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1.

“What do you mean you won’t do it?!” Jim stammers. “We’re all set to go here!”

“It’s wrong, and it’s unethical, and besides it will get me disbarred,” Luisa says simply, crossing her arms in a gesture meant to convey power but, whether she intends it or not, draws my attention to her ample chest. But only for a split second. We’re colleagues, professionals.

“You’re not going to get disbarred,” I assure her. 

“How do you know?”

“Because you aren’t going to get caught,” I say, waving a hand dismissively. “You’re too smart for that.”

“If I’m so smart, then why do I have to sleep with some guy to make partner instead of doing it on my own?”

“Whoa, whoa,” Jim jumps in. “First, nobody said anything about sleeping with anyone. The plan is to seduce Bret. Second, this will put you on the fast track to partner. You’re perfectly capable of doing it on your own. But how many years do you want to spend trying to prove yourself? Six? What are six years of your life worth to you?”

“A hell of a lot less than my dignity,” Luisa spits.

“Where’s all this coming from?” I say. “You were there when we planned this thing. No objections then, so why now?”

“If you were a woman, you’d understand that it’s not such a simple thing to sell your body.”

“Nobody’s asking you to sell your body.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, how do you expect I’m getting dirt on Bret any other way, Danny? You think he’s just going to open up his computer and let me poke around in his files? Not until I spread my legs first. I can’t get close to him without giving him what he wants and you both know it.”

"Luisa, I'm sorry if this sounds insensitive, but we've got 30 million dollars on the line here. Is your chastity really worth that?"

“Screw you, Danny! You think being a whore is that easy, then how about you do it yourself?”

“What?!”

“You heard me. If seducing Bret is so easy, then why don’t you take one for the team?”

“Be serious,” Jim says.

“I am,” Luisa counters. “Everyone at the firm knows Danny’s the pretty boy. Those cheekbones, that skinny little waist. He’d be a knockout in a cocktail dress and pair of heels.”

I try not to let her challenge fluster me, but the truth was that I’ve heard snippets of conversation around the water cooler. Half-whispered innuendo. I’ll hear the women of the office talking, chatting in low voices about some girl in the office, only to realize they were actually talking about me!

I guess I can see where they're coming from. My voice isn't exactly a baritone, and I'm slim. Always been that way for as long as I can remember. While all the other guys in high school were sprouting muscles, I remained as lithe and slender as a fifteen-year-old girl. Things didn't get better in college, so I decided to bury myself in books. I may have only got a grand total of three dates in four years, but I got into Harvard Law and now I'm working for one of the most prestigious white-shoe law firms in Manhattan. Prestigious, and devious. The kind of place so cutthroat that we wouldn't just talk about spying on the opposing counsel to leak private information to get him to recuse himself from the case, we're willing to carry it out. Some of us, anyway.

“Luisa, please,” I plead. “You know that you’re the only one who can do this. Without you, we’re out millions in billable hours. I’m asking you to put your pride aside and– ”

“My pride? No, not a chance. You’re not going to dismiss my objections as some kind of female ego thing. This is very dirty business. And I’m not willing to do it. Not now, not ever. So, you boys have a choice. Either one of you puts on a skimpy little outfit and tries to turn Bret’s head, or else we risk losing the Koke Industries account.”

Jim and I looked at each other. One thing was sure: if one of us has to dress up, it isn’t going to be Jim. In his fifties, twenty pounds overweight, hair growing out of his back: he has about as much chance of passing for a woman as I have of passing for Dwayne Johnson.

“Alright, Lousia,” Jim says. “You’ve made yourself clear. Can I have a moment alone with Danny here?”

Luisa stands and excuses herself. I can’t be sure, but I think she had just the hint of a smile on her lips as she exited.

“Well, Danny–”

“Jim, no!”

“Hold on a second. Hear me out here. You’d be well compensated. Nobody would ever have to know what you did for the firm. All anyone would have to know is that you were very instrumental in retaining a high-value client. That’s all.”

“Are you kidding me? How could I possibly pass for a woman, let alone one hot enough to get Joe Bret to spill all his secrets?”

Jim clears his throat.

“Well, what Luisa said isn’t entirely untrue. I mean, you could, if you wanted to, pass for a woman. Pretty easily, I believe.”

