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Eight Years Before

Jack Brock relaxed in his college apartment. Nobody was home but him, and his soft-rock CD played in the background. A soft afternoon glow filtered in through the window. It reflected off the mirror and made Jack's blue irises shin. His fingers traced the hem of his roommate’s dress draped over his body.

It was the silkiest option she had. Dorthy would kill Jack if she found him in one of her finest dresses. Jack lifted the bottom of the dress, reached his hand into Dorthy’s panties, and grabbed his throbbing dick. Jack kicked off Dorthy's lingerie to avoid soiling them. The scent of Dorthy’s pussy and his balls filled Jack’s senses as he inhaled the panties. He stroked his cock under the dress. Precum fell to the floor in a long stream.

Jack moved to the bed and pulled the dress up past his ass. A special bra filled out his chest, and his dick stood at attention in full view. In the mirror it looked like a pole between two mountains. Dressing as a trap enthralled Jack and empowered him to experience life in whatever way he pleased.

Glancing at the bedroom door, Jack made sure it was closed before reaching his hand down past his balls. His tight hole greeted him in the reflection as he spread his cheeks. A finger slipped into his hole, and he clenched his hole. The tip of his pointer filled him and controlled every sensation in his body. His dick trembled in his hand. The world evaporated around him as he rubbed the precum into his dry skin and quickened his stroke.

Jack’s head bent back. His back arched. His toes curled and cracked. Nothing was in focus around as his body exploded with ecstasy. Cum traveled from his balls, up his scrotum, and propelled to freedom.

The door slammed against the wall, “What the fuck is going on here?”

Jack shot up and faced an angry Dorthy. She held her panties in the air and glared at Jack. “Why is my thong in your room? Why are you wearing my dress?!” Her shrieks showed the desperation she experienced.

“Dorthy, I—. Uh, I can explain.”

“You better start! And take off my dress.”

Jack stripped down to nothing. His dick remained erect. He pushed it to the side and tried to hide in his bed. He pulled a jacket over his cock.

“Don’t bother! Just stay out of my room, freak!” Dorthy said and stormed out with her dress and panties. Jack cried himself to sleep and regretted everything. He wished he were gay and nothing more. Not some trap or sissy or whatever they wanted to call it. Tears took Jack to sleep.

♦

A couple weeks had passed since Dorthy caught Jack wearing her lingerie. They talked about it and reached amends. But as with all big surprises, nothing remained the same. A rift pulled at the friends. A coldness settled into the house's atmosphere. Jack would have given anything to go back to how it used to be. He missed his friend.

That day, a cold front passed through the town. Everyone wore their heavy jackets and denied the approaching winter. Dorthy and Jack rested at home. There had been some friends over in Dorthy’s room, but it sounded like they went home. A knock sounded at Jack’s door.

“Come in,” he said.

Dorthy slipped inside. Her strawberry-blonde hair was tied into a bun. She grinned at Jack. A knot formed in his stomach, but he was happy to see his friend.

“What’s up?” he asked.

The bed creaked as Dorthy sat next to Jack. She rested her hand on his thigh. Her eyes popped up and met his. A strange heat ran through him as he stared at the woman. “I haven’t been able to get the image of you in my clothes out of my head.”

“I’m really sorry about that, Dorthy. I’ll buy you whatever you want,” he said. She knew he had access to daddy’s credit card if it was an emergency. Not having his secret exposed made that list. His father would agree, he was sure.

“It’s okay,” she said and brushed her hand along his thigh. His erection grew in his panties. He wore basketball shorts, but he always wore feminine underwear. The kind with space for male genitalia were his preferred. “I always thought you were just gay. I didn’t know you like to dress as a… girl.”

Jack blushed, “yeah.”

“But you like guys?”

“I guess so. I’m confused by it myself sometimes, but dressing as a girl makes me feel alive. Beautiful.”

“Understandable. Women are beautiful. Why wouldn’t you want to be like us?”

Jack stared at his friend. He didn’t know what to make of her words. Why was she messing with him? What happened to the woman that didn’t speak to him for days? Jack didn’t care. He was happy to have her back. “I’m glad you understand.”

