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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“Frank! It’s so good to see you! How long has it been?” Omar asked when his old college roommate answered the door. They both went to school in Seahaven, but life became far too busy for them to keep in touch as much as they’d like. It was only natural seeing as Frank had moved to the West Coast in pursuit of an acting career that never took off, but he ended up getting plenty of work behind the scenes. He took those skills and transferred them into a business career he’d recently brought back to Seahaven.

“Far too long,” Frank said and patted Omar on the back. “Come in! It’s freezing out there.”

“Not used to the cold anymore, huh?”

“Please! I can survive anything. It’s the heating bill I’m worried about.”

Omar chuckled as he stepped inside and took off his boots. It’d been bitterly cold the past week, so a warm night with friends was a welcome treat. Frank was crazy for moving back to Seahaven in the winter, but it was great that he was back in town.

“Hope you don’t mind, but I put you next to Mary tonight.”

“No worries. Sorry for running late. I got held up on a phone call.”

“Don’t worry about it. We just put out the appetizers.”

“Perfect,” Omar said as they stepped into the dining room where all their friends from college had gathered. Mary, Herbert, Christine, and Larry. They all lived in the same house but in different apartments. Omar lived with Frank in a two bedroom on the main floor. Christine and Marry lived in another upstairs. Herbert and Larry lived in the basement unit, which wasn’t as bad as it sounded. Sharon was Frank’s wife from his years out west, and she looked stunning as she walked into the room holding a tray of food.

“Omar!” Sharon said brightly. 

She and Omar met at their wedding a few years back and had seen each other a few times when Frank came to the city to visit his folks, but Omar had a feeling that they would be seeing a lot more of each other now that they were back in Seahaven. “Perfect timing! We were just about to eat!”

“Sorry I’m late. I got held up in a meeting,” Omar said and took the seat Frank had designated for him, which was next to Mary. She wasn’t his favorite person in the world, but they’d learned to tolerate each other when they were all living in the house. They used to have weekly get togethers in the backyard. Seeing all their faces sent Omar back to a simpler time when he didn’t have clients breathing down his neck about designs he had yet to finish.

“Typical,” Mary grunted at Omar when conversation around the table picked up again. 

He glanced at her through the corner of his eye. “I’m sorry, did I say something to upset you?”

“You’ve only ever cared about work,” she said. “I’m surprised you have a soul left.”

“Being an architect is hardly a soulless job.”

Mary looked unimpressed. “It is when you work for major corporations like you do.”

“You wouldn’t sound so smug if you saw my paychecks,” Omar retorted. “If I’ve only ever cared about work, you’ve only ever cared about making others feel inferior.”

“Ha!” Mary said, shaking her head. She picked up a piece of baguette from the cutting board at the center of the table and dipped it into the hummus on her plate. She turned to her old roommate Christine, who was sitting to her left, and proceeded to talk about how much of an asshole he was.

“Things never change,” Frank said fondly as he watched Mary talking to Christine about Omar loudly enough for everyone to hear. “You two have always had it out for each other.”

“Probably because Mary’s a bitch.”

Sharon gasped, but everyone else laughed when Mary turned toward him with her arms crossed over her chest. The old housemates were used to the banter, but Mary and Omar did a great job avoiding each other in town. If he ever needed a book, her shop was the last place that he was going to go. “If anyone’s a bitch, it’s you!” Mary’s voice was dripping with venom as she pointed her finger in my face, but all I could do was laugh. She laughed with me, and then Sharon seemed to relax.

“Are you two okay?” Sharon asked us after the tension faded. “That was… uh… something.”

“They’ve never been able to decide if they hate each other or want to tear each other’s clothes off,” Frank said to his wife. “Don’t worry about them. How about we grab the main course?”

She nodded, glancing at Omar and Mary with suspicious eyes, which made them look at each other. They’d spent so long hating one another that maybe they’d missed what was waiting for them just beneath the surface. Omar looked away, smiling at Sharon as she walked into the dining room with a casserole dish.

“You should really let us help,” he said.

