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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Something singes my arm, causing me to yelp like a fool. I turn to my right. There’s a young man leaning against the wall of the alley that I’ve just passed. A cigarette is smoldering at my feet, causing a putrid scent to swirl in the air. I stomp on it and twist my foot.

“Watch where you throw your cigarettes,” I holler at the thug staring me down, instantly wishing I could take back what I’ve said.

The young man with a buzzed head of dark hair and tattoos on his neck steps forward, bucking his shoulders. “Yeah? What are you going to do about it?”

I want to stand up to him, but I’m a coward. I’ve always been one and always will be. My name is Steven Watkins, and I’ve never had a brave bone in my body. I’ve never been a man to stand up to others, which is how I’ve lost at least four girlfriends over the years. My meek demeanor has probably cost me countless other potential suitors.

“Huh? I asked you a question,” the thug says. He has piercing green eyes and flawless sun-kissed skin, probably from spending all his time on the streets. Not that it makes him smell. I catch a whiff of cologne when he gets in my face. His breath is minty, like he’s just chewed a pack of spearmint gum.

I’m not gay, but part of me wishes I could experience what it would be like to be with a man like this one threatening me, except I’d be a woman in the scenario. I want to experience firsthand what women find so attractive about arrogant, dangerous men like him. Is it the way they kiss? The way they fuck?

I take a step away from the thug, turning on my heels. I don’t let out a breath until I’m several feet away from the assailant, hoping he doesn’t do more than hit me with his cigarette.

“That’s what I thought,” the young man calls. “You’re nothing but a punk bitch. Next time you see me, don’t even lift your eyes to meet mine. Don’t fucking look in my direction. Got it?”

I keep walking with my head bent. I can’t dare meet the man’s eyes. He’ll hurt me if I do. Whatever I said to him about the cigarette was a knee-jerk reaction. It wasn’t something I would have uttered with a second more of thought.

“My name is Young, and I’m watching for your old ass. Don’t let me see you around here again!”

The boy is like a gorilla beating on his chest, hollering after me as I walk away. Now I’ll have to find a new place to eat lunch, or at least a new place to park my car. If only I had the courage.

I pause at the corner, glancing over my shoulder for a second, wondering if I have the fortitude to stand up to him. Young is no longer there, so I can’t even defend myself if I’d found the courage, which I hadn’t. I duck my head and continue with my day, grateful to be leaving with nothing more than a graze.

***

It's nearly spring, so the snow isn’t coming like before, but there’s some on the radar for tonight. I’ll head out after it falls to clean the streets. Make sure the roads are safe for drivers. Earn a bit of money. Cleaning streets isn’t the most glamours job in the world, but it pays the bills. It could even provide for a family, but no woman will give me a chance.

There aren’t many friends in my life either, but I have one who seems to stick around. James Fields. We’ve known each other since we were in our late twenties, which feels like forever ago and yesterday.

“Yeah, let’s go fishing this weekend if the weather is nice like they’re saying,” James says into the line.

“Deal. Same spot?” I ask. We always go to a lake right outside of town. The weather has been on a wild ride as we move from winter to spring, but it’s that way every year, and it won’t stop James and me from fishing when the weather is nice. The fish are hungry. We’re hungry. James and I always eat at least one or two of the fish we catch.

“Yeah. I’ll call you Saturday morning.”

“Talk to you then.”

“Waiting for the storm?”

“Yeah,” I say.

“Good luck,” James says.

I thank him and tell him goodbye, ending the call. I put my phone on the table and stand to check what’s happening outside. The trees have yet to bud, so they still look gloomy in the dark light. Nothing fills the sky except illumination from the streetlights. I close the blind, wondering what I’ll do with my time.

One thing comes to mind, but I shake the thought from my head. I can’t wear panties and put on the dress. I can’t get dolled up when the storm could start at any second. The sky has that still, eerie quality that’s common right before a massive storm.

I go back and forth with myself but never stop inching toward my closet. It’s where I keep my secret stash of women’s clothing. It’s the place where I can hide and become the woman that I’ve always dreamed of becoming, even if it’s only for a night.

I open my closet door and step inside. It takes no time to retrieve some panties, stockings, and a summer dress I keep stuffed in the back of my closet. They’re washed and tucked away, always kept in perfect condition and ready to wear whenever I want to feel a little womanly.

I take the clothes out of my closet and stand in my bedroom, glancing out of the window to make sure the storm hasn’t begun. It’s quiet on the streets. Flurries are swirling around in the sky, but the roads have zero accumulation.

This isn’t my first time. I’m not new to the routine of stripping the masculinity from my exterior to unleash my inner woman. The woman who keeps me going. The one who has the boldness of the young man from the alleyway.

I stare at my reflection in the tall mirror that I have hanging on the back of my closet door as I pull the panties up my bare legs. My cock hardens as the fabric encloses my member. I ignore my erection and pick up the stockings, pulling one up at a time as I watch myself in the mirror.

It's amazing how easily a man can become a woman, or vice versa, with a little effort. I couldn’t pass without a bit more work, but I’ve done it before. With some makeup and a little stuffing, nobody would know any different. I’ve had men whistle at me. Blush when I wink at them.

The woman who lives within me doesn’t have a name, but she’s powerful. She’s a silent killer. I’ve always wanted to seduce a man while dressed as a woman, but that takes more courage than even my alter ego can muster.

Maybe I’d call her Candy. Or Cherry. Or Honey. Who I become changes a bit every time. Sometimes she’s sweet. Other times, she can act sour. It all depends on my mood and how much attention men are giving me.

There’s nothing I love more than watching a man stop everything he’s doing to check me out, especially when he’s with someone who is obviously his girlfriend. Nothing makes me feel more powerful. Even world leaders can come to their knees for the right woman.

I pull the dress over my body, licking my lips when I take in my reflection. I’m not the thinnest man in the world, but that doesn’t matter when I wear a dress. There are several wigs in my closet. Makeup. Stuff I could use if I had more time, but the dress is enough for tonight.

The snow is picking up outside, so I don’t have forever. I’ll have to change back into my work clothes soon. Play along like I’m a guy who always wears men’s clothing. Play like I haven’t dressed up as a woman and gone out to buy groceries in a different neighborhood.

I twirl, letting my lips curl into a smile. Shame used to fill me when I was younger and would steal panties from girls who dared sleep with me. Granted, it was much easier to get a girl when I was younger and slimmer. When there wasn’t a bald spot on the back of my head that no amount of hair treatments seem to fix. At least the receding hairline isn’t getting any worse.

I brush off the concerns about my hair and appreciate the fabrics clinging to my body, giving me the power that I wish I’d had earlier in the day when that punk hit me with his burning cigarette. He had no right to speak to me how he did. I wish I could get back at him, but the chances of ever seeing him again are slim, or that’s what I’m hoping.

The flurries have turned into a blizzard when I glance out the window. I don’t mind the extra money, but I hope it’s the last snow of the season. The summers are so much more predictable. It gives me more time to spend on the town, letting out the woman who lives within me.