“It took me a few days. I hope you can forgive me,” she said.

“Of course.”

“So, Jack. When it’s just us I was thinking you could dress like a girl around the house,” Dorthy said with a soft smile. Her puffy cheeks looked cuter than ever when her dimples sunk into her face. Jack bunched up the sheet in his hand. He wanted to dress like a trap in his house but wasn’t sure.

“You’d be okay with that?”

“I want you to be comfortable,” Dorthy said. She stood with those words and walked to the door. She was halfway out and turned back to Jack, “I’ll be in the living room. Let’s watch a movie after you get dolled up.”

“Okay,” Jack said and gleamed. Dorthy closed the door, and he got to work. He did his makeup and put on a blonde wig. It was platinum blonde. Jack loved how it looked against his pale skin. He had a pair of short shorts and a tank top he wore. He kept his body shaved at all times. Body hair disgusted him. His legs were remarkably more attractive without it.

He walked into the living room in his new ensemble. His hard dick pressed clad against the thong, but it was invisible under the shorts. Heels lengthened his legs. Dorthy perched on the arm of a chair. She was smiling as Jack rounded the corner, but a wickedness filled her face like a Halloween doll. She tilted her head to the side.

“Welcome,” she said and cackled.

“What’s going on?” he asked and looked around. He tried to move his legs, but fear paralyzed him. The unknown cemented his feet.

“You think you can wear my panties and get away with it? You’re a freak!” Dorthy said and charged him. She pulled his pants to the ground and revealed his dick attached to his dolled up top. “Now!”

The closet door opened and two of Dorthy’s girlfriends emerged. They had digital cameras and snapped away at the half-revealed Jack. He screamed at the top of his lungs and stormed out the living room. The girls chased him, and he slammed his door in their face.

Jack packed his bags that night, disappeared, and never spoke to Dorthy or anyone from that University again.


[image: ]

Present Day

“That’s hideous. What were you thinking showing me orange napkins?” Dorthy huffed and turned to her maid of honor, lowering her voice, “orange? I can’t even.”

“Dreadful,” the woman snorted. They snickered. Collin, her fiance, sat in the corner and avoided it all. Dorthy forced him along to have a say, but he couldn’t have cared less. Marriage didn’t mean much more than completing a tradition for Collin. His father had given him a ring and a bottle of scotch, told him Collin’s mother wanted grandkids, and they sat in silence drinking from the fresh bottle of single malt. The family had included a few financial incentives too.

“Can you believe that?” Dorthy asked Collin. He grunted. The sounds of the saleswoman shuffling through samples in the distance filled their silence. Amanda, the maid of honor, brought up details about the venue Dorthy hadn’t completed. Dorthy’s eyes lingered on Collin before she turned her attention back to Amanda.

The worker returned with their full assortment of colors. Amanda and Dorthy cooed at the options. They exaggerated and exchanged jabs. The saleswoman rubbed the hem of her skirt. She stared at the women, waiting for Dorthy to say anything. She hated when people treated her like a servant, but she couldn't say anything. The store paid a commission, and weddings made fat dollars.

“What color do you like, Collin?”

“Whatever makes you happy, baby,” he said and returned his attention to his phone.

Dorthy huffed, “this is your wedding too!”

“I don’t care, babe.” He didn’t look up from his phone that time. The bright screen shined on his face.

Dorthy and Amanda exchanged a look and leaned back in their chairs. “Oh no he didn’t,” Amanda said.

“Girl, let’s not even bring him next time.”

“I don’t know why we thought it was a good idea.”

“It’s from those radical ideas in the magazines,” Dorthy said. “What real man wants to design his wedding?”

Collin looked at his women. His mouth parted, but he closed it without making a sound. Dorthy rejected every idea he had. His opinion didn’t matter to her. Collin would have been fine with orange. It matched the flowers, but Dorthy made every encounter in their life difficult. It was her specialty. Their parents arranged their marriage. Business mattered more than personal life in their elite circle. Private-school babies had to stick together and marrying Dorthy would put a fat mill in his bank account the day after. Who wouldn’t deal with a little bitchiness for a million dollars?

