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HOW FAR WILL HE GO?

Rick thinks he hit the jackpot when he befriends bored billionaire, Tiger. All Tiger wants from Rick is companionship, and he’s ready to shower him with gifts and money and whatever else he wants. As for Tiger’s other friends—he’s started to suspect they’re conspiring to take his money.

Even with all the money in the world, Tiger doesn’t ever seem satisfied. He’s always looking for a cure to his endless boredom. And one day he gets a strange idea: find a guy, dress him up like a sissy girl, and see if his conspiring friends will make fools of themselves by hitting on the undercover sissy.


CHAPTER I

I met the most unusual character at a bar one night.

I was out with friends for a bachelor party. It was the third bar of the night, and we were all nearing the end of our alcohol tolerance. The waitress came around with a tray of shots. “These were gifted to you guys. I’ve been asked to tell you, ‘congratulations and good luck’,” she said. We asked who gifted the shots, but she didn’t tell us. I would meet the stranger soon enough, and that meeting would be the start of a series of events that would change my life forever.

The shots were strong. I’m not sure what was in them, but I definitely tasted vodka, maybe some whiskey, too. A few minutes after taking the shots, all of my friends were out, either stumbling towards the bathroom or passed out on the street next to where everyone went out to smoke. I was the only one still on my feet, still able to think and speak like a rational person, though I was on the edge. Most of my memories following the shot are hazy, but I remember wandering around the bar, wondering what to do now that my friends were all down and out.

I remember a man in a suit and sunglasses (the sunglasses were peculiar, as the bar was quite dark). He shook my hand and asked me if I was with the bachelor party. I told him I was. “Are you the one getting married?” he asked.

“No, that’s my buddy, Dave,” I said.

“And what’s your name?”

“Rick,” I said.

“Nice to meet you, Rick. I’m Tiger.” I thought I misheard him. I’d never met anyone named Tiger before, and had a hard time believing any sane parents would name their child Tiger. But his name really was Tiger. He brought me to the back room, past a privately-hired security guard. There were two other people in that room, two guys—one who looked like a body builder and one who looked like some international hacker spy, with a sleek black suit and longish black hair. They had multiple bottles of the best wine on their table, large bottles of champagne, and a few bottles of beer, but even those looked pricey, with gold foil labels—a brand I wasn’t familiar with. “Come and sit with us,” Tiger said.

“Are you guys celebrating something?” I asked.

They laughed. “Just another day in paradise,” Tiger said.

I sat with them, and I remember having a few more drinks. Then there’s a long blank space in my memory. And then next thing I remember is us sitting with three girls, all of them topless. One of them had her hand on my crotch. She was rubbing me beneath the table with a big grin on her face. She was stunningly beautiful, with big eyes and lots of makeup. After a minute of rubbing, that hand found its way under the waistband of my jeans, and she started to jerk me off under the table. It was around this point that I realized Tiger had a woman between his legs, sucking him off. The girls were escorts—gorgeous escorts, the best money could buy. And I could only assume it was Tiger flipping the bill.

I fucked mine in the VIP room’s private bathroom. I was impressed with her ability to stay upright in her tall heels on the smooth vinyl floors while bent over with only the wall for support. She had a great ass, that felt wonderful when it slapped against my pelvis. I’d never fucked an escort before. It wasn’t a bad experience.

And then I remember being back at the table, laughing, swapping jokes with Tiger, who must have had some great jokes because I nearly fell off of my chair laughing. My jokes must have been pretty good too, because his face was dark red and he could hardly breathe through his laughter.

At the end of the night, he took my phone and put his number in it. “Call me and come hang out with us again,” he said.

And the next thing I remember is being at home, in bed, wondering if it was all some crazy dream or if it had really happened. The hickey on my neck suggested it was real, as did Tiger’s phone number in my phone.

It was another week before I called him, after my friends bailed last minute on a concert I’d been looking forward to for months. I called a few people, asking if they wanted the spare tickets, but everyone was busy. And then I found myself staring at his number: Tiger’s number. So I shot him a text message, asking if he wanted the tickets. He messaged back fifteen minutes later. “Screw your tickets. I’ll be watching from backstage. Come with me. What’s your address? I’ll have a car come pick you up.”

My heart jumped, not sure if it was real or not. Watch my favourite band from backstage? Yes, please. I sent him my address, and sure enough, a sleek black car was in front of my house within the hour, a security guard with a black suit and dark sunglasses at my door. “Rick?” he said.

“That’s me,” I said. “Are you with Tiger?”

“Yes. Let’s go.” He led me to the car, drove me down to the stadium where my favourite band was playing, and parked around back. He walked me past multiple sets of security guards, and we ended up in a room with Tiger and those same two guys from the bar at my friend’s bachelor party.

“You made it!” Tiger said as he poured himself a glass of champagne. “The show starts in an hour. Make yourself comfortable.”


CHAPTER II

I had to ask my new friend, Tiger,  how he afforded his grand lifestyle.

He had worked at a Best Buy until six months before I met him. He sold phones and headsets, and made minimum wage. And then, one morning, a lawyer in a tan suit knocked on his two-bedroom apartment door, which he shared with four other guys. It was the lawyer in charge of his uncle’s estate—an uncle he didn’t know he had.

Tiger’s father had passed away a few years before, his grandparents about a decade before that. The inheritor to his uncle’s estate was in prison, serving a life sentence, and was ineligible to receive the estate. So Tiger was next in line. Nine billion dollars, after taxes. He called his boss and quit as soon as that number came out from the estate lawyer’s mouth. “I make more money in interest than I can possibly spend in a day. Something stupid like twenty million dollars a week. You want a few million?” he said to me.

I felt numb all over, my head spinning. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled. “Sure, consider yourself a millionaire. I’ll have the transfer arranged soon. Remember to claim it on your taxes though, or they’ll toss you in prison.” He ordered another few bottles of champagne.

The show that night was incredible—at least I think it was. I had a hard time focussing on the band’s performance, as I stood and reminded myself over and over that I was about to be a millionaire. We went out for more drinks after, to celebrate nothing in particular. Tiger had one of his assistants go out and find another set of escorts, and another assistant went out to find some drugs. I vaguely remember getting a blowjob from a gorgeous black prostitute, and then the next thing I remember is waking up the next morning, on a king-sized bed that wasn’t mine, in a room that wasn’t mine.

I sprang up and looked around, my head still pounding from the night before. The warm diffused light beaming in through the window was blinding. I had to look around the room through the slits between my fingers. The floors and walls were stone, and there were thick oak beams all around, and a thick oak door.

It wasn’t until I got up out of the bed that I noticed the woman that had been sleeping next to me. She was still sleeping now, a peaceful smile on her face, the blanket not quite covering her big fake tits. I couldn’t remember if I’d fucked her or not, but I couldn’t see why not.