I’m floored by how candid Jim is being. Does everyone in my office think this way? Is everyone I know regularly picturing me in a skirt and heels?

“What if he wants...more than I’m willing to deliver?” I say.

“Well, if that happens, then you get out of there. Nobody would fault you for bailing out if before you had to, ya know. But that being said, I think that you should seriously consider this. If you can keep the case from Koke Industries from going to trial, I promise that I can make you a partner in less than a year. That’s a personal guarantee.”

I waver. What would my parents say if they found out? Then again, what would they say if they got the news that I just became one of the youngest partners in the history of the firm?

“Can I have some time to think about it?”

“That’s the one thing I can’t offer. I’m going to need an answer one way or another. Time is a factor here. We have to move against Bret or else we might as well consider this case a loss. So, what do you say?”


2.

The Lot is one of the swankiest restaurants on the Lower East Side. Not exactly the place I’d expect to find an environmental lawyer who has built his reputation off his pro bono work. I guess I expected something a little more pedestrian, salt-of-the-earth but with an eco-friendly edge. Like a vegan taqueria or something. But this is where my sources said he’ll be, so this is where I am–

In a dress, and heels. I keep thinking I’m going to give myself away with the way I stand, or the way I walk. I’m consciously trying to swing my hips and sway a little, but I don’t want it to seem too overdone. I don’t think anyone’s going to clock me as long as I don’t give myself away. I don’t even think that my own mother would recognize me like this. The dress was easy enough to pull off since I’m so thin, but figuring out how to put on a pair of breast forms was more of a challenge. I had to get those things to stick on and stay in place and draw attention but not too much. The wig and makeup I managed to get just right after a handful of YouTube tutorials. Women have a lot of resources these days. There was even a video explaining the proper way to tuck my dick and balls between my legs. It hurts like hell, but I guess that it’ll be worth it if I actually pull this off. I don’t actually mind the panties. They’re so much softer than guys’ underwear, plus they make me feel girly when I walk, which is sort of the point, I guess.

I stroll over walking heel to toe straight over to the bar. Three seats over I spot Joe Bret talking with his client. He’s a powerfully-built black man in a charcoal grey suit and horn-rimmed glasses that show a timeless sense of style. He seems to be wrapping up his conversation, or so it seems by the way that his companion is rising to go. I hold a manicured finger up to the bartender.

“Cosmo, please,” I say, careful to modulate the pitch of my voice so that it sounds convincingly female. It must work because he doesn’t even blink. Just pours the drink without a word. Apparently, he isn't the only one my disguise is working on because the sloppy drunk sitting next to me turns and says–  

“I’ll buy that for you.”

“No, thanks,” I say, giving him a little smile that says, ‘take off.’

“What, you think you’re too good for me? Come on, I’m not asking to sleep with you.”

An unwelcome hand finds its way to my knee. I cringe. This is something I hadn’t even anticipated. My worry would be that I wouldn’t be attractive to Bret. It hadn’t occurred to me that my ‘feminine wiles’ would draw in some other poor schlub.

“I’m not interested,” I say, crossing my legs in a feminine way that stings my package a little. “And my boyfriend is sitting right over there.”

The sloppy drunk follows my finger as I point down the bar at Bret, who is now sitting alone, the spot next to him vacant. The drunk leans over so that he can shout to Bret.

“She yours?”

Bret, startled by this stranger talking inappropriately loud fixes his gaze on the drunk, then on me. Without skipping a beat, he seems to size up the situation. His eyes light up.

“Hey, babe,” he says. “This is a nice surprise. I wasn’t expecting to see you. What are you doing here?”

“I came in and saw you, but when I saw you were busy I decided to get myself a drink,” I say. The drunk, deflated, looks at Bret, then at me, then back at Bret. Knowing that he’s lost, he digs a few grubby bills out of his pocket and tosses them on the bar. He leaves without another word.

I couldn’t have planned it better if I wanted to. I have proof that my disguise is convincing, and now I have the perfect pretext to pick up my cosmo and slip into the seat next to Bret at the bar.

“Thanks for that,” I say, “you’re pretty quick on your feet.”

“I’ve heard that. Just glad to be of help,” he says, holding out his hand. “I’m Joseph.”

