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INTRIGUE

10 BOOK BUNDLE

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

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


HIDDEN MEMORIES

Lynne and Jacob have a whirlwind romance… until he disappears from her life without a trace.

Lynne doesn’t know Jacob suffers from amnesia. Not until she’s already moved on with a man named Ronald, who is much the opposite of Jacob.

Both men want Lynne, but she can only choose one.


FUTURE WORRIES

Louis Tartt loves wearing lingerie and other pretty clothes. Louis isn’t the most feminine man, but he knows what he likes. Louis’ biggest dream is to become a major radio DJ. He already has a job at the local radio station, so he is one step there.

Michael Cordon is living his dream and has no desire to move to a bigger city. This may change after he meets Louis at a festival in Lake Morton, Wisconsin. Eye contact pulls them together, and they can’t stay apart.

Louis and Michael kiss and touch. Michael discovers Louis is wearing women’s underwear. Michael has never dated a guy who likes to crossdress. Is he willing to give it a try? How will things go between lingerie-loving Louis and modest, unassuming Michael?


UNDERCOVER FEMBOY

Kevin told Albert he wanted to be a girl. Albert told everyone and ruined Kevin's life.

Donna rose from the ashes of Albert's betrayal to become a thriving real-estate agent in Chicago.

Years later, Donna wants revenge, so she's dropping into Albert's life on Halloween, his favorite holiday.

Donna can't wait to forever ruin Halloween for Albert by giving him a taste of his own medicine. She's going to dress him up as a girl and expose him to the world.


CAPTIVE

Elise finds herself trapped in a room. The man guarding her clearly isn’t the one who kidnapped her. He's someone Elise can potentially convince to help her.

Loren’s life has been difficult from birth. His dream isn’t to be a criminal. He wants to be a woman.

Elise finds out Loren’s secret feminine desires and decides that helping Loren realize his dreams of becoming a pretty girl is her ticket to freedom. He’s the only one who can help Elise break free.


HOMESICK

Frank’s star has fallen. Frank had a semi-successful acting career, but it's over, so he packs his bags and moves from sunny California to his hometown in Michigan.

His best friend from home, Kenneth, isn’t famous, but he has discovered a lot about himself since Frank moved to California. Kenneth loves dresses, lingerie, heels, and other womanly treasures.

Frank knows nothing about Kenneth’s secret desires, but he’ll soon find out. Neither of them expects it, but Kenneth might just be the girl Frank has been searching for.


HOT FOR LOVE

Post Op Trans Woman and Her Female Personal Trainer.

Sonya Banda is a powerful woman in the business world, but her romantic life is a desert.

She hasn't been with anyone since her SRS surgery and is dying to experience love, but fear holds her back.

Paris Walter enters Sonya's life with an hourglass figure and radiant smile to work as Sonya's personal trainer, but what will happen when she trains more than Sonya's physique?


WEDDING JITTERS

Joyce and Kyle have a loving relationship. Kyle is a single dad with two kids from a previous marriage. Joyce already feels like they’re a family. Kyle loves her for who she is. He doesn’t care that she is a trans woman with her original components.

They share an unbreakable bond, but it will be tested when jitters before their wedding take hold. 'What ifs' fill their minds. They love each other but decide to spend time apart before the wedding.

How will this break damage their relationship? How will time apart make their bond stronger? Will Joyce and Kyle make it to the other side and certify their love in marriage?


UNPAID DEBT

Andre is a famous baseball player and internet sensation, but his life hasn’t always been so wonderful.

He was raised under the care of an evil woman named Jody Rivers.

Jody has come back to take what she believes is hers, and part of her wicked plan includes having one of her female workers switch bodies with Andre.

Andre doesn’t know what to expect when he wakes up as a girl, but he has escaped Jody once and will do anything to flee again.


CHASING DESTINY

Patricia Patterson doesn't expect to find her ex-boyfriend in the seat next to her on a flight, but that's just her luck. She was excited for a beach vacation to Pinamar, Argentina until she sees Norman Hayne.

Norman was the love of Patricia's life. They had an amazing connection, and Norman loved Patricia's special surprise. He never judged her for who she is. He protected her until he broke her heart. It took Patricia forever to get over Norman. Her vacation is supposed to be a new beginning with no strings attached. She wants nothing to do with Norman.

Patricia hopes to escape Norman once she lands in Buenos Aires, but fate is not on her side. Norman is chasing destiny. He wants another chance and does everything he can to persuade Patricia to give him one. Will Patricia be able to resist Norman's pleas for forgiveness?


SNOWCAPPED

Helen Branch has learned she can’t settle for less, so she spends a lot of time without a man in her life.

Paul Jenkins, her brother’s best friend, surprises Helen by looking for skis while she is washing laundry at her parents' house.

Helen and Paul order dinner. The only problem is they are both hiding their true selves. Everything changes when one moment leads to the next.


HIDDEN MEMORIES

CLOVER COX


1

Lynne Ericson was enjoying a hot chocolate by a crackling fire at a charming café with her boyfriend, Ronald, but all she could think about was her ex-boyfriend, Jacob.

It was as though Jacob had disappeared from the face of the Earth. His office wouldn’t give any details when Lynne called. He never answered his phone. Lynne got so upset at Jacob’s silence that she changed her number and had only given the new one to a select few.

Lynne had spent a month in the dumps when Ronald appeared in her life. He approached her at an art museum. She’d gone to clear her head, and then he came up to ask what she was thinking after she’d been staring at a single painting for over five minutes.

She’d been thinking about Jacob, but Lynne came up with some random lie on the spot. Ronald took her out for lunch after they walked around the museum for another half an hour, and the rest was history.

They spent every free moment they had together throughout the fall, exploring the city as though they were tourists. They took trips to the countryside on the weekend. Even if they could only see each other for coffee, they’d get together for ten minutes just to kiss.

Lynne wished she could forget Jacob because Ronald was amazing, but he had yet to give her the spark she’d felt with Jacob. Maybe it was because they hadn’t had sex. Ronald knew Lynne was trans, but he hadn’t done more than suck her womanhood, and he’d been timid when doing that.

Jacob was never timid. He used to bend her over. Get on his hands and knees. They would flip each other around the bedroom for hours. Jacob had never been with a trans woman before her, but it never phased him she was. He took the discovery in stride the night they met. Lynne would never sleep with a man right after meeting him, but the connection with Jacob was extraordinary.

They’d met while dancing at a club, locking eyes from across the room. Lynne had her hair pulled into a bun, dick tucked, and dress tight against her body. She felt his hard manhood pressing into her butt the entire night until they couldn’t resist running out the door, holding hands.

They went back to Jacob’s loft and made love until the sun came up in the morning. He had since vacated the apartment, according to his doorman.

Jacob had never been penetrated before that night. He was so tight when Lynne entered him, yet so willing. Lynne wasn’t concentrating on Ronald’s words as she thought back to the sweat falling from her forehead to Jacob’s back when she slid into his hole for the first time. They were so drunk that they hadn’t even used protection, which Lynne never did. They got tested together the following week, though, and never thought twice about a condom again.

Then Jacob disappeared. Vanished. His phone got disconnected. He no longer lived in his loft. Everything about him seemed to change overnight. Lynne thought they’d had something. She didn’t know who his family was when they met. She didn’t know he was worth billions. All Lynne knew was that Jacob made her feel alive. He made her forget all the evil in the world.

There was nothing wrong with Ronald, but he wasn’t Jacob.

“Everything okay, babe? Are you listening?”

“Yes, dear. I’d love to have dinner at the new Moroccan restaurant, but I don’t know if I can tonight. Could we meet tomorrow?”

“I have a meeting tomorrow. It’d have to be on Friday, and they’ll probably be crazy busy.”

“Can’t we call to make a reservation?” Lynne asked. She didn’t want to feel frustrated, but all the time she and Ronald had been spending together seemed to overwhelm her. Jacob's not calling was making her stomach sick. She could normally go without thinking about it, but her longing was rather intrusive as she sat with Ronald sipping her hot chocolate by a crackling fire.

Lynne and Ronald spent the night at a lodge right outside of town. It was a random weekday night. The hotel was having a special, so they went for it. Not that they had sex. Nothing except a little oral and jacking off. It was hot, but Lynne wanted more. She wanted passion. Steam. She wanted sweat covering her body when they finished.

“I’ll call today at lunch to let you know if they can get us a table for Friday or some other time this weekend,” Ronald said.

“I doubt it’ll be a problem,” Lynne said. All she wanted was for Ronald to stretch her hole with his dick, but he refused. He wanted to wait to venture beyond oral, which Lynne thought was cute when they first got together, but it was quickly getting old.

Ronald frowned at Lynne’s tone. “Lynne, what’s wrong? You’re acting strange.”

“It’s nothing, Ronald. We should get going, though. We both have jobs to get to, and traffic will pick up in a second if we don’t leave.”

“Fine,” Ronald said. He still had an egg left, but Lynne had finished her plate. He stood to ask the lodge worker for their breakfast bill. Lynne paid when the bill came.

They’d ridden to the lodge in Ronald’s car. He’d picked Lynne up from her apartment. The ride back to Lynne’s place was awkward and tense.

Lynne apologized when they were pulling into her parking lot. “I’ve just been feeling irritated, but it has nothing to do with you. Promise. Although, if you don’t mind, I’d like some time alone before dinner on Friday.”

Ronald frowned. He looked at Lynne with longing eyes, wishing she would reconsider, but he knew there was no use. No hope. He would have to go a few days without seeing her. Without being able to kiss her sweet lips. It would be the first time in forever that he’d gone so long without seeing Lynne, but he had to give her this.

“Okay,” Ronald said after several long seconds. “Can I still message you to tell you what the restaurants says?”

“Yes,” Lynne said. “If you can’t get a reservation, I’ll make one for somewhere else and send you the information.”

Ronald nodded. He didn’t want to keep Lynne waiting now that they were outside of her place and running late for work, but he had one more question to ask. “Can I kiss you?”

Lynne laughed. “Yes, silly, you can kiss me. You don’t have to ask.” Lynne leaned over the center console, puckering her lips. She kissed her boyfriend, hating how Jacob lingered in the back of her mind.

Lynne couldn’t stop thinking about Jacob for the rest of the day and had decided it was only because he’d ghosted her. She had to accept that Jacob would never call. He probably found a more ‘suitable’ woman. A woman worthy of inheriting his family’s fortune and birthing children to carry on his family name.

Jacob had always told her none of those technicalities mattered, but Lynne never fully believed him. She just never expected him to leave without a call or a message. She’d expected him to have the decency to end things with her, but alas.

Life was full of lessons, and Lynne had learned a great deal by loving Jacob. She’d learned to guard her heart. She’d learned sometimes safe was better than passion.

Ronald: Reservation is set for Friday at seven. They had a table, like you said. See you there. Love you.

Lynne: See you there, babe.

Lynne added a kiss face, but she didn’t say the words Ronald spewed every time they were together. He wasn’t ready for anal, and she wasn’t ready to tell Ronald she loved him. Lynne chuckled as she wondered how they’d ever meet each other in the middle.
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The grounds were as Jacob always remembered them, but there wasn’t something quite right with his head. It was foggy. Shouldn’t he be working? Shouldn’t he be in the city?

The family estate wasn’t far from the city, as urban sprawl had swallowed the land surrounding theirs, but it felt like a country holiday behind their gates. They had acres upon acres of land. Jacob used to spend hours staring at the boundaries of their land on a map, but everything was fuzzy as he glanced around the place where he’d spent endless hours as a child.

Jacob noticed his mother coming outside the main house. His grandfather had lived there until his mother took it over. She was his only child. Jacob’s father had taken on his mother’s last name when they married. She had three boys. Jacob, James, and Brad.

All three of them had studied business like their parents and were expected to carry on the family business, except Jacob couldn’t recall why he wasn’t at work. He knew it had something to do with his head.

“Jacob, how are you feeling today?”

He rubbed his forehead, feeling like he was missing so much. He felt like there were several details of his life floating around his head, but he couldn’t grasp one. They weren’t within reach.

“I don’t know. Confused,” Jacob said to his mother.

Lisa passed him a cup of hot tea. They were sitting in a four-season room with a view of the grounds. They painted and read in the room. It was also where they opened presents at Christmas. Random memories popped into Jacob’s mind, but he couldn’t seem to remember anything more recent. Nothing beyond moments from his childhood and early adulthood, but even those felt a little funny.

“You had brain surgery, son. Between that and the tumor, you’ve suffered some amnesia. That’s why you’re here instead of at the office.”

“How long have I been here?”

“Several months,” Lisa said. She frowned and placed her hand on Jacob’s leg, but her touch did nothing to comfort him.

“Months? I had cancer?”

“We’re lucky the doctors caught it when they did. You’ve been luckier than most on your road to recovery.”

Jacob didn’t feel lucky. He searched his mind, begging to recall the most recent memory he could, but it was the memory of his thirtieth birthday party, and Jacob had a feeling that was at over a year old.

“How old am I?”

“Thirty-five, dear.”

Jacob’s heart raced. He couldn’t believe there were five years of his memory he couldn’t access. He stood, sending his mug of tea crashing to the floor. It shattered, but Jacob didn’t care. He pushed a hand through his hair, racing out of the four-season room. The cold air gave Jacob a chance to think.

The vision of a face appeared in his mind. A woman. She had highlights, a lovely smile, and a generous bosom. She was laughing, throwing her hair over her shoulder and staring into Jacob’s eyes. He felt an overwhelming desire to kiss the woman in his vision. Who was she? What was her name?

Jacob’s head throbbed as he let the memory go, turning to his mother. He raced toward the four-season room and threw open the door.

“What can you tell me about my life? Am I dating anyone? What’s her name?”

“You weren’t seeing anyone important,” Lisa said in an assured voice. She crossed her legs and placed a hand on her knee.

“You’re lying, mother. I know you.”

Lisa didn’t meet her son’s eyes. She shook her head. “I assure you, Jacob. You weren’t dating anyone worthy of this family’s fortune.”

Jacob narrowed his eyes. He groaned and left the room, knowing he’d never get an answer out of his mother or anyone else in the house. He had to find out what people knew, so he went to the garage to grab a set of keys and take off before he lost his nerve.

Lisa ran after him, but Jacob was already on his way out of the estate. He didn’t have a wallet. No ID. Nothing, but he didn’t care if he went to jail, as long as he got some answers along the way.

***

Jacob managed not to get pulled over as he sped toward the offices of Ewing Enterprise. He pulled into the garage. At least his parking space hadn’t changed. His name was still on the wall, albeit much more faded than he remembered.

Jacob opened the car, got out, and slammed the door. He ran to the elevator, punching in the floor. His body was working on its own, remembering the steps he’d taken every day for years.

The floor went silent when the doors opened, revealing Jacob’s presence in the office for the first time in months. The attention startled him. He took a deep breath, stuffed his hands into his pockets, and stepped out of the elevator.

“Back to work, everyone,” Jacob said. “Don’t mind me.”

Everyone returned to what they were doing, but whispers pervaded the room. Jacob ignored what they were saying as best he could. Tumor. Surgery. Amnesia. The words hit his ears, no matter how much he tried to ignore them.

Brad came from around the corner, heading straight for his brother. “What are you doing here, bro? Mom called to say you might be on your way.”

Jacob looked around the room, noticing how many eyes were still on him. Some familiar. Others not. Jacob swallowed, trying to hold down the panic crawling up his throat. He couldn’t recall what projects he’d been working on before his surgery, but being in the office gave him a tinkling sensation that his fall from the top had been swift.

“Can we talk in your office, Brad? Where’s James?”

“He’s at a factory in Mexico,” Brad said. “He’s been there for the past week. It’s new. State of the art.” Brad pulled out his phone and showed Jacob pictures of a building he didn’t recognize, but all Jacob could think about was the woman who’d crossed through his mind. The woman his mother promised wasn’t good enough to take his hand in marriage.

Jacob didn’t care about the factory, but he told his brother it looked great.

“Why are you here, Jacob?” Brad asked when they stepped into his office and closed the door.

Jacob described the woman who’d appeared in his visions. Brad listened, only showing his cards for a brief second, but it was long enough for Jacob to notice.

“What do you know about her? What’s her name?”

Brad shook his head, glancing at the window. “Mom would kill me if I said something.”

Jacob frowned. “Aren’t we beyond that? Don’t we trust each other to make our own decisions? You can’t seriously be thinking about keeping her from me because of what mom thinks.”

“She’s keeping a lid on this one, and it might be for the best.”

Jacob cursed the holes in his memory. He gripped his chair, wondering what the fuck was wrong with his family. Why were they so controlling? Why couldn’t they trust him to make his own decisions? Jacob had partied a lot in college, but he’d made the family business millions upon millions since. Didn’t that deserve some respect?

“What the fuck, Brad?”

“I want to tell you, but I don’t want mom to come after me. You know how she gets. It’s only gotten worse the few years.”

“How long has she been taking care of me?”

“Ever since your symptoms became intense. We didn’t know what was wrong with you until they found a tumor in your brain. You weren’t able to remember the simplest things by the time they finally got around to doing surgery. This isn’t the first time you’ve come here asking questions. Probably won’t be the last. I’m sorry, bro.”

Jacob frowned, letting the truth wash over him. “How long ago did I get sick?”

“Your surgery was a few months ago. You were dating a girl, but mom didn’t approve. I didn’t know if you two really liked each other because you were already having problems with your memory, but you seemed to spend a lot of time with her.”

“You won’t tell me her name? I would tell you if the roles were reversed.”

Brad frowned. “That might be true, but I can’t. Mother would find out and hate me for breaking her trust. Your relationship isn’t worth that.” Brad had always been the brownnoser of the family, sucking up to their mother however he could.

“Whatever, man. You’re weak.” Jacob stood and stormed out of the office.

A woman he didn’t know approached him when he was rounding the corner from Brad’s office.

“Boss,” she said.

He looked at her with a puzzled look, trying his hardest to recall her name, but he couldn’t. “Yes? Can I help you?”

“I heard what you asked, and I wanted you to know her name. I saw you around here with her. You called her Lynne. You two looked happy, and I don’t care what anyone has to say.”

“Say about what?”

The woman folded her lips. “I’ve said enough. Plus, nobody knows if it’s rumor or truth.”

Jacob had a list of questions, but the woman scurried away before he could ask her. She disappeared into a row of desks. Jacob thought about going after her, but she’d given him more than enough. He turned to a desk close to him, picked up a blank piece of paper, and wrote the name ‘Lynne’ on it.
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Lynne and Ronald were enjoying Saturday morning at the park together after another night without penetrative sex when Lynne’s phone rang. It was an unknown number, but something in Lynne’s gut told her to answer the call. Lynne faked an apology to Ronald before sliding the green button on her screen to answer the call.

“Hello,” Lynne said.

“Is this Lynne Ericson?” the man asked.

“This is she. May I ask who’s calling?”

“This is the Ewing Residence. I’m Gerald, head of staff, and would like to invite you to lunch with Mr. Ewing.”

Lynne’s body burst into a heap of flames. Her dick twitched. “Jacob?” she asked with a bit too much excitement. Ronald watched her with a curious eye. Lynne put up her finger before standing and walking away from her boyfriend. He watched with upset eyes, but he didn’t stop her.

“Yes, Mr. Jacob Ewing would enjoy your presence. How does tomorrow sound?” Gerald asked.

Lynne looked over her shoulder at Ronald, feeling a pang of guilt, but she confirmed with Gerald before ending the call. She returned to the blanket where they had set up a picnic. It looked rather romantic, but looks could be deceiving.

“Who was that?” Ronald asked when Lynne sat.

Lynne tossed her hand in the air. “Nobody important,” she said in an unconvincing voice. “Someone who used to work at the office. They want to get people together for lunch?”

“By ‘they’ you mean Jacob, right?”

Lynne felt hot, but she also didn’t know why she needed to explain herself to Ronald. She wouldn’t cheat on him. She wouldn’t do anything without cutting ties first, so why did it matter if he knew Jacob was her ex-boyfriend who’d vanished like smoke in the wind?

“Yeah, Jacob. I hope that’s okay.”

Ronald didn’t look thrilled, but he said otherwise. “Should we head out soon? I’d like to eat dinner before we go to the symphony.”

Another date for the record books, but Lynne couldn’t feel excited. She loved the wining and dining when they first got together, but the beauty of those dates had faded with the monotony of their sex life.

“Yeah, let’s get going. I can’t wait to see the show,” Lynne said.

Ronald beamed. “It’ll be incredible. Then we can cuddle all night long.”

“Cuddling. Yay.”

“Is everything okay? I thought you like cuddling,” Ronald said.

Lynne sucked in a breath to pep up her voice before speaking. “I do. Cuddling is great. Let’s go.”

Ronald studied Lynne a moment before they stood to gather their stuff from the picnic. They went to Ronald’s car and drove straight to the restaurant for dinner. They always had a schedule and never deviated from it.

Lynne wanted to enjoy her time with Ronald, but he was the opposite of the man she missed. The man who’d left her with unfinished business. Lynne did her best to play along as the happy girlfriend, laughing at what Ronald said, but all she could think about was what could have happened to Jacob and why he was calling now.

***

Lynne and Ronald were back at his place after the symphony, cuddled up on the couch drinking hot tea. The symphony was lovely. Lynne couldn’t come up with a single complaint if she’d tried. Her only complaints would be about how timidly Ronald touched her. How he looked at her with unsteady eyes, like something terrible might happen to him if they went too far.

Lynne set her tea on the table, far beyond her limit. She’d hit her limit several dates ago, but never had the will to say anything. Not until now. Not until Jacob had reappeared in her life.

She’d spent the entire time at the symphony wondering how she would ever keep her hands to herself if she and Jacob were alone. If he even hinted at making a move, she would jump on him. Her dick was hard the entire show thinking about Jacob.

“Why don’t we have sex?” Lynne asked.

“We have sex,” he said.

“I know, but I want more than oral. If you don’t want to, it might be time we talk about going our separate ways.”

Ronald frowned and set his mug of hot tea on the coffee table. The blanket moved down his lap. He picked up the remote to turn down the TV. “Why would you say that? You know I like you, Lynne. I don’t want what we have to end. Is anal really that big of a deal to you?”

Lynne didn’t want to be a bitch. The sincerity in Ronald’s voice was undeniable, but anal was a big deal to her. She wanted to bend Ronald over and fuck him. She wanted to ride his dick. Lynne was a nasty girl and tired of holding back her true colors, even if she did enjoy Ronald’s time. Maybe she could love him if he ever gave anal a chance.

“It’s somewhat of a big deal, yeah.” Lynne pushed the blanket off her lap and scooted away from Ronald. “I like anal. Why can’t you even try it?”

Ronald bit his lip, averting his eyes. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice trailed to a whisper.

“You know,” she said. “Are you afraid it’ll hurt?”

Ronald shook his head. “I’ve tried on myself before. I didn’t like it.”

“What did you use?”

“A permanent marker,” he said.

Lynne chuckled. “No wonder. My dick will feel a million times better than some marker.”

“It wasn’t the pain. It’s just… gross. I don’t like it,” he said. “We can suck each other’s cocks all day long, but I don’t want anal. I’m sorry, Lynne.”

Lynne was speechless. She didn’t want to make Ronald do something he didn’t want, but how could they have a future when fucking Ronald’s ass was all Lynne could think about when they were together? She was dying to bury her dick deep in his warmth. He was probably so tight. Lynne got hard thinking about how it’d look to have Ronald on his hands and knees, slapping his hole with her fat cock.

“It’s okay. Let’s just watch the movie,” Lynne said. She didn’t have the energy to fight about this when it was clear Ronald didn’t want her fucking him.

They made love after the movie, but their hearts weren’t in it. Lynne couldn’t stop thinking about what she couldn’t have. Ronald couldn’t stop thinking about what he wouldn’t give, wondering if he was making a mistake by closing off his hole.
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Jacob woke up with little memory of the day he’d planned. He stirred in his childhood bedroom, which had been renovated several times since he lived in the space, but the view was still the same. Jacob got out of bed, ignoring how his dick stood at attention, and walked to the window.

He stared at his family’s courtyard below. His memory was getting better with each passing day. He knew some type of medical event had caused him to move home, but he couldn’t recall exactly what it was as he went to change out of his pajamas.

The air was freezing outside, even though it looked like it should be warm. The sun was shining. No snow on the ground. There were even green blades of grass, yet the temperature was icy as Jacob walked to the four-season room they had in the courtyard. He loved drinking his morning coffee there. It was as though muscle memory guided him to the building every morning.

Jacob was sipping his coffee and reading a newspaper that had been set out when Gerald entered the building.

“Morning, sir.”

“Hey, Gerald. How’s it going?”

“Your guest will arrive shortly. Would you like to see her here in the four-season room?”

Jacob had no idea who Gerald was talking about, but assumed he’d set an appointment on one of his finer days. “Sorry, Gerald, but who am I seeing today?”

Gerald had a concerned look on his face, as though they’d had this conversation a dozen times. “I’m grateful that you remember me.”

“My memory is a bit of a mess, isn’t it?”

“No worries, sir. You get better with each day. It’s hard to see you like this is all. You were so young and influential.”

“Thanks, Gerald. Don’t give up on me yet,” Jacob said with a laugh. He should read more. Figure out what he could from his past. Take notes. “Would you bring me a notebook, Gerald?”

“Sure thing, sure.” Gerald turned to leave, but Jacob stopped him.

“Who is visiting?”

“A woman you were dating before the surgery.”

Jacob touched where the scar on his head was. He asked Gerald, who confirmed Jacob’s suspicions. Jacob vaguely remembered recovering at the hospital. The bandages around his head. The memories flashed through his mind, causing pain.

“What’s her name?” Jacob asked, shaking off the discomfort of his past.

“Lynne,” Gerald said. “She’ll be here in fifteen. I’ll bring the notebook when she comes.”

Jacob nodded as Gerald left the room, scouring his mind for any memories of Lynne. He came up with nothing, and there were no pictures on the phone he had. Nothing from before the surgery. His mother had made it to where he had no reminders of his recent past, which was driving Jacob crazy.

How much longer could he spend locked away on his family’s estate? Jacob stood, pacing the room. He forgot all about Lynne as anger boiled within him. He was ripping a random page of the newspaper when Gerald returned with a beautiful woman standing behind him.

“Gerald,” Jacob said, and dropped the newspaper he was holding. “Is this Lynne?”

“Yes, sir.”

Jacob felt comfortable in Lynne’s presence. Seeing her was like inhaling the steam from a bowl of soup. Gerald smiled, noticing how little he was needed in the room. He stepped aside. Lynne stepped forward. Her eyes locked with Jacob’s. They stared at each other. Jacob could feel the faintest hints of memories with her.

“Lynne,” he said, testing her name on his tongue. It felt right. “How are you?”

Lynne didn’t move. She couldn’t think of what to say. Standing in front of the man she missed and loved felt too amazing. She shook her head and leaped into his arms. Jacob gasped, but he caught her in time.

Lynne wrapped her body around Jacob’s. He held her, wanting to kiss her, but he didn’t know if that was okay. Lynne tossed her hair over one shoulder and took the lead.

She knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t help herself. Jacob’s body was so firm. His face was so attractive. Guilt over hurting Ronald lingered in the back of Lynne’s mind, but it didn’t stop her.

Jacob held Lynne and accepted her kiss. Time disappeared as their mouths danced. Lynne broke the kiss first, wrangling her body to get free from Jacob’s arms.

Seeds of betrayal planted themselves within Lynne as she looked at Jacob, her lips still wet from the kiss. Lynne wiped her mouth. She couldn’t take back what she’d just done, but she could move on from it. “Should we sit?”

Jacob hadn’t wiped his mouth, and it was just as wet. He wanted more and was willing to wait as long as it took Lynne to give it to him. “Yeah, we can sit. Gerald will bring us sandwiches.”

“So, this is where you grew up?” Lynne asked as she took a seat at the dining table in the four-season room.

Jacob cleaned up the newspaper he’d been reading. “Would you like something to drink?” Jacob gestured toward the bar. “We have everything you could ever want.”

“I’ll have a sparkling water,” Lynne said.

Jacob grabbed his newspaper and went over to the wet bar along the wall. He filled a glass with ice, topping it with sparkling water. “Would you like lemon?”

“Sure.”

Lynne watched as Jacob made her a glass of sparkling water, wishing she could have moved more slowly. The poor man didn’t even remember her, and she’d jumped on him. Lynne pinched her thigh as shame washed over her. Jacob returned to the table. He passed her the glass.

“Thank you,” Lynne said through a cough.

“You’re welcome.” Jacob sat across from her. His green eyes were serious, studying every inch of Lynne. “So, we used to date?”

Lynne nodded. “Yeah, but then you just stopped answering your phone one day. Gerald filled me in on everything that happened on the walk out here. I’m so sorry about what you’ve gone through,” Lynne said. She reached out her hand.

Jacob pulled his hand away, dropping it to his lap. There was nothing he hated more than a pity party. Anyone could get a brain tumor. He was one of the unlucky ones. “It’s fine,” he said, cutting off Lynne. “I’m recovering well enough.”

“Right,” she said. Lynne glanced out the window, taking in the expansive grounds. She couldn’t imagine growing up with so much land, especially not so close to the city. She and Jacob had come from different worlds. It was dawning on her that his family probably didn’t want them together, which was why Jacob had been impossible to find.

“This is an incredible house. I can’t believe how many times I’ve driven near here and never knew all this existed.”

Jacob nodded. “Yeah, my family loves its estate.”

“As they should,” Lynne said. She wished she could turn back the clock. She wished she could have been by Jacob’s side throughout his recovery, but she hadn’t even known he was sick. Not until Gerald told her everything minutes ago.

Lynne cried as the truth overwhelmed her, just as Gerald was entering the room with their lunch. “Oh, my. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

Gerald was carrying a tray of sandwiches. Lynne wiped her eyes. “Nonsense, Gerald. Don’t mind me.”

“Okay,” Gerald said. He gave Lynne a knowing look. It was nearly impossible to watch a man who was once on top of the world struggling with his memory. “Here are your sandwiches. This half is vegetarian, and the other half isn’t. Would you two like me to fix you any cocktails before I leave?”

“Gerald is the best bartender,” Jacob said with a goofy smile.

“Fine.” Lynne hadn’t planned on drinking, but the scenery lent itself to a drink. She asked Gerald to make her a mojito. He offered to add fresh strawberries, which Lynne couldn’t help but accept.

Gerald fixed her mojito. He poured Jacob a scotch over ice. They sat at the table with their drinks and sandwiches. Gerald left the room.

“Cheers,” Jacob said and lifted his glass.

“Cheers. To making new memories,” said Lynne.

Jacob nodded before sipping his drink. They watched each other as they ate the sandwiches without crust and sipped their cocktails made by a man whose job it was to maintain the household. It was all too much for Lynne.

“Has Gerald been working here your entire life?”

“Yeah,” said Jacob. “He used to watch me all the time when I was a kid.”

“Was it strange? Growing up here?”

“It was all I knew. How could it have been strange?”

Lynne shrugged. “Your childhood must have been different from most.”

Jacob knew he’d been dating Lynne, but he couldn’t help but hate her line of conversation. He couldn’t remember all the weeks they’d spent together before she discovered he was an heir to one of the largest fortunes in the country.

Lynne noticed a change in the air. She picked up her sandwich. “Sorry, Jacob. We never used to talk about your childhood. You only told me about your family after we’d dated for weeks. I wish you could remember all the fun we had.”

Jacob frowned. He couldn’t recall any memories with Lynne, but he believed they used to enjoy their time without discussing family.

“Do you remember going down the river in kayaks?”

“I’ve done it,” Jacob said with a nod. “I don’t remember going with you, but I used to love going.”

“We went several times in the summer,” Lynne said. She thought back to the amazing time they’d had over the summer. All the different hotels they’d visited. All the different positions they’d tried. “Before you disappeared.”

“I’m sorry about that,” Jacob said. “My mother, Lisa, didn’t want me to call you. She isn’t happy we’re meeting now.”

“Why?”

Jacob shrugged. “She said there was something about you that she didn’t like. Something that wouldn’t make you suitable to be my girlfriend, but I told her to fuck off and had Gerald call you.”

“She didn’t want you to call?”

“No,” Jacob said, “but my mother can be a bit controlling sometimes.”

Lynne knew why. She squeezed her thighs together, wondering how his mother had found out. Maybe it was one of the brothers. Lynne had met them at some dinners and parties over the summer. Jacob told her that he’d shared her secret with his brothers, which she hadn’t really cared about, but what if they’d crossed her? What if they were as evil as the mother Lynne had never met?

“There’s something you need to know, Jacob.”

Jacob frowned. “What?”

“One of your brothers might have said something to your mother.”

“Said something about what? You’re scaring me, Lynne. Did you do something before I had surgery?”

“No, it’s not about what I did. It’s about who I am,” she said. Lynne hated having to come out to Jacob this way. She wished she could travel back to the night they’d met on the dance floor. There’d been no questions about their attraction. No lingering doubts when they stripped naked.

Lynne had a boyfriend who accepted her now, but Ronald had yet to give her an ounce of the spark she’d felt with Jacob during those months they were together.

If only it didn’t feel like those months with Jacob had never happened. Lynne saw nothing when their eyes met. Nothing except confusion and speculation.

“What about you, Lynne?”

“I’m trans, Jacob, and I still have my…” Lynne’s words trailed off as she glanced down at her crotch.

Jacob’s mouth opened. He didn’t have a word to say. “We were together?”

Lynne cursed under her breath. “Yes, Jacob. We met while dancing and made love all night after getting sweaty at the club. It was incredible and easily one of the best nights of my life.”

Jacob couldn’t remember it, hating himself for disappointing this beauty across from him. It also didn’t bother Jacob that Lynne was trans, but it certainly came as a surprise. Her voice sounded feminine. Her mannerisms were womanly. Nothing about Lynne would tell Jacob that she had a dick between her legs, but he got a little hard thinking about what she might look like naked.

Had meeting Lynne revealed an attraction Jacob never knew he had?

Lynne finished the last bite of her sandwich and polished off her mojito. She didn’t want to overstay her welcome. She opened her purse and pulled out a business card, standing from the table. Lynne walked around to where Jacob was sitting, getting a little closer than appropriate.

“Here’s my card. Call me if you’d like to leave this… compound.”

Jacob picked up the card, looking into Lynne’s eyes, and it was as though he could taste the memory of the night they met. It was a millisecond, but the strobe lights passed through his mind. The sweat. Their touch.

“Yeah, it would be nice to leave these walls.”

“I’ll see myself out, if you don’t mind. Nice seeing you, Jacob.”

Jacob went still as Lynne bent down to kiss Jacob’s cheek. She turned and walked out of the room without looking at him, hoping he’d call.
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Lynne left work an hour early. She wanted to look her best for what was next on her list, so she went straight to the salon. Her hairdresser, Molly, had the chair ready when Lynne walked through the door.

“We’re touching up the highlights today, correct?”

“Yeah, I want to take the ombre a little higher now that it’s grown out.”

Molly nodded and got to work. She prepped Lynne’s hair for highlights. They talked about Lynne’s office, where she worked as a manager. Lynne complained about some of her coworkers that Molly would never meet, but all she could think about was Ronald.

“Have you ever broken a man’s heart?” Lynne asked Molly.

Molly laughed, meeting Lynne’s eyes in the mirror. “Why? Thinking about hurting a man?”

Lynne had already told Molly about Jacob disappearing. They’d written it off as him ghosting her, but now Lynne knew he’d faced a medical emergency. One that left him with no memory of what they’d had. Lynne didn’t know if she’d be able to live with herself just letting go of the past, even though now would be the perfect time to make a clean break.

“Remember the guy who ghosted me?”

“Yeah,” Molly said as she painted a strip of Lynne’s hair. “Why?”

“I heard from him. He had a brain tumor and lost his memory. He doesn’t remember who I am.”

Molly stopped what she was doing, setting the bowl of hair bleach on her station. “Are you kidding me? He lost all memory of who you are?”

“Yeah,” Lynne said. “I wish it weren’t true, but he doesn’t remember a thing. Not even the night we met, which was one of the best nights of my life.”

“Fuck, girl. I had no idea it went that deep.” Molly picked up the color to keep working. She only had so much time to finish since she’d already started.

“The worst part is that I have another boyfriend now. I wasn’t even searching for one, and he came to me out of nowhere.”

“It seems to happen that way in life sometimes. Try to do our best, but there’s something always waiting to derail us. Throw us off course.”

“I wish I could turn back the clock,” said Lynne. She hated how little control she had over the situation. She hated how she longed for a man who might never remember the beautiful times they had. “The worst part is that I jumped into his arms and kissed him when I got there.”

“No,” Molly gasped. “What did he do?”

“He held me and kissed me. Then I was crying when his house manager walked into the room.”

“Wait, this man has a house manager? How rich is he?”

“Insanely, but that’s not why I like him. The energy we shared when we were dating was intoxicating. It was electric. I don’t know how I’ve been living without it.”

“So, your new boyfriend doesn’t compare?” Molly asked.

“He does, but they’re so different.”

Molly narrowed her eyes. “I don’t believe you, Lynne. You don’t talk about the new one how you talked about the old one. What’s his name?”

“Jacob,” said Lynne.

“Is that the new one or the old one?”

“The old one. Isn’t that who you were talking about?”

“I was referring to both,” Molly said. “You’re the one who chose.”

Lynne hated how Molly had pulled a name out of her, but she knew who she wanted. Lynne only hoped she was making the right decision. “Don’t let me down, Molly. I need this hair to look incredible,” Lynne said.

“I got you,” Molly said and winked at Lynne in the mirror. They moved on from the subject of Lynne’s men, but the two lingered in Lynne’s thoughts. What was she going to do? How could she make this right?

Molly finished her hair. It looked incredible when Lynne first saw it in the mirror. They hadn’t talked about the guys in over an hour, but then Molly couldn’t hold her tongue a second longer.

“Don’t be afraid to follow your heart. You’ll only hurt yourself by loving someone with half your heart.”

Lynne bit her lip. She didn’t want to hear such a powerful truth. She’d rather bury her head in the sand. Date two men at once. Pretend she didn’t have to decide. What if she gave Jacob a chance, and they never regained their spark? What if giving up on Ronald would turn into a mistake?

“Don’t make me more confused than I already am,” Lynne said to Molly. She grabbed her purse and pulled out her credit card. “Give yourself twenty percent, like always. I need to run.”

Molly smiled and took the card. “I’ll be right back.”

Lynne fluffed her hair in the mirror as she waited for Molly, wondering if she had to courage to follow her heart.
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Ronald was waiting on a bench in the mall when he first heard Lynne’s heeling clicking against the floor. He turned, noticing her in an instant. His beauty. His love. Ronald didn’t want to lose her, but he knew there was something off about her when they last talked.

“There you are,” Lynne said when she got within earshot.

Ronald stood. They hugged. Kissed. Some people watched. Most ignored them. Lynne looked around. She didn’t want to cause a scene, so she took Ronald’s hand and led him to a photo booth that wasn’t far from where they were sitting.

It was empty when Lynne peeked inside. “Let’s talk in here.”

Ronald followed Lynne into the photo booth. His stomach twisted in knots. He didn’t want to hear whatever it was Lynne had to say. He wanted to go back to when they’d first met. Before she’d begun acting strange.

“What is it, Lynne? Why did you want to talk?”

“It’s about us,” said Lynne. She placed her hands over Ronald’s, turning her body to face him. “I don’t know if I can continue without anal, and I respect you too much not to tell you the truth.”

Ronald frowned. He’d been afraid this conversation was coming ever since he’d told her he wasn’t interested in anal. Ronald didn’t want to argue. He didn’t want to say anything, so he said nothing. Ronald turned away from Lynne and stepped out of the photo booth.

“Hey, where are you going?”

Ronald didn’t respond as he continued walking away from the photo booth. He wanted to get out of the mall before tears fell from his eyes. He never wanted to see Lynne again. How did he ever think what they had would have worked?

Lynne reached Ronald and placed a hand on his shoulder. “I don’t want to talk. You’ve made your point,” Ronald said without turning to look at Lynne.

His words made her drop her hand. She didn’t want their relationship to end like this, but she couldn’t make Ronald stop. Lynne had to let him leave.

Lynne’s heart sank to the pits of her stomach when Ronald turned the corner without looking back at her. She wiped the single tear from her eye, yelling at herself to keep it together. She’d spent far too long doing her makeup to let it get messed up in front of everyone.

People were staring. Lynne ignored them as she turned away from where Ronald had left her and walked in the opposite direction. She didn’t care that it was the long way to her car. She needed air. A second to breathe.

Jacob still hadn’t called. Lynne had hoped he would. If not, she would have to make a visit herself. Had she really given up on a man who loved her for a man who might never call?
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Weeks passed without a phone call. Jacob had Lynne’s card, but he could never remember exactly who she was when he woke up in the morning. His mother was also no help. She told Jacob that Lynne was nobody he needed to know, and his brothers followed suit.

Nobody expected it when the doorbell rang early on a Friday morning. Gerald went to the intercom to check who was at the gate. A smile crossed his face when he saw Lynne in her car. He felt terrible that she met Jacob right before he lost his memory. Gerald could tell there was something between them.

“Lynne, welcome back to the Ewing Estate. Please pull up to the door, and I’ll let you inside.”

Lisa turned the corner. She narrowed her eyes at Gerald. “With whom were you speaking, Gerald?”

“That was Ms. Ericson, ma’am.”

“You mean that Lynne girl?”

“Yes, Mrs. Ewing. She has come to visit Jacob. I thought it would be good for him to see her.”

Lisa stepped forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “What in the world gave you the idea you had any say in how this house operates? Jacob is my son, and he’ll do as I say. That creature is not worthy of him.”

“How is it I’ve worked for you this long? Do you remember Jacob’s recitals? What about the other boys? Can you recall their football games? Baseball? Volleyball? Do you remember anything from their childhoods, or were you too busy socializing around town? Sleeping with different hus—”

“I suggest you close your mouth right now, Gerald. I’ll see to it that you never work in this town again.”

Gerald grunted. “I could work at any hotel I wanted, ma’am, and with much less harassment than I face from you. You’re lucky to have someone of my caliber working for you. The only reason I’ve put up with it this long is because of how lousy you and your husband have been as parents.”

Lynne knocked at the door, dropping a comforter of tension over Gerald and Lisa.

“You had no right to speak to me that way.”

“I apologize, Mrs. Ewing. You know I’m not one to speak out of terms, but you can’t keep sheltering Jacob like this. He’s thirty-five. Let him love who he wants. Give him a chance to make his own decisions. He’ll never get his memory back if you keep him locked up in his childhood home.”

Lisa crossed her arms over her chest. She hated how much more time Gerald had spent with the kids than her. She never realized how quickly the time was moving when they were younger. It appeared she had forever, but forever had passed before her eyes.

“Fine,” Lisa said. “Let her in, but you’re making a mistake. Mark my words.”

Gerald couldn’t have cared less as he opened the door for Lynne. He beamed. “I’m so glad you came, Lynne. It’s great to see you. Mr. Ewing has been so confused, but I believe spending time together will help. Don’t you, Mrs. Ewing?”

Lisa scowled. She crossed her arms. “Yeah, I guess.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Ewing. I’m Lynne,” she said and put out her hand.

Lisa looked at Lynne’s hand as though she’d never seen anything more disgusting, like she’d be crazy to even touch it. “My son is in the four-season room. Don’t overstay your welcome.”

Lynne didn’t know how to respond to Mrs. Ewing, so she stayed quiet. The woman huffed and left the room, leaving Lynne alone with Gerald. “Would you like me to show you the way?”

Lynne remembered but accepted Gerald’s offer. “Will she ever like me?”

“Who knows what Mrs. Ewing will like or not like? You have to follow your heart.”

Gerald wasn’t the first person to give Lynne that advice, even though she wasn’t sure she should take it. Was loving Jacob worth his mother hating her? Was it worth trying to blend with his family? Lynne had given up on Ronald but couldn’t help but wonder if it was a mistake, especially those times when she was at home alone, waiting on the call from Jacob that never came.

“Jacob,” Gerald said when we approached the four-season room. “Lynne is here to see you.”

Jacob met Lynne’s eyes, but there was no spark behind them. The way he once looked at her had vanished, which made Lynne want to cry. How long could she deal with Jacob’s lack of memory? Lynne wanted to be strong, but seeing Jacob like this was easily one of the most difficult obstacles of Lynne’s life.

“Hey, Lynne. From the card?” Jacob asked and held up her business card.

“Yeah, that’s mine.”

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Gerald said and exited the room.

The door closed behind Gerald. Lynne’s mouth went dry as she met Jacob’s eyes again. “Do you mind if I make myself a drink?”

“Help yourself,” Jacob said. His eyes followed Lynne as she went to the bar to fix herself a sparkling water. He remembered her stopping by not long ago. They talked, but he couldn’t recall what they’d discussed. He knew they’d dated, but how long had passed? Jacob couldn’t get a firm grasp on his memories.

Lynne sat next to Jacob. They were on the couch. “Do you remember what I told you when we were last together?”

Jacob closed his eyes, but he couldn’t recall. “No, I’m sorry.”

“We were dating. I’m trans and still have a dick. I really miss you, Jacob.”

“This all must be difficult for you,” Jacob said.

“It is,” Lynne admitted. “You don’t have a problem with me being trans?”

“No,” Jacob said. Now that Lynne said something, he remembered her last visit more clearly, and he remembered touching himself in the shower after she left. He thought it would have done more to recall his memories, but it was nothing except self-pleasure.

“How would you feel if we left here? We could go some places where we had dates,” Lynne offered.

Jacob couldn’t think of a reason not to spend the day with Lynne. He had nothing better to do, and if he had one recent memory, it was his growing hate of being stuck in his childhood home.

“Yeah, let’s go. I’ll grab my coat.”

“Perfect,” Lynne said.

***

Passing through the gate with Jacob by her side was surreal. She couldn’t believe they were letting her take him. Lynne still couldn’t bear the pain of Jacob’s lost memories, but she covered them under a steel exterior.

“Where are we going?”

Lynne didn’t want to give up the surprise, but she also feared causing Jacob any unnecessary anxiety. “We’re going to an apple farm. I’m hoping it’ll help your memory. How often do you leave the house?”

“Not often enough,” Jacob said. “Mother didn’t let me leave for the first couple of months after my surgery. Gerald takes me some places, but they’re never far from home and all places I remember from my childhood.”

“Has your memory been getting any better?”

Jacob shrugged. “Maybe? It’s hard to say.”

“You don’t know how much I wish I could change all this for you.”

“It’s okay. Let’s enjoy the now.”

Lynne nodded. They were only a few miles from the apple farm. She turned up the music on the radio. It was an old song. Jacob hummed along to the melody. He sang the words the second time around, not missing a beat. Lynne listened, wondering if there were memories hidden beneath the surface as she turned into the place where they’d had a date in the summer picking berries on the apple farm.

They pulled into a parking space. Jacob glanced around, taking in the scene.

“We’ve been here?”

“Yeah,” Lynne said. “Coming here was your idea. Does it look familiar?”

“Not really,” Jacob said. He frowned as he watched the people eagerly making their way to the farm’s entrance. He wished he could recall bringing Lynne here, but he couldn’t.

Lynne came up behind him, placing her hand on his shoulder. “It’s okay if you don’t remember. We’re here to make new memories.”

“What did we do?”

“We came to pick berries. Then we went back to your place and watched a video to make a pie. It was a bit of a disaster, but the end product somehow tasted delicious.”

Jacob couldn’t recall the memory, but it sounded like a lovely date. He wondered what other experiences Lynne remembered that he couldn’t. It pained him knowing she had to live so long without him, but it warmed him knowing that she came back so easily.

Jacob took Lynne’s hand as they walked through the entrance, feeling grateful to have a woman who would come back to him after months of limbo. Jacob felt so overwhelmed by his love for Lynne that he lifted her hand to his lips to kiss it.

“You’re an amazing woman,” Jacob said.

“What’s all this?”

Jacob chuckled. He dropped Lynne’s hand gently at her side. “Nothing,” he said. “What can we even do here this time of year?”

“We’re going to learn how to make cider with the apples they harvested in the fall.”

“Okay,” Jacob said with a smile. They continued to the tour. It was educational and far more exciting than expected. If only a cloud weren’t hovering over Jacob’s head. It was bothering him that he couldn’t remember a date he’d planned. He hated how long he’d gone without even thinking of Lynne’s name.

They couldn’t drink the fresh cider they’d prepared, but the tour ended with a cider tasting. They tried a bunch of different ones, even one with spicy peppers infused into the sweet drink.

The tour ended with a bonfire. It was just warm enough to sit outside, so Jacob and Lynne took their cold ciders to sit by the fire. They held hands. Sparks ran between them. Lynne wished Jacob had never disappeared from her life because she hated feeling guilty about Ronald. That guilt never hung between them before Jacob’s medical emergency. Now a confession sat at the tip of her tongue, wanting to break free.

“Please don’t make me go home,” Jacob said. “I’m having the best day. Every day at the estate is the same. I can’t do it anymore. My mother means well, but she’s killing me. I want to get back to the office. I want to date you. Do stuff like this.” Jacob gestured toward the cider and the bonfire.

Lynne was about to say something about Ronald and the months she had while Jacob was away, but it seemed too overwhelming of a topic to broach.

“What else should we do?”

“I don’t know,” Jacob said. “Let’s do something that’ll make me feel alive. I’m tired of sitting in that four-season room. I’m tired of having Gerald bring me lunch. Walking the same path, day after day.”

Lynne licked her lips as she thought of an idea. Something inside. Something warm. “We could go to a bar with a pool. We could go dancing, but I’m not sure where to do that.”

Jacob pursed his lips and narrowed his eyes, trying to pinpoint an idea in his mind. “I’d love to dance with you, but I’m not sure where we could do that. How are you at darts?”

“Terrible.” Lynne covered her mouth as laughter spilled out. She met Jacob’s gaze. “You took me the first time I ever went. You taught me everything I know.”

Jacob grunted. “Guess I’ve always loved darts, huh?”

“I know just the place,” Lynne said. She glanced at her cider, which was only half gone, but suddenly it became freezing cold. All she wanted was to go inside. She wanted a hot drink, and the bar Jacob used to take her to when they were together had hot wine. She’d gone once when she was missing him, but it wasn’t the same without him there.

Jacob and Lynne left their half-finished ciders on the bar before getting into her car. She drove them to the bar that Jacob once frequented. When she got there, she told Jacob to wait while she went inside to warn everyone not to startle him. She explained what had happened to the bartender, who’d worked there for years, and he told all his coworkers and the regular guests.

“What was all that about?” Jacob asked Lynne when she returned to the car.

“Oh, nothing. Come on.”

Jacob got out of the car and followed Lynne to the door. Memories tickled his mind when he put his hand on the knob. The memories were hidden behind a layer of thick fog, but he’d been to this bar many times. He felt it in his bones.

“This used to be my spot, didn’t it?” Jacob asked with a hint of panic in his voice.

“Yeah, but don’t worry. I’ve warned the manager,” Lynne said and rubbed Jacob’s shoulder blade. Desire spiked within Lynne as she touched Jacob. A memory hit her. They were naked. She had her legs in the air. Jacob had his dick deep in her, fucking her slowly. Kissing her body. Rubbing her dick. Lynne touched Jacob’s shoulder blade. She’d traced it with her fingertip as Jacob fucked her.

Everyone acted normal when they walked into the room. Jacob was breathing heavily, so Lynne took his hand and told him everything was going to be okay. They approached the bar. Jacob could swear he’d seen the bartender a million times but couldn’t come up with his name.

“Could I get a hot wine? We’d also like some darts,” Lynne said. She leaned on the counter. Her body dipped low enough to reveal a hint of cleavage, which the bartender couldn’t help but notice. Jacob got a little defensive and wrapped his arm around Lynne.

The bartender chuckled, but it was hardly audible. “What would you like, sir?” he asked, even though he would have normally used Jacob’s name.

“Scotch on the rocks,” he said.

The bartender lifted his eyebrow. “That’s a change,” he said.

Lynne gave him a scolding look, but Jacob was more intrigued than annoyed. He wanted to learn what he was like before he had surgery. He wanted to know who he was without his mother’s daily influence.

“What did I use to order?”

“A beer if you didn’t like the specialty cocktail of the day. Not sure I’ve ever heard you order a scotch.”

Jacob frowned. Scotch was about all they drank at the estate. Lisa thought beer was for trashy people and only allowed the highest-quality brews in the house.

“Give me the specialty cocktail then,” said Jacob.

“Coming right up.”

Lynne leaned her back against the counter, looking out at the bar. She recognized many of the faces. They weren’t people she spoke with frequently, but she’d played against a couple of them in darts with Jacob, who they couldn’t help but focus their attention on.

Jacob turned away from the crowd to watch the bartender make his drink. He couldn’t handle all the eyes on him. The bartender poured Jacob’s cocktail into a rocks glass and passed it to him along with the darts. “Wanna open a tab?”

Lynne pulled out her credit card and placed it on the counter. “Sure, charge everything we order to me.”

“Will do,” the bartender said and took her card.

Lynne pulled Jacob away before he could protest. “I could have paid,” Jacob said as Lynne was dragging him toward the darts.

“I have enough money for drinks,” Lynne said with a laugh. “Plus, you’re on the run. We shouldn’t swipe your card anywhere, or someone could find you.”

“Fine,” Jacob said. He smiled at Lynne as she passed him the darts. Standing at the line in front of the board awoke a strange sensation within his body. He’d been here at this very spot so many times that his brain hurt trying to comprehend what was happening. So many of his days were missing, but maybe spending time with Lynne was the key to recovering them.

Jacob stood at the line with a dart in his hand. He took a deep breath before throwing it at the board. He hit a bullseye on his first try. Lynne clapped and jumped into his arms, kissing him on the cheek. “That throw was incredible.”

A couple Lynne recognized came up to them. “Would you two like to play doubles?”

Lynne looked at Jacob and lifted an eyebrow, waiting for Jacob to give an answer. He looked pained for a second before a smile crossed his face. “Sure, why not? Let’s play a game. What are your names?”

The couple looked at each other, frowning, but it was only for a beat. They introduced themselves and became friends with Jacob all over again. Jacob had a blast throwing darts and catching up on what he couldn’t remember in the sporting world.

He and Lynne even danced in front of the dartboard when their friends went for a drink. She had her arms wrapped around the back of his neck. He had his hands on her hips. Jacob’s eyes looked filled with life as they stared at each other. He was returning to the man Lynne remembered.

“Thank you for coming back to me,” Jacob said.

“There was no way I couldn’t.”

“I’m happy you didn’t move on and that we can pick up where we left off.”

Guilt turned Lynne’s stomach, but she said nothing. Where was Ronald? Sitting at home all alone? Had he found a new girlfriend? He was the one who’d approached her. Maybe he had a confidence Lynne never truly understood. She told herself he’d be fine as she looked at Jacob, feeling like she was exactly where she wanted to be.

“What if we went back to my place?”

“I was hoping you’d ask.”

“Let’s go,” said Lynne. She took Jacob’s hand. They said goodbye to their friends who’d gotten stuck talking to the bartender. They weren’t too disappointed to see Lynne and Jacob leave. Although everyone said how happy they were to see Jacob again, and Jacob promised everyone he’d return to the place that strangely felt like a home away from home.
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Lynne and Jacob walked through her door. She turned on a light, gasping when Jacob walked up behind her to wrap his arms around her torso. He kissed her neck. She moaned, pushing her ass into the hardness bulging beneath his pants.

“I loved dancing with you. I’ve loved everything about today,” Jacob said between kisses. He moved his hands from Lynne’s sides down to her thighs, wanting to take off her panties. He wanted to wrap his lips around her girly cock.

“Me too,” Lynne said. She was getting hard at Jacob’s touch. She reached behind to wrap her hand around the back of Jacob’s head. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

“I’ve been ready since I saw you in the four-season room the first time. You’re so sexy, Lynne. My memory is getting better, and you’re who I think about most. I want to date you. Fuck you. Love you. You came back for me, and that has taught me how important it is to have someone in my corner, and I want that person to be you.”

Lynne squeezed her legs together. She moaned and pushed her ass deeper into Jacob’s crotch, wanting to give him everything she had to offer. Jacob moaned and cupped his hands around Lynne’s thighs, pulling up to reveal her cock.

“Fuck,” Jacob said into Lynne’s ear. His breath was hot. His touch was firm. “I want to fuck you, but I want you to fuck me.”

“We can fuck each other,” Lynne said.

Jacob growled. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had sex, but he imagined it was with Lynne. His level of horniness was unbearable. He picked Lynne up and carried her to her bedroom. He placed her on the bed and climbed on next to her, straddling her legs.

“Were we using condoms when we were together?”

“No,” Lynne said.

“Good. I want you to fuck me raw. I want your cream deep in my ass,” Jacob said.

Lynne reached down to grab her hard dick, wanting exactly what Jacob had described. She lifted herself from a lying position. She pushed Jacob to his hands and knees, reaching around to unbutton his pants. He helped her pull them down until nothing was covering his beautiful hole.

Lynne stripped naked as Jacob took off his shirt, leaving nothing on except her jewelry. Lynne held her dick at its base. She spread Jacob’s cheeks and slapped her cock against his hole. Jacob moaned and shook his hips, lifting his ass higher in the air.

“Fuck me, baby. Give me that dick.”

“You want my dick?” Lynne asked. She pushed her tip against Jacob’s relaxed hole. He swallowed the head of her cock, but Lynne pulled out to tease him.

Jacob cried, gripping the sheets beneath him. “Give me that dick. I need it.”

Lynne didn’t make Jacob wait any longer. She pushed half her cock into Jacob’s tight hole, making him yelp and cry, but he didn’t ask her to take it out. It felt too incredible. It was everything he never knew he was missing.

Jacob reached between his legs to grab his hard cock, grunting as Lynne picked up speed fucking his hole. She slid in deep, pushing against his spot. Jacob had to stop touching his cock, or he would make himself cum. He wanted to enjoy each thrust of Lynne’s hips. He wanted her to cum deep in his hole, but Jacob wasn’t the only one who wanted to get fucked.

Lynne lowered her hips and pulled Jacob to an upright position, making him sit on her cock, but she still had plenty of room to thrust her hips. She held Jacob’s chest as she plowed him from behind. Jacob closed his eyes, loving how Lynne’s cock slid in and out of his ass.

“Damn, your dick feels so amazing.”

Lynne reached around and touched Jacob’s cock. He gripped her hand. He was so sensitive. So close to cumming, but Lynne wanted all that cream in her ass, and then she would give Jacob what he was so desperately craving.

“What are you doing?” Jacob asked when Lynne pulled out of him, leaving him feeling empty and hungry for her cock.

Lynne turned Jacob to his back. She spat on her hand and rubbed the wetness all over Jacob’s cock before sitting on it. Jacob gasped when her hole swallowed his cock. It was so warm. So tight. He couldn’t last long. Maybe not even a second.

Jacob gripped Lynne’s thighs as she lifted her hips and dropped them on Jacob’s cock. She reached down to dig her fingers into his chest, fucking his dick with more vigor. It’d been so long since she had some dick, and Jacob’s felt so amazing. It was spreading her walls in all the right ways.

Judging by Jacob’s face and the sounds coming from his mouth, he was loving everything Lynne gave. He had his eyes closed, fighting himself not to cum. He didn’t want to shoot his load prematurely, but he didn’t know if he could last another second.

“I’m about to cum, baby.”

“Cum in me, and then I’ll give you my load.”

Jacob opened his eyes. Lynne was staring at him, but it felt comfortable. She had her hands on his chest. Her asshole moving up and down Jacob’s rod. He reached forward to grab her cock, which was sitting on his stomach. It felt so thick in his hand. Jacob stroked it mindlessly as Lynne used his dick for their mutual pleasure.

It didn’t take Jacob long before he was moaning Lynne’s name and curling his toes. He took control at the last second. He gripped Lynne’s hips and lifted his to fuck her as he reached his climax. Jacob gasped as the cum left his dick. He filled Lynne’s hole while holding her dick.

Lynne waited no time before lifting herself from Jacob’s dick. She turned him over and sank her cock into his hole. Lynne came instantly. Her hips jerked as her cock filled Jacob’s hole with her creamy seed. She kept fucking him until her dick was going soft and cum was leaking out of his hole.

Jacob sighed a breath of joy as they collapsed on the bed next to each other. Lynne curled up next to Jacob. He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her tight so that her breasts pressed against his side.

“We’ll have to do that again soon.”

“We used to do it several times a week,” Lynne said.

“I can’t wait to get back to the life we used to have. Will you help us get there? Will you stay by my side?”

Lynne ran a finger across Jacob’s chest. “I’ll be here,” she said.

“Good.”

The next morning came around, and they made love again. It seemed even better the second time. The highs stayed with them throughout the day until they could get back together at night. Lisa wasn’t a fan of the relationship, but she couldn’t do anything to stop her son now that he’d had a proper taste of Lynne.

Nothing could stop them from rekindling their past romance. Nothing at all.
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Jacob and Lynne spent every free moment together over the next few weeks. Jacob slept at Lynne’s place most nights, slowly moving away from his life at the estate. He wanted to get back to work full time. Jacob wanted to have his own apartment. A place where Lynne could spend the night and put clothes in his dresser.

“How was today?” Brad asked Jacob.

“It was okay,” he said. “Still hurts my head reading all these documents, but it gets easier the longer I keep at it.”

“Good. Maybe we can start having you here two or three days a week. Everyone misses having you around the office,” said Brad.

Jacob had been going to the office once or twice a week to relearn what he’d been doing when he worked there. The work was complicated, but Jacob was confident he could figure it out with time. They talked about work for a few more minutes, but then Brad shifted gears.

“Are you seeing Lynne tonight?”

“Yeah, we have plans.”

“You two are back to being inseparable,” Brad said with a chuckle. “How has mom been taking it?”

“Who cares? It’s my life.”

“Fair point.”

“Are we finished here?”

“Yeah,” said Brad. “Enjoy your date.”

“I will,” he said and stood from his chair. He grabbed his briefcase with some notes he’d made to better remember the day and headed out the door. Lynne was meeting him at a restaurant in the city in a few hours, and he wanted to go home to get ready.

Jacob was finally feeling like his old self again, and nobody was about to take that from him.
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Lynne walked into the room wearing a shimmering black dress. It had a cut up one of her legs to expose her thigh. She was wearing four-inch black heels. Silver jewelry. Her hair pinned to one side, curled all the way to her breasts. Brown on top. Blonde on bottom.

“You look amazing,” Jacob said when he saw Lynne. He took her hand, lifted her arm, and spun her in a circle.

“Likewise,” Lynne said. He was wearing a navy suit that had been tailored to his body.

“Should we grab a drink before we find our seats?” Jacob asked.

“I would love that.”

Jacob put out his arm to hook it with Lynne’s. They went to the bar, drawing attention as they passed others. Lynne didn’t blame them for staring. They were easily one of the sexiest couples in the room. Lynne was floating on top of the world, feeling like the most fabulous woman who had ever lived.

They ordered drinks from the bar and a pretzel as a snack. They were at the theater to see a play, but there were still ten minutes before it started, so they walked the halls.

“Lynne?” a familiar voice asked. She didn’t have to turn around to know who was standing there, but the voice attracted Jacob’s attention. He turned. Lynne didn’t move. Not until someone tapped her on the shoulder.

It was Jacob. He said her name. “What are you doing, Lynne? He’s talking to you.”

Lynne cursed without uttering a sound. She plastered a fake smile onto her face before turning to meet the eyes of the men who had her heart. One she’d betrayed. One who had the truth withheld from him. Disappointment was clear on their faces. Lynne might have been wearing a fabulous dress, but it did nothing to comfort her now that she’d been caught.

“So, this is who you left me for?” Ronald asked before Lynne had the chance to say a word. “You know how much I love the theater. Why did you bring him here, Lynne?”

“You don’t own the theater, Ronald.” Lynne could have said anything else. She regretted the words as soon as they left her lips, but she was feeling vulnerable. Cornered. She had to protect herself, even if it meant losing everything that she held dear.

“Who is this, Lynne?”

“It’s complicated, Jacob. When you were—”

“What’s complicated about it, Lynne? You left me a couple weeks ago, and now you’re out on the town with him. I bet he’s giving you everything I couldn’t, isn’t he?”

“Ronald, please. You don’t—”

Ronald turned toward Jacob, putting his finger in Jacob’s face. “I bet you’re giving your ass up to her. I can’t… I can’t—”

“That’s none of your business, man.” Jacob stepped forward. He pushed Ronald with his shoulder, causing him to spill his drink. The sound of his glass shattering against the floor turned the few heads that hadn’t already stopped to watch them.

Lynne covered her eyes, horrified by the attention they were receiving. She hated that she’d kept the truth from both of her men and that it had led to this. Lynne thought she was going to live a life without consequences, but it was clear the universe had other plans.

“Guys, please stop. People are staring,” Lynne pleaded.

“No,” Jacob hollered. There were tears in his eyes. “Were you dating this man? You left him when you found out about me?”

“Yes,” Lynne said. “Let me explain.”

Jacob shook his head. “You had all the time in the world to explain. There’s nothing I want to hear from you now.”

“Don’t leave.” Lynne begged, but Jacob had already turned away. He was on his phone, calling a taxi. Lynne went to chase after him, but Ronald blocked her path.

“You are something else, Lynne.”

“Ronald, please. You don’t understand. It’s not what you think. Jacob was sick. I didn’t know.”

“No, you don’t understand. You broke my heart. You shattered it into a bunch of tiny little pieces, blew it in the wind, and didn’t even look back when you went off and started fooling around with that guy. It’s even worse that you know him from the past, Lynne. You didn’t even give me the decency of an explanation.”

“Let me explain now,” she said.

“No,” Ronald said. He jabbed his finger in the air. “We’re not talking about this here. Not now. You’ve hurt me more than you know, Lynne.”

People were still staring, whispering amongst themselves. Poor woman. What a whore with her two men. Lynne saw the looks in their eyes as they watched Ronald walk away, leaving Lynne alone in the middle of a room seconds before the theater was about to start.

Not that they’d be able to start on time. Most of the audience hadn’t found their seats. Everyone was too busy watching Lynne with no man. Watching her wipe away the tears forming in her eyes.

Lynne ran down the hall to escape the embarrassing scene, but its effect lingered. Lynne sat at home alone that night. No theater. No man. Nothing except a bowl of ice cream and a glass of wine.
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Two days had passed with numerous unanswered phone calls. Jacob and Ronald were ignoring her. Lynne didn’t know what to do with herself, so she broke out her fleshlight.

She was lying on her bed, naked with a hard dick, thinking about both men. She wasn’t sure Ronald would ever give her what Jacob could, but he had deserved better from her. He sucked her dick and did everything else he was comfortable doing, yet she’d made him feel guilty when there was much more to their breakup than anal.

There was a woman out there for Ronald. One who would respect his limits. One who would love all his romantic gestures.

Lynne moved the fleshlight up and down, moaning as it hugged her slick cock. It didn’t compare to Jacob’s ass, but it was something to ease her anxiety. Lynne couldn’t go more than five seconds without thinking the end of her love life had begun.

Lynne moaned, wishing Jacob were there to ride her cock. She loved cumming deep in his tight hole. Their chemistry was next level. They could spend hours together, and it felt like seconds. She wished he’d give her a chance to explain. She wished she could turn back the clock to tell the truth when she had the opportunity.

Her worries faded the faster she stroked her dick with the fleshlight. Lynne pushed her desires for Jacob aside, concentrating on her throbbing cock. She was close to cumming and couldn’t wait to make her fleshlight sticky with her cum.

Lynne’s balls tightened. She moved the fleshlight lower, stroking her cock how she liked it. Only a few more seconds.

“Fuck,” Lynne said through a gasp as cum erupted from her cock. She fucked the fleshlight until her cock couldn’t give up another drop of cum. Her seed was running out the side of the fleshlight. The rest of her hot cream spilled out when she removed the fleshlight from her slick, shiny cock.

It was perfectly trimmed and powdered and covered with cum. What a waste. Lynne hated cumming alone after having Jacob again. She only wished he would answer his phone. It’d only been a couple days, but the silence was driving her crazy.

***

Lynne was sitting in her living room later that evening when her phone rang. It was Ronald.

“Hey, are you busy?” he asked. His voice was soft. Gentle. Whatever anger that possessed him at the theater had vanished.

“No,” Lynne said. “I’m watching TV. Did you want to come over?”

“I’d like that,” Ronald said.

He showed up about twenty minutes later. He was never one to be late. “Thanks for having me,” Ronald said when Lynne opened the door. “I brought you a bottle of wine.”

Lynne took the wine and gave Ronald a hug. “I’m sorry for not telling you the truth.”

“Are you willing to tell me now?” he asked.

Lynne nodded. She couldn’t ignore the truth. Not when she had the chance to set things right. She told Ronald how Jacob had been suffering from amnesia, which was the reason he’d ghosted her.

“If I’d known he was in the hospital, I never would have agreed to go out with you. You have to know that this is really nothing against you, Ronald. Jacob is my soul mate.”

Ronald frowned, but he couldn’t argue. He couldn’t fight a losing battle. It wasn’t Lynne’s fault that Jacob had forgotten who she was and got held up at his family’s estate.

“I wish you had known too, or at least had told me the truth when you broke up with me.”

Lynne nodded. “You’re right to be angry that I withheld the truth. I was afraid you wouldn’t understand.”

“It’s okay,” Ronald said. “Have you talked to him?”

“No,” Lynne said in one of the saddest voices she’d ever heard leave her lips. Losing Jacob a second time was like watching hundreds of dollars blow away in the wind. Lynne didn’t know how she would recover, but giving Ronald a second chance wasn’t the solution. They both knew what they had was over.

“Is there anything I can do to help?”

Lynne shook her head. “No, I don’t think so, but thank you. I have to give him time.”

Ronald wrapped his arm around Lynne. It was a friendly touch. He patted her shoulder. “Give me his number, and I’ll give him a call.”

“That’s not a good idea,” Lynne said.

“I assume you’ve been calling him like you’ve been calling me?”

Lynne felt shame wash over her, but she couldn’t deny Ronald’s accusation. “He’ll come around, eventually.”

“Let me call him. I’ll tell him it was a misunderstand. We won’t know unless we try, and I want to see you happy, even if it means you’re with someone other than me.”

Lynne warmed. “That’s sweet, Ronald. You were amazing, and I know there’s a woman out there for you.”

“What do you say? Give me Jacob’s number, and I’ll give him a call later?”

“It’s weird but worth a try,” Lynne said.

“Perfect,” Ronald said and stood. He helped Lynne to her feet. She gave him Jacob’s number, and then he was on his way. All Lynne could do was wait.

***

Lynne was getting ready for bed later that evening when her phone rang. It was Jacob. She answered as quickly as she could.

“Jacob,” she said.

“Are you home?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Can I come over?”

Lynne smiled like a fool. She took a second to gather herself before speaking. She knew joy filled her voice. “Does that mean we’re talking now?”

“Ronald called me and explained everything. I’m sorry for acting like a jerk and hope you can forgive me.”

Lynne waited several beats before saying anything to tease Jacob. She didn’t want him to know that she’d forgiven his silence the second he called. She took the moment to glance toward the sky and silently thank Ronald for helping her.

“So? What do you say, Lynne?”

“Promise not to leave me like that again?”

“I promise,” Jacob said.

“I’m home. Come over whenever you’re ready.”

“I’ll have Gerald drive me over in fifteen.”

“See you then,” Lynne said and hung up the phone. She went to take a quick shower and tidy up her house. Jacob knocked on the door, and she hadn’t even gotten around to fluffing the pillows on the couch.

Jacob was wearing silk pajamas when Lynne opened the door, which did nothing to hide the handsome bulge in his pants. Lynne was wearing a comfy skirt and an over-sized t-shirt. They were both comfy and ready for bed, but there was something they had to do first.

“Hey, handsome. I’m glad you came.”

“Me too. You look beautiful,” Jacob said. He kissed Lynne as he stepped through the doorway. Their kiss deepened as Jacob kicked the door closed.

It was still early. They had time to take off their pajamas and get a little dirty before they put them back on for bed, so that was exactly what they did.
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Two Years Later

Lynne was behind Jacob with her dick deep in his hole. They were in the primary bedroom, facing the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked their private lake. Jacob was on his hands and knees, taking every inch of Lynne’s cock like he couldn’t get enough of it, because he never could.

“Fuck me, baby.”

Lynne’s breasts swayed as she held Jacob’s hips and fucked him from behind. He’d come a long way since his days of amnesia. Jacob was back to working full time at the office and remembered just about everything they did. He was even gaining back some of the memories he’d lost during the days they were apart.

“You love this dick?” Lynne asked as she slid in and out of Jacob’s tight hole, which was hers to fuck whenever she was horny.

Jacob loved to fuck her, too. “Yeah, I love that dick, but I want to cum in you.”

Lynne fucked Jacob a few seconds longer before pulling out of him. He grabbed the lube and lathered his cock as Lynne got to her hands and knees, taking Jacob’s former position as he took hers.

Lynne moaned when Jacob touched his lubed fingers to her hole. He slipped one inside of her, playing with her opening. Getting her loose and ready to take his cock.

“Damn, that dick feels so good.” Lynne moaned as Jacob pushed into her, going deeper and deeper. “Fuck me good and fill me up.”

Jacob smacked Lynne’s ass. “I’m close, baby.”

Lynne grabbed her cock. They’d put out their sex sheet, so they could make whatever mess they wanted without worrying about the bed. Lynne was ready to cover the sheet with her cum while Jacob filled her.

Jacob pounded Lynne’s hole, making her breasts swing like wild, but she loved it. She loved how his humping made her dick swing, too. How it sounded when his balls slapped hers.

“I’m close, baby.”

“Give it to me,” Lynne said in a breathy voice.

Jacob threw his head back. His dick vibrated as he sank deep into Lynne’s hole, going as far as he could before releasing his load. Lynne grabbed her cock.

They came together. Jacob unloaded into Lynne as she squirted her load all over the sheet beneath her, squeezing Jacob’s cock with her ass as she came. He moaned and shuddered but stayed deep in Lynne until the last drops of cum emptied from his cock.

They collapsed to a clean corner of their sex sheet, tangling their bodies together. Kissing. Jacob had his hands in Lynne’s hair, promising himself he’d never forget her again.

“Let’s get married,” he said.

“What?” Lynne said with a laugh. “Your mother would never go for that.”

“We don’t need her permission. What do you say?”

“I say yes,” Lynne said with a wild grin on her face.

“Good,” Jacob said. He dug his hands deeper into Lynne’s hair as he gave her a fervent kiss.

They took the next flight to Las Vegas after a quick shower and went straight to the altar the following morning with a few friends they’d met while checking in at their hotel as witnesses.
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CHAPTER ONE

Nothing people said mattered to Louis Tartt because he knew he was the next big thing. His darling personality and deep, seductive voice would make him famous. Nobody would be able to resist his charm when he spoke on the radio. He was just waiting for his big break. Now, he was a local radio deejay’s assistant, but his day would come. He even got to fill in for the main deejays when they called in sick, but it didn’t happen often.

Louis was saving up so he could move to Chicago. He often applied to radio jobs in the city, hoping one would take him. Lake Morton, Wisconsin, was a beautiful town with a spectacular lake, but Louis wanted more. He wanted to hear the screams of the city instead of a deafening quiet at night. He rented a one-bedroom house at the edge of town, but a roommate in the city sounded better. Louis could get so lost in his fantasies of living in the big city, he didn’t even see everything he had in front of him.

“Louis, you know any new indie songs we can share with our listeners?”

Eleanor, the main deejay, played soft rock, classics, and some newer stuff. Eleanor tried to share two or three new songs with her listeners every week. She loved promoting artists, especially if they were local. Louis loved how chill his station was, even though he wanted to work at one of the big ones. He didn’t care if he had to play the same forty songs on repeat if it meant a swath people knew his name.

“Yeah, I brought a list,” said Louis. He passed Eleanor the list of songs and bands he’d found. He did one every week. Eleanor gave him the list she’d come up with, and they would decide on which songs to share with the listeners later this week.

“Have a nice night,” Eleanor said after she’d read over his list. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Outside of work, Louis lived a rich life. He loved spending time with his friends. Louis’ best friend, Poppy, was as outgoing as him, and they could stir up a storm when they were together.

Louis drove to his one-bedroom house at the edge of town. It backed up to trails and wasn’t far from Lake Morton, but Louis had to drive to part of the lake where most people parked and swam. Why would Louis miss Lake Morton when he would have Lake Michigan in Chicago?

Louis turned the key in his front door, sighing as he pushed the door open and stepped inside. His home smelled of fresh air because he kept the windows open, even when he went to work. He had neighbors, but there were tons of trees between his house and theirs. He knew who lived in every house on his street.

Louis’ phone buzzed as he was standing in front of his bathroom mirror, shaving the hair from his body. He hated hair and had gotten laser treatments done, but it needed touching up sometimes. He couldn’t wait until he could afford the permanent hair removal; but could always find coupons for laser treatments until then.

Poppy: What are you doing tonight? Victor and I are going to the carnival. You have to come with us!

Without replying, Louis locked his phone. He needed to finish what he was doing. He was half covered in shaving cream, not sure if he wanted to go out tonight. Louis was an outgoing guy, but some nights he liked to stay in and wear his favorite clothes.

Louis finished shaving, dipping his razor in hot water and reapplying shaving cream to touch up any spots he had missed. He rinsed off and patted himself dry while watching TV in the living room. He was surfing the internet, reading posts on social media, checking out pictures of handsome guys, and letting himself air dry.

An hour had passed before he replied to Poppy, who was his best friend.

Louis: What time?

Poppy: 7:30? 8?

It was summer in Wisconsin, so the sun lingered well into the evening. Louis told Poppy he would meet her at eight since it was already six fifteen. Kevin, the evening deejay, worked until nine, and then the radio station functioned automatically the rest of the night. Louis wanted Kevin’s spot but wasn’t sure he would ever get it. He only got the leftovers when they were sick.

Louis: Okay, I’ll message you when I get there.

Poppy replied within seconds. Louis imagined her sitting at her dresser, painting her nails or straightening her hair. She had bleached blonde hair and spent a lot of time running it through a flat iron.

Poppy: Perfect. Victor and I are hanging at my house. See you there.

Louis went to his bedroom and opened his top drawer. Mixed in with the trunks were thongs, panties, and tights. He loved wearing lingerie and womanly things. He had a padded bra and dresses in his closet. Feminine blouses. Louis didn’t go out much in public dressed as a woman, but he loved to do it for himself. Nothing turned him on more than seeing the outline of his dick in a tight thong.

Louis pulled out a sky blue thong made of satin fabric. It was tight around his muscular ass and taut on his dick. He loved how his balls fit perfectly in them, even though he’d bought them in the women’s section. Louis put on the sky blue thong and a pair of jeans over them. He wore a red t-shirt with the logo of a local sports team.

Throughout his life, Louis has always been a fan of sports. He played soccer and football, spoke with a deep voice, and had an athletic body. Most people didn’t assume Louis was gay at first sight, but Louis loved nothing more than kissing a hot guy or putting on a cute dress and sucking one’s dick.

Louis was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and he could still feel his half erect dick pressing against the satin fabric. He left his house early so he could buy a beer and food at the carnival while he waited for Poppy and Victor.


CHAPTER TWO

Not everyone in Lake Morton, Wisconsin, wanted to leave town for the big city. Michael Cordon was in the group that didn’t. He’d lived in the city his entire life and wanted to die there too. He loved the fresh air, fishing on the sparkling water, and working from home.

Michael got up every morning to stretch, exercise, and fish before the markets opened. By the time the markets closed, he was ready for dinner and went to bed early most days. Michael wouldn’t trade his life for anything.

The markets had closed a few hours ago. Michael spent a lot of time researching stocks after the market closed most days. Today, hours had passed without him noticing. He had a long list of potential investments, and his eyes hurt.

Michael got up from his computer and went to the kitchen to make himself a pan-fried fish sandwich. He breaded his fish as the pan heated on the stove before dropping it into the shallow oil bath. Michael had caught and cleaned the fish himself that morning.

When Michael wasn’t trading stocks on the market, he sold fish to locals who had his number. His side business was word-of-mouth. He operated it professionally and had his papers in order, but he didn’t want it to grow much larger than it already was. Michael didn’t need the money because he had plenty of that.

Michael enjoyed the human contact selling fish brought. Sometimes he wondered why he did it when customers bitched, but it was part of the job. No matter how well he operated his side business, there was someone who would complain about his work. He sold fish cut, cleaned, and ready-to-cook.

Michael flipped the fish and prepped the other parts of his sandwich. Whenever he got tired of cooking what he caught, he would pick up food from the store or throw some frozen meal he had in the oven.

When his phone rang, Michael sighed. He saw Oscar’s name flash across the screen.

“What’s up?” Michael asked as he held the phone with his shoulder. He lifted his fish out of the pan and slid it onto his dressed bread.

“I need more fish! Do you have any?” Oscar asked in a panicked voice. He used to be a bank manager until retiring last year, but set up a fried-fish stand at the local carnival this year. Oscar had told Michael he decided to sell food at the annual festival to express his passion for food, but he sounded stressed to Michael. “Michael! There’s a huge line here, and I don’t know what to do!”

Michael didn’t have time for this. He just wanted to sit back, listen to fifties and sixties music, and chill at his house. “Why don’t you just close the stand for the day?”

“I asked, but they won’t let me!”

“You could send someone to the grocery store?”

“That fish is trash,” said Oscar. Michael could hear people yelling and food frying in the background. The sounds of the rides. Michael hated the annual summer carnival, but everyone in town loved it. “I can’t sell grocery-store fish. I’ll pay you double. Don’t you have anything?”

“I sold you everything. You have to put in a bigger order. Did you want double tomorrow?” asked Michael. He had a freezer full of vacuum-sealed fish filets, but he wasn’t trying to leave the house. His sandwich was staring at him, and Oscar was still yelling on the other end of the phone.

“Michael, please! I know a man like you has more,” Oscar said before going into a long rant about how Michael had eight of everything, which was true. He never wanted to run out of the stuff he used daily.

“Fine. I’ll be there in thirty minutes, but I only have frozen fish.”

“Thanks fine. I’ll make a hot bath now! Thank you! I’ll give you extra. You’re a life saver!” Oscar said and hung up the phone.

Michael sat at his kitchen table and slammed his fist against its surface before taking a deep breath. He looked out the window and made his perspective more positive. It would be good to get out the house. He clicked his phone to check the time, and it was fifteen minutes past seven. He ate his sandwich as quickly as he could. Michael didn’t want to leave, but he went to his bedroom to put on a pair of shoes and socks.

After gathering pounds of fish from the deep freezer, Michael put away his list of potential investments and grabbed his keys from the bowl on the kitchen counter.


CHAPTER THREE

Louis ran up to Poppy and Victor when they appeared in the food court. Louis was happy he’d left the house. Happy to feel the summer’s evening air brush against his face. To hear the hum of the insects. To feel the buzz of the crowd. Louis loved being out in the world, and his sky blue thong felt incredible against his smooth skin.