I close the blinds and pull up a favorite porn site of mine on my phone. I open a video I’ve seen before of a hot blonde getting fucked hard by a Greek or Italian looking stud with a massive cock. He holds her and flips her, and all I can think about when I touch myself is how much I wish I could experience what she is.

The smile on her face looks like pure bliss as her stud slides in and out of her. No woman has ever looked that at peace while having sex with me. The logical part of my brain tells me it’s a movie and that the woman is acting, but nobody can act that much. Nobody can fake the sounds leaving her lips.

I stroke my dick and watch the blonde’s face. I watch how her tanned stud fucks her, filling her pussy with his massive cock. My cock isn’t tiny, but it’s nothing compared to his. They probably wouldn’t hire me to star in a porno. Not unless I was a bottom sissy wearing a dress getting fucked in the ass, and nobody could offer me enough money to capture that on film. Maybe in real life, but not for others to watch.

It's near the end of the video. It’s an edited cut, which has all the best parts. The longer version, which I have saved on my computer, is hot, but the shorter version of their video is the one I keep coming back to time and time again. I love cumming with the blonde. I love trying to copy her sounds.

Would a man believe my fake girly cries if I let him fuck me from behind? Would he be able to cum without finding out that I’m really a man? It’s a fantasy I’ve played around with but have never had the courage to perform.

I wipe up the mess I’ve made with my discarded t-shirt. I’ll need a new one for my shift, anyway. 

There’s nothing to do while I wait for the snow to stop, so I turn on the TV and lounge around in my dress, panties, and stockings until it’s time for me to leave and clean the streets.

***

The streets are quiet. Boring. It’s early in the morning. Late at night. Whatever one wants to call it, I’m tired and grouchy and ready for bed, even though I’ll have to be out cleaning the streets again by noon.

Sleep nearly takes me, but then something shiny catches my eye. It’s in the middle of the snow, shining like gold among a sea of white. I stop the truck and kill the lights, amazed by how bright the object remains. It’s seducing me, making me feel like I have no control over myself or this situation.

I pick up the object in the snow. Its glow diminishes. I turn it over and find an envelope wrapped in plastic. I tear off the plastic and open the envelope. There’s a handwritten note inside.

This liquid finds the person who needs it most. Drink it, and your wildest dreams will come true. No strings attached.

Nothing else is on the bottle. I turn it over and hold it up to the streetlight, looking for any information, but there’s nothing. The container is opaque, so I can’t see what’s inside. I can’t tell what it is, but this must be a joke. There’s probably urine or something disgusting inside the bottle. I consider tossing it right back to where I’ve found it, but that would make me a litterer, which isn’t who I am, so I toss the bottle into my truck and keep working.

Nothing can make my dreams of becoming a woman come true, especially not some random liquid I found in the street. It’s silly to think something like that would even be possible, yet it’s all I can think about for the rest of the night at work.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I stir in my sleep, dreaming my wildest dreams have come true. The ones where I’ve become a woman and have men drooling over me like a new model at the car show. Following me around to carry my bags while I charge pretty dresses and shoes to their credit cards.

I’m sweating when my eyes shoot open in the morning. Bright sunlight streams in through the windows, telling me it’s much later than I normally wake up, but it was a long night, which was a bit of a waste when I look outside.

Nearly all the snow has melted. I check my phone, and the temperature is much higher than predicted. I’ll still get my check from the city since they’re the ones who asked me to stay awake until the storm was over, but it’ll probably be the last time that they hire me until the fall.

They haven’t called or emailed yet, but it’s far from my first year doing this. My father is the one who left me the company. I’ve been working for him ever since I turned sixteen. They didn’t bother sending me to college. We never even talked about it. Everyone assumed I would take over the family business since I was the only child they had, and I never went against it.

Mom and dad are living in Florida now, soaking up the sun, and I’m home maintaining the status quo. At least they sold their old house and helped me buy my own instead of sticking me with the one where I grew up. The place I have now is perfect for me. Closer to town, but it still has plenty of yard.

I climb out of bed, shaking off the dream I had. I stumble toward the living room.

The bottle I found in the snow is sitting on my coffee table, taunting me. Could it really turn me into the woman I’ve been wanting to become? Could it really give me the chance to explore my femininity? I walk to the table and pick up the bottle, too curious to ignore my urges.

I take the bottle to the kitchen, grab a glass from the cabinet, and twist off the lid. There’s no telling what’s in the bottle, so I put my nose to it first. There’s no strong odor. Maybe it smells like plastic, if it smells like anything at all.

I hold my breath as I pour the liquid into the glass. It’s almost clear, but there’s a hint of blue in it, as though someone put only a drop of food coloring into the entire container. I lick my lips, wanting to drink it, but it’s already much later than I’d planned on starting my day.

I have streets to clean and can’t risk my wildest dreams coming true because I would get fired if they did. Nobody would hire me, and then all the money I spend on those trucks would be pointless. My parents would kill me because I would be too busy getting fucked by some hot Italian looking stud to work, even if he’s a little dirty. I’d take what I could get to make my fantasies come true.

Work is boring. All I can think about is the liquid I’ve left at home, waiting in the same bottle I found it. I put it back since I couldn’t drink it right away, but the more time that passes, the more I want to throw caution to the wind. Why shouldn’t I drink some random liquid I found on the street if it could make my dreams come true?

Then I think about the possibility of someone putting poison in the bottle. What if it kills me? That’s much more likely than having the liquid turn me into a woman. Magic isn’t real, but murder is. I’d be the fool who drank poison, but what else is there for me to do?

I can keep putting on my dresses and driving to other neighborhoods and never having the courage to seduce a man, or I can take a risk. What if magic does exist? What if there are forces beyond my control that could grant me this one wish?

I rush home after work, hopping out of my truck when I pull into the driveway. The liquid is right where I left it. I grab a fresh glass from the cupboard and sit on my sofa, contemplating what has gone awry in my mind to even consider drinking something I found on the street, but hope is more powerful than even the strongest of drugs.

The blue-tinted liquid fills the glass, and fear fills my heart, but that won’t stop me from drinking it. I pick up the glass and put it to my lips before I can think better of what I’m doing and swallow every drop. It slides down my throat and tastes like water that has been infused with flowers.

I hope the liquid doesn’t kill me when it hits my stomach. I’m too tired and nervous to do anything else except head to bed. The warmth from the blankets makes my eyes grow heavy. I drift off to sleep, hoping my dreams come true and that I live to see another day.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

The moment I wake up, the sensations of my body become clear. Something has changed. Something major. A smile spreads across my face as I throw the sheets off me, trying not to get ahead of myself, but my body feels like one I don’t know.

I scream when I see myself for the first time. The lumps on my chest. The absence of a cock between my legs. I hop out of bed and run to the bathroom, taking in my reflection for the first time since drinking that liquid I found on the street.

