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To my readers, always


Masked Affair

(14,200 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

James Kinsler stood on the sidelines of a soccer game. He had to referee for King Cove’s middle school when all he wanted to do was sit on the sofa and watch reality TV. There was nothing better than an afternoon of watching rich people scream at one another over trivial occurrences. It was almost like watching his family when no guests were in the home.

James had to referee because his father made him, even though he quit playing soccer nearly ten years ago when he was in middle school. Since James was living at home until he graduated university, he had to follow the rules his parents had implemented. Logan and Serena Kinsler were strict parents and showed little remorse for their demands.

James attended Purdue University but lived in a ritzy town between West Lafayette and Indianapolis called King Cove. Indiana’s richest residents lived in King Cove. The ones born in town almost never left. Most went to a prestigious Indianan university before finding a job in Indianapolis. No matter the commute, King Cove’s residents returned every day, year after year.

It was as though an invisible fence enclosed the community. Newcomers were accepted in a year or vanished.

James blew his whistle, calling a penalty. It became harder to concentrate with each game he refereed. He planned on moving to Indianapolis the moment he graduated, not caring that the town would turn its back on him. James needed to spread his wings, which was something he couldn’t do when every stranger wasn’t actually a stranger.

The game ended, and James’ entire body relaxed. He let out a breath of relief as the next referee walked to the field. There were games all day, but James only had to work one to please his father. He couldn’t wait to make his own money and stop living under his parents' observation. He was twenty-one years old but often felt like a child.

Refereeing soccer games wasn’t the only thing James’ father forced upon him. There was also Lily Flowers. She was blonde, blue eyes, bubbly, and the dream of every man except James. Her father and James’ father wanted them to marry for the sake of their businesses. They each owned popular restaurants in town. James’ father also owned a few fast-food joints, a car wash, and a laundromat. He bought whatever sounded like a good investment. Besides his physical businesses, James’ father also had a countless number of stocks.

Inheritance came at a price, and her name was Lily Flowers. James was positive her parents had given her the same ultimatum. He felt sorry for her because James liked dick as much as fish liked water. He was still mostly a virgin, but there was no doubt in his mind what he wanted. Lily didn’t have it.

James thought Lily knew but said nothing. They almost never texted or hung out, but James had plans to see her after changing from his referee uniform. Sundays were for soccer and Lily, and his father always requested receipts. James thought everyone knew he was an effeminate gay boy but went along pretending he wasn’t as long as James let them, which probably wouldn’t stop until his father, Logan, died.

Taking his clothes into a stall, James changed into a pair of skinny jeans and a women’s t-shirt. The sleeves were short and showed his scrawny arms. James loved his thin body. He admired it for hours in the mirror, cautious not to let exercise or diet make him beefy. He ran and did yoga three days a week and watched his food intake closer than a wrestler trying to drop a weight class.

James grabbed his things after changing and left the locker room, unaware of the two guys following him to his car.

♦

Richard May parked his truck, checking his phone. His mother, Mary, sent him a message about a girl he knew from school. Richard’s mother was always trying to find Richard dates. She befriended mothers and had a new offering about once a week. Sometimes Richard entertained her and went out with the women, but he had yet to meet someone who could keep his attention. No matter how beautiful the woman, something just wasn’t right.

His mother could try as long as she wanted, but Richard wouldn’t be forced into anything. Richard wasn’t controlled by his parents like some of the others in town. He suspected it was because they were poorer. In relation to the United States, his family was upper-middle class, but that was considered poor in King Cove.

Many families wouldn’t want Richard to marry their daughter, but others could ignore his family’s net worth because of his stunning beauty and athletic abilities. Country club women went to the public pool in the summer just to watch him lifeguard. Some moms would probably arrive to watch him referee soccer if they saw his name on the roster.

Richard didn’t mind the attention. Hopping out of his truck, Richard walked to the entrance of the locker room, but strange noises stopped him.

“Stop it. Just leave me alone,” someone said. Richard couldn’t see what was happening through the row of cars, but the pleading voice sounded familiar. Richard saw James Kinsler when he passed the vehicles. Two guys a couple grades behind them were bothering James. Richard recognized their faces but couldn’t remember their names. “Give me back my bag,” James said.

“You want this makeup, faggot? Why don’t you run for it? No sissy faggot like you should coach my little brother’s game,” one said, tossing the bag several yards from where they were standing.

James pranced after the bag. The two guys burst into laughter. Richard suppressed a small urge to join them because of how James ran, but what they had done was horrible. Intolerable.

“Hey,” hollered Richard. The two jumped. Richard finally remembered who they were. Thomas Parker and Tony Fields. Lots of people around town complained about their shenanigans. Thomas was the one with a younger brother, who everyone hoped turned out more civilized than Thomas. “What’s going on over here?”

Tony fumbled to produce words while Thomas got in Richard’s face. He must have been the leader of the duo. “What’s it to you? You coming to rescue this faggot? You one yourself, Richard?”

Richard ignored the spit flying from Thomas’ mouth as his hands curled into fists. Thomas was probably eighteen or nineteen, but Richard wasn’t taking any chances. Thomas wasn’t worth the trouble.

“No, but what you’re doing is childish and stupid.”

“He’s a dude with a bag of makeup! That’s fucked up, man,” said Thomas. He drew out his words in a way that made him sound trite, although Richard was positive Thomas thought he sounded cool.

“You know I could beat your ass, little man? Why don’t you keep it moving and leave my friend James alone?”

“Your friend?” Thomas spat laughter. He was forced. Artificial like sugar without calories. Richard figured he had deep issues. “You must be a fag.”

“I’m not, but there’s nothing wrong with homosexual people. The problem with the world is that there are punks like you. Leave before I make you.”

Tony pulled on Thomas’ shoulder. “Why don’t we go? We’re supposed to leave in a few with your brother, anyway.”

Thomas narrowed his eyes, leering at Richard and James. He disappeared with Tony muttering under his breath. James was clutching the bag Thomas had thrown across the parking lot when Richard’s attention returned to him.

James heart raced as Richard stared at him in the eyes. Like many others in town, James had spent countless hours fantasizing about Richard touching him. Kissing him. He had pillowy lips that looked softer than velvet. Green eyes the color of jade. Brown hair that always appeared freshly cut and lined. A bulge under his gym shorts that made James lick his lips.

Richard noticed James’ eyes fall below his waistline as they stood in an awkward silence. Richard cleared his throat and asked, “aren’t you dating Lily Flowers?”

James’ fingers tightened around the bag. His knuckles turned white. His eyes met Richard’s. “Yes. I’m supposed to meet her now.”

“Oh, cool,” said Richard. Lily was the prettiest girl in their class, and nobody understood how she and James ended up together. “Tell her I say hi,” he said.

James chuckled. “I will. Thank you for saving me from those guys. I was checking my face before leaving, and they totally caught me off guard.”

“No worries. Were they telling the truth? Is that a bag of makeup?”

James turned his body, taking a defensive position. “Yes, but that doesn’t mean anything. Plenty of straight men wear makeup,” he said.

“Right. It doesn’t look like you’re wearing any now though,” said Richard.

“I’m not. I was just using the mirror, but I like to wear it whenever I go out. Just not when I’m refereeing.”

“I forgot you did this too,” said Richard. He wondered what else he didn’t know about James. James was a mystery to many. He had always been quiet and reserved.

It was all about high school in King Cove since people often took different paths in college, even though most went to Purdue. Others went to Indiana University in Bloomington or the University of Indianapolis.

Richard attended Purdue since they had given him a scholarship to play baseball.

“Yeah, my dad makes me do something athletic. Luckily, I can record my shows.”

Richard laughed. He didn’t watch TV often but enjoyed the sassy tone James used. The sparkle in his eyes. Richard didn’t know what came over him, but he pulled out his wallet. He carried cards with his email address and phone number. “Take this,” said Richard.

James turned the card with his fingers, his eyes widening when he realized what it was. “Richard, why are you giving me this?”

“Why don’t we get together one day? Don’t you go to Purdue too?”

“Yeah,” said James.

“Perfect. We already have a ton in common,” said Richard. He glanced at his cell phone and cursed. “I’m late for the game. Text me.”

James watched Richard’s firm behind as he ran to the door, unable to control his hardened dick. Could it be true? Could he and Richard May really become friends?


Chapter Two

James arrived at Lily’s house. She was waiting outside and slid into the passenger’s seat. He never got out to open the door for her. She never complained. They stopped at the supermarket and picked out things for a picnic at the park. There was a lovely pond there, and the weather was splendid.