“There you are,” Louis said as he hugged Poppy while Victor stood to the side. Louis liked Victor, but he was a wallflower most of the time. Victor and Louis had dated, but Louis was far too much for Victor. They hadn’t lasted long in a romantic relationship, but they were great friends.

Louis had eaten fried fish and drank a beer to relax while he waited for his friends to arrive. They had taken a little longer than he expected. Poppy was early to everything. “Your breath smells like beer,” said Poppy as she stepped back from the hug.

“I ate. Sorry,” he said.

Poppy slapped Louis on the shoulder. “How could you eat without us? You’re so rude, Louis,” she said.

Louis scoffed. He had no time for her accusations. “You two can eat now. The fried fish is incredible. The man selling it said his friend catches it fresh every day and was waiting for another delivery.”

In a different part of the park, Michael unloaded the last cooler of frozen fish from the back of his truck. It was almost eight o’clock, and Michael just wanted to go home, but Oscar had an endless line of people begging him for fish and hush puppies.

“You’re a lifesaver,” Oscar said as Michael approached his stand. He already had the first cooler of fish soaking in warm water to defrost. Oscar was scooping fried fish nuggets and hush puppies into a paper container.

Two men and a woman approached the counter. Oscar seemed to recognize one, beaming when he looked up. “Coming back for more?”

Louis chuckled. “No, my friends came late, and they’re hungry.”

Poppy screeched and pulled on her bleach blonde hair, “What?! You’re the one who told us eight o’clock!”

Louis didn’t notice because his eyes were on Michael. Michael was watching Louis watch him, and he couldn’t have been more turned on. Most people wouldn’t suspect a guy like Michael was gay, but he was, and it was hard to come by a decent guy.

Michael didn’t use the apps, but he could tell when a man was into him, just as he knew Louis wanted him. The mutual attraction between them obvious.

Oscar, the fish vendor, didn’t notice any different. Poppy was steaming and complaining to Victor about Louis. Victor was staring at the pile of hush puppies and bubbling oil as Poppy whined. “Would you mind giving me a second? I have to pay the man for his fish,” Oscar said with a bright smile.

“That’s fine,” Poppy said in a dismissive tone. “Are you listening to me, jerk?” she asked and pushed on Louis’ shoulder.

“Why do you always have to push me? Damn,” said Louis. He loved Poppy, but she could get on his nerves sometimes.

“You never listen,” she said.

“I wasn’t planning on coming early. It just happened,” said Louis. He had turned his attention from Michael to Poppy, staring into her eyes so she knew he was listening. Victor stuffed his hands in his pockets, looked the other way, and whistled. No wonder Poppy loved having him around. He was like her puppy. An accessory she could push this way and that, making him do whatever she wanted. Louis had noticed Poppy’s changing, overly dominant attitude the more time she and Victor spent together.

Oscar counted money, giving Michael an extra sixty dollars for the late delivery and coming out to the festival. Michael tried to give the money back to him, looking at Louis through the corner of his eye, but Louis was busy engaging Poppy. They were bantering like old friends, which brought a smile to Michael’s face. “I insist,” said Michael.

“No. It’s yours. Will you give me double tomorrow? I’m sorry we’re so busy! Will double the fish be okay?”

Michael didn’t mind spending more time on the water. He could trade stocks from his phone, even though he preferred to do it from his computer. He didn’t buy and sell them often, but he liked to keep an eye on them when the market was open. One never knew when the market would swing. “Not a problem,” Michael said and stuffed the money into his pocket.

Michael stared at Louis, letting his eyes linger on him, until Oscar opened his mouth to take their order. The line had grown behind them. “Sorry about that. Crazy busy day. What could I get for you?” Oscar asked in his bright, singsong voice.

Louis moved away from Poppy and Victor as they ordered, following the hot guy who had brought fish to the man selling it. They’d been making crazy eye contact, and Louis wanted to say hello. It wasn’t every day he saw a rugged guy staring at him. “Hey, wait up,” he said.

Michael turned to see the sexy guy who had a surprisingly deep voice running his way. He had buzzed blonde hair and a fantastic body. Michael had a brown mullet, and he ran his hand over the top of his head, pulling on the long part.

Louis knew everyone complained mullets weren’t sexy, but Michael was the sexiest man he’d seen since the last time he went to Chicago. Louis slowed to a walk, closing the gap between him and Michael. “I know you sell fish, but fish isn’t what I like,” Louis said as he approached Michael, feeling more confident than normal since Michael was smiling and looking him up and down.

“If you don’t like fish, then what are you doing eating it?” asked Michael.

Louis smirked. “I could think of better things to eat than fish,” he said.

Michael’s dick was growing hard. Who was this man, and where had he come from? Lake Morton wasn’t that big of a place. Michael didn’t know everyone, but he couldn’t even remember seeing this hottie. He wanted to know everything about Louis. The way he moved was slightly flamboyant, but Louis was all man; at least he looked that way. Michael couldn’t see the thong hiding beneath his jeans.

“I could, too,” said Michael.

“What’s your name?” asked Louis. They exchanged names, and Louis felt like he was already in love. The chemicals in his brain swirling around, making him high with hope. “Nice to meet you, Michael,” Louis said. He put out his hand, shaking Michael’s hand with a firm, yet not-too-firm grip.

“The pleasure is mine, Louis,” he said.

Louis looked over his shoulder. He couldn’t see Poppy or Victor. He checked his phone, and neither had texted him. Louis wanted to spend more time with Michael, so he said, “are you leaving?”

“I was about to, yeah. I go to sleep early,” he said.

“Oh, yeah. A fisherman must have to wake up early,” Louis said and frowned to convey his disappointment that Michael was leaving so soon. Michael noticed this and stood straight, shaking his shoulders. He was such a robot sometimes, he couldn’t even notice when he was tossing a good thing in the trash. “But I could stick around for a second. Did you want to grab a beer?”

Louis shook his head. “I was thinking we could sit by the tree?”

“Or in the back of my pickup?” he asked.

“Perfect,” Louis said and took Michael’s hand, pulling him toward the rows of cars. “I guess I should let you lead the way,” said Louis. They had walked a few steps, and Louis had no idea which one was Michael’s truck.

“Sure,” Michael said and led them to his silver pickup truck. He pulled down the back, and they sat in the bed. “Ah, I just love the summer,” said Michael. He spread his arms along the edge of the truck, staring at Louis with a mixture of lust and fear. Michael didn’t know where this sexy man had come from, and he didn’t want to lose him before he had him.

Louis stared at the definition in Michael’s arms, turned on by the lines his muscles created. “How much time do you spend on the water?” Louis asked, imagining Michael rowing a boat in the open water.

“At least an hour every day,” said Michael. He was also staring at Louis’ muscles, turned on and resisting the urge to crawl across the bed of the truck and kiss Louis. Michael wouldn’t need that though because Louis was seconds from breaking down and doing the same thing.

From Louis’ side, all he could see was where Michael’s jeans bunched around his cock. He wanted to touch it. Kiss it. Louis was staring at Michael’s cock and licked his lips without thought. He got to his knees and crawled across the bed; his muscles flexing with each movement.

“What are you—” Michael asked, but Louis pressed his lips against Michael’s before the man could finish his question. Louis didn’t care who saw them as he pressed his hand against Michael’s leg, moving it slowly up his thigh to his cock.

Michael pulled Louis down but didn’t break the kiss. Michael lowered his back to the bed of the truck, hoping nobody could see them now that they were lying flat.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” Michael said as he ran his hands along Louis’ body like a maniac. He reached his hands to Louis’ ass and squeezed. Louis moaned into Michael’s neck, leaving a wet kiss as he moved his body down. Michael put his hands under Louis shoulders and pulled him back up. “Not here,” he said.

“I just want a taste,” said Louis. He was desperate to wrap his lips around Michael’s cock.

As much as Michael wanted a blow job by sexy Louis, he couldn’t. He reached his hand into Louis’ jeans to squeeze his ass. He squeezed it tightly and bit the lobe of Louis’ ear, beyond turned on by Louis. “The best things come to those who wait,” he said and put Louis’ hand on the outline of his dick.

Louis’ eyebrows lifted as he felt Michael’s long dick. “Oh, I guess I have no choice but to wait,” Louis said, Michael’s hand still pressed firmly against his ass.

Michael was a timid guy until he got going. Then, he could become a dominant monster, and he wanted Louis’ as his sub. “Are you wearing a thong?” Michael asked as he traced his fingers along Louis’ bare ass, slipping a finger into his split.

“Yeah,” said Louis.

“Louis,” they heard. Poppy was calling him.

Louis cursed under his breath. “Guess that’s the bell. I did agree to meet them here.”

“Nothing wrong with a little distraction,” said Michael. “Give me your number before you go.” Michael took his hand out of Louis’ pants to pull his phone from his pocket. Louis programmed his number into Michael’s phone. “I’ll text you,” Michael said.

“Please,” Louis said before Poppy called his name again. “Coming,” Louis screamed, not visible because he was in the bed of the truck. “Don’t make me wait too long,” Louis said, kissing Michael on the lips before he stood and hopped out the back of the truck.

“Where have you been?” Michael heard Louis’ friend ask as he lay there and smiled to himself about the hot guy who’d just given him his number.


CHAPTER FOUR

Even though it had only been two days, Louis couldn’t stop thinking about why Michael hadn’t called him. He lay on his bed, holding his phone above his head as he scrolled through social media. He didn’t care what people were saying. All he could think about was the hot guy he’d almost fucked in a public parking lot in the bed of a truck.

Louis wondered if it was because of the thong he’d been wearing. Not every guy liked how he preferred thongs and panties to boxers and other men’s underwear. He wasn’t opposed to ordering lingerie designed for men, but his dick wasn’t super big, and he had no problems fitting into the women’s options.

A photo of a hot guy Louis didn’t know caught his eyes. He clicked on the profile, scrolled through the pictures, and envisioned himself on his hands and knees as the hot stranger took him from behind. It didn’t take long for the hot guy’s face to blur into Michael’s in Louis’ mind.

Louis wasn’t sure if he wanted Michael so bad because he hadn’t called or if it was because he thought Michael was sexy. Louis screeched, slammed his phone against the mattress, and rolled out of bed. He didn’t know what to do with himself. He felt like a crazed lunatic. A fiend without a fix.

Louis paced his bedroom, hating himself for how he felt. Hating Michael for not messaging or anything after two days. Didn’t he want more? Louis threw himself on the bed, reached out for his phone, and opened his social media.

There was an endless amount of attractive guys with perfect bodies who posted photos of themselves. Louis had been one until he realized none of it really mattered since he didn’t have someone who would accept him for who he was and what he liked to wear. Posting sexy photos of him in briefs he didn’t really love wasn’t the best way to promote his DJ career, either. His personality would get him a lot farther than his ripped body ever would.

Exhausting himself after a four-minute photo binge, Louis sighed and rolled over. Maybe it was best if Michael never called. Even if he couldn’t have Michael, nobody could take away his extensive collection of lingerie. Even though men in lingerie weren’t popular for social media, few things brought Louis more joy in the world.

Pulling out a turquoise crotchless thong from his drawer, Louis got instantly hard. He dropped his basketball shorts to the floor and pulled off the white cotton panties he was wearing. He loved to wear a crotchless thong when he jacked off, and he needed to cum to clear his head. He had been jacking off several times every day since he met Michael, thinking about how big his dick had been when he pressed his hand against Michael’s jeans.

Louis didn’t need porn. He closed his eyes and went back to the festival. In the truck's bed. People speaking around them as they kissed. As their tongues touched. Louis’ dick standing erect and straight out of the hole in his crotchless thong.

Louis held his hand under his cock and spat on it. He stroked his cock, moving his hand as he’d wanted to bob his head on Michael’s dick. His hand was his mouth. His dick Michael’s, even though Michael was much bigger than Louis was.

Michael had the cutest smile. As Louis had his eyes closed, he imagined them in bed together. Their chests touching while Louis wore nothing but a pink lace-trim jockstrap. Michael’s fingers on his hole. His dick half-hard and pressing into Louis’ stomach. It was all a fantasy, but Louis was desperate for it to come true.

Louis moaned. He lived alone, so he didn’t hold back. Nobody could hear him as he stroked his cock and imagined Michael playing with his hole. Louis wanted nothing more than to get on his hands and knees to take Michael’s long dick.

“Fuck me,” Louis whispered to nobody. He moaned. When he thought about how Michael hadn’t called, he pushed that thought to the side. He couldn’t be hung up on what Michael did and didn’t do. Another man would come along. His enormous crush would fade.

Louis put out a small hand towel under his cock before cumming all over it, releasing the tension he’d been feeling. It would come back, but his pain would get lighter every day. Even if Michael didn’t call, Louis would always have their evening in the bed of his truck. Their kisses.

Groaning, Louis pinched his eyes and tried to forget how much he had liked Michael sticking his hand into Louis’ pants to grab his ass. He tried to forget how badly he’d wanted to suck Michael’s dick. Louis pulled off his crotchless thong, dried himself with a towel, and put on his white panties under a pair of jeans. He had to get out of the house, or he would go crazy.

Louis texted Poppy, and she was down to hand out, so he got ready and went over to her house.

♦

If most people had as much money as Michael, they would blow it on this or that, but Michael didn’t care about material objects. He didn’t care much about his money either, but he loved to add to the stash. It was more of a game than anything. His cost of living was next-to-nothing since he owned his trailer outright and didn’t do any expensive activities. His truck was the most costly thing he owned.

Michael had inherited a large sum of money when he was nineteen, invested it in the stock market against the wishes of his parents, but he had earned the last laugh. The stock market wasn’t easy, but Michael knew how to make money in it, and he had the fish business on the side.

Oscar had been ordering double, which meant more time on the water, but Michael didn’t mind. Catching, cleaning, and delivering fish to Oscar made him feel useful. He had to enjoy the summer while he could because winter was always right around the corner.

Carrying the last cooler of fish, Michael unloaded it into the big cooler Oscar had behind his cooking station. “Thanks, Michael. Take an extra twenty as a tip,” Oscar said and handed over the stack of cash.

Michael waved his hand, counted the cash to confirm there was extra, and passed Oscar back the twenty. “No, I can’t take this,” he said.

Oscar stuck his hands into his pockets. “Go on now. I have to get ready for the day,” Oscar said with a bright smile. Michael didn’t know why Oscar enjoyed selling fried fish and hush puppies, but he did. Anyone could tell Oscar was a satisfied man. Maybe that was why he was busy from when the park opened until they closed.

“See you tomorrow,” Michael said and waved. He needed to get back to his computer. It was Friday, so he had to make sure his investments were in a good place for the weekend. Michael walked to his truck. It was parked near where he had met Louis.

Michael pulled out his wallet, retrieving the piece of paper Louis had written his name and number on. Michael wanted to call Louis because he was hot, but the thong had given him pause. As sexy as Louis was, Michael didn’t like women. Sex was already strange enough without the extra layers. Michael was not a man for extra anything.

Rubbing his hand along the edge of the truck, Michael stared at the bed where he had kissed Louis. Where he had squeezed the man’s firm ass. Michael licked his lips and tucked the piece of paper with faded writing back into his wallet. Michael got in his truck and drove home.

Whenever Michael wasn’t looking at stock prices, he stared at Louis’ handwriting. He thought of how soft his lips had been. He closed his eyes and remembered the feeling of Louis’ smooth ass, even though the thong had thrown him off. Did it really matter what underwear he wore? Louis was all man. He had a deep voice, strong body, and masculine lines up and down his frame.

Michael’s long dick hardened as he thought of Louis pressing his hand against it. He saw Louis’ eyes widen as he realized how well endowed Michael was. Michael didn’t use the apps, but he had, and there was always a slut willing to worship his dick. There was nothing more Michael hated more than a desperate slutty bottom, even though he wanted Louis to be that for him; just not at first.

Michael squeezed his hands together into a tight fist. He couldn’t concentrate on stock prices as his dick throbbed in his pants. He had to take care of it, or he would go crazy.

Michael pushed out his chair but didn’t get up from the desk. He grabbed his tablet, opened a porn website, and propped it in front of his computer screen. He watched a long-dicked man pound a twink’s tight hole. Michael bit his bottom lip as he stroked his dick and pictured Louis on his knees in front of him, but then he wondered if Louis would want to wear lingerie.

Holding his dick, Michael leaned forward and searched for a video of a slutty bottom dressed up in lingerie and was instantly turned on when he found a video of a cute latino twink on his knees in front of a monster black cock.

The video panned out to show the muscular black man. The latino bottom was wearing a white lace thong with his dick popping out the side, white stockings, and a mesh slip. He looked adorable. His body hairless and thin. Louis was thicker than this guy, but Michael was suddenly overwhelmed with a desire to have Louis dressed just like the bottom in the video.

Michael spat on his dick and stroked it, watching the twink suck the monster cock. He pulled on his stockings, and Michael growled. He leaned forward to make the video full screen, really getting into it, even though he usually just tried to jack off as quickly as he could.

Michael watched the video as he edged himself, getting closer to cumming with each stroke of his cock. It wasn’t a long video, but Michael wanted to savor every minute. The twink was on his hands and knees now, and the top was fingering him and playing with the twink’s cock.

When the top pushed his dick into the twink, he held on to the bottom’s slip. It turned Michael on to no end imagining Louis in that position taking his cock. Begging for his cock when he pulled out to lick his hole.

The top told his bottom to change positions, and the bottom listened. He sprayed a massive load onto the twink’s face. Michael came with him. The twink came a second later as Michael was panting and staring at the spent couple before the video cut to an advertisement poster of the recording studio.

Michael closed the porn on his tablet and placed it to the side before grabbing his underwear from the floor to clean up the mess. Nobody could see into his house, so he walked with his softening dick dangling and swaying all the way to the bathroom. Michael washed himself off in the sink.

The stock prices had changed little by the time he got back to his computer with a dry dick and a fresh pair of boxers. He picked up his jeans off the floor and put them on. Michael got the piece of paper Louis had given him and pulled out his phone.

Michael: Louis, it’s Michael. Are you free to hang out tomorrow? I have the day off.

Michael stared at his phone, hoping for an instant response, but he wouldn’t get one until much later in the evening after the stock markets had been closed for hours. Louis was at work, and he liked to play hard-to-get, which was just the way Michael liked it.


CHAPTER FIVE

Michael had taken days to reach out to Louis, so Louis wasn’t about to throw himself at Michael, even though that was what he wanted to do. Louis knew men liked it when he played hard-to-get. Louis was a bottom, but he was far from submissive. He knew how to play a man, hook him, and get what he wanted.

Louis had never really wanted a boyfriend after his lackluster experience with Victor, so he had stuck to friends with benefits since then, but there was something about Michael. Louis could see himself spending more time with Michael. He could see himself waking up next to him in the mornings.

After work yesterday, Louis had waited until it was late in the evening to reply to Michael. When Michael had responded after a few minutes, Louis knew he had him. He had been worried the thong scared him away, but it hadn’t.

It had been over a year since Louis thought he’d found love. Most guys he had didn’t mean much, but last year he’d fallen head over heels with a friend with benefits named Patrick. Patrick was ten years older than Louis, super masculine, and had been the best sex of Louis’ life. Patrick loved how Louis wore lingerie. They never went on dates or talked much, but their physical connection had been otherworldly.

Louis opened his bottom drawer where he kept extra sheets and pillowcases. Beneath everything was a duplicate of Louis’ favorite thong. He had thrown the original away after Patrick left his life but hadn’t had the heart to wear the new pair yet. The thong was a series more crisscrossing strings than a solid structure. It covered nothing but looked so sexy when Louis put it on because it cupped his ass and hugged his dick.

Staring at the thong, Louis hoped he wouldn’t let himself spiral into a crazy person with Michael like he had with Patrick. Patrick had moved to Houston for a job without telling Louis. Weeks had passed after their last hookup when Louis found out Patrick had fled. It crushed Louis. He’d never been more disappointed in his life. How could someone you know so intimately leave without care? Louis would never understand.

Louis was sitting on the edge of his bed, naked with the thong by his side. He crossed his legs and held his phone. Michael had texted him.

Michael: Can’t wait to see you

Louis smiled as he rubbed his thumb across the screen. He wanted to run his hand through Michael’s hair. His mullet was sexy, and Louis wanted to pull on it while Michael held up his legs and fucked him hard.

Grabbing the thong, Louis held it in the air. It was olive green. The old pair was red. Louis stood and slid the thong up his legs. He stood in the mirror as he moved the strings so they were perfectly in place. His dick was hanging out with strings crisscrossing around it and holding it. His ass cheeks perky and supported by the thong.

Louis opened the camera on his phone. He thought about sending Michael a photo of his ass but reconsidered. He should make Michael wait. He snapped a pic for himself. Louis climbed on the bed, crawling forward. He loved having the mirror in front of his bed. Nothing was hotter than watching his ass get stretched by a guy, and Michael was next on his list. Louis wasn’t a major slut, but he liked to have fun and wanted a new regular.

He couldn’t help feeling the stronger-than-normal connection he’d felt to Michael that evening in the bed of the truck, but it could have been the weather. The environment.

Louis stared at his ass and stroked his dick. He teased himself. He edged his dick until he was about to explode, but Louis didn’t cum. Not yet. He wanted to wait for later, so he jumped off the bed and grabbed a pair of black jeans and an olive-green t-shirt to match his thong, but Michael would only see that if he was lucky. Louis put on a pair of socks and went to his closet for black sneakers.

Louis: What did you want to do? Did you already eat lunch?

Across town, Michael was cooking the same fish sandwich he ate almost every day. It never got old. Sometimes he would do pasta and fish, but it seemed less healthy, and Michael cared about his body. He didn’t obsess over it but enjoyed his thin frame. It made his dick look even bigger.

Michael: Cooking lunch now. Did you want to come over?

Louis: What are you making?

Michael: Fish sandwiches. You’d have to leave now though, so it doesn’t get cold.

Louis: Okay, walking out the door then. Text me your address.

Michael sent Louis his address, feeling anxious about how Louis would react when he pulled up at the trailer park. Michael loved where he lived, but a lot of guys he met were judgmental. Lake Morton didn’t have the biggest gay scene or the largest population, but it was big enough Michael could find a few guys to date each year. He only hoped things worked out with Louis because he was super attractive and came off as a bottom. What more could Michael hope for when he didn’t use the apps and only liked the internet for stocks and porn?

Louis: Can’t wait. Be there in a second.

♦

Louis entered the trailer park. He had a friend who lived in the same trailer park when he was in high school, but she had moved away, and they fell out of touch. Louis pulled up to Michael’s place. His trailer had plants growing along the side and a porch. It looked cute. Louis took a deep breath, acutely aware of his intricate olive-green thong, and opened his car door.

Michael stepped outside onto the front porch, “hey. Perfect timing. I just finished your sandwich. Did you want salad?”

“Sure,” Louis said as he climbed the steps. Michael kissed him on the lips, which made Louis blush. He hadn’t expected it. Louis loved when men surprised him.

“I’m glad you came,” said Michael. His smirk was undeniable. Louis wanted to cum all over him. He wanted to shoot his load while riding Michael’s long dick. The air was thick with desire as Louis stepped into Michael’s home.

It was simple. Masculine. There was a small bookshelf with a lot of literature on finance and the stock market. Louis walked over to the books. “Do you invest?”

Michael grinned. “Yeah, it’s my primary source of income.”

“So, you sell stocks and fish?”

“Yeah, pretty much. What about you?”

Louis told Michael about his job at the radio station. When he mentioned how he wanted to move to Chicago and take over the radio world, Michael frowned. Louis cast his eyes to the floor. He didn’t want to upset Michael. “Not like that will ever happen at the rate things are going,” Louis said and chuckled.

“Never give up on your dreams,” said Michael. He was walking to the kitchen with his back turned to Louis. “Are you hungry? What kind of salad dressing would you like?”

“Italian, if you have it. Oil and vinegar is fine, too,” said Louis.

Michael smiled. He took a bottle of Italian dressing and placed it on the kitchen table. Louis watched him as he grabbed everything. “Could I help?” asked Louis. Michael waved his hand in the air. “Sit there and do what you’re doing,” he said and winked. “How old are you, by the way?”

“Twenty-two. You?”

“Twenty-six,” said Michael. He filled two glasses with water and joined Louis at the table. “So, when are you planning to run off to the big city?”

Louis shrugged. He dreamed about it every day, but wasn’t sure when he would make it happen. He could always grow an online following and do a radio show from the internet, but there was something about the allure of being a name everyone in the city knew. “I don’t know. It’s a dream more than anything.”

“Dreams are worth taking seriously,” said Michael. He was using French dressing on his salad.

Louis took a bite of his sandwich, and it tasted incredible. The fish was fresh and fried to perfection. “Wow, this sandwich is amazing,” Louis said after he swallowed. Louis realized the man from the festival was probably successful because of the quality of Michael’s fish.

“Thanks.”

“Do you have any dreams?”

“I’m living the dream, man,” he said and offered a sly smile Louis found irresistible. His dick twitched and throbbed in its web of fabric. Louis hoped Michael would see his olive-green thong but didn’t want to push him. Louis was patient.

“That’s awesome. I really like your place,” Louis said and looked around the room with his eyes.

Michael grunted. “I know it’s not much, but I prefer freedom over luxury,” he said.

Louis had visions of himself in the future living in a Chicago high rise with his own talk show and massive following of fans. He envisioned himself with designer clothes, security guards, and the admiration of many. Louis didn’t know if Michael was the man for him. They seemed so different. “Your truck is pretty luxurious,” said Louis. He reached his hand under the table and placed it on Michael’s knee.

“Nicest thing I got,” said Michael. He lifted the sandwich to his mouth. Louis shivered as Michael stuck half the sandwich in his mouth, gazing at him as he did it. Every movement that passed was so sexual. Louis thought he would explode. His dick was so hard in the olive-green thong, and now Michael was treating his sandwich like a dick, driving Louis wild. “That’s what I want you to do,” Michael said and put down the sandwich.

Louis could have dropped on his knees there and crawled under the table but stayed strong. “Oh, yeah?” he asked.

“Isn’t that why you came here?” asked Michael.

“I came here because you offered me lunch.”

Michael thought of the video he’d watched yesterday while he was stroking his dick, picturing Louis as the cute latino boy. Picturing Louis on his knees as he stuffed his mouth with his dick. Michael leaned back in his chair as he stared into Louis’ eyes, “no pressure.”

“Why don’t we do something else? Get to know each other a little more?” asked Louis. He was playing hard-to-get.

Michael brought his chair back to flat ground. His dick was hard and ready, but he didn’t mind waiting. “What did you have in mind?”

“I don’t know. We’re at your house on your side of town. You tell me,” said Louis.

“The skate park is down the street.”

Louis laughed. “I haven’t skateboarded in years. I’d probably fall and bust my ass. Plus, don’t teenagers just use it as a place to smoke pot now?”

Michael shrugged. “They move out of the way when I fly past,” he said, and had his arms out straight, acting as though he were soaring through the air.

Louis placed his hand over his mouth, giggling softly. “Fine. Whatever. As long as you have a skateboard for me to use.”

“Not to worry. I have everything you need so we don’t hurt your pretty face,” said Michael.

The way he looked at Louis. How he talked to him. Fuck, Louis didn’t know how long it would take before he was madly in love, but he knew it wouldn’t be long. Michael went to the back and came out with two skateboards and two helmets. “I have knee and elbow pads too if you want,” he said.

Louis looked down at his pretty jeans and fragile arms. “Uh, okay. If you know where they are,” he said.

“Yeah, of course,” Michael said and went to the closet where he had the pads. Louis cleaned up the kitchen while he waited. He was standing at the sink when Michael came back into the room. “Let’s go.”

“You’re driving?”

“Yeah,” Michael said and put his arm around Louis, and they walked out the door.


CHAPTER SIX

Louis fumbled on his skateboard, grateful for the pads and helmet keeping him safe. Louis ignored the regular skaters zooming past him. Michael knew everyone, which was unnerving, but they treated him like a friend; almost as though he were a god. The older guy they all looked up to and wanted to become with his handsome mullet and shiny pickup truck.

After Louis couldn’t stand falling another time, he made his way to the grassy area by the skate park. Michael waved at his fellow skaters before following Louis.

“Had enough?” asked Michael.

Louis nodded as he unhooked the helmet. He placed it by his side and pulled off the pads as quickly as he could. Louis huffed as he tossed the pads to the grass. Michael took off his helmet and pads before sitting in front of Louis and crossing his legs.

“Thanks for trying as long as you did,” said Michael. His eyes lingered on Louis. Louis squirmed and moved to hide his face. Michael got to his knees and leaned forward to touch Louis’ face. “You’re so pretty.”

Louis hated how much Michael could make him blush. How could he be so manly yet speak so romantically? Louis had never met a man more comfortable with himself than Michael, and it was refreshing for Louis.

“Why did you choose a mullet?” asked Louis.

“I’ve always liked the hairstyle,” he said. “Ever since I was young, so I cut my hair like this about five years ago. Seems to be making something of a comeback.”

“Maybe you’re the one who started it,” Louis said. He reached out to touch Michael’s knee. His eyes couldn’t help but travel down to where Michael’s jeans bunched up around his cock. It was such an amazing summer day outside, and Louis wanted to sit by the water. He still had a good amount of money from his check and felt like spending some. “Would you mind driving us to Pier Cafe?”

“You hungry? We just ate lunch,” said Michael. He wasn’t big on restaurants. It was so much money for the simplest things. He preferred saving his dollars to buy stocks. “Pier Cafe is expensive, too. They only get away with it because of their view.”

The view was all that mattered to Louis. Even though he longed to live in a big city like Chicago, he still relished the fact that his town had a beautiful, sparkling blue lake with a few restaurants and bars on the water. They all had amazing patios, and the sun was shining. The air felt incredible. “The view is what I want! We don’t have to eat, but I wouldn’t mind an appetizer or dessert. Skating took a lot out of me,” said Louis.

Michael shrugged. “Okay, I guess that’s fine,” he said.

Louis pushed Michael’s knee. “Oh, come on. Don’t be like that! We went skating like you wanted, so why can’t we go to Pier Cafe?”

“Okay, okay. Let’s go,” Michael said and hopped to his feet. They got in his truck and drove to Pier Cafe. There was a pier at the end of the road and ‘beaches’ where people often lay out on the grassy banks between dips in the water.

Louis put out his arms when he hopped out the truck. He spun in a circle, in love with how the air smelled. Dazzled by how the drifting waves reflected the sun. The patio at Pier Cafe was busy. They grabbed the last table. It was the lull time between lunch and dinner, so most people were finishing their meals as Louis and Michael got comfortable.

Michael ordered an iced tea. Louis ordered a citrus beer. They sighed as they relaxed in their chairs. Louis became increasingly aware of his intricate olive green thong as his dick grew stiff under the table. They weren’t even touching. Louis was lost in a thought of how Michael’s dick had felt when he touched it in the back of the pickup truck. “How are sales going on the fish?” Louis asked to distract himself from his dirty thoughts.

“Oh, they’re great. Oscar, the guy from the festival, is taking up a lot of time now, but everyone understands. Most of my customers have been customers for years, so I know their families. It’s always good to catch up.”

“You must know a lot of people in Lake Morton,” said Louis. He always had a smile on his face when he was with Michael. Louis didn’t know how he would cope losing Michael if he found a job in Chicago. Louis was getting ahead of himself, but he couldn’t forget his dreams. They were with him every moment of every day. Louis had to become someone big in the radio business, or he didn’t know what he’d do.

Michael ran his finger along the edge of the table. He looked into Louis’ eyes. His muscular arms. The way he would squirm in his seat while he waited for the server to bring back their drinks. “I know some people,” he said. “But you’re the one I care about most.”

“Stop it,” said Louis. He was afraid of falling for Michael. He was afraid of getting his heart broken. “You barely even know me.”

“I know we have a deep connection,” Michael said and leaned forward. He didn’t care who saw them. He took Louis’ hand in his and squeezed it.

Louis’ heart felt as bright as the sun reflecting off the lake. He felt as light as the misty summer breeze blowing past them. The server came to drop off their drinks, and they broke contact. Louis ordered a plate of black bean nachos for them to share. He wanted something to nibble on. He could always take the leftovers home if he didn’t finish the nachos, but those facts didn’t reserve judgment from crossing Michael’s face. “You don’t have to eat them if you don’t want to,” Louis said.

“I’ll eat some nachos. Just makes me feel like I didn’t give you enough for lunch,” Michael said and frowned.

“Oh, come on. We have to make it worth the server’s time. I’ll pay,” Louis said and winked. Michael tried to protest, but Louis shut him down. They enjoyed their drinks. Michael drove them back to his place after they had been at the restaurant for forty minutes and had gotten more than enough sun.

♦

“You sure about this?” Michael asked as he had Louis pressed up against his living room wall. He had his right hand on Louis’ ear and the other on his side. His mouth so close to Louis’ they could feel each other breathing.

Louis hadn’t been more sure of anything, ever. He hooked two fingers into Michael’s belt loops and pulled him close. “I want you. You don’t know how bad I want you,” he said.

Michael could feel his dominant side rising to the surface. He couldn’t help Louis had been so receptive to his force when he pushed Louis against the wall or when Michael pressed his mouth against Louis’ and thrust his tongue into Louis’ mouth. “Are you wearing a thong today?” Michael asked as he let his weight press against Louis.

Louis needed Michael to take off his pants and put him on his hands and knees. He could feel Michael’s huge dick pressing against his smaller one, and all he wanted to do was service Michael. He was so tired of pretending like he didn’t want to be Michael’s little slut for the evening. “Take off my pants, and you can see my thong.”

“Take off your own pants, and I’ll watch,” Michael said. He released Louis and stepped backwards to the couch. “Give me a show, sexy.”

Louis pretended to act shy. He pretended to act afraid, and Michael was eating it up. He whispered sweet encouragements and even moved the coffee table out of the way and pulled the blinds tight as Louis stood in the middle of the room; hands clasped against his crotch, twisting his hips.

“What are you waiting for?” Michael asked when he returned to the couch. Louis wasn’t expecting it, but Michael unbuttoned his pants and pushed down his pants and boxers. His pubes trimmed. His dick long and half erect. “If you won’t take yours off, then take off mine,” Michael said and put his legs out for Louis.

Louis was rock hard under his pants as he stared at Michael’s dick. It was the most beautiful cock he’d ever seen, and he never wanted to lose it. Louis pulled Michael’s jeans off and tossed them to the side. Michael took off his t-shirt too, revealing his lean body with a visible six pack. Louis whimpered as he took in Michael’s beauty. Michael spoke with a new darkness in his voice. “I want to see your thong.”

“Okay,” said Louis. He took off his shirt first, exposing the first crisscrosses of the olive green thong. Louis felt sexier as he undid his pants and pulled them over his hips. Michael spat on his cock and stroked his erect monster. Louis couldn’t wait to sit on it.

“Show me your cock,” Michael said in a low, throaty voice. He rubbed the head of his cock, mixing the precum with his saliva to make his dick extra slick. Louis pushed his pants past his cock, and his dick popped up. It was tiny compared to Michael’s. Michael didn’t care. “Wow, you’re so sexy. Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” Louis said as he pulled on his cock.

“Come over here and put your dick in my mouth,” said Michael.

Louis stepped over to the sofa where Michael was sitting. He stood on the sofa so his dick was in Michael’s face. Michael laced his fingers with the crisscrossing strings of Louis’ thong as he parted his lips to take Louis’ dick in his mouth.

Michael could fit all of Louis’ tiny, pretty cock in his mouth. He ran his tongue in circles around it as he squeezed Louis’ ass as hard as he could. Louis was moaning like crazy, holding on to the edge of the sofa with all his might as Michael bobbed his head along his dick. Before Louis knew what was happening or could stop himself, he was shooting a thick, hot load into Michael’s mouth, and Michael swallowed every drop.

“I’m sorry,” Louis said as he dropped to Michael’s side. Michael leaned over and kissed him, slipping a taste of the cum past Louis’ lips. Louis’ dick got hard, and he felt like a slut for loving what Michael had done.

Michael ran his hand along the side of Louis’ face. He was still rock hard. “You have nothing to be sorry for,” he said.

Louis smiled.

“Yet,” Michael added and glanced at his dick. “Don’t think you’ve finished.”

Louis shook his head and dropped to his knees. Michael’s dick was what he’d wanted all along, and he wasn’t about to disappoint his man. Not after how hard he’d cum in Michael’s mouth. Louis got between Michael’s legs and wrapped his hand around the base of Michael’s dick.

Michael held Louis’ head as he lowered his mouth to Michael’s cock. Louis didn’t mind as Michael pushed on the back of his head, encouraging him to move his mouth down farther. Louis sucked Michael’s cock for several minutes until Michael couldn’t stop thinking about Louis’ ass. He had to taste his hole. He had to feel inside of him and felt an overwhelming sense of urgency.

Louis let his body fall limp as Michael stood from the sofa. He slapped his dick on Louis’ face a couple times and fucked his mouth once or twice before lifting Louis into his arms and carrying him to the bedroom. Michael kicked open his bedroom door. He had made his bed and cleaned his room before Louis came over for lunch, so it was sparkling and smelled like the aerosol he’d sprayed earlier.

Louis looked so sexy in his intricate thong. “Get on your hands and knees,” Michael said after he’d lowered Louis to the bed. Louis did as he said.

“You gonna fuck me with that big dick?” Louis asked, looking at Michael over his shoulder.

“Think you can handle it?”

Louis stood on his knees, still looking at Michael over his shoulder. He cupped his ass with his hands. “I don’t know, but I want to try,” Louis said as he held his cheeks apart. His hole smooth and ready; a tiny little hole Michael couldn’t wait to stretch.

“Careful,” Michael said as he stepped to the edge of the bed. He pushed Louis back down and ran his fingers along Michael’s split. He spat on his fingers and pushed two into Louis’ tiny hole. Louis moaned as Michael used his other hand to play with Louis’ thong.

“Fuck me,” Louis said. The fingers were good, but he knew Michael’s dick would be more satisfying.

Michael told Louis to stay where he was and got a condom. He told Louis to finger himself as he unwrapped the condom and rolled it over his dick. Louis pressed his fingers against his hole, supporting himself with his right hand as his left one played with his hole. He watched as Michael used the extra-large condom to cover his extra-large dick.

“That thong makes your ass look so sexy,” he said.

“My ass is yours,” Louis said as he spread his hole with two fingers.

Michael climbed onto the bed and squatted behind Louis. He held the olive green thong as he slid his dick into Louis’ tight hole. Louis moaned as Michael stretched his hole. He barely had half his dick in Louis, and it felt like it’d never end. Louis had already cum, but his dick was hard again.

Michael dropped to his knees and held Louis’ thong with two hands as he pushed the second half of his dick into Louis. Louis cried out but took it. He needed it. He had been dreaming of Michael’s dick for too long to turn it away now. “Fuck me, baby,” Louis said in a low, inaudible mumble.

Michael was pounding Louis’ ass. Slapping his cheeks through the entanglement of thin lines. “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Michael said after he’d been fucking Louis for several minutes. Louis touched his dick. It was dripping with precum, making a pool on the sheet beneath him.

“Cum in me,” Louis said in the strongest voice he could muster. He was weak and on the edge of cumming a second time.

Michael pulled out of Louis and hopped off the bed. “Get down here,” he said and pointed to the floor in front of him. Louis went where Michael said, opening his mouth to catch Michael’s cum. Michael stroked his cock, staring into Louis’ eyes as he sat on his knees below him. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Louis placed his hands on Michael’s thigh, gripping his strong legs. Michael’s balls tightened. His cock throbbed. He shot his load into Louis’ mouth and all over his face. Louis reached down with his left hand, stroked his cock once, and came with Michael as he emptied a second load onto his tongue. Michael pushed his dick into Louis’ mouth, and Louis sucked him dry.

Michael pulled Louis to his feet, kissed him, and placed his hand on Louis’ ass. “I want you to wear something sexier and more feminine next time,” said Michael.

“Anything for you,” said Louis.

“Come on, let’s clean ourselves up,” Michael said and scooped Louis into his arms, carrying him from the bedroom to the bathroom.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Louis was sitting on the edge of the sink in the bathroom at the radio station scrolling through his phone. He was wearing a white cotton jockstrap with lace trim. He loved how the hole around his ass felt when he walked, and thinking about his ass reminded him of Michael. Michael’s big dick. How amazing it felt when Michael fucked him.

After getting bored with social media, Louis went to his emails. Elanor, the main deejay, had a playlist going, and Louis could hear what was playing on a little transmitter next to him. He had at least five more minutes before he had to go to the booth, say a few things, and hope Elanor made it back before the big boss noticed.

Louis covered his mouth when he saw the email from a prominent radio station in Chicago. He jumped off the sink and did a little dance nobody could see. He was alone, and the door was locked. There were three bathrooms in the building, and there were so few employees sitting in one for minutes on end was never a problem.

Louis reread the email. He pinched himself. They had offered him an entry-level position, but they were offering a similar salary to what he was making now. The money wouldn’t go as far in Chicago, but there was so much more room for career growth at the other radio station.

The moment of elation faded as Michael crossed Louis’ mind. What would he do about Michael? How could he move to Chicago when he had fallen so madly in love with him? Louis didn’t want to miss this chance in Chicago, but he didn’t want to give up on Michael either.

Chicago was only three hours from Lake Morton, but it felt like a distance Louis wasn’t sure he could overcome with Michael. As much as he loved Michael, he wasn’t sure they would last if he moved to Chicago. What if their bond wasn’t strong enough?

The radio called Louis’ attention. He had to return to the booth before the music cut off, so he slid his phone into his pocket, unlocked the bathroom door, and ran down the hall to the booth.

“Ladies and gentleman. Good afternoon,” Louis said in his deep voice. He loved its resonance. Louis smiled to himself and said something about the songs that’d been playing, the weather, a brief traffic report (there was none), and then said they’d be going to commercials before returning to the song he had on deck.

Elanor walked through the door while the commercials were playing, and Louis still hadn’t decided what he’d do about the email. He couldn’t say anything to Elanor because who knew what she’d say to their boss. “You need anything else before I go?”

“For you to teleport Kevin here with your mind,” she said.

“Wish I could,” said Louis. Kevin was the evening deejay, and he was running late, but that wasn’t Louis’ fault. Sometimes he started work later if Kevin knew he would need the help, but Kevin worked alone most days. He was a one-man show, and Louis was extremely envious of him, but maybe they would be the ones looking up to Louis and what he had down the line.

“See you, Louis. Don’t worry about Kevin,” Elanor said.

Louis told her bye and went out to his car. He had to tell Michael, but something told him he had to answer the email before it became too late, so he wrote a reply to the station in Chicago saying he would love to interview for the position. Louis called Michael when he finished writing the email. His heart was racing as the phone rang.

“Hey, sexy,” Michael said when he answered.

“Michael,” said Louis in a low voice.

“What’s wrong?”

“We need to talk. Can you meet tonight?”

“Definitely! I’m free. Are you going to wear something hotter than last time? You’re all I can think about, Louis. I wish we didn’t have to work,” he said.

Louis thought Michael could sound so sexy on the phone with his masculine and dominant voice. Maybe Louis was hearing things or picturing how Michael had put down the dick like a champion. “Yeah, I’ll wear something hot for you.”

“Can’t wait. What do you want me to make for dinner?”

“Anything but fish,” said Louis.

Michael laughed. “I’ll start something for us. The markets closed already, and I’m tired of looking at financial reports.”

“Okay. I’ll call before I come over.”

Michael said a couple other things, and they hung up. Louis sighed and reclined his seat instead of starting the car. He should feel happier he finally got a highly interested response to his resume in the city of his dreams, but Louis was crushed by the crossroads he faced, and he didn’t want to tell Michael but knew he would have to tonight.

After sitting there for a few minutes, Louis put up the seat, started the car, and went home to find something sexy to wear.

♦

Louis walked up Michael’s stairs holding a paper bag of goodies. He couldn’t wait to change from his jeans into an outfit he hoped Michael would love, but he had to tell him the news about Chicago first. It was weighing too heavily on him, and Louis had to come clean. Louis knocked on the door.

Michael opened it a few seconds later, looking as sexy as ever. His brown mullet groomed. He smelled of body wash and cologne. His home was sparkling clean, and it smelled of pasta sauce. “What did you cook?”

“Spaghetti. I was waiting until you got here to make the garlic bread. You want some?”

“Sure. I’ll have one slice,” said Louis. He sat at the kitchen table as Michael pulled the garlic bread out of the freezer. He popped two pieces on a cookie sheet and put it in the oven. Louis had placed his bag to the side. He glanced at the outfit he’d packed, reminding himself it was the reward for his honesty. “Michael, I have to tell you something and get it off my chest.”

Michael’s back stiffened, and he didn’t turn to face Louis. “Okay, what do you have to say?”

“I got offered a job in Chicago,” said Louis.

Michael turned to Louis. He smiled hard because he thought Louis was going to say he met someone better and more interesting than him, but Louis had fantastic news. “That’s great, Louis! Isn’t that your dream?”

“Yeah, but—”

“There is no ‘but’! You have to follow your dream if it has come to you,” said Michael.

“What about us? How will we work?”

“If we’re meant to be, Louis, we’ll find a way. I love you, Louis, but you can’t give up your dream for a relationship.”

“You love me?” asked Louis. Now he wanted to stay behind in Lake Morton even more. What was so bad about being a small-town deejay? It wasn’t like he was going to make more starting out, even though there was more opportunity for growth in Chicago; a chance guaranteed nothing.

Michael took Louis’ hands and got to his knees in front of Louis. He was between Louis’ knees and wouldn’t mind sucking his dick. He could see hints of black lingerie poking out the paper bag behind Louis. Louis would look incredibly sexy in whatever he brought. “I love you, Louis, and it would hurt me if you didn’t at least try. Chicago is only three hours away. It’s nothing. We can make it work,” said Michael.

Louis nodded, feeling hints of wetness at the corners of his eyes. He could tell Michael meant the words he was saying. Louis touched Michael’s face. He leaned forward and kissed Michael’s lips. “I love you, too.”

The room smelled of garlic, so Michael stood and pulled the bread out of the oven. He scooped portions of the spaghetti onto two plates. Michael poured them both wine. Louis watched Michael moving around the kitchen with ease. He wouldn’t have these meals in Chicago, which made him frown as the thought crossed his mind.

“I’ll come visit you,” Michael said and smiled, sitting at the table.

“Promise?” asked Louis.

Michael nodded. They ate and drank wine. Louis finished first, but waited for Michael to eat the last bits from his plate. Louis picked up the dishes and washed them. Michael moved to where Louis had been sitting so he could watch Louis’ backside.

“So, what did you pack to wear?”

“You want to see my outfit?” Louis asked as he held a soapy sponge in his hand.

Michael bit his bottom lip and nodded. “Fuck yeah, I want to see it. Then, I’m going to give you this big dick,” Michael said and lifted his crotch.

Louis could see the outline of Michael’s dick, and it looked so long against Michael’s leg. He couldn’t wait to put it in his mouth. He couldn’t wait for Michael to fuck him. Louis gripped the edge of the counter with his wet hands and bent his back in so his ass stuck out. “Where are you gonna put that big cock?”

“I’ll put it wherever I want,” Michael said and unbuttoned his jeans. Louis was rock hard. He came close to pushing his pants to the ground and begging Michael for his dick but resisted. “Concentrate on those dishes. You aren’t getting any dick until they’re clean.”

“You want me to change before I finish?”

Michael tilted his head to the side as he considered Louis’ idea. “Sure,” he said and smirked. “Let me see what you packed.”

“Okay,” Louis said. He walked across the room slowly until he was standing in front of Michael. He put his arm on the back of the chair, bending over Michael to reach the bag that was on the floor behind him.

Michael grabbed Louis’ ass through his jeans and squeezed it. He smacked it. Louis picked up the bag. He ran off to the bathroom before Michael made him lose control of himself. He needed Michael’s dick, and Michael was making it next to impossible for Louis to ignore his urges.

Standing in the bathroom, Louis stared at himself in the mirror. He placed the paper bag on the counter. He glanced at the clothing inside the bag before stripping naked.

First, Louis put on a black jockstrap with a lace trim. He wanted Michael to have easy access. He put on black stockings next and then a black garter belt. Louis clipped the garter belt to the stockings, feeling sexier as he looked at himself in the mirror. The outline of his dick clear beneath the feminine jockstrap. Louis put a bra on his hairless chest and added to the look with a pair of black platforms. He preferred no wigs, no makeup.

There was one last piece in Louis’ bag. He pulled out a faux fur-trim black mesh robe. Louis slid one arm into each sleeve, feeling fabulous and seductive. “You ready?” Louis called.

“Yes,” Michael said in his dark voice he reserved for the bedroom. A voice Louis hoped he only heard and nobody else. He stepped out the bathroom and went to the bedroom where he found Michael naked and sprawled out on the bed.

♦

Michael lay on the bed, naked and stroking his hard cock. Louis twirled as he moved toward the center of the room, his black mesh robe catching air, and Michael could see everything Louis was wearing from his heels to the bra on his chest, and Louis had never looked more beautiful. It wasn’t just what he was wearing; it was also the confidence and ease in his eyes. “What do you think?” Louis asked in an innocent voice.

“You look incredible,” said Michael. He got off the bed and walked over to Louis. Michael wrapped his hand around Louis’ side as he gazed into his eyes. Michael ran the backside of his hand along the soft fabric. He kissed Louis’ neck and blew on it, which made Louis laugh at the sensation that ran through his body.

“You really think so?” asked Louis. Michael had acted weird about the thong at first, but it seemed he’d changed.

Michael’s grip tightened on Louis’ side. “You’re so sexy it’s hard for me to control myself.”

“Then let go,” said Louis.

Michael lifted Louis into the air and walked him over to the bed, placing him on its edge. He moved the jockstrap to the side, and Louis’ cock popped out. Michael loved sucking Louis’ dick. He loved how it fit in his mouth. How sensitive it was and how it tasted. Louis tasted like honey, and Michael needed some sugar.

Louis leaned back as Michael sucked his dick. He curled his toes as an orgasm built in his balls. He tried to maintain control in a situation where he was losing it. Louis touched Michael’s head, and Michael placed his hand on top of Louis’. Louis wouldn’t last much longer, so he begged Michael to stop before he came, but it was too late.

Michael pulled back, and Louis shot a load. It arched as it went from Louis’ cock to Michael’s chest. Michael wiped it off and laughed. “Hot,” he said.

“Fuck, Michael,” Louis whimpered. His dick was growing soft.

Michael covered Louis’ dick with the fabric and stood. He was stiff and erect. “You’re far from done, sexy,” he said. “Show me how much you love this dick.”

“Oh, baby, I love that dick,” Louis said as he slid off the bed to his knees. Louis wrapped his hand around the base of Michael’s cock and swirled his tongue around its tip like a cone of melting ice cream. Louis wanted all the cream in Michael’s milky surprise. Louis got his lips wet and slick by bobbing his head along Michael’s dick before coming up for air to say, “fuck that dick is so big.”

“Take it all,” Michael said and pushed Louis’ head down on his cock. Louis choked on Michael’s shaft, but that didn’t stop him from trying to fit more into the back of his throat. Louis breathed through his nose as he pulled down on Michael’s balls and choked himself with the man’s dick. “Easy there,” Michael said and pulled up on Louis.

Louis wiped his mouth, but it was still wet. “I want you to fuck me,” he said.

“Why don’t you dance for me first?”

“Put on a song,” said Louis as he waited. He stepped backward, and the heels clicked on the floor. Louis walked across the room and picked up his cell phone. He perched on the edge of the bed as he looked for a song. He put on a soft rock song from the seventies, and Louis rocked his hips.

Louis spun in circles, lip syncing to the familiar lyrics, even though he moved his mouth the wrong way a few times. Michael didn’t care as he pulled on his cock and watched Louis. Louis lifted his robe and let it fall. He bent over and snapped back. He moved his body like a leaf floating in the wind.

When the song was near its end, Louis turned around so his ass was facing Michael. He lifted the robe so Michael could see his bare skin; the black jockstrap with a lace trim encircling his ass cheeks. Louis bent over so his ass spread, revealing his clean hole to Michael. He had come prepared to take Michael’s dick. “You want this ass?”

“Yeah, I do. Not as much as you want this dick, though, right?”

“Never,” Louis said. “I need that dick.”

“Come show me how much,” Michael said and wagged his dick from side to side.

Louis sucked Michael’s dick for a few more minutes, closing his eyes and savoring every second. His heels jutting out behind him. His mesh robe spread across the floor beneath him. Michael watched Louis suck his dick with passion, but he couldn’t stop staring at his ass either. It looked so good in that jockstrap, and he had to have it.

“Get up here,” Michael said and pulled Louis to his feet. He told him to bend over the edge of the bed, and Louis did as he said. “That’s right. Just like that,” Michael said and smacked Louis’ ass after he’d lifted the robe out of the way. “Take off the robe so I can fuck you right,” he said.

Louis stood for a moment to let the robe slide off his arms and pool around his feet. He was still wearing the bra, garter belt, stockings, jockstrap, and high heels. Everything a shade of black. Michael stood behind Louis and rolled a condom over his dick. He squirted lubrication onto his fingers and rubbed it against Louis’ hole. He slipped a couple fingers into him to loosen his ass before he fucked him with his huge dick.

Louis needed his dick. The fingers weren’t enough. He dropped his body to the bed, held his cheeks apart, and told Louis he needed his dick. Now. He couldn’t wait another second. “Give me that dick,” he said.

Michael growled and stepped forward. He slapped his dick against Louis’ hole, which was contracting and opening as Michael rubbed his cock against it. Louis holding his cheeks apart and making desperate noises. Michael slapped his ass before shoving his dick into Louis.

Louis’ eyes shot open as he felt Michael’s dick stretch his hole. He moved forward, and Michael let his dick fall out of Louis’ hole. Louis took deep breaths as he let his hole relax. Michael spat on his fingers and rubbed Louis’ hole. “You okay?” he asked, stroking his dick with his other hand.

Louis nodded. “Yeah, I’m okay. Go slow,” he said.

Michael grinned as he took out his fingers and pushed his dick against Louis’ hole. Louis took a deep breath, and Michael pushed into him, placing his hand under the garter belt. Louis rubbed a nipple between the bra and his chest as he supported himself with one hand.

Michael slid in and out of Louis’ relaxed hole. Louis moaned as Michael used every inch of his dick, pushing Louis to the limit. Louis moaned and thrust his ass up against Michael’s dick. Michael slapped his ass and pulled on his garter belt, making Louis’ ass lift even higher in the air.

Louis moved his hand from his chest and pressed against the front of his jockstrap. His dick was hard and leaking. He would cum against if Michael kept fucking him hard with every inch of his dick. He didn’t know how much more he could handle.

“Fuck,” Louis said. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Yeah?” Michael asked as he pulled his dick all the way out before slamming it back in Louis’ hole, hitting his spot.

“Yeah. Shit,” Louis said. Michael had thrust so hard Louis fell to the bed, and his dick was getting jacked off by the bed and Michael’s humping. Louis moaned, unable to control his cock. He was cumming seconds later.

Michael could feel Louis’ dick contracting around his hole. He reached around and touched where Louis’ cock was, and it was soaking wet. Michael moaned and fucked Louis harder as Louis’ ass kept squeezing his dick. Michael pulled out when he couldn’t handle it, ripped off the condom, and shot his load all over Louis’ exposed ass.

Louis moaned as he felt Michael’s warm, creamy milk sliding down his ass cheeks. He had cum twice and was spent. “Damn,” he said.

Michael fell by Louis’ side and held him. He kissed Louis’ shoulder. “Louis, I want to be yours no matter where you go. Okay?”

Louis nodded before resting his head against Michael’s chest. They interlaced their fingers and closed their eyes to enjoy the afterglow of their orgasms. Louis kissed Michael softly before letting himself fall into a gentle nap. Michael did the same, and they lay there holding each other.


CHAPTER EIGHT

One Month Later

Louis got the job and was moving today. He had packed his house, found someone else to take over the lease, and couldn’t believe moving day had arrived. His new roommate was expecting him in Chicago. Louis was waiting for Michael to arrive with his truck. Michael was taking him to Chicago, and Louis couldn’t have been more grateful.

The interviews had gone well, and they offered Louis the job three weeks ago. They were understanding when he told them it would take time to get there, but those three weeks had gone by so fast. Louis had spent every night with Michael, and he couldn’t believe that was going to change, but he had to chase his dreams. Michael was supportive.

Louis had reduced his possessions to a few boxes they’d put in the back of Michael’s truck. His new roommate had all the main furniture they’d need, and Louis would buy a bed and whatever else there. He had taken his bed from his parent’s guest bedroom, and they wanted it back. They were supportive of his move.

Everyone was delighted about Louis’ job. Louis was too, but he knew how much would miss Michael. He walked around the house, taking photos because Michael was already on his way. By the time Louis finished, Michael was waiting outside.

“You sure about this?” Louis asked Michael after they’d loaded his boxes in the truck and locked the door to the house.

Michael sighed. They’d had this conversation more times than he could count. Michael put his hands on Louis’ shoulders. “You have to try. I’ll be here for you. It’s only three hours away. You might have sold your car, but there is a lot of public transit. I can come get you sometimes. We will make this work, but you can’t miss out on this chance to live your dream.”

“You’ll never move to the city.”

“You might be able to convince me on the suburbs one day,” Michael said and shrugged. “Let’s take it a day at a time. Are you ready?”

Louis smiled softly and nodded as he looked into Michael’s eyes. He placed his hand on Michael’s chest, and they kissed. They got in the truck and took off to Chicago, where Louis would start a new job and have a new life, but their love would endure.

♦

Six Months Later

It was winter, and Louis loved how he could wear tons of layers. He never went without a bra and panties in the winter. Everywhere he went, he could feel the fabrics’ hold on his body, and it was fabulous.

The job at the new radio station couldn’t have been going better. He had already gotten one promotion and a raise, and the managers always talked about how luxurious Louis’ voice sounded. Even though Louis missed Michael all the time, he knew he’d made the right decision.

Louis was sitting at home looking over what he’d packed. His roommate wasn’t there. It was the day after Christmas, so everyone was on vacation, and the radio had given him a week off to celebrate the New Year with his family. He worked a few hours on Christmas, but they had compensated him well, and Louis loved his job. Michael and his parents understood.

Michael was on his way to pick up Louis. They were going back to Lake Morton. Louis couldn’t wait to spend a week sleeping by Michael’s side. Waking up to him every morning. He couldn’t wait to ride his dick every night. Louis had packed a suitcase full of pretty lingerie and couldn’t wait to dance for his man.

Louis was wearing a pink bra and matching panties under his plain green sweater and blue jeans. He had on pink stockings too because it was cold, and they helped keep him warm.

Michael called fourteen minutes later when he was outside. Louis grabbed his suitcase, turned off all the lights, locked the door, and went out to meet Michael. He was standing outside his truck. Louis jumped into Michael’s arms and kissed him hard on the lips.

Michael loved feeling Louis’ arms around him. He could feel the bra under Louis’ sweater and smiled to himself. “I missed you, sexy,” he said.

Louis’ knees shook. He loved when Michael called him ‘sexy’. “I missed you too,” Louis said.

“Let’s get you home,” Michael said and opened the passenger’s door.

Louis hopped in the car, smiling from ear to ear, “let’s get out of here!”

Michael smiled and walked over to the driver’s side. He hopped in and kissed Louis before starting the car, leaving Illinois for Lake Morton, Wisconsin.
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Halloween had always been Albert’s favorite holiday. I couldn’t wait to make it a day he despised. A day he would think of me, his former best friend, and how I ruined his life. Much how he ruined mine.

We were nineteen, before my transition, when I told Albert my true feelings. We used to do everything together, so I thought I could trust him with my secret, but he betrayed me. He told everyone, and they ran me out of our old neighborhood. Long before I was ready to spread my wings.

Times changed though, and I found success in Chicago real estate after waiting tables throughout my transition. My life was rocky for a long time, but at thirty, I was killing it. I had stuffed my account with dollars. My brunette hair was always fabulous. I wore designer clothes. Lived in a loft with glimpses of the lake.

My office was downtown. My high heels clicked against the pavement as I strutted down the street. The leaves on the few trees along my walk had changed colors. It added a pop of joy to the shortening days. Skyscrapers towered above me, making me feel like a tiny ant.

There was something so intimate about living in a big city. One could move to a different neighborhood and become an entirely different person, which is what I did when Albert ruined my life. I packed my bags and moved to a cheap apartment on the South Side of Chicago. I took the train north every day to serve tables at a fancy bistro as I slowly transitioned from man to woman.

It was a painful time in my life. Switching restaurant jobs every year made it more bearable, until I was about twenty-five and no longer recognizable as my old self. The world finally accepted me as Donna.

Never having to tell people I was trans at the last restaurant job I worked was all the proof I needed that I could fool the world. Nobody questioned my womanhood. I even started carrying tampons in my purse, just to help my fellow ladies when they needed it.

I got my real-estate license shortly after that and never looked back. I was one of the top-selling agents in the area. My company already gave me three different awards for my sales. Nobody was going to stop me.

I still lived south but moved closer to the water. The neighborhood was called South Shore, and I thought it was absolutely gorgeous. A lot of the properties I sold were north of downtown, but I didn’t mind the commute. My success offered me a personal driver, Calvin.

He was waiting for me on the corner, hazard lights flashing. He hopped out of the front seat when he saw me approaching.

“Miss. Moon, how was the meeting?”

“I closed another deal. Hungry?”

“I just ate, Miss. Thank you, though.”

“It’s fine, Calvin. I actually want to head northeast. There’s a bar I just saw online, and I’d love to eat there.”

I’d seen a picture with Albert in it. He was bartending at a place called Pat’s. It was in the northwest corner of the city. I didn’t spend much time out that way. It was a quaint area, but my company only gave me the top listings now, which weren’t usually out that way.

“Tell me where, and I’ll drive you, Miss.”

“Thanks, Calvin.” I slid into the backseat and programmed the directions into the GPS using my phone.

Calvin got in and started the car, driving us across town. I stared out of the window as we slowly moved through traffic, wondering if it was even worth my time to visit Albert.

I’d gotten it in my head that I should seduce him and coax him into dressing up as a girl to humiliate him as he’d humiliated me, but doubt crept into my system as we moved. I thought about turning around until I pulled out my phone to check the screenshot I’d taken of Albert.

He looked the same, only older.

It’d been over a decade since I last saw him.

I didn’t understand why, but I still wanted to get revenge, even though eleven years had passed.
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I sat at Albert’s bar. He noticed me right away. Calvin was waiting out in the car. He said he might check out the stores in the strip mall, but he would still be close. I could pick up the phone and be out of the area in minutes, which brought some peace.

“Afternoon, miss. Here’s a menu. How are you doing today?”

“Excellent,” I purred while holding Albert’s gaze. I needed him to want me if my plan was going to work, but I was almost positive he’d already closed his mouth around my hook. “I sold a penthouse.”

“Shit,” he said. “That must have made you a ton.”

I stared at him, hoping my eyes sparkled when I smiled. “More or less.” I giggled too, covering my mouth, acting as young and innocent as I could.

Albert watched me, clearly mesmerized. He probably didn’t get many women wearing five-hundred-dollar heels and three-thousand-dollar pantsuits at his bar. My nails had French tips. My makeup and hair were done to perfection. I was wearing my favorite perfume.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“My, aren’t you forward? Maybe I’ll tell you after a cocktail. What do you recommend?”

Albert bit his lip. I had him in my hand, ready to crush my fingers around his soft shell, but it was too early. The higher I let him climb, the farther he would fall.

“What kind of liquor do you like, miss?”

I licked my lips as I stared at him. I picked up the menu next, covering my face. There were all the classics on the menu and a few specialties. I slowly lowered the menu a moment later.

“Are any of these cocktails your creations?”

Albert beamed. “I invented this one,” he said and pointed to an upgraded gin and tonic on the menu. “I make all our shrubs.”

“Okay, then I’ll have one of those. Promise to make it extra delicious for me?” I leaned forward and placed my elbows on the bar, showing him a hint of my cleavage.

Albert looked like he might faint. “Coming right up, miss.” He went and got to work mixing my drink in an oversized wine glass. He added fresh berries and a gorgeous purple liquid to the drink. I wanted to copy the color to order a custom lipstick.

“Is that the shrub?”

Albert lifted the bottle of purple liquid. “Yeah, this is it. I made it with a bunch of blackberries and a few blueberries.”

“Delicious,” I said with a bat of my eyelashes. I was being over-the-top, but I knew Albert’s dreams. I knew he’d always wanted a woman to approach him and act like he was the sexiest man in the world.

“So, what’s your name?”

“I’m Albert,” he said with a bright smile. He slid the finished drink to me. “You?”

I wrapped my lips around the straw. I took a long drink from the cocktail, staring at Albert through hooded eyes. He watched me as I sipped, looking like he was about to cum in his pants.

I smacked my lips and gasped when I pulled them off the straw. “I’m Donna.”

“Donna,” he said in a whisper.

I wasn’t worried that Albert would put the pieces together. He knew me as Kevin Ramirez, but that man had died long ago. I was Donna Moon now, so he literally had no idea what was coming. Albert had no idea that he was lusting after his old best friend turned new enemy.

The longer I sat at the bar, the angrier I became. Who was Albert to out me to our family and friends? We were from a tight-knit community in the northern suburbs. Everyone knew everyone in our circle, and they all turned against me when they discovered I wanted to be a woman, and it was all Albert’s fault they found out before I was ready to tell them.

“That’s right, mister. Don’t wear out my name. What do you have that’s tasty on your menu?” I asked and let my gaze drop toward the edge of the bar, right where Albert’s bulge was.

I never saw his dick, but he always used to brag that it was big. I wondered if it was as big as mine. I was seven inches hard with a decent girth.

Albert coughed and cleared his throat. “We have an awesome hamburger, but I don’t know if you’re looking—”

“I’ll take the hamburger with cheese and everything. Do you have a side salad?”

“Yeah,” Albert said in a breath.

“I’ll take it,” I said and clapped my hands. “Hurry, though. I don’t have much time.”

Albert ran over to his computer before disappearing to the kitchen. He came back with a side salad a couple minutes later. I turned my phone upside-down on the bar, giving Albert my full attention.

“Thank you,” I gushed. “That was so quick. You really know how to take care of a woman.”

Albert grinned. “I try my best. So, Donna, do you work around here?”

I shook my head, covering my mouth. I’d already taken a bite. I chewed the lettuce while looking at Albert, smiling to bring brightness to my eyes. I wanted him to remember this exchange when he went home to touch himself. I wanted him to think about me every second of every day.

“Sorry,” I said after swallowing. “I work all over the city, but I actually found this place online. The cocktails looked sexy, so I had to stop by to try one.” I wrapped my lips around the straw and took another drink. Albert was so easy to tease.

It was almost painful watching him crawl so cluelessly into my web.

Albert licked his lips as I drank. He exhaled when I stopped. I ate another bite of my salad to break the tension, but he wouldn’t forget that moment. I saw it in his eyes.

“Oh, well, I hope you can stop by again soon. I’m releasing a Halloween-themed cocktail menu next week.”

“That’s fun,” I said. “Do you love Halloween?”

“It’s my favorite holiday,” he said. “Wanna try one of the cocktails? It’s on the house.”

“Sure,” I said. “Are you going to share it with me?”

Albert cursed under his breath. “I guess I could. It’s pretty slow.” Albert looked up and down the empty bar. “What’s the harm in one drink?”

I shrugged. “I don’t see any.”

Albert mixed us a rum cocktail with a cinnamon and pumpkin shrub he’d created. It was warm on the tongue and surprisingly delicious. We took turns sipping from the same martini glass until a couple arrived at the bar, interrupting our moment.

I didn’t mind, though. I needed to get back to the city.

“Would you mind wrapping up my burger and giving me the bill?” I asked when Albert returned a couple minutes later.

“You haven’t even touched it, though.”

“The salad filled me up. I’ll have the burger for dinner,” I said with a wink.

Albert shrugged and took the plate. He came back with the burger wrapped up in a paper box. I set my credit card on the counter. He took it and ran my bill, passing me the receipt. I left a twenty in cash as the tip, along with my business card.

“Call me, handsome.”

“I will,” he said with a big grin.

I swung my head, tossing my ponytail over my shoulder. I draped my jacket on my shoulder and sashayed out the door without glancing back at Albert. I didn’t have to look to know he was watching.
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“I never come this far south,” said Albert.

“Isn’t it gorgeous?” I asked. We were sitting at a bar near my place with lake views. They had a terrace, and it was warm enough to sit outside that day, so we were taking advantage.

“Yeah. I’m surprised,” he said.

I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, giving Albert a glimpse of the shadows between my thighs. I hoped he touched himself while thinking about me. Several days had passed since my visit to his bar. We’d been texting some, but I had a lot of work to do if I was going to get my revenge on Halloween and forever ruin Albert’s favorite holiday.

We were sipping cocktails and talking about life. I avoided my past, but it was all Albert seemed to talk about. He’d mentioned ‘Kevin’ more than once, even though it’d been over a decade since we last communicated. He talked about how we used to go rock climbing and how much he missed it.

“Why don’t you go?” I asked. “There’s nothing stopping you now.”

Albert shrugged. “I don’t know. I usually work late nights and don’t feel like doing anything in the morning.”

No surprise, judging by Albert’s body. He wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t a gym rat, either. He looked like an average thirty-year-old guy. I never missed a morning at the gym myself. It took a lot to maintain this hourglass figure.

“You should go,” I encouraged. “Rock climbing sounds like a fantastic workout.”

“Do you go to the gym?”

I told Albert about my six-day-a-week gym routine. He nodded along, clearly impressed. I wasn’t trying to gloat. Maybe inspire. Firming up his bod would help make him look sexy in women’s clothing.

Part of the reason I couldn’t get over Albert outing me was because I’d secretly found his stash of panties when we were eighteen. I was sleeping over at his place after a night of drinking. He was in the shower, and I was looking for a pair of shorts when I found them.

I never said anything to anyone about Albert’s women’s lingerie. Not even when everyone turned against me. I figured they would discover the truth in their own time, but I’m not sure Albert was ever caught.

“You’ll have to be my personal trainer.”

“Maybe,” I said with a light laugh.

“I’m going to hit the bathroom. Be right back,” Albert said and stood.

He turned and walked away, and that’s when I saw them. His pantie lines. Maybe he was wearing a pair of briefs, but I was guessing they were panties based on the collection I’d found all those years ago.

I smiled to myself, excited about the games I could play, but I was also disappointed in my old friend. Why did he push me away when we were more alike than we were different? Had he been afraid people would discover his secret because of our close friendship?

“Would you like to go on a walk?”

“Around here?” he asked.

People thought my neighborhood was dangerous, but there were tons of lovely parks near my building.

“Yes,” I said with a chuckle. “There’s a cake shop down the road. Maybe we can cut through the park on the way and eat some desserts back at my place?”

Albert grinned. “That sounds nice.”

“Perfect.” I waved the server over to bring our bill. I put everything on my credit card, even though Albert insisted on paying. “You can buy the dessert.”

“Deal,” he said.
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There were no clues of my old life in my loft. It was stylishly decorated with minimal artwork and furniture. I had some real-estate and business books along one shelf, but everything else was pretty streamline. I wanted my place to look like the pages of a magazine.

“Holy shit,” Albert said when we stepped into my condo. “This is where you live?”

“Yes,” I said. “Is that a problem?”

“No. I’ve just never been inside such a nice apartment. You must be making a ton in the real-estate business.”

“You could say that.” I walked over to the kitchen. I pressed a button to turn on all the lights. “Would you like a drink? I have sparkling water.”

“That sounds good,” he said.

“Lemon or lime?”

“Lime. Let’s be adventurous.”

I cut a lime for our sparkling waters. Albert wasn’t as sexy and fit as he’d been at nineteen, but I still found something about him incredibly attractive. He was sitting on the sofa, admiring the view from the floor-to-ceiling windows when I walked over with the glasses of sparkling water.

“Thanks,” he said.

“You’re welcome,” I purred and took a seat next to him. I leaned forward to kiss Albert, but he stopped me.

“Wait,” he said. “You’re in a league like eight times above mine. What do you see in me?”

I sighed. “Why do women always have to date up when men can date whoever they want?” I tried to kiss Albert again, but he still wasn’t going for it.

“You’re beautiful. Like, too beautiful. I’m just a boring old bartender. There’s nothing special about me.”

I had to take a risk. I had to expose the fact that I knew his truth, even if it meant he’d push me away to protect his ego. I leaned forward to whisper into his ear.

“Maybe you’re right,” I said in a sultry voice. Albert frowned. “Maybe I live in a nicer apartment or make more money, but there is something special about you.”

“What?” Albert asked, his voice filled with doubt.

“Unless I’m mistaken, you’re wearing panties beneath your jeans. You were wearing some that afternoon at the bar too, weren’t you?”

Albert’s face flushed. He looked like he was about to deny it, but I placed my hand on his knee before he could.

“It’s okay, Albert. I like boys who wear panties.”

He swallowed, staring at me with a confused expression. “You do?”

“I do. They’re my favorite kind of boy,” I said.

It was a lie. I liked all boys equally, as long as they were sexy, but what did any of that matter when I was trying to execute the most elaborate revenge plan I could create? It would have been enough for most to lead Albert on and then never call him again, but I wanted to bring his deepest, darkest secret to light and destroy him just as he’d destroyed me.

Albert stared at me, like he was debating whether to divulge the truth or not. He opened his mouth a couple times like he wanted to talk but stopped himself before he said anything each time.

“What’s wrong, Albert? If they aren’t panties, all you have to do is say so. Maybe I should get my eyes checked,” I said with a laugh. “There are plenty of boys who like wearing panties if you don’t. I’ll just find one of them. Should we watch a movie now?”

Albert just nodded in silence like a fool, probably wanting to confess his love for lingerie but was too afraid of the world finding out. He had no problems with spilling my secret, though. No problems with ruining my life.

I picked up the remote and turned on a movie, unphased by Albert’s stillness. I knew he was just gathering the strength to tell me the truth.

“How’s this movie?”

“Fine,” Albert said in a soft voice.

“Have you seen it?”

Albert shook his head. I clicked ‘play’ and curled my feet onto the sofa. I exhaled as I relaxed, enjoying the nervous energy radiating off Albert. Part of me was honestly relieved he didn’t have the balls to reveal his pantie-wearing nature. I’d already humiliated him by calling him out on the behavior, and maybe that was enough.

We were about fifteen minutes into the movie when Albert said something.

“How did you know?”

I picked up the remote to hit ‘pause’. “Know what?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Come on, Donna. Don’t make me say it.”

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about, Albert. You’ll have to be more specific.”

Albert glanced around the room, as though someone was hiding in the corners. I couldn’t help but smile, which seemed to frustrate Albert. “My panties,” he said in a harsh whisper. “How did you know about my panties?”

I laughed. “I doubt I’m the first woman to notice your pantie line.”

Albert looked mortified, like he’d seen a wall of ghosts. I almost felt bad for him. He really thought after all those years nobody would notice him wearing panties. I might have been the first to say something to him, but I highly doubted I was the first to notice.

“You think others have noticed? When did you see them?”

“When you bent over at the bar,” I said with a chuckle. “They were awfully cute.”

“But—” he said with his mouth agape. I wanted to shove my cock between his lips but closed my eyes to shake the urge. “I always tighten my belt. I’ve triple-checked in the mirrors at home to make sure that they aren’t visible when I bend over, and I almost never bend over in front of people.”

“Maybe you show them off more than you realize. It’s easy to get comfortable at work,” I said. I hadn’t even seen Albert’s panties when we were at the bar, but he clearly believed me. There probably wasn’t a time when he wasn’t wearing panties. I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d gone further.

“Fuck,” Albert said. He put his head in his hands. I rubbed his back. “I can’t believe it. You think my coworkers know?”

I shrugged. “Does it matter if they do?”

“Yes,” Albert hissed. “They can’t know me as a pantie-wearing fag. I like women. I promise.”

I laughed. “You don’t have to tell me. I know you like women,” I said and placed my hand on the inside of Albert’s thigh. There was something so sexy about vulnerability, and I’d never seen a man more vulnerable than Albert at that moment. He looked so small and soft, like he could get crushed.

Albert looked at me as I worked my hand closer to his dick. “Yes, handsome. You like women, and I like girly boys like you.”

“I’m not girly,” Albert said. His energy went cold. “I only like lingerie.”

“Oh, don’t be such a stick in the mud. Haven’t you ever tried pushing the limits? Haven’t you ever tried wearing a dress or short skirt or shaving your legs?”

Albert bit his lip, and I immediately knew the answer. He’d probably tried all of what I mentioned. I wanted to hit him. He’d been so judgmental toward me for even mentioning those ideas at nineteen, and here he was doing all of it himself. I wanted to scream and tell him the truth of my identity. Blow up my entire revenge plot right there to make Albert feel like a fool, but he hadn’t paid.

Not yet. Not properly.

I was a woman on a mission, and I wanted to burn Albert to the ground.

“Come on,” I said in a playful voice. I pushed on Albert’s knee, burying every bit of fury I felt. “You can tell me. Your secrets will be safe here. I promise,” I said and placed my hand back where it’d been on Albert’s thigh. “There’s nothing I love more than a boy who’s in touch with his feminine side.”

“Really?” asked Albert. “Most women run when they find out the truth.”

“I’m not most women,” I said in a slutty voice. “Can’t you trust me?”

Albert looked at me for a long moment before sighing. “I’m sorry, Donna. I’m just so used to keeping my guards up that I can’t even recognize when I should let them down. You’re the woman of my dreams. Like, you’re making all my dreams come true right now, and I can’t even take a breath to enjoy it.”

I smiled and scooted closer to Albert, moving my hand further up his thigh. His energy was back to being warm and accepting. “Yes, relax, handsome. You’re my type of man. This is a safe place where you can be yourself without judgement.”

Albert nodded. “You’re right,” he said. “For whatever reason, I feel so comfortable around you. It’s like I’ve known you for years.”

“Yeah,” I said in a soft voice. We gazed at each other.

“Do you want to see my panties?” Albert asked after the pause in conversation.

“Are your legs shaved?”

Albert frowned. “No, I haven’t had time.”

I grinned. “If you think my living room is nice, wait until you see the bathroom.”
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“This is the craziest date I’ve ever been on,” Albert hollered.

I was lying on my bed, watching TV at a low volume. Albert was using the bathroom attached to my bedroom to shave his legs and rid himself of all that yucky hair. His face looked like he’d won a trip around the world when he saw my bathroom. I ran him a bath with a luxurious bath bomb, but he still had to shave.

“Have you started shaving?” I asked.

“Not yet. This bath is so comfortable. Don’t you want to join me?”

I was tempted, but then Albert would feel my dick, and he couldn’t know my secret. Not until I humiliated him on Halloween and ruined his favorite holiday.

“Another time. Start shaving. I’m getting tired,” I said and fought a yawn. My work schedule was grueling, and this revenge plan was eating into all my free time, but it’d be worth it. I hoped.

“Okay,” Albert called. “I’ll start now. Promise this won’t be my last bath here.”

“We’ll see,” I said. “I can’t wait until you’re all hairless and smooth.”

Albert gushed. “You’re the most amazing woman ever, Donna. Where did you come from? Is this a dream?”

“It’s most certainly not a dream. I’m going to make us some popcorn to finish the movie, but then I need to sleep for work in the morning. Hurry.”

“I will,” Albert called. “Do you have a stretchy skirt I could borrow, or is that doing too much?”

I couldn’t believe what Albert was asking, but I also couldn’t break character. If I thought about my past pain too much, I’d reveal my cards on my face, and then Albert would have the upper hand. I couldn’t let that happen.

“Let me check,” I called in a chipper voice. I went to my closet and found a pleated skirt with an elastic waistline that would probably fit Albert, but that wasn’t enough. I grabbed him some stockings, a women’s light-weight sweater, and a wig. “Found you some stuff. Left it on the bed.”

I waited in the chair by the window, staring out at the Chicago skyline. I watched the city lights reflect off the water. Was I making a mistake? Should I stop while I was ahead? Doubts ran through my mind, and I was about to tell Albert to go home until he walked out of that bathroom looking and smelling fabulous.

“I hope you don’t mind,” Albert said in a falsetto. “I used some of your perfume. I wish I had my makeup bag, though. You’re a couple shades darker than me.”

“Damn, you look incredible.”

Albert blushed and curtsied, tucking his hands into his crotch. “Thank you.”

“I might have some makeup in your shade. Let me check.”

“Do you have nail polish? I really love to paint my nails,” Albert said.

I stopped, taken aback. Albert was using a lighter voice. His mannerisms had become more feminine. It was like he’d changed into a different person while he was in that bathroom. Had this side of Albert always been there? How had I never noticed?

“Sorry,” Albert said with a giggle. “Is it okay if I paint my nails? Or is that too much for you?”

“No,” I said in a breath. “It’s fine. What color?”

“Pink,” Albert gushed. “Bring me every pink you have.”

“Coming right back.” I went to my bedroom closet where I kept all my nail polish. I also had a box of old makeup, and I was positive there were some foundations Albert could use. Eyeliner and blush at the very least. I grabbed the makeup and every pink nail polish I could find.

Albert was waiting on the sofa, sitting with his legs crossed, looking daintier than I’d ever seen him. He was almost passing. I was certain some man somewhere would hit on him looking how he did.

“Everything okay, Donna? You seemed so much happier before I put on all these clothes.”

I was trying not to break character, but it was becoming increasingly impossible. I was so confused by my old friend. So filled with hate about how he’d treated me terribly when he was really an undercover femboy.

I shook my head, breaking the negativity. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ve just never been with a guy so open and willing as you. Most of the femboys I’ve known take forever to come out of their shells.”

Albert shrugged. He was becoming more feminine with each sentence he spoke, as though he’d only been warming up before. I wondered how long he’d practiced in the mirror. As many hours as me?

“I’ve never met a woman like you,” Albert said in a convincingly feminine voice. “It’s always been a dream, and I guess I don’t want to blow it.”

“Have you ever been with a man?”

Albert shook his head. “I don’t like men. Sherry does a bit, but it’s nothing serious. She just likes when they pay attention to her.”

“Who’s Sherry?”

“Me,” Albert said in a high voice with a long giggle to follow. “Sherry’s who I become when I’m a girl.”

“Oh,” I said. “Has Sherry ever gone out on the town?”

Albert waved his hand in the air. He looked into my eyes, and I swore he saw me. The real me. I felt like I’d been hit in the chest by a bowling ball. My body went cold.

“Only to the grocery store,” Albert said. “I’m too nervous she’ll run off with a man if I go to the club or something. Sometimes Sherry has a mind of her own.”

“So, Sherry mostly sits at home?”

Albert nodded. “She likes to chat online, though. She’s a dirty, dirty girl.”

“What websites does she like to use? Maybe we could chat together. You know, as Donna and Sherry.”

My heart was racing. I was honestly getting a little hard at the thought of chatting online with random strangers. Would Sherry and I end up touching? I didn’t know if I would be able to keep my cock hidden if we fooled around.

