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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Carolyn was in a taxi on the way home from the airport. She’d spent the past two years in Spain focusing on her artwork, but she missed being home. When she first left for her trip, she thought she might never return to the United States, but some of her best work had been done at her house in East Ridgewood. It was a gorgeous home built around the turn of the century, and she’d had it completely restored. Her studio overlooked the garden in the backyard, and no matter where she went in Spain, her heart was never whole there.

“It’s the next right,” she said to the taxi driver as they arrived in her neighborhood. Being back felt right. Her body relaxed rapidly when they turned onto her street. “It’s the first house on the left up there.”

The driver nodded and pulled over to the curb. Carolyn slipped her phone into her purse and waited for the man to open the door for her and get her suitcases out of the trunk. She glanced around at the street she’d left behind for a chance at something new, and as fun as it was dancing flamenco near the beach, there was no place like home.

“Thank you, sir. Here you go,” she said and passed the taxi driver a twenty after he’d carried her luggage to the door. “They’ll charge me for the rest on the app, right?”

“That’s correct. Thank you.” He tilted his head and left.

Carolyn sighed as she turned towards her door. She glanced at the house next door. They’d converted it into apartments for the nearby university, and there was a man she knew who lived there. One who used to come over when they were bored and there was nothing better to do, but she shook away the thoughts as soon as they came. There was no way that John still lived there. She’d been gone for two years.

She took a deep breath when she stepped inside. The windows desperately needed to be opened, so she went around the house and opened every window. It was a splendid early spring morning, and she didn’t mind a bit of cool air. She dropped off her bags in her bedroom and walked around the house more slowly, admiring her home through changed eyes.

The last stop was her studio upstairs. She knew she’d made the right decision when she saw her easel sitting by the window. It was almost as though she’d never left as she walked over to her chair. She smiled when she sat, running her fingers along the edge of the seat. Carolyn had a few blank canvases sitting in the corner, and a basket of oils next to them. She had an itch to paint a scene of the backyard. She wanted to capture what it felt like to be home for the first time after two years away, so she turned on some music and got to work.

Carolyn chose a small canvas so that she could finish her painting in one go, moving her brush across the canvas with ease. She smiled to herself as she stared out of the window. Each plant and tree looked different, and as much as she tried, she couldn’t help looking over at the neighboring yard. John’s yard. She captured the fence and random sports equipment strewn across their yard.

When she first saw the boys playing ball in the backyard, she set up a Tinder account and matched with John that very night. They got to chatting and had a lot in common. He was working as a server at a restaurant nearby and studied business at Ridgewood University. He had ambitions to own his own chain of restaurants. His father worked in an office his entire life, and that wasn’t for him. He loved the celebratory aspect of restaurants. He also liked the schedule and was after anything that wouldn’t keep him chained to a desk.

Carolyn thought back to their lovemaking sessions as she painted the scene of their backyards. She squeezed her legs together, wishing that she’d met more men in Spain, but a few bad boyfriends had turned her off men within a few months. In fact, nothing went to plan in Europe. She visited museums every day of the week, read novels in the afternoon in her gorgeous rentals, and sipped coffee in picturesque cafes in the evening. Despite living a fantasy life, she often didn’t feel inspired. Some of her worst work had been done in Spain, but looking at this scene of their backyards had her feeling hopeful. Each brush was vibrating with emotion, and the colors were blending together effortlessly. She was feeling on top of the world, and then everything came crashing down.

It was him.

John.

He stepped into the backyard with a bag of garbage in his hand and walked it to the dumpster in the alleyway behind their homes. Carolyn couldn’t believe it, and she couldn’t take her eyes off him. He was even more gorgeous than she remembered. He still had a baby face in her eyes, but it’d hardened some. He must have been twenty-five. Had he graduated? What was he still doing living in the house?

Questions swirled around in her mind as she stood by the window to get a better look at him, and that was when he looked up at her. She gasped and jumped away from the window, but it was too late. He’d seen her. She cursed under her breath. She pranced around the room as she tried to calm herself, but it was no use. Her doorbell rang seconds later.

What was he doing?

She wasn’t ready to see him!

Her heart raced as the doorbell rang again. She couldn’t ignore him, but she wasn’t ready. The doorbell rang three more times. Damn, boy! “Coming!” she yelled. She was pissed that he was surprising her like this, but beneath all that was a tingly, excited feeling she hadn’t felt in ages.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

“I’m coming!” Carolyn screamed as John rang the doorbell yet again. She unlocked the door and threw it open. “What do you want?” she asked more harshly than she meant, but she was uncomfortable with her own feelings and acting out.

“Really? That’s how you’re going to treat me after all that time apart? It’s good to see you, Carolyn.”

The way he said her name… damn! It was like he was running his tongue over her body with his words. All she wanted was for him to push her to the floor and ravish her. It’d been over a year since she was last touched by a man, and John’s lovemaking was some of the best she’d ever had. He was curious and calm and lasted longer than men twice his age.

“It’s good to see you too, John,” she relented. “I’m surprised you’re still living next door.”

“I moved into the nicer apartment on the ground level.” 

“Mmm, so you’re moving up in the world?”

John flashed a cocky grin. “Yeah, something like that. I’m the general manager at Bloom and Blossom now.”

“General manager, huh?” she asked, rather impressed that he’d worked his way up the ladder so quickly. “Are you still wanting your own restaurant?”

“I would love my own place but being in charge of everything has made me realize how complicated it all is. I’m not sure that I want that much responsibility yet.”