I let her sleep, slipping quietly though the heavy oak door. I found myself in a long hallway with a tall, arching ceiling, and floor slabs of stone. The echo of my footsteps filled the whole space, and that hallways seemed to go on forever. I was halfway down the hall when I heard a dull, echoing thud, repeating over and over.

The hallway curved and continued, and that sound became louder and louder. In the distance, I could see the hall’s end: a grand lobby with incredibly tall ceilings, and detailed tapestries on every wall, between giant windows. And out those windows were mountains. It was a two hour drive to the nearest mountains from my house. I couldn’t remember any long drive the night before, but it must have happened.

As I approached that grand lobby, I saw a ball whiz across the room, slap the wall, and bounce back to wherever it came from. A few seconds later, that ball came flying again, hitting the same wall, bouncing back. Someone was throwing it. I walked into the lobby, and there was Tiger, dressed in a red satin kimono, tossing a tennis ball against one of the many antique tapestries in the space. “You’re awake! Finally, someone’s awake,” he said. “How’d you sleep? I had king-sized deluxe memory foam beds put in every guest room. There are thirty-five guest rooms in this place, thirty have never been slept on.”

“I slept great, thanks. Where are we?” I asked.

“This place? It’s a ski resort I bought after I got my money. I’d always dreamed of owning a ski resort, but with no people around. So I closed the resort, and now it’s all mine. What do you think?” I looked around. It was impressive—to think that a single person who had only ever worked at a Best Buy could afford an entire ski resort on a whim. “It was fun at first,” he said. “But now I don’t know. I always thought I would get more guests, but no one ever wants to make the trip out.”

“Well you did say you wanted a resort with no people around.”

“I should have said no strangers around. Are you hungry? I’ll have the chef make you breakfast. What do you like? Fresh lobster? Duckling a l’orange?”

“Maybe just some toast,” I said.

He smiled. “I think that can be arranged.” He turned and cupped his hands around his mouth. “Jorge! Jorge! Come in, Jorge!”

A Mexican man in a nice suit walked into the space. “Yes, sir?”

“Tell the chef to whip up some toast for my friend here.” He turned to me. “White? Brown? Sourdough? Rye? What do you like?”

“Whatever,” I said.

He turned back to Jorge. “One slice of each, Jorge. Buttered, with a selection of jams. And an orange juice and a coffee. And that coffee better be hot, not like the last coffee you brought me. Or you’re fired.”

“Yes, sir. I’m terribly sorry again about the coffee, sir.” Jorge scuttled away towards the kitchen, or one of the many kitchens.

“I won’t actually fire him,” Tiger said. “I just like to keep him on his toes.” He turned back to the wall and hurled the ball again, making it bounce back towards him.

I watched him throw the ball for a while, trying to build up the courage to ask him, “Were you serious last night, about giving me a few million bucks?” I eventually asked.

“Yeah, I don’t see why not,” he said. And then he turned to look at me. “I mean, assuming you, you know, don’t just disappear like everyone else I’ve ever given money to. You know I could have you killed for almost nothing, right?” He looked into my eyes with a look that seemed serious, until he cracked a grin. “I’m just kidding. Or am I? Hey, do you want to swim in my pool? I just got the heaters installed. Can you believe the pool wasn’t heated before? An unheated pool—I don’t have time for that.”

“I’m okay. Not really feeling up to too much activity right now,” I said, feeling another throb in my head.

His smile faded. He stood in silence for a moment, and then turned back to the wall and continued hurling the ball. “Whatever,” he said. For some reason I felt bad, like I’d just offended him or hurt his feelings.

When Jorge came back with my toast, I went to the table across the room to eat, and while I ate, I watched Tiger tossing that ball, his face expressionless—bored.

When the others woke up, with hangovers just as bad as mine, they also declined his swimming invitation. I watched his eyes narrow as he bit the edge of his tongue. And then, when he was declined for the third time, he snapped. “Fine!” he shouted. “I’ll just swim by myself. Feel free to make yourselves at home in my luxury mansion!” He stormed off like a toddler throwing a fit, Jorge scuttling closely behind him. The rest of us were silent, unmoved, looking at one another, not sure what to do.

It was two hours later when he came back, seemingly in a better mood. “What do you guys want for dinner? I’m thinking sushi. But I hate the sushi in town. What if I flew someone in from New York? There’s a place on Broadway that makes the best sushi—better than the shit you get in Japan. Think the head chef would come out here for half a million? Jorge, make that happen—offer half a million plus travel and accommodation. Tell him to bring the ingredients and all that, too. Make sure he knows we’re on top of a mountain. There aren’t exactly grocery stores nearby.”

He seemed to be his lively self again, but the rest of us were still quiet and cautious, no one wanting to be the one to make him snap again. I didn’t want sushi—the thought of eating raw fish with my stomach-churning hangover brought me to the verge of vomiting—but I didn’t say anything. I would fight through sickness and discomfort for a few million dollars any day.

The chef, an old Japanese man, arrived three hours later. Jorge showed him to the kitchen, and then ran through the resort, wrangling everyone for dinner. And as soon as the first round of food plopped down on the table, I could tell that the others felt the same as me—the last thing anyone wanted was sushi, but that’s what we were getting. There were forced smiles all around, and then we all ate, willing our nausea away.

When we were finished, Tiger sent Jorge to find some escorts for the night, and then he turned to us and said, “Up for a swim now?”

And we all shook our heads and smiled and went down to the swimming pool with bellies full of raw fish and remnants of the previous night’s booze.


CHAPTER III

I was the first one up again the next day—save for Tiger, of course, who didn’t seem to ever sleep. “Want to play a round of tennis?” he asked me.

“I’ve never played, but sure,” I said. I made sure to drink as little as possible the night before, anticipating another day like the one before. I knew I would need my energy if I was going to get that big cheque that had been promised to me.

I didn’t have my phone with me, and there were no phones in the whole resort. I’d already missed two days of work, but I wasn’t too worried. If Tiger really did end up paying me the money, then I didn’t need that lousy job working the desk for a massage therapist. A few million dollars was more than enough for me to live the rest of my life without having to work. For Tiger, it was hardly enough to get him through the day.

He wasn’t so good at tennis. I’d only played once before in my life, but I was better. Still, I let him win, pretending to try my hardest the whole time. He was loving it at first, laughing and smiling, but I went too far with my letting him win, and eventually he got bored. I should have stolen a few rounds, kept the score close. Instead, he dropped his racket on the ground and said, “I’m done with this. Let’s get lunch. Are you hungry?” he asked, but we’d just eaten breakfast an hour before.

“Sure,” I said, so we went back to the grand lobby and Tiger ordered Jorge to fetch us lunch.