Sherry giggled. “You really think that’s a good idea? Some of those men are really naughty and ask me to do bad, bad things.”

My mouth went dry. “What do they ask you to do?”

Sherry bit her lip and shook her head. This alter ego had completely taken over Albert’s body and mind. He’d become a different person. I’d never seen a transformation so quick and effortless, and I had tons of trans girlfriends. Most had stories of the difficult years, but Sherry could walk out on the streets and fool any man.

I didn’t know whether to be proud or jealous.

“Oh, nothing. We shouldn’t be talking about this. I don’t know why I told you.” Sherry spoke in a playful voice. She had the most infectious energy. I couldn’t believe it.

“You’re pouting again, Donna! What did I do? Tell me!”

“Nothing,” I said. “I’ve just never met anyone who can transition as well as you. You’re incredible, Sherry.”

Sherry placed a hand on her chest. Then she looked confused, glancing down. “Fuck, I left my bra at home. I’m such a ditz sometimes! The boys hate it when I don’t wear my tits. We can chat online next time.” Sherry scooted closer to me, and I honestly didn’t know how to react.

“Next time?”

“Yeah,” Sherry whispered into my neck. She placed her hand on the back of it, moving her lips close for a kiss.

I didn’t resist. Sherry was so sexy and making me incredibly horny, even though I knew having sex would give her some power.

Sherry pressed her lips against mine. Our kiss deepened. She kept her hands in my hair. I had one hand on her leg and the other on her side. Sherry moaned, clearly into whatever we were doing, but I felt conflicted.

Sherry was incredibly sexy, but her confidence was otherworldly. She wasn’t Albert. She was her own woman within him, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to battle her. Maybe she would cross lines that Albert wouldn’t.

I gasped when Sherry broke the kiss.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s nothing.”

“We can go out dancing next time. I can be Albert or Sherry. Your pick. This doesn’t have to be a one-night stand, but damn, I need you now. You’re so sexy. You turn me on more than any other woman.”

I blushed, feeling a little better. “Do I?”

“Yes, Donna. Let me eat your pussy. We don’t even have to do anything else.”

I panicked a little. Albert still didn’t know the truth, and he couldn’t. Not until I had proof against him. I glanced around, but my phone was all the way across the room on the kitchen counter. We were too involved for me to grab it and snap a picture of him dressed as Sherry.

“I’m on my period,” I said. “Not tonight.”

“I don’t care, baby. Let me taste it,” she said.

Fuck, Sherry was one dirty girl, and I liked it. I only wished I could be honest, but that would compromise my plans.

I wagged my finger in Sherry’s face. “How about I suck your cock?” I asked and stood between Sherry’s legs.

Sherry grinned and shrugged, spreading her legs further. I sunk my knees in front of her. My dick was getting hard in my panties, but I couldn’t let it free, no matter how badly I wanted to stroke my cock.

I kissed along Sherry’s thighs, working my way toward the shadows beneath her skirt. She moaned as I worked my way up her freshly shaved legs to where her stockings ended. She smelled feminine and fresh, like soap and lotion with an overtone of perfume.

“You’re so sexy, Donna. I’m so fucking hard right now.”

I reached up Sherry’s skirt and pulled her cock out from the side of her panties. It wasn’t very long, but it was plenty thick. I moaned like a slut as I took Sherry’s member in my hand and gently stroked her throbbing cock. It was rock hard and veiny and making my mouth fill with drool.

Sherry glanced down at me as I jacked off her cock. It wasn’t long before she grabbed me by my hair and pushed my mouth onto her cock. She giggled through her aggression, and my dick had never been harder. It was throbbing in my panties. I was desperate to stroke it, but I couldn’t.

How was Sherry so sexy as a woman? How did she have this much confidence? I never expected this, but it was a delightful surprise. No girly boy had been so dominant with me before.

“Damn, girl. Your mouth feels good. You like my girly cock?” Sherry asked as she moved my head up and down, making me bob along her cock. I moaned on her dick, feeling my own member beg for attention.

Sherry threw her head back and groaned as I made my way down to the base of her thick cock, choking on it lightly. Sherry giggled in her girly voice, disarming me a moment. She used the second to push my lips further down her staff. She moaned as I coughed on her dick.

She pulled me off a moment later. “You really know how to suck some dick, but I want to fuck your pussy.”

I could feel the precum leaking into my panties. I’d almost forgotten about the revenge plan because I was so turned on by my former best friend who was passing as a girl. If it weren’t for Sherry’s cock, I honestly wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.

I caught my breath and wiped my lips before speaking. “It’s only our first time fooling around. We should wait,” I said.

Sherry’s gaze darkened. She grabbed her dick and wagged it. I tried my best to look unaffected, but her cock was so slick and shiny and shimmering in my face. She knew I wanted it inside of me.

“Why wait? We’re already here. We’ve already gotten this far.”

I couldn’t recall how I’d ended up on my knees, but I wanted Sherry to fuck me. Her cock looked so delicious throbbing in front of me.

“What if I just sucked you until you came?” I asked.

“No,” Sherry said in a serious tone. “I want to feel your hot pussy lips around my dick. Don’t you want me to fuck you with this fat, girly dick?”

I stared into Sherry’s eyes and realized she was living her fantasy, and I desperately wanted her cock. I just couldn’t let her see mine.

“Don’t you, slut?” Sherry asked in a playful, girly voice. “You’re such a dirty slut. You should have seen yourself flirting with me at the bar. It was so hot. I kept thinking about having you just like this. Come on, beautiful. Let me fuck that pussy.”

My dick throbbed in my panties, and I knew doubt was all over my face. I wanted Sherry’s dick. I wanted to sit on it. Slip a finger into my ass while she fucked me.

“Don’t you have a condom around here somewhere?”

I bit my lip. I had a drawer full of condoms but shook my head. “No, I don’t. All out. Let me just suck you off, sexy. You’ll love it.”

Sherry groaned. “No, I want to fuck you.”

“Fuck my mouth. It feels good.”

“How about I fuck your mouth and stick a dildo in your pussy? I know you have a dildo somewhere in this house. A slutty girl like you.”

I didn’t know whether to be offended or not. Of course I had dildos. I had a collection of silicone cocks in my closet, but I couldn’t give Sherry what she wanted. I was supposed to be the one in charge, but Sherry was quickly taking control.

I wrapped my hand around Sherry’s base and moved my lips closer to her thick member, parting my lips, but then she grabbed me by the hair and lifted my head. The force of her grip had me feeling like I could cum without touching myself.

“Why are you playing so hard to get? I know you want this girly dick.”

I squeezed my legs together, doing my best to ignore my pounding erection, which was all but impossible. I knew I could get off by rubbing my cock through my panties with Sherry fucking me. The offer was so tempting.

I released my hand from Sherry’s cock and stood, moving away from her. We were both still fully dressed. I’d only lifted her skirt and moved her panties to the side.

Sherry stood and came up behind me, wrapping her arms around my body. “What’s wrong, baby?”

“Nothing,” I said with a shake of the head. “I’m just torn.”

Sherry moved her hands up and down my body. She was a couple inches taller than me, so her lips touched the back of my head. We were also wearing heels, looking feminine and fabulous.

“About me fucking you?” Sherry asked in a whisper.

Goosebumps shot up across my body. I reached around and felt Sherry’s cock peeking out from her skirt. I wrapped my hand around it, wanting to take her in my bum, but I’d already lied about not having condoms.

“Are you safe?” I asked.

“Very. I go to the doctor every few months. Just got tested two months ago, and I’m clean across the board.”

I hoped Sherry was telling the truth as I pressed my ass into her backside. “Me too,” I said and moaned as I moved the outline of my ass against her hardness. “You wouldn’t lie to a girl, would you? I know where you work.”

Sherry chuckled. “You’re funny, but I wouldn’t lie.” She grabbed my hips and squeezed them. She thrust her cock against my ass a couple times, dry humping me.

I moaned and grabbed Sherry’s hand, pulling her toward the couch. I lifted one knee to the arm of the sofa, leaned forward, and revealed my ass. I pushed my thong to the side to give Sherry access to my hole.

“Wanna fuck me, girly boy?”

“Damn, that’s hot. I knew you were a slutty girl. Only true sluts like it up the ass,” Sherry said as she stepped forward while holding her cock. She was stroking it slowly, and I couldn’t wait to feel her stretch my walls.

“Yeah,” I panted. “Let me be your slut for the night. Give me that fat cock.”

“You’re so dirty, girl. You have some lube? I don’t want to hurt you.”

I cursed under my breath, but it was fine. I went to my bedroom and came back. I pushed Sherry to the sofa, so she was sitting with her cock standing like a flagpole. I lathered it with lube before putting some against my hole, careful not to reveal my cock.

“You want this hole, girly boy?”

Sherry moaned as she stroked herself. “Fuck yeah, I do. Sit on my dick, so I can fill that ass with my hot seed. I’m so glad you decided to let me hit that backdoor. Now we can really be dirty without worrying about making a baby.”

“Yeah,” I said as I massaged my entrance with a lubricated finger.

“Sit on my dick, girl.”

I moaned and turned, so that my back was facing Sherry. I lowered my hole until the tip of her cock was pressing against my taint, readying to push into me.

“That’s right, girl. Fuck, you’re tight.”

It was true. I hadn’t been fucked in months. Nothing except my dildo on a few lonely nights, but it’d been weeks since I’d even done that. I was so hungry for Sherry’s dick. I didn’t care that having sex with her meant losing a little power.

“Mhm,” I moaned.

Sherry pushed into me, and I gasped, but the stretch against my walls was everything I’d been missing. I reached up my skirt and pressed my hand against my panties, rubbing the outline of my stiff womanhood as though it were my clit.

“Your cock is so big,” I moaned as I made it all the way to Sherry’s base.

“That’s right, girl. You love my big, girly cock, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sherry.”

I leaned forward to grab my ankles and started bouncing my ass on her dick. My panties still had my dick tucked safely in place. Sherry couldn’t see anything except my ass, or at least that was what I’d hoped. Hadn’t I been the one to ‘see’ her panties at the bar?

Sherry smacked my ass. “I’m going to fill this sweet ass with my cum, girl. Fuck, you’re one naughty slut. I’ve never met a girl so willing.”

I bit my lip, worried Sherry would put the pieces of the puzzle together. “Fill me, girly boy. I want that cream deep in my hole.”

I sat upright to reach my cock better, bouncing on Sherry’s dick like a madwoman. I needed to make her cum. I needed her to fill my ass, or she’d fall out of love, and my plan would never work.

Sherry grabbed my hips, holding me up a few inches to take over the fucking. She pounded my ass. I was so close, just from rubbing my cock through my panties. I’d never cum like this. It was so sexy.

“I’m getting close, baby.”

“Me too. Cum in me,” I panted. I rubbed my cock faster, focusing on the tip. It was slick with precum beneath my panties and overly sensitive.

Sherry pushed deep, and I closed my eyes. “Shit,” Sherry said before adding a string of eight more curse words. She hollered, and I was right there with her.

I focused on my tip and pinched it a little, which sent me over the edge. My head bent back as I came all over the inside of my panties, but I made sure to scream like one of those women in porno as blast after blast of my cum sprayed. Sherry’s dick still deep in my hole.

Sherry reached around and squeezed my breasts as our bodies relaxed. She pressed up, and I stood, moving myself off her dick. My legs shook as I tried to catch my balance while also adjusting my panties to keep my milky cum hidden.

“That was hot,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Sherry.

“If you don’t mind, I need to get ready for work in the morning. You can use the guest bathroom before leaving.”

Sherry pulled me into her arms. “Will we see each other again?” she asked, still in character. “I need another night with you.”

“Yeah, we’ll hang out, Sherry. I promise. I just take long showers is all.”

“Promise?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Okay. I’ll use the guest bathroom and then be on my way, but tonight was special. You know that, right? No other woman has done that with me. It was the best sex of my life, but we can have more than sex. Don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “There’s a lot to consider,” I said. My emotions were all over the place. I’d never cum so hard in my life, and my revenge plans were blurring at an alarming rate. I was no longer on the straight-and-narrow path to breaking Albert’s heart. He’d dropped boulders along the way and used his magic sexual powers to bend the road.

“What we have is special, Donna. You’re an incredible woman, and I really hope you’ll give me another chance. I know I can get aggressive in the bedroom.”

“It’s okay,” I said. The aggression was hot, but it also gave me pause. I worried Sherry would gain the upper hand and strike back if she learned the truth of my plans.

“Okay, Donna. I really like you.”

“I like you too, Sherry. You’re the girly boy of my dreams.”

Sherry smiled before kissing me lightly on the cheek. She disappeared to the guest bathroom, leaving me alone in the living room. I sighed before retreating to my bedroom. My hot cum rubbed against my dick with every step. It was thick, and there was just so much of it.

Globs fell to the floor when I pulled down my panties. I took a long, hot shower, wondering how to proceed. Was it better to stop while I was ahead with a memory of hot sex, or did I need to continue with my plan?

It was impossible to decide as soap suds ran down my body, but at least Sherry was gone when I came out of my bedroom wearing pajamas and a fresh pair of panties. There was so much to consider. So much to decide.

What to do?
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I adjusted the harness, making sure to keep my bulge hidden. When Albert first suggested rock climbing, I thought he was crazy. I hadn’t gone since my transition because harnesses were rather revealing, but it was also a perfect way to quell any suspicions he might have.

It required lots of tape and two pairs of panties, but my crotch looked utterly feminine. Albert even peeked at where the cords hugged my womanhood, but not even the tightness of the harness exposed me.

I placed my hands on my hips and turned from side to side. “How do I look, Albert?”

“Gorgeous,” he said.

We’d been texting nonstop since our hookup last week, but it was our first time getting together in person. I was trying to limit our exchanges until Halloween, which was only a week away. I wanted to expose him on his favorite holiday and then wash my hands of the man, even if I did think about him into the wee hours of the morning.

I still turned cold when I thought about how hard he made me cum. I wished I could forget everything he’d done but exposing me at nineteen was the most traumatic event of my life. People hated me. They rejected me. I still hadn’t returned to my old neighborhood all these years later, and it was only a few miles from where I lived.

If the company offered me a listing within five miles of my old home, I passed and let someone else take it. I never wanted to run into my parents. Not once.

Albert did that.

He made me jump from the nest before I’d even grown my wings. I landed face first on the ground, but that didn’t stop me from using my legs to walk until I found the strength to fly.

“You ready?” Albert asked.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

We walked to the wall and glanced at each other, and it was like we were back to being eighteen. I swore Albert recognized me for the briefest of seconds, but his brain probably didn’t let him believe the truth. If people searched my name online, there was nothing that connected me to my old life.

I stayed low and made few friends those years I hopped around restaurants, only nurturing relationships with people who truly understood me.

Albert put his hand on the wall. “I’m going to beat you to the top,” he said in a goofy tone.

“No racing!” the worker hollered behind us, but we didn’t care what she said.

“Oh, no you won’t!”

Albert was already several feet in front of me, but I knew I could catch up. The woman below us blew her whistle, but we ignored it as we raced to the top, laughing like fools.

I was nearing Albert about halfway up the wall. He turned and gasped when he saw how close I’d gotten.

“Told you that I would beat you!”

“No, you won’t!”

The woman below us kept blowing her whistle, but there was nothing she could do. Albert and I had done this race a thousand times before.

“You can’t beat me, old man.”

I always used to call Albert an ‘old man’ because he was a few months older than me but had always looked years older. At thirty, he just looked handsome and manly, so it was shocking how effortlessly he could pass as a woman.

“What?” he asked, pausing long enough for me to pass him.

I kept moving until I got to the top of the wall. I shouted. The woman was blowing her whistle like crazy beneath us, but I couldn’t have cared less.

“Ha! I won!”

“You called me ‘old man’. Do I know you?”

“Um, yeah, we’re rock climbing together, and I was just talking shit. What’s the big deal?”

“It’s just—” Albert looked at me for a few seconds. I squinted my eyes at him before laughing like a confused person. He smiled and shook off the doubt. “Never mind. It’s nothing.”

“You two get down here right now!” the woman hollered from beneath us.

“Oh, we’re coming!” I shouted back at her.

***

From what I could tell, Albert had shelved his doubts. We were sitting in a park near his place on a blanket he’d packed. He’d paid for the rock climbing as well. That ass I gave him must have done the trick because Albert seemed head over heels for me.

“This is a lovely picnic, Albert. Maybe you should have gone rock climbing as Sherry. I’d love to have her here.”

“And have everyone see my bulge? Yeah, right.” Albert grunted. “Plus, sometimes Sherry takes over. Sometimes I worry I’ll do something I will regret when I’m Sherry. She’s so powerful, like her own person within me.”

“How long have you known she was there?” I asked.

Albert looked at me a long moment. Long enough to send a shiver down my spine. I worried he saw right through me, but how could he? Wouldn’t he have called me out on it by now?

“Can I tell you a secret?” he asked.

“Anything,” I said.

Albert studied me, like he was about to drop the biggest bomb in the world, so I prepared myself for whatever he might say.

“I had this friend a long time ago, and I hurt him.”

“What? Why?”

Albert sighed. “He told me that he was trans, and I completely threw him under the bus. Her by now, I’d guess. She’s probably gone through the transition and everything.”

I acted like I didn’t know what Albert was talking about, but I was shaking inside. “What did your friend say?”

“He told me that he felt like a girl on the inside, and the saddest part was, I’d already known about Sherry. She was already coming to life within me. I used to have a collection of panties and some skirts and stuff. I never wore anything outside the house, but I knew my friend wasn’t much different than me and kicked him to the curb. Fuck, you don’t know how badly I wish I could go back in time to apologize. He completely freaked out and left, and none of us ever saw him again. His parents still ask if I’ve heard from him.”

My mouth went dry. I’d changed my number and swore off everyone from my old life after how they’d reacted, but maybe it was just shock. Maybe I shouldn’t have been so quick to cut them out of my life. I wondered how many times my parents had tried to find me after I’d done my best to become untraceable.

“Shit,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Albert. “Long story short, I’ve known about Sherry a long time, but she’s stronger than ever now. I worry one day I’ll become her and never turn back. I’m so much more confident once I have on a wig and some fake breasts. It’s insane.”

I chuckled. “You did become a different person.”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh.

Part of me wanted to kill him for hurting me. He was supposed to be my best friend. We could have had an incredible relationship if he’d just told me the truth all those years ago, but I couldn’t say anything now. I was too hot. Too upset.

The week until Halloween would be a perfect time to cool off and regroup.

“Sherry’s coming out for Halloween, though, isn’t she?”

“Why?” asked Albert. “Did you want to do something?”

“I thought we could go dancing. Find boys to buy us drinks,” I said in a flirtatious voice.

“I don’t know. I’ve never gone out as Sherry. Not to a club,” he said.

“There’s no better time than now. I’ll be there with you. What could go wrong?” I asked with a sly smile.

“Everything, but I guess it would be better with you there. I’ve always wanted to go out dancing while dressed as Sherry.”

I leaned forward, even though there wasn’t anyone near us in the park. I just loved whispering into Albert’s ear. “Have you ever sucked a cock?”

Albert sat back. “Gross, Donna! Why would I have sucked a cock?”

“I don’t know,” I said and leaned forward, rubbing my finger along Albert’s thigh. “Didn’t you say something about being naughty on camera while you’re Sherry? What do you do?”

Albert shook his head. “I shouldn’t say.”

I pouted and made a soft noise of disapproval. “Don’t be like that, Albert. Tell me.” I pushed on Albert’s knee.

“You can’t tell anyone. Literally nobody knows this about me.”

“Don’t you know that you can trust me?”

Albert watched me a long moment, accepting what I’d said. He was opening his heart more. It’d kill me to squeeze it in my fist until I crushed him, but he deserved to hurt as much as I had. He deserved to feel like the entire world hated him.

“You promise you won’t tell anyone, Donna?”

“I promise, Albert.”

“Shit, I can’t believe I’m telling you all my secrets. How did I get lucky enough to meet the most incredible and accepting woman in the universe?”

I shrugged. “Guess the stars aligned.”

“Yes,” he said. “They did.”

“So, what do you do when you’re on camera?”

Albert looked around, making sure nobody was within earshot. “Let’s just say you aren’t the only one with dildos.”

I laughed like wild and slapped Albert’s shoulder. I wagged my finger in his face. “Naughty, naughty boy.”

Albert blushed.

“Let’s get out of here. I have work to do, but we’re on for dancing on Halloween, right? Sherry’s coming out to play?”

Albert took a deep breath. “Yes, sounds good. I took the night off already. I’ll start preparing myself to become Sherry now.”

“You do that. Thanks for the picnic.” I got up and blew Albert a kiss, leaving before he had time to clean up the mess. Albert had brought us to the park, but my driver Calvin was only a quick call away.
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Halloween was here. I went back and forth all week over whether to execute my plan but had concluded that I needed to crush some part of Albert’s soul to make everything I’d gone through worth it. Even the time I’d spent making him fall in love with me. The damage I’d caused to my own heart in the process. It was all worth crushing him.

I held my phone in my hand at an innocuous angle, but the camera was unlocked and focused on Albert. He was carrying the clothes he’d wear as Sherry during our evening out dancing. He had a bag of makeup and a wig and some jewelry atop the pile of clothing.

“You ready to hit the club?” I asked, snapping pictures. I took as many as I could. I would be able to keep the best ones for my collage.

“Yeah, girl. I can’t wait to party. Halloween is such a fun party holiday. Everyone lets loose.”

We were going out as slutty witches. I was sitting in front of the makeup mirror. Albert disappeared into the bathroom. I waited a few moments before lifting my phone, checking the photos. There were a few pictures where both Albert’s face and the clothing were clear as a sunny day. I saved them for later.

“Let me see you without the wig,” I hollered toward the bathroom. “Maybe you could borrow one of mine.”

“Okay,” Albert said back in a bright voice, like Sherry was already coming out of her shell. She was so much brighter and bubblier than Albert. “We’ll see what this witch outfit looks like on me. I’m going to make my boobs extra big!”

I swallowed, worried that Sherry would catch me in ways Albert couldn’t. It was truly remarkable how different they were, but I was out for blood, and no fat-dicked bitch was about to stop me.

I sat in front of the mirror, working on my makeup, making sure it looked dark and witchy. I wanted to come off like a sexy, slutty witch, so I used the reddest of red lipsticks I had. I even painted my nails to match and planned on wearing extra high heeled pleather boots.

Sherry came out while I was fixing my face. I turned, trying to act subtle as I grabbed my phone and clicked a button twice to open the camera.

“Damn, girl! You look so sexy!”

Sherry grinned and put her hands under her chin, tilting her head to the side. “Tell me something I don’t know.”

“You’re so cocky,” I said. “I love Sherry.”

“Who doesn’t love Sherry? You should see how those boys online drool over me. One of them even pays my rent.”

“You’re kidding,” I said. Was I feeling jealous?

“Why would I joke about that? I work extra hard to keep that man happy. He asks me to take some rather large cocks.”

Why did I suddenly want to offer Sherry her rent so she would stop seeing that man? Why did I suddenly want her for myself?

“Dildos, you mean?”

“Yeah,” Sherry said. “He’s begged me to meet him in real life and has offered some rather generous payments, but I can’t. Can I?”

“No,” I said.

I had the phone in my hand, conflicted about snapping photos of Sherry without her wig or makeup, but I’d already come this far. There was no telling if Sherry would kick me to the curb. Maybe she would throw me under the bus as she’d already done once.

I couldn’t trust her, so I snapped pictures of her checking out my wigs. She nearly caught me when she turned to ask a question. I jumped.

“Girl, it’s just me. I’m not a ghost,” Sherry said with a laugh. “Which wig do you think will work best?”

“What about the red one? It’ll look good with the outfit.”

Sherry glanced at the red wig, considering it. “You know what? I never do red. Why not try something new?” Sherry grabbed the wig and disappeared back to the bathroom.

I combined the most recent photo with the first. Just one more, and I’d have Albert’s transition perfectly documented. He wouldn’t be able to deny the truth to anyone. Part of me wanted to send out the photos already, but I saved them to the cloud. Just in case.

We finished getting ready. It was already ten at night, so we really needed to get going, but at least the clubs in Chicago went until late.

“Ready, girl?” I asked.

“Yes, bitch!”

“Not until we get a selfie,” I said.

Sherry looked down at her feminized body like she wasn’t sure, but then I smacked her ass to break her train of thought. “Come on, Sherry. Nobody will recognize you.”

Sherry looked at me a long moment before dropping her shoulders. “Fine. One picture. For the memory books.”

If only she’d known about all the other pictures that I’d taken. She probably wouldn’t have been so willing to pose for that last picture. She probably wouldn’t have smiled so brightly. I looked just as happy. I knew this photo was the final nail in Sherry’s coffin.

“Girl, that’s one hot pic!”

“Tell me about it,” Sherry said. She grabbed me and looked into my eyes. “I really like you, Donna.”

“I like you too, Sherry.”

“Promise you won’t sell me off to some boy tonight,” she said. “I’m excited to dance with a few, but I don’t want to go home with any.”

“You needn’t worry,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said with a small sigh. “I trust you.”

“Let’s go. Calvin is waiting,” I said and pulled Sherry toward the door before my heart broke into tiny little pieces.

***

“Hey, ladies.” A man approached us while we stood at the bar. His friend was close behind. Sherry squeezed where she was holding my arm.

“Gentlemen,” I said in a smooth voice.

“What are you drinking?”

I scooted closer to Sherry, heightening the sexual energy by running my fingers slowly down Sherry’s arm. “I don’t know. What should we drink tonight?”

Sherry looked at me with nervous eyes, but I leaned over and kissed her gently, looking at her like she had nothing to fear. Telling her that she was safe as long as she was with me.

Crushing her would hurt, especially now that she trusted me. It would probably break both of us, but I was already broken.

“Something that doesn’t have that many calories,” Sherry said in a valley-girl voice.

I smirked, looking out the corner of my eye. The boys were eating up the dumb-girl vibe.

“You’re right,” I said in a similar tone. It was my old voice. The first feminine voice I’d mastered. It was loud, obnoxious, and a little slutty, but everyone believed it. “How about some vodka sodas?”

“Yes, that’s perfect. Don’t forget the lemon.”

“As if,” I said.

We laughed, and the boys looked like they wanted to bend us over the bars and plow into our cunts. Too bad neither of us had one. Not that those boys would ever see.

“Gentlemen, do you mind ordering us two vodka sodas? Make them doubles,” I said with a wink.

The obvious leader of the duo laughed goofily and stepped forward. He waved down the bartender and ordered our drinks. He pulled out his wallet to pay without hesitation.

“I’m Ricky,” he said and put out his hand.

I shook it and pulled him close to kiss his cheek, letting him catch a whiff of my womanly perfume. Ricky moaned, and I would have bet one-hundred dollars that his dick was hard beneath those straight-leg jeans.

“Donna,” I said with a purr of the tongue. “Who’s your friend?”

“That’s Bobby,” he said and pointed to the guy. “What about your friend?”

“Sherry, come over here and meet Bobby.” They introduced themselves to each other as Ricky and I got a little more acquainted. The bartender gave us our drinks, and Ricky paid the man. I took a sip, making sure to pay extra attention to my straw.

“Should we dance, Ricky?”

“I’d like that,” he said.

Ricky might not have been the smartest guy, but he sure knew how to dance. Sherry and I watched each other as our guys danced on our asses. Ricky had a major erection in his pants, and I could only assume the same of Bobby. I lost myself in a few songs, but then my drink was gone, and we really needed to lose the guys before they got the wrong idea.

“Come outside with me,” I said and took Sherry’s hand. The guys looked confused but didn’t chase after us. They probably figured we were going to the bathroom or doing something else girly.

My heart was racing, but the time had come. I had to back Sherry into a corner and throw her over the ledge. It was her turn to fall from grace.
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“You’re kidding,” Sherry said. I was holding my phone in her face, showing her the photo collage I’d made of her transition. “Why did you take those pictures? What the fuck, Donna?”

“Wake up you dumb fucking bitch,” I hollered. I turned a few heads. There were tons of people outside smoking cigarettes, but I didn’t care. It was Halloween, and Sherry was going to forever remember this holiday as the day her world crumbled.

“Wake up? Wake up from what? You’d better watch your tone before I kick your ass and humiliate you in front of all these people.”

I stepped closer to Sherry. We weren’t anywhere near the ledge, but there were some tables and chairs and beer bottles. Plenty to fuck Sherry up if she tried anything stupid. I wasn’t afraid to fight.

“I’m Kevin. Don’t you see it? I’m Kevin all grown up,” I said. Tears burned in my eyes, and I hated myself for it. I couldn’t cry over Sherry, even if she had given me the best dick of my life. Even if she was my former best friend who’d betrayed me.

Sherry covered her mouth, and then our eyes met for the first time. She was finally seeing me. I had more cosmetic surgeries than I could count, but my eyes never changed, and Sherry was finally seeing me.

“Fuck,” she said. “Donna, please. Can’t you keep the past in the past? Didn’t you hear me in the park?”

I squeezed the sides of my phone and pushed the screen into her face. “No, bitch. This picture is my proof. This is my revenge. You aren’t taking that from me! You ruined my life, Sherry! You completely messed up everything I had planned.”

“Donna, you disappeared. People looked for you, but you—”

“I don’t want to hear it, Sherry! I finally have the revenge I’ve always wanted, and I can’t wait to expose you. I can’t wait to tell everyone that you’re nothing but a terrified little femboy. Nobody will respect you.”

“They already don’t!” Sherry yelled. “I’m a pariah for what I did to you. Everyone hates me for making you disappear.”

“I… I… You’re lying.”

“Can’t we go back to your place to talk? I have proof. I can show you that you’ve been missed. There’ve been a couple moments when you reminded me so much of your old self, I was honestly confused. Donna, please don’t do this. Don’t post that picture or send it to someone or whatever you were thinking of doing with it.”

Tears slid down my cheeks. “Why should I give you the chance I never got?” I screamed. We had an audience, but I didn’t even notice the other people. Not until someone’s flashlight shined in my face, clearly recording our conversation. I turned to the stranger and put up my middle finger. “Go fuck yourself, dude! We’re at a party!”

“Let’s go,” Sherry pleaded while looking into my eyes. “We can get something yummy to eat on the way. Grab a bottle of wine. My treat. It’s still early.”

I shook my head. The guy recording us had disappeared after I yelled at him, so I felt a little more relaxed, but I still wanted to leave. I just didn’t know if I wanted Sherry to come with me. I felt like I was standing at a fork in the road.

“Come on, Donna. It’s still me. There’s still so much life we could have together. Especially after the other night. Wow. I’ve never—”

“Shut up,” I said.

Sherry folded her lips. “You can come with me, but only if you understand there’s a chance that I could share that photo.”

“You deserve to share that photo, but I don’t know if it’d make you as happy as you think. Take it from someone who has experience in revealing secrets. Let’s go to your place, Donna. There’s some stuff I want to show you.”

I relented. “Fine, but no funny business. Promise?”

“I promise.”

“I’ll message Calvin and have him pick us up. Decide what you want to eat.”

“Deal,” said Sherry.

I texted Calvin, and he replied that he’d be there within a few. We were about to make it an early night for him, which he’d enjoy. I’d already paid him a bonus for the night, but he deserved it. Calvin worked around the clock for me. I didn’t know what I’d do without him.

He pulled up right on time. We stopped at a couple restaurants for takeout, and Sherry bought everything. She refused to take my credit card. It was nice. Maybe she’d changed. Maybe it wouldn’t kill me to open my heart to seek reconciliation with the people from my past.
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Sherry and I were sitting on the couch at my place with our takeout food and glasses of wine. I’d cooled down since the club, and Sherry had forgiven me for hiding my identity. I was still working on forgiving her. We’d mostly avoided the elephant in the room, talking mostly about our guys from the club. Bobby, Sherry’s boy, had indeed been rock hard when he was grinding against her ass.

“Enough playing.” Sherry said when we came down from a fit of laughter. “We need to talk. Clear the air.”

“I hated you,” I said.

“You deserved to hate me. What I did was terrible, but look at you now, girl! You’re living it! Do you know how jealous I was the first time we walked into your place? You haven’t seen my apartment yet, but it’s not this. It’s nothing close to this.”

I glanced around my loft with its huge floor-to-ceiling window. The windows opened from the top and were on a remote. I had a state-of-the-art kitchen. Fabulous paintings decorated the walls. Designer clothes filled the closets. My life was everything I ever wanted.

“I’m not about to thank you, Sherry. You hurt me. You ruined my life.”

“I’m not asking you to thank me, but I’d love it if you considered forgiving me. You probably don’t believe me, but I’ve felt terrible since the day I hurt you. Not a day passes when I don’t think about it.”

Sherry took my hand. I hated how her touch warmed my body. I hated how I wanted to forget the past and move forward. With her. My extraordinary girly boy. My gender chameleon.

We got along as though we were still eighteen with few cares in the world except when we’d get to party and let loose. We never thought about the important stuff like school or careers. Probably because we were both too busy secretly enjoying women’s underwear.

“If I forgive you, we can’t have any more secrets.”

“Have you talked to your parents recently? They ask me about you every time I see them.”

I shook my head. Maria and Irvin, my parents, had freaked out when they found out I was a girl stuck in a boy’s body. They called it nonsense and said horrible things. Words I’d never forget, but the memories no longer felt fresh and bloody. They’d scabbed over years ago.

“Not since I left,” I said with a gasp. Not talking to them had left a major hole in my heart, but I never knew how to approach the subject. I never knew how to reach out, even though their number was probably the same.

“We should call them. What do you say?”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“It’ll be therapeutic,” said Sherry. “I have their number. What do you say? Introduce yourself as Donna. You want me to call on speaker?”

I glanced at Sherry’s phone in her hand, more nervous than I’d ever been in my life. There were so many ways the call could go. My parents could reject me all over again, and I wasn’t ready for that, but I had to be. I took a deep breath and nodded, prepared for whatever happened.

Sherry called my parents and put her phone on speaker. My heart raced. I thought it was going to pop out of my chest. The phone rang and rang, but then I heard it.

My mother’s voice.

“Hello? Albert? Is that you?”

Sherry used her boy voice. “Yes, ma’am. It’s me. I have a surprise.”

My mother gasped. “Don’t play with me, boy! Is my baby with you?” my mother asked. I could hear the tears in her voice. I clasped my hand over my mouth and cursed as my face became wetter than a window in a rainstorm.

“I’m here, ma.” I used my new voice, even though I could barely talk through all the crying. “I’m here.”

“Irvin! Get your ass in here!”

“Baby, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry for everything we said. Where are you living?”

“I’m in Chicago,” I said.

My mother howled. “Chicago? So close? All this time? Oh, my sweet angel! You must really hate us!”

“I don’t hate you, mom.” I took a deep breath, finally getting ahold of myself.

“Your voice is beautiful, dear. What should we call you?”

I glanced at Sherry. She was grinning like wild. Sherry. Albert. My person. The one person who truly understood me more than all others. I couldn’t believe we’d gone so long in life without each other, but it was so good to have him back. I never would have taken this step without him. I never would have heard how happy my mother was to hear my voice.

Donna’s voice.

“My name is Donna.”

“I love it. Irvin, say hi to your daughter.”

“Donna, what a lovely name! Please forgive us,” my father said.

“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s time we all move forward from the past.” I stared at Sherry as I said the words.

She nodded.

“How about we get dinner soon? I can treat you to an afternoon in the city, or I could come out your way. What do you say?” I asked. I hadn’t been to my old neighborhood since I left, but it was time I moved on from the demons of my past. It was time I let go of those shackles holding me back. I was a force of nature, and if those people hadn’t stopped me then, they certainly couldn’t stop me now.

“We’d love that. How about we do something in the city, so we can see how you live your life?” my mother asked.

“Sounds great to me. It’s so nice to hear your voices,” I said.

“Oh, Donna. Don’t go! There’s so much we need to catch up on.”

I laughed lightly. “You’re right, but let’s do it over dinner. I love you guys.”

“We love you,” they said in unison. My heart wavered in a way it hadn’t in a long time. All that anger and resentment I felt fluttered away like a butterfly leaving a flower. “Let’s do dinner! Really,” my mother insisted.

“I promise. I’ll have my assistant set up everything. Don’t worry.”

“You’re incredible, Donna. We were fools to ever think otherwise.”

“Don’t worry.”

Our conversation slowly tapered away until I could finally end the call. I couldn’t speak when I passed Sherry back her phone. She didn’t say anything either.

She pulled me close for a hug.

“Thank you,” I said. A few tears came to my eyes, but they were tears of joy. Tears of relief. They weren’t tears of sadness.

“You would have done the same for me if the roles were reversed.”

I nodded and held Sherry more tightly, never wanting to let go.
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It was later, and what a night it’d been. It was almost one in the morning. We took showers and watched an hour of television after I ended the call with my parents. I didn’t say much. I couldn’t. It was surreal having them back in my life after all that time. I was also processing how Sherry knew the truth, even though she never made a big deal about it.

“I hope I didn’t ruin your favorite holiday.”

“You didn’t,” said Sherry. “Quite the opposite, actually. I thought it was you when we went rock climbing, but then that seemed impossible. It makes sense that you showed up at my bar now, though. You could have just told me then.”

“I wanted revenge,” I said.

“Post the pictures if you want. I don’t care as long as we can be friends.”

“I won’t post them,” I said with a sigh. “There’s something else you could do for me, though.”

“Anything,” Sherry said.

I smirked and moved closer to her. We were still sitting on the couch, but we’d turned the TV off. I used a voice command to turn on some music as I placed my hand on Sherry’s thigh. She grinned.

“What did you have in mind?” she asked.

“Didn’t you say you liked to play with toys?”

Sherry’s eyes sparkled. “I did.”

I took her hand and moved it under my slip dress until she was touching my erect cock. We were both wearing slip dresses with panties, and Sherry had restuffed her bra. She’d also been careful not to mess up her makeup in the shower, so she still looked fabulous.

“You want to play with my toy?”

Sherry grinned. She sunk to her knees and got between my thighs. She pushed up my slip dress until it was around my waist.

I moaned as Sherry pressed her mouth against my panties. She kissed the outline of my womanhood while staring at me through hooded eyes.

“So, this is why you wouldn’t let me fuck you in the pussy?”

I chuckled. “Yeah.”

“I love that you still have it. I shouldn’t have pushed you away.”

“Maybe it happened so we could have each other now,” I said.

Sherry stared at me as she sat on her knees. “I hope that’s the case. You were the best friend I ever had, and I’ve really enjoyed getting to know you all over again.”

“Me too.” I reached forward and grabbed the sides of Sherry’s face, moving her to my lips. I kissed her gently once before pushing her back toward my cock. I was ready to get my revenge, but it’d be by filling her bum with cum, just as she’d done to me.

Sherry moved my panties to the side to set my cock free. I gasped when she wrapped her lips around my womanhood. I moaned and bit my lip as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was so warm and wet. I loved how she pressed her tongue against my cock. I loved how she moved her mouth all the way down my dick until she was choking on it.

I pushed her head down as she’d done to me, making my girly boy cough. She cursed when she came up to take a breath, but she was all smiles.

“Go get me the lube, slutty girl. Top drawer of the dresser right inside my closet.”

Sherry hopped to her feet and pranced off to my bedroom. She came back a minute later. She looked so sexy in her slip dress with her overstuffed tits. I stood and kissed her.

“Come here,” I said.

Sherry giggled as I moved her, placing her on her hands and knees in front of my floor-to-ceiling window. My panties were still on, and I wasn’t about to take them off. I loved how they cupped my dick and balls.

I used the voice controls to dim the lights as I lathered my dick.

“Move your panties to the side, girl.”

Sherry lifted her slip dress and moved her thong to the side, giving me plenty of space to enter her gorgeous hole. I moved forward on my knees and slipped lubricated fingers into Sherry’s opening. She moaned, but I could tell she loved it.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you, girl?”

“Yes,” she said and moaned as she started moving her ass on my fingers, trying to fuck herself.

I groaned and added more lube to my dick as I held Sherry’s sides. I slapped her ass and told her to sit still.

“You’re one eager slut.”

“Yes,” she said in a pant. “Fuck me. I need it.”

Sherry cried out when I pushed into her, but she quickly adjusted to my size. I held her sides as I slowly thrusted my cock, moving deeper and deeper into her hole.

“Fuck me, baby.”

I slapped Sherry’s ass as I moved my hips faster. I fucked her harder, but I was sensitive. It’d been so long since I’d been inside someone’s hole, and Sherry was letting me dive deep into her cave. It was so warm and soft and surprisingly snug.

I grabbed around Sherry’s body and lifted her so that her back was pressing into my breasts. She sank further onto my cock, and then I reached around to touch hers. Sherry moaned as I slid my hand into her panties, making her dick slick with my lubed fingers.

“Oh, baby. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum for me,” I whispered into her ear. “I’m about to fill this ass.”

I fucked her more slowly, using every inch of my dick. I held one of her ass cheeks open with my hand.

“Touch your cock, girl.”

Sherry pulled her dick out of her panties and stroked it. She squeezed her walls around my cock, getting me even closer to an orgasm. I held her tight as I fucked her, but I couldn’t hold my cum.

“Fuck,” I roared as I unloaded into Sherry’s ass. I pushed my cock as far as it would go, and then it happened.

Sherry moaned and came all over the hardwood floor. We stared at each other through our reflections in the glass as our bodies relaxed. We weren’t who we used to be, but we were connected on a level I didn’t think either of us quite understood. We knew there was no turning back after discovering what we’d found by being together.

Like this.

I slowly pulled out of Sherry. A pool of cum fell beneath her. I laughed as I grabbed Sherry and dropped to the floor, wrapping my body around hers.

It wasn’t the revenge I thought I’d get, but cumming in my best friend was more than enough payback.
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One Year Later

It was Halloween night again, and I couldn’t believe a year had passed since that wild night with Albert. We were still hanging out. The best of friends. We didn’t want to add any titles to screw things up, but I doubted there was anyone else in Albert’s life.

He was mine, and I was his.

“Girl,” said Albert. He was all dressed up and ready to become Sherry for the night. She didn’t come out all the time, but she was around enough that I never got bored with neither her nor Albert. It was great having both halves of my man’s coin.

“What’s up?”

“My fucking tights just ripped, and it’s freezing tonight!” Sherry came out in full force in that sentence.

“I have some extras.”

Sherry nodded. “Tonight was fun. I loved taking that hayride with your parents.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Can’t beat hayrides and warm cider.”

“Maybe we’ll find a couple cute boys tonight to buy us drinks. That could be more fun.”

“Perhaps,” I said and handed Sherry the tights. I kissed her on the lips. She grabbed my sides, and our kiss deepened. We couldn’t help ourselves.

We were two fools in love.

What were we to do?

“Let’s go, girl.” I said when Sherry was ready. She took my hand, and then we were out the door, excited to dance the night away.
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I was in deep trouble. Someone had kidnapped me two days ago. I was still wearing the same white dress I’d had on when a man covered my mouth with a damp towel and dragged me into his van. I woke up hours later in a strange room without any idea of where I was. My captor hadn’t even told me his name.

I only knew what I could see. The door with three deadbolt locks. The mattress on the floor. The lamp without a shade. An attached bathroom with everything removed that wasn’t screwed in place. At least I had the dignity of using a toilet. It could be worse. I could be shitting in a bucket.

My body tensed when I heard the first lock. I thought of a million different ways to attack my captor, but I knew it was useless. I was a petite girl. He was tall, muscular, and could have me pinned to the ground in under five seconds. If I wanted to beat him, I’d have to use my mind.

The door finally opened. The man I’d come to know with a lightly tanned face stepped into the room. I often wondered if he had Italian or Greek ancestors. I also wondered if he thought about me when that door was closed.

Did he touch himself thinking about me? Was he gay? What did he like, and what did I have to do to get him on my side?

“Here’s some dinner,” the man said in a monotone voice and dropped a tray to the floor. It was a wrapped lunchmeat sandwich, a juice pack, and a processed brownie dessert. I’d eaten the same meal five or six different times already. I was starting to lose track.

“Thanks,” I said in a slutty purr. I was shaking with nerves but buried them deep. I had to see if this man was attracted to me. I had to see if there was even a chance of me using sex to get free from his hold. “I appreciate you bringing me dinner,” I said with a long pause, like I would have used his name if I knew it.

“No problem,” the man grunted and turned to leave.

“What’s your name?” I asked in a soft, submissive voice.

He looked over his shoulder and stared into my eyes. “Doesn’t matter,” he said, but I could tell I was already cracking his shell.

“Won’t you just tell me your name? What harm will it do?” I was shaking even harder, but I had to get this man on my side. He was clearly at the bottom of the food chain. I could probably give him more money than whatever gangster was paying him, but he’d have to take a chance and trust me.

“My job is to drop off your tray, that’s it.”

The man put his hand on the doorknob, but I couldn’t let him leave. Part of him wanted me. I saw it in his eyes.

“How much are they paying you?”

“Doesn’t matter,” the man grunted and stepped out of the door, leaving me feeling defeated and unsure how to proceed.
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A full twelve hours passed. The sun fell and rose. The strange man would be coming any second, and I’d thought all night about what to do. When he opened the door, I was going to be waiting for him wearing nothing more than my filthy lingerie.

It took about an hour of waiting, but then I finally heard those familiar footsteps. I was already undressed and quickly got into position, perching on the edge of the bed with my arms outstretched behind me. My plan was crazy, but I was desperate and willing to try anything to get me out of this situation.

My father was a billionaire, but he didn’t care about me. He wouldn’t make any moves until people started giving him shit, making him feel guilty for his lost daughter. His failure. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t want to go to college and dropped out! They shouldn’t have pushed it on me. I told my parents a thousand times that I wasn’t interested.

I wanted to become a photographer and maybe a fashion designer. I took classes at studios and had some of the best in the industry as tutors, but that wasn’t good enough for my parents. They wanted me to study business and follow in their footsteps. My mother didn’t bother with the day-to-day of the family business, but she had her MBA from an elite school and had the last word on any important decisions.

I shook my hair and let my thoughts fade as the door slowly opened. The man tried to hide his surprise from finding me in lingerie but failed. I did my best to keep a straight face as I stared into the man’s brown eyes. He bit his top lip, stepping into the room with his eyes all over my body.

“Like what you see?” I asked and placed my hand on my stomach, letting it glide toward my panties, which were getting surprisingly wet. If this man weren’t my captor, I’d honestly probably give him a chance. “Want to smell my panties? I bet they reek of my cunt.”

The man coughed and folded his lips. He set the tray on the floor. It was the same sandwich and bullshit dessert as always. If I had to eat that bullshit the rest of my life, my life wouldn’t be long at all. There was no way! Not when I was used to eating delicious, home-cooked meals daily.

I was wetter than even a few seconds before as I placed my fingers against my soaked panties. I pushed the fabric against my pussy, watching the man’s eyes widen as he stared.

“I’ll let you smell them if you tell me your name.”

The man shook his head. “You’ll get me killed, bitch!” He broke his eye contact and raced toward the door, but he didn’t leave. I knew then that I had him right where I wanted. I knew then that my womanly body was my ticket out of wherever they were keeping me.

“If you help me, I can help you.”

“No,” he said in a growl.

“I can double whatever they’re paying you.”

“The only way they’re letting me out of here is in a body bag. No pussy is worth that. Sorry.”

I bit my lip as my pussy dried more quickly than a desert after a thunderstorm. What could I do to get this man on my side? What could I do to get him to help me? Money clearly wasn’t the answer.

“What’s your fantasy?” I asked.

The man glanced over his shoulder. “What do you mean?”

“You know. Your sexual fantasies.”

He looked up and down my body. I spread my legs wider, giving him a view of the goodies. He looked like he wanted to speak but couldn’t find the strength. I closed my legs and stood, walking across the room on my tiptoes. I gently placed my hand against the man’s muscular chest. I swear he was five-percent body fat.

“Tell me what you want. If you help me, I’ll make your dreams come true,” I said as I caressed his chest with a single finger. “Tell me handsome. Stop being afraid to live.”

The man grabbed my side, making me gasp from the surprise of his firm touch. He reached his fingers into the waistline of my panties and massaged the top of my ass. I’d never had a guy fuck me up the ass, but I would let him if it meant getting out of this disgusting room.

I missed my fabulous closet of dresses and shoes. I missed my family’s several vacation properties, where I spent most of my days. These assholes had picked me up when I was walking home to our summer house in Michigan. My parents never used it, so I’d been spending my time there to escape the world in a small picturesque town by the lake.

“You won’t want what I want.”

“Try me,” I said in a breath.

The man glanced at the door. He looked back at me, pulling me closer to his body. He bent his head and breathed on my neck. His touch was making me wet all over again, and I didn’t flinch when my strange captor reached his hand into my panties and held it against my drenched womanhood.

“You like when I touch you, girl?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“How does it feel to have your pussy all wet?”

“Amazing.”

The man slipped a finger into my pussy. Then he added a second and started fucking me with his digits. I gasped as his fingers stretched my pussy, which hadn’t been fucked in months. Not since I got drunk with some guy on the beach in Michigan. I was probably still in the state but honestly had no way of knowing where these deranged fools had taken me.

“I’ve always wanted a pussy,” the man confessed. “They’re so slick and beautiful. My fantasy is becoming a girl, even if it’s just for a day.”

The man still had his fingers inside me. My nipples hardened as he worked my pussy and clit. My body was a mess of nerves as he kept pushing his fingers deeper and deeper, making me gush more with each of his movements.

“Take off your panties. I want to put them on.”

I gasped as he pulled his fingers out of me, leaving me feeling empty and hungry for more penetration. I wanted him to plunge his dick into me, even though I didn’t even know his name.

“Tell me your name,” I said.

The man stared at me a long moment. I glanced down and noticed the jumping bulge beneath his pants. He still had his hand on my hip. “Loren.”

“Loren,” I repeated. “I like it.”

“Take off your panties! We don’t have all day!”

“Yes, Loren.”

Loren watched as I hooked my fingers into my panties and slowly pushed them down my legs, watching as Loren rubbed his hand over the hardness beneath his pants. I had no idea how he’d fit my tiny little panties up those muscular legs, but I couldn’t wait to see him try.

I pulled off my panties and held them in the air, dangling them in front of Loren’s face. He grabbed them and pressed them against his nose. He inhaled deeply. A stain formed at the tip of where his hard cock stopped, showing me just how much he enjoyed the smell of my pussy.

“You like that, Loren?”

Loren’s eyes darkened as he looked at the entrance between my legs. I reached behind my back to unhook my bra. It was gross, and I had a strong desire to be naked. I loved how Loren was admiring me with his gaze, telling me with those eyes just how much he wanted to slide into my womanhood.

Loren stepped forward as he held my panties in a tight grip. He cupped his hand under my breast, taking a nipple into his mouth.

“Your breasts are so gorgeous. Tell me how they feel on your body.”

“They’re soft. Sometimes they feel a little heavy, but I love how they sway when I walk.”

“Show me,” Loren said as he unbuttoned his pants.

I placed my hands on my hips and walked back and forth across the room, using extra attitude with each step to make sure my breasts and booty swayed in a womanly way. Loren watched as he stripped naked, revealing a rather large cock and a perfectly manicured bush. He also didn’t seem to have a hint of body hair, which I found surprising.

I walked over to him, stopping in front of him to wrap my hand around his dick. I jerked it slowly as I pressed my soft body against his. He was rock hard in my hand, and I really just wanted him to impale me with his manly cock, but I was there to make his fantasies come true.

“Why don’t you put on my panties, Loren? I bet you’ll look really sexy wearing them.”

Loren nodded once and stepped away from me. He held out the panties, assessing them before he lowered them to his feet. They seemed impossibly tiny, but he found a way to shimmy them up his thick thighs until they were clutching his waist, making his hard, massive cock look even bigger as it hung out the side.

I licked my lips as I stared into his brown eyes, stepping forward to wrap my hand around his dick. I stroked it slowly, wishing we’d met under different circumstances. Part of me was falling for Loren, but I couldn’t fall in love with my captor!

“Your cock is so big, Loren. I love how it looks in those girly panties.”

“Give me your dress,” he said.

It was a loose dress, but I still worried Loren would rip it when he put it on. That didn’t stop me from grabbing it and handing it to him. He pulled it over his head, and the dress fit surprisingly well. It was a little tight, but it made Loren look much more feminine.

I purred as I stepped forward and placed my hand on his chest. “All you need is a wig, some fake breasts, and a little makeup, and I bet you could pass for a girl!” I used the brightest voice I could muster, still somewhere between fear and lust. Loren had all the power until I could convince him to let me out of this room.

“You really think so?”

“Yes!” I lifted my eyes to look into his. “If you bring all the supplies next time, I can help bring out your true potential.”

Loren blushed and averted his eyes, looking toward the ground. I could tell he was doubting himself. It was my job to help him. I stepped forward and lifted his chin. If I was ever going to get out of this room, I had to make Loren’s dreams come true.

“You can do whatever you set your mind to. Half of being a girly girl is how you carry yourself. Look how I walk across the room.” I placed a hand on my hip and strutted around with all the feminine attitude I could gather. Loren watched me with hungry eyes. I saw his womanly desires bubbling beneath the surface.

“Your turn!” I said in a cheerful voice and grabbed his wrists. Loren looked doubtful, but I couldn’t let him give up before he even tried! “Oh, come on! You can do it. Pretend you’re a girl, and give me that girly attitude!” I snapped my fingers and strutted around the room.

“Fine,” Loren said and took a deep breath. He placed his hand on his hip and switched his legs. He stopped and waved a hand in his face, looking embarrassed.

I ran over to him and placed my hands on his shoulders. “You’re doing great, Loren! Don’t stop! Just pretend you’re a girl walking down the city streets, trying to get all the masculine attention.”

“Yeah,” Loren said in a low voice. He sounded like he wanted it, like he could envision it, but it was just out of reach.

I smacked Loren on the ass. “Come on, girl! Pretty girls have confidence! It’s half the battle.”

Loren took another deep breath, and it was like all the weights holding him down faded away because Loren put his hands on his hips and started strutting around the room like a diva. There was a fire in his eyes. I cheered and hollered and snapped my fingers until I thought someone outside the door might hear us.

Loren noticed and stopped. “What’s wrong?”

“Isn’t someone else here with you?”

Loren looked conflicted, but it only took one soft touch to the chest for him to relax. “No, it’s just me. They only stop by once a day to make sure you’re still in there and drop off some food.”

“Who kidnapped me?” I asked with a hint too much desperation. I saw Loren erecting his guards, looking like he was about to rip off my dress. Looking like the spell I had over him shattered.

“This was a mistake,” Loren said and moved to take off the dress. “I should get back out there before they call or something.”

“Loren, no! Don’t leave me. Don’t you want to have some fun? I’m on birth control. You can fuck me wearing that cute little dress. Your cock looks so good hanging out of my panties,” I said and reached for Loren’s softening cock.

He wasn’t going for it. He shook his head and pulled the panties down his legs. He stared at them a long moment before kicking them to the side and taking off the dress next. I felt like I was losing the battle as he put back on the clothes he’d been wearing.

It was like he’d become a different person. I wished I could take back my desperate tone, but he must understand how badly I want to get out of here. He must understand how much was on the line. These people were playing with my life!

Loren went to the door. I clutched my arms around my body, feeling defeated. Loren stopped and glanced at me a long moment. There was so much I wanted to say but didn’t end up uttering a word as he slipped out the door.

I screamed.
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I didn’t see Loren again until late that night. He only stopped by my room for a second, dropping off my tray of food. He didn’t even look me in the eye. I could barely sleep. My mind bounced around. I felt like I was drowning, like I’d never get out of this situation. If the media hadn’t picked it up already, they probably wouldn’t until I ended up dead in a ditch.

The following morning came, and I felt nothing but despair. If my room had a window, I would have jumped out of it. I was going crazy, locked away in this tiny space. Fooling around with Loren was entertaining, but he clearly wanted nothing to do with me.

At least that was how I thought until he opened the door. He had my tray of food, but he was also carrying a bag.

He set the tray on the floor more gently than he had other days. I took the juice carton and opened it, waiting for Loren to speak first. He had all the power, and I was tired of playing games. If he didn’t want my pussy yesterday, what could I honestly do to get him to want me now?

“I brought you some soap and fresh lingerie if you want to use the shower in your bathroom.”

I warmed. A shower sounded heavenly. I thought of asking if Loren’s bosses had approved the soap and lingerie but didn’t want to scare him again. I was already walking on thin ice that had a million little cracks running through it.

“That’s so sweet, Loren. Did you bring a towel?”

“Yeah, I have one.” Loren pulled everything out of the bag and handed it to me. “I’ll wait here.”

“Okay,” I said with a smile. I took the stuff and went to the bathroom. I’d splashed water on my face every day, but this was my first time with soap and a towel. I never knew a shower could feel so divine until I was standing under that stream of warm water, lathered in soap.

I dried myself off and inspected the lingerie. It was simple but not the cheapest quality. It was soft and breathable. I wondered if Loren researched different fabrics or just happened to get lucky. I honestly didn’t know what to make of him after he’d walked out of the room, leaving me completely helpless.

I put on the lingerie, which was transparent around my lady parts. I took a deep breath before stepping out of the bathroom, but not even that prepared me for what I found.

Loren was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing a tent dress with oversized sleeves. He also had on fake boobs or a stuffed bra under that. The two together did a lot to hide his manly figure. Loren held up a small bag.

“Can you help me with my makeup?”

I thought of asking Loren where he got all these supplies but decided against it. I brightened and clapped my hands, becoming the cheerleader Loren needed. Part of me hated him for working with whoever had decided to ransom me, but Loren probably came from an entirely different background than what I’d been born into. He probably took this hostage-keeper job out of desperation.

He was also my ticket out of here.

“Yes, girl! I can help you with your makeup! You look so good already, though!”

“Thanks,” Loren said with a blush. His voice sounded a little sweeter. “These are just some things I keep in the back of my closet. Even the makeup, but I never use it.”

I frowned and pushed out my bottom lip. “Why don’t you use it? You would look so beautiful with a little makeup. Are you this hairless naturally?” I asked as I stroked my fingertips along Loren’s jawline.

“Never been able to grow a beard.”

“How lucky you are! You also know how to choose dresses for your figure. This tent dress completely hides all of your masculine features.”

“Yeah, I bought it when I thought that it might look good on my body.”

I licked my lips. “Do you have any lip gloss in there? I’d love to put some on because my lips are extra dry.”

“Sure,” Loren said with a smile as he unzipped his bag. He passed me a tube of pink lip gloss. I opened it and dipped the stick into the liquid several times before pulling out the brush and moving it over my lips as I stared into Loren’s eyes.

He looked envious as I continued applying the lip gloss. There was no need for jealousy, though. There was plenty to go around for both of us.

“Your turn, beautiful.” I pulled the brush out of the tube and pressed it against Loren’s lips. I normally wouldn’t start with lip gloss, but what was a little pink on his lips before we got started on the rest of his face? “Pucker those lips.”

Loren pushed out his lips for me to paint them with a little gloss. He was already looking so much more womanly with the shimmer on his lips. I really just wanted to feel them against my womanhood before he plunged that thick cock into me, but I shouldn’t want it as much as I did! Loren was bad! He was keeping me captive!

“Damn, girl! You’re already looking so sexy.”

“You really think so?” Loren asked with his cheeks full of blush.

“Yes, Loren. Now let’s do the rest of your face.”

Loren took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m ready.”

“Close your eyes. I’m going to turn you into a fabulous woman.”

“Please,” Loren said with a grin. “You don’t know how much it’d mean.”

I wanted to be angry with Loren. Part of me wanted to stab him in the throat with the stick of eyeliner, but I wasn’t a murderer. I wasn’t a terrible person. Maybe a diva, yes. Maybe a rich bitch, sure, but I wouldn’t kill anyone. I just wanted to snap some cute photos and wear beautiful clothes. I never asked to get trapped in this room, yet here I was.

I might as well make the most of it. I took a deep breath and grabbed some liquid foundation. I honestly couldn’t believe everything Loren had in his bag. He’d clearly done some research.

“How did you know what makeup to buy?” I asked as I dotted the liquid foundation on my fingertips. It matched Loren’s olive complexion exactly. I started rubbing it in as Loren sighed.

“I watch videos. I go to the store. It’s terrible, but most of this makeup is stolen.”

“Why do you steal it?”

“It’s like I can’t stop myself. I’ll go to the store for other stuff and always find myself in the makeup section, wondering how everything might look on me. Sometimes I’ll test something on my hand if I really like it and then just slip it into my pocket.”

I worked on Loren’s face as he confessed to his past crimes. I grabbed some bronzer and used it to highlight his gorgeous cheekbones. He had a few spots that needed concealer. It blended perfectly with the foundation.

“How come you never use this makeup?”

“I don’t know,” Loren said. “Never felt confident enough.”

“You’re going to have to turn up that confidence dial if you want to become a convincing woman.”

Loren nodded. “I know, but I’ve never been very confident. I’ve always been quiet and timid, which is honestly how I got bullied into taking this job. I also needed the money, but it’s really my brother. He’s the one who thought it would be a bright idea to kidnap you. I’m sorry,” Loren said.

Tears were forming in his eyes, which made me panic. “Take a deep breath, girl. You’re going to mess up all my hard work,” I said and waved my hand in Loren’s face.

“Shit,” he said and shook his head. “I’m sorry. Here you are, being all sweet and helping me, and my brother is just being a gross asshole!”

“Family sucks,” I said.

“Tell me about it,” Loren said in a teary voice. He didn’t let any tears fall, though! He patted his eyes just like a fabulous woman would. “Shit. Sorry, girl.”

“It’s okay. Promise you won’t start crying again?”

Loren exhaled once more and nodded. “Yes, I’m good. I really shouldn’t have told you that about my brother, but I’m so tired of him bullying me and pushing me around!”

I nodded and let the conversation fade. Loren had already given me more than enough to shatter the rest of his walls, but it wasn’t the time. He had to enjoy being a woman, even for a second, before I’d have him fully on my side. I quickly finished his face and was so proud of my work! Loren looked positively feminine!

I grabbed him and pulled him toward the bathroom. Loren covered his mouth when he saw himself in the mirror. Tears slipped from his eyes. He cursed and grabbed a tissue, luckily getting it together before he ruined his makeup.

“How? I can’t—” Loren said and shook his head. He was staring at himself, as though I’d completely faded from the room. When he finally met my eyes, I knew I had him. Whatever hold his brother and his gang had over Loren vanished at that moment.

“Did I see a wig hanging out your bag?” I asked with a wicked grin.

Loren glanced at the room behind us. He nodded and slowly walked to the bed, grabbing the auburn wig from the bag. It was perfect for his skin tone. He placed it on his head as we stared into the mirror, and Loren became completely unrecognizable.

I stood next to him and wrapped my arm around his side. “You look gorgeous, girl.” I patted his shoulders, rubbing them gently through the tent dress.

“Thank you,” he said. “If I didn’t talk, I could pass for a girl, couldn’t I?”

I nodded. “You really could. Should we go out and test the waters?”

Loren brightened, like I’d said the best idea in the world, but then he seemed to remember that I was his brother’s prisoner. It was his job to guard me. His brother was probably a dangerous man, but I’d do anything to get out of this room and return to my old life. I was a rich society girl. Not some psycho man’s toy.

“We can’t leave! Eugene would kill me! Well, Rodney would probably put the bullet in my head, but that’s beside the point!”

“Is Eugene your brother?” I asked with my hands draped on Loren’s shoulders.

He didn’t meet my eyes in the mirror as he nodded. The last time it seemed like he’d become ashamed of himself for wearing my dress and lingerie. I couldn’t let that happen again. Not when I was so close to having Loren in the palm of my hands.

“Is your brother mean?” I asked.

Loren sighed. “What’s mean when you’re one of the city’s most dangerous criminals?”

“Where are we?” I was pushing my luck with the question, but Loren seemed like he wanted to talk, like he was ashamed and wanted to change. “Which city?”

“You’re going to get me killed, aren’t you?”

“Loren, you don’t have to live this life. You don’t have to stay in your brother’s shadow.” My voice quivered as I spoke. If Loren’s brother was a major criminal, he probably had a team of people like this ‘Rodney’ character who would dump my dead body into a river without a second thought.

“Ha! What do you know? You’re just some rich, spoiled bitch! You don’t know what it’s like to grow up dirt poor. I wouldn’t have anything without Eugene. You know what our mother did in her free time?”

I quivered and sank into myself, wondering if I was in over my head with Loren. He was hurting and fragile, and he was right. I had no idea what it was like to be poor. I had no idea what it was like to want. There were times I imagined what my life would be like if I were poor, but I didn’t know. I couldn’t know. Not unless I lost all my money, which wasn’t likely to happen.

“No,” I finally said when Loren remained silent.

He closed his eyes and shook his head. “She used to whore herself out in the other room while Eugene and I played with cockroaches in the living room. The worst part was when she’d take her money and buy crack instead of groceries. If it weren’t for Eugene, we never would have gotten out of there. He was eighteen and selling drugs when he got us our first apartment. Moving in with him and leaving our mom was the best day of my life.”

“Shit, I’m sorry. I couldn’t even imagine.”

“Most people couldn’t. That’s not your fault, though. I’m sorry for calling you a rich bitch.”

I said nothing and just held a hand on Loren’s shoulder. He’d been through so much. How could he ever picture another life if selling drugs and prostitution was all he saw?

“Do you forgive me?” Loren asked.

“Don’t worry about it, Loren. I’m not upset.”

“You should be! The only reason you’re here is because of your family money! I’m sorry Rodney kidnapped you. I’m sorry that my brother thought you’d be an easy target.”

I smiled softly. “I guess I wasn’t the hardest target. Has my father given up any money?”

“He’s playing hardball, if I’m being honest. Eugene was a bit impatient last night when we spoke. He normally just sends over Rodney, but I can tell that he’s on the edge.”

“How long do you think I have until he snaps?”

“Maybe a week. Maybe a few days.”

My heartbeat ticked higher. I stared at Loren in the mirror, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes. I could tell he felt guilty for his brother’s actions, but he basically owed the man his life.

“How much is your brother paying you?”

“He’s asking your dad for five million. He told me he’d give me fifty thousand.”

“That’s a lot, but my father won’t act unless pressured.”

“Yeah, he’s being a real dick, but my brother is afraid to alert the authorities to your disappearance. It’s honestly impossible to know what my brother is thinking until he makes a move, but he won’t hurt you as long as your dad’s people keep answering the phone.”

I hated that my father was playing hardball. I hated that Loren’s brother had so much control over him. I wished more than anything that I could have met this crossdressing man on different terms because he was really pulling on my heart strings.

“Is Rodney stopping over anytime soon?” I asked, wanting desperately to forget my predicament. If I was going to die soon, I wanted some good dick before I went.

“No, why?”

I stepped forward and turned Loren away from the mirror. Without thinking, I pressed my painted lips against his. We were wearing the same lip gloss, which made our lips extra soft and kissable. Loren snaked his fingers into my hair as he deepened the kiss, becoming increasingly feral, but it was intense in all the right ways.

His touch drenched my womanhood. I gasped as he pulled on my hair and pushed his hardness into my thigh. His fake breasts pushed against mine. His long hair brushed my cheeks. He was so feminine yet so masculine at the same time. It had my senses running in overdrive and all I wanted was more.

Loren kissed my body as he slowly moved down to his knees. He lifted me onto the bathroom counter and spread my legs. I gasped as he yanked down the panties that he’d supplied me. He didn’t hesitate before pressing his lips against my pussy.

My body buckled as Loren slid his tongue along my pussy lips. He drew ovals with his tongue. I squeezed my legs against his cheeks, but he pried them apart and went in for more. He lapped at my pussy, sucking up all my womanly juices.

My body was hot and tense for his touch. My pussy was swelling and expanding for his feminine dick, but how could I take it? How could I let this man who helped keep me captive fuck me? The battle in my mind was endless, but I’d already come too far to stop.

Loren moved his mouth to my clit and sucked on it a second until I screamed so loudly the shower door shook. Loren moved his mouth off my pussy and slapped it lightly. My body shuddered. Loren didn’t stop. He went back in for more. I held his head and tried to push him away as my center tensed. I tried to tell him I was about to cum, but he wouldn’t have cared. I’d unleashed the animal within Loren, and he wasn’t going to stop until he got what he wanted.

I bent my head back, and the scream that left my mouth was ear shattering. Loren didn’t cover his ears, though. He kept lapping at my pussy until I accidently kicked him hard enough to make him fall to his ass. His lips were even wetter and shinier than before, but his makeup and hair still looked perfect.

“You taste so good. Wanna taste me now?” Loren lifted his tent dress and pulled his hard cock out the side of his lingerie.

His member looked so thick and delicious that I couldn’t help but drop to my knees in front of Loren. I wrapped my hand around his girly dick and stared into his eyes as I moved my mouth to his bulbous tip. He grabbed the back of my head and shoved my parted lips down his cock.

I coughed but didn’t flinch when Loren started thrusting his hips, fucking my mouth with his thickened member. He held my cheeks as he used my mouth, the dress and panties encircling his dick. He was all hairless and trimmed. It was easily the most groomed cock I’d ever sucked.

“Fuck, Elise! I’m about to cum!”

I pulled my mouth off and jerked his dick. “Cum all over my face, girl.”

Loren held his cock and slapped my face with it before plunging it back into my mouth. He fucked my mouth until he was grunting. I reached up and touched his tight, swollen balls.

Loren pulled out a second later and started jacking his cock. I opened my mouth, waiting for his cum. It only took a few seconds before he was shooting those hot, thick loads all over my face.

I moaned as Loren came all over my face before sticking his dick back into my mouth to release the last few shots. I cleaned his dick with my tongue and then pulled off it. Loren bent down to kiss me with his painted lips.

“I have to change before Rodney gets here, but we can fool around later tonight if you want.

I nodded, feeling slutty yet strangely satisfied. Loren grabbed his clothes and ran out of the room. I washed up quickly and dried myself with the towel, wondering if I was any closer to my escape, or had it all been for nothing?
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I heard Rodney come and go, but that was hours ago. I was waiting for Loren to show his face, holding my knees to my chest. My heart ached as memories of our lovemaking played through my head. Part of me wish we’d gone past oral. Part of me wished I’d let him stick his fat dick inside me, which seemed so twisted when I really thought about it.

Fuck!

I hated overthinking. I hated how much time I was spending alone, just waiting for Rodney or one of Eugene’s other goons to put a gun to my head. I didn’t know how I would escape now that I’d already given Loren what he wanted.

Time passed. I grew tired. The doorknob jiggled as I was laying my head on a pillow. Loren rushed in the room, feminized from head to toe. He was wearing an oversized red dress, his auburn wig, and heels. His face had a light layer of foundation, and there was a gloss on his lips. Panic in his eyes.

“We’re running away together,” he said.

I jolted. “What?”

“We have to leave. Now! Here, put this on.”

Loren threw a pile of clothes on the bed. I sifted through them. They were all black. Fresh lingerie, an A-line dress that stopped at the knees with sleeves, tights, and a jet-black wig. I rushed to the bathroom and quickly changed, looking like a different person when I saw myself in the mirror.

Loren ran into the bathroom and grabbed my arm. He pulled me toward the door. There were so many questions I wanted to ask but was afraid to speak.

“Duck your head,” Loren said before pulling me into the hallway. We quickly turned, but I’d seen enough to know that there was a camera in the hallway. We skipped the elevator and went to the stairs.

Whatever was happening, I knew Loren was risking his life to get me out of that apartment.

We rushed down the stairway until we were outside. I gasped when I caught my first breath of fresh air in days. A honking car horn shook me from my moment of peace. I glanced around, not entirely sure where we were, but we were definitely in a city.

“Is this Chicago?” I asked.

“Yes, but we can’t stop. Who knows how long it’ll be until Rodney checks the camera and realizes we both left.”

“Were there cameras in my room?”

Loren shook his head. “Only the one in the hallway, but Rodney will know something is up when he calls and I don’t answer.” Loren dropped his phone on the ground and stomped on it.

I flinched. “You’re doing all this for me?”

“For us. For me. I’m doing it because you made me realize that there’s so much more to life than working for my brother. I don’t have to be his puppet.”

“You’re right, Loren. You can love him for all he did for you, but you don’t have to commit his crimes. My parents try to control me. There’s nothing worse than someone trying to starve you of free will.”

Loren nodded. “We can talk more later, but we have to get out of here. Eugene has people all over this neighborhood.”

“What do we do?”

Loren grabbed my hand and led me down the sidewalk. We weren’t in the best neighborhood judging by the blighted homes and homeless people walking down the sidewalk like night crawlers. I rushed to keep up with Loren, worried about the eyes that glossed over us, but Loren didn’t seem concerned.

“Here we go,” Loren said when we arrived to an old, beat-up car. He opened the passenger’s seat. “Get in. We have to get away from here.”

I didn’t know whether it was my escape or a trap, but what could I do? I swallowed a breath and slid into the passenger’s seat.

***

We were an hour outside the city when Loren finally relaxed into his seat and turned on the radio. I reached over and placed my hand on Loren’s thigh. I’d noticed there were camping supplies in the backseat, and we were driving in the country.

“Are we camping somewhere?”

“I don’t know what we’re doing,” Loren said with a hint of panic. “Am I crazy? Why did we leave that apartment? Eugene is going to kill me!”

“You’re following your gut, Loren. How long have you wanted to get out from under your brother?”

Loren had his hands at ten and two. He stared at the road a long moment, but there was nothing in his eyes. “Ever since I realized I was nothing more than another one of his tools. There was a time he set me up to get jumped. He claims it wasn’t on purpose, but I know it was. I heard him on the phone talking about it when he thought I wasn’t home.”

“Don’t give up now. This can be your chance to break free. It can be your chance to start anew,” I said.

Loren grunted. “We need to stop for food.”

“You want to go into a store?”

“We don’t have much of a choice. We’re on the run from Eugene.”

“If you contact my father, I can get you your money. Just take me home.”

“I don’t have a phone, remember?”

“Right,” I said with a sigh. “What do you suggest we do?”

“How about we camp tonight? I already have the spot reserved under a fake name. One my brother gave me a long time ago. I doubt he remembers it. In the morning, we can go to the police.”

“Isn’t the police station open all night long? Why don’t we go now?”

Loren glanced at me and grinned. “I thought we could have one last night together, unless that connection we had was just imagined. You can take the car and drive to the police station yourself, though. I won’t stop you.”

I stared at Loren a long moment, wondering if I’d lost my mind. How could I really be considering spending a night with this man when I was on the edge of freedom? But did I really want to spend the night in a police station? Wouldn’t it be better to feel Loren’s thickness inside of me and sleep in his arms?

“Do you know the way to the campsite?”

“More or less. We still have a couple hours to go. There’s a map in the glove compartment. Will you grab it?”

I grabbed the map. Loren had the place circled. I turned on the light for a moment to read the map. We still had a hundred miles to go, but at least the radio was playing all the classic tunes. We hummed along to the music as we cruised down the darkened highway.

I tried to forget how I’d ended up here and imagined Loren and I had met as friends who added some benefits along the way. I kept glancing at him, letting myself feel safer and safer. Loren was damaged from his life of forced crime, but he wasn’t out to hurt me. He’d always remember me as the girl who helped his dreams come true.

“I love how your hair flaps in the wind.”

Loren grinned. “Me too. Every time I look in the mirror, I’m reminded of how much life has to offer. There’ll be some darkness while I fight to get from under Eugene’s grip, but I can finally see some light at the end of the tunnel.”

“You’ll make it,” I said.

“I hope so.”

“You’ve already come this far. Why give up now?”

Loren nodded and focused on the road. He checked himself out in the mirror, letting out a small breath. We continued along the highway until we were mere minutes from the campsite. It was strange using an old-school map, but we were untraceable.

I felt like nothing in the world mattered.

“It’s this exit,” I said and pointed to the sign.

We merged off the highway. It was still several miles until we reached the entrance of the campsite. It was late, so nobody was in the office, but there was a note taped to the door for Loren’s alias to go ahead to the campsite upon arrival.

There were only a few other tents and campers on the grounds as we headed to our campsite. The place felt bare and secluded, and somehow I felt safe. Somehow I knew Eugene wouldn’t come looking for us here.

“What do you think, Elise?”

“It’s perfect,” I said.

Loren turned on a bunch of lanterns. We set up the tent and made a bed with the blankets Loren brought. Then we sat beneath the stars and talked about life. Loren told me more about his past. I told him about my family. We were from vastly different backgrounds, but we both had people in our life who tried to control us.

For one night, though, we were both free.
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Loren and I were yawning after a lengthy conversation. I reached over and took his hand. He stared into my eyes, and they seemed bright, even though there was nothing except the moon and stars illuminating our night. We’d turned off the lanterns after setting up our tent.

“Should we go to bed?”

Loren yawned again and covered his mouth, letting out a little laugh. “Yeah, let’s go. I wish we could have more time together.”

I nodded, wishing the same, but we probably only had that night. “You’re doing the right thing,” I said.

Loren planned on turning himself in at the police station and giving up all the information on his brother that he could. He wanted to serve his time and assume a new identity. He wanted to break free and finally become the woman he’d always dreamed of becoming.

“I know, but that doesn’t make it any easier.”

“Nothing worth having in life is ever easy,” I said, briefly thinking of my own dreams and ambitions.

“Let’s forget about all that for now.”

“Agreed.” I stood and grabbed Loren’s hand. I let my doubts fade. Loren deserved this for everything he’d done to set me free. He deserved this because he was taking a major step to right his wrongs in the morning. I unzipped the tent and stepped inside. Loren followed.

I grabbed the back of his head and kissed him as I fumbled with the zipper to close the tent. Loren’s glossed lips felt like soft pillows against mine. He moaned into my mouth as I rubbed the outline of his cock beneath his dress.

Loren reached around and grabbed my ass. He pushed off my black wig, tossing it to the side. He pulled out my ponytail, and I shook my hair.

“You’re so beautiful, Elise. You’re everything I want to be.”

“I’m nothing you can’t be, Loren. You make a beautiful girl. I can see the blossoming woman within you.”

“She’s been hiding for so long. I finally feel brave enough to let her free, and it’s all because of you. I hate how we met, but part of me thinks we were meant to meet like this. Part of me thinks our encounter has been positive for both of us,” Loren said as he stared at me with sparkling eyes.

I couldn’t disagree. I’d never look at my life the same. Once I got home, I would really start working to build my business. Maybe I would enroll in business school like my parents so desperately wanted, but if I did, it would finally be for myself. It would be because I didn’t want to waste another moment of my precious life.

“Let’s enjoy tonight while we have it. Won’t be long before the sun comes up,” I said with my lips centimeters from Loren’s.

“You’re right,” Loren said as he squeezed my ass. I was rubbing his dick. “Didn’t you say something about being on birth control?”

I grinned. “Yeah, why?”

“You’ll see.”

I squealed as Loren gently pushed me to my back. I threw my hands above my head as he pressed his lips against my body. He reached my legs and buried his face between my clothed thighs. I desperately wished they were bare so I could feel his tongue against my labia.

Loren wouldn’t make me wait for long, though. He lifted my dress and pulled down on my tights. He took them off my legs and threw them over his shoulder, looking so womanly and beautiful. If it weren’t for the massive tent beneath his dress, he’d have me fooled.

Loren pressed his face against my pantie-clad pussy. He licked his tongue against the damp cloth, making it wetter with my lust. I gasped and thrashed as Loren kept eating my pussy through the black panties he’d gotten me.

“You like that, girl?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “I love it.”

“You want this big girly dick in your little pussy?”

“Give it to me, Loren!”

I’d never wanted a dick more in my life. All the other men I had sex with would end up humping me a few times and cumming without any regard for my pleasure, but Loren was all about making me feel good. His licks were gumdrops of ecstasy falling all over my body like a misty rain.

“I want to fuck you while you wear the dress.”

“Fuck me however you want, girl. Just put that big dick in me.”

Loren kissed my neck. “You want this fat girly dick, Elise?”

“I need it,” I said in a breath. “Make me remember that girly dick for the rest of my life.”

Loren pressed his bodyweight against me. I felt the outline of his cock pushing against my pussy. My lips and walls were aching to have Loren’s girth stretching them. The pressure in my center was building, cracking the walls of my internal dam.

Loren gripped my panties and removed them in one quick movement. I gasped as the air hit my pussy, breathless for more pleasure. Loren pressed his hand against my womanhood and massaged my swollen pussy with the palm of his hand.

“You like that, girl?”

“Yes. Fuck. It. Feels. So.” I screamed.

Loren slipped a finger inside me, teasing me with his digit. It barely stretched me, but even that little bit was mind-blowing. It robbed me of my senses, as though every nerve ending was concentrated on that one spot where our bodies met.

“How does it feel to get fucked in the pussy?”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Fuck me for real.”

Loren stood on his knees. He lifted his dress and revealed a thin white thong. He pulled his hard cock out the side of the fabric. He ran his hand along my wet pussy and used it to stroke his cock. He stared down at me as he pleased himself with his slick hand, teasing me with the sight of his erect cock.

I reached between my legs and touched my aching pussy. “You want a pussy like this, girl?”

Loren bit his lip and shook his head. His bosom gently swayed with his long hair. “I want to fuck pussy like that with my girly cock. Don’t you like my feminine, manicured dick? Don’t you love how much I understand pussies, so I can make you feel better than you ever had?

“Yes,” I said. “You’re better than anyone else I’ve been with.”

Loren grinned. “That’s because all my free time is spent learning everything about women that I can. I can’t wait to get to the end of my tunnel and finally live out my day as the girly girl I’ve always wanted to be. I’ll never forget you or tonight or any of this.”

I lifted my legs and wrapped them around Loren’s body as I stared into his eyes. “I won’t forget any of it, either. This short time with you has really made me grow as a person, but now all I want is that girly dick. I want you to fuck me and show me how well you really know the female body.”

Loren reached down and touched my sensitive clit. I gasped as he slapped it lightly with the tips of his fingers before pushing those fingertips down to my pussy lips. He spread me open and spat on my womanhood. I gasped when he spat on it again and moved his dick in place.

He slapped his heavy penile head against my pussy. My body vibrated with desire. I hated how much I loved Loren teasing me with his tip, pushing on my entrance gently with every pass of his dick. My back arched as I moved my body, trying to catch him like a fish in a net, but Loren didn’t let me win.

He was in charge. I never thought I’d be with a man feminized from head to toe, and I certainly never thought it would be the best sex of my life, but Loren had already proven himself with his tongue, and I had a feeling his dick would be even better.

I lay there in the dark tent, squirming and gasping for Loren’s dick. He kept teasing me for what felt like an eternity until he shredded my world into tiny little pieces. He pushed his tip into me with his hands in my hair, pulling lightly to bend my neck.

I screamed. Loren covered my mouth as he stretched my walls with his fat cock. He kept going until I felt the fabric of his thong brush against my pelvic region. He had me completely stuffed, lingering in an imaginary plane somewhere between pleasure and pain.

Loren pulled out to his tip, giving my pussy a second to breathe before slamming his fat cock back into my womanhood. My head bent back as Loren did it again. I hollered out every time Loren pushed deep. Our breasts were cushions against Loren’s aggressive thrusts.