“You’re smart to wait. You’ll know when the time is right,” she said, sizing up the man she hadn’t seen in two years. He’d been inside of her, but he was a different person. He was more mature. There was more life in his eyes, and the way he was looking at her… it had her wanting to do naughty things to his body.

“So, are you going to let me come in or what? We have a lot to catch up on since you’ve been away.”

She wanted to say no. She wanted to be strong, but that cocky smile got her. She glanced over her shoulder and back at him, and they both knew that she wasn’t going to deny his request.

“Fine, but you can’t stay for long. I need to unpack.”

“Did you just get back?”

“Only a few hours ago. I was upstairs painting.”

“Can I see?”

“I don’t know. It’s not quite ready,” Carolyn said, even though she was mostly finished with the painting. She could return to it, maybe even add a faded image of John doing crunches in his backyard, but could she let him see it? Could she let him see such an intimate part of her soul so soon after returning?

“C’mon,” he said and stepped a little closer. Her body tingled as he stood inches from her. “Let me see what you were painting. I’m sure it was beautiful. You’re an incredible artist.”

“No, I couldn’t.”

“Please,” he said again.

When Carolyn looked into his brown eyes, she couldn’t resist. She was weak for him. She lifted her hand, and John took it, stepping into her home. His heart was racing as they made their way upstairs to her studio. He’d been there several times before, but this time was different. They’d changed during their time apart. He was more mature now, but he also had a secret. His interests had morphed since Carolyn ran off to Spain to focus on her artwork, and he had no idea how she was going to react when she found out, but he wasn’t nervous. Nor was he ashamed.

“Your studio is as lovely as always,” he said as he took in the room with fresh eyes. His gaze landed on the painting by the window. “Is this what you were working on a bit ago?”

“Yes,” she said. “I told you it wasn’t ready.”

“That doesn’t mean it isn’t beautiful,” John said as he studied the painting of their backyards. Her attention to detail was insane, and there was a lot of emotion in her painting. The colors were bright and loving, like she was happy to be home. “How was Spain? I’m still sad you never returned any of my messages.”

Carolyn bit her lip as she moved to stand against the wall. Seeing John in her space after all this time was so strange, and she felt guilty for not replying, but she was trying to remove herself from Ridgewood. She thought she needed to get away, and maybe she did, but she honestly never expected to see John again.

“Weren’t you a senior when we were fooling around?”

“Yeah, I was finishing up my last classes,” he said.

“Forgive me for thinking you wouldn’t be here when I returned.”

John turned away from the painting to face her fully. “You’re forgiven.” He stepped towards her. She tried to step back, but she was already pushed up against the wall. There was nowhere that she could go, which made John smirk. She glanced down reflexively, noticing a jumping bulge beneath his gym shorts. “I missed you while you were away, Carolyn.”

Her body warmed at his words. She forgot what it was like to get looked at by a man like this. She wanted to reach out and touch him. She wanted to feel his lips against her skin, but could she really pick up with her next-door neighbor? She was determined to focus on her artwork. Not a man.

“Did you miss me?” he asked softly.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I did.”

John lifted his hand to brush his fingers against her face. She did the same to him. They stared at each other, feeling the time that’d passed wash away. “I need to kiss you,” he said.

“Kiss me.”

He pushed her more firmly against the wall, making her gasp. He pressed his lips against hers. They lost themselves as they kissed, moving to the floor in the heat of the moment. John pulled her onto his body and pushed his fingers into her hair as he his tongue danced with hers. She rocked her hips against his body. Her fingers were in his thick, luscious brown hair. She moaned against her lips when their kiss broke, instinctively reaching for his shorts, but he stopped her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing. It’s nothing.”

“Okay.” She tried to reach her hand into his shorts a second time, but he stopped her again. Now she was really confused. “What is the deal, John? You’re acting weird.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to fool around…”

“Then what is it?”

John scooted away from her and sat on the floor, crossing his legs. He didn’t know how to tell her that he was wearing a pink, lacy thong beneath his jeans. He wore a thong every day of the week now and had an entire collection back at his house. It was something he did on a whim one time not long after she stopped replying to his messages. He didn’t even know why he put on that first black thong. It was a couple sizes too big for him, but it still hugged his hips in the most fabulous ways. He often looked at the pictures he had printed out from that evening, admiring where it all began.

“You won’t like what I have to tell you.”

“What I don’t like is the silence,” she said in a sassy voice. “You can tell me anything. I won’t judge you. I’m an artist!”

John shook his head, not wanting to speak. He couldn’t tell her about his new habit. Nobody knew. He often thought he would take this secret to the grave with him. He imagined himself giving up his lingerie the next time a serious girlfriend came along, but sitting there with Carolyn made him doubt his plans. How could he give up his thongs for a woman? What if she didn’t even care? He would be living a dull life of sacrifice for no reason other than to punish himself.

“Are you sure?”

“John, please. You know me.”

He looked into her eyes, seeing the soul he’d fallen for all those years ago. It felt like no time had gone by now that they were back together, but he’d changed. He had to tell her what was going on.

“I… I…” he cursed under his breath and lay on his back. “You can pull down my shorts. I’ll allow it.”

She sighed. “About time.” She got onto her hands and knees and crawled over to him. She studied his face, wondering what in the world was going on for him to be acting so weird. He was never like this. There was something in his gaze that she couldn’t quite read, but she didn’t care. Now that he’d kissed her like that, she longed for a taste of his cock. Her pussy was radiating with desire, filling her with a thirst she needed to quench.