Amanda grew tired of the banter and made Dorthy pick something. They chose a soft blue color that would complement the flowers. Everything would be soft blues and soft oranges and yellows. Dorthy hooked her arm into Collin’s and pulled him toward the door. Amanda followed behind texting. The saleswoman watched them leave with hatred in her eyes, but the commission on the bottom of Dorthy’s tab softened her anger.

“Why did you have to be so mean to that woman, Dorthy?” Collin asked. Amanda acted like she was still texting but listened.

“I wasn’t mean. That orange was a helpless choice.”

“I liked it,” he said.

“Then you’re definitely staying home next time,” Dorthy said. “Plus, who’s dad is paying for this?”

“Whatever,” he said.

“Stop being such a baby, Collin. She got paid. She’ll live,” Dorthy said. Dorthy hiked her purse up her shoulder and pulled her hand away to dig for her keys. Collin caught the keys as she threw them at him. “You’re driving.”

♦

Janice crossed her legs and scrolled through social media. Her best friend, Tina, was going on about the same guy as usual. They were on and off like a light bulb. It was tiring to hear the same drama over and over, but Tina and Janice had to stick together. They were one-of-a-kind girls. Special surprises hid between their thighs, and capturing innocent men was their favorite pastime. A post caught Janice’s attention. She pressed her thumb onto the screen and moved the feed back to the picture. He eyes widened.

Tina noticed the change in Janice’s energy. “What’s going on?”

“I never told you this, but when I was in college something terrible happened.”

“What?” Tina gasped and leaned in to hear. Janice retold the story of when Dorthy found her in her clothes. How Dorthy encouraged Jack, Janice’s other half, to dress up around the house. Tina shook her head when she heard how the photos traveled around campus the next day. Everyone had email and social media at that point. It was all brand new, and Jack had to delete everything to start over. He had to stay an extra year at a new University to get enough credits to graduate.

“I can’t believe her,” Tina said. “But what does that have to do with anything?”

Janice had almost forgotten. She unlocked her phone and turned the screen toward Tina. “That bitch is getting married! One of our mutual friends reposted the wedding invitation.”

“She used to be your best friend?”

“Jack’s best friend. Her clothes made me feel so beautiful.”

“Bitch, I would have been mad at you too if you were wearing my dresses.”

“I know, and I offered to buy her new ones. I regret it all, but what she did was unforgivable. Therapy only helped so much. That day still gives me nightmares.”

“You’re right. What’s your crazy ass thinking?” Tina teased Janice, but her friend played dirty from time to time. Janice give up without a fight when an obstacle came her way. A part of her had never recovered from that day all those years ago. Seeing Dorthy crumble like Jack would bring a sick sense of satisfaction to Janice.

“You know I can’t help it,” Janice said as she stared at the wedding invitation on the screen. Heat coursed through her. It energized Janice to seek out more information. The announcement listed her husband’s name. She searched for him and found a profile with no guards, no locks, nothing to keep her out. “Fuck,” Janice whispered.

“What?”

Janice turned the phone to her friend. “It’s the fiance. We have full access.”

“Oh shit, do they know how dangerous that is for you?”

“Shut up,” Janice joked, but Amanda had a point. Janice didn’t know if she could help herself. The years had dampened her anger, but vengeance echoed in the back of her mind.

“He’s sexy,” Amanda admitted as they scrolled through his profile. He had a light beard, perfect white teeth, and cute wavy brown hair. A little preppy for Janice’s taste, but she could picture herself fucking the guy. She wondered if Dorthy was as much of a bitch to Collin as she was to Jack back in the day.

Collin. The name saturated Janice’s mind. She had to get him. Amanda patted Janice’s leg, “girl, I can see the plan forming on your face! Are you sure you want to get revenge after all these years? You never even once mentioned this woman.”

“I know it’s horrible, but I have to do it,” Janice said and locked her phone. She stared out to the cafe with glazed eyes visualizing her plan. Dorthy’s had plenty of cold sandwiches coming her way, and Janice couldn’t wait to serve hers.
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Stalking a person from afar had never been easier since social media, and Collin hid nothing. He updated throughout the day. Janice had his location whenever she wanted; all of his friends did. He had accepted Janice’s fake profile no problem. Dorthy must absorb herself with her own life and ignore Collin entirely.