“This pussy is so fucking wet. It feels so good,” Loren said as he fucked me hard.

I couldn’t talk. I couldn’t do anything except take Loren’s fat, girly dick. It was all I wanted to do. I could have dropped my legs. I could have scooted away or told him to stop, but I didn’t. There was no point when Loren was giving me the best dick of my life. I would have been a fool to do anything other than take it.

“I’m going to cum deep in your pussy, girl.”

“Cum in me, Loren. Give me that girly dick!”

Loren pulled out of me. I gasped and reached between my legs, feeling far too empty and close to the edge. Feeling like I could swipe my fingers over my clit once and explode, but Loren didn’t give me time. He grabbed me and flipped me over to my hands and knees as though I weighed nothing, like I was a doll.

Loren laid his dress over my back as he pushed his pantie-clad dick against my dripping womanhood. I backed up, rubbing my pussy lips up and down his dick. He gripped my ass and lifted it just a tad before sliding into me. He split my hole and filled my pussy, giving me everything I wanted.

Loren held my hips and fucked me hard with his girly dick, but then he started grunting like he wouldn’t last, like he was on the verge of filling me with his hot cream.

“Cum in me, girl!”

Loren reached around and lifted me off my hands, making my pussy slide all the way down his dick. My eyes widened as he stuffed me. Loren reached around and fingered the apex of my pussy. I gasped as I dangled over the edge, milliseconds from my center exploding.

“Cum for me, girl,” Loren said in a raspy, surprisingly feminine voice.

I did exactly what he asked. I bent my head back and filled the room with a high-pitched scream as I came all over his dick. Loren moved his hips gently but stopped seconds later as he let out a deep groan, and I felt it. I felt his warm cum covering my walls and flooding my cave.

Loren let his fingers creep up my torso. He played with my throbbing nipples as I came a second time on his dick. He kept fucking me, letting his cum act as lubrication around his dick. It was leaking out of me like crazy, but that only made me hotter.

Loren lifted me off him a second later and lay me on my back on the bed of blankets. I watched him as he bent his head toward my womanhood. I’d never had a man lick up his spunk, but it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen when Loren pressed his glossed lips all over my soiled womanhood, licking me clean.

I came a third time.

Loren stopped, even though I would have let him keep going. He curled up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. I knew what we had couldn’t last, but the memories we’d made would endure forever.

“You’re one special girl, Elise.”

“No better than you, Loren.”

He sighed and kissed me on my shoulder blade. “Let’s sleep. We have a lot to do in the morning, and I’m pretty sure we don’t have long until the sunrise since the birds are already singing.”

“Goodnight, Loren.” I pressed my butt into his softening member as we drifted off to sleep in our dresses.
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Loren and I were back in the car, dangerously close to the police station. It was the place that would end this nightmare that was my kidnapping, but part of me had fallen for Loren over these past few days. Part of me wished he wouldn’t turn himself in.

“Are you sure about this, Loren? You could just drop me off and make a run for it. I won’t tell them what car you’re driving.”

Loren looked at me sympathetically. “I appreciate it, but I have to turn myself in. I can’t live a life on the run. It’s enough that I’ll have Eugene hating me. Might as well be behind bars or in witness protection, so he won’t be able to hurt me as easily.”

“Okay,” I said softly. I lifted the map and checked where Loren had circled. “It says you should take the next right, and then the police station will be on the left in about a mile.”

“Sure,” Loren said and turned on his blinker when we reached the intersection.

I reached over and grabbed Loren’s hand, wishing more than anything that we’d met on different terms. No other man had made me cum three times in a row. No other man had treated my womanhood so tenderly. I hated that I had to let Loren go, but it was what he needed.

“You’ll make a beautiful woman one day.”

Loren grinned. “I can’t wait until I can pass with ease. I’ll definitely use this time in jail to get a bit thinner. Grow out my hair. No matter what happens, I can rest peacefully knowing that there’s even a chance of living the future I’ve always desired.”

Loren and I would have to go our separate ways, but seeing him blossom gave me the courage to work harder. When I got home, I would take my photography and fashion designing more seriously. I would study business, so I could have a chance at creating something successful.

We arrived to the police station, and Loren pulled into the parking lot. I could tell he was nervous, but I was there for him.

“You can do this, Loren. This is your ticket out from under your brother.”

Loren nodded. He pulled the keys out of the ignition and handed them to me. We got out of the car. Loren was still wearing his dress and wig, and it didn’t matter. I was there to support him.

I took Loren’s hand, and we entered the police station together.
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Six Months Later

I sat at my desk after a private lesson with a local tailor. I was learning how to sew, which I never would have done before meeting Loren. In the past, I used to think I’d just draw pictures and pay somebody else to do the sewing, but I discovered a natural talent and got way more inspired by pinning fabric to a mannequin than I ever did drawing with colored pencils.

My photography business was also doing well, but I could see myself leaving it behind in a few years once I got this business degree out of the way and got more confident with sewing. Fashion was my true passion, and if there was anything Loren taught me, it was to not shy away from what I wanted most.

Dear Loren,

I’ve been following your case and know that you’ll have to spend the next year in prison, but I also saw that your brother will be spending most of his life behind bars because of your brave confessions.

Your character continues to inspire me. Your touch still keeps me up at night. I’ll never forget the time we had together. Because of you, I’m pursuing my dreams of becoming a fashion designer. I’m going to school and working around the clock to make my goals happen.

We’ll probably never meet again, but part of me hopes we do. I’m sure you’ll assume a new identity once this is all said and done. You’ll probably go on to live your fabulous, girly life, which is all I can really hope for, but if I do own a boutique one day, I’d love it if you stopped by to say hello.

No matter what you do, never stop being your fabulous self, girl!

Much love,

Elise

I folded the letter and licked the envelope, addressing it to the prison. I walked down to the mailbox at the end of my street and dropped it in, wondering if I would ever see Loren again.
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Frank Mitchell couldn’t believe how much the air changed as he drove over the state line into Michigan, his former home before becoming a somewhat major actor in Los Angeles. He was on a show that was popular for two seasons a few years back before taking a nosedive during the third. He starred in other productions, but they never cut through the noise.

People had stopped noticing him as much. His bank account was dwindling and couldn’t handle the steep Californian prices, so he’d packed up his bags and hit the road to his home state. The only person he talked to on a regular basis was his mother, Sylvia. She was rather lonely after his father left with a younger woman for Cincinnati. He also chatted randomly with his old best friend, Kenneth, but those messages were few and far between.

Everyone he used to know in Michigan must have moved on with their lives, like he had in Los Angeles. All those times he thought he was on top of the world, rubbing elbows with stars who grace the covers of magazines. Not like they would answer his calls now. They were busy maintaining their statuses, and Frank was no longer good enough.

Frank stopped at a gas station. He chuckled when he saw the tabloids, reminding himself that the vast majority of those shots were staged. Stars called photographers just to see their names on the newsstands. He was guilty of doing it himself, until the paparazzi didn’t even want to shoot his pictures.

“Anything else?”

“Just the drink.” Frank paid for the fountain soda and went back outside, remembering that the locals preferred to say ‘pop’. He groaned, wondering why he ever thought it was a good idea to return home. Sure, the rent would be a lot less, but at what cost?

Frank got back into his sedan. It wasn’t anything fancy. He’d downgraded last year after his former car had become much too expensive. After a tough review of his finances, he’d decided he could either go broke out west in a few years or stretch his money for at least a decade back in his hometown while he figured out what to do.

The drive across the state was long, but Frank could smell the air of Lake Huron as he approached Crossville. His mother lived near the water, but last he’d heard, his friend Kenneth was living in a mobile home on the outskirts of town. Not far from where Frank had found a cheap apartment himself.

Fuck, he was getting depressed. So far from Los Angeles on his map. He wanted to see his mother, but maybe seeing his old pal first would make it better. He stopped at a liquor store several exits before Crossville to pick up a six-pack of local beers. It was a brew he’d missed while in the big city, but beer hardly made up for the life he had when he was a star.

Frank turned in to the mobile-home community, feeling his heart race. It’d been at least five years since he came to his hometown. His mother had visited Los Angeles twice, but Frank hadn’t seen his friend Kenneth in ages. Maybe coming was a bad idea, but Frank saw Kenneth’s car in his driveway just as he was about to turn around.

There was no use in running. He and Kenneth always had the best times. He pulled into the driveway and took a deep breath, hoping he and Kenneth could pick up where they’d left off as easily as others made it sound.

Frank got out of his car and climbed the steps. He heard movement inside the home as he approached the door. He lifted his fist to knock, wondering what Kenneth might be doing on the other side. Frank hoped he hadn’t come at a bad time, but what was the harm in knocking?

Frank’s heavy fist pounded against the door. More commotion, yet nobody said anything.

“Kenneth, you there? It’s your pal, Frank. I didn’t tell anyone, but I’m moving back to town. Got some beers for us.”

There were no sounds for a few moments, and Frank figured he’d caught Kenneth at a bad time. He was about to say something until a feminine voice permeated through the wooden door.

“Kenneth’s in the shower. Should I tell him to give you a call?”

Frank grinned. Kenneth had never been the biggest ladies’ man, but he was happy he’d found him a woman.

“No worries, miss. I’ll stop by another time.”

“Frank, right?”

“Yep. Tell Kenneth I stopped by. He’ll know who you’re talking about.”

“Yes, he’s mentioned you before. I’ll let him know!”

“Bye, Miss.” Frank chuckled to himself and turned to go back to his car. Maybe he’d find a lady of his own after he got settled. Frank turned on his car and drove to his new place, where there was plenty to unpack. He had everything shipped from California, and it’d arrived before him. Frank sighed and got to work unpacking his new apartment until his mother rang to ask if he wanted to meet for cake and decaf coffee.

“I’ll be right there, mom. It’s weird being back home.”

“I know, but everything happens for a reason. Nobody can take your past away from you. Nobody can deny that you chased after your dreams.”

Frank couldn’t argue with his mother. He had a taste of fame, and nothing except memory loss could take that from him. “Yeah,” Frank said with a hint of doubt. “I’ll see you in a bit for cake.”

“We can talk more at the diner, but don’t forget, your best days could still be ahead of you.”

Frank chuckled, highly doubting that was possible, but he was friendly when he said goodbye and hung up the phone. If he didn’t, they’d end up talking until it was far too late to leave the house, and he’d have to go to bed hungry.
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Kenneth fell against the door and cursed under his breath. His heart was racing. He felt like he might vomit. What was Frank doing at his place, and why in the world hadn’t he called? Kenneth ran over to the window.

He peeked through the cracks of his blinds, careful not to reveal his eyes. Frank might recognize them. Maybe he would find out that the girl behind the door wasn’t a girl at all.

Kenneth watched as Frank got in his car and pulled away. What would he think if he found out the truth? Kenneth didn’t want his old best friend knowing about his secret life. He didn’t want anyone to find out really, but especially not Frank.

What would Kenneth say though when Frank called? What would Kenneth say the next time they got together? There was no woman in his life. None apart from the ones he worshipped in his favorite videos. Kenneth led a lonely life, and his closet of women’s clothing was the best part about it.

Kenneth could spend hours changing his wigs, dresses, and panties. He loved dolling up his face with thick layers of makeup, rendering himself unrecognizable. Sometimes he was Tracey. Charlotte. Becky. Tonya. He was whoever he wanted to be. Men all around his area had gotten random bathroom blowjobs, but they never knew his true identity. They’d never recognize him around town. Kenneth was a master of changing his look so drastically that he could be a hundred different women without anyone knowing the difference.

Everyone except maybe Frank. Frank had seen Kenneth and stared into his eyes a million times. Frank knew the real Kenneth.

Kenneth backed away from the window before glancing down at himself. He was wearing a pink minidress with platform heels. He had on a blonde wig that he’d pressed with his straightener. His makeup looked slutty, just like this pretty girl he was obsessed with on the internet.

Kenneth would give anything to be a sexy, natural-born girl for a day. He wanted men to stare at him when he walked down the street. He wanted them to check out his ass. Dream about it when they went home. Kenneth wished he never had to dress in frumpy boy clothing, but what would everyone in town say?

Kenneth ran to his bedroom and slammed the door. His heart was racing. He’d been living in his little world for so long that he’d almost forgotten what it was like to have a friend just drop by as Frank used to do so often. He drank beers with guys from town at the bar and watched games and did all that, but none of them were showing up unannounced.

There was so much to consider. Kenneth had a closet filled to the brim with girly clothes and toys that would probably make Frank’s jaw drop. Kenneth had become a bit of a hermit, but he was never bored. He never tired of trying on different outfit combinations or talking to himself in the mirror.

Even more thrilling were Kenneth’s chats with random men online. Or his trips to the city. He’d gone dancing on more than one occasion, and there was nothing he loved more than men at the club watching him as though he were just any other girl. His girly voice wasn’t perfect, so he hardly ever spoke when he was out, but it was surprising how many dicks a woman could get into her mouth without saying more than a few words.

Kenneth wasn’t overly attracted to men, but he loved having random dicks in his mouth when he was all dolled up and feeling slutty. He hadn’t let any guys fuck him, even though several had tried. Kenneth wasn’t sure he’d ever want to get fucked, but he’d keep sucking dicks as long as he could get away with it.

His room seemed to get smaller as he thought about everything he’d been up to while Frank lived in Los Angeles. They used to spend all their time together, long before Kenneth discovered his love of women’s lingerie. Long before he discovered how much he loved the feeling of hair brushing against his shoulders, hanging halfway down his back.

Kenneth lay on his bed and stared at the ceiling, ignoring the growing curiosity within him of what it might be like to dress up and seduce Frank, as he’d done to so many men before.

Kenneth was still wearing his pink minidress. He hadn’t bothered kicking off his platform heels, either. Kenneth couldn’t ignore the growing stiffness in his panties. He hiked up his minidress and reached into the shadows between his thighs.

Frank was on Kenneth’s mind as he moved the fabric of his panties to the side to pull out his swollen member. Some days Kenneth so desperately wished he’d been born with a hole between his legs instead of the thick member he had, but the desire never lasted long enough for him to consider it seriously.

Kenneth was as fluid as water spilling from a tipped glass. As he lay in bed, he was all woman. He’d stuffed his chest and used his free hand to squeeze his breast as he slowly stroked his girly rod. His toes curled and popped as he imagined himself on his knees in front of Frank, unzipping his friend’s zipper and pulling out his manhood.

Kenneth wondered how big Frank was. How thick was he? Kenneth didn’t much care, but all he could think about was seeing Frank’s manhood. Touching it. Kissing it and swallowing it. Kenneth wanted to feel Frank’s warm cream cover his tongue and slide down his throat.

Kenneth gasped as he touched himself, transported to another reality. He was in a world that wouldn’t judge Kenneth for dressing as a woman or Frank for fornicating with his best friend.

It wasn’t fair that Kenneth had to suppress his natural desires. He wanted to answer his door and surprise Frank, but it would probably ruin their friendship. Kenneth wasn’t willing to take that risk.

Kenneth rubbed the fabric of the pink minidress against his legs and breasts as he edged himself, not yet ready to release his load. He was savoring the images passing through his head. Frank was behind him and eating his ass. Then he slipped his cock into Kenneth’s virgin hole.

Anal wasn’t something Kenneth had tried in real life, but the idea of Frank fucking him felt so right. It felt so natural. Frank pounded his hole, and Kenneth breasts swayed.

Kenneth had been doing so well without cumming, but he was too close to the edge. Frank was also getting close in his vision, and he so desperately wanted to shoot his load as Frank filled him up from behind. They were moving in sync. One stroke for one hump.

Kenneth hollered when he couldn’t hold his load another second. He came all over his thighs and panties and the edge of his minidress. Kenneth’s body shook as the last few strands of cum left his dick. He exhaled as he wiped his hand along his thigh before rolling out of bed.

There was a bathroom right outside the bedroom door. Kenneth stumbled there and fell against the sink, barely catching himself. He turned on the hot water and washed up, lifting his eyes only after he was clean.

Kenneth saw a woman when he looked in the mirror, but what would Frank see if he told him the truth? Kenneth knew it was silly to fantasize when the fantasy was so far from possible, but at least nobody could police his head. Frank would never know Kenneth had touched himself while daydreaming of their possible love affair.
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Frank was waiting for Kenneth at a bar near the town’s square. The downtown area was rather quaint and almost reminded Frank of a movie set. Maybe if he hadn’t spent his childhood running down the street right outside the window. He didn’t know if he should feel nostalgic or depressed.

He didn’t have much time to ponder his emotions before Kenneth walked through the door. It was the first time he’d seen his old friend in years. Kenneth hadn’t yet met his eye, but he looked much the same as always. Maybe a few years older, but Frank could tell Kenneth took great care of himself.

Frank waved to catch Kenneth’s attention. He smiled and made his way to Frank.

“Hey there, man. How’s it going?” Kenneth asked when he got within earshot.

Frank shrugged and glanced at his half-empty pint of beer. “Can’t complain. Drinking my favorite brew.”

“They don’t have good beer out West?” Kenneth sat on the stool next to Frank after giving him a brief hug.

“The beer is fine, but it’s not the same.”

Kenneth nodded and averted his eyes before picking up the menu. He was nervous that Frank could read his mind, even though Kenneth knew that was ludicrous. Kenneth ignored Frank’s gaze as he ordered a beer, wishing he hadn’t spent an evening touching himself while thinking of his old best friend. Wishing he hadn’t put on a thong before leaving the house. The thin strip of fabric grinding between his ass cheeks only reminded him of how much he wanted to play with his friend’s manhood.

“So, how have you been? Who was that chick at your house? A girlfriend?”

Kenneth flushed at Frank’s question. He knew it’d been coming but hadn’t even prepared an answer.

“Oh, it was just this chick,” Kenneth said with a stutter in his voice.

“She sounded hot,” said Frank.

The bartender slid Kenneth’s beer in front of him, breaking up the tension descending between them. Kenneth felt awkward and exposed, like he shouldn’t have come to the bar at all. He should have stayed at home with his fantasies. It was safer behind his closed doors or out with a complete stranger. Someone who wouldn’t recognize the man beneath his womanly exterior.

“Yeah, she’s hot, but it’s not serious. What about you, Frank? Are you seeing anyone?”

Frank shook his head and picked up his beer, taking a sip. “Nope. Nobody since I moved, but I didn’t have anyone serious in Los Angeles either.”

“Why did you come back? I thought you never wanted to leave California.”

“I was riding pretty high the last time you saw me, but it hasn’t been the same recently. Basically, I’m broke.”

Kenneth couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Shit,” he said.

Frank chuckled. “Don’t worry. I’ll figure it out. I guess I’m not super broke, but I couldn’t keep paying for the lifestyle I was living, and there’s nothing worse than being a washed-up former sitcom star in Los Angeles.”

“Damn, I’m sorry man. You couldn’t find another role or something?”

“It’s hard after starring in a show. Nobody wants to cast you for minor roles, and I couldn’t keep living off what I’d made.”

“What will you do here?”

Frank shrugged. “Drink beer? Maybe I’ll start a microbrewery or something. Get fat and happy.”

Kenneth made an awkward noise and folded his lips. He wasn’t sure if he wanted Frank to become a bear or not, but it was sounding more appealing the more he thought about it. Frank had a chiseled body now, but maybe it wouldn’t kill him to get a little soft around the edges.

“What was that?”

“What?”

“The noise you made. Are you okay?” asked Frank.

Kenneth flushed with embarrassment. He hated how obvious he was. He stood from his stool, tipping his beer. Kenneth rushed to grab it before he embarrassed himself even more, setting the glass upright. He shook his head as he stumbled away from the bar.

“Where are you going?” asked Frank.

“Bathroom,” hollered Kenneth as he rushed away.

Frank watched, glancing down at Kenneth’s ass for no real reason. He wanted to look away, but something caught Frank’s attention. There was an outline beneath Kenneth’s pants, but it was one Frank had only seen on his girlfriends. A thin strand bunched up beneath the waistline. Frank’s eyes widened when he finally registered what he was seeing.

Kenneth was wearing a thong beneath his jeans.

Why?

Frank pondered the question as he sipped his beer and waited for his friend to return. Did Kenneth do more than wear lingerie? Did the girl Kenneth was dating know? Was it something they did together? Frank had met couples like that out in Los Angeles, but he never thought his friend would wear women’s clothing.

Kenneth returned a few minutes later, and their conversation felt less forced. Frank had missed his friend, and it was nice catching up, but all he could think about was Kenneth’s thong beneath his jeans when they left the bar.
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Seeing Kenneth with a thong beneath his jeans sent Frank on an internet adventure later that evening. He was two brandies in when he finally had the courage to move from the discussion boards about girly boys to the videos. Frank couldn’t believe how passable most of them were. Their hair. Their voices. The makeup. Everything about them was utterly feminine except the dicks hanging between their legs.

Frank was in his living room with the blinds closed. He pushed off his pants, no longer able to ignore his erection. He wrapped his hand around his member and stroked it lightly as he watched a video of two adorable girly boys doll up their faces while wearing stuffed bras and crotchless panties.

They were petite and dainty and easily some of the sexiest women Frank had ever seen. He was getting stiffer the more he watched. The girls were having a bubbly conversation about how much they loved different celebrities and discussing which ones they wanted deep in their girly asses.

Pick me!

Frank so desperately wished he could jump through the screen and join the girls. He’d suck their dicks. Fuck them. He’d drop to his knees and worship their beauty if they’d let him. Frank had learned about the full range of girly boys. From the ones who just dabbled in lingerie to the ones who crossdressed to become passable women. Then there were trans women, who had made the switch full time to satisfy their inner spirits.

Frank couldn’t believe how sexy he found all the ladies, but he especially loved the girls in the videos with their crotchless panties and soft dicks. Talking about all the hard dicks they wanted in their mouths and assholes.

Did Kenneth dress up like this with his girlfriend? The one who wasn’t even that serious? Frank wanted Kenneth to dress up like these girls for him. He wanted to see what his friend looked like fully transformed. Could he pass like these girly boys? Frank grabbed his phone but stopped short of calling Kenneth to find out.

Frank closed his eyes as he rubbed his manhood. He listened to the girls in the video, and they were clearly moving to the bed. Then he heard the springs. The giggles. All of it led to slurping sounds, which got Frank’s attention.

He opened his eyes and watched as the blonde sucked the brunette’s hardening dick. She was getting long and thick and looked so fucking delicious that Frank almost closed the laptop because he so badly wanted to be there with them. Why did he have to be stuck here in his living room? Why hadn’t he found a cute girly boy when he lived in Los Angeles?

It’d never even crossed his mind when he was living in California, but now all he could see were missed opportunities. Images of all those cute girly boys he’d passed in the city came rushing back to him, causing more anguish than pleasure.

Frank watched as the girls in the video gave each other blowjobs. They stroked each other. Then one was fucking the other, and Frank couldn’t hold his load another second. It was too sexy. It was way hotter than watching some guy fuck a random girl.

These girly boys were majestic. Otherworldly. They giggled and shook their breasts to make them sway. One girl had her hand on her cock as the other fucked her from behind. Their balls were slapping, and Frank’s were tightening.

Frank hollered as his body thrashed. Cum shot halfway across the room from his dick. He cursed as more left his rod. He was a mess by the time he’d finished, but the girls were still going. Frank didn’t bother cleaning himself up as he watched the ladies take turns fucking each other.

The film cut to a link to purchase the full video right before they were about to cum, but Frank had seen enough. He was spent and satisfied and becoming more obsessed with Kenneth’s thong by the second.

Frank wanted to find out exactly where Kenneth lay on the spectrum of ‘man’ to ‘woman’. Did Kenneth only like wearing lingerie, or was he willing to go all the way? Frank knew it was wrong, but he was already thinking about all the ways he could find out without Kenneth knowing.
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Kenneth was finally feeling more at ease about Frank being back in town. They’d hung out at the bar a couple more times. It was almost as though time hadn’t passed. They were certainly different people than before, but they could finally have a conversation without all the awkward silences. They could talk about sports, the countryside, food, and anything else that popped into their heads.

They weren’t hanging out tonight though, and Kenneth had the day off, which meant dressing up. He didn’t use to spend all his free time dressing up as a woman, but there was something so comforting about transforming.

Kenneth had been a bit lost before he discovered his womanly desires, but then it was as though all the pieces had clicked together the first time he slipped on a pair of panties. He’ll never forget them. They were sky blue and had ended up in his purchases by accident. Someone had tucked them into a coat he bought at the thrift store.

Kenneth couldn’t believe it when he found them. He washed them and slipped them on the second after he pulled them out of the dryer. He’d always wondered what it would be like to wear lingerie, and it was as though the universe made his dreams come true. Kenneth only had to stroke his dick twice that evening, and then he had to throw those panties right back into the washing machine.

Now he was years down the road and much more in tune with himself than he’d ever been when Frank still lived in town. He wasn’t necessarily gay, but anything could happen when he put on the lingerie. There was nothing that he loved more than seducing an unsuspecting man.

Frank was different, though. Kenneth couldn’t seduce him without Frank recognizing him beneath the makeup and wig and jewelry. That didn’t stop Kenneth from imagining what they could have every time he closed his eyes. Every time he touched himself in the shower.

Kenneth went to his closet after he stopped thinking about Frank long enough to clear his mind, but then he found himself wondering which dress Frank would choose for him to wear. Would he want Kenneth dressed up in a virginal white, or would he prefer the slutty pink minidress? Maybe he’d rather have Kenneth’s bitchy millionaire persona who wore black dresses with fake pearls.

Kenneth ran his fingertips over all his choices. He bought most of his clothes online or at thrift stores in the city. If anyone asked at the thrift stores, he always told them he was a reseller. Not that they ever asked many questions. Most of Kenneth’s doubts sprouted from his own mind.

Would it be the same with Frank if Kenneth told him the truth? Kenneth knew it didn’t matter because he would never have the courage to share his deepest thoughts or chase what he most wanted. He’d spend his life hiding in the dark and dressing up behind closed doors in the privacy of his home.

Kenneth decided on the white dress. He wished he could transform into a woman and meet Frank on different terms. He wanted Frank to notice him from across the room and approach him, just as they did in the movies. Then Frank would steal a kiss, and they would spend their lives together. They could enjoy their amazing friendship with all the fun benefits of being married.

His fantasies were running wild. Kenneth let them flow as he stood in his bathroom. He stripped naked, wishing Frank were there to touch his body. Part of him was tired of all the strangers. It would be so amazing to have someone who cared about him touch his body. He wanted to feel love in the fingertips of his conquest, which he had yet to experience.

Men used him. Smacked him around. Shoved their dicks into the back of his throat. They even came all over his dolled-up face and ruined his makeup. Kenneth took it all except up the butt, even though his body felt willing to expand its horizons for Frank.

Kenneth slipped on a white thong. He followed that with white stockings that had a lace trim. He put on his white dress, which was short and stopped right above the stockings. Kenneth had turned more than a few heads wearing the dress. He’d also gotten plenty of glares from women who found their boyfriends distracted by Kenneth’s womanly energy.

Kenneth had on a bra under his dress. He balled up tissue and stuffed it, evening out the lumps to finish. He still needed his wig and fake diamonds. All of his jewels were fake, but that didn’t make them any less entertaining. He could spend hours perfecting his makeup or switching out jewelry without even realizing time had passed.

Kenneth finished his makeup in the mirror and then went to his living room. He pulled out his phone and opened a video of a crossdressing guy getting pounded by a stud. He normally watched straight porn and pretended he was the girl, but this time he was pretending Frank was the hunky man, and he was the girly boy.

Kenneth reached up his dress and pulled his dick out the side of his panties. He spat on his hand and stroked his cock. He was very much in the moment until he heard a floorboard squeak on his front porch. Kenneth’s heart raced. His body broke into a cold sweat.

He flipped his phone over and hopped up from the sofa. He pushed down his dress and ran to the door. Kenneth peeked out of the peephole, but nobody was there. There were more footsteps, though. Kenneth hadn’t been hallucinating!

He ran over to his window that gave him a view of the street. Kenneth covered his mouth when he glanced through the closed blinds. There was a man with a hood pulled over his head, and he was running away from Kenneth’s house!

Kenneth almost cried. Did he have a stalker? Was someone going to blackmail him about his secret? He was still half-hard and couldn’t even get off now. The hooded man had ruined his moment. Maybe ruined his life.

How would Kenneth ever feel comfortable again now that he knew someone was watching him?

Kenneth ran to the bathroom and slammed the door shut, glancing at every corner of the room, afraid whoever had been on his porch had planted cameras. Kenneth sat on the floor and hugged his legs, rocking gently, telling himself it would be okay.

It had to be okay.

Right?

***

The night air was cool as Frank’s shoes pounded the ground as he ran toward his car. He couldn’t believe what he’d witness nor how hard it had made his cock. Frank had been rubbing his member through the outline of his pants when he lost balance and caused the floorboard to squeak, which made Kenneth realize someone was watching him.

Frank couldn’t believe how sexy he found his old best friend. How was it possible Frank wanted to slide between Kenneth’s cheeks more than he’d ever wanted to fuck a pussy? It seemed so new and exhilarating. Frank wanted to hear Kenneth moan when he took his dick. He wanted Kenneth to sit on his hands and knees to take Frank’s cock.

Frank was panting by the time he reached his car, and his dick was still rock hard. He slid into the driver’s seat. It was dark outside, and he was far from Kenneth’s place, so he felt safe enough to pull out his manhood.

His member was thick and veiny and begging for touch. Frank wrapped his hand around it, pretending girly Kenneth was there to touch him. Pretending girly Kenneth was there to bend his body over the center console to wrap his lips around Frank’s stiffness.

Frank rubbed his cock, grunting as he got ever closer to an orgasm. He wished Kenneth were there to swallow his load, but Frank was patient. He wouldn’t be finding any girls in town. Not until he exhausted every possible resource to get the girl he really wanted.

Kenneth.

All dressed in white. So pretty and so innocent looking, yet Frank had a feeling Kenneth would be anything but innocent if they stripped naked together.

Frank gasped as his load shot from his tip, covering his fist with his white cream. His cum kept flying out and making a mess, but Frank didn’t care. He had been too horny and turned on by his best friend, but now that he’d cum, he was only getting more confused.

Kenneth was so sexy as a girl, and Frank knew he’d do everything he could to get a taste of girly Kenneth, even if it risked their friendship.

Frank had to have him.
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Kenneth hadn’t dressed up since he saw that creep running away from his home. Having a stalker shattered every sense of safety Kenneth once felt. How could he ever feel comfortable, even behind a closed door?

Kenneth was meeting Frank for a drink at the bar. He wanted to confide in his friend about the stalker situation, but how could he say anything without revealing his womanly tendencies? Kenneth was on the fence about saying anything when he walked through the door.

Frank was sitting in a booth. He waved from across the room, looking far too handsome for his own good. Had he been working out more since returning to Michigan? There was something different about him. A glow Kenneth couldn’t quite put his finger on, but damn, he wanted to put his fingers all over Frank’s body.

“Hey,” Kenneth said when he approached the table.

“Hey.” Frank slid out of the booth to shake Kenneth’s hand, but all he could think about was how beautiful Kenneth looked dressed in white. He’d gone by a few times since to watch Kenneth through the window, but Kenneth hadn’t changed into a girl since that night Frank made noise on the front porch.

Kenneth noticed something different about Frank’s energy, but he didn’t know Frank had been the one stalking him. He didn’t know Frank was secretly picturing Kenneth all dressed up in white, looking like one of the sexiest women that Frank had ever seen.

They were standing and staring at each other a few seconds too long, both thinking about the other in the naughtiest of ways.

Kenneth blushed and cleared his throat. “Should we sit?”

Frank chuckled and took a step away from Kenneth. “Yeah, that’s a good idea.”

They slid into the booth, tension brimming between them. A server came over. They ordered some beers and appetizers. Frank asked Kenneth about his week. Kenneth gave a generic answer, recounting some events from work. Frank had yet to take a job, so he’d been spending most of his time watching girly boys on the internet, when he wasn’t watching through Kenneth’s window from the bushes.

“When will you get a job?”

“I don’t know. I’m in no rush. Maybe I’ll go to the community college and pick up a new skill. Plumbing or something.”

“You? A plumber?” asked Kenneth.

Frank smirked and held Kenneth’s gaze. “Would it be so bad if I learned how to clean pipes?”

Kenneth coughed. His body flushed, but he couldn’t look away. Frank was holding his attention with the intensity of his stare. What did Frank mean? Was he talking about regular pipes or his pipes?

Kenneth’s member twitched beneath the panties he was wearing. If only he knew how stiff Frank had grown on the other side of the booth. Too bad he couldn’t tell Frank was rubbing the outline of his member as he imagined plunging it between Kenneth’s parted lips.

“Uh, I guess not.”

Frank cracked his knuckles under the table and then took a sip of his beer. The server dropped off some food seconds later, which broke the tension. Frank wanted to tell Kenneth about his budding desires but was afraid it might ruin their friendship.

They drank their beers and ate the appetizers, ignoring the obvious tension between them. It was so thick that the other patrons could feel it and kept stealing glances of Frank and Kenneth.

“Can I tell you a secret?” Kenneth asked after they’d paid the bill.

“Anything,” Frank said. He had to fold his lips to stop himself from shouting that he wanted Kenneth to dress up for him. He had to stop himself from confessing the singular thought in his head.

“I think I have a stalker. I saw this guy running away from my house the other night.”

“Shit,” said Frank. He played up the concern, doing his best not to reveal himself. “That’s scary. How do you know he was at your house?”

“I heard him on my porch.”

“You think he was trying to break in and got scared?”

Kenneth considered Frank’s idea. “Maybe, but I could swear he was staring in through the window, and—”

“What?” Frank asked, hoping Kenneth would say what he didn’t have the strength to say.

“Nothing. I should get going.”

Frank tried to stop Kenneth, but he was too fast, and Frank wouldn’t chase after Kenneth. Not yet. He wasn’t ready, and Frank didn’t know if he was strong enough to reveal his desires, but the day would come.

Either that, or Frank would have to leave town because he was going crazy fantasizing about everything he could do with girly Kenneth.


7

Weeks had passed since Kenneth heard the man on his porch. There hadn’t been another incident since, and not dressing up was driving him crazy.

Putting on those dresses, jewels, and makeup calmed Kenneth. They eased his anxieties and made his life so much more meaningful than he ever thought possible before he’d tried on that first pair of blue panties. Kenneth had discovered parts of himself he always knew were simmering beneath the surface but never had the courage to explore.

Kenneth couldn’t go back to those dark days. He couldn’t let a creepy stranger stop him from living. Dressing as a woman gave Kenneth energy. It gave him a sense of freedom. It gave him a power that was greater than any he’d ever felt.

Kenneth closed all the blinds as he walked toward his bedroom. His dick was growing as he neared the closet. Kenneth stopped before he opened the door, listening closely to make sure nobody was standing on his porch. He didn’t see anyone, but eyes could deceive.

If only Kenneth knew that his secret admirer was lurking in the shadows, watching his every move.

Kenneth took a deep breath and opened the closet door. He stepped inside, savoring the sight of the clothes he’d been avoiding. He ran his fingertips along the different fabrics, which made him painfully hard. There was no questioning his love of womanly clothes. No questioning how in awe he was of his own feminine side, and she was hungry to come out.

Tonight, Kenneth would become Brittany.

Brittany was a sassy banker who didn’t take shit from anyone. She had dirty blonde hair, huge boobs, and loved showing her legs. Kenneth picked out a miniskirt. He got his biggest bra and several gel pads. It’d been weeks since he last dressed up, and he was feeling the urge to go all out.

He went to the bathroom after picking out his outfit and some fake diamonds. He even had the wig ready, along with everything else, but Kenneth hadn’t shaved his legs, and hairy legs just wasn’t something Brittany would tolerate.

Kenneth turned on the hot water and filled an inch of his tub. He perched on the edge of the tub, dipping his feet into the water. Kenneth lathered his legs with shaving cream, gently pulling the blade along his skin. There was nothing more he loved than seeing hair disappear from his body.

Soft music was playing in the background as Kenneth worked to make himself as smooth as coconut cream. He showered after he finished, using an ultra-feminine beauty bar to cleanse his skin.

Kenneth was feeling refreshed and girly when he stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his body, tucking it beneath his shoulders. He loved how the towel ended right past his package, which was hairless and smelled of the soap he’d used to wash himself.

Kenneth grabbed a bottle of lotion and took it to his bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed and lathered himself with the lotion, adding layer after layer until he was sure that not a single razor bump would appear.

Kenneth was about ready to become Brittany, but he still had to pick out a pretty pair of panties and some stockings.

There was a seemingly endless selection of lingerie in Kenneth’s drawer of womanly undergarments, but a pair of crotchless black panties was calling his name. He was desperate to put on his skirt and watch some porn. Touch himself and release all over his crotchless panties.

Kenneth pulled the black lingerie up his legs. His bra was also black. He put it on and them stuffed it with the gel pads. Then he pulled the miniskirt up his legs and put on a white blouse that did nothing to hide his bra.

Brittany wasn’t afraid to show what she had.

Kenneth could feel Brittany coming alive within him. His old self was slowly fading to the background. It was as though he became a different person every time he put on an outfit. He’d lived as hundreds of different women over the years, but Brittany felt right for tonight.

Kenneth sat in front of the mirror. He grabbed his wig of dirty blonde hair and placed it atop his head, adjusting it until the bangs hung perfectly. Kenneth grabbed his makeup bag next and got to work, making Brittany come to life on his face.

Every stroke represented the countless hours of practice Kenneth had. He could make his manly half disappear within a few minutes. He could also transform himself into a completely different person in just a bit more time. Kenneth loved how powerful makeup and clothing were. He loved how much he could change.

Why had he given all this up just because he’d heard someone on his porch?

They were probably just trying to prank him. Or rob him. Either way, they probably hadn’t seen him wearing women’s clothing. Kenneth had overreacted and stripped himself of time he could never recuperate.

Kenneth sighed as he finished his makeup and grabbed the fake diamonds. He put them on and told himself nobody cared about his crossdressing. They didn’t care that he became a woman behind closed doors, or at least Kenneth told himself that he shouldn’t care what others thought.

Becoming Brittany made him happier than any bonus at work ever had. It made him happier than new furniture or even showing up to find a box on his porch from the internet. Nothing completed Kenneth more than transforming into a gorgeous and seductive woman.

Brittany had come to life, and she was hungry. Hungry to touch her dick. Maybe suck on someone else’s cock.

Brittany opened her laptop and reached under her skirt. She browsed some videos of girls getting plowed by hunky men. Her girly dick was rock hard and dripping just watching the previews. She hadn’t touched herself in weeks and was hungry to shoot her load, but then a strange noise caused all the buildup in her head to fall crashing to the floor.

Brittany pulled the hand from beneath her skirt. She slammed the laptop shut. Her heart was racing, but her dick was still rock hard. She was about to stand, but then she heard another noise.

There was someone on her porch!

Brittany held her cock down and ran to the door.

“I’ll call the cops, you creep!” Brittany hollered in a way that made her voice crack. She heard another squeak. She swallowed and prepared herself to use a girly voice. “Go away! I’ll scream!”

The person on the other side of the door cleared their throat. “It’s me, Kenneth. It’s Frank.”

Brittany covered her mouth, cursing to herself. “Kenneth isn’t home right now.” Brittany’s cock twitched as she supported herself with the door. She wished she could open it to let Frank inside, but it would risk their friendship.

“Come on, Kenneth. I know it’s you, and I know what you do. I just want to talk.”

Brittany swallowed, but she found herself placing her hand on the doorknob. “Promise not to laugh?”

“I promise,” said Frank.

Brittany took a deep breath and opened the door, taking the single biggest risk of her life.
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Frank couldn’t believe what he saw when Kenneth opened the door. He knew the woman standing in front of him was Kenneth because they had the same eyes, but that was all they had in common. Kenneth had transformed his face. His body. Even his legs looked feminine because of how smooth they were.

“Wow,” said Frank. No other word could express how he felt.

“You hate me, don’t you?”

Frank frowned. He placed his hands on Kenneth’s shoulders as he stepped inside, shutting the door behind him. Frank turned Kenneth and pushed him against the door, cupping his hands under Kenneth’s ample breasts.

“I will never hate you. In fact, I might be falling in love with you.”

Kenneth flushed. He was no longer holding down his hard cock, which made a tent beneath his skirt. Frank had Kenneth’s arms above his head, kissing his neck. His lips.

“You taste incredible. How is it that you look exactly like a woman? If I saw you walking down the street, I wouldn’t know the difference. Hell, I’d probably stop to stare.”

Kenneth blushed. He loved hearing Frank tell him that he looked like a woman. “It takes a lot of practice,” said Kenneth.

“I’d say you’re a master by this point because you’re fucking gorgeous, Kenneth.”

“Call me Brittany.”

“Is that your name when you’re dressed up like this?”

“I change names a lot, but I had decided on Brittany for tonight.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Brittany. I’m Frank, in case you didn’t know.”

Brittany giggled and shook her head. Frank released her hand. She ran her fingertips along Frank’s muscular back. He kept himself in tip-top shape in case a role ever came up, but Brittany hoped he would let himself go a bit after they fell in love and became a couple.

She could be whatever woman he wanted, but only if they were a couple. Brittany didn’t want tonight to become a one-time thing, and her body became motionless as the dark thoughts passed through her mind.

Frank stopped kissing when he noticed the shift. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

Brittany shook herself free and stepped away from Frank. He followed after her, but she put up her hand.

“What is it?” he asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“How did you know about me?” asked Brittany. “How did you know I was here and dressed like this?”

Frank went silent and turned to hide his face, telling Brittany all she needed to know.

“It was you! You were the one on my porch!”

“Brittany, please. Let me explain.”

“Let you explain what? How you’ve been stalking me?”

Frank panicked. He couldn’t deny Brittany’s accusations. He’d become obsessed with girly boys ever since seeing Kenneth all dressed in white. It was easily one of the hottest moments of his life. A second of time he’d never forget. One that had changed him completely.

“You’re an angel, Kenneth. When you’re dressed as a woman, I see a goddess more than my friend. Nothing about you says man except that tent beneath your skirt, but I’m interested in that too. This isn’t easy for me, Kenneth, but why can’t we give this a shot?”

Kenneth took a step back when Frank moved toward him, but he didn’t have much room to spare. Frank would close the gap, and Kenneth would have nowhere to go. His back would be pressed up against the wall.

“It would ruin our friendship,” said Kenneth.

“Isn’t it worth the risk? Don’t you want to experience what life could be like with someone who knows both your girly and manly sides?”

It was a fantasy Kenneth had dreamed of for ages, but Frank was his best friend. One of the few friendships he’d maintained throughout the years.

“We can’t risk our friendship, Frank. I shouldn’t have let you inside. You should go.”

“No,” said Frank.

“No?”

“You’re pushing me away even though I’m telling you I want you. What if I promise to stay your friend no matter what happens?”

“You can’t make a promise like that, Frank. Nobody can predict the future. You could change your mind in a second after we do something. Why did you even have to come back from California? I was doing just fine before you came home and made everything about what I do more confusing.”

Frank hated how his friend Kenneth was on the verge of tears when he looked so stunning. Frank wished more than anything that Kenneth could see himself through his eyes. He wished Kenneth could read his mind.

“Our friendship means a lot to me, but what if I was meant to find you dressed in white that one night? What if it was destiny presenting itself?”

“I don’t believe in destiny or fate or any of that,” Kenneth said and crossed his arms over his chest. He hated how incredible his breasts felt beneath his arms. Their softness was disarming, but Kenneth had to remain strong. Frank had lost his mind if he thought Kenneth would cross the line and ruin their friendship.

Kenneth stepped forward and tried to walk past Frank, but Frank pulled him against his body.

Frank pushed his fingers into Kenneth’s dirty blonde hair. “You want me to call you Brittany, beautiful?”

Kenneth swallowed. He’d been waiting to hear something like that his entire life. He normally had to act like a bimbo slut with guys to avoid using his voice, but his voice could crack with Frank, and it wouldn’t matter. There were no secrets between them.

“Please,” Kenneth said in a breath.

“I’ll call you whatever you want, Brittany. You tell me who you want to be for the night, and I’ll go along with it. Don’t you want a partner who’ll understand you? All of you?”

“Yes,” Brittany said. Her knees buckled a bit, but Frank held her by the small of her back.

“I can be that man for you, Brittany. Open your heart and give me a chance.”

“Oh, Frank. Don’t tease me.”

Frank shook his head as he held Brittany’s sides. “I’m not teasing you, Brittany. How about I show you how serious I am?”

Brittany swallowed as Frank sank to his knees in front of her, kissing her body as he fell. Frank touched Brittany’s exposed thighs, tracing his fingertips along the spot where her stockings ended. The tent beneath Brittany’s skirt grew, and Frank had a front-row view.

He moaned as he reached up and wrapped his hand around Brittany’s thick dick.

“These crotchless panties are so sexy. I love how girly they make your dick look.”

“Yeah?” Brittany asked.

“Yeah,” Frank said as he moved his lips to her tip. Frank opened his mouth and savored the moan that left Brittany’s lips when he closed his around her shaft.

“Fuck,” said Brittany. “That feels so good.”

Frank bobbed his head along Brittany’s shaft. He loved how it smelled of flowers and fruit. He loved how Brittany had shaved it and made it as girly looking as possible. Frank had never sucked a dick, but he could suck Brittany’s cock for the rest of his life.

Frank smacked his lips when he pulled off Brittany’s throbbing womanhood. Precum bubbled at her tip. Frank pushed his thumb against it before licking it clean.

“I’m getting close. You want me to blow you?”

Frank shook his head. “This is about you, beautiful. I want to show you I’m serious.”

Brittany moaned. She ran her fingers across the top of Frank’s head, feeling overwhelmed that he knew the truth. He was on his knees and seconds from making her cum, but something about the moment made her more accepting to the possibility of dating him. Frank wouldn’t have sucked her if he wasn’t serious.

Brittany grabbed the base of her cock and wagged it in Frank’s face, making him chuckle, but he didn’t waste any time wrapping his lips around her cock.

Frank moved his mouth up and down Brittany’s shaft until she was moaning and trying to push away his head, but he wouldn’t allow it. He wanted to taste her girly seed. He wanted to feel it sliding down his throat. Frank held the back of Brittany’s legs and pushed his mouth all the way to the base of her cock.

“Fuck, Frank. I can’t—”

Frank knew what was coming, but he didn’t stop. He sucked Brittany’s cock even more intensely. He moaned as he felt her balls tightening, promising to fill his mouth with her hot, thick cream.

Brittany hollered when she couldn’t hold her load a second longer. She dropped her head back and emptied her cock into Frank’s mouth. He swallowed every drop, insanely hard in his pants, but he hadn’t even touched himself.

Brittany stepped back. Her cock fell out of Frank’s mouth. She shook her shoulders and took a deep breath as a few giggles spilled from her lips.

“Wow. Shit. That was hot,” she said.

Frank wiped his lips with a hand. “It was the hottest. You drive me fucking crazy, Brittany. Don’t toss me out.”

“Why would I do that?”

“So, you’re willing to give us a chance?” asked Frank.

Brittany nodded. Frank had his hand on the small of her back and was holding her close. She could feel his erection pressing against his jeans, trying to break free. Brittany rubbed the back of her hand against it.

“Want me to take care of you?”

“Not yet,” said Frank.

“What? Why not?”

“I have a surprise for us.”

“You do?”

“Yeah,” Frank said with a wicked grin. “Pack some cute stuff into a bag, and then we’re leaving.”

“What about work?”

“I’ll pay you whatever you miss.”

Brittany beamed and ran to her room, throwing her favorite outfits, jewels, makeup, and lingerie into a suitcase. She added a few extras and raced back to the door, where Frank was waiting to take her somewhere.

Anywhere.

It didn’t matter as long as they were together.
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It wasn’t until they were in the city limits that Brittany had an idea of where Frank was taking her. She radiated as she stared at the skyline in the distance. Detroit wasn’t the most put together city in the country, but there was something so gorgeous about it.

Historic buildings mixed with newer ones all along the riverfront. They drove past them as they made their way to a hotel overlooking the water. It was near a ton of different restaurants and shops.

“Is this where we’re staying?”

“I thought we could use a night in the city. Don’t you like dancing?”

Brittany grinned. “I love it. I should put on some different panties though. Wouldn’t want to get a tent on the dance floor.”

“Yeah, good idea. We can park the car in the garage too.”

Frank pulled up to the hotel. A valet worker took his car to the garage, and they made their way inside with the bags. The hotel had old-world charms. People had clearly taken their time carving out the trim work. They had also placed the tiles with an incredible attention to detail, creating a piece of artwork upon which people walked.

The room was even nicer. It had views of the water and tall buildings. Brittany didn’t even want to know how much Frank had paid. Not that he would tell her. He’d had her wait on the sofa in the lobby while he paid.

“This is incredible,” Brittany said as she stared out the window.

Frank came up behind her and placed his hands on her hips, pressing his manhood into the skirt covering her ass. She was still wearing her crotchless panties, so he reached around and wrapped his hand around her stiff member.

“Are you sure you want to go dancing?”

Brittany moaned and pressed her bottom into the outline of Frank’s manhood, desperately wanting to take it, even though she was still nervous about the idea of taking a cock. There was something about the hotel overlooking the water. The familiarity of Frank’s touch. Brittany had never felt ready to give herself to a man, but getting rammed suddenly sounded better than moving her hips on the dance floor.

“How far is the club?”

“Oh, it isn’t very far at all.”

Brittany sighed. “We can go for a bit.”

Frank still had his hand on Brittany’s thick member, stroking it gently. He didn’t want to let go. He didn’t want the moment to end.

“You’d better put on those other panties, or I’ll end up sucking your girly dick on the dance floor.”

“Don’t tease me, Frank.”

Frank lifted Brittany’s skirt and slapped her ass, telling her to change her panties before he stripped her naked to take advantage. Brittany came back a few minutes later wearing a pair of pretty pink panties that kept her package tight against her body. She took Frank’s hand and pulled him out of the door before they went too far.

***

The music was thumping. Sweat dripped down Brittany’s body as Frank held her hips and rubbed his hardened member along the backside of her skirt. Her pretty pink panties were doing their job of keeping Brittany’s girly cock contained, but just barely. All Frank would have to do was move the fabric to the side, and her thickness would fall out, but Frank could wait until they got back to the hotel.

“You are so fucking sexy, Brittany. I want to dance with you forever,” Frank said into Brittany’s ear using a sultry whisper.

“We can dance all you want, but I might not be Brittany every time.”

“You can be whoever you want to be, baby. All that matters is getting to taste that girly cock in my mouth.”

Brittany moaned and lifted her arms, wrapping them around the back of Frank’s neck. She wished he could bend her over right there and plow into her, but she’d be a good girl and wait until they got back to their hotel room with city and water views.

“What about my girly ass?

“I’ll taste that too,” Frank said. He was growing hard as Brittany rubbed her backside against his member.

“I want you to do more than taste it,” said Brittany.

Frank grabbed a handful of her ass and slipped his finger past her pink panties. Brittany gasped when his finger touched her hole, but it felt just right. They’d already had two drinks and had been at the club for nearly an hour, and all Brittany wanted was to get back to the hotel to give Frank what she’d never given anyone else.

“You like that?” Frank asked.

“Yes,” Brittany said in a breath. “I’ve never been fucked before, but I want you to be the first.”

Frank’s mouth nearly fell open. He didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed Brittany’s hand and led her toward the exit.

“I’ll happily be your first,” Frank said when they got outside and away from the blaring music.

“Please, Frank! I want nothing more.”

Frank nodded and noticed there was a taxi sitting at the corner. They took it because he couldn’t wait a second longer than necessary to have Brittany. 
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Frank kissed Brittany with a passion so intense she had to push him away to take a breath. No man had treated her so tenderly before, and she never wanted it to end. Frank’s touch looked better than melted butter on golden toast.

She couldn’t wait to feel his manhood slide into her tiny cave. She couldn’t wait for his cream to drip between her cheeks. Coat her balls before running down her thighs. Having a man use her had been a fantasy for ages, and it was finally about to come true.

“I want you as more than a friend, Kenneth.”

Brittany’s eyes widened at Frank’s use of her boy name. She stiffened in his arms.

Frank didn’t care. He still kissed her. “Before we do this, I wanted to let you know. You can be Brittany or Veronica or Tanya or whoever else, but I’ll always know you’re Kenneth, and I don’t care. We’re friends and now we can be lovers too.”

Brittany fell against Frank’s chest before kissing him gently on the lips. “Oh, Frank. Thank you for saying that. If you change your mind in—”

“I won’t change my mind. I’m serious about you, Kenneth. Brittany. We can make this work.”

Brittany was tired of fighting what she most wanted. Maybe falling in love with her best friend was unconventional, but his return to their hometown was fate. What else could it be?

“Okay, Frank. Let’s give this a chance.”

Frank went back to kissing Brittany all over, unable to control himself. He stripped her naked until she was wearing nothing but her stuffed bra and pink panties. The panties were too restrictive though, and Frank wanted nothing more than to taste Brittany in his mouth.

Brittany moaned when Frank started sucking her dick. She was wearing nothing but her bra and was rock hard. She was also much too close to cumming.

“Fuck me before I cum.”

Frank didn’t need to be told twice. He’d been dreaming about fucking Kenneth since he saw him all dressed in white. Frank slapped his friend’s ass as he unbuttoned his pants.

“Get on the bed, Brittany, and put your thick ass in the air.”

Brittany did as Frank commanded, sitting on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed. She glanced over her shoulder.

“I just got tested a few weeks ago and everything came back okay. Are you clean?”

Frank growled as he rubbed his manhood, feeling even more turned on than he’d been just a few seconds before.

“I’m clean. You want me to fuck that ass bare?”

“Please, Frank! Claim my ass! Make it yours!”

Frank stepped forward and slapped his hand hard against Brittany’s backside. Her hole was perfectly hairless and puckered up tight like it had never been used.

“This might hurt a little,” Frank said as he got in position. He had some lube and lathered his dick with it.

“It’s okay. I’m ready for whatever you give me, Frank.”

“Fuck, you’re the sexiest woman ever, Brittany. I’m so glad I moved back and found you.”

Brittany knew Frank was telling the truth judging by how hard his cock was as he guided it to her hole. He slapped his member against her puckered entrance before squirting a bunch of lube at the spot where his dick met her hole.

Brittany was nervous as Frank pressed his tip against her opening, but she was ready to lose her anal virginity. Frank was big, but her walls would adjust to his size with time, and she would learn to love his cock.

“Ready?”

“Yes,” Brittany said in a sultry voice.

Frank held Brittany’s cheeks apart as he pushed his tip into her tight opening, making her yelp. Brittany fell forward, but she was back to her knees in a second.

“You okay?”

“Yeah, I can take it. I need to take it.”

Frank added more lube to his cock before pushing back into Brittany, but she was ready for him the second time. His cock still felt mind-shatteringly big inside her, but she took deep breaths to relax her hole. After a minute of adjusting to Frank’s size, his cock suddenly felt magical.

Frank moaned as he slid around more easily inside Brittany. He loved how smooth she felt. How tight her hole was around the base of his manhood. Sex with Brittany felt better than any he’d had before, and he couldn’t wait to spend the rest of his life fucking all the different women his friend would become.

“Oh, fuck. Your ass feels so good.”

Brittany reached between her legs and grabbed her dangling cock, which was rock hard and begging to be touched. Her balls were tighter than she’d ever felt, and getting fucked was no longer scary. It was majestic.

Frank had fucked her and sucked her dick. He’d opened another world of sex up to her because he knew her inside and out. Frank was the man Brittany was meant to love.

“Me too, Frank.” Brittany moaned as she rubbed her cock. She could cum at any second but wanted Frank to fill her first.

“Shit,” Frank hollered as he squeezed Brittany’s cheeks. She glanced over her shoulder, and the look on his face told her everything. Brittany grabbed her cock and started rubbing it frantically.

“I’m about to cum too,” said Brittany.

Frank pushed deep and hollered at the top of his lungs. Brittany pushed her ass all the way down Frank’s cock to capture every drop of his seed as she stroked her girly dick. Frank squeezed Brittany’s ass just as she roared. Her walls contracted around Frank’s member as she let out her load.

They stared out to the glistening water beneath them as they came down from their orgasms, feeling like everything was perfect in the world.

Frank pulled out of Brittany a second later and then wrapped his arms and legs around her, holding her close. They watched the city lights dance on the water as they drifted off to sleep, not caring at all about how sticky their bodies were because they were together, and nothing else mattered.
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Six Months Later

“You almost ready?” Frank hollered. He was reading a newspaper in their living room, which had a view of Lake Huron. Kenneth was upstairs putting on an outfit. Frank wouldn’t know what girl was getting until Kenneth came down the stairs, but he always loved whoever Kenneth became.

“Almost,” Kenneth hollered in his girly voice. He was no longer living in a mobile home, and Frank had left his single-guy apartment. They got a cute house not too far from the downtown area, so they could walk to cafes and shops and all the stuff their small town offered.

“Let’s go. We’ll be late for our reservation in Detroit.”

Kenneth emerged a second later. He was wearing a white dress with a red wig and looked utterly amazing. Frank hopped to his feet and ran over to her.

“Who are you tonight?”

“Scarlett,” she said in a seductive voice.

“All right, Scarlett. You ready to hit the town?”

“As long as you’re paying. Scarlett doesn’t date cheap guys, and she’s not easy to get in bed.”

“Guess I’ll have to work extra hard tonight.”

“That you will,” Scarlett said with a smirk as she walked away from Frank with a tiny purse dangling at her side. He smiled and shook his head as he ran after her, loving how hot she looked from behind with that fitted dress and those high heels.

Frank just knew it was going to be a magical night.
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CHAPTER ONE

Sonya Banda was a powerful business executive in Chicago. She had lived in the city her entire life and always dreamed of becoming a woman who wore pantsuits while walking downtown. Maybe with heels, boots, or flats. Her mother used to scold her for admiring the women’s fashion choices. She was a different person back in those days, but Sonya had survived.

Like many powerful executives, Sonya had a morning routine. After checking her emails in bed, Sonya went to the kitchen to make coffee. Then, she would stretch out her new vagina because she had gender reassignment surgery five months ago. The pain had disappeared, after what felt like a lifetime, and Sonya had her new favorite toy. She had yet to have a lover. The doctor recommended waiting six months. She wouldn’t go against what the professional told her, but part of Sonya was dying to feel sexual pleasures again.

After adjusting her perfect new hole, Sonya took a shower and finished her makeup. Her hair was natural, but she played with extensions and weaves. Her stylist knew how to hook it up, three-hundred dollars at a time. Sonya’s hair was worth every penny. She had fought her entire life climbing the ranks as a queer woman. As a woman, in general. Sonya had arrived, and people feared the ground she walked on. They sprang up when she turned a corner, correcting whatever bad behavior they were doing, but things hadn’t always been that way.

Memories never changed. Sonya could fix her body, but she had been born in the wrong one, and that would always stick with her. The years she lost from her mother not speaking to her. The relationships she could never sustain because of the endless transition. Sonya was bisexual, preferring women, but few people wanted Sonya before. She struggled to date, so she poured everything into her work and climbed the ranks. Now she had her vagina and a new sense of confidence. Sonya’s heart went out to all the girls who couldn’t afford or hadn’t had their gender reassignment surgery. Some didn’t want it, but Sonya heard from a lot of trans women who did. Sonya did everything she could to fundraise for transgender rights in her free time, but there were still trans women (and men) suffering around the world.

Sonya finished her morning routine and grabbed her purse from the counter. She wore the same three outfits in rotation for work. Outside of work, Sonya played with fabrics and colors and styles. Her male colleagues got away with wearing the same suit every day, and she didn’t have time to think about fashion in the workplace. She ran the entire Midwest division of a real-estate firm, seeing over thousands of rentals and property managers. Sonya often had to travel to random cities in Illinois, Wisconsin, Indiana, and other surrounding states. She had a driver and an assistant because she could never do everything by herself.

Taking the L, Sonya arrived at her office in less than twenty minutes. She didn’t have her driver pick her up most mornings.

Nobody recognized her on the train because of her executive position. She had light brown skin and long black curls. Sonya blended in to the crowd. Luckily people couldn’t read her thoughts nor her emotions, or they’d know how nervous she felt daily that people knew her secret just by looking at her.

Sometimes her driver took her to the office, but she had him running errands that morning. She preferred her people to accomplish as much as they could, even if she had to sacrifice convenience. Arriving at the office, Sonya’s assistant greeted her at the entrance looking anxious.

“Good morning, Katie,” Sonya said, taking some files from her assistant. They walked and talked.

“There’s been a fire in one of our buildings in Springfield, Illinois,” Katie said in a panicked voice.

“Causalities? Cause of the fire?”

“Nobody died, but there were injuries. Maybe smoke damage too. We don’t have all the details. We just got the call five minutes ago,” Katie said.

“It’s okay. We’ll figure this out. The important thing is nobody died,” she said. Sonya would have to book a trip to Springfield, but she had an important lunch date. “Get me the number of the property manager at that location, and I’ll talk to the big boss. Don’t worry, Katie. No loss of life is a good day,” Sonya said.

Katie nodded and scurried off to her desk. Sonya went upstairs to her boss, heels clicking on the floor. She explained the situation to the man, and he listened. He always listened when she talked. One benefit of being a trans woman was that her boss had stopped making inappropriate gestures to her when he discovered the truth. He was a bigot, but Sonya couldn’t do anything about him. His father started the company that paid her life. She had to miss work for several weeks because of her surgery, and the truth came out. Sonya didn’t mind, but wow was her boss an asshole. He always looked at Sonya with a shifty expression since he found out. She knew the second he looked at her after he found out, the change in his eyes from sexual desire to slight disgust.

Whatever, Sonya would find the right person for her. Sonya wouldn’t lose her job. Her boss trusted her too much to handle everything he didn’t have to. He was an ornamental piece in his office on the top floor. Mr. Boss. She explained the fire situation to him and would handle it like every other crisis they had.

Sonya returned to her desk a floor below the boss and called the property manager at the Springfield location. He was handling the situation, and she messaged her driver to take her to the location tomorrow. Sonya went through her list and handled business by noon. Stopping by Katie’s desk, Sonya said goodbye to her and left for lunch with an old friend.

♦

Walking into the restaurant, Sonya had a lot on her mind, and her energy levels were depleting like a hot-air balloon with a hole in the fabric. She had a new list of things to do on top of the rest, and Sonya couldn’t keep up. She was running low like rusted batteries. Coffee only helped so much, and the work piled on faster than she could finish it. Sonya couldn’t continue like this, but those paychecks kept her going back to the office. Nobody would take care of her but herself.

Sonya’s friend, Randi, was waiting for her in the cafe. They never saw each other now that Randi moved to the suburbs and kept herself busy with a successful mommy blog. Sonya loved checking in on Randi’s blog when she couldn’t focus on her work at the end of the night. Randi had a great perspective on a lot of different topics from raising children, living in the suburbs, and staying faithful to her messy husband.

Kissing Randi on the cheek, Sonya dropped her purse on the chair. They hugged.

“How are you, Sonya? How is everything healing?” she asked. They hadn’t seen each other since the party Sonya had a month after her surgery.

“Better than I ever expected. It feels so right,” Sonya said. People were pushing past them in the restaurant. They never saw each other and their time was special. Sonya stopped hugging her friend and took a seat across from her. “Can’t believe you got a day off. Where’s Yasmin?”

“One of the mom’s wanted to take her for the day and have a play date. We trade babies for breaks sometimes, and I had to come into the city to talk to a fellow blogger who lives here. And see you, of course,” Randi said.

Sonya couldn’t stand how positive and bubbly her friend was. She spoke like she was singing a song. Every word upbeat and shining. The waiter stopped by and took their order. Sonya ordered a half sandwich and a salad. Randi requested the soup of the day.

Randi placed her hands on Sonya’s, “why are you so down today, darling? What’s happening in your life?”

Sonya knew she was supposed to feel outstanding because she had the surgery, but life was complex. Work was weighing down on her. She didn’t know what her problem was. “Work is busy,” she said.

“What do you do when you aren’t working?”

Thinking back to what she had done since last seeing Randi, Sonya couldn’t recall doing many things outside the office that didn’t involve work dinners or fundraising. Her life was serious, and Sonya didn’t take time for herself. No spa days. She almost never exercised and ate whatever she could grab or pick up on the way home. She cooked at most twice a month and kept few snacks in the house beyond breakfast bars and coffee. “I don’t know. My life outside of work blends a lot with my office responsibilities. Even right now my mind is racing with what I need to finish when I leave here. But don’t worry about me. Tell me about the blog,” Sonya said. She didn’t want to focus on her sadness. She had wanted to see Randi for her radiant smile and voice.

As much as watching Randi’s happiness sandpapered Sonya, she always felt better after they ate lunch together. Randi talked about her blog and who she had met in the city, but an underlying tension lingered at the table. Sonya stabbed her lettuce and chewed as Randi updated her about life in the suburbs with Yasmin and the hubby. Thirty minutes passed, and Sonya kept the conversation on Randi, dodging her questions. Reverting the conversation back to her. Sonya didn’t have the energy to explore her emotions. Recovering from the surgery and keeping up with work was enough for her to handle. In another month, she would find a man (or woman) and use her pussy for the first time. A one-night stand wasn’t the end of the world.

The server cleared away their plates. They ordered coffees for dessert. Sonya could use the energy. Randi ordered decaf because they didn’t have fresh-squeezed juice.

“I will to worry about you if you don’t talk to me,” Randi said.

The server brought their coffees. Sonya took the moment of silence to think of a way around this. She didn’t want her friend worrying about her and didn’t know what her own emotions were. She went to work every morning and slept at night. It was an endless circle of running a large business.

“Maybe I work too much, but there isn’t much I can do about that,” Sonya said.

“Do you exercise?” Randi asked. She had workout videos online and blogged about the power of exercise along with her other topics.

“No, I don’t have time to go to the gym.”

“Make time. It’ll give you the energy you need to power through the day,” she said.

“I don’t know, Randi.”

Randi put out her hand to stop Sonya, shaking her head, “trust me. We’ve been friends forever, and this is what you need. A few workouts a week will change your life,” she said. Randi opened her phone and scrolled through her contacts. She took a piece of paper from her purse and a pen, writing down a name and number. She passed the paper to Sonya, “take this. Randy used to be my trainer before I met Mark. I don’t go to anyone now, but he taught me everything I know. I owe Randy the world. He worked at a gym close to where you live.”

“Where is the gym?”

“Near North Side,” Randi said.

“That’s far,” Sonya countered.

“You have a personal driver, Sonya. Give me a break. But your body needs this. Don’t deprive yourself of the energy your body wants and needs.”

“Oh, Randi. You’re always selling people on exercise.”

“Well, you know where to find my videos if you’re looking for a little mommy aerobics,” Randi said. The server brought the bill because they had finished their coffees.

Sonya checked her watch. She had to leave but would consider Randi’s offer. “Thank you for the number.”

“You better use it,” Randi said. “He’ll change your life.”

“We should do this more often.”

“Have your driver bring you out to the suburbs one of these days. Doesn’t your company own a complex near me?”

“Yes. A few, but I don’t make many property visits unless there is a big meeting or emergency,” Sonya said, but Randi was giving her a look like she didn’t want to hear Sonya’s excuse.

“Girl, you better find the time to visit. Yasmin misses her Auntie Sonya,” she said.

“Fine. You win,” Sonya said. They were walking to the door. They stood on the sidewalk for a while chatting, not wanting to leave each other. Months passed between their visits, but they couldn’t linger forever. Sonya promised to visit the gym and suburbs, and Randi said she would call the next time she came to the city.

Sonya rushed back to her office, thirty minutes late from her break.


CHAPTER TWO

Paris Walter worked as a trainer at a gym. She pulled her blonde hair into a bun with a scrunchy. Paris never wore makeup when she worked. Her eyebrows light without the hint of pencil she liked, making her turquoise eyes pop against her white skin. She always did her makeup before leaving the gym, darkening her eyes. But her clients saw the real Paris. Raw, no filter. Paris smiled at herself in the mirror and left the locker room to start her shift.

Randy, a fellow trainer, approached her. He was a veteran at the gym, having worked there much longer than Paris. She had started a couple years ago, but he had been there for over five. He wasn’t bad to look at, and the ladies loved him. He had clients from day to night. People waiting on a waitlist. Not that Randy was Paris’ type. She never thought twice about his bulging muscles. She preferred a more slender shape. More feminine. Randy had enough attention too that he never bothered Paris beyond the strictly professional.

“Paris, what’s happening?” he asked. They both had appointments in ten minutes. She hoped he wasn’t trying to tell her about his night. Randy was adorable but could talk for hours. Most women loved listening to him ramble about his favorite TV shows or new vegan takeout restaurant, but not Paris.

“Not much, Randy. I have a client in ten minutes. Don’t have much time,” she said.

“You never like my stories,” he said, pouting. Paris didn’t roll her eyes but came close. “There was something I wanted to ask you.”

“I’m standing right here,” she said, putting a hand on her hip. Throwing the towel over her shoulder. She was planning to sweat with her first client.

“So sassy,” Randy said, laughing to himself. Paris grunted. “Fine, sorry. There’s an old client of mine. She has a friend who needs training, but I don’t have room in my schedule. I would hate to disappoint my old client. She’s amazing. Her friend is looking for a slot right before your yoga class.”

“At 3pm?” she asked.

“3:15. She only has forty-five minutes for a session. Maybe thirty some days. Three days a week, if you can do it.”

“Is she going to be one of those ladies who never shows?”

Randy shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know her. I only know her friend who was one of my best clients. Can you do it, Paris? I’m asking you first because you’re the best, and you’ve been trying to fill that slot haven’t you?”

“Yeah. I’ll have to talk to her about the days.”

“Can you do it today? She wanted to come in, if you’re available.”

“Sure, tell her to stop by today at that time. I’ll be here,” Paris said.

Randy hugged her, squeezing her like a bear. “You’re amazing, Paris. I owe you big time.”

“I’ll remember that,” she said. “What’s the woman’s name?”

Randy scratched her head. “Not sure. I’ll let you know at lunch.”

Paris turned away from Randy before she said something stupid and walked away, preparing an area in the wooden-floor area of the gym for her client that would arrive any minute.

♦

Sonya had her driver wait outside before stepping out of the car. She wasn’t sure she would stay at the gym for a workout that day, and a quick getaway was more important than having her driver run another errand. His name was Charles, and he had worked for Sonya for years, loyally following her whims. Sonya owed Charles more than she could ever pay him, but Charles promised her he loved his job, and Sonya always fought for his raises.

The gym was on the second floor of a four-story building. Sonya could see it from the street. Charles had a good spot. Sonya dropped her head and walked through the entrance, hating that Randi had convinced her to join a gym and find a personal trainer. Randy, the trainer, had texted Sonya to tell her he had found the perfect match for her because his schedule was too full.

Sonya spoke to the receptionist at the gym. Sonya’s assistant had completed all the paperwork over the phone and via email.

“Wait right here, Ms. Banda. I’ll grab your new trainer,” the young man said. He wore a sweatshirt with the gym’s logo. It was spring, and Sonya wouldn’t mind whipping her body in shape for summer. She wasn’t fat but could use some trimming along the edges.

When the receptionist returned, a stunning blonde woman was walking behind him. Her hair pulled to the back and tied with a scrunchy. She looked relaxed and easygoing. Men must have followed her around like puppies. Sonya couldn’t take her eyes off her. She didn’t know who Randy was, but this woman was much more distracting than any man. Sonya felt a warmth growing inside of her as she stared at the woman.

“Ms. Banda,” the receptionist said. “This is your new trainer, Paris Walter. She’s one of the best we have.”

“Thank you. What’s your name?” Paris asked. Her turquoise eyes sparkled like the Mediterranean Sea.

“Sonya. Sonya Banda,” she said, putting out her hand. She felt intimidated to stand in the presence of such a magnificent woman. Sonya wanted to brush her finger along Paris’ pink lips. She didn’t wear a drop of makeup.

“I’m Paris. Walk with me,” she said and waved for Sonya to follow.

They walked through the gym, passing machines, weights, mats, exercise balls, and endless items that intimidated Sonya. She wasn’t sure how they would use all of them, and judging by Paris’ perky breasts and hourglass figure, she spent a lot of time breaking a sweat.

Paris wore yoga pants that hugged her plump, sculpted ass. Her shirt exposed a thin layer of skin. Sonya wanted to lick her stomach, from her belly button to her breasts. Five months of no sex was becoming a chore. She didn’t feel much when she had to do her stretching exercises, and she was too afraid to touch herself to try for an orgasm. A woman showing her the way wouldn’t be bad. Sonya imagined herself spread across Paris’ bed with Paris’ head between her legs.

“Excuse me, Sonya,” Paris said, waving a hand in her face.

Sonya shook her head, embarrassed from staring at the woman. She hadn’t notice her attention falter. It wasn’t like Sonya to lose herself in someone’s beauty, but there was something about the way Paris looked at her. How she carried herself in a space. “Sorry, Paris. These machines are intimidating me.”

Paris gave Sonya a knowing look like the machines were the least of the problem. “Right, everyone is intimidated in the beginning. Why did you come to the gym today?”

“My friend recommended coming here to help with my energy levels. It’s hard for me to get through the workday sometimes,” Sonya admitted.

“Yes, exercise can have dramatic effects on energy levels. Along with diet. How would you rate your diet on a scale of one to ten?” Paris asked.

Sonya didn’t want to discuss her diet with this goddess. She was everything Sonya loved about women: passionate, delicate, stunning, and smart. “Maybe a three? I don’t track what I eat and make horrible choices. Some days I’ll only eat vegetables and juices when I need a crash diet, but otherwise my diet isn’t the best,” Sonya said.

“That’s okay. You should have seen how I used to eat before I became a trainer. My transformation led to my career choice,” Paris said. She marked notes on her clipboard. They were sitting in the corner of the gym. “Should we do some workouts to gauge your level?” Paris asked. She glanced at Sonya’s heels. “Did you bring a change of clothes?”

Sonya had, but she didn’t want to start today. Sonya clutched her purse and said, “I left them at the office. My mistake, but we can start next time.”

“Well, we should start on your diet today,” Paris said.

“What can I do?” Sonya asked. Paris recommended a diet that was mostly vegetarian with some lean meats and fish. She gave Sonya a meal chart she could fill out and post on her fridge. Simple recipes that didn’t take long to cook and recommendations for simple snacks she could find at the grocery store: fruits, vegetables, and nuts. Sonya thanked Paris and raced out the gym, feeling guilty she lied to Paris about her gym clothes, but Sonya didn’t want to sweat.

Charles waited in the same spot. She had him drive her by the grocery store, and she bought them snacks from the list Paris gave her. She got frozen dinners too to cook instead of takeout some days. Sonya worked for a couple hours from home that night, but Paris clung to her thoughts like an insect in a spider’s web.


CHAPTER THREE

Two weeks passed, and Sonya’s energy levels had skyrocketed. Between her new diet and visits to the gym, Sonya felt on top of the world. She had called Randi to thank her for encouraging her to try the gym, but Paris posed a problem. Sonya couldn’t stop fantasizing about her sexy blonde trainer.

Paris probably liked men and could never have a relationship with a client. Sonya felt ridiculous for liking a woman she paid to help her but couldn’t stop thinking about the beautiful blonde when she sat alone, mind drifting. Paris filling her thoughts like smoke at a bonfire.

Working in her office, Sonya prepared the files she would need on her drive. Fitting the gym into her schedule was hard, but Sonya had to make the time. The energy she had was irreplaceable and worth the drive to the north side of the city. Sonya chatted with Katie before running down to the car where Charles was waiting for her.

Sonya slid into the backseat, answering emails while they drove across the city to the gym. When they arrived, Sonya’s heart dropped to the pits of her stomach. She didn’t know how long she could receive training from Paris. When Paris touched her body and guided her through an exercise, Sonya felt things she never had before. Her body responded to physical touch differently since the surgery. She didn’t get hard like before, but a tingle presented itself between her thighs. Her mind and body felt more connected than ever before. A touch on the side could feel as good as a stroke along Sonya’s old dick. She didn’t miss it a drop.

Sonya tried to avert her eyes in the locker room, but women walked around with towels wrapped around their breasts. Nobody looked twice at Sonya. How long she had dreamed of using the women’s room without judgment. The fear never died. Would they see the tiny scars from where Sonya implanted her breasts? Not that cis women didn’t have the same marks, but Sonya couldn’t stop her mind from turning in circles.

Slipping off her jeans and shirt, Sonya glanced down at her body. She squeezed her left breast with her right hand, making sure it hadn’t disappeared. The locker door blocked her, and nobody was standing next to her. It was a big locker room, and most women were by the showers. Dripping. Steam rolling off their bodies. Towels split to reveal their thighs. Nipples hard through the white fabric. Sonya put on her gym clothes and locked her bag in the cubbyhole and went out to find Paris.

When Sonya hit the gym floor, Paris was in her usual spot stretching. The yoga pants hugged her sculpted body. Her ass sat high. Rounder than a peach picked fresh off the tree.

“Sonya, good afternoon!” Paris hollered. She hopped up and took the bud out her ear. “I was getting worried.”

“You know I can’t keep my schedule straight,” Sonya said. She had been a few minutes late to every workout, but Paris was understanding and forgave her. Chicago traffic. Sonya’s habit of ignoring the clock.

“Jumping jacks or jump rope?” Paris asked.

Sonya rubbed her chin. Either would make her tits bounce which Sonya still hadn’t gotten used to over the years. She had her breasts done in college at nineteen going on twenty, and she was thirty-four now. A small part of her always remembered what life what like before she had worked that minimum-wage job enough hours to afford her breasts. Studying her ass off for a scholarship to university because her parents couldn’t afford the full tuition, which she had known from an early age. Watching those women as a child had pushed Sonya to fulfill her dreams. The breasts caused her parents to stop speaking to her, but they were the best decision of Sonya’s life. She missed her mother more than anything those few years, but they came around, and Sonya had been one step closer to being the Sonya she had always dreamed.

“Jump rope,” Sonya said.

Paris grabbed a rope from the rack and passed it to Sonya. She counted to thirty as Sonya jumped rope. If Sonya hadn’t had trouble catching her breath, she would have called Paris out for staring at her breasts. While she was jumping, Sonya was certain Paris had taken several glances at her bouncing chest.

When Sonya finished her reps, Paris instructed her to do several variations of push ups. Sonya was a dripping mess when she finished, but Paris didn’t seem to mind. She smiled at Sonya, her turquoise eyes entrancing. Sonya wanted to reach her hand up and push Paris’ blonde hair behind her ear. Taste the sweat on her neck after a workout when they kissed. If they kissed. Sonya couldn’t concentrate on her exercises. Paris playfully scolded her, moving her body to a push-up position. Making her back straight. Touching her stomach. Grazing her hand along the back of Sonya’s legs.

Something was happening between Sonya’s thighs she couldn’t explain. A wetness. Could it really happen? The doctor mentioned it was a possibility, but Sonya didn’t believe him. Sonya collapsed to the floor, catching her breath.

“Everything okay?” Paris asked.

“Yeah. Those push ups are killing me,” Sonya said.

“They’ll get easier every time. Would you like to try the machines or free weights? We need to work on your upper-body strength today. Next time, your legs and abs.”

“Can’t wait. Which do you prefer? Machines or free weights?”

“I like them both for different reasons,” Paris said. She continued explaining the differences and how they worked the bodies.

Sonya chose weights, and Paris worked her body another twenty minutes. Sonya was beat by the time they finished, dripping in sweat. Paris still looked fresh as clothes right out the dryer; folded and placed in a basket. Sonya showered and dried her body, rushing out the gym to return to the office.

♦

Paris had been thinking about how to approach the situation since the day she met Sonya. Her warmth, determination, and power attracted Paris. She could feel the connection between them burning like coals at a barbecue. Paris didn’t want to ignore what she felt. For years she had been trying to find a woman like Sonya, successful and unique. Not desperate to fall into a relationship after one night of fun. Paris had a hard time with lesbians around the city, never finding the right woman to complete her. Something was different about Sonya, and Paris had to act.

Walking into the gym that day, Paris went straight to Randy. She had to ask him a favor.

“What’s up, Paris?” Randy asked when she spoke to him.

“You have to take Sonya back as a client,” she said.

“Who’s Sonya?”

“The woman who is a friend of your old client. Sonya Banda. I don’t know her friend’s name. She’s tan with those beautiful black curls.”

“Ah, yeah. Randi’s friend. I can’t, Paris. Keep her or ask someone else.”

“But nobody is as good as us, and she deserves the best,” Paris protested. She wouldn’t give Sonya off to someone she didn’t trust, and Randy was the only other trainer she would recommend for her top clients. The other trainers were good, but Sonya deserved excellent.

“Can’t Paris, and why does it matter anyway?” he asked.

“I want to ask her out, and you know the rule about dating clients,” Paris said.

“My schedule is packed, Paris. You can’t ask this of me,” Randy said.

“I’ll owe you forever. What do you want, Randy? Name your price,” she said. Paris had been wondering how she would ask Sonya out. Would she say yes? How would she react when Paris revealed the truth of her desires?

Randy narrowed his eyes like he was thinking about how much he could get from Paris to take her client. Paris batted her lashes and leaned to the side. Randy shook his head, “whatever, I’ll do it for you. In the name of love,” Randy said. “But she has to come in after six. My six o’clock just dropped me three days a week, so I guess it was fate.”

Paris grabbed Randy’s shirt, shaking him a little. “You’re saving my life. Thank you,” Paris said and planted a kiss on his cheek. She ran off to grab her phone and text Sonya.

Paris: Sonya, we have to talk. Call me when you can.


CHAPTER FOUR

How would Sonya have said no to a woman like Paris? She had been dreaming of a date with Paris, and then Paris asked her out over the phone. Sonya had just under two weeks until the doctor said she could use her vagina. She wondered what toys a woman like Paris had. Was she a sensual lesbian? A rough one? How would she react when Sonya told her about her history? The shadow that lurked behind Sonya wherever she went.

Sonya talked herself up in the mirror. She hadn’t been on a date since before the surgery. It felt like the first day of school or a job interview. Sonya didn’t know if things would go well or not, but she had to try. Sonya double checked the location Paris had sent her, making sure she could arrive on time.

Running purple lipstick over her lips, Sonya completed her look with a black dress and heels. She slipped diamond studs into her ears. Ones she had bought during a sale last holiday season. Paris finally gave Sonya a reason to wear the earrings. She stared at herself in the mirror, wondering how the date would go.

Sonya opened her phone and called a car. Charles had the night off, and she wouldn’t bother him. They had a busy week ahead of them, and he deserved his weekend off to do whatever he pleased. The taxi arrived a few minutes later, and Sonya went downstairs to meet it. The driver dropped her off in front of a restaurant. Friday night. People teemed the streets like ants running from an earthquake.