“Have the chef make a bunch of options. Pastas, steaks, seafood, salads—I don’t know what I want yet.” He waved Jorge away and then took a seat in a large sofa chair. He started tapping his fingers, looking around, jittery like he’d just downed six cups of strong coffee. “Tell me one of those jokes,” he said to me.

“Jokes?”

“You know—you’ve got all those jokes. Tell me one.” He looked at me with a glossy gaze.

The pressure was intense, weighing on my body, chilling my nerves. I looked around and tried to think of a joke, but my mind was totally blank. I felt like I was out if I didn’t come up with something, like the only reason he kept me around was because I told him a few funny jokes while I was drunk. “What’s America’s oldest red wine?” I asked.

He perked up, grinning. “What?” he said.

“Give us back our land,” I said in my best Native American accent.

He liked the joke, laughing hysterically, slapping his leg, his face turning red. I pretended to laugh along, but something about the sight made me terribly uncomfortable, like I was staring at a man who was drifting dangerously far away from reality.

When he finally stopped laughing, he leaned forward with a big smile and said, “I have an idea.”

“What’s that?” I said.

He looked around, to make sure we were alone. “The others, they’re just here because they want my money. It’s so obvious. Not like you—you and me are friends. But they just want my money. I thought of a way we can screw with them—have some fun. My God, it’s going to be so funny.”

“What’s the idea?” I asked, feeling another cold tingle crawling under my skin.

“We find a guy—a young guy. Short, thin, maybe with some feminine features. Maybe he’s desperate for money, needs to pay for college or something. We offer him a million dollars to come here, dressed as a woman. We’ll tell the other guys we hired him as a maid, but we don’t tell them what’s really under his skirt. And then we make a bet, to see who will try to sleep with him first.” He started laughing again, in love with his crazy idea—using oblivious human beings for his own entertainment. “Oh! I know how we can make it even better. If someone does try to sleep with him, we’ll make them do it. We’ll tell them they aren’t getting any money unless they do it. For a million bucks, I bet they’ll all do it. My God, Rick, can you just imagine the looks on their faces when they lift up his skirt and see his ding-dong? It’ll be so much fun.”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. It sounded insane to me—unnecessarily cruel to everyone involved. But I went along with it, kept my mouth shut, because his words were still ringing in my ears. “They’re just here because they want my money. Not like you—you and me are friends.” If that was true, then I was in. I just needed to keep up the illusion that I wanted to be buddies with Tiger and soon I would be a few million bucks richer—maybe more, if I played my cards right.

“You know what? Screw lunch. Let’s call the helicopter and we’ll go find a guy right now. I’m thinking we’ll find someone easily on the nearest college campus. Hell, a few months ago, if someone offered me a million bucks to put on a dress and mop the floors, I would have done it,” he said. And he was right—it wasn’t going to be hard. Had someone given me the same proposition, I probably would have gone for it—maybe not had I known I would be expected to bend over and let strange men fuck me in the ass. Though I’m sure I had a price for that, too.

“Jorge! Jorge!” Tiger called out, and a moment later Jorge was panting in the doorway.

“Yes, sir?”

“Call the helicopter. We’re going out for a bit.”

“What about lunch, sir?”

“Cancel it. And if those other guys wake up, tell them to make their own damn food. The lousy bastards.”

Jorge ran off to call the helicopter.

I’d never been in a helicopter before—at least that’s what I thought until Tiger said, “I see they got your vomit stain out from the seat.” It turns out, you can be so drunk that you forget a forty-five minute helicopter ride into the mountains.


CHAPTER IV

Our victim was a nineteen year old performing arts major. We found him by standing in the middle of the campus, watching the students as they buzzed towards their classes. It was strange, staring at a bunch of young men, trying to decide whether or not they could realistically look like a woman. We stopped a few guys that had feminine bodies, but then we heard them open their mouths and we said, “Never mind.” The real challenge wasn’t finding a guy that could potentially look like a woman. It was finding a guy who could sound like a woman.

“We’ve got all the money in the world to transform any of these guys,” Tiger said. “But no amount of money can change their voice, at least not by tomorrow.”

Francis was the guy we ended up finding. When I saw him coming, I thought he was a short-haired girl, so I didn’t pay that much attention. And then he accidentally dropped his textbooks right in front of us. When I went to help him pick the books up, I realized he was a man. But he was wearing a pink coat, which I found myself staring at after I handed him his book. “It’s my roommate’s coat,” he said without me asking. “I had to borrow it because her cat peed all over mine.” He had a soft voice, not too low, potentially workable.

Tiger and I looked at each other and then back at Francis. “Want to be a millionaire, Francis?” Tiger asked with a big grin. He showed Francis the money in the briefcase and we both watched as Francis’s eyes lit up.

“Is that real?” he said, reaching out and grabbing a bundle of the cash. He was rendered frozen, mouth agape.

Tiger snatched the wad of bills from him and then said, “All you have to do is pretend to be a woman for a week. Pretty easy, right?”

Francis was too deep in his state of shock to question the insanity of the offer, or to wonder whether it might be too good to be true. “I’ll do it,” he said without asking for any more details. And just like that, the three of us were on our way back to the helicopter. Tiger gave Francis one of the wads as a deposit, and Francis stared at that wad throughout the whole helicopter ride to the desolate ski resort.

We snuck in through the back door of the resort, into a room that was far away from where the rest of us were staying. Tiger had one of his assistants measure Francis. The assistant scribbled down the measurements and then went back to the helicopter, to go out shopping for some wardrobe options. Francis’s attention moved from his wad of money to the incredible ski resort that would be his home for the next week. “Cool place,” he said. His eyes were still glowing.

“It is cool. What did you say your name was again?” Tiger said.

“Francis.”

“Now it’s Francine. Got it?”

“Sure,” Francine said with a big smile, perking right up.

“Me and this guy here are the only people who can know you’re actually a man,” Tiger said, motioning towards me. “If anyone else finds out, you get no money. Got it?”

Somehow, Francine’s eyes became wider. Her face became pale with crimson cheeks. She took a deep breath and she forced a smile full of determination. “Got it,” she said, softening her voice, raising it up in pitch just enough that it was convincing. Me and Tiger looked at one another with smiles of our own. Her voice was good—we’d lucked out.

“We’ll tell the others that you’ve been hired to clean up around here. So you’ll have to do some dusting, make some beds, that kind of thing.”

“I can do that, no problem,” Francine said in her female voice, her gaze drifting back towards the wad of money that now sat on top of her dresser.

“Why are you so good at that voice?” I asked.

“We had an acting workshop recently where we all had to play a character of the opposite gender. I played Ophelia.” She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I got an A.”