How can it be? How is it possible?

I ask myself a million questions as I step closer to the mirror, touching my face. It’s younger. The wrinkles of yesterday have vanished. My skin is smooth, like that youth who burned me with his cigarette. My hair has grown past my shoulders, and there isn’t a bald spot in sight. It’s brown, wavy, and shines like I eat nothing except avocados.

My body is no different. Gone are the rolls of fat. I’m still curvy, but the thickness is in all the right places. My stomach is flat, but my ass is round, and my breasts are big. I might be a few inches shorter than I was as a man, but I hope something from my women’s clothing fits.

My hands shake when I go to my closet to pull everything I have from the opaque bins where I keep them. There are dresses, panties, skirts, stockings, bras, bags of makeup, jewelry, wigs, and so much more. I have a stack of bins at the back of my closet, like most other people, except mine are stuffed with womanly treasures.

Despite my best efforts, I can’t find anything that doesn’t look like an oversized garbage bag. I settle on a denim skirt that I can wear with a belt and a simple blouse. It’ll have to do until I can buy something else, which is the first thing on my list after calling off work.

There’s no telling when I’ll turn back to a man, or if I ever will, but I’m not concerned. I’ll miss as much work as it takes to make my dreams come true. I only hope there isn’t some secret clock that’ll turn me back into a man while I’m out shopping, or while I’m getting fucked by some guy.

A tingling awakens in my center. It’s a new sensation, but it clearly relates to the images floating through my mind of a man fucking my wet pussy from behind. Touching my clit and whispering dirty words into my ear.

I reach between my legs and touch my pussy. It’s wet. Soft. Warm. I run my fingers along my pussy lips, working the outer lips until they swell, leaving me more desperate for dick than I’ve felt for anything in my life. I drop my hand and catch my breath, shaking my head.

Fluids run down my thighs. I head to the bathroom and clean myself with a damp cloth. I put on the clothes I’ve picked out and rush to the mall. My breasts look crazy because none of the bras I have fit properly, and there’s no telling what size I am. I did nothing with my hair except throw it into a bun that looks no better than a decayed bird’s nest, so I hide my face when I step out of my car.

A few people stare at me as I make my way through the parking lot, going straight to a department store. They’ll have everything I need, and I don’t plan on leaving their doors until I have just that.

It takes over an hour and the help of three workers, but I finally have everything I need and don’t look like I’ve just woken up next to a dumpster. I run the lip gloss I’ve just purchased over my lips in the mirror of the makeup section of the department store, wearing a brand-new pink dress that fits my body perfectly with matching pumps. It’s a bit brighter than my normal outfits, but I love how I look when I look at myself in the mirror, and that’s all that matters.

I walk out of the department store with three enormous bags swinging by my side and head straight to the salon, feeling much more confident than I had in the parking lot. Men are checking me out, and I wink at all of them, regardless if they have a girlfriend or not. 

All eyes are on me. The boys want to play with me, and the girls want to scratch out my eyes. I stop winking and pretend nobody exists, twisting my neck and flipping my hair over my shoulders. I hold my head high as I walk to the salon, loving how my heels click against the floor.

The ladies working at the salon greet me with warm smiles. They find a chair for me right away when I tell them I just want a style and to buy products. No cut.

“What are you looking to get done?”

“Something fabulous,” I say and meet the woman’s gaze in the mirror. “What’s trending?”

“People are loving layers right now, which you kind of have naturally, but layers would require a cut.”

I wave my hand in the air, acting causal. Acting like I’ve been a woman my entire life, and that I wasn’t a man just yesterday. “Do what you can without scissors. I’m in a hurry. Important meeting, but I woke up on the wrong side of the bed and had no time to do anything myself.”

“Okay,” the stylist says. She grabs her products and curling iron and gets to work, transforming my rat’s nest into something presentable. Something that’ll make even more men turn their heads to watch when I walk past.

How long will this womanly journey last? I wonder as the stylist works. Her name is Alice, but I wouldn’t know what to tell her if she asked for mine. Luckily, Alice can’t stop complaining about her last client. Some woman who comes in for a color once a month and always complains about how it turns out, even though she agrees Alice does a great job matching the colors she requests.

I do my best to follow along to the story, but all I can think about is how long I might have to fulfill my fantasies. How long until I turn back into a man?

“You’re a doll, Alice. Here’s my number. Maybe we can go dancing sometime,” I say and write my number on a business card of Alice’s and pass it to her along with a generous tip. She hugs me and thanks me for listening to her babble. I make a joke about giving me a discount next time, and she agrees. We laugh and wave, and then I’m on my way. She never asks my name.

So many men check me out on my way to the car. They can’t stop staring at me, like they want to rip off the pink dress that clings to my body and sink into my pretty pink pussy. I want one of them to do it, but nobody I see is worthy. Nobody will get me where I need to go, so I leave with my monstrous shopping bags.

My truck feels so big and manly now, but it’s all I have. Rentals are too expensive, even though I keep thinking about how fun it’d be to drive a sporty sedan that’d match my new look. Then I think about pulling into my driveway. The neighbors. What would everyone think if they saw me like this? If they saw some woman with a blowout and pink dress and pink heels walking around in my garage?

I can keep driving this hunk of metal, but I can’t go back home. Not until I know more about what will happen, so I open my phone and find a short-term rental in the area. There’s a house about a mile from mine for a decent price that’s available for the next week, starting tonight. I put the purchase on my credit card and drive over to the house after stopping at a drive thru for a grilled chicken sandwich and fries.

The cute guy working the window doesn’t hide his interest when he hands me my bag. I thank him and blow him a kiss before peeling out of the parking lot. Too bad he’s on the clock because I wouldn’t mind getting to know more about him.

I need someone who’s available now. A man who wants to take me. Ravish me. Dominate me. I’m nearly at the new place when a car steals my attention. It’s one I recognize.

It’s James.

He’s pulling into the parking lot of the lumber store close to the fast-food restaurant where I got lunch. I’ll be the perfect damsel in distress. I won’t know what tools I need. He’ll have to help. I circle the block, giving him time to get inside. I can’t let him see my car. That’d ruin everything, so I park it on a side street by the store. I take a few bites from my lunch as quickly as I can before checking my makeup, getting out of the car, and rushing to the store.

James is in the paint aisle. He’s always fixing up something at his house, doing what he can to pass the time when he isn’t working on cars at the garage he owns.

I walk past him, and he turns his head to watch. His eyes follow me as I make my way to the end of the aisle, turning my attention to the products. Tapes and paint brushes. I lick my lips and push my fingers into my hair, acting like I’m frustrated because I have no idea what to buy.

James takes the bait and approaches me. He looks me up and down. My keys are tucked deep in the purse I just bought at the department store. My pink dress and pink heels are fresh, probably smelling like the packages in which they arrived.

“Need some help, miss?”

“I need to paint a flowerpot, and I have no idea what to buy.”