Walking in the restaurant, soft electronic music played over the speakers. Sonya’s heart raced as the host guided her to the table. Paris was sitting there looking at the menu. It was the first time Sonya had seen her wearing makeup. Not that she wasn’t stunning without it, but the added layer took Paris to a new level. Sonya felt the similar, new warmth crawling all over her body. A small tingle between her thighs, wondering what could happen between her and Paris after a couple bottles of wine. Tossing and turning in the bed.

Paris glanced up and noticed Sonya when she entered her bubble. Her eyes sparkled with excitement. Sonya hadn’t seen someone look at her with such tender eyes in ages. She wanted to rip off her dress right there in the busy restaurant. Sonya thanked the young man and hugged her friend.

“Thank you for seeing me. I can’t believe I asked you out,” Paris said. “It’s so unlike me.”

Sonya would take her word for it. Promiscuous people lurked around the corner, baiting for their next mission between the sheets. Sonya hoped Paris wasn’t like that. “Your message surprised me, but I was delighted to see it.”

Paris flashed her white teeth. The lights were low in the building, making her teeth shine brighter. Her lips glistening from a gloss. Sonya crossed and recrossed her legs, failing to find a comfortable position with the rising heat in her body. She had a mental and physical connection to Paris. Sonya had dreamed of dating a woman like Paris for years, and here they were. Post surgery. Sonya’s new life.

They ordered food and a bottle of wine when the waiter returned, chatting about the gym when he left. Sonya enjoyed her first session with Randy and didn’t mind losing Paris as a trainer if Sonya could gain her as a lover, but the shadow lingered in the background. Scratching at Sonya’s mind.

Working through the first half bottle of wine and the appetizers, Sonya was feeling loser. Growing more enamored by the second as the wine coursed through her body. Paris leaned forward, closing the distance over the table. A fake candle flickered between them. Paris moved it to the side and placed her hand over Sonya’s. They had finished the appetizers, but the entrees hadn’t arrived.

“Why did you say yes to my crazy offer, Sonya?” Paris asked, rubbing Sonya’s hand.

Sonya would have been harder than steel if she had her dick, but different sensations were overtaking her. A growing heat in her center that made her want to squeeze her thighs together. A damp feeling in her panties that was as unexpected as snow in July. “We got along swimmingly during our training sessions, and you’re hot,” Sonya said.

They laughed. “Swimmingly? I suppose we had a fine time during our sessions. Touching you without admitting how I felt was one of the hardest things I’ve done. There’s something different about you. You aren’t like most women,” Paris said.

Sonya thought it was the perfect moment to share her secret but couldn’t find the courage. She grunted and sipped her wine. The waiter saved her when he brought the entrees. Paris oohed at her food and snapped a picture for social media. Sonya tried to avoid social media. She hardly had time to meet people for lunches or dinners.

“They say this place has some of the best food in town,” Paris said.

“Here’s hoping it lives up to the hype,” Sonya said and raised her glass. They clinked them together and drank. Sonya had ordered a pasta, and Paris ordered the eggplant parmesan. They ate and shared an affogato for dessert, talking about their Chicago lives.

Energized from the shot of espresso with ice cream, Sonya wanted to spend more time with Paris. They lingered there after splitting the bill. Neither speaking but staring into the other’s eyes. “Would you like to take a walk? The weather is nice,” Sonya said.

“That’s a great idea. Let me run to the ladies’ room, and we can head out.”

The date was going so well, and Sonya didn’t want to ruin it with her past, but the secret felt too big. She couldn’t keep it from Paris. Even though Sonya had come to terms with herself, it was better to rip off the bandage now than have it pop up a year down the line. Transitioning had peppered Sonya’s past. It was an enormous part of who she was, and she couldn’t pretend otherwise. It wouldn’t have been fair to either of them.

Paris returned from the restroom, and they stepped outside. Spring air, humid and moist, filled Sonya’s lungs. She and Paris walked down the street. They lived in different parts of the city, but neither wanted to call it a night. Paris reached over and took Sonya’s hand. She smiled, loving the woman’s touch. Sonya wrapped her fingers tight around Paris’. “There’s something I need to tell you,” Sonya said after they had walked a few blocks.

They took a seat on a bench. Paris hadn’t dropped Sonya’s hand. She crossed her legs and looked into Sonya’s eyes. “What’s wrong, Sonya?”

“Nothing, but there’s something you need to know about me,” she said. A compressor pressing down on her chest. Weights on her back. Push ups in the gym. Sonya couldn’t escape the pressure on her body from the confession resting on her tongue.

“What is it, Sonya?”

“I haven’t always been Sonya. I prefer not to say my old name, but I haven’t always been a woman.”

“What are you saying? You’re transgender?”

Sonya nodded, expecting Paris to drop her hand and push her away. It wouldn’t have been the first time a date reacted that way. Sonya hated this moment for that reason, but Paris didn’t drop her. She squeezed Sonya’s hand. “Tell me more,” she said.

Sonya exhaled the breath she had been holding. People walked past them but didn’t pay attention. Sonya felt exposed but safe with Paris’ hand around hers. Sonya told Paris about her surgery and her overall transition. Growing up knowing that she wanted to become a woman, paying for breasts in college, and finally taking the leap to have gender reassignment surgery.

“How do you feel now?”

“Complete,” Sonya said. Every girl had her own desires in the trans community. Some never wanted to make the full transition which Sonya understood, but her dick had felt like a tumor on her body. Something that didn’t belong.

“I hate to sound crude, but as long as you don’t have a real dick, we’re in business. There’s just something about the balls and lack of vagina. I can’t,” Paris said.

“I guess it’s my lucky day then,” Sonya said. It didn’t offend her when people expressed their preferences. Sex was confusing, messy, and complicated. Spending her evening with a woman who accepted her after the confession was spectacular. Unexpected. Sonya wouldn’t have blamed Paris for rejecting her, but she hadn’t. Paris pulled Sonya closer into her life and promised she wanted to date. Paris wanted to see where things went. Sonya couldn’t believe her ears.

“So, have you ever used it before?”

“Used what?”

Paris leaned in and whispered, “your vagina.”

“No, you’d be the first. If we make it there.”

“I hope we do,” Paris said, checking her watch. It was getting late and chillier. “Should we order cabs and get home? I know you have to work early tomorrow.”

“Yes,” Sonya said. She grabbed Paris’ hand. “Thank you for tonight. It was amazing spending time with you.”

“I feel the same,” Paris said. She scooted closer, opening the taxi app on her phone. She ordered a car for them to share, taking Sonya home first. They shared a light kiss in the backseat before Sonya got out the car and went up to her apartment to revel in her night with Paris as she tumbled naked between her sheets, loving her feminine body.


CHAPTER FIVE

Paris thought about Sonya all weekend after their date. Unfortunately, Paris worked the weekends and couldn’t spend more time with her new woman, but they would find an opportunity. Paris would do whatever she had to spend more time with Sonya.

It didn’t bother Paris that Sonya used to be a man. She was a woman from what Paris could tell and didn’t have a dick between her legs. Paris felt shallow for thinking that, but she needed a woman. A vagina. A split she could push her tongue into. Nectar to lick with her tongue. A hole to tighten around her finger or fake dick. Paris loved fucking a woman while wearing a strap. Having them suck on her tits. Paris couldn’t wait to show Sonya what she enjoyed. Teach her the ways of a woman.

A couple days had passed since their date, and Paris had been drowning in work. She taught classes around the clock on the weekends. All the people who worked office jobs wanted to get in their aerobics or cardio kick-boxing classes.

Sitting at home, Paris had the next day off, Monday, but Sonya would probably have to work. She wanted to see her. Touch her. Kiss her. Sonya’s lips had been soft like plush fabric. Paris flipped through channels and wondered what Sonya was doing that Sunday night. She imagined Sonya working on her computer while watching the news in the background. Stressing over the big business. Paris would bet money that she lived in a high rise with security. Views of the city. Maybe even the lake. Paris pulled out her phone after landing on a reality TV show. She texted Sonya.

Paris: What are you doing?

Paris loved watching rich women fight on television. She wished she could become a housewife and get paid to gossip and train the other ladies for fun. Fitness classes on the beach for charity. Events for the camera.

Sonya: Working. Trying to prepare for my week. Thinking about you. What did you do this weekend?

They hadn’t talked since their date, and Sonya hadn’t smothered her with messages. But she infiltrated every one of Paris’ thoughts.

Paris: Worked. I teach a lot of classes on the weekend. Being a trainer is a lot more hustling than I imagined when I got certified.

Sonya: I have to thank you and Randy. You two have changed my life, and it’s been less than a month.

Sonya didn’t have a bad body, but Paris would love to see her body after a few months of training. It was only natural from her profession. She would take Sonya however she came but loved the new energy exercise gave her. It brightened Sonya. She was the night when the sun rises in the horizon.

Paris: When do I get to see you again, Ms. Manager?

Sonya: Ms. Executive, and I’d love to see you ASAP.

Paris: Can you meet Friday night? It seems like a year from now, but I’m free then. I assume you don’t have time during the week.

Sonya: Not much. Let’s plan on Friday, and I’ll work extra hard to have nothing on my mind but you.

Paris held her phone to her chest, missing Sonya but excited they had a date planned. She would have to keep herself busy during the week to make the time fly.


CHAPTER SIX

Sonya had worked her ass off that week to enjoy a relaxing weekend with Paris. She wanted to spend her time with the gorgeous blonde without the job circling her mind. She had worked through a pile of paperwork and checked in with communities around the Midwest. The people from Springfield had been given new places to live and free rent for a year. Any of the uninsured or under-insured tenants had their medical bills covered with emergency insurance the company had. Sonya hated dealing with the logistics and calling the insurance companies, but she had to do the gritty work sometimes too.

Arriving at a different restaurant than the previous week, Sonya stepped out of the taxi. Charles never worked on the weekends. She was wearing an emerald dress cut above the knees with gold jewelery and green heels. Dressing as a woman filled Sonya with glory every day she slipped an earring into her ear or rubbed foundation over her face. Not that men couldn’t wear makeup, but the world didn’t flinch at Sonya. Not anymore.

The years of endless torture from her transition had ended, but the scars remained. She would never forget the years of ridicule she faced from the public. More people chastising her than accepting. Now men ‘brushed’ against her or whistled at her with catcalls. Sonya pushed away the thoughts and focused on the present. Her date. Paris.

“Good evening, Miss,” the hostess said. The restaurant dark and lively behind her.

Sonya told the young woman who she was meeting, and she showed her to the table. Paris stood and kissed Sonya on the cheek. She smelled of flowers and mellow vegetables. Cucumbers. Maybe a hint of melon. Her scent captivated Sonya. She wanted to pull Paris closer and dive her nose into Paris’ hair, but people were watching the couple. Several eyes focused on them. Paris didn’t seem to care. She kissed Sonya gently on the lips before returning to her seat across from Paris. Attention on the pair dissipated, and Sonya pulled out her chair.

“Does this place have rave reviews too? How do you find these restaurants?”

“Local magazines. The internet. I love knowing about the best new places,” Paris said. Her turquoise irises like spotlights in the darkness, highlighted by black eyeliner. Her blonde hair hung over one shoulder, loose curls reaching her breasts. She wore a blue strapless dress cut just above her bosom and a silver necklace around her neck.

They looked over the menu and ordered a few items to share. Two cocktails. They chatted about their weeks. Sonya had worked out with Randy, and it was going well. She was starting to see a change in her physical form, but she exercised for the mental aspects. To keep up with the rigorous executive job. She saw Paris at the gym, but it was a brief hug. A light kiss on the lips, but Randy was all business. He didn’t waste a second and was whipping Sonya into shape. Sonya wouldn’t want her new lover to be that hard on her. She couldn’t wait to have sex with Paris for the first time. Only a week left until she could have sex, if they went that far.

Around the end of the meal, Paris stopped speaking and looked deeply into Sonya’s eyes. “There is a party tonight we should go to, if you’re feeling up for it,” she said.

“What kind of party?”

“Electronic music. A DJ I like is here tonight. It’s at a dingy bar but should be a fun time.”

“Sure,” Sonya said. She felt too old to dance in a club but wouldn’t say no to Paris. “Let’s pay here and head over there. How far is it from here?”

“Probably a five-minute drive,” Paris said.

“Could we walk?”

“In our heels? Have you lost your mind?”

“I guess I have. How are we going to dance all night in heels?” Sonya asked.

“Once our feet hurt, we can leave, but we’re taking a taxi there. My treat.”

“Fine, but I’m paying the cover.” Sonya loved squabbling back and forth with Paris. Two women out on the town with nothing better to do than head to the club for dancing. They split the bill at the restaurant and went outside to wait for a cab.

♦

When they walked into the club, Sonya’s eyes widened. She looked shocked to see an endless sea of bodies dancing to electronic music. Bass thumping over the speakers. Shirtless men with six packs and women with wild outfits crowded the dance floor. Other guys wore suits or shredded jeans. Some women had on bras with booty shorts. There weren’t rules, and Paris felt perfect with Sonya. Two women with elegant dresses and heels. Men couldn’t keep their eyes off the pair.

Paris hollered over the music, holding the small of Sonya’s back, “would you like something to drink?”

Sonya nodded. She was gazing around the room like a cat in a new home, looking to make her escape and run to her comfort. They went to the bar. Paris wouldn’t leave her woman’s side. She wondered about everything beneath Sonya’s emerald dress. How the fabric hugged Sonya’s curves, showcasing her frame. Her plump ass and large breasts. Thin waist, becoming more defined from her sessions with Randy. Irresistible. Paris rubbed Sonya’s back as the bartender worked, moving her hips to the beat. Feeling Sonya’s vibe, wanting to push her atop the bar and give the room a show.

Paris paid for the drinks and left a tip for the man, leading Sonya out to the dance floor. The crowd cheered as the DJ dropped a beat. Sonya cracked a smile as people stomped their feet, demanding more of the DJ. People moving their bodies however felt best. Arms making waves. People shaking their asses. Paris pulling Sonya close to her, grinding her hips against Sonya’s.

Sonya’s brown eyes looked like treasures in the darkness. Her makeup flawless. Her long black curls seductive. It didn’t matter who Sonya was before they met because Paris loved every second they spent together. They would have been friends no matter the circumstances, but Paris wanted Sonya as her lover. The one she woke up to in the morning. A warmth grew inside Paris as she danced with Sonya. Alcohol creeping through her body, lowering her inhibitions.

They placed their empty drinks on a table and went back to the dance floor after taking a short rest. Paris had a free hand and used it to caress Sonya’s body. She pushed her hair behind her ear, staring into her eyes. Without speaking. Their touch said what their words couldn’t. Paris ran her hand up and down Sonya’s back, desperate to pull the dress from her body. Taste her folds and nipples. Lick every inch of her body. Kiss her stomach.

“How are your feet holding up?” Paris asked. They had been there for an hour or so, and Paris just wanted to get Sonya back to her house to touch her body under the covers. Convince her to spend the night, so she could wake up with Sonya for the first time. The first of many, she hoped. Paris was planning out a future in her head with Sonya. They clicked like quarters in a pinball machine.

Sonya glanced down at her heels. Her legs were two sticks of candy in that short emerald dress. Paris’ feet weren’t hurting, but she could have called it a night. She got her fill of the music but hadn’t had nearly enough of Paris. “My feet hurt a bit, but I don’t want to head home yet. I want to spend more time with you,” Sonya said. She had her arms resting on Paris’ shoulders.

“You should stay the night at my place,” Paris said. If it led to sex, she wouldn’t stop that but wouldn’t force it either. She just wanted to spend whatever available time Sonya had with her.

“Do you think that’s a good idea?”

“I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think we were ready,” Paris said. “I’m not asking for sex, but neither of us want to say goodbye. So, why shouldn’t we?”

“Good point. I’ll order a taxi for us,” Sonya said.

“Should we pick up anything on the way home? I don’t have anything to drink,” Paris said.

“We can grab snacks and a bottle of white,” Sonya said. She had pulled out her phone, and they went outside to wait for the taxi. There was a convenient store right next to the club, so they went there to buy snacks and wine while the taxi drove a few miles to fetch them.

♦

Sonya stepped inside Paris’ apartment, feeling uplifted from their night at the club. She wanted to experience Paris’ body and lose her newfound virginity but couldn’t have sex for another week according to the doctor. Paris went to her kitchen and came back with two wine glasses. She turned on music similar to what they had heard in the club. Paris had artwork on the walls, and her apartment smelled fresh like dried flowers. She could see the street from her window. Few people were out now that it was later in the night.

Paris sat on the sofa next to Sonya, crossing her legs. The blue dress hugging her slender body. Sonya wanted to unzip it and watch it pool around Paris’ ankles. Spread her pussy with two fingers. Take a nipple in her mouth. Sonya opened the bottle of wine and poured some for them. They had bought chips and a slice of pizza from the store. They shared the pizza, laughing. Drunk from the wine and cocktails. Giggling from their explosive connection. Sonya felt younger and freer than she had in years with Paris. She wanted to bottle up their moments together and keep them safe, never forgetting how she felt.

Sonya brushed her hand along Paris’ shoulder. They sat an arm’s length apart. Paris watched Sonya from across the sofa. The tension undeniable.

“Do you go out dancing often?” Sonya asked. She hadn’t been to a club in years but would accompany Paris wherever she went. Sonya could pull Paris down, and Paris could push her out of her comfort zone. They could balance the other like day and night. Summer and winter.

Paris’ blue dress cupped her breasts like eggs in a carton, only hiding the bottom third. Sonya wanted to pull her dress down a little and reveal her breasts. Which one was bigger? Which nipple more sensitive? Sonya wanted to learn Paris’ body from top to bottom, explore and learn how she moved. Where her pleasure spots were. What she loved and hated. “I go dancing about once a month. Did you enjoy the club?”

“Sure, it was fun. I’ll go with you anytime you want,” Sonya said.

“Now you’re my dancing partner? How did I become so lucky?” she asked.

Sonya rubbed Paris’ exposed thigh. A shadow under her dress. Sonya glanced into the hole but couldn’t see her panties. She thought about pushing Paris’ dress up enough to reveal what she was wearing beneath, if anything.

“I’m the lucky one. You have no idea how long I’ve been dreaming of being with a woman like you,” Sonya said, confessing her truth. She moved closer to Paris on the sofa, not letting go of her thigh. Sonya’s body was burning. Her mind turning in circles. She needed every inch of Paris. Naked. Exposed. She wanted Paris to undress her. Play with her.

Paris reacted to Sonya moving closer by reaching out her hand and touching Sonya’s body. Gripping her side. Locking her lips against Sonya’s. Their tongues intertwined. The mood growing hotter and heavier as Paris pulled Sonya atop her. Their breasts pressed together, fabric in the way of what Sonya wanted most. Paris’ hard nipples. Her pussy. Her naked perfection.

After minutes of kissing, Sonya pulled back. Her hands grasping at the fabric to remove it from Paris’ body. Paris lifted her hips to help Sonya unzip the dress. Sonya pulled the fabric from Paris’ body, unable to stop herself. The last week rang in her mind, tapping at her. Paris lay on the sofa wearing her black bra and thong.

Sonya unzipped her dress, revealing her golden lingerie to match the jewelry. Paris sprang atop her, kissing her. Sonya had to stop her before they went too far. She wanted nothing more than to use her new vagina. Experience the pleasures for the first time. Nobody better than a woman like Paris to show her the ways. Every touch Paris graced Sonya with felt like a decadent day at the spa.

Sonya held Paris’ shoulders to stop her, shaking her head. Wanting to cry because she had to stop the sensual moment. “There’s something I have to tell you,” Sonya said. Paris stopped, looking concerned. “It’s nothing major, but the doctor said I can’t have sex for another week.”

“Because of the surgery?” Paris asked.

Sonya nodded. “I have been stretching it daily with a device, and everything is coming along nicely. I’m going in for my last appointment next week, but then you can use it all you want.”

“I can wait as long as you need,” Paris said, kissing Sonya. Pecking her lips.

Sonya wrapped her hands around Paris’ back, unhooking her bra. Paris did the same to Sonya. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Sonya pulled the bra from Paris’ body, revealing her breasts. The right a bit bigger than the left. Her areolas beautiful and large. Sonya took one in her mouth, wondering what her milk would taste like if they ever had babies. She would want a drink.

“That doesn’t mean I can’t pleasure you,” Sonya said. She moved from kissing Paris to sucking on her nipple. Her thong clad and wet from her dripping pussy. Sonya moved her hand down Paris’ front, pushing past her waistline. She had the perfect amount of hair. Sonya slipped a finger into her wet, accepting hole. Paris moaned and kissed Sonya as she fingered her. Her walls constricting on Sonya’s appendage. “You like that?” Sonya asked while nibbling on Paris’ ear. Kissing her neck. Licking it and blowing lightly on the wetness.

“I love it, baby,” Paris said in a throaty gargle. Her hair a wild mess. Sonya added a finger, stretching out Paris’ cave. She used Paris’ nectars to moisten her thumb and press into Paris’ button. Her burning clit. Sonya could feel her own body reacting to Paris’ pleasure. The heat radiating between them. Sonya couldn’t touch herself but felt a heat in her center. Her new area much more connected to her mind than she could have imagined.

Sonya removed her fingers and kneeled on the floor under the sofa. She pulled the black thong from Paris’ body and revealed her pussy. Her treasure. Sonya studied her folds. The hair that trailed around her opening. The pink color of her skin. Sonya pressed three fingers into her, causing Paris to lean her head back, expelling a moan. Not caring what her neighbors heard. Her loudness bouncing off the walls and hitting Sonya’s eardrums. Sonya moved her hand and used her mouth instead.

She hadn’t been with a woman in over a year, and Paris tasted better than candy after dinner. Better than any food at those fancy restaurants. Sonya could have tasted Paris for hours, but it didn’t take long under she buried her hands in Sonya’s hair. Gripping. Her body tensing.

“I’m going to cum,” she said.

Sonya didn’t let up and snarled in Paris’ vagina, shaking her head from side to side. Paris panted, her voice rising an octave as each second passed. Sharp staccato notes. Sonya used her tongue on Paris’ clit, feeling her explode. Her body still as she came. Sonya loved making Paris feel this amazing. She wiped her face and kissed Paris’ body, but Paris protested. She failed to stop Sonya kissing her stomach. Tasting her nipple again. Sonya still had on her thong to avoid temptation but loved seeing Paris with hooded eyes, relaxed from cumming. Sonya couldn’t wait to cum for the first time as a woman.

“You tired baby?” Sonya asked, running her hand through Paris’ hair.

Paris nodded, looking sexy and sleepy. “You’re spending the night, right?”

“Of course,” Sonya said. They went to the bed where Sonya held Paris until morning.

♦

Sonya awoke at Paris’ apartment, feeling joyful and disappointed. She loved pleasuring Paris but wanted to experience cumming herself. The final step of her transition. Cumming as a woman would complete Sonya’s journey, but she had another week before she could even try, and she had read all types of experiences online. Women who were able to orgasm right away and others who struggled for over a year to reach that euphoria. It wasn’t like before when Sonya had her feminine dick, shooting a load. Sonya would rather struggle for a year than return to having that monster on her body. It had never felt quite right, unlike her new vagina which felt perfect.

“Good morning,” Paris said when her eyes fluttered open. Sonya had been awake and thinking about her relationship with Paris. Where would it lead? Did they have a future together, or would Paris tire of her? Sonya knew she had ridiculous thoughts, but her shadow ate at her. Nipping at the happiness she felt.

“How did you sleep?” Sonya asked. She rolled over in the bed, facing Paris. She brushed Paris’ blonde hair with her fingers.

“It was amazing. You helped a lot with your oral treat. Better than any food we ate,” she said.

“I think so too.”

Paris wrapped her arm over Sonya, “I can’t wait until next week when we can explore your body. I’ll return the favor,” she said.

They were both without bras but wore panties. Paris had lent Sonya a fresh pair before bed. Their legs tangled together under the sheets. “I can’t wait,” Sonya said.

“Wanna shower with me? I have to leave soon to teach a class at the gym, but we can wash each other off,” Paris said.

“And eat cereal?”

“I have oatmeal,” Paris said. They faced each other on a set of pillows, the day an illusion in the background.

“Oatmeal works for me,” Sonya said. She felt overwhelmed by how much she ordered the woman next to her. How she never wanted Paris to stop touching her. She kissed Sonya before getting out of bed. Sonya followed her to the shower where they rubbed each other with soap. Hot water steaming the glass. Paris admiring Sonya’s vagina, careful not to slip her fingers inside.

They spent at least fifteen minutes in the shower, lathering each other repeatedly. Touching. Kissing.

Stepping out the shower, they dried each other with plush towels. Paris made them oatmeal before they said goodbye for the day. Sonya didn’t have a session with Randy that day and went home to work, missing Paris the moment they separated.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Paris planned to cook a meal for her weekend date with Sonya. She didn’t know how long she could continue only seeing Sonya one night a week, but this upcoming weekend they could play with Sonya’s pussy for the first time, and Paris couldn’t wait. She had been thinking about how Sonya would react when her mouth connected with her precious lips and hot clit. They had taken a shower together, and Sonya’s pussy looked as natural as hers. She couldn’t tell the difference, not that it would have mattered.

But she thought about how Sonya must have felt. She had never made love as a woman. Never cum as a woman. How would it be her first time? Paris felt a large sense of obligation to please Sonya to the maximum level. Make her hit the highs a woman should. Paris had read a little online about women who transitioned. It must have been an overwhelming experience. Fascinating and scary and exhilarating. Paris had never thought about having a dick. It must have been different from her vagina.

She hoped Sonya wouldn’t have a hard time cumming for the first time and would do whatever she could to help Paris on her journey. Paris made a list for the grocery store: vegetables, fruit, chocolate, wine, and snacks. She would make vegetarian pasta and a light salad.

Paris had the day off, but Sonya was busy running the real-estate empire. It didn’t matter how much money she made. They connected on a mental level more than Paris had with any woman before her. Their conversations easier than cheese melting on a griddle. Tastier than dinners at fancy restaurants. And how Sonya kept herself together while holding down a commanding job impressed Paris. She wanted to spend years with her and get to know Sonya on a deeper level. Find out who she was and tell Sonya who Paris was.

Paris: I miss you. Can’t wait for this weekend.

Paris sent the message before stepping out the apartment to head to the grocery store and buy the ingredients for Friday night.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Paris placed everything on the table: wine in a cold bucket, salad and cut vegetables at the center, and pasta covered in foil. She had bought a small loaf of bread that morning. It was warming up in the oven. Sonya was arriving any second. Paris couldn’t believe the day had come waiting all week. The time had dragged like listening to a lecture.

Sonya knocked on the door. Paris didn’t have security blocking Sonya’s entrance. Paris opened the door to a stunning Sonya. She had her hair pinned to the side and flowing over one shoulder like a waterfall. A vine hanging from a tree. Her lashes longer than normal and highlighting the almond shape of her eyes. She wore a short black dress and silver jewelery, holding a clutch under her arm.

“Wow,” Paris said and opened the door wider. She kissed Sonya before the woman stepped inside.

Paris wore a red satin dress with a split up the side and flats. She wanted to feel comfortable for their dinner date at home. “The house smells great,” Sonya said. She placed her clutch on the table by her plate. Wine sat in the bucket. She pulled out the bottle. “You were sweet to wait for me. Should I pour us each a glass?”

“That’s a splendid idea. I missed you this week,” Paris said, sneaking up behind Sonya.

“And I missed you,” Sonya said. She picked up Paris’ glass and passed it to her. They were inches apart. Their souls connecting. Breaths exchanging heat. Paris placed her glass back on the table and pressed her body into Sonya’s. She knew it would be the night they took their intimacy to the next level. The bread smelled from the oven, perhaps on the edge of burning. Paris didn’t want to stop kissing Sonya but had to for the food.

“Sorry,” Paris said. “The bread is calling.”

Sonya sat at the table. Paris placed the hot bread on a cutting board with a knife and returned to the table. Sonya was loading food onto plates: pasta and salad. Paris finished the dishes off with bread. They ate and enjoyed the white wine, chatting about their weeks. Jokes about work. Complaints between girlfriends.

“That food was delicious,” Sonya said after finishing her plate.

Paris had a few bites left. She felt Sonya’s heel brush against her calf. Paris smiled at Sonya, acknowledging her touch. They migrated to the living room after cleaning up the mess from dinner. Paris met Sonya at the sofa with the chocolate she had bought.

“You outdid yourself,” Sonya said, touching Paris’ thigh. Lust in her eyes. The moon high in the sky. Darkness against the windows.

“I would do it all over again in a heartbeat for you,” Paris said. They set their glasses of wine on the coffee table, gravitating toward each other like marbles on an uneven floor.

“I don’t cook much, but we can go to dinner whenever you want,” Sonya said.

“Sounds perfect,” Paris said. She moved closer, her lips connecting with Sonya’s neck. Drifting to her lips. Her tongue pushing into Sonya’s mouth. She couldn’t resist the beautiful woman in her arms. “I can’t wait to pleasure you for the first time,” Paris whispered to Sonya.

“Please,” Sonya said. She turned her body and straddled Paris. She tossed her hair back, shaking her head lightly. Her breasts inches from Sonya’s face. Her black dress was heavy, constricting. Paris unzipped it and pulled the fabric to Sonya’s waistline, exposing her black lace bra.

“Stand up. I need to take off this dress,” Paris said. Sonya stood, and Paris pulled the red stain dress over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. “Take off your lingerie. I want to see every inch of your gorgeous body naked.”

Sonya blushed but did as Paris told her. They both undressed, and Paris pushed Sonya to the sofa, kneeling under her. “This pussy is mine,” Paris said, tracing her finger around Sonya’s pussy lips.

♦

Paris pushed her blonde hair back. Her mouth glistening from pleasing Sonya’s lips. She had been eating out Sonya’s pussy for minutes, taking her time. Sonya wasn’t feeling what she had expected, but Paris licking her pussy was a dream come true. Did it feel like fireworks? Kind of? Sonya closed her eyes, focusing on her body. A pleasurable warmth was building inside Sonya’s center, but it was like chasing a shadow or trying to catch air in a jar.

Thoughts circled in Sonya’s mind: work, the evening, and her expectations. She had expected one thing and was experiencing another. It wasn’t like when she had a dick. No getting hard at a touch. No stick to poke places. Concentrating, Sonya caught the impossible shadow. It was growing solid and more real, less a figment of her imagination.

Paris used her wet finger and played with Sonya’s clit. She moved a finger in and out her hole. It felt odd having thing beyond her stretching device inside of her, but Sonya liked the sensation. Paris’ finger a blessing. Not the most orgasmic one, but Sonya was grateful to experience a woman fingering her pussy. Her hole being used for the first time. It was a night she would never forget, no matter the outcome.

“How do you like it, baby?” Paris asked, lifting her head. She had been working on her pussy. It felt good, but Sonya thought she was too distracted to orgasm.

“It feels amazing but different. It takes a lot more concentration to cum as a woman,” Sonya said.

“Tell me about it. Men have it so easy, from what I can tell. I don’t watch much porn and never have sex with men, but that’s how it seems. It took forever for me to learn my body. Don’t worry,” Paris said.

She kissed Sonya’s pussy, rubbing her thumb over Sonya’s clit. It was like riding a roller coaster. There were moments of pure exhilaration, but most of it felt like waiting in line.

Sonya sighed. Her expectations were too high. Paris had a gentle, delectable touch, but Sonya had been aiming for the stars. After six months of waiting, her mind couldn’t stop thinking about what was supposed to happen or how it was meant to feel. “Come here, baby. I want to kiss you,” Sonya said.

“You didn’t cum?”

“Too much pressure, but you feel marvelous,” Sonya said.

“Oh yeah? How do you like this?” Paris asked, pushing two fingers into Sonya’s hole, wet from when Paris licked her. Tasted her for minutes on end.

Sonya shifted her hips, adjusting to Paris’ fingers inside of her. She loved when Paris touched her, no matter where she touched her. “I love it,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“Shh, baby. It’s okay. We can try another time,” Paris said. She hooked her arms around Sonya’s body. They melted into each other, snuggling. Paris turned on the TV. Neither came that night, but neither put on their clothes again. They touched, kissed, and enjoyed the other’s company.

♦

Sonya’s eyes fluttered open to Paris’ familiar bedroom, but a growing sensation was overtaking her body. She was awake but in that dreamy state right before full consciousness, and something was tickling her like sheets fresh out the dryer. Warm, comforting. Sonya twisted her legs, and Paris’ hair brushed against her thighs. The room came into focus, and Sonya gasped as she realized the levels of pleasure crashing over her.

“Paris, oh my,” Sonya said, panting.

“Good morning, baby,” Paris said in a muffled voice. She went back to work licking Sonya’s pussy, hiding under the sheet. Sonya gripped the bed, struggling to maintain command of herself. Paris’ kisses felt a million times better than they had the previous night.

Sonya relinquished the thoughts holding her back and lived in the moment. She felt Paris’ tongue tracing along her folds. Every stroke more pleasurable than the last. It was like adding money to a piggy bank. Soon Sonya would have to crack the shell and cash in on her earnings. Paris knew what she was doing with her tongue and pushed Sonya closer to the edge.

Paris’ tongue flicked Sonya’s clit. Sonya’s mind blank beyond the pleasure moving from Paris’ mouth to her body. She couldn’t concentrate on more than the building pressure between her thighs. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Last night was a distant memory compared to what Paris was doing to her body this morning.

Sunlight drifted in through the windows. An urgency built in Sonya’s body. She moved her hand under the cover, locking her fingers in Paris’ hair. She wanted to pull her away because the sensations were too new, too intense.

“Fuck, baby. You’re getting wet for me,” Paris said, taking the second-long break Sonya needed. She pushed a finger into Sonya. It vibrated Sonya’s body. Paris snuck in a second and then a third. She was stretching Sonya more than she had been before. Opening her to new levels. Rewiring her body. It was nothing like feeling pleasure as a man. The sensations were new, fascinating. Like adding logs to a fire. Building up in a way she never had.

Sonya gripped the sheets while Paris switched between using her mouth and fingers. Between pleasuring Sonya’s clit and pussy. Her body at odds, aching to explode.

“I think it’s happening,” Sonya said. She was panting, unsure if the pressure she felt was an orgasm. Her body was taking over her mind. No logic present.

“Cum for me, baby,” Paris said. She focused her mouth on Sonya’s clit and fingered her pussy. Pushing her woman to the edge.

“Fuck, Paris. Oh my,” Sonya said. She pulled the pillow from under her head and bit into it, screaming while waves of pleasure crashed over her. Paris sucked on her nub. Sonya tried to push her away, the sensations overwhelming her, but Paris resisted. She made Sonya’s body freeze a second time. Paralyzed by pleasure.

After a minute, Paris revealed herself from under the sheet. She wiped the juices from her face, smiling at her woman. They kissed before cuddling the next hour in bed. Paris traced her fingers along Sonya’s naked, feminine body. After years of effort, Sonya’s dreams had come true.


EPILOGUE

Four Months Later

After a long day at work, Charles drove Sonya back to her new apartment on the north side a few blocks from Paris’ gym. Sonya still went for sessions with Randy and had noticed a real change over the last four months, but her body was the least of her concerns.

Last month, Sonya and Paris rented an apartment together. They were spending every night at one apartment or the other, and their leases had been up at the same time. It all came together so fast, but Sonya didn’t regret a thing. She loved waking up to Paris every morning. Hitting the gym before she went home to have a session with Randy.

Paris loved to cook and prepped meals for them. The pieces had fallen together, and Sonya felt blessed every morning she awoke with Paris by her side.

And the sex… Sonya hadn’t imagined sex as a woman after her transition would feel so complete, but Paris took her to over the edge every time they hit the sheets. They had learned each other like streets in a neighborhood and no longer needed directions. But that didn’t stop them from pushing their old limits and finding new ways to pleasure each other: toys, massages, and games. They would try whatever sounded fun and exciting.

Sonya thanked Charles when they arrived at her new building. It was the same distance from her work and only one train ride in the morning and a lot more convenient for her woman. Sonya climbed the three flights of stairs to her new two-bedroom apartment where Paris was waiting with dinner.

Sonya turned the key in her lock and opened the door.

“Hey honey, perfect timing. I have dinner on the table,” Paris called when Sonya opened the door.
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WEDDING JITTERS
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CHAPTER ONE

Joyce Ross was having a facial. Cucumbers covered her eyes. Meditation music played in the background. She went to the spa instead of having lunch when her nerves were high. Joyce was getting married in two weeks. As much as she loved her fiancé, Kyle, she couldn’t help but feel jitters as the wedding day approached.

Her life had taken many twists and turns to land at a spa in Carmel, Illinois. Joyce was from Venezuela. She was a former pageant queen who had turned her hand to selling houses in America. She’d gotten her start in Miami, where she met Kyle while he was on a work trip. When she wasn’t selling houses in the Sunshine State, she used to model bikinis.

Despite the pushback she received at the beginning of her beauty career for being a trans woman, Joyce had climbed the ranks and reached the highest of highs. People told her she could never succeed, and she proved her haters wrong at every turn. Joyce would never give up on herself, her beauty, or her future.

Kyle loved Joyce more than any boyfriend she’d ever had before, but there were obstacles in every relationship. Joyce had never been married, but it would be Kyle’s second marriage. He had two children from a previous marriage. As much as Joyce loved Kyle, she wasn’t sure she could handle the stress of becoming an official stepmother. There was also the problem of Kyle’s ex-wife, Mary.

All these issues led to Joyce spending the day at the spa instead of having lunch with a client. She had plenty on her plate, and it was becoming impossible to concentrate with all the baggage Kyle was bringing into Joyce’s life. She needed to hit the pause button to take a break from life. The wedding was quickly approaching. Joyce felt an itch to leave every time her eyes popped open in the morning. She knew it was terrible to think about leaving the man who loved her more than any had before, but marrying him would forever change Joyce’s life.

Joyce loved Kyle’s children, Diana and Steven, but their mother, Mary, made Joyce question if going through with the wedding was the best idea. Joyce had a fabulous life before she met Kyle. He showered Joyce with love and affection, but marriage meant a lot to Kyle. It meant accepting his family. It meant blending with his past.

There was only so much that Joyce could accept for love.

“How is your face feeling?” Viola said. She came over and removed the cucumbers from Joyce’s face.

“Tighter. Do I have to go already?”

Viola, a spa worker, offered Joyce a pity smile. There was another client waiting, so Joyce would have to leave. Voila couldn’t let her lie there all day. Joyce savored the last few minutes as Viola cleaned Joyce’s face. She thought of how busy the rest of her day would be, grateful for something to distract her from the panic that filled her when she thought about how much her life would differ after the wedding.

Joyce paid and went out to her car several minutes later. She drove across Carmel to meet her colleague Thomas at a café. Thomas was sitting with a stack of papers in front of him when Joyce walked through the door. He waved. Joyce went to join him after grabbing a beverage. She was feeling like an iced green tea that day.

Thomas stood and kissed Joyce on one cheek before she took a seat across from him. “You’re glowing. What did you do?”

“I just had a facial,” she said. Thomas grinned at Joyce like a dirty thought was going through his mind. Thomas had made more than one advance at Joyce since they started working together. Nothing stopped him from hitting on her, not even when she told him she had a dick. It was a fact that had turned away some men in her past, but Thomas didn’t seem to mind. Kyle didn’t mind at all. He loved her dick, worshipping it at times. Kyle’s acceptance was one reason Joyce could never imagine giving up on what they had.

“You look fantastic,” Thomas said as his gaze lingered on Joyce’s chest.

She had learned to ignore Thomas’ blatant stares. If it weren’t for their close working relationship, she would have nothing to do with the man. If it weren’t for all the money they made together, she would kick his backside from the top of the stairs and watch him tumble to the bottom.

“What did you have to show me, Thomas? Stop wasting my time with inappropriate comments.”

Thomas grunted as he reached for a folder by his side. He pulled out information about a lead their boss, Margaret, had sent. She wanted them to work together on the listing if the owners even agreed to their representation.

“What’s the deal with the owners?”

“Gay couple,” said Thomas. “They are relocating to Chicago full time and want to unload the house in Carmel. If all goes well, they’re talking about having us find them a condo or townhouse here for something more low maintenance outside of the city. Jose will have some business in Carmel still, but Michael’s new job will be solely in Chicago.”

The listing was worth over five-hundred thousand, closer to a million. Thomas and Joyce were eager to sell the home as they discussed strategies to pull in buyers. It was one of the priciest listings in Carmel. It wouldn’t be easy to sell it. Thomas and Joyce had to convince Jose and Michael that they were the best agents to handle the home.

“Hopefully this meeting goes well,” Joyce said an hour later, after she and Thomas had agreed to a plan to present the sellers.

“We’re the best in town, Joyce. Act like it,” Thomas said as they walked toward their cars to head across town to the home Jose and Michael wanted to sell.

***

Steven and Diana were in the backseat as Kyle drove from his apartment to Mary’s house. It was the house they’d bought during their happier days. Before Mary became a crazy person with no other hobbies than making Kyle’s life miserable. When Mary told Kyle she wanted a divorce to find someone better, he felt like a gift had been sent from above.

He hated that his children had to grow up with divorced parents, but wasn’t it better for them to have separated parents who were happy rather than parents pretending to be happy while living a lie? Kyle had the best relationship with Joyce. He felt grateful for her presence in his life every morning he woke up.

Joyce was like a prize Kyle never expected to win. He’d met her while on vacation in Miami after the divorce. She approached him in a bar and offered a business card. Kyle didn’t know what came over him that night, but he’d asked her to have a drink with him. He never approached women. He wasn’t the most outgoing guy, but Joyce brought out the best in him.

She was the light in his darkness. Loving her had guided Kyle out of the depression he felt from all the years Mary had put him down. Mary treated Kyle like he was nothing, while Joyce made him believe he was worth more than a vault filled with gold.

“Do we have to go to mom’s house? We want to stay with you and Joyce,” said Diana. She was the youngest at eight. Diana loved Joyce and looked up to her because of all the tiaras and sashes Joyce had. Kyle knew Mary hated how much Diana talked about Joyce, but Joyce had won many awards. She was a presence. What kid wouldn’t want to emulate someone as successful as Joyce?

“Yeah, Diana. You spend the weekends and summers with me, but you have to take the bus from your mom’s.”

“I know,” Diana said. She pouted as she stared out the window.

“We’ll see them next weekend,” Steven said, rubbing his sister’s arm. Kyle looked at his children through the rear-view mirror, feeling filled to the brim with love. No matter how bad his darkest days were with Mary, she had given him two remarkable children. They brought awe to Kyle’s heart every time he looked at them.

Kyle pulled up to Mary’s house. She was waiting outside with her hands on her hips. Kyle wished it were colder so she would stay in the house. He hated when they had to interact because she never had anything nice to say. Ever since she found out Joyce was trans, it’d only gotten worse. Kyle thought it killed Mary that Joyce was both trans and more beautiful than her.

“I hope you didn’t feed them crap this weekend. What did you guys eat?”

“Joyce made us spaghetti and garlic bread last night. It was yummy,” Diana said with a bright smile on her face.

“Did the spaghetti have vegetables?”

Diana nodded. Steven was silent as he gathered his bag from the backseat. Mary said nothing about the vegetables. Kyle didn’t want to get into a fight over how Joyce had cooked dinner. Everything Joyce made was delicious, no matter how simple the dish. “Why do you have to interrogate the kids?”

Mary grunted. “So, you’re getting married again?”

Kyle nodded. Diana and Steven waved and told their father goodbye as they disappeared through the front door. “Yeah, we’ve talked about this. The kids are spending extra time with me that weekend.”

Mary folded her arms over her chest. Her arms sat atop her growing pudge. She had gained weight since the divorce. Kyle hadn’t seen her with any guys. He hoped she had a few she could call for pleasure when he had the kids, but he wasn’t positive. Kyle also cared little about Mary’s love life, even though she seemed highly interested in his.

No relationship was perfect, but Kyle loved Joyce with all his heart. He wanted them to grow old together. She was everything Kyle never knew he needed.

“Are you sure you want to marry a tranny, Kyle?”

“Don’t be rude. Maybe if you tried a little harder,” Kyle said and pointed to his ex-wife’s face, “you wouldn’t have such a hard time landing a man. Weren’t you the one to say I wasn’t good enough for you?”

Mary squeezed her arms closer to her body and looked away from Kyle. Wind blew her dirty-blonde hair in her face. She had taken Kyle’s breath away the first time he saw her, but Mary had dulled over the years. “You weren’t good enough.”

Kyle was fed up with Mary and their conversation. “Did you have anything to tell me pertaining to the kids? I don’t have time to stand around and listen to you.”

“No, I don’t. I’ll message you if anything comes up,” Mary said with an evil look in her eye. She stared straight at Kyle without looking away. He held her gaze, wondering what was going through her mind. He swore she got crazier each time he dropped off the kids at the home they used to share.

“Great.” Kyle backed away toward his car before Mary could continue their conversation. He wanted to tell her to fix her attitude, but that would only turn their spat into a fight. He tried to maintain peace with Mary for the kids’ sake. Kyle opened his car door and slid inside. Mary was standing in the driveway, staring at him as he rolled down the window. “See you soon.”

“Bye, Kyle.” Mary waved as Kyle backed out of the driveway.

***

It didn’t matter who the woman was. Joyce could have been anyone, but it stung worse because she was trans. Mary often wondered if Joyce still had her dick or not. She wondered a lot about Joyce. It was a bit of an obsession. How had Kyle landed a beauty queen like her while she remained alone? Mary had been positive she was going to find another man when she left Kyle. There were so many fish in the sea, and Kyle was just a boring data scientist.

He had plenty of money, but his personality was as dry as stale crackers. He was simple, boring, and comfortable. Some days, Mary hated herself for leaving Kyle. She used to think what they had was the worst thing in the world until she was alone while Kyle was happy with a supermodel.

Mary asked the kids a few questions about Joyce over dinner. One thing they said piqued Mary’s interest: Joyce and Kyle had a fight. Mary asked a follow-up question, but the kids said the argument only lasted a few minutes.

It killed Mary how much Diana looked up to Joyce. Mary thought about filling her daughter with hate, but even she wouldn’t stoop that low. Steven liked Joyce, but he promised to always love mommy more. Mary waited until her kids were sleeping to enact the first step of a plan she’d been conspiring since she heard about Kyle’s wedding with Joyce.

Mary’s acquaintance, Sandra, answered on the third ring. They didn’t speak often. They were both mothers at the school, but Mary knew Sandra was divorced and slightly desperate for attention. Mary desired a man’s attention too, but she wanted to ruin Kyle’s happiness more. It wasn’t fair that he had found someone when she was still alone. She was supposed to be the one who was happy and getting married.

“Hello, who is this?”

“Sandra, it’s Diana’s mom, Mary. How are you doing?”

“It’s late, Mary. What’s wrong?”

Mary stared at her reflection in the turned-off television. She had crazed eyes. Her hair looked like it needed a wash, but the kids had told her all wasn’t perfect between Joyce and Kyle. Mary had to take a chance, or she would forever regret it. “Nothing’s wrong, Sandra. I’m so sorry for the late phone call. Did you have a few minutes? I promise it won’t take long.”

“Okay,” Sandra said in a doubtful tone.

Mary spoke quickly. She reminded Sandra of a past conversation they had about both being divorced mothers. Mary was positive Sandra wouldn’t recognize Kyle as she sold her on a ‘handsome and eligible’ divorced dad. Mary had never told Sandra Kyle’s name, and they were never together at school events, so Mary was confident about her plan to have Sandra seduce Kyle to ruin his wedding.

Mary told Sandra all about where Kyle worked, what he looked like, and how to find him. Sandra sounded like she was dripping with thirst by the end of the phone call. “No matter what, you can’t tell Kyle I sent you. Okay?”

“I promise. I won’t. Thanks for doing this, Mary.”

“Thank me once you snag him. Bye, Sandra.”

Sandra said goodbye to Mary, and they hung up their phones. Mary stared at her reflection on the TV, hooting at what she’d set in motion.


CHAPTER TWO

Joyce and Kyle loved each other, but the stress of the wedding was getting to them. Not only was it an expensive event, but they had to deal with merging their lives. They fought about when they should buy a place together, where they should live, and how much they should spend on the house.

Joyce had always lived alone. She was a self-sufficient woman. She had built a career in Miami, where the commissions were much higher than ones in Carmel, Illinois. Thomas was excited about their listing, but she had sold properties at much higher prices in the past.

Not that Joyce needed her old life. She loved what she had with Kyle, but she couldn’t help but think about all she was giving up as their wedding day approached. Everywhere Joyce went, she saw other men. She saw how handsome they looked, when she’d only had eyes for Kyle just a few weeks before. Even Thomas was looking attractive.

He'd commanded their meeting with Jose and Michael since they clearly thought Thomas was handsome. Joyce didn’t blame them. She was thinking the same by the time they left Jose and Michael’s house with a signed contract in hand. They hadn’t heard their boss, Margaret, sound as happy in ages.

Joyce was thinking about Thomas and other handsome men she’d seen throughout the week as she prepared dinner. Kyle was on his way over from dropping off the kids at Mary’s. As much as Joyce loved Kyle, Mary was a big reason behind her doubts. Mary was crazy and clearly jealous of Joyce. The few times Joyce had been around Mary, she wanted to slap ugly looks off the woman’s face.

How could Joyce and Kyle have a functional relationship when the mother of his children hated her? No matter what Joyce did, she would always be second to Mary in the kids’ eyes. Joyce didn’t expect anything different, but she at least wanted respect from Kyle’s ex-wife. It wasn’t Joyce’s fault their relationship hadn’t worked out.

Judging by how much Kyle liked to get on his hands and knees while Joyce took care of him from behind, she wasn’t surprised the relationship hadn’t worked.

Kyle walked through Joyce’s door. He had let himself into her place with his key. It made her skin crawl when she heard the lock turn. Joyce was stirring peppers and onions for fajitas. She had blackened shrimp baking in the oven. Tortillas in the microwave. “It smells incredible in here,” Kyle said as he came up behind Joyce.

Kyle tried to kiss Joyce on the neck, but Joyce inched away from him. “The food will be ready in a minute. Why don’t you wait at the table?”

It took everything Kyle had not to say something. He hated how Joyce had been treating him the past couple of weeks. It was like she didn’t love him the same as she had when they got engaged. There had been a shift in her personality, and Kyle didn’t know what had caused it. Joyce was making him feel helpless. He didn’t want to imagine his life without her. She completed him in ways other women never could. His kids loved her. There were so many positives in their relationship, even though Kyle knew there were negatives, too.

Joyce continued cooking as Kyle went to the table to wait. He didn’t want to argue. They had bickered enough over the past weeks. It was the same conversation. Threatening each other to cancel the wedding. Kyle never meant what he said when they got worked up, but he couldn’t help but let the words slip from his lips when they got heated.

Kyle smiled at Joyce when she came to the table with a plate of sauteed peppers and onions with the blackened shrimp in a separate bowl. Joyce scowled at Kyle as she placed the food at the center of the table. “Can I help you with anything?”

Joyce grunted and sighed as she turned and went back to the kitchen for the rest of the food. She brought out tortillas, salsa, and a bowl of rice. Kyle bent his head and stared at the table; afraid he’d piss her off by looking at her again. Joyce went and grabbed two glasses of ice water, sitting next to Kyle without saying a word.

“Eat before the food gets cold,” Joyce said after a few moments of waiting for Kyle to pick up his fork. She had already scooped a pile of rice onto her plate. Kyle took the bowl of rice with timid hands, wishing he knew the magic words to make Joyce feel better. She was still beautiful when she scowled, but it broke Kyle’s heart seeing that look on her face.

He knew she was giving up a lot to be with him. She was from Venezuela and had left that behind for a life in Miami. Kyle thought they loved each other enough to make a life in Carmel, but there was a chance Joyce was giving up too much for love. “Is there something you wanted to talk about, Joyce?”

Joyce had a million evil, paltry words on the tip of her tongue. She wanted to tell Kyle to give back her key. She wanted to dump the salsa over his head and watch the peppers burn his eyes. Joyce knew she loved Kyle, but the thought of committing her life to him felt like a boulder on her chest, and she didn’t want her breasts to pop. They were expensive.

“Joyce? We were great until not long ago. What happened? Do you not want to marry me?” Kyle watched Joyce’s expression with longing eyes, desperate to interpret some type of message from the way she looked, but he came up with nothing.

“I love you, Kyle, but maybe we’re making a mistake.”

“Do you miss Miami? Is there someone else?”

Joyce had been having flashbacks to Miami. Her life there had seemed shiny and filled with hope. She was selling expensive properties and building a name for herself. Now, she was lucky to receive a listing for over half a million, and the few she got ended up being co-listed.

“There’s nobody else, Kyle.” Joyce offered Kyle a soft smile. “But maybe we shouldn’t see each other before the wedding. Maybe we should take some time apart.”

“Seeing other people?”

Joyce pushed around the food on her plate. She didn’t want to have sex with other men, but maybe she wanted to go on a few dates to see what she was missing. Maybe she needed to remind herself why she moved across the country for a man. No matter how great Kyle was, marrying him meant settling for life as a married woman. She’d never cheated on Kyle, but Joyce wasn’t sure her love was blind enough to ignore the possibilities of what could be.

“I don’t know.”

Kyle slammed his fist on the table, rattling the dishes at its center. “How could you say that, Joyce? I love you. I don’t want anyone else.”

“I’m not saying we date other people, but maybe we could try living as single people. You give back your key to my place. I give you mine to your place, and we see if we really want to marry each other. Will we really miss each other by the time the wedding comes around in two weeks?”

Kyle could feel tears brimming in his eyes, but he didn’t want to cry. Not when Joyce was being so crazy. It would give her power he didn’t want to forfeit. “You’re insane. I don’t want to be single. I’ve been single. You complete me, Joyce.”

“If you love me, you’ll do this for me.”

“So, what happens if you don’t want to marry me in two weeks?”

“I’m sure there are plenty of women who would love to have you as a companion,” she said.

Kyle couldn’t believe his ears, and he didn’t want to hear another word of Joyce’s garbage. She had lost her mind. He couldn’t eat another bite of the food. Kyle stood and reached into his pocket for his keys. He took Joyce’s key off his key chain and placed it in the center of the table without meeting Joyce’s eyes. “Do me a favor and at least cancel the night before.”

Joyce said nothing as she listened to Kyle’s footsteps as he walked to the door.


CHAPTER THREE

Joyce and Thomas spent several days planning for the open house, and the day had arrived. She’d been so busy with work that she could ignore her problems with Kyle. Joyce still wasn’t sure if she wanted to go through with the wedding. Part of herself said she would be crazy to dump a man like Kyle, but she couldn’t ignore how nice it felt to arrive home in the evening without having to worry about if Kyle might surprise her with a visit.

Thomas was waiting outside the house when Joyce pulled up. She was wearing a red tailored pencil skirt with a white blouse and a red jacket. She had a pair of clear heels with padded soles, so they didn’t make too much noise when she walked people through the house. Her hair was curled and hanging down her back. She opened the mirror in her visor to check her makeup. Satisfied, Joyce grabbed her bag and walked up the path to her colleague.

“Not a moment too soon,” Thomas said. He looked at Joyce’s breasts and figure, not caring if she noticed what he was doing. “You smell nice.”

“How I smell is for the clients, not for you.” Joyce said with a purr in her voice. She’d been noticing Thomas in a different light ever since she watched him convince the homeowners, Jose and Michael, to list the house with them. She didn’t want to do anything with Thomas, but their banter was exciting her more than it had.

“What would I do without you seducing the clients?”

Joyce pulled her hair over one shoulder, walking in front of Thomas toward the house. It was a massive home on a seemingly endless plot of land. Joyce and Thomas walked through the house to make sure everything smelled fabulous and that there weren’t any out-of-place objects. They wanted to make it look like anyone could live there.

They met in the living room twenty-six minutes later. “Everything good on your end?”

“Yeah,” said Joyce. She hoped they could find a buyer soon. They mostly had other agents coming through the house, but a few private buyers had contacted them. The home was a little over two hours from Chicago by car. Too far for a daily commute. Their buyer pool was limited, but Joyce and Thomas were determined.

Clients came through the home throughout the morning and into the early afternoon. Thomas and Joyce took turns walking people through the house. They had positive reactions, but none of the private buyers were ready to write a check. The agents said they had a few clients in mind.

Thomas and Joyce had nothing in writing by the end of the showing, so they headed down the street to a bar for a pity beer. It was dark inside the bar. There were pool tables behind a divider wall. Some people were playing. Others were sitting alone at the bar in the middle of the afternoon. Joyce and Thomas went to a booth against the back wall.

A server came over. They ordered two pints. Thomas thought Joyce was sexy, but he knew they could never have anything. She was taken. “Are you excited for the wedding?” he asked.

Joyce twisted the ring on her finger. She loved Kyle, but ignoring their upcoming wedding proved easier than confronting her feelings about committing to a lifetime with Kyle through marriage. “I guess,” she said.

“Really? That’s all you got?” Thomas ignored the urge to reach under the table and stroke Joyce’s thigh. If she didn’t want to marry Kyle, they could have a fun night together. He’d never been with a woman like her and had been fantasizing about what sex would be like with Joyce ever since she told him she still had her dick.

Joyce ignored Thomas’ lust-filled gaze as she sipped her beer and watched strangers play pool. She mindlessly checked her phone, but nobody had sent an offer. Her mind wondered back to her days selling property in Southern Florida. All those breathtaking ocean views. The buildings with exquisite amenities.

“Did you want to play?” Thomas asked.

Joyce looked at Thomas through hooded eyes, wondering what he would look like naked. Would he be as eager as Kyle to take it up his backside? Joyce didn’t mind getting fucked, but she much preferred to top. She loved when Kyle was on his back with her cock balls deep in his ass. There was nothing hotter than watching him squirt while she came in his hole. They stopped using condoms around the time Joyce moved from Miami to Carmel, and she loved when her cum leaked from his tight little opening.

“Sure,” Joyce said and followed Thomas to the pool table.

Thomas racked the balls. Joyce got the first shot. They were playing solids and stripes. She landed a solid, so those were hers for the game. Thomas and Joyce watched each other as they played. Joyce bent over so Thomas could see the cleavage in her blouse. She loved how obvious he was. She loved knowing all she would have to do was pull on his tie, and he would follow her wherever she took him.

Joyce looked around the room, and a few other men were watching her. Men checked her out wherever she went. A man a few pool tables down from them had budging arms, a shaved head, and he couldn’t stop looking at Joyce. She stared at him as she tossed her hair to one side before taking a shot.

If the wedding with Kyle didn’t work, there were others. There were men she could have.

Joyce and Thomas were down to the eight ball. “It’s your shot.”

“Watch this,” Joyce said as she prepared to shoot. She bent her back in, so her ass stuck out in the air. Thomas and the stranger were watching her as she shot her cue ball. She made her shot, sinking the eight ball right where she’d been aiming. She snapped back to place, winking. Both men thought she had directed the wink at them.

The stranger glanced down at Joyce’s engagement ring, a questioning look in his eye. Joyce threw her head back and giggled like Thomas had said something funny as she went back to the booth where she’d left her red coat. She grabbed it, opened her purse, and tossed some cash on the table to cover the beers. She grabbed Thomas by his cuff and pulled him toward the door, telling him it was time for them to leave.

Thomas took Joyce back to her car, which she’d left parked outside of Jose and Michael’s house. She gave Thomas a hug, holding him a little too tight for a little too long. She stared into his hopeful brown eyes as she pulled away, wondering what her life would be like with a man like Thomas. A man who wasn’t Kyle. Someone without two kids and a baby mama.

“See you soon. Hoping for the best with this house,” said Joyce.

“Me too,” said Thomas. He wanted to ask if he had a chance. He wanted to know what was with Joyce’s behavior at the bar, but Thomas said nothing. The fear of rejection stopped him from taking a chance, even though he would spend the rest of the evening thinking ‘what if’.

***

Kyle was sitting in his office working on code. His computer screens were filled with it. He was checking the work of junior data scientists at his office, adjusting code here and there. He would send it back to them with notes of his revisions.

His mind was elsewhere as he worked through the data and code. He didn’t much care if it had errors when his engagement was on the brink of falling apart. Why couldn’t Joyce see how much he wanted to be with her? Why couldn’t she accept the love they had for one another?

Kyle scrolled through his work, wishing he still had a key to Joyce’s place. He wished they could find a place together. He’d mentioned it around the time Joyce’s personality flipped. Kyle knew his woman was an independent one, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t find a home to call their own. Kyle wanted to go home to Joyce every night and wake up to her every morning.

Lunchtime rolled around. Kyle closed the application he was working with and gathered his bag to head downstairs to the cafeteria. Their office was one of the biggest in town. He could find a job in Chicago, but preferred the vibes in Carmel. It wasn’t so small that everyone knew each other, but it was nothing compared to the heartlessness of the city. Kyle didn’t care if he could make more by moving to the metropolis. He was plenty happy where he was, but maybe Joyce wasn’t.

Could he move to Chicago for Joyce? Would she be happier selling real estate there? Kyle had these thoughts as he was walking through the halls of his office, singularly focused on how he could save his engagement.

Kyle wasn’t expecting it when a pretty woman with porcelain skin and brown hair stopped him in his path, dropping her purse and its contents at his feet. Pens, notebooks, random papers, lip gloss, and other harmless items rolled across the floor. The moment snapped Kyle out of his mental hypnosis.

“I’m so sorry,” the woman said as she dropped to her knees to pick up what had fallen to the floor. Kyle squatted to help her, but she was working quick. “That was so clumsy of me.”

“Here you are,” Kyle said as he passed her a notebook and pen.

She snatched it from him and pushed back her brown hair. Kyle couldn’t help but notice her humble beauty. She didn’t have a remarkable face, but it was delightful regardless. Kyle hadn’t seen her before, but many people worked in his building. The woman jutted her hand toward Kyle. “My name is Sandra.”

“Kyle,” he said and shook her outstretched hand.

“I was just heading to the cafeteria for lunch. Would you like to join me?”

“Sure,” Kyle said. Suddenly, his wedding problems seemed miles away as he followed Sandra downstairs. It was too bad his building didn’t have better security, but they encouraged employees to invite their family for lunch when possible. It was common to see kids running around the cafeteria, especially in the summer.

Sandra and Kyle went through the line. Sandra couldn’t believe Mary’s plan was working as well as she’d said it would. Kyle chose a roast beef sandwich. Sandra got a broccoli and cheese soup with crackers. They sat by a window overlooking the parking lot after Kyle paid for them both.

“What department do you work in?” Kyle asked.

“Human resources,” Sandra said without missing a beat. Mary told her to keep the details to a minimum, so she steered the conversation away from work talk. Sandra mentioned baseball, which led to a conversation about Chicagoan history. Sandra complemented Kyle and told him how smart he was. She showered him with affirmations, making him feel as special as she could.

The truth was, Sandra would do almost anything for a man as handsome as Kyle. His stunning blue eyes. His dark hair. He already had kids, which meant his sperm was good. Sandra still wanted another child, and Kyle would be a perfect provider of sperm.

Mary had told Sandra the truth about Kyle being her ex-husband after Sandra asked enough questions, but Sandra didn’t care. She thought it was noble of Mary to nominate her ex for someone else, and Sandra had promised she wouldn’t mention Mary sent her to the office. Sandra was the one lying about working with Kyle, after all. She hoped the plan didn’t blow up in her face once they fell in love and she had to reveal the truth to Kyle.

“What do you do when you aren’t watching sports or working?” asked Sandra.

Kyle rolled his knuckles against his palms. His mind went to Joyce, but she had pushed him away. They were basically on a break, so he thought it would be fine if he didn’t mention her to the cute brunette sitting across from him. Sandra didn’t have the supermodel looks Joyce did, but she had a humbleness Joyce was missing. Kyle didn’t want to uproot his life to chase city dreams. He was happy where he was, so maybe it would be better to let Joyce free before they made a mistake they would both regret.

“I spend time with my kids when they aren’t with their mom.”

Sandra gushed. “I have one daughter, Gloria. How many kids do you have?”

“Two. Diana and Steven,” said Kyle.

“Do you have pictures?”

Kyle nodded and pulled his wallet from his back pocket. He opened it and showed Sandra a picture of his kids. She acted shocked, even though she knew the truth. “Diana? I recognize her. My daughter Gloria is in her class.”

“You’re kidding. What are the chances?”

“One in a million?” Sandra asked as she batted her eyelashes. She could tell Kyle was falling under her spell. Their lunch was ending, but it wouldn’t be their last. Sandra would visit the cafeteria every day if necessary to win over Kyle. Mary had told Sandra that Kyle was engaged, but he mentioned nothing about a fiancée. Mary had said they might be fighting before the wedding. Sandra wasn’t above breaking up a happy couple if a handsome man was her prize.

Kyle grinned at Sandra as he stared at her, wondering where this angel of a woman had come from. They exchanged numbers before throwing away their trash from lunch. Sandra hugged Kyle and excused herself to the bathroom near the cafeteria. She went into the stall, staring at Kyle’s contact page on her phone as she sat on the toilet.

Floors above Sandra, Kyle returned to his desk feeling desired and triumphant. He still loved Joyce, but Sandra was a reminder of the other women out there in the world. She represented a different possibility for the future.

A week had passed since Kyle returned his key to Joyce, and they had about a week until the wedding. Kyle needed to see Joyce. He needed to feel her. Was he crazy, or was there a chance their relationship would be better off ending instead of continuing?


CHAPTER FOUR

Joyce was sitting at her dining-room table with her laptop open in front of her. She had received an email from someone interested in the listing she shared with Thomas. Joyce sent specifications to the interested party, wondering when an offer might come in for the house. Only a day had passed since the open house, and Joyce didn’t love how attracted she was feeling to Thomas.

The entire evening after they played pool, Joyce had visions of making love to Thomas. She imagined Thomas on his hands and knees in front of her. She imagined him with her dick in his mouth, grunting as he choked on her cock. Would he be surprised by its size if she showed him how big she was?

Joyce was lost in thought about a potential affair with Thomas when someone knocked. Part of Joyce hoped it was Thomas as she approached her door. To her surprise, Kyle was standing on the other side. Her love. Her other half. How could she have been thinking about another man when she already had the one everyone wanted? His blue eyes pierced Joyce’s soul when he looked at her, sending her back to the first moment she saw them from across the room.

“You’re still wearing the ring,” Kyle said in a breathy voice. He felt guilty for thinking of Sandra so much since their lunch, so he had to see Joyce. He had to be around Joyce to know what they had was real. Seeing Joyce made him feel crazy for even thinking about another woman, but the thoughts lingered as he stepped into Joyce’s place. Inception was a powerful force.

“Why wouldn’t I be wearing the ring?” Joyce said and giggled. “It’s gorgeous.”

“I thought you would have moved on to another man already,” he said.

Joyce looked over her shoulder, sending Kyle a piercing gaze. “Why in the world would I move on to another man when I already have you?” Joyce watched Kyle’s eyes drop to her ass, so she sashayed harder as she walked to the kitchen area.

“You said you wanted a break, though. How could you say that with our wedding around the corner?”

Joyce leaned against the counter as she stared into Kyle’s blue eyes. She had hurt him and felt terrible about it, but she would always be honest about how she felt. “I couldn’t help myself. You know I love you Kyle, but marriage is a major commitment.”

“Do you want to marry me, Joyce?”

“Yes, but it’s not just you. You have kids. There’s Mary.”

“Mary is crazy. Don’t think about her,” Kyle said and stepped forward. He took Joyce’s hands in his as he stared into her brown eyes, wondering how he had gotten lucky enough to find a woman like Joyce. Joyce wasn’t simple, and that was why he loved her. She pushed him. She challenged Kyle to try things he wouldn’t without her. They ate adventurous food, took vacations, and did things in bed Kyle never imagined he would enjoy as much as he did.

There was nothing like having Joyce fucking him from behind. Kyle thought about how incredible Joyce’s dick felt as he moved his hand to the back of her head and leaned in for a kiss. Joyce didn’t resist as Kyle pressed his lips against hers. His body warmed with the familiar touch, hungry to strip Joyce naked and take her dick as he had many times before. As simple as his life could be with a woman like Sandra, Kyle didn’t want that. He wanted what he had with Joyce.

Kyle pulled away from the kiss and stared into Joyce’s brown eyes. She had her hands on his hips. “I love you, Joyce. Stop playing games. We’re getting married next week, aren’t we?”

Joyce squeezed Kyle’s side as she nodded. “Yes,” she said. She glanced down at her left hand, knowing there was no longer doubt in her heart. She wanted to marry Kyle. There might have been other men in the world, but those men weren’t Kyle. Her man. Her lover. “I want to marry you.”

“Can we put this episode behind us?”

Joyce bit her lip and nodded. She didn’t know what had gotten into her, but Kyle had given her the space she needed. Thomas offered a glimpse into her life as a single woman, and life was better with a partner like Kyle. Someone who understood and accepted her. “I would like that,” she said.

“Do you know what I would like?” Kyle asked, glancing down at the space between them where Joyce’s cock was.

Joyce smirked as Kyle met her eye. Her dick twitched under the tight pair of panties she was wearing. Joyce grabbed Kyle’s hand and led him from the kitchen to her bedroom. She could see his erection growing beneath the pants he was wearing. Joyce kissed Kyle, pushing him across the room until they fell to the bed.

Kyle moaned into her mouth. Her left hand went into his hair. The feeling of the diamond ring brushing against his hair sent tingles down his spine. He never wanted her to take off the ring. He wanted her to know he was dedicated to their future. Kyle pushed Joyce onto her back, caressing down her sides. He stripped her down to the panties she was wearing, kissing her entire body as he did. Her massive cock visible through the thin fabric. Kyle kissed it before standing on his knees and pulling off his shirt, tossing it to the side. He took off his pants and underwear, too. He’d prepared himself for a fucking before coming over to Joyce’s house.

Joyce reached out to touch Kyle’s body, catching her diamond in the light. Kyle noticed, grinning at her. He doubled his body. His lips traveled through the air to her breasts. Kyle cupped her right one as he wrapped his lips around Joyce’s nipple. Her dick was rock hard and only grew harder as Kyle licked her sensitive nipple.

Kyle snaked his body along Joyce’s until his mouth was only centimeters from her precious, dripping cock. He would crumble if he lost it. Wither like grass without water. Kyle wrapped his fingers around the base of Joyce’s beautiful cock and stared at her through hooded eyes. “Never leave me,” he said.

Joyce stared into Kyle’s sparkling blues. Her eyes flickered to her diamond ring, so happy she had never taken it off. Deep down, she knew her relationship with Kyle wouldn’t end. She only needed a week without him showing up at her house for dinner, wondering where the food was. She hated to admit it, but she had missed him every evening. Joyce missed the kids. Her life wouldn’t be the same without Kyle. As much as she had given up, she had gained a lot more.

Kyle parted his lips, moving them around Joyce’s throbbing cock. She moaned as his tongue made contact with her rod. She bent her head back, overwhelmed by the sensations of Kyle’s warm opening. The tightness of his mouth around her staff. She reached down, pushing her hands into Kyle’s black hair. He moved his lips as far down her member as he could until its thickness hit the back of his throat and made him choke.

Joyce sat up and moved until her back was against the wall. She pulled her hair over one shoulder, staring at Kyle's ass. It was so perfect and round, switching as he crawled toward where she’d moved. Kyle wrapped his hand around Joyce’s thickness, making sounds of desperation as Joyce held him by the hair. He couldn’t reach her dick.

“You want this dick?” she asked.

Kyle nodded. “Yes,” he said in a breathy voice. Joyce wasn’t holding him so tightly it hurt, but he knew better than to disobey her command. If she wanted him to wait to suck her dick, he would, no matter how much it crushed his soul. “I need that dick.”

Kyle moaned as Joyce released her hold. He parted his lips and returned them to Joyce’s wet cock. Slurping sounds filled the room as Kyle bobbed his head along her member, paying special attention to its head. He ran his tongue around Joyce’s tip, licking up all her salty juices.

Joyce couldn’t take another second. She wanted Kyle’s tight little ass. She wanted to feel the hole that had trapped her all those years ago. The first time she fucked Kyle was the most magical night of her life. She remembered the look of ecstasy on his face when she entered him for the first time. He was a natural. He loved penetration, and he loved women. His former girlfriends had never understood him, but Joyce did.

She pushed Kyle’s face off her dick and told him to get on his hands and knees. He had a light layer of hair on his ass, but his hole was bare. Joyce spread his cheeks and pressed her tongue against Kyle's sweet taint as she kneeled behind him. Her dick throbbed between her thighs as she ran her tongue along Kyle’s split. He moaned, moving his ass up and down in the air.

Kyle was desperate to have Joyce inside of him. No woman could complete him in the ways Joyce did. “Fuck me,” Kyle moaned as Joyce pressed her finger against his hole. She slipped two fingers into him, smiling as Kyle pushed his ass against her fingers. He made them penetrate deeper into his hole. He loved getting fucked, and Joyce loved fucking him. They’d stopped using condoms years ago, so Joyce felt comfortable kneeling behind Kyle and rubbing her tip against his hole.

The sounds coming from Kyle’s mouth reminded Joyce why he was the best boyfriend in the world. She slapped his ass once before climbing off the bed and reaching under it for her goody box. She had dildos, whips, and plenty of other toys. Joyce grabbed a bottle of lube and told Kyle to scoot to the edge of the bed.

He did as she said. Kyle threw his legs into the air as Joyce rubbed lube over her cock. She stepped back to look down at Kyle’s hole. He held his cheeks, spreading them as wide as he could. His ankles rested on Joyce’s shoulders.

Joyce slapped her cock against Kyle’s tight little opening, knowing she would lose all sense once she entered him. Joyce held her dick in position as she looked into Kyle’s blue eyes, knowing he wanted her as much as she did him. He grabbed his cock and balls, pulling them up to get them out of the way of her view. “Give me that dick,” he said.

Joyce pushed into Kyle, looking down to watch as her cock disappeared into his opening. Kyle closed his eyes as Joyce filled him. He couldn’t concentrate about anything else but the size of her erection stretching his walls to the max. The pressure made his dick twitch. How long could he last with her sliding around inside of him?

“Fuck, I missed this hole,” Joyce said as she pushed deeper into Kyle's bare opening. How crazy had she been to even think Thomas or any other man could replace what she had with Kyle?

Kyle bit his bottom lip as Joyce pushed her cock into him until her entire length was buried. He had his hand covering his cock and balls. He would explode if he stroked his cock, even once, so he held it as Joyce moved in and out of his opening. Her balls slapped against his ass as she held his legs and fucked him hard. He loved watching her breasts sway as she fucked him. He loved how her decorated nails looked against his skin as she fucked him.

“You like that?” she asked.

“I love it,” Kyle said. He reached out and touched Joyce’s stomach. He moved his hand up, but her breasts were too far. Joyce noticed what Kyle was trying to do and bent her body forward. Kyle moaned as the move made her sink deeper into his ass. He placed his hand on her breasts, squeezing them. Their softness made him weak.

Joyce pecked Kyle on the lips before lifting her body. He cried when she pulled her dick out of his hole. Kyle needed it. He reached out, but Joyce had already stepped away from the bed. “Get to your hands and knees,” she said and pointed at the floor in front of where she was standing.

Kyle climbed off the bed and got to his hands and knees on the floor. Joyce got behind him, rubbing more lube onto her dick before she sank balls deep into Kyle’s loosened ass. He had taken her so much over the years that he was loose and ready for her lubed dick whenever she wanted to give it to him.

They were made for each other. Kyle dropped his head to the ground and reached around to his ass to hold his cheeks open for Joyce. He knew he wanted to marry her as she was sliding in and out of his hole, dominating him.

Joyce smacked Kyle’s ass, telling him it was hers. Telling him how she wanted to fuck it for the rest of her life.

“Yes, please.” Kyle moaned through clenched teeth. His cheek was pressed against the floor as he held his ass apart for Joyce’s dick. “I will always want your dick,” he said.

Joyce fucked Kyle’s hole with vigor. Sex sounds bounced off the wall as she went balls deep and pulled out to her tip. Her thrusts happened in rapid motion. Each one took her closer to an orgasm, but she wanted to cum with Kyle. She wanted to watch him squirt as she filled his ass.

“Turn over,” said Joyce. She slid her dick out of his ass. It was shiny with wetness.

Kyle turned over. Joyce grabbed a pillow and put it under his ass as he faced her. He had his legs spread, and hers were the same. His ass was a few inches above her dick, which made him easy to enter. She loved facing him when they fucked, so she could see the pleasure on his face as she filled his hole.

Joyce pushed her slick dick into her man, moaning as his opening wrapped her member with its warmth. She went between watching her dick and Kyle’s gorgeous face, knowing he was the man she wanted to marry. She wrapped her left hand around Kyle’s dick as he moved his hips up and down her cock. They both looked at her engagement ring before smiling at each other.

Kyle threw his head back and moaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Squirt for me,” she said. Joyce gripped Kyle’s dick tighter and stroked, trying to make him pour. She wanted him to cover her with his juices. There was nothing hotter than watching him cum with her dick deep in his ass. It also felt incredible when his walls contracted around her cock. There was already a tightness in her balls from the impending orgasm.

Kyle grabbed Joyce’s wrist when the pressure became too much to handle. He tried to stop her, but she was still stroking his cock as streams of cum left his tip. Joyce fucked Kyle harder as his hole throbbed around her cock. “Fuck,” she hollered before releasing her seed into his ass.

Joyce stopped stroking Kyle’s cock as her dick unloaded deep inside him. They stared at each other as Joyce’s cock softened inside of Kyle. She wiped her messy hand along Kyle’s leg. He moved his hips up and down Joyce’s sensitive cock once before moving off her. Kyle collapsed by his side and put his hand to his chest as he exhaled. “That was hot.”

Joyce grabbed her dick as she lay by Kyle’s side. “It was,” she said. She kissed his chest and rested her head against it. He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close. Joyce touched Kyle’s softening dick before reaching around to feel his wet, stretched hole. “You’re an amazing boyfriend, but you’ll be an even better husband.”

“I can’t wait to call you my wife,” Kyle said and squeezed Joyce’s shoulders.


CHAPTER FIVE

A few days had passed since Kyle surprised Joyce at her house. They had agreed to start house hunting after the wedding, but Joyce would tell him if she found something worth checking out sooner. She had all the connections, so she would know right when something great hit the market.

Kyle had offered to search in Chicago. He could find a data scientist job there, but Joyce denied his offer. She didn’t want him to live so far from his children. Her future stepchildren. It wasn’t fair to ask Kyle to move even two hours from them when they had such a loving bond. Mary was annoying, but Joyce told Kyle she would learn to tolerate her. Or ignore her. All that mattered was that Kyle got to spend time with his kids. He had fallen further in love with Joyce when she gave her reasons for buying a place in Carmel instead of Chicago.

Everything was great in Kyle’s life except the texting relationship he’d started with Sandra, the mom from Diana’s class. Sandra had told Kyle she worked in his office, but there was no record of her when he searched for her email in the employee database. She told him she’d had it removed after receiving an inappropriate email.

Didn’t she realize Kyle was on the verge of reporting her to her own department over her nonstop text messages? She told him ‘good morning’, ‘good night’, and asked him what he ate for lunch. She sent him many messages he never answered, but that didn’t stop her from typing more. Was silence not enough of a message for her to understand?

Kyle: Please stop messaging me, Sandra. You’re a nice woman, but I’m engaged to marry. It’s clear you want more than friendship, which is all I can offer. Take care.

Kyle knew his message was bullshit. He knew eating together and the short time they’d spent texting each other appeared more than platonic. He had been caught by wondering ‘what if’ for a little too long, but sex with Joyce centered him. Nobody else could give him what she did.

Sandra: That’s bullshit, Kyle. I know all about you. You crossed the wrong woman this time.


CHAPTER SIX

Joyce couldn’t get the mental image of Kyle cumming all over her hand out of her head. He was so sexy when he took her dick. Thomas was sitting across from Joyce at a table in their office. She was wearing a short dress that hugged her breasts, and Thomas stared without care.

Joyce and Thomas were on the phone with Jose, who was staying behind to take care of the house while Michael went on to the city. They’d already bought a place there, and Michael started his new job. Joyce pointed her fingers at Thomas to signal that he had better lift his eyes from where they were.

“We have to sell that house. I’m tired of living here while Michael is in the city.”

“There are some promising leads, but selling a house like yours takes finding a specific buyer.”

“Well, you and Thomas need to find one fast or Michael and I might have to take our business elsewhere.”

Thomas and Joyce shared an annoyed look. They had a contract with Jose and Michael, so those words were nothing more than hot air unless it took them longer than nine months to sell the house, which they were confident they could find a buyer before then. “We’ll call you with any updates, Jose. I know it must be hard to live so far away from your husband.”

“It is,” said Jose. “Call me soon.”

“Will do,” Joyce said and hung up before Jose took up any more of her time. As much as she wanted the commission from selling their house, the couple was proving a lot to handle. They always seemed to call her instead of Thomas as well.

“Don’t let them get to you,” said Thomas. “We’ll sell the house.”

They were sitting in a room with glass windows. Everyone in the office could see them, but they couldn’t see under the table. Thomas reached out, rubbing his hand along Joyce’s thigh. She had flirted with him for a few days too many. He was pushing the limit, and Joyce had to put him in his place.

“Thomas, what do you think you’re doing?”

“Aren’t you leaving that chump?”

“Kyle?”

Thomas bit his bottom lip and nodded. “Yeah, that guy.”

“Why would you think I’m leaving him?” Joyce asked, throwing her head back as she placed her left hand against her chest. Her diamond sparkled as it caught the light.

Thomas grunted. What did a ring matter when Joyce had been so flirtatious since they got their latest co-listing? “You know why I would think you’re leaving him.” Thomas gripped the side of the table and leaned forward until his mouth was inches from Joyce’s.

“Don’t you think you should fix yourself before someone sees us?”

“Do you really care if someone sees us? I don’t. You’re the sexiest woman in the office.”

“Cock and all?” asked Joyce.

Thomas leaned back in his chair as he glanced at Joyce’s crotch. “Yes, cock and all. You know how much I’ve thought about what it’d be like to have sex with you since you told me you have a cock?”

Thomas’ words were making Joyce hot. Hotter than she’d ever admit if someone asked. It took every ounce of willpower she had to resist leaning forward to unbutton Thomas’ pants, but the thought of breaking Kyle’s heart stopped her. No man could compare to him, but she wanted to know how badly Thomas wanted her dick. “How badly do you want it?”

“A lot,” said Thomas.

“Well, you can never have it,” Joyce said. She scooted her chair away from Thomas. She didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. “I’m marrying Kyle, so you’ll never have a chance with me. Not that I would want to sleep with you, anyway.”

“Right,” Thomas said and snorted. He didn’t believe her for a second.

Joyce grinned. She was strong enough to resist her urges. She didn’t need Thomas when she had Kyle. Joyce glanced at her engagement ring to remind her who she had in her life. “There was something I wanted to ask you, Thomas.”

“It’s big enough. I promise,” he said.

Joyce didn’t look down as he grabbed his crotch. “Gross, dude. I already told you no. Do that again, and I’ll have to report you to Margaret.”

