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CHAPTER 1

 

It was a gorgeous, balmy day. Perfect for a run. I was out like I was most days, but I couldn’t get over how perfect today was. It was around seventy degrees without a cloud in the sky. I was even thinking about going down the bridge to Belle Isle, the urban island in Detroit where I lived, but it was quite the commitment. Maybe I would do another lap around the neighborhood before deciding, not knowing that my life was about to forever change.

My feet were pounding the pavement when I came upon a small moving truck and one lone woman working to empty it right around the corner from where I lived. I jogged past her but stopped when I saw her sweating and struggling. It wouldn’t be right of me to keep going when she clearly needed help. I cursed under my breath and went over to her. “Do you need a hand?” I asked. “Looks like you could use some help.”

“I’m okay,” she said brightly as sweat ran down her forehead. She had curly brown hair that hung down her back like a waterfall. Her teeth were bright white and perfectly straight. She looked like a good girl, but everyone knew that good girls could have a naughty side. “Thank you for offering.”

“Is someone here helping you?” I asked.

She looked toward the apartment building nervously. “Uh, yeah. He’s inside.”

I narrowed my eyes, not convinced. “Look,” I said and threw up my hands, understanding that she might think I was a freak, but I always kept business cards in the back of my cell phone case. I was a graphic designer and had to get clients wherever I could. “This is my information,” I said and passed her one of my cards. “You can send it to one of your girlfriends. I promise I’m just trying to lend a hand.”

She stared at the card for a long moment. “Vincent Keen, huh?”

“That’s right,” I said. “And you are?”

“Flattered. My name is Sarah.” She held out her hand for a shake. I took it, knowing that I would have to keep my attraction to her in check. “Thanks for the help.”

“No problem. I was exercising anyway. Might as well help a neighbor in need,” I said, hoping that it wouldn’t scare her knowing that I lived nearby.

“You live around here?” she asked.

“A couple blocks over. You can see me running every morning if you look. Have you been to Belle Isle yet?”

“Once,” she said brightly. “It’s gorgeous.”

“It’s one of my favorite places.”

“How long have you lived here?”

“Going on five years. I went to Michigan State but decided to move down here after graduating.”

“I just got transferred here for work,” she said. “I’m still not sure how I feel about it.”

“You chose a great place to live,” I said. “I should probably grab a few boxes. The sooner we start, the sooner we’ll finish.” We fell into a rhythm unloading her truck. There were only things she could have handled by herself, even though some of the pieces made me question what she was thinking by doing this job alone. Professional movers were only a phone call away. “Where’s all your big stuff?” I asked her when the truck was nearly empty.

“I’m buying new furniture. This is what I brought from Upstate New York. I was working remotely for GM, but they wanted me to move down to the city.”

“Did you drive through Canada?”

“Yes! Customs was a nightmare. They went through nearly everything. They didn’t believe me until I showed them the paperwork from GM. They’re paying for the move, but I had to figure out how to get it here.”

“Dang,” I said. “Sorry you went through that.”

She shrugged. “Thanks for helping me unload the truck.”

“You’re welcome.” We were standing in the middle of her living room with boxes surrounding us. “Guess I should get going.” She nodded, and I turned to leave, but then she stopped me. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

“I just thought maybe you could show me around or something. I could take you to lunch as a thank you for helping me carry in all of those boxes.”

A grin betrayed me. Was this beautiful woman actually asking me out on a date? There was absolutely no way that I was going to turn her down. “I could do that. Are you free today?”

“I am,” she said.

“How about I go home and shower and come back here? How long do you need?”

Sarah looked around the living room. “It’s not like I could finish unpacking all this stuff today, so come back whenever. I’ll just be unloading boxes.”

I chuckled. “Sounds like a plan. See you soon.”

“See you soon,” she said and gave me a finger wave as I slipped out of the door.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Freshly shaved and showered, I stepped out of my apartment and walked to Sarah’s. Our buildings and layouts were similar. Two-bedroom apartments in a multi-family building. Her block was a touch closer to the bridge that led to Belle Isle, and I was trying my best not to be jealous. I knocked when I arrived at her place.

She answered with damp hair that smelled of shampoo. “You’re right on time! I was just getting ready.”

“Perfect,” I said. “I was worried I’d be too early.”

“Not at all.”

“So, what is it that you do for GM?”

