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SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


MASKED AFFAIR

James Kinsler lives a life of excess with few worries besides his love life. His parents force him to date Lily Flower because they want to mix the family businesses. 


Lily and James play along with their parents’ wishes, but it doesn’t take long for truths to reveal themselves. James is an effeminate man. Lily has secrets of her own. 


Richard May is the same age of Lily and James and the town’s eye candy. He likes feminine men like James. Richard and James can't resist one another when Richard steps in to save James from bullies. How will James react when Richard buys him women’s clothing? Will he mind being Richard’s doll?


SOMETIMES GIRL

Katherine is a headstrong university student who takes what she wants. She’s the clear leader of her friend group. The other ladies follow her around like puppies.


They’re all at Maria’s when Katherine catches Maria’s brother David wearing a pair of women’s panties.


Katherine gains a secret to hold over David’s head, but nothing ever goes as expected. David sneaks his way into Katherine’s heart. Only he’ll have to become a pretty girl to keep it.


ROAD GIRL

Lindsay is on the run from her creepy landlord when she crosses paths with Phillip Howell, who is equal parts celebrity and heartthrob.


Phillip saves Lindsay, which stirs positive emotions, but Lindsay will have to reveal her thick surprise before she and Phillip can have any fun.


PASSION RENEWED

Theresa Sanders runs a thriving makeup empire, Theresa Sanders Cosmetics. Theresa cares about her business more than anything, especially men. She gave them up years ago to concentrate on her company.


Things change when Theresa needs to mold her cold public image to expand her business. Her Public Relations manager suggests she find a husband, but Theresa is against the idea.


That's until she runs into a friend from her past life, Gregory. From a time when Theresa's name was Tommy. Gregory is the perfect man to have as a partner of convenience, except Theresa would have to share her long, thick secret.


VIRTUAL DAMSEL

David has always dreamed of dressing as a woman but never had the courage until he could in the video game ‘My Virtual Life’.


‘My Virtual Life’ offers David the chance to live his wildest dreams. David lives as Margaret in the game. He meets a man in the game as Margaret, but the man isn’t who he seems.


David finds out the man is controlled by a woman named Tabitha, and Tabitha gives David an offer he can’t refuse: dressing him up as a woman in the real world. 


DOUBLE FEMME

One night at the bar, Samuel and Henry realize they’re dating the same girl, Cindy.


The only problem is that Cindy isn’t like every other woman. She likes to turn her boys into girls.


Samuel and Henry decide to confront Cindy, but they’re only giving exactly Cindy what she wants.


Cindy has some games planned for her boys, and she’s ready to play. 


PROTECTING HER

Mary Stoddard went from nothing to the hottest trans actress in Hollywood at eighteen.


At twenty-three, Mary is feeling the ramifications of fame. As much joy as her life has brought, there has been pain. After a horrid incident, Mary can't trust anyone. Not even the people closest to her.


Charles Chase, recently promoted to Mary's head bodyguard, adores her, but can Charles earn Mary's trust and affection?


THE NANNY’S GIFT

Blanca Gehlert moves back to her hometown after a stint in the city. She thought life would have been easier in the city for a trans woman, but Blanca never felt comfortable. Newmarket, Missouri is a town where there’s always a familiar face. Blanca missed its comforts, so she returned home. However, she has to make money to live. 


Harold Hall is Veronica Hall’s husband. She became the owner of Newmarket’s biggest business, Newmarket Textiles & Wine, when her parents died. Harold is tired of taking care of the kids alone, so they hire a nanny. 


Harold is blown away by Blanca's beauty when she enters his home to interview for the nanny position. Mutual attraction commences. How will Harold react when he discovers Blanca’s hidden gift?


GUY, EN FEMME

Not every adventure has a happy ending as Dominique Ericksen and her fiance, Earl Stevens, will learn when they explore their fantasies with a man named Guy McComb.


But Dominique is a fighter. She won't give up on her dreams of being a loving wife. She didn't become a successful real estate broker by watching from the sidelines and letting life just happen.


Guy McComb is the catalyst of Dominique's problems, but he could also be part of the solution...


NAUGHTY LIBRARIAN

Steven Revilla is a part-time author and pizza-delivery driver. When his computer breaks, he has to visit the library to write his stories.


Melissa Bradford is the local librarian; her transformed female body has a delicious extension. She is enamored with the handsome brunette that comes in to write. She finds out she has read his stories before, and they hit it off.


But everyone has skeletons hiding in the closet. Melissa and Steven are no different. Discover what happens when their old secrets come crashing to the forefront.


MASKED AFFAIR

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” said James.

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

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

“It is,” said James.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it, James?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Psychology could help with management and human relations.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Our fates are bonded, aren’t they?”

Lily nodded.

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

Lily nodded again.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” Lily said.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

James: Yeah, I’ll be there.

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

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

Richard shook his head.

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

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

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

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

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

“You should have left it,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know how to say this, but—”

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

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

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

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

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

“Because…”

“You know I have a girlfriend, right?”

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

“Bisexuality exists.”

“Are you bi?” asked Richard.

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

“I want you,” he whispered.

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

“Can you do it in my truck?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You wanna play with it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When will I see you again?”

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A message lit up his phone.

James: What are you doing?

Richard: Thinking of you

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

Richard: Touching myself

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

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

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

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

Richard: I’d love to.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, what’s up?”

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

“What? Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Text me,” she said and hung up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Food? Drinks?”

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

“I don’t like mushrooms,” James said.

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

“Yeah. How does 7 p.m. sound?”

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

“I’ll put it on now,” he said.

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

“Anything for you.”

“What are you wearing?”

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

“You’re naked?”

“Yeah, what about you?”

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

“They make you do manual labor?”

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

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

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

“Text me your address,” he said.

“Wear something cute.”

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

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

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

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

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

♦

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

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

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

“Richard, I’m here.”

“Oh, hey! Did you see the backyard?”

“No, but your parents have beautiful artwork.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t want dessert first?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What did you buy?” asked Richard.

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

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

“Thank you,” said James.

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

“I think about you nonstop,” said Richard.

“Me too.”

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

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

“You’ll want more than a kiss.”

“I won’t. I promise,” he said.

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

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

“I’m sure you can find room for it.”

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

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

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

“Shit, nobody has ever taken this much.”

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

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

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

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

“What is it?”

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

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

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

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

“What did you buy?”

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

“Did you want to put on some music?”

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

“Come over here,” he said.

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

“You’re tight,” he said.

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

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

James shook his head.

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

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

“You’re demanding, aren’t you?”

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

“What about me?”

Richard raised his eyebrow.

“Don’t I get to cum?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You liked that?”

James nodded.

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

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

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

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You weren’t in bed.”

“Come join me,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s so big.”

“You’ll learn to love it, won’t you?”

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

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

“Stockings and a slip.”

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

“You know what time it is?”

James nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shit. That’s my phone,” said James.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Were you two kissing in the picture?”

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

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

“Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SIX

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

“You’re scaring me, Lily,” he said.

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

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

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

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

“Who?”

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

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

“I know. The guy was Richard May.”

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

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

“I think I’m in love with Candice.”

“So, what are we telling your parents?”

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

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

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

“Incredible. It was like a dream.”

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

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

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

“You ready?” asked James.

Lily nodded. “Sure, why not?”

They drove back to her house in silence.

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What did they say?”

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

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

“Why did Lily come home?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

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

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

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

“Thank you for saving me, James.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SEVEN

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My girlfriend,” Lily said.

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

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

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

“Me too,” said Richard.

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

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

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

“Can we smoke this?”

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

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

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

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

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

♦

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You sure you want big daddy?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that?”

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

“Does it hurt?”

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

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

“How does it feel?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPILOGUE

One Year Later

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

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

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

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

“Lily, come here!”

“Yes? I’m running late,” she said.

“Who are you seeing tonight?”

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

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

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

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

“I’m early,” said James.

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

“Really? You spoil me,” James said.

“Buying you gifts is my favorite hobby.”

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

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

“Among other things.” James said and winked. “Now let’s see this present you got me!”
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I never intended to turn my best friend’s brother into a girl, especially since I despised him. David was the biggest perv a girl could ever meet. Watching me far too intently when I visited Maria’s house. Always there to say hello and goodbye. David clearly couldn’t get enough of me.

I pretended to hate the attention, even though I really loved it. David was harmless. Gentler than most guys. Sometimes I went over to Maria’s place just to feel his eyes on me. Not that I ever planned on doing anything with the halfwit.

Maria and I were sophomores at the university close to where we grew up. David was a senior. I never paid him much attention, except to call him a ‘loser’ or a ‘perv’ or to ask him why he hadn’t yet lost his virginity. Maria would call me cruel, and then we’d snicker and disappear into her room.

David was always staring if I bothered to glance over my shoulder at him. Sometimes I did. Other times I didn’t. A girl had to keep her admirers guessing.

Does she want me? Does she hate me? Will she ever give me a chance?

“Katherine,” said Maria. “It’s your turn. Truth or dare.”

The girls and I were having a sleepover at Maria’s. It was winter break, and we’d all just survived a killer round of finals. College was so much harder than high school. I actually had to study, which was a major bummer, but I survived and got good enough grades to maintain my half-ride scholarship.

“Truth,” I said.

“If you could sleep with anyone on campus, who would it be?”

I looked at each of the girls, sweeping over them with my gaze, before landing my attention on Maria. “Your brother.”

Maria fake vomited. “Gross, Katherine. Stop playing games. Seriously, who would it be? Tommy? He wants you so bad, and you won’t even look at him.”

“Yeah, what’s wrong with you? I’d take him in a heartbeat,” Kimberly said.

“Maybe that’s why he doesn’t want you, Kimberly. You’re too easy to get. Why don’t you try closing those legs for once in your life? Every guy I reject ends up between them.”

A darkness cast over Kimberly’s face. She crossed her arms and said nothing.

Marjorie sat forward, running her fingers mindlessly through her blonde hair. “I love how you string Tommy along. It’s so inspiring how you can turn down a stud like that.” Marjorie was on the bed next to Maria. Kimberly lay behind them, probably imagining a man fucking her loose pussy.

I was standing against the dresser, nursing the last few drops of my drink. Our other friend, Beth, was sitting on a chair in the corner. She had a book in her lap that she picked up every few minutes when she got bored with the conversation.

“So, Katherine, are you going to sleep with Tommy or not?” asked Beth.

I narrowed my eyes at Beth. “Tommy isn’t my type.”

Kimberly gasped and moved to the edge of the bed. “How could you say that? Tommy is every girl’s type. He’s so dreamy and handsome.”

“Gosh, Kimberly. You’d better get a towel before you wet the sheets,” I said.

“Shut up,” said Kimberly. “You’re such a bitch.”

I stepped forward, making Kimberly flinched. I laughed. “Like I’d ever hit you. I’m not a monster. Wait for me while I refill my drink.”

The girls said nothing as I left the room, sashaying my narrow hips as I went. I held my drink with a dainty hand as I went downstairs. There was a light on and someone rummaging through the kitchen, which brought a smile to my face.

“Hey, loser. What are you doing in here?” I asked when I turned the corner.

David lifted his head and closed the fridge door. He was holding a container of yogurt, wearing athletic shorts. I couldn’t help but notice the outline beneath them when David tried to rush out of the room.

“Hey, don’t leave. Where are you going?”

David stopped, turning toward me. His dick looked swollen beneath his shorts, which only made me want to torment him more. David was more my type than Tommy. So much more pliable and willing to follow my commands. Tommy wouldn’t listen to a word I said, and all he would see was my pussy. I never understood why women wanted men like Tommy.

“My room,” said David. His voice quivered, making the predator within me even hungrier.

“Did you sneak a camera into Maria’s bedroom before we arrived?”

David’s face reddened, and his poor little dick only got harder. It wasn’t tiny, per se, but it was a million shades of pathetic. I’m surprised there wasn’t a stain in his pants from cumming in his panties. The outline beneath his shorts was unmistakable to the trained eye.

I stepped forward. David’s hand holding the yogurt shook. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“You didn’t answer my question. Did you put a camera in Maria’s room to spy on us?”

David swallowed. “Why would I do that?”

I grabbed David’s hard dick through his shorts, unable to stop myself. Something powerful overcame me. David gasped, and then his body trembled violently. I felt a warm goo land on my hand, which made me chuckle.

“Wow,” I said.

David jumped back when I released him. “Fuck, Katherine. What the hell was that?”

“I don’t know, David. Just wanted to feel your cock. Didn’t expect you to cum in half a second.”

David groaned and twisted his legs. “Are you going to tell anyone?”

“What? That you came in a second, or that you were wearing panties under your shorts when it happened?”

“What are you talking about?” David asked, but his voice cracked as he said the words. If he didn’t have such a cute face beneath all the nerdiness, his denial would have been a million times more pathetic than it was.

“Oh, David. Give it up. You think I don’t know what panties look like under shorts? You think I didn’t feel them when I grabbed your junk?”

David was silent for a moment before he put the yogurt on the counter and dropped to his knees. He grabbed my hands and stared at me with watery eyes.

“Please, Katherine. I’ll do anything. Don’t tell my sister and your friends.”

“Anything?” I asked.

David’s eyes widened when he realized that ‘anything’ with me could really mean anything. It was no secret that I was a bitch. People feared me. They whispered when I passed. Maybe people wouldn’t know me outside of this town, but everyone here did. It was why I didn’t move away for college. Why go to a place where I wasn’t famous?

David was still holding my hands. He swallowed. “Yes, anything. What will you make me do?”

“I still haven’t decided if I’ll keep the secret, but I’ll keep your offer in mind.”

David’s face broke, but he was far from broken. He had no idea the damage I could do. He didn’t know all the ideas running through my head, but why not do something he liked? If he wanted to wear panties so badly, why couldn’t he wear more?

“Katherine, please. You can’t tell your friends. I’ll never live it down.”

I smiled and shook my head slowly while staring down at my sweet, innocent dweeb. He could be so handsome and popular and get all the girls he wanted, but he didn’t have the personality for it. Maybe he had the personality for something else, though.

I wasn’t yet sure while we stared at each other in the kitchen, but the idea of turning David into a pretty girl would soon come. My empty cup preoccupied my mind too much to process thoughts.

“Why don’t you run along and clean yourself up? I promise to keep your secret safe tonight and will decide what to do in the morning.”

David lingered. I waved him away, making him rush out of the room to his lair in the basement. I went over to the fridge and mixed a vodka with orange juice. Maria’s parents kept bottles of liquor in the fridge and never asked questions when they disappeared. Not that it mattered. We’d all turn twenty-one next year and be able to buy our own booze.

I was walking back upstairs when the idea hit me. David might have been lame as a boy, but maybe he could shine as a girl.
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There’s no telling if David ever hid a camera in Maria’s room to watch us. It was doubtful, as there was unlimited porn online. What he didn’t know was that I planted a camera in his room after seeing those panties beneath his shorts.

My best friend’s brother, who I hated, had become a lot more interesting, and it only got more so when I could watch him like a fly on the wall.

David held a balled fist in front of his lips, pretending it was a microphone, and sang at the top of his lungs. He was wearing a pair of panties, which I knew for a fact were Maria’s because I was there when she bought them.

They were pink and covered with cute little drawings. Maria had so many pairs of panties that she might not notice a few missing, but David would die when I showed him the video.

The best part came after the song. David pulled up a video of a crossdressing guy getting rammed in the ass by a chick with a long strap-on. He had his dick hanging out the side of his borrowed panties and came so fast that it was honestly pitiful.

David had no idea what storm was coming his way, but I couldn’t wait to give him his surprise.

Maria opened the door when I knocked. A few weeks had already passed since the pantie incident. The new semester had begun, and we were all drowning in homework. I hated college and couldn’t wait for it to end, so I could move on with my life and make some money instead of spending it.

“Hey, Katherine. When will homework and tests be over?”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” I said with a sigh. “Did you make us something to eat while we study?”

“My parents left stuff from the deli in the fridge. You can take whatever you want.”

I thanked Maria and told her I would meet her in her bedroom before going to the kitchen. There was plenty to choose from in the fridge. I grabbed half a sandwich and a strawberry soda, taking a detour on the way to Maria’s room.

When I met Maria, David lived upstairs, but he’d since moved to the basement. It was his gross boy dungeon, but I had plans on changing that. How would David ever be able to deny my wishes with all the dirt I have on him?

David didn’t hear me until I reached the bottom step. He jumped and cursed, settling when he realized it was just me. He was playing the game but stopped looking at the TV now that I was hogging his attention.

“What are you doing here, Katherine?”

“I came by to study with Maria, but thought I’d come down here to see how you were doing. Gosh, David. Don’t you let any air into this room?” I pinched my nose as I asked the question.

David moved toward me, catching me off guard with the swiftness of his movement. Not that stirring the stale air helped anything. David stepped in front of me, blocking my path to the window.

“I suggest you move. Unless you want the truth coming out,” I said.

David narrowed his eyes and stepped aside. I opened the nearest window, flooding the room with light and a rush of fresh air. David winced as though he were a vampire. I walked over to the corner where I’d hidden the camera and took it from its spot.

“What the fuck are you doing, Katherine?”

I laughed and turned to David, catching my hair in the wind. David jumped when I tossed the camera toward him. I pulled my phone from my purse to play David the video I recorded of him dancing and jacking off in the underwear he stole from his sister, like a freak.

David’s face showed how I’d broken him even more than when we were standing in his kitchen.

“That’s against the law, Katherine. I’ll sue you.”

“Shut up, David. I only did it to have proof in case anyone didn’t believe me when I told them the truth. Now it’s your word against a video.”

“Fuck,” David said. He dropped to his gaming chair. I could hear people cursing through the headphone, yelling at him to pick up his controller and play, but David was mine. I’d paralyzed him. Shocked him to the core. How long had he been going along stealing Maria’s panties and thinking he could get away with it?

“What do you want, Katherine?”

“Nothing, really. Only what you’re afraid to give yourself.”

“What’s that?”

“I want to turn you into a girl, if you want. It’s whatever if you don’t, though. I’m busy with classes. Just having that tape to watch over and over again will be enough. Dangling the truth over you. Watching you quiver and worry about when I might tell someone. It’s going to be so delicious,” I said.

“Katherine. Please, delete the tape. I promise I won’t do it again.”

“Why not? Don’t you like wearing panties?”

“I, uh, no. I don’t.”

His obvious lie made me throw my head back and laugh. David scooted forward, still on his knees. “Be quiet, Katherine. My sister will hear you.”

“Your sister is in her bedroom, where I should be. I just wanted to give you something first,” I said and tossed David the box I’d packed for him in my bag.

“What’s in this?”

“Your first gift. It could be your last, or there could be others. Come to me when you decide, but don’t take too long, David. I lose interest fast.”

David grabbed the box. I left the room, not bothering to wait for him to open it. He’d find the panties I bought him. He could either accept his fate and become the woman he was meant to be, or he could spend his entire life stealing his sister’s underwear and never living his fantasies outside of his head.

It didn’t matter to me what David did when I ascended the two flights. Maria had her face in a book when I entered her room, looking startled, like she’d forgotten I was even there.

“Katherine, where were you? I thought you’d left.”

“I got a phone call, so I stepped outside.”

“Oh,” Maria said with a pause. “I seriously hate this communications class. The teacher is a real bitch, giving us all these extra readings and only using ten percent of it on the test.”

“Yeah, sounds like a real cunt.” I nodded along as Maria vented about her abusive professor, but my mind was really focused on David. Was he already trying on the panties I’d given him? Was he imagining what his life could look like as a girl?

“Whatever,” said Maria. “I’m thinking about dropping her class. This bitch is crazy.”

“Go for it,” I said.

“Maybe I will.”

Would David?
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Beth and I were hanging out in the university’s cafeteria. She’d packed a salad for lunch. I was eating an apple with a bag of baked chips. It wasn’t the healthiest option, but nothing they were serving sounded good, and I couldn’t get my mind off David. It’d been over a week since I gave him the panties, along with a card that had my number written on it, and nothing.

No text messages. No calls. I sighed as I popped a chip into my mouth. What in the world was wrong with David?

Beth stabbed a cherry tomato with her fork. Its juice squirted across the table and landed on my hand. I lifted it to my lips and met Beth’s eye.

“Can I ask you a hypothetical question?”

“Usually when people say that the situation isn’t hypothetical,” said Beth.

I was closest to her out of all the girls in the group. We each had our own unique relationships, but I’d known Beth the longest. She’d shown up in our town when her mother, a professor at the university, got a job there. It wasn’t until later that I learned her family was loaded and that she’d traveled around the world.

“This is hypothetical, Beth. Don’t tell anyone, but it’s about something I saw while… watching porn.” I said the last words in a whisper, as though I’d ever be ashamed about watching porn. Beth had to believe the lie, though, which her eyes told me she did.

“You were watching porn? What happened?” Beth asked.

I swallowed a breath. “There was this guy. He was hunky, like Tommy. Girls would probably want him if they saw him walking around a store, but he wasn’t a hunk in this video. The girl was fucking him with a strap-on, and the guy was wearing a teddy.”

Beth blushed and covered her mouth. “You’re kidding.”

I shook my head. “No, Beth. This is serious. I saw it last night, and it was so shocking. Could you ever do something like that?”

Beth was never one to answer a question without taking a second to ponder. She tilted her head to the side, like she was imagining herself fucking a guy with a strap.

“I don’t know. Maybe. If the guy really wanted it,” said Beth. “Why? Are you thinking about fucking a guy while he wears a teddy?”

“No, it was just hypothetical. I’d never seen anything like it and was like, oh my goodness. What kind of girl would do such a thing? Really, Beth. Do I seem like the type of girl to fuck some sissy guy?”

Beth shrugged. “Why not? You’re pretty dominant for a girl, even if you like to wear makeup and dresses. Nobody says no to Katherine.”

“Don’t be jealous,” I said.

“I’ve never been the jealous type. Don’t forget to tell me if you do it.”

“Do what?”

Beth smirked, telling me with her deadpan gaze that I couldn’t play her like a fool.


4

I was walking outside between classes a few days later when I saw David for the first time. He didn’t turn away when I met his eyes. He didn’t run when I waved and moved toward him, but then Tommy came out of nowhere and blocked my path.

“Hey, gorgeous.” Tommy’s minty breath hit my face. The cloud of cologne that hung around him choked me. “Why don’t you ever respond to my DMs?”

I sighed and flipped my hair over my shoulder, switching on the bitch within me. “Why don’t you stop trying and get lost?” I stepped forward, but Tommy blocked my path.

“Don’t act like you don’t want this, Katherine.”

“Why don’t you call my friend Kimberly? She’d love to hear from you.”

“Not interested. You’re the hot one,” he said.

“No,” I corrected. “I’m the one you can’t get, and it drives you crazy, but here’s the thing, Tommy. You’d better get out of my fucking way and stop messaging me, or I’ll make your life a living hell.”

Tommy narrowed his eyes. He held his position a moment longer, looking like he wanted to take what I wouldn’t give.

“You’re a fucking bitch, Katherine. If you ever get a boyfriend, I’m going to kick his ass just for beating me.”

I grunted. “Right, like you have the balls. You’re such a punk, Tommy. Have you ever thought that maybe if you weren’t such an asshole that I’d actually give you a chance? Your act might work on other women, but I’m different. Your muscular body and hyper-masculinity mean nothing to me.”

“Whatever, Katherine. You’re the one who’ll regret this when I stop looking at you.”

This made me laugh so hard that a tear formed in my eye. I needed to stop before Tommy lost control of himself and hit me or something, so I patted him on the shoulder and stepped past his stunned frame, glancing around for David, but he was gone.
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“I’m in,” a voice said.

I had my head dropped and headphones in, flipping through a magazine at a local café. I glanced up from the glossy pages to find David standing over me. He was smiling and gestured to the chair. I shrugged as I pulled out an earbud.

“In for what, exactly?”

“What you said. I want to try it.”

I’d been waiting for David to come to me for over a week, but I couldn’t help but play with him. “You’ll have to remind me what I said, David. I can’t remember because it’s been so long.”

David groaned and sat in the chair across from me. “Are you really going to make me say it? With all these people around?”

“Oh, David, if you want what I’m offering, you’ll have to get a lot more comfortable in your skin. Are you wearing one of my gifts?”

David swallowed and glanced at his pants. “Yes. So, what should I do? How should we do this?”

“Do what, David? I still haven’t heard you say it.”

“How are you going to turn me into a girl?”

I gasped and looked around the coffeeshop with wide eyes. I put my finger to my lips and shushed David. “Quiet, or someone might hear you.”

“That’s what I was trying to say.”

The flustered look on David’s face melted my heart. He was so much easier than Tommy. I didn’t feel like he was going to attack me if I said the wrong thing. I felt like he would follow whatever rules I established. David was an adorable guy, and I wanted to make him my new best friend. My girl.

“Oh, don’t get your panties in a bunch.”

“Katherine!”

“Yes, David? Or should we give you a girl’s name?”

“We shouldn’t talk about this here. There are so many people,” David hissed.

“Where do you suggest we talk? You’re the one who found me here after not calling for over a week.”

“About that.” David scratched the back of his head. “I kind of ruined the card shortly after opening the package.”

“Let me guess. You jizzed all over it?”

David blushed and hid his face, but he couldn’t hide the truth. I laughed and shook my head. If only David knew how much I was enjoying myself, but I had to play the role of the disinterested popular girl. His former adversary. His sister’s best friend with a humiliating video of him at my disposal.

“Gosh, David, you really need to learn to control yourself if you want to be a girl.”

“Why can’t you keep your voice down? I knew I shouldn’t have come here,” David said.

I acted unconcerned when he stood to leave, even though I wanted to shout at him to stay. He’d already come this far, so it’d crush me to see him leave now, but I couldn’t beg him to stay. There would be nothing sexy about that.

“Bye, David.”

David stood over the table, and I watched him, daring him to leave with my intense gaze. He didn’t. He couldn’t. David sat back in the chair after puffing out a breath.

“So, are you ready to play by my rules?”

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Nothing you’re not dying to have me do. Give me your phone,” I said.

David reached into his pocket and passed me his phone. I took it and punched in my number to send myself a message. My phone lit up on the table.

“Now I have your number. Wait for my text, but don’t keep me waiting this time. You won’t get a second chance. Got it?”

David reached out and took his phone. “I understand. It took me a lot of courage to come here today.”

“That’s interesting.” I glanced at everything I had spread out on the table in front of me. This new semester was killing me, but I’d make time for David. Turning him into a girl would be a welcome distraction from the endless pages of textbook I had to read. “If you don’t mind, I was busy before you interrupted me.”

“Sorry for bothering you.” David hopped to his feet. “See you around.”

I waved as David walked away, wondering if his ass would look better in a skirt or short shorts. We could try both. David was mine now, and I couldn’t wait to have some fun.
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Me: Are you home? What are your parents doing? Maria said she’s going out with a boy tonight.

I would have invited David to my place, but it was messy, and I didn’t want him to see how I really lived. I didn’t have a roommate or anything, so we could hang out at my place eventually, but not until after I cleaned.

David: Nothing. Playing the game. Thinking about when you were going to text me.

Me: I’m texting you now. Can I come over? Are your parents at home?

David: Yeah, they’re home, but you can come over.

My finger hovered over the screen. David’s parents knew me as Maria’s friend, so they’d probably find it strange if I showed up to hang out with David, especially since everyone knew how much of a loner he was. They’d probably accuse him of selling drugs and go through his room, so I shook my head.

Me: Give me an hour, and then you can come over to my place, but I won’t let you in or ever talk to you again if you show up early.