“Anything else?” asked James. Lily shook her head. He handed the cashier his credit card. James had packed a blanket and basket of supplies. His mother hated eating out of plastic and taught him to appreciate the difference between ‘real’ and ‘fake’.

James drove across town to the park. He and Lily held hands as they walked to the top of a hill. Everyone in town knew they were dating. People gossiped. James kept the lie alive for his family.

“The weather is glorious today,” said Lily. It was one of the first things she had uttered. James had been too busy thinking about his conversation with Richard to care. Getting bullied by Thomas and Tony had been worth it after all. James would have worn some foundation to the park, but everything had moved too fast. Thomas and Tony then Richard.

“It is,” said James.

“How’s school?” asked Lily. She also went to Purdue, but they studied different subjects. James took accounting classes. Lily psychology.

“Fine. Just taking a bunch of accounting and business classes. You know how our fathers want us to run the restaurants,” James said.

“I wish they would let us do what we wanted.”

“Is it wrong if I say ‘hopefully they die sooner than later?’”

“Yes,” Lily said with a soft laughter, “but I can’t help but think the same thing sometimes.”

James’ secret was always on the tip of his tongue. He had stopped himself from telling Lily his truth more times than he could count. He didn’t want to hold her back. James loved her, but he couldn’t pleasure her sexually. He wasn’t capable. She was the most beautiful woman he knew, but it didn’t matter. “Lily, there’s something I’ve wanted to tell you for a long time.”

“What is it, James?”

There were others in the park, but they had privacy in their area. An invisible bubble surrounding them. James looked both ways. “I’m gay, Lily.”

Lily laughed, clutching her chest. “Oh, I know that honey. You’re the only boy who treats me with an ounce of respect, though, so I don’t mind. Better than you trying to force yourself on me.”

James’ eyes widened. “Lily! Do men do that to you?”

“Just the other day it happened. I was waiting in line to fill up my water bottle, and this asshole pressed his dick against my backside. It was hard and everything!” Lily said in a disgusted voice.

“That’s terrible,” said James. He rested his hand on Lily’s thigh. There was zero sexual tension between them. They were friends and nothing more. “I can’t believe a guy would do that!” As James said this, he was wishing a man would do that to him. Even once. The thought of it made him hot.

“It happens all the time. Don’t worry, I’m not mad you’re gay. It takes a lot off my plate,” said Lily. She leaned back and used her hands to prop herself up, shaking her hair. James knew why men obsessed over her like women obsessed over Richard. They were both godly. Just imagining them having sex made James’ mind go haywire. “There’s something I’ve wanted to tell you too, James.”

“What?”

Lily sipped her sparkling grape juice. They were old enough to drink, but neither liked it much, especially during the day. They loved feeling fancy. James had brought along glass champagne flutes. Lily smacked her lip before looking James dead in his eyes. “As much as women don’t attract you, they do me.”

“Shut up! You’re lying to me right now,” James said in an upbeat voice.

“I’m not,” she said, shaking her head. “As much as I hate our fake, arranged relationship, I’ve always felt blessed it has been with you.”

James shook his head slowly, unable to believe the most popular, most desired girl from his class was a lesbian. Nobody would expect it. Everyone was waiting for James to come out as gay, but Lily. No. It would be King Cove’s most sensational gossip for the foreseeable future. “Wow, Lily. I’m—”

“Shocked? Me too. I never thought I would tell anyone. But, you know what? It feels incredible, James.”

“Lily, you can’t tell a soul. Not if you want to survive living in King Cove through college.”

“I know. You won’t tell anyone, will you?”

“Of course not. We’re in this together, but we have to be careful.”

Lily nodded. She ate a cracker and cheese. They sat in silence as they both settled with the truths they shared. “I wish we were free,” said James.

“Me too, but we aren’t. Our parents control our destinies,” she said. “I want to become a psychologist, but all they care about is my business minor. They constantly gush about how you’re only focusing on business and accounting classes.”

“Psychology could help with management and human relations.”

“Why don’t you tell Andrew and Bridgette that next time you’re over for dinner?”

Lily’s parents were as controlling as James’. Neither Lily nor James had an escape. Their inheritance was too large, too hard to turn away. They looked at each other and shared a moment of shared depression.

“I’ll tell them, but nothing will please our parents. If we have to get married, you can follow your dreams when they die, and I’ll take care of the businesses. As long as you don’t mind me sleeping around behind your back in the meantime,” he said.

They laughed. “Are you seeing anyone?” she asked.

James shook his head. He wanted to tell Lily about Richard but didn’t want to jinx himself. “I’m not. Are you?”

Lily bit her bottom lip. James’ mouth fell open. He covered his parted lips, careful not to let any bugs fly into his mouth. Lily scooted closer to James on the blanket. She linked her arm with his. “I’m dating a professor.”

James’ lips curved into a smile. He lowered his hand. “Lily, who are you?”

Lily shrugged. “You’ll have plenty of time to find out if we’re going to get our inheritance.”

“Our fates are bonded, aren’t they?”

Lily nodded.

“And we’ll just see other people and pretend to be together?”

Lily nodded again.

“So, who is this professor you’re dating?”

“Her name is Candice Smith. She’s in the math department, but you can’t tell a soul. She’d lose her job.”

“Your secret is safe with me,” said James. They sat around for another hour and talked about politics, celebrities, and how much they hated the idea of running the restaurants they’d eventually own. They cleaned up after taking pictures to prove their afternoon together happened.

“Let’s do dinner at my house next time so you can explain the importance of psychology in business.”

“Will do,” James said. “You’re going to Kayla’s party on Friday, aren’t you?"

“Yes,” Lily said.

“Perfect. We’ll see each other there too. We need to hang out more.”

“Agreed.” James kissed Lily on the cheek. She smiled. They walked to their cars, holding hands.

James drove to his house. He pulled out the card Richard had given him the moment he closed his bedroom door. James typed Richard a message.

James: Hey, it’s James. Let’s get together sometime like you said.


Chapter Three

Richard didn’t know what to do. James had messaged him last night. Richard never replied. He stared at the text message, reading it over and over. Richard didn’t know why he was so uncertain about seeing James. He was sure they had worked on a project or two together over the years. They knew each other. People thought he was gay, but he and Lily posted photos of them cuddled up or kissing all the time.

Richard opened his social media, typing James’ name into the search bar. He scrolled through James’ most recent photos. James had long brown hair that curled beautifully. He was slender. Pale skin. Plump lips. Richard had noticed his bubble butt in the skinny jeans he was wearing in the parking lot. Richard had an urge to lift James’ petite body and throw him into the back of his pickup truck.

James had scanned the outline of Richard’s dick, which he noticed. Why would James look at his dick so obviously when he had a girlfriend?

Richard wondered how often James wore makeup. He wanted to watch James transform his face with the stroke of a brush. James had an androgynous look. Richard imagined James could pass as a woman with little effort.

Richard would never forget the first time he saw an ultra-feminine man. Maybe it wasn’t the first time, but it was the first instance he had registered in his memory. The encounter changed him forever. He was eighteen and hanging out in Indianapolis when a sexy androgynous human walked down the street.

Tight jeans. Fat ass. Thin waist. Long hair. Painted nails. From behind, the person had looked like a woman, but he was a man. One with a deep voice. Richard heard him answer the phone, and his dick had instantly hardened.

Ever since that day in Indianapolis three years ago, Richard knew what he wanted in a partner. He wanted a man who dressed as a woman. A man he could dominate. One who would serve him the hole he truly desired. There was nothing terrible about a woman’s pussy, but Richard burned inside when he thought of a feminized sissy ass. A girly man desperate for his dick.

Richard wanted James dolled up and begging for the dick. Begging him to pound his ass. Richard had never had what he most desired, but maybe he could find it in James. Or maybe James was straight? It would humiliate Richard if he tried to make a move on James, and the man wanted nothing to do with him.

But there had been something between them today in the parking lot. A spark. A connection neither wanted to acknowledge. Richard opened up the messages again. He wanted to see James, but they couldn’t meet in King Cove. It would be too dangerous for both of them.

Richard: Hey, what are you doing tomorrow night? Can you meet me in Lafayette for coffee at six p.m.?

Richard exhaled after he sent the message. He opened his laptop and put on a TV show to distract himself as he waited for James’ reply. The show was funny, but Richard’s mind was preoccupied. He played the moment in the parking lot over and over in his head. James clutching his makeup bag. James’ gaze lingering on the outline of Richard’s dick. The smile that filled James’ face when Richard gave him his contact information. Richard’s phone buzzed. He closed his eyes as he twisted the screen toward his face. James had replied.