James smiles. “You don’t really need a brush for that. Spray paint might do a better job.”

I meet James’s eyes for the first time. They’re brown and soulful. He’s a decent man, but we’re alike and can’t keep a woman, or we find women who don’t treat us the best, always leaving us when a manlier man comes along.

“That’s such a brilliant idea. How did you get so smart?” I ask, stroking James’s ego. I don’t know why, but I want him to fuck me. Maybe it’ll be more comfortable with someone I know. Part of me thinks it could be awkward, but I figure fate brought us to this store for a reason.

“I’ve done a lot of painting over the years,” he says.

“I don’t know what I would have done without your help. How can I ever repay you?” I ask, using a purr to my voice, hoping he catches what I’m throwing in his direction.

“Oh, I don’t need anything. Hope your project turns out well.” James smiles and stuffs his hands into his pockets, looking like he’s about to turn away from me, but I’m not about to let him leave. Not before I make my dreams come true.

“You’re going to leave me hanging?” I ask, taking a step closer to James.

He swallows, looking like he might faint, like he’s looked directly at the sun and has been blinded by the light. “What do you mean?” he chokes out.

I place my hand on James’s shoulder, running a finger down his chest. Touching him makes me a little hot. Yeah, this is something we can do, I decide.

“Don’t you want to grab a drink? Maybe I can paint the flowerpot at your house, and you could help me? I still need to pick one out.”

James stutters and takes a moment to respond, but I’m patient. “You aren’t trying to rob me or anything, are you?”

I throw my head back and laugh. “You’re cute. What’s your name?”

“James,” he says. “You?”

My middle name is ‘Carter’, so I tell him that my name is ‘Carmen’.

“Nice to meet you, Carmen,” he says.

“Why don’t you buy condoms on your way home? I’ll meet you there after. There’s something I have to do first,” I say, referring to the person waiting to give me keys to the short-term rental.

“Condoms? How will you know where I live?”

“Don’t be so prude, James. We’re adults. You’ll write your address on my receipt.”

“Okay,” James says.

“Come on,” I say and grab his hand. We run to the gardening section, so I can pick out a flowerpot. James is carrying the spray paint and whatever he was searching for, and then we head to the register to pay. We argue, but he insists on buying, which I agree to after he stands firm.

I hold his hand out to the parking lot, making sure he gets in his car. He puts down the window. I’m leaning into the vehicle. “So, this is your address?” I ask, pointing at what James has written on the back of my receipt.

“Yeah, promise you’re coming?”

“I’ll be there within an hour. Make sure you buy what I said.”

“Okay,” James says.

I lean in and kiss him, taking a step back from the car. I wait for him to start the engine and pull out of the parking space and parking lot before I head back to my car. There’s no way I can let him see what I’m driving, or he’ll know something is up, so I throw my financial worries to the wind and order a ride through an application on my phone.

Better spend a little extra than destroy the fantasy. The car pulls up a few minutes later, takes me to my rental, and then we’re on our way to James’s. It’s more money than I’ve spent on a taxi in years, but it’s worth it when I see the look on James’s face as he opens the door to find me with the bag containing the flowerpot and paint from the store.

I hold them up. “Ready to paint?” I ask.

“With you, yes. Come inside,” James says and opens the door wind.

My heart races as I step inside, but there’s no turning back. James has a dick, and I plan on using it.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“It looks incredible,” I say as we inspect the flowerpot we’ve just spray painted. I tuck my shiny brown hair behind an ear, flashing James a wide smile. All I can think about is having his dick slide around in my pussy. I want to cum all over his rod. Maybe it’s wrong to go after my best friend, but I’ve been in his house a million times. I know he’s clean. It’s comfortable.

“Yeah, it doesn’t look so bad. Why don’t we let it dry and go inside for a drink?”

“I hope you’re talking about something stronger than water,” I say in a bubbly voice.

“You like whiskey?”

James isn’t much of a bartender, but he has an astounding collection of brown liquors. “I don’t drink it much, but whatever you have works.”

“I’ll pour us some on the rocks.”

“Give me your best,” I say.

James licks his lips as he takes me in. We’ve made it to the living room, and I’m more than comfortable on his sofa. I have my legs crossed, twirling my ankle in the air. My legs are smooth. It’s like the potion I drank turned me into a dollified version of my younger self. 

I look like the woman many wish they could become, and James is about to have me. It’s an afternoon neither of us will ever forget, but he can never know it’s me behind these eyes.

James returns to the living room with our drinks. “Thank you,” I purr and take the glass.

“You’re welcome, beautiful.” James sits next to me and places his hand on my thigh. I glance down at his crotch, and his erection is visible beneath his pants. I want to wrap my lips around it. Both sets. I want to make him scream my name.

I place my hand on James’s and scoot closer to him, lifting my fingers to his chin. Brushing his skin gently. His dick twitches in his pants, but it only makes me hornier. More curious. My womanly body wants nothing more than to feel his rod plunge deep into me.

“James,” I say in a sultry voice.

“Yes, Carmen?”

“Did you buy everything I asked?”

James bites his lip and nods. “It’s in the kitchen. I put the bag in the cabinet.”

“Why don’t you grab it and show me your bedroom?”

James lets out a weak sound, but he doesn’t protest my request. He stands and goes to the kitchen for the bag. When he returns to the living room, he takes my hand and leads me to his bedroom. He drops me off at his bed and takes everything out of the bag, placing the stuff on his dresser. He also bought a few candles, which I didn’t request, but it’s a nice touch.

“When was the last time you got laid?” I ask, curious. It’s been longer than I’d like for me, but I won’t tell James that. I’m living a fantasy. Carmen had sex with a hot bouncer last week. He took her to the back of the club and fucked her brains out. That’s what I’ll say if anyone asks.

“I don’t know. It’s been a few months,” James says. He lights the candle and sits next to me on the bed. “Why?”

I sit on my knees and scoot closer to him. I put the glass of whiskey to my lips, taking a drink. It burns my throat, so I wince, acting like I can’t handle the booze.

“Too strong? It’ll mellow once the ice melts. I could add some water too,” James says. He half stands, and I push him back to his bottom.

“Where are you going, handsome?”

James laughs nervously. “Are you sure this is what you want? An old guy like me?”

I toss my hair over my shoulder and take a drink. Maybe I could find a man more attractive than James, but I wouldn’t know him. I wouldn’t be able to trust him. I throw back the rest of my whiskey and step off the bed, ignoring how badly the alcohol burns my throat.

“Why wouldn’t I want a man like you, James?” I ask after swallowing the harsh liquid. I set my glass on the dresser next to the candle and turn my attention back to James. “You have this big house. You have all those nice bottles of booze,” I say and move closer to James.

He takes a drink and adjusts his shoulders, like he’s shaking off the nerves. The same nerves that run through me. I take James’s half-finished drink and set it next to mine. I step forward and lift one knee to the bed. I lift the other and straddle James’s hips.