David: Fine. I’ll be there in two.

I sent David a smiley face and locked my phone. I rushed around the apartment to make it look like a pretty girl lived there instead of a slob. It took a little over an hour to get the apartment to an acceptable state. I rushed to the bathroom after I was satisfied to wash my face, and then I threw on a dress with a pair of kitten heels.

David knocked on the door two hours after our last message, when I sent him the address. He was wearing a handsome shirt and cologne, which confused me because I thought he’d come so I could turn him into a girl.

“Hey, David. Come in.” I pulled him inside and turned him toward me, squaring his shoulders. “What are you wearing? I thought you were going to dress up when you came over here.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize you’d want to do that tonight.”

“What? Is this a game to you, David? Why would you think I wouldn’t want to dress you up in something pretty? Maybe we could even snap a few pictures and share them with the world.”

“No,” hollered David. “Not pictures. Please.”

I shrugged. “We’ll see. Why don’t you grab us two cold ciders from the fridge while I pick you out something to wear?”

David swallowed, but he did as I said. I went to my bedroom and grabbed some loose-fitting clothes and a bra that we could stuff for David. I also grabbed a pair of tights to cover his legs, since I was sure he hadn’t shaved. Most men were so lazy with their manscaping, and I could assume David was no different.

He'd learn. “David, make sure to put mine in a glass.” I hollered as I grabbed the clothes that I’d picked out for him and went back to the living room.

David was grabbing my glass when I entered the kitchen. “What did you pick out?” he asked.

“A cute dress. Why don’t you go to the bathroom and put it on?”

“If you insist.”

David went to the bathroom with the clothes as I waited for him on the couch, sipping my cider. He left the door cracked. I saw the movement of his shadow as he changed into the panties, tights, bra, and dress that I’d picked out for him.

“I’ve never worn a dress before, but I’d be lying if I said I never thought about it.”

“Of course you’ve thought about it,” I said with a laugh. “What man hasn’t?”

“You don’t think I’m weird?”

“I never said that, but who isn’t weird? You need to stop worrying about what other people think and start worrying about what you want in life, David.”

David was silent, but he kept changing.

“Put on the bra, and I’ll stuff it for you. Trust me, I’m a master at it.”

“Okay,” David said in a bright voice. “I know I’ll need some work to really pass as a girl, but damn, I’m already looking pretty girly.”

My insides flipped, and I was desperate to see him. See how he looked in my clothes. “Come out and show me.”

David came out a second later. His dress was purple and hung down to his knees. Beneath that he had on black tights. I grabbed some tissue from the bathroom and got to work stuffing David’s bra to give him a voluptuous chest.

“There. Now you almost look like a girl. All you need is a good shave, some makeup, and a wig. For tonight, though, we can skip all that. I was thinking we could cam you.”

“What?” David asked in a high voice. “You want me to cam people?”

“Yeah, and I want you to stroke your dick under the dress while you do it. Pull it out the side of my panties and keep rubbing it until you cum. Show off your cleavage to make the boys really want you.”

“So, I don’t have to show my face?”

“We can keep your face off camera. What do you say?”

David looked down at his feminized body and shrugged. “What do I have to lose? What are you getting out of this?”

“I’m going to masturbate while I watch you cam. Make you wish my dildo was your dick.”

David reached beneath his dress to grab his dick, which made me chuckle.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes. So badly.”

“Maybe, if you’re lucky.”

I walked out of the room to get my laptop. While I was in my bedroom, I stripped naked and grabbed my dildo. David squeaked when I walked back into the room. His dropped jaw made me smile.

“What? Have you never seen a naked woman before?”

“Not like this. Not like you.”

I opened the laptop and placed it in front of David. “Test the camera and find an angle that works while I grab you some lube and a towel.”

David nodded and sat on his knees in front of the camera. I watched him over my shoulder as I went for the supplies. He hiked up his dress and pulled his erect dick out the side of his panties.

I tossed the lube and towel to the floor in front of David. I grabbed a chair and sat in front of him, parting my legs and placing the tip of the dildo against my pussy.

“Open up a chat roulette and get going, sexy lady. We don’t have all night.”

David took a deep breath with one hand mindlessly on his thick cock before reaching forward to type on the computer.

“Turn up the volume. Don’t be boring, either. I want you to get into it. Be the hot girl who happens to have a dick. Let the girl within you free.”

David stared at me a moment before nodding. He continued, and then I heard a man beating his dick. It only lasted a second before it disappeared.

“He left.”

“Someone will stay.”

David had to go through a few more before there was a man who stayed. David was stroking his dick, but I knew he’d found someone good by the way his eyes widened.

“What?” I asked while rubbing my pussy lips with the tip of the dildo, ready to fuck myself with it and cum, but I couldn’t cum without David.

“This guy is built.”

“Let me see,” I said.

David picked up the computer and turned it to me. The man had tattoos all over his arms and chest. He probably spent hours in the gym every day. He waved at me. I waved at him with my dildo. He laughed and motioned to turn the camera back around.

“He wants you, honey.”

David’s eyes widened, but I could tell he enjoyed being picked by the hunky guy. David turned the camera back to his body frame, avoiding his face. The man groaned into the camera and told David to stroke his girl dick.

David moaned like a chick and used a high voice to ask, “like this?”

“Fuck, that’s hot. I’d want you stroking it just like that while I fucked your mouth or ass. What do you prefer?”

David reddened at the question, but this man was making me hot. He was all alpha and wanted to dominate David’s feminized body.

“I don’t know. I’ve never done either.”

“Fuck me,” the man said. He was probably so hard and ready to tear David’s tight ass in two. “Where do you live?”

“USA. You?”

“I’m from there, but I live in Germany now. You’re lucky, or I’d drive across the country to watch that pretty little cock squirt. Tell your girlfriend to fuck you with that dildo she has. I want her to stretch you out.”

My pussy was gushing at this man’s deep voice. Too bad he was all the way across the ocean because I would have paid to watch him fuck David’s femininized ass.

David looked at me with wide eyes, but he was about to get this dildo in his ass, whether he liked it or not. I got to my knees next to David and pushed him to his hands and knees. I watched the hunk stroke his dick on the screen as I grabbed the lube to lather the dildo. David’s virgin ass would need it.

I lifted David’s dress and moved his panties to the side, making sure our hunk could see everything. I pressed the dildo against David’s ass. He shuttered, but I knew he was ready for my dick.

“Pretend that dildo is my dick while your girl fucks you with it.”

I reached between my legs to touch my aching pussy. I slipped one finger into my cunny as I pushed the tip of my dildo into David’s hole. He yelped, but I smacked his ass and told him to take it. Our alpha told him the same.

David’s breaths deepened as I pushed the cock deeper into his ass, stretching his walls for the first time. The alpha was beating his dick like a madman, yelling at me to fuck David harder with the dildo. He was commanding both of us, and I couldn’t handle how hot his orders made me feel.

“I won’t last much longer,” David hollered. He hadn’t even touched his dick once since I put the dildo into him, but he was still rock hard.

“Turn over, so I can watch you squirt.”

David did as the alpha said.

“Now grab your legs and hold them in the air. Fuck him hard, girl. Make that sissy cum.”

I used all my energy to move the dildo back and forth in David’s stretched hole. He wasn’t even touching his dick, and it happened. Just when I was thinking it wouldn’t. A waterfall of white shot from his tip, covering the towel in cream.

Our alpha grunted and moaned, covering his camera with jizz. I hollered as I came all over my hand. The alpha wiped away what had landed on his camera.

“You two were hot. Here’s my email. Use it when you’re horny.”

An email address appeared, and then our alpha vanished. I took a picture of the computer screen before grabbing David’s hand and going to the shower.

I don’t know what came over me, but I kissed David while the water washed over us. The kiss deepened, and it felt real. Better than any kiss I’d ever had before. I just wasn’t ready to admit it to myself.
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“Hold still. I’ve almost finished,” I said to David. We were at my place. It was a Thursday night after class. The girls wanted to hang out, but I blew them off to spend time with my project.

“What are you doing? My face feels weird.”

“It’s the makeup. You’ll get used to wearing it.”

“You really think people will see me as a girl?”

“I don’t think. I know.”

“How?” asked David.

I blended the last bit of foundation, amazed by the work I’d done. David looked nothing like the lonely nerd who hung around in his basement. He had transformed into a pretty girl. One all the boys would watch on the dance floor.

I grabbed a mirror and held it in front of David’s face. He gasped when he saw his reflection. He touched his face until I told him to stop.

“How did you do that? I look like a different person.”

“I know. You’ll need a new name. What should we call you?”

“I’m fond of the name Winona.”

“Winona? I like it. Where did you come up with that?”

David shrugged. “I guess I’ve always thought it was a pretty name. Just never knew it’d be mine.”

“We’re who we want to be, Winona. Don’t forget to keep your voice light tonight. At least it’ll be loud where we’re going.”

“Where are you taking me? I’m so nervous about going out in public. What if someone recognizes me? This isn’t a huge town.”

“It’s big enough to have a dance club on Thursday nights.”

“Only because there’s a university.”

I grabbed David’s hand before he let fear stop him from a night out on the town. We left my apartment. David struggled to walk in the heels I made him wear, but he got better after a quick lesson. Hopefully nobody recognized him, but that was all part of the fun.

***

Pop music thumped from within the club. It was still early in the year, so Winona and I were freezing in our short dresses and high heels as we waited in line to get into the club. Winona pulled out the wallet I’d lent her and flashed me her ID.

“What if the bouncer doesn’t let me in?”

“I doubt you’re the first girly boy he’s seen.”

“Come on, Katherine. I’m serious.”

“So am I, Winona. Come on. We’re almost to the door. Tonight will be amazing.”

The club was eighteen and over, but I had a fake ID that said I was twenty-two instead of twenty, so the bouncer didn’t bother drawing an ‘X’ on my hand. He also didn’t bother Winona about her ID.

We stepped inside with our arms linked. “Told you he wouldn’t say anything.”

“My heart is still racing,” said Winona.

“Let’s grab a drink and hit the dance floor. I love being here with you. How does it feel being out in public?”

“It’s thrilling, but I’m glad it’s dark in here. I’m not sure I could go out during the day.”

“Not yet, but you will.”

Winona didn’t argue and followed me to the bar. The bartender came right over to us, looking like he was undressing us with our eyes. Nothing I hadn’t seen from a man, but surprise was clear on Winona’s face. She’d never seen a horny man look at her like dinner.

“What are you having, Winona?”

“Vodka tonic,” she said.

The bartender nodded, and I ordered a gin gimlet on the rocks. He made our drinks while we turned away from him to scan the room. Winona gasped when she saw someone, turning back toward the bar.

“What? Who did you see?” I asked.

“Nobody,” Winona said.

The bartender and I shared a glance, like we knew Winona was lying, staring down at the bar like she couldn’t lift her eyes. I said nothing, waiting for the bartender to finish mixing our cocktails. I tossed him some cash, leaving a generous tip. He tried to say something else, but I ignored him and pulled Winona away from the bar.

“What did you see?” I asked once we were out of earshot of the bartender, who was still watching us like a hawk.

“It’s my friend, Albert. We play the game together a lot and basically everything else. He knows me better than anyone.”

When Winona mentioned Albert, I could vaguely put a face to the name, so I scanned the room. I spotted Albert standing against the wall with a bottled beer in his hand. He didn’t seem to be looking at anything. More just sullen and alone, like there was no way in the world he could get a girl.

“You should go talk to him.”

“What? Have you lost your mind, Katherine? I can’t do that,” said Winona.

“Why not?”

“Albert’s my friend. He’ll recognize me. I knew coming here was a bad idea,” Winona said in a panicked voice.

“Stop it, Winona. You’re a different person tonight. Maybe dancing with Albert would help you believe it. I guarantee all he’ll see is what you put in front of him, a beautiful girl. Talk in your high voice and shake that ass. At least you know he won’t try to slip a finger into your pussy.”

“Guys do that?”

I chuckled. “You have so much to learn about being a girl. Throw back your drink and tell him to buy you another one.”

“You really think that’s a good idea?”

“I’ll be close, Winona. Don’t worry.”

“Okay.” Winona put the drink to her lips and downed it in a few swallows, passing me the glass. I adjusted her wig and made sure she looked perfect before giving her the okay to approach Albert. She turned toward Albert and crossed the room, rocking her hips as she went.

I set her empty drink next to a pile of empty glasses and disappeared into the crowd, keeping my eye on Winona as I rocked my hips.

She approached Albert. They said hello, and it didn’t look like he recognized who Winona was beneath the makeup and wig. All I saw was a wide smile on Albert’s face. Winona grabbed his hand, and they went to the dance floor. They were but a few feet from me, clearly in their own world.

Winona probably knew all the things to say. Knew what topics to bring up to capture Albert’s attention. Not that she’d have to talk for long.

She turned her ass toward Albert’s crotch and poked it out. Albert reached forward and grabbed her cheek. He leaned his hips toward her neck as they danced with their bodies pressed together, ignoring everything else in the room. It almost made me a little jealous seeing Winona with another man like that, but I had to let her explore. It’s not like she’d be going home with anyone but me.

I danced and lost myself in the music. Winona and Albert never strayed far. They went to the bar once, but then they were right back to their spot, dancing and kissing and giving several people around them the hots. I saw it in the way others watched them with desire.

“Katherine, what are you doing here? It’s great to see you.”

I ignored the familiar voice, wishing Winona were paying enough attention to come save me from the impending doom that was Tommy. He was standing over me like an imaginary monster in the shadows.

“Ugh, what do you want, Tommy?”

Tommy stepped forward, closing whatever space had been between us. I almost pushed him away, but then I glanced over my shoulder at Albert and Winona and got an even better idea. I reached forward and grabbed Tommy’s shirt, pulling him forward to the point that our noses almost touched.

“Actually, I’m glad you’re here. I’m tired of dancing alone.”

A goofy laugh left Tommy’s mouth, looking like he wanted to give me a high five, but my stony eyes stopped him cold.

“Should we dance then? Do you want a refill on your drink?”

I sipped the last bit of my drink and passed Tommy the glass. “I’m fine, but would you mind putting this glass over there?”

“Not at all,” Tommy said. He grabbed the glass to set it with all the other dirty ones. He turned back to me, looking like he might explode with joy. I wanted to tell him to calm down, but what was the point? He’d been chasing me for months, ever since the first time I denied him. “So, where were we?”

“We can dance, but I’ll break your hand if you try to touch my pussy.”

“God, you’re so feisty. It’s hot. Most girls just want me to tell them what to do, but you’re different. You—”

“Why don’t you shut up and put your hands on me? Haven’t you been dying for this moment?”

Tommy swallowed and stepped forward. His touch was lighter than I’d expected. At first. It only took a few beats of the song for Tommy to get more aggressive, turning me so that my ass faced him. He put his hands into my hair and bent me toward the floor. I gasped as he slammed his hips into my ass.

“What the hell, Tommy?” I asked and jumped away from him. I ran up to him and slapped him on the shoulder. “We’re not fucking.”

He wrapped his hand around my waist and pulled me close. His hardness pressed against my thigh. It felt smaller than I’d expected for a man with so much confidence.

“We should be fucking. I’ve been wanting to fuck you ever since I first asked you to dance at that party. How long has it been?”

“It was during the fall.”

“Yeah, and now it’s almost spring. Why have you been so hard for me to get?”

“Not every girl wants a man who tries to fuck her on the dance floor. I told you to call Kimberly if you wanted that.”

“She’s not my type. I prefer a challenge.”

I stared at Tommy a second before letting my eyes sweep the room. Winona was staring at me from across the club. I put my finger in Tommy’s face before running over to Winona and grabbing her arm, dashing toward the bathroom. We laughed like wild on our way.

I pulled Winona into a stall. She was panting when I locked the door. We faced each other, grinning like crazy.

“So, has Albert figured it out?”

“No, not at all. He thinks I’m some girl named Winona who goes to our school.”

“You’re Winona from the university tonight.”

Winona grinned and took a second to catch her breath while I pulled a compact out of my purse to check my makeup.

“So, what’s up with you and Tommy?”

“I wasn’t going to give him a chance, but then I had a crazy idea.”

“What?”

“Let’s suck their dicks.”

Winona’s eyes widened. “No way. We can’t do that, Katherine. You’re insane.”

“Why can’t we do it? Let’s go back to my place, put them on the couch, and suck their dicks. We can make a whole thing of it.”

I waited for Winona to reply. Her eyes looked wild in the darkness. I half expected her to push me away and walk out of the club, but she didn’t. She stepped closer to speak in a whisper.

“If we do this, we have to keep the lights low. I can’t have them seeing me in bright light. They’ll know right away.”

“I doubt it, but we can keep the lights low, but they’ll have to be bright enough for me to record.”

Winona gasped, but I felt the fire in my spirit. It must have been burning in my eyes. I wanted to put these men in their place. Maybe have something to hold over Tommy’s head.

“We can’t record them, Katherine. That’s not right. Wasn’t it enough that you recorded me?”

“What can I say? I like to make videos,” I said. “Sometimes words aren’t enough. Why tell a story when I could play a movie?”

“Yeah, a movie that would be starring me.”

“Keep your voice light, girlfriend. Don’t get all upset and blow your cover. We are in the girl’s bathroom.”

Winona dropped her voice back to a hushed whisper, fury lacing every word. “You’re crossing lines, Katherine. I don’t want to blow them if we’re going to record them.”

I rolled my eyes. “Look, Winona. Tommy’s been a real problem for me, and if I can get this footage to blackmail him, it’ll really take the heat off me. We’re going to do something to him that’ll make him think twice about touching me or stopping me at school when I’ve clearly told him I’m not interested a thousand different times. I’ll even blur out Albert’s face if it makes you feel better.”

Winona stared at me for several long beats. I wanted to shake her, but then she agreed. “Fine, but you have to blur out Albert. No lies.”

“Promise,” I said. “Should we tell them that we’re heading back to my place?”

“Sure. Do you do this kind of stuff with your other girlfriends?”

I grinned. “Nope. You’re special.”

Winona grinned like a fool. I shook a smile off my face, grabbed her hand, and pulled her out of the stall. The guys were waiting for us right where we’d left them, delighted to see we’d returned.

“Come on, guys. We’re leaving.”

“Okay,” they said in excited voices.
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“Here you go, guys.” I passed out plastic cups filled to the top with screwdrivers. I licked the orange juice that’d landed on my fingers as I walked to the living room with everyone else.

“Cheers,” Tommy said and moved his glass to the middle of the circle we’d formed in the living room.

“Cheers.” We sang the word and clinked our plastic cups together.

“Take a seat, guys. I’ll put on some music.” I walked over to the speaker and turned it on, connecting my phone. They watched me as I started a playlist, but what they didn’t see was the camera next to the speaker that I turned on to record everything we did.

I grabbed a chair and sat across from the three of them since there wasn’t much room for me on the couch.

“So, it’s just the four of us? Isn’t this an odd bunch?”

“Uh, yeah.” Tommy said in his goofy voice, like his head was filled with nothing but air. Albert, stuck in the middle, glanced at Tommy with a nervous expression. He’d probably never been with such a random group of people in his life. Winona wasn’t being very loving as she sat next to her friend slash date.

I stood and took a sip of my screwdriver, switching my hips as I walked toward them. The camera recording my every move, but the boys didn’t know. I winked at Winona when she glanced at me with nervous eyes, switching her attention to the stereo.

“So, who wants to play some games?”

“Do they involve taking off clothes?” asked Tommy.

“You’re such a perv, but yes, they do. Your clothes. Come here, Winona,” I said and held out my hand.

She stood and walked over to me. I grabbed Winona’s waist to pull her close for a kiss. I could feel her hard dick pressing against my leg beneath her dress, but her panties were keeping it perfectly in place, and her dress was wide enough that the boys wouldn’t notice her bulge.

Tommy hooted and hollered as Winona and I kissed more deeply, using our tongues. Touching like we couldn’t get enough of each other. I put my fingers into her brunette hair, wishing I could lift her dress to take her dick, but then the other boys would know her secret, and we couldn’t have that.

I broke the kiss and turned back to the guys. Tommy had his hand on his crotch. Albert looked like he’d seen a firework show.

“Winona and I were talking at the club, and we really want to suck your dicks, but that’s all. We’re not getting naked. So, what do you boys say?”

“Yes,” Tommy said without hesitation.

Albert glanced around the room, looking like he might puke. “You want to do that right here? Or should I go with Winona to the bedroom?”

I chuckled and shook my head, letting a gloss fall over my eyes as I stepped toward the couch. Goofy sounds left Tommy’s mouth. Albert seemed terrified.

“Are you afraid, Albert?”

“It’s just… I’ve never done it in front of other people. I’ve never really done anything at all.”

“Don’t tell me you’re a virgin,” said Tommy.

Albert shrugged. I grinned as I reached down to touch the bulge in Albert’s pants. Winona hovered behind me, looking like she might faint. I would have shaken her if I could. Didn’t she realize how much power she had as a woman? There was so much we could do with these guys at our disposal.

“Wow, not what I was expecting, but damn.”

“What?” asked Tommy. He glanced down at where I had my hand on Albert’s crotch. I looked at him in the eye and smirked.

“Oh, nothing, Tommy. We’re about to play a fun game.” I turned to Winona and leaned over to whisper into her ear, telling her to go grab a ruler from the desk in the corner. She came back with it seconds later. Then I had her go back for paper and a pen.

I slapped the ruler against my hand. “We’re going to play ‘measure the dicks’. Whoever has the biggest dick gets to pick what girl he wants sucking his dick, but only when I say.”

Albert looked terrified. Tommy unbuttoned his pants, sliding them to the floor, but he left on his boxers.

“You’re measuring, right?”

“No, Tommy. You boys have to measure each other. Don’t act like you’ve never seen another guy’s cock.”

Tommy groaned. “Come on, Katherine. That’s sick. You can’t have me touching his cock. Being naked next to him is one thing, but I’m not gay.”

I shrugged. “Guess you don’t want blowjobs. How can you expect us to hold a ruler when we need to make notes?”

“You better not be messing with us about the blowjobs. I’ll take either of you, but I’ll get pissed if you make me touch his dick and don’t give me anything.”

Albert hadn’t said a word. I wasn’t sure he was even there with us, but what guy would leave a situation where he might get his dick sucked by a hot girl?

“Don’t worry, Tommy. You’re such a hothead. Don’t you ever take a chill pill?”

“You play too many games, Katherine. Why can’t you be easy like the rest of them?”

“I told you which one of my friends is easy. You’re free to leave, but then Albert will get all the attention, and you don’t really want that, now do you?”

Tommy frowned, but I had him right where I wanted him. He wasn’t leaving. There was a chance I might put my lips around his dick. Measuring another man’s dick was a price Tommy was willing to pay.

I held out the ruler. “So, what’s it going to be?”

Tommy snatched the ruler from me and groaned. “Fine, but let’s make this quick.”

“Albert, are you willing?”

Albert swallowed before he nodded, not lifting his eyes from the ground. He reached down to unbutton his pants. Winona came up beside me, glancing at me with wild eyes, probably amazed by how easily I’d made the guys agree to strip naked and touch each other.

They were down to their boxers and needed a little encouragement to take the final step, but there was no way we could measure them if they weren’t naked and hard.

“Why don’t we help them with the last step, Winona?”

She nodded. We walked toward them. I went to Albert, and she went to Tommy. They watched us as we grabbed their boxers and dropped them to the floor. Albert had a bush of hair and a mushroom cock. Tommy was trimmed and neat, but his meat was decidedly smaller.

“It’s clear who might win this competition, but we need hard dicks to measure. Start touching yourselves.”

Tommy looked at Albert’s cock with wide eyes. Too bad he couldn’t see Winona’s cock. He really would have been upset then because I was positive that her cock was also bigger than his.

Tommy was stroking his small cock with two fingers. Then he glanced at us and barked. “Kiss or do something to make me horny. I can’t get horny with all you guys just watching me.”

“Whatever,” I said and turned to Winona to kiss her. I grabbed her ass while we kissed, staring at Tommy with my eyes open. His dick got hard seconds later. Winona’s did too. Then Albert’s. Three hard dicks in one room. It was a girl’s dream.

“All right, boys. You’re hard now, so start measuring. Winona, get your pen ready. Who’s first?”

Tommy and Albert looked at each other until Albert caved. “I’ll measure him first.”

“When you measure, press the ruler gently into the base of his cock, and hold his cock underneath, so that I can get a precise reading.”

The ruler was clear with black lettering, so I had no problem seeing Tommy’s swollen member through it as Albert followed my instructions. Tommy groaned and tried to act like he hated it when Albert handled his cock, but I saw both of their dicks twitching when they touched.

“Five inches,” I shouted. “Give me the string.”

Winona passed me the string she’d gotten from my desk. I wrapped it around Tommy’s cock and marked when it stropped before holding it against the ruler, which Albert still had against Tommy’s member.

“Three and a half inches around.”

Tommy groaned. “Do you have to yell?”

“What’s the big deal? You can’t change what you were born with, but there are always toys you could put over your cock if you wanted to make it bigger.”

Tommy grabbed the ruler from Albert, whose cock was jumping. It was long, thick, and veiny. Tommy swallowed as he put the ruler at Albert’s base. “Shit, dude.”

Albert took a shallow breath. He looked like he might faint. If only he had Tommy’s confidence because his dick was massive. I hoped he picked Winona because sucking it would be a challenge.

“Eight and a half inches long,” I shouted after eyeing the ruler. Tommy groaned, but his dick was still rock hard. I reached over and put his five inches in my hand. “Don’t be jealous. You’ll still get your dick sucked.”

“Whatever.”

“Winona, string.”

She handed me the string, which I wrapped around Albert’s thick manhood. He was throbbing in Tommy’s grip, almost like he might cum. Tommy was watching Albert like he would punch him if even a drop of cum landed on his hand.

I marked the string before putting it against the ruler. “Five inches around.”

Tommy dropped the ruler. Albert grabbed his cock, covering it like he was embarrassed, even though he had no reason to be. His dick was massive. I pushed his hands away.

“Put your hands on your hips, boys. Show us those hard cocks.”

Tommy shook his head and put his hands on his hips with all the confidence in the world, even though his dick looked tiny compared to Albert’s monster. Albert took longer to gain his confidence, but then he seemed to realize his dick was big and hard, even bigger and harder than one of the most popular guys on campus.

“There you go, Albert. Stroke that enormous cock. Make us wet for it. You don’t have to hide. We want to play with your friend.”

Albert blushed and shook his head. “I want Winona to suck my dick,” he said in a deep, seductive voice.

Winona’s eyes widened. “It’s so big,” she said.

“It’ll fit.”

I grinned, loving this new Albert. “You heard the man, Winona. He wants you. Wait here while I grab some towels, boys. It’s about to get wet and sloppy.”

They watched me with eager faces as I left the room to grab two towels from the linen closet. I placed them on the sofa and told the guys to sit. Winona and I got to our knees in front of them. The camera was at a perfect angle to capture everything.

“First girl to make her guy cum wins,” I said.

Winona took a deep breath as she grabbed the base of Albert’s cock, staring at it with wide eyes. “Here goes nothing.” Winona parted her lips and dropped them toward the tip of Albert’s thick cock.

I was so busy watching them that I’d forgotten all about Tommy and his small dick. Tommy grabbed my head. “Hey, stop watching them and blow me.”

“Oh, calm down. Don’t be upset that your small dick can’t hold my interest.”