He twisted when she hooked her fingers into the waistline of his shorts.  He had to fight his urge to push her away as she slowly revealed his pretty pink thong. Once she finally did, there was nothing but silence in the air. She was just staring at him. Speechless.

“Say something! Please!”

She folded her lips, still staring at his crotch. Her cheeks reddened a touch as her lips curled into a smile. “I don’t know what to say. This is such a surprise.”

“It’s not a big deal! Plenty of men do it!”

“Hey! I never said that I had anything against it,” she said, trying to fight her smile that was only growing, much to John’s dismay. He wished he could teleport out of that room and back to his house. A woman had never seen him like this, and it was utterly humiliating. “To each their own, but I must say. These are much more feminine than I would expect from you.”

“I can wear whatever I want!” John yanked up his shorts, tired of this conversation. He should have changed before he marched over to her house like a fool. He should have known better than to think it wouldn’t lead to exactly where they were now, two steps from fucking.

“Are you really going to act like that, John?”

His cheeks were burning with embarrassment, and Carolyn didn’t look amused. She stared at him with narrowed eyes. “I’m sorry,” he said lamely. “This is embarrassing.”

“Why don’t we have a drink to cool the tension?”

“I’d like that,” he said and picked himself up off the floor.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Carolyn fixed them two white wine spritzers, and they took them to her garden in the back. They sat at her table. She’d picked up the terrible habit of smoking in Spain and couldn’t help rolling herself a cigarette. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said as she grabbed her lighter. “Smoking was one of the few things that kept me sane in Spain.”

“How was it over there?” he asked.

“Tragic. Beautiful. Mostly lonely. I made lots of friends, but everyone was always on the move. Including me,” she said with a laugh. “It was hard to put down roots, and I think that was what made me miss home the most.”

“Plus, seeing me.”

“I missed you,” she admitted. “I had to stop replying to your messages so that I could move on and give the men I met over there a chance.”

“But none of them compared to me?” he asked cockily.

“Maybe they did, maybe they didn’t.”

“You wouldn’t have kissed me like that if they did.”

“Whatever,” she said and took a long drag of her cigarette. She picked up her wine and took a sip as she stared out at her garden, ignoring John. She cared about him deeply, but she couldn’t get caught up in the details of her mostly nonexistent love life. “What about you? How did you work your way to the top of Bloom and Blossom?”

“It wasn’t easy,” he said dramatically. “I had to convince the owner to give me a chance.”

“What’s their name?”

“Hazel Bradford. She wanted to give the job to a woman, but I got it after giving a killer interview. She said as much as she wanted to go with someone else, she trusted me the most to run her restaurant.”

“Has she regretted that decision?”

“No!” John said. “Absolutely not.”

Carolyn chuckled. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. I was only joking.”

He hated that smirk on her face. If he stayed, she was never going to let him live this down, but the longer he looked at her, the more he realized that she truly didn’t care if he was wearing lingerie beneath his shorts. She didn’t care if he wore it every day of the week. He had no idea if they could have a future together. He’d always written it off when they fooled around before because of the age difference, but he was a couple years older now, and his dating life hadn’t exactly been a roaring success while she was gone.

“Are you mad at me for saying that?”

“No,” he said. “It’s okay.”

“I really don’t mind.”

“I know you don’t. I can tell.”

“Is that so?” she asked.

He nodded. “It’s the way you look at me.”

“How do I look at you?”

“Like you want me.”

“Aren’t you the cocky one?” she asked.

He shrugged. He wanted her just as badly as she wanted him, if not more. He’d been fantasizing about her for the past few weeks, wondering what she was up to, wishing that he was inside of her like he used to be. He wanted to feel those warm walls hugging his dick, lingerie or not, but he was really curious what it would be like to fuck while wearing lingerie.

“So, do you wear lingerie all the time?”

“Most of the time, yeah.”

“When did you start?”

“Not long after you left,” he said. “It was random, but I got hooked. It feels so natural.”

“That thong you’re wearing is a quality piece.”

“Thank you.” He blushed. “It’s one of my favorites.”

“I can see why,” Carolyn said and took another sip of her wine spritzer. She puffed on her cigarette, staring out at her yard. Her mind drifted to all the paintings she was going to create now that she was back in her studio, but she wanted to work on John first. If he let her, she would push him to his limits. “How many other thongs do you have?”

John’s cheeks burned more brightly. That was a question he didn’t want to answer. How could he tell her how many thongs he had? “Um… I’m not really sure.”

“Can’t you give me a range?”

The thing was… he’d gone a little crazy with online shopping. It wasn’t like he wore all the lingerie that he had, but it was an addictive hobby to say the least. It wasn’t his fault that the stores didn’t take returns, and at the end of the day, he didn’t care. He was making a lot more money now that he was the general manager and had plenty to spend on his feminine treats.

“I don’t want to say.”

“More than ten pieces?”

Was she kidding? Way more than ten. “Uh… no. Only ten. That sounds about right.”

Carolyn grinned, suppressing the urge to laugh. It was clear by John’s reaction that he had much more than ten pieces of lingerie. She imagined entire drawers full, and she wouldn’t be far off. He’d filled one drawer and was working on a second now, but he didn’t regret a single purchase. It was a rush each time he tried on a new piece.

“Anyway, do you have anything else? Dresses? Heels?”

“I’m not a crossdresser!” he said, but in the back of his mind he heard a little voice whisper ‘yet’. “I don’t plan on doing all that stuff.”