Dorthy’s attention came and went as she needed to give it. She loved to keep a person waiting on her night and day. Janice wondered what Collin saw in Dorthy. There had to be a story.

Janice tussled her hair in the mirror and made it a little messy. Guys loved slutty hair. It made them think they had a better chance of scoring with a girl. A highlighter-yellow dress hugged Janice's body. Her tits that poked out were real from hormones. She stopped at a small enough size to push down when she wanted to be a boy, but Jack almost never came out anymore. Janice controlled everything.

Collin posted the whereabouts of his bachelor party. Silly man had no idea what was coming. Janice ran a light shade of lipstick over her lips. Heels awaited her by the door, and she slipped them on. She glanced in the mirror once more and smiled at herself. She would see how well Dorthy had Collin trained. Few men resisted Janice’s advances after she had her eye on them, and, to date, not one man had run away when they found her dick.

Janice stuffed her ID and some cash into her padded bra. She spritzed floral perfume onto her neck and wrists. Two big hoop earrings completed the look. Janice looked slutty and ready to take a cock. Collin would crumble at her. She left the house with her head held high and a tornado of confidence swirling around her.

♦

Music thumped in the distance. Janice’s heels clicked on the pavement. Drunken voices mixed with electronic beats. Cigarette smoke filled the air at the end of the block by the entrance. Janice second-guessed herself for a split second but shook it off and strutted to the door.

A big black man was working as the bouncer. He looked Janice up and down. She puckered her lips and jetted her hip to the side, “Good evenin', handsome. Ladies free tonight?”

The man licked his lips. He wasn’t even looking at her face, but Janice didn’t mind. “We can make an exception for you, baby,” he said and lifted the rope. He smacked Janice’s ass as she passed. She winked at him and stepped into the club. The smells of hot bodies hit her nostrils. She scanned the room but didn’t see Collin.

A random guy brushed Janice and whistled, but she ignored him and headed to the bar. The bartender dropped what he was saying to the guy next to her and turned his attention to Janice. The stranger glared at Janice. She giggled and said, “I can wait.”

The bartender grabbed the guy’s drink, but Janice could sense his frustration. He wanted to flirt. Too bad she had a different target that night. She would have taken that bartender home and shown him a thing or two. Tall, redheaded, and muscular. There were worse combinations in the world. Janice wondered how his dick was, but she had a feeling the bartender might like to take it.

“What would you like, sweetheart?” he asked. His rushed speed had slowed to a gentle rhythm.

“Give me a whiskey. Mid-shelf. Whatever you like, sexy,” Janice said and winked. He turned to grab the bottle, and Janice had trained her eyes on the crowd of people around her. Collin and his friends weren’t anywhere in the first room. There was a second room to the club. She hoped they were dancing in there.

“On the house,” the bartender said and slid her the drink.

“Thanks,” she said and sipped the dark liquor. It burned her throat but awakened her soul. “Here’s a tip.”

Janice slid the bill to the man and walked away. He called after her, but she ignored him. If things turned south with Collin, he could be a backup. But things wouldn’t go bad with Collin. Men were like remotes for her. She pushed the buttons, and they responded.

Janice rounded the corner to the other room and spotted Collin. He and his friends were dancing in a bro circle with their beers high in the air. Their voices filled the room along with the music. Of course Dorthy would pick the biggest loser of them all. He seemed like punishment enough. Janice thought to throw back her whiskey, turn, and leave, but the innocent smile on Collin’s face caught her off guard. Dorthy didn’t deserve a man with sure a pure aura. Janice slammed her drink and sidestepped to the guys.

They didn’t notice her as she closed the distance between them. She rocked her hips to the beat. Sweat beaded up on her forehead, but it only added to the slutty look. She embraced it with pride. Janice evened her breathed and assured herself as he ass brushed with Collin’s. It was the point of no return, and a man’s future hung on the line.

The comments and death threats Janice received after Dorthy spread her photos around campus drifted into her mind. Dorthy deserved every bit of revenge that came her way. The woman was evil.