His erection presses into me when I lower myself against his crotch. I rub my pussy against the outline of his dick, wanting him to sink deep into my hole, but first I want to taste him. I’ve never had another man’s dick in my mouth, and I want to see what it’s like.

James shudders when I reach down and unbutton his pants. He lifts his hips when I grab his waistline to pull them off, pushing them all the way to the ground. The boxer briefs he’s wearing do little to hide his cock. It’s not massive, but it’s certainly big enough to hold.

I lick my lips as I stare at James’s crotch. “What do we have there?”

“You can play with it if you’d like.”

“Don’t you know that I know that? You’ll let me do anything I want with your cock, won’t you?”

James glances at his crotch. He doesn’t negate my suggestion. How can he when I look like this? I’m still wearing this sexy pink dress. My pink heels. My hair is styled to perfection, and I smell like a garden of lavender on a hillside, wind blowing over me and releasing my fresh scent into the air.

“Maybe not anything,” James says. He looks me in the eye, and I know he only half believes the words he says. I haven’t even touched his dick, and there’s already a massive stain on his underwear.

“No?”

James licks his lips. He reaches out and holds my sides, pulling me closer to his cock, but I don’t want his precum stains ruining my dress, so I push him away and wag my finger in his face.

“Your briefs are too wet. Take off my dress before you mess it up,” I say and turn my back to James.

He comes up behind me, getting a little too close, so I push him away, like a woman in control. “What did I tell you about ruining my dress? Back up,” I say and swat James away before he touches me with those gross, sticky boxer briefs.

James does as I say. His touch turns timid as he unzips my dress. I grab his hand and tell him to work faster. He pulls the dress to my feet, and I step out of it, leaving on my heels and lingerie. They’re white and brand new, so they look as pure as untouched snow.

I hold my chest and glance over my shoulder at James. “How do I look?”

“Spectacular,” he says. He hangs my dress on a chair he has in the corner. His room is massive and perfectly decorated with masculine tones. Dark walls and tan accents. Low, warm light.

I turn to face James, hating how he still has on his t-shirt, so I step toward him and pull it off, discarding it. He whimpers at my touch, but I’ve only just begun. I’m hungry for him. My pussy is swollen and wet. My center is throbbing. I never knew a craving for dick could feel this intense. This raw.

I push James to the bed and straddle his legs, rubbing my hips against his hard cock, memorizing how it feels on my body. His swollen head. His shaft. It’s thin, but it’s just what I want. It’s everything I need. I throw my head back as James touches me, kissing my body.

“Fuck,” he says. “Fuck.”

His body shakes. I don’t know what’s happening until he retreats from me, nearly pushing me to the floor. I hop off in time to catch myself.

“Hey, what’s wr—?”

The answer to my question is smeared all over James’s boxer briefs. He’s shot his load, and I can tell he’s already going soft. I bite my lip, feeling frustrated and hungry for cock. Cock James won’t be able to give me, judging by what I see through his boxer briefs.

“Wait,” James says when I bend to grab my dress. “I’ll get a second wind. Give me a chance.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “It’s been fun. Plus, I have to work in the morning, anyway. Next time.”

“No,” James says. “Don’t leave.”

I put on my dress and heels before James even bothers to stand. He’s not an aggressive man. He’s not going to pin me down. James won’t try to convince me to stay to get what he wants, which is too bad, because I would probably stay if he even tried.

“It’s okay,” I say. “I’ll call you.”

“Promise?” James asks.

His voice is rather pathetic, but I can’t bear to break his heart. “Yes, I promise.” I grab my purse and everything else of mine and head toward the door, almost happy James and I didn’t go all the way. Now we won’t have an awkward friendship, but I can’t help wondering who will help me.

I need another man, and I need him as quickly as possible.

“Bye, James.” I say and kiss him. We’re standing at his door. James hugs me, holding me a bit too long, like he knows I’ll never return.

“Bye, Carmen.”

***

I take a taxi to my truck and then drive to the rental I booked, thinking I might need it to find a man, but it’s already so late, and I don’t have the energy to download one of those dating apps to find a quick fuck. Not with the buzz from the whiskey wearing off, sucking the stamina from me.

The rental is pretty on the inside, even though its tiny driveway barely fits my big truck. At least the neighbors don’t know me. Won’t know me. I’ll be a here and gone before they even register my presence.

There are several abstract paintings decorating the walls. It isn’t obvious, but they’re all tagged and would set off an alarm if anyone tried to steal them. The living room is comfortable. The sofa looks a little worn, but I don’t mind. It’s not like I’ll be here long. If things had gone better with James, I might not have even had to come back here at all.

How disappointing is it that James came in his underwear before he could even put his dick in my mouth? I wish I had just pulled down his boxer briefs to suck his dick while I had the chance. I could have walked over to him and gotten on my knees and took his dick, but no. Teasing him was so much fun that I couldn’t stop and paid the ultimate price.

I shake away the disappointment and hope to find another man, but there’s plenty I can do now by myself.

I don’t trust the sheets, so I grab a fresh-smelling towel and spread it on the living-room floor after closing the blinds. The pink dress slides off my body when I unzip it. I wish James were there to give me his dick, but he obviously wasn’t up to the challenge. I need to sleep and make a plan in the morning. Maybe open up one of those apps.

I’m in the living room, wearing nothing except my undergarments. My body is still begging for touch, but my hand is the only one available.

A moan escapes me when I reach into my panties and touch my pussy. I trace my finger around my pussy lips, sliding two of them inside. It feels nice, but touching my clit is even better. I rub it with my thumb as I finger myself. The fingers in my pussy give my lips something to hug, and it’s all I need.

I can’t contain the scream as it forms in my mouth. I let it out and cum. A wetness coats my fingers, but I don’t remove them from my hole as it tightens and releases, giving me the most intense pleasure that I’ve ever felt.

I pant when the orgasm’s hold finally breaks seconds later, sliding my fingers out of my pussy. I squeeze my thighs together and roll from side to side, wondering if a man can make me feel this way. It’ll be my sole mission to find out. Nothing else will matter. No work. No chores. Not a damn thing will stand in my way from finding a man who can fuck me right.


 

CHAPTER 5 

 

I wake up the next morning feeling flushed with anxiety. How will I ever find a man to fuck me? One who I can trust? One who will do the job right? It angers me when I think of James wasting all his seed in his boxer briefs instead of putting it in me after a hot fuck. At least he didn’t cum in me after one thrust. Wouldn’t that be worse?

The day passes, and I don’t know what to do with myself. I check out of the short-term rental and drive around the city. Work has called several times, but what can I tell them? They wouldn’t believe them if I told them the truth. My voice has changed. Better to ignore and seek forgiveness than try to explain this.

I hardly believe it myself until I see myself in the mirror. I’ve almost walked into the wrong bathroom two different times. Women’s restrooms are so different. They’re cleaner. They don’t have any urinals. It’s still weird sitting down to pee, but the transformation won’t stop me from living. I need to eat and use the bathroom and everything else.