“I work in their supply-chain division. They used to fly me in a lot but gave me a bonus to move here. I wasn’t doing much outside of my office up in Buffalo.”

“I was going to ask which city you were from in Upstate New York. Do you miss it?”

“I haven’t had much time to miss it yet, have I?” she asked with a laugh. “Would you like something to drink?”

“How about we wait until lunch? Have you been to Corktown?”

“I have, actually! I thought we could find something over here, though. Do you know of any good restaurants?”

“Sure,” I said. “I know of a few.” We left her apartment and went to a restaurant a few blocks away that had burgers and other American dishes. It wasn’t my favorite place to eat, but I could tell that Sarah wanted to walk, and I only wanted to make her happy. I really enjoyed how she was looking at me and hoped it could lead to something later.

“Do you go running every day?”

“Not every day, but I try to go most days.”

“I was afraid you were going to hurt me when you first came up.”

“I could tell,” I said, chuckling lightly. “I don’t blame you for being afraid, but you’re crazy for moving all of those boxes by yourself. Why didn’t you buy one of those shippable storage units?”

“I looked into them, and the prices were insane. I felt guilty at the idea of spending that much money to send things that really aren’t that valuable. Just sentimental. I didn’t want to start over with all new stuff, you know?”

“Absolutely.” I nodded. “I’ve only ever lived in Michigan, but I couldn’t imagine leaving all my things behind for a job.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a graphic designer. I mostly work from home.”

“That’s awesome! You could live anywhere you want!”

“I guess so,” I said with a laugh. “Don’t think I’d leave Detroit, though. It’s my favorite place to be.”

“I hope I love it,” Sarah said as she picked at her salad. She said hamburgers sounded too heavy, but I didn’t agree. I had a fat, juicy hamburger and took a big bite during the lull in conversation.

“Do you have any friends here?”

She shook her head. “I know several people from work, but everything is new for me.”

“They must have given you a big bonus.”

“You could say that,” she said, trying to suppress a smile. “I was shocked when I got the offer, but it makes sense to have me near the plants and corporate office since my latest promotion. It’s just hard being away from the life I built.”

I nodded. “I get it.”

“Are there any places to have fun around here besides Belle Isle?”

“You could go to a rave,” I said. “If you like dancing.”

She laughed. “I don’t know about that.”

I smiled, wishing that we knew each other better so that I could touch her. She lit up the room every time she smiled. “Did you leave a boyfriend back home in Buffalo?”

“No,” she said, looking like she wanted to avoid the subject.

“Was there someone who broke your heart?”

She shook her head. I couldn’t read her mind, but she was definitely thinking about something. “I’ve been single for a long time. Mostly because I’m a workaholic, and I love to travel. Most guys end up leaving me because they can’t stand to watch me go on trips alone.”

“Jerks,” I said. “They don’t know what they’re missing.”

“How can you say that? You don’t even know me.”

“Well, we’re neighbors now, so we could get to know each other as much as you want,” I said. Being with Sarah seemed like a fantastic way to spend time. I would hang out with her whenever she wanted without question.

“What do you really want from me, Vincent?” Sarah asked, pushing around pieces of lettuce on her plate. “Tell me.”

I shrugged. How could I answer that question without sounding like an absolute pig? “You seem like a lovely girl,” I said, trying to keep a straight face, but Sarah could see right through me. I didn’t have to utter a sound for her to know that I wished to sleep with her.

“You men are all the same.”

“We’re not! I swear! You can’t fault me for noticing something beautiful when I see it.”

“Hmm,” she said. “It’s too bad you’re not my type.”

“No? What’s your type then? A jerk?”

Sarah smiled sinisterly and shook her head. It gave me chills the way she was looking at me. “My type is something you’re not.”

“Is that some type of riddle?”

“It means you should stop while you’re ahead.”

Goosebumps crept across my skin. “You’re scaring me,” I said. “Why are you talking like that?”

“No reason,” she said. “I just don’t think you would like me if you found out what I like to do to men.”

“What in the world is that?” I asked. The sensation of my goosebumps intensified. “Do you wish to hurt me?”

She shook her head, smiling even harder.

“What is it?”

“I like to make my boys dance.”

“Dance?” I asked breathlessly. “I can’t dance!”

“Everyone can dance if they try.”

I shook my head. She didn’t understand. I was totally uncoordinated. If I tried to dance, I would fall on my face right in front of her. Dancing was easily one of my worst, least-developed skills. “Can’t we just go running instead?”