A hip-hop, electronic mix came on over the speakers. The crowd cheered. Janice placed her hands on her knees and rubbed her ass with Collin. He turned and opened his mouth but stopped when Janice caught his eye.

“Uh— sorry. Didn’t see you dancing,” he said in an uneven voice.

“It’s okay, honey. Wanna dance? I’m all alone tonight,” Janice said in her sweetest, girliest voice she could muster. She sounded like a professional bimbo slut.

“Oh, sorry. Just with the guys tonight. I’m getting married,” Collin said. The loud boos coming from his friends surprised both Collin and Janice. Janice giggled and covered her mouth. “Dance with her!” one of them yelled.

Collin’s cheeks looked red even in the darkness. “Guess I can spare a few minutes.”

But they spent hours on that dance floor. Janice used every trick she knew. She dropped it low and rubbed her ass all over Collin’s dick. Precum soaked through his front by the time they finished, and he didn’t seem to care. He stared at Janice like a piece of meat through the disco lights.

“We can tell her you got too drunk and crashed at our place!” one guy said when the DJ cut off the music. “It’s your last night to do this. Enjoy some different pussy one last time!” All of Collin’s friends egged him on. He knew it would be wrong, but Janice batted her eyes at Collin. The alcohol ran through Collin's blood, and his cock was harder than steel.

“Please, baby. She’ll never know,” Janice said and pulled on Collin’s arm. “We can go to my place. They said they’ll tell her you crashed there.”

Collin looked at his friends and Janice. “Let’s go,” he said to Janice and pulled her outside. The guys cheered and fist pumped the air. Janice smirked to herself. She never imagined the men would be so helpful, but the plan worked better than expected. Janice and Collin slipped into a cab and sped to her house.
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Janice kept her secret in-tact during the taxi ride, but it was harder said than done. Collin tried to feel of her pussy, but she used her hand-job skills to keep him away. Janice wasn’t big like a man, and her hands and feet never revealed the truth.

“I can’t wait to put that big cock in my mouth,” Janice whispered into Collin’s ear.

“How long until we’re at your place?” he asked, but the taxi stopped. Janice passed money to the driver and pushed at Collin.

“We’re here,” she said and bit his ear. He growled and kicked open the door. Collin held it open as Janice slid out. She thanked the driver again as he pulled away, but he grunted at the couple. She couldn’t imagine how many times he had to clean up juices.

Janice grabbed Collin’s hand and pulled him toward the door. She waved at the security guard at the front desk and stumbled to the elevator. He shook his head at the pair, but they didn’t see. The bright florescent lights blinded them. Janice pushed the button for her floor. They exited the elevator. Collin slipped a finger under Janice’s dress when she was fumbling with the keys and grabbed her ass.

“Stop,” Janice squealed. Collin had almost touched her balls. There was an ideal moment to reveal the secret, and that wasn’t it. She managed to unlock the door and pushed it open. Collin complemented her place. It had a simple, yet refreshing look. It didn’t take long for him to turn his attention back to Janice. He embraced her and pressed his lips to hers. She moaned into his mouth. He snaked his fingers into her hair, and his other hand grabbed her ass. Janice felt the erection growing in her special panties.

She dropped to the ground and pulled at Collin’s zipper and unbuttoned his shorts. The erection was growing behind his trunks. Janice looked up at him with her hand halfway into his pants.

“You sure about this? We can still stop,” Janice said.

Collin paused for a millisecond, but he grabbed Janice’s head and said, “I’m sure, you slut. Now, suck my dick like you were going to!”

“Yes, sir. Whatever you say,” she said and grinned. She undid his pants and pulled them to the floor. Collin’s erect staff greeted her. Janice’s lips kissed it and precum trailed with her as she moved her head. She stroked his cock and watched his legs tremble at her touch. “How often do you and your fiance have sex?”

“Almost never since we got engaged. It’s more of a business transaction, honestly,” Collin said and cast his eyes to the side.

“Forget about her. Sorry I asked. You’re with me now and can close your eyes and enjoy yourself.”