“Nonsense,” she said and set the dish at the center of the table. It was gorgeous. Scalloped potatoes with slices of sausage and tiny pieces of broccoli sprinkled throughout. “Enjoy yourself. Frank, could you grab the wine too?”

“Coming!” he called.

Frank went around the table and poured more wine into each of their glasses. They enjoyed a calm dinner, reminiscing about old times. Sharon shared memories of her own. She grew up in northern California and played softball through college. She claimed that she didn’t get up to trouble like we did at the house, but there was no way to know if she was telling the truth.

“Who’s ready for a game of trivia?” Frank asked after the plates were cleared away. Everyone groaned. “C’mon! Let’s have fun!” he said. “Omar, if you don’t mind playing with Mary. I want Caroline to play with Sharon.”

“What?” Omar asked incredulously. “Why? I can play with Sharon, and the girls can be together.”

“Nonsense,” Frank said. “Don’t make this difficult.”

The entire room was so tense that Omar didn’t put up a fight. Mary sighed when he turned toward her, but she didn’t want to say anything to ruffle feathers either. She had no idea why Frank would stick them together other than to give his wife an advantage. Maybe he thought if they worked together, they would be too focused on their rivalry to win the trivia game, but he would be wrong.

Sparks flew when they played. 

Mary and Omar were both extremely competitive, which probably fueled their animosities considering they often played as adversaries on board game nights, but everything changed when they worked on the same team.

“Last question, and this is for the win,” Frank said as he paced back in forth across the living room. “What is the capital city of Washington State?”

“Olympia,” Mary whispered to Omar. He could have sworn it was Spokane, but he was going to trust her on this one. He wrote down his answer and passed it to Frank.

“Babe!” he gasped.

“What? Isn’t it Spokane?” asked Sharon.

“No! It’s Olympia!” Frank said and frowned at his wife, giving her a look like she should know the answer to that question since she was from the West Coast. “Mary and Omar are the only ones who got the question right, and with that, they win the game.”

“Yes!” They high fived. Mary even jumped up to do a little dance, and Omar stood to join her. They laughed, feeling a high from their victory, completely ignoring their frowning friends, but why should they care? They won!

The evening died down shortly after trivia ended, which led to Mary and Omar walking to their cars together. “That was a lot more fun than I expected.”

“Tell me about it,” said Omar. “It’s nice to have Frank back in town. He’s one of my best friends.”

Mary smiled. “His wife seems great.”

“Yeah, she does.”

Silence fell between them, but it was a comfortable silence. Mary stopped slowly when they reached her car, not wanting the night to end. “What are you doing after this? Maybe we could take this back to my place… or yours. It would be nice to get to know the real you and not the man I’ve created in my head.”

“Yeah,” Omar said eagerly, but then he stopped. The way Mary was looking at him made him think. If they went home together, they wouldn’t be able to keep their hands off each other, which Omar wasn’t opposed to. Not at all. He just… he hoped… she didn’t care about the pink lacy thong he was wearing under his jeans. “How about we go back to my place?”

“Perfect,” Mary said brightly. “Get out your phone so that you can send me your address.”


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Mary and Omar arrived back at his place on the outskirts of Seahaven, which wasn’t too far from where they’d had dinner at Frank’s. Omar got out of his car as he watched Mary pull into the driveway behind him. He was excited to have a woman over but terrified by how she might react if he didn’t find a way to get off these panties before they fooled around.

“No problems finding the place?”

“None,” Mary said and smiled as she pulled her purse up to her shoulder. “Cute place you got here.”

“Thanks,” Omar said and looked at his small cottage-style home that was being illuminated by the porch light. “It’s a nice place just for me. I can’t complain.”

“We’ll have to meet up at my place next time. It’s a cute little apartment above the bookstore.”

“Really? I had no idea you lived there.”

“Yeah, when I bought the building, it came with an apartment, so I decided that I should just live there. It’s an adorable space. I even have the tiniest of water views from my kitchen window.”

“That’s amazing! I would kill for water views.”

Mary chuckled. “Everyone says that.”

“What? Don’t you like them?”

“They’re fine, but I’m not sure I would pay extra for the tiny views that I have. Why don’t you give me a tour inside? It’s freezing out here.”