Men still check me out, but my outfit is a lot frumpier today than the pink dress and matching pumps of yesterday. I’m wearing jeans, tennis shoes, and a thin sweater. It accentuates my chest, but it doesn’t offer a glimpse of my cleavage like the dress did. My hair isn’t styled like yesterday. It’s pulled up into a messy bun, but I don’t have the energy for anything else.

It's mid-afternoon when my fortunes change. I hear yelling, but I don’t know what they’re saying. Not until later. All I know is that the man who burned me with his cigarette turns to me, whistles, and steals my attention.

***

Young Belgrave is standing on the street, where he almost always is, talking to his girlfriend, Hannah Brown. Ex-girlfriend, if you ask Young, but Hannah can’t let the relationship go. She doesn’t want Young to break up with her. She’s too addicted to the tattoos on his neck, and his long, thick dick.

She’s been trying to get pregnant by him. All Hannah wants is to have Young’s babies, so they can be bonded for life. He found her poking holes in condoms a few days back. They haven’t been together since. Young can hardly stand looking at her, but she knows where to find him, and he’s not moving spots. Not for her. She’ll learn, one way or another.

“Young, please. Give me another chance.”

“Nah,” he says. “You should get going, Hannah. I don’t want nothing to do with you.”

“Don’t say that, baby. I love you,” Hannah says.

“How can you love me when you’re trying to trap me? I don’t want no woman like you. You’re pathetic,” Young says. He gathers saliva in his mouth and spits at her feet. “You best keep walking because I’m done looking at you. I’m done talking to you. You’re dead to me, Hannah.”

Hannah bursts into tears. She hates herself for poking holes into the condoms, but how else was she supposed to guarantee a life with the man she loves? He won’t marry her. He won’t even respond when she brings up marriage. All he does is let a few seconds pass before moving on to the next topic, never giving the idea of spending his life with Hannah any thought.

“How can you say that, Young? I’ve been nothing but faithful to you, and now you’re throwing me to the curb! You can’t do this, Young! I won’t let you.”

Young doesn’t care about Hannah’s wails. What she’s done is unforgiveable. She’s betrayed his trust and can never earn it back. Not after trying to steal his seed. He doesn’t want kids. Not now. He’s only nineteen. He might make some money, but he’s not rolling in cash. Young wants to be ten times richer before he brings any children into the world.

“We’re done, Hannah. I hate you for what you did.”

“You can’t hate me,” Hannah says. She throws herself at Young, and tries to kiss him, but he dodges her. She falls to the ground. Young almost feels bad enough to help her to her feet, but then remembers how he caught her with that needle and their box of condoms.

Young walks away from Hannah before she can pick herself up, furious as he heads down the street. Young gets angrier the farther he walks. A light stops him, which gives Hannah time to catch up. She grabs him. He shakes her off, and then he yells. Yells louder than he ever has before, and it’s finally enough to get Hannah to stand down and leave him alone.

She drops her head and walks away. Young is so angry, he doesn’t know what comes over him when he whistles at a woman walking past on the street.

“Hey, sexy. What’s your name?” he asks the brunette. She’s wearing jeans and a thin sweater, looking gorgeous. Looking like she could take the edge off after this infuriating interaction with Hannah.

I turn to face the man who burned me with his cigarette, but he doesn’t recognize my womanly identity. He only sees the gorgeous brunette I’ve become, and I can tell he likes what he sees by the way he’s watching me.

“I’m Carmen. Who are you?” I ask.

“Young,” he says.

I look at Young, taking in the tattoos on his neck. The diamond on one side and tiger claws on the other. It might look silly on someone else, but it looks incredibly sexy on him. I’m a little wet thinking about him taking off my clothes. I bet he wouldn’t cum in five seconds like James.

“Young? What kind of name is that?” I ask with a hand on my hip.

“The one my mother gave me. You have a problem with it?” Young asks and steps forward.

He’s staring at me, and his gaze lights a fire within me. Does he feel the spark too? Whatever is happening between us is overwhelming. We’re in public, but I wouldn’t hesitate to suck his dick right now, even if it meant going to jail. Having his cock in my mouth would be worth whatever time they gave me behind bars.

“No,” I say. Young is so close that I can smell his cologne. It’s manly and intoxicating. He’s wearing sweatpants, which do nothing to hide his growing cock. All I want is to push him to the ground on sit on it. “It’s just different.”

“I’m not like all the other guys.”

Young is looking at me like he wants to eat me, like he wants to flip me over and slide into me from behind, and fuck, that’s all I want. “No, you’re not.”

A wild woman comes running up to us. Tears fill her red, puffy eyes. She’s popping my bubble with her negative energy. I try to ignore her, but she won’t go away. She’s staring at Young like she wants to kill him, and I don’t know what to do because he’s acting like he’s never seen the woman in his life.

“What’s going on?” I ask in a whisper.

“Nothing,” Young says and grabs my hip, pulling me close.

I scream when the woman pulls my hair, dragging me away from Young.

“What the fuck?” I holler.

“He’s my man, bitch.” The woman has my ponytail and isn’t letting up. She keeps pulling harder, and it feels like she might rip the skin from my scalp. The pain makes me scream. I exaggerate a bit, screaming louder than I probably need.

“That’s right, bitch. He’s my man. I’ll fucking kill you if you touch him.”

“Hannah,” Young says in a deep voice. “Get off her.”

“No, Young. I’m going to kill her. If I can’t have you, nobody can.”

“Hannah,” Young says. He grabs the woman’s arm and pulls hard enough that she releases me. “Get a grip, Hannah. We can’t be together. You ruined your chances.”

“I can’t not have you, Young. I’ll go crazy.”

“You better learn to deal. We’re leaving,” Young says and grabs my arm. “If you follow us, I’ll call the police. You know I know people. Don’t test me.”

Hannah frowns, but she stands down as we walk away from the scene. My heart is still racing, but I feel a little safer with Young’s arm wrapped around the small of my back.

“Who is she?”

“Nobody. You hungry, Carmen?”

“I could eat,” I say.

“I know the perfect place. You mind if I steal you for the rest of the day?”

“Not at all,” I say.

“Good,” Young says. He leads me to his car. It’s an older two-door sports car with a hardtop convertible. He opens the passenger’s door for me, and I slide inside, excited to see where the afternoon will take us. Maybe I should be nervous spending my time with a man who has tattoos on his neck, but there’s no telling how long I’ll stay a woman, so I have to make every second count.

“Can we put the top down?”

“Isn’t it a little cold?” Young asks.

“What? Are you afraid you might freeze?”

Young smirks, turns on the heat, and lets the top down when we hit a light. It’s cold, but I don’t care. The wind feels so amazing in my hair that I shout and throw my arms in the air.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

“So, Young, how old are you?” I ask. We’re sitting in a restaurant outside of town. It’s farm-to-table with a menu that changes by the day. I’ve never been because each person has to spend a minimum of one-hundred dollars, but Young doesn’t seem concerned about the price.