Collin nodded and let the blackness take over. Janice’s warm mouth covered his dick. The suction sent shocks of joy through Collin’s system. Janice died to whip her cock out and stroke it. Collin’s dick bobbed in and out of her mouth. Her lipstick mixed with her saliva and tinted her dick.

He wrapped his hands around Janice’s jaw and fucked her face. She moaned on his dick and took every inch. Her hand reached up and moved along his gouch. Collin didn’t seem to mind how close Janice got to his asshole. She took that as a good sign as his rod pounded into the back of her throat.

“Fuck, you have such a good mouth,” he said between grunts.

“Mmhm,” Janice mumbled onto his dick.

“I’m going to cum down that throat. Ready, whore?” Janice moaned and nodded. She could feel the precum rubbed between the fabric and her hard dick she was dying to touch. The thought left her mind as Collin’s warm seed pumped from his dick. He held her head in place and loaded her mouth with shot after shot of his cum.

♦

“Wow, Dorthy can never do it like that,” Collin muttered.

“Is that her name?” Janice asked in a small voice. Collin wiped his hand over his face.

“Yeah,” he said.

“Forget about her,” Janice said and stood. Her dick throbbed beneath her thin lingerie. She grabbed Collin’s hand and reached it under her skirt. Collin looked at her with lust, but that transformed to confusion when he touched her cock.

“What the fuck is that?” Collin yelled and pulled his hand away, but Janice grabbed it. She held him still and stared into his eyes.

“That’s my clit, baby. Don’t run away,” Janice said and giggled. Collin’s eyes settled on her with fury.

“There is no way that’s a clit.” He tried to pull his hand away, but Janice had a good grip on him.

“You’re going to leave after I serviced you like that? Who does that?”

“What woman conceals that she has… has a cock!?”

“You never asked.”

“Let go of me!” Collin hollered and kicked at Janice. She held him in place with minimum effort. It wouldn’t have taken much to pin him down and take what Janice wanted, but Collin had to give it to her.

“Not until you settle down. We can talk about this, but you agreed to come here. I suggest you do your part,” Janice said.

“What am I supposed to do with… that?” Collin asked and pointed at Janice’s thick cock peeking out from under her dress. Her panties were around her ankles, and she kicked them to the side.

“Suck it like I sucked yours? Then, maybe we can move onto more advanced things.”

Collin stared at Janice with his mouth agape. She pushed her dress over her shoulder and let it fall to the ground. Her small tits sat high on her chest. Collin had never seen a more perfect pair of breasts in his life. He wanted to lick on her nipples like an ice cream cone. Drool formed in his mouth.

Fuck. Collin rubbed his hard cock. Janice was even more captivating without clothing. Her top was perfectly feminine, and her legs matched. Her ass was fat and sat high on her long legs. Collin wanted to stick his face between her cheeks.

“Come here, baby. Get on your knees,” Janice said in her softest voice. She grabbed the man’s hand and pulled him close. His hand instinctively traveled to her breast. He cupped one in his hand and bit his lip.

“It’s so soft.”

Janice nodded and pushed the man down to his knees. Her cock jumped in front of Collin, and a conflicted feeling ran through him. He wanted to love Janice, but she had a dick. Everything else about her was perfect. Janice wrapped her fingers around the bottom of Collin’s face and said, “open up, sweetie. There’s nothing to fear.”

Collin didn’t agree with her but obliged. His lips parted, and her dick entered. The veins and ridges along her shaft brushed along Collin’s tongue. He’d never had a dick in his mouth before, but it wasn’t much different from sucking a lollipop.

“That’s right, slut. Open that mouth,” Janice said and rammed her cock deeper into his throat. Collin blushed at being called a slut, but it sent the blood back to his dick quicker than an air pump. “Touch your sissy cock,” Janice said to him. Collin grabbed his throbbing piece.

A warm, salty liquid leaked from Janice’s cock. It tickled Collin's tongue as it traveled down his throat. “Fuck,” he muffled into her cock. She filled him with her sex, and he didn’t regret any inch of it. Janice’s was unlocking hidden desires within Collin, and he couldn’t get enough of her cock.