James: Sure, I can meet you tomorrow. Tell me where, and I’ll be there at six. I need to stay after class and study in the library, anyway.

Richard: Perfect. Meet me at the cafe across the street from the library. You know which one?

James: Yeah, I’ll be there.

Richard sent a smiley face and locked his phone. He couldn’t wait until tomorrow. He wanted to look at James from across the table and admire his androgynous face. Richard hoped James wore makeup.

♦

Richard waited in the cafe. He had come twenty-three minutes early. He needed every second to calm himself. Richard imagined both outcomes: one where his dreams came true and the other where they would be shattered to bits.

Time ticked away, and Richard’s nerves did nothing but grow. He should have arrived late or right on-time to dive into the situation. The slow drip of dubiety was enough to drive him half crazy.

James walked through the door three minutes late. Richard saw him, but James remained oblivious. He was wearing skinny jeans that hugged his round ass. James wore a button up that hung on his body like a woman’s shirt. It had short sleeves and showcased his slender arms. James ordered a coffee at the counter, his voice soft and sweet.

Richard rubbed his thumb along his erection pressed against the denim fabric. James paid for his coffee, dropped a couple dollars in the tip jar, and looked around the cafe. When his eyes fell on Richard; they brightened like lightning surging through a dark sky. Richard breathed out his anxieties because he saw no reason to worry. Richard waved at James from across the room. James put up a finger, telling him to wait. Richard could wait all day for his fantasies to come true.

James grabbed his coffee when they called his name. It was black and on ice. No sugar or milk, which surprised Richard. He imagined James drinking something sweet. Richard felt guilty for boxing James into a stereotype. Richard was the one drinking a latte.

“Hey,” James said when he reached the table. “How’s it going? What have you been up to today? Class?”

Richard shook his head.

“You drove all the way to Lafayette to have coffee?” Richard nodded as James sipped his coffee. There was a darkness in Richard’s eyes that unsettled James, but he was sexy. Criminally gorgeous. James wanted to know everything he could about Richard, but a little voice was telling him to run while he had the chance. “Wow, I’m flattered, but that’s strange. Don’t you think?”

“You aren’t wearing makeup,” said Richard.

“No,” James said with a long pause. He shifted in his seat, uncomfortable from Richard’s intense gaze. “What’s your point?”

“I thought you wore makeup when you went out,” he said. Richard didn’t want to give himself away but was almost certain James wanted him. “I was just expecting it. Did you wear it when we went to school together?”

“Not too much, but I always wear it to class now. I actually took it off before coming here. That’s why I was running a few minutes behind.”

“You should have left it,” he said.

“Are you trying to prank me, Richard? Why did you ask me here? I don’t have time for this,” James said and stood from his chair.

Richard put up his hands, shaking his head. “I’m sorry. My words aren’t coming out right. Don’t leave.”

James turned to face Richard. He saw a mixture of hope and despair in Richard’s expression.

How could one feel two opposite emotions equally and at the same time? Richard wanted to explore his desires. He wanted to be open with James, but was it worth the risk? What would happen if everyone in King Cove discovered Richard liked fem guys? He had to stay on the down low. Could James keep a secret if Richard told him how he felt?

“What then? What do you want from me, Richard?” James asked as he slid into his chair. James lifted the straw to his mouth, parting and closing his lips around the bamboo cylinder. He rested an elbow on the table and leaned forward, tilting his head to the side. “Why is it you gave me your number after all these years?”

“I don’t know how to say this, but—”

“You don’t have to say a thing,” said James. He smirked. “I can’t believe you’re g—”

“Shh,” Richard said before James could finish the word ‘gay’. “That’s not what I’m saying. Don’t label me when you don’t know the first thing about me.”

“Richard, you’re the one who wanted to meet me. You’re the one who gave me your number. What do you want? Money for protecting me? Fine. I’ll wire you what you want right now. How much? One hundred? Two? Five?” James popped his lips. He had no time for Richard as he stared at his latte, silent like a cold winter night.

“I want you to wear makeup. Will you put it on for me?” Richard asked without looking up from his latte. If he didn’t take a leap now, Richard would leave and never return. Richard knew he would hate himself for not asking James. Regrets could kill a soul.

“Why do you want me to wear makeup, Richard?”

“Because…”

“You know I have a girlfriend, right?”

“I told you. Don’t label me. I have women in my life.”

“Bisexuality exists.”

“Are you bi?” asked Richard.

“No, Lily’s my girlfriend,” James said, but his lips spread so far across his face they both started laughing. “Lily and I have an understanding, but I want to hear you say it, Richard. Why can’t you just admit you want me?”

“I want you,” he whispered.

“Perfect. You want to watch me put the makeup on, or should I just head to the bathroom?”

“Can you do it in my truck?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

♦

Richard watched as James transformed his face to a womanly version of himself. He softened his jawline. Contoured his nose. James had the profile of a woman, and Richard’s dick had never been harder in his life. He was sitting on his hands because they would grope James if he didn’t.

James noticed Richard watching him, loving the attention from the hottest guy in town. If they had to drive to West Lafayette just to fool around, it was worth it. James couldn’t believe he was sitting in Richard May’s truck and putting on makeup to please him. Richard was making slight moaning noises, and James wasn’t sure he was even aware of himself. It took everything for James not to laugh.

James put on foundation, concealer, bronzer, mascara, and a clear lip gloss. He rolled his lips and popped them. He fluffed his long brown hair. James curled a strand around his finger before turning to Richard. He used his feminine voice to ask, “What do you think?”

Richard stared at James. He had transformed himself. He could pass for a woman, even in his t-shirt and jeans. James didn’t have breasts, but that didn’t matter. Richard found James dangerously attractive. He was speechless.

“Richard? Why are you staring at me like that? It’s creepy.”

He shook his head. “Sorry, you’re gorgeous,” said Richard. He moved his eyes down to his crotch. They both stared at the erection bulging through the fabric. Richard’s jeans looked like they would pop open.

“Wow,” said James. He wanted to unbutton Richard’s pants. He wanted to wrap his wet lips around Richard’s dick, but James was a lady. Ladies didn’t give away their goods on the first night. “It looks big.”

“You wanna play with it?”

James gasped, clutching at air as though he were wearing pearls. “Excuse me? Just because I make you hard doesn’t mean I’m going to whore myself out. Who do you think I am?” For dramatic effect, James opened his door. He wanted Richard’s cock. He wanted Richard to grab him and tell him to shut up, but Richard was disrespectful.

James slammed the door shut. Richard was running after him a second later. “Stop,” he said in a commanding voice.

James listened, turning on his heels. Richard was standing right there. He took James in his arms and pulled him close. “I’m confused, but I want to explore with you,” Richard said as he lowered his head, closing his eyes.

James about squealed, taken by surprise. He calmed himself and met Richard’s lips. Internally, James was screaming. Jumping up and down like someone who had won a million dollars. Richard broke the kiss. His eyes glazed over as he stared at James. “Will you give me a chance?”

“Yes,” James said in a soft whisper. “I will.”

Richard kissed James, but it was so long and passionate James had to break the kiss before a car ran them over in the parking lot. They sat in Richard’s truck another thirty minutes, suffocated by the growing tension between them.

“I have to go,” James said before he unbuttoned Richard’s pants. He had been looking at Richard’s crotch every few seconds for the past half hour. If James wanted to stay a lady, he had to leave.

“When will I see you again?”

“Text me,” James said while opening the door.

“Promise you’ll wear makeup,” said Richard.

“I promise. I’ll see you soon, Richard,” James said. He hopped out the truck and closed the door before Richard could reply.

Richard rolled down the window. “Thanks for coming, James. See you soon.”

James turned around and let out a silent scream. Richard was so sexy, and he couldn’t wait to see where things went.


Chapter Four

Richard lay in bed surfing the internet. He couldn’t stop playing last night over in his head. He kissed James in a public parking lot! People probably saw them, but Richard would do it again. He didn’t regret kissing James for a moment. They had plans to hang out on the weekend, and Richard wanted to surprise James with a gift.

Richard’s dick was becoming increasingly hard as he browsed through lingerie, slips, stockings, and other women’s clothing he wanted to use to dress James. He didn’t want to jack off, but Richard wouldn’t be able to resist himself for long.