“Why not? I bet you would look cute as a girl. You’re not the biggest guy in the world.”

John hated getting mocked for his size, but she wasn’t wrong. They were around the same height. He bet they could even find a dress in her closet that would fit him if they tried hard enough, but why would they do that?

“Don’t get upset. I didn’t mean to offend.”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“Why don’t you let me give you a makeover? I bet we could find a dress in my closet for you. I even have a jersey knit dress in mind. It’s red, but your feet have to be bigger than mine.”

“I don’t want to wear a dress. I don’t want to wear heels. Let’s just fool around like old times.”

“We’re far past old times,” she said. “After seeing you in those panties, I want to see what else you have.”

“No,” he said. “We can’t.”

“Don’t fight this. Let’s do it.”

John stared at her. He wanted to push back, but he couldn’t. The truth was that he could indulge. He was curious. He’d dreamed about what he would look like in a dress or a little more if given the chance. “Will you be kind?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You could make fun of me!” he chided. “I don’t want to be made fun of by you. I just want to have a good time. Like we used to do.”

“We can still have a good time,” she said and reached over to place a hand on his leg, feeling warm and tingly all over. “Why don’t we go to my closet to find you something cute to wear?”

“I don’t know. When I came over, I just thought we could have a good time. I should have taken off the thong before coming over here.”

“Fate clearly had different plans, but you shouldn’t be ashamed, and if you’re curious, I think we should have some fun.”

John faced a dilemma. On the one hand, he couldn’t imagine going home now that he was hot and bothered. He couldn’t imagine sitting at home with Carolyn right next door, but could he go through with this? 

She didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed John’s hand and pulled him inside. They went straight to her closet, and John didn’t protest. He didn’t try to break free from her grip. He was limp as he followed her, unable to resist what they both knew he wanted.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“Let’s see what we got in here,” Carolyn said as they stepped into her closet. John’s heart was racing. He didn’t know what she was going to find for him to wear, but he was excited. Looking around at all her clothes made his cock jump in his thong. He needed to wear something femme. Anything. “I was thinking a dress for you, but now that I see this, it’s way better.”

“See what?” he asked.

She pulled out a skirt. It was short, black, and pleated with two belts attached around the waistline. “It has a wonderful elastic waistline. Why don’t you try it on?”

“Right now?”

“Yes! We need to see if it fits before we can pick out a top to go with it.”

John glanced at the skirt in his hand apprehensively, but he wouldn’t be able to deny Carolyn. He could act out and tell her that he didn’t want to wear the skirt, but they would both know he was lying. It was a gorgeous skirt.

“What about my hairy legs?”

“If it fits, we’ll shave them.”

“Shave them?” he asked loudly.

“Yeah, why not? If anyone asks, you can say that you did it for sports. Nobody will blame you.”

John was left speechless, so he decided to try on the skirt. He went to leave the room, but Carolyn grabbed his hand, spinning him around towards her. “Where are you going? Stay right here,” she said to him sternly. “I want to see what it looks like, and we both know I’ve already seen what’s hiding beneath those shorts.”

He groaned as he pushed his hands into the waistline of his shorts and slowly moved them down his legs. Carolyn didn’t take her eyes off him as he switched into the skirt, grinning once it was on his legs. He definitely needed to shave, but she knew what would go with the skirt. She raced to the other end of her closet to grab a black Donna Karan asymmetrical jacket with a gold-tone bar across the midsection. The gold matched the belt buckles perfectly.

“Do you have bras at your house?”

“Bras? Why?”

“I want you to wear this blazer with a stuffed bra on beneath it. Are you sure you don’t have a pair of stilettos?”

“Positive,” he said.

“What size are you?”

“A seven and a half in men’s.”

“We could totally find you a pair! Why don’t we go shopping? It’s still early enough to hit the stores. We could even get a quick bite to eat too.”

John considered his options. Carolyn was giving him a chance to get out of this situation. He could tell her that he was busy and that he needed to go home, but it would be a lie. He imagined himself walking out of that door, leaving the skirt behind, and he couldn’t do it.

“I am kind of hungry,” he said carefully.

“Great! We can go to the boutique mall downtown! They have several shoe stores that I absolutely adore.”

John gulped, imagining himself at one of those shoe stores. “Wouldn’t they know that we were shopping for me?”

“Who cares? It’s my first night back from Spain! Why not make it one to remember?”

“I… uh… I guess that sounds good.”

“Perfect! Go put on some pants and meet me out front in ten minutes!” Carolyn said and pushed John towards the front door. She went to the bathroom to freshen up and changed into a new outfit, excited for the evening ahead of her.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Carolyn drove them downtown, stopping when they got a couple blocks from the mall of boutique shops. It was an old factory building they’d converted into stores, and there were even restaurants on the ground level. She really hoped they could find John a pair of heels to wear with his skirt and blazer.

“We need stilettos. Tall ones.”

“Are you crazy? I’ve never walked in heels in my life! I’ll fall on my face.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Carolyn said and pulled him down the sidewalk to the mall. They entered and went to the first shoe store, Sole Serenity. They focused more on leather, but they had a few options in the back corner. “What do you think of those?” she asked and pointed to a pair of black stilettos. They weren’t the cutest pairs she’d ever seen, but they would do.

“I don’t know.”

“Excuse me, sir. Do you have these in a nine?”

The man glanced at their feet, a smile curling at his lips. “Yes, of course. Let me go check.”