Albert glanced at us, but then he returned his gaze to Winona bobbing up and down on his cock, taking as much of him as she could. He put his hands into her hair and pushed her mouth further down his cock, making her cough on his member. Winona’s wig moved a little on her head, but nobody seemed to notice except me. I smiled to myself as I turned my eyes back to Tommy.

I wrapped a finger and thumb around the base of his cock and looked at him. “How does a man with this dick have your confidence?”

“It’s not about the size. It’s about how I use it. Girls can’t get enough.”

“It probably has something to do with your six-pack abs. Don’t get fat, or you might never have another girl again.”

Tommy grunted and reached for the back of my head, but I swatted away his hand. “I’ll go as I please. Don’t rush me.”

“You’re going to lose. He looks like he could blow any second,” said Tommy.

I glanced at Albert. Winona had lost herself in the motions. She was stroking the base of Albert’s thick cock and moving her wet lips at lightning speed along his shaft. Albert grunted and moaned. He curled his toes.

“Come on, Katherine. We’re going to lose.” Tommy beat his cock, staring at me to do something.

I sighed. Right when I was parting his lips, Albert’s moan shook the room with its loudness. Winona purred on his cock, drinking every drop of his cum like the good girly slut she’d become. I glanced at Tommy’s swollen cock.

“Looks like we lost, Tommy.”

“Suck it for a second. Please. I don’t need much,” he said.

“Are you saying you never last long?”

Tommy growled. Winona and Albert were coming down from their high. I later learned that Winona had cum in her panties halfway through sucking Albert’s cock.

I was a woman of my word, though, so I reached for Tommy’s dick and gave it a kiss before wrapping my lips around his member. He moaned when I pushed my wet lips down his shaft, and he was right, it really didn’t take much to make him cum.

Tommy was hollering less than a minute later and cumming all over himself. No way was I about to swallow his load.

The boys cleaned up and put on their clothes. We finished our screwdrivers, and then I told the guys they had to leave. Albert and Winona talked and hugged. I pulled Tommy down to whisper into his ear.

“I recorded everything, so you’d better stop hitting on me unless you want everyone knowing the size of your dick.”

Tommy glared at me when I stepped away, smiling like I hadn’t said a word. He shook his head and headed out the door. There was no way he could have won the war against me, even if he’d won a battle and felt my lips around his cock.

“Bye, boys.”

“Bye,” Albert said and stepped into the hall. Tommy had already disappeared into the stairwell.

I turned to Winona. She still had a drop of cum on the side of her mouth. I pressed my thumb against it and wiped it away.

“Let’s get back inside. We need another drink,” I said.

“Yes, we do.”

Winona and I went inside and talked like girlfriends the rest of the night while we sipped screwdrivers. Then we climbed into bed and cuddled until we fell asleep.
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David and I woke up a little hungover the next morning. His makeup was all smudged, and his wig had fallen to the floor. I climbed out of bed without waking him up, picked up everything off the floor, and went to the bathroom to freshen up.

Last night replayed in my mind as I washed my face. Tommy’s anger when he left. Albert’s surprisingly large dick. The way David had become Winona, inside and out. An overwhelming sense of love crashed into me as I stood in front of the sink.

I rinsed away the soap and grabbed a towel to dry my face, rushing out of the door. The towel blocked my view, so I didn’t see David before crashing into him. He caught me, wrapping his arms around me.

“Morning.” His morning wood pressed into my leg, but I didn’t mind.

I looked into David’s eyes, seeing past his smudged makeup. Not caring about his alcohol-laced morning breath.

“Hey,” I said. “I was just coming to find you.”

“You found me. What’s up?”

I pressed my hand against David’s manly chest, thinking about how different it felt from his stuffed, womanly chest. Now that I was in David’s arms, I’d lost the courage to tell him how I really felt. He was my best friend’s brother. Liking him was against girl code, but he’d fallen into my life as effortlessly as raindrops pouring from a cloud.

I shook my head. “It’s nothing.”

David lifted my chin. His other hand tightened on my side. “I don’t believe you. You can tell me whatever you were going to say. I won’t judge you.”

“Everyone else might,” I said.

“Are you telling me you care what they think?”

“No, I don’t, but I care what you think. It’ll break my heart if—” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the sentence. David had every right to reject me. He had every right never to dress up as Winona again, but I’d dreamed about our future the night before. All the adventures we could have.

“If what?”

“I’m falling in love with you, David. All of you.”

David wrapped his hands around mine and squeezed them. “I’m falling in love too. You always used to just seem like my sister’s mean friend, but you’re so much more than that now. You’ve shown me a life I never knew I could have.”

“It’s a life we can have together.”

“I want that, Katherine. I don’t care what anyone else says. You understand me better than any girl I’ve ever met.”

I bit my lip and felt a tear budding in my eye. I cursed and wiped at it before it fell. “How are we going to tell everyone? They’ll never understand.”

“It’s not for them to understand if we’re happy. Are you happy?”

“Yes,” I said. “Do you mind if we wait to tell everyone, though? At least until we can figure out how all this will work?”

“That’s fine with me, Katherine. All that matters is I have you. Can Winona still come out to play?”

“Yes, we’ll let her come out every chance we get.”

“Can I wear panties whenever I want?”

“Yeah, but get your own. I don’t want you stinking up all mine.”

“Deal,” said David. He pulled me close. I was smiling like crazy when he kissed me, sealing our agreement. No other man would matter as much as David after that, and it was the most comforting sensation I’d ever felt.
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“Spill the dirt, Katherine. Who is he?” asked Maria. We were all sitting in her bedroom with the window open. The weather was finally starting to feel like spring, and the fresh air felt amazing as we pretended to study. They were too busy pestering me with questions about my mystery boyfriend to review their flashcards.

“You wouldn’t even believe me if I told you.”

“Is it Tommy?” asked Kimberly.

“No, Kimberly. I didn’t steal your man.”

“Is it someone famous? Someone older?” Marjorie asked with stars in her eyes. It was like she couldn’t live a life of her own. Everything she did went through me, and I didn’t even pay the poor girl much attention. We texted and hung out sometimes, but that was about it.

“Nope. Really, guys, drop it. It’s not important.”

“I thought I told you to tell me when you did it,” Beth said.

I tilted my head to the side and widened my eyes. “Beth, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but we should all get back to studying. Isn’t that why we came here in the first place?”

Marjorie clapped her hands and agreed. Kimberly rolled her eyes and snapped open her textbook. Beth narrowed her eyes at me, and I threw my hair over my shoulder. Maria was watching me when I scanned the group. Her face told me she knew, even if she wasn’t yet ready to admit it to herself.

I’d taken far too long to get to her room that one day, and I had never left her room to answer a phone call. Maybe she put the pieces together then, or maybe it would be later, but she said nothing about it then.

“I can’t wait until we can graduate. Whatever thoughts I had of graduate school are far, far in the past. I’m not doing this to myself again,” Maria said.

“Yeah, me either.”

There was no more talk of my mystery man, but they’d learn soon enough. We just wouldn’t share all the juicy details about what David and I did behind closed doors.
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Maria: Can’t hang tonight. This cute guy named Martin asked me on a date. Raincheck?

I read the message as soon as my phone vibrated, feeling relief wash over me. I’d only wanted to hang out with Maria to return the wig David left at my house when we went out dancing last night. We drove to the city and went to a club, sandwiching different guys between us before we went back to my place and made love until dawn.

Me: Awesome! Where did you meet Martin? What time?

Maria: He’s taking me to dinner at six, and we’ll do something after if the date isn’t a total failure.

Me: Keep me posted! Good luck!

I locked my phone and picked out a short dress to make David’s mouth water. I loved when he watched me like a snack. Maria sent me a thank-you message as I was walking out of the door with David’s wig in my purse. It was a chilly, so I had a jacket over my short dress.

There wasn’t traffic on the drive to David’s, but I had to stop at the store to give Maria time to get out of the house. I picked up some stuff from my list before heading to David’s.

Their mother, Yolanda, was in the kitchen when I walked into the house. She didn’t seem bothered that I hadn’t knocked before entering. “Katherine, dear. It’s great to see you. Maria just left, I’m afraid.”

“It’s okay. I actually came here to give something back to David. He helped me with my homework the last time I was here.”

“Oh,” Yolanda said with a surprised look. “Well, he’s in the basement. Go on ahead.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Holmes.”

She nodded as I went down the stairs, using the lightest footsteps I could. I pulled the wig out of purse as I descended. I jumped the last few steps and hollered. “I brought your hair, bitch.”

It took me a second too long to register that David wasn’t alone. Albert, his well-endowed friend, was sitting in the chair next to him. Fear paralyzed me, so I didn’t bother stuffing the wig into my purse as I should have.

Albert squinted at the hair. David hopped to his feet and rushed over to grab it, but it was too late.

“Wait,” Albert said.

David snatched the wig from my lifeless hand and glanced at me with fiery eyes, like I’d never be forgiven. I opened my mouth to speak, but Albert said something first.

“You were there, weren’t you? Fucking shit, David. You were—”

David shook his head. “Don’t say it, Albert. It’s still me. This doesn’t change anything.”

“What?” Albert said in an explosive voice. Yolanda was upstairs, so I raced over to grab his shoulders and shushed him.

“Please, Albert. Sit down and let me explain.”

Albert looked like he wanted to charge past us and race out of the house, but he sat. A breeze swept past me from the open window as I took a seat next to Albert. “This is fucked up, David. Shit, I really liked her.”

“You can still have her,” I said and touched Albert’s shoulder. “If you two are willing, I am. Just without Tommy. It was such a bummer having him in the room, but that’s besides the point.”

“What do you mean?” asked Albert.

“Look, Albert, I’m not the best girl. I’m a bitch sometimes and break backs to get what I want. Not literally, but pretty damn close. This all started because I caught David wearing panties, so I pushed him. If you hadn’t been at that club, it would have been a different guy, but maybe this was fate.”

“Fate? How?”

“Yeah, how?” David echoed.

“David is mine. My boyfriend, but sometimes I like to dress him up as a girl. When he’s Winona, maybe we could all fool around, and then he can be your friend when he’s a boy.”

“I’m your boyfriend?”

“Yes, David. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“You two are sick, but fuck, I’m kind of into the idea. We can’t tell anyone, though. Got it?”

David held up his wig. “What happens in the wig stays a secret. Let’s do a triple pinkie promise.”

We laughed, but we locked our pinkies together and agreed.

“Right, well, I’ll let you guys get back to playing the game. No funny business without me.” I pointed my finger at them and spoke in a stern voice. They laughed, and I joined them. “Bye.”

They waved as I went up the staircase, feeling more at peace about my love life than I’d felt in ages. David and I weren’t the most traditional couple, but it was nice we could have someone like Albert to understand us and play with us when the time was right.

Yolanda had left the kitchen when I got upstairs, so I went outside and was on my way to enjoy the day.
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One Year Later

David and I moved in with each other a few months ago, and it has been bliss. He had Thursdays off work, so Winona always came out, and we would drive to the city to dance. Sometimes we picked up a guy, but not often. None of them compared to Albert, who’d moved across the country to Washington for a full-ride scholarship to graduate school, but he promised to visit.

“What’s for dinner?” David asked when he walked into the room after a shower. He’d just gotten off work.

“I thought we could order sandwiches from the place down the street.”

“Today is the special with buy one, get one, right?”

“Yeah, you want the usual?”

David nodded. “Roast beef is fine.”

I smiled as he went to the bedroom to change. Our friends had found out about us shortly before the move. Maria didn’t talk to me for a day, but then she’d called to tell me she was fine with it and had been suspecting our relationship.

The five of us still had a bit to go before we graduated, but time didn’t matter now that I had David in my life. We would grow old together, and there was nothing we could do about it, except maybe have a little fun along the way.
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My heart pounded as I ran down the hall. My landlord, David, was chasing after me, claiming that I should do unspeakable things to his body in lieu of my late rent. I tried explaining that I hit a pothole and blew a tire and just needed another week to make up the difference. I even offered to give him what cash I had, but the bastard was trying to take advantage.

“Stop, Lindsay! We can work this out!”

“Stop chasing after me, you creep!”

“Lindsay!”

David’s wedding ring glinted against the light as I hustled down the stairs. I kept running until I pushed through the door, leading me outside. David gasped when he made it a few seconds later, clutching his knees as he bent over his huge gut.

“You done?”

“Why don’t you pay me with that sexy body and stop playing hard-to-get?” David asked as he choked on the air he breathed. It sounded like he was dying.

I wished I had a knife as I approached David. How could he think it was okay to chase after me? I wasn’t a prostitute, and even if I were, there wasn’t any amount of money he could pay to sleep with me.

“What’s your problem, David?” I asked with a hand on my hip. I thought about kicking him in the nuts, but that would only make him hunt me out of anger instead of desire.

The truth was, my landlord was a lazy, disgusting man who couldn’t get any from his wife, but that wasn’t really my problem. He had to wait a week for his rent whether or not he liked it. I didn’t care about the stupid late fee.

“You’re just… I drive myself crazy thinking about you.”

“Well, stop thinking. It’s creepy. You realize you just chased me down the hallway like an insane person, don’t you?”

David looked at me. His eyelids covered most of his eyes, but I could still see the fury behind them. The man probably wanted to hurt me, but I wasn’t about to let him scare me. He was in the wrong. Not me, so I crossed my arms over my chest and stomped my heel into the ground.

All this nonsense had started when David found out I was trans. Then I caught him looking at my crotch every time I paid the rent after that, and I knew he saw my bulge one day because he got really crazy after that afternoon. He sent me text messages and asked countless inappropriate questions, to which I never replied.

“If you just let me taste it once, I’ll never make you pay rent again.”

David looked like he was about to collapse to his knees. I considered whipping out my member and letting him taste it right there on the street, but that wouldn’t have been very ladylike, and I was the ultimate lady.

I was vain and didn’t care. Every extra dollar I had went to making myself prettier. New shoes. New clothes. Purses, jewelry, creams, makeup, and of course the lingerie. I had drawers full of it and even noticed a few pairs had gone missing before I changed the locks.

The likely culprit was still catching his breath as he stood in front of me, staring with desperation in his eyes, like he would really let me live in my apartment rent-free if I just let him taste my thick womanhood.

I considered the offer for a second. I wasn’t crazy, but that would give David too much power.

“No,” I said with my arms still crossed. “You’re going to wait a week until I get paid, and then I’ll pay you my rent like always, and if you even think about charging me a late fee, I’ll call your wife and tell her how you chased me down the hall begging for sex.”

“No, please! Be reasonable.”

“I was being reasonable ignoring all those messages. You crossed the line today, David. The only reason I’m even thinking about paying you is so that you understand we have a business transaction. You own a building I want to live in, and I pay you rent. Nothing more, nothing less. Got it?”

David looked like he wanted to jump on me, but I would stab him with my heel if he even tried.

“Got it, David?” I asked more forcefully.

“Yes,” he said in a pathetic voice. “Please, just don’t tell my wife. I’m sorry. It’s just… you’re…”

“What am I, David?”

He lifted himself off his knees and stood straighter as he looked me in the eye, staring at me like how I imagined a fan might look at a celebrity. It was utterly uncomfortable.

“You’re beautiful, like an angel.”

I scoffed. “Get over it.”

David stared at me a long moment, saying nothing. I sighed and put my hand in his face before turning on my heel.

“Set up a way for me to pay you online. I don’t want to see you again,” I said as I walked away from David. I threw open the door to the building he owned and didn’t look back as I sashayed in the skintight dress I was wearing, loving how my heels clicked against the floor.
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I might not have been entirely honest before about being a prostitute. From eighteen to nineteen, I sucked more dicks than I could count to afford my breasts. They were not cheap, but I went to the best doctor I could find, and he even gave me a discount for letting him blow me during the consultation.

We got a little carried away. There was something in the way we looked at each other. I would have done it for free, but the doctor was insistent about the discount, and I would have been a fool to say no. That discount bought me a new wardrobe.

I didn’t care that I used to sell my body, though. Those were different times. I had become a different woman and earned an honest living now. Patsy, Heather, and I had a cleaning business and were making two to three hundred dollars a day each.

If it weren’t for my shopping addiction, I would have had my rent. I was getting better about putting money aside for a rainy day. I’d just been bad this month and really wish I hadn’t been because I couldn’t get the images of David chasing me out of my head.

Gross.

“What’s got you down today?” Patsy asked as we cleaned an office building that we stopped at every other day. They were one of our most important clients and surprisingly one of the easiest.

“It’s nothing,” I said with the mop in my hand. We were standing in the men’s bathroom, but most people had already left the building, except a couple security guards who spent the night.

“Don’t lie to me, girl. What happened?”

Patsy was in her late thirties and could sniff out a lie miles away. She had the craziest stories and had obviously lived her best life. Sometimes I wanted to be like her, but I also had dreams of expanding the business or starting a new one. If I were famous, I would slap my name on beauty products and sell those.

“My landlord. He’s such a sleaze,” I said and proceeded to tell Patsy how the man had chased me.

“I’ll kill him! Give me his address!”

I chuckled. It felt great to laugh. Heather came into the bathroom a second later with a hand on her hip and a scowl on her face.

“What are you guys doing? You’re moving so slow! I want to go home!”

Patsy gave Heather a look that shut her down. She was the leader of us three. We’d all been serving tables at a restaurant when Patsy convinced us to help her with her side gig, and it’d flourished into a money-making machine. We were even thinking about hiring other cleaners because we were so busy.

“Sorry, the new episode of my show came out today, and I really want to see it.”

“Lindsay’s landlord is a total creep, and I was just trying to be a good friend.”

“I appreciate it,” I said and patted Patsy on the shoulder. “Let’s get back to work. It never takes us this long.”

“You wanna go for a drink after?”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “I’m hitting the gym when we leave here.”

“Call me if you change your mind,” Patsy said. I nodded, and she picked up a rag and got back to cleaning the men’s restroom. We only left a few minutes later than usual, so Heather had plenty of time to watch her show.

I, on the other hand, was about to have my life turned upside-down.
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I was walking out of the gym when I saw him. David. He was sitting in his truck at the other end of the parking lot, and I just knew he was up to no good. There was a darkness in his eyes that sent a chill down my spine. I dropped my head and did my best to ignore him, but then he started his car and revved the engine.

I glanced around, but the parking lot was surprisingly desolate as David drove in my direction. There was no way I could reach my car before he got to me, but I sprinted. I had to take my best shot.

David sped up to block my path. I screamed, but he told me to shut up and shoved me into the passenger’s seat of his car. I tried to roll down the window. They were locked. I pounded on the glass, but David pulled my hair, breaking my rhythm.

“Stop it before I do something we both regret!”

I folded my mouth and stared out the window. Nobody was there as he drove off with me in his car. My landlord. The man I had to give my fucking money to every month kidnapped me! I couldn’t fucking believe it, but I had to keep my cool before he did something stupid like kill me.

“Where are you taking me, David?” I asked in the calmest voice I could muster.

“Somewhere we’ll be safe. Somewhere we can be together,” he said.

I swallowed. There was nowhere in the world I wanted to be with David. He’d snapped. He was out of his mind, pushing me into his car as though I were his property! If I had a knife, I would have killed him right there, but I had to keep him calm until I could escape.

We rode in silence for several miles until suddenly he cursed and slammed his hand against the steering wheel. I glanced over at the dash, and his gas light had turned on.

We drove for another several miles before David started looking worried. His car was making weird sounds, like it was about to die, and we both knew he couldn’t catch me if it did.

We were still in the city. I didn’t know where he was taking me. I imagined to one of his empty rentals, but it was looking like we weren’t going to make it unless he stopped for gas. I said a little prayer that the stop would give me an opportunity to escape, but I had to play David. He wasn’t about to take his eyes off me for a second.

“You better not do anything stupid,” David said as he glared at me.

“What would I possibly do?” I asked in a taunting voice.

David narrowed his eyes. I knew he was dangerous and probably armed, but I would be a lot worse off if he got me to wherever he planned on taking me.

“Don’t test me, bitch.”

“Fine, David. Just hurry up. You didn’t have to kidnap me to suck my dick. I just like playing hard-to-get.”

“Really?” David said. His face became a mixture of excitement and guilt, and I wanted to fucking slap him. He was so stupid.

“Yeah, David! We could have worked out a deal. You just had to try a little harder. Use your words, but you went and kidnapped me instead!”

“Shit,” he said in a low voice. “If I had known…”

“Just shut up and get your gas before I lock your dick in a chastity cage.”

David swallowed and pulled into the next gas station we saw. He’d let his guard down. It was my chance to escape. He was truly insane if he thought I was about to do anything sexual with him, so I slowly opened the car door.

He was inside paying. I saw him glance over his shoulder once, but he must not have noticed my cracked door because he went back to facing the counter.

There weren’t many cars around, but there was a bar across the parking lot with a bus in it. One of those buses that looked like it was for a tour or something. If all those people were inside the bar, David wouldn’t be able to take me without making a huge scene. It was my best bet, so I hopped out of the truck and sprinted before giving the idea a second thought.

David came running out of the gas station, but he was large and out of shape. There was no way he could catch me before I got into the bar. I laughed to myself as I turned and closed the distance between myself and the door as quickly as I could.

There was a ton of commotion inside when I entered the bar. It was a bit past eight in the evening, but it seemed as everyone inside had been drinking for hours. They were loud and chatty and hardly noticed me as I did my best to blend in with the crowd.

I went to the bar. “What could I get you, miss?”

“I’ll have a soda water,” I said. I needed to keep my wits about me. It wouldn’t be long before David arrived and tried to claim me, so I took my soda water with lemon and went to the loudest table and sat next to the cutest boy.

Everyone stopped and turned in my direction as though I’d lost my mind. I took a sip of my soda water and tried to play it cool, tossing my workout ponytail. I normally looked a million times cuter, but they caught me at a bad time. I wasn’t expecting to get kidnapped before I had a chance to take a shower.

“I’m on the run. Play it cool. Please,” I pleaded just as David came charging through the doors.

His eyes were crazed. He couldn’t even hide the fact that he was a gross, pathetic man trying to take what wasn’t his. The cute guy next to me stood, and I couldn’t believe how tall and beefy he was. It was insane but so, so sexy.

The cute guy went up to David, who immediately looked intimidated by the man. The man looked over his shoulder at me, making me feel like a princess in a fairy tale. Was this my white knight? My savior?

My handsome man grabbed David by the shirt and pulled him close. The entire bar had gone quiet, so we all heard him.

“What are you doing, dude?”

“Uh,” David stammered.

My knight slapped him. “I asked you a fucking question, bro! What were you doing? Why were you chasing that girl? There’s no reason for her to look that scared!”

“She…” David started to say something, but my new man already had his hand around David’s throat. It looked like he might kill my landlord and solve my problems for me, but then one of his friends went up and made my cutie stop before he got himself thrown in jail, but he’d better believe I would visit. I would suck his dick to completion during each and every conjugal visit they gave him.

My savior stood over David. He pointed a finger in David’s chubby face, and David looked so pathetic that I had to stifle a laugh.

“If I ever see you anywhere near that girl again… just don’t let it happen. Now get the fuck out of here!”

David couldn’t get to his feet quick enough, so he crawled out the door. Everyone laughed, and I was positive more than one person had the exchange on video, but then there was a guy going around checking phones.

I had no idea what was happening. It was a weird party, but all I cared about was the cutie walking my way. He was so tall, and his shoulders were so broad, and I honestly just wanted to make his body feel good as a thank-you present.

I could tell he found me attractive by the way he was staring at me, looking at me like he wanted to undress me from head to toe, and he hadn’t even seen me in my sexy clothes. I was still all yucky and gross from the gym, but maybe that was what he liked?

“Hey,” he said when he got close.

“Thank you! That man kidnapped me!”

The cute guy sat next to me, which was where he’d been in the first place. Everyone was watching him like he was royalty or something, but the cutie was only watching me. He wasn’t paying anyone else in that room any attention.

“He’s lucky I didn’t kill him. What’s your name, beautiful?”

“Lindsay,” I said in a soft voice, feeling so insecure about my gym look, but this man didn’t seem to mind. “You?”

“Phillip,” he said with a grin.

“That’s a cute name,” I said. “Thank you again. I don’t know how I can repay you.”

Phillip grinned and glanced at someone in his group who ran over. Everyone was staring at us. I tried not to pay them any attention, but it was becoming rather impossible. Who was Phillip, and why did everyone treat him as though he were godlike?

“Allen, you think it would be a problem if Lindsay joined us on the road?”

My body flushed as my cheeks burned. Phillip was sexy, sure, but I had a job. I had obligations. I couldn’t just join him on the road, especially since there was no telling what he did.

“Boss, I’m not—”

A woman came up behind the man named Allen. She had wild brown hair with a pencil and a pen sticking into it.

“Absolutely not, Phillip! Do you know how bad that would look? We can’t have some random hussy hanging off your arm,” she said before turning to me to place a hand on my shoulder. “No offense.”

I swallowed what I was feeling and shook my head, brushing off the pain that coursed through me. I didn’t know who Phillip was, but I was guessing everyone in the bar worked for him, which intimidated me. He probably made money that would make my head spin and was wildly attractive on top of that.

“Watch your tone, Elizabeth.”

“No, Phillip. You’re so reckless. Do you know how much I had to pay that photographer who snapped a picture of you smoking a joint?”

“You should have just let him sell it,” Phillip said with a wave of his hand. “Nobody cares if I smoke.”

“You are the face of a lifestyle campaign! Do you know how bad it’d look if people found out you smoked?”

“Tons of people with killer bodies smoke, Elizabeth. Stop living in your fantasy land and wake up to the real world.”

I couldn’t believe how they were talking to each other, but nobody else seemed phased. Most had gone back to what they were doing, but a few were still watching to see who would win out on this fight.

“Hey, can I say something?” I asked.

The three of them turned their heads to face me, and I about panicked. I thought it was flattering Phillip wanted me on the road, but we didn’t know the first thing about each other.

“Speak, lady!”

I cleared my throat. My voice was all feminine, and I’d had my Adam’s apple shaved down years ago. My breasts were huge and attached. The only thing I still had from before was the dick between my legs, and I’d only kept that because I loved her, my womanhood.

“Uh,” I said and coughed. “I appreciate you saving me, Phillip, but I have a job. Obligations. I can’t just pack up my life and join you on the road.”

“Not even for a week? Come on,” he said with a grin. “We’re about to hit Indianapolis, and then we’re continuing to the East Coast. Don’t you want to have a date on the beach?”

“With you?” I asked.

Phillip bit his lip and nodded. He had a gorgeous set of blue eyes, which contrasted nicely with his dark hair. His offer was tempting, but he had to know something about me first. I wasn’t about to have him ditch me halfway to Virginia when he found out I had a dick.

“Can we talk in private first? I don’t even know you,” I said with a little laugh.

“Yeah,” Phillip said and stood. He grabbed my hand to help me to my feet. “Let’s go.”

“This isn’t a good idea,” Elizabeth called after him. He waved his hand in the air to silence her and put his arm around my shoulder.
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Phillip opened the door to the bus parked outside the restaurant, and I realized it was his tour bus. Part of me thought it would be exciting to be on the road with him, but it could also be terrible. What if we fought? What if he got tired of me?

It was a much better idea to go for a test drive before committing to a journey together.

“So, this is where you live?” I asked casually as we stepped onto the bus.

“When I’m on the road, yeah.”

Phillip’s voice was deep. He was a head taller than me and seemed enormous beneath the low ceiling. I felt tiny next to him, but it wasn’t a bad feeling. It made me feel girly and desirable. I only hoped Phillip would still like me when I revealed my secret.