He added a pair of sexy, lace trimmed stockings to the cart as he unbuttoned his jeans. Richard clicked a white cotton thong as he touched the waistline of his boxers. He pressed his fingers against his dick as he added a red, blue, purple, and pink thong to the cart. Richard bit his bottom lip the moment he wrapped his hand around his cock, adding two satin slips to his purchase.

Richard pulled down his pants after he bought everything with his credit card. They should arrive on Friday, and Richard had plans to see James on Saturday. His parents were going out of town for the weekend. They were leaving Friday afternoon.

Richard held up his phone, staring at everything he just bought. He imagined James wearing the slip, thong, and stockings as he stroked his manhood. Richard curled his toes as his balls tightened.

James had wrapped his lips around the straw yesterday in the most seductive way. Richard’s dick had never hardened and softened as much in the span of a couple hours in his life. He had planned on jacking off last night when he got home, but he had to finish a paper he forgot about.

Richard went from the lingerie website to James’ social media page. Richard rubbed his thumb on the screen, touching the image of James’ lips. He wondered what his cum would look like on James’ wet lips. When he rubbed lip gloss across them yesterday, it took every ounce of willpower Richard had to not whip out his dick. He wanted to taste James’ sissy dick too, just to try it. He had never had a dick in his mouth and wondered if he would like it.

Thinking of all the possibilities with James, Richard let out soft breaths. He could hear his parents watching television downstairs. He had music playing. All he wanted to do was moan into James’ mouth as they kissed. He wanted James to sneak under the covers and play with the dick he couldn’t help but stare at when they were together. Richard loved when James looked at his dick through his jeans.

Richard squeezed his cock, willing himself to last longer. He rubbed his finger around his head before letting go of his cock to stop the pressure. He could cum in a second.

A message lit up his phone.

James: What are you doing?

Richard: Thinking of you

He snapped a picture of his cock but didn’t send it. He didn’t want James to have proof; not until they both did. That didn’t mean he couldn’t tease James.

Richard: Touching myself

James: I can’t wait to see you this weekend. You sure you want to meet at your house? You don’t want to go to Kayla’s party Friday night?

Richard: No, the party is too risky, but my parents won’t be here when you’re done partying. We’ll have the place to ourselves.

Richard couldn’t handle the thought of James at his home. Them together, alone. Richard couldn’t wait for the lingerie he ordered to arrive. He hoped James was ready to become his doll.

James: If you say so. You’ll have to come over when my parents leave town.

Richard: I’d love to.

Richard parted the hole at the tip of his dick with his pointer finger, lubricating himself with the precum. He couldn’t wait to have James at his house so he could touch him. He needed to feel the heat of his body. His soft lips.

James: Send me a picture of your cum. I wanna keep the dick a surprise.

Richard stood. His hardness hung from his body. He grabbed a towel from the floor and placed it on the corner of his bed. His blinds drawn so nobody could see. Richard imagined James’ face as the towel, beating his dick.

Richard closed his eyes when the orgasm pushed through his cock, covering the blue towel with his white, creamy seed. Panting, Richard grabbed his phone. He opened the camera and snapped a picture of his cum, sending it to James.

James: That’s a big load. You gonna save some for me?

Richard: I have more than enough for you, baby.

James replied with a smiley face that had hearts as the eyes. Richard curled the towel into a ball and wiped himself with one of the dry sections. Neither the weekend nor the package could arrive fast enough.


Chapter Five

James had tests this week and a paper to turn in, but the weekend had finally arrived. He drove to King Cove from West Lafayette after spending a few hours in the library and couldn’t wait to attend a friend’s party this evening. They would grill food, drink punch with lemons, and enjoy the springtime weather.

James spent his afternoon soaking in the tub. He had bath salts, dry rose petals, and a historic romance novel. He loved imagining himself as a young woman in a time before electricity, swept away by a royal. James always wondered about which princes and kings had queer love affairs.

Even all those years ago, there were people who pushed the boundaries of their birth gender. There were men who felt sexier in women’s clothing and vice versa. James almost never wore women’s clothing, but the thought had crossed his mind on numerous occasions.

James sat on the edge of the tub after his skin began to prune. He would find out how the novel ended later. James patted himself with a plush towel as water swirled down the drain. He loved his private bathroom more than any other room in the house. His parents never bothered him. He could pass hours in the tub reading, scrolling through social media, or playing a game on his phone.

James’ phone rang while he was staring at himself in the mirror. He splayed his legs while perched on the edge of the tub, admiring his hairless cock. Lily was calling.

“Hey, what’s up?”

“Kayla’s canceling her party,” Lily said.

“What? Why?”

“Her dad’s trip got canceled, so they’re staying behind. She’s been scrambling to make sure everyone knows. Spread the word.”

“That blows. I was looking forward to her party,” he said. “You think someone else can host?”

While Lily hummed into the phone, James remembered Richard’s parents were leaving town today. James had told Richard to meet him at the party, but he didn’t want to risk losing control around everyone they knew. Richard had asked James to come to his house instead, but James refused. He wanted to see all his other friends and enjoy the party.

“Don’t know. My parents are here tonight, and you know how they are. No way I could have a party,” said Lily.

“Let me call you back. I might know someone who can help.”

“Text me,” she said and hung up.

James searched for Richard in his contacts. He hit ‘call’ and held the phone to his ear. It rang twice before Richard’s deep voice came through. Hearing Richard tickled James. “Did you hear about Kayla’s party?” Richard asked.

“Yeah,” James said. “I was wondering if you could host instead since your parents are leaving town.”

“No way,” he said without hesitation. “I’m not cleaning up after everyone gets trashed. You’ve lost your mind.”

“Ugh, I know. I just really wanted to party.”

“We can have our own party. Just you and me,” Richard said.

James didn’t hate the idea. “Should I buy anything for us before I come over?”

“Whatever you want. You’re all I need,” said Richard.

“Food? Drinks?”

“I’ll order us dinner. Bring some beers or whatever.”

“I don’t like mushrooms,” James said.

“Got it. No mushrooms. So, no party at my house. You’re coming over?”

“Yeah. How does 7 p.m. sound?”

“Perfect. Don’t forget to wear makeup.”

“I’ll put it on now,” he said.

“Fuck,” growled Richard. “Make yourself look extra girly.”

“Anything for you.”

“What are you wearing?”

James glanced down at his naked body. His dick hard and throbbing. He didn’t have a tiny dick, but Richard was bigger if his bulge was any indication. James used two fingers and his thumb to stroke his dick. “Nothing,” he said.

“You’re naked?”

“Yeah, what about you?”

“I’m sitting outside the hardware store. My mom wants me to do some work in the yard.”

“They make you do manual labor?”

“I’m not cheap. They pay me good money.”

“Will you have finished by the time I get there?”

“I should be,” Richard said. “I’ll leave the door unlocked for you in case I’m still in the yard or something.”

“Text me your address,” he said.

“Wear something cute.”

James didn’t know what to say, so he hung up the phone and returned his attention to his erect cock. James stroked with his right hand and used his left one to hook around his ass. He played with his hole sometimes, but it was so tight. He gave a couple guys blow jobs but still never had anal sex. James imagined he would love it when Richard stretched his ass but was so afraid by how much it would hurt.

Slipping a finger into his tightness, James moaned. He stroked his cock, edging himself to an orgasm. He wanted to save his load for Richard but couldn’t resist the urge after hearing Richard’s voice. His desire. The hottest guy in town wanted him. James felt like the luckiest girl in the world. He couldn’t wait to please Richard however he requested.

James slipped a second finger into his hole, panting at the sensation. Pleasure and pain. His hole tight around his fingers. James came when he stroked his dick again. He sent streams of cum over the tile floor. He caressed his dick until nothing remained. Dry and spent. His hard dick shrank to its smaller, softened state as he cleaned the floor. James rinsed off in the shower, which was something he sometimes did after a bath. His parents never questioned when the water ran twice. As long as he stayed with Lily, they didn’t question much at all.

Washing his body, James thought of Lily. Maybe they would be better off just faking their relationship until both their fathers died. Now that he knew about Professor Smith, James didn’t feel as much guilt. They both wanted their inheritance and freedom. What was so wrong with a little deception when he could have Richard Mays as a side dish?

James took his time getting ready while watching reality TV. He would slide out the back door when it was time to leave. His father hated seeing him in makeup, and James had gone above and beyond for Richard. Better to avoid drama with Logan Kinsler when possible.

♦

James opened the front door of Richard’s house after a few moments passed since he rang the doorbell. When James stepped inside, a gorgeous abstract painting caught his eye. He placed his bags by the door and kicked off his shoes.