I place my hand in his and am amazed by how much shorter and slimmer my fingers look compared to his.

“I’m Dani Durant,” I say. I almost gasp. Don’t use your real name, stupid!  An hour and a half spent getting into character, and I use the same name that he’s bound to recognize from the trial. But if I’ve given myself away, Bret doesn’t show it.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Dani.”

His thumb rubs against the back of my hand. It's subtle but undeniably flirtatious. There's no question that he's interested.

“So, what does a quick guy like you do for work?” I ask, fluttering my lashes and smoothing my skirt as I fold my hands on my lap.

“I’m in environmental law,” I say.

“Oh, Captain Planet, huh?” I place a hand on his arm, feeling his bicep. He winces a little, not from pain but from embarrassment. And not at himself, but at me. I immediately regret the move. It’s too eager. I want to project young ingenue, but instead, the gesture screams, 'cheap whore.'

“Well, I’m really just a working stiff,” he says, taking a sip from his Johnnie Walker blue label. “Nothing too heroic. Just a lot of paperwork. Boring stuff, really.”

“So, tell me something interesting,” I say, afraid if I steer the conversation towards work I’ll give myself away.

“Like what?” he asks.

“Anything. Just as long as it’s scintillating and fascinating, enough to make a girl swoon.”

“I don’t know if I’m up for the challenge,” he says.

“Oh, come on. You’re a big boy. You must have some stories to share.”

"Would you find me intolerably boring if I admitted that I hardly ever go out except when it's work-related?"

"Is this work-related?"

“This? No. This is all pleasure. It’s a rare treat, believe me.”

“So… as long as we’re treating ourselves, care to buy me another?”

“Oh, yeah. Sure. Of course.”

He signals the bartender for another cosmo.

“So, what are you really doing here?” he asks, suddenly conspiratorial. My heart speeds up in my chest. Does he suspect something?

“What do you mean?”

Well, you’re obviously not really a girl, and you’re clearly trying to seduce me so you can pump me for information. He doesn’t really say this, of course. It’s just my paranoid brain spinning the worst-case scenario.

“I’m saying you obviously came here to meet someone. I want to know who he is.”

“Nobody in particular,” I say.

“So, you’re saying you don’t have a type?”

"I do. But I never reveal too much. What guy likes to know that he's been typecast, made to fit someone else's fantasy?"

“Good point,” he says.

“But, if you were to twist my arm, I would tell you that there’s nothing sexier than a guy who cares.”

“About you?”

“Of course. But about the world too. He’s got a purpose, a raison d'etre. His passion is what’s so attractive about him. He cares about something.”

“That’s an attractive quality,” Bret nods.

“Know anybody like that?”

“As a matter of fact, he does sound familiar.”

“Well, then, Joseph, do you think you and I could get better acquainted?”

I run the tips of my fingers up his sleeve. It’s worth the gambit. He responds by placing his hand on my knee. That’s how I know I haven’t overplayed my hand. But then something I hadn’t planned for through a wrench in my plans.  A bolt of pain shoots through my crotch. Oh my god. I’m getting a hard-on!

“What’s wrong?” he says, surprised at my groan. My poor flattened cock is trying to mutiny. Nobody warned me that taping my cock and balls between my legs didn’t prevent me from getting an erection. Of course, I wasn’t expecting to.

“I’m fine,” I gasp. “You just startled me, that's all.”

“Dani, I hope I haven’t offended you.”

His tone is suddenly serious. I could go with the sexual harassment angle. Get him to recuse himself from the case based on sexual impropriety. But of course for that to work Dani Durant would have to be a real person. Can't file a complaint against someone if you aren't even real. Besides, I can get more leverage if I let the game continue.

“You’re sweet, Joe. Really,” I say, crossing my legs.

"I'd like to see you again if I can."

“Why not right now?” I say.

“No, I mean intimately.”

Wow. Bret is some kind of gentleman. Here’s a woman he’s clearly attracted to who is practically inviting him to come upstairs and all he can do is set a date for another innocent rendezvous.

“I can give you my number,” I say.

“That would be great.”

He takes it down and I make a quick mental note of his passcode. 1-1-1-1. Real nice. Pretty sophisticated for a trial lawyer. Now all I have to do is get it away from him sometime. I just wonder how I’m going to do it without giving him what he’s really after.

