fun to have sex in, so I settled on the asymmetrical skirt.

Once I was sure that the navy skirt fit, I tried on the other two, delighted that all of my purchases fit and didn’t look terrible. I put the navy skirt back on before walking out of the door, wearing nothing other than my bra with the big knockers.

“We should have gotten me a blouse to match this skirt,” I said when I stepped out of the bathroom.

Sarah shook her head. “You look perfect like that if you ask me.”

“Is that so?”

Sarah bit her lip and nodded as she stood from the couch and walked toward me. She grabbed the espresso she’d made from the kitchen and stepped in front of me with it in her hands.

“Thank you,” I said as I took the plate with a glass centered in the middle.

“You’re welcome, Vicky. How did the other skirts fit?”

“They’re perfect,” I said.

“You were really nice buying Christine that purse,” Sarah said as she reached out to cup my face. She moved her fingers to my chin and then down my body until they were playing with the waistline of my skirt.

“Look what she did to my face. How could I not?”

Sarah chuckled as she stepped a little closer. “You look so good in that skirt. I can’t stop thinking about everything I want to do to you.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Some things that might get you a bit more in touch with your womanly half.”

I didn’t know what Sarah meant by that, but I followed her to her bedroom. She opened the door and guided me over to the bed. I was a bit confused when she pushed me onto my hands and knees, but then I noticed that she’d already had a few things sitting out for us, and one of them was a big butt plug.

“You prepared?”

“Of course I did,” she said. She was wearing a white dress with a lattice of laces over the cleavage and five-inch heels on her feet. She looked so gorgeous as she walked over to grab the butt plug and bottle of lube sitting next to it. “Are you prepared is the question.”

I gulped. “That’s an answer I won’t know until you try.”

“Your girly voice is getting so much better.”

“I’ve been practicing a lot,” I said.

“I love it when you talk like that,” Sarah said as she stepped closer to the bed with the butt plug in her hand. “You fucked me last time, so I figured it was only fair that I get to fuck you tonight. Wouldn’t you agree, Vicky?”

My mouth opened, yet I had no idea what to say. Sarah’s logic was sound, but weren’t men supposed to fuck women? Sarah loved it when I was inside of her, but would I love it when she was inside of me? Did me dressing as a woman mean Sarah should make me feel like a woman by penetrating me?

I hadn’t wrapped my head around how I felt about any of it by the time Sarah lifted my navy skirt and pulled down my panties. I gasped as she pressed her finger against my smooth bussy, feeling a lot more tantalized by the sensation than I’d expected.

“Fuck,” I said in a breath.

“Mmm, do you like that?”

“It feels good so far.”

“Perfect,” Sarah said and removed her finger from my hole to open the bottle of lube and prepare the plug for my ass. She pressed it up against my hole, causing my body to writhe in anticipation. “Relax,” she said and rubbed my ass cheeks as she pressed the plug a bit more firmly against my hole. “The more you relax, the less it’ll hurt.”

I nodded and did my best to take deep breaths, wanting to take this plug up my ass. I wanted to get my hole stretched and feel like a girl. Sarah pushed a little harder, and I cursed as my hole began to stretch around the plug that was filling me bit by bit.

“Take deep breaths, Vicky. Let me in that tight bussy.”

“Yes!” I screamed as Sarah pushed the plug further. She kept going as my cock throbbed wildly between my legs, but my entire being was focused on the sensation of my bussy getting stretched. I couldn’t touch my cock if I wanted. “Fill my hole!”

“Fuck, yes, girl. Take this plug.”

“Give it to me,” I said in a broken voice as Sarah got near the hilt of the plug. I was in an entirely different universe as she pushed that plug a little bit further. I wasn’t sure that my hole could take it. I almost tapped out and told her to stop, but just when I was about to yell at her that I couldn’t do it, she got to the base of the plug. “Fuck! It feels so big!”

“Yeah, it does! I’m stretching this virgin bussy, and you love it.”

“I love it!”

I glanced over my shoulder, and Sarah had her hand in her panties as she thrusted the plug deep in my ass, and my girly cock was vibrating uncontrollably as she fucked my hole with the plug.

“You want me to fuck you with my strap, Vicky? You want me to make you feel like a girl for real?”

“Yes! Please, Sarah! I need it!”

“Fuck, I love how pretty you are, and I love how you have a cock too,” Sarah said as she reached between my legs to wrap her hand around my dick. I gasped as she pumped her hand on my cock, about to bust, but then Sarah wiggled the plug and shifted every ounce of attention from my dick to my ass.

I cursed as Sarah made my body feel like a wonderland, never wanting the pleasure to end, and Sarah only made it last longer when she guided me to a sitting position and kneeled between my legs. The plug was deep in my ass, getting me ready for her dick, but Sarah gave me the best gift of all when she wrapped her soft, glossy lips around my smooth cock.

I moaned deeply as Sarah swallowed the entire length of my shaft. I cursed under my breath as my cock passed into her throat and filled her. Her mouth felt so amazing around my dick. As much as I wanted to hold my load for her sweet cunt, I couldn’t wait another second to bust.

“Forgive me,” I cried as my toes curled and popped. My cock throttled between Sarah’s lips as I dumped my load into her mouth, but she didn’t lift her lips from my dick. She pushed them to my base and swallowed every drop of my cum as my hole danced on the plug filling my ass.