Richard’s house may have been smaller, but it was clear his parents had exquisite taste. Gorgeous ceramic pieces decorated every tabletop. Handwoven fabric adorned the furniture.

It took a moment for James to register the sound of rushing water. Richard was in the shower. James waited a few beats before climbing the stairs. The noise grew louder. He found the bathroom and stood outside it. What would Richard want him to do? Stay downstairs or open the door?

“Richard, I’m here.”

“Oh, hey! Did you see the backyard?”

“No, but your parents have beautiful artwork.”

“Yeah, they love collecting pieces when they travel. They’re in Aruba until Monday night. I don’t know how they can go so far for just a few days.”

“My parents would never,” said James. “Should I wait downstairs? Or in the backyard? It’s nice outside.”

Richard, lathered with soap in a cloud of steam, wanted James to open the door. Was he as thirsty as Richard? Richard felt as though he would perish if he didn’t get a taste of James’ sissy ass.

“You can come in the bathroom, if you want,” he said.

James swallowed. He touched the door, running his finger along the invisible grooves of the wood. Even the smoothest surfaces had texture. James wanted to open the door, but would that make him a whore?

“I’ll check out your work in the backyard,” James said and raced downstairs. He found the sliding door with ease. Their yard was gorgeous. Flowers were blooming. Birds sang against the evening glow of the sun. James loved how days grew longer in spring and the weather warmed.

He was admiring the flowers when Richard called his name. “Come here,” he said.

James went inside. Richard was only wearing a towel. His brown hair wet and matted. His chiseled abs covered with droplets the towel had missed. The outline of his member pressing against the plush fabric irresistible. James licked his glossy lips. “What did you get for dinner? I’m hungry.”

“You don’t want dessert first?”

James swallowed. He wanted dessert first, second, and last.

Richard narrowed his eyes. James was wearing short denim shorts and a tank top. His legs and armpits shaved, flawless makeup, and shimmering hair. Richard rubbed his hardening manhood through the towel, wondering how long James could resist. Several beats of silence had passed with James simply opening and closing his mouth. Richard had already come this far. He could wait fifteen more minutes. “I ordered some salads and wraps. You want to eat? Did you bring drinks?”

“Yeah, I left them by the door. Let me grab everything,” said James.

Richard followed James to the foyer. He resisted the urge to press him against the wall and stick his hands up those short shorts. It wouldn’t take much to reach James’ sissy hole. The fabric barely covered his ass. Not that Richard would complain about their shortness.

James felt Richard’s eyes on him as he bent over to gather his bags by the front door. He popped out his ass to tease Richard, slightly afraid of how big Richard’s cock might be. The towel wasn’t leaving much to the imagination, and James didn’t think he could handle it.

“What did you buy?” asked Richard.

“Beers. Two six packs. I wasn’t sure what kind you like so I bought one blonde beer and a stout.”

“I’ll drink anything as long as you open it.” James’ cheeks burned as he stood with his back to Richard. Richard stepped forward. He wrapped his hands around James from the back. “You look beautiful today,” he said.

“Thank you,” said James.

Richard’s dick was hardening and pressing into James’ backside. He remembered what Lily had told him about the guy pressing himself against her at the water fountain. James had wanted it to happen to him, and now it was. Maybe he would feel more settled if Richard’s member weren’t so large. How could he ever fit that in his virgin hole?

“I think about you nonstop,” said Richard.

“Me too.”

Richard ran his fingers through James’ long brown hair. He gripped a chunk, placing his lips on James’ neck. James moaned but didn’t fight back as Richard sucked lightly. He knew it was wrong to mark James but couldn’t help himself. Richard stopped before he left too big of a hickey.

“You drive me wild. Why are you acting like you don’t want to taste my dick?” Richard asked the question as he worked his hand into the waistline of James’ shorts. He squeezed his ass. “Will you give it a kiss before we eat?”

“You’ll want more than a kiss.”

“I won’t. I promise,” he said.

James turned around for the first time to face Richard. He looked up at Richard through hooded eyes. Richard pressed lightly on James’ shoulders, and James sank to his knees. He gripped the waistline of Richard’s towel, watching his dancing cock under the fabric as though it had a mind of its own. Perhaps it did. James undid the towel, letting it fall to the floor. He wasn’t prepared for Richard’s manhood. It was as thick as a bottle of shaving cream and long like a dumbbell.

“I don’t know where this thing will fit,” said James.

“I’m sure you can find room for it.”

James swallowed a breath before parting his lips, choking on the first half of Richard’s cock. He wanted to take it all for Richard, but it was too difficult. He needed to read tips online about how to deal with big dicks. Richard ran his fingers through James’ hair, tightening his grip. James’ cock pressed against the thong he was wearing. He had worn it special for Richard. James almost never wore lingerie (he mostly wore tiny briefs) but wanted to impress his jock.

“Fuck, James. Take that dick,” Richard said.

James moaned on Richard’s cock. He places his hands in his lap, ass pressed against the floor. He was taking every millimeter he could. Richard wasn’t holding back as he shoved his dick into the back of James’ throat. James let go, accepting everything as it came. He was Richard’s toy and wouldn’t resist how his boss wanted to use him.

“Shit, nobody has ever taken this much.”

Richard’s affirmation gave James the drive he needed. He wrapped his hands around the back of Richard’s legs and pressed his face into Richard’s pelvic area. He was choking but didn’t care. Richard’s precum tasted delicious. The ridges of his pumping veins rough against James’ tongue.

“Fuck, your mouth feels so tight around my dick. You want my load as your appetizer?”

James moaned, confirming he did. Richard didn’t hold back. He gripped the back of James’ head and held it as streams of thick, gooey cum erupted from his dick. James swallowed everything he could, but a bit of it ran from his mouth. Richard bent down to kiss James, licking his cum from the sides of James’ mouth.

“I bought you a present. Will you wear it for me?”

“What is it?”

“Use the powder room to clean up, and I’ll be right back to show you.”

James washed his face in the sink, staring at himself in the mirror. He went to the foyer to grab his makeup bag. Saliva running down his face had ruined half of his makeup, and he had to fix himself. He looked terrible. James brushed his hair with the mini brush he carried everywhere he went. He removed a good portion of his makeup, waited for his face to dry, and redid it. It took a while to blend everything just how he wanted. Richard was calling his name by the time he finished.

Richard sat on the sofa, wearing nothing more than an open robe. His dick soft was larger than James hard, but James didn’t mind. He couldn’t wait until the day he could take Richard with ease. It wouldn’t be today, but the day would come if they stayed together. James hoped they could make this last, even though there were a lot of external factors that could keep them apart.

Richard grabbed the bag sitting next to him on the couch. “Strip for me,” he said.

“What did you buy?”

“You’ll see. Don’t play coy,” he said.

“Did you want to put on some music?”

“Sure,” Richard said and unlocked his phone. He connected it to the wireless speaker. A mix of club music played over the speaker. James rocked his hips from side to side. He pulled the tank top off first. Richard stared at him with an intensity James was growing to love. James turned so his ass faced Richard, unbuttoning his shorts. He slowly slid them over his ass. They fell to the floor, which left James in nothing but a thong.

“Come over here,” he said.

When James turned around, he saw Richard holding his hard dick. James couldn’t believe he was up and ready again. James walked across the room, straddling Richard’s hips. They kissed as Richard squeezed James’ ass. James didn’t flinch when Richard’s fingers brushed against his hole.

“You’re tight,” he said.

“I’ve never been fucked before,” said James.

Richard bit James’ bottom lip, pressing down with a light force. “Never?”

James shook his head.

“That’ll change soon. Look inside the bag. Put on what I bought you,” said Richard.

James pulled out a satin slip the color of pearls. There were pairs of stockings. Several thongs. James picked the blue one for a pop of color. He gathered the things and took a step toward the bathroom, but Richard stopped him. “I want to watch you.”

“You’re demanding, aren’t you?”

Richard shrugged. “I like what I like, and that’s you. So you gonna let me watch you or what? I’m hungry after cumming like that.”

“What about me?”

Richard raised his eyebrow.

“Don’t I get to cum?”

“Put on your slip,” Richard said and stood. “Nothing else.” He walked over to James, watching as he put on the slip. Richard grabbed James and pulled him close, “now, do me a favor. Go clean this beauty,” Richard said and grabbed James’ ass.

James went to the bathroom and returned minutes later smelling of soap, smiling with a closed mouth. He pulled on the bottom of the slip.

“Why don’t you slip on those white stockings too. Then I’ll make you cum.”