“I gotta go,” he says, picking his jacket from the back of the chair. “This was fun. We’ll do it again.”

“I hope so,” I say in my most sultry voice.

Phase one is complete. I watch him walk out over my shoulder. Then I catch a glimpse of the woman at the bar in the mirror. I can’t believe that I actually just passed as a woman. The transformation is so perfect that I don’t even recognize myself.

Now all I have to do is keep him on the line long enough to reel him in and that partnership will be mine.


3.

“What did you find out?” Jim asks.

“He gave me his number,” I reply.

“That’s it?”

“What do you expect? It was the first meeting. If I try to pump him for information, he’ll suspect something is up.”

“Uh, Danny?”

“Yes?”

“Why are you doing the female voice with me?”

I cover the receiver and swear. I didn’t even notice that I’ve been keeping my voice in the ‘Dani’ register. It’s not like it’s all that easy to switch back and forth. Hard on the vocal cords too. So, I must have unconsciously kept doing it after I left the bar.

“I, uh, it’s called staying in character,” I tell him through the phone. I suppose this also explains why I’m still wearing the cocktail dress even though I’m alone in my apartment.

“Fine,” Jim says. “I’m not telling you how to do this thing, but how about we speed things up a little. Advance the timeline. I mean, you do know that we’re going to court in less than a week, right?”

“That won’t happen,” I say, “I’ll have what I need before then. And when I do, Bret is going to have to recuse himself.”

“Any idea what you’re going to get on him?”

“Not yet,” I admit. 

“Well, whatever it is, it has to be compromising. And he can’t suspect it came from us.”

"I'm not an amateur, Jim. I know what I'm doing."

There’s a pause at the other end of the line.

“Ya know, it really is freaky how good you are at that. You’ve got this sultry voice I never would have imagined.”

Screw you, Jim.

“I know. Look, I’ll get what I need on our first date.”

“How do you know he’ll call?”

"Call it women's intuition," I say, half-pleased with myself.

“Fine. Report back when you have something new.”

I hang up. What does Jim think he's going to accomplish? Like I need the pressure. I place the phone down and then inspect each of my cuticles. No chipped polish, no broken nails. Cute. I walk over to the full-length mirror and inspect the rest of me. I don't know if it's vanity or morbid curiosity, but I can't stop looking at myself in the mirror. The girl who stares back at me is absolutely enrapturing. I flick my hair (actually a wig, of course), and so does she. I notice a tiny crease in my dress and her fingers smooth it out. There is one thing I'm happy to have off, though. Without a reason to keep myself constricted, I tore off the tape that kept my penis confined between my legs. Now that I have room to let my poor cock and balls breathe I feel a lot more comfortable. But I also have a decidedly unladylike bulge pressing against the fabric of my dress. It's the only thing that ruins the illusion that I'm fully a woman. I turn in the mirror, inspecting myself from different angles. I bend forward to show some cleavage and bring my knees together in a girlish pose. Not bad. I start to feel my dick expand and suddenly I've got the urge to jerk off.

Nobody around to see. No Jim, or anyone else from the office to think about. I straighten again, letting my hands fall at my sides. Then, ever so gently, I slide them up and down my smooth hips. I reach up my skirt and gently pull down the aqua blue lace panties. Not all the way down, but just enough so that they’re suspended between my smooth legs. Seeing them makes my throbbing erection pitch a tent beneath my dress. I slide up the dress to reveal my thick rod in the mirror, taking it with one hand while grabbing my breast form with the other. I grunt as I crank it, getting off on the girl in the mirror and forgetting that she’s actually me.

I cum after five minutes, groaning and panting as ropey globs of slippery cum erupt out of my soft pink head. I pull my panties back up, then shuffle over to the bed.

What the hell did I just do? It feels wrong but it feels right too. I can’t believe how sexy I felt watching myself in the mirror. It’s like, I knew it was me, but at the same time it felt like it wasn’t. I’d better be careful. There’s no telling what I might get the urge to do if I’m not careful.


4.

“Hey, Dani,” Bret says. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, handsome,” I say, giving him a peck on the cheek as he bends down to hug me. There’s a whiff of his aftershave that stays on my lips.