“Right,” Omar said and raced toward the door. He was so mesmerized being around Mary after the connection they’d made while playing trivia, he wasn’t quite sure how to find his footing. He was anxious about the bright pink thong beneath his jeans, worried that it would completely derail the evening, but saying no to Mary outside of Frank’s would have been suicidal. To say that Omar felt trapped between a rock and a hard place was an understatement.

Mary nodded along as Omar gave her the short tour of his home. He was thankful that his closet was closed and that none of his goodies were out on display for Mary to see. He had plenty of dresses, skirts, and lingerie tucked away in his bedroom. “Gorgeous place. I’m surprised you’re able to keep it this clean. I always have dishes in the sink.”

“I cleaned before I went to the party.”

“Good man.” Mary smiled and met his gaze. “So many of you guys are complete slobs.”

“Don’t lump me in with the bunch!”

“I’ll try to remember not to,” Mary said and stepped closer. I stepped away from her, but I couldn’t get far. We were standing in the main room, and I backed up into the kitchen island. “Let’s cut the crap, Omar. I saw the way you were looking at me tonight.”

Shit. Shit. It was happening!

Omar felt his cock thicken and press up against the tiny pink thong that threatened to fuck up his first chance at having some pussy in months. He thought about excusing himself to ‘use the bathroom’ and quickly toss the thong in the cabinet under the sink or something, but he couldn’t walk away from Mary when she was looking at him with those lustful eyes. He stood there, worried and excited, as she closed the distance between them.

“You must have a black book full of women,” Mary said in a soft voice as she gently pressed her body up against his. She looked into his eyes as she brushed strands of hair behind his ear. “I bet you have a girl over here every night of the week, don’t you?”

Omar withered beneath her touch. His cock was throbbing like it was about to rocket off his body. He closed his eyes and said a little prayer that his thong wouldn’t send Mary running out the door.

“Uh, not really. I’m a pretty lonely guy.”

“Aww, that’s too bad. We should do something to change that.” Mary pressed her thigh against Omar’s stiff cock, rubbing it up and down through the fabric of their clothes. “I could come over whenever you’d like to take care of this dick. It feels mighty big, by the way.”

“Fuck,” Omar cursed and looked to the ceiling as Mary rubbed his dick some more. Women had complemented him on his size before, but all he wanted right now was for Mary to use his dick. He instinctively reached around to cup her ass, resisting the urge to push her to the floor and strip her naked. “You don’t know how long I’ve been dreaming of fucking you.”

“I acted like I hated you, but I never really did. I don’t know why we let things stay the way they did for so long!”

“Doesn’t matter now,” Omar groaned with his lips centimeters from hers. “I want this, but I need to go to the bathroom first.”

Mary groaned and pulled Omar by his beltloops. “Fine but let me see it first. I’ll give it a little kiss.” Mary batted her lashes, looking like a fucking angel. She would never forgive him if he left her now, but his thong. His fucking thong! Why did he have to wear it tonight?

Probably because I wore one every day of my life, Omar thought to himself as he struggled with his internal emotions. Leaving Mary would probably ruin the vibe, but wouldn’t her seeing his thong do the same? “I… the thing is…”

“I don’t care if it’s crooked.”

“No! It’s not that!” Omar pushed his fingers into his hair, completely flustered by the moment. He was trying to think of a way out of this but was coming up blank. “Fuck, Mary. You’re going to hate me.”

“Why? Do you have something I need to know about?” She stepped away from him, looking at him as though he were contagious. “You’re right. Maybe this wasn’t such a good—”

“Don’t say that! We can still have fun, but there’s something that you need to know about me first.”

“Is there a girl?”

“No, fuck it!” Omar unbuttoned his jeans. He pulled down the zipper. Mary gasped when he pushed the jeans down to his knees, revealing his bright pink thong. “I wear lingerie and other things! You can leave now if you want.” Omar’s cock was jumping beneath the thong. They’d been so close. He could still smell her bodywash on his nose, and all he wanted was to taste it on his lips.

Mary crossed her arms after the initial shock faded. “Why in the world would I leave?”