John felt the life leave his body. “That man knows that we’re shopping for me! We can’t stay here. Forget it. I don’t even want to shop!” John stormed towards the door, leaving Carolyn with no other option but to chase after him. She grabbed his hand when they were outside, turning him towards her.

“Fine! I’ll go into the next store alone, but if they don’t fit, you’re paying me back in full.”

“That’s more than fine with me,” John said and crossed his arms. “Did you see the way that man looked at me? There was no way he didn’t know what was going on.”

She smirked. “I did see it.”

“I told you!” He raced away from the storefront, realizing that the man was staring at them. He was in such a fit by the time he got upstairs, he didn’t even see Carolyn walk into Chic Steps. He didn’t even realize what was happening until she came out with an oversized paper bag swinging by her side. “What is that?” he asked softly.

“Your heels! You’ve been out here stewing for no reason, silly boy,” Carolyn said with a light voice that betrayed his feelings. “Let’s try on these shoes.”

“Right here?”

“Yes! We’re not leaving unless we know they fit.”

“But… but…”

She gave him a look to tell him that she wasn’t playing games. Her stomach was rumbling, and she really wanted to get to La Pizzaria. It was a quaint, family-owned Italian restaurant around the corner from the mall of boutiques. They had incredible pizza, salads, and wine. “Try on the shoes, John. I’m not going to tell you again.”

He glanced at the bag. Why did he want this? Heels should have been the last thing he wanted to put on his feet, but they were absolutely perfect when he finally opened the box. They almost looked matte black but shimmered in the light when turned at an angle. John bit his lip as he imagined himself walking around in those stilettos. He’d never worn heels in his life, but now that he was holding them, it was like this moment was meant to be. He kicked off his shoes and socks and slipped the black stilettos onto his feet, gasping at how incredible it felt.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“They’re amazing,” he said.

“They fit?”

“Yes. Perfectly.”

“Great. You can take them off now.”

John glanced down at his feet. He had a strong desire to stand up and walk around the mall, but he was already getting a couple looks that made him quickly take off the heels and stash them away in the box. “They’ll be perfect with that skirt and blazer back at your house.”

“I agree,” she said. “Can we go eat now?”

“Yes, please. I’m starving.”

“Me too.”

They stood up and went downstairs, and John was the one carrying the bag. He didn’t care that it was from Chic Steps. He didn’t even care that he had a pair of heels in the bag. He couldn’t wait to get back to Carolyn’s to put on the heels.

“Are you ready to shave too?”

“It’s probably necessary, I suppose.”

“You better bet it is,” she said and pulled him into the restaurant. It smelled of basil, tomato sauce, and charred pizza dough. Carolyn took a deep breath and grabbed John’s hand, lacing her fingers with his without thinking, but he didn’t mind. “Where should we sit?”

“I’m surprised this many tables are open.”

“It’s our lucky day.”

They chose a spot by the window and caught up some more on what they’d done since they were last together. She explained why she thought she wasn’t as inspired as she’d hoped in Spain, and he told her more about how he spent his days at Bloom and Blossom. Their eyes twinkled as they looked at each other over the flickering candle and low light of La Pizzaria. Two years had passed since they last made love, but Carolyn couldn’t wait to take home her younger man and find out what tricks he’d learned while she was away.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

“Shave and put on some black lingerie. I’ll be waiting for you,” Carolyn said and kissed him on the cheek after they’d pulled into her driveway. “See you in a bit.”

John turned away from her and went into his apartment. He raced to the bathroom. There was a fresh razor beneath the bathroom cabinet. He got it out along with the bottle of shaving cream that he kept in his medicine cabinet. He stepped into the shower and lathered his skin with the shaving cream. Each stroke of the razor removed another layer of hair, revealing a rather feminine figure.

Once he was smooth, he stepped out of the shower and went to his bedroom to find the black lingerie that she’d requested. He put on the black thong and bra, staring at himself in the mirror once it was on, admiring how feminine he looked with smooth skin. He would have to shave more often, he thought to himself as he put on sweatpants and a T-shirt.

“Come in,” Carolyn called when he knocked on her door a few minutes later. The door creaked when he pushed it open. “Where are you?” he called out to her. “Upstairs in the studio!” she replied. “I set up something for us!”

John bit his lip as he went to the staircase that led to the room with a pitched roof. She’d always used it as her studio. His cock was hardening in the tiny black thong that he’d put on for her, and he couldn’t wait to see what she had to stuff his bra. It was so nice to have her home.

“Do you have the clothes up there?”

“You know that I do.”

John climbed the final few steps, amazed by the sight in front of him. Flickering candles dotted the room, sitting on every ledge and hard surface in sight. Carolyn was lying on a blanket in the middle of the room, wearing nothing other than a translucent teddy with the clothes she’d picked out for John sitting by her side. She writhed and stuck her hand between her legs, moving it towards her crotch.

“Are you nice and smooth?”

“I am,” he said. “Where are the heels?”

“Right over there,” she said in a sultry voice as she sat up to point to the bag in the corner. She tossed her hair over her shoulder as she got onto her hands and knees and crawled over to him. She was so horny for his dick after waiting alone in her studio. Now that he was in front of her, shaved and smooth, she could hardly contain herself. She wanted to whip out his dick at once and ride it, but first he had to get dressed. “Let’s see your smooth body. Show me.”

John hesitated as he tugged at the waistline of the sweatpants he’d put on. It was his dream to be with a woman while wearing lingerie, but he was hesitant as he stood above her gorgeous body.