Tiger looked at me again with yet another big smile. We really did luck out with Francine. She wasn’t even dressed up in drag yet and I was already convinced. “It will probably be another hour or two before they’re back with your wardrobe. So maybe take a nap or something, but whatever you do, don’t leave this room. If you leave this room, there won’t be any pay—got it?”

Francine brought her hand to her forehead in a salute. “Got it, sir!” she said, cracking a big smile. She wouldn’t have been so perky and lively had she known what Tiger had in store for her. I couldn’t believe how easily he’d pulled her into his little scheme. All he had to do was show her that briefcase full of cash, and she was his to do whatever he wanted with. It made me wonder if all of those escorts that had come around were even escorts, or just girls that were offered large sums of money. Of course every girl, no matter what they like to tell themselves, has their fee, and that fee was pennies as far as Tiger was concerned. So why get escorts? Why take the risk?

We left Francine alone and went to the pool to have a swim. The others were lounging in the hot tub. Their smiles faded as soon as they saw Tiger coming. They perked up, whispered to one another, and then turned back to us with big, forced smiles. “There you are!” the bodybuilder friend called out. “We were starting to worry about you, Tiger.”

“Worry about me? You’re too sweet,” Tiger said. We turned into the change room, and once the door was closed behind us, Tiger turned to me and said through clenched teeth, “They’re conspiring against me, Rick. They want to take my money. I don’t know how I didn’t see it sooner.”

“Can’t you just tell them to go home?” I asked.

He grinned and looked around to make absolutely sure no one was eavesdropping. “And miss out on all the fun?”

We got changed into swim trunks (there were spare trunks in all the lockers, for guests), and then we went to join the others in the hot tub. “Where have you guys been all morning?” Tiger’s bodybuilder friend asked.

“I was showing Rick one of my homes in the mountains here. And then we came back and I saw your lunch dishes all over the lobby. And I almost snapped, I was so angry.” The faces of the other guys dropped, mentally preparing for the incoming tsunami of rage.

“Hey, we would have cleaned up but I thought you had people for that,” said Tiger’s black-haired friend.

Tiger looked at him. “I didn’t, but now I do. I just hired someone who will take care of all the cleaning. A cute little thing, too, I must say.” He relaxed into the hot tub, and everyone else relaxed around him, the tension fluttering away. “Any way, I think she’s new to the whole cleaning business, so be nice to her.”

“Sure thing, Tiger.”

“Are you guys still enjoying our little vacation here? No one wants to go back home yet?” Tiger asked.

“No,” the guys said in near-unison.

“Good, good. Well, I say we stay for at least another week. I’m having a great time. I’ve never been more relaxed in my life.” He put his hands behind his head and slipped deeper into the hot tub, the jets billowing around him. And in his smirk I could see his whole, evil plan and that excitement for his own strange brand of revenge. I was just happy to be on his side. At least I was pretty sure I was on his side. Then again, the other guys thought they were on his side as well. Maybe I was just as oblivious as the rest of them.


CHAPTER V

Jorge came down to the pool a bit later and said, “Excuse me, sir, but a package has arrived for you.” I watched as a smirk slowly overtook Tiger’s face, and then he looked to me. “Rick, do you think you could go deal with that for me?”

“Um, sure,” I said, so I got out from the pool, quickly got changed, and followed Jorge to the other side of the ski resort where Francine’s room was.

It was a silent walk, until we were crossing through the lobby, and Jorge suddenly said, “How long have you known Tiger?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Not long. Why?”

“Are you and him very close?” He wouldn’t look me in the eyes as he spoke, keeping his gaze forward, his hands behind his back.

I shrugged again. “I guess so,” I said.

“Could you maybe do me a favour, and please don’t tell him I asked this of you… Actually, never mind.” His cheeks were red now.

“No, what is it?”

“Well, I don’t get paid very much. I was wondering if you could maybe talk him into giving me a raise. I’ve been working eighty hour weeks for months now, and it’s very exhausting. He throws his money at frivolous things, and I can hardly feed my family, and they haven’t even seen me in almost a month now.” His face was very red now, his gaze on the floor. “But please don’t tell him I said this to you.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said. The conversation ended there, and the silence returned.

We went down the hall to the door of Francine’s room. We went inside. Francine and one of Tiger’s assistants were standing there, waiting for us. Francine was practicing a series of sissy hand gestures in the mirror, getting deeper and deeper into the role. The assistant was just standing still, not sure what to do, with a confused-as-hell look on his face. At his feet were shopping bags—many dozens of them, like they’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on just a week’s worth of clothes. “What?” the assistant said when he saw me staring at the huge haul. “Tiger didn’t specify what he wanted. He just said buy whatever.”

“Alright,” I said, and I found myself standing there, unsure what to do, just like the assistant, and now Jorge, too. “I guess let’s get him dressed up.”

“What’s this all for?” the assistant asked, scratching at the back of his head.

“Never mind that,” I said. “Let’s just get him dressed. He’s going to be cleaning up, so maybe something practical. Like a maid’s outfit.”

The assistant’s eyes became wide and his face turned a shade whiter. “Practical?” he said.

“Yeah. Why? What’s the problem?”

“I don’t know that we have anything too… practical.”

I looked in one bag, which was filled with ballroom gowns. Another bag had a stack of shoe boxes: all tall stilettoes. Another bag had tiny skirts that a little hoe might wear to the nightclubs. Another bag was filled with lingerie from a sleazy sex store. “This is what you bought?” I asked.

“No one told me what this was for. I just assumed…”

“What did you assume?” I asked.

I watched his face turn another shade whiter, and then I realized I was starting to become just like Tiger, that same peculiar rage swelling inside of me. Like I was the CEO of some major company, every decision was monumentally important—but I wasn’t any CEO, and none of this was even slightly important. It was all just frivolous entertainment, stupid hijinks. I took a breath. “I don’t know,” I said. “What about we put him in…” I dropped to my knees and started digging through the options.

It really made no difference what Francine put on, as long as Tiger was satisfied. And what would satisfy Tiger? Something entertaining. He just wanted something to make him laugh, to pass the time between now and the end of his life. So when I found the slutty French Maid outfit in the bag of skimpy lingerie, I knew that was the one. I pulled it out. “Put her in this,” I said.

Francine took the outfit from me, held it up, and said, “This?” Her bubbly eagerness seemed to vanish at once as the reality of the strange job set in.

“Yeah. And these,” I said, pulling out a pair of fishnet stockings. I could imagine Tiger falling over and grabbing his sides with laughter. It was too perfect.

The assistant was slow to react. When he finally snapped back to life, he went to another bag and pulled out a makeup kit and a few different wig options. I picked out the long blonde wig, so he handed it to Francine. “I also found this at the wig store—I guess they sell them to breast cancer survivors or something,” the assistant said, pulling out a surprisingly real-looking set of fake tits. The breasts jiggled as he held the unit by the strap that tied around back.