“What job do you have that’s so important you can’t miss?” Phillip asked as he took a step closer. A shiver ran down my spine, around my ass, and went all the way to my cock.

“I clean houses,” I said in a small voice, feeling intimidated by my desire. “A couple girls and I run our own business.”

“Will they be mad at you if you miss?”

I nodded just as Phillip placed his fingers on my chin. The touch silenced me, extinguishing my words as though he were magic. I closed my eyes as he moved his lips closer. My dick was twitching like crazy in my panties as Phillip pressed his lips more firmly against mine.

Phillip moaned as we kissed, and I had to stop myself from reaching down to stroke his dick. I didn’t want to go too fast too quickly and have him thinking I was a slut.

I let him kiss me and touch me.

He had his hands in my hair. He pulled out my ponytail, and I shook my head. My nipples hardened as Phillip kissed me more. He squeezed my breasts, making me feel even wilder.

“Come on the road with me,” he said as he had his face buried in my neck. “You’re so fucking sexy, Lindsay. I want you every night.” Phillip pushed up my shirt until it was over my bra. Then he lifted that out of the way to expose my sensitive nipple. “Every morning,” Phillip said as he closed his lips around my areola.

I grabbed Phillip’s head and pulled him away from my body before we went too far. “Wait,” I said. “I’m all girl, but I’m not like all girls.”

“What?” Phillip asked as he stood up straight. He didn’t bother to fix my shirt, but it wasn’t necessary. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me, so I took off my shirt and bra. My hair was wild and hung down to my shoulders.

I was wearing a cute pair of pink panties under my gym pants, so I went ahead and pushed them over my ass. Phillip watched with wide eyes as my bulge revealed itself. I saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed a breath.

“Is that…?” he pointed at my package.

“Haven’t you ever seen a trans girl before?” I asked with a sly smile.

“Yeah, but not in real life. Fuck.”

I giggled, doing my best to shake off my fears. Every guy reacted a little differently when they found out my secret. I hadn’t met a mean guy yet myself but heard plenty of stories.

“Is that a good ‘fuck’ or a bad one?”

Phillip stared at me a long moment as he considered the question, finally looking up from my package to meet my eyes. I blinked and clasped my hands together as I stared into his gorgeous blues.

“I guess a good one.”

“Perfect,” I purred and moved toward Phillip. “Don’t worry. There’s nothing gay about fooling around with me. You might even like it.”

“Yeah,” he said as I draped my hands on his shoulders, feeling hornier than ever for his touch. I wanted him to fuck me, and then maybe I could fuck him if he was willing. “I didn’t get where I am by saying no to new experiences.”

“That’s the spirit,” I said into his ear, using my sluttiest voice. Now that I knew Phillip wasn’t trying to push me away, we could have some fun. “What do you say we hop in the shower, and then I give you a little thank-you gift for saving me?”

Phillip nodded wildly. “I say yeah,” he said and pointed to the door at the end of the hall. “That’s my room. I have a private bathroom.”

“Even better,” I said and took Phillip’s hand. I led him to the room. We were too horny for the shower. Phillip stripped off my panties the second we entered his room.

I tried not to get hard right away, but it was impossible with Phillip looking so sexy on his knees beneath me. I grabbed the base of my cock and shook it in his face. He chuckled and moved my hand out of the way to use his. He was still dressed somehow, but I could use his mouth.

“Do you want to suck it?” I asked. “It’s okay if you do. I won’t stop you.”

“Uh,” Phillip said and looked between my dick and me.

“It’s not gay,” I said. “I’m all girl.”

Phillip let out a breath and parted his lips. He took a moment to close them around my cock, but he seemed to lose himself when he started bobbing his head along my womanhood. Girly moans escaped my mouth as Phillip picked up speed, making himself choke several times.

He reached down to grab my hairless balls and pulled on them, moaning as he worked my dick with his mouth. It felt so fucking good that I didn’t know how long I could last. A high-pitched gasp rang across his bedroom as he sucked my dick.

He pulled off my member just before I was about to cum, finally giving me a chance to breathe. I collapsed to his bed, sitting on its edge. Phillip walked over to me on his knees. He wrapped his hand around my cock and stroked it lightly, staring into my eyes.

“Your cock is so fucking hot. I honestly can’t believe how much I like sucking it.”

“You want me to suck yours?”

“Yeah,” he said.

We hadn’t even taken a shower, but I didn’t care. We could use one to clean up after we finished what we’d started.

I stood and pointed at the edge of the bed. Phillip rushed to sit where I was pointing. I stepped forward, my thick cock swinging from side to side. He couldn’t take his eyes off it, but soon all he would be thinking about was my mouth.

I reached down to grab Phillip’s t-shirt and pulled it off his body. I dropped to my knees between his legs and unbuttoned his pants. I pulled them down with his underwear, revealing a surprisingly long cock. It looked veiny and thick and perfect to put in my mouth.

“You’re so big, Phillip,” I said as I grabbed his cock. I rubbed it lightly as I stared into his blue eyes. He put his hands in my hair, but he wasn’t rough. He kept staring at my tits, so I pushed them together with my arms.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groaned.

“You could fuck my tits if you wanted,” I said as I batted my eyelashes.

Phillip grabbed his cock and beat it hard a few times as he stared down at me, and I could tell he wanted to devour me. I could tell he’d fallen head-over-heels for me, and I wasn’t doing much better myself. Phillip was so successful and handsome and everything I never knew I could have.

“After you suck my dick,” he said.

I didn’t mind how Phillip pushed my head to his cock. I parted my lips and took him into my mouth. His cock was warm and heavy against my tongue but also had a sweet taste to it, like he’d only showered a few hours ago.

I sucked him as he played with my hair, pushing hard on the back of my head a few times, but I liked it. I encouraged it. I moaned after each time he made me choke. His cock was so hard in my mouth, leaking bits of precum onto my tongue, but the taste was hot.

It had me feeling wild. I lifted off his dick and stroked it as I sucked on his balls. Phillip only let me do that for a second before returning my mouth to his cock. I pressed my tongue against his shaft as I swallowed its entirety.

Phillip held my face and took control. He slowly lifted my head until my lips were at his tip before fucking my mouth as though it were my bussy! I had to breathe through my nose to keep up, but I loved how submissive and slutty it made me feel taking his dick.

“That’s right, Lindsay! Take this big dick!”

I moaned with my hands in my lap, letting Phillip use my mouth as he pleased. I didn’t even touch my cock because I knew that I would cum if I did, and I didn’t want to cum until Phillip was ready.

“Damn, girl! You suck some good dick!”

I bobbed my head a little, not wanting to offend Phillip, but to show him that I loved his cock. I loved having it in my mouth and wherever else he wanted to put it. I would be his dirty little slut.

Phillip’s body thrashed, and he made wild noises. “I’m about to cum! Swallow it, girl! Please!”

I loved how Phillip begged, so I moaned as he erupted into my mouth. His load was thick and warm, but I swallowed every drop he gave.

What surprised me most was when Phillip lifted me to the bed and sank to his knees. He put his mouth on my cock and sucked it with all his vigor, pulling on my balls and circling his tongue around my tip. I gasped and thrashed until I was unloading into Phillip’s mouth.

He swallowed every drop and smacked his lips when he pulled them off my spent cock. I couldn’t believe the goofy smile on his face.

“You like that?” I asked as he lay next to me.

“Loved it,” he said. “Shit, I wasn’t expecting you to have a dick, but damn girl. That was hot.”

I smiled and curled up next to Phillip. “I’ll go on the road with you for a few days, but we have to stop by my place for clothes first.”

“That creep won’t be there, will he? If he’s there, I swear I’ll—”

“Phillip, please. It’s okay. He won’t be there if he knows what’s good for him.”

“Who is he, anyway?”

“My landlord. Total creep. I’m definitely moving next year, but I have his wife’s number if he acts crazy again.”

“You need to call the police, Lindsay.”

“And go to court? Spend money on lawyers? Just have one of your guys send me the video they took. That’ll be enough,” I said with my hand resting gently on Phillip’s chest. “I won’t pay a dime in rent until I move with that video.”

“He deserves to go to jail, Lindsay.”

I sighed. I didn’t disagree with Phillip, but I was too busy to deal with David. He’d made a fool enough of himself that I doubted he would mess with me again. He wasn’t that stupid.

“Things will blow over while we’re on the road. I just want to let my hair down for a few days and have some fun.”

Phillip squeezed me and pulled me on top of his body. My soft cock pressed against his hard abs. He was still a little hard from his orgasm, and I was tempted to make him hard all over again to ride his dick, but I desperately wanted a shower.

“Why don’t we take a shower, stop by the gym for my car, and then we can hit the road?”

“Yeah, I’ll grab one of the cars. Everyone can wait here while we do that.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said and rolled out of bed. I put out my hand, and Phillip followed me to his shower.
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I stepped out of my bedroom wearing a red mini dress that clung to my body like plastic wrap. I had on a pair of red stilettos and a thin fishnet covering my legs with a tiny black thong on beneath those. I had on big gold earrings and a necklace that hung between my boobs. The dress showed plenty of cleavage, and Phillip couldn’t take his eyes off me as I stood there in my living room with a duffle bag in my hand.

“You ready? It’s already eleven,” I said. “Weren’t you supposed to hit the road at nine?”

“Yeah, but I almost want to make them wait longer so I can have you now.”

I giggled and blushed. I’d already texted Patsy and Heather and told them about the kidnapping and that I needed a few days off to recover. We had a guy, Alejandro, who helped out when we couldn’t work, and he’d already agreed to do whatever they needed while I was gone.

“Won’t we have your bedroom to ourselves?”

Phillip smirked. “Good point,” he said. “You won’t care that people are just on the other side of the door?”

I shrugged. “We’re all adults.”

Phillip couldn’t hide the smile that crossed his face. He also couldn’t stop staring at me, but I didn’t blame him with the dress I was wearing. The red mini dress was a bit much to head back to his van for sleep, but I was always dolled up unless I was at the gym, so I was just trying to get Phillip used to my standard appearance.

“I just want to do so many naughty things to you, Lindsay. You’re like the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

My cheeks reddened even more than they already had as I bit my lip and shook my head. “Stop saying nonsense, Phillip. You’ll make a girl do naughty things.”

“Do naughty things. Please.” Phillip clasped his hands together, looking like he was about to fall to his knees, but I didn’t let him. He had a concert, and I didn’t want his crew hating me because we took forever to leave, so I grabbed Phillip’s hand and led him to the door.

He took the duffle bag from me when he realized we weren’t going to fool around and followed me down the stairs.

It would be nice to get away for a few days, especially after all that craziness with David. Part of me honestly felt bad for the man, but not that bad. I would press charges if I didn’t have a business to run and a musician to enjoy.

Phillip drove us back to the bar. People still had drinks but looked anxious, like they were ready to hit the road. I didn’t blame them. We’d been gone for two hours, and I was the new girl. Nobody liked the new girl. I did my best to ignore the glares Phillip seemed oblivious to.

Elizabeth, his manager, ran up to us. I was guessing her eyes always looked as crazy as they did when she stood in front of us with a clipboard in her hand.

“Where have you two been?” she asked in an exaggerated voice. “We were supposed to hit the road hours ago. The crew probably won’t even get a chance to sleep now.”

Phillip frowned and glanced in my direction before turning his attention back to Elizabeth. “My girl got kidnapped today. Kidnapped! And you’re standing here talking about a fucking schedule? We’ll be fine, Elizabeth! Plus, if you’re so worried, why are people still drinking? It’s not like everyone is on the bus waiting.”

Elizabeth narrowed her eyes but said nothing as she went over to the bar. I heard her asking the bartender to close out the tab, but Phillip put his arm around me and turned us away from everyone else.

“She’s the bad guy. Allen’s the good guy. It works out in the end,” Phillip said with a wink. “Don’t take her too seriously.”

I nodded, feeling a little guilty for making the crew fall behind schedule, but Phillip was the star, and he was my man, so I couldn’t be too upset. I let him walk me around the bar with his arm over my shoulder, as though he were showing me off to the others, which made me a little horny for another taste of his cock.

I faked a yawn. “I’m feeling a little tired. Can we go back to your room?”

Phillip looked at me with a mischievous grin. “I hope you’re not too tired.”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “Not too tired.”

“Good,” Phillip said. He grabbed my hand and quickly walked out of the bar as I followed. His grip tightened as we got closer to the bus, and all I could think about was swallowing every inch of his member. I imagined another taste of his cum sliding down my throat as we entered the bed.

We raced to the bedroom, full of boundless energy as we shut the bedroom door. Phillip put his hands into my hair as he kissed me, making my cock stiffen instantly. I couldn’t wait for Phillip to unzip my tight red dress and reveal my tiny black thong.

“I love how girly you are,” Phillip said as he kissed me wherever he could. “Yet, you still have a cock. It’s fucking unbelievable. You’re like… the hottest girl ever.”

I moaned as Phillip said wonderful words and kissed my body, slowly sinking to his knees. He pressed his mouth against my bulge, trying to find my tucked hardness, which was begging to break free.

Few men got me aroused so quickly, but Phillip was sensual. His lips were soft. His touch was a fascinating mix between rough and loving.

“Can I suck your cock?” Phillip asked between kisses against my crotch. “I want to taste it in my mouth.”

“Pull it out and suck it. I won’t stop you,” I said.

Phillip stood and made quick work of unzipping my dress. He pulled the red mini dress down my body as he returned to his knees, revealing my tiny black thong. I stepped out of the dress, still wearing my stilettos, jewelry, and lingerie.

Phillip stopped kissing me for a moment to admire my body. I smiled down at him, feeling so turned on by my sexy musician. I hadn’t heard of him before today, but he was famous enough to put on a tour and have people treat him like royalty, but I was the one who had him on his knees. I had the girly cock he was about to stick into his mouth.

“Take my girly dick out of my thong and put it in your mouth,” I commanded. “Now!”

Phillip rushed to act when I stomped my heel into the ground. He wrapped his hand around my cock and stroked it slowly as he put out his tongue. He touched his tongue to my feminine shaft and licked from the base to the tip, sending a shiver through my body.

“Yeah, boy. Show me how much you love this girly dick.” I grabbed my cock and shook it in his face. It was hanging out the side of my thong, all manicured and fresh from the shower we’d taken together earlier.

Phillip parted his lips and took my cock into his mouth. He pressed his lips firmly around my staff as he bobbed his head. My cock got slicker and more sensitive with each of his movements. He moaned as he lost himself in the motions. He looked like he was in a different world when I stared down at him with his closed eyes and euphoric glow.

“Yeah, baby.” I moaned in a slutty girl voice. “Suck my fat cock.”

Phillip pulled his lips off my member and looked up at me as he beat it. I could see the love in his eyes, and I honestly felt the same, even though we’d only met earlier that day. Phillip was my savior. If it weren’t for him, there was a chance I would be locked away in some creepy room.

“I love your cock,” Phillip said. I knew he wanted to say that he loved me, but he was right to wait. “It tastes so good.”

“You wanna taste something else?” I asked with a grin.

“What?”

I turned away from Phillip and climbed onto the bed. My heels jutted over the edge. I pulled my thong to the side to reveal my bussy. A strange sound left Phillip’s mouth, but I knew it was a noise of desire. I knew he’d seen a hole he wanted to fuck even more than my mouth.

“Like what you see?” I asked in a playful voice.

“Yeah,” he said.

I glanced over my shoulder, and he had his dick hanging out of his pants. He was stroking it gently. I grinned and smacked my ass as he watched me, teasing him with a hole that I was more than willing to offer. It’d been a minute since a man fucked my bussy, but I wanted Phillip inside of me.

I wanted his thick cock stretching my hole, and I had wanted it earlier too, but we came before getting around to it.

“Why don’t you lick my bussy, baby?”

“Your bussy?”

“Yeah, boy. It feels even better than pussy.”

“Fuck, girl. Did you fall from the sky?” Phillip asked as he rubbed his cock. I turned away from him and smiled to myself as I shook my ass in the air. Phillip came up behind me and smacked me on the ass. There were sounds of people on the other side of the door now, and I was positive they’d heard that skin-on-skin contact, but I didn’t care.

Phillip had me lost in a world of pleasure. A world where nothing mattered except making each other feel incredible. I reached between my thighs, past my balls, to place my fingers in my hole. I spread my cheeks a little as I slipped the tip of my finger into my bussy, trying to give Phillip the idea of what to do with it.

“Damn, girl. You want me to fuck that bussy?”

I loved how Phillip said ‘bussy’, like he was a little afraid and excited at the same time. “Yeah, boy. I want you deep in my bussy. You clean?”

“Yeah, shit. You want this dick bare?”

“We don’t need to worry about me getting pregnant.” I winked as I glanced over my shoulder, still on my hands and knees for Phillip to take me. “Enough talking, boy. Stick that fat dick in my bussy before I lose my mind!”

“Don’t you want me to lick it first?”

“Yes,” I said in a slutty whisper. I dropped my head to the bed, making my body like a triangle with my ass still in the air. “Eat my bussy.”

Phillip came up behind me. He put his hand on my leg and moved his fingers down to my ankles, squeezing the spot where my heels met my feet. He sank to his knees behind me and pulled my ass down before spreading my cheeks.

“Your bussy is so tight and sexy, girl.”

“Show me how much you love it.”

Phillip pressed his thumb against my hole before taking it away to use his tongue. A wash of pleasure crashed over my body as he licked my hole, warming me up to take his manhood. My cock was still hanging out of my thong too, but I found the pressure of the lingerie against my womanhood delicious.

Phillip licked my hole for another minute before standing. When I looked over my shoulder, he was completely naked.

“Turn over to your back,” he said.

I did what he said and squealed when Phillip grabbed my legs to pull me to the edge of the bed. He threw my legs into the air, pushed my panties to the side, and slapped his heavy cock against my desperate hole.

Phillip spat on the spot where his tip met my bussy. His cock head was slick with precum, and my hole was still dripping wet from his oral services. I moved my hips, making his manhood slide between my cheeks. The motions made my erect cock flop around, and Phillip couldn’t seem to take his eyes off my womanhood.

“You can touch it, baby. It won’t bite,” I said.

Phillip wrapped his hand around my cock as he pushed his tip up against my hole, threatening to spread my ring. I wondered what he was thinking as he stared down at me with those pensive eyes, but I was too lost in my desire to ask.

“Stick it in my bussy, baby. I can handle it.”

Phillip released my sensitive cock and pushed his dick into me, sending waves of pain throughout my body, but I did my best to relax.

“Spit on your dick again,” I said.

Phillip pulled out and spat on his dick, rubbing the only lubrication we had all over his cock. I let out a deep breath as he got into position to push back into me. It hurt when he did, but I took all of it.

I let my pain out through high-pitched screams, completely forgetting about the people on the other side of the door. Phillip pushed deeper into my bussy, stretching me far past my limits with his bare cock, but I wanted all of it.

I pushed my hand against his chest. “Yes, baby. Fuck me.”

“You’re so amazing, girl.” Phillip cursed as he thrusted inside my now loosened hole. He spat on his cock one last time after a minute of fucking me, and that was all the lubrication we needed. His cock was slick with precum.

Phillip pounded my ass as my hard cock flopped around. I was getting close and hadn’t even touched myself. My black thong was soaked with our juices and would need a wash, so I had no problem cumming all over it.

“I’m getting close, baby.”

“Me too,” Phillip grunted as he held my legs in the air. His fingers wrapped around my ankles. My heels nearly falling off my feet with each of his thrusts, but they never did, and it was so hot watching them in the air while he fucked me.

“Cum in me, baby.”

“Fuck,” he said. “Say it again.”

I squeezed my ass muscles and then pushed them against his cock and let out the sluttiest moan I could muster. I was so close to cumming it hurt. “Cum in my bussy, baby. I need that hot cum in me.”

Phillip grunted as he slammed into my hole, and then he let out an even stranger noise, and I knew he was cumming.

“You’re so fucking tight and beautiful. Fuck,” Phillip said, letting the last sound go long. “I could fuck you forever.”

“Please, baby.” I grabbed my cock and stroked it a couple times, and then I was squirting cum all over my panties and torso, and my hole was contracting around Phillip’s sensitive manhood, which made him holler like wild.

We stared at each other as we came down from our orgasms. Phillip slowly pulled out of me and lay by my side. We didn’t bother with showers. It was late, and we were tired.
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The next few days were like a whirlwind as we drove east. Phillip surprised me with his talent. I couldn’t believe how many people came out to hear him play. I loved nothing more than when he stared into my eyes while he sang and strummed his guitar. It made me feel even more special than a princess in a fairy tale.

There were messages from Patsy and Heather after the first few days. I finally came clean to them after a bit of pestering, and they weren’t the happiest that I’d run off for some man, but Phillip was more than just some man.

He was bright, funny, charming, and incredible in bed. I was pretty sure we’d only missed one night of sex over the past week. He was extra tired after a show that had gone on longer than expected, but even that night included a hot make-out session while we chatted over drinks at the bar.

Sunlight poured into the bus as everyone sat around eating breakfast. We’d finally made it to the beach, which seemed to have everyone in a more upbeat mood. I didn’t blame them for hating me a little. Phillip and I weren’t exactly quiet in the bedroom.

“Are you ready for your show tonight?” I asked Phillip. It was a question I asked him every day, but it never seemed to get old. Being with Phillip was like having a warm blanket wrapped around my body, keeping me safe in its tight grip.

“I’m always ready, but I have a day planned for us.”

I tried to hide my smile but couldn’t. I saw a few disgusted faces when I scanned the room but fuck them! There was something blossoming between Phillip and me, and I was about to enjoy it because I had to leave in the morning.

Patsy and Heather made me promise to buy a flight. They told me to send an itinerary by the end of the day, or they were going to be pissed. I planned on returning home, but I had to tell Phillip before I bought the ticket. I just didn’t want my fairy tale to end, and I really didn’t want to return to my apartment! David would probably be lurking in the shadows, ready to pop out and throw me in his truck a second time.

“What do you have planned?” I asked.

“You. Me. The beach,” he said.

I grinned when Phillip grabbed my chin. He rubbed it softly with his thumb. His touch was so tender and sweet and had me melting inside.

“I didn’t pack a swimsuit.”

“If only it were a nude beach,” he said.

I bit my lip, thinking about all the trouble he and I would get in on a nude beach. How would we be able to keep our hands to ourselves? I didn’t think it would be possible. Not in the slightest.

“Yeah, that’d be fun.”

“We can stop and buy you a swimsuit. Do a little shopping.”

“You’re going to help me pick it out?”

“If you’ll let me.”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Phillip and I left everyone else and took one of the cars into town. Several people stopped Phillip for autographs. He introduced me as his girlfriend whenever someone asked, which just made me fall even harder for him.

We went to several different stores. I tried on one-piece bathing suits and bikinis and finally decided on a bikini with a thin coverup. The sun was rather bright, and I didn’t want to burn. Phillip put everything on his card, and then we hit the beach.

He looked so handsome in his bathing suit. He had a thick pair of arms and an even better set of abs. I caught more than one person checking him out, but I didn’t mind. Phillip was there for me. He kept staring at me as I twirled my hair and stared back at him.

We ran down to the shore together and splashed in the shallow waves. The water was a tad cold, but I didn’t mind. The sun felt hot on my dry skin, and the cold ocean hardened my nipples. Phillip couldn’t take his eyes off them.

I thought of telling him about my return plans as we played in the water, but then I got cold feet, literally and figuratively. A fresh wave splashed all the way past my waistline. I screamed and ran out of the water.

Phillip followed me. Sand covered us as we fell to the towel. He put his arms around me, and then I rolled him over to his back and climbed atop him. I moaned as I ran a hand through my hair and bent back my neck, which pushed out my chest.

“I wish I could ride your dick right here,” I said as I moved my hips. “Wouldn’t you love that?”

Phillip moaned as his dick hardened against my backside. I didn’t care that people were probably watching us. All I wanted was to take Phillip’s dick. I even started to move aside my bikini to do it, but then Phillip stopped me. He grabbed my hips and rolled me over to my back, taking control and turning me on even more than I already was.

“We can’t do this here,” he said.

I didn’t blame him. He was famous. His name was his image. His brand. He had to protect himself and couldn’t get carried away having sex on the beach.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“One in the afternoon,” I said.

“Let’s get lunch, and then I have a surprise.”

I gushed. “Another surprise? My, you know how to spoil a girl.”

“I’ll spoil you until I’m down to my last dime.”

“Don’t go overboard. Nobody wants to become a poor old person.”

“You’re right,” said Phillip. “I have plenty to burn for now, though.”

“Now that you say something, I’m feeling like steak.”

Phillip laughed and shook his head. We stood and got cleaned up and went to a fancy restaurant near the beach. They looked like they wanted to turn us away until someone on the staff recognized Phillip, and then everyone started treating us like royalty. It was honestly ridiculous, and I knew Phillip thought so too when he turned to wink.

We got a bottle of wine and ordered salads with steak as the protein. Phillip fed me a bite, and then I piloted my fork to his mouth. I loved watching his lips close around the cutlery and wanted to whip out my girly dick to see if he would suck it under the table, but the staff was paying far too much attention to us.

They all got photos and autographs and ended up comping the bottle of wine. Phillip left a generous tip, and then he carried me out the door. I was wearing flats and a bikini and honestly did look a bit trashy, but Phillip was no better. He had on a tank top and swim trunks.

“So, what’s the surprise?” I asked Phillip as he held me in his arms.

“We’re not sleeping on the bus tonight!”

“What?” I asked in a surprised gasp. Tears of joy shed from my eyes. “You’re kidding!”

“Nope. Got us the nicest suite I could find and check in is at three.”

“It’s three now!”

“That’s right, baby. We’re late.”
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The suite had a jacuzzi tub. Phillip and I were taking full advantage. He’d ordered us a bottle of bubbles. They brought two flute glasses along with it, and I honestly felt on top of the world, but I still had to tell Phillip about my impending departure. The girls had just texted me asking about the itinerary I had yet to buy.

“Phillip,” I said in a sad voice. “There’s something I have to tell you.”

“What, my angel?”

I sighed. If Heather or Patsy were the one sitting in a hot tub with a sexy celebrity, they probably wouldn’t go back to work! Part of me thought about just saying fuck it to stay on the road, but I didn’t want bad blood in the water. I would have to go back to my real life eventually. Every fairy tale had an ending.

“Is something wrong?”

“I have to leave,” I said before I could overthink and stop myself. “Tomorrow. It’s been amazing being with you on the road, but I can’t leave my girls hanging forever. I have a business to run.”

Phillip nodded. “I understand, baby. It’s been incredible having you on the road, but let’s not talk about tomorrow when we still have today.” Phillip crossed the jacuzzi bath until he was straddling my hips. He cupped my face with his hand and stared into my eyes. I would miss his gorgeous blues and the way he looked at me.

“I love you, Lindsay. I know we’ve only just met, but you have to understand that no other woman has made me feel the way you do, and I’m sorry for sounding cliché, but damn girl. You’ve opened my mind so much, and I’ll fucking miss you.”

I moaned. My dick was rock hard and scraping against Phillip’s ass, but he didn’t seem to mind. He was staring at me so intently that it almost scared me, but I knew the man wouldn’t do anything to hurt me. He loved me, and I loved him, so I told him so.

“I love you too, Phillip, and you must know that I don’t want to leave. I’ll always remember you as my savior.”

“Don’t talk like that, girl. I’m going to see you when this tour is over,” he said.

“Please,” I said.