“What are you waiting for, John? Let me see that lingerie you got. I brought some tissue to stuff your bra,” she said and pointed to a bag in the corner. She had everything they needed to fool around, and she wasn’t about to let John leave this room until they did. She stood on her knees and pushed her hands into her hair. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her teddy, so her tits were on full display, and her nipples were rock hard.

He didn’t need any more convincing. Her hungry eyes were enough. He pushed his sweatpants down first, revealing the tiny black thong he’d slipped on, and then he pulled the T-shirt over his head. Carolyn purred as she took in the sight of his smooth body, clad with lingerie. “Don’t you look gorgeous?”

John blushed and crossed his arms over his body. Carolyn frowned as she stood gracefully. “Don’t cover up that gorgeous lingerie. Let’s stuff your bra and put on the clothes.”

John nodded, mostly in a daze. This was all happening so fast. If he hadn’t rushed over to Carolyn’s wearing his pretty pink thong, she never would have known. They probably would have fucked like old times. It wouldn’t have been a big deal at all. He couldn’t help but shake his head when he glanced down at his body. He was wearing one of his favorite lingerie sets, and Carolyn was balling up tissue to stuff into his bra. His wildest dreams were coming true right before his eyes, and he didn’t quite know how to process it.

“That Donna Karan blazer will look so sexy once you have some tits. Can we take a few pictures?” she asked, but then she glanced over at her easel. Not only did she need pictures, she also needed to paint this moment. Her yard painting spoke volumes to how she was feeling when she arrived home, but nothing could compare to John en femme. She had to capture this moment in acrylic. “Actually, will you pose for me? I’ll do your makeup and everything.”

John glanced down at his stuffed bra and back at Carolyn. He wanted to do this for her, but to have a record of this moment terrified him. What if she decided to use it against him? What if he wanted to become a politician? He sometimes fantasized about what it would be like to become a mayor or even the governor. He had lots of ideas about how he would make it easier for people like him to start businesses. He couldn’t risk his future for temporary pleasure, could he?

“I don’t know if you should paint me,” he said.

“Why not? It would be a blast! I bet you would look absolutely stunning in my painting. You’re the perfect subject.”

“But you want to do my makeup.”

“I only want to give you what you clearly want,” she said.

He hated hearing the words, but he couldn’t deny their truth. He longed to have makeup and everything else, but they didn’t even have a wig. “Can you give me long hair in the painting? Make me look more feminine than I do now?”

“Yes, of course!”

“Fine, I’ll do it if you promise to give me longer hair in the painting. I don’t want to look like myself at all.”

“You’ll look like yourself, but the feminine version of yourself.”

“I guess,” he grumbled, still not quite sure about this situation, but he would let her do what she wanted. He wasn’t going to put up a fight. His cock was raging against the tiny black thong, and he was excited, even if it meant this moment would be recorded for the history books. He slipped on the skirt and put on the blazer, buttoning it over his midsection. It was rather glamorous, and he absolutely adored the gold metal accents. “How do I look?” he asked.

“Stunning!” she said. “Absolutely incredible!”

“Do you mean it?”

“A thousand percent. We’re just missing your heels.”

John glanced at the bag in the corner, nervous to put on those heels, but he’d already come this far. Even if he fell over a few times, he knew that Carolyn would be there to pick him up. He could count on her, and that was what gave him the confidence to take those heels out of the box and slip them onto his feet. He stood cautiously from the studio chair, wobbling a bit, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as he thought. In fact, he felt quite powerful in the heels, like he could kick anyone’s ass who needed to be put in their place.

“How do they feel?”

“Incredible,” he said.

“Can you do a little walk?”

“I’ll try.” He placed his hands on his hips and paced back and forth across the studio, gaining confidence with each step. It wasn’t long before he was completely enamored with the black heels and everything else that he was wearing. The pleated skirt swayed back and forth, and his tits bounced a little with each step. He was only missing a wig, but he was confident that they would get one for him eventually.

“Get it, girl!” Carolyn snapped. “That skirt looks so sexy on you.”

“I love the skirt. I can’t believe you had all this in your closet and didn’t tell me!”

She chuckled. “If I’d known you wanted to wear it, I would have let you a long time ago.”

“Too bad I didn’t know what I wanted.” He grinned and stepped towards her. “Thank you for embracing this side of me. You didn’t have to, but I’m glad that you did.”

“Me too,” she said. “Thank goodness you rushed over here wearing those panties. I might never have known.”

“You probably wouldn’t have,” he admitted.

“How about we do your makeup now?”

He nodded.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

John followed Carolyn over to the chair by the window. She opened her makeup bag and propped it on the window’s ledge. She pulled out products one by one as she dolled up his face, transforming him from man to woman. His hair was already longer than plenty of women, so she decided to wet his hair and put a bit of product in it.

“You’re almost there. We just need something on your lips to really make them pop.”

“Whatever you think is best,” he said. He’d completely surrendered to the moment. He wasn’t trying to fight this. He loved his heels, the skirt, his smooth skin, and the blazer over his stuffed bra. Every single aspect of his outfit had him tingling all over.

“What if we did something bold?”

“I trust you,” he said and looked into her eyes. There was no color she could put on his lips that would offend him. He was Carolyn’s project. Her doll. She could do whatever she wanted. “If you think bold is best, then bold is best.”

Carolyn grabbed her dark purple matte lipstick. She popped off the top and twisted the tube, revealing the bold color. She thought it would go with John’s black outfit and dramatic smoky eye. She applied the lipstick and went over it with clear gloss to really make the color pop, leaning back to admire her work once she’d finished.