Thomas moved his hands and dropped his shoulders. “What did you want to ask me?”

“Kyle and I want to buy a house. Would you mind being my agent?”

Her words were like cold water on Thomas’ flame. There was nothing that turned him off a woman more than helping her buy a house with her man. “Can’t you find someone else?”

“Who else could I trust to find me the best deal on a house?”

“Are you selling yours?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Once you find me another one. I don’t want to be living out of a suitcase between houses.”

Thomas was reluctant but agreed when Joyce threw in an extra half percent on the commission. Their potential romance was dead in the water, but their friendship was intact, which was all that mattered to Joyce.

***

“You have to see this house Thomas found. Can you meet me at lunch?” Kyle had his cell phone to his ear as Joyce told him about a four-bedroom house on the outskirts of town with a huge yard, finished basement, and plenty of features they could grow to love as a family. “It’s the perfect house for us and in the same school zone as Mary, so they could spend the night on weekdays if necessary.”

“I’ll be there,” Kyle said. It warmed his heart that Joyce thought about the kids when she looked at houses. They were his kids, but they were also becoming hers the longer they stayed together. Kyle focused for the next few hours to finish his work. His boss didn’t care if he took a few hours out of the office as long as he sent an email.

Kyle grabbed food at the gas station on his way to the house. Thomas and Joyce were waiting for him when he arrived. There was also a message on his phone from Sandra, but he ignored that. He was ignoring all the messages she’d sent throughout the day.

Ever since Kyle sent the message telling her he wasn’t interested in continuing any correspondence with him, Sandra had shown her true colors. Kyle learned she was a crazy woman who didn’t even work in his office. She was a friend of Mary’s. Kyle should have known better when she appeared in his life out of nowhere. Only Mary would do something as outrageous as sending her friend as a honeypot.

Kyle killed his engine and got out of his car. Joyce came up to him, kissing him on the cheek. He ignored how she stared right at Thomas after doing it. She was clinging to Kyle more than normal, but he wouldn’t complain. “You two will love this house.”

“Can’t wait,” said Kyle. Thomas turned and led the way to the door. Kyle leaned over to whisper to Joyce. “You and Thomas okay?”

Joyce looked at Kyle with a confused expression. “Yes, why would you think otherwise?”

Kyle shrugged and let Joyce pass through the entryway first. The foyer was enormous with plenty of room for everyone’s shoes. It was two-stories tall. The stairs went up one wall, not directly in front of the door. “There are four bedrooms upstairs and a study down here if either of you wanted to work from home.”

“That means we could each have an office,” Joyce said as she clung to Kyle. She linked her arm with his as they went through the house. Everything was updated. The backyard had a deck and a firepit. The basement was also finished, and it was all within their price range. Joyce would have to sell her place or rent it out, but they were both planning to sell. Neither wanted to become a landlord.

They finished the tour. Thomas went outside while Joyce and Kyle stood at the kitchen island. The kitchen had much more space than either of their places. Moving to the house would change their lives. “Do you love this house as much as me?” asked Kyle.

Joyce nodded as she admired the sparkling home. “Should we make an offer?”

“Tell Thomas we want to write one,” he said.

Joyce called Thomas inside, and they wrote an offer for a few thousand under asking price before heading back outside. Joyce had come with Thomas, but she went with Kyle. Kyle would have to get back to the office soon, but he had enough time to drop Joyce off at her job. Thomas had another showing, and Joyce wanted to do work at the office.

Joyce touched Kyle’s thigh as they drove through the city. “Did you want to get something to eat?”

“I ate a sandwich on the way,” he said. “We can stop somewhere for you, though.”

“If you don’t mind,” she said.

They pulled into the parking lot of a café Joyce liked. Kyle got out and followed her inside, watching her ass in the skirt she was wearing. He couldn’t believe the wedding was in less than a week. Life felt so normal. When he’d married Mary, it was a spectacle for months leading up to the big day. It wasn’t nearly as crazy with Joyce. They had a low-key venue, simple catering, and everything had been lined up for months. They hadn’t changed a single detail. Joyce trusted the professionals to handle what they’d paid them to do in a way Mary never could. Mary had to control every detail to the point of driving everyone crazy.

Joyce ordered a salad with light dressing. She had to wear her wedding dress in a few days and wanted to look her best. Kyle got a plate of fruit. He wasn’t hungry but could eat a little more. They talked about their plans for the honeymoon. They were going to the Caribbean and staying for ten days at an all-inclusive resort with fantastic reviews. If they got bored there, the hotel offered plenty of excursions like hiking, paragliding, wine tastings, and others.

Joyce glanced at her watch and sighed. She didn’t want to go back to the office. “I can’t wait for our vacation.”

“Only a few more days,” he said.

After taking another bite of her salad, Joyce told Kyle she was ready to leave. He took her back to her office before driving to his. Kyle sat in the parking lot outside of his office building, staring at a message Sandra had sent.

Sandra: I have to see you. I know where you work. If you don’t answer, I might do something crazy.

Kyle felt bad for Sandra. He wanted to tell her if she did something too crazy, her daughter would have to see her from behind bars, but it seemed too cruel to type.

Kyle: Please don’t.

Sandra: You have no right to dismiss me.

Sandra: I deserve your attention. That foreign lady doesn’t deserve a handsome American man like you.

Sandra: Please, Kyle. Take me. I’m better than she is.

Kyle exhaled and pushed a hand through his black hair. He had no idea what to say to Sandra, but he didn’t want her. She was unhinged. Insane. He felt so bad that he wanted to have one last meal with her, but would the situation be worse if he did?

Kyle: We can’t be together, Sandra. I shouldn’t have led you on. I’m sorry.

It was insane how quickly Sandra could reply. Didn’t she have something better to do than stare at her phone?

Sandra: No, you shouldn’t have. It was wrong. I would feel better if we had some closure. Could you please meet me for lunch?

Kyle sighed as he read the message. He didn’t know what to say to Sandra. She was asking a lot, considering they’d only had lunch in the work cafeteria and texted a little. She was expecting Kyle to spend his life with her after spending next to no time together.

Kyle: I guess, but this is it. If you keep this up, I will have to contact authorities.

Sandra: One lunch. That’s all, and then I promise I’ll leave you alone.

With those words, Kyle and Sandra set up a time to meet the following day. Kyle’s gut twisted as he got out of his car and walked to the entrance of his office building. What did they say about nice guys finishing last?


CHAPTER SEVEN

It was Joyce’s last day at work before her vacation for the wedding started. She couldn’t wait to slide a wedding band on Kyle’s finger and escape to the Caribbean. They could swim in the sea, drink cocktails on the beach, and fuck as long as they wanted. They had booked a gorgeous room with ocean views, so they could listen to the waves.

Thomas was walking next to Joyce as they went to his car outside of Jose and Michael’s house. They had just shown the house to an agent who had a potential buyer on the phone the entire time. The agent promised an offer would come through in the next hour, so they were going to a restaurant down the street while they negotiated.

“If this offer goes through before my vacation for the wedding, it’ll be the best gift I get.”

“Better than Kyle and the house?”

Joyce’s heart warmed as she thought of Kyle and their future together. They hadn’t seen each other since they put in an offer on the house, which had been accepted once they agreed to pay list price. Joyce didn’t care. She would have hated to see the house end up with someone else over a few thousand dollars.

“I guess they are better, but selling this house would be amazing.”

“Don’t jinx us before we get the offer. Let’s just act like it’s any other lunch.”

Joyce nodded and leaned back into the seat as Thomas drove the rest of the way to the restaurant. If only she were prepared for what awaited them.

Around the same time Joyce and Thomas were showing the home to an agent, Kyle arrived to meet Sandra. He had to tell her it was over. There was nothing between them, and then he needed to get back to the office. Kyle wasn’t above calling the security on Sandra if she showed up at his office again.

Sandra jumped up from her seat when Kyle walked through the restaurant’s door. He groaned to himself as he bowed his head and continued to where she was sitting. The sweet innocence Kyle saw when he first met Sandra had been replaced by crazy. He couldn’t look at Sandra without wanting to scream at her to tell her she was weird and crossing every acceptable line with her behavior.

“Kyle, you made it.”

“Only because you promised to stop harassing me if I came,” he said.

Sandra nodded as she hugged Kyle. Her arms wrapped around his back while he kept his by his side. He sighed when she released him and returned to her seat. Kyle sat across from Sandra, wondering how long this lunch would take. Sandra didn’t compare to Joyce. How had Kyle ever been crazy enough to think she could? He shook his head as Sandra talked about how she’d been spending her morning.

Kyle really didn’t care that she had taken out the trash and ran other errands. “That’s nice,” he said.

Sandra frowned as she stared at Kyle. He had to most beautiful blue eyes. Sandra hoped her second child would inherit them when the server came over to take their order. Kyle ordered a salad because he thought it would be easy for the staff to prepare. He didn’t want anything that would keep him at the restaurant longer than necessary.

“I’m sorry for the lies Mary made me tell,” Sandra said once the server disappeared with their order. “She shouldn’t have pushed me to say those things.”

“Sandra, it doesn’t matter. Even if I liked you, I’m getting married.”

Sandra lifted her water glass. Her hands shook as she put its rim to her lips, taking a sip before she spoke. “Married people have affairs all the time. Just ask my ex-husband.”

“Joyce means too much to me to cheat on her, Sandra. We can never have anything. I’m sorry. You’ll find another man.”

Sandra scoffed. “From where? Is he going to fall from the sky? I’ve been waiting for a man to come into my life for years, and what have I received? Nobody but you. When Mary told me you were her ex, I couldn’t believe she was telling me to find you, but I did it anyway. Why do I have to be the victim?”

Kyle felt bad that Mary had put Sandra up to finding him. He felt guilty for leading her on for a few days, but the old single part of his brain had been controlling him. Kyle didn’t want to be single again. He wanted Joyce to be his wife.

“I’ll ask my single friends. Maybe we can find you someone, but you can’t keep messaging me like you’ve been. It’s too much.”

Sandra sighed and leaned back in her chair, looking more like the woman Kyle first met. The crazed look seemed to vanish from her eyes as she sipped her water and looked everywhere but at Kyle. “I don’t know what got into me, Kyle, but life as a divorced mother is so difficult. Nobody wants to date me when they find out I have a kid. A lot of women love when they meet a single dad, but it’s different for us moms.”

“You can find someone. I promise to ask around.”

Sandra sat more upright when the server came back with their food. She had also ordered a salad. They poked around at their plates as they sat in silence, neither knowing what else to say. Kyle meant it when he said he would ask around to find a guy for Sandra, but she had to let go of her crush on him.

“I appreciate the offer and promise not to bother you unless you call me first about a guy,” Sandra said.

“Don’t beat yourself up. I shouldn’t have played along without telling you I was engaged. We’ll find you a guy,” Kyle said.

Sandra’s face softened as she thought about one of Kyle’s friends coming into her life. Could it be? “Your fiancée is lucky to have a man like you.”

Kyle hesitated as Sandra reached out her hand to place it over his. “I feel lucky to have a woman like her.” Sandra rubbed her fingers over Kyle’s hand, but he knew it was only a friendly gesture.

What he didn’t know was that Joyce was walking through the door. He heard her heels before he saw her face. Her unmistakable voice hit his ears. “What in the world is going on over here?” When Kyle turned his head, Thomas and Joyce were standing behind him.

Kyle withdrew his hand from under Sandra’s, stuttering and failing to say anything to defend himself.

Sandra tried to speak up, standing to say something in Kyle’s defense, but Joyce put up her hand, telling Sandra to shut her mouth. “This isn’t your business.”

“But—”

“Didn’t I tell you to shut your mouth?”

“Joyce, please. I was just telling Sandra I would find her a guy,” said Kyle.

Thomas’ eyes widened as he stepped away from the situation. He went to the counter to order a cup of coffee while Joyce stood over Kyle with her hands crossed over her chest. Sandra cowered into herself, afraid to say anything that might hurt Kyle more.

“Come outside,” Joyce said to Kyle before turning toward Sandra with a scowl. Sandra averted her eyes as Kyle stood to follow Joyce to the restaurant’s parking lot.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Kyle said when they got outside. It was an early summer day. There were clouds in the sky, but rays of sunshine peeked through. Not that Kyle felt anything but the chill of treason. He shouldn’t have agreed to meet Sandra. He could have told her he’d set her up with a guy over a text message.

The look on Joyce’s face was killing him. No matter how much he stared at her, she barely looked at him. Nothing more than a flicker of the eye.

“Who is she, Kyle? I know that look. She likes you,” said Joyce.

Kyle approached Joyce, trying to wrap his hands around hers, but she didn’t let him. Joyce stepped away from Kyle and told him not to touch her.

“She’s nobody, Joyce.”

“She didn’t look like nobody, Kyle.”

“It was Mary. She tried setting me up with her when you said we should take that break.”

Joyce whimpered into the hand covering her mouth. “Did you fuck her?”

“No,” hollered Kyle. “I wouldn’t dare. You have to believe me.”

“I don’t know what to believe, Kyle, but Thomas and I have business. There’s a potential offer on the house.”

Kyle didn’t know how to interpret Joyce’s reaction. Her face had turned from heated to stone cold. She showed no emotions as Kyle searched her face. She glanced at him once before shaking her head and walking past him toward the entrance.

Joyce stepped inside. The woman she’d seen Kyle with was still at the same table, staring at her. There was no way Joyce could work there. She waved for Thomas to gather his bags and follow her. They had to go somewhere else.

Thomas asked Joyce what was happening in a whisper, but she shook her head as an answer. There was no way she could talk about finding Kyle with another woman before she had a drink in her hand. Kyle was standing where Joyce had left him, looking caught in the act.

“Joyce, wait.” Kyle reached out to stop Joyce, but there was nothing he could say to stop her.

“I don’t think she wants to talk to you right now, dude.”

“Fuck you, Thomas. Fuck you,” Kyle said and put up his middle fingers.

Joyce turned to Kyle. “That was uncalled for, Kyle.”

“Don’t leave me, Joyce. I need you.” Kyle dropped to his knees in the parking lot and clasped his hands together.

“Dude,” Thomas said in a judgmental breath.

Joyce groaned as she gazed at Kyle. “If you’re going to cheat, at least have some dignity. Pick yourself up and act like you have a pair.”

“I wasn’t cheating,” Kyle cried. “I love you, Joyce.”

Joyce threw her hair over one shoulder as she turned away from Kyle, wondering if she could marry this man on his knees in a random parking lot. She loved him, but maybe he wanted other women. Joyce didn’t have the attention span to focus on Kyle and the potential offer.

“I’ll call you later, Kyle. Thomas and I are working.”

Kyle wiped his eyes and got to his feet. He wouldn’t chase after Joyce if she was working, but there was one thing he had to know. “We’re still getting married, aren’t we?”

“I don’t know,” Joyce said and continued to the car with Thomas. The wedding was only days away.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The day of the wedding was upon them, and Kyle still hadn’t heard from Joyce. His heart ached. He wasn’t sure how long he would last without her. Not hearing from her was making him sick, but he had come to their wedding venue, regardless. Even if she didn’t show, at least Kyle would know he’d tried.

He sent Joyce more messages than he could count. Kyle left her voicemails begging her to answer him. He even had Mary send her a video message to apologize for sending Sandra to sabotage their wedding. Nothing worked. Kyle felt at a loss. He wanted Joyce but understood why she was angry.

Why would she want to attach herself to a life one step away from Mary?

“Have you heard anything?” Kyle asked his best man, Julian, when he walked into the room.

Julian frowned. “No, man, I’m sorry.”

Kyle didn’t expect any different as he stared at himself in the dressing room’s mirror, wearing a tuxedo. He wasn’t sure he would stay if he were in Joyce’s shoes. She could have anyone she wanted. She could live anywhere in the country. Kyle wished he could go back in time and say no to lunch with Sandra, but there was nothing he could do.

Joyce was given a choice and chose freedom. Kyle would never stop loving her. It would take a long time to heal from this breakup, but he would find a way, as much as he wished things were different.

“If she’s not here in the next hour, we can tell everyone the wedding is off. Is there a way to prepare the food so people can at least eat before they leave?”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Julian said and left the room.

Kyle looked at himself and shrugged, knowing he’d done everything he could. He still had to love himself even if Joyce didn’t want to, no matter how badly her rejection hurt. Kyle went to the couch in the dressing room, plopped down, and hugged a pillow. It was all he could do to stop himself from falling apart.

***

Miles away from their wedding venue, Joyce was having the worst morning of her life. She had spent the night before drinking a bottle of wine, wondering if marrying Kyle was the right decision.

Her cell phone was dead when she woke up, and her charger was missing. The clock on her microwave above the stove said she was already late for the wedding. Who was late to her own wedding? As angry as she’d been at finding Kyle with some mystery woman, she knew it was because of Mary’s crazy ass.

The video Mary sent to apologize for sending the woman into Kyle’s life really made Joyce think twice about marrying Kyle, but she loved him, even if his ex-wife was crazy as hell. No other man had ever taken her dick the way Kyle did. No other man looked as sexy bouncing on her cock. She loved how his blue eyes hit hers when he sucked her pretty princess dick.

She was royalty in Kyle’s eyes, and Joyce didn’t want to throw away what they had, but she had to get to the wedding first.

Joyce grabbed her bag, rushing out the door. She thought she could make it if she drove fast enough. She turned the engine, flying down the street once the car started. Several miles later, Joyce realized she didn’t exactly know how to get to the wedding venue. It was outside the area she knew like the back of her hand from selling houses.

She cursed as she pulled into a gas station off the main road. Joyce went inside. Her hair was a mess. Her makeup from the previous night ran down her face. She threw her hands on the counter, panting from sprinting across the parking lot. Joyce held her phone in the air, pointing at the port.

“I need a charger for this,” she said.

The man behind the counter grabbed a charger from a bucket by Joyce’s side. “You got somethin’ to connect this in the car?”

Joyce panted as she caught her breath, nodding. “Yes. Here,” Joyce said and threw down her credit card. She didn’t care how much the charger was. She had to connect her phone. The attendant gave her the charger and her card with a receipt. Joyce took them and jogged back to her car.

It took a few dreadfully long minutes for her phone to power on. She had several missed calls and messages. She ignored them all to call Kyle. He answered on the first ring, panic clear in his voice. “Joyce, where are you?”

“At a gas station. I don’t think I’m far. I got lost on my way there.”

“Everyone is whispering that you aren’t coming. Is it true?”

“They’re wrong, Kyle. I’m on my way. My phone was dead when I woke up, and I couldn’t find my charger.”

“I thought you’d given up on us,” said Kyle.

“Part of me wanted to, but she’s crazy. I love you, Kyle. You’re the man for me.”

“I’ll be waiting for you. Get here safely,” Kyle said.

Joyce relaxed into her seat after she got off the phone with Kyle. It was tacky to arrive late to her own wedding, but she didn’t care. If Kyle was happy to wait for her, she’d take her time. Joyce went back into the gas station to buy a bottle of water and freshen up in the bathroom as her phone charged.

She typed in the directions to their wedding venue. It was only seven minutes from where she’d stopped. She knew it was close but had forgotten the exact turns. Nobody stressed her when Joyce arrived, but they rushed through her hair and makeup.

Joyce told them not to bother with anything that’d take longer than twenty minutes. They curled her hair into thick, bouncy spirals. They only applied a light layer of makeup to her face, not that she needed much. Joyce slipped into her wedding dress. It tied up the back and dragged on the floor. She loved its train. Joyce put on a pair of white heels to go with her white dress.

“I’m ready,” she said to her friend, Daisy. Daisy was the first friend Joyce made when she moved to Carmel. Joyce had also paid Daisy to plan the wedding and manage its details.

Daisy looked at Joyce, holding her hands. “You found a good man, Joyce, and you look beautiful.”

Joyce waved her hand in her face. “Stop it before you make me cry.”

“We can’t have that. I’ll tell them to cue the music. Don’t go running.”

“I won’t,” Joyce said. Her heart raced as she waited for them to tell her they were ready. It didn’t take long, and Joyce knew everything was right when she saw Kyle waiting for her at the altar. Her anxious body calmed. No matter what happened in their future, they’d be in it together.

Joyce exhaled, lowering her shoulders as she smiled at Kyle. She walked down the aisle with her eyes only on him. The man who would become her husband minutes later. They exchanged vows, promising to love each other for better or worse. They committed to a life together, and neither had ever felt more at peace.

Everyone cheered when they kissed. Joyce jumped into Kyle’s arms, and he carried her outside to the car that was awaiting them. It drove them to the reception. They made out the entire ride there. They danced and drank with their friends and family for the next few hours to celebrate their love.


CHAPTER NINE

One Week Later

Joyce and Kyle were loving the Caribbean. Joyce felt like she was back in Venezuela, even though she was still many miles from home. They were island hopping much further north than Venezuela and having the time of their lives. They’d put behind the animosity and doubt of their past. It all seemed silly now that the wedding had passed and their marriage had begun.

It was morning a week into their honeymoon. Joyce and Kyle were waking up after another perfect night of sleep. They could hear waves crashing outside of their open window. The only thing separating them from nature was the screen.

Joyce and Kyle were naked. They’d barely worn clothes since they arrived at the beach. Both of their dicks were raw, but that wouldn’t stop them from making love again. Joyce placed her hand on Kyle’s chest, staring into his beautiful blue eyes. “Morning,” she said.

“I never want this vacation to end.”

“Our life together will be like an endless vacation.”

“You think so?” Kyle asked. He had his hand in Joyce’s hair, mindlessly moving his fingers as she rubbed his chest.

Joyce nodded. “I do.” She ran her hand down Kyle’s abs until it reached his morning wood. She wrapped her fingers around the base of Kyle’s cock, slowly stroking it. He bit his bottom lip and moaned. “Every day with you is an adventure.”

“Oh, fuck.” Kyle grunted as Joyce kissed all the way down his body until her lips were around his cock. He moaned and closed his eyes as Joyce pressed her tongue against his shaft, bobbing her head until Kyle’s dick was wet enough to slide into her hole.

Joyce straddled Kyle, her legs on each side of his midsection. She spat into her hand and rubbed it against her opening. She lifted her hips until Kyle’s cock was against her hole. “Tell me how much you want it.”

Kyle stared at Joyce, aching from how in love he was. “I need it, baby.” Kyle lifted his hips just enough to push into his woman. He moved his hands from her hips to her breasts as she rode his dick. Her cock stretched out on Kyle’s stomach. Joyce rode him until they were cumming together a few minutes later. They kissed afterward for just as long as they’d fucked, feeling like the happiest people in the world.

***

Five Years Later

It was an afternoon in midsummer. Everyone had gathered in Joyce and Kyle’s backyard to celebrate Steven’s fifteenth birthday. Joyce couldn’t believe how quickly the kids grew. In a few years, Steven would be off to college, and Diana wasn’t very far behind them.

They were still living in the same house they’d bought before the wedding. It severed them well and had plenty of space to work from home and space for the kids when they were there.

The wedding jitters of five years ago seemed so silly in retrospect. Joyce and Kyle didn’t even look at others. They’d grown more in love with each passing day, and everyone around them knew it. Mary had apologized far too many times. Joyce promised she wasn’t angry. They’d even invited Sandra to the birthday party since her daughter was still friends with Diana, and she was dating Kyle’s best friend’s brother. His name was Robert. They’d met when Kyle asked Julian if he knew of anyone single, and Julian recommended his brother.

Mary was at the party. Thomas. Margaret. Jose and Michael, who had bought a townhouse with Thomas and Joyce after they sold the house. Other family and friends from around Carmel. Diana and Steven had their friends there. It was a vibrant party, and a splendid day. Not too hot or too windy. Joyce looked around and couldn’t have felt happier with life. It wasn’t the life she would have pictured for herself when she left Venezuela for Miami, but her life in Carmel with Kyle was perfect. Better than anything she could have envisioned.

Kyle came up behind Joyce, wrapping his arms around her waist. He placed his chin on her shoulder. “Are you ready for cake?”

“Sure, I’ll tell everyone.”

“I love you,” Kyle said and squeezed. They’d come back from Europe a few weeks before to celebrate their fifth anniversary. Their sex life was still explosive.

“I love you, too.”

Kyle kissed Joyce on the cheek before running inside to tell Mary they were ready for the cake. Joyce hollered for everyone to gather on the deck. When Steven and the guests were in place, Mary came outside with the birthday cake, and everyone sang to Steven. He smiled as he blew out the candles.

Mary cut the cake, giving her son the first piece. Joyce rested her head on Kyle’s shoulder as she watched. Kyle wrapped his arm around Joyce’s waist, pulling her close. Life wasn’t free from drama, but the bumps in the road never took away from the journey.
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Paul Hall was walking to his office, earbuds in his ear, completely oblivious to the world. He was thinking about what he wanted to eat for lunch, debating whether he should try the new Thai restaurant or stick to his favorite Indian buffet. A sandwich from the deli was also an option. Paul loved lunch.

His life was in danger, but his only concern was how to fill his belly.

He didn’t see the man with dark eyes and a clean suit approaching him from behind, and he certainly wasn’t expecting it when that same man grabbed his shoulder and led him to a dark closet the second that they entered his office building.

Paul screamed, but a gloved hand covered his mouth.

“Shut the fuck up,” a deep voice commanded.

Paul screamed again before a sharp blow to the side silenced him. He whimpered and doubled over, feeling powerless.

“What do you want from me?” Paul pleaded.

“I want you to shut the fuck up,” the man said in a rushed whisper.

Paul said nothing, even though his mind was telling him to scream. He about parted his lips until the man in a suit exposed the gun tucked into the waistline of his pants.

“Do I have your attention now, Paul?”

“How do you know my name?” Paul asked as tears slid down his cheeks.

“I know everything about you. How you got divorced last year. How your wife left you and took the kids and your money after cheating on you with a school teacher.”

Paul whimpered as the pain crashed into him. He never thought an elementary school teacher could be capable of stealing a man’s wife, but he should have known better the first time he saw them together.

Nicole and Mr. Brown, sitting in a tree. F-U-C-K-I-N-G.

“Just tell me what you want,” Paul said through gritted teeth. He hated his ex-wife Nicole for leaving him for Jacob, but Paul would do anything for his kids.

“Andre Diehl is coming for an appointment today, and you’re going to inject this into his body,” said the man in a suit.

“No!” Paul cried. “I can’t.”

“Did you forget that I have a gun and know every detail of your pathetic life? If you don’t inject Andre with this, Mark and Mary will never see their precious father again.”

“You can’t do this to me, please. Don’t you have a heart?”

The man in a suit shook his head. “Sorry, pal. My heart vanished a long time ago.”

Paul stared into the man’s eyes. He had a face like he could have been a model in a past life, yet there was nothing except darkness in his gaze. Paul knew he could either inject his star-athlete patient with the unknown liquid or wake up in a ditch.

“Will it… will it… kill him?”

“I have no idea what it’ll do. I’m not a fucking scientist!”

The man in a suit held out the syringe, clearly void of patience. Paul knew what he was going to do. He hated himself for it, but what man wouldn’t put his kids before everything else?

Paul didn’t care if injecting Andre meant ruining his career or killing an innocent man. He took the syringe and bowed his head.

“I’ll take care of it,” Paul said through gritted teeth.

“You know what will happen if you don’t,” the man in a suit said as he dropped his shirt to hide the gun and moved toward the door. Paul thought of injecting the horrid man with the syringe but decided against it at the last second.

Paul knew himself. He wasn’t the type to win a fist fight. People respected him, but they certainly didn’t fear him.

The man in a suit adjusted his jacket before stepping out of the closet, leaving Paul alone as tears slid down his face. How was he going to do it? How could he?

Injecting Andre Diehl with a mysterious liquid seemed out of the question, but then Paul envisioned his kids’ faces.

Mark and Mary.

His precious children.

The man in a suit wouldn’t stop short of killing them. Paul had seen the darkness in the man’s eyes. There was no doubt that he would stoop to the lowest of lows.

Paul pulled out his phone to call his horrid ex-wife. Nicole answered on the second ring.

“Hi, Paul. What do you want? You don’t get the kids until the weekend. Our schedules are jam-packed this week.”

“It’s not that,” Paul said in a whisper.

“What is it? What’s wrong with you? Why are you talking like that?”

Paul didn’t have the strength to admit that he’d just been attacked, and he didn’t want any recordings anywhere saying he had a syringe. Paul also couldn’t bring himself to tell Nicole that he missed her. That he wanted to be with her and could forgive her for cheating, but Paul didn’t say a word.

“I have to go.”

“Okay,” Nicole said and held out her voice. “We’ll talk this weekend. Bye.”

Nicole hung up before Paul could make another sound, but what would he even say? He felt like he was living in a dream as he got to his feet and put his hand on the doorknob. He stepped into the hallway. One person saw him and gave a curious look, but Paul acted like he wasn’t doing anything wrong.

He nodded and continued to his office.

He pulled out the syringe when he arrived and placed it on his desk, staring at it, willing it to disappear. His phone rang, making him jump.

It was Andre Diehl calling.

Paul’s heart pounded in his chest as he picked up the phone. “Hello, Mr. Diehl?”

“Yeah, doc, it’s me. I’m sorry, but I’m going to be a few minutes late to my appointment. I hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah, no problem.” Paul’s inner voice was screaming at him to cancel the appointment and save Andre’s life, but where would that leave him? His children? Nicole? “I’ll be here.”

“You’re the best, doc.”

“Don’t mention it,” Paul said and hung up the phone as his hands trembled violently.
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Andre

“I can’t stay here all day, Janice. Can’t we reschedule the photo shoot?”

“No,” Janice said. “You need to stay right where you are. Do you know how hard it is to arrange everything? We rented that house you’re using for the day. If you leave, we will only get five grand instead of one-hundred grand, and they’ll probably just pay a backup model less.”

Janice was harsh, but sometimes I needed a reality check. Ninety-five grand was worth sticking around, so I would have to call Dr. Hall and beg for his forgiveness. His schedule was probably more flexible than this production.

“Fine, but only one more hour.”

“The photographer will be there in fifteen minutes, Andre! Keep it together!”

“I’m doing my best, Janice!”

“You’d better watch your tone. Only I get to yell. You know that.”

I took a deep breath and squeezed the sides of my phone, but I wouldn’t yell at Janice again. I wouldn’t risk pissing her off more than I already had. Janice had an impressive memory and never forgot when someone pissed her off, including her clients.

“Look, Andre, it’ll be a quick shoot, and then you can go fuck whatever girl is waiting for you, but we need this money. Don’t act like you don’t want it.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Janice, and I actually have a doctor’s appointment, so ha! I’m not meeting any girl.”

“Wow, there’s a first time for everything,” she said sarcastically.

“Here’s the photographer now, so thanks for nothing.”

Janice scoffed into the line and ended the call. I introduced myself to the photographer, already changed into the underwear I was modeling. Makeup done. Abs crunched. Everyone was ready to go except the photographer, who seemed a bit hungover.

“You okay, bud?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said and pulled a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. He put one between his lips and lit it, blowing out a cloud of smoke.

I coughed, exaggerating to let him know how much I hated the smoke, but he didn’t care. He pointed to the edge of the pool and told me to stand by it. I listened to his command, hating him more by the second.

“What’s with your face, man? Aren’t they paying you a shit ton of money to be here?” the photographer asked.

I glanced around, remembering I was the king on the hill here. I was the man everyone wanted to be, and the smoking photographer was right. I was getting vastly more to be there than anyone else, so I shook off my annoyance and did my best to look sexy for the camera, remembering how far I’d come.

The photo shoot didn’t last much longer before I was heading back to my car. There was so much traffic between the house and Dr. Hill’s office that I had to call him to tell him I would be late. He didn’t seem bothered, so I stopped for a sandwich at a gas station.

Several people stopped to ask me for a photograph when one person shouted my name. I did my best to smile for selfies and sign the random napkins from the dispenser near the hotdogs. People thanked me as I finally made my way back outside, free sandwich and beverage in my hand.

I tried to pay, but the manager refused, saying I’d done more than enough by giving out all those selfies and autographs.

My life wasn’t always glitz and glam, though. There were dark days in my past. Parents who were strung out on a variety of drugs. Raised by an uncle who didn’t care whether I lived or died, basically given to his girlfriend, who was the worst person in the entire world.

Jody Rivers.

If there was a devil, that would be its name. Jody Rivers brought Hell to Earth. She didn’t care about anyone but herself and her money, yet she never wanted to get her hands dirty. She only wanted to be a big fucking bitch.

My blood boiled when I thought of Jody Rivers and everything she’d done to make my life unbearable until I fought back. I told her to fuck herself and ran away when I couldn’t take it a second longer.

I was twenty when I left Jody and somehow made it to the Major League by my twenty-fifth birthday. I was so lost that I lost myself in baseball. It was the only thing that kept me sane as a kid, and then a minor league team gave me a job helping out when I was homeless.

They noticed my skills, trained me, and the rest was history.

I lived and breathed the sport until I got my lucky break. A scout noticed my improvement and dedication and gave me a chance, putting his own neck on the line to get me where I’ve come.

Now I was the sensation story. They were even making a movie about my life, except they were leaving out a lot of the gory details. Nobody knew exactly how dark things were when I was younger. They didn’t know how far Jody pushed me.

I would be in prison several times over if people found out the truth, and she wanted to expose the truth. She longed to bring me down and steal my money, but it wasn’t so easy. The public loved me.

My fame was Jody’s worst nightmare because it gave me power. As long as people adored me, she couldn’t touch me without risking backlash, but there was one story that’d come out since I got famous, and I knew it was her doing.

A story about me getting in trouble for smoking a joint outside of the mall back when I was eighteen. Nobody else knew about that story, and I was pretty sure Jody had been the one to call the cops on me in the first place.

I was at the mall with my friends instead of delivering a ‘package’ for her, but I was over delivering her drugs. I couldn’t take another second of her abuse. I’d already decided to run away by that point, but that was the night running away became serious.

Jody could consume me if I let her, but I shook away the negative thoughts as I pulled into the parking lot of the doctor’s office. I almost never went to the doctor, but I had to get my yearly physical. Dr. Hall came recommended from the team. A couple other guys went to him, but we had several doctors between us.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Diehl. How are you doing today?”

“Well,” I said to Dr. Hill’s receptionist. “Yourself?”

“Can’t complain. Dr. Hall will be right out to call your name.”

“Thank you,” I said and took a seat. There was a golf magazine, so I picked it up and flipped through the pages.

Before becoming famous, I never would have imagined myself a golfer, but going out to the club and hanging with the guys was always a blast. Golf was a sport for people with money, but I’d made it. I was rich.

Dr. Hall stepped out of his office and waved. “Mr. Diehl, you can come back now.”

I nodded and got to my feet, heading over to the door that opened up to Dr. Hall’s office. We walked back to an examination room. Dr. Hall waved for me to step into the room, so I did, and he went to grab my chart.

“Just your yearly physical?” Dr. Hall asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Excellent,” he said, but there was something off about his voice.

“Are you okay, doc?”

“Never better. Why?”

I shrugged. “Don’t know. You seem a bit… off.”

“It’s been a rough day.”

“Why? Everything okay?”

I’d heard that Dr. Hall’s wife left him for one of his kid’s teachers. I couldn’t believe the woman would have such nerve, but weren’t there plenty of men who’d done the same? People like that were the reason I didn’t bother with relationships.

I was perfectly happy alone and didn’t need anyone to make my life better. Maybe Janice made my life better, but sometimes I thought about replacing her with a manager who wasn’t a complete bitch. Janice was effective, but it came with a price.

“Yeah, everything is fine. Let’s start your physical.”

I nodded and followed Dr. Hall to the scale. He adjusted the scale until he got the right number and marked it on his sheet. He went through the steps, much less animated than usual. I didn’t know what was going on until we neared the end and Dr. Hall pulled out a thick syringe from the pocket on his shirt.

“Dr. Hall! What are you doing?” I asked in a panicked voice.

“I’m sorry,” he said and closed his eyes as he stabbed the needle into my leg.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, and Dr. Hall put a moist towel over my mouth. My yelling muffled just as I heard a banging on the door asking if everything was okay. I parted my lips to yell for help, but only a puff of dry air escaped my mouth.

I was doomed.
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Paul Hall panicked as he stared down at the seemingly lifeless Andre Diehl, legendary batter slash outfielder slash internet sensation. If the star athlete died on his watch, everyone would hate him. He would honestly be better off dead.

Paul pulled on his mahogany hair, wishing that man in a suit had never entered his life. He wished he could go back to the morning when he’d been leisurely walking to work wondering what he was going to eat for lunch.

Now Paul could never imagine eating again!

He had blood on his hands. He put his finger up against Andre’s neck, grateful there was still a pulse. He breathed a little more easily, but there was no telling how long he would be out like that.

Paul paced the room, and there was another knock on his door. He asked for the nurse to leave, but there was no reply. Nothing except another knock on the door. Paul went over, angry as he went to open the door, surprised beyond belief when he saw the man in a suit and another man standing there.

“Thanks for injecting him.”

“What? How did you know?”

“I put a camera on your bag,” he said and gestured to Paul’s bag sitting in the corner. “We’re surprised you actually went through with it, so I guess we can spare your family. For now.”

“What?” Paul said in a panic. “I did what you asked. Leave my family out of this. They’re safe.”

The man in a suit grunted. “Safe? Nobody you know is safe until someone puts a bullet through my head.”

“What do you want?” How did you even get back here?”

“Side door.”

“We keep that locked.”

“I came prepared,” the man said with a shrug. “Now, unless you want people seeing us drag his limp body out of here, I’d suggest you go distract the nurses.”

Paul wanted to argue. He also just wanted this day to be over. He felt bad for Andre, but he would have to live with what he’d done forever. Paul wouldn’t be able to walk back his actions. It was already history, and the day would forever haunt him.

Paul swallowed and stepped out of the examination room, doing as the man in a suit said, and distracting the nurses. He didn’t know what the two guys did, but they were gone when Paul returned to the room, and they’d taken poor Andre.
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Andre

I wasn’t dead.

There was still hope.

I told myself that over and over as my eyes slowly opened in a dark room. I looked around but could hardly move. They had me strapped to a hard, flat surface. Dark blinds were down over the windows, but I could still see the faintest hints of daylight.

“Who’s there?” I screamed.

The sound that left my lips stopped me cold. It wasn’t my voice, yet I was still me, except I was only me in my mind. I bent my chin and caught a glimpse of my breasts. Everything about my physical presence had transformed.

“What do you want?” I screamed in the girly voice, crying because I’d been transformed into a woman. “Why did you do this, Dr. Hall? I trusted you!”

“Trust,” a woman’s voice said as a pair of heels clicked on the floor. “It’s a funny thing.”

The voice sent a chill down my spine.

“Jody,” I said.

“It’s me! Are you surprised?” Jody cackled as she turned on the light and stepped closer.

I cursed and thrashed, but the straps held me in place. I couldn’t move no matter how much I tried, which only made me cry harder.

“Oh, don’t cry! Don’t you see what we’ve done?”

“You turned me into a girl!” I hollered.

“Don’t you love it?” Jody asked in a bright voice. It sounded sugary sweet, but it was laced with venom. Jody had fooled me more than enough times over the years.

“I hate it! How did you even do it?”

Jody said nothing as she walked a few more steps, hovering over me when she stopped. Those big blue eyes stared down at me, making me feel insignificant. Worthless, like I’d felt the day I finally ran away from Jody and her ruthlessness.

“I’ve been working on my plan for years, my boy, and now it’s finally happening.”

“You’re crazy!” I hollered.

“Shut up before I muzzle your mouth.”

I did my best to spit on her. It missed, and then she slapped me right across the face. I coughed. The slap stung, but Jody couldn’t scare me. She wouldn’t break my spirit no matter how hard she tried. I was fierce and determined to escape my situation.

“That’s better, Andre. Do you know how annoying it has been to watch you become famous?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Why don’t you tell me?”

Jody reached around her body and pulled a gun from her waistline. She was wearing skinny jeans, heels, and a loose blouse with plenty of cleavage. Her breasts were larger than average, and she never missed a chance to show them off to the world.

Jody pressed the gun up against my lips as she stared at me with those oppressive blue eyes. The eyes that used to wake me from my sleep. I’d spent years having nightmares about Jody.

“I deserve a cut, Andre. You know I do. Where would you be if it weren’t for me?”

“Probably in a better place. You treated me like garbage.”

Jody hit me with the gun. There was a crack, and it most certainly hurt. I coughed, trying to turn my body to spit over the side of the table, but it was helpless. The straps were holding me tightly.

“You wouldn’t have been anything if it weren’t for me! I put clothes on your back and food on your plate. You think your uncle could have done that alone? He was a fucking idiot, Andre. We both know it.”

“Where is Oscar?”

“He’s in Mexico. He’s running my operation south of the border if you know what I mean,” Jody said and laughed as she moved the tip of her gun over her crotch.

“You’re disgusting,” I said.

Jody sighed as she rested her hip on the side of the table holding me. She looked down at me, dripping in pity. I hated her. I thought to spit on her again but didn’t want more blood in my mouth.

“You can hate me all you want, but I’m basically you’re mother.”

I grunted. “You’re not my mother. My mom messed up, but you’ll never be her. Sorry.”

Jody pushed the gun against my chin and placed her finger on the trigger. “Excuse me?”

“You fucking heard me,” I said despite the fact Jody could end my life in an instant, but I didn’t care. I would rather die than be her slave a second time. She wasn’t getting a penny of my money, and I wasn’t about to work for her.

Jody lifted the gun, shaking her head. “You’re going to be difficult, aren’t you?”

“Your worst fucking nightmare,” I said in a strained voice.

Jody laughed. “We’ll see about that. I doubt you’ll be giving me much flack when I get all of your money.”

“How are you going to get it? They have my accounts on lock.”

Jody snapped her fingers, and a man walked into the room. He looked exactly like me, except the old me.

“What? How?”

“You need to stop doubting me, Andre. I’ve been planning this for years. Pretty much ever since you signed your first minor league contract, but things really started moving in the past couple years, and here we are.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

Jody placed the gun on my leg and ran it up my body until she was standing over my face. The man who looked like me was by my other side, staring down at me with the creepiest smile I’d ever fucking seen in my life.

“If you must know, I’ve swapped you with one of my girls. Sherri. She’s my top earner, but she’s the only one I could trust.”

I looked up at my old body, completely disgusted that there was someone else living in it. I didn’t know how it was possible, but there was no denying that we’d been switched.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I already knew the answer. Why else would she do it except…?

“Money,” Jody said with a laugh. “One way or another, I’m getting what you owe me.”

“I don’t owe you shit!”

“I hate that you talk to me like that when I spent so much of my time and energy raising you.”

There was so much I wanted to scream at Jody, but it was useless. She wouldn’t register whatever it was I told her. Jody was in her own little world, convinced of whatever she had decided. I couldn’t talk sense into her.

Nobody could.

“You’re right, Jody. Why didn’t you call to ask me? I would have given you money.”

“Ha!” Jody threw her head back. She tucked the gun back into the waistline of her tight jeans and reached forward to rub the bottom of my chin. “I got that bitch manager of yours every time I tried to call. She never let me through, so you can blame her for me taking such extreme measures.”

“I’ll do that the second you let me back in my body.”

Jody stared at me expressionless before a wild smirk crossed her lips. She moved her thumb to the edge of my mouth, staring into my soul. She could see me, even though my body was completely different, but who else would?

“You poor thing, Andre. I don’t know that you’ll ever get back in your body.”

“What?” I asked.

“Yeah, what?” my old self asked. “You told me this was temporary, Jody. I wouldn’t have agreed if it meant staying in this body.”

“The body of a celebrity? You can’t figure out how to catch a few balls? I doubt it’s that hard.”

Sherri snapped. “Nuh uh! I’m not playing baseball! I’m going to the bank, and then you’re putting me back in my body!”

There was a flash in Jody’s eyes. I’d seen it before. There was no way she planned on letting Sherri have her body back, but she put on a smile and tossed her hand in the air.

“Of course, girl. You’ll get your body back first thing.”

“Okay, Jody. Please don’t play with me like that. I might be a hoe, but I love it.” Sherri threw her arms in the air and started twerking her ass. She turned around so that it was facing me, my former ass bouncing in my face.

“Please stop,” I said.

“Lick that ass, boy.” Sherri said and moved her ass closer to my face.

“Stop!”

“You’re no fun,” she said and walked away from me. “Can we get this done, Jody? I’m tired of being in his body already.”

“Yeah, let’s go to the bank. We have his cards and IDs. That should be more than enough.”

I screamed as they gathered my old things and walked to the door. They waved at me before slipping out of the room, leaving me alone in the middle of nowhere. I kept screaming, but a strange man walked into the room after a few minutes and stuffed a sock into my mouth.

He had a classically handsome face, and I couldn’t do anything as he ran his knuckles along my body. I stared at him with pleading eyes as I screamed into the sock stuffing my mouth, but I was powerless.

“I’m going to be your first client,” he said before walking out of the room. He didn’t touch me anywhere besides my arm and leg, but his words left me shaken. I had no idea what he was talking about until I remembered that Sherri had called herself a hoe.

I felt my stomach drop to my knees.


5

Paul Hall left his office in a daze. It’d been a week since he injected Andre Diehl with that syringe. Paul couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t relax. He was checking the news for updates about Andre’s health, expecting to see a story about his death. He was in a constant state of panic.

Paul looked over his shoulder every few seconds, expecting someone to come up from behind to attack. Worried that the man in a suit would put a bullet in his head if he turned the wrong corner. Paul wished he could make a different choice.

He wished he’d never injected Andre Diehl with that syringe. He could have gone to Nicole, grabbed his family, and put them in hiding. They could have started over, fresh on a new leaf, but Paul had succumbed to fear.

He was weak.

Pathetic.

Paul hated himself more than anyone else could, even Andre. It was probably why Nicole had left him in the first place. He had no drive. No will. He was fine going to work and heading home after without doing anything in between.

Everyone was going on about their lives like everything was fine, like Paul didn’t have blood on his hands. He couldn’t believe that the man in a suit and his accomplice had gotten Andre out of his office so quietly.

So efficiently.

There was a chance that they could do the same to him. They could slip into his house while he was sleeping, kill him, and get him out of the house before his neighbors noticed, but would they even call the cops if they did?

Or would they watch and assume someone else would?

Paul had no idea where to turn and no idea who to call. He could only check the news so many times before he lost his mind, so he went to the only place he could think of for an escape.

The bar.

Paul stumbled into the bar, dizzy from his reality. He sat on the stool and ordered a bourbon on the rocks. The bartender poured him a stiff drink, but Paul didn’t mind. He needed every drop.

“Rough day?” a man asked from a few stools down.

Paul shrugged and downed his drink, shaking it for the bartender to pour him another. The bartender didn’t flinch as he added another ice cube and more bourbon.

The man a few stools down stood and moved closer. Paul ignored him and pressed the drink to his lips, downing a bit more. He didn’t want to interact with the man. He couldn’t trust a single soul in the world after what happened.

“You look like you’re having a rough day.”

“What’s it to you?” Paul asked with a grunt.

“I’m just a fly on the wall, but I’m here if you want to talk.”

Paul glanced at the man. They were around the same age and probably had many of the same problems, judging by the void of life in his eyes, but Paul didn’t need a friend. He needed a way to rewind life and try again because what he’d done to Andre was unforgiveable.

“Why would I want to talk?”

The man shrugged. “Why wouldn’t you? We’re only human.”

“Yeah, but I’m not interested in friendship.”

The stranger chuckled and picked up his brown liquor on the rocks. He swirled the liquid in the glass, staring at the TV in the corner. Paul felt bad for rejecting him so quickly, but nobody could understand what he was going through, and he couldn’t let the truth slip.

What if the man in a suit had sent this guy to the bar to test him? What if he was being watched by the camera in the corner?

“If you’re going to stare at me, might as well talk to me,” the stranger said and turned his intense green eyes back to Paul. “Name is Dennis.”

“Paul,” he said and put out his hand for a shake.

“Nice to meet you, Paul. Why are you some jumpy? Got a woman on your tail?”

“No,” Paul said as he dropped his eyes to his drink. He watched the cube of ice drift through the liquid as it slowly melted. “There’s no woman.”

“Owe someone money?”

Paul shook his head. “I wish it were that simple.”

“Damn,” Dennis said. “Sounds like you’re in a bit of trouble.”

“You could say that.”

“I got to go, but you should meet me at the club tonight. We can blow off some steam.”

“Aren’t we a bit old for the club?” Paul asked.

“I’m talking about the strip club, and judging by that watch on your wrist, you got a bit of money. Stop being cheap and spend a little on the ladies. They’ll appreciate it.”

Paul hadn’t been to the strip club since he was in his twenties. Long before he’d settled down with Nicole and had the kids, but for whatever reason, getting a lap dance sounded like it could knock down his anxiety a few pegs.

“Can you go tomorrow night? I have a meeting later.”

“Yeah, the titties are swinging seven nights a week. Here’s my card,” Dennis said and pulled one out of his wallet. “Bruce, put his drink on my tab. I got to go.”

“You got it, boss,” the bartender said.

“See you later,” Dennis said and winked as he walked away from the bar.

Paul sat there for half an hour until he’d finished his drink. He left a cash tip for the bartender and headed out the door, wondering if he would really make a trip to the strip club.
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Andre

Jody twirled in circles as she threw hundred-dollar bills into the air. Sherri was still inhabiting my old body, giggling as she watched her boss play with the money I’d earned. The money that they’d taken from my bank account.

“Ah,” Jody said as she emptied her hand of the last bill. “It’s amazing how much money you have just sitting in those accounts, Andre. I can’t wait until I get every last penny!”

Jody cackled as she threw her head back and walked over to me. They had me handcuffed to a chair, only able to get up to use the bathroom or eat. I’d been like this for nearly a week, and my ass was really starting to hurt.

I said nothing, even though there was so much I wanted to say. So many profanities I wanted to yell, but Jody was too crazy. If I spoke too much, she would put a bullet in my head and wouldn’t think twice about it.

“You owe me. Everything I did for you,” Jody said as she gazed at me with those intense blue eyes. “I deserve this, Andre.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I should have been more appreciative of how you tried to help.”

Jody nodded, but she still looked suspicious. She trusted nobody, especially not the people closest to her. She used people, made them feel special, until she turned on them. Nobody in her orbit was safe, but I was going to play nice until I returned to my former body.

I couldn’t stay a girl forever!

Peeing without my dick was the weirdest sensation. My breasts were especially heavy. I missed playing baseball, instead of rotting away in this chair. Sherri had already missed several games and stopped answering phone calls from the team.

I didn’t know how I was ever going to explain my way out of this situation if I got back in my old body. They were going to make me pay back all the money Jody had stolen for a ‘breach of contract’.

“Can you at least send Sherri to play? I would hate for the team to cut us off.”

“No,” Sherri said and shook her head. “I can’t play. I tried playing catch with my friend, and it was dreadful.”

“You can at least go. If you suck, they’ll take you out and put you on the bench. Give you a physical. Showing up is everything.”

Jody narrowed her eyes, considering my point. She was nodding after a few seconds and pointed a finger at Sherri.

“You’re going.”

“What?” Sherri shouted. “I can’t! They’ll eat me alive! You should have seen me trying to play catch.”

A laugh left my lips, which Jody despised. She grunted and walked over to me, placing a finger against my face.

“The other option is breaking her bones. You’ll never get to play again if we do that. I could make it look like a robbery and everything.”

“Damn, Jody! You’re going to do me like that?”

“It might be the only way, and at least the fans will still love him if we take him out with broken bones.”

I cursed myself for opening my mouth. Jody would do anything to get her hands on my money.

“I’ll think about it, but wouldn’t you rather be home in a cast than humiliating yourself on the field?”

Sherri shrugged. “Yeah, maybe.”

“It’ll be worth it to get all that sympathy money. Endorsement deals.”

Jody spoke as though she could see the money rolling in, and I honestly hated the brilliance of her plan. There would be countless flowers and gifts and donations.

“Anyhow, Andre, you’ll be busy while I figure out the details.”

“Busy? How?”

“Sherri had a job, and they’re missing her.”

“I’m not having sex for money.”

“Look at yourself, Andre! You scream sex!”

Sherri giggled in my former body, driving me absolutely mad. I thrashed in the chair, unable to move, but I wanted to kill them. I wanted to slit their throats. Out of all the bad I’d done, I’d never sold my body, and I never killed.

I got close to killing. Left a man for dead when he tried to rob me after a drug deal, but I stopped myself before dealing that deadly punch. I wasn’t about to go past my limits now.

“You’re better off killing me,” I said.

“Be careful what you wish for because I could drop you in a ditch, and nobody would come looking for you in that body.”

“Hey!” Sherri hollered.

“Sorry,” Jody said with a laugh. “You know I love you, but don’t tell me you couldn’t get used to living in that body.”

Sherri shrugged. “He does have a decent dick.”

“And insane name recognition! You’re worried about the wrong things, Sherri! We could make millions off his face.”

Sherri grinned, and I’d never hated my life more. If I had to twirl around a pole and smile while random men fondled my ass, I would probably kill myself before anyone else did.

“Don’t worry. You’ll learn the ropes, and everything will be fine.”

“How can you say that when you have me like this?”

“You’re so dramatic, Andre. Don’t forget that you…”

“Wouldn’t be anything without you,” I said to mock Jody. “Got it. You don’t need to say it again.”

“Don’t fucking mock me!”

“Kill me! I don’t want to be your whore!” I thrashed in the chair again, willing myself to break free. I had escaped Jody once, but I wasn’t sure I had the energy to do it again, and where would I even end up in Sherri’s body? Serving tables? Working at a diner?

“You’ll be my whore if I fucking tell you to be my whore, Andre.”

“No,” I said and thrashed in the chair. “You can’t make me!”

Jody slapped me. The sound of the sting bounced around the room. She pointed in my face.

“You’ll fucking do what I tell you! I have you by the balls, Andre!”

I let my gaze shift to Sherri for the briefest of seconds, and I could see fear in her eyes. I wondered how long she’d been around Jody. Had she never seen Jody’s true colors?

Growing up around Jody gave me the opportunity to see hundreds of people come through the door. I assumed most of them ended up dead when they stopped showing up around the house, but I could never be sure.

“Whatever,” I said in an exhausted voice.

“We’ll see how you’re talking when a man has a finger up your ass while you ride his lap,” Jody said with gritted teeth.

Sherri looked terrified, but I’d already beaten Jody once, and I would beat her again, except this time she was dying. After all she did to me, it was the least I could do.
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Paul waited outside of the strip club for his new friend Dennis to arrive. He couldn’t believe that he was actually about to go into a strip club for the first time in over a decade. Thoughts of time passing occupied his mind as he waited.

His phone vibrated a few minutes later, shaking Paul from his trance. He picked up his phone and saw a message from Dennis informing Paul that he’d arrived. Paul got out of his car, locked it, and walked to the door.

“Paul!” Dennis hollered from a table.

The club wasn’t nearly as trashy as Paul had expected. The lights were low, but the walls looked like they were covered in glitter. Dennis sipped his drink as Paul took a seat at the table.

“Hope you didn’t have a hard time finding the club.”

“Not at all,” Paul said. “I’ve driven past the building but never thought to come inside.”

“Not too shabby, huh?”

“Yeah, it’s better than I was expecting.”

A woman approached the table. She had a low-cut shirt and amazingly large breasts. Paul ordered a Manhattan cocktail and opened a tab on his credit card.

“How about I pay since you picked up my drink at the bar?”

“All right. Did you bring money for the girls?”

“Yeah, I went to the bank and got some cash.”

“Let me hold a few dollars.”

Paul retrieved a wad of cash from his pocket. He got a few hundred dollars in ones and fives and surprisingly no judgmental looks from the teller. Paul handed Dennis some cash as the waitress approached with his drink.

“Here’s something for your trouble,” Paul said and handed the woman a five.

She slipped the cash into her boob and thanked Paul with a wink as she turned on her heel and walked over to another table. Paul and Dennis talked about sports and the weather until a woman stepped onto the stage.

She was wearing a white dress that was frayed at the bottom. She had on tall platform heels and an hourglass figure. Her waist was so tiny, yet her breasts were insanely large. She had light brown skin and silky hair, like it’d been pressed right before she walked onto the stage.

“Damn, she’s a looker.” Dennis sat forward as the woman walked to the stage.

“Everyone, give it up for our girl, Sherri! It’s early in the night, but she’s always ready to have some fun!”

Paul stared at Sherri as she walked toward the pole. There weren’t many people in the room watching her, but the few in the building were loud. They died down the second Sherri touched the pole and twirled in a circle.

She was gorgeous, but there was nothing in her eyes. She was dead to the world as she held the pole and threw her legs high into the air, wrapping them around the pole as she bent back and let her head drop toward the stage.

“Damn, I’d love to take her home for a night.” Dennis stared at Sherri with stars in his eyes, but Paul felt like he was violating her rights, like he had no business being there when he’d been a bad, bad boy.

“Yeah,” Paul said mindlessly.

Sherri pulled herself back up and slowly did the splits as she held the pole. It wasn’t until she met Paul’s eyes that he saw a sign of life. She stared at him as she twirled around the pole a few times, looking at him like they knew each other, but Paul was certain he didn’t know Sherri.

“I’m going to go to the bathroom,” Paul said to Dennis before standing.

Dennis mumbled and waved his hand in the air, unable to take his eyes off the vixen on stage. Paul staggered as he neared the bathroom, falling through the door when he got there. He placed his hands on the edge of the sink before rushing to turn on the water.

Paul splashed his face with cold water, but it brought little peace. He couldn’t get what he’d done to poor Andre Diehl out of his mind and was waiting for the shoe to drop at every moment of every day. He couldn’t keep living like this.

When would he ever be able to enjoy anything again?

It took a minute for Paul to catch his breath and head back out to the club, and he was surprised when the dancer who’d been on the stage came up and tapped him on the shoulder.

She wasn’t wearing her dress, only a bra and panties, but damn she looked good. Paul had to take a moment to catch his breath, completely taken away by the woman standing in front of him.

“Dr. Hall, it’s me.”

“What? How do you know my name?”

Sherri looked over her shoulder before grabbing Paul’s wrist and pulling him into one of the private rooms. She closed the door behind them and pushed Paul to the couch.

“There are cameras, so act like you asked me for a lap dance.”

Paul swallowed. “What? What do I do?”

“Slap my ass or touch me or something,” Sherri said and bent over in front of Paul. She had her hands on the floor and her ass in the air, bouncing it like she was riding his dick.

“What are you doing?”

“Trying to talk to you,” Sherri said as she bounced her ass. They could still hear the music from the club through the closed door. She moved her hips to the music. “You owe me.”

“How? What did I do?”

“It’s me,” Sherri said and popped up to turn toward Paul. She threw her arms into the air as she stared at him, her former doctor. The man who’d done this to her without knowing. “Andre. Whatever you put into me did this.”

“What? That’s impossible.”

“I can’t believe you’re here, Dr. Hall, but you have to help me. Please.”

“How? What can I do?” Paul asked and sat more upright.

“Act like you’re getting a lap dance!”

“Right,” Paul said and fixed himself. He slapped Sherri’s ass lightly. “What do you want me to do?”

“I’m going to take a break. Meet me at the diner down the street in forty-five minutes. Don’t sit by the window.”

“Okay,” Paul said. He was too afraid to ask questions. Too terrified to speak when there were cameras in the room. “I’ll be there.”

“Good,” Sherri said. She didn’t speak again for the next five minutes as she danced on Paul’s lap.

Paul wanted to feel disgusted for being attracted to the man he’d turned into a woman, but after a minute of watching Sherri’s ass shake, Paul couldn’t help but develop a touch of affection for Sherri and felt appalled with himself for being a pig.
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Andre

I hated my name.

I hated my life.

Twirling around a pole and letting men touch me however they wanted took less than a day to grow old. I hated having men handle me, but then Dr. Hall walked through the doors, and I was hopeful he could save my life.

“I’m going out for a smoke,” I said to the manager on duty. His name was Rocco. He was a major prick, but few people would fuck with him because he was a towering giant with massive muscles. The other girls loved him, but I hated how he acted like a king. If he knew who I really was, he would be the one kissing my ass.

“Be back in ten minutes. You need to do an extra set tonight because Chanelle isn’t going to make it.”

“Are you serious?” I asked in a deadpan tone.

“Yeah, I’m fucking serious,” Rocco said. “We have a business to run, and you’re here to run it.”

“Fuck you,” I said to Rocco. “I’ll be back in fifteen.”

“If I have to come find you, I’ll drag you back here by your hair.”

“I’d like to see you try, and if you do, I’ll cut off your fucking dick!”

“Bitch!” Rocco said and sprang at me, making me flinch. “Get the fuck out of here before you make me lose my mind!”

Rocco pointed at the door, and I scurried outside. It was warm, so I didn’t bother covering up my body, but maybe I should have because the men were out tonight. They had no problems whistling at me as I switched passed them in my white minidress with matching pumps.

I had never walked in heels in my life before getting dropped off at the club, but it came naturally for my girly body, and part of me loved it. I didn’t have to be famous to get a man’s attention. I only needed to look good, which I absolutely did.

“Hi, boys.” I spoke in a seductive voice to the group of guys standing outside the diner, flipping my hair as I reached out to grab the door.

They made goofy noises. “Can’t you give us a free dance?”

“Sorry, you’ll have to come to the club,” I said and winked at them as I slipped inside.

Dr. Hall was sitting at a table in the corner. I walked over to him and gave him a hug, holding him a bit too tightly. I should hate him for doing this to me, but any doctor could have been bribed. Not all would have felt guilty enough to show up and hear what I had to say.

“How are you doing? Sherri, right?”

I shrugged. “You can call me Sherri, but I’d prefer another name. Sherri reminds me of the woman who did all this.”

“I thought it was a man. Some guy gave me the syringe. I’m so sorry,” Dr. Hall said and broke down into tears.

“Dr. Hall! It’s okay,” I said and reached out my hand.

“No!” he hollered. “It’s not okay. I shouldn’t have done that to you, and I haven’t been able to sleep well since. I can’t eat. I can hardly work. I’m just waiting for them to come back and kill me.”

“Please, Dr. Hall. You need to stay calm.” I looked over my shoulder, hoping nobody had heard him. There was no telling if Jody had eyes and ears at a place. She almost never left the house, but it was like she could be everywhere at once.

“Call me Paul. Can I call you Andre?”

“No,” I hissed. “Call me… Ursula. It’s better that you don’t use the other name as well.”

“Ursula?”

“Yes, Paul. We need to stay calm, so we can get to the bottom of this, but it can’t happen tonight.”

“When should it happen?”

I closed my eyes as I thought how to get away with seeing Paul again. Jody had her guy Leo rough me up when I got off work before strapping me to a table or a chair, only to let me up when I had to use the bathroom or eat. There was no freedom at Jody’s house, so Paul would have to hire me, but it couldn’t be him.

“You need to hire me, but not you. Don’t you have any friends? Who was that guy with you?”

“Dennis? I hardly know him, but he’s the reason I came to the club.”

“He needs to book me for the night. Call this number, but don’t mention your name. If you mention your name, she’ll know something is wrong and won’t let me go on the date.”

“Who is ‘she’?” Paul asked.

“Don’t worry about the details. Can you do this or not?”

“Yeah,” Paul said and nodded. “It’s the least I can do.”

I passed Paul the piece of paper with Jody’s business phone number. She changed numbers once every year or so, and the numbers were never in her name, but she always answered and never hesitated to provide illegal services.

“Ask for me and say that you met me at the club and want to hire me for the night. Okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll do it.”

“I hope so. I really need your help,” I said and got up. Rocco would come looking for me if I didn’t get back to the club soon, and I didn’t want to deal with him when he was pissed. It was bad enough when he was in a good mood.

“I hope I can help.”

“Bye,” I said with a curt nod and walked out the door. The guys who were standing outside the restaurant whistled at me when I left, but I didn’t pay them any attention. I held my chest and raced down the street to the club.
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Andre

(Ursula)

“You’ve been doing so well at the club, Andre! Rocco only has wonderful things to say about you when I call.”

“That’s nice,” I said with a grunt.

Jody sighed. “You need to work on your attitude, dear. How are you supposed to entertain a man for the evening if you can’t even speak with a smile? No man is going to want to fuck you if you act like that at dinner.”

Jody looked at me through the mirror in front of us as she worked on my hair. I was already wearing a slutty black minidress that she expected me to wear on the date. It barely did anything to cover my breasts or my body, but I could see why men would love it.

I would have loved seeing it on a sexy woman like myself, but it was horrible going from star athlete to escort working the streets. I felt lower than low, but I was doing the most I could do.

If everything went well with Paul tonight, there was a chance I could escape, but I had to get to the restaurant first. I couldn’t blow my chances while I was sitting in the chair getting my makeup done.

Jody pressed the flat iron over my hair and pulled until she got to the ends. I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what it would be like to stay in this body. Start over without all the fame and the admirers. I could go places without having everyone stop me for selfies and autographs.

It was even worse now that I’d been ‘jumped’ by ‘thugs’ and ended up with a broken leg and a broken arm. Sherri and Jody had made me an internet sensation, and Sherri was eating it up. She loved all the flowers and gifts and likes she could get on my social media account without having to step foot on the field.

“So, you’re going to give up the goods tonight, right?”

“That’s the plan. I didn’t think he was paying a grand to talk.”

“Watch your mouth, Sherri.”

I hadn’t told Jody that I was going to switch my name to Ursula the second I broke free from her grip. Sherri wasn’t my name. It belonged to the woman who’d stolen my body, but maybe it was better off if she kept it. I could find my own way to make money.

Run a restaurant. Work in an office. I’d already thought about how I would make it on my own, and all those options sounded better than staying here where Jody could control me and hurt me.

“When you have sex with him, be as safe as you can.”

“Are you telling me to wear a condom?” I asked.

“Not necessarily. More telling you not to get pregnant. Few men want to see a woman with a baby in her belly twirling around a pole,” Jody said with a laugh.

I swallowed, hit by the fact that I could get pregnant in this new body, and I hated it. I hated knowing there was a chance a man could burden me with a baby while getting off free. The possibility was always present, but it seemed so much less serious when I was a man.

“Don’t worry, girl. You have birth control in your arm, but it doesn’t hurt to put in a sponge.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I nodded, feeling overwhelmed by my date. I hoped it went well and that Paul actually helped me because I couldn’t stomach really going out with a man. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life selling my body.

“I put some sponges in your purse, pepper spray, and anything else you might need. If you need help putting in the sponge, you can look up how to do it on the internet,” Jody said with a laugh.

“Anything else?” I asked.

Jody put down the flat iron and picked up the bag of makeup. She brushed something over my face and took a step back to admire her work.

“You’re perfect. Your date will love you.”

“Here’s hoping,” I said.

“Just be on your best behavior tonight, and there won’t be any problems. If you need anything, Leo will be outside in the car.”

“What? You’re sending your guy to keep tabs on me?”

“Is it a problem that I like to keep my girls safe?”

Safe? I did my best not to chuckle. Jody didn’t do anything to keep a person safe, unless they were making her money with their bodies.

“Why would that be a problem? I’m more worried about Leo cramping my style and costing me money than keeping me safe.”

“Leo knows how to stay hidden. You needn’t worry. Now, let’s get you to the restaurant before you’re late.”

I was worried Leo would cost me my mission, but I couldn’t put up more of a fight without arousing suspicion.

“I’m ready. Let’s get out of here.”

“Leo,” Jody hollered and snapped her fingers. “Take our girl to her date.”

Leo walked into the room with his classically handsome face, looking dapper in a suit.

“At your service,” he said to Jody before shifting his eyes to me. “The car is waiting.”
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Andre

(Ursula)

I stepped out of the car with tinted windows, adjusting my black minidress as I regained balance. I didn’t look back at the car as I walked toward the restaurant, hoping I never saw it or its driver again.

“Good evening, miss. Are you meeting someone?”

“Yes,” I said as I looked at the host through hooded eyes. “I’m meeting a man named Dennis.”

“Ah, yes. He is already here. Was someone else joining?”

“No,” I said and glanced over my shoulder. “It’ll just be the two of us.”

I hoped Jody hadn’t planted a bug on me. I searched my purse in the car. Everything looked innocuous enough, but there was no telling with Jody. She could feed a person poisoned cake without a hint of concern.

“Right this way,” the man said and led me to the table where Paul was waiting.

He stood to greet me, kissing me lightly on the cheek. He was wearing a suit jacket with no tie around his collar and smelled of sandalwood. Part of me almost found him… attractive. I shook off the sensation as soon as it emerged.

“You look stunning, Ursula.”

I was a nervous mess but flattered Paul had used my preferred name. “You remembered.”

“I feel terrible about everything that happened, and I just want to make it right.”

“Did you have any problems setting up the date?”

“No, I bought a burner phone and told them I was Dennis looking for a woman named Sherri.”

I nodded. “Hopefully it was enough.”

“Who is doing this to you? What is going on?”

I glanced at my purse, not feeling safe around it, so I walked it over to a hook on the opposite wall. A server told me it was no problem to hang my purse there.

Paul stared at me as I walked back over to him, clearly liking what he saw. More than a few men were watching me when I let my gaze cross the room, but none of them could save my life. I could only trust Paul, and I wasn’t even sure I could do that.

“I’ll tell you anything you want to know, but you have to promise to help me.”

“I’ll help, Ursula. It’s the least I can do. I’m the one who got you in this mess, so I should do everything I can to get you out of it.”

“You’ll be risking your life. If you help me, she’ll come looking.”

“Who is this woman? She never once said her name on the phone. I tried getting her to say who she was, but she was evasive.”

I nodded. “Her name is Jody. At least that’s what I’ve always known her as. She’s been in my life a long time.”

Paul’s eyes widened. “Really? Why?”

“She was my uncle’s lover, and my uncle took care of me when I was a child.”

“So, she was like your stepmom?”

“Something like that,” I said with a sigh. “I never thought of her like that, but maybe she did. I don’t know what was going through her mind. She’s honestly crazy, and she’s after my money. Claims that it’s hers because she took care of me when I was a child.”

I changed my voice to mimic Jody, but nothing could be as sinister as her eyes. They said everything. When she was angry, sad, or something in between.

“How did she do this, though?” Paul asked and gestured at my feminine body. “It’s not medically possible.”

I shrugged, not able to explain how the syringe made Sherri and me switch bodies, but it’d happened. I had her youthful face. Her hourglass figure. The large breasts that every man in the room couldn’t stop noticing, but I still had my brain.

I had access to all the knowledge I’d gained since leaving Jody the first time and the memories of how I’d done it. If push turned to shove, I would keep this body and start over. I would find a new path, and Jody wouldn’t control me.

“I wish I had an answer to the science of it, but I don’t know. All I know is that I’m in this body, and I have to make the best of it. Jody might know a cure, or maybe it’s a one-way street. I don’t have the answers. All I know is I’m not going back to that house, and you’re going to help me.”

Paul’s face whitened a touch, but the truth was he wouldn’t be helping me if he knew everything I did. He wouldn’t put his life on the line if he knew how crazy Jody was, but maybe he had an idea. Who else would turn a man into a woman to steal his money?

“What do we need to do?”

I looked around the restaurant. “We need to have a normal date. Dinner. Maybe go dancing somewhere. Then you’ll take me to a hotel where we can sneak off, but we’ll have to be careful. Jody has her guy watching us.”

“The man in a suit?” Paul asked in a panicked voice. “Is it him?”

“His name is Leo. He’s the only man Jody trusts. For now. Until she puts a bullet in his head and tosses him into a ditch to find his replacement.”

Paul swallowed. “Will she do that to me?”

“There’s no telling what she’ll do to you, but we won’t get caught if we’re lucky.”

“That man… Leo. He threatened to kill my family. My kids.”

I sucked in a breath, hating that Paul had brought kids into the mix. I didn’t want anything bad to happen to his family, but I desperately needed his help. There was no way I could make it on my own.

“Please, I’ll do everything I can to help keep them safe, but I can’t promise anything. Jody is unpredictable. She has killed people who helped her on more than one occasion.”

“What do you expect me to do with that information? I can’t help you, Ursula. I’m sorry. This is all too much,” Paul said and stood before we’d even gotten our food.

“Don’t leave, Paul. Please.”

“This woman you’re dealing with sounds insane. I’m sorry that I injected you with that syringe, but maybe it was for the best. Maybe I should get away before I’m in too deep. I can move to a different state. Start a new practice.”

I hated to admit that it sounded like a better idea than helping me, so I sighed and picked up my glass of water. I drank half of it in a second, but I couldn’t do anything but shrug when I looked into Paul’s eyes.

“I don’t blame you for leaving. Can you at least pay her in full for the date?”

Paul frowned, barely meeting my eyes. He was conflicted, but I couldn’t stop him from saving himself. I would do the same if I were him because I knew how far Jody could go. I knew what she was capable of when she felt she wasn’t getting her way.

“I’m sorry,” Paul said in a low voice before walking away from the table.

I lifted my hand to call over the server and order a tall glass of wine. I told him to charge me double, but I wanted it filled to the top. I needed to drown out the noise of my reality. There was no escaping from Jody. Not in the near term, and I wasn’t sure how long I could last under her control.

“Is everything okay with your guest?” the server asked when he brought my glass of overflowing wine.

“Who knows?” I asked with a sigh. “I doubt he’ll return, though, if that’s what you’re asking.”

The server looked like he wanted to ask more but decided against it as he walked away from the table. He returned, only bringing my entrée to the table.

“I can put his meal in a box if you’d like to take it home.”

“Sure. Yeah,” I said with a shrug.

Jody would be the one eating it. Jody, Jody, Jody. I couldn’t believe she’d found a way to put me under her thumb again. I couldn’t believe that I’d returned from where I’d escaped.

I screamed, not caring that the restaurant was bustling with people. Not caring that everyone turned to watch me. I screamed again and pounded my fist, making a touch of wine slosh out of the glass and spill to the linen covering the table.

“Is everything okay, miss?” the server asked hesitantly.

I didn’t even notice him approach the table, and I couldn’t control myself. I was burning inside. My life was miserable.

“Does everything look okay?”

“No, miss, but is there anything we can do to help you? You’re… upsetting… the other patrons.”

“I don’t give a fuck about the other patrons! None of you know what I’m going through!”

My screaming stopped cold when I noticed a camera pointed in my direction, and the last thing I needed was to become a meme or a GIF or anything else the internet would circulate for the months and years to come.

I stood and tossed my napkin to the table. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be here.”

“No problem, miss.”

The server said nothing about me skipping out on the bill as I went over and grabbed my purse from the wall, keeping my head ducked as I walked toward the bathroom. I didn’t want to go outside when Leo was sitting in the car.

I needed an escape.

I went into the stall and closed the door, praying my purse wasn’t bugged with a microphone or a camera. I opened my purse and pulled out my phone. It was a cheap smartphone that Jody had given me when she told me I was going to take over Sherri’s business.

I didn’t know who to call, so I called nobody at all. I slipped my phone back into my purse and went to the sink to wash my hands. The water turned hotter and started burning my hands, but I didn’t care. I was numb to the pain.

Numb to living.

I hated my life and couldn’t go back to Jody, so I slipped out of the bathroom. It wasn’t too far from the kitchen, and there was probably an exit in the back. I didn’t know where I was going, but I had to try.

The worst they could do was kill me.

I held my purse close to my chest as I slowly moved toward the kitchen. There were sounds of banging pots and pans. Sauteing and frying. Servers hollering that they needed food. I slipped into the kitchen and instantly caught the attention of everyone there.

“The dining room is that way,” one hollered and pointed at the spot from where I’d came. “Get out of here!”

I ignored the man as everyone continued to stare. There were more than a few guys on the line who seemed to like what they saw. I winked at them when I located the exit and ran toward the door. My heart was pounding as adrenaline pumped through my body.

Someone cursed at me as I opened the door and stepped outside. There were bags of trash and a disgusting dumpster, but I couldn’t let that faze me. Leo would be after me if I took too long, and there was a chance he was already looking, expecting me to make an escape.

I pulled out my phone, hiding against the dumpster, and looked at the map. There were several ways I could run, but they all connected to each other. Leo could whip through the streets a lot faster than I could move in a minidress and heels.

I tapped my chin, not knowing what to do, but I couldn’t stand there all night, so I slipped my phone into my purse and took off toward the residential neighborhood across the street. I ran a few blocks before I finally stopped to walk at a normal pace.

Leo didn’t seem to be following me, but I had to be careful. I couldn’t let my guard down for a second.

“Yo, Sherri! What’s up?”

A man’s voice was calling. It wasn’t Leo, but whoever it was probably knew Jody or knew of her enough to fear her. I swallowed before turning to face the man.

“What are you doing out here? I thought you moved to the other side of town with crazy Jody,” the man said with a laugh.

He was handsome. Dark skin with a set of bright, pearly white teeth that were perfectly straight. He had on black jeans and a button-up shirt, looking like he had a touch of money. I didn’t know why my body was reacting to him the way it was, but part of me desperately wanted to drop to my knees to please the man.

“Do I know you?” I asked, trying to play dumb.

“Uh, what’s wrong with you?”

If only I could tell this man everything that’d happened. If only I could confess how shaken and hurt I was, but there was no telling who he was.

“Sherri, it’s me. Trevon. Your ex.”

There were no memories in my mind of the man, but I could tell he knew me by the way he was looking.

“I’m sorry. I have a touch of amnesia,” I said.

Trevon’s face turned serious. He grabbed my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “What happened? Did that woman hurt you? I begged you not to work for her. That amount of crazy isn’t worth any paycheck.”

I couldn’t stop the tears from falling from my eyes. Trevon’s words hit me where it hurt. He had no idea how right he was. Jody was a monster who took down anyone and everything in her path. Sherri was young, but if history was any indicator, she wouldn’t last long in Jody’s world.

“You’re right,” I said as more tears fell.

Trevon pulled me close, and I couldn’t get over his delicious scent and what it did to the space between my legs. I cried against Trevon’s chest and dug my nails into the back of his sweater.

“Let it out, Sherri. It’s okay,” he said and rubbed my back tenderly.

“It’s not okay,” I said through the tears. I dropped my voice to a whisper. “I don’t have amnesia, but you wouldn’t believe me if I told you what happened.”

Trevon took a step back and held me at an arm’s length. I stared into his soulful eyes, feeling like I could trust the man for some reason. Feeling like maybe Sherri had made a mistake by leaving him for whatever Jody offered.

Jody’s promises sounded sweeter than honey, but they were often filled with hot air. They were often no more than manipulative bullshit.

“You can tell me. I might believe more than you think,” Trevon said as he stared at me.

“Okay, but we can’t talk here.”

“We can go back to my place.”

“Is it far from here?”

“No,” Trevon said. “You really don’t remember anything, do you?”

I shook my head, trying to play innocent as I decided whether or not to tell Trevon the truth. If I told him, he might be able to help, but I could also be putting another person in harm’s way.

If I didn’t go home to Jody, she would come looking.

Anyone standing in her way could die if she got too crazy, but I didn’t know how I would be able to make it out from under her grip a second time without getting help from someone, and Trevon seemed like he wanted to help me. He’d also called Jody ‘crazy’, so that earned him a few trust points.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Positive,” Trevon said and smiled at me.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Trevon led me down the sidewalk until we arrived at a house that was divided into two units. He lived on the upper level. I was nervous as we approached the door, but I followed him inside.
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Trevon’s apartment was as neat as his outfit. He had artwork on the walls, a rug over the hardwoods, and several lamps scattered throughout the room. He turned on a few instead of using the overhead lights, giving a lovely ambiance to the space.

“Would you like something to drink? I have cans of flavored sparkling water. Wine. Beer. Whatever you want.”

“I’ll have a sparkling water.”

“Damn, you really have changed,” Trevon said in a surprised voice. “You look just as sexy as before, though.”

Trevon let his gaze glide up and down my body, covering me with the chill of desire. I bit my lip as I looked at him, feeling the space between my legs awaken. I had strange urges to reach between my thighs to touch my pussy. I wanted him to stare at me while I played with my lips.

“Do I?” I asked in a voice that surprised me with its seductiveness.

Trevon touched my side and gripped me tightly, causing my tiny black dress to ride up and expose a bit of my black thong. Trevon started to drop to his knees, but I stopped him.

“Wait,” I said.

“What?” he asked. “Don’t you miss what we had? I haven’t been the same since you walked out of my life, girl.”

I wanted to give myself to Trevon, even though it also seemed wrong. It wasn’t even a month ago that I was a man with fame and fortune. A man who basically had his pick of women. There was at least one who slid into my DMs daily.

“We can’t,” I said and shook my head as I turned away from Trevon.

He walked up behind me and pressed his manly body against mine, kissing my neck. I gasped as I felt the outline of his hardened dick press against my backside, and it wasn’t disappointing. I reached behind me and placed my hand on the back of his neck, feeling surprisingly feminine.

“Why can’t we, girl? Don’t tell me you haven’t thought of this,” Trevon said and pressed his dick up against my ass.

My body craved his manhood. My womanhood was gushing in my thong, begging me to forget all sense. Begging me to forget that I was ever a man and just sit on Trevon’s dick. Ride it while my juices poured all over his rod.

I gasped and broke away from Trevon before I got too weak. Before I did something I would regret. Trevon had to know what he was dealing with. I wasn’t Sherri, and he deserved to know the truth.

I needed his help, and he wasn’t about to get any pussy until I got a guarantee he would. Paul had already walked out of my life. It was disappointing to see him leave, but any sane man would.

“The sparkling water. Please,” I insisted.

“Yeah, I’ll grab it.”

Trevon released me and walked over to the fridge. I went and sat on his couch while he got the sparkling water. It was mango flavored and tasted surprisingly delicious when I took a sip. It was so enjoyable that I popped my lips.

“Now I know something is up. You used to hate these drinks. With a passion,” Trevon said. “What’s going on with you? You don’t remember me. You’re kissing me. I thought you hated me.”

I chewed on my thumb as I stared at Trevon, not knowing what to say. Not knowing how to explain myself. Could I really tell Trevon how Jody had switched our bodies? Would he believe me if I did?

“Sherri, what’s up with you? You’re worrying me.”

“Obviously I know Sherri, right?”

“What?”

I sighed. “I prefer to go by Ursula.”

“Wait, are you her twin or something? She never told me she had a sister, but I’m not complaining.”

“Keep it in your pants,” I said in an annoyed voice. “You probably won’t want to touch me when you discover the truth, but I’ll tell you if you agree to help me.”

“I don’t agree to anything until I hear the details.”

“You’re a smart man.”

Trevon narrowed his eyes. “Tell me what’s going on with you because I’m concerned.”

“It’s Jody.”

“What did that witch do? I begged you to stay away from her, but you never listened.”

“I’m not Sherri.”

“What? Yes, you are. I think I know Sherri when I see her.”

“This is Sherri’s body, but I’m not her. I’m Andre Diehl.”

Trevon squinted his eyes, staring at me like I’d lost my mind, but it was the truth. I was a man in a woman’s body, and from what I could tell, there wasn’t much I could do about it except fight from the outside. The more I thought about it, the less confident I became that Jody had come up with a way to reverse this transformation before doing it.