Phillip lowered his hips and mouth to kiss me, rubbing his ass along my cock, just like I’d done to him on the beach, except now we were in the privacy of our suite. We could have each other, and nobody would know the difference. No cameras. No pictures sold to the press.

“You want to try me this time?”

“What?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what Phillip was asking. I just wanted to hear him say the words. He had to ask me for it if he was going to get it.

“Fucking me. I want you to try, you know, if you want.”

I smirked, feeling my dick jump against my bikini bottoms. I reached down to let out my cock. It stood straight up and pressed against Phillip’s bottom. I grabbed his hips and thrusted up to push my cock into him even more. He moaned as my tip pressed against his backside.

“You want this girly dick?” I asked.

“Yeah, baby. I want you to stretch my hole and squirt your girly load into me.”

I bit my lip, imagining doing just that, and I couldn’t wait. I needed to fuck his ass. “Did you bring the lube?” We’d bought a big bottle of silicone lubricant after our first night together.

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s in my bag.”

“Get out and grab me a towel. I’m ready to fuck this sweet ass,” I said and squeezed Phillip’s bubbly cheeks. I’d been thinking about fucking him since we first got together. I didn’t try to push it. Enjoying the shows and his dick was plenty, but if he wanted to get fucked, I wasn’t about to tell him no!

Phillip got out of the bath. He was hard and dripping wet as he grabbed a towel. He wrapped it around his body before passing me one. I set it by the bath.

“Why don’t you go get on the bed and put your ass in the air? I’ll be right there,” I said with my hands stretched out by my sides. “Make sure it’s nice and clean and ready. Don’t forget the lube either!”

Phillip nodded and rushed out of the bathroom. I heard him working on the other side of the door. I stroked my dick gently. It was still submerged in the water, and I couldn’t wait to shove it into Phillip’s ass, so I got out after about thirty seconds of waiting for Phillip to get ready.

The sexiest sight I’d ever seen awaited me when I stepped out of the bathroom. Phillip was on his hands and knees. His cheeks spread naturally to reveal his tiny hole. There was no way he’d ever used it, which made my hard dick throttle with desire.

“You sure about this, baby?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I want to feel your girly dick inside of me.”

“Your hole looks so tight, like you’ve never done anything with it.”

“I haven’t,” he said. “You’ll be my first.”

I moaned and stroked my dick as I slowly walked over to the bed. I was naked, and my nipples were erect. Part of me wanted to put on a pair of heels, but they were all the way across the room, and Phillip’s hole was staring me down.

I needed it.

“Damn, boy. This ass looks so good,” I said as I stepped forward and placed a hand on his bottom. I smacked his ass lightly. He jumped, but I could tell he loved it by the moan that left his mouth.

I grabbed his ass and pulled it down until it was hanging over the edge of the bed. I squatted behind him and spread his cheeks. He was squeaky clean and smelled of soap.

“Fuck, girl.” Phillip’s body shook, and he moaned like crazy as I licked his hole. I flicked my tongue against his entrance several times, loving how he tasted in my mouth. “I hate that you’re leaving.”

“Shh,” I said. “Don’t talk about that. Enjoy the moment.”

I had grown attached over the past week. Even if we didn’t become husband and wife, Phillip and I shared a bond now that we didn’t have before. It was a connection that would burn until the end of time. One we could never forget.

“Put it in me, Lindsay. I’m ready.”

I licked his taint a few seconds longer before standing to grab the bottle of lube. I lathered my cock and his hole. He groaned when I slipped a couple fingers into him, but I could tell he loved it by the way his body moved.

“You want this girly dick, boy?”

“Yes! I need it, Lindsay! Give me that girly dick!”

I pushed a third finger into Phillip’s hole, stretching him to the point that he screamed out, but he didn’t tell me to stop. He’d become completely submissive and wanted everything I was giving, so I pushed on his hole harder. I stretched him even further.

Sounds left Phillip’s mouth as I pushed my fingers deeper, but they were nonsense. My cock was throbbing and ready to enter Phillip, but I wanted him nice and stretched for my womanhood.

I pulled my fingers out after a couple minutes. Phillip gasped. His hole closed up a lot, but it was just loose enough to fit my dick before he tightened his ass all the way. Phillip hollered out when I pushed my girly cock deeper into his hole, but he couldn’t stop me. I’d already passed his ring.

“Fuck!” Phillip hollered out and tried to fall forward, but I grabbed his hip. I wouldn’t let him escape my girly dick. There was no telling when I might be able to have his sweet hole again, so I kept pushing my cock until it was stuffing him. Phillip kept repeating curse words in a low voice, but he was the one who wanted the dick.

“You like this girly cock, boy?”

Phillip said nothing, but I could tell he was enjoying himself by the way he breathed, and his cock was also rock hard when I reached around to touch it. I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto my cock without pulling out of Phillip.

He moaned when I pushed my cock back into him. The friction had just about disappeared, and he had relaxed his hole, and it felt so incredible, I knew it would only be a minute before I was cumming deep in his hole.

“You want me to fill your ass, boy?”

“Yes,” he said in a weak voice. “Give me that girly load.”

I gripped Phillip’s shoulders and pulled him upright and pounded his hole. My breasts swayed as my hips moved, and it was so fucking hot every time I looked down to where my dick disappeared into his hole. It had me ready to cum every time I saw it.

“Cum with me, boy.”

Phillip grabbed his dick. I loved having him on his knees on the bed as I stood behind him, pounding his hole like there was no tomorrow. Phillip groaned loudly and reached to grab my ass. He pushed my cock deeper into him, and I felt his hole squeeze my cock as he shot a thick load of cum onto the bed.

The sensations of his walls tightening around my womanhood sent me over the edge. I gripped Phillip’s side as he held me and unloaded deep in his ass, screaming high-pitched, girly moans as I did.

My breasts pressed up against Phillip’s back as I held my cock inside him. Our bodies dripped in sweat. We’d both cum and were floating in the bliss of our orgasm, and I honestly didn’t want it to end. I kissed him on the shoulder. I reached down to touch his sticky dick, which made him jump.

I finally pulled out when he pushed on my cock with his hole. I grabbed him and pulled him to the bed, never wanting to let him go. It would suck leaving in the morning, but I couldn’t let down my girls. They were practically family.

Phillip and I took a quick shower. We lounged around after I bought my plane tickets. We went to his show, but then we came back and made love again before passing out for the night.

Phillip drove me to the airport in the morning. I tried to be strong when we said goodbye, but a few tears fell. I’d miss my musician. He was so sexy and strong, and now he liked taking it in the backdoor. Where was I going to find another unicorn like him?

I could only hope we would see each other again like he promised we would.
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Several weeks had passed since I took the flight home from Virginia. It was great being back at work with the ladies. Alejandro couldn’t cover for me forever, but I also desperately missed my fairy-tale life. No matter how much I tried to explain, Patsy and Heather never truly understood how magical my time with Phillip had been.

He and I were still texting regularly, but it just wasn’t the same as being together. I constantly worried he would find another girl to accompany him on the road. He promised he hadn’t and that he wouldn’t and that I was the only girl who mattered, but how much of that could I actually believe?

I wasn’t stupid.

We were all at Heather’s place since it was the most comfortable and the closest to the office. David hadn’t been a problem, but I didn’t like being at home. I always worried he would be there when I turned the corner, even though he never was, and he’d even agreed to stop charging me rent as an apology.

Phillip begged me to move, but what could I do? At least I’d changed the locks.

“Girl, you need to move on. Stop checking your phone,” said Heather.

I hadn’t heard from Phillip since the morning. He usually sent me a few messages throughout the day, but it’d been mostly radio silence that day, which kind of sucked. I worried we were growing apart, even though he was nothing but sweet.

“He seems like a good guy, but he’s married to the road. You can’t count on that,” said Patsy.

I sighed and locked my phone. We were playing a boardgame. I could at least pretend like I wasn’t obsessed with Phillip in their presence.

“Fine. Fine,” I said. “I’ll give it a rest.”

“It’s for the best,” said Patsy.

Heather nodded smugly. Sometimes I felt I spent far too much time with these women, but they were like sisters. I couldn’t stay mad at them, so it was best to ignore it when our opinions differed. I would care about Phillip no matter what, even if his busy schedule pushed me out of his life.

We were starting on a second game when my phone buzzed. Everyone looked at my bag. I waited a minute to check my phone, and I couldn’t believe what I saw when I did. Phillip was standing naked in some random room without furniture, looking beyond delicious. I felt my cheeks reddening as I fired off a message.

Me: Where are you?

Phillip: Can you meet me? I have a surprise.

He included an address in his next text message, and he was surprisingly close to Heather’s. I stood without thinking to gather my things as I took a second look at the photo he’d sent.

“Lindsay! Where are you going? We’re playing a game,” said Heather.

“Sorry, ladies. It’s Phillip. He’s in town with a surprise.”

“What?” Patsy asked. “He just told you?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly as I raced to the door. “I’ll see you guys tomorrow. Sorry.”

I snuck out and ran to my car before Patsy or Heather could stop me. I had the address pulled up on my phone and drove there as fast as I could without risking a speeding ticket. My heart raced as I went to knock on the door. It was some random townhouse in a complex I passed all the time on my drives to work.

Phillip was standing in his underwear on the other side of the door. He grabbed my hand and pulled me into the townhouse. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply.

“What are you doing here?” I asked in a shocked voice.

“I wanted to surprise you.”

“Yeah, but why here? Why doesn’t this place have any furniture?”

Phillip smirked. “Why don’t you reach into my underwear to find out?”

I cocked an eyebrow at him, but I didn’t need much of an excuse to reach into Phillip’s underwear. I grabbed the waistline of his briefs and pulled them. There was a key sitting on top of his manhood. I took it out, making sure to give his member a nice stroke first.

“Why is there a key in your underwear, Phillip?”

He clutched his hands around mine. “I can’t stand you living anywhere that creep owns, so I had Elizabeth buy you this place. She has all the paperwork ready. You just need to sign a few things, and the townhouse is yours. You’ll have to pay the monthly HOA fees, but they’re not much at all.”

My eyes brightened. “Are you serious, Phillip? You did that for me?”

“I need to know you’re safe when I’m on the road, but I have a few days off to help you break in the new place.”

“Perfect,” I said and kissed Phillip. “I was wondering why you bothered putting on that underwear.” I pulled his briefs all the way down as I dropped to my knees, excited for the weekend and life we had ahead.

Phillip was my savior.

I was forever in his debt, even though he acted like I didn’t owe him a single thing.
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CHAPTER ONE

Theresa grunted as she listened to her public relations manager, Peggy Diamond, share her latest idea to help Theresa with her expansion plans. There were sitting on a bench in a busy art museum. They always met here because it was halfway between their offices, and Theresa got them in for free with her membership.

“What do you mean I need a man to soften my image?” asked Theresa. She recrossed her legs, folding the day’s newspaper she had bought on her way to the museum over her lap.

“Men have to trust you if you want to launch a men’s cosmetics line. From the research we’ve compiled at the office, a not-insignificant amount of men find you cold. Men don’t trust women who have drive as much as they do the motherly types. All I’m saying is a husband and a few photos of you being cuddly with him would do wonders. You’ve already refused to consider children,” said Peggy.

Theresa hated Peggy’s idea. She ran one of the most profitable cosmetics companies in the country, Theresa Sanders Cosmetics, aka TSC. Theresa also had a secret. Most men freaked out when they discovered Theresa used to be Tommy and still had Tommy’s special part. She had never parted with it, even though she felt so much like a woman. Almost nobody knew that about her these days. She kept the secret under lock and key now that her company was worth hundreds of millions.

“TSC has integrity. I built this company from nothing with the help of people like you. Your firm has been invaluable to our growth, but you can’t expect me to marry a man just for business,” she said.

Peggy shrugged. “You’re right, Theresa. You don’t have to do anything I suggest, but people see you as a celebrity. Celebrities need story lines, and you don’t have one. You’re a locked safe that nobody has opened in years,” she said.

“Why hasn’t it been a problem until now?”

“People didn’t care who you were before, but they do now. Obviously not everyone but enough people that it matters. You can’t hide in the shadows anymore, Theresa,” said Peggy. She pulled up charts from the research her team had conducted. People wanted to learn more about the woman behind the ever-expanding cosmetics line. “You have fans, Theresa. That comes with a price.”

“I’m boring, Peggy. You know that,” said Theresa.

“The world doesn’t, and they don’t want to see someone with your amount of money live a boring lifestyle. You just need to find a husband, take a vacation to the beach, cuddle up on him, and snap some pictures of you looking submissive. Docile.”

Theresa considered Peggy’s advice. She didn’t want to go through the trouble of finding a man when all she cared about was her business. She had porn, toys, and everything she needed at her condo in North Shore with lake views. Men had been an afterthought for years. Sex wasn’t worth the risk of her secret becoming public; the secret between her legs.

“I don’t know, Peggy. Might not be worth the extra sales.”

“Up to you, Theresa. I’ll send you the documents we put together, but it’s your decision. I recommend market research to find where the best markets for a men’s cosmetics would be instead of going forward with the national launch,” said Peggy.

“Thanks for the advice. Send us the invoice, and we’ll pay it right away,” said Theresa.

“Your people already paid me,” said Peggy. She leaned down to kiss Theresa on the cheek before waving goodbye.

Theresa watched Peggy walk down the hall as the thought of finding a husband clouded Theresa’s mind. There were some nights she missed the touch of a man. Some mornings she wanted nothing more than for a man to hold her legs up by her ears and fuck her. Theresa missed flesh passing through her lips, so much so, she would sometimes lose herself while sucking on her finger. How good it used to be to get to her knees with a muscular man holding her shoulders while fucking her face. Theresa shook off the thoughts and ignored the pulsing erection between her thighs.

There was another reason Theresa came to this art museum for her meetings. She always saw a man she once knew. Her best friend before she had disappeared to change herself from Tommy to Theresa. His name was Gregory. It pained Theresa to hide in the shadows. He had seen her so many times but never knew the woman he saw was his best friend in college.

If Theresa would ever have a fake husband, she wanted him. How would he react if he discovered the frequent visitor of the museum where he worked as a docent was in fact his old best friend? She and Gregory often made eyes at one another. Throughout college, Theresa had hidden her crush on Gregory, the art history major. The man with a stunning body. Symmetrical face. Dark brown hair with waves and stunning green eyes. He had never cared about money in college, and it must have carried into adulthood. They were both in their mid-thirties.

Theresa thought back to the first time she saw Gregory working at the museum. It had been three years ago when she moved to her new office. She had run to hide before she realized Gregory wouldn’t recognize her. Since then, they had been having a dance of the eyes. Theresa was waiting for the day a wedding ring would grace his finger, but it never happened.

Theresa stopped pretending to read the newspaper when Gregory came from around the corner. Theresa stood to catch up to him.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said and tapped on Gregory’s shoulder.

He turned and smiled at her, his eyes flickering to the cleavage of Theresa’s summer dress. “Hello, nice to meet you. You’re always here.”

“Right, but I can’t seem to find the contemporary paintings. Where are they?”

Gregory raised his eyebrow at Theresa, “uh, that way. I’ve seen you in that room before. Everything okay? Hit your head?”

Theresa had forgotten how Gregory’s voice sounded like honey. She forgot how much she had been in love with him. How badly it had hurt hiding her emotions. How she compared every man she had been with to him. Nobody compared. Theresa felt like she was falling down a hole to the center of the Earth.

“You caught me. I stopped you because I had a different question,” she said.

“What’s that?” asked Gregory. He always had the most relaxed face, like someone sleeping under a tree on a spring day. “Forget where the sculptures are?”

Theresa chuckled and shook her head. She opened her clutch and pulled out a business card. “I wanted to invite you to dinner. I have a strange proposition,” she said.

“Anything to have dinner with you,” said Gregory.

“Write your number on this card, and I’ll call you,” she said. Gregory took the card and pulled a pen from his pocket. He scribbled his number on the back of the card. Theresa tucked it into her clutch. “See you soon, handsome,” she said. Theresa pulled her hair over one shoulder, turned her back to Gregory, and switched extra-hard on the way to the door.

♦

Theresa was thirty minutes late as Gregory checked his watch for the nineteenth time. He was wondering if he should stay or leave. After glimpsing Theresa Sander’s business card, it wasn’t hard to find out she was a millionaire. She didn’t have just one million but several. Gregory thought she was worth waiting longer. He wouldn’t stay all night but was curious what the powerful businesswoman wanted with him.

Ten minutes later, Theresa came rushing in the restaurant. She looked like a goddess as she scrambled to the two-person table on along the wall. Gregory stood to greet her with a hug. She smelled of cardamom and vanilla with a hint of orange. A decadent scent for the late-summer night.

“So sorry I’m late, Gregory. I got held up in traffic on the ride over here and was on the phone the entire time,” she said.

“The train is faster,” he replied.

Theresa shook her head, “you don’t expect me to take that, do you? I have a driver, and the train is only rarely faster. I can take you home if you’d like. Where do you live?”

“Pilsen,” he said. “You?”

“Pilsen? I haven’t been over there in ages. It’s crazy I can see a place like Madrid or Milan more times than a neighborhood in my city,” said Theresa. Gregory thought something about her seemed familiar the more she talked. He didn’t know if it was the shape of her large, round eyes. The hints of blue or green in her dark-brown irises. The shade of her dark hair.

“Must be nice to have lots of money like you,” said Gregory. He wasn’t a man who cared much about material objects. Gregory had studied art history and loved every day at his job. He had access to the vast collection of one of the best art museums in the world. He met artists on exhibitions. Everything he spoke about was a subject he loved, and most people couldn’t say that. The money was secondary. Women seemed to care Gregory was thirty-four and lived in a studio he could barely afford, but Gregory didn’t. He was happy, and nothing would change that. “You can make fun of me if you want, but—”

“Nobody is making fun of you, Gregory. I respect your job. What I don’t respect is how much the museum pays you for it. You’re protecting paintings they’ve spent millions of dollars to buy, and what do they pay you?”

Gregory twiddled his thumbs under the table, not wanting to disclose how little money he made to Theresa Sanders, cosmetics extraordinaire. She probably made more in a day than he made in a year. Perhaps she earned that in an hour. It made him feel small and worthless, even though he knew that wasn’t the truth.

“It doesn’t matter how much I make,” he said.

Theresa raised her hand and called over the waiter. She ordered a bottle of white wine and appetizers. She picked out the most-expensive steak dish for Gregory, checking first if he ate meat, and then ordered herself the squash-stuffed ravioli. “I’m sure I could offer you more than whatever they’re paying,” she said.

“What’s the job?”

Theresa locked her eyes on Gregory, leaning across the table. A candle flickered between them and cast a shadow on her face. It lit up her fair skin. The closer her face got to Gregory’s, the more aroused he felt. He wanted to reach under the table and run his hand up her thigh but resisted. If the job interested him, he would consider leaving the museum.

Theresa pulled back and sipped from the white wine the waiter had served them, interrupting the moment. “You would work as an assistant of sorts, but there’s a catch.”

“What’s that?”

“You would become my husband,” said Theresa. She looked both ways to make sure people weren’t listening. “I need a husband for marketing purposes. You would be a prop, but I can sweeten the deal.”

“How?” asked Gregory.

“You like art? You can use a fund to find upcoming artists to buy work from as investments. I love investing in art, and I’m sure you have a better eye for it than I do.”

Gregory had dreamed of buying art for money, but it seemed too good. “What aren’t you telling me?”

“There will be an ironclad prenuptial agreement. You won’t get anything more than your salary. I mean, I wouldn’t let you walk away poor after everything you’ll have to sacrifice to play the part of my husband, but you won’t take me for everything. How about a million once this is all over?”

“How long are you thinking it will last?”

“Four, five years? I don’t know. A happy marriage is easy to fake when you have money and power. My condo is huge. You can have your own bedroom and everything. I travel often. It’ll be like we’re roommates with opposite schedules, unless we have to pose for the camera,” said Theresa.

The server brought them their food, pausing their conversation. Gregory ran his fingers through his thick hair. He would have been crazy to deny Theresa’s offer. “Can we have sex?” he asked.

Theresa coughed on her wine, covering her mouth. “Absolutely not, Gregory. You can’t date, either. But you can buy whatever toys you want to satisfy yourself behind a closed door.”

Gregory shrugged. “Okay, and how much will I get when we divorce?”

“Like I said, one million. Two if you perform above and beyond as my husband.”

“Deal,” he said and raised his wine glass. They clinked them together and ate the rest of their meal in relative silence. Gregory thought about what he would do with all his money after they divorced years down the road. They discussed how much he could spend on artwork, and Gregory couldn’t wait to put in his two-week notice at the art museum.

Theresa gave Gregory a ride back to his studio in Pilsen. She had declined his offer to come upstairs. Gregory spent the rest of the night with wide eyes, thinking about how his life had changed forever from what it was just a week ago.


CHAPTER TWO

Theresa sat in a meeting at a cafe on a bustling street in Buenos Aires. She had flown down for a meeting to expand her business to South America. There were talks of opening stores in Argentina, Uruguay, Brazil, and Chile. Theresa didn’t know how the South American market would support her stores and wanted to start with a boutique in Buenos Aires.

A month had passed since she offered Gregory the deal, and he had moved from his studio in Pilsen to her condo in North Shore; Theresa’s favorite neighborhood in Chicago. Once he had come into the kitchen with nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist, and Theresa had to steady herself when she saw Gregory’s body had changed little since college. If anything, it was hunkier and more masculine. He still had a six-pack. Thick arms. The lightest layer of hair on his chest.

“Thank you for your time,” said Theresa when the meeting ended. Her associates had made plans to open a store next year and give it a couple years before expanding. Theresa preferred to move slowly with confidence than fast with eagerness.

Theresa walked through the city, picking up a pastry on her way home. She had been renting an apartment for the week because they still had to find a location after finalizing the numbers today, which they would do tomorrow.

Theresa ate a jam-filled pastry on the balcony at her apartment, looking out to Buenos Aires. She opened her phone and stared at a picture of Gregory. The photo she had added to his contact page. Since Gregory moved into her condo, they had fallen into some of their old habits: talking late into the night about politics, art, and drinking too much wine. Theresa spent so much time building her company, she had forgotten how nice it was to have a friend.

It had been a few days since Theresa had spoken to Gregory, and she missed his voice. Theresa had been resisting her urge to call Gregory but gave in. They could discuss business. He was her fiance-assistant.

Gregory answered on the second ring. His voice was sugar melting into hot water. Theresa had to press her thighs together on her twitching dick. “Theresa, how’s Argentina? Have you learned the tango?”

She giggled. “You know I don’t have time for dancing. What are you doing?”

“Sitting in the condo and watching waves crash against the shore.”

Theresa imagined him standing by the window, staring out to the lake. How the curve of his ass would look. She wanted to ask what he was wearing but wouldn’t allow herself the thrill. Instead, she had Gregory find a number in the kitchen she thought she had ‘lost’, but it was in her phone. His voice was her candy, and she had to savor each earful. Each number he read to her.

“Thank you, Gregory. What would I do without you?”

“I don’t know because I think I found a winner today. The painting was only two-thousand dollars, but this woman will become a legend. I’m having it shipped to your storage unit tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait to see it. You don’t think it would work in the condo?” she asked.

“Too big, but we could probably find a home for it at your office.”

“Send me a picture,” she said.

Gregory went silent as he sent her a picture. It came through a minute later. The painting was modern. Abstract, but Theresa could see the brilliance in it. “You can decorate too, if you want. Not part of the contract.”

“About that contract… when are we making it official? I’m ready to become Mr. Theresa Sanders.”

“Will you take my name?”

“Maybe we should keep our own since we plan on getting divorced before we marry.”

“Good idea. We will be everything but conventional,” said Theresa.

“I miss you, Theresa,” said Gregory.

Theresa ran her hand up her thigh, stroking her dick with two fingers. Teasing it. She rubbed herself as silence lingered between them. “I’ll be back soon, so no need to miss me,” said Theresa, although she wanted to fall into Gregory’s arms when she arrived home. How would he react if he discovered the secret between her thighs? How would he feel when he found out that Theresa was his best friend who had vanished without a final word?

“Who else will sit up and drink wine with me?”

“We should limit ourselves to one night a week of that,” said Theresa. She couldn’t stop herself from erecting an invisible wall between them. Gregory had the power to make her future, but he could also break her if she lost control of the situation.

“You’re the boss, Theresa,” said Gregory. His voice fell. Theresa had poked a hole into his bubble. His confidence wounded. “You’re probably busy. I’ll let you go. See you when you get home,” he said.

The line went dead, and Theresa turned the phone upside-down on her thigh. She would have to buy the condo below her and add a staircase. She needed space from Gregory because of her vulnerability to him. He was perfect to soften her image and sell more men’s cosmetics, although without distance, Theresa would fall to her knees.

She needed a dick in her mouth and seeing Gregory in a towel had stirred desires that couldn’t separate. It was a fire with an endless supply of wood. A day with no night. Oil in water. Theresa hid her phone from herself and went to work on launching a boutique in Buenos Aires. After five minutes, Theresa was stirring in her chair. She ran to the bathroom to jack off into the toilet and calm her urges.


CHAPTER THREE

Gregory stumbled through the doorway after returning home from dinner. Theresa followed behind him. She turned on the lights as Gregory threw his keys to the counter. Theresa had returned from Buenos Aires a week ago. Gregory thought she had been avoiding him until they went out tonight. Now their dynamic was back to normal.

They had gone through two bottles of white wine at dinner after a long week of work and were drunker than two flies trapped in a whiskey barrel.

Gregory filled two glasses of water. He passed one to Theresa, and their eyes locked. There was a spark between them they couldn’t ignore. They had to act upon it. Gregory needed Theresa to accept him as his husband in more ways than a business transaction. He needed her touch. How could she not want his? How could she not want to feel his dick slide deep into her wet pussy?

“Why can’t we fuck?” asked Gregory. His words slurred.

Theresa placed her glass on the counter. “This is a business transaction. You and me. If we become more than friends, it could turn ugly quick.”

Gregory stepped forward, and Theresa didn’t resist him when he kissed her. She accepted his tongue. She pulled on Gregory’s hair, deepening the kiss, rubbing along Gregory’s hard body. Gregory was panting when Theresa pulled away from him. “As amazing as that was, nothing can happen between us,” she said.

“You don’t mean that,” he said. Theresa shook her head and walked over the sofa. Gregory followed her, kneeling on the floor next to her. He wrapped his hands over her leg. “Theresa, please. You’re the woman of my dreams. Can’t we at least try?”

Theresa turned her body away from Gregory. She was breaking his heart. “You don’t know the first thing about me to say that.”

“I don’t know what it is, Theresa. But you remind me of someone I used to know. Someone I loved. My best friend. What if we could become best friends and lovers? I see a future for us. Maybe we could even have…” Gregory said but stopped before he finished the sentence.

“Were you about to say children?”

Gregory shrugged. “I want you, Theresa. I can’t do this unless we try. If we fail, then I’ll act, but you can’t act like there is nothing here. There’s a spark.”

Theresa sighed. She crossed her legs, breaking the hold Gregory had over them. Theresa patted the seat next to her without making eye contact. When Gregory climbed to the sofa, Theresa went to the floor. She parted his thighs. Theresa ran her hands up Gregory’s legs, his dick twitching in his pants at her touch. Through hooded eyes, Theresa looked up at him for the first time.