“Running?” she asked, aghast. “I hate running!”

“We could go for a dip at the beach on Belle Isle.”

“Not interested,” Sarah said and covered her mouth to stifle a yawn. It started off fake but turned real. “Dang, I guess moving really took it out of me.”

“Yeah, me too! I couldn’t possibly dance.”

“That’s fine, but you won’t be doing anything with me.”

“What do you mean?”

Sarah looked at me with a deadpan expression. “Did you not understand?”

“I did, but you can’t expect me to dance!”

“That’s fine,” she said with a shrug. “I have a lot of unpacking to do anyway, but I loved my salad. Thank you for showing me this restaurant. I’ll have to come here for lunch when I work from home.”

“No problem,” I said, feeling a little hurt that Sarah was signaling the end of our meal. Our food was mostly gone, but I was still hoping we could take this late lunch back to her place. Was dancing for her worth it, though? My cock had one answer, and my brain was thinking the complete opposite. “What kind of dancing were you wanting me to do exactly?”

“Come back to my place, and I’ll show you.”

Nerves filled me, but I had to do this. I couldn’t miss out on this opportunity and add it to my pile of regrets. Sarah was giving me the chance to take her home knowing damn well what I wanted to do to her, and I had to take it. “Fine, you win.”

“Perfect. Let’s get the check.”

“I’m paying,” I said.

She beamed. “Thanks! I was hoping you would.”


 

CHAPTER 3

 

We went back to her place where boxes still filled the room, but she’d made pretty good work on a few of them. She had a small table and folding chairs set up for a makeshift living room along with many other things she could use to make her apartment a home like kitchen supplies, books, and clothes.

“Working on your closet, huh?”

“I got a lot done before taking a shower! I’m quite proud of myself,” she said with a beaming smile. “It’ll be nice when the furniture finally arrives. I’m desperate for it!”

“You must be. This place is pretty sparse,” I said in the least judgmental voice I could produce. It wasn’t her fault that GM had asked her to move across the country for a job. “Is your furniture already ordered?”

“I hired a designer. She’s picking out everything for me. I just gave her a budget and told her to go wild. She was able to get in a few days before me and is coming next week with all the furniture. She offered to have it staged before I got here, but I want to be able to reject anything truly hideous at the door.”

I laughed. “Good idea. You’re a smart one.”

“Thanks. So, are you ready to give me a dance?”

“Fine,” I said in a heavy voice. “What kind of dance do you want me to do?”

“I want you to give me a lap dance.”

“A lap dance? You’ve really lost your mind! I don’t do stuff like that, Sarah. No wonder you’re single.”

“Keep talking like that, and I’ll give you a spanking.”

“Okay,” I said and threw up my hands. “I’m out of here. You’re pretty, but this isn’t worth it!”

“No?” Sarah asked sweetly as she reached to grab the hem of her shirt. She stared into my eyes while she pulled the shirt off her body. I stood speechless in the middle of the room wishing that my cock wasn’t growing thicker, but I was only a man. It wasn’t in my nature to ignore a woman stripping naked. “Are you sure you want to leave?”

“I can’t give you a lap dance, Sarah!”

“Why not? We can put on some sexy music. It’ll be fun.”

“Fun for who?”

“For both of us!” she said, but I wasn’t convinced in the slightest. I thought she was out of her mind. If she wasn’t a ten, I would have been out of the door long ago. Yet something kept me grounded. I couldn’t move no matter how hard I tried. Sarah came up to me in my paralyzed state and placed her hand on the side of my face. The way she looked into my eyes stole my full attention. She was putting a spell on me. “You know what would make it even more fun?”

I shook my head, not really wanting to hear how she could make her idea worse.

“You could wear a skirt.”

“A skirt?” I gasped. “No way!”

“Why not? It would be sexy! It looks like you already shave your legs, so why not?”

I gasped even more loudly, wishing I had worn pants instead of my nice shorts, but the weather was so damn good I couldn’t help myself. I shaved my legs for aesthetic purposes. I didn’t shave them so that I could wear skirts and dresses and stuff like that. “What does that have to do with anything? Lots of men shave. It’s the new thing! Haven’t you ever heard of manscaping?”

“Just put on a thong! You know you’ll love it!”

“Sarah! This is a lot. Why are you doing this to me?”

