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1.

“Mr. McGovern, can you tell us in your own words exactly what you saw on the evening of August 10th?”

My throat is so constricted that I’m finding it hard to speak. I take a sip from the glass of water in front of me. It doesn’t help. It’s not that my throat is dry because I’m not drinking enough. It always gets parched when I’m about to put the city’s most powerful mob boss behind bars for murder. It’s a little tic of mine.

“Uh, yes. I was… exiting my apartment when I saw, uh, a flash.”

“A flash? Can you describe this flash, please?”

All of this was rehearsed. Me and this lawyer, with the suit worth more than my car, went over all this in pretrial. Me yapping and her rapping her ruby red nails against the table as I answered. She wanted me to anticipate that they were going to rattle me.

She told me not to worry, that it would all be over soon. That I should be proud that I was doing my community and invaluable service. Blah, blah. I must have a death wish or something because Vincent Galfino is not a man to be crossed. Why did the chicken cross the road? Because it was a hell of a lot better for your health than crossing Vincent Galfino. Ha ha. Gallows humor.

“Uh, the flash? Um, yeah. It was… in a car. The back seat.”

“When you say it was in a car, what kind of car?”

"It was a… late-model Lincoln. Black. Uh, there was a man standing outside the car with his arm in the back seat."

“Could you see his arm?”

“Not fully,” I admitted. “At first. But then the flash drew my attention. The flash and the bang.”

“Can you identify the bang?”

“It was a gunshot.”

Murmurs from the peanut gallery. Every one of those spectators in the courtroom can’t believe I actually have the balls to finger Galfino. Well, neither do I.

“And do you see the man whose arm was in the back of that car?” the lawyer asks.

See him? He’s mad dogging me right now.

“Yes, ma’am. I can see him,” I reply.

“Can you point him out to us, please?” she says.

So, I raise my arm, point it at the man with the slicked-back black hair wearing a poison green suit (which cost more than ten of my cars), and in doing so sign my own death warrant.

“No further questions, your Honor. Thank you, Mr. McGovern. You may step down now.”

She doesn’t have to tell me twice. I follow the bailiff and exit into that little back room quick as I can. The bailiff gets me a Subway sandwich and a Coke, but I can’t stand to eat the sandwich my stomach is so tied up in knots. That was probably the bravest thing I’ll ever do, and already I’m regretting it. Too late to do anything now, of course. But I didn’t do it for nothing.

After a few minutes, the Special Agent assigned to my case, Rodriguez, comes in and shakes my hand. Then, he explains how the next few days are going to go.

“You did a brave thing, boss,” Rodriguez tells me. “You’re helping us put one of New York’s most notorious mobsters behind bars. Your testimony was the one thing we had to link him to the murder. Now the US Federal Government has got your back one-hundred percent.”

“Okay, cool,” I say, still reeling from what I’ve just done.

“We’re going to set you up with a completely new identity, a job, everything you’ll need.”

“Right, so where am I going?”

“Thing is, I can’t really tell you that because I don’t even know. This case is being handled at the very highest levels. I’m just the errand boy. They don’t tell me the big stuff. But, don’t worry. Anonymity is the priority.”

“Okay, so, like Michigan?”

“Maybe. Could be right here in New York state. But no matter where you go, you’re going to be provided with a full-proof alias. When we’re done with you, your own mother wouldn’t recognize you.”

“My mom’s dead,” I say. “Dad too.”

“Even better,” Rodriguez says, then realizes how cold he sounds. “Sorry, what I meant was it’s better when you don’t have any personal entanglements to complicate things, know what I mean? I mean, you’re a perfect candidate for witness protection, Nick. You’re practically a ghost already.”

It’s the kind of thing that I thought of myself before and during the trial. It was the reason that I agreed to testify at all. If I had something else going for me in my life, I never would have done it. But I thought that if someone had to do it, better somebody with few ties, right? Still, hearing someone else say it makes me feel weird, even a little pissed off. It may not have been much of a life, but it was mine and now it’s over. And I know nothing about the new one that’s about to begin.

“So, what happens now?” I ask.

“There’s a car waiting for you outside. I’ll be escorting you to a safe house. There you’ll be given details that will fill you in on every aspect of your new life. You’ll be given new documents: birth certificate, passport, all that.

“What about money?” I ask.

“You’ve already been given guaranteed employment at a salary you’ll find satisfactory. You can never disclose your real identity as Nick McGovern to anyone. Under no circumstances should you attempt to make contact with anyone from your former life. Do you understand?”

“Yep,” I nod, a little uneasy. 

“All right, let’s hit the road.”


2.

The safe house is a shit hole. I mean, I know they don't choose these places for the aesthetics, but this is just a total dump. Rusty stains in the bathroom sink (which drips), cracked tiles, some impossible to identify stains. And aside from the barest old furniture, the place is completely empty. I wish that I'd thought of grabbing a few things from my old apartment. They told me I couldn't ever go back there, and I believe them. But couldn't some agent at least go collect my stuff before they ship me off to wherever? Oh, well. Not much of a loss, I guess. 

As soon as Rodriguez dropped me off, I was told that I’d be given a packet of documents. The packet would give me details of my new life and tell me what to do next. So, I waited. And waited. I stayed up half the night expecting that I’d be hurried out of bed. I’m a light sleeper so I figured it was better to just stay up and avoid all the hassle. But nobody came. I waited up for nothing.

I did find something today though. Taped to the inside of the front door was a manila envelope thick with documents. I pulled it down, fingers fumbling as I tore it open. My heart was racing. I kinda couldn't imagine what my new life was going to be like. Doctor? No, they need training. I just hoped that I wouldn't be a garbage man or something. If you've ever known someone who had clogged sinuses, I've got the opposite problem. I can smell everything. But when I slid the documents out of the envelope my apprehension turned to confusion.

“Uh, this isn’t my packet,” I said to the empty room. It couldn’t be my packet. These documents say that my name is Lilian Marsh.

Lilian is apparently a housekeeper who works in the Hamptons. Birth year is the same as mine, height and weight are the same as mine (I’m skinny and short, what can I say?) and there’s even a driver’s license with a photo of a woman who looks like she could be my sister. How did they do that, by the way? Is Lilian out there somewhere in the world?

I look through the envelope thinking that there must be something I’m missing. I’ve obviously switched identities with some woman who probably fingered someone else in federal court and now needs protection. Right? I mean, they can’t seriously think that this new identity will fit me, can they?