“Someone likes to suck dick,” Janice cackled, but Collin didn’t care. He loved her cock and feminine body. She was perfect in every way, and he had nothing to be ashamed of. Collin reached around and clenched her ass. He pushed her deeper into his throat. “Wow, fuck,” Janice said and grabbed Collin’s head.

She held him in place and fucked his throat like the little slut he was. “Get ready, my slut,” she said.

Collin beat his dick under her anticipating Janice’s sweet nectar. She looked up to the ceiling as her dick pushed in and out of his tight lips. “Fuck!” Janice screamed out as her dick went numb and released her load.

The white juice poured into Collin’s mouth, and he tried not to choke on it. Janice kept her dick deep in his mouth as she pumped more seed into him. He coughed but kept his lips sealed.

“Swallow. Breathe and swallow me!” Janice said in a manlier voice. Collin gulped, and the warm mess went down like water. “There you go,” Janice said and pulled her dick out. She collapsed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling. Collin leaned back and looked at nothing with her.

“I should go,” he said.

“You’re not going anywhere, baby,” Janice said and wrapped her body around Collin. Her hard dick pressed into his ass. He didn’t protest and knew her words held a truth. She made him hers in that session, and he didn’t want to go anywhere. He relaxed and pushed his dick into her ass.

“Sweet dreams, my sissy.” Janice said and yawned. She was snoring in the next few seconds. Collin looked at the wall and wondered where he’d be the next day once he told Dorthy he couldn’t marry her. The money didn’t matter as much as his new lover.
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Neither Collin nor Janice stirred the entire night. Collin awoke naked in Janice’s arms and her dick pressing into his ass. He reached behind and touched her cock. Janice stirred but didn’t wake. Collin wiggled out of her grip, and she straightened out on her back. Her dick stood like a skyscraper against her feminine body. A desire to wrap his lips around her cock again overcame Collin. He climbed onto the bed.

Collin knelt between Janice’s spread legs inches from her cock. The musk from dancing, sex, and sleeping traveled to his nostrils from her shaved balls. He loved how hairless Janice kept everything. He couldn’t imagine how much time it took as he looked over her pristine work. Collin reached his mouth for Janice’s sex when her eyes sprang open.

“Good morning,” she said. Collin raised his head, but she forced it back down to her dick. “Continue with what you were doing. Don’t go anywhere.”

Collin smiled at her and wrapped his hand around the base. Janice closed her eyes as the man’s mouth locked onto her dick. Collin’s tongue moved up and down her cock. Janice grabbed his face and lifted him off her dick. He looked confused.

“What’s wrong?”

“I want something besides your mouth,” Janice said in a calm voice.

“You mean—?”

“Yes, I want your ass.”

“I don’t know,” Collin said with a panicked expression.

“You’ll love it. Just think how much you love sucking my cock.”

Collin contemplated it and decided Janice was right. He would regret leaving had rubbed his asshole in the shower before. Curiosity overtook him. He got on his knees and put his ass in the air.

“That was easy,” Janice said and smacked his bare cheek. She walked over to her drawer and pulled out lube. She slathered her dick with the liquid and pressed her tip on Collin’s virgin hole.

“Wow, are you going to use a condom?”

“I’m clean,” she said and slipped the tip into his ass. The intensity of even that bit crippled his body. He sprang forward, and his ass popped off Janice’s dick, but he wanted to try again.

“I’m clean too,” Collin said and put his ass back in position. “Be gentle, please.”

Janice nodded and pushed her dick into his ass. She had the tip in and let Collin’s ass adjust to her dick. He nodded, and she pushed the rest of her length into him. Collin gripped the sheets as Janice stuffed him. His tight anus squeezed Janice’s dick unlike any she had ever had. She could hardly keep the cum from leaking out of her dick. Collin’s hole milked her clit with every pump.

“Fuck,” Janice said and pulled out, leaving Collin empty.

He looked back at her and asked, “everything okay?”

“Get on your back. I want to ride you,” Janice said.

Collin gleamed and did as she said. Janice lubed Collin’s dick and put a little on her hole. She put a leg on each side of him and crouched. Her hands gripped Collin’s shoulders as her hole enclosed his dick with warmth. Collin shuttered and smiled at Janice, looking into her eyes. He took her throbbing cock in his hand and stroked as she moved up and down his shaft. His manhood filled her and hit her spot.