She shrugged. “Men take themselves too seriously, and I’m tired of it. I want more men in my life who can put on a thong and a skirt and say ‘Fuck you, world! I’ll wear what I want!’. Don’t you think so?”

“The problem is wanting, you say. I don’t want to wear those things at all! You’re trying to make me do it!”

“Only because it makes you and every other guy in the world act like a little bitch. Just put on the thong! I wouldn’t have any problems putting on a pair of boxers.”

“That’s completely different, Sarah!” This girl was seriously losing her mind. Boxers and thongs weren’t anything alike. She was highly mistaken. “Wearing a thong is way worse than boxers. At least you can breathe in boxers!”

“Thongs are plenty breathable. Have you ever put one on to know?”

“Well, no, but—”

“Exactly! You’re judging something before you even try it, and I’m telling you that this is what I want. It’s your test to get with me. If you pass, I’ll make it worth your while.”

I glanced at the thong that she’d pulled out for me to wear along with a short, swishy skirt. I felt completely ridiculous for even considering her proposal, but I had to take this shot. I snatched the clothes from her hand and marched to the bathroom. If I was going to do this, I was going to be a brat every step of the way. I couldn’t put on a thong and a skirt and let her think I enjoyed it. Absolutely not. I was going to hate it.

Or so I thought.

It was strange at first having a piece of fabric resting between my ass cheeks, but the thong did wonders for my package. My dick looked bigger than it ever had. I couldn’t help but move my hand down my body to rub my cock as I stared at myself in the mirror. It grew hard in the thong, making a stain of precum at the tip of my dick. I gasped, stopping myself before I went too far. I couldn’t cum from touching myself when I had a gorgeous woman waiting for me on the other side of the door.

I pulled the skirt up my legs when I finally stopped touching myself, and I absolutely loved it. I held my hands on my hips and rocked them from side to side, enjoying the sensations of the fabric brushing against my legs. It was soft and velvety and everything I never knew that I wanted.

“Don’t make fun of me!” I hollered at Sarah before turning the corner.

“I’m in here,” she called from behind me. “In my bedroom.”

I turned toward the sound of her voice and walked down the hallway in my skirt, feeling ridiculous yet equally aroused. My heart raced as I approached the door Sarah had left ajar. “Are you in there?”

“Yes! I’m in here!”

I stepped into the room, gasping when I saw Sarah sitting on a chair with nothing on except a bra and a thong. She had her hair pulled over one shoulder, cascading over her breasts. “What kind of music do you need for your dance?”

“Whatever you think is best.”

Sarah smiled and picked up her phone. “You look amazing in that skirt. It really suits you.”

I placed my hands on my hips and rocked them from side to side like I was doing in the mirror. “You opened my eyes to something I didn’t know I needed.”

Music filled the room. “Get dancing, girly boy.”


 

CHAPTER 4

 

I had no idea what to do with my body, but I was aroused. Sarah sat before me awaiting my lap dance, and I was going to give her something even if I looked like a fool while doing it. I listened to the song for a few moments to catch the beat. Then I rocked my hips back and forth slowly.

“Get it, girl! Show me that booty!”

Blush reddened my cheeks as I turned my backside to her. I put my hands on my knees like I saw girls do in videos, but I felt like a fool as I tried to twerk my ass. Sarah laughed for the briefest of seconds before stifling the sound, but I couldn’t blame her for laughing. I probably looked like a complete fool.

“Don’t stop! Shake that ass!” Sarah leaned forward to spank my ass and give me a little encouragement. I shook my head as I tried a little harder to twerk my butt, but I gave up on it after a few seconds and turned around toward Sarah. She watched me seductively. I watched her back. She lifted her finger and waved me over to her.

I stopped right in front of her. She lifted my skirt and placed a hand on my cock. I gasped loudly as she rubbed my cock through the thin thong. “How do you like the thong?”

“It’s better than I thought it would be,” I admitted.

“Should we put you in a dress next time?”

My cock throbbed at her touch. I shouldn’t like this. I should have been protesting, but I couldn’t. She was making me feel too good. “I don’t know about that,” I said through clenched teeth, feeling like I was about to cum. “Sarah, please. I’m close.”

She sighed and dropped the skirt in an instant. “Then it’s time for you to lick my pussy. On your knees!” She snapped and pointed at the floor. I dropped to my knees, eager to move on from my terrible dance, and eating pussy was one of my favorite things to do. I hooked my fingers into her panties and pulled them down her legs, exposing her gorgeous pussy lips. They were glistening with desire and calling my name.