Everything worked just like I figured that it would. After three days, he called me up and asked me to dinner. We met at this tapas place, one of the most exclusive in the city. I had to put some miles on the corporate credit card to afford this dress, but I can already tell from the way that the waiter, the kid parking cars, and the two bitches at the corner of the bar looked at me when I walked in: I'm pretty damn hot.

He puts his hand on the small of my back, fingertips running playfully down the diaphanous green-sequined dress that hugs the curves of my ass. I almost forget to let him pull out my seat for me, but Joe Bret is a real gentleman. He steps in front of me and pulls it out for me to sit. He orders for both of us too. We chat a little. I give him my fake backstory, claiming that I have a job at a makeup counter but that I’m going to cosmetology school and want to be a model. He doesn’t give much away. He’s not secretive, just not volunteering the information I really want. I’m not able to penetrate down to the layer of lawyer talk that I’m really interested in.

“How’s the wine?” he asks.

“It’s delicious, thanks.”

“I’m sorry, am I boring you?” he asks. He doesn’t say it like one of those guys who get annoyed because nobody’s paying attention to him. He’s genuinely apologizing for being dull.

“Well,” I say. “To be honest, I’d love to know a little more about you besides where you went to school and where you were born, ya know?”

“Yeah, sure. I get it.”

“What are your passions? You say you’re a lawyer, right? Have you always wanted to study law?”

“No, not at all. In fact, I got my start a lot later in life than most. My mom passed away when I was nineteen and for three years I was just kind of coasting.”

“Oh, I didn’t know,” I say.

“Well, it was a while ago. I just felt adrift at that time. Not really engaged with anything. But mostly I just had all this anxiety.”

“About what?”

“I thought about the environment a lot. They call us treehuggers, but it’s not really like that. I’m not in this fight because I love trees so much. I mean, I love nature but so does everyone. It’s because I’m scared. Scared of what the future will look like if we don’t do something.”

I nod appreciatively. I expected this kind of spiel, and honestly, it's the same kind of thing I've heard from dozens of lawyers before. Everyone keeps an origin story in his back pocket for lunch meetings. But Joe Bret seems different. More sincere, or better at projecting sincerity at least.

“So, does the work help? With your anxiety, I mean.”

His face clouds.

“You can only ever do so much, and sometimes I have to remind myself that it does matter. But overall, yeah. If I wasn’t doing this, I don’t think I could even handle each day.”

He’s surprisingly comfortable with being vulnerable; not something you see a lot with lawyers.

“I know what you mean,” I say.

“You do?” he asks.

“Yeah, well,” I say, “I’m not sure if this is the best time to bring this up, but I have my own reasons for working at the makeup counter. The reason I love cosmetics and fashion is– I’m transgender.”

He doesn’t say anything right away. Shit. I’m blowing this! I wasn’t ever supposed to go this far with the lie. It honestly wasn’t part of the plan at all. But you learn to trust your instincts in situations like these. He’s just unloaded something deep and true, and if I don’t respond with something equally good then I’ll never get him to trust me. But, of course, he’ll probably just turn around and end the conversation right here.

“You are?” He asks, obviously incredulous.

“Yeah,” I say, becoming more confident in the lie. “Is our date over?”

“No,” he says. “Of course not. I just never would have known.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Most people don’t assume, ya know? But I want to tell you because you’re someone I feel I can trust.”

“Wow,” he says. “Well, for what it’s worth, I think it’s cool.”

“Cool?”

“Yeah, I mean. I’m glad you told me.”

“Me too.”

It was a gambit, but it worked. I’m now closer than ever to get something juicy out of him. So, when the main courses arrive I start to steer the conversation towards the Koke case.

“So, they polluted some lake or something?” I ask.

“Right, they dumped all these chemicals without any kind of warning. See, this stuff is odorless, colorless, and so they thought no one would be the wiser. But it turns out that it’s toxic in high quantities. So when folks started getting sick, my clients, the Miltons, contacted my office. They have the same cancer as my mother.”

“Oh,” I say, fully aware of these details but struck by them in a way I wasn’t a moment earlier. Before I knew about Bret’s history.

“So, that’s pretty much the extent of what I can talk about. I shouldn’t have even told you that much about an open case.”

“Oh, come on,” I tease, taking a sip of wine. “Who do you think I am? I’m not about to go spreading your secrets all over town.”