Janice pushed Collin’s hand away to keep from exploding. She focused her attention on milking Collin’s cock. “I want you to fill me,” she said and moved her hold up and down the entire length of her dick.

“Yes. I’m going to fill your slutty ass,” he said and gripped Janice’s hips. He held them up and hammered into her ass. Janice grabbed her chest and moaned like a bitch as Collin reshaped her hole.

A pounding came at the door, and both Janice and Collin froze. They looked toward the door with wide eyes when Dorthy’s voice permeated the wood, “What the fuck are you doing in there Collin?! I can hear you having sex! Do you know you’re with a man!? Jack, I’m going to kill you!” Dorthy beat on the door again, and the two shared a look.

“Jack? Dorthy knows you?”

“It’s a long story,” Janice said.

“Better make it short,” he said. Janice could feel his dick shrinking inside of her and see the shock on his face. Janice related the shortest version of the story she could, and Collin seemed to understand.

“She’s a bitch. Trust me, I know. Let her in,” he said.

Janice looked horrified, “what?”

“Just trust me, baby. Let her in,” Collin said and rubbed Janice’s naked thigh. Her dick grew at his touch. They got dressed and stood by the door.

“You sure?”

Collin nodded. Janice opened the door, and Dorthy charged inside. She socked Janice in the face. Janice stumbled and covered her eye. Collin held Dorthy, and she thrashed in his arms.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

“Dorthy! Shut up! It’s over. I don’t want to be with you. Not even for a million dollars,” Collin said. Dorthy’s body settled at his words.

“What? What are you talking about, Collin?”

“I want to be with Janice. She told me everything, and she is worth every penny of the million dollars and more. You’re lucky Janice doesn’t shoot you for attacking her on her property. I suggest you leave, Dorthy,” Collin said.

Janice couldn’t believe her ears, but Collin had melted her heart with his words. Dorthy stared at her is disbelief. Janice resisted sticking her tongue out at the woman.

“Your dad will kill you when I tell him about… that thing you're dating.”

“Her name is Janice, and I don’t give a fuck what my dad thinks,” Collin said and slammed the door in Dorthy’s face. Dorthy pounded on the door for a few more minutes but gave up when the neighbors left to go to the store.

“Now, back to what we were doing. I’m pretty sure I have a hole to fill,” Collin said and lifted Janice into his arms. He pressed his lips to hers and took her back to the bedroom to finish what they started.


[image: ]

Three Months Later

“Which dress do you like?” Janice asked and held up two options. One was black and the other red.

“I like you in whatever you wear,” Collin said and pulled Janice onto his lap.

“Be serious,” she said and slapped his thigh. Collin reached his hand up her dress and rubbed the outline of her cock. They were alone in the back of a department store. Collin’s dick was growing in his pants with Janice on top of him. “Collin!”

“I gotta see them on. Why don’t you give me a little show?”

“Right away,” Janice said and stood to try on the dresses. Collin smacked her ass as she walked away. Nobody knew Janice’s little secret at first glance, but Collin lived for it. He loved Janice more than anything in the world and couldn’t wait to spend the rest of his life with her.

He pulled an engagement ring out of his jacket pocket and glanced at it. His hand cuffed it. Janice emerged a moment later in the black dress. Collin wanted to reach his head under it and suck her cock but got to one knee instead.

Janice looked at him with wide eyes. “What are you doing, Collin?” she glanced around, but nobody was there. They were alone.

“You’re the single most beautiful thing I’ve seen in my life, Janice. That includes every mountain, waterfall, computer, innovation, woman, or any other thing in this world. It’s me and you,” he said and looked around the empty department store. “Will you spend the rest of your life with me?”

“Yes!” she said. Collin slid the ring onto her finger, claiming his woman. Janice fell into Collin’s arms and heavy kiss. Their tongues danced together, and their hands traveled over the others body. Love exploded between them, and they may just have done more than a kiss on that department-store floor.

To Collin and Janice and their happily ever after!
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