Omar shrugged. “Guys wearing thongs aren’t exactly popular.”

“I’m open-minded… if that’s what you like.”

“I do. It’s what I love,” Omar said excitedly before quickly clamping up, worried that he was revealing too much too fast about himself. “I mean, I don’t know. I guess I like lingerie.”

Mary chuckled. “Be honest with me, Omar. It’s much sexier than you trying to dance around the truth, and I don’t think you would be wearing a thong that color if you didn’t love it.”

Omar glanced down at his thong. It was one of his favorites. It did an incredible job of holding down his dick, even though it only had the tiniest bit of fabric. “You should see it with a skirt,” he said a bit more easily. “Or a blouse.”

“Mmm, do you want to get dressed for me? I see that your legs are already smooth,” Mary said and stepped forward. Their mutual attraction was thick in the air now that the awkwardness had faded. They came together and couldn’t stop themselves from kissing. Omar moaned into Mary’s mouth as he held her close to his body, snaking his fingers into her hair as his tongue slid deeper into her mouth. He gripped her hair tightly as she lowered her hand to pet his dick. It jumped beneath the thin pink fabric, begging for her to release it.

“I need you so badly.”

“I need you too,” she said against his lips. “Will you dress up for me?”

“What?” he asked sharply. That wasn’t what he wanted! He just wanted to take off his thong and fuck her hard. “Why?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. It could be hot! I’ve never done anything like that before, and if you like it…” She pushed a hand beneath his shirt to rub his firm abs. He was weak in her hands. He couldn’t deny her. He wasn’t quite ready to show her Daisy, but what choice did he have? As long as Mary held his dick in her hands, she could tell him to walk over hot coals, and he would do it. “Please?”

“Fine. Give me fifteen minutes?”

“Take as long as you need,” Mary said with a victorious smile as she stepped away from Omar, eager to see what he looked like as a girl.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Omar stepped into his bedroom, shaking his head. What in the world was he going to wear? He walked over to his closet, thinking about all the outfits he’d worn over the years. There were countless pictures of Daisy scattered over the internet, but he hadn’t really been intimate with others as her. Only a few times on drunken nights where he ended up sucking dick, but those were nights he preferred not to remember. Daisy could be a slut when she got some liquor in her, especially when she went out to the club.

Omar sighed as he remembered the wild nights of his early twenties when he first began dressing as Daisy. Since then, he’d become more reclusive and spent most of his time getting dressed at home. He loved practicing his makeup in the mirror and painting his nails while he watched trashy TV, but he would barely have time to put on foundation today. His dick demanded that he get back out to the living room with Mary as quickly as humanly possible.

He grabbed a cute pink miniskirt and a white blouse from his closet and a pair of white platform heels. He shook his head as he looked down at the clothes, hoping that Mary didn’t have a change of heart when she saw him wearing this stuff. He put on the skirt first, pulling it up his smooth legs. Then he grabbed a pink bra from his dresser and stuffed it with silicone pads that he kept hidden at the bottom.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Negative thoughts were popping up in Omar’s mind as he looked down at his feminized body. He loved becoming Daisy, but he questioned how Mary was going to react. He had tits for crying out loud! He hoped she didn’t mind. He prayed that this wouldn’t ruin what they had going as he continued getting ready.

Omar pulled out his makeup bag and sat on the bed to apply a quick layer of foundation. His heart was racing as he applied the powder to his face, paying special attention to make sure that he smoothed out any wrinkles and fine lines. He decided on a touch of mascara since he didn’t have time to glue on his fake lashes. There was nothing that made him feel more girly than extra-long, fake lashes. He loved mixing those with a bright lip and never failed to garner attention when he left the house.

He slipped on his white platform heels and a wavy brunette wig. He saw Daisy when he looked at himself in the mirror, but how would Mary react to her? Would she go running right out of the door? Omar sighed as he reached to pick up his pink lip gloss and run it over his lips. He stared at himself in the mirror, loving how he was able to transform himself so effortlessly now. His cock had gone soft since getting ready, but he had no doubt that Mary could get it right back up if she didn’t abandon him completely.