Francine was already stuffing her hair into the mesh wig cap, like she already knew exactly what to do—and she probably did from her performing arts training. The rest of us went out into the hall while she got ready. We stood in silence for a moment and then Jorge said, “I’d better check in on Tiger.” He scurried off, leaving me and the other assistant standing in our awkward silence. We both knew how insane this all was, dressing some poor young man up in women’s lingerie. But neither of us said anything, either because it was too awkward, or because it was somehow so predictable given Tiger’s unusual sense of humour.

It was a good twenty minutes before we knocked and asked how it was going. “I’ll be a while still,” she called back.

The assistant looked at me. “Should we just come back in an hour?”

“Sure,” I said, and we both left.


CHAPTER VI

It was three hours later and we were all in the lobby eating dinner when Francine finally made her big debut. The click of her heels brought everyone’s attention to the hallway, and her shadow walked in first, with its frilly skirt and bouncy tits. The guys perked up and Tiger smiled, his gaze shifting to me for a moment before turning back to the hallway.

I wasn’t expecting her to be so stunning. She’d worked out every detail, save for her ability to walk in heels. She took small steps, her feet close together, her eyes down on the floor as she was careful not to fall over. The way her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders was just too perfect, and so was the way she flared her hands out at her hips, the way her eyeliner made her eyes glow, the way her lipstick made her lips look so plump. I wasn’t sure I was looking at the same person that we met on that college campus.

Even Tiger was taken by surprise, his lips parted, his gaze fixed on the cross-dressing beauty. Almost in unison, Tiger and I looked away, shuddering away our initial reactions, reminding ourselves that we were staring at a man and not a woman. But the other guys kept staring, their eyes sparkling.

She stopped about twenty feet away, cleared her throat, and asked, “I’m sorry, but where is the cleaning closet?” Her voice couldn’t have been better. Nothing about her could have been better. Tiger was going to get what he wanted. Those guys were going to be all over her in no time at all.

“Hold on,” Tiger said, his voice cracking slightly, and his cheeks turning red with embarrassment immediately after. “Jorge!” he called out. Jorge came running. “Show our new staff member here to the cleaning closet.”

“Right away, sir,” Jorge said, and then he went off with Francine. The guys both leaned over to get a good look at Francine’s ass, which was hardly covered by the lacy frill of her skirt. I even snuck a quick peek before reminding myself again that the ass belonged to a man.

Tiger gave me a kick under the table, looked at me with a big grin and a wink before motioning towards the two other men at the table who were drooling over the faux-lady.

We were playing cards later that night when Francine made her second appearance, with a mop and a bucket. She started mopping the stone floors across the room, humming cutely under her breath. Whenever she bent over even slightly, we could all see the round of her ass. The guys would all stare like hungry dogs, and Tiger and I would look at each other. Once she was done mopping the floors, she came to our table, leaned over to grab the empty beer cans, and Tiger’s bodybuilder friend held up his hand to give her a firm slap on the ass, but he held back, hovering the hand in the air, outside of Francine’s line of sight. He looked over at us with a grin, as if to ask whether or not he should do it. If only he knew…

Tiger gave him a little nod, and then he did it, making her butt jiggle, making her jump. Her cheeks turned red and she smiled. Her lips parted as if she wanted to say something, but she probably didn’t know what she was supposed to say. So she remained silent, scurrying off with the empties.

“Why aren’t all your staff that hot?” the bodybuilder asked.

“Maybe they will be. Do you like her?” Tiger asked.

“Like her? She’s fucking gorgeous,” he said.

Tiger couldn’t help the smirk that overtook his face. “Well, she’s here to clean up. If you want to fuck her, do it in her spare time—not while it’s on my dime.”

The bodybuilder took a breath and let his smile fade away. “Of course,” he said, cautious of another outburst.

Francine came by one more time that night, with a tray of drinks. “Some refreshments, boys?” she said, holding the tray out for us. We all took a drink. And while I grabbed mine, she looked into my eyes, and I looked into hers. She had a cute little smile on, and I became lost for a moment. The look was so quick, but it left me pinching myself, forcing the reminder into my brain: she’s not a she at all.

That night, when I slipped into my bed, I had to fight away her image from my mind. A part of my conscious was trying to convince me to indulge. So what if she’s really a man? There’s no harm in a little bit of fantasizing, right? It’s not like I was picturing her as a man. I was picturing her with her makeup and her wig and her skimpy little outfit. But I pushed away the thoughts regardless.

The next morning, after breakfast, I excused myself for the bathroom, leaving Tiger alone in the lobby, staring out at the mountains which seemed to stir nothing out of him. When I came back, I caught him staring at her. She was cleaning off the table, her back to him, and he was trying to get a look under her skirt. He bit his bottom lip, his face a shade of pink. I took a step back and watched from behind the doorway. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. It wasn’t until she turned around that he finally snapped his gaze forward, back to the window, pretending like he hadn’t even noticed her there.

It was a strangely relieving sight, to know that I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t help but see the beauty that Francine was able to create with an outfit, a wig, and a bit of makeup. She did look like a woman, after all. It’s not like we were ogling a guy with body hair and a five o’clock shadow and a big, rigid jawline. It’s not like we were hoping to see her naked, with her cock out.

I was walking by her room later that afternoon and her door was open. I quieted my steps as I went by, and I saw her, with her back to me. She was changing out from the French Maid outfit. She was wearing a black lacy thong that made her hips look incredible. She bent over to pick up a skirt off of the floor, revealing the bulge between her plump thighs. That bulge should have been the reality slap I’d been looking for, but instead I found myself staring at it. It seemed strangely natural, like a part of her that belonged there. But why?

I pulled my gaze off of her and I hurried away, to my room. A thought occurred to me: when was the last time I’d gotten off? It had been a few days since Tiger had escorts at the resort, and I hadn’t jerked off. Maybe I just had some pent-up horniness I needed to get out of my system. I think it’s a proven fact that men are more sensible after a wank.

So I locked my door, grabbed an old t-shirt, and I got undressed. I lay my back on my bed and I reached down, slipping my fingers around my cock. And the first image that came to my mind was of her, of Francine, her hands on my sides, standing in that little French Maid outfit, wobbling slightly in her tiny heels as she sunk down to her knees. She fishes my cock out from my jeans and she immediately plunges my rod into her mouth. In seconds, I’m rock-hard, her tongue slurping all over my length. Her mouth is warm and wet. She gently scrapes her teeth along the base of my shaft, making me throb even harder. I slip my fingers into her hair.