“I’m nineteen. How old are you?”

“You’re nineteen?” I ask, surprised by how confident Young is for his age. We’re also drinking a bottle of wine, which he ordered. The waiter didn’t ask questions, but I doubt I would have either had I been in the same position.

“Yes,” Young says with a chuckle. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” I say. “Just surprising.”

“Yeah, people always think I’m older than I am, but that’s how it is when you’ve lived your life on the streets like me. I used to sell drugs. Started when I was twelve, but I stopped doing all that for more legit work. Now I trade stocks, flip electronics, and work on computers.”

“Where did you learn to do all of that?”

“Here and there,” Young says like it’s no big deal. “So, are you going to tell me how old you are?”

I hadn’t thought about my age. I certainly can’t tell him I’m forty-two, which is how old I was before I drank that liquid, but it made me younger when it turned me into a woman.

“Twenty-two,” I say after a pause.

“You had to think about it?”

“Hard to remember the more times you go around the sun,” I say.

“You say that like you’re so much older than me.”

“I’m certainly not younger than you.”

“That’s not a problem. I enjoy the company of an older woman. They tend to be less… volatile.”

“You mean like that woman who chased us on the street?”

“Hannah? Yeah,” Young says with a sigh. “It’s too bad our relationship has to end like that, but I caught her poking holes into our condoms.”

I let my mouth fall open. “You’re kidding,” I say, with a hint of disgust in my voice. Young shakes his head and tells me the full story about how he’d found her, which had led to their fight.

“So, I’m your rebound girl?”

“Guess so, but that doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy ourselves.”

“You’re right,” I say. “Should we head back to your place after dessert and a cocktail?”

“What makes you think I have a place?”

“Don’t you?”

Young grins. “Yeah, but it’s not in the best part of town. I hope that’s okay.”

“As long as you promise not to leave me stranded.”

“Never,” he says and takes my hand.

“Then let’s go,” I say.

“What about your cocktail and dessert?”

The only dessert I can think about is in Young’s pants, but a slice of chocolate cake will taste delicious too.

“You’re right. What’s the rush?”

“There is none,” Young says. He moves over to my side of the table. We drink the rest of the wine, order our cocktails and the cake. He feeds me a bite. I give him one. Then he kisses me.

It’s electrifying when his lips touch mine. I moan when he slides his tongue into my mouth. His hands are firm on my body. His touch is confident. He bites my lips gently before pulling away from the passionate kiss. He pulls out his wallet, throws cash on the table, and grabs my hand.

“Let’s go. I need you. Now.”

I don’t argue and follow Young out the door.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Young drives us to a part of town I avoid, but he promises I shouldn’t worry, even though there are bars on his windows and doors when we approach his building.

“You live here?” I ask in a whisper, afraid I might draw attention. It’s still daytime, but the sunlight won’t last long, and I don’t want to be outside after dark. The birds are coming back after a long winter and fly from tree to tree, but they’re crazy for flying around here, just as Young is crazy for living around here.

“It’s not that bad. The rent is cheap, and people leave me alone.”

“I guess.”

“Where do you live?”

“On the other side of town. By the soccer fields,” I say.

“Maybe you’ll let me come visit you one of these times. Want something to drink?”

“Sure. I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“Sparkling water?”

I lift an eyebrow, surprised to hear that a man with tattoos on his neck wants to drink sparkling water. “Uh, sure. That’s fine.”

“With lemon?”

“Who are you?” I ask.

“Young,” he says with a chuckle. “You shouldn’t judge people by how they look.”

“You’re just unlike anyone I’ve ever met,” I say. He isn’t who I imagined when he hit me with his cigarette on the street.

“Neither are you. You’re a lot calmer than most women. What’s with that? Normally I can’t get a date to stop talking or asking me questions or plotting a future.”

A citrus scent fills the air when Young squeezes lemon into two rocks glasses, straining out the seeds. He tosses the strainer into his sink and fills the glasses with ice. He pours sparkling water over those. His apartment is small. Hardwood floors. Wood accents. He lives on the second floor of a building with four units.

“You mind if we step outside? I want a smoke,” he says.

“No, lead the way.”

We go to his porch, which is off the back room, which also happens to be his bedroom. There are two chairs and a bucket that he uses as an ashtray. “You want one?”

“I’m good, thank you.”

Young nods and pulls out a cigarette. He lights it and blows the clouds of smoke into the cold air. I hug myself to keep warm. Young puts out his hand and guides me to his lap. He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close, making me forget all about the cold weather.

Young rubs my thighs with his free hand. He smokes his cigarette, and I don’t mind the smell. Not when Young is holding me. I can’t believe this man is nineteen, and I can’t believe I get to experience him for a night. We’ve already been to the nicest restaurant in town. He wined and dined me. Loosened me up.

I touch Young’s ear. He puffs his cigarette and smiles at me. He turns his head to blow his smoke.

“Hey, gorgeous.”

“Handsome,” I say, running my fingers from his ear down his jawline, wondering how I got lucky enough to meet this side of Young.

“What are you thinking?”

“How mature you are for your age,” I say.

“Stop thinking about my age,” Young says and reaches around to grab my ass. His firm grip makes me moan. It makes me wet.

I cup Young’s face and kiss him. He sticks his tongue into my mouth. He squeezes my ass and deepens the kiss. I hear him drop the cigarette into the bucket before he lifts me into his arms. He carries me through the door, and we’re in his bedroom.

Young shuts the door and places me on his bed. I don’t care if we’re in a shotty neighborhood. I don’t care that Young is only nineteen and a former drug dealer. Probably former drug user. I don’t care about the tattoos on his neck or the box of bullets sitting on his dresser.

I close my eyes and let my hunk kiss me. Touch me. I’m Carmen tonight, and nothing can stop me from enjoying Young’s touch.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy. I’m glad Hannah fucked me over so I could be with you.”

“Yeah,” I say. “She was stupid for messing up with you.”

“Fuck her,” he says.

“No, fuck me.”

A wild grin spreads across Young’s face. He doesn’t need to be told twice. He pulls the shirt from my body and throws it across the room. His eyes never leave me, and mine don’t leave him. He reaches down to unbutton my pants. I don’t stop him. His touch is everything I’ve been craving.

Young pulls off my pants. I’m in my underwear, but I feel comfortable with Young. He’s looking at me like he’s never seen anything sexier in his life. I mentally capture the moment to remember it for the rest of my life. Even if I can’t stay a woman, I’ll remember what it’s like to have a man look at me with this much desire. What it’s like to have a man like Young.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck your sweet pussy, but I’m going to taste it first.”

“What?” I ask, trying to play innocent. Trying to sound like I don’t want him to defile me. Like I don’t want him to split me in two.

“You heard me.” Young stands on his knees and pulls off his shirt, revealing a chiseled stomach that makes my pussy even wetter than it already is. Young unbuttons his pants and steps out of them, taking off his underwear at the same time. His cock is… massive. It’s long, thick, and uncut. I’m speechless.