I wrapped my arms around her legs and moved in to lick her sweet flower. She cried out as my tongue ran along the outline of her petals. “Yes!” She pushed on the back of my head, suffocating me. I inhaled deeply to savor her scent as I licked her clean. “Yes! Fuck, Vincent! You’re going to make me cum!”

I lifted my mouth and slapped her pussy with a quick flick of the wrist. She writhed in the chair, so I did it again. She bit her bottom lip and stared down at me. I rubbed her pussy gently as we gazed at each other. It was strange thinking that we’d only met that day. I knew that I would never forget her nor this moment as I stared into her eyes.

“Cum for me, and then I’ll fuck you good,” I said and slid two fingers into her welcoming pussy. She cursed and grabbed my wrist. I wanted her to cum, so I started fucking her slowly with my fingers instead of pulling out. She relaxed after a second but was pulling my hair when I bent over to suck on her clit.

“Vincent!” Her back arched as she started cumming all over my fingers. I held my fingers deep as she came, hollering at the top of her lungs. It was a beautiful sound. One that would ring in my ears forever more. I moved her down to the floor before she came back down to earth and pulled my cock out the side of the thong to fuck her. She didn’t protest as I spread her legs wide and slid my bare cock into her pussy.

I cursed into the air as her tight pussy hugged my dick. It was just what I needed. The perfect present for the lap dance. I hugged her tightly as I fucked her slowly to stretch her pussy with my dick. “Your pussy feels so fucking good,” I said and thrusted a little harder. “So fucking tight.”

“I love your big dick.” She writhed beneath me. “It’s so hot feeling that skirt against my skin too. Fuck.” She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my torso, letting me sink even deeper inside of her. “It feels so fucking good. Fuck me hard!”

She cried out as I picked up speed. I was pounding her pussy hard within moments, filling the air with the sounds of our lovemaking. She cried out my name and scratched at my chest, but I didn’t stop thrusting with everything I had. I loved hearing her scream, and I loved how she’d put me in the skirt. It was new and different and way hotter than I ever expected.

“Yes, Vincent! Right there! I’m so close!”

“Me too!” I said and cupped her breast in my hand. I bent down to kiss her. It was a hot, sloppy kiss that seemed to last forever. I fucked her slowly as our tongues danced, our bodies entangled in the most ancient of dances. “Sarah! Oh, Sarah!”

“Cum with me!”

I lifted myself up to fuck her a little harder and finish the job. We stared at each other as we moved closer to orgasm. She touched my face gently before closing her eyes, and then she was gone. Her back arched again, but this time she was cumming all over my cock. I cried out with her as her pussy walls massaged my dick. The glorious sensations pushed me over the edge. I pulled out just in time to spray my cum all over her sweet figure. She whimpered and moaned as my hot cream painted her skin.

We said nothing as we held each other, but what was there to say? We were neighbors, friends, and there would certainly be benefits in our future.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

A Few Weeks Later

“I got you something,” Sarah said when she came out of her room with a box. The place looked wonderful now. Her designer had done a tremendous job of picking out furniture and artwork. Sarah sat down on the sofa and passed me a box.

“What is this?” I asked her.

“Open it!”

“Sarah…”

“What?” she asked innocently. “Just open the box.”

Sarah had put me in a few more girly outfits since the first day we hooked up. It wasn’t something we did every time we got together, but I had to admit that I enjoyed doing it. I even found myself thinking about makeup and heels sometimes, but it was mostly just skirts, dresses, and lingerie so far.

“I’m nervous.”

“You’ll like what’s inside. Promise.”

I took a deep breath before lifting the lid from the box, gasping when I saw what was inside. “Sarah! Why did you get me a wig?”

She chuckled. “Duh! So that you can become even more of a girl. Just when you want. No pressure.”

I always felt like I should push back against gifts and gestures like these, but my fight was waning. The truth was I enjoyed the girly things Sarah did to me, and there was nothing wrong with a man getting in touch with his feminine side. Why couldn’t we wear skirts and heels and wigs if we wanted?

“Should we get heels to go with it?”

Sarah chuckled and leaned into me. “I thought you would never ask.”

I wrapped my arm over her shoulder and kissed the top of her head, so happy to have this amazing woman in my life.
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