“What if I give you a blow job? Will that shut you up?” she asked as she undid his jeans. Theresa pulled his jeans and underwear to the floor, revealing Gregory’s thickness. His heavy rod. He was an average length but thick and delicious. Theresa took it with both hands and stroked. Gregory’s toes cracked as they curled. Theresa giggled as she played with his cock.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“Nothing. I just forgot how much I missed playing with these things,” she said. “Take off your shirt. I want to see that sexy body.”

“You think it’s sexy?” he asked.

“It took everything I had not to drop to my knees when you came into the kitchen wearing nothing but a towel,” she said.

“I’ll have to remember that for later,” he said as removed his shirt. Gregory was naked, and Theresa was still wearing the black cocktail dress from dinner. Her heels sticking out behind her. Her hair pinned to one side and hanging down her shoulder. Gregory was thinking about fucking Theresa’s pussy as she lowered her mouth over his cock.

Gregory moaned as Theresa lips passed along his shaft. She used her tongue, swirling it in circles over his skin like it was a car going through the drive-thru wash. “Fuck,” groaned Gregory. His legs twitched as Theresa pulled on his balls. She worked his cock, sucking with passion. She treated his member like a king on his throne.

“Let me do you, baby. Let me taste that pussy,” said Gregory. “I love eating pussy, Theresa. I’ll eat you any day of the week.” Theresa stood. Gregory thought he was imagining the tent shape under her dress. It looked like a man with an erection. He laughed because he thought she was playing a joke on him. “What do you have under there? A stick? The remote?”

When Theresa lifted her dress, Gregory sat straight on the sofa. He grabbed his shirt and covered his dick. “What the fuck, Theresa?” he asked, jumping to his feet on the sofa as though a rat had scurried across the floor. “What the actual hell? Is that a fucking dick?”

Theresa grabbed a pillow and threw it at him. “Don’t be a fucking asshole, Gregory.”

Gregory’s dick had gone limp, and he pulled on his jeans. He rushed to cover every inch of his flesh that he could, not realizing how badly he was hurting Theresa. Theresa lowered her dress and sat in the chair across from the sofa. “You were just sucking my dick,” said Gregory. His voice was gloomy, and he was looking at the floor.

“You were enjoying it.”

“You didn’t tell me you had… one of those. I can’t marry you. Not if you’re…”

“What? A freak? You don’t want to make four-hundred thousand a year? Fine, throw it away. I don’t care. It’s a waste of money anyway,” said Theresa. She was raising her voice.

“I never said you’re a freak, but I love pussy. You don’t have that,” said Gregory.

“No, I don’t. You’re right. So, why don’t you pack a bag and I’ll get you a room somewhere until you can find a new apartment,” said Theresa. She had stood from the chair and went to Gregory’s bedroom door, throwing it open. “Come on, you’re wasting time.”

Gregory walked to the bedroom with hung shoulders, and Theresa stood over him as he packed a bag. She booked a room for him at a hotel down the street while he was packing. Theresa walked Gregory to the door. They hadn’t spoken. Every time Gregory tried to speak, Theresa silenced him. The only thing she had said was that she would call off the wedding. She told him he wasn’t necessary for her plan.

Theresa was standing inside the condo, and Gregory was in the hallway. “One more thing,” she said.

“What?” asked Gregory, his voice empty of life. He wanted to correct himself, but Theresa wouldn’t give him the chance.

“The reason I am familiar is because I’m your old friend Tommy. This is the freak I’ve become and the reason I never called you again. Now, disappear from my life forever Gregory,” Theresa said and slammed the door in Gregory’s face.

No amount of banging, yelling, or cursing got Theresa to open the door, and security was pulling Gregory outside within minutes.


CHAPTER FOUR

“There’s something I’ve never told you, Peggy,” said Theresa. They were sitting by a window in her apartment that overlooked the city and the lake. Each woman had a cocktail in her hand. It was after the workday, and Theresa had called Peggy for a meeting. There was no way that Theresa was going to the art museum.

Peggy sipped from her lime-forward drink, “what’s that?”

Theresa sighed. She never wanted to share her secret. Why should it matter that she used to be a man? That she still had her dick? Theresa felt like a woman, and nobody questioned her otherwise. “Well, it all started after college. Before I became Theresa, I was Tommy.”

Peggy placed her drink on the table. “Tommy? No wonder you changed your name. I would hate to have that name as a girl,” she said.

“Peggy…” said Theresa. She let the silence hang in the air while Peggy figured out the truth for herself. Peggy’s eyes widened after a few seconds.

“Are you saying…?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Wow, I never would have guessed,” she said. “Not that I’m judging, but why are you telling me now?”

“I took your advice and tried to find a husband, but things fell apart. What do you think if I told the world about my transition? Would that make people sympathize more? Would it soften my image?” asked Theresa. Her mind drifted to the fight she had with Gregory a few days ago. How security had dragged him down the hallway to the elevator while she watched through the peephole. Theresa sighed as Peggy processed her questions.

“We can run focus groups and give you a better answer, but it might just be best for you to scale back the launch of the men’s line to tested markets. You can always sell online and ship to the entire country. There’s nothing wrong with that, Theresa.”

“You’re right. Run the focus groups, but we’ll probably do that. I’m not sure I’m ready to share my secret with the world,” said Theresa.

Two weeks passed like snow melting under a heat lamp.

After the conversation with Peggy, they had run focus groups. Revealing her transition to the world would soften her edge. Theresa was over hiding her secret. She wanted to inspire young men and women who went through the same struggles as her. Theresa would scale back the launch, and she would no longer hide her true self.

Theresa sat at her computer in the office writing a speech for the press conference she would give in a couple weeks. She still needed time to prepare for the ramifications of disclosing her secret, but the day would come. The day would pass.

As Theresa was typing, a knock came at the door. It was her assistant, who wore a sly smile on her face. “Theresa, there’s someone here to see you.”

“I thought we cleared all my appointments for the day?” she asked.

“The man says it is urgent. That he is an old friend. Gregory Digby? Should I have security escort him from the building?”

Theresa shook her head. She couldn’t send Gregory away after what had happened at her apartment. Since that moment, an hour hadn’t passed where Gregory didn’t drift through Theresa’s thoughts. How delicious his cock had felt passing between her lips. How much she missed and desired the touch of a man. A body to keep her warm at night. “Let him in,” said Theresa.

A minute later, Gregory walked through the door. His inky hair shined, making his green eyes pop. His broad shoulders made Theresa’s dick twitch. She wondered if she would get wet by seeing him if she had a pussy. “I’m sorry to bother you, Theresa, but I quit my job to work for you.”

“Please, sit,” she said. Theresa’s assistant closed the door on her way out, leaving Theresa alone with Gregory.

“I need money, Theresa. You kicked me to the curb, and the museum won’t hire me back.”

Theresa tapped her fingers on the desk; her dick feeling more present than ever. She wished the world didn’t have such a problem with her body. It hadn’t been her choice to come into the world as a man while feeling like a woman in every possible way. For as long as Theresa could remember, she had been hiding the secret.

“You’re right, Gregory. Don’t worry, we will take care of you. I asked you to join my team, and I have to honor that,” she said.

Gregory deflated, like he had come prepared to fight. “Fine,” he said. “So, what are the terms?”

“How about we go to lunch today to discuss them? Meet me at the cafe around the corner in thirty because I have a couple tasks to finish first. Is that okay?” she asked.

“Okay, don’t be late,” he said and left, slamming the door behind him.

Theresa knew she had hurt Gregory by not disclosing that she was Tommy earlier. That she had sucked his dick and then dropped that bomb on him. She had persuaded him to quit his job and then pushed him away without even thinking about how she had pulled the rug out from under his old life. Gregory deserved better. He deserved an explanation Theresa wasn’t ready to give.

Theresa finished typing her press release, grabbed her purse, and walked as slowly as she could to the cafe around the corner.

♦

Gregory lifted his head when Theresa walked through the door. His thoughts over the past half hour had been dark. He wondered how Theresa could have thrown everything away from when they were best friends. When Tommy had disappeared from Gregory’s life without explanation, it was harder than any breakup Gregory had experienced.

“Theresa, you made it,” said Gregory. She was five minutes late, and he had begun to worry she wouldn’t come.

“I owe it to you,” she said and walked past Gregory’s open arms to take a seat at the two-person table.

Gregory ignored the pain Theresa was causing him. The wounds she was opening. Gregory had already decided what he wanted to eat, and Theresa studied the menu so hard that he didn’t interrupt her. The tension thick like gelatin; sticky like sap on the bark of a tree.

“Don’t worry about your job. We can move you to full-time art investor. I’ll see to it you make double or more than what you were making at the museum and get to buy two pieces a year for your own collection, minimum. How does that sound?” asked Theresa.

She called over the server to order their food before Gregory could reply. 
“So?”

“It sounds like a good deal, Theresa,” he said. Gregory didn’t know how to bring up Theresa’s past as Tommy. It was harder than opening a plastic box without scissors. “But Theresa…”

“No, Gregory,” she said.

“We have to talk about it,” he said.

“No, we don’t. Don’t you remember how much you used to ridicule gay guys we saw? Don’t you remember how crude we were?”

“You were too!” said Gregory, defending himself.

“Only to protect who I was,” said Theresa.

“I don’t believe you, Theresa. We were young and stupid. Arrogant as hell. I guess I always knew there was something different about you, but I don’t care. You hurt me, Theresa. I lost the most important person in my life when you disappeared,” said Gregory. “You were my best friend.”

Theresa looked around the cafe and ignored Gregory, making him feel like a potted plant without water. Gregory wanted answers, and Theresa didn’t speak the entire time they waited for the food. Every time Gregory opened his mouth, Theresa raised her hand to silence him.

They ate. Gregory pushed lettuce around on his plate, taking bites with little interest. His heart was aching, and Theresa did nothing to ease his pain. “Please, Theresa,” said Gregory.

She raised her hand, then shook her head. “I missed you, Gregory. A lot, but you have to understand why I didn’t tell you.”

Gregory shook his head. “I don’t. As much shit as I talked, you know I didn’t hate anyone. I was as open-minded as any back then, and I’ve never been against people loving people. You know that.”

Theresa rolled her wrists. “I can’t say I did, Gregory. We were wild. Uncontrollable. I had to disappear and make my own life. When I saw you in the museum for the first time years ago, it had been like seeing a ghost. Do you know how hard it was to see you all those times and say nothing?”

“You did it with no apparent problems,” he said.

“What I did was wrong but necessary. I won’t apologize for it. I’m giving you a job that will double your salary overnight. What more do you want?”

Gregory ate his salad at a quicker speed. He wanted to go home to his new apartment and forget about Theresa. He wished she would have kept her secret to herself if she couldn’t deal with this conversation. “I want to talk to you, Theresa. I want to get to know you.”

“You will buy art for me and have your dream job. Isn’t that enough?”

Gregory had to treat Theresa as his boss and sew up the scar she had ripped open by sucking his dick before revealing the truth. Gregory wanted to know Theresa. He wanted to forgive. Maybe even try a second round in the bedroom, but Theresa was making it clear to Gregory that she wanted nothing of that nature.

Theresa called over the server when they had finished their salads and handed him her credit card. Gregory had no fight left in him. If Theresa didn’t want to explain her transition from Tommy to the queen of cosmetics, that was her business. He would hunt for art and keep his distance.

“If it’s possible, Theresa, have your assistant send me all the information I need. I feel it’s better if we terminate contact,” he said.

“Agreed. I’ll send over a budget and purchasing goal tomorrow. Did you get paid this time?”

“No, that was why I came to your office.”

“I’ll make sure they reinstate your salary, Gregory. Don’t worry,” she said.

“Deal,” said Gregory. He stood and left the cafe without another word, crushed that his old best friend hadn’t cared enough to discuss what they needed.


CHAPTER FIVE

Theresa had her legs dangling over the sides of the bed; sitting on the corner. She stared at herself in the large mirror propped against the wall. Theresa had one hand behind her for balance and the other on her shiny dick. Theresa was naked and thinking of Gregory. Thinking of taking his thickness in her ass. She hadn’t seen him since their lunch date, but he was on her thoughts like a past-due deadline.

Theresa stroked her feminine dick, watching her balls dance as she edged herself. She wondered if Gregory would enjoy her dick balls deep in his ass. Throughout college, Theresa had resisted the urge to push Gregory’s buttons. She had wanted to dress in women’s clothing back then. She had wanted to tell Gregory and ask if they could have become friends and lovers, but she never had the courage.

Closing her eyes, Theresa ignored the regret. The guilt from abandoning Gregory. The disgust in herself for not choosing a different path. As Theresa had grown more successful over the years, she never forgot about Gregory. Theresa opened her eyes. She stroked her dick, watching precum ooze from its tip.

Theresa sat straighter and rubbed circles around her nipples with her wet fingers. She moaned as an orgasm built within her. As the thoughts of Gregory on his knees taking her load consumed her. Theresa threw a black t-shirt from her bed on the floor and covered it in her thick, white cum. Theresa panted as her body relaxed from the load that had left her. She hadn’t cum in weeks.

Walking naked, Theresa went to shower herself with scolding water. She wanted to clean the desires from her mind, but the water’s temperature did nothing to make her forget her past. Theresa had to get out of the house. Theresa dried herself and put on crotchless panties with a ruffled skirt, heels, and a long-sleeve t-shirt. No nylons because she loved the wind touching her dick under the skirt as she walked to the train station. It wasn’t too cold outside, but it would be in a few hours. Theresa’s private driver had evenings free, and she wasn’t going to call him or pay him extra.

Theresa took the ‘L’ across the city to her storage unit. Gregory had charged a few grand to his account along with paperwork and an estimated future value with the purchased artwork. Theresa didn’t care who painted what when everything with Gregory was awry. Their relationship was like fallen bricks from an earthquake. Theresa’s heels clicked on the concrete floor as she walked to her overlarge unit. It had lights and places to sit. Plenty of room for Gregory to collect pieces she hoped would be worth hundreds of thousands or millions. The monthly rent was a small price to pay.

Theresa turned the key in her unit and pulled up on the door. She closed it behind her and turned on the light. Theresa placed her purse on the coffee table. There was a water dispenser, plastic cups, and a trash can. Some days Gregory would have to come for hours if he wanted to show art to potential clients. Theresa had the security guard and a few of the other employees on her payroll, so they weren’t crossing her. Not if they knew what was good for them.

It didn’t take long to find the recent purchase. Theresa admired the abstract depiction of a countryside landscape. The artist had used several mediums and techniques to capture the scene. It impressed Theresa. She felt her dick twitching as she pictured Gregory buying it with her money; registering the piece in her name. She loved when people made her money. It got her hot. Theresa reached under her skirt and touched her throbbing feminine cock, uncovered by any fabric.

Theresa went over to the couch and lifted her skirt, leaving on the crotchless thong. She stroked her cock, wondering how many hours Gregory had put into finding that painting. How much research he had done to write his report. Theresa panted as her hand moved along her hardened extension. Her shaved, feminine womanhood.

Theresa was close to cumming when she heard a noise in the storage unit. She paused, edging herself. Rubbing her finger along the silky tip until she heard someone touch her storage unit’s door. Theresa pulled down her skirt before whoever pulled open the metal door.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

♦

Gregory had bought a small painting while at an art gallery this evening and wanted to store it at Theresa’s storage unit. The piece was the first for his personal collection. He got to spend up to a thousand every three months or two thousand every six months. He wanted to get as many bargains as he could, and this one had been a stellar buy. A recent college graduate who showed true potential.

Walking down the hallway toward the storage unit, Gregory thought about Theresa. They hadn’t spoken since their lunch, and Gregory didn’t know how to approach her. He wanted to have the conversation about what happened after college when she had disappeared, transitioning from Tommy to Theresa. Even if Gregory wouldn’t have understood, he would have tried his best to support her in those challenging times.

Gregory grabbed the handle to the storage unit’s door, sliding it open. Gregory about dropped the painting in his hands when he saw Theresa on the couch. When he first saw the storage unit, its size had shocked him, but Theresa gave him a budget that would easily fill up the space, and he enjoyed working in the quiet room. It had become his home away from home. A quiet retreat from Chicago.

“What are you doing here?” asked Theresa, looking guilty.

“I bought a piece for myself. What do you think?” he asked. Gregory slid the metal door closed, walking across the room.

Theresa switched her legs. She was wearing a skirt with no pantyhose, and Gregory couldn’t help but stare at her defined legs. Theresa stood to get a better look at the painting in Gregory’s hands, and the tent under her skirt was undeniable. Gregory swallowed as he remembered the one time he had caught Tommy jacking off in college. He was thick and long. Gregory was happy with his size, but Theresa had an anaconda cock. It looked odd, yet sexy jetting out from her feminine body.

Theresa had her hands over her front, but Gregory saw what she was hiding with ease. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of the dangling member as they discussed the painting. Gregory jumped back when something splashed against the floor. He looked down at the splattered cum on the floor. It must have dropped from Theresa’s dick. He wondered if she was wearing anything under her skirt.

“Oh my, looks like I made a mess,” said Theresa. She went over and found a napkin by the plastic cups. When she bent over, Gregory glimpsed her ass cheeks and thong; a hint of her silky feminine cock. Gregory felt his dick growing in his pants as he thought about splitting Theresa’s ass cheeks and filling her from behind. Everything but her eyes, hair color, and fair skin had changed from when she had been Tommy. Gregory had a deadly crush on Theresa, but he had to hide it like gold in a brothel.

Theresa bent down and wiped her cum from the floor. While squatting, Theresa glanced up at Gregory. She looked slutty, like she wanted to take Gregory’s cock in her mouth again. Maybe it was his imagination because all he could think about were Theresa’s thick lips.

“I wasn’t expecting you to come here,” she said and stood, walking the tissue over to the trash can. Theresa sat on the sofa and patted the cushion. Gregory sat next to her, and she wrapped her arm over his shoulder. “How have you been, Gregory?”

He shrugged. He enjoyed the freedom he had working for Theresa, but nothing compared to having her in his life. “I’ve been okay.”

“Same. I was actually thinking about you before you arrived,” she said.

“How so?”

“Well, judging by what fell to the floor, how do you think?”

“I was just about to grab dinner, Theresa. Did you want to go with me and talk?”

She shook her head. “How about we order something and eat here? There’s more privacy. I can’t talk about what you want in public. Not until I come out and tell everyone the truth.”

“What do you mean?”

“Order some food, and then we’ll talk.”

Gregory ordered pasta from the Italian restaurant across the street. They chose several sides and would drink the water they had. After Gregory put down the phone, Theresa told him her plan to reveal her transition to the world. She explained how she was tired of living in the shadows. She wanted to date, to love. Theresa wanted people to know her truth.

“Would you ever be willing to love me?” asked Gregory.

Theresa took his hand. Her tent had dropped, and he felt the outline of her member when she placed their hands in her lap. “I’ve loved you since the day I met you, Gregory,” she said. Her voice had lost its bass since she was Tommy. No Adam’s apple. She was all woman except for the extension Gregory wanted to experience. The member he wanted to touch; to suck.

“Then, why did you leave? Why didn’t you tell me the truth?”

Theresa shrugged. “I thought it was the correct decision. I’m sorry for ever hurting you, Gregory, but I can’t change the past. We can only create our future.”

“Do you want a future with me?”

“I still might need a husband,” she said. “Coming out will hurt my image. I understand some customers won’t accept who I am, but maybe having a hunky husband will help.”

“Is business all you think about?” asked Gregory. He followed his intuition and moved his hand up Theresa’s thigh. She quivered at his touch. She shook her head. “What else do you think about then?”

“You. You and my company are my only concerns,” she said.

“I like that you think about me.” Gregory moved his hand until it was touching Theresa’s hardening dick. His hand spread out and felt the fabric surrounding Theresa’s womanhood. “What are these?”

“Crotchless panties. I was feeling frisky when I left the house. I couldn’t stop thinking about your chiseled body. Those waves in your hair,” said Theresa. She ran her fingers through Gregory’s thick hair and squeezed as Gregory stroked her extension. Theresa pulled him close and kissed him. Touched him.

Minutes later, Gregory’s phone rang and interrupted them. Theresa looked down for the first time and giggled at the wet spot on his pants and the outline of an erection in his jeans. “Appears someone likes my dick.”

Gregory smirked and ducked out the room to pay the delivery person. Gregory came back from the lobby; aroused when Theresa greeted him wearing nothing but her pumps while playing with her womanhood. Her breasts sat high on her chest.

“We can wait to eat, don’t you think? Come over here and show me how much you like my lady dick.”

Gregory placed the food on the table and dropped to his knees on the concrete floor. Theresa held Gregory by his hair and slapped her dick against his face. “Fuck, you’re big,” he said.

“Open up,” said Theresa. When Gregory parted his lips, Theresa stuffed her womanhood into his mouth. She had been leaking precum, and the saltiness covered Gregory’s tongue. Gregory felt like a little slut, eager to please his woman as she moaned. Sucking her dick was like devouring an ice cream cone. Lick, suck. Lick, suck. Gregory pretended she was salted caramel and savored every lick until she surprised him with a thick, milky load.

Theresa held Gregory’s face as her body spasmed, filling his mouth with her nectar. Gregory swallowed every drop.

“Fuck, that was hot, baby. Are you negative?”

“Yeah,” said Gregory. “I got tested a few months ago.”

“Get naked and sit here,” she said.

Gregory hesitated by stripped himself naked, no longer ashamed of the erection Theresa gave him. Her body was a waterfall of glory, and Gregory would stand under its splashing water as long as Theresa allowed him access. Gregory stroked his hard cock, watching Theresa dig in her purse. Her heels clicked when she walked back to the sofa.

“I got tested last week and still had this lube in my purse. We’re in luck,” she said and ripped open the small packet. She emptied the contents onto Gregory’s cock. Theresa rubbed the lube into his erection before turning her back to him and lowering herself on his manhood.

Gregory gasped as Theresa’s tight ass swallowed his cock. She sat between his splayed legs, riding his dick cowgirl style. No protection. Gregory ran his hands down Theresa’s back, pressing his nails into her skin. Theresa’s ass was warm, welcoming; like a cave for a bear in hibernation. Gregory was begging himself not to cum too early but was feeling close a couple minutes after Theresa had mounted him.

He moved his hands to her front side, cupping her breasts. Gregory kissed her back, straining from the urge to cum. “Fuck, you feel good baby.”

“Oh my, Gregory. Give me that dick. Show me how much you love my hole,” she said.

Gregory held Theresa’s hips. She leaned forward, and Gregory fucked her as hard as he could, using his entire length. He loved how Theresa’s cock and breasts bounced as he fucked her from behind. “I won’t last, baby,” said Gregory.

“Fill me up, Gregory. I need your cum,” panted Theresa. She reached back and scratched at Gregory’s hard chest.

Gregory lowered his hips and pulled Theresa close to him, pushing his pelvis against her ass. He was balls deep when streams of cum erupted from his dick, filling Theresa’s cave with his seed. Gregory held Theresa’s breasts as his dick relaxed within her. They were like that several minutes before she demounted, a stream of cum spilling from her ass. She wiped the white goo from her leg and laughed, grabbing a napkin to clean herself.

“I could really use that Italian food now,” she said.

“Me too,” said Gregory.

They watched television on Theresa’s cell phone while sitting on the couch and eating takeout.


CHAPTER SIX

Theresa waited with Gregory by her side. Days had passed since their evening at the storage unit, and they had been sucking dick ever since. Theresa hadn’t given up her ass since, but Gregory seemed satisfied with the oral. He was showing his submissive side too when he got on his knees for Theresa.

In a few minutes, Theresa would give her speech. It was a small event, but they were streaming the video live on her social media. They would post it via several channels afterward.

“Are you nervous?” asked Gregory. He was trying to hold Theresa’s hand, but she wouldn’t let him.

“Yes,” she said. “This is a big secret.”

“Whatever happens, I’m here for you, Theresa,” he said. Theresa accepted his hand. She patted it, and they called her name a second later. “Good luck.”

Theresa walked to the podium. Her heart raced as the audience of journalists stared at her. She ran a corporation, but running a business wasn’t the same as placing one’s heart on a cutting board for society to chop to little bits, swirl in a blender, and throw the muck across a wall. Theresa cleared her throat, glancing at Gregory. He was her rock in this sea of change, and she never wanted to lose him again. Walking away all those years ago had been the biggest mistake of her life, but she would make up for it.

“Good evening,” said Theresa.

Gregory smiled and put up his thumb, an expression that gave him an innocence of someone years younger.

“I called this conference today to share a secret. People have complained that I don’t share enough about myself, and there is a reason for that. I humbly ask everyone watching this to take my confession with grace. To treat me like any other human because…” Theresa sucked in a large breath and rubbed her eye. Her assistant ran up to give her a tissue. At least her makeup didn’t run from a single tear. Nothing from Theresa Sanders Cosmetics.

Theresa watched Gregory, her tether to tranquility, as she spoke again, “…because I haven’t always been Theresa Sanders. My name was once Tommy Spalding. After college, I transitioned to Theresa Sanders and gave up everything to create the company I built from nothing. My business is my child. It’s what I love most, although that could soon change. Now that my secret is out, I hope you all can accept my previous coldness. I hope I can enjoy a new life where people know my secret. I want to love and be loved. Now that I’ve confessed, I feel silly for keeping this part of myself hidden from you for so long. I am trans, and I am proud!”

Gregory stood, clapping as loud as he could. Theresa covered her mouth with two fingers. She shook her head before throwing her arms up and screaming. The journalists in the audience raised their hands, and Theresa answered their questions. She felt lighter than a towel fresh out the dryer. Freer than furniture on a sidewalk.

Theresa ran over to Gregory after the journalists finished their questions, falling into his arms. They kissed. The cameras didn’t matter. Gregory wanted Theresa, and she wanted him. They ran off into the night to get cocktails and tapas to celebrate.

♦

Gregory and Theresa watched a train pass as they painted their nails on Gregory’s back porch. They didn’t want to rush moving in together a second time after Theresa had kicked him to the curb. She knew he could afford the rent since she had doubled his salary. She liked visiting his place too.

“You should use pink this time,” said Theresa.

“Clear,” said Gregory.

“Last time you promised you would use a color the next time we painted our nails. They’re just your toes. Nobody will see them except me, and I want them pink.”

Gregory sighed and placed his food on Theresa’s thigh so she could paint his toenails pink. He had just finished painting Theresa’s the same color. They were drying.

“That train sure rattles your apartment, doesn’t it?”

“A bit, but I have a lot more space. I actually have a door on my bedroom,” he said.

“Sorry for overreacting before,” said Theresa.

“Everything happens for a reason, but I wouldn’t mind marrying you and living together. When the time is right,” he said.

Theresa had given her speech yesterday and hadn’t checked the news. She was enjoying her weekend at Gregory’s apartment until they had to return to the office. Neither had on their cell phone, and there were plenty of restaurants within a three-block radius. Gregory walked to pick up their orders, and Theresa felt he loved having her hidden away at his place.

“Doesn’t that color just pop?” asked Theresa. She had finished one foot.

Gregory cringed. “Looks fem.”

“But I love it on you, Gregory. It makes me want to suck on those toes.” He pulled his leg back, but Theresa had a firm hold. “Don’t worry, I was just kidding. Or was I?”

“Stop playing, Theresa,” he said.

“Let me finish your other foot, it’ll only take a second,” she said. Theresa painted Gregory’s other toes with the pink polish, enchanted by her work. People could see them, but she didn’t care. Theresa needed Gregory. His pink toes. Broad shoulders. Shaved cock. She had made him shave last night after the speech before sucking his dick dry; until he was spent of cum.