I step out the door and look for those guys in black suits and sunglasses with those little earpiece thingies that they use to communicate with their bosses, or whoever. Last night there were two of them standing guard outside my door in case Galfino’s goons showed up to whack me. But now there’s absolutely no one on the street. I can’t go out in just my pajama bottoms, which is all I have to wear, so I go back inside. I have Rodriguez’s business card in my wallet.

No, wait. I don’t have my wallet anymore. I surrendered it before they brought me here. All I was allowed to keep was the cash inside and I didn’t think to pull the card out. It’s probably in some locker at the police station or thrown into an incinerator or something by now. Damn it. I go back and check the bedroom. I’d been too tired last night to check the closet, but now I see that there’s a black suitcase inside that can only be meant for me. I lug it over to the bed and unzip it.

Women’s clothes. Three duplicate maid’s outfits (not like the sexy roleplay kind, actual uniforms like a maid would wear), a few casual dresses, shoes, and a bunch of women’s underwear. There’s also a wig and a makeup set. Nothing for a man. This can’t be good. Looks like ‘Lilian’ is well situated, but what am I supposed to do?

I go back and look at the envelope again. There's an address where Lilian works, and there's even a key to a Kia hatchback. No number to call in case your new identity is mixed up with a woman's, so I guess I'm screwed there. Okay, Nick. Don't panic. You can figure this thing out. Obviously, a mistake has been made. There has to be some way out of this. 

I haven’t even had a shower or a shave yet, so those things take priority. Once I’m done, I realize how badly I need some breakfast and a coffee. I don’t have any clothes of my own, and I can’t risk going to Starbucks as Nick McGovern. The Feds were emphatic that I am under no circumstances to venture out unescorted in case I might be spotted by one of Galfino’s men.

So, my options are these. I can say screw the orders and ignore my handlers, and probably get killed for the trouble, or I can assume this new identity that I’ve been mistakenly stuck with for as long as I have to until I find someone who can help me out of this situation. Two bad choices. Guess which one I chose?


3.

“Are you the new girl?” asks a matronly woman in a maid’s uniform just like mine.

"Yes," I say, hoping that my voice won't give me away. If this white-haired woman, who I learn is named Bernice, thinks that I'm a man in drag she doesn't show it. Actually, I'm surprised at how passable my voice is. It's not girlish, but it's not manly either. Rather feminine, if I can say so.

We’re standing in what I’m told is the Great Hall. This place is easily the hugest mansion that I’ve ever seen in my life. Rich people sure know how to live. I’ve never been to the Hamptons before, but I found a new iPhone in my –  Lilian’s – purse. Once I set it up, all I had to do was plug in the address and the turn-by-turn directions brought me straight here.

“Wait just a moment,” Bernice said. “Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are in the sitting room. They typically like to meet new staff so that there are no unfamiliar faces skulking about.

I nod.

“That’s a good girl. Quiet and reserved. You’ll do well here. I’ll just be a moment.”

When she's gone, I relax my posture and let out my gut. I can't believe how much heels hurt to stand in. I feel like I'm developing blisters or varicose veins, or something. There's a grandfather clock in the corner and I check out my reflection in the glass. I look surprisingly good, from what I can see. I expected the shape of the dress to be all wrong, but instead it gives the impression of curves I didn't realize I had. I suck in my gut again, suddenly self-conscious.

Besides the dress itself, the breast forms I found in the suitcase of stuff really help give me a convincingly female shape. Nothing too ostentatious, of course. It wouldn’t do to have the hired help looking like a whore. But under my black slip dress, it's pretty hard to tell that they're fakes. At least they're more comfortable than the shoes, and the panties. I had to tuck in, obviously. That was a new experience, to say the least.

Bernice returns and sees me looking myself over. She frowns like she thinks I may be casing the joint, and that if I am I’d better get the thought out of my head.

“Mr. and Mrs. Fischer will see you now.”

I follow her into a living room that could double as a football field. Perched on the sofa is an austere-looking woman wearing a sundress and a sneer. On the opposite sofa is a man wearing a royal blue suit. Neither of them register me, really. He's got a book in his hands, she's checking her nails.

“This is Lilian Marsh,” Bernice says. “She’s the new girl on the cleaning staff.”

I give a terrible approximation of a curtsy. Mrs. Fischer looks up from her nails to flash me a condescending smile.

“Nice to meet you, Milly,” she says. I don’t correct her. What do I care? It’s only been my name for less than two hours, so it’s not like I’ve grown attached to it or anything. “You may call me Abigail. We like things to be friendly around here.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

Even though she just invited me to do it, she looks annoyed at the imposition of informality.

“He’s Andrew,” she says, nodding at her husband who is compulsively turning pages of his book too quickly to be reading them. “Say hello, will you?”

Andrew looks up and flashes me a rakish smile.

“It’s a pleasure, Lilian,” he says.

“There, that wasn’t so hard,” says Abigail. It’s only now that I notice the age difference between the two of them. I’d peg Abigail in her late 50s, with that malnourished look that women adopt if they’re resolved not to get fat in rebellion against nature’s plan. Andrew is probably ten years younger, and maybe more. His aquiline face doesn’t betray a single wrinkle, and he’s still got all of his golden-brown hair.

“If that will be all, I’ll get Ms. Marsh situated,” Bernice offers.

“Oh, thank you, Bernice,” Abigail says with just a little too much enthusiasm, betraying how badly she wants this interaction to come to an end.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I say, pressing my knees together in a gesture designed to show submission and feminine grace.

"Likewise, dear," Abigail says, returning to her cuticles. "We're often rather busy around here, but I think you'll find that once you get the hang of it it's easy to keep pace."

“Thank you,” I say, wondering what the hell I’m in for around here.


4.

The rest of the afternoon is spent polishing. The banisters, the silverware, the tiles: all of it has to be so sparkling that it’s reflective. Why do rich people have so many things that they need to keep polished? I can’t stop thinking about the word polish and how it’s exactly the same as the word ‘Polish’ except for the capitalization. I keep thinking of polish jokes. How many Poles does it take to polish Poland? What did the Polish cook say to the polish girl? How long do you have to polish a Polish polisher until he shines? They’re not funny and barely even coherent, but these are the thoughts that come to you when you’re endlessly polishing and trying to do it in a skirt.

I try to keep from bending over, worried that it will expose my panties to anyone walking by. I don't understand how women can stand it. Every movement has to be carefully orchestrated so that you don't end up flashing an entire room as you bend over to rub brass cleaner on some vase. I feel so exposed, the unfamiliar threat of some leering man looking at my underwear making me weirdly self-conscious.