James nodded, doing as Richard asked. Richard licked his lips as he watched James roll the fabric up his thighs. When he finished, Richard took James by the hand. He led him to the edge of the sofa. Richard went to the hall closet, took a towel, and placed it under James.

Richard went behind James, lifting the slip. He grabbed James’ hands and forced him to hold his ass spread. James moaned. His sissy dick dangled between his legs. Richard touched it, and James shivered. Sensitive.

Richard ran his tongue along James’ tight hole. He loved how it tightened and released. He pressed his thumb against the tiny opening. One day he would stretch it. Richard would work James until he could take his dick with ease. James was moaning like he wanted it. Richard slapped James’ ass.

“Fuck, baby. That’s your hole,” James said.

Richard growled into James’ split. He ran his hand up James’ back, feeling the satin fabric of the slip against his skin. Richard reached around with his other hand and stroked James’ dick with two fingers as he flattened his tongue against James’ hole.

“Oh… shit,” James moaned. Streams of cum shot from his dick. He pushed Richard’s hand away, but Richard didn’t budge. James cried as overwhelming pleasure ran through his body.

“You liked that?”

James nodded.

“Clean yourself up and put on that blue thong. I’ll start a movie and put out the food.”

They spent the evening eating wraps, salad, and watching movies. They passed out before fooling around again, even though that was all Richard could think about. James thought about it too, but he was too scared to let Richard fuck him, and James knew Richard would want that, so he had played hard to get until they fell asleep.

The day would come, James knew, but he needed to prepare himself.

♦

Richard stirred all night into the morning as James slept like a bear in hibernation. The small hill between James’ thighs and back consumed Richard’s every thought, whether he was awake or dreaming. How could such a small hole make a man so weak? Richard had been awake with wide eyes for the past twenty minutes, debating between slipping a finger into James’ thong or getting up to exercise. The sun had yet to rise, but Richard would never be able to fall back asleep.

Instead of disturbing James, Richard rose from the bed. He stared at James in his slip. He looked just as gorgeous without makeup as he did with it. In the dark light, it was impossible to tell whether James was a man or woman. Most would assume woman based on the stockings, slip, and thong he was wearing.

“I love you,” Richard whispered into the darkness. James was asleep. He might have heard the words, but he wasn’t listening. Richard went to the basement to exercise. He lost himself in an endless rotation of squats, push-ups, and sit-ups. The sky had grown brighter by the time he finished, but it was still dark blue. No longer black.

Richard washed himself in the shower, thinking about how long he could wait before he demanded James give up his ass. They wanted each other. Sometimes Richard’s massive cock felt like a curse more than a blessing, but James would learn to love it. Every time Richard had sex with a woman, she begged him to stop after a few minutes. He had yet to meet anyone who could handle his manhood for long. Richard hoped James could be who he was looking for all along.

James stirred. He reached over for Richard, but he was no longer there. James blinked several times as he came to in the dark morning hours just before the sky turned golden. James loved running at daybreak, so he could watch the world come to life. Birds singing. Growing traffic with each passing minute. James heard the shower running. He threw the blanket from his body and got up to follow the noise.

James opened the door. Steam billowed through the room. Richard’s silhouette visible through the fogged glass.

“Morning,” Richard said. He opened the door, not hiding an inch of his muscular body. James’ eyes went straight to Richard’s dick. It hung from his pelvic region like the hook of a crane. James wanted to take his dick so badly. He needed it, no matter how much it hurt.

“You weren’t in bed.”

“Come join me,” he said.

James nodded. He lifted the hem of his slip, hooking his thumbs in the thong he wore to sleep. Richard touched his dick, stroking his hardening member. James turned to show Richard his backside. He poked his ass out before sliding the fabric over his naturally spread split. James bent all the way over as he slid the stockings down his legs, showing his hairless hole to Richard. The tiny pink entrance Richard desperately needed.

“Hurry. The water will turn cold,” Richard said.

“As you wish,” James said. He threw the slip from his body and skipped across the bathroom to the shower. Richard took his hand as he stepped into the stream of warm water. “It’s not cold.”

“Not yet,” he said. Richard turned James around and squatted behind him. He spread James’ cheeks and went in to eat. Richard licked James as though he were ice cream melting down a cone.

James placed his hands against the wall to steady himself as Richard tickled his hole. James touched his dick, but Richard took his hand and moved it to his backside to hold open his ass. Richard held James by his hips, using his tongue to relax James’ tight hole.

“Fuck, Richard. Lick my pussy,” he said.

Richard smacked James’ wet ass. He stood. His dick was rock hard as he pressed it against James’ tiny hole. James moaned, yearning to take Richard’s manhood but terrified by its size. “You think you can handle this in your tight pussy?” Richard took a lock of James’ wet hair in his hand, tugging him softly. James tilted his head back. Richard reached around, cupping his hand over James’ package.

“I asked you a question, sissy boy,” he said.

“It’s so big.”

“You’ll learn to love it, won’t you?”

James nodded, but his head couldn’t move because of Richard’s grip. Richard turned off the shower. He released James. Richard took a towel and handed it to James. Richard fell in love with James last night. He wanted to make posters to hang around town. He needed to claim James so nobody else could have him, but their small town society was standing in his way.

James patted himself with the towel. He wondered what Richard was thinking as they stared at one another drying their bodies. James was growing fond of Richard and wished they didn’t have to live in secret, but the town would never forgive them if people discovered the truth. James finished first, hanging his towel on the rack. “Anything you want me to wear?”

“Stockings and a slip.”

James put them on, and Richard lifted James into his arms the moment he finished dressing. Richard carried James to the bedroom, tossing him to the bed. He was naked, hard, and ready to stretch James’ virgin hole.

“You know what time it is?”

James nodded.

“I’ll grab a condom.” Richard returned. He opened the wrapper, but James asked to suck his dick for a few seconds first. Richard shrugged. He put his hands behind the back of his head as James sat at the edge of the bed, bobbing his head along Richard’s shaft. Richard only waited a couple minutes before he flipped James over and had him on all fours. Richard squirted lubrication onto his fingertips, rubbing it along his manhood. He placed a bit of the lube on James hole, which tightened as the cold liquid made contact.

James took a deep breath as Richard’s member pressed against his hole. The world tore in two when Richard pushed his head into James’ opening. James screamed. His body lurched forward. “Shit. Fuck. That’s hurts,” James said as his hole throbbed with pain.

“Come here. I’ll loosen it up,” Richard said. He licked James’ burning cave to cool it off. Richard lubricated them both before trying again. They went back and forth like this for fifteen, twenty minutes. Neither was keeping track of the time.

Throughout all the pain, James never gave up. He was elated he hadn’t when the pain morphed to pleasure. He gripped the sheets as Richard slowly moved in and out of his loosened hole. James wouldn’t last long if the pressure continued. His dick jumped every time Richard spread his tightness.

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

“Not before me. Damn, you feel good.” Richard gripped James’ slip, pulling on the stain fabric. He ran another hand along the nylon of James’ stockings. He loved his dolled up sissy. The words were at the tip of his tongue as he sank into James’ cave, but the sound of a telephone ringing stopped him.

“Shit. That’s my phone,” said James.

“Who cares. You’re busy,” he said, thrusting deeper into James. That shut James’ mouth. Richard was only using a fraction of his dick, but that didn’t matter. He was enjoying James’ tight ass. The day would come when he used his entire cock, but for today, James was better than anyone Richard had experienced.

Richard fucked James with passion. Touching him. Kissing him. Pulling his hair. Richard never wanted to stop, but James kept his promise. Cum shot from James’ sissy dick unprompted. His hole tightened, and he could no longer take Richard’s dick. James’ phone rang several more times. James apologized for cumming. He tried his hardest, but it had been too stimulating.

“I’ll cum in your mouth then,” Richard said.

James got to his knees under Richard. Richard fucked James’ eager mouth. James’ only desire was to please his man. Richard grunted, holding James’ head in place, as cum shot from his dick into the back of James’ throat.

“I guess I should see who’s calling,” James said when the moment settled. He rushed to his phone, which was ringing for the sixth or seventh time. Lily was calling. “Hey, Lily. What’s wrong?”

She was crying. Her voice hysterical. “Where are you? I need you to come to my house for breakfast.”

“Lily, take a breath. Why are you panicked?”

She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Candice. She posted a picture of us without my permission. My mom saw it before I could tell her to take it down.”

“Were you two kissing in the picture?”