I tried to push the image out from my mind, but it kept coming back. I tried to picture my favourite celebrities, the slut that worked at my office, the girl I had a crush on in college, but Francine just kept coming back. And finally, I conceded. A little bit of indulgence wasn’t going to kill me. Besides, in my fantasy, she was a woman—at least at first.

As I let my mind indulge, continuing to stroke my cock, I pictured her laying on her back. Now I was on top of her, sinking down, squeezing her breasts, kissing her sternum, her abdomen, her pelvis, her trimmed and shaped rectangle of pubic hair, and then her semi-erect shaft. I ran my tongue up and down the length of her member, feeling it throbbing. It got so hard, it flopped up onto her pelvis, the foreskin pulling itself back to reveal her bulbous tip. I licked it again and then sunk as much as I could into my mouth.

And now her fingers were in my hair, pulling my head into her crotch, my chin into her balls, my nose into her pubes. Her cock makes me gag but I keep sucking, I keep bobbing my head, getting her so hard, she’s like a warm slab of marble in my mouth. “Just like that,” I can hear her say. “Oh God, just like that.” I can even taste the sweet pre-cum on my tongue. “You’re going to make me come,” she says.

And then I pull my head back and get her hot load in my face, powerful blast after powerful blast. And I can feel my own hot load on my chest.

I came. I looked down and my chest was covered in streaks of my warm, gooey cum. And after a deep breath, I was overwhelmed by the realization of what I’d just gotten off to: the fantasy of sucking off a cock.


CHAPTER VII

We were all having drinks that night when Francine came through the lobby, pushing a cleaning cart. Once again, everyone stopped to stare and the room became silent. And then Tiger got just what he’d wished for. “I bet I fuck her before any of you,” his bodybuilder buddy said. The black-haired friend scoffed. “What’s so funny?”

“You think she’s into you? No offence, but have you seen the way she looks at me when she walks by? Pay attention next time.”

“What? So you want to make a bet?” The bodybuilder turned to Tiger. “If that’s okay with you, of course.”

Tiger smiled. “Of course. Do what you want. Just don’t kill her. I need her to clean up around here.” Everyone looked back at Francine, even Tiger, who’s expression dropped once everyone was looking away from him. His gaze became glossy as he looked at his two friends with contempt. He was getting exactly what he’d wanted from the start, but now he looked upset about it. He wasn’t nudging me beneath the table or holding back a torrent of laughter. It was like he’d lost interest—not only lost interest, but now he was angry with the whole thing.

“Hey Francine,” the bodybuilder called out. “You’ve been working all day. Why don’t you take a break for the night? Come have a drink with us.” He turned to Tiger. “You don’t mind, right?”

Tiger forced a smile. “No, I don’t mind.”

Francine stood still for a moment and then she said, “Okay, do you mind if I just get changed into something a bit more comfortable first?”

Everyone looked to Tiger for the final verdict. “Go right ahead,” he said, waving her off with his hand. She parked her cart against the wall and then went off to change.

“You know,” the black-haired friend said, “when I win the bet, and once I’m done with her, you guys are welcomes to have at her.”

The bodybuilder laughed. “When I win the bet, which I will, you’re welcome to go up to your room and jerk off to the thought of me ramming her senseless.”

“Fuck you.”

“No, fuck you.”

We had another round of drinks, and then she came back, wearing a stunning black dress that extended almost to her knees. It had a sparkle to it, with deep cut in the back, exposing her soft skin and the strap that held her fake breasts in place, which looked like a bra strap. The bodybuilder scooched over and pulled up a chair. “You can sit here,” he said.

She took the seat, sat upright, her cheeks red. She looked uncomfortable, with the bodybuilder breathing down her neck, his arm around her casually as if they’d been dating for months. It was a trick that may have worked on some ditsy girl in a nightclub, but it wasn’t going to work on Francine, a man who had no interest in other men.

“Jorge, get Francine a drink. Something strong, to help her relax,” he called out, and Jorge went off to get more drinks. “So, Francine. Do you like working here, for Tiger? He’s a pretty great guy, huh?”

She smiled. “He’s nice. It’s the best job I’ve ever had.” The bodybuilder’s hand was rubbing up and down her side, his fingertips getting awfully close to her breasts.

“I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re quite beautiful. What are you doing working as a maid? You should be modelling or acting or something.”

She smiled again. “Thanks. That’s awful kind of you to say.”

Jorge returned with more drinks. She took a sip, and then nearly choked. I could smell the alcohol from across the table. The drink was strong.

I watched that hand of his moving up and down, slipping further around her body. It wasn’t long before his fingers were on the side of her breast, casually, as if unintentional and unnoticed. She was still stiff, stiffer than her drink even. One of the guys suggested we play cards, and as soon as the cards were out, another suggested we play strip poker. Francine was silent, so was I, and so was Tiger. But the other two were down without hesitation, and they’d taken our silence for agreement. “Alright, if you lose a hand, that’s one article of clothing.” The cards were handed out.

I lost the first round. I took off my socks, no big deal. The black-haired friend lost the second round. He took off his shirt, showing off his toned physique. He seemed happy about the loss—maybe he even lost on purpose. Finally, the third loss went to Francine. Her face was pale. I caught her gaze shifting to the hallway that went to her room: her exit. Then she took off one of her heeled shoes. The guys booed, but Tiger waved them off and let it slide. It was going to take a lot of work to get her down to her skivvies. But that couldn’t happen, or everything would be ruined, and Francine would be murdered by the horny men.

Luckily, she wasn’t a terrible poker player. The motivation to keep her identity hidden helped. She won a series of hands. With one of the hands she won, the bodybuilder went double or nothing, and the result was that she got to put her shoe back on.

By the end of the game, me and Tiger were down to our underwear, the bodybuilder was totally naked with his big cock out (luckily I was across the table and couldn’t see anything), and the black-haired friend was down to just his shorts. Francine still had her dress on, but both her shoes and her panties were on the table, only her dress and bra on, but losing the dress would be enough to ruin everything. Tiger was the one who called the game’s end, and I’d never seen a more relieved face than Francine’s.


CHAPTER VIII

I was the first one awake the next morning. Even Tiger wasn’t up, or if he was, he wasn’t lounging around the resort like he usually was. I went to the lobby to see if I could find him, but there was no one there. The place hadn’t even been cleaned up from the night before. The cards were still on the table, along with the empties, and Francine’s heels and panties. I went to the table, found myself staring at those lacy panties. I picked them up, looked around, and I couldn’t fight the urge to smell them. They smelled nice, like floral perfume and vanilla.

I heard clicking footsteps coming, and I immediately dropped the panties and turned to the hallway. It was Francine, in a tank top and pink sweatpants, her long blonde hair tied into a bun. She was hardly wearing any makeup—maybe none at all, and with her hair tied back, she should have looked like a boy, but she didn’t. She still looked like a chick. The pink sweats helped, and so did the fake tits she was still wearing—that she had to wear, or risk losing her promised money.