I don't know how long I can keep up the charade of being Lilian. I ate dinner in the servants' quarters with the other members of the household. Besides Bernice, there are just three others, all of them women and all of them older than me. They kept pestering me about the details of my sex life! Well, Lillian's sex life, actually. I had no idea women talked like this when they were alone. They were all prying and chatty, not really invasive but definitely asking me questions I had only unsatisfactory answers for. Do I have a boyfriend? No. When was the last time I'd had one? Too long to really say (never, actually). Did I own a dildo? A DILDO? You'd never imagine how dirty the minds of these old broads really are, but I tried to downplay my history and hope they'll lay off the subject in the future. All of them are in love with Mr. Fischer apparently. Or, anyway, they can't help trading secrets about his various exploits.

Mary treated us all to a detailed account of his laundry and concluded that the master of the house isn't getting laid. Stiff socks were the proof that the Mrs. was not living up to her wifely duties. I thought about Andrew with Abigail and the thought made me strangely queasy. Not that there was any reason why it should. People do it, even rich people. But there's something about that woman that I find repellent. And I can relate to Andrew's plight since I know exactly what he's going through.

When the day is finally over and I’m alone in my maid’s bedroom, I feel the same urges as Mr. Fischer. But rather than making my usual withdrawals from the spank bank, I find myself thinking about me. Well, not me. Lilian. With a little detachment, I feel I can separate the two of us. While it was happening, the fear of exposing my panties was uncomfortable. But thinking back on the experience, the way that I felt so girly and vulnerable, I can almost forget that it was me feeling these things. As I stroke my cock, I think about the new girl in the maid’s outfit. I imagine her polishing and polishing only to discover the man of the house, the only male on the entire estate, looking down on her with lust in his eyes. I’m both of them, Andrew and Lilian, and me, I guess. When Andrew’s cock expands, it’s my cock. When Lilian tugs at her skirt, that’s me too. And then I take my hand off my stiff cock and start fingering my asshole instead. It’s tight and feels uncomfortable, at first. But when I combine the two actions, jerking off and penetrating myself at the same time, I erupt like a volcano.

I can’t explain it. I’ve never masturbated like this. When it’s over and I’ve deposited my load into an old rag, I feel calm and satisfied but also strangely guilty. No reason why I should, but for some reason I do.

I have to think of a way to get out of here. Going back to my old life isn't an option, but there must be some alternative to being this woman. One day and I'm already wondering what effect it's having on me. I wish there was some kind of FBI hotline to call or something. I just have to find a way out of Fischer House, before things get even weirder.


5.

Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are out for the afternoon, which gives us more latitude to roam the house than usual. Ordinarily, we would have to do our best to avoid them while we made our rounds. I never understood why this was. Rich people know that the rooms don’t just get clean on their own. Do they prefer to maintain the illusion that they do? Or is it more that they’re embarrassed to be waited on so openly and would rather keep the whole thing discreet? Anyway, I’m told by Bernice that it’s my turn to straighten up the master bedroom.

By the way, I have no idea what I’m doing. Most maids, actual maids, have some kind of training before they’re hired. It’s not a four-year program or anything, but it does give you the skills (yes, skills) to properly clean a room. There’s a rhythm, a flow. You do things in a certain sequence in a certain way and that way you save yourself time and avoid the kinds of mistakes that will get you in trouble. But I didn’t know these things, these sequences. So, I got myself in trouble. Rather than stripping the bed as soon as I entered the room, which I learned later is pretty much Housekeeping 101, I went over and started pairing a bunch of men’s shoes together. I picked up a couple and set them down without realizing that Inez, who is another one of the maids, had already polished that set of shoes. The shoe polish wasn’t dried (more polish jokes!), a fact which I didn’t notice. So, when I then went to strip the bed, I spread a huge dark stain on the bedspread.

Now, I don’t know what rich people typically spend on a duvet cover, but I figure that it’s not the kind of thing you could replace at Bed Bath & Beyond. They shop at different stores, high-end boutique stores. And this is what they would have to do again since I’d just ruined the very expensive bedspread with my big black smudge. I panicked as I thought about what I was going to say to Bernice. It’s not like I love this job. But I fear what will happen without it. I still have no way of contacting the FBI to tell them about my predicament. And if I lose this job, I could be out on the street with absolutely no identity to return to. I’ll be found by Galfino’s men sooner or later. Then I’ll be dead for sure. 

But just as I think I’m as good as gone, something happens.

"Ooh, look at that. No saving it, huh? Just as well. I hated that thing. Who chooses brown for a duvet cover?"

I turn to find Andrew scratching his chin.

"Mr. Fischer," I say, practically choking. "I'm very sorry."

“What for? Like I said, it was ugly anyway. Besides, I have it on good authority that the guy who lives here is loaded. He’s not gonna miss some little thing like that.”

“What about–?”

“His wife? She won’t notice either. At least not right away. And in the meantime, I’m sure the husband can order another one. It’s just a few clicks away. Even he could manage that, the lazy fool. It’s from Bed Bed & Beyond.”

He’s so self-assured. More than that, he seems bored and detached from the whole thing. Why is it that rich people are always so self-amused? Maybe I should quit judging. This guy is clearly not what I was expecting, so I should probably stop acting like I’ve got him all figured out.

“Lilian?” he says.

“Yes,” I squeak.

“Would you do me a favor? Strip the bed, throw away the duvet cover and then replace it with one of the spares. I’ll do the rest.”

“Thank you, sir,” I say, not exactly whether I should be so formal, except that the situation seems to demand it of me.    

He doesn’t even reply, just walks out the room like he’s achieved what he was after. Must be nice, to just drift in and out as you please. I wonder what he was doing home when he was supposed to be out. And where’s Abigail?


6.

It’s dinner time and Abigail Fischer still hasn’t returned. It’s all the maids are talking about. The kitchen staff, Rita and Ana Maria, say they served just Mr. Fischer, who ate alone in his bedroom. Nobody knows what happened, but the most popular theory was a fight.

“They do best when they don’t see much of each other,” Bernice wryly observes, distance and lack of contact being the twin pillars of a successful marriage.

“Has this ever happened before, where she just left and didn’t say where she was going?” I ask.

“Oh, sure. All the time,” says Rita. “I don’t even know if you could call it a lover’s quarrel. You’d need a little passion for that.”

“She’s older than he is, isn’t she?” I ask. This question brings a flurry of giggles from the other ladies.

“What?”

“Have you got a crush on Mr. Fischer, Lilian?” Bernice asks.

I go red. I mean completely beet red, which I’ve never done before.

“Of course not!” I protest. “I’m here to work and that’s all.”

“Oh, come on. If I were a young woman like you, I’d never take my eyes off him,” says Bernice. If she were a young woman like me she wouldn’t be a young woman at all. After days together nobody seems to suspect that I’m not really female. 