Sherri was her lifeline in my body. Her tap to a constant flow of money, at least for the next few years, unless I could figure out a way to stop her.

“Why does that name sound so familiar?”

“I’m a baseball player. Look me up,” I said and gestured to Trevon’s phone on the table.

He picked it up and pulled up my name. There were a bunch of articles about the mugging that had left me with broken bones. It’d made the national news on several networks.

“But how?”

“Who do you think orchestrated that jumping?”

“Jody,” Trevon said with certainty. “How?”

“I don’t know how she did it, but she made a serum that made Sherri and me switch bodies. I woke up in your ex-girlfriend’s body, and she was in mine. Now Jody has Sherri withdrawing money from my account to stockpile it.”

“So, wait? You’re really a guy?”

I shrugged. “It’s complicated.”

“I’d say. If I weren’t mistaken, it seemed like you were liking it when things got a bit hot and heavy.”

“You’re not wrong, and I never liked guys before waking up as Sherri, but my body and feelings and desires have been… changing.”

Trevon took a sip of his drink. He put his hands on his head and ran his fingers through the waves of his hair. He wouldn’t lift his eyes to look at me, so I picked up my can of mango sparkling water as I waited for him to digest the truth.

“That Jody is one fucking crazy bitch, isn’t she?”

“So, you believe me?”

“I believe you aren’t Sherri, yes.”

“If you don’t mind, I prefer Ursula.”

“Ursula?”

“It’s a name I gave to myself instead of going by Sherri. I couldn’t stomach going by the name of the woman inhabiting my body.”

“Yeah,” Trevon said with a heavy sigh. “I don’t blame you for creating your own identity, but why did Jody do this?”

I told Trevon the story of my youth. How I went from living with my parents to my uncle when they were too drugged out to take care of me or stick around long enough not to get phone calls from the school. Oscar took me in, and Jody had free reign from there.

“So, she has it in her head that you owe her?”

“Millions of dollars, apparently.”

“Shit,” Trevon said. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. Thank you for believing me. Not everyone would.”

“I’m not sure I would if you weren’t so completely different from Sherri. When you didn’t recognize me, I thought Jody had done something to hurt you, I mean Sherri, but I guess that was exactly what she did. I’m sorry you had to grow up around that woman.”

I nodded, feeling a heaviness in my chest. Few people knew Jody. She never let herself get close to people unless she was sure that she could control and manipulate them. I’d seen her do it to my uncle and countless others. I was unique because she hadn’t chosen me. I’d been dropped into her lap like a grenade, and now was my time to explode.

“How do you know Jody?”

Trevon sighed and told me that Sherri was a bit lost around the time she met Jody. She was thinking of going to the strip club to get a job after losing a management position at a fast-food restaurant. Trevon was a teacher and tried to get Sherri a job at his school, but she wanted more money.

She was tired of working for the ‘man’, so she was vulnerable when Jody noticed her potential. Trevon said that Sherri became spellbound by Jody. She repeated stuff Jody said like a recording from a robot.

“Shit, I’m so sorry. I’ve seen her do that to a bunch of people. Jody never gets her hands dirty, but she’s an expert at finding the people she needs to do it.”

“Yeah, I’d say. She hated me the second we met, but I think it was because I could see right through her.”

“She hates people who see her true colors. It was why she always hated me.”

“Andre?” Trevon asked.

“Ursula,” I said lightly.

“I love that name for you. It’s beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

Trevon moved a little closer to me on the couch. He placed his hand on my thigh, igniting a fire in my body. I wanted to give myself to Trevon and experience what it would be like to make love as a woman. My body was craving Trevon’s touch, but I had to use my mind.

I had to turn this unfortunate present into my past. Until Jody was behind bars or dead, I wouldn’t be able to sleep peacefully. I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere without looking over my shoulder to see if she was standing there.

“What are we going to do about Jody?” I asked as I placed my hand over Trevon’s. “She’s coming after me.”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Thinking what?”

“My cousin is a detective on the force. He’s been trying to take down Jody for years but can’t get any concrete dirt on her. Can you?”

“I could testify. The doctor who injected me would probably take the stand if Jody were behind bars.”

“Was she the one to call the hit? Did she give him the medicine?”

I shook my head.

“Fuck!” Trevon screamed. “She’s good.”

“There is one thing she does, but she never gives her name.”

“What? We can use anything.”

“Whenever she wants Sherri, me, to go on a date, she sets it up herself. I have the number.”

“That might work.”

“I have her address.”

“We’ll talk to my cousin about everything first thing in the morning.”

“Do you mind if I stay here tonight?”

“Not at all,” Trevon said. “Except maybe you should sleep on the couch, so that we don’t get carried away.”

I wouldn’t mind getting carried away, but Trevon was probably right. We should err on the side of caution until we could talk to his cousin. I didn’t want everything blowing up in my face.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No problem. Why don’t I go get you a blanket?”

I nodded as Trevon went to his closet. He grabbed a blanket and brought it back to me, along with a pillow. I took them and set them to the side, still feeling wide awake and honestly hornier than I’d been in a long time. I didn’t know what was going on with me, but I really wanted to play with Trevon’s dick.

“Can we watch a movie or something?” I asked.

“How about a show? We should probably get to my cousin first thing in the morning.”

“Sure.”

Trevon picked up the remote and turned on the TV. I snuggled up against him as we watched a sitcom. There might have been a few kisses at the parts where we got bored, but we didn’t get carried away and have sex, even though part of me wished we had when Trevon got up to go to his room.

“Scream if anything happens. I’ll be right in there.”

“You’re amazing. I’m sorry Sherri left you.”

Trevon stared at me with a torn expression. “It’s all in the past.”

“I hope so.”

“Goodnight, Ursula.” Trevon kissed me on the top of the head before walking out of the room.
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I awoke in Trevon’s upstairs apartment to the sounds of birds singing. I stood and went over to the window, letting the morning sunlight hit my skin. I shrieked away from the window when I realized Jody’s goon Leo could be out there watching me.

Trevon was working out on his bedroom floor when I glanced into the room. His shirtless body caught me by surprise, but I wasn’t disappointed by the sight. His skin glistened with a touch of sweat. He grabbed the towel by his side as he stood and wiped it over his muscular frame.

“Morning, Ursula. How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I said. “Better than I expected.”

“Should we head to my cousin’s office? I already called him, and he’s ready to meet whenever you are.”

“Do you mind if I shower?”

“Not at all. Do you have anything else to wear? That dress might draw attention during daylight hours.”

I glanced down at my bosom. My breasts were practically popping out of the dress, so Trevon was right. I would need something else to become less conspicuous. I wanted to blend into the shadows instead of standing out, but I had nothing.

“I don’t have clothes, but maybe I could borrow something from your closet.”

“We can take a look to see what’s in there.”

“There aren’t any girls that have left a dress or skirt or something?” I teased.

“How many girls do you think I have?”

I shrugged. “There’s no telling.”

“Not as many as you would think. Trust me,” Trevon said with a chuckle.

I couldn’t help but feel jealous about the idea of Trevon being with any girl who wasn’t me. I walked up to Trevon and touched his exposed chest.

“Do you work out like this every morning?”

“Usually I use the living room or run outside, but I didn’t want to leave you alone.”

My body warmed at his words. He made me feel so protected, like nobody could hurt me if he was nearby.

“I should probably take that shower now,” I said.

“Not a bad idea,” Trevon said as my fingers lingered on his chest. He stared down at me, looking like he wished to strip me of my clothes, and I wouldn’t stop him.

I spent all night tossing and turning in the living room, wishing Trevon were there to plow his dick into my pussy. Wishing he would stumble into the room with a hard dick to tell me he couldn’t wait.

“Your shower?” Trevon asked, his voice cracking. It was enough to defuse the tension. “I’ll find you a shirt and maybe some sweatpants.”

“That works,” I said with a nod. “Do you have a towel?”

Trevon stepped past me and grabbed a towel from the hall closet right outside of his room. I took it and stared into his eyes a moment longer before making my way to the shower.

Hot water ran over my body, drenching me. Washing away the previous day. My night of being an escort who went on a failed date. Part of me was upset with Paul for abandoning me in my moment of need, but maybe it had been for the best.

Trevon seemed much more likely to protect me than Paul, especially if things got dark, which was always a possibility with Jody.

I washed myself and stepped out a few minutes later. Trevon had a plain t-shirt and sweatpants for me. I put those on and twisted my hair into a bun, eager to meet Trevon’s detective cousin.
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Trevon opened his car door for me and held out his hand. I took it as I stepped out of the car.

“Clyde knows you, so I don’t know how much you want to tell him, but I can call you Sherri. Or Ursula.”

I stared at Trevon as we stood outside of the car, unsure of what to do.

“Can we trust him?”

“Yeah, but he might not believe you.”

“How well does he know me? Sherri…”

“Not that well. You two only met in passing once, and I talked about you a little when we were hanging out.”

“Okay. I’ll be Sherri, but you can’t forget that I’m Ursula.”

“I won’t. I couldn’t.”

I held out my hand. Trevon laced his fingers with mine, and we walked toward the doors of the police station, where Detective Clyde was waiting.

***

Ursula

My hands shook as we sat in Detective Clyde’s office. I never had any issues with the police, but I feared them with my life. All that time working for Jody kept me afraid, but now I needed their help to take her down.

Detective Clyde asked some rough questions about Jody and my relationship with her and about what they might find in the house. He seemed skeptical about everything when I thought he would jump at the chance to catch Jody.

Clyde paced his office, not looking at me or Trevon. He rubbed his chin. I worried he would dismiss us and leave me without options.

I would have to flee the country and assume a new identity. Learn a new language. Maybe I could serve cocktails on the beach in Mexico if my Spanish got good enough.

“This is what we’re going to do,” Clyde finally said. I about died from anxiety during his silence.

“What?” I asked.

“We have to move quickly, and there can’t be many of us. Jody has eyes and ears all around her house.”

He wasn’t wrong. “Can’t we take her?”

“I need you to pull her outside and get her to do something bad enough to warrant an arrest.”

“Like attack me?” I asked in a shaken voice, glancing over at Trevon by my side.

“Yes,” he said. “Unfortunately, that’s our best bet. We can’t storm her house without risking losing everything we’ve built against her. We need her to get her hands dirty.”

I was nervous, but nothing was riskier than staying as Jody’s pet. If I could put her behind bars, I could finally live my life, even if I had to live it as Ursula.

“I’ll do it, but I’m going to need a new outfit and some help. Do you mind if I make a phone call?”

“As long as you do it right here,” Clyde said and turned the phone on his desk toward me.

I pulled out my phone to search for Paul’s number. I explained how he’d been my date the night before and that we would need him to drop me off at Jody’s if we didn’t want to arouse suspicion. Clyde agreed.

My heart raced as the call on speakerphone filled the air.

“Hello, Dr. Hall speaking.”

“Paul, it’s me Sherri. I’m at the police station with a friend and Detective Clyde. We’re going to need your help.”

There was a long moment of silence before Detective Clyde spoke.

“Look, Dr. Hall, all you need to do is pull up to the house, and Sherri will do the rest. Can you do that to help us catch a most-wanted criminal?”

“Yes,” Paul said in a dry voice. “What time do you need me?”

“I need to make some arrangements, but let’s say three hours.”

“Tell me where to go, and I’ll be there.”

“Thank you, Dr. Hall. I’ll have someone send you the details,” Clyde said and ended the call.

He turned to Trevon and me. “You two had better do some shopping. If Jody asks why you’re wearing a different dress than last night, tell her Dr. Hall bought it.”

I agreed to Clyde’s plan, and then Trevon and I were out the door. He took me to an outlet mall not far from the police station. We were both tense and jumpy as we looked through the clothes to find me something to wear.
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I was wearing a short red dress with matching heels and fake gold jewelry. We’d found everything at the outlet mall, and I had to admit that I looked cute when I saw myself in the mirror, but I was a nervous wreck. There was no telling how Jody would act when I confronted her.

“Thank you for driving me,” I said and placed my hand on Paul’s thigh. I squeezed it as my body filled with nerves. “I’m sorry Jody entered your life.”

“It’s not your fault,” Paul said with a heavy voice. “I’m sorry for injecting you with that syringe.”

“Most people would have done what you did. You were only protecting your children.”

Paul nodded, and I moved closer to kiss him on the cheek. “Would you mind getting out to open the door for me? We don’t want Jody getting suspicious.”

“Yeah,” Paul said and grabbed my hand as he looked into my eyes. “Good luck with this. I’m sorry you have to do it alone.”

I had no more words to say. I could barely keep it together as it was, so I closed my eyes and released Paul’s hands. He got out of the car and went over to my side to open the door. He gave me a knowing look as I took his hand and stepped out of the car.

“Thanks for buying me this cute dress,” I said in a bubbly voice. “See you next time, handsome.”

I winked at Paul and switched as I walked up the path. Paul got in his car and drove away. I didn’t glance over my shoulder as I climbed the steps to the front porch. I went over to the chair and sat down, pulling out my phone.

Jody almost never came outside, but I had a feeling she would if I sat there long enough, and my feeling was right. Jody opened the door after a few minutes. I prayed the cops were watching, ready to strike.

“That’s not the dress you were wearing last night,” Jody said as she stepped onto the porch, looking around to check out the scene on the street.

“Dennis bought it for me,” I said. “He just dropped me off.”

“Oh, so you two went all the way?”

“I don’t fuck and tell, but you know.” I laughed, doing my best to act light and breezy, like I’d accepted the fact that Jody owned me and would own me forever.

Jody walked over to the chair next to me, still looking suspicious as she took a seat. She said nothing as she stared out at the street, like she was looking into every window of every car. It took a minute before she turned to me, and I didn’t even notice her take out the gun.

It wasn’t the first time she pressed a gun against my skin, but it felt different this time, like she didn’t care if I died now.

“I know you’re fucking lying to me, Andre, so if you want to live, I suggest you tell me what the fuck is going on.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said in a breath. It was the strongest voice I could muster.

Jody chuckled and pulled back the gun a bit, but I could see my life flashing before my eyes. She had that crazy look. That look that could shake me awake from a slumber. I didn’t want to end up in a coffin, but maybe it’d always been my destiny. At least the cops were watching and could cart Jody off to jail for killing me.

“You don’t know what I’m talking about?” Jody asked.

“No,” I said and shook my head. “I don’t.”

Jody twisted her wrist as she held the gun, staring at me like a crazy woman, but a calm washed over me as she did. The only reason she was acting like this was because she feared me. She knew I didn’t want to support her. She knew I wanted to be free, so she would always be suspicious.

“That wasn’t Dennis who dropped you off, so unless you want to die, I suggest you start talking.”

“Fine,” I said and shrugged. “It wasn’t Dennis. It was Paul Hall.”

“Why in the world was he dropping you off? Are you two up to something? I will fucking kill you, Andre. You think I give a fuck about that body you’re in?”

“I know you don’t,” I said with a shrug. “So, kill me. You’d be doing me a favor. You already took everything I had.”

“Look, Andre. I don’t know how many times I have to tell you, but I deserve everything I’m taking from you. You can pretend like I don’t, but we both know I do, but if you’re trying to cross me, I will put a fucking bullet in your head.”

“Then do it!” I launched myself at Jody, knowing I was risking my life, but I no longer cared. If I didn’t act, she would forever have a hold over me, and I would rather die than have that happen.

I scratched Jody’s face. She screamed, and that was when the gun went off. Twice. Two bullets right through my arm. I’d never felt a pain so intense and blinding, but I couldn’t stop.

I punched Jody and knocked the gun out of her hand. I was sitting on top of her. She struggled to move, thrashing beneath me, but I wouldn’t let her rise. I slapped her, and she grabbed my boob. She squeezed it before moving her fingers to my fresh bullet wounds, and I’d never felt anything as excruciating as when she pushed her finger into the bloody hole.

“You fucking bitch!” I screamed.

We scratched and slapped and punched each other until Detective Clyde came up behind me and pulled me off Jody’s body.

“You did good,” he whispered into my ear. “We’ll take it from here.”

“I’m going to kill you, Andre!” Jody said and pointed at me. “Don’t think I can’t reach you from jail!”

“Andre?” Clyde asked me with an arched brow.

“It’s a long story,” I said just as Sherri stepped onto the porch in my old body. She left the door open, which gave a cop a chance to slip inside. Jody yelled at him to stop, but the cop didn’t listen. Another cop came up to clean my wounds and bandage them. A swarm of officers had appeared out of thin air.

“I have rights!” Jody hollered as Clyde cuffed her. “I want to speak to my lawyer! Stop going through my house!”

“The door was open, so we can say you invited us inside.”

“Wait, you’re Andre Diehl!” One cop said and pointed at Sherri.

Jody dropped her head and folded her lips, but the anger in her eyes was undeniable. There were cops going in and out of her house. From what I could see, they’d already found a huge bag of narcotics, and there was a lot more buried throughout the house. Jody’s castle had finally crumbled, and I’d honestly never felt better in my life.

“Clyde, can we talk?”

“Watch her,” Clyde said to a cop and pointed at Jody. “If she gets away, you’ll be fired. No questions.”

The cop paled but nodded, accepting Clyde’s orders. We walked off the front porch until we were out of earshot from the other cops. I told him the entire story as quickly as I could, from growing up with Jody as Andre until I woke up in Sherri’s body.

“So, that’s really Sherri?”

“Yeah, she’s Jodi’s accomplice.”

“Shit, I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “There’s not much I can do, but I will rest more easily knowing that Jody is behind bars.”

“I should probably keep this a secret, though. We wouldn’t want everyone knowing that you two were switched.”

“Yeah, it could lead to a national panic.”

“Fuck, okay. Give me a second. I’m going to make some phone calls, but those two are definitely going to jail.”

“Thank you, Clyde.”

“You’re the one who deserves all the thanks. Bringing Jody in will make a lot of people safer.”

“I hope so,” I said.

Clyde stopped talking and looked over my shoulder. Trevon was standing behind me. I turned toward him and said hello.

“Hey,” he said.

“Trevon, why don’t you take Sherri to see a doctor?” Clyde said.

“It’s Ursula,” I corrected.
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The next few days were a whirlwind. People from the FBI came. Dr. Hall was questioned along with Trevon and me. They’d made up a story for the press that I, Andre Diehl, the famous baseball player was secretly working with the evil woman who’d raised me.

My former name had been tarnished overnight, but it wasn’t the worst thing to happen. Jody was about to get the heavy hand of the law slapped on her, and I would forever be free from her evil ways. I could breathe easily in my new life as Ursula, especially with Trevon by my side.

He was so supportive throughout everything while the FBI questioned us and told us how we were to live our new lives. They gave me millions to stay quiet, and they gave everyone else involved a decent sum as well. Paul would have to testify. It would be an ordeal, but I was ready for whatever came my way.

“How are you feeling?” Trevon asked me as he brushed his thumb over my bandage.

We were sitting at a table on the patio of a café. It was the weekend, so he didn’t have to work at the school. My arm was still healing from the gunshot wounds, but it was getting a lot better.

“Happy that I’m with you.”

“I’m so glad all the craziness is finally calming down.”

“At least until Jody goes to trial.”

“They have mountains of evidence against her.”

“Yeah, but she’s a clever woman.”

“Let’s not think about her,” Trevon said. “I got you something.”

I squealed as Trevon pulled a gift out from behind his back. He set it on the table. I smiled at him as I grabbed the bag to tilt it toward me. There was a small box buried beneath all the tissue. I beamed as I pulled it out.

“What is this?” I asked.

“You’ve been through so much, so I wanted to get you something special.”

I touched a hand to my chest and leaned over to kiss Trevon before I sat back and held out the box, excited and nervous at the same time. I flipped open the lid, overjoyed to find a beautiful necklace with a ruby and diamond pendant.

“It’s lovely,” I said.

“It’s not too much?”

I shook my head gently. “Not in the slightest. Will you help me put it on?”

Trevon took the necklace as I turned my back to him, and he hooked it around my neck. I touched the pendant as I turned to look into his eyes, feeling like I’d gotten so lucky to meet this man who was gentle, intelligent, and caring.

Sherri missed out by trusting Jody, and now she was rotting in jail, and I was the one with millions in the bank and a chance to start anew.

Trevon and I still hadn’t made love, but the necklace and his handsome smile were making me feel a certain type of way.

“Why don’t we head back to your place?” I asked in a seductive voice.

Trevon seemed to know what I was saying between the lines as a goofy smile crossed his face.

“Okay! I’ll get the check!”
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Trevon cupped the side of my face as we sat on our knees in the middle of the living room. We were home from lunch and hornier than ever, and honestly, we’d waited long enough.

“I love you, Ursula.” Trevon stared into my eyes when he spoke. One hand on my side and the other on my face. “I’m so sorry about everything you’ve gone through.”

“I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you,” I said and placed my hand over Trevon’s. “You mean the world to me.”

“You can always count on me,” Trevon said.

I poured love onto my man as I stared at Trevon. My savior. The one I planned to love for as long as I could.

Trevon slowly closed his eyes and closed the distance between us, placing his lips against mine. I moaned into his mouth as our kiss deepened and he glided his hands down my body until they were firmly on my ass. I walked closer to him on my knees until my breasts were pushing up against his muscular chest.

Trevon pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. He unzipped my dress next, breaking the kiss long enough to pull the fabric over my shoulders and down my body.

“Take me, baby.”

“Yeah?”

“Please,” I begged.

Trevon moved me to my back. He kissed my lips and slowly moved them down my body until he was at the waistline of my panties. My body burned for his touch. My pussy throbbed, blinding me with desire.

Trevon pushed his hand up against my clad panties. I gasped as Trevon massaged my womanhood with his gentle touch.

“Fuck, you’re so wet.”

“Wet for you, baby.”

“You’re so beautiful, Ursula. I’m so happy you came into my life,” Trevon said as he fingered my pussy lips through the panties.

I’d never felt anything so wonderful. So intoxicating. My back arched as I gasped, my body aching for Trevon’s dick. I’d felt it but had yet to see it and couldn’t wait a second longer.

I rolled over to escape Trevon’s touch and launched myself at him. I unbuttoned his jeans and yanked them down with his underwear, revealing his long, thick manhood. It was uncut and dripping at the tip, slightly hard and growing harder as I stared at it.

“Fuck, girl. Be gentle.”

“I can’t. I’m sorry,” I said as I wrapped my hand around Trevon’s thick meat and pumped his dick. “I need this dick.”

“It’s yours, Ursula.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, baby. That’s your dick and nobody else’s.”

I moaned as I bent over to wrap my lips around his shaft. I got it wet with my mouth as I bobbed along his rod, pulling up every few seconds to spit on his dick like a sloppy slut. He moaned and gasped as I worked his dick, but he loved it. He couldn’t take his eyes off me.

Trevon lifted himself and pushed me to my back after a few minutes of getting his dick sucked. He unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side, and I didn’t bother covering my breasts. I loved them and loved how Trevon stared at them.

He kissed my nipple and sucked on it before moving his lips to my pussy. He pressed his mouth against my soaked panties, and I gasped. My head bent back, and I could see the stars, but I loved it. I wrapped my legs around Trevon as he tongued my pussy through the panties.

“Take them off,” I begged.

Trevon yanked my panties down my legs and put his mouth right back where it was, and all I could feel was his tongue sliding over my pussy. I could feel it in every nerve ending, and I’d never felt anything as wonderful. Not even when I was a man.

“Fuck me before I cum!” I hollered when the pleasure became too intense.

Trevon lifted his mouth. He kissed me. I could smell myself on his lips, but I didn’t hate it, and I couldn’t think of anything when Trevon shoved his dick into my pussy, taking me completely by surprise.

He broke the kiss as I screamed, his dick filling me to the brim. My pussy juices were gushing all over him as my hole stretched to accommodate his thickness.

“Damn, girl! You’re so tight!”

“Fuck me, baby.” My voice was high. Broken. I couldn’t see clearly, but I loved having Trevon inside of me. I loved feeling his dick spread my pussy lips. “I’m so close to cumming! Fuck!”

Trevon kissed me as he hooked his arms under my shoulders, thrusting lightly with the top half of his dick. I’d never felt something that hurt yet brought bliss at the same time. I screamed as the pleasure rushed to a boiling point.

“Let it out, girl!”

“I fucking love you and love this dick!”

“Yeah! Give me that pussy!”

I hollered as I forced more of Trevon’s dick into my hole, thrusting my hips slightly. He was stretching me to my limits, and I would only last a few seconds longer.

“Right there, Trevon! Fuck me right there!”

Trevon thrusted his hips as his dick was inside of me, and then it happened. Trevon sent me to the moon. I clawed his back as I came all over his dick. My pussy walls squeezed his manhood as I screamed and swam through the sea of stars clouding my mind.

Trevon pulled out a second later, leaving me breathless but entranced by the sight of his strong, naked body. He beat his dick until he was shooting loads of his thick, white cum all over me.

I moaned and twisted my body as he soiled me with his cum, and I couldn’t believe how much I loved it. How much I loved getting fucked and cumming as a woman. I was already thinking about the next time Trevon would slide his dick into me.

“That was incredible,” I said as Trevon lay by my side.

“You’re telling me.” He covered me with his arm.

I turned to him and entangled my body with his. I ran my finger down his firm chest, loving that this man’s naked body was for my eyes only. He was so beautiful, and he was mine.

I was feverishly, hopelessly, head-over-heels in love.
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“How’s your food?” I asked a table of diners.

They smiled at me and put up their thumbs. One had a touch of wing sauce on his cheek, but I wouldn’t say anything. They were watching the game.

“Everything is great. Thanks!”

I picked up an empty dish from their table and took it to the dish tank in the back. A server came up to ask me a question about where to find a mop. I told them and asked they not forget the wet-floor sign. I pulled out my phone and there was a message from Trevon.

Trevon: Just finished up at work. Stopping by for dinner and to watch the game.

Me: Can’t wait to see you. I’ll save you a booth.

Working as a manager at a sports bar certainly wasn’t what I had in mind when I woke up in a woman’s body, but it was actually a lot of fun helping guests and getting to watch every game I wanted while getting paid.

The guys loved me because I knew all the players and teams and could talk about sports all night, so a lot of them even left me tips in addition to what they gave the servers, but I wasn’t doing it for the money. I had millions. I mostly did it to get out of the house and be around people.

I spent the first few months after Jody’s arrest fearing life, but I decided to take back my life instead of sitting around the house all day feeling sorry for myself, and the sports bar opportunity kind of fell into my lap.

I’d come for a beer, talked to the store manager about sports, told him I knew computer programs, and he gave me a job running shifts on the spot. The store manager let me work a few days a week or more if he needed my help.

Trevon walked through the door a few minutes later. I waved and went up to him, beaming at the sight of my man. No couple was perfect, us included, but we were still going strong. I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else.

“Hey, baby.” Trevon put his hand on the small of my back and kissed me on the lips.

“Hey, how was work?”

“The kids were bad as usual, but it was fine.”

“Did you want a beer?”

“Sure, anything new?”

Trevon loved trying all the different beers we had on tap and almost never ordered the same one twice, but he definitely had his favorites. I loved how easygoing he was. How open he was to experiences and trying new things.

We traveled. We especially loved camping. There was nothing like fucking in the middle of the woods, but we also loved staying at hotels with pools in new cities. We would do whatever sounded fun at the time if we had the money, but all we really cared about was being together.

“There’s a fruit-forward ale you might like.”

“Sure, let me try it.”

“Do you want a burger?”

“Yeah, I’ll take the chipotle burger with fries.”

“I’ll bring it out,” I said and kissed Trevon. “Tell the server I have your order.”

“Is that my booth?” he asked and pointed to the empty one with a single glass of water.

“Yep, I’ll come say hi in a minute.”

“You’re the best,” Trevon said and walked over to the booth.

Hanging out with a boyfriend at work might seem boring to some, especially compared to the glitz and glam of my old life as a professional athlete, but I often felt like I’d hit the jackpot by waking up as a woman to a new life and fresh opportunities, stumbling into an existence with passion and happiness and people who loved me for me.
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CHASING DESTINY

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

I’ve always been a believer in love. When I was a young boy, I used to wrap a sheet around myself to pretend I was a blushing bride while my two older brothers played football in the backyard. I differed from my peers, but no matter what, I always believed in love.

I’m twenty-nine now and more pragmatic, but a part of me hopes the right man will walk into my life. I had the most amazing boyfriend five years ago. We enjoyed an amazing eighteen months before he broke my heart. It took me over a week to to leave bed after that breakup. I shake my head, extinguishing the troubling thoughts.

There is a plane ticket sitting on my vanity. I touch it and my passport. Norman Hayne broke my heart, but I can’t let his memory ruin my vacation. I’ve dreamed of going to Argentina for years. I’ve been to Colombia, Mexico, and Chile already, so Argentina is next on the list.

My long golden brown hair hangs over my shoulder. I’m wearing nothing but a bra and panties. Men whistle at me in the streets but scurry away when I mention the extension between my legs. I’m a woman. I’ve transitioned in permanent ways, and some may not find me ‘natural’, but I am who I am. I’m happy, healthy, and living my best life.

As I brush my hair, I can’t help but think of Norman. He’s always in the back of my mind. Norman was the best boyfriend I ever had. He loved my penis. He adored my breasts. Norman used to kiss every inch of my body and whisper about my beauty. Not a day passes when I don’t long for his soft lips against my skin. Not a day goes by that I don’t remember how my painted nails looked in his fiery red hair. His piercing blue eyes. Blonde eyebrows and lashes.

I clench my fists, forcing myself to forget Norman. If he loved me, he wouldn’t have done what he did. I rise from the vanity and change into a pair of yoga pants for the flight. I put on a loose shirt that cascades as though it were drifting through the air. I love how it hangs on my body.

There isn’t much time until I need to leave for the airport, so I double check my suitcase before zipping it shut. I look around the apartment. Since I live in a high-rise building in Chicago, there’s no need to leave a lamp on to prevent burglaries. I grab my bag, my passport, tickets, and turn the lights off.

As I wait outside the building lobby for my taxi to arrive, I picture myself on the beaches of Argentina. There are only two plane rides between me and vacation. I’m tired of Chicago’s icy, gray weather. I want sand between my toes and a book between my fingers. It’s summer in Argentina, and I can’t wait to feel the heat. Waves crashing against the shore. My taxi pulls up to the hotel. The woman driving puts my suitcase in the trunk after we argue over who should.

Chicago will always be my home. I could move anywhere in the world, and I would always miss the tall buildings along Lake Michigan. The museums. The restaurants. I haven’t taken the ‘L’ in years, but I would miss it cruising around above the streets; all those late nights taking it home after drinking with people I barely see anymore. Life moves slow some days, but it’s always speeding by.

I give the friendly woman a twenty when we arrive at the airport. She hugs me as though we’re friends. Her perfume smells of an older woman’s bathroom, but she has been adorable personality. She probably doesn’t have much sex. Innocent to the core. I wonder why she would ever choose to drive strangers around for a living. She waves as she pulls away, and I go inside to check in.

My first flight to Miami is bliss. There’s a cute cafe right in front of where we exit, so I stop there for lunch. The waiter is handsome. His skin is a light copper tone. He has styled hair and a clean face. His name is Lucas, according to his name tag. Our remarks are one-hundred percent professional. Zero personal exchanges. His bulging muscles must attract a lot of female attention. The white shirt tight around his juicy arms. I give him extra as a tip but still less than the innocent child-woman who drove me here.

I’m running to my second flight’s gate. I lost track of time and hear them announcing a last-boarding call when I get within earshot. Luckily, I’m not wearing heels, so I make it. I catch my breath as the gate agents wait for me to situate myself.

“You almost missed your flight,” one woman says.

“Lost track of time,” I say, holding out my ticket. When she realizes I’m flying business class, she changes her tone. She apologizes too many times. I fly in the front for the food and comfort (and because I have the money), but I hate when people act like it makes me more significant. “Don’t worry about it. I should have been paying closer attention to the time,” I said.

The woman doesn’t know how much Lucas’ arms had served as a distraction. It will be awhile before his sexiness fades from my memory.

I’m a mess as I try to maneuver my bag into the overhead compartment. The plane is packed, so everyone is watching me. Heat crawls up my neck as I struggle to lift my carry on. The fight attendant comes over and fixes the problem in seconds, leaving me hotter than an hour of lying in the summer sun.

The flight attendant winks. He strikes me as very gay as he waves his hand in the air and tells me not to worry about it. “Happens all the time.”

I turn, and the only thing worse than the embarrassment I just endured is staring me in the face. Norman. Hayne. NORMAN. HAYNE. I don’t let the curse words floating through my head slip as I take a seat next to the man who broke my heart. I’m not sure he even recognizes me. I look a lot different than I did five years ago. Now nobody knows I’m ‘not’ a woman now, whereas some could tell before.

I turn my head away from Norman, hiding my face. I can’t believe we are on the same flight. Sitting right next to one another! I keep my breath even, but my heart is racing. I feel like someone just gave me a restaurant tab I couldn’t pay.

“Patricia?” My heart sinks. I don’t have time for this. How can I deal with Norman? How can this be happening? “Patricia, is that you? Sorry. You just look a lot like someone I know. My name is—”

“Norman,” I say. I turn to face Norman, his blue eyes cut into my soul. His dimple chin. The way his hair curls at the ends. I want to lean over the seat and kiss his thin, soft lips. All the pain I’ve endured for the past five years is replaced by the happiness I felt with Norman on our best days. Those first kisses. When he wrapped his lips around my dick. How he used to hold my breasts and fuck me from behind. Or how I would do the same to him.

He is…

Charming.

Seductive.

Tactile.

Norman laughs in disbelief. “What? That’s insane. Patricia! How are you?”

I want to tell Norman I miss him. My passion is burning as it did five years ago, but then I remember. Pain masks the joy, drowning it in sorrow. I can’t drop my guards. Norman hurt me. Betrayed me. He has to stay in the past where he belongs. “Fine,” I say. I grab a magazine from the seat pocket and open it without asking Norman how he’s doing. I act like it’s perfectly normal, even probable that’d we’d be sitting next to each other on a painfully long flight.

Norman sighs and turns his attention to the window as the plane moves to a take-off position. I focus my attention on the magazine but can’t concentrate on the words. Norman’s cologne and my hard dick command my attention.

***

Norman has spent the past four hours staring out the window. He only turns his head when the flight attendant comes by with food or drinks. Sitting next to Patricia is as painful as the hole in his heart. He doesn’t expect Patricia to forgive him for his misdeeds, but he wants to talk to her. He hasn’t had the chance since she blocked all forms of contact five years ago.

Patricia crosses Norman’s mind every day. She has been the only woman to stimulate him mentally, emotionally, and sexually, but he threw it all away.

Norman relaxes when he hears Patricia’s breathing soften. He twists his head slowly to confirm she is sleeping before adjusting his body to face forward. Norman rubs his knuckles. He pushes a hand through his hair. Norman is a tech entrepreneur, so he doesn’t wear a suit and tie to work. He hates everything traditional. He loves the woman sitting by his side.

She has every right to hate him, but he wants to talk to her. He needs to clear the air. They parted on horrible terms.

Two more hours pass, but they still have two left until they land in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Patricia stirs, waking up from her nap. Norman hasn’t slept a second. He can’t. Not with all the thoughts running through his mind. He doesn’t speak right away and looks out the window to calm his nerves. He senses Patricia watching his every movement; waiting for him to mess up.

“Patricia,” he says after the flight attendant drops off wine and cheese plates. Norman is drinking red. Patricia has white.

“Norman, leave me alone.”

“I messed up. I’m not asking for forgiveness. We will both regret it if we don’t talk. What are the chances we end up on a flight together?” Norman rubs his hands along his thighs, looking out to the fluffy clouds that stretch into the horizon. Patrica’s voice in his ears is like butter on broccoli. Her hair smells of shampoo as she lets it down from a bun. Maybe she’s teasing him. Maybe she’s giving herself time. The smell of her shampoo takes Norman back to the times he rubbed her body with soap in her shower. When they cuddled in her bed afterward.

Patricia turns to Norman. Her hazel eyes take Norman by surprise. “What could we possibly say to each other, Norman? I just want to get off the plane and enjoy my vacation.”

“We can talk about what you’ll do. I’m going to Argentina to meet with some potential business partners. There is a lot of opportunity in their market, and I’m thinking about expanding.”

“Perfect. More money for the asshole,” she says. Norman swallows a taste of his red wine. Patricia’s hurting.

“I’m sorry for what happened between us.”

“Right, Norman. You can’t just expect me to forget how you left for another woman,” she says.

Norman swallows the rest of his wine in one gulp. He was waiting for Patricia to bring up Lucy. Norman has a type. He loves trans women with surprise packages. It’s the best of both worlds to him. He loves sucking dick, getting fucked by dick, and fucking a chick’s ass. Breasts drive him wild. Five years ago, Patricia didn’t look how she does now, and Norman feels like the biggest asshole in the world for leaving Patricia behind while she was finishing her transition.

Norman hasn’t talked to Lucy in years. She is a trans woman with her penis. Lots of trans people are desperate to change every part of their body, but there are many others who prefer to keep their original parts. Patricia always said she would keep her penis. Norman can’t help but wonder if that has remained true.

Patricia is hotter now than Lucy was five years ago. She is the sexiest woman he’s ever seen, and Norman wants to taste every inch of her body.

“Lucy means nothing. Leaving you was the biggest mistake I’ve ever made,” says Norman.

Patricia wipes her eyes, sipping her wine. She doesn’t meet Norman’s gaze. “You destroyed me, Norman. I didn’t leave my bed for over a week after you dumped me to chase after Lucy,” she says. Patricia turns to Norman. Her eyes are red. “I hate that you’re here! I hate that my vacation is starting like this! This is a nightmare for me, Norman.”

“What can I do?”

“Leave me alone until we get off this flight.”

“Why are you going to Argentina, Patricia?”

“I need time away,” she says. “If you care about me, Norman, you’ll act like I’m a stranger. If I’m lucky, I’ll never see you again once we get off this plane.”

Norman takes a deep breath. She deserves his silence, so he nods and turns his head to the window. When the flight attendant comes by, he asks for another wine.

The hours pass, and they are landing in Argentina. Norman watches from the corner of his eye as Patricia fumbles with papers. It’s a reservation for a hotel in Pinamar. The beach. Norman takes in a sharp breath, and Patricia hides the paper before he can read the name of the hotel. He only sees the city.

But that is enough.

They land safely in Buenos Aires. Norman waits for Patricia and everyone else to exit the plane before he stands from his seat. She smiles like she appreciates the gesture. Norman hopes she will appreciate what’s coming her way. Norman steps off the plane and calls his friend.

“Norman, what’s up?”

“I need some information. A friend of mine is staying in Pinamar, and I need to know where.”

“Um, are you going to kill them?”

“It’s my ex-girlfriend, Patricia. We’re meant to be together. She just doesn’t know it yet.”

“Norman, this isn’t right. You shouldn’t—”

“I’ll send you a thousand dollars the moment you find the information. You want the money or not, Danny?”

Danny grunts, “fine. Wire me five hundred first, and I’ll call you back the second I get it.”

“Deal,” Norman says and hangs up. He grabs a taxi and wires the money on the way to his hotel in Buenos Aires.


CHAPTER TWO

I sit on the beach, soaking in the sun. Chicago’s winter is a distant memory as I enjoy Argentinian morning air.

No pain I’ve experienced compares to how I felt when Norman replaced me with Lucy. She had come from nowhere, like a hailstorm on a luminous day. Their relationship dented my soul in permanent ways. I wish I could forget, but getting over Norman strengthened me. It made me tougher, more resilient to love’s torment.

I stand, digging my toes in the sand as I stretch my arms above my head. Learning yoga and meditation helped me through the breakup. I do a few poses. There aren’t many people on the beach. Few cars drive on the roads. The waves sound delicious as they crash against the shore.

I exhale, open my eyes, and walk to a restaurant along the beach. There’s an empty seat with ocean views. A gay couple holds hands as they stare out to the sparkling water. When they look my way, I nod in recognition before blocking myself with the menu. One of the men looks a bit like the waiter I had at the airport. When I put down the menu, they aren’t paying me any attention. Why would they? To them, I’m just another woman. A waitress comes to take my order of fruit and coffee.

Norman used to make my dick hard just by whispering my name. When he touched my naked body with his lips, I would have to focus to hold my cum. I loved sucking his dick on my knees while he sat in a chair with his hands behind his head. His reddish body hair turned me on. His cock was thick and always hit the back of my throat. I used to love how he held my head while he came, but those days are over.

When Norman left me for Lucy, he broke all the trust I had. He destroyed my desire to submit to him. To fuck him when he wanted. The love I held turned bitter like coffee grounds.

As I’m staring at the ocean, the waitress returns with my breakfast. The gay men sitting near me wish me a good meal. I thank them, but Norman is suffocating my thoughts. Images of his naked body. Veins running along his muscles. The v-cut framing his waist. He used to murmur the dirtiest things in my ear when he fucked me from behind, his body heavy on my back. My hole clenches as I sit straighter. I want his dick. I want him.

The gay couple leaves. I ask for my bill. The fruit is delicious, but I can’t finish more than a quarter of it. Men check me out as I walk back to the hotel, but their flirtatious eyes mean nothing. I had been so excited to come to Argentina and let go of my inhibitions, but Norman’s presence on my flight threw off everything.

In my hotel room, I meditate. All the pain I had locked away has come back to the surface, but I will not let it ruin my vacation. I spend over an hour with my thoughts to expel their poisonous nature. After a few hours collecting myself, I go back out to the city and shop at the markets. I talk with a couple guys who tell me about a party I won’t attend, but flirting is fun.

By the end of my first day in Pinamar, I’m feeling lighter. Norman is doing whatever he can to make money in Buenos Aires, and there’s no sense wasting my time thinking about him. I find a bar on the beach and enjoy an early drink while watching the gorgeous waves and rising moon.


CHAPTER THREE

Norman hangs up his cell phone after going back and forth with the airline about the price to change his flight. He has to stay in Argentina. He has to find Patricia in Pinamar, hoping he isn’t too late since the business deal took three days.

His friend Danny sent Patricia’s hotel information, so Norman knows where to find her. He feels like a stalker but is desperate for another chance with Patricia. Another opportunity to hold her and have her hold him.

Norman hails a taxi from his hotel to the bus station. He has fifteen minutes before the bus leaves the station for Pinamar. Patricia is at the forefront of his mind.

When Norman saw Patricia trying to secure her bag in the overhead compartment, Norman thought he was seeing a ghost. The version of Patricia he always knew she would become. He was the biggest asshole in the world for leaving Patricia, but the situation wasn’t as black-and-white as it seems.

Five years ago, Norman and Patricia were always fighting. Norman tried loving her the best he could, but she struggled to love herself. Patricia was always in a state. She was never satisfied with her femininity. She ranted for hours upon hours about how she could look better. Norman thought she was beautiful. He hasn’t forgiven himself for cheating, but it was hard to date Patricia when she was constantly sad and bitchy.

Norman met Lucy Hardy, the biggest mistake of his life, after a massive fight with Patricia. She exuded confidence while Patricia lacked it. He had been at a tech conference in Chicago. She was speaking about working in the tech field as an opening trans woman. Norman stopped and listened. They made dangerous eye contact as she spoke. Lucy had captivated his attention, and Patricia was the last thing on his mind.

He ended up at Lucy’s hotel room later that day. They got a drink after walking around the conference together, and one thing led to another. Their connection had been magic, as sparks of a new romance often are.

One week.

That was all the time it took to destroy the relationship Patricia and Norman had built. Norman didn’t care at the time. He hadn’t yet realized how cancerous his relationship with Lucy was. A moment of joy has the potential to cause years of agony.

Norman boards the bus, happy for a distraction from his memories as all the passengers settle. The reprieve doesn’t last long. Norman finds himself bored by the time they reach the countryside. The Argentinian land is gorgeous but repetitive.

Lucy spent a month in Chicago. They had four blissful weeks together before Lucy decided she felt trapped in her rental. She was a woman of the world. Norman found himself heartbroken and desperate for Patricia, but she refused to answer his calls. She had blocked him however she could. He made a new email address just to contact Patricia, but she never replied.

Norman checks the time. He has a while to wait on the bus, so he closes his eyes. Lucy and Patricia appear in his dreams. They are competing in a fashion show or beauty contest. Both of the women are on a stage of some sort. Norman can’t make out the peripherals. He only sees Lucy and Patricia in extravagant dresses.

In the beginning, they model. They’re talking about how they are better than each other after the runway show. Lucy and Patricia look beautiful. Halos of light dance around their smiling faces. Norman sees the freckles on his arm as it reaches out to touch them, but then they change to monsters.

What an asshole!

Evil!

Vile!

The women turn to each other and rip off their dresses. Patricia wraps her arm around Lucy’s waist. Lucy sticks her tongue into Patricia’s mouth. A fire burns around them. They’re monsters, yet they’re goddesses. Their heads are like dragons, but their bodies are heavenly.

Norman feels himself stirring but forces himself to stay asleep. He needs to see where the dream goes.

Patricia and Lucy are naked. Their bodies transform. Their gorgeous dicks turn into snakes. Norman sees himself in a fetal position beneath the women. Their snake dicks race towards Norman’s cowering, nude body.

Norman opens his eyes before the snake dicks bite him. He shakes his head as his vision takes focus. The countryside is rolling by, but the older woman sitting next to him narrows her eyes. She sighs. Norman ignores her, and she opens a magazine.

They arrive to Pinamar after the four-hour bus ride. Norman is staying in a house across from Patricia’s boutique hotel. Norman needs to rest and shower before he finds Patricia, so he grabs a snack on the way to his rental home. An Argentinian man around Norman’s age gives him the keys and shows him around the house before disappearing.

Norman can hear the ocean with the windows open. He makes green tea and a plan to win back Patricia.


CHAPTER FOUR

I smile as a handsome man turns his head to watch me sitting on a bench. I wave at him, but he doesn’t stop. He probably has a girlfriend but checks out women when he’s alone.

A few other men make eye contact as they pass. Their attention warms me. My mind isn’t as unsteady as yesterday. I’ve already done my exercises for the day. I must enjoy this vacation and keep Norman in the past where he belongs.

When checking out men walking along the sidewalk becomes boring, I stand and head to the beach. Pinamar has a gorgeous layout. The streets flow with ease, and the city looks amazing from the sky. It’s symmetry intrigued me before the trip, and walking through the carefully designed streets excites me. Chicago has more organization than some cities, but there’s room for improvement.

When I reach the beach, there are more people than yesterday. I pay little attention to the strangers as I walk along the shore. They can judge me if they want, but the sand under my feet relaxes me. The sound of the ocean reminds me how precious vacation is. How many people can’t travel as I can. Some have kids weighing them down. Others have aging parents. No money. The list goes on, but I have nothing stopping me from doing what I want.

Nothing at all.

Some days loneliness crushes me. I keep my head high when I work in my office, examining eyes, but nothing compares to what I shared with Norman. I’ve had men since. They showed me how special the relationship I had with Norman was. How comfortable I felt in his arms through the night. A man hasn’t spent the night at my house in over a year.

I notice horses in the distance. I’ve never ridden a horse, but it looks majestic. Their tails move in a hypnotic motion. I follow them for several beats until I notice a rider with red hair. I squint to focus. The breath leaves my body when I realize it is Norman. He must have followed me. He must have used one of his hacker friends to find me.

I shift to obscure my face. I don’t move too fast to avoid drawing attention. The walk from the water to the city is the longest of my life, but Norman never notices me. He’s laughing with the man riding next to him. I follow the horses from the street, careful to stay hidden behind the buildings with ocean views. When the group changes their direction to come back down the beach, I move deeper into the city before Norman catches me.

People walk past, but they are a blur. I’m no longer interested in handsome Argentinian men. I’ve spent the past five years ignoring Norman. Healing. I still have the heartfelt email saved Norman sent years ago from an unknown address. He hurt me too much to trust him again. I’ve guarded myself for five years, always hoping a man I connected with as much as Norman would fall into my life. None have.

I step into a restaurant several streets deep in the city. I breathe easier as the walls provide security. The chance of Norman discovering my location is slim, but us meeting on a flight was far more unlikely.

“Hey, it’s you!” I hear in Spanish. The two gay men from yesterday are drinking cocktails at the table near the bar. They’re wearing shorts and sleeveless shirts to showcase their muscular arms.

I force a smile. I don’t feel like a conversation but don’t want to act rude. “Hello! How are you two?”

They must notice my trepidation. Tension from the potential of Norman fighting his way into my life. The gay couple waves me over to their table, pulling out a chair for me to sit. I contemplate rejecting their offer but don’t. I’m too shaken. Maybe they can distract me from the ticking bomb riding a horse on the beach. I order an orange juice and bread when the waiter stops by our table. The gay couple watches.

“Where are you from?” one asks.

“The United States,” I say.

“Your Spanish sounds great,” the other compliments.

“Thank you. Where are you two from?”

The black boyfriend speaks first. “I’m from Northern Colombia. Close to Cartagena. My name is Roberto,” he says, putting out his hand. I shake it.

“Roberto is my sexy black boyfriend,” the other says. They chuckle as the tan one rubs Roberto’s arm. “My name is Ignacio. I’m from Chile. That’s where we met,” he says.

“Are you two on vacation?”

Ignacio nods. “Yes, we love Argentina. We go to Uruguay a lot too. Paraguay. Brazil. There are so many gorgeous places in South America.”

“But you two live in Chile?”

“Yeah, in Santiago,” says Roberto.

“Well, you two are a sexy couple,” I say. They are captivating together. They must get constant attention when they take off their shirts at the beach.

“Thanks,” says Ignacio. The waiter returns with my snack. My face falls to a frown as I recall seeing Norman on the beach. I want to touch him, but that would be a betrayal to myself. A step in the wrong direction. Ignacio interrupts my thoughts by touching my hand. I lift my eyes to meet his. “Girl, what’s wrong with you? You’ve looked so sad both times we’ve seen you.”

My thoughts in English leave my mouth in Spanish. I tell the couple about encountering Norman on the flight. How I just saw him on the beach. I make some errors as I speak, but they understand the message. They frown and call Norman an asshole.

“Why did you guys break up?” asks Roberto.

I tell the events how I remember them. How Lucy had popped up like a pimple in the morning. How Norman was swept away by her seductive powers. I even tell them I’m trans and how Norman prefers women like me. I tell them how Lucy was years ahead of me. She had all the money in the world to become who she wanted, while I had to choose between procedures and paying off student loan debt time after time.

“Wow,” says Ignacio. “You could have fooled me.”

“Thank you. That wasn’t the case five years ago. Norman left everything for a woman with more beauty and confidence,” I say. “I wish I could have been happier, but—”

“No! If he loved you, that asshole should have supported you,” says Roberto.

I shrug. There’s no use reliving what can’t be changed. Norman did what he did, and I’ve lived with it. I’ve meditated through it. I blocked Norman from my life and took all the right steps. Everything was going well until the flight from Miami to Buenos Aires.

Ignacio taps his lips. “I have an idea!”

“What?” asks Roberto. I lean forward, breaking off a piece of bread.

“Why don’t we act like Patricia’s dates? We could make that asshole Norman jealous.”

My ears open as I consider the offer. Ignacio and Roberto are sexy. Norman would die if he saw either of them on my arm. Carried away by a South American man. I am imagining potential scenarios when I remember Roberto and Ignacio are on vacation. They shouldn’t concern themselves with my drama, so I wave my hand in the air. “That’s a sweet offer, but you shouldn’t give up your vacation to help me.”

“I think it sounds fun,” says Roberto.

“I would love to make that bitch pay,” says Ignacio.

They both reach across the table to hold my hand. I nod, accepting their offer. I want to watch Norman squirm. Roberto and Ignacio throw out ideas for what we should do when he crosses our path. I show them a picture of Norman. If there’s one thing I know, it’s that Norman will find me since he’s come this far. He might have left me alone after I blocked and ignored him, but now that he has his sights on me anew, there is no stopping the man until I break his heart as he did mine.

***

Norman slides off his horse. He runs his hand through his red hair as he waits for the instructor to tether all the horses. The man Norman has been conversing with continues on about American football teams, but Norman is only thinking of Patricia. Where could she be? How can he find her?

The instructor takes Norman’s horse last, and then he says goodbye to the other American tourist without noting his number. Norman doesn’t need more friends. He needs the woman who completes him in ways no other can.

Norman walks through Pinamar, peeking inside the stores as he passes. He doesn’t see Patricia anywhere after an hour, so he stops for lunch at a bakery. They have a delicious sandwich. Norman doesn’t know what to do when he finishes eating, so he walks back to his rental.

Water running over Norman’s naked body. He jacks off and watches his cum swirl down the drain. He bangs his fist against the wall of grouted rocks. The orgasm does nothing to quell his frustrations. Norman turns off the shower and dries himself with a towel. He can’t lose this opportunity to find Patricia. He changes into a linen button-up shirt and shorts before stepping back outside.

Norman walks across the street and sits on a bench where he can see the entrance of Patricia’s hotel. He reads an ebook about business on his cell phone as he watches pedestrians. He hopes Patricia will appear right away, but she doesn’t. Fifteen minutes pass, and Norman can’t concentrate on the screen. He wants to call Danny and offer him buckets of money to trace Patricia’s exact location, but what’s the point? A sense of regret for coming to Pinamar to find Patricia whispers in Norman’s ear. He should leave her alone. If a woman acted how he was right now, he would never want her in his life. Stalking isn’t sexy.

Norman sighs and closes the reading app. He is searching for a new flight home. He doesn’t even care if he has to sit in economy. The sense of defeat and disappointment overwhelms Norman. He needs to escape. He needs his home. Norman is about to purchase another ticket when he notices Patricia walking his way. He stands to speak but realizes she isn’t alone.

Patricia is holding a muscular black man’s hand. Norman can’t make out what they’re saying, but they’re laughing. Patricia looks into the man’s eyes. Her smile… it’s relaxed. Effortless. She tilts her head to rest it on the man’s shoulder. He kisses the top of her forehead. It’s the hardest thing Norman has ever watched. Worse than the scariest of horror movies.

Moments pass as Norman wills Patricia to look his way. She is lost in conversation until they are only a few meters from Norman. Patricia finally notices Norman, but she doesn’t look surprised. She throws her hair over her shoulder. She says something in Spanish Norman can’t quite hear, but the look on the man’s face says it all. His scowl would send many running, but Norman has come too far.

The man releases Patricia’s hand and steps in front of her. He speaks in Spanish. Norman can hold simple conversations, but he isn’t as fluent as Patricia. “She doesn’t want you!” the man repeats when Norman didn’t hear him the first time.

Norman directs his words at Patricia, speaking in English. “Patricia. Can we talk, please?”

Patricia turns to the man Norman sees as a threat. “Walk me to the door? He’s as harmless as a fly.”

“He better be if he knows what’s good for him,” the man says while leering at Norman. Patricia tugs the man, and they walk to her hotel’s entrance. Norman’s mouth is agape as he stands paralyzed. Dumbstruck.

The man holds Patricia by the small of her back. She says something as she stares into his eyes. Patricia rubs her hand along his buzzed head. Norman squeezes his fists and exhales through flared nostrils. He wants to charge over to them and rip Patricia from the man’s arms but isn’t sure he could win a fight against the stranger. Norman works out, but his muscles aren’t nearly as big as Patricia’s friend.

They kiss. Innocent. Lips touching. No tongue.

Patricia turns and enters the hotel. The man shakes his head at Norman before disappearing down the sidewalk. Over a minute has passed, but Norman has to take his chance. He doesn’t think twice before running toward the hotel. A guard yells something at him when he enters, but Norman doesn’t pay attention. He sees Patricia standing by the elevator as he sprints, calling her name.

***

I hear Norman’s yelling. I don’t want to hear it. Roberto might be gay and have a boyfriend, but his touch was electric. His thick lips as soft as buttercream icing. A security guard runs behind Norman. The elevator door is open and waiting, but Norman is standing behind me struggling to communicate with the frustrated security guard.

“Patricia, tell him you know me,” says Norman.

I shrug, and the man yells at Norman. Norman raises his hands, sinking to his knees. He repeats the word ‘please’ so many times I sigh and turn to defuse the tension.

“Sir, this is my ex-boyfriend. He’s frustrated I won’t talk to him,” I tell the guard. He chuckles and looks at Norman with eyes of pity. The man shakes his head and goes back to guard the entrance.

Norman stands and brushes his shorts as though the guard had tackled him. I point to a sofa in the lobby. Norman follows me. We sit. The woman working behind the front desk glances at us for a second before returning her attention to the computer screen. I suck in air and pop my lips. “Norman,” I say. “Did you have one of your nerdy friends trace me? I could get an official restraining order with all that you’re doing.”

He’s still catching his breath but nods. “You’re right, Patricia. I’m being crazy. I was just about to book a ticket home when I saw you with that guy.”

“Roberto. Isn’t he sexy?”

Norman makes a low sound in the back of his throat. “Who cares. You just met him.”

“At least he has potential, unlike you. You’re like expired milk in the fridge; better placed in the garbage.”

“I deserve that,” says Norman. “I should leave.”

What does he want me to say? The fact he followed me to Pinamar is ludicrous. Mad. Pathetic.

Sexy.

Norman’s madness is also sexy. How he waited for me outside the hotel. He watched me touch a man with bigger muscles than him. I want Norman, but he has to believe I’m stronger than I am. He has to think I don’t want him. As I gaze at his bowed head, the fear I harbored vanished. I had spent the past five years growing and figuring myself out, but Norman had changed little. He still chases dollar signs and good times. A singular focus can blind a man.

“Why did you come here, Norman?”

“You were the best girlfriend I’ll ever have,” he says.

“What was I to you when you fucked Lucy the first time?”

“Leaving you—”

“Yeah, yeah. Norman, you can say you made this mistake or that one. You can apologize a million times, but it doesn’t matter. Now you’ve followed me to a hotel. To the place I wanted to vacation. You’re selfish and only care about yourself. If I wanted anything with you, I would have contacted you years ago,” I say.

“Is there any chance you can forgive me?”

I shake my head. When I used to imagine this conversation, I always thought I would cry, but there isn’t a tear in my eye. I feel empowered by denying Norman. He’s at my feet, begging. He’s handsome. Sexy as hell. But who would I be if I fell back in his arms? Who would I be if I did what he wanted?

“I’ve moved on, Norman. You were an amazing boyfriend… until you broke my heart.”

“It wasn’t worth it, Patricia. I’ve thought about you every day.”

“Whatever you had with Lucy was worth it when you left me. You cheated on me, Norman,” I say. I keep my voice as even as I can, but I have to end this conversation before my emotions get the best of me.

Norman places his elbows on his knees. He covers his face with his hands. I reach out to rub his back without thinking. Norman is hurting, and I want to touch him. Comfort him. I want to give him another chance, but my conscience demanded I made Norman at least work for his prize. “Patricia, give me a chance. Fate brought us together. Doesn’t that mean something?”

“How do I know you didn’t hack my plane ticket information and plan the whole thing?”

“I didn’t! I swear! You were right about me tracing you to this hotel. I acted like a weirdo sitting out on that bench, but my actions prove my love. They show how I feel, do they not?”

“Meet me outside tonight at seven fifteen. We can grab dinner,” I say.

“Perfect. I’ll be here waiting for you.”

I grunt and stand. Norman doesn’t move as I walk to the elevator. I don’t look back as I wait for the doors to open. When they separate, I toss my hair over my shoulder and step inside. I’ll need the entire afternoon to make sure I look better than Lucy ever could.


CHAPTER FIVE

Warm, salty air blows past Norman as he stands outside Patricia’s hotel. He asked to wait inside, but the guard wanted nothing to do with him. Norman won’t cause a scene before his second chance with Patricia, so he paces along the sidewalk. He wonders if it’s all a trap. He doesn’t want Patricia to make a fool of him. She’s ten minutes late. It’s seven twenty-five, and Norman worries she blew him off for that man he saw earlier.

Each second feels like twelve as Norman waits five more minutes. Just when Norman thinks about going back inside his rental to stop feeling like a buffoon on the street, Patricia appears in the hotel’s entrance. She is wearing a strapless minidress the color of champagne. It has holes on the side to expose her thin waist. She wears white pumps and silver jewelery. She’s tan from a few days at the beach. Her olive skin is perfection against the color of the fabric. Norman loves how the dress stops just below her ass, teasing him to no end.

Patricia waves, handing the guard a tip. She pats the man on his shoulder, and Norman watches the guard checking out Patricia as she walks away from the building. The guard couldn’t be any more obvious. Norman doesn’t blame him since Patricia looks better than melted chocolate over strawberries.

“Norman, sorry I’m late,” she says.

“Don’t worry about it. You look beautiful,” he says as he wraps his arms around her. She smells of bath soaps and perfume. Her makeup is light but brings out the best features of her face. Her hazel eyes. Her full lips. She’s about the same height as Norman in heels, but he wouldn’t care if she was half a foot taller than him. She is a prize he plans on winning by the end of the night. “Hungry?”

“We never decided on a restaurant,” she says.

“There’s a great place in the city with a rooftop. I asked the owner of the house I’m staying in where we should go, and he recommended it.”

“Perfect,” says Patricia. “My stomach has been growling for the past hour.”

Norman puts out his hand. Patricia raises her eyebrow at the gesture. Her second of hesitation is enough to make Norman question everything. The dynamic between them has changed. Norman feels stupid for thinking they could pick up where they left off five years ago. He moves his hand slightly, and Patricia takes it.

They walk down the sidewalk. Norman has butterflies. He feels like a teenager on a first date. How did it come to this? Norman always contemplated a second chance with Patricia but never thought he would get one. He had followed Patricia’s life, using social media accounts of his family and friends to check in at random points throughout the years. Each time he saw her profiles, she always looked happy, healthy, and sexier.

Patricia switches in her minidress. Her styled hair bounces on her shoulders. Norman wants to watch it bounce as he lifts her dress to fuck her from behind. It would take nothing to expose her tight hole.

“What did you do today?”

“After I had breakfast with Roberto and saw you, I went shopping. I thought this dress was a bit too sexy for your eyes but didn’t find anything I loved,” she says.

“I’m glad you wore that.”

“I bet you are.”

Norman’s heart melts when she winks. He wants to go back in time. Restart. Ignore Lucy when he had the chance. Patricia is a different person now than she was. Her confidence is through the roof as she strolls next to him. He feels it in the way she holds his hand. How she keeps her head high and back straight. She rocks her hips. Their conversation is light but laced with the history they share.

“The restaurant is around the corner,” Norman says.

“Lead the way.”

There are open tables on the rooftop. The waiter takes them to one with ocean views. The building isn’t beach front, but they are close enough to hear the waves crashing as the sky darkens.

“The sunset makes the most gorgeous colors in the sky. I love how the moon rises from the East too.”

“I’m happy we aren’t in Chicago’s freezing weather,” says Norman.

“Were you supposed to return by now?”

“Yeah, but I came here instead.”

“You couldn’t stay away, could you?”

“Are you angry with me for trying?”

Patricia doesn’t reply and opens her menu. She crosses her legs, blocking her face with the plastic-covered paper. Norman moves his hand to his crotch. He presses his thumb along the outline of his erection. His ab muscles tighten as he takes a deep breath. Patricia raises her hand in the air to call the server. “You know want you want?” she asks after getting the woman’s attention.

What Norman wants is below Patricia’s dress. It’s under her panties. He wants to release her tucked dick and take it in his mouth. She always keeps her area manicured and clean. He wants to taste the soap of her shower in his mouth as he sucks her shaft. Patricia is a tease in her minidress.

“Norman, order your food,” says Patricia. Norman didn’t realize the waitress had arrived at their table. Norman orders a salad and steak. Patricia requests a pasta dish. “Should we get bubbles too? A bottle?”

“Is this a celebration?”

“Perhaps,” she says.

“Whatever you want, Patricia. I’m buying,” he says.

Patricia tells the young woman they want a bottle of bubbles, and she disappears to fulfill their order. Norman ignores the erection pressing against his chinos. The table and low light hide his hardened member, but all he wishes to do is use it and Patricia’s womanly dick.

***

I resist the urge to kick off my pumps and lift my foot to Norman’s crotch under the table. I pretend like I don’t see him rubbing his member. The air is lovely on the rooftop. There aren’t many tables, and the place isn’t too busy. There are zero tourists besides Norman and me. I didn’t see this restaurant on any of the lists I found online. It must be a locals’ retreat.

Norman is adorable as he watches me across the table. A candle flickers between us. We don’t speak as the waitress opens our bottle of bubbles. She offers a taste, but I tell her to fill the glasses. Who am I to judge wine?

“Thank you,” I say to the young woman as she leaves. “Cheers.”

Norman lifts his glass and clinks it against mine. We stare at one another as we take a first sip. “How’s life for you in Chicago?”

“I own an ophthalmology practice now. You need work done on your eyes?”

“You know I have terrible eyesight,” he says.

“I used to love when you wore glasses. Those ones with big lenses and a thick black frame. They made you irresistible.”

“Really?” he asks.

“Absolutely. They enhanced the blue in your eyes,” I say. I used to suck Norman’s dick for ten, fifteen minutes taking peeks of his muscular body and handsome face. I used to make Norman wear his glasses when he sucked my dick too. He always thought I was silly but satisfied my desires.

“You look good in glasses too,” he says.

I don’t need glasses for most occasions. I have a pair for reading. Norman never requested I wear them in the bedroom, but it’s nice to hear a compliment. “How’s you life in Chicago?”

“Besides all the nights I spend missing you?”

I scoff. Yeah, right. Why in the world would I believe Norman spends his time missing me? It might be true, but words like those make me weak, and I have to stay strong. He can’t say a few sentences and expect to have the same woman he left. “Norman,” I say. My tone is enough of a warning.

“Everything outside of my romantic life is great,” says Norman. “My business is growing. I live in a nicer place than the one you knew. Can’t complain.”

“I moved too. Where are you in now?”

“Just south of Downtown. You?”

I tell him how I moved to a nicer condo in a building northwest of Downtown. Norman and I chat about happy moments from our past: architecture tours of Chicago, trips to the beaches in Michigan, or all the restaurants we enjoyed together. The server returns with our meals. We eat our food and sip the champagne. I don’t mention Lucy at all, even though she is on my mind. A part of me will always hate Norman for his betrayal, but can I not have fun with him in Argentina? Who says I have to continue a relationship when we return to Chicago?

“We had a lot of fun, didn’t we?”

“Yeah,” he says. Sadness peppers his voice. “We did. You want dessert?”

I want to feel my dick in your mouth or your sissy hole, but you ruined that, didn’t you? I don’t say the words and tell Norman I want a chocolate cake instead. He agrees. We feed each other spoonfuls of dessert and order espressos to wash down the chocolate and bubbles.

“You’re more handsome now than five years ago,” I say after the waitress brings our bill. Norman’s muscles are bigger, more defined. The age lines in his face give him a maturity I admire. When we first met, we had been in the better part of our twenties. Now, I’m about to turn thirty. He’s already thirty-two. Every time his birthday passed on the calendar, I had bittersweet memories of our relationship.

“I can’t believe how sexy you are. I was a fucking idiot to leave you.” Norman drops cash on the ticket. He tells the waitress he doesn’t need change. She smiles at the hefty tip. Norman turns his attention back to me when she disappears. “You in that dress tonight. It’s like staring at the sun. You’re blinding me.”

I chuckle. His joke is so stupid, but I love the way it leaves his lips. I run my focus along the outline of his lips, imaging my dick sliding between them. My thick cum dripping from his filled mouth. My hand tugging his red hair. I’ll blind him by spraying cum all over his face. Burning, crimson eyes.

“Let’s get out of here,” I say.

Norman stands and comes to my side of the table to pull out the chair. I fix my dress so nobody sees my goodies. Norman links his arm with mine. We walk like this down the steps and out to the street. We could have been anywhere in the world. Norman has spent so long by my side. Nobody else has felt right.

I hate Norman’s charm. I hate that he causes butterflies in my stomach after all the heartache Norman caused me. I thought I was strong enough to play Norman, but there’s a chance I’m falling back in love.

We amble to the beach and take off our shoes when we reach the sand. The sun has fallen. I love how I can only see the outline of waves. Their sound hasn’t diminished. They crash against the shore around the clock. Earth never stops.

“Have you been to Argentina before?” asks Norman. He puts out his hand. I don’t refuse it. Its warmth is comforting as we walk in the sand; chilly ocean breezes. Moonlight reflecting against the choppy waters.

“This is my first time. You?”

Norman shakes his head. “Argentina has been on my want-to-go-there list for years, but I never did anything about it until that company contacted me about a collaboration.”

“I’ve always planned on visiting,” I say. Norman rubs the back of my hand. My dick is pulsing beneath my panties. My dress is riding up my ass, but I do nothing to fix it. Part of me wants Norman to see my ass. Part of me wishes we had a blanket to make love on the moonlit beach. “I dreamed of meeting a hot guy and dancing tango.”

Norman’s hand tightens around mine. “Does that fantasy include anything after dancing?”

“I would hope so. Who doesn’t want to have a little fun on vacation?”

“You’re right. It’s just hard thinking about you with another man when I want you to myself.”

“Once upon a time you had me, Norman.”

He turns his attention to the ocean before whispering, “I know.”

“So which one of your friends tracked me? It’s pretty crazy you did that.”

“Crazy bad or good?”

“I guess we’ll have to see how things play out.”

“Danny traced you,” he says. I remember Danny. I saw him on the corner after a Cubs’ game two years ago. He waved. I pretended like I didn’t know him, which still haunts me. I hate when I act like a freak. Danny didn’t deserve my rudeness.

“Ah,” I say. “How’s Danny?”

“He’s good. Has a kid and a wife now. A job at a major corporation. He’s not the same guy he was five years ago.”

“But you are?”

Norman sighs. He runs his free hand through his hair. “I wish I could say I have grown, but part of me stopped living after our breakup.”

“You mean after your breakup with Lucy. You seemed fine when you broke the news you were leaving me for her. Chipper even. You delivered the news in the worst way possible.”

“That was the biggest mistake of my life, but you’re right. Lucy was more like a mirage. She masked the pain I was feeling… am feeling. There’s been a hole in my heart since I day I left you. It’s like I’ve been poisoning myself slowly. Nobody compares to your perfection,” Norman says and lifts my hand to his mouth. He plants his lips against my skin, and I’m ready to throw him to the ground.

Rip off his shirt.

Slam my hands against his firm chest.

Ride his dick without protection.

I miss everything we had, but I can’t fall into his lake of seductive words. “See me to my hotel?”

Norman nods, and we direct our course in the hotel’s direction. It doesn’t take long before we’re standing in front of the entrance. I adjust my dress when we release our hands. I rub my sweaty palm on my purse.

“Tonight was amazing,” says Norman. I stare into his blue eyes. The sky is dark, but the hotel casts light on our faces. Norman steps closer, wrapping his hand on my waist. His touch is driving me wild. I want to invite him to my room but resist.

“It was,” I say. Norman leans forward. He kisses me. Our tongues are warm. His breath smells like chocolate and the mint they gave us after the meal. I run my hand down his body. He moans into my mouth as I trace the outline of his erection with my fingers. I move my hand to his ass and squeeze. My dick is throbbing, but waiting sounds sexier than giving him the goodies tonight. I break our kiss and stand at an arm’s length. There’s a small, growing stain at the tip of his dick bleeding through his chinos. “I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“What time?” he asks.

“Ten? Let’s get breakfast. I’ll email you a restaurant name in the morning.”

“One more kiss,” Norman says, grabbing my hand after I turned my back to him. He holds my face in his hands as he plants a kiss on my lips.

“Bye, Norman.”

I swear I can see the words ‘I love you’ on his lips. But he says nothing as he watches me walk away.


CHAPTER SIX

Last night’s date with Norman was better than any I’ve had over the past five years. Finding a man with his balance of sexiness, passion, and attraction to every part of me is more difficult than finding any needle in whatever haystack. There are more weirdos in Chicago than I care to describe. I’ve dated plenty.

Norman’s charm is inescapable. He says no woman has compared to me, but I’m sure he’s had plenty of beauties. None of my trans girlfriends have dated him, but I know he has messaged some of them on the apps. I know there are many trans women I’ve never met in Chicago who have probably experienced Norman’s cut body. His yummy dick. I wouldn’t blame them.

I have to keep my guards up.

The morning sun in Pinamar is spectacular. We have Lake Michigan in Chicago, which looks like a sea, but there is something special about smelling the salty air circulate through my room.

I sit at the hotel’s vanity, blow drying and curling my hair. The more Norman wants me, the better he’ll behave. When we were younger, I was eager to have sex with him any chance I could. I would rip off his pants. Walk him to the shower. Eat his ass. Suck his dick. Spread my ass cheeks and hold them while he fucked me raw. Cum running down my legs. Cum in my hair or wherever else he wanted to unload. I stare at myself in the mirror as the images of our past flash through my mind.

After I finish my hair, I work on my makeup. Moisturizer first. I put on eye liner and mascara as my face dries. Foundation. Concealer. Bronzer. Since it’s still early in the morning, I use a clear lip gloss instead of a flashy lipstick. They make my lips pop without attracting too much attention. I spray a light setter so my makeup doesn’t melt from in the tropical sun. I pull my hair into a messy bun, using a clip. I adjust my curls so they look like spirals of water leaving a fountain.

I’m wearing my romper already. It’s yellow. I love wearing yellow after my skin tans. I would never wear this color in the dead of winter back home but can after a few days at the beach. I apply more lip gloss, roll my lips, and pop them.

I double check everything in the clutch purse I used last night. It matches today’s outfit just fine. I grab cash from an envelope in my suitcase, and I’m ready for the day. I check my phone for the time. It’s half past nine. A knock comes at the door two minutes later. I check myself in the mirror before running to the door.

Ignacio is standing on the other side. He’s the boyfriend from Chile with a tan like the waiter in Miami’s airport. “Ignacio! You made it!”

He leans down to kiss me on the cheek. He smells of pine and bergamot orange. Ignacio’s thinner than Roberto, but they both have hard bodies. I can’t help but picture them having sex, wondering who tops and who bottoms. Do they trade positions? I want to ask, but it’s really not my business. They’re helping me torment Norman, and that’s all I need.

“Where are we going for breakfast?” I ask Ignacio in Spanish.

“There’s a cute oceanfront restaurant I love for breakfast.”

“Lead the way. Is Roberto already there?”

“Not yet. I’ll text him after we surprise Norman. Our hotel is close to the restaurant.”

“Perfect. What’s it called?”

Ignacio tells me the name of the place we’re walking to, and I save a message to send Norman when we arrive. I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he sees me with another man. Ignacio and I look like a couple on a beach holiday. His cologne makes me want to do naughty things to him. I love a man who smells fresh.

We arrive at the restaurant, and Ignacio holds open the door. “You ready?”

I nod as I step through the entryway.

***

Patricia’s message appears on Norman’s screen. He clicks on the link for the restaurant. It isn’t a far walk from his rental. He has showered, applied deodorant, and sprayed a peppery cologne on his wrists and neck. Norman grabs his wallet and heads to the restaurant. The sun is fierce, but his linen clothing breaths well.

Norman takes a deep breath when he sees the restaurant on the horizon. Patricia must be waiting inside. Last night returns to Norman. Patricia’s finger tracing his dick. Her hand in his. Their lips pressed together. Norman misses how they used to trade blowjobs for hours, edging each other through the night. He misses sliding his fingers into Patricia’s loosened hole while stroking her dick. Norman especially loved to do that when she was still wearing a skirt.

After standing outside the restaurant for a couple minutes, Norman releases his doubts and walks inside.

Patricia is sitting with another man. A different man from yesterday. Norman wants to scream. Yell that she’s horrible to invite him to a restaurant when she’s with another man, but hadn’t he done the same to her when he broke the news about Lucy? It didn’t happen at a restaurant. It was a park. He was sitting on a blanket with Lucy when he introduced her to Patricia and broke her heart.

It’s the worse feeling in the world. This morning, Norman was eager for breakfast. He bought tickets for a sandboarding class. It starts in the afternoon. But now he just wants to curl up as a ball and lie in his bed. He loses his strength. He braces against the wall of the restaurant, and Patricia notices him.

“Norman! You made it!”

Instead of swallowing his pain and walking to the table, Norman darts outside. He screams. He runs toward the water, ripping the shirt from his body. Buttons fly into the sand. He throws his linen shirt to the ground after struggling to pull it from his body. Norman reaches the shore and drops to his knees. He yells, bends his head, and digs his fingers in the sand.

Patricia has the right to date whoever she wants, but Norman can’t stand it. He can’t tolerate the thought of other men with her. The men she must have had over the past five years. The ones she’s enjoying on this vacation. Norman throws sand to the waves. A sense of stupidity erupts within his being. That shirt he ruined wasn’t cheap.

Norman hears footsteps behind him, but he keeps his head bent. Water gathers around his knees, sinking him deeper into the sand each time it passes. “What was that?” he hears. It’s Patricia.

“I’ll go back to Buenos Aires and fly home. Enjoy your date,” he says.

“Hard to see me with someone else?”

“Yeah, but I deserve it. You should never forgive me for introducing Lucy to you like that. I’ll just have to live with this torment for the rest of my life.”

“Ignacio and Roberto are my friends, but it was fun watching your little episode. I’m not angry about the past, Norman, but I hope you learned something.”

“I did,” he says. Norman never wants to hurt Patricia again. To have a joyous love and lose it tortures the soul. Norman will remain loyal to Patricia for the rest of his life, if she gives him another chance.

“Would you like to join Ignacio, Roberto, and me for breakfast?”

Norman nods. Patricia puts out her hand and helps Norman to his feet. She wraps her arm over his shoulder. She’s carrying her shoes in her free hand, and Norman takes them from her to help. They pick up his shirt on the way back to the restaurant.

“Maybe I should run back to my room and change?”

“Good idea,” she says.

“I got us something,” he says on the last steps of their journey.

“What’s that?”

“Tickets to try sandboarding. How does that sound?”

“Sounds like I’ll break my ass, but I’d love to do it with you,” she says.

“Perfect. I’ll be back in a second,” says Norman, kissing Patricia on the cheek.

“Great. You’ll love Roberto and Ignacio.”

“Can’t wait to meet them. I’ll run,” Norman says and takes off jogging toward his rental. Patricia shakes her head as she watches his plump backside.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Norman and I are riding with a tour group to experience the sand dunes of Pinamar. Norman and I went back to my hotel room so I could change. I’m wearing a pink skirt, white blouse, and boots to maneuver better in the sand. We had a lovely breakfast where Roberto and Ignacio playfully threatened Norman. They warned him to never hurt me again, or they would find the most attractive South American man they could to replace him. I saved their contact information and promised to host them if they ever wanted to visit Chicago.

A tour guide is explaining safety precautions as we drive to the dunes while Norman distracts me with his hand on my thigh. I push his hand away, but it always finds its way back. I haven’t snowboarded, let alone sandboard.

“We have to pay attention,” I hiss. There are other English speakers on the bus, so our language isn’t a disguise. We’re the youngest members of the group, so hopefully we won’t be the worst sandboarders, but I have a feeling I’ll bust my ass.

Norman sits straight in the seat. I don’t interpret every word but give him the gist of what the tour guide says. He loves skiing and snowboarding, so he’ll probably do much better than me. He’s more worried about touching me than listening. If I weren’t terrified of breaking every bone in my body, I would touch him too.

The bus stops, and everyone exits. We have to hike up a steep dune. I’m so happy I have boots. Some others struggle, but Norman and I climb the sandy hill quickly.

“That’s a workout. No wonder our instructors are so fit,” I say. They both have trim bodies. I saw one wipe his forehead with the bottom of his shirt, exposing a chiseled set of abs. Not everyone in the group is fit, but they all make it to the top after a few minutes.

The wind is blowing like crazy, and I have to hold down my skirt. Norman keeps holding me but places his hand on my panties every time. I’m wearing a lacy white thong that exposes my manicured, hairless lady bits. My tucked dick hides my truth, but I’ll have to let it free if Norman keeps teasing me. “Stop it,” I say, slapping his hand.

“I can’t help myself,” he whispers into my ear before nibbling on the lobe.

My eyes close. A moan escapes my mouth. I elbow Norman, and he backs away. A couple from the group is staring at us. I smile innocently and turn my attention back to the instructor. He’s explaining how to strap into the boards and how to shift the body for control. It doesn’t sound too hard, but everything is easier said than done.

A few of the others in our group go before us. Some do well. Others fall. I’m nervous when the guide says it’s our turn. “You think we can do it?” I ask Norman in my bimbo voice.

He smacks my ass and says, “you’ll do great.”

I pull my skirt down as far as I can before I bend over to strap my boots onto the board. I hadn’t thought about how strong the wind would be when I put on this skirt. Everyone has probably seen my ass eight times by now. I didn’t wear tights or anything. My face is burning from embarrassment, but there’s nothing I can do but enjoy myself. Hopefully everyone in our group loves what they see.

Norman goes down the hill first. He excels, even doing a little trick as he turned at the end.

The guide helps me get started. When he pushes me, I’m racing down the hill. I yell as joy and fear fill me. My skirt flies up. I can’t hold the fabric. Norman is shouting things, but I’m too lost in the moment to hear him. I fall as I try to stop myself near the bottom. Bits of sand fly up my skirt and into my panties, but riding down that dune was amazing.

Everyone in the group lines up to go again. The second trip is as exhilarating as the first.

While we are waiting for others to ride down the hill after a third time, Norman and I can’t resist each other.

He places his right hand on my waist. I have my left hand in his hair. My right one on his shoulder. His left one is tucked into the waistline of my skirt and panties. His skin against mine is as hot as the Argentinian sun, if not hotter. I lean forward. Norman does the same.

We close our eyes.

We’re like two sloppy drunks at the club. I don’t care that we’re with a group as Norman squeezes my breasts. Everyone is an adult in our group. We are the youngest ones besides the instructors who are our age, so if anything, they are getting a treat by watching us.

Norman presses his bodyweight against me. We fall to the sand. It’s a pillow for my back. An older woman from our group screams as Norman unbuttons my blouse, but I can’t say ‘no’.

“Stop! Stop!” one guide says in accented English. Norman waves him off. I moan as his hand touches my thigh. Giggle as his breath graces my neck.

People are complaining in the background, so I wrap my legs around Norman and roll down the backside of the hill. We’re out of sight from the group. They would have to go out of their way to see us.

I hear the guide. “We’re leaving,” he says.

“Bye,” I say, waving.

He curses but gathers everyone to leave. We’ve ruined their experience, but Norman and I can’t stop laughing. He’s on top of me. I have my legs and arms wrapped around him. His body covers my exposed chest. My cock is hard and pulsing. Norman reaches into my skirt, freeing my dick. He strokes it. He rubs the tip of his finger in my precum.

I’m breathing heavily as I take in what happened. “We got carried away, didn’t we?”

“It was worth it,” Norman says. He moves his body down mine, lifting the fabric of my skirt. I look down to see my thick dick oozing with precum. Norman opens his mouth and licks the precum from my dick. I don’t stop him as he wraps his mouth around my cock.

He sucks my dick for ten seconds, but anxiety overwhelms me.

“Stop, Norman. I’m not trying to go to jail in Argentina,” I say.