“I’m ready!” he called from the bedroom. “Don’t laugh at me when I come out there!”

“I’d never!”

Omar didn’t know whether to believe her, but he didn’t have much of a choice. His cock was already stirring at the thought of sliding between Mary’s legs. They’d spent so long being rivals, it almost felt right that they could soon become lovers. Omar took a deep breath as he zipped his makeup bag closed and stood from the bed.

“All right! I’m coming!”

“Hurry! I’m ready for you!”

Omar nodded as he stood behind his closed door with his hand on the knob. You can do this. It’s all going to be fine, Omar thought to himself as he gathered the courage to step out into the living room. He was barely even buzzed, and a girl was out there waiting for him. His dreams were becoming a reality, but was it too good to be true?


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Daisy stepped out of her bedroom. Her eyes widened when she turned the corner to the living room. Mary was sitting on the sofa without a stitch of clothing on her body besides the black heels on her feet. She was holding a bottle of beer from the fridge but set it down when she saw Daisy.

“Damn, you look good.”

“So… so do you.”

Mary smirked and recrossed her legs. Daisy’s gaze flickered down to Mary’s crotch, noticing how her pubic hair was trimmed into a perfectly manicured bush. Daisy’s cock sprang to attention, and the only thing she wanted was to please this woman in front of her.

“Tell me what to do,” Daisy said and dropped to her knees in front of Mary. “You’re my queen.”

Mary chuckled and lifted her foot to place it on Daisy’s shoulder. Her heels dug into Daisy’s blouse, but she didn’t even care. The pressure from the heel only made her cock throb harder. “I’m willing to please you however you want.”

“Why don’t you start by giving my pussy a kiss?”

Daisy remembered that Mary had promised her a kiss that was never delivered, but it felt like ages ago as she moved her mouth closer to Mary’s pussy. Her scent scrambled Daisy’s brain as she got within licking distance. Mary pushed on the back of her head to encourage her, but Daisy didn’t need much encouragement. She parted her lips and got to work.

“Fuck! Yes!” Mary held her fingers in Daisy’s hair as she licked her pussy, giving her sensations of pleasure she hadn’t felt in far too long. Mary didn’t care that Daisy had a cock between her legs. She didn’t care that she was really Omar beneath the clothes and makeup. Now that Mary had her, she wasn’t going to let her go. Not anytime soon. “Keep licking! Fuck! I’m so close!”

Hearing those words gave Daisy the fuel she needed to push even harder. She licked between Mary’s clit and pussy, listening to those intense sounds leaving her mouth. She caught every drop of nectar Mary’s cunt provided, basking in the flavor of her womanhood. Daisy’s cock was pulsating beneath her pink thong, begging for release, but she couldn’t ignore Mary.

“Cum for me!” Daisy said and slapped her pussy.

Mary screamed as her lower back arched. She was so lost in the moment, but no part of her wanted to be found. She spent her entire life worrying about problems. Tonight was her chance to be free of all concerns, and she took it. She closed her eyes and let the pleasurable sensations build in her body, overtaking more and more of her until they peaked.

“Yes!” Mary hollered and held the back of Daisy’s head as she came all over her face. She held Mary’s legs more tightly, rubbing her tongue up and down her pussy to make her cum even harder. She pushed Daisy away when the pleasure became too much to bear, but she was far from finished. “I know…” Mary began when she finally caught her breath. “I know I promised you a kiss, but what about something better?”

Daisy groaned when Mary reached between her legs to touch her hot, glistening pussy. “Fuck me,” she said in a broken whisper. “Fuck me hard, Daisy! I want to feel that big girl dick inside of me.”

She staggered forward toward the sofa and dropped to her knees at its edge. Mary spread her legs wider, showing off her welcoming pussy. Daisy cursed under her breath as she reached a hand between Mary’s legs to slip her fingers into those slick folds.

“Yes! Stretch me!”

Daisy added another finger and fucked Mary’s pussy harder until Mary was begging for her dick. Daisy pulled her fingers out of Mary’s tight cunt and stuck them into her mouth to lick them clean. “You taste like heaven,” Daisy said as she got into position and steadied her dick. “I can’t wait to be inside of you.”