“He’s not for me,” I say shyly. “Not that I would even consider doing anything because I need this job. But even if I didn’t, I’m not even a little bit attracted to him.”

“Well, that’s good. Because we need someone to go up and collect the dishes, and it should be someone who won’t faint dead away at the sight of him in bed.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you,” says Bernice. “Go on. You’re finished eating, aren’t you?”

I look at my clean plate and can think of no argument. So, up I go to the master bedroom. I feel strange about entering without knocking, but when I do knock I don’t hear a sound in reply. I gently slide open the door and peek my head inside.

Andrew Fischer is sitting up in bed reading. He takes off his reading glasses and stares at me.

“Uh, Mr. Fischer? Andrew?”

“Yes?”

“I’m here for the plates.”

“Thank God. I thought you were my wife.”

“Can I come in?”

“Please.”

So, I come in and find the plates at the foot of the bed. I’m going to leave without a word, but something stops me.

“I hope I didn’t make any trouble for you with Mrs. Fischer.”

He looks at me uncomprehendingly.

“The duvet cover?”

“Oh, that. I’d forgotten about it. No, that was no trouble. Don’t think about it.”

“That’s good. I’m glad.”

Now it really is time for me to leave. But this time it’s his turn to stop me.

“Lilian, can I ask what you were doing before you came here? You weren’t a housekeeper before you came to us, were you?”

“No, sir.”

“Drop the ‘sirs.’ Come on, we told you that at the beginning.”

“Yes, I remember. But everything is so formal here.”

“I know. She tells you to call her Abigail, and she makes a face like she’s swallowed a live snail when you do. She’s pretentious. It’s her upbringing. Mine too, if you want to know the truth.”

“You don’t strike me that way at all,” I say.

“Well, you don’t know me well, yet,” he says.

“That’s true.”

“You still haven’t told me who you were before you came to work for us.”

“It would be a long story,” I say. “I had a completely different life. I was a different person. Then, I got into some trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that would make more trouble for me now if I don’t shut my mouth now and forget it,” I say.

“Okay, don’t tell me. I wouldn’t want you in any more trouble. Besides, a woman with no past is better. You have a past, of course, but you can’t discuss it. That’s the best for everyone.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I say.

“It forces you to be discreet,” he says. “If you’re already running from something, that’s insurance that you won’t go blabbing or just jump ship.”

I’m suddenly not liking where this conversation is going. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” he says. “I’m not going to force you into anything you don’t want to do.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’m sure you’ve realized by now that I’m attracted to you,” he goes on.

I’m absolutely floored. I can’t believe that he even finds me passable as a woman, let alone an attractive woman. I can’t reconcile the fact that just last week I was in court testifying in a mob boss’s murder case, and now I’m in this rich man’s bedroom. His servant; he’s my master.

“Would it be crude for me to offer you money?” he asks. “I’m asking because I don’t want things to be purely transactional between us. But I want to be as honest as I can be. I have needs as a man. Mrs. Fischer, even when she is around, doesn’t meet those needs. I believe you can.”

“I want fifty thousand,” I hear myself say. The number comes out. I have no idea why that exact amount of money is what I demand. I just chose the first high-sounding number I could think of.

“That’s awfully steep for one night,” he says.

“It’s not for the night. It’s for the season. I’ll be your servant, and I’ll be your lover. But there are certain boundaries that you can’t cross.”

“Such as?” he asks.

"You can never take my virginity," I say. "My, uh, flower is off-limits. Everything else is fair game."

“Everything else?”

“That’s right. I’ll service you in other ways, but I insist on saving myself for a husband.”

It’s the best evasion I can think of. How else am I supposed to explain that I don’t have a vagina? If I don’t want him finding out what’s tucked between my legs, I have to give him some kind of story. Andrew looks at me, appraising me. He wants to know whether it’s worth it.


7.

“All right, Lilian,” he says finally. “I respect your rules.”

“Good,” I say, gaining a little more confidence now that I’ve asserted myself.

“Now, come here,” he says, tossing the duvet off of him with a dramatic flourish. He’s completely naked. He must sleep nude all the time. Without consciously wanting to, I admire his body, drinking in his features. The old me wouldn’t have given him a second glance if we were alone together in a locker room. But there’s something about playing this role, I can feel myself becoming more like Lilian all the time.

He takes his cock in his hand, pumping himself up.

"I said come here," he says, playfully. I saunter over to the edge of the bed and climb up onto it. I stick my ass up in the air as I crawl towards him.

“Turn the light off,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

“Because I say so.”

He reaches over and touches the base of the lamp. It instantly winks out. Rich people have the best gadgets. As I crawl forward, my hand touches his leg, then his hip. I lower my head down, smelling the precum on the tip of his cock. I take his cock in my mouth and begin to blow him. The feel of his dick skin is so unfamiliar, and yet it isn’t strange. I can imagine myself getting the same blow job that I’m giving him and my own cock rises against my panties. Oh, god. I’m so glad that I made him turn the light off. I would be blowing my cover right now if he could see the way I’m pitching a tent from having his cock in my mouth.

I suck him harder, taking him deeper into me. I manage to avoid choking only through force of will, concentrating hard on getting him as deep as he'll go until I can't take it anymore. After seven or eight minutes, I can feel that he's getting nearer. Little spasms of goo burst into my mouth and I play the dutiful servant girl and swallow it all up nice and clean. No muss, no fuss.

He takes my hair (actually my wig) in his hands and pats my head gently. 

“Good girl,” he says. “That’ll be all for now.”

So, I slip out as quietly as possible, praying that I don't see any of the other girls on the way up to my room. As soon as I'm alone, I jerk off furiously. I come almost immediately, so excited from what I've just done. It was weird and unfamiliar, but at the same time, it wasn't hard to just slip into 'girl mode' and know what to do to please him. How could I not know? I have the same anatomy that works the same way. What I wasn't expecting was how much I liked it. Now I'm hoping that Abigail won't come home. I'd like another round with the master of the house soon.


8.

Well, it’s been close to three months since our first encounter. We’re nearing the end of the season, fall in this case, but I can’t see myself breaking away anytime soon. I haven’t brought up ending things, and neither has he.