“James. Please. My parents are expecting you for breakfast at ten. Meet me at the end of the driveway fifteen minutes early. I’ll explain everything before we go inside.”

“Okay, I’ll shower and head that way,” James said. The line went dead. Richard was rubbing James’ shoulders. His milky cock touching James’ back. His firm fingers pressing into James’ tender muscles.

“Everything okay?”

“I have to leave to help Lily. You mind if I shower real quick?”

“No problem, go ahead. I’ll watch the news.”

“Sorry. I know we were supposed to hang out today,” said James.

“It’s okay. Do what you need. Call me later. I’ll be here.”

With that, James nodded and got ready to leave as quickly as he could.


Chapter Six

Lily was hiding behind a bush at the end of her driveway with a panicked expression. She ran to the car, hopped in the passenger’s seat, and told James to drive fast.

“You’re scaring me, Lily,” he said.

She looked both ways before settling into the seat. Nobody was following them. James slowed his speed after making a few turns, driving away from Lily’s neighborhood.

“Lily, what’s going on? What kind of photo did the professor post?”

“Candice posted a picture of me sitting on her lap,” Lily said. Her voice was shaking. Unsteady. She squeezed and released her hands repeatedly. “I tried calling you last night to tell them we were together, but you weren’t answering. You always have your phone. What were you doing?”

James felt himself blushing. His night with Richard had been one of the best of his life. He would never forget it no matter what happened, even though he wished for many more nights with Richard. Ones he would forget because they spent so many together. “I was with a guy,” James said.

“Who?”

“You can’t tell anyone if I tell you,” James said as he pulled into a supermarket parking lot. He didn’t want to go too far since they had to return for brunch with the Flowers.

“I won’t, as long as you help me deceive my parents. We’re in this together, James.”

“I know. The guy was Richard May.”

Lily leaned forward, her eyes bugging. “You’re kidding.”

“Why would I lie about that? It was the best night of my life. I think I’m in love,” said James. He had been feeling overwhelmed all night, just putting his feelings into words for the first time. James wasn’t wearing any makeup or lingerie, but he would change into whatever Richard wanted him to the moment they got back together. James felt cherished by Richard when he told James what to wear.

“I think I’m in love with Candice.”

“So, what are we telling your parents?”

“They have to think we were together last night.”

James remembered the hickey Richard left on his neck. He turned so Lily could see it. “We could tell them you gave me this,” he said, pointing at the mark that was hidden by his collar.

“You dirty boy. How was Richard in bed? The entire town wants to sleep with him.”

“Incredible. It was like a dream.”

Lily shook her head. “I get it, even if that was cheesy. You look like you’re in love.”

James and Lily discussed the details of her night with Candice. They would tell her parents that James had been inside, and Candice was just a friend who happened to snap a photo. If they didn’t buy the lie, they would show James’ hickey as ‘evidence’ of their lovemaking. Their shared future. They both hated the hoops they had to jump through to earn their inheritance, but at least they could help each other lie.

They could help one another find love too. Lily and James promised they’d get their own place as soon as they could. Two beds, two baths. Their parents never had to visit. They could live in the city and commute to King Cove. Anything for a bit of freedom. Only one more year, and they’d never have to have another awkward brunch, as long as they kept their social media posts to a minimum.

“You ready?” asked James.

Lily nodded. “Sure, why not?”

They drove back to her house in silence.

♦

Bridgette and Andrew Flowers were sitting at the lavish dining-room table when James and Lily entered the home. They had a woman who cooked and cleaned for them most of the week, Natalia. She was a member of the family if you heard Lily tell it, but James never saw Bridgette or Andrew treat Natalia with much respect. Lily did, but she wasn’t the one writing the checks.

“Lily. James. I’m thrilled you could join us,” Bridgette said. Lily’s mother had the most artificial face. She looked much different when they were younger than she did now. Each surgery changed her. It was as though the woman in the wedding photo by the front entrance was someone else. Someone who didn’t know Bridgette from before would certainly think it was a different woman.

James shook Andrew’s hand. He kissed Bridgette on the cheek. “It was a pleasure to accept your invitation.”

“Please, sit. Natalia will bring us breakfast. Any special requests?”

James declined. He just wanted to get to the other side of this meal. Lily unfolded her napkin, bowing her head much too low. James reached under the table and took her hand in his. She glanced at him, and he tried to encourage her with a smile. He rubbed his thumb over her hand to tell her they were in this together.

Lily lifted her head, forcing a smile that looked as authentic as any. Bridgette looked at each of them with cold eyes.

“We called your parents, James,” said Bridgette.

“What did they say?”

“That you weren’t at home last night.”

“Correct. Lily and I were together. We went out with some of her friends and went to one of the guy’s houses to drink,” he said. It wasn’t the truth, but why did Bridgette deserve that when she and Serena, James’ mother, made he and Lily pretend to be people they weren’t for a business deal?

“Why did Lily come home?”

“She didn’t drink like I did. I didn’t even remember her leaving,” he said, winking at Lily.

Bridgette cleared her throat and dabbed her lips with a napkin. “Is that so?”

“Mrs. Flowers, with all due respect, your daughter and I are in love.”

Andrew, Mr. Flowers, leaned forward. He narrowed his eyes at James while lifting a mug of coffee to his lips. Everyone went silent as Natalia entered the room with plates of food. James reached over for Lily, and she took his hand. She held it with a firm grip.

“I’m sorry my friend posted that photo, mom, but it meant nothing. Girlfriends take pictures like that all the time.”

“Not ones who have a reputation. The Flowers are a classy family, and I expect you to fall in line.”

Lily opened her mouth, but James cut in to speak. “I must say, Lily and I are more than prepared to take over the business. Her psychology courses will help us understand our employees, retain new hires, and prepare her to deal with interpersonal conflicts that are all too common in a restaurant.”

Mr. Flowers grunted. Bridgette gripped her cutlery, bones clear through her thin skin. “Well, I guess we’ve never thought of it that way.”

“Also, if you’re concerned Lily and I aren’t in love, I’ll show you a mark of our passion.” Lily squeezed James’ hand to stop, but he was too fired up. James pulled down his collar to show Bridgette and Andrew his hickey. Bridgette gasped. Andrew smiled in a way that bothered James, but the moment passed, and they never spoke about last night for the rest of the meal. They turned their conversation to the businesses, and then the meal was over.

“You want to hang out today?” James asked Lily.

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Let’s go to my car. I’ll call Richard and see if you can come over. I want to meet Candice,” James said in a whisper. Lily slapped his arm, placing a finger on her lips. They gathered their things and went outside to James’ car. He called Richard. “Hey, do you care if Lily and her friend come over for lunch?”

“As long as they help clean up before they leave,” he said.

“I doubt that’d be a problem. We’ll see you in a minute,” James said, ending the call. “He doesn’t care. Tell Candice to meet us there in an hour or so. I’ll text you Richard’s address.”

“Thank you for saving me, James.”

“Our situation isn’t perfect, but we’ll make the best of it,” James said. He took Lily’s hand and kissed the back of it.

“Yeah,” Lily said and looked out the window to her towering family home. She never understood why one family needed so much space. They couldn’t even clean the house themselves. She loved her parents but couldn’t help but wish they’d just disappear. At least James understood that desire. It was something they both felt but almost never vocalized.

“It is what it is. I’m just happy this is all happening with you,” James said as he watched her stare at the house.

“Let’s go before I cry or something stupid.”

“Remember, we’ll get an apartment together next year. We just have to graduate college first.”

“That’ll be a major improvement,” Lily said as James turned out her driveway.


Chapter Seven

James fell into Richard’s arms when he opened the door. Lily stood behind them, watching the affection pass between their lips. Candice would arrive in thirty minutes. They went to the kitchen where Richard was mixing a margarita pitcher.

“Your house is gorgeous,” Lily said. It was a normal size. They could probably clean it from top to bottom in a few hours.

“It’s nothing like the houses you and James have,” Richard said through light laughter.

“I can’t wait to sell that house,” Lily said.

Richard glanced at James. James shrugged. There was too much in the background of her comment to explain, but Richard would learn about their situation if he stuck around long enough. James and Lily were trapped together.

“So, who is this friend of yours we’re expecting?”

“My girlfriend,” Lily said.

James jumped in, filling Richard in on some basic details about how they were a ‘couple’, even though James liked men and Lily women. James explained what happened with the photo and how he had covered for Lily.

“Parents in King Cove are ridiculous. All they care about is image and what other people think,” Richard said. “I hoped people our age would be better, but most of them are already turning into younger versions of their parents. This town is cursed, and I can’t wait to get out.”