“I figured you weren’t the type. But just know that my work means everything to me. I won’t do anything to compromise that.”

“Sure,” I say. “But everything?”

“I want you to enter into this thing with open eyes. You were good enough to do the same with me just a minute ago.”

“Right,” I say. “I get it. The best I can do is play for number two.”

“I’ll let you in on something, though. I’m planning on taking a sabbatical after this case is over.”

“You are?” I say, suddenly intrigued. “Why?”

“I’m getting a little burnt out. I’ve been working myself ragged for years, and if I don’t slow down soon I’m going to end up in an early grave.”

“You’re so young,” I say.

“Exactly. I don’t need a heart attack before I’m forty. Besides, I’ve got a little money saved up.”

Read a lot of money.

“And I’m pretty much set to retire.”

“Where?”

“I’ve got a house in the Catskills. It’s a rental property for most of the year, but I’m thinking of making it my home when the case is done. Whenever that will be.”

“Do cases last a long time?”

“They can drag on for years,” he says, sighing. “And when there’s big money involved, they almost always do. Not that I’m technically saying there’s big money involved in this particular case, you understand.”

“No details you can confirm. Very lawyerly.”

The waiter comes by and Bret asks for the check. He never lets me see it, of course, but we must have spent close to $300 between the dessert and the two bottles of wine.

“So, where to now?” I ask when we get outside.

“Care for a nightcap?”

I should say no. This is the point in the plan where I’m supposed to excuse myself and then report back to Jim about my findings. Bret is feeling worn out, tired of the game. We might push him into the early retirement he’s already contemplating. But he’s committed to this thing, and I don’t see him giving it up so easily. Not unless I can change his mind myself.

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love to come back to your place.”


5.

We take the elevator up to this apartment. He’s got one of those apartments where the elevator leads straight into the apartment itself. His place is immaculate, all modern. Hardwood floors and tasteful contemporary furniture. All I can think of when I step inside is how much I want to slip out of these shoes. I can’t understand how women haven’t already revolted, having to wear these things. 

“Go ahead, make yourself comfortable,” he says as I take off the shoes and find a place for them near the elevator door. “Is red okay?”

How about two fingers of tequila? Am I actually about to go through with this? I’m in his apartment. I probably should have mentioned the fact that I’m actually a guy. Although I guess that he’s not going to be too shocked by my, ahem, anatomy. But do I really have what it takes to satisfy his needs? Maybe not, but there’s no going back from here.

“Sure,” I say. “Red is fine.”

I take a seat on the couch (pleather, of course, though he could easily afford the real thing) and he brings me a glass. We clink glasses, say cheers, then he takes a seat beside me. Our legs are touching.

“Are you sure you know what you’re getting yourself into?” I ask.

“You’re asking me?” he replies, taking a lock of my hair (wig) and twiddling it between his fingers.

“I just hope you realize what sex with a girl like me is like,” I say.

"I've got a few ideas. I mean, I am a grown-up. With a grown-up's imagination. I can think of a few things we can do together," he says, blowing gently into my ear.

I turn my face towards him and we kiss. It's passionate and intense. His stay beard hairs tickle my cheek as he massages my tongue with his. I'm getting hornier by the minute. I think back to masturbating in my apartment. Now I'm picturing the same thing, imagining myself watching while Bret kisses and caresses the girl in this dress. Knowing that my body is turning him on is getting me hot too.

I turn towards him, put his hand on my silky smooth leg. He touches my inner thighs as we tongue each other.

“You taste great,” he says.

“I want to taste you,” I say, reaching over and feeling his erect cock inside his slacks. He’s bigger than I expected. Practically a python down there. I undo his fly and prepare to take him in my mouth. This is it. I hope Jim and Luisa and everyone at the firm appreciates how far I’m willing to go for this. Better be worth it.

His cock slips out of his pants like a pool noodle. It hardens as I take him in my hand, pumping him up with my clenched fist. Then, I lean over and start sucking him off.

I’m thinking of all the blowjobs I’ve ever watched. Some hot, slutty little thing going to town on some hulking dude with a massive cock. She’ll gag a little, but she’s loving every minute of it. Or she seems to be. I don’t have to pretend. After a few minutes, I really get into it. The thought of what a hot little slut I am gets my heart racing. He’s grunting with pleasure, whispering, “Yes, yes.”