Abigail came back, of course. They resumed their normal routine as if nothing had happened. She continued to treat me with cold indifference and he continued to be so aloof that if you didn’t know any better you would think that I was just a servant to him and nothing more, just another in a line of anonymous women. But on those nights (or mornings, or afternoons) when he can get away things change completely. Suddenly he’s doting and hangs on my every word. It’s an act, I know, but I can’t get over how he makes me feel when I’m in his arms. We’ll take his yacht out, or I’ll meet him at a hotel on my day off and we’ll screw like crazy. Always with my rules strictly observed, of course. He still hasn’t seen me fully naked. It’s kind of amazing that we’ve been as intimate as we have and he still has no idea. Of course, I’ve been helping that little ruse along.

I’ve been taking regular estrogen injections which have helped to shape my ass and make my skin smoother and my hair silkier. Don’t get me wrong; it’s not a total transformation. But it has definitely helped my ‘problem areas’ along. It also doesn’t hurt that I finally learned how to do my makeup properly. Plus, I plucked my eyebrows to make them appear more feminine. Working together, all of these things have rendered me effectively indistinguishable from a real woman, at least around here. Of course, nobody but Andrew takes much notice of me anyway.

“Lilian,” Abigail asks, “would you mind clearing the breakfast plates from the terrace?”

“Of course, Abigail. I’d be happy to,” I say, my pulse racing a little as I rush to comply. I know that he’s out there, reading the paper on his iPad.

When I go out, I wonder whether he’ll speak to me, or look at me. I understand why he pretends not to see me, but I can’t help it. I want to be noticed, admired. And when he doesn’t even look up, at first assuming that I’m Abigail but then refusing to react when he sees that I’m not, I start getting ideas about how I can get his attention.

I lean over a little as I grab his juice glass, treating him to a view of my breasts. And yes, thanks to the hormones I have breasts too. They're not huge, but they're big enough when I'm wearing a push-up bra to draw his attention.

“Does the master need me for anything?” I ask, my voice sultry and a little over-the-top.

“Don’t be cute. You know she’s nearby,” he says, not looking up from his screen.

A juice glass shatters against the hardwood of the deck.

“Oops,” I say. He stares daggers at me.

“What happened?” Abigail calls.

“Nothing, dear!” Andrew calls. “Lilian was just a little clumsy!”

She pokes her head out to survey the damage but then pops back in again. As soon as she’s gone, he growls at me in a low voice–

“I’m not going to play this game with you, Lilian. You understood our arrangement at the start. Here you are my servant.”

“And what am I when I’m not your servant. Just some whore?”

“You were the one who asked me for money.”

“How dare you,” I say. “What have these last months meant to you? Nothing?”

I sound hysterical, I know. I can hear how crazy I sound but I can’t help it. I’m a woman scorned, so how exactly can I be expected to play nice? I want it rough.

“Keep your voice down,” he hisses. “We’ll discuss this later in private.”

“When?” I ask.

“This afternoon. Meet me in the garage at 3 pm. I’ll tell Abigail I’m playing tennis. Then we’ll go and take the boat out, okay?”

Appeased, I nod and start to pick the largest pieces of glass gingerly with my fingers (my nails are now hot pink but kept short so they won’t snap off). Then, I clear the rest of the stuff off the table without a word. He rises from his chair and goes into the house ahead of me. I wish that man didn’t have a hold on me, but I can’t pretend that he doesn’t. No matter how aloof he gets I still crave him all the more.


9.

“You like that, you little bitch?” he taunts, smacking my ass as hard as he can with his palm. I groan with pleasure.

“Yes, daddy,” I squeal, eager for his discipline. As soon as we got on the boat, he ordered me below deck. I was told to change out of my regular uniform and into one with a ruffled skirt made of diaphanous black lace. My panties stick out when I’m bent over his knee, like now. He smacks me hard again, this time I feel a tinge of pain linger on my left cheek. He’s really mad at me this time. Or maybe he’s just playing. I can’t ever tell.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Yes!”

“You deserve to have your ass pounded, don’t you?”

“I’m bad, daddy,” I say. “Give it to me good!”

“I’m going to strip you naked and fuck you right in that tight little pussy of yours.”

"No!" I shout, suddenly snapped out of role-playing mode. "You can't."

“Get up,” he says coldly.

“Andrew–”

“Get off me,” he says, forcing me to scramble out of his lap as he stands. He goes to the door and slams it behind him. I struggle to follow him. It’s not the waves. We haven’t even left the dock. It’s because I’m wearing six-inch heels and my ass hurts that I stumble after him. I find him on the aft deck, looking out at the sea.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer at first.

"Why do you still insist on keeping me out?" he says. This is not at all what I was expecting from him. He seems almost wounded. "Haven't I given you everything? Not just money, but dresses, jewelry, and fine clothes. Attention. Maybe not enough to satisfy you, but– "

“It wasn’t anything you’ve done,” I say.

“Then, what is it, Lilian? You know that I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt towards my own wife?”

Probably true, although that’s not really saying much.

“All I want is to be close to you,” he says. ‘On my schedule’ I think. That’s what he really wants. Intimacy on demand.

“Andrew, I want to be close to you, too. That’s why I have my boundaries.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If you knew, you would understand.”

“Knew what?” he demands. “What can you not tell me?”

“If I tell you, it’s over,” I warn.

“Says who?”

“Alright, here it is. The truth is I have a penis.”

He looks at me, looks out at the water. I wait.

"Well?"

“I had– suspected.”

“What?!”

“I didn’t know for sure. But I assumed that it must have been something like that by the way you always refused to let me take off your underwear.”

"So, all this time you've been suspecting that I might be harboring a secret, but you didn't say anything because what? You wanted to keep screwing me anyway?"

“What do you want me to say? Should I have come out and asked you? Most women don’t take that question as a compliment.”

“Fair enough,” I concede. “So, now that you know, what now?”

“We go on as before.”

“Really? Andrew, I’m not happy with the status quo anymore. I think you know that.”

“What do you want then?”

“I want to be yours. No more secrets from your wife. We need to come clean.”

“Are you out of your mind?”

"You're unhappy in your marriage. It can't come to Abigail as a shock that you want to be free."

"No way. Out of the question."

“In that case, I think it’s time that you honor our original arrangement.”

“Oh, that.”

“Unless you’re willing to think of me as more than your maid, I don’t see any other option.”

I'm probably overplaying my hand here, but I can't go on with Andrew the way we've been. The sneaking around, and the lies. The sex is still great, kinky, and full of surprises. But if I've got to give all that up, I will. I've almost forgotten how to be Nick McGovern, but I can learn more about being Lilian Marsh if I leave here. Maybe with my $50,000, I can hold out until I find another rich man. It beats cleaning houses and running from the mob.

“When?” he says.

"It's up to you. I can give my two weeks' notice, or I can leave tonight if that would be easier for you."

“You’re cruel.”

"I'm not. I'm trying to be a grown-up about this." 