My body couldn’t handle everything happening to it, but Sarah wouldn’t let me move. She held me in place as she pushed her panties down her legs with her mouth still around my cock. She only lifted her mouth off my cock once she had her panties off her legs. I couldn’t even catch my breath before she slid her pussy onto my dick.

“Fuck, Sarah! What are you doing?”

“I changed my mind. I need this dick,” Sarah said as she straddled my legs and rocked her hips. “It tasted so good in my mouth, and I needed you in my pussy!”

“Yes, take my cock! It’s yours!”

Sarah gasped as she bounced on my cock. She cursed as she struggled to unzip her dress, so I lifted myself to help her, and we both rushed to pull it from her body and toss it to the side, and then we did the same with her bra until her tits were swaying in front of my face like the glorious melons they were.

I reached up and grabbed Sarah’s boobs as she bounced on my dick, getting her syrup all over my shaft, but it felt so fucking sweet I nearly passed out in a sugar coma. I pressed my thumb against her clit as I watched her bounce on my girly dick, and Sarah lost all control. She leaned forward and grabbed my fake boobs as she cursed and screamed and commanded me to keep going.

“I won’t stop, baby!”

“Please don’t!” she begged.

I went between pinching her button and rubbing it gently as her pussy walls squeezed my dick, each of us working the other to an orgasm. I’d already cum once, but I was close to cumming again, especially since this plug was hitting up against a sensitive spot deep in my ass each time Sarah rocked her hips on my dick.

“Yes! I’m there, Vicky!”

I groaned as I pushed my cock deep into Sarah’s pussy, painting her walls with my seed at the exact moment that she came all over my dick. My hole tightened around the plug, much like Sarah’s pussy was doing to my dick, and all of the sensations were insanely intense, so I screamed at the top of my lungs to do what I could to handle the pleasure.

We cursed and held each other as we slowly came down from the highs of our orgasm. I gasped when Sarah finally pulled off my dick, and her pussy looked so fucking hot and used that I just wanted to slide into her all over again, but I cuddled up next to her instead, kissing her everywhere I could put my lips.

“Stop it, Vicky! I’m ticklish!”

“How can I stop kissing you when you’re this perfect?” I said as I touched Sarah’s side and then her breasts and then I grabbed her by her face and gave her even more kisses.

“I’ll give you a spanking if you don’t stop!”

“Better get the paddle then,” I said and kissed Sarah some more until she was screaming and rolling off the bed. Her face was red when she looked at me, but she was still the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She stood there with a hand on her hips and wagged her finger at me.

“I told you to stop, and you were a naughty girl, Vicky!”

“Oh, no! What will you do?”

“On your hands and knees, girl! I warned you,” Sarah said as she went over to her closet, her gorgeous ass jiggling a little with each step she took. She came back with a flogger in her hands, and I gulped, my entire demeanor changing.

“That’s what I thought, Vicky. Not so tough now, are you?”

“Are you really going to spank me?” I asked.

“You better believe it, girl!

Sarah stepped forward and lifted my skirt to reveal my bare ass. She rubbed it with her hand for a moment, and then she used that flogger on my ass ten times to teach me my first lesson, but there were many more to come.


CHAPTER 10

Three Months Later

“I’m so glad to see you two getting along,” Olivia said as Sarah and I sat across from her. I was in my boring boy clothes today, but Sarah and I had plans on going out later in the night with some of our friends. We were going to take a boat around Lake Michigan, and I already had an outfit picked out. A black cocktail dress with matching pumps and gold jewelry. I couldn’t wait to sparkle in the moonlight.

“We’re having a blast,” Sarah said and reached over to grab my hand.

“Yes,” I said. “I can’t thank you enough for hooking us up, Olivia. I’m giving you a big bonus.”

“That isn’t necessary,” Olivia said as blush flashed across her cheeks. “I’m only happy that you two found each other.”

“You’re getting a tip,” said Sarah. “We got it in the form of a cashier’s check, so you can’t say no. Give some of it to your assistant Megan too. You two run an amazing operation here. Truly.”

“You two are too sweet,” Olivia said as she touched a hand to her chest. “I don’t always make a match on the first try.”

“Tell me about it,” Sarah teased.

“Right, you know all too well, Sarah, but when I met you Geroge, I could just feel your energy, and I immediately thought of Sarah. I’m glad that I was right this time.”

“You were,” I said and placed the cashier’s check on the table. “Please don’t be modest. I have more than enough and try to give out money whenever I can, and meeting Sarah has really opened my eyes. I’ve been volunteering for a lot of organizations that help crossdressers and trans individuals. I used to be afraid of doing anything public that might out me as a crossdresser, but Sarah has eased those fears.”

“That’s wonderful. It sounds like you two were meant to find each other.”

“Yes,” Sarah said and touched my thigh. “There’s nobody who relaxes me more than George. I love coming home to him and just forgetting about the world while we do our nails or give each other massages or watch TV or any of the other stuff we love to do together.”

“You two are one of my success stories. Don’t be strangers.”

“We won’t,” I said. Sarah and I made our way to the door. We waved goodbye to the women who made our romance possible and then we laced our fingers together before walking to the elevator, excited for yet another day to celebrate our love.
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