I take him deeper, letting my throat relax so he can go in. My cheeks are about to be coated in his hot love juice. I tongue his scrotum and play with his balls as I suck on his thick, meaty rod.

I start to hum a little as I do it, imagining him enjoying the vibrations in the same way I would if it were me getting head instead of receiving it. I’m not sure which one I would enjoy more.

“Dani,” he wails. I can feel that he’s near finishing. He’s about to cum inside my mouth, and I’m ready to accept his massive load.

Semen swims from the tip of his dick and I slurp up the salty ooze with gusto. My own little cock is stiff inside my panties as I get him off.

“That was… amazing,” Bret sighs. “Dani, you’re amazing.”

I can't help but feel pride in what I've done. I've done a lot in my career for the sake of the firm, but never something so satisfying.

“Now that you’re all nice and wet, how’d you like to have what you really want?” I ask.

“And, what do I really want?” he asks, panting slightly.

“To put it in my ass, of course.”


6.

I pull down my panties to show off my bare ass. I think about how perk and juicy my cheeks look to him, how badly he wants to dive right in and press his thick member up inside me. I had to wait for almost ten minutes for him to get ready again. I mean, I understand that a man is not a machine and you can't just turn around and go another round after getting one-off. But once I get started on this endorphin ride, I just want more and more. Something about sucking Bret off has unearthed the horny little sissy underneath the man I've always been.

Joe has me bent over, stroking himself gently to harden himself. I think he needs a little verbal encouragement to get him there.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he asks.

“Put it in me, daddy,” I coo.

“What do you want?”

“I want you monster cock in my tight little sissy ass,” I say.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, daddy. Please? I’ve never had a dick inside me and I want you to split me in two.”

He’s getting harder now, I can tell. He runs his cocoa-colored hands up my smooth, porcelain thighs.

"Spank me," I say. He does it, letting his hand come down on my left cheek. "Harder," I wail. The burst of pain is like fireworks. If I had a pussy, it would be sopping wet right now. As it is, I couldn't feel much girly if I tried. He smacks me just once more, hard enough to leave a raspberry bruise. Then, he presses his hard cock against my clenched muscle. I squeal as his tip enters my ass. I try my best to let my sphincter go loose as he thrusts up inside of me. It's like a fire erupting within me. The pain is intense, but so are the waves of pleasure that radiate through me.

I’m getting ridden hard but this muscular man, and I’m loving it. He guides me with his hips, pressing his girth deeper with each thrust. I fear I’m about to make good on my offer to let him split me apart. It hurts like crazy, but I’m so into it. I take my tiny cock in my fingers and start to rub the head, imagining that it’s my clit. Joe continues to pound away at me and I find that I need both hands flat on the couch or we both may fall over. I let Bret press me down to the couch, stimulating my dick by dry humping the furniture.

He goes harder, deeper, and I’m about to scream. He’s burrowing inside me and all I want is to give him what he wants. I imagine the pressure of his massive love stick as my own puny cock gets bent down with every thrust of his hips.

“You okay?” he says.

“Don’t ask,” I say. “Just tell me what you’re going to do to me!”

“I’m going to blast inside of you.”

“Yes!”

“You’re gonna have my cum gushing into you.”

“Am I tight enough, daddy?”

"Oh, yeah. You've got an ass that's better than any pussy," he says. "No girl could ever be a better fuck than you."

I squeal girlishly as I reach my own orgasm, squirting semen all over the couch. Moments later, I can feel his hips bucking as he sends his hot load up inside my ass, seeding me.

We're both sweating as we come down from the endorphin high we've both been riding.

“Ya know,” Joe says, grinning, “I do have a bed.”


7.

Joe spoons me from beneath the sheets. I’m surprised at how perfectly natural the sensation is.

“Can I make a confession?” he asks.

“You?” I say. “Sure. Do your worst.”

“You weren’t exactly my first.”

I turn to face him.

“Your first?”

“I mean not my first, whatever you’d call it. Trans woman, I guess.”

“Oh,” I say. “Well, you handled yourself very well. Like a gentleman. I never would have suspected your lack of experience.”