“Alright, Lilian. I’ll write you a check. That should be enough to get you started wherever you want to go.”

So, that’s it? I don’t want to cry. I can’t cry. So, I tell myself that it isn’t real. As we walk down the gangway and get into his car, it isn’t real. As I lie down in the back seat to get smuggled into the Fischer House compound like a stowaway, it isn’t real. As I sneak upstairs to change back into my uniform it isn’t real. But it is. All of it is real.


10.

I didn’t expect that I would miss this place. But now that I’m ready to leave, I know I’m going to have a hard time getting over this house, to say nothing of the man it belongs to. To think that I’d wanted to get away from here as quick as I could only a few short months ago.

I told Bernice only what I had to. I’m leaving, there’s no way to make me change my mind. It’s nobody’s fault and no one could have done anything different that would keep me here. She promised to help me find work, but I told her that I’m moving in with my sister and will be able to live on my savings for a while. We hugged. It was a lot more emotional than I thought it would be. I even cried a little. I’m going to miss these ladies and their gossiping. They always made me feel like I was one of them. In a way, I was.

I carry my suitcases down the stairs. I've acquired so much crap since moving here that they feel like they're full of bricks. I think my arms might have lost some muscle from the hormones. I'm almost out the door when I hear a voice from the Drawing Room.

“Lilian?”

It’s Abigail.

“Yes?” I answer.

“Can you come in here a moment? There are a few things we’d like to discuss with you before you go.”

I set the bags down and enter to find the two of them there, she on the couch and he standing at the mantle. Abigail has her hands folded and she’s watching me intently.

“Would you please join us, Lilian? Have a seat.”

I do so.

“I was surprised to hear that you were leaving. You may not believe it, but I’ve always been very fond of you.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

“It’s not for no reason that I like you,” she goes on. “I’ve found through careful observation that you are an honest person. Someone I thought I could rely on for anything.”

I don’t say anything, anticipating that this is leading to some kind of trap.

“So, you can imagine my surprise when my husband told me everything that’s been happening between the two of you.”

Yep, that figures.

“Abigail, whatever he told you, it’s over.”

She waves a hand dismissively.

“There’s no need to rehash it. I just want to know what it would take for you to stay.”

“What?”

“I want you to stay and continue fucking my husband. Or being fucked by him. Or both. Whatever the particulars, I want you to know that I’m in on what the two of you do together.”

“Andrew?” I ask, hoping that he’ll jump in at some point.

“We’d both like for you to stay,” he says. “When you told me you wanted to go, I knew I would have to put up some kind of fight if I wanted to keep you. So, I decided that I would have to take a risk and involve Abigail too.”

“And when he did, he found out that I was far more open to experimentation than he’d ever imagined.”

“We’ve been missing something in our marriage for a while now,” Andrew says. “We think that something is you.”

“But, how? How would it work?”   

“I don’t think I need to explain the mechanics to you, do I? You’re grown up enough to know how three people can enjoy one another’s bodies.”

“I mean, how would we work things out… emotionally?”

“We’re all on the same page, so there’s really nothing else to do but get started,” Abigail says. “Now, let’s get to it, shall we?”

“Here? Now?” I’m having trouble keeping up with this strange turn of events.

“Yes. Andrew will help you. Get on the sofa.”

I’m still wondering if this is some sort of trap, but I decide that it can’t be. What would they have to gain from tricking me? I don’t know what to expect next, but I’m going to play along and see where this goes.

I get on all fours on the couch. Andrew approaches me from behind.

“Nobody’s going to see us here, right?” I ask.

“All of the other staff have been dismissed for the evening,” Andrew says. “It’s just the three of us here.”

Abigail nods, watching as Andrew takes the lube from the pocket of his jacket. He takes off the jacket, tosses it on the chair, and proceeds to pull down my panties. I feel a flush of anxiety. This is the first time that I'm going to have my secret exposed, but in a way, it's freeing to finally be fully naked from the waist down in front of Andrew, even if his wife is watching.

As he squirts the lube into his hands I can feel my cock beginning to stiffen. It's small compared to his, but it is at least bucking slightly with anticipation. I look over my shoulder at him undoing his fly and the sight of his hard cock stiffens mine even more. He grins, watching me watching him.

“That’s right,” Abigail says from her chair. “Take her right up the ass. I want to see that pretty little prick of hers get hard.”

I blush, but I'm smiling now too. Suddenly all of the tension that had been building up between the three of us since Andrew and I started fucking, a tension I didn't even realize was there, is about to be released in a torrent of passion. He enters me from behind and I welcome his hard dick spreading my cheeks. I moan as he thrusts himself into me.

“Tell me you want it,” he says.

“I want it!” I cry. I gasp as the force of his thrusts threatens to split me in half. I’m so tight that he has to buck hard to push himself deeper inside me. I look over and see Abigail, her fingers creeping under her skirt. This is turning her on, watching her husband pound this little slut on her couch. It turns me on to know that I’m making her horny and soon the room smells delightfully of sex. I’m an eager bottom, taking all of him into me.

“Smack my ass,” I beg. He forcefully complies. “Yes! That’s it! Harder!”

Without expecting it, I come all over the sofa.

“Oh, you naughty girl!” Abigail chastises me playfully. “We’ll have to make you clean that up, won’t we?”

“Yes, mistress,” I reply. Andrew pulls my hair as he comes hard inside of me, pumping my ass full of his juices.

Thank god I saw that mobster that day. If I hadn’t, I never would have become the Fischers’ pet. I know now that I’m happier as a sissy than I ever was as a man. Who knew that the witness protection program could end up making me the happiest girl in the world? Looks like I’m going to stick around after all. Lilian Marsh was just a name, now it’s my identity. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


The Babysitter

1.

Be spontaneous, she tells me. Anne wants more surprises in her life. She needs surprises. She needs a break from the routine. Of course, she actually only wants the kinds of surprises that meet her expectations and which conform nicely to her schedule. Silly me. So, I bring home some takeout thinking it was a nice idea. Anne told me (and I remembered!) that she liked the pad see yew from ‘Thai After Thai’. The only Thai restaurant in Park Slope she deems acceptable. Well, here it is. In the bags. Bags that are filled with viscous sauce sloshing around inside them. So,  there I am, with the takeout bags sweating in my hands, fumbling for my keys.

The brownstone was purchased at a very good time Anne told friends, relatives, and strangers on the street as often as she possibly could. It’s become very desirable since we moved in. Read expensive. It’s sure to be a point of contention in our impending divorce. Unless, wait. Do I have the wrong house?