“Gorgeous! Stunning!”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes, absolutely.” She rushed to grab a compact mirror and held it up to his face so that he could see his reflection. He gasped when he saw the person staring back at him. He never in a million years thought that he could look so womanly, but she’d done it. Nearly every trace of his old self had vanished, replaced by a woman with radiant skin and gorgeous makeup.

“How… how did you do it?”

“I used to do makeup for theater class. I don’t wear too much makeup myself anymore, but it’s like a type of artwork to me. It’s a splendid medium. The things people can do with makeup are truly remarkable.”

He had to agree as he stared at his transformed face. He tried not to touch, as he didn’t want to ruin Carolyn’s work, but he honestly couldn’t believe it. “Have you done this for others?”

“I used to do makeup for people when I was in a pinch for money, but I haven’t had to do it much in the past five years. I wasn’t really a success until around the time we met each other.”

“Mmm, that means I got the best of you,” he said and pulled her onto his lap. She moaned as his thickened cock pressed against her bum. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, truly mesmerized by his transformation, and she couldn’t wait to peek beneath his skirt to get a taste of his feminized cock.

“You certainly did,” she said.

“So, are you going to paint me?”

“Yes, but we need to get you a chair.”

“I’m not sure if I can do the stairs in these heels.”

Carolyn chuckled. “Don’t worry. I won’t force you to get the chair, but I was thinking about how you don’t even look like John anymore. Did you want me to call you by a different name?”

“Hmm, I hadn’t considered that,” he said as he thought what girl name he could use. None came to mind right away, but he was open to the idea. “Why don’t I think about it why you grab the chair?”

“Fine, but I want a name when I get back. That’s what I’ll call the painting. Nobody will even know that it’s you.”

Carolyn went downstairs to grab a chair. She didn’t want to be gone long, and she already knew that her painting would be a half-ass job. She was far too hungry for his cock. She needed to taste it on her tongue and feel it stretching her tight lips that hadn’t been stretched in far too long. She grabbed the chair and returned to the studio, happy all over again to see John sitting there feminized from head to toe. He had his legs crossed, a heel dangling in the air. It was a sight to behold, and she couldn’t wait to capture the moment.

“I want you sitting just like that. Actually, you stay there, and I’ll put my easel over here,” she said and placed the chair she’d brought from downstairs in the middle of the room. She set up her easel and art supplies as quickly as she could, and John moved the candles closer to him as she’d instructed. “We’ll start with the photo, but first I must ask, have you come up with a name?”

“Yes,” he said. “Gail.”

“Gail. Interesting choice for an interesting girl.”

“You can call me John if you prefer.”

“Gail is perfect,” she said. “I couldn’t think of a better name myself.”

Gail smiled, taking in the moment. She sat a little taller as Carolyn angled her camera and snapped a photo. She never thought that she would feel this comfortable in her own skin as a woman, but it was a magical feeling to be sitting there by the window in a skirt and a women’s blazer surrounded by candlelight with the woman she cared about most in the world.

“Smile for the camera.”

Gail turned her lips up into a smile and stared straight into the lens, no longer worried about who might discover the truth. She felt so relaxed, so free, she never wanted to hide again. Gail was eager to embrace her femme half.

“Gorgeous, Gail. Incredible.”

She crossed and recrossed her legs, turning every which way for the camera, soaking in the moment. It was a night she wouldn’t forget. One that would forever change the course of her life, but she knew it was for the better. She knew that bright days were ahead.

“These photos are perfect. I’m just going to do a quick acrylic painting of you, and then I’ll do the oil one later.” Carolyn picked up a tiny blank canvas and set it on her easel. She used a paper plate to mix colors and create a quick image of Gail, trying to capture everything she felt in that moment. Gail’s clothes and makeup were dark, but the mood was light. It was warm. It was love. “Fuck, you look so gorgeous as a girl.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely. I’m mesmerized by your beauty.”

“Stop it. You’re too kind.”

Carolyn grinned, but she was serious. She thought Gail was gorgeous as a woman. She wasn’t sure how she would look after the makeup and clothes, but the image in front of her far exceeded expectations. Now that she’d gotten a rough sketch of her painting, she couldn’t resist the treat she’d been craving all night. She moved the easel to the side and walked over to Gail.

“Since you’ve been a good girl, I thought I would give you a little kiss. Would you like that?”

“So fucking much,” Gail said in a breath as Carolyn dropped to her knees in front of her.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

Gail tensed as Carolyn reached a hand up her skirt, brushing her fingertips against her tingling thighs. It was so nice to have Carolyn back in her life. She hadn’t realized how much she was missing her until she saw her sitting in the window, and they’d already done so much for a night, but Gail was confident that they had many wonderful moments ahead of them.

“Mmm, I can’t wait to taste this girl dick.”

“Please,” Gail said in a breath. Her cock was throbbing beneath the tiny black thong holding it in place, begging to break free. She was desperate to have her cock in Carolyn’s hand. It’d been far too long since she last made love, and to be like this, dressed in a skirt with a dolled-up face going by the name of Gail… it was incredible. It had her senses in overdrive. Every smell, every touch was intensified. “Please suck my dick.”

Carolyn grinned as she reached further up Gail’s skirt until she found the waistline of her thong. She could feel the thickness of her cock beneath the black fabric, and she couldn’t wait to have it in her mouth. She slowly pulled the thong down Gail’s leg until it was on the floor, leaving her hard cock to make a tent beneath the pleated, belted skirt. Carolyn rubbed her fingers up and down Gail’s smooth skin, admiring her shaving job and how sexy the heels made her legs look.