“Fuck me hard, Daisy. I need you inside of me.”

Daisy reached up her skirt and yanked down her pink thong. She balanced on her knees at the edge of the sofa and helped Mary lift her legs to her shoulders. She grabbed the base of her dick to move her tip closer to Mary’s opening. “You want this girl dick?”

“You don’t know how much, Daisy.”

Mary gasped when Daisy pushed into her, and Daisy about came apart at the seams. She held Mary’s legs for support as she held her cock halfway to its base. She kept pushing, slower this time, until she was down to her smooth balls. Mary cried out and swiped at Daisy’s tits as her pussy got stretched by her cock.

“You’re going to make me cum again,” Mary cried as Daisy slowly thrusted within her. “I never knew girl dick could feel so good!”

“Doesn’t feel as good as this tight pussy,” Daisy grunted and pounded her dick deep. “I could be inside of you all damn day.”

“Fuck me hard, Daisy! Fuck me hard!”

Daisy reached forward and held the side of Mary’s face in her hand as she pounded her pussy. Daisy grabbed Mary’s breasts and kissed her deeply. “You can have my girl dick whenever you want it. I’ve never felt a pussy so good.”

They stared at each other as Daisy thrusted her hips, transfixed by the moment, both of them inching toward climax. Daisy dropped down to Mary to kiss her when she was so close to cumming it hurt. “Cum with me,” she said against Mary’s ear. “Cum on my dick.”

Mary cried out as she dug her nails into Daisy’s back. It was all she could do not to scream at the top of her lungs. Daisy was just close enough that she was rubbing Mary’s clit. Daisy thrusted her cock one last time, and it hit her spot in the most glorious of ways. Mary couldn’t hold back no matter what she did.

“Yes! Daisy!”

Daisy groaned as Mary’s pussy tightened around her dick, locking it in place as she came hard. Daisy held Mary tightly as she came deep inside of her. They both cursed as their bodies slowly relaxed. “That was so good,” Daisy said to Mary when her dick slid out of her. “Can we do it again?”

“Down, girl!” Mary said with flushed cheeks. “Later. First, I need something to eat to refuel.”

“How about I get you a warm towel to clean up first?”

“Mmm, that sounds luxurious.”

Daisy kissed Mary and got up to grab a washcloth from the linen closet. She warmed it with hot water in the bathroom sink. Mary purred when Daisy wiped her clean. She wiped her cock off with the washcloth when she finished and dropped it to the floor before sitting by Mary’s side and wrapping an arm around her shoulder.

“I’m glad you like me like this.”

“It’s fun. I’m not mad about it.”

“You didn’t know it, but I can sound like a girl too,” Daisy said, switching to her feminine voice halfway through the sentence. “I don’t dress up as Daisy every day, but she’s a part of me.”

“Then I’m happy to accept her,” Mary said and put out her hand so that they could lace their fingers together. “I wasn’t sure what to think when you pulled down your pants and were wearing a pink thong, but that outfit you put together is pretty sexy.”

Daisy dangled her white heels in the air. “The shoes are my favorite.” She hadn’t taken them off the entire time they were fooling around. She was still wearing everything except her thong and skirt, which got way too dirty while they were making love. She would put on pants later but felt comfortable with her dick out in front of Mary.

“We’ll have to go shopping together,” Mary said casually.

“Do you mean it?” Daisy asked brightly.

“Yes, it would be a ton of fun.”

Daisy was already picturing them out at the mall with bags dangling by their sides. She couldn’t wait! “Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” Daisy said sternly.

“I promise. Don’t worry.”

“Fine. I’ll hold you to it,” Daisy said and pulled Mary closer. Mary placed her hand on her thigh, getting it dangerously close to her cock that was already twitching. Mary tilted her chin up, and Daisy went in for the kiss. When their lips parted, she was already stiff with Mary’s hand wrapped around her dick. “Don’t start anything you can’t finish.”

“I always finish,” Mary said and slid off the couch to get onto her knees between Daisy’s legs.
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