“Hey,” she said to me with a smile. “I didn’t think anyone would be up. I was just looking for coffee.”

“Usually Jorge brings it, but even he’s still out,” I said.

“I guess everyone partied a little too hard last night. When you guys went off to bed, I heard the staff having their own little shindig in the room across the hall from me. So what’s the deal with this place? And who is this Tiger guy? Is he like a celebrity or something?”

“Or something,” I said.

She wandered around the space, looking around as if she hadn’t been able to since arriving. “Thanks for last night, by the way,” she said.

“What about last night?”

“Losing those hands so I wouldn’t have to strip down. You really saved my ass.”

I laughed. “Did I do that? Unfortunately, I’m just really bad at poker.”

She laughed, too. “Oh, well either way, I owe you.” She reached up and grabbed her shoulder. She started to rub. “My God, walking in those heels all day really throws everything off. I don’t know how much more I can do.”

“Sore?” I asked.

“So sore. Any chance Tiger will give me a day off?”

“I don’t know. I can ask him,” I said. “But I can’t make any promises. He’s… an interesting guy.” I watched as she continued to rub her shoulder. “Here, maybe I can get that. My mom was a massage therapist and she showed me how to get knots out. And I work in a massage clinic—as a receptionist, but still.” I went up behind her and carefully put my hands on her shoulders. I started to rub in small circles with my thumbs, locating the knots. I found one tight one where she was rubbing. “Okay, this might hurt,” I said. I put pressure on the knot, pushing it down, until it gave in.

“Oh, that feels so much better,” she said.

I kept rubbing it down, finding more knots around it. She really must have been sore, her muscles were so tense.

“Maybe you can get the knot out of my lower back,” she said, and she bent forward. My hands slipped down, lifting up her shirt, exposing the soft skin of her back. I started to rub, finding another set of knots. To get at the one that was bothering her, I had to slip my fingers around her waist. She was so small. With both hands around her waist, I could almost touch my fingers and thumbs together. I dug my thumbs into her knots, making her perk up right, her tits bouncing slightly (I couldn’t help but notice). And then I felt the knots melt away, and she sunk down. “You’re a miracle worker,” she said.

“What’s going on here?” Tiger’s voice called out from across the lobby. We both looked over swiftly. He was standing, staring at us, his eyes narrowed. “Well?”

“I was just helping her with some knots in her back.”

“Did I tell you to do that?” he asked, unmoved.

“No, but it’s not a big deal,” I said.

“Do you have something you want to tell me, Rick?”

“Um, no,” I said.

The room became silent. Francine sprung to her feet and she scurried off towards her room. “I should get ready for work.”

Tiger continued to linger in the doorway, staring at me. “Something wrong, Tiger?” I asked.

“No, nothing’s wrong. Just wondering what the hell you’re doing. Or have you forgotten why we brought her here?”

“I was just helping her with her back, man.”

“You know, I can’t tell if you really are my friend, or if you’re just like the others. Do you just want my money? Are you all conspiring together to get as much of it as you can before you disappear from my life?” he asked.

I was silent, a cold tingle crawling up my spine. “No. I was just helping her with her back.”

“Him. You were helping him with his back. And if I see you touching him or even looking at him the wrong way one more time, you’re gone. And you better believe you aren’t getting any of my money.” He turned around and walked away, leaving my heart racing, worried I’d wasted the last couple of weeks of my life. I’d almost certainly lost my job, my apartment would be gone soon enough—rent was already a week overdue and I was on month-to-month. I had just about everything invested in my friendship with Tiger.

I suppose I was just in it for the money, but I couldn’t let him know that. So if that meant keeping my hands off of Francine, then so be it. It’s not like I actually had any interest in her. Like Tiger said, she was really a man, after all.


CHAPTER IX

At least, I thought I had no interest in her. She was in my mind all night, but I figured that would go away once she went away. She was the only woman around—or at least, the closest thing to a woman—so naturally, my male mind clung onto her. But of course, as soon as there was a real woman in my life, I would forget all about her, and probably even feel stupid for ever fantasizing about her at all. Right?

I assumed I would wake up in the morning with a sane head, ready to get back on track, ready to focus on getting those millions of dollars. But I woke up with her on my mind. I went to go get some breakfast, to find Tiger, hoping he would help get her out of my mind, but I ended up getting just the opposite.

I found Tiger chatting with her in the lobby. His back was to me and he didn’t notice me walk in, so I quietly took a few steps back and watched from a distance. “You’re almost there. You’re going to be a lot richer when you leave here,” he said to her.

She smiled. “I’m excited.”

“I’m worried you’re enjoying it too much, like maybe I could have gotten away with paying a lot less.”

She shrugged and let out a little giggle. “Maybe.”

“The guys are right, you’re quite beautiful as a woman. Have you ever considered transitioning—you know, permanently?”

She smiled, her cheeks turning red. “I don’t know. Not really,” she said.

“Well you should.”

“That’s so sweet of you to say.”

His gaze explored her body. “You know I have a lot of money, right? Billions of dollars.”

“I know. It’s amazing,” said Francine.

“I’ll give you a million dollars more if you suck my dick.”

She froze, her eyes wide, her skin pale. “I—I don’t think I can do that,” she said.

“C’mon. Sure you can. You know how much you can get for a million dollars?”

“I know, it’s just… I don’t think I can do that.” She grabbed her wrist with her opposite hand and rubbed nervously, looking around at the possible exits. But she didn’t move. She didn’t want to lose out on her chance to make her originally promised amount.

“Sure you can. It would take five minutes—and I bet you’ll like it.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t.” She almost took a step back, but not before he reached out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her towards him. “Ouch! That hurts.”

“Two million to suck my cock.”

“Please let go of me.”

“Five million dollars. I’ll suck yours too.”

She shook her head. “Please stop.”

He finally let go of her, turning away from her to face the window, his hands behind his back, trembling with rage. “Get back to work. This place is a mess.”

She faltered. “O—Okay. I’m sorry.”

“And if you tell anyone about this, I hope you know you won’t be making a single dime. I don’t have to pay you shit if I don’t want to.”

“I understand,” she said, and then she ran away. He had her working like a dog that day, scrubbing every room, some rooms twice, until every inch sparkled. By the evening, her hands and knees were red from crawling around and scrubbing so much, and her eyes were heavy with exhaustion. But still, he had her doing more—scrubbing toilets, cleaning twenty-foot tall windows, and so on and so on. At one point I thought she was about to collapse.