Theresa was wearing a short silk negligee and no panties. Theresa turned her chair to Gregory, lifting the light fabric to her waistline. Gregory watched Theresa as he wagged her dick from side to side. “I need some attention, and you know my rewards are magnificent.”

“Here?”

“Why not? The breeze is pleasant. Your neighbors can’t see us.”

“The city of Chicago can see us. Put your dress down,” said Gregory.

“No, and it’s called a negligee,” she said. “Sitting outside turns me on, so why don’t you be an obedient boy and get on your knees? Nobody will see you.”

Gregory examined the height of his wooden porch before dropping to his knees and crawling over to Theresa’s dick. She wagged it as she watched him. “This is crazy, Theresa.”

“It’s sexy,” she said. “Open up and show me how much you love sucking my monster clit.”

Gregory nodded and parted his lips, lowering them to Theresa’s dick. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as Gregory’s tongue massaged her cock. Her balls tightened. She moved Gregory’s hand and told him to pull on her balls. Theresa held his head as she fucked his mouth.

“That’s one hot mouth, Gregory. Finger me,” she said. Gregory ran his hand along Theresa wet cock before shoving two fingers into her ass. Gregory’s fingers sent Theresa into overdrive. His wet lips sliding along her dick. His fingers hitting her spot. She was seconds from cumming and couldn’t wait to fill his mouth with her salty load.

“Fuck, Gregory. Don’t flinch,” said Theresa. She tightened her grip on his face before shooting her load deep into his throat. Gregory sucked on Theresa’s member as her body spasmed, letting each drop of her seed flow.

“That was hot, Theresa.”

“Not as hot as what comes next,” she said. Theresa stood, letting her negligee fall to her knees. She took Gregory hand and pulled him inside. Theresa took off her negligee as she walked Gregory to his bedroom where she propped herself on the corner of the bed, commanding Gregory to fuck her bareback.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Gregory awoke with Theresa in his arms this morning. It had been like floating in a tranquil bay; waves of affection crashing over him. However, everything had changed when they left the comfort of their weekend of renewed passion. Theresa left, and Gregory had turned on his phone to a screen filled with gossip articles about Theresa. Most people had nothing nice to say about Theresa’s confession. It broke Gregory’s heart. He had been trying to call her all day, but she wouldn’t answer.

They had a date planned tonight. Gregory didn’t want to go a day without seeing Theresa if they were both in Chicago. He didn’t care if she painted his toenails pink every night they were together, Gregory loved Theresa. She was his best friend. His lover. No other woman had pleasured him the way Theresa could. She pushed Gregory’s boundaries. He got hard whenever he thought about how he sucked Theresa’s dick on the porch with the passing train and bustling city in full view.

Gregory stopped at a corner as he raced to Theresa’s house. The day had dragged along, and he needed to see her. Gregory tried calling her phone again with no luck. She didn’t answer. Gregory couldn’t stop himself from switching over to his news feed.

Millionaire Businesswoman Confesses to Her Male Past

Man or Woman: What’s Hiding Under the Dress?

Hotter Now or Before? Check Out What Theresa Sanders, Makeup Queen, Looked Like as a Man

Gregory shook his head. Not every article was insulting, but there were plenty of rags producing click bate at Theresa’s expense. People recognized her from all the Theresa Sanders’ advertisements, even if they didn’t know what she did. Her face was everywhere around the city. Gregory wanted to hold Theresa, kiss her.

Gregory ambled around North Shore, not sure what to do with himself. He bought a bag of chips before walking to the park near Theresa’s place. Gregory sat on a bench. He tried his best to ignore his phone. No news would help him. Theresa wasn’t calling.

Gregory closed his eyes and thought of the curves on Theresa’s body. How her smooth ass rounded. How she would use her breasts to stroke Gregory’s cock when she blew him. The tightness of her accepting hole. She would let Gregory fuck her sweetness as long as he pleased, just not every time he asked for it. He loved when she would tease him by bending over to pick up an object within Gregory’s full view. Gregory rubbed his cock with his thumb through the fabric of his pants, not caring he was in a public park. Few people had passed since he sat.

Minutes later, while deep in thought, Gregory’s ringing cell phone interrupted him. He scrambled to pull the device from his pocket. Theresa was calling.

“Hello,” said Gregory. He hated how panicked his voice sounded.

“Sorry I haven’t answered. I’ve been with my PR person, Peggy, all day. She just left.”

“People are assholes,” he said.

“They are, but it’s okay. All publicity is good publicity, as they say,” said Theresa, but the tenor in her voice unsettled Gregory.

“Where are you?”

“The office,” she said.

Gregory waited for her to add more, but she didn’t. “I’m by your house. I need to see you, Theresa. The stories I’ve read. I’ve been pissed off all day.”

“They aren’t all bad, but yeah, people are showing their true colors. What are you doing by my house?”

“Waiting for you. When are you coming home?”

“Peggy gave me a few tasks to dampen the fallout from this, but I just don’t have the energy. I don’t even care anymore. If people want to boycott my products because I was born a man, then fuck them. I didn’t choose to feel like a woman in my soul.”

Gregory wished he could pull Theresa close to him and shower her with kisses. She was battling an army by herself. Well, she had the woman named Peggy, but Gregory wanted to be a solider in her unit. “Can I help you with anything?”

“No, it’s… well… maybe. Did you shave today?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Where are you?”

“I’m at the park around the corner from your place,” he said.

“Stay there,” Theresa said and killed the call.

The weather had been turning from summer to fall over the past few weeks. Hints of warm colors peppered the leaves. Colder nights. Gregory stuck his hands into his pockets and watched the foliage dance in the wind as he waited for Theresa to arrive. It didn’t take her long; she arrived places quick with a private driver.

Gregory watched Theresa approach him. She was wearing a thin brown coat with a white purse at her elbow. Theresa had on matching white heels. There was a rule about wearing white after Labor Day, but Theresa looked damn seductive breaking it. When Theresa sat next to Gregory, he noticed the nude pantyhose on her legs. Theresa kissed Gregory on the lips.

Gregory placed his hand on Theresa’s knee. “I missed you.”

“We were together this morning,” she said.

“So?”

Theresa ran her fingers through her thick black hair. She batted her big eyes. “Are you willing to tell the world you’re my boyfriend?”

“Anything you need, I’m here to support you.”

“Peggy thinks it will get people off my back if they see I have a boyfriend, especially one as sexy and masculine as you.”

“People are fucked up. Who cares who you date? I’m happy it’s me, but just saying,” said Gregory. He was holding Theresa’s hand and using his other to trace his fingers over her skin.

Theresa dropped Gregory’s hand. “I’m serious, Gregory. If you make this commitment, you can’t back out in a few weeks. We wouldn’t be able to break up for at least five years.”

“You’re the one that didn’t give me a chance to talk last time. Theresa, I’m sickened by how in love with you I am. You’re like melted chocolate, and I’m your strawberry.”

“What?” asked Theresa, laughing so hard she snorted.

“I don’t know, Theresa. I’m here for you. You don’t have to worry about me leaving as long as you’re willing to have me. What can I do to help?”

Theresa opened the camera on her phone. She made the shot face her and Gregory. “Tell the world how much you love me and make it seem like you’re my boyfriend.”

“Done,” said Gregory. He grabbed the phone and held it out. He had longer arms. Using his free arm, Gregory wrapped it over Theresa’s shoulder and pulled her close. When she frowned, he kissed her until her lips broke into a smile. A big one that showed all her teeth. “There you go, baby.”

“Just take the video already! I have a surprise waiting for you at home.”

“Oh, yeah? All right, here we go,” Gregory said and hit the red record button.

“Hello world. We all know who this sexy woman next to me is, right? The one and only Theresa Sanders, cosmetics master,” said Gregory. He waited for Theresa to give the camera a little wave.

“Well world, you all said some really hateful things about this goddess, and I don’t appreciate it. My name is Gregory Digby. I’m Theresa’s boyfriend. I’m also her longtime friend. Her fiance. Her future husband. We knew each other in college since before her transition. Theresa Sanders has always been a caring, heartfelt person. So, world, please stop treating my woman like your punching bag.

“If you all don’t want to buy Theresa’s cosmetics, that’s your business, but we’ll be here if you do,” Gregory said and kissed Theresa on the cheek. “I love this woman, world, and she’s hurting from your comments. Please stop. Thanks.”

Gregory stopped recording the video and passed Theresa’s phone back to her. “Hope that helps,” he said.

“I’ll send it to Peggy. You’re amazing, Gregory. Let’s get out of here,” said Theresa and took Gregory’s hand. They held hands, walking without haste back to Theresa’s condo.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Gregory’s words lingered in Theresa’s mind like dinner on one’s palate. She sat next to him on her sofa. They were watching a romantic comedy. Theresa couldn’t have thought of a better way to spend her evening after one of the most stressful days of her career. She had been against sharing her secret for so long. The hype would pass, but today was hard.

“Thank you for doing that,” Theresa said and snuggled up against Gregory. She had her arms wrapped around his thick muscles. She loved having his hard body to hold.

“Anything you need. I’m here for you, Theresa,” said Gregory. He turned his attention away from the movie and focused his eyes on Theresa. She felt butterflies when he looked into her soul. When his piercing green eyes met hers. It took her back to when she had her secret crush on Gregory in college. All those nights she had wanted to lean across the short distance separating them to kiss him. Her best friend. Her lover. Now, she could and took full advantage.

Gregory accepted Theresa’s kiss, messing with her hair as their tongues played together.

“So, what’s the secret?”

“Guess we should get started sooner rather than later.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I thought we could explore your feminine side. I have urges you’ll have to satisfy if we’re going to make this work.”

“Like what?”

Theresa got to her knees on the couch and cupped her hand over Gregory’s ear to whisper even though they were alone. “Fucking you in the ass.”

Gregory backed up. He had a stricken expression on his face. “We never talked about that.”

Theresa grabbed Gregory by the shirt. “What did you expect? I use my dick too.”

“Fuck, okay,” said Gregory. His body relaxed. Theresa returned to a sitting position. “That’s the surprise?”

“Wait here.”

Theresa raced to her room. She was gone for ten minutes before returning wearing nothing but a white robe and matching heels. Theresa was the image of innocence; dangling dick and all. She was carrying a pink silk slip for Gregory with a jockstrap to showcase his hard ass and give her easy access.

“Put these on,” she said.

“That’s a woman’s top,” he said.

“I know. The thin straps will make your shoulders and back look massive. Don’t you wanna play dress up?”

Gregory took the clothing and held the slip up to his chest. He shrugged, stripped naked, and changed into the jockstrap. He hesitated before putting on the slip. Theresa loved the pink silk against his skin. She licked her lips and touched his body.

“Fuck, that’s sexy.”

“Not as sexy as you,” said Gregory. He gripped Theresa by the sides and pulled her against his body. Theresa wagged her finger in his face. “What?”

“You’re showing your aggression. Don’t worry, honey. You’ll love getting fucked after the first time. Come with me,” said Theresa. Gregory followed behind Theresa as she led him to the bathroom and made him clean himself. She held up the balloon after he was pretty and dry.

“What’s that?”

“It will stretch your ass and get you ready to take me.”

Gregory swallowed but nodded. “Whatever you think is best.”

“Precious boy,” said Theresa and patted Gregory’s cheek with her free hand. Her dick was growing at exponential speed, poking out from her robe. Gregory glanced down at it. His breath became heavier. “What’s wrong?”

“You’re just so massive. So thick. Just trying to figure out how that will fit in me or feel good,” he said.

“This will help. Bend over the tub,” she said. Gregory listened to her command and gripped the porcelain edge. Theresa worked a finger into his ass. Gregory grunted but didn’t resist its thinness. Theresa added another before shoving the lubed balloon into his ass. “Deep breaths.”

Gregory nodded. He inhaled. Exhaled. Theresa pumped the balloon, expanding Gregory’s walls. She saw the veins in his hands protrude as the cavity in his ass grew wider.

“That’s enough,” said Gregory.

Theresa rubbed his back under the silk slip. She touched Gregory’s body everywhere she could as he adjusted to the size of the balloon. “We have more left, my love. Just relax. Deep breaths.”

Gregory nodded. Theresa waited a minute before expanding his ass completely. “There,” she said.

“Now what?”

“We wait. Let’s finish the movie,” Theresa said and pulled Gregory back out to the living room. Theresa loved having her hunk dressed in his slip with a balloon up his ass. If Theresa had known things would have worked out with Gregory like this, she would have asked him out years ago. Maybe holding her secret far too long had been her punishment for walking out of Gregory’s life with no explanation.

Whatever it was, Theresa relished that her problems and secrets were in the past. All she cared about was building a future with Gregory. Near the end of the movie, Theresa looked over at Gregory—smiling like a fool—to take his hand in hers. They were two lost pieces needed to complete an unfinished puzzle.

♦

Candles lit. Lights off. Music playing in the background. Covers pulled from the bed. Theresa laid a clean sheet from her closet atop the fitted one, as though she were expecting things to get messy. Gregory got to all fours and looked over his shoulder. The pink silk bright against his skin. Theresa’s dick was long and hanging from her body, making Gregory a mix of nervous and horny.

Theresa’s fingers were like feathers, gliding over his skin. Tickling him. The silk was softer than lotion after a shower. Gregory couldn’t believe he had painted his nails pink for Theresa. He was wearing a jockstrap. A silk slip with spaghetti straps.

“Time to take the balloon out, sweetie,” said Theresa. Her voice was relaxed. It was so hard to believe this vixen was once Tommy. Now, she was Theresa, and Gregory would learn how to love her extension as much as he loved her.

“I’m ready, Theresa. I want to feel you inside me,” he said.

Theresa purred and slapped Gregory’s bare ass. The sound of their meeting flesh echoed against the walls. Theresa released the air from the balloon. Gregory’s ass felt empty when Theresa pulled out the balloon. He was desperate for Theresa to fill him. To fuck him. To hit his spot. Gregory heard men had a g-spot and wanted Theresa to play with his hole until she found his.

“Fuck, that hole looks nice,” said Theresa. She ran her finger along Gregory’s split. His body quivered at her gentle touch. Theresa bent down. Her lips connected with Gregory’s entrance. Gregory moaned as her tongue massaged his hole. He had never thought a woman eating his ass would feel so right. Gregory gripped the sheet as Theresa went between penetrating his hole with her finger and tongue. Gregory jumped when Theresa slapped her dick against his ass. “Feel how hard I am? Your sissy ass is driving me wild,” said Theresa.

“It’s all yours. This is for you, Theresa,” he said.

Theresa pushed in the tip of her dick, and Gregory’s body exploded with sensation. Pain. Pleasure. Uncertainty. His entire world was shattering. Every time Gregory slept with Theresa, he learned something new about himself. “You’re doing it for yourself too, Gregory. Stop hiding that sissy slut within you. Embrace it. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying some girl dick fucking your hole,” said Theresa.

Gregory shook his head. He wouldn’t let society dictate what he did and didn’t enjoy. Gregory exhaled, “fuck my sissy hole, Theresa. Fill me with that fat cock.”

Theresa ran her dick along Gregory’s split one time before shoving it into his loosened opening. His walls were ready for her thickness, and she buried her dick balls deep. Gregory’s eyes scrunched together as he waited for the pain to morph to pleasure. After Theresa thrust twice, he knew he would want her to dick him down at least once a week. Twice. Three times if he was lucky.

“You like that, sissy?”

Gregory moaned through clenched teeth. He loved Theresa’s dick filling his ass, leaving him unable to form words. He couldn’t concentrate on anything but Theresa’s bare flesh moving in and out of his body. She would pull all the way out to her tip and ram it back in him. Gregory couldn’t control his vocal cords. He was a mess of oohs and disparate, uncontrolled moans. His dick leaked precum at a dangerous rate. It had soaked the thick fabric of the jockstrap. His cock was begging for freedom. Gregory didn’t touch himself. He wouldn’t until Theresa told him.

“Fuck, your ass is tight,” said Theresa. She had smacked his ass so much, Gregory’s skin was stinging. “I’m going to fill your sissy hole with my cream.”

“Give it to me,” said Gregory. He pushed his ass higher in the air, and Theresa reprimanded him with another slap on his ass.

“Ass down,” she said and pushed on his lower back. Gregory moaned when she pushed deep in him, holding his hips and going as far as she could. “Fuck, Gregory.”

Gregory’s eyes lost focus when Theresa fucked his hole slowly while reaching around to move the fabric of the jockstrap and free his dick. Gregory exploded after Theresa stroked his dick twice. His ass tightening around her womanhood. Her thick member. Theresa grunted and held Gregory’s sides as they came together.

“I wasn’t expecting to cum, but your ass squeezing my dick like that. Wow,” said Theresa. She hadn’t pulled out of Gregory’s sensitive hole. Her fingers still playing with his softening manhood. Her every touch was an explosion of sensations. Gregory had never felt his body so extensively. Inside and out.

Theresa slipped out of Gregory’s hole. He felt loose and wet as they collapsed to the bed together. Their bodies intertwined like tendrils on a vine.

“Thank you for teaching me to love something I never would have tried on my own,” said Gregory. He played with Theresa’s nipple.

“Thank you for accepting me back into your life, Gregory. You’re an amazing man.”

“A lucky one with you by my side,” said Gregory. Theresa snuggled up against Gregory. He kissed her forehead. Gregory hoped he would never lose Theresa again. He had a feeling he wouldn’t. They were older. More mature. Having the best sex of their lives. Gregory relished in his new life with Theresa and looked forward to their future together.


EPILOGUE

The Following Summer

Theresa admired the wedding ring on her left hand. Everything had worked out: people no longer harassed Theresa about her gender, the public loved Gregory, he had moved in her condo, and Gregory was making fantastic art investments. He was also working on setting up a museum in the company’s name to generate revenue while putting some use to all the paintings he was buying.

“I can’t believe how cool it is today after last week,” said Theresa. She stepped outside to her terrace with a pitcher of lemonade and two glasses. Gregory was lounging shirtless, tanning his muscles. Theresa loved it every time she saw his wedding ring glisten in the sunlight. Gregory was hers. He didn’t even glance at other women.

Gregory took the glasses from Theresa so she could sit. She poured them each lemonade. “Thanks, sweetheart,” said Gregory.

“You ready for your photo shoot tomorrow?” asked Theresa. Gregory had become the face of her men’s cosmetics line. Women loved him. Men did too. Peggy credited him to saving Theresa’s career, but Theresa wouldn’t go that far, even if she loved having him around.

“Always. Your makeup makes me look crazy good. Takes away all the wrinkles,” he said.

“You should wear it at home more often.”

“Only when you dress me up as your sissy slut. Takes too much work,” he said.

Theresa wouldn’t argue. Gregory was her angel, and she adored every moment she had with him. Their schedules were hectic, and she didn’t want to spend the weekend fighting. It was Sunday, their day to relax. To fuck. To cuddle. Theresa leaned back in her chair, sipped her lemonade, and enjoyed the freedom of the day.
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VIRTUAL DAMSEL

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

Video games and computers offered David Daniels an escape from his reality as a full-time kitchen manager in the town of Maxville, Iowa. He lost himself in the storylines and quests. He went home and logged in to play his games every day after work, and he was on his way to do that now.

The thrill of bar hopping and searching for loose women wasn’t as fun now that David was pushing thirty. Spending his entire paychecks on overpriced booze had lost its appeal as well. David preferred to spend his money on games and alcohol he could keep in the fridge.

David had few friends in real life, but he had plenty in the virtual world. They were endless. If he argued with one, there was another waiting in the wings. For most games, David loved to play with others, but he had one that was his dirty little secret. It was a game like normal life. People built houses, earned coins, spent coins, and there were places everyone could hang out. It was called ‘My Virtual Life’. David thought it would take over social media once it became more popular.

He’d been an early player of the game, so he had a bigger house than most. He lived in an affluent virtual neighborhood, even though his real neighborhood left plenty to be desired. Every time he put on his virtual-reality glasses, he escaped to a different world. The glasses were state-of-the-art technology and made the video game expensive, but the design and comfort of the glasses made gameplay so much more enjoyable than virtual-reality games that used goggles.

David lost himself for hours in ‘My Virtual Life’. He didn’t care if his real life lacked social interaction because he got more than enough satisfaction from the video games he played. David lived in a one-bedroom apartment, but he had a four-bedroom home with a pool in the game. He had sensory gloves with sleeves and leg wraps to give him the feeling of water on his skin when he swam. The sensors could also imitate the feelings of fabric against his skin.

Normally, David would like a game with more action and plot, but ‘My Virtual Life’ offered him the opportunity to fulfill his deepest desires in the privacy of his virtual home. He worked for hours in the game to earn coins to buy the clothes that filled his virtual closet. It was a fact nobody knew about David, but he loved to dress in women’s clothing.

He loved how his leg sensors tickled his skin when he wore a skirt or dress in ‘My Virtual Life’. The closest he’d ever come in real life to wearing women’s clothing was tying a sheet around his body, so it fit him like a dress. It was something he did when video games weren’t appealing. David would strut through the house with the sheet hanging from him like a dress.

Those runway shows always ended with David stroking himself. He used to look for women to fuck, but found he was more than capable of satisfying himself. David never had the courage to purchase women’s clothing in real life, but he had found the next best thing in his virtual reality.

David pulled into the parking lot of the apartment complex where he lived. He took a deep breath as he killed the engine of his car and watched two people make an obvious drug deal near the dumpster. He knew his neighbor sold a variety of drugs but never asked. David barely made enough to fulfill his video-game addiction and didn’t need any others.

David waited to get out of his car and go inside until the two by the dumpster disappeared, looking like they thought nobody saw what they did. He stripped out of his kitchen uniform, tossing it onto a pile of dirty clothes he needed to wash. He took a quick shower to wash the smell of fried foods and melted cheese from his skin. David stepped out of the shower to dry himself off, staring into his brown eyes in the mirror.

When he was nineteen, he thought he would have owned his own restaurant by twenty-eight. Now, he was happy to pay his rent on time each month. He normally could, unless his addiction to buying the latest and greatest tech got the best of him. David put on a pair of basketball shorts without underwear and skipped a shirt. His hand regularly found its way to his cock when he went into ‘My Virtual Life’.

David got prepared to enter the virtual world as he did every other day. Sometimes he took breaks or popped in and out of the virtual world, and he liked to have his supplies on hand. David grabbed his virtual-reality glasses, took a deep breath, and went online.

Seconds later, David’s four-bedroom house appeared. It was raining in the game even though it wasn’t in Maxville. He loved how the weather changed. He was standing on the sidewalk outside his house and had to run into the house before he got soaked with virtual water. The sensors could mimic natural senses with superb accuracy, and David didn’t want to spend the next thirty minutes shivering while trying to get himself dry. It was winter, and the rain was as chilling as the surrounding air.

It was warm and toasty inside David’s four-bedroom abode. He stepped inside, feeling more at home there than in his one-bedroom apartment. The backdrop of drug-dealing neighbors and water-stained ceilings disappeared as he settled into his virtual setting.

He ran his fingers along his polished wooden furniture lining the halls of his virtual home. He felt his femininity swelling within him as he walked toward the stairs that led to his magnificent closet. In the game, David chose a female avatar with the name of Margaret. When he was in the game, he was no longer a man but a woman.

Margaret flipped her blonde hair back as she climbed her stairs, feeling powerful and on top of the world. Margaret had enough coins to buy whatever she wanted in the video game. She normally stayed at home to play dress up, but she had an abundance of clothes after months of collecting them. Margaret wanted to do something new with her time, so she put on a long white dress with sleeves and a faux fur wrap to keep her warm in the cold temperatures.

For the first time, Margaret would leave her house as a woman. She felt classy and wanted to go to the classiest bar in her city. Only the players with the most coins could enter. Margaret had a taxi come pick her up and transport her to the city. She lived on the outskirts, away from the clubs and bars. The city was called ‘Echo’, but Margaret had only gone there to work since creating her avatar.

“Where are you headed?” the taxi driver asked. Driving people around was a way to earn coins. Everything in the game was like real life, but with none of the physical consequences. There were tales of emerging fringe groups, doing taboo things that could get them banned in the long run. Margaret had earned her coins tending to lawns, gardening, and cleaning the streets.

Margaret looked at the taxi driver in the rear-view mirror. “Echo Lounge,” she said.

“Right away,” the taxi driver said. His avatar was that of a young man. Margaret wondered what he looked like in real life. Was he a guy in his mid-twenties like Margaret, or was he a woman pretending to be a man? Margaret loved how she could forget her life as David and live as a new person without the judgement of others. She was a gorgeous, big-breasted blonde after just a few clicks. Anyone could be whoever they wanted in ‘My Virtual Life’, and that was what made the game unputdownable.

Margaret thanked her taxi driver, leaving a few extra coins as a tip. She winked at him. His avatar was attractive, and something had Margaret feeling friskier than most nights. She hadn’t been with a man, but the idea had come to her a few weeks before when she was sitting in front of her vanity in the four-bedroom house, doing her makeup after putting on a gorgeous black dress.

She wondered what it would be like to take a man. She wondered what it’d be like to have her naked body rub against that of a naked man. The thoughts consumed her as she walked to the entrance of the Echo Lounge, the most exclusive bar in the city.

“Name and ID number,” a bouncer said to Margaret at the door.

Margaret looked him up and down, wondering how many coins he got for working the door. She batted her eyelashes as she told him her avatar’s information. He typed information into the holographic pad he was holding, granting Margaret access to the lounge after deducting enough coins for three new dresses. It was a lot to spend, but Margaret had plenty of coins left in the bank.

The Echo Lounge was as luxurious as Margaret had imagined. It looked like the pages of a designer magazine. She pulled her faux fur wrap tighter before taking a breath and heading to the bar. The bartenders were gorgeous men and women with sparkling white teeth. Every bottle faced the proper way. They took Margaret’s order the second she sat in front of them.

She ordered a vodka tonic with a lemon wedge. A handsome man wearing a dapper suit approached Margaret. She turned her head away from him, rubbing a hand along her thigh. The fabric of the white dress soft against her skin. “I haven’t seen you here before,” the man said.

Margaret didn’t turn to face him, but she felt his breath on the back of her neck. “It’s my first time,” she said.

The man went to the other side of Margaret, popping his face in front of hers. His big blue eyes caught Margaret off guard. She had to remind herself they were in a video game, and the man controlling him could look like anything on the other side. “I’m William, what’s your name?”

“Margaret,” she said. In the real world, David was sticking his hand into his basketball shorts, rubbing his half-erect cock. David wasn’t gay, but he had his moments of curiosity, and the way William was looking at Margaret had him wanting to get to his knees and suck some virtual dick. “Are you going to stand there or buy me a drink?”

William chuckled. “You’re a tough one, aren’t you?”

“You could say that,” said Margaret. She had spent enough coins getting into Echo Lounge, so why not let William spend a few on her? “Do you come here often?”

“When I can,” he said. William waved his hand to ask if he could sit next to Margaret, and she granted his wishes. The bartender placed the vodka tonic Margaret had ordered in front of her, and she thanked him as she squeezed the lemon wedge into the drink. “Hey, I thought you needed a drink.”

“Just because I ordered it doesn’t mean you can’t pay for it,” she said and smirked.

William had the bartender add Margaret’s drink to his tab and ordered a beer for himself. He loved the frosty glass they served it in, and Margaret was costing him a lot of coins with her vodka tonic. “What do you do when you aren’t playing?”

“I work,” she said. “You?”

“Same,” said William. The bartender returned with his beer, and he closed out the tab. “One can find a lot of work on the Internet.”