No, of course not. I know where I live. So, why is there a gorgeous woman with her hair in a bun, a delightful sundress hugging her hips opening my front door?

"Hello?" she said. I checked the address as if there was any chance that this wasn't my home.

"Uh, sorry," I mutter, still trying to process how I've made the mistake of knocking on a stranger's door and wondering whether I'd had a stroke and been too busy to notice it.

“Daddy!” Sophia yells as she flutters past the blonde girl’s sundress to attack my pants legs.

“Hey, Muffin!” I say, unable to embrace her while holding the bags in my hands. 

“Oh,” the blond girl says, sighing with relief. “You’re Jonathon.” She has a Russian accent and a voice that’s dark like a mug of warm coffee spiked with a shot of vodka. “I am new babysitter.”

She's perky, with a spark of life in her emerald green eyes. I've never met a babysitter who wore dresses like this one. It's just the fit, which shows off her flawlessly tight stomach, boyish hips, and pert little butt. But she's got a bust that is too big and flawless to be completely a gift from nature. She must wear at least a G-cup, and she's not shy about showing off her endowments. The dress is cut to accentuate her cleavage, and I have to will myself to stop staring.

“Yes,” I said. “Hi, I’m Jonathan. Uh– nice to meet you…?”

“Sascha,” she says. “Can I please pick the bag?”

“Pick the bag?” I repeat, then realize what she means. “Oh, yes. Of course.”

I hand over the takeout and grab Sophia, lifting her up and making her giggle as I squeeze her in a hug.

“Anne is in the kitchen,” Sascha says. Then, she turns and walks inside. I set down Sophia and follow.

Closing the door behind me, I could detect a whiff of something savory which overpowers the stink of lavender that Anne usually subjects us all to with her candles and ‘olfactory remedies’ designed to ‘declutter our minds’. It does work, actually. Though not as intended. If a headache takes your mind off what you were thinking about, then I guess they’re effective. But this smell is different, and I follow Sascha into the kitchen to investigate it.

Anne is at the counter, pounding away at her laptop. Sacha sets the bags on the breakfast island. Anne looks up from what she’s doing just long enough to register the food, then me.

“What’s that?” she asks, still typing.

“Dinner,” I say.

“No,” she says, keys clacking, “that’s dinner.” She nods in the direction of the oven. I approach, smelling the juices of a rosemary chicken roasting.

“I didn’t know,” I say. Anne grunts, then, looking up from the laptop for the first time, she turns to the girl–

“Sascha, sweetheart, could you put that stuff in the fridge on your way out? Thank you, darling.”

Sascha takes the bags off the counter and opens the fridge to find a place for them.

"You could have texted," Anne says, in a cold flat tone that's unmistakably meant for me.

“So could you,” I shoot back. “I had to come home to someone I don’t know answering the door.”

“Sascha, this is Jonathan. Jonathan, you’ve obviously already taken note of Sascha. She’s the dear who is going to help me feed, clothe, and take care of your child while you’re away.”

“While I’m away? I was at the office.”

“Yes, well, while you’re there, we have Sascha. And when you’re here, Sascha won’t be.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I say.

“Thank you so much, Sascha. That will be enough for today. You’ve been a tremendous help.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Sascha says, giving a girlish little curtsy.

“Jonathan, will you please pay her?” Anne says.

“I don’t have cash,” I say. “I used it. On the Thai food. In the fridge.”

Anne groans, getting up from the table and snatching her Gucci purse off the counter. I see her count out three 20s and hand them over.

"Thanks again," Anne says with a plastered-on smile. Sascha gives the same smile back.

“I’ll walk you out,” I offer. Anne huffs. I lead Sascha down the hall to the front door.

“It was nice meeting you,” I say stiffly.

“Yes,” she says. “Goodbye, Jonathan.”

She seems almost startled that my first name escaped her lips, giving a shy embarrassed smile. I gave her a smile in return. I turn and leave her, not daring to look back. I understand what she must have felt seeing Anne and me arguing for the first time. The background tension between us is enough to turn anybody off of coming back here. I deliberate between going upstairs to change clothes and going back to face Anne. I figure it isn't worth dragging it out and slink back to the kitchen.

“Thanks for making me the bad guy,” Anne says.

“What?”

“I’m the cold bitch for refusing your takeout? I have dinner in the oven already.”

“Did I say anything?” I say, picking some almonds out of the dish below the microwave and sorting through them as if the choice of which one to eat in which order required my full attention.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Anne spits. “I suppose you’ll say you’re just grabbing a snack because you’re too busy to eat the chicken I made.”

“That you made?” I sneered. She stared daggers at me.

“You’re not the only one who works around here, Jonathan.”

Actually, I hadn't planned on refusing the chicken in protest but faced with the prospect of having Anne needling at me for forty minutes or having some peace in my office, I know which one I prefer.

“I’ve got some work to finish upstairs. Go ahead without me.”

“That’s familiar.”

“I’ll tuck Sophia in and read to her,” I say. “So, you don’t have to wait up.”

Anne doesn’t answer, just turns back to her laptop, clacking on the keys with twice as much force as before.

Sitting in my office surfing for porn, I think about all the fights we’ve had and all the accumulated crap that’s built up between us. Anne wasn’t always like this. How could she be? No one is born that bitter and hateful. It takes years of steady progress to achieve that level of effortless hostility.

I can’t say I’m blameless in creating the relationship as it is. She’s not a monster. She just hates me. And she has at least some reason for that. I know that there’s never an excuse to cheat. Not a good excuse, anyway. But until you’ve been in a loveless marriage, where both of you seem to exist just to make each other miserable, you can’t know how lonely it is. I know how lonely I was, and still am even though I promised myself I would never cross that line again.

Anne was heartbroken when she found out, or at least that's what I told myself at the time. But honestly, I'm not totally sure what she felt. Betrayed, lied to, sure, but did she really feel hurt? We'd become like strangers. Strangers who keep meeting each other over and over and make the same stupid small talk over and over. Yes, I should have left Sarah alone, but it felt good to have someone praise me, to need me, to appreciate the little things I do. If I was with her now and I'd brought Thai over, she would have mauled me like a panther. I miss that. That's why I keep scanning page after page with nothing arousing me. It's not sex that I miss so much as passion, intimacy. The knowledge that the woman you're with doesn't despise the sight of you.