And as we all went to bed, Tiger said, “I want this place shining by the morning. If it’s not, you’re done.” He went off to bed, and so did his friends. I snuck back into the lobby once everyone else was gone. Without asking, I started to help, filling a garbage bag with our empties from the night, wiping down the table, fixing the chairs. “Where’s the mop? I can do the lobby,” I said.

She smiled. “You really don’t have to.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

She showed me to the mop, and then as soon as I started mopping, I noticed Tiger standing in the doorway. “What the hell are you doing?”

My heart fluttered. “I was just helping out.”

“Don’t. She can do it. What else am I paying her for? Go to bed.”

I looked at Francine and then I looked back at Tiger. “Sure thing, Tiger.” And I went off to bed.


CHAPTER X

It was late that night when I woke up thirsty. I went to find the kitchen, to pour myself a glass of water, but I had no idea where the kitchen was. I knew which hallway it must have been down, as I’d seen Jorge run down that hall many times to send the chef Tiger’s orders. It was a hallway off of the lobby, so I started my search in the lobby. That’s where I found Francine, asleep on one of the sofa chairs. She was still in her little French Maid outfit, her body slumped and exhausted from Tiger’s relentless orders. I felt so bad for her, so I carefully slipped my arms under her and lifted her up, to take her to her bed where she could get a more comfortable sleep.

She was surprisingly light, hardly more than one-hundred pounds. She’d probably lost a few pounds running around constantly in those heels. I looked at her feet, which looked sore, her toes red. We were halfway to her room when her arms wrapped around me and her face nestled into my chest. Her legs were so smooth and soft and warm, and she looked so precious. It was hard to think that Tiger could be so cruel to such a precious creature.

I awkwardly opened the door to her room and brought her over to her bed. As I began to lay her down, her arms slipped around my neck and she kissed me. I froze for a moment and then kissed back. Her lips were so soft.

I placed her down on the bed and then I got onto the bed myself, on top of her, continuing our kiss. Her knees rose and her thighs closed in on me, and she rested her forearms on my neck. Her tongue slipped through my lips. I wondered if she was just sleeping, and then I noticed her eyes were open. She smiled, and I couldn’t help but smile myself.

And then I felt the bulge of her cock against my pelvis—a harsh reminder that I was kissing a man. But for some reason, it wasn’t enough to make me stop. I kept kissing her, my hands now exploring her body—one hand exploring her thigh beneath her skirt, the other fondling her chest. “We probably shouldn’t be doing this,” I said.

“Just don’t make too much noise,” she whispered, and then we kept going. I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t think of any reason good enough to make me stop—not even the fact she had a cock between her legs, which was getting harder and bigger and pressing against my stomach now.

I had the strangest urge to reach down and grab it, so I did. I slipped it out from her tight panties and I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling its warmth, its pulsing bulge. I stroked it slowly, my hands trembling, my heart racing. I was stroking off a cock, and for some reason, I didn’t feel wrong about it. “That feels good,” she said with a lip-biting smile.

“Yeah?” I said.

She nodded slowly with red cheeks. Her hands found themselves on my ass. She squeezed. It felt surprisingly nice. I firmed up my grip on her rod and I began to stroke faster. “Just like that,” she said.

My heart was really racing now. I was trembling all over. I wanted her so badly. I needed to have her. I needed her to be mine. I reached down and yanked down her panties. I shimmied in close, getting my cock out as fast as I possibly could. I was already rock-hard, throbbing, my cock begging to be deep in her asshole.

She wanted it, too. She reached down and grabbed my cock, lined it up with her puckering hole, and said, “Fuck me.”

I smiled, took a breath in a failed attempt to control my pounding heart.

“But be gentle. It’s my first time.”

I could feel her tight hole opening and clenching, unsure of whether it was going to hurt or not. I started to push in, using my hands to spread her cheeks so I could watch as my member sunk into her ass. She took a sharp breath in, her head tilting back, her eyes closing. I watched her cock throbbing on her abdomen as I sunk in deep. She squirmed slightly, her anus puckering along my rod, but she took all of me inside of her, until my balls were pressed against her butt.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Great,” she said.

So I started pumping her ass slowly, pulling out until my tip was teasing the room air, and then plunging deep, until my pelvis wouldn’t let me go any deeper. It wasn’t long before she was moaning, letting her head roll from side to side, her body squirming, her legs clamping around my body. I had my hands on her breasts, squeezing. They felt real. I wished they were real. But even knowing they were fake, I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t care that Francine was a man. She was a woman to me. She looked and felt and sounded like a woman. Even her cock was somehow feminine to me, even when I had it in my hand, stroking it, pulling back her foreskin to reveal that throbbing tip.

She giggled between sharp breaths. “You’re going to make me come,” she said.

“Good,” I said, so I held her cock firmer, pumped her ass harder, made her moan louder and louder through clenched teeth. She let her head fall back on her pillow and I watched as her body shuddered. God, she was beautiful—every part of her was beautiful, even her long, throbbing dick.

She came, blasting her little French Maid outfit with her warm, white load. One blast got into the palm of my hand. I wiped it up and down the length of her rod. She squirmed again in a final bout of ecstasy, and then she looked into my eyes. Her eyes were glowing, full of life, full of lust. She wanted my cum inside of her.

So I gave it to her. With a loud grunt, I filled up her ass with my hot load. I closed my eyes, rammed her hard a few final times, and then I fell down onto her, my chest in her streaks of warm jizz. And then I felt the presence behind me. I looked into her eyes first, which were wide, looking at the doorway. So I looked back, and there was Tiger, standing with darkness in his eyes, his brow lowered, his body tense.

“I knew it,” he said. He was trembling with rage. “I want both of you out. You aren’t getting any of my goddamned money. Out! Now! I’ll have the helicopter take you both home.”

Before we were dressed, two of Tiger’s assistants were standing in the doorway, waiting to escort us to the helicopter pad.

I never saw Tiger again. He didn’t bother to come out to say goodbye or even to make sure the helicopter took us away. I didn’t mind, and Francine didn’t seem to mind either. I have no idea what ever happened to him. I tried calling him once, but he’d changed his phone number. I hope that he eventually got over his paranoia, found peace in his life, but I have my doubts.

Once the helicopter was up in the air, Francine reached across the seat and took my hand.

I left that resort with more than just money. No amount of money could have bought me Francine. Tiger tried, offered her five million dollars for a single blowjob, and that got him nowhere.

I didn’t have anywhere to go after we landed back in town. I had a feeling my apartment had already been re-rented, and I had no job to go to. But I didn’t even need to ask before Francine asked if I wanted to go to her place with her. “Sure,” I said.

We went off, hand in hand, down the street. Neither of us had money for a cab, or even for the bus, but it didn’t matter. We had each other, and that was all we wanted.

THE END
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