“You and me both. James and I want to move to the city next year,” Lily said.

“Me too,” said Richard.

The three talked about different neighborhoods in Indianapolis. Candice lived in West Lafayette. Lily wanted to live close to her, but she refused to stay in that college town. She needed freedom, and the city offered more.

Professor Candice Smith arrived right on time. Lily opened the door for her. They drank margaritas in the backyard, grilled food, and enjoyed the spring weather. Lily and James didn’t drink much, but it was a perfect day for afternoon drinks. Richard had a tall privacy fence, so his neighbors couldn’t see them.

James loved Candice for Lily. She was sweet, intelligent, and a tad sassy. He could see they cared about each other. Hours passed, and Candice pulled out a joint when they were tipsy.

“Can we smoke this?”

“Let’s do it inside,” Richard said. “The neighbors might smell it and complain.”

They all went to Richard’s basement. The house reeked within seconds, but they were too busy laughing to notice. Candice told stories about students who pissed her off. Richard and James cuddled while listening. Richard was thinking about dressing James back up in a slip and stockings. They finished the joint, and the vibes turned sexual.

Candice kissed Lily first. Richard followed her lead, pressing his lips against James’ mouth.

“You two want to use the guest room?” Richard asked a couple minutes later. They nodded. “Follow me.”

Richard opened the door to the guest room for Lily and Candice. Then he took James’ hand and lead him to the bedroom.

♦

“I’ve been craving you since this morning. You think you can last a little longer for me this time?” Richard said. He was holding James from behind. Richard’s dick jumped, hardening and pressing into James’ back.

“Yes,” said James. “I want you to cum fucking me.”

“Take off those clothes and change into what I bought you. Wear the pink thong this time.”

James pushed Richard to the bed, unbuttoning his pants. Richard protested until James wrapped his mouth around Richard’s cock. James stuffed as much as he could into the back of his throat, moaning as Richard held his head and fucked his hole. He had been reading while they drank margaritas and learned to breathe through his nose. He read a couple other tricks to help him take Richard’s monster cock in his sissy hole too.

Richard loved James’ accepting mouth, but he needed ass. Richard pulled James up and commanded him to change into his lingerie. “You can’t run forever.”

“I’m not running anywhere. Take me,” James said. He changed into the pink thong, his satin slip the color of pearls, and a fresh pair of black stockings. Richard pulled James onto his lap. James giggled as Richard ran his hands along James’ hairless thighs.

“I hope you’re still loose from this morning,” Richard said. “How about we find out?”

“All you have to do is make the move,” said James.

Richard wrapped one arm around James’ upper torso and another around his waist. He lifted him before tossing him to the bed. Richard lifted James’ satin slip, rubbing his fingers along the cotton thong. The outline of James’ sissy dick pressed against the fabric. Drops of precum darkened the pink. Richard walked over to his dresser, pulled out a condom, ripped it open with his teeth, and rolled it over his dick. Condoms were always too snug, but he’d use one until he and James could get tested. Then he would want James bare and frictionless.

Richard ran his hands along James’ legs. He grabbed a pillow, placing it beneath James’ ass. He used two hands to spread James’ cheeks. His hole was irresistible. Richard lowered his head, loosening James’ tightness with his tongue and two fingers. James moaned as Richard played with his hole. Fabric still covered his dick since Richard had moved the thong to the side without removing it to lick James’ hole.

“Fuck me,” James purred as Richard fingered his wet opening.

“You sure you want big daddy?”

“I need him,” James said. He had the sluttiest voice when he was horny. It was feminine, sexy, and made Richard hot.

“Tell me how much you want it. That voice drives me wild,” Richard said between licks. James begged for Richard to fuck him, speaking in his sissy voice. Richard ignored his pleas, using his tongue and fingers to stretch James. James grew louder and more desperate with each minute that passed without Richard fucking him. “Be careful what you wish for, baby.”

“Stretch my sissy hole with your daddy dick,” James said.

Richard grabbed the bottle of lube. He lubricated his covered dick and James’ eager hole. He hooked his arms around James’ thighs. James’ ass propped by the pillow and in a perfect position. James took deep breaths, relaxing his hole as Richard rubbed it with his dick head.

“Gentle,” James said. He held Richard’s side, encouraging him to sink deeper each time he exhaled. It was painful, but James wouldn’t give in to the desire to push away. He had to train his hole, and Richard’s dick was the teacher.

“You like that?”

James closed his eyes and nodded. He focused on the sensations of Richard’s dick pressing against his walls.

“Does it hurt?”

“It’s okay. Don’t go deeper. Just start fucking me. Slow,” James said.

Richard’s hands ran along the nylon fabric of the stockings. He gnawed softly on James’ suspended legs. He fucked James as slowly as he could, reacting to his tight hole. James clawed at Richard’s chest, but Richard didn’t mind.

“How does it feel?”

“Good,” James said. “A little deeper.”

Richard pushed until James tapped his chest. He had taken most of his dick at this point. James didn’t know, but it felt like his world was stuffed. He couldn’t feel anything but his stretched sissy hole. There was nothing James wanted more than for Richard to cum deep in his ass.

“Fuck me till you cum, baby. Your dick feels so good. I don’t know how long I can last,” James said. He was feeling like he could cum any second. Richard hit James’ spot each time he pulled out and pushed back in.

Richard thrust slowly as he stared into James’ eyes. He closed them when it became too intense, focusing on his budding orgasm. “Cum for me,” James said. He encouraged Richard in his feminine voice.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Richard said. He thrust all the way into James. James gripped Richard’s chest but didn’t pull away. He relished the fact Richard’s pelvis was pressed against his hole. He touched his dick and came after stroking it once while Richard was deep inside him. Richard grunted, laughed, and moaned as James’ ass constricted around his dick. “Shit.”

“You like that, baby?” James asked. Richard nodded, collapsing to James’ chest. He rubbed his cheek against the satin fabric. His dick slipped out of James’ hole.

“I loved it,” Richard said. “Will you wear a dress if I buy you one?”

“I’m your doll, Richard. I’ll wear anything you want, as long as it isn’t ugly.”

“I care about you a lot, James. I don’t want this to end.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not going anywhere,” James said as they lay smashed together, James’ orgasm sticky between their warm bodies. Richard’s milky cock softening on James’ thigh. “Should we take a shower?”

“Give me a few more minutes,” said Richard.

“Whatever you need,” James said and patted Richard’s back, relaxing into the moment.


Epilogue

One Year Later

James opened a box he hadn’t touched since moving into a three-bedroom house in the city last month. He and Lily kept their fake relationship alive for the sake of the businesses and their inheritance, but they had come to terms with the situation. Even after a month in the city, they felt a lot freer than they had.

The first slip James wore for Richard was inside the box. He pulled out the satin pearl-colored slip he hadn’t seen in months. Richard spoiled him with gifts on a weekly basis. James thought Richard had a shopping problem, but who was he to complain? James went through the rest of the box and found a home for everything. He had been doing one box a day since moving and only had a few left.

Richard was expecting James in an hour, so James went to wash his face. He hadn’t done much today to require a second shower, but he had to fix his face. Richard loved when he arrived dolled up with his hair down. James was sure Richard would have some new lingerie or a dress for him to wear, so he just put on a pair of skinny jeans and a cute blouse he could tuck into them.

“Hey, I’m leaving. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Lily said. She popped in and out of his room so fast he didn’t see her.

“Lily, come here!”

“Yes? I’m running late,” she said.

“Who are you seeing tonight?”

“Katie. It’s our second date. Wish me luck.”

“I will,” he said. Lily disappeared before their conversation could continue. She still saw Candice sometimes, but Lily had about seven girlfriends. She had been going a little crazy since they moved to the city.

James finished his makeup. He packed his bag, even though he had clothes at Richard’s. Richard had an apartment in the city now. He was a seven minute drive from the house James and Lily rented. James hurried out the door so he wouldn’t arrive too late.

“What took you so long?” Richard said when he opened the door.

“I’m early,” said James.

“I know, but I’ve been missing you. Can you blame me? You always look so sexy,” Richard said and pulled James close. James would never tire of his kisses. “I got you a gift.”

“Really? You spoil me,” James said.

“Buying you gifts is my favorite hobby.”

“I’m so happy neither of us have to work early tomorrow.”

“Nope. We can cuddle and eat pancakes in our pajamas,” Richard said.

“Among other things.” James said and winked. “Now let’s see this present you got me!”


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Masked Affair. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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