Norman grunts, but replaces my hardened dick under the thong. I have a little tent under my skirt. We need a taxi, but I’ll wait until I’m soft.

“Come here,” I say. Norman wraps his body around mine. We lie there in the sand for a few minutes before we walk to the main road to find a taxi. “You’re lucky I brought cash.”

“Carrying you back from here would be worth what just happened.”

“Don’t tempt me. I just might make you do it,” I say, winking at Norman.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Norman carries Patricia from the taxi to his rental. She smiles as he pushes the door open with his hip and kicks it shut. Patricia squeals as he carries her to the bedroom.

“Put me down,” she says.

Norman shakes his head. “Not yet.” He continues to the bedroom, throwing her to the king-size bed. He has a clear view of what’s beneath her skirt and needs every inch of her thickness in his mouth. Norman closes the bedroom door and rips the clothes from his body. His dick is rock hard.

Patricia’s eyes gloss over as she touches the insides of her thighs and stares at Norman’s cock. The veins that pop out from his erection. The trimmed bush of red hair. Norman strokes his member as he steps closer to the bed.

“I’ve never seen something so captivating in my life, and I’ve been to the best art museums in the world.”

Patricia laughs, but Norman is serious. She’s a work of art. A masterpiece. From her personality to the curls that fall from her head. Every inch of her is excellence. “Shut up and take off my panties,” she says.

Patricia doesn’t have to tell Norman twice. She’s still wearing her skirt. She has unbuttoned her blouse to expose her bra. Her voluptuous breasts. Norman lifts her skirt to slide her panties down her legs. He tosses them to the side. Patricia’s hairless balls, dick, and ass drive Norman wild. He wipes drool from his lips.

“Fuck, baby girl. I’ve missed that dick,” he says. The truth is, Lucy’s member was nothing compared to Patricia’s. Lucy’s dick had a terrible mouth feel while Patricia’s stuffed him. Her dick hits the back of his throat. It takes effort to wrap his lips around Patricia’s womanhood.

“Come show me how much you missed it, naughty boy,” says Patricia. She grips the base of her thick cock and wags it from side to side. Norman licks his lips, dropping to his knees. Patricia purrs. “Don’t be afraid, sissy boy. Queen P knows you like dick,” she says.

Norman grips the edge of the bed and raises his head. Patricia’s dick stares him in the face. He crawls along the bed until he is between Patricia’s thighs. Her skirt frames her package. Its beauty is unmatched. Norman’s dick screams at him to touch it, but he resists. This is about his Queen. He needs to prove to Patricia how much she means, and will use his mouth to demonstrate his love.

Norman pulls on Patricia’s balls that smell of cucumber lotion. Her dick tastes delicious as he moves his lips down her shaft. She oozes precum as he bobs his head. Patricia runs her fingers into Norman’s red hair, tightening her grip. Norman moans against her pelvic region.

“Fuck, I missed that mouth,” says Patricia.

Norman wraps his arms around Patricia’s thighs to lift her and expose her divide. He spits into his hand and rubs two fingers against her tight hole. Patricia arches her back as Norman pushes her dick into the back of his throat. He fingers her accepting hole. She pants as he chokes on her dick and stretches her ass.

“Fuck, Norman,” says Patricia. Her voice cracks. She pushes her hands through her hair. She lifts her hips as she grabs Norman’s face to move his mouth to her hole. Patricia pushes his face into her ass pussy. Norman flattens his tongue against her hole. She strokes her cock with one hand as she balances herself.

Norman breaks contact to breathe. He stares at Patricia’s beauty. The splendid circumference of her hole. How the loosened skin from his fingers folds. Norman spits into Patricia’s hole. He slips three fingers inside her, wrapping his lips around her womanhood.

Patricia squeezes Norman’s face with her thighs. She lifts her hips. She fucks his mouth. Norman holds her breasts as he takes her dick.

“Get to your knees, sissy boy,” she says. Norman nods and slides off the bed. Patricia follows. She pulls her skirt up to her belly button to expose her thickness. Norman sinks to his ass on his knees, and Patricia shoves her dick inside his warmth. Every caress of his lips leaves slobber on her cock. “Open you mouth.”

Norman tilts his head back and parts his lips. Patricia rubs her cock until streams of warm, thick cum fly from her tip. She covers Norman’s face with her milk. She slaps him with her dick, spreading the cum around.

Norman closes his mouth, holding the cum, but Patricia shakes her head. “You have to swallow, Norman.” He nods, and his throat moves. He opens his mouth, showing Patricia that he swallowed every drop she gave.

“Can I fuck you?” Norman asks. Cum slides down his face. He wants nothing more than to feel inside his Queen, but she shakes her head.

“No. I’m fucking your sissy ass,” she says.

Norman squeezes his hole. He hasn’t been fucked in ages, but there’s no way he’s telling Patricia ‘no’. He nods and cast his eyes to the ground. “Yes, Queen P.”

“Get to work then, Norman. I can’t get hard without that mouth of yours.”

***

“That’s right, baby. Get that dick up,” I say as I fuck Norman’s mouth. He doesn’t complain as he struggles to handle my size. I love when he looks up at me through hooded eyes. Cum dried to his face. He’s a mess. Watching him submit to my desires revs me up. I don’t want to stop using his mouth, but his ass is calling. I reach down and grab Norman by his hair, pulling him off my dick. I tug his hair to tell him I want him on his feet. “Get on your hands and knees,” I say as I point at the bed.

Norman crawls on the bed. His ass is muscular and firm, like the rest of his body. He has a light layer of hair, but I love every inch of his body. He’s the sexiest man I’ve ever known, and I’ll make sure he doesn’t dare think twice about leaving me this time around.

I stroke my dick as I watch him waiting for me on all fours. He looks over his shoulder. I shake my head. “Face forward.” Norman listens to my command. My attention returns to his split. I step forward. I’m standing at the edge of the bed. Norman is moaning and stroking his sissy cock. He curves his back in, which naturally spreads his ass. He’s tight. His hole is tiny, and I can’t wait to spread it. I raise my hand and slap his right cheek.

Smack.

Norman purrs. I climb on the bed and place both hands on his cheeks. I spread them and flatten my tongue against his hole.

“Mm, Patricia. Fuck me,” he says.

I lift my head, wiping saliva from my lips. “Not so fast,” I say. I reach between his thighs to stroke his dick. Norman moans as I use his precum as lubrication. His asshole breathes, loosening and tightening as I rub his member. “You want me to fuck you, baby?”

“Please,” he says. His voice filled with desperation.

“Finger yourself,” I say.

Norman reaches a hand between his thighs, cupping his balls. He rubs his fingers along his hole. I stroke my dick, licking my lips. Norman starts with two fingers. He drops his head to the bed and uses his free hand to spread his cheeks.

“Add another,” I say.

Norman pulls out his fingers. He rubs his sissy hole, teasing me. I spank his ass and tell him to hurry. He thrusts three fingers into his opening. I encourage him. He uses two fingers to spread his hole. I growl. My skirt and blouse need to come off, so I remove all my clothes. My breasts hang on my chest like two teardrops. My dick stretches from my body like a lever. “Get on your back,” I say. “Where are the condoms?” Norman points to his suitcase in the corner.

I walk over to it as he fingers himself and strokes his sissy dick. If I had a cage, I would lock him up, but we can do that when we return to Chicago. I open the box of condoms and roll one over my dick. Norman stares at me as I walk back to the edge of the bed. He raises his legs in the air, sliding a pillow under his ass. I grab Norman by the thighs and pull him close. I stare into his blue eyes as I rub my dick against his hole.

He reaches around to grab my ass. His ankles are on my shoulders. He pushes me forward. He’s eager. I should tease him, but I’m dying to stretch his tightness. I push into him. Every bit of my dick. His nails claw into my sides. He tries to push me out, but he was the one who begged for it, so he’ll take every inch of my womanhood.

“You asked for it. Didn’t you, baby?”

Norman bites his bottom lip. He nods. I pull out. He releases the breath he was holding.

“You want more?”

“Slow,” he pants.

I thrust into his hole and pull out. His breath quickens. I rub more lubrication on the condom before filling his ass. He’s ready for me this time. I sink into him, and he takes every inch. He lifts his hips to accept the last centimeters of my dick. I pull his hips as close to my body as I can. I slap his chest, gripping his pecks with my painted nails.

“I want to see you cum,” I say.

Norman hasn’t touched his dick since I entered him. I fuck his ass with force as he strokes himself. I’m close to cumming, but I want him to bust first so I change my rhythm. Norman moans as my fast thrusts turn slow. Norman gasps. Milliseconds later cum streams from his cock, covering the light layer of hair on his chest and abs.

I sink my princess cock deep in his ass. He cums a second time as I use his hole to milk my dick. I’m seconds from cumming when I pull out and rip off the condom. My balls tighten as cum erupts from my dick a second time. My cum is a shade whiter than Norman’s. Our milk sits on his chest like a puddle on the sidewalk.

“That’s one sexy sight,” I say as I catch my breath.

“You wanna lick it?”

I shake my head. “How about I feed you a little?”

Norman laughs. I dip my finger into the pool of our juices and move my fingers to Norman’s mouth. He touches my sensitive dick as he sucks my fingers, making me chuckle. “I’ll grab you a towel.”

“Thanks, Patricia. Thank you for giving me a chance,” he says.

“This is just the beginning.” I wink before turning to grab a towel from the bathroom.

Norman sucks my cock and takes it in his sissy hole throughout the night. He buys a plane ticket in the morning so he can sit next to me on the way home, even though it costs an exuberant amount of money.

“You’re worth it,” he says as we lie in the bed with golden light filling the room.

“I better be,” I say and kiss him. “Let’s get breakfast. I’m hungry.”

“Whatever you wish, my Queen.”


EPILOGUE

One Month Later

Snow flurries outside my window as I wait for Norman to come with Chinese food. We’re supposed to watch movies and cuddle all night. It’s Friday evening, and there’s a blizzard in the forecast for Chicago.

Things have been great with Norman. He still hasn’t enjoyed my hole with more than his fingers, but tonight might be the night. Or I may make him wait longer. We’ll see how I feel when the clothes come off, but his chances are high.

We had one fight when Lucy liked several pictures on his social media, but he sent her a lengthy message while sitting next to me about how he wasn’t interested. She begged him to see her, but he blocked her. I didn’t blame her for wanting Norman after seeing him back with me. He’s a catch, and he’s mine. As long as I have a say, Norman will have no other woman.

Norman should arrive in fifteen minutes, so I change from sweatpants to a negligee and lacy lingerie. I want to tease him for at least one movie before giving him the goodies.

Over the past month, Norman has wined and dined me. He’s sucked my dick to the point of rawness. He brings me chocolate. Clothing. Makeup. Lingerie. Jewelry. He gives me more than I want, but I’ll never refuse his gifts because he shares the most important thing of all, his time.

I’m the first person Norman calls at the end of his workday. If I can’t answer, he’ll leave cute voicemails. He shows me day after day how much he wants me. Norman has matured. We’ve both grown, and we’re ready to march together into the future.

I will never forget the past, but I can liberate the animosity I’ve held. Norman is my soul mate. I love him. When I walk around my condo anticipating his arrival, I imagine his touch on my body. I spin in circles from excitement. I do it now as the buzzer to my apartment rings.

“It’s cold, baby!”

“You’ll survive,” I say as I grant Norman access to my residence.
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CHAPTER ONE

Helen Branch made little time for men in her life. Helen didn’t connect with most because she would rather climb the career ladder than spend time with a man who made her miserable. All of her girlfriends expended an exhausting amount of the energy of chasing boyfriends or imagining weddings Helen doubted half of them would experience. Her friends thought she was cold, but Helen just knew what she wanted.

Sometimes Helen wished she could turn back the clock and relive childhood to the fullest. Play more sports. Act less sulky in high school. Take piano lessons seriously. Enroll in a Japanese or French school, so she wouldn’t have to struggle with language-learning apps. She always forgot the material by the next week.

Her parents, who were out of town visiting the beaches of Alabama, had given her plenty of opportunities Helen threw to the wind. Whatever happened, she was here now reminiscing on all she didn’t do. Spending her Friday night sitting in front of the dryer watching her clothes tumble.

Helen’s work life was splendid. She always received glowing reviews from her superiors, worked extra hours (for no pay), and went beyond the scope of her job description. She had already been promoted once after just a year with the company. Helen got the job after finishing a five-year program that ended with her earning a Bachelor’s and Master’s degree in engineering.

She applied her skills to a job with an automotive research company. Helen didn’t love cars, but they offered her employment after one interview. The benefits and pay were fantastic. She could afford to buy her own washer and dryer, but part of her knew she wouldn’t for a few more years.

Since graduating high school, life had been like a bullet train racing through the countryside. One task led to the next, and she had turned twenty-four before she knew it. Helen wasn’t even sure she loved her career, but there was no turning back now that she had her degree and a mountain of debt to pay.

Helen watched the tumbling clothes, feeling as though they were her rolling down a hill into a lake of nothingness. A body of water where she’d lose herself. Float on her back under the beaming sun. Wish for a compatible man to walk into her life.

The problem wasn’t the lack of men. Random men harassed Helen on an almost daily basis, but she wasn’t looking for just any man. Helen needed one she could trust. One that would accept her for the person she was beneath the outer layer.

Helen had dark brown hair she curled most mornings. She wore makeup. Lipstick. Lip liner too, if the mood struck her. She wasn’t afraid to wear a minidress to the club, but what Helen didn’t want was a dominant, overbearing man. No man was about to tell her what to do. She hated aggressive men who tried to control every aspect of lovemaking in the bedroom. She stopped having sex with random guys she found on apps last year, holding out for her unicorn.

The wait was exhausting. A vibrator could only do so much. She missed the warm touch of another human, but people changed when they got naked. Helen had been disappointed too many times, so she wasn’t letting just anyone in her garden.

The dryer beeped. Helen rubbed the warm cotton of t-shirts against her face before folding them. She wore casual clothes to the office and sexier outfits to restaurants or clubs with her girlfriends. She had no time for heels in the office, even if she loved how they looked. It wasn’t going to happen when she worked with so many sex-deprived male coworkers.

Helen jumped when she heard a noise. She clutched her chest when she realized she had left her phone in the living room. She was so lost in her thoughts about life she hadn’t missed her phone. The sound of a dyer was meditating. The touch of the warm fabric sensual.

Helen took a deep breath to steady herself before leaving the laundry room. Noise was coming from upstairs. She made it to her phone in the living room, and the noise hadn’t stopped. She wondered if a raccoon had snuck into the attic but was too afraid to check. She went back to the laundry room with her phone and called her brother.

Adrian answered on the second ring. “Adrian, are you at mom and dad’s?”

“No, why?”

“I hear something upstairs. I’m calling the police,” Helen said in a harsh whisper. Her thumb a millimeter from the ‘end call’ button when she heard Adrian holler.

“Helen, don’t hang up. It might be Paul. I gave him the key to get skis for this weekend,” he said. “We’re supposed to go cross-country skiing.”

“You could have warned me,” said Helen. She still didn’t feel safe. She wouldn’t until she could confirm it was Paul.

“I didn’t know you would be at the house,” he said. “Mom and dad are in Alabama. Why are you there?”

“Mom asked me to water her plants, and I’m washing my clothes. Paul should have said something when he came inside if he saw my car in the driveway.”

“Hold on, let me make sure it’s him. I’d hate for you to get murdered by some intruder because we’re arguing about nothing,” Adrian said. The line went dead for a moment, and then he was back. A ringing sounded, and Helen heard the cell phone through the pipes a moment later. Her body relaxed. She was hot with fear.

Paul’s deep voice filled the line. “Hello?”

“You almost gave my sister a heart attack, man. Announce yourself when you enter a home. Did you see her car in the driveway?”

“My bad, Adrian. Hey Helen, I’m upstairs grabbing the skiing equipment.”

“Go figure,” she said, hanging up the phone. Paul’s laughter carried through the house, which pissed Helen off. How could they laugh at her fear as though it were unfounded? Assholes. Paul and Adrian were younger than her by two years, making them twenty-two. They had been best friends and a pain in her ass for as long as Helen could remember.

It was interesting to see how their two lives were diverging in adulthood. Adrian, Helen’s brother, loved to surround himself with people. Countless strangers Helen couldn’t remember. He was always enjoying life however he could. He worked because he wanted money for fun. Paul was more studious. More career driven. He went backpacking across Australia after graduation but often talked about philosophy and business. Adrian concerned himself with celebrity gossip more than politics. Despite their differences, they had remained best friends through the years.

Helen heard footsteps coming down the stairs. She stuffed the few remaining items into her basket. She picked up the clothes and ran to the door, but Paul caught her before she could leave.

“Hey, sorry for scaring you.”

“It’s fine. Lock up when you leave.”

“Helen, don’t leave. We never see each other,” said Paul. She shrugged and opened the door, winter air slamming into her. She forgot to put on her coat. Helen didn’t even have her keys. “How about I order us some food? I have an hour if you do.”

Helen sighed but couldn’t argue against eating. “Fine, but I’m choosing the place.”

“Whatever you want,” he said.

♦

Helen and Paul sat in silence as they waited for their delivery to arrive. They had ordered Middle Eastern food. They’d eat enough garlic that any ideas of fooling around would fly out the window. Helen stared straight ahead, watching the television as though the news were interesting. Paul studied her face. She was a mystery to him. Adrian’s older sister who kept to herself. Paul couldn’t name one of her friends, but he assumed she had some. Paul liked how her hands were dancing on her thighs. Her fingers twitched whenever the house creaked.

“How’s work?” asked Paul.

Helen turned her head. Her deadpan gaze stilled Paul. “Does it matter? What’s your game here, Paul? I’m not interested,” she said.

“Excuse me? You’re my best friend’s sister. That’s a tiny degree of separation, Helen. Is it a crime to offer you dinner?”

“There are always strings attached when a man offers something,” she said. “You got your skis and scared the hell out of me. I have to work in the morning.”

“Right, and how’s that going for you?”

“Fine,” said Helen. She picked up the remote. She pressed its buttons with force. Paul checked his phone to see where the delivery driver was. Five minutes. Paul was ready to eat, grab his stuff, and leave with how Helen was acting. He couldn’t understand women most of the time, especially when they acted moody like Helen.

“You want water? I’ll set the table until the driver gets here,” said Paul. Helen grunted as a response, flipping the channels until she landed on a home-renovation show. Paul knew his way around the Branches’ kitchen, so he fixed two glasses of ice water. He grabbed plates from the cabinet and set them on the dining-room table.

Paul didn’t notice Helen watching his bulging arms from the sofa. She hid her face with strands of her brown hair. She couldn’t deny Paul’s charm. He had a muscular body. Thick chest and broad shoulders. A slim waist. Blue eyes and buzzed brown hair. He kept his face cleanly shaven, and Helen wanted to watch him bent over her leg as she spanked him for scaring her.

The food arrived before Paul could place silverware on the table. Helen put on her coat and opened the door, giving the driver the cash tip Paul had set on the coffee table. He stood by the table as Helen walked across the room with the bag of takeout containers.

“It smells delicious,” she said. “I haven’t had shawarma in years.”

“Let’s eat,” said Paul. They sat at the table with the renovation show playing in the background. Paul felt strange eating with Adrian’s sister at their parents’ house. What was even worse was how attractive he found Helen. How he wanted to touch her hair. Her lips. He wanted to slip his member inside her, which he has wanted for years. His crush had grown even more after coming back from backpacking in Australia. She was like art in a museum he couldn’t touch.

Helen wanted Paul’s touch but figured he was just like every other guy: Chauvinistic; Messy; Egotistical; and Unaware.

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

Helen was chewing chicken. She swallowed before replying, “great. Where did you order this from?” Paul told her the name of the restaurant. Helen said she would have to order their food for herself. “Without me?” he asked.

“I don’t see this happening again,” she said.

“We’re adults now. Just because I’m your brother’s friend doesn’t mean I can’t be yours,” he said.

“There are many arguments against that, Paul. I won’t even argue with you because after tonight, we’ll just go back to how we were. Tell me about this ski trip you’re taking with Adrian,” said Helen.

Paul talked about what he and Adrian were planning. They had rented a cabin in northern Michigan that would have plenty of snow and opportunities for cross-country skiing. It was a great exercise, and they loved to build fires, drink beers, and just escape the chaos of Detroit.

“Sounds like a fun trip,” said Helen. She had finished all the food on her plate and was ready to leave. She gathered the trash, cleaning up the area as Paul finished eating. They were both packed up and standing by the door ten minutes later.

“We should do this again,” said Paul.

“Not a chance, buddy, but thank you for dinner,” she said. “After you.”

Paul ducked outside. Helen waited for him to disappear down the road before she locked up and started her car. It was freezing, but Helen started driving. Her car heated up a couple minutes later. She tried to forget about Paul but found he was all she could think about as she drove home. Paul couldn’t stop thinking about Helen either.


CHAPTER TWO

Paul had several months until he started work at a corporation in downtown Detroit. His parents were helping him until the paychecks started rolling in, but they would be generous when they did. He had to spend his last few months of freedom and wanted a woman by his side to pass the time. He wanted Helen. Paul didn’t know what to do. Adrian would kill him for lusting after his older sister, but Paul hadn’t stopped thinking of her since they ate dinner together.

He and Adrian were supposed to leave for the ski trip in a couple days. Paul knew he would have to tell Adrian about his feelings for Helen but was afraid of the fallout. Paul didn’t have many friends, and he would hate to lose Adrian, but Helen was calling him. He needed her. The idea intoxicated him.

Paul walked to his window, watching the flurries swirl through the air. He glanced at the skis from the Branches’ in the corner. Paul pulled his phone from his pocket. He unlocked it and searched for Adrian’s number. He was about to call Adrian when his phone started ringing.

“Adrian, I was just about to call you,” he said.

“Bro! You won’t believe it!”

“What happened?” asked Paul. Adrian sounded overjoyed.

“Charlene is pregnant! We’re having a baby!”

“Dude, are you serious? Congratulations!”

Adrian laughed like a madman. Paul heard Charlene ask something about food in the background. Adrian answered her. Paul was hungry himself and would make a snack after the phone call. “Yeah, man. We found out yesterday. You’re the first person we’re telling. Promise you won’t say a word to anyone. Charlene didn’t even want me to tell you, but I was just too excited!”

Paul thought of Helen. Her brown hair and full lips. The curve of her bosom under her shirt. Paul didn’t care if he hurt his friend by exploring his desires for Helen, but he would keep Adrian’s secret. His thoughts were muddled. He wasn’t trying to clean the water because it felt too good to swim in its filth. “It’s an honor you told me first.”

“Of course, man. You’re my best friend! I can’t wait to tell everyone, but Charlene is making me promise to shut up until after the first trimester. Promise you can keep a secret?”

“Cross my heart, bro,” said Paul, thinking about how he would have to hide his own secrets if he could seduce Helen. “I won’t tell a soul.”

“Thanks. Alright, I got to hang up, but woooo! We have to celebrate.”

“Does this mean you aren’t going on the ski trip this weekend?”

“Oh, shit. I almost forgot that was why I called too,” said Adrian, laughing. He sounded drunk, but Paul didn’t blame him. He couldn’t wait to spoil Adrian’s kid. They both knew he would be its godfather when the day came. It was like an unspoken agreement. Paul expected the question would come when the dust was more settled, if he didn’t ruin their friendship by pursuing Helen. “Yeah, man. I’m sorry Paul, but Charlene doesn’t want me going up North now that I’m going to be a father! I can’t believe I get to say that!”

Paul heard Charlene yell at Adrian in the background not to jinx their chances by saying those words. “No worries, Adrian. Charlene needs you, and I totally understand.”

“Thanks, bro. Sorry. I’ll give you whatever money you need to cover my part.”

“Don’t worry about it. Enjoy the weekend,” said Paul. He hung up the phone before Adrian could reply. They often hung up on each other without saying ‘bye’. Paul paced his living room, thinking of his next move. Deciding how he would approach Helen.

♦

Helen turned off the car and went inside her apartment. She had just come from watering her mother’s plants. Work exhausted her today, and she was ready to kick off her tennis shoes. She wanted to change from jeans to yoga pants. One of her male coworkers had harassed her in the elevator, talking about how big her breasts looked in the shirt she was wearing. Helen didn’t even have the energy to respond to his comment, let alone tattle to human resources.

She wasn’t even sure the man had said it with malicious intentions, but how would he feel if she looked down to his crotch and said ‘those jeans make your dick look smaller than usual’. She almost said it but had stayed silent. They went on with their days as though he never uttered the rude comment.

Helen was microwaving a frozen dinner when her phone rang. It was an unknown number with a Detroit area code. She ignored it and went back to reading a news article on her phone. The same number called her again a few moments later. She answered it with an annoyed voice, “hello?”

“Hey, Helen. It’s Paul,” he said.

“How did you get my number?”

“I have my ways.”

“I’m already preparing dinner. Please forget my number. Hanging up now,” she said and pulled the phone from her ear. She had no time for Paul’s games. He was handsome, but Helen was so tired of men. Part of her wished she were bisexual or a lesbian, but she wasn’t.

She would just use her dildo and keep to herself, as hard as it was some nights. Those nights she wanted a hand to run along her body. Squeeze her breasts. Those nights she wanted to stroke a dick. Tie up her man and ride his member. Watch him squirm.

“Helen! Helen! Don’t hang up!”

She didn’t. He had one minute until the microwave beeped. “You have fifty seconds to make your case.”

“Come with me up North. Your brother had to cancel,” he said. “I don’t want to go alone.”

“I have a job, Paul, and you don’t seem to have good intentions. Why would I go on a trip alone with you?”

“What day can you leave? Could we leave early Saturday morning and come back Monday night? Don’t tell me you have no personal days you could use,” he said.

“None that I’d use to spend time with you.”

Paul chuckled. “Ouch, you don’t hold back, do you?”

“You don’t even know the first thing about me besides the fact I’m your best friend’s sister. Adrian would kill you for even entertaining this idea, Paul. Plus, as handsome as you are, I’m simply not attracted to you. Your personality is well… less than desirable,” she said. The microwave beeped the moment she finished her sentence, and she hung up the phone without another word.

Paul’s time had run out, and he lost the case. Helen let her food cool as she set the table to eat.


CHAPTER THREE

An hour after dinner, Helen thought of her brother’s best friend. What if there was more to Paul? What if he had potential? Helen didn’t want to dismiss him so quickly. He was handsome. Considerate. A Midwestern gentleman. Paul was comfortable, but that also made him dangerous. Helen had a secret and couldn’t decide if it was even worth the risk to entertain his offer of a weekend up North. They would be in a cabin far away from their homes. Helen wasn’t a woman who enjoyed the unknown. She was someone who liked to know her options. She wanted to foresee where the fork in the road would lead her.

Helen couldn’t focus on the television. She went to the freezer and took out a chocolate bar she had been eating throughout the past week. She broke off five squares, two more than she normally ate. She sat in a chair because it was easier to focus when she was sitting up straight. The sofa made her want to lie on her back and slip a hand into her panties. She couldn’t help but wonder how Paul’s naked body would look. How big was his dick? Would he like Helen to tie him up and ride it?

Unlocking her phone, Helen stared at Paul’s number from her caller ID. She saved it before opening a message to him. She typed ‘hello’ before deleting it, closing her phone, and slamming it on the table. She couldn’t believe herself for even thinking about messaging Paul.

But… Helen wanted someone. She wanted to hold Paul from behind. Act as his big spoon. Push him to his limits. The way he had looked at her when they ate dinner at her parents’ house enamored her. What if he was the one, and she was ignoring the obvious?

It wasn’t obvious. Love had no clear path, as Helen had learned first hand. Plus, she didn’t want to drive a wedge between her brother and his best friend, but Paul was the one who had stirred the pot. Now she just wanted to snuggle up next to him by a fire on a snowy day.

Helen took a deep breath. She was horny and needed to clear her head. It had been too long since she had an actual dick and not her dildo. Helen wasn’t thinking rationally. She needed to expunge her desires, so she went to her bedroom.

Opening her closet, Helen pulled out a box of goodies. She had whips, ropes, floggers, clamps, candles, and so much more. She lit a candle before warming her dildo in a heated intimate-toy pouch. There was nothing worse than a cold dick sinking into her pussy, so she always warmed her dildo before using it. It wasn’t Paul’s but would have to do.

Helen searched her favorite porno website and found a video of a woman fucking a hung stud. He had abs and thick arms. Nobody would ever suspect his sissy desires on the street, but Helen knew those gems existed even if they were hard to find, like hunting for diamonds in a mine.

Helen stripped the clothes from her body as the couple in the video kissed. The man rubbed the woman’s clit. She moaned while gripping the back of his neck. He was sucking on her nipple as he touched her. Helen wanted Paul’s mouth on her breasts. His hands desperate to touch every centimeter of her body.

The woman moaned. Helen moaned with her. She closed her eyes, imagining Paul was touching her like the man in the video as she squeezed one nipple and rubbed her clit. Helen knew all her spots, so the pleasure was instant. The couple panted in the background. Helen was the woman. The man was Paul. His blue eyes. Thick muscles.

Whimpering.

Arched back.

Helen needed a dick inside her, so she picked up the warmed dildo and slid it inside her cave. The sensation of her walls stretching pushed her over the edge as she rubbed her clit. She rode her dildo, picturing Paul tied to the bed. Helen was dripping as she touched herself. Her fingers a sticky mess.

She needed Paul.

She would have Paul.

Fuck polite. If he wanted to mess with her, he would get the full package. Who cared if people knew she liked to dominate? If Paul submitted, wouldn’t he keep it a secret? Men hated to share their truth, but Helen had to think clearly. Was she willing to take a chance?

Helen fucked herself slowly as she rubbed her clit in just the way she liked. She curled her toes as an orgasm built in her center. Faux sensations of her nails digging into Paul’s muscular chest. A tear slid down Helen’s cheek as the pressure became too much. She came all over her hand, holding the dildo within her body until she returned to reality.

Her orgasm had been euphoria, but Helen found herself typing and deleting messages to Paul thirty minutes later as she sat on the sofa and drank wine. Helen turned off her phone before she did something she would regret. She dug an alarm clock out the back of her closet, set it for the morning so she wouldn’t miss work, and drank a couple glasses of wine until exhaustion took her stumbling to the bedroom.

♦

Paul felt foolish for reaching out to Helen. He was risking his friendship with Adrian. He was risking his place as the unborn child’s godfather. There were many other aspects on the line, like mutual friends, but Paul didn’t regret the phone call. He knew the risks his actions presented. Perhaps it was foolish, but the rewards outweighed the risks. Paul wanted Helen. He wanted to learn everything about her. Discover what she loved. What made her tick.

Paul grunted, releasing the dumbbells in his hand. He stretched before returning to his apartment. There was a gym in his building and used it almost daily, only resting on Saturdays.

A couple who lived down the hall from Paul waved at him as he stepped off the elevator. They always took the stairs, which Paul didn’t understand, but who was he to judge? Maybe they considered a few flights of stairs a workout. Paul forgot about them by the time he reached his door. He stepped inside. Paul pulled the shirt from his body, drying himself with it.

He went to the kitchen and prepared a protein shake as he looked at pictures of Helen on Adrian’s social media. He could make a shake with his eyes closed he did it so often, but Helen’s face made him make mistakes. He forgot to put the lid on his blender, and the mix went everywhere. He cursed. Paul grabbed rags to clean up the mess.

Paul sipped his protein shake while scrolling through photos of Helen at family events. She and Adrian were close. They went to dinners together. They sent articles to each other about topics of mutual interest. Paul didn’t have any siblings, and he had always been a little jealous of the dynamic between Adrian and Helen. They had known each other their entire lives, and it showed in how they acted. Paul hated himself for crushing on his best friend’s sister. Adrian was like the brother he never had. Paul wanted to stop, but he couldn’t. Silent forces were driving him. Paul couldn’t stop them.

It didn’t take more than a minute to finish the protein shake. Paul walked toward the bathroom, kicking his shorts and underwear into the dirty-clothes hamper. He checked himself out in the mirror before starting the shower. He waited as the water warmed, unable to resist Helen’s face on the screen. He wanted to reach through the virtual world and touch her. Was she thinking of him? Was she reconsidering his offer? Paul knew he shouldn’t try again, but there was more time.

Paul stared at Helen’s number, wanting to message her, but he didn’t. He stepped into the stream of scorching water. The heat tempered his desires. Distracted his mind with pellets of pain, but the pain hardened his manhood. He squeezed his aching hole. He resisted his growing erection. His desires as clear as an unwrapped gift.

Paul ignored his dick and hungry sissy hole. He lathered his hair with shampoo as the water hit his body, running down his backside. He thought of how it would feel to have Helen’s mouth around his dick. Her fingers in his ass. How her pussy would taste on his lips. He wanted to wash her body and hold her in his arms. Paul would carry her around the house as he licked her pussy lips. Press her against a wall. Finger her womanhood as his dick dripped precum. Would she want to finger him too? Fuck him with a strap? It was his secret fantasy to have a woman dominate him. He squeezed his ass again, but it did nothing to stop the hardening of his manhood.

Tilting his head back, Paul rinsed the shampoo from his hair. He applied conditioner and washed his body with a bar of soap. He stroked his lathered dick. Paul rubbed his thumb down his shaft. He stared at the throbbing veins running through his cock. He used his other hand to draw circles around his sensitive hole. Pulling back the curtain, Paul stared at Helen’s foggy photo on his phone.

The sight of her face sent waves through his body. Paul closed the curtain, placed one hand on his ass, and used the other to stroke his dick. His toes curled as an orgasm built within him. An orgasm of frustration. One he needed. One he knew wouldn’t quell this fantasy brewing in his head. Paul came.

His cum swirled down the drain with the soap suds running from his body. Paul balls his hand, slamming it against the tiled wall. He washed his body and turned off the water. There was nothing to stop his thoughts. The hot water had lost its power moments after the initial pain. Paul couldn’t stop playing every moment of that evening at the Branches’ home.

Paul went to his bedroom and slipped into a pair of sweatpants and a sweater. Commando. The shape of his dick pressed against the fabric. Paul perched on the edge of his bed. He had Helen’s contact page pulled up, his thumb hovering over the message icon. A little voice in his head encouraged him to send a message. Another told him it was a mistake. He hated the battle of emotions, but Paul was a man who took risks. He had gone to Australia for six months on a visa with little preparation, and it had been the best time of his life.

Paul: Helen, I’m sorry to bother you. Feel free to ignore me, but I can’t stop thinking about you. Have dinner with me.

Without second guessing himself, Paul hit ‘send’. The message went through before he could change his mind. He left his phone on the bed and went to the kitchen for a banana. He had to get away from the device, but it pulled him back only moments later. Paul bit into the banana before he turned over his phone. To his surprise, there was a message waiting for him.

Helen: I’ve been thinking about you too, Paul. Meet be at this bar in an hour.

Helen sent the details of a place close to her house. He sent a message telling Helen that he would be there. It took Paul twenty minutes to decide what to wear. He spritzed cologne on himself but quickly realized it was overpowering, but Paul didn’t have time to do anything else. If he didn’t brush his teeth and leave, he would be late.

Paul didn’t want to ruin his chances, so he hoped the cologne would wear off on his drive to the bar. He hoped they had food too because he was hungry. Paul sprinted out the door and forced himself to drive the speed limit as he rushed to his date.


CHAPTER FOUR

Paul arrived first. He grabbed a corner table and studied the menu. He wanted wings but would order something less messy since he was meeting Helen. There was a flatbread that sounded appetizing. Paul’s leg bounced under the table as he waited for Helen to appear. He tried not to stare at the door but glanced in its direction every few seconds.

Helen arrived minutes later. She was wearing a thick coat and beanie that loosely covered her hair. She waved at Paul from across the room. All the doubts left his mind as he stood to hug Helen. She smelled of soap and fruity shampoo.

Paul’s overbearing cologne shocked Helen’s nostrils, but she ignored the scent as Paul’s firm body hugged her slender frame.

“How was your day?” he asked.

Helen shrugged. “Like all the others. I wasn’t expecting a message from you, but I’m glad you reached out.”

“Let’s sit,” said Paul. He helped Helen out of her coat. She was wearing a navy contour dress with dark tights. She had on a pair of kitten heels and a chain of pearls around her neck. Helen was Paul’s definition of beauty. No other woman in the bar compared.

“Your best friend would kill us if he knew we were together,” said Helen.

“Adrian will have to deal. He has bigger things on his plate.”

“Oh, like what?”

Paul couldn’t tell Helen about the pregnancy. For some reason, Paul thought Adrian would be more upset about him spilling the secret than dating Helen. Paul kept his lips sealed. “Oh, nothing. You know how high-maintenance Charlene is.”

“You think so? I find her down-to-earth.”

“Are you hungry?” Paul asked, desperate to change the subject. “They have a vegetarian flatbread we could try.”

“Sure, I’ll eat a couple slices. I need a drink more than anything,” Helen said before raising her hand in the air to get the waiter’s attention. He came to the table. They each ordered a drink and the flatbread to share. Helen needed a dry vodka martini to calm her nerves. Paul selected an extra-large beer that looked delicious, but Helen could never put that much liquid into her body, unless it were water after an exhausting day.

The server returned with their drinks. Helen and Paul stared at each other as they took the first sip. Helen thought back to fucking herself as she envisioned Paul’s hard body beneath her. He was timid yet confident. A gentleman with lust in his eyes.

Paul saw his cum swirling down the drain as he looked at Helen, embarrassed by his lack of control.

The server brought their flatbread, and neither had said much beyond complaining about the cold weather. It was standard conversation in a Michigan winter. Gray skies. Mountains of frozen, dirt-covered snow on countless corners.

“So, you aren’t working now?” asked Helen when she was tired of talking about the weather and the flavors of the flatbread, which weren’t bad, but the dough was dry and overcooked. Helen couldn’t complain too much. It wasn’t like they were eating at a renowned restaurant. She had chosen the bar because of its proximity to her home.

“I have a job lined up to start in a few months. They might call me to start early, but I doubt that’ll happen.”

“How are you paying for things until then?”

“My parents are helping me out,” he said.

“Super sexy,” Helen said in a sarcastic voice.

“Hey, I’ll have an awesome salary once I start, and I had to promise to protect them when they get older. The circle of life and all that,” he said.

“My parents want me to take care of everything now. Adrian isn’t the one watering the plants when they go to Alabama. He even sent you to the house to pick up the skis!”

“Yeah, he can be a lazy one sometimes,” said Paul.

“He’s your best friend.”

“He’s your brother.”

Helen shrugged. She didn’t want to spend her time talking about Adrian, but she wasn’t sure that she could separate him from Paul.

The smells of the bar had masked Paul’s cologne. His smile adorable. His blue eyes sparkled under the low lights. A buzz of alcohol made Helen feel tipsy.

Their conversation continued. Paul painted a picture of his travels through Australia. Helen couldn’t help but wonder what Aussie women Paul had enjoyed while he was there. He talked about the exotic animals and topography. He loved cities like Melbourne and Sydney but found the Outback otherworldly, like a trip to Mars. He loved the laid-back culture in Northern Australia and had joined a motorcycle club for a week with a rental.

“Wow, you were all over the place, weren’t you?”

“The strangest part was going back to where I started and describing it to the friends I had in Sydney. Most of them had never been to the West or North of Australia, but I guess some tourists are more adventurous than locals. There are plenty of places in Michigan and the Midwest I haven’t seen. I want to travel as much as I can before starting work, hence the trip to the cabin this weekend.”

“Right, the trip Adrian bailed on,” said Helen.

“Have you changed your mind about my offer? Saturday morning to Monday afternoon?”

Helen glanced to the side, narrowing her eyes. She sipped her dry martini. “Perhaps,” she said after swallowing.

“I would love to spend the weekend with you instead of being alone,” he said.

Helen stared into Paul’s eyes, wanting to reach across the table and take his face in her hands. She wanted to take him back to her place. Wasn’t his place miles away? He shouldn’t be driving so far after such a large beer, Helen thought to herself.

“How are you getting home?” she asked.

“I figured I’d drive,” he said. “Probably a bad idea, but I couldn’t resist you or this beer.”

“You could crash at my house,” said Helen. A smile broke across her face, which she hid under her hand. She took a deep breath to control herself. Helen sipped her martini with a straight face, waiting for Paul to reply.

“You think that’s a good idea?”

“If you don’t mind sleeping on the couch,” she said.

“I could do that. You have snacks? Something to drink?”

“There are drinks but not much food.”

“Let’s get some stuff to-go. I’ll pay the bill,” he said, waving over the waiter to order extra food and hand the man his credit card.

“I’m not sure I should let your parents pay for this,” she said.

“They’ll get paid back when the day comes,” Paul said with a wink. They were out the door a few minutes later. Paul parked his car in a safe spot off the bar’s lot, and they walked back to Helen’s place.

♦

Helen sat on her sofa, wishing she had told Paul to get a taxi, but it was too late. She had to work in the morning and was wondering what she was still doing in the living room with Paul next to her. His legs splayed. Hands behind his head. She was attracted to his casual conduct. His sly smile as he sipped a bottled beer. Helen was drinking soda water with lemon.

Paul sipped the local beer, savoring the bitter hops and Helen’s brown eyes. She sat with her back straight, looking uncomfortable in her own space. Paul lowered his arms to his lap instead of returning them to behind his head. The TV played in the background, but neither paid it any attention.

Their eyes were fixated like a lock without a key. Paul’s blue eyes had so much soul behind them it unsettled Helen. Paul felt the same.

“Where’s the food? I would like a snack,” said Helen. She needed something to distract her from the sexual desires bubbling within.

Paul grunted, shifting his attention from Helen’s face. Her thin nose and plump lips. Her breasts hiding beneath the contour dress. Paul could have gone home. He could have avoided tempting himself with Helen’s beauty, but here he was. “Yeah, there’s some food. I’ll grab it. Put something funny on because this show we’re watching is depressing,” he said.

“I’ll check,” said Helen. She found a sitcom from the nineties with a laugh track to fill awkward moments of silence. To distract them from their own weaknesses. Paul had ordered nachos and mozzarella sticks. He brought them back to the living room. Helen cleared off her coffee table so they would have room. “I haven’t had mozzarella sticks in years.”

“You’re in for a treat,” said Paul.

Helen sipped her soda water and focused her attention on the arguing couple from the TV show. Paul took his place on the couch. They each ate nachos and didn’t speak. Helen didn’t notice when Paul picked up a mozzarella stick and guided it to her mouth. She thought to refuse his offer but parted her lips.

Paul nearly dropped the food when Helen locked her eyes with his as her mouth opened. The sight hardened his dick. She bit down into the breaded outer layer. A string of white cheese hung in the air as she pulled away. It broke and fell against her face. They laughed. She chewed and swallowed as Paul ate the other half.

“Let’s watch a movie,” said Helen.

“I’m down, but don’t you have to work in the morning?”

“Yeah, but I don’t care. When do I ever stay up this late watching TV and eating junk food? I might as well make it worthwhile.”

“What did you have in mind?” asked Paul.

Helen opened her streaming service, and they found a romantic comedy that appealed to both of them. It was background noise as they ate. When the food was gone, they cuddled.

They kissed.

Helen and Paul didn’t go beyond kissing. They focused their attention on the television, and Helen was yawning after a few minutes. She drifted to sleep, and Paul kissed her on the forehead. He held her as he watched the rest of the movie.

Paul carried her to the bed when it was over and slept on the couch.

♦

Helen awoke to a blaring alarm, unsure of how her night ended. She was still wearing the contour dress but felt violated. How had she ended up in the bed? Helen threw the cover from her body. The sight of her smudged makeup sickened her. She heard a rumbling in the living room. It was too early to deal with this.

“Paul?”

“Morning sleepyhead,” he said. The door creaked open. Helen rushed across the room and slammed her bodyweight against it. “Helen, it’s just me.”

“What are you still doing here? Get out!”

“I’m dressed and was about to leave until I heard your alarm. I thought I’d wait to say goodbye. Maybe get another one of those amazing kisses,” he said.

There was no way Helen was about to kiss Paul with her morning breath. The image of it horrified her. “I don’t think so, Paul. I have to get ready for work,” she said. Helen still had enough time but needed Paul to disappear. “We’ll see each other Saturday morning. I promise.”

“Can’t we hug or something?” he asked. Paul dropped his head. He wanted to touch Helen. Smell her. Saturday morning felt like it was too far away to not see her face again, but he couldn’t stand around forever. He didn’t want to come off as a creep. The silence was unbearable. “All right, Helen. Message understood. I’ll grab my things and go.”

Paul turned on his heels. The sound of the opening bedroom door stopped him. Helen was standing there, looking as beautiful as she had the night before, if not better. He loved seeing her ruffled hair. Her smeared makeup. Her imperfections made her more attractive. Paul rubbed his hand over his face, opening his arms. Helen wrapped her arms around his body. He buried his nose in her hair. “I’ll see you Saturday,” he said.

She nodded against his chest. He kissed her on the top of her head. They released each other. Paul waved as he backed down the hallway. She leaned against her door frame as she watched him leave.


CHAPTER FIVE

Conflicting thoughts had consumed Helen since her night at the bar with Paul. She wanted to reveal her true colors to him, but there was the concern that he’d tell her entire family. What would her mother, Vivian, do if she discovered Helen dominated men? How would her brother, Adrian, feel if he knew that Paul submitted to her? Helen wasn’t sure he would but wanted to take a chance because she wasn’t letting any man command her.

Helen had to leave in the morning. Paul would be by before the sun rose, so they could get to the cabin before it was dark. She sat on her bed staring at an assortment of sex toys and lingerie. She could leave them behind, but Helen had decided to stop hiding herself. There were a few times in college she had drunken sex with frat guys, and those nights still haunted her. The kissing, touching, and everything leading up to intercourse had been magical, but the moment a guy slipped a dick in her and tried to call the shots ruined the experience.

Helen had a flogger, butt plug, strap on, whip, cock cage, thongs, and so much more she could use on Paul. It had been months since Helen had a man to feminize and dominate. She had a fantastic sissy until he disappeared. One day he stopped answering his phone. Helen had seen a tan line on his ring finger. She told herself it was a marriage that had ended before they hooked up the first time. She told herself her sissy wouldn’t cheat but never asked questions. His ongoing silence was answer enough.

Paul was single. His only flaw was his closeness to her family. Helen took a deep breath before she tossed her toys and lingerie into the bottom of her suitcase. She covered them with layers of sweaters, pants, thermal underwear, and everything else she would need for the trip.

Instead of dwelling on her doubts, Helen went to take a hot shower. She checked her breasts for lumps and was thankful not to feel any. A great-aunt and grandmother in her family had both suffered from breast cancer, so Helen always checked herself. She massaged her scalp as the shampoo foamed in her hair. She turned the cold water down and hot water up to scold her body.

Helen got out the shower ten minutes later. Steam rolled off her reddened skin. She put on sweatpants and a t-shirt before watching late-night news.

The morning came. Helen woke up fifteen minutes before Paul arrived. She brushed her teeth and changed into a pair of jeans. Helen wore no makeup, but Paul had seen her without it on several occasions. He had known her for years, so she didn’t feel uncomfortable walking out the door when Paul called to tell her he had arrived.

Paul was waiting outside his running car when Helen left the condo building. He opened the trunk and lifted Helen’s suitcase into it. “Morning,” Paul said as he wrapped his arms around Helen.

“I can’t believe I’m up this early on a Saturday,” she said.

“It’ll be worth it, Helen. Promise. Haven’t you been cross-country skiing?”

“Not for a long time. You remember where those skis are from, don’t you?”

“Right,” said Paul. Helen found his chuckle sexy. She found his freshly shaven face attractive too. He was wearing less cologne than when they met at the bar. Perhaps he only had deodorant and aftershave. “Let’s hit the road,” said Paul. He went over to the passenger’s door and opened it. It was warm inside the car. Helen changed the radio station as Paul went around to the other side. He said nothing when he entered the vehicle.

“You ready?” she asked.

Paul nodded and put the car in drive.

♦

Paul and Helen were halfway to the cabin when they pulled off the highway to stop at a supermarket. They needed supplies for the weekend, and Paul wanted Helen’s input.

“You wanna stretch your legs?” he asked.

“That sounds nice,” she said. The drive from the suburbs of Detroit to the cabin took several hours. Helen could use a snack since she hadn’t eaten anything for breakfast. They stepped out of the car. Frigid air sank to Helen’s bones. Her teeth chattered as they walked to the door, but at least it was warm inside the store.

Paul asked Helen what food they should buy. She picked out a rotisserie chicken, pasta, bread, vegetables, and other items she could whip together in half an hour or less. They bought fruit and granola bars as a snack for the remainder of their drive. It disappointed Helen to find the salad bar empty.

They ate granola bars and fruit in the warm car before Paul got back on the highway. Helen glanced over at him, studying the shape of his profile. The ridge of his nose. How his lips curved. The thickness of his muscular chest contrasting against his thin waist. Helen wanted to pull the shirt from his body, but she was still afraid to expose her dominance.

Paul gripped the steering wheel as he felt Helen’s eyes run over his body. He ignored his hardening dick, thankful that it wasn’t showing against his jeans. They were loose enough that his erection had room to run down his leg, but it was bouncing. Throbbing. Paul was dying to touch Helen after their night of foreplay with no climax.

Helen flipped through stations and songs on her cell phone for the rest of their journey, and Paul pretended to ignore the constant changes. They arrived at the cabin. The owner, Tiffany, was waiting with a set of keys. They got a quick tour of the kitchen, bathroom, and bedroom before the woman left them with the keys and bundles of wood for the fireplace.

“What do you think?” asked Paul. The cabin wasn’t anything fancy, but his original plans had been to come with Adrian.

“It’s perfect. Could you build a fire for us? It’s cold in here,” she said.

Paul nodded and grabbed the wood. He built a fire within a few minutes, and it didn’t take long to heat the cabin. There was a lot more snow on the ground than in Detroit. Helen hadn’t been up North in years. Her parents went every year, but she never did nowadays. They loved snowy vacations as much as ones to the beach. They would probably make a trip to the Upper Peninsula after the New Year. She and Paul hadn’t gone that far, but they weren’t far from the tip of the mitten-shaped part of Michigan.

Helen rose when Paul sat on the sofa. It was too awkward to sit next to him for an extended period when her desire was as hot as the burning logs. Flurries of snow that blew from the roof past the windows. The cabin was basic, but the rustic vibes made it even sexier.

“Should I make us dinner?” asked Helen.

“I’d love that,” he said.

“Pull some meat off the chicken for me.”

Paul worked on one part of the counter while Helen chopped onions and garlic on the other. There wasn’t much space, so they bumped hips. Their eyes met. Electricity in the air. Paul wanted to hold Helen’s face in his hands to kiss her again. He hadn’t gotten the kiss he wanted before leaving her apartment the morning after the bar. He didn’t get one before the drive to the cabin, so Paul leaned over to Helen. She lifted her head. Tears, from cutting onions, slid down her face. “You’re beautiful.”

“Hush, Paul.”

“I’m serious,” Paul said. He picked up a rag to wipe his hands clean before wrapping his arms around Helen’s waist. He pulled her close. She shook her head before closing her eyes to meet Paul’s lips.

Helen broke the kiss first and commanded Paul to continue with his duties. “Do you want to eat or kiss all night?” she asked.

Paul wouldn’t mind skipping food if it meant a night of kissing Helen, but he got back to work. She kicked him out the kitchen when he finished and whipped up a pasta dish. Paul worked on the fire. He said they would need to head to town to buy more wood and drinking water since they forgot to purchase any. They sat at a metal table with rickety wooden chairs when Helen finished the pasta.

“This is delicious, Helen.”

“You’ll have to do the cooking next time,” she said.

“I’m a dreadful chef. You’d hate my food.”

Helen didn’t want to tell him, but he would have to learn if he wanted more than a night with her. She wasn’t sure she could make it through this weekend without riding Paul’s dick, even if she didn’t reveal her toys. Maybe exposing her true self wasn’t worth it. Maybe she was better off holding down his arms to fuck his cock with her pussy. She was wet just thinking about her lips sliding along his shaft. Helen squeezed her legs together. A little moan escaped her mouth.

“Excuse me?”

Helen shook her head, glancing over at her suitcase. The conflict within her hot like a boiling lake of lava. “Don’t we have to buy supplies from the store?”

“Yeah. Want me to wash the dishes?”

“I can help,” said Helen. She packed up the leftovers in a casserole dish that had a lid and placed those in the fridge as Paul made a bath of soapy water in the sink. She watched him from the sofa as his muscular arms moved in a circular motion to rid the dishes of tomato sauce.

Sounds of crackling wood and its smell were a powerful aphrodisiac as Helen cuddled under a blanket and waited for Paul to finish so they could go to the store.

♦

Helen hopped out of Paul’s car holding a box of beers and a bottle of vodka. Paul grabbed the drinking water and bundles of wood from his trunk. A light snow had begun falling, and the sky was empty of light. The silence of the surrounding area deafening. Helen loved nature, but it had been so long since she had heard such silence, and it was unsettling.

“Are there other cabins?” she asked as Paul fumbled with his keys.

“Yeah, but it sounds like we’re the only ones here. On the listing, it says the owner lives about thirty minutes away.”

“That’s comforting,” said Helen. She wasn’t afraid, but it hadn’t occurred to her how alone they were until the dark drive home from the grocery store. She was thankful Paul was driving because her night vision wasn’t the best.

There was a television, but it didn’t have cable or any streaming services. Neither Helen nor Paul found the programming choices worth viewing. Helen had music downloaded on her phone, so she placed it in a bowl and started her playlist of downtempo mixes. Strong winds blew outside, whistling.

“Wanna beer?” asked Paul.

“Vodka, please. With ice cubes,” she said. Helen didn’t like drinking beer because it was bad for the waistline. She didn’t know how Paul could stay thin. It was probably his youth. At twenty-two, his metabolism was plenty strong. Even though she was only twenty-four herself, she felt it was much harder to keep off extra pounds. They were like magnets, and she was metal.

“Order coming right up,” said Paul. He fixed their drinks. Helen found her favorite mix and moved her body to the electronic music. “What are we listening to?” asked Paul when he sat on the couch. Helen showed him the playlist she had, and he pulled out his phone to take a note.

“So, you’re just going to copy me?”

“Is that a problem?” he asked. Paul moved forward. Their noses touched. She giggled and rubbed hers against his.

“I guess not,” Helen said in a breathy voice.

Paul sat back and threw back some beer. His Adam’s apple bobbed as the liquid traveled down his throat. Helen wanted to wear her strap and watch Paul suck it. She found once a man let go of his inhibitions, he usually loved sucking her dick. Running a tongue over the head. A nub penetrating, stimulating Helen’s pussy as she fucked the man’s mouth.

“What are we going to do to distract ourselves? We should have bought some DVDs at the store,” Paul said, pointing to the DVD player.

“I could think of a couple things,” Helen said. She threw back a swig of her vodka and set the glass on a coaster. She got to her knees on the sofa. Helen pulled out her ponytail, shaking her hair. Paul choked on air, but it didn’t phase Helen. She had Paul right where she wanted him. He was staring at her chest as she unzipped her jacket. She shook her shoulders and said, “burr. Would you mind making the fire bigger?”

Paul smirked and grabbed a couple logs from the bundle of wood. He bent over so his jeans hugged his ass, making sure Helen had a direct view. He expected laughter, but when he looked back, her eyes were nothing but serious. The rim of the glass touched her lips. Her gaze didn’t waver. Paul found himself sinking to his hands and knees. He stuck out his backside, feeling his dick harden. Part of him had always wanted to have a woman play with his hole like he secretly did in the shower sometimes.

“You like what you see?” he asked.

“Every woman loves a good ass,” she said. “Bring it over here.”

The fire grew as strong as the tension in the room. Paul returned to the sofa. Helen pushed him against the back of the sofa’s frame as she climbed atop his lap, straddling his legs. She felt his thick erection pressing against his jeans. She squeezed his firm biceps as they kissed. Helen held Paul’s arms against his side. He wasn’t fighting it.

“We can’t tell anyone about this,” Helen said between long moments of tongue play.

“Not a word,” said Paul.

Helen released his arms, pulling the shirt from his body. His six pack was defined like a model’s. Helen ran a finger along the grooves of his abs. “Do you ever leave the gym?”

“I spend a lot of time there,” he said with a light chuckle.

Helen threw his shirt to the side. Paul lifted his hand to her jacket’s zipper. Helen ran her fingers through her hair as Paul undid her top. She pulled it from her body. Paul helped with the undershirt. He had her bra off a moment later. They were both wearing jeans and no tops. Paul held her breasts in his hands before pulling her close to take a nipple in his mouth. “Oh my,” said Helen. She hadn’t had lips on her areola in months, and the sensation was decadent.

“You like using your mouth?” she asked. Paul moaned into her bosom. Helen gripped his hair and pulled his face from her breast. “I have something for you to lick.”

Paul got to his knees as Helen pushed him from the sofa. She unbuttoned her jeans, and Paul helped her out of them. She purged herself of her clad panties too. Helen touched her clit, overwhelmed by the moment. Paul linked his arms under her knees and dove in for a snack.

Helen closed her eyes as Paul flattened his tongue against her pussy lips. She rubbed her clit and squeezed Paul’s head with her thighs. One of his hands moved, but his shoulders supported her legs. She heard his zipper fall. His arms vibrated as he beat his dick. Helen wouldn’t last long, and she didn’t want to because Paul would try to fuck her if they waited too long to cum.

“Fuck, Paul. Your mouth feels so good,” she said.

Paul beat his dick. His mouth tasted like Helen’s flower, and he savored every drop of her juices. He used them to lubricate his dick. Helen purred when he slipped a finger in her pussy, but he was much more interested in tasting it than fingering it. He just needed her pussy juices for lubrication. Paul knew by the tension in Helen’s body she was nearing an orgasm, and he just wanted to please her.

“Cum for me, baby,” he whispered.

Helen pushed his head against her pelvis. He licked her with vigor as she held the back of his skull. Moments later, Helen squirted. He couldn’t help himself from cumming all over the cabin’s hardwood floor. Helen pushed away his hand as laughter escaped her.

“Fuck, that was hot.”

Helen looked up when her body relaxed, and Paul’s dangling dick was a surprise. It was monstrous. She couldn’t wait to use it, but he would have to learn who was in charge first.


CHAPTER SIX

Paul awoke as the Helen’s little spoon. Her arm tight around his torso. She was breathing like she hadn’t woken up yet, so Paul didn’t move. He savored the moment. No woman had held him so securely before. They always made him sleep as the big spoon, but Helen was unique. Paul knew she was a different woman than what people saw on the surface.

Through the foggy window, Paul saw flurries of snow. It looked heavier than last night. Helen stirred. Her hand slipped from Paul’s stomach, but he grabbed it.

“You’re awake?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said.

“I wonder how much it has snowed.”

“Wanna get up to see?”

Helen agreed and took her hand. She and Paul got out of bed. He started a fire as she boiled hot water for coffee. Helen wanted to brush her teeth but needed water and to check the weather situation first. She opened the front door after wrapping herself with a coat. “Wow, it’s really coming down! The car is half buried!”

“No way,” said Paul, running over to the door. A pile of snow had fallen into the cabin. The car wasn’t half buried, but the tires were. Paul wasn’t sure they could make it back to the main road unless it warmed up and melted.

“What are we going to do?” asked Helen. Her voice was laced with budding hysteria. “Do we have the internet here?”

“I don’t think so,” he said. “She gave us her phone number. I can call her.”

“Please,” she said.

Paul rang the owner of the cabin, Tiffany. She answered on the second ring. He only had one bar, so the call had static. Paul explained their situation, and she told him about the satellite internet. Paul thanked Tiffany after he connected Helen’s phone to the satellite internet. Tiffany began saying something else, but he had pressed the red end-call button.

“There are companies with plow trucks in town,” she said after staring at her screen for several minutes. Paul had been gazing at her, thinking of his lips on her pussy. The fragrance of her flower lingering on his breath long after their fun ended.

“We’ll make it,” Paul said when Helen placed her phone upside-down next to her. “Don’t worry.”

“My boss is a nut. He’ll freak if I don’t show up Tuesday morning.”

“You don’t have any sick days?”

“That’s not the point,” she said.

“Relax, Helen. I’ll get you home if it’s the last thing I do,” he said. Helen chuckled, shaking her head. Could Paul be any more cheesy? But there was a sincerity in his eyes. “Could I do something to help you relax?”

“What?” she asked. Paul got to his knees and unbuttoned Helen’s pants, but Helen remembered the hot water on the stove. “Shit, I forgot the coffee after I saw the snow.”

“Who cares,” he said.

“It has probably all evaporated by now,” she said. Helen pushed Paul’s hand away from her waistline. He grunted but didn’t stop Helen from getting up to check on the coffee. The pot had half as much water. Helen used it for the French Press. She added some tepid water. Paul snuck up behind her, wrapping his arms around her from behind. She twisted her body so she could face him. “I thought you had started something,” she said.

Paul grinned and sank to his knees. He looked up at Helen through hooded eyes as he slid her jeans to the floor. The fire had warmed the cabin enough that she took off her shirt. She removed her bra as Paul’s mouth covered her clit. She gripped his head. Paul had his hands on Helen’s ass, pushing himself into her womanhood. His lips moved from her clit to her pussy.

Helen threw her head back and rubbed her nub. She moved back to the table and perched on its edge. They lost themselves in the moment. Their bodies two spent vessels several minutes later. Panting. Paul’s oozing dick. Helen’s wetness. Paul got a blanket and placed it near the fire. They wiped themselves clean and snuggled.

“Paul, there’s something I’ve wanted to tell you,” she said. Helen loved Paul’s body, but she wanted to strip it of hair. She wanted him to be smooth. Delicate. He had muscles and masculinity, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t be her sissy. “I’m not like most women.”

“No, you’re better,” he said.

Helen rested one leg above the other. She reached down and ran the tip of her finger along the head of Paul’s cock. “I want your cock, but it has to be on my terms.” Paul looked at Helen but said nothing, so she continued. “I brought toys. I’m telling you this because it’s who I am, and I decided I could only be with a man who accepts every part of me.”

“What toys?” asked Paul. He moved away from Helen. His body tenser. His dick softening. The fear in his eyes and position palpable. Helen took a deep breath. She had to stay true to herself and decided words complicated matters. Helen went to her suitcase and unzipped it. She dug through the clothes, touching a set of anal beads first.

“Close your eyes,” she said. Paul did. He tucked his hand into his crotch, hiding his penis. Helen retrieved all her goodies, growing more confident as she saw each. She wouldn’t mind seeing Paul in a lacy thong either but didn’t want to push him too far today. There was nothing more Helen loved than fucking guys, so she had to make sure Paul was open to that first. Helen had all the toys sitting on the couch when she told Paul to open his eyes.

Paul focused on the toys instantly. He clenched his ass, thinking back to all the times he had fingered himself. He had always wanted to try more but couldn’t even bring himself to order toys online, let alone buy them in a store. Paul sucked in a breath, acting surprised and coating himself with a layer of masculinity. “What the fuck, Helen. What are those?” he asked, scooting back until the heat of the fire stopped him.

“I’m a dominant woman, Paul. I want to fuck you. Ride your dick. I want complete control,” she said. Helen sat on the edge of the sofa. She parted her thighs, spreading her legs so wide the only thing Paul could focus on was her dripping pussy. Her manicured bush. Paul opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. His eyes were glued to Helen’s womanhood as she used two fingers to play with her pussy lips. “You want this pussy, Paul?”

Paul’s hand wrapped around his hard dick. He couldn’t help himself. His arousal was as easy to see as the falling snow. Paul glanced at the string of balls dangling from Helen’s left hand. His focus moved to the right hand fondling her pussy.

“Yes, I do,” said Paul.

“Are you willing to play by my rules?”

Paul nodded.

♦

Helen smirked as she ran her fingers along the curves of the anal beads, each one larger than the former. The last ball was larger than a golf ball but smaller than a baseball, and she couldn’t wait to get them all into Paul’s ass, but she needed him to do a couple tasks first.

“This will be our little secret. Can you keep a secret, Paul?” she asked, closing her legs and standing up from the sofa. Paul nodded. Helen stepped across the room. It was much warmer near the fire. Helen didn’t know if it was the burning wood or Paul’s fiery body. “Tell me, Paul. Have you ever had any sissy fantasies?”

“I’ve fingered myself before. Nothing more than that.”

Helen purred as she pictured Paul fingering himself. As she pictured her dick sliding into his tight hole. She would stretch him more than he could imagine, but he would love every second. She saw it in his eager expression. Hope hiding beneath the falsely masculine surface.

“Give up the act, Paul,” she said. Helen had given up hers, and now that the veil had been lifted, there was no stopping her. A snow storm was continuing to bury the cabin, and they had another night on their reservation. Perhaps they wouldn’t be able to leave tomorrow if the weather didn’t warm, and Paul had opened a box he couldn’t close.

Paul let out a long sigh. “What’s your plan?”

“I want you as smooth as melted butter,” she said. Helen had brought along everything she needed to shave Paul. She gave him the tools and specific instructions. He had to shave his legs, his balls, his ass, his chest, and every other bit of hair on his sissy body. He would get a spanking for every bit Helen had to do over. “Go ahead, Paul. Get in the bathroom and get to work! We don’t have all day,” she said, even though they had nowhere to go.

Paul lathered himself with shaving cream marketed for women. He never understood why companies divided shaving creams by gender, fragrance, and lettering. Even the shape of the bottles were different. The women’s curvy and feminine. The men’s thick like an envious penis, which Paul had. When other men saw how well endowed he was, their eyes fixated on his manhood. It didn’t happen often, but Paul always noticed when it did.

A bucket of hot water sat on the toilet seat’s lid. He dipped the razor, also made for women, in the steamy bath of water. He ran it over his leg. It took him a while to rid his leg of hair, but Paul wasn’t counting the minutes. He was taking his time because he knew what would come next, and as much as Paul wanted to experiment, he wasn’t ready to have his hole stretched.

Paul checked himself for hair, satisfied with his work but terrified Helen would find a mistake. Paul turned on the shower, waiting for the water to heat. He was thankful they had plenty of propane in the cabin. Paul lathered his body with soap, paying special attention to his backside. He spread his cheeks, letting the warming water run down his split. Soap swirling into the drain. Hands pressed against the cheap, slippery wall.

A finger in his hole. Paul glanced at the door, making sure it was closed. He balanced himself with his face as he spread his cheeks. Two fingers stretched his opening. Paul bit his bottom lip as he forced his soapy fingers into his sissy hole. His dick had hardened at an alarming rate. Paul stopped holding his ass open to stroke his throbbing cock, edging himself. He didn’t want to cum without Helen.

A knock on the bathroom door startled him. “Paul, what are you doing in there?”

“Just rinsing off,” he said, releasing his cock. He wished his erection away, but nothing could work fast enough.

Helen opened the door. He thought he had locked it, but there she was. Helen had caught him with a hard dick and soapy body. “Oh my, Paul. Don’t you look smooth and delicious,” she said. Helen hadn’t dressed, and she was as beautiful as ever. Porcelain skin. A sensual gaze. An aura of dominance.

“I was just—”

“Shh… shh… it’s okay, my dear. Boys can’t help themselves. Don’t worry, I have a toy to fix that, but we have other things to do first,” she said.

Paul swallowed. He didn’t know what she meant by having a toy to ‘fix’ anything, but his dick twitched at the promise. “I didn’t cum,” he said. His voice was quivering. His body cold since he had switched off the water in a panic. Helen rose her eyebrow. He turned away from her, shame reverberating through his being. Paul turned on the water. Its heat instantly calmed his body. Helen snuck up behind him. Her hand rested on his ass.

“You must do a million squats,” she said. Her palm slapped his wet skin, which enhanced the stinging burn.

“I do my fair share.”

“Don’t hide your friend from me. Let me see how well you did. Remember the deal we made,” she said. Paul turned to face her, his dick half erect. Helen drew a trail with her finger along his body. “Well done. Well done,” she was saying, turning Paul this way and that. She got to his ass, spread his cheeks, and shook her head.

“What?” asked Paul.

“You cleaned well, but you missed a spot. This part between your balls and hole is important, mister. I’ll make sure to do this extra slow. Turn off the water and bend over,” she said.

Paul took deep breaths as Helen lathered his skin with shaving cream. He tensed as the blade slid, but Helen told him to relax. She didn’t want to leave any nicks. Paul did as she said, spreading his cheeks when she commanded. He stuck his ass out and lifted his leg. Helen took three minutes to finish the job. Paul was shivering by the time she told him he could continue his shower.

“I’ll be waiting in the living room. Don’t take all day. Would you like a cocktail?”

“Sure.”

Helen went to the kitchen. She loved the freedom of the cabin. There were no neighbors to peep her naked body. She shook her hair and did a little dance as she arranged the ingredients for a cocktail. Paul had gone to the point of no return, and Helen was ready to start their secret journey.

She loved vodka with fresh-squeezed orange juice. Helen had bought a jug. One day, she wanted to see Paul juicing oranges in a sexy thong; anal beads deep in his hole. She thought of all the things she wanted to do to him once they got back to the Detroit area, but what if it all ended after the cabin? What if he reverted to a hollow shell of masculinity? Helen had encountered many men who only wanted one night of exploration. They only wished to experiment. Helen knew they were all sissies deep down, but it was so easy for a man to reject his true desires to satisfy social constructs.

Helen pushed aside her doubts and mixed two cocktails. Paul emerged from the bathroom. He was naked, hairless, and a stunning image of smoothness. “Don’t forget to lotion your body so you don’t break out,” she said. “There’s some in my suitcase.”

Paul lathered his body with lotion and then joined Helen in the kitchen. They clinked their glasses together, “cheers.”

“Cheers,” Paul echoed.

♦

“You sure it won’t hurt?” Paul asked as he waited on his hands and knees. Helen had put on background music. They were each on their second cocktail, and the moment had come to stretch Paul’s ass. He was nervous, terrified, and eager.

“Depends on which part you’re talking about because I still haven’t given you your punishment,” she said.

“Right, I was talking about the beads, but a spanking could hurt too. Will it?”

“You might enjoy a spanking. Why don’t we find out and stop talking about it?” Helen reached for her flogger on the sofa. The fire roared in the fireplace, and they had enough wood to make it for days. Paul had bought too much, but part of Helen wanted to call into work and spend another week with her blossoming sissy.

Helen ran the tails of the flogger along Paul’s ass cheeks. He was sitting in a way that Helen saw his hardening cock dangling between his thighs. He touched it, but she told him not to. “Naughty boys don’t get to masturbate. Unless you want to add to your punishment?”

“No, please. I’ll stop,” he said.

“I won’t,” said Helen. She brought the flogger down on his ass. Paul flinched, but it wasn’t as painful as he expected. The lingering sting was fuel to his fire. Paul wanted to touch his extended rod but would follow Helen’s command. Not stroking himself made every sensation stronger. Every second dripped with anticipation. Paul waited as Helen ran the flogger tails along his stinging ass.

Helen whipped him seven more times until he was begging for her to stop. Paul curled his hands into fists as he tolerated the pain. It morphed to pleasure as the initial discomfort faded. Helen walked to his front side and positioned herself in Paul’s face. He bent down, still on all fours, licking her pussy lips. Helen moaned as the seconds turned into minutes. She was breathing deeply to control her orgasm. As much as she wanted to cum, she needed to stuff Paul’s ass first. “Fuck, let me breathe.”

“You like that?” he asked.

“Not as much as you’re going to like those beads in your ass,” she said.

Paul was nervous but didn’t express himself. He closed his eyes, bending his head. Helen stood and walked over to the sofa. She grabbed the string of balls, rubbing lubrication on them one at a time. Paul flinched when she slid two fingers along his hairless hole. She slipped one into his sissy taint. Paul groaned, but Helen knew he was enjoying it. Before long, she would have him loose and ready to take her dick whenever she wanted his sissy hole.

“You like my fingers,” Helen stated as she slid a third finger into Paul’s relaxing ass. His groans had switched to moans. Helen pretended she didn’t see him touching his dick. He might as well enjoy it while it lasted. Helen would have him locked up in his sissy cage soon enough, but this was only the beginning of a relationship Helen would make sure lasted.

Paul couldn’t deny Helen’s statement. He had been hiding his truth for ages. Every time he took charge with a woman had felt forced and unnatural. Perhaps other men would judge him if they knew he was on his hands and knees getting fingered by a woman, but Paul had been given a gift in Helen that he didn’t want to lose. “Fuck yeah. I love it, Helen,” he said.

Those words made Helen wetter. She moaned as her fingers rubbed her clit with the gushing juices. Paul’s ass naturally spread and ready. She ran the anal beads along his split, causing Paul to moan. His sissy hole tightened and released. Tightened and released. Helen needed both her hands, which came as a disappointment, but had to put those beads deep in Paul’s cave.

“Here comes the first one,” she said. It slid in without any issues. Helen did the second and third, which Paul was loving.

Paul felt the three beads in his ass, thinking he was the king of the world. He had to stop stroking his dick because the sensations were making him want to cum. Helen smacked his ass a couple times with a paddle which hurt more than the flogger. Paul felt like a sissy whore and was loving it.

“Spank me,” he said. Helen spanked his ass five more times, which had Paul begging her to stop. “Fuck, Helen. You’re creating a monster.” Paul could feel himself changing, morphing into the man he had always wanted to become. The man he had locked away, pretending he didn’t exist. Starving him of any oxygen, but Helen was brining that man back to life.

“Give me the monster, sissy boy,” she said.

“Shove those beads up my ass, baby. I need them,” Paul said.

“Be careful what you wish for.” Helen had a set of beads at home that were much bigger, and she couldn’t wait to use them on Paul, but even this pair got large after the third bead.

Paul groaned as Helen pushed the fourth bead into his opening. She loved how his hole closed around them like an automatic door. He begged for more moments later, and Helen obliged. Budding sissies could be so demanding. She would uncover the true Paul bit by bit but always remind him who was in charge. Dominance was a balancing act.

Paul had all six beads in his ass. He had never been harder in his life. He wanted to cum so badly, but Helen told him he couldn’t. He loved her command yet hated it. Paul wanted to play, but she was telling him to put on clothes. “Why?” he asked. “Can’t we stay naked?”

“We’re going for a walk, and you’re going to keep those beads right where they are,” she said. “We can play later. We’re here until at least tomorrow.”

“Exactly. Let’s just stay inside,” he said.

Helen didn’t use her words to explain. She narrowed her eyes, grabbed Paul’s jeans, and tossed them to him. Helen picked up her bra and panties, slipping them on while Paul watched her without moving. He was still on his hands and knees, looking at her over his shoulder. Paul groaned and grabbed his jeans, but he wanted more.

“Can I wear your panties?” he asked. “You know, to make sure the beads don’t fall out. They’re tighter than my boxers.”

“You sure that’s the only reason you want to wear my panties?” asked Helen, laughing lightly.

“Can I wear them or not?”

“Paul, watch your tone. You will speak to me with respect, do you understand?”

Paul lowered his gaze. “Yes,” he said.

“You’re in luck, Paul. I brought some lacy lingerie that will be perfect,” she said. Helen grabbed the lingerie she had packed for Paul from her suitcase; a burgundy lace thong. Paul took them and put them on quickly. His hard dick ran along the waistline of the panties. Helen licked her lips. “Get dressed. We’re going for a walk. We can use those anti-slip snow grips in the corner for the bottoms of our shoes.”

“Sounds amazing, Helen,” said Paul. He wanted more naked time, but the beads in his ass made him feel stuffed and satisfied. It would be interesting to take a winter walk with them. They got dressed, dug their way out the front door, and set off on an adventure.


CHAPTER SEVEN

“This is incredible,” said Helen. They were about a mile from the cabin in a forest opening. Paul could still see their footprints. The snow had stopped falling a couple minutes after they walked out the door, and Paul could swear he felt the air warming. He didn’t know if it was the truth or his imagination. He felt the beads inside him with every switch on his feet. “Don’t you think so, Paul?”

“I love how the pines look with a blanket of snow,” he said.

“Let’s make snow angels,” she said. Helen opened her arms and fell backward into the snow, as though it were a crowd in a concert. She laughed as she swung her legs and arms to make a snow angel in the thick snow.

Paul lowered himself to the ground with more care, careful not to disturb the beads. His dick was no longer hard, but he could feel it sticking to the fabric by his precum. It hurt when his dick pulled away from the thong and reattached itself every time. Paul made snow angels with Helen.

“That was fun, but I’m cold,” she said.

“Feels like it’s getting warmer, don’t you think?” asked Paul.

“Maybe,” she said. “Still freezing.”

It was true, but Paul didn’t think it would last long. He could always feel the difference between freezing and non-freezing weather in winter. Even two degrees above freezing felt much warmer than two below the line. “You want to go inside?”

“Yeah, thanks for entertaining my idea.”

“I’ve enjoyed it myself,” he said, winking. They both knew he was referring to the beads deep in his cave. His dick hardened anew as they shifted when he stood. They walked back to the cabin holding hands. Paul had buried out a spot in front of the door so they could open it properly. He built a fire when they got inside, wearing nothing but his panties. Helen could watch him work all day.

But she had other things on her mind. “Paul, take off the lingerie. The time has come to play.” Paul slid the panties down his legs. He held his dick with his left hand and watched as Helen stripped the clothes from her body. Her nipples were daggers from the cold air. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Paul did, and Helen got behind him. She warmed his ass with the paddle. Paul was learning to love the pain. Helen pulled one bead out of Paul’s ass. His dick twitched wildly. He squeezed his fists to avoid cumming all over the floor. “Fuck, that feels good.”

Helen continued. Paul came on the fourth bead. Thick, milky goo covered the hardwoods beneath him. Helen pulled out the last two beads while his body was tense and orgasmic. Paul whined but stayed in position like a good sissy. Helen dropped the string of beads to the side. She went to her suitcase and grabbed the strap on, placing it around her waist.

Helen sat on the sofa, her dick hard and long. Paul’s hole was loose and ready from the anal beads. “Come here, Paul. Sit on my dick,” she said.

Paul stood, and his eyes widened when he saw Helen’s cock. It was as big as his, and Paul knew he was bigger than most. He swallowed, not sure if he could handle such an enormous cock on his first try. “If you ride me, I’ll ride you,” she said and winked.

Helen would keep her word, after tying Paul’s hands and feet together, but he didn’t have to know that detail yet. “I, uh, I—”

“Grab the lubrication and prepare yourself. You’re not the only one with a massive cock,” she said.

Paul hesitated, but he had come this far, and those beads had felt magical. He needed Helen’s cock. His only wish was that it had been smaller, but she promised she hadn’t brought any other straps. Paul lubricated his ass, straddled Helen’s hips, and took a deep breath.

Helen pressed her hands on Paul’s thighs, gliding him to her dick. Paul screamed when her head pushed into his hole. It was too much. Too intense. “Take a deep breath,” whispered Helen.

Paul nodded and waited until his exhale to try again. It was a bit better but still too painful. It wasn’t until the sixth try that Paul’s ass loosened up and accepted Helen’s cock. Paul couldn’t describe the pleasure that came over his body. It was like an unquenchable thirst. All he wanted was more cock. More and more. A cock in his mouth. Split roasted. He had seen that before in a porno video and immediately wished he were the slut between two dominant women.

“Fuck, you’re one eager sissy,” Helen said as she held Paul’s hips to steady him. “Why don’t I fuck you from behind?”

Paul nodded with vigor and bent over the edge of the sofa. Helen rubbed more lubrication onto her cock before sliding it into Paul’s cave. He moaned. His hard dick dangled between his legs, but he didn’t touch it. His hands gripped the sofa. White knuckles.

Paul ignored the fraction of pain he felt because he had never experienced as much pleasure as Helen’s dick sliding between his cheeks. When she wasn’t inside him, he felt empty. If he touched his cock, he would bust.

Helen was close to cumming as the nub on the backside of her strap hit her G-spot. She bit her bottom lip, fucking Paul as long as she could, but it was becoming too much. Helen needed to cum, but she wanted to watch her sissy cum first.

“Get to the floor on your back,” she said. She had pulled out of Paul. Her dick dangled from her pelvis, shiny and slick. Paul got on the floor. Helen slid a pillow under Paul’s ass to prop him up, and her dick followed. “Cum for me, baby. I’m getting close,” she said.

Paul nodded, wrapping his hand around his dick. He stroked himself until streams of white covered his chest. His ass contracting around Helen’s dick. She used the pressure to fuck herself with the nub, digging her nails in Paul’s chest as she came with him.

“Wow,” said Paul. He laughed without control when Helen pulled out of him. Helen joined him after she took off the strap and tossed it to the side. Their laughter died, and they cuddled by the fire until they drifted into a light sleep.

Helen kept her promise later in the evening after tying Paul’s hands and legs to the bed and shoving a plug up his ass. Helen had found her sissy, and Paul his mistress.

♦

Paul and Helen awoke the next morning to a ringing phone. It was Tiffany, the owner of the cabin. She said that she was coming by in fifteen minutes with a plow truck to clear the driveway and grab the keys. It was nearly noon on Monday, and the weather had warmed. They felt it when they opened the window to clear out the smells of sex lingering in the cabin.

They scrambled to clean the house and evidence of their night. Helen kissed Paul when their paths crossed. “I wish we had time to fool around,” she said.

“You’ll have trouble getting rid of me once we get back to the city,” he said.

“I hope so.”

Helen and Paul continued their frantic cleaning. Tiffany arrived fifteen minutes later, but it took her another fifteen to clear the path. Helen fried bacon while she cleaned the kitchen. The smell overpowered everything else, and it would give them a snack for the road. She packed the rest of the leftovers in a cooler they had brought.

“It looks great,” she said when Paul announced he had finished. She packed the cooled bacon in a fresh napkin, threw the soiled ones away, and washed the dishes she had used.

Tiffany knocked on the door a moment later. “Y’all decent?”

“Come in,” said Helen.

“Wow, it looks fantastic in here,” Tiffany said when she stepped inside. They had hidden all their evidence in the luggage, and Tiffany was none the wiser that Paul had slipped on one of Helen’s thongs. They waited as Tiffany checked over the cabin, handed her the keys, and took off down the freshly plowed road.

Helen and Paul couldn’t stop smiling the entire way home.


EPILOGUE

Six Months Later

Helen and Paul had been spending a lot of time together since their trip to the cabin. It was now summer, and Helen had learned she was going to become an aunt in a couple months. She couldn’t wait to spoil her future niece or nephew. Adrian and Charlene still hadn’t found out the sex of the baby, much to the distress of their parents Vivian and Price. Nonetheless, everyone accepted the relationship Helen and Paul had developed.

Paul would arrive at Helen’s place in forty minutes. She had ordered a couple thongs designed for men and was wrapping them now. Food would arrive within the next half hour. Paul hadn’t dressed completely en femme, but Helen would push him to it one of these days. Paul preferred his lingerie, slips, and negligees.

Helen finished wrapping Paul’s gift. She loved they had found one another and couldn’t wait for Paul to arrive so she could help him out of his men’s clothing and into something more comfortable to enjoy yet another romantic evening as lovers.
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