“You’re so cute as a girl, Gail. I can’t get over it.”

“Me neither,” she confessed. “Please suck my cock.”

“Only because you’ve been such a good girl tonight,” Carolyn said and wrapped a tight hand around Gail’s shaft, pumping it in her grip. Gail gasped and moaned as Carolyn worked her cock. Her balls tightened, pressing up against her body. She was weak after mere seconds of pleasure, but this was what she needed. It was what she’d been missing in her life. “Don’t cum yet, girl! I need this dick in my pussy!”

Gail gasped when Carolyn smacked her thigh, looking at her sternly as a warning. Her pussy was begging to be stretched, and Gail wasn’t getting out of here without giving her what she needed.

“If you do cum, you better know that I’m going to use your dick either way.”

She bit her lip and nodded. Her balls were so tight, and her cock was on edge. She wasn’t sure that she could hold her load, but she would make sure that she could at least give Carolyn two. She would make sure that she made her girl scream at the top of her lungs before the night was over, so she closed her eyes and relaxed, enjoying the sensation of her warm mouth wrapped tightly around her cock. Gail gripped the seat as Carolyn bobbed her head.

“Yes! Fuck, girl.” Her voice was deep and guttural. She would have to work on a more feminine tone, but none of that mattered in the heat of the moment. She pushed her fingers into Carolyn’s hair and pushed down on the back of her head, making her choke on her cock. “That mouth feels so fucking good!”

Carolyn moaned on Gail’s cock as she kept sucking. Pussy juices ran down the insides of her thighs, but she was far too weak to touch herself. If she did, she wasn’t sure she would be able to muster up the energy to ride Gail’s cock, which she desperately wanted to do.

To distract herself, she wrapped her arms around Gail’s legs and focused entirely on her dick. She ignored the pleading and screaming. She didn’t stop until she felt hot strands of cum shooting into the back of her throat, and she swallowed every drop. She looked up at Gail through hooded eyes with her lips wrapped tightly around her cock as she sucked her dry. Seeing the feminized boy above her was such a turn on for Carolyn. One she never thought she would experience, but there was something so sexy about the boy from next door getting in touch with his feminine side and becoming a woman for the night.

“Hope you’re ready to get me off,” Carolyn said as she stood to mount Gail’s cock. She needed her dick. Her pussy was begging for penetration. Her entire body radiated with desire, especially now that she had Gail’s spunky taste on her tongue. “I’ve been thinking about this dick ever since I left.”

“Really?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “And now it’s even better.” Carolyn grabbed the back of the chair and lowered herself onto Gail’s cock. Gail was still sensitive from cumming, but she wasn’t going to deny her woman’s needs. She bit her bottom lip and steeled herself through the intense pleasure Carolyn’s tight walls provided. She grabbed Carolyn’s sides as she bounced up and down on her cock, threatening to make her cum again at any second.

“Hang in there, girl! I’m so close!”

“Cum for me,” she begged.

Carolyn dropped her head back and bounced more quickly, using every inch of Gail’s girly dick. It was even better than she remembered as she rode it with her eyes closed, bouncing and bouncing on her dick until the pleasure became too much to bear. A high-pitched scream echoed around the room as she started cumming all over her cock. Gail cursed when Carolyn’s walls tightened around her dick. She held her tightly and came for the second time, but this time it was deep inside of her pussy, and she didn’t even think about pulling out.

“Fuck,” Gail cursed against Carolyn’s supple skin as she held her tightly in her arms. “That was amazing.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice,” she said and slowly lifted herself from her cock. She bent over to kiss Gail on the cheek. “I’m going to take a shower after all that and have another drink. Why don’t you join me?”

“What about my makeup?”

Carolyn chuckled. “We’ll keep it safe,” she said and held out her hand. Gail smiled at her and took it.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

Six Months Later

John jumped up from his desk and ran to the dining room when he heard his phone ringing. It was Carolyn calling, so he answered at once. He’d been expecting a call from his boss to discuss a new store they were thinking about opening. If they opened it, he was hoping to get a promotion to their director of operations. To say he’d been anxious about work lately was an understatement, but at least Carolyn was always around to make him forget about anything bad in the world for a few hours at a time.

“Hey, what’s up?” John asked brightly when he answered the phone.

“It’s finished! You have to come over here at once!”

“What’s finished?”

“The painting! Gail!”

John smiled as he thought back to Carolyn’s first evening back in the States. He often thought about the dominoes that fell in order for them to be together and for her to turn him into Gail. He was grateful that fate had pushed him towards her and that they were their best selves when they were together.

“I’ll come right over! I can’t wait to see it!”

“It’s gorgeous! We’ll have to break out a bottle of cava!”

“Can’t wait!” John got up and grabbed his keys and walked out of the door. If his boss called, he could answer or call her back. Hazel was never in a rush about anything, including her new restaurant location, which annoyed John sometimes, but her patience was part of what made her so successful.

“There you are!” Carolyn said and pulled John into the house when he got there. He could feel the excitement radiating off her. She pulled him upstairs to her studio at once, and John was left speechless when he saw the painting. It was gorgeous. Gail looked like her own woman with long, luscious brown hair, but the woman in the painting had his eyes. Everything was different about her except the eyes, and he couldn’t believe that Carolyn had made him look so beautiful.

“I love it,” he said and pulled her into his arms. “After you, it’s the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever seen.”
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