Sascha. She was nice. That smile, not coquettish but not standoffish either. Just, nice. I think of her in that yellow sundress, pulling her skirt up to show me what’s underneath. Russian girl. She must be here on a worker’s visa. I get a mental picture of her on her knees, asking me to please sponsor her. She’ll do anything I ask, she tells me. In my mind, she’s got this look in her eye that stirs me more than PornTube can. I swivel my chair around, wondering whether it would be worth it to try and rub one off here and now, but Anne can ‘accidentally’ pop open the door lock whenever she wants, and I decide it’s not worth it. I close all my open windows and clear my cache, waiting for my erection to go down so that I can go upstairs and spend time with the one part of my life which doesn’t completely suck.

I read Goodnight Moon with Sophia, she giggles every time she sees the cow that jumps over the moon. I’m not sure why this is her favorite but something about the way that she delights in the same stories she already knows invigorates me. I stay as long as I can with my girl, but once she falls asleep I know that I’m out of options and decide to head upstairs.

“Did she fall asleep okay?” Anne asked me as I entered, addressing the question more to the room than to me.

“Yeah, she’s out.”

“What did you read?” she asked.

“Goodnight Moon,” I said.

“I think she needs to broaden her horizons a little. It concerns me that she’s fixating on the same things.”

“She’s seven.”

“Yes, that’s exactly– no, you know what? Why am I even talking about this with you?”

“What?”

“Of course you don’t believe me when I try to share my concerns with you. If I was a parent for twenty minutes a day, I’m sure I’d be saying everything was fine too. I wish I had the luxury.”

“Of course you do,” I spat. “When could you ever stand to be denied a luxury?”

“Don’t start a fight with me, please,” she groaned.

“Fine, fine. Let’s forget it.”

She sat and brooded as I changed into those terrible burgundy-colored satin pajamas Anne bought me. They’re nice enough, but every time I wear them I’m reminded of the fact that she bought them to avoid having to look at me naked. They’re like monographed reminders of my wife’s absolute indifference to having sex with me.

I climbed into bed beside her, the extra king size still leaving plenty of room between us. I reached for my paperback when she asked me–

“What do you think about Sascha?”

“She seemed nice.”

“That’s all?”

“Sophia seemed to be comfortable around her,” I said. 

“Yes,” Anne said. “But you wouldn’t be if you knew her history.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked. I looked over and she had a wicked grin over some secret she was savoring.

“It means that I chose Sascha for a reason. It’s not just that she’s good with Sophia. Lots of the girls I saw would have been perfectly appropriate. I chose her because I know I can trust her around both my daughter and my husband.”

“Anne, take the dagger out from behind your back. Just say it. What’s wrong with this girl?”

“Wrong? Nothing’s wrong with her. Of course, if you ever got any ideas about taking her to bed some time, you’d be in for a surprise.”

“Nothing could surprise me after you.”

“That’s what you think,” she said. “Sascha has a cock.” 

“That’s a cruel thing to say,” I said.

"It's true," she crowed. "Back in Russia, Sascha was a boy. Poor thing suffered terribly, or so I gathered from Jeanette. She was the one who recommended I meet with Sascha since Jeanette knew what a hard time I was having trying to find a babysitter you wouldn't screw."

"Come off it," I said. "Are you saying she's actually a transexual?"

“That’s right, Jonathan. So, you’d better not get any ideas.”

“You’re sick,” I said.

“I’m a realist who has a husband whose appetites I have to contend with whenever I bring someone new into this house.”

“I wasn’t going to do– you know what? I don’t care. Go ahead. Hire whoever you want to babysit our daughter. If your only priority is finding someone I won’t screw, why wouldn’t you pull some bum in off the street?”

"Don't be dramatic. She's well qualified, and as you said, Sophia loves her. She's a lovely girl, really. Though not in the one way that would matter to you."

"Brilliant. Another cunning maneuver, Anne. Now can I please sleep now?"

I toss the paperback, unopened, onto the end table and turn away from Anne, pulling the duvet over my head. The bed creaks. Anne, either wounded by this comment or determined to pretend she is, is going to sleep in the living room.

I toss and turn for a few hours, but I can’t get to sleep. It’s not the fight. Or maybe it is. My cortisol levels are raised. But mostly it’s not Anne, it’s Sascha that I can’t stop picturing.

That angelic girl was born a boy? If we were locked in a room alone together, I never could have guessed it. She looked absolutely feminine to me. It's not that I had any plans to do anything with her, despite what Anne might think. But, still. It gives a man pause.


Continue reading by downloading The Babysitter, available for free through Kindle Unlimited. Follow the link in the Books by this author section to read more books by Lexi Twist.
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Stuck in a loveless marriage, Jonathan comes home one day to find that his wife has hired a new babysitter. She’s a buxom blond from Russia who reminds Jonathon of his manhood. But his wife teases him that he’d better stay away. Sascha has got a big, thick secret between her legs. But instead of being turned off, Jonathan quickly becomes obsessed with her, and finds out that the feeling is more than mutual for Sascha. They say cheaters never prosper, but what about when Jonathan’s wife gets in on the action? Sometimes all that a marriage needs is for both partners to take a common interest in something– or someone. Sascha is going to have her hands full!


Lexi's Best: An MTF 10 Book Bundle

Lexi's best is her thickest ever collection. A mix of crossdressing and magical gender swap stories, this bundle's got sissies, femboys, trans women and tgirls something for everyone. Ten tantalizing tale to twist off to! 

Wild Fruit 
Shaping Up 
Bride to Be
Girl IRL 
Mistressed
Nebula
Instagirl
Making Partner
The Babysitter
Passing Phase


The Casting Couch: A Hollywood Gender Swap

Marta is an aspiring actress with a dream. But when she has an audition with the infamous womanizer Arvie Weissenstein, she gets to see the seedier side of Hollywood. Arvie is a big shot who uses his position as a producer to exploit women like her. But when an accident puts Arvie in Marta’s body, the big man will have to learn there's a sissy side to the casting couch. Now Arvie is the one who has to please sleazy men to pay the rent. Will ‘she’ have what it takes to pass the audition? And is it a role that she can see herself playing?

Mistressed: A Billionaire Gender Swap

Belinda knows that her husband Will Bates, one of the world's richest billionaires, is cheating on her. When she asks her sister, a witch with the power to swap people's bodies for help, Will gets a chance to see life through the eyes of his mistress, Lorena. But what happens when Lorena likes becoming the billionaire playboy? Will the new girl grow to like her new role too?

The Freshwoman: An MTF Romance

Declan is stuck at another frat party with no date and no idea how he's going to hook up. That is until he meets Scarlet. She's a stunner, way above the other girls in the crowd. So, why is she standing alone? When Declan learns she's got a secret tucked between her legs, he's more than curious. He's going to get with this hot-and-ready tgirl. But what will his frat bros think? And what is Scarlet like between the sheets? College is for experimentation, right?
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