Young chuckles. “Like what you see?”

“Yeah,” I say in a breath.

“Why don’t you come taste it? I’ll return the favor,” he says.

I lick my lips and get to my hands and knees, eager to put Young’s cock in my mouth. I crawl across the bed to him and wrap my hand around the base of his cock. He watches me as I part my lips. He moans when I close my mouth around his cock.

His dick is so big that I can’t fit all of it in my mouth before it’s making me choke. I cough on his dick and try to pull away, but Young holds the back of my head.

“You can do better than that. Try harder,” he says. “Breathe through your nose and show me how much you love this dick.”

I take a second to gain composure of myself and breathe through my nose as Young has instructed. It helps, and I can take a little more of his cock. He holds his dick in my mouth as I move my lips up and down his shaft, slowly opening my throat for his thickness.

“There you go,” Young says through a groan as he stuffs my mouth, fucking it with his fat cock. “Take that fucking dick.”

I moan on his cock. My mouth is too stuffed to allow me to talk, but I don’t want to talk. The longer I have Young’s cock in the mouth, the better it feels. I close my eyes and lose myself in the motions, savoring every bit of Young’s cock that fills my mouth.

He pulls me off his member after a minute and throws me onto my back. I wonder what he’s doing until he climbs between my legs and wraps his arms around my thighs. He lowers himself until his mouth is touching my lips.

“Fuck, your pussy looks untouched. Don’t tell me you’re a virgin.”

I bite my lip. “It’s not what you think. I’m ready.”

Young stands on his knees. He slaps his cock against my pussy. “Fuck, yeah, you’re ready. I’m going to pop your cherry and fuck you hard. Make you despise every man who fucks you after me.”

“Please, baby. Fuck me.”

Young doesn’t do as I ask. He licks my pussy instead, sending me into a wonderland. A majestic pool where I’m floating on my back without effort. I’m swimming under a sea of stars, but the sun is shining, like a sunset lights the sky.

Young licks me with his expert tongue, and I can’t stop the first orgasm. It shows up out of nowhere, hitting me like a train ramming into a brick wall. I scream. Young keeps licking me. I can’t stop screaming. Someone living below us hits the ceiling with a broom and curses, but I can’t stop the noises leaving my mouth, and Young is far from through with me.

He rolls a condom over his dick and lathers it with lube before plunging into me. I’m still reeling from the first orgasm when Young lifts me into his arms. He wraps them under my shoulders and fucks me as my limp legs straddle his hips.

I feel another orgasm bubbling in my center. If this is how amazing it feels to get fucked as a woman, I never want to go back to being a man.

A tear slides down my face as Young uses every inch of his huge dick to fuck me. I pant and moan. We ignore the neighbor cursing below us. He gives up after a while. 

Young is staring at me. I’m staring back at him. We’re locked together in this intimate act, and nothing will stop us from finishing.

Young pulls out of me. I groan, feeling empty. I reach down between my legs, but Young grabs my hand. He turns me over to my hands and knees. He slaps my ass several times, leaving my cheeks red and stinging, but I love how he spanks me.

“Fuck, baby. Spank me again.”

Young grips my ass cheek. He walks forward on his knees and presses the tip of his cock against my swollen pussy. I’ve already cum once, but I can feel a second orgasm building within me. I shake my hips and scoot back, showing Young how much I want his cock inside me.

“I fucking love this tight pussy,” Young says and slips his dick back into my tight hole.

I scream because he’s stretching me so much from behind, but I love it. Young holds my hips and fucks me hard. My breasts swing. I don’t bother holding them. Young’s dick feels too good. It’s sucking me of all my energy.

“I’m going to cum deep in your pussy,” he says and spanks my ass.

“Cum in me,” I beg Young.

Sweat drips from Young’s forehead, falling onto my back. He stares at me as I look over my shoulder at him. His face contorts, and I know he’s close. I drop my head and enjoy his dick sliding around in my loosened hole. It might be my only time fucking as a woman, and I want it to count.

Young surprises me by reaching around and touching my clit. He pulls me back and holds my body against his as he fucks me gently, using the top half of his dick. I grab his hand, but he doesn’t let up. He’s in control. I’m only along for the ride and terribly close to cumming a second time.

Young hollers and pinches my clit, releasing it seconds later. He pushes deeper inside me. I feel his dick pulsating. His breath turns jagged. I hold his hand as he cums. Young doesn’t fall out of me, though. He plays with my clit and fucks me slowly until I’m screaming from the second orgasm tearing through my body.

Young stays inside me until I push his hips off my ass, unable to stand the intensity that is cumming as a woman. Young slides out of me. I’ve never felt more satisfied in my life.

“Damn, that was hot.” 

“Yeah, it was.”

Young and I are standing on our knees, facing each other. He kisses me. His lips go to my neck. His touch tickles, but I love it. We cuddle and kiss for the next few hours, and then Young fucks me again.

I sleep at his place, and he drives me back to my truck in the morning, glad that I’m still a woman when he leaves me. It’s all I could ever ask for that my fantasies have come true. Everything else after today will be brighter because of yesterday.

I put down the windows in the truck as I drive home and sing to the rock song on the radio, feeling on top of the world.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

As much as I would have loved to stay a woman, it doesn’t happen. I woke up as a man after a nap in the afternoon the day Young dropped me off at my truck. It was disappointing, but living as a man won’t take away my memories of being a woman. Carmen will live within me until the day I die.

The weekend has rolled around, and the weather is nice, so James and I are going fishing. I’m in my truck waiting for him to arrive at our spot. I stare at the water, wondering what it would be like to splash around in the lake as Carmen.

Maybe I’ll finally gather up the courage to dress up and fool around with a guy. He’ll just never know my real name. I’ll always be Carmen when I get dolled up.

James finally arrives. He pulls up next to my truck. My windows are down. “Sorry I’m late,” he hollers. “Been waiting long?”

“Not too long,” I lie. I get out of the truck and meet James around back, where we shake hands. “Nice to see you, man.”

“You too. Dude, you won’t believe what happened to me last week. I fooled around with the hottest woman. She came over, and we fucked all night long.”

“Damn, man. All night? That’s awesome. What’s her name?”

“Carmen,” James says with a confident smile.

I smile to myself, knowing what James says isn’t true, but he’ll never know that I know he’s lying. He’ll never know that I’m Carmen and tried to use his dick, but he couldn’t perform. He’ll never know how Young took his place, giving me the best sex I’ll probably ever have.

Maybe not, though. One has to hope.

Life is all about learning and growing. I learned that I really love being Carmen, and that won’t change, even if I don’t have a magic liquid. Carmen must grow, and nobody will stop me from making that happen.

I close the bed of my truck after grabbing everything that James and I will need to fish. “Ready to hit the water?” I ask.

“Yeah, let’s go.”
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