I’ve got more than enough to confess myself. I was just pretending to be trans. I’m not really. 

Or maybe I am but I didn’t know it until I was forced into this situation. I didn’t have to do what we just did. I did it because I liked it. Then, of course, there’s the other thing that I should confess to. But somehow the lie is so big that I can’t possibly come clean about it now.

“Can I ask you something?” I say.

“Sure.”

“Can this be something? I mean, can this turn into something more than just sex?”

“Yeah, of course. I never thought it was just sex.”

“Good, because I need to ask you something else.”

“What is it?”

“Can I start over with you? I mean really start over. Starting now, whole new life, new identity? No looking back?”

“Dani?” he says, his eyes kind and full of concern. “Why are you asking this?”

“I’ve done some things that I’m not proud of,” I say.

“Okay.”

“And if we’re going to be together, you can’t ask me about the person I’ve been because I’m going to leave it all behind.”

“Fine,” he says. “That’s fine.”

“We should go away. The two of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“Forget about the trial. Forget about everything except the two of us.”

“Dani…”

He can see that I’m crying now, unable to hold in the truth any longer.

“I’m sorry I lied to you,” I sob, tears gushing out of me in a torrent of pent-up emotion.

“Lied about what?”

So, I tell him. I have to. I have to let him in on everything that I’ve done. The scheme to try and get him to recuse himself, maybe even get him disbarred. How I lied about who I was. Everything just comes out and I can’t control myself.

“Sorry,” I blubber. “I’m sooo sorry!”

I feel like a big ol’ girl. Which, I guess, is what I am. Lying beside me, the compassionate Joe is now stone-faced. He’s unreadable, rising from the bed and turning away from me.

“I think you should go,” he says.


8.

“It was the most humiliating experience of my life,” I say, finishing my story.

“Jesus,” Jim says on the other side of the phone. “I’m sorry. I really never thought it would come to this.”

“But ya know what, Jim? I’m glad.”

“You’re glad?”

“Yes, because now I know who I really am. I realize that I wasn’t putting on a disguise with Joe Bret. I was putting on a disguise the rest of the time.”

"Uh-huh."

“That sounds pretty cliche, doesn’t it?”

"Uh-huh."

“Well, it’s true. Every word.”

There’s a long silence on the other end of the phone.

“So, what now?”

“Now, I’m going to be taking a leave of absence.”

“Leave of absence? You must be out of your mind. Either you come back now, as a man, or your ass is fired, Durant.”

“I thought you might say that. Well, I don’t care. Because Bret is going to take care of me.”

“Wait, hold on. Bret is taking you back?”

“That’s right.”

“After everything you did to him?”

“Well, don’t forget that I’m not just a great piece of ass, Jim. I’m also the one person who can help him beat you in this case.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“As a heart attack, baby. I’m going to be coaching him from the sidelines every step of the way to make sure he takes you all down.”

“You’ll never practice law for the rest of your life.”

“I don’t care. I’m a successful lawyer’s trophy wife now,” I say. “And once the case is won, we’ll retire to the Catskills. I’ll get the surgeries, and then I’ll be his woman for good and all.”

“Jesus,” Jim says. “You’ve really gone off the deep end, Durant.”

“What can I say? The heart wants, well, you know the rest.”

I hang up.

I smile as I think about Jim scrambling to try to undo the damage that I’ve done. There’s no going back, of course. Not for the firm, and not for me either. I look around at my apartment, all closed up in cardboard moving boxes, and I sigh. So much to do, and so much still to be done.

Ding!

I read the text from Joe. He’s downstairs. Giddy, I pick out an expensive pair of shoes and make my way downstairs. He smiles when he sees me on the street.

“You’re blushing,” he says.

“Am I?” I say.

“Such an obvious tell. How did you ever survive as a lawyer?”

“Can we not talk about that?” I ask as I take his arm.

“Done,” he says, as he leads me to somewhere expensive. Our heels click on the street as I imagine our new life together.

Sometimes a scheme comes off perfectly, and sometimes it goes completely sideways. I can’t tell which one this is, but I have a feeling that good things are ahead.


The End


The Freshwoman

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

"That's what she said," we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It's times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He's barely making a 2.1-grade-point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he's never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I'm now rolling. So, there's that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down, and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.
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