“I work in a restaurant,” said Margaret. She hadn’t expected to be so honest with strangers she met in the virtual world, but the older she got, the less she cared what people thought about her line of work. She had health insurance and made enough to pay her bills. There were worse situations in the world.

They sipped their drinks and talked a little about work. William spent most of his time coding. Margaret knew a little code, but she preferred to play the games rather than design them. “Are you a designer of this game?”

William shook his head. “I wish. They must make a killing.”

Margaret shrugged. They had yet to add in paid features, and the advertisements she saw were few and far between. Some paid to have their brand show up in the game, but most products had generic labels. Margaret knew things would change over time, but she doubted the game developers were making a killing yet.

Their conversation flowed. William asked questions about Margaret’s past. Her childhood. She lied about most of it, but she could feel her walls crumbling. She wanted to tell William the truth about her, or at least enough for her to feel good about getting on her knees for him. “Did you want to head back to my place?”

“Sure, I’d love to,” William said and hopped off the seat. He put out his hand for Margaret. She took it, and they went out to the parking lot where William had a luxury car parked.

“You must spend a lot of time earning coins,” she said as she opened the car door.

“I work enough,” William said and smirked.

“Your house is lovely,” William said as they stepped into Margaret’s home. She took off her faux fur, hanging it on the hook by her front door. “You must spend all of your coins here. This artwork is superb.”

“Thanks,” Margaret said and blushed. William stepped further into the home, and she followed him. He asked questions about what each piece was, and she answered. Margaret didn’t have much in her real life, but she had a collection of beautiful art in her virtual world. “Where do you live?”

“I have a small apartment in Echo. Not far from the lounge,” William said as he ran his finger along her polished wooden furniture. She liked him but wondered if she’d made a mistake by inviting him back to her place. She’d never invited a man to her home before, and it was exciting and scary.

“Maybe next time we could go there,” said Margaret. The white dress was feeling tight against her body. She wanted to unzip it and let it fall to the floor. Would William want to touch her if she did? Judging by the way he kept stealing glances of her, she would guess he would want to touch her. He would want to fuck her mouth until he shot a hot load of cum down her throat.

William grunted and took a seat on Margaret’s couch. “Maybe,” he said. “Could you get me something to drink?”

“Sure. What did you want?”

“Whatever you have,” he said.

“Beer?”

“That works,” said William.

Margaret went to her kitchen to grab two bottles of beer. They cost coins, but she had plenty in the bank. William was looking at a pile of mail on the coffee table when she returned to the living room. “My goodness, look at the mess I left there. Let me move those,” she said. Margaret put the mail in a drawer of the buffet she had against the wall. She sat next to William and took a sip of her beer. “Tell me something I don’t know about you, William.”

He told her in real life he was a lot like his avatar. He told her he lived on the West Coast, and Margaret ate up every word. They spent the next couple of hours talking and sharing facts about themselves in the real world. Margaret felt she had found a friend and potential virtual lover in William. She could live out her fantasies to fuck as a woman in the video game, as she was much too afraid to dress up like a girl in the real world.

Margaret kissed William at the end of their date, and it was an incredible kiss. She invited William upstairs after their lips separated, but he told her he had to wake up early for work in the morning. Margaret kissed William again, clinging to his body, desperate to make him stay, but William found the strength to leave. His departure made Margaret feel like an obnoxious, desperate whore.

David pulled off his virtual-reality glasses, logging out of the game and his life as Margaret. He had his hand on his dick, and it was still half hard. Once he switched to the Internet and pulled up a hot porno on his TV screen, he forgot all about William denying Margaret her chance to have sex as a woman.


CHAPTER TWO

The next morning, David woke up with a slew of spam emails. He reported all of them, but one stuck with him. It had a copy of his parents’ address and said that they had snapped photos of him while he was watching porn and would send the photos to his parents if he didn’t pay a sum of money. There was a link that supposedly would take him to the photos, but he didn’t click it, even though he wondered if it was possible. He probably had a hundred cameras in his room between all the gadgets he had.

David went through his day as any other, sluggish and a little tired from staying up all night playing video games the night before. Toward the end of David’s shift, he received a text message from a strange number he didn’t recognize. When he looked up the area code, it was for a rural county in Washington State.

David: Is this William?

William: Yeah, it’s me. Do you want to meet at Echo Lounge tonight?

David always told himself he would take a day off ‘My Virtual Life’, but it became more addicting the more he played it. He knew once he made friends in the game, he would do nothing else, which was another reason he never left the four-bedroom house.

David: I don’t know. I was thinking of taking a night off.

William: One drink. I want to see you, Margaret. I don’t have to work early tomorrow.

It was tempting, but David didn’t want to make any concrete plans, so he told William he wasn’t sure. Part of him knew he would log on once he walked through his front door and couldn’t think of anything better to do, but it was fun playing hard to get. Wouldn’t Margaret say she wasn’t sure?

The hours rolled by, and David was pulling into the parking lot of his apartment building after stopping at a fast-food place down the road. He tried to cook for himself a few times a week, but it was a lot easier picking up a few burgers or a sub or tacos or Chinese from the plethora of restaurants willing to serve him a meal in minutes.

David ate his burgers while watching a favorite sitcom of his. He watched a few episodes but grew bored, longing for the feeling of a dress wrapped around his beautiful, feminine body. Margaret was everything David wanted to be, but never had the courage to become. He thought about prancing around his apartment in a sheet wrapped around his body like a dress, but William kept popping into his head. David had no idea who William was in real life, but he could be a man for Margaret.

David: What are you doing? Want to get that drink? My treat.

William: I was just about to log in. Meet me at Echo Lounge in an hour?

David: Deal. See you there.

David held his phone to his chest, excited about where the night might take him. He ran around his apartment to set up the game. It took him eight minutes at lightning speed, but he would have more than enough time to get Margaret dressed and make it to Echo Lounge.

Margaret stared at herself in her mirror, gazing at her blonde hair and blue eyes. She had breasts one would pay thousands to have. She had chosen a red contour dress that made her feel irresistible. Margaret had paired the dress with gold jewelry and matching stilettos. She dusted herself with one of the most expensive perfumes the game offered.

Margaret took a taxi to Echo Longue, and William was waiting for her when she got there. He hollered and whistled when Margaret entered the lounge, making her blush. The security guard had looked her up and down, too. William stood and crossed the room to hug Margaret, telling her how beautiful she was. She had on her faux fur wrap, and William helped lift it from her shoulders.

“I can’t get over how amazing you look,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said. “You don’t look too bad yourself.” William was wearing a suit and smelled like aftershave. Margaret had her body turned to him with her legs crossed. “So, you don’t have to wake up early?”

William shook his head. The server came over to take their order, and Margaret told him to put it on her tab. He was a gorgeous young man. Everyone who worked in the lounge was beautiful. Ugly avatars were few and far between. “What will we do?”

“That depends,” William said with an evil glint in his eye.

Margaret’s heart skipped a beat. “Depends on what?”

“Let’s wait until we have our drinks,” he said.

Margaret sat motionless. Her heart was racing. She could feel it beyond the virtual world. She could hear her breath if she listened closely. The server returned with their drinks. Margaret didn’t touch hers before saying, “we have our drinks. What’s wrong?”

“I need your payment,” William said and placed a copy of David’s parents’ address on the table. “If you don’t pay me, I will have to send your parents the photos of you masturbating.”

Margaret scooted away from William. She couldn’t believe him. Her heart sank to the pits of her stomach as she processed the information. “How could you?”

William shrugged. “It’s how I make money.”

“Show me the photos,” said Margaret. She wasn’t about to pay William the sum he was asking. He had lost his mind. “Why would I pay you if I can’t see proof?”

“You really want to test me? You think your mother would like to see what we saw, David?”

Margaret’s world shattered. ‘My Virtual Life’ was a new game, so there were bound to be people like William in it, but Margaret thought she had so much privacy. She regretted leaving her house more than anything. “I’m not giving you anything without proof,” said Margaret. In the real world, she didn’t have money to pay a ransom.

“Fine, have it your way. We’ll be sending those photos right now,” said William.

Margaret bent her head, hiding her face so William couldn’t see her tears. She was stunned. She couldn’t even lift her hand to take off her virtual glasses. Margaret watched William stand through the corner of her eye, not noticing the man walking their way.

A tall, thick, and built man approached the table where Margaret and William were sitting. In a flash, the stranger placed one hand on the back of William’s neck and used his other to grab William’s arm, slamming him onto the table. Margaret gasped and covered her mouth with a hand. “Avatar William Gladney, you are under arrest and will face an investigation from ‘My Virtual Life’.”

“What’s happened?” Margaret asked.

“Ma’am, I’ll be right back to ask you a few questions once I hand off this scum to my partner,” the thickly built man said. He picked William up and pushed him toward the exit. Margaret didn’t know what was happening, but she found the man’s brute strength sexy. She sipped on her vodka tonic while she waited for him to return, finally squeezing a lemon into it.

He came back through the door minutes later, sighing and shaking his head when he met Margaret’s eye. “Sorry about that…”

“Margaret,” she said and put out her hand.

“What a beautiful name,” he said as he took Margaret’s hand. “My name is Alfredo. I’m an undercover officer looking for scammers on the game.”

Margaret’s heart skipped a beat. Not only was Alfredo handsome, but he was her knight on a white horse, saving her from the monster named William. “That’s a relief. He was threatening me when you arrived.”

Alfredo pulled a card from his breast pocket and placed it on the table. “If you have any problems because of him in the real world, don’t hesitate to call. I work with the developers, and we’ll do what we can to remedy the issues.”

“Thank you,” Margaret said and took the card. She popped open her small purse and dropped it inside. Alfredo asked her a few questions about how she’d met William and how much information she’d given him. The questioning didn’t take more than a few minutes, but it was enough time for Margaret to become enchanted by the man sitting next to her.

Margaret scooted down the booth until she was closer to Alfredo. He grunted and sat straighter, adjusting his tie. “Those were all the questions I had, Ms. Daniels.”

“Please, call me Margaret. Could I buy you a drink?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think I should. I’m on the clock, and they don’t take too kindly to police drinking on the job.”

Margaret pouted. In real life, she had her hand in her pants, rubbing her dick. There was something about Alfredo that made Margaret beyond curious, and she wanted to see him again. She grabbed a napkin and eyeliner she had in her purse to write her number for Alfredo. “Thank you for saving me, Alfredo. I’d love to hear from you again,” Margaret said and passed Alfredo her number.

“Just doing my job,” he said. Alfredo folded the napkin Margaret gave him and tucked it in his breast pocket. “If you have any issues, you know who to call.”

“How could I forget?” Margaret asked with a purr in her voice. Alfredo was standing at the end of the table. He stared into Margaret’s eyes, and she would swear she felt a spark, but Alfredo left with nothing more than a wave goodbye. Margaret closed out her tab, went outside, and logged out of the virtual world without even going home to visit her closet.

David was playing in his living room and sitting on the couch when he exited the virtual world. He had a hand wrapped around his hard cock, stroking it under his basketball shorts. He got completely naked and jacked off without porn, still afraid someone might be watching through his many cameras, but it was most likely William had been bluffing about having photos of him.

Cum shot all over David’s belly, releasing the tension in his body. He couldn’t help but wonder who Alfredo was in real life and if he would ever want to fool around with him. David wasn’t gay, but his curiosity grew by the day.


CHAPTER THREE

Alfredo Smith returned to his desk after a chaotic day of policing ‘My Virtual Life’. He was tired and ready to return to the real world. Alfredo went through his reports as quickly as he could. Each one he sent brought him closer to the end of his workday. He worked freelance and was thinking about asking for fewer hours. Alfredo loved his job, but it was so sad meeting person after person who’d been scammed by some freeloading opportunist.

Alfredo finished his reports much faster than usual. It was possible the quality of his work had suffered, but he needed to log out before he lost his mind. The woman he’d met that day, Margaret, was swirling through his head. There was something about her he couldn’t forget. It sounded crazy, but he felt as though destiny might have brought them together.

Coins hit Alfredo’s account as he clocked out and hung up his badge to finish the day. Besides being a detective/master coder, Alfredo loved to play the game. He had a modest two-bedroom dwelling in Echo. He had a garden and virtual pets. The best part about the pets was he could check on them from anywhere in the game. Also, if players abandoned pets for more than a few days, virtual animal caretakers collected them.

Alfredo signed out of the game and appeared back in his home, north of David’s. Alfredo moved his neck from side to side, releasing any tension. In real life, Alfredo never got to live as a man, so he did it in ‘My Virtual Life’.

Tabitha Smith went by Alfredo because she’d always wondered what it would be like to have the world see her as a man. She loved the power it gave her in the game, but she loved being a dominant woman even more. There was nothing better than having a man at her feet, and there was something about Margaret’s avatar that screamed ‘sissy boy’.

In real life, Tabitha wasn’t a police officer or detective, but she was a master coder. Corporate offered her the freelance opportunity because of her background and early desire to become a player. She took the opportunity. She loved the work she did, but most days, she wanted to play the game without so many strings attached. Tabitha typed up an email outlining her issues with the freelance job and sent it to the corporate office. If nothing else, she needed a break.

A benefit of working for the game as a freelance officer was her access to the user database. She looked up ‘Margaret Daniels’ and found out she was a boy named ‘David’. She noted his information and spent the next few hours finding as much information as she could about him.

David Daniels was a kitchen manager living a few hours south of Tabitha in Maxville, Iowa. He was twenty-eight and looked like he might be a bit of a loner from the few photos Tabitha could find of him. He had a cute face with chestnut brown eyes and brown hair. Little dimples in his cheeks. Tabitha had only abused her privileges a few times before to look up players she helped save in the game, but none of them attracted her in the way David had.

She had a copy of the number ‘Margaret’ had given him in the game. Tabitha wondered if David liked to dress up like a girl in real life or if he was only that adventurous in the game. Tabitha had dressed up as a boy a few times, but she preferred to dress as a woman and act like a dominant man. She stared at a picture of David on her computer screen as she contemplated sending a message to the number he’d left her.

Tabitha: Margaret, it’s Alfredo. Why did you leave me your number?

It was late in the evening during winter, so it was freezing outside where Tabitha lived. She had a huge plot of land in Minnesota and a spacious cabin with luxurious finishes. She loved living near a lake and often went swimming naked in the summer. There weren’t many neighbors, and everyone around knew she was an eccentric woman.

Tabitha went to the kitchen and made herself tea as she waited for David’s reply, but it wouldn’t come until the next morning when she was outside shoveling snow from her driveway.

South of Tabitha, David had the day off and woke up hours later than he did on workdays. He lay in bed and watched TV without checking his phone. It wasn’t often he got messages that didn’t deal with work emergencies, so David ignored the phone. He couldn’t believe Alfredo from the game had sent a message when he finally unlocked his phone.

David: I left my number because I thought we could be friends.

In the soberness of morning sunlight, David felt less curious about sex with another man, but he could always use more consistent video-game friends.

When a message didn’t come through for several minutes, David got out of bed and went to clean himself in the shower. Each time he touched himself with the bar of soap, he felt as though he were touching Margaret’s skin and not his own. David always had a desire to wear women’s clothes in the real world, but it felt stronger that day than usual. He stepped out of the shower after cleansing himself and wrapped the towel under his shoulders like a woman hiding her breasts. He stared at his wet, matted hair in the mirror. David did his best to style his hair to look like a pixie cut, but his efforts were fruitless.

David left the bathroom with a pout on his face until he saw ‘Alfredo’ had replied to his message.

Alfredo: There’s something you don’t know about me, Margaret. Can you guess what it is?

David grinned as he tried to imagine the answer to Alfredo’s riddle. There was an abundant amount of information David didn’t know about Alfredo.

David: There’s a lot I don’t know about you, but I’d love to get to know more.

Alfredo: Can you meet me in Echo?

David: When?

Alfredo: If you aren’t busy, we could meet now. Get to know each other.

David’s heart was racing as he sat with a towel wrapped around his naked body in his one-bedroom apartment. He had been telling himself he would take his off day to do something besides play ‘My Virtual Life’, but Alfredo’s offer was hard to resist. He loved the way Alfredo had stared at Margaret’s feminine body with his manly eyes.

David: You don’t have to work?

Alfredo: I’m taking a break from the force. Why don’t you help me celebrate?

David: Give me thirty minutes, and I’ll meet you in Echo.

Alfredo: See you there. I’ll be waiting for you in the lounge.

David told Alfredo he would get there as soon as he could. He held the phone to his chest, feeling energized. He knew he should be skeptical of Alfredo after what happened with William, but there was something in the way they looked at each other. David had to see where it could lead, so he rushed to set up his living room to play ‘My Virtual Life’.

David put on his glasses, logged in, and appeared in front of his house on what felt like a warm winter day. He took a deep breath and went inside to change, eager to spend time with Alfredo as a gorgeous blonde with big boobs named Margaret.


CHAPTER FOUR

Alfredo was waiting at Echo Lounge for Margaret to arrive. Corporate had approved Alfredo’s request for time off without a hassle. They wanted him happy and productive on the job. Alfredo felt a lightness he hadn’t in months since taking up the freelancing job. In the real world, he didn’t need the money. He’d taken the job because it sounded fun, but now Margaret had his full attention.

She was wearing a black pencil skirt, dark nylons, and black pumps with a purple, loose-fitted sweater. She had her blonde hair curled and pinned on one side. Alfredo stood to shake Margaret’s hand. Margaret threw open her arms and hugged Alfredo, pulling him close. “You look incredible,” she said.

“As do you,” he said.

“You aren’t scamming me, are you?”

Alfredo shook his head. He pulled out an ‘official’ identification corporate had given him. “It’s not much, but it’s all I have to prove I’m telling the truth.”

“Is this still valid if you’re taking time off the force?” Margaret asked. She leaned forward, batting her eyelashes.

Alfredo chuckled. “That’s a good question. They’ve probably suspended my access to the computers. I haven’t tried using it since they granted my request.”

“And what makes you so special, Alfredo? How did you stumble upon that job?” said Margaret. She listened as Alfredo told her how he was a master coder in the real world. She asked if he was also a police officer, and he told her the truth that he wasn’t. He told her he lived in Minnesota, owned a large plot of land, and played the game for fun. He told her the truth about everything except that he was really a woman on the other side of his virtual-reality glasses.

Alfredo asked Margaret questions about her life. She was just as forthcoming about her life in Maxville. She told Alfredo everything about herself except the fact she was a boy pretending to be a girl. They hit it off and left Echo Lounge holding hands.

“Where are we going?”

“My place isn’t far from here. Would you like to go there?” said Alfredo. He turned to face Margaret, gazing into her blue eyes as he held her hand. He knew she was a boy pretending to be a girl, but Alfredo wanted to see how far Margaret would go in the game. “Or we can go to your place, if that’d make you feel more comfortable.”

Margaret nodded. “If you don’t mind, I would prefer that.”

“I don’t mind in the slightest,” said Alfredo. The more comfortable Margaret felt, the looser she’d be in the bedroom. “Lead the way.”

They took a taxi from the lounge to Margaret’s place outside the city. Alfredo had the taxi driver deduct coins from his account when they arrived. Margaret thanked him and led them to her front door. She turned to glance over her shoulder at Alfredo before punching in her code to unlock the door.

“Your house is beautiful,” he said as they stepped into the foyer. “It must cost a lot of coins to maintain a place like this.”

She shrugged. “I don’t spend my coins many other places, so I figured it was best to make sure my home is exactly how I like it.”

“Smart move,” Alfredo said and followed Margaret to her living room. Her wooden furniture sparkled. Her artwork was massive. Alfredo wondered what Margaret’s living situation was like in the real world if she’d put so my energy into making sure her virtual one was perfect. “How long have you been playing?”

“A week after the game went online.”

“That’s impressive. They didn’t spend a lot on marketing,” said Alfredo.

“How about you?”

“I found out about the game about a month after they started.”

They talked about their experience playing the game. Why they liked it and what they thought could improve. Their conversation flowed like a river during a heavy rain. Margaret hadn’t met someone she got along as well with in ages. They were talking on a deep level about current events, scientific theories, and what they thought might happen in the future. Margaret was more pessimistic than Alfredo, but their conversation never felt like an argument.

“I want to kiss you,” Alfredo said. He could no longer resist his urge.

“Me too,” said Margaret. She scooted closer to Alfredo on the sofa. In real life, her head was inching towards the waistline of her shorts. Her dick bouncing and twitching in her pants.

Alfredo leaned forward, closing his eyes as his lips moved closer to Margaret’s. Margaret tilted her head and closed her eyes as she leaned forward. Their lips touched, and it was like wax running down the side of a candle. It was like bread rising in the oven. Alfredo pushed his body against Margaret’s, climbing atop her as she fell back to the sofa.

They were in the virtual world, but it was as though their lips were really touching. Margaret felt as Alfredo brushed his arm against hers. She moaned when he kissed and blew on her neck. It was like having him there in the room, and she found it incredibly sexy to have a muscular man like Alfredo touching her how he wanted. She couldn’t help what came next. Her mouth and body moved without thought or care for the consequences.

“I want to suck your dick,” Margaret said and climbed off the sofa and between Alfredo’s legs before she lost her nerve. She undid his pants and pulled them down to around his ankles. An alert popped up on the screen, warning Margaret and Alfredo not to proceed unless they were comfortable with nudity. Margaret was twenty-eight, and Alfredo was forty-two, and the pair were more than aware of where they wanted the night to take them. They clicked to continue.

What was blurry became clear, and Margaret gasped when she saw the length and girth of Alfredo’s dick. She wrapped her hand around its base, staring at it with a mixture of surprise and delight in her eyes. “Are you this big in real life?” Margaret asked and moved her hand up and down to stroke Alfredo’s big cock.

“Depends on the day,” he said and winked. Alfredo had a collection of dildos and straps he would love to show Margaret if they ever saw each other in the real world. Alfredo had a list of things he’d like to try with boy Margaret, but he was with girl Margaret in the virtual world and would make the best of it. “You like them big?”

Margaret cast her eyes to the side, hiding her face from Alfredo. “The truth is… I’ve never been with a man.”

“Have you been with women?” Alfredo asked. Margaret had said the sentence like she wasn’t a virgin.

Margaret nodded. “I’ve been with a few.”

“And now you want to try a man?”

“Yes,” she said.

Alfredo thought about telling Margaret that she was really a woman pretending to be a man, but it seemed more fun to let Margaret think the opposite. She wanted to push herself to take dick, even though Alfredo was sure Margaret would much rather have one of her straps sliding around in her mouth. Margaret was giving Alfredo all the signs he looked for in sissy boys, and it was hard to stay focused on the game when all Alfredo could think about was the photo he’d found of David Daniels.

“Are you going to stare at my dick or do something with it?”

“I want it,” Margaret said. She sat upright on her knees and stroked Alfredo’s cock as she stared at it. She wanted to put it in her mouth, but it was so big and veiny, and she’d never sucked a dick in her life.

“It won’t bite,” Alfredo said, looking down at Margaret on her knees between his legs. She looked so sexy with her blonde hair pinned to one side and makeup done. “You’ll love how it feels in your mouth.”

Margaret nodded. She opened her mouth and lowered her head until Alfredo’s cock was passing between her lips. She loved its warmth in her hole. It was smoother than she’d imagined. It fit perfectly against her tongue as it slid in and out of her mouth. Margaret was beating her cock in real life as she sucked the virtual cock.

Alfredo was touching his pussy in real life while Margaret bobbed her head up and down his virtual dick. Alfredo lifted his hips and turned Margaret so her back was against the couch, and he fucked her mouth. “I’m going to cum in your mouth,” he said as he thrust his hips.

Margaret moaned on his cock, breathing through her nose as Alfredo fucked her face. Margaret loved how submissive she could be without feeling an ounce of guilt. In real life, she was smiling from ear to ear as Alfredo fucked her mouth as though it were a pussy. She wanted him to do the same in real life. She wanted to dress up like a girl for him, but would he want to do that?

“Push up your skirt and touch yourself,” Alfredo commanded.

Margaret didn’t want to disappoint, so she did as he said. She pushed up her pencil skirt and put her hand on her virtual pussy, looking into Alfredo’s eyes as she did. He murmured sweet nothings and moved his hands to her cheeks to hold them as he fucked her face. Margaret moaned on his dick as it filled her mouth.

Alfredo stood, and Margaret scooted back to give him room. He stroked his dick as Margaret sat on her knees beneath him. “Open your mouth and drink my cum.”

“Whatever you want,” she said. Margaret parted her lips as she touched her pussy, going between fingering herself and rubbing her clit. Alfredo rubbed his member above Margaret’s hungry mouth, grunting as he built up an orgasm. “Oh, yeah. Damn,” Margaret said as hot streams of cum covered her face.

Margaret came as she touched herself, milky goo dripping from her chin to her sweater. Alfredo reached down to wipe the bottom of Margaret’s chin. “Looks like we made a mess. Could I get you a towel?”

She shook her head. “You stay here. I’ll get it for us,” she said. Margaret went upstairs to the hall closet and got a towel to clean herself up. She took off her sweater, thinking Alfredo might want more sexy time, but he had pulled up his pants and zipped the zipper when she went back to the living room with a fresh towel for him. “Would you like a towel to clean yourself?”

“No, I’m okay. Thank you,” said Alfredo.

Margaret was only wearing a bra and her pencil skirt with the dark nylons beneath it, feeling self-conscious next to buttoned-up Alfredo. “I should grab a shirt,” Margaret said and turned on her heels to head upstairs, but Alfredo told her to wait. He pulled her down to the couch. She was on his lap.

“I want to see you again.”

“Me too,” she said.

Alfredo shook his head. “In the real world. I want to see you there. We only live a few hours apart.”

Margaret swallowed. She didn’t know how Alfredo would react to finding out she was a boy pretending to be a girl, but she had to tell him. “I’d like that, but there’s something you have to know about me.”

“What’s that?” Margaret exhaled before telling Alfredo the truth about her life. Alfredo nodded and smiled and placed his hand on Margaret’s thigh. “You’ll never believe it, but I’m a woman pretending to be a man.”

“Really?” Margaret asked. He was sitting on Alfredo’s lap and staring into his eyes. It was hard to imagine a woman sitting on the other side of the virtual-reality glasses, but it was possible. “Would you send me a picture?”

“That’s a great idea, Margaret. How about we send each other pictures of ourselves, and then we can decide if we want to hang out?”

Margaret cupped one hand around Alfredo’s face, wondering if he could be the woman of her dreams. “That sounds like a deal to me. You have my number.”

“Want to log out so we can text?”

Margaret nodded. They kissed before standing and walking to Margaret’s front door to say goodbye, but it wouldn’t be long before they were talking again.

David pulled the virtual-reality glasses from his face and ran to his phone, nervous to see the woman behind Alfredo’s avatar.


CHAPTER FIVE

Their relationship started off slow after the initial photo exchange. David thought Tabitha was beautiful, even though he knew she was fourteen years older than him. For whatever reason, the age difference didn’t seem to matter. He found her sexy and found the way she spoke to him even sexier. He loved how they moved from the virtual world to the one where they lived and breathed.

The messages were vanilla for the first week of exchanges. Tabitha asked David about where he worked, told him to send pictures of his apartment, and gave David the same information she asked. It wasn’t until the second week that Tabitha started showing her true colors as a dominatrix.

They talked on the phone, and David loved the sultry tone in Tabitha’s voice. Just hearing her made him want to touch himself. He felt like he was speaking with a sex-phone operator when she called, even when they were talking about subjects as light as the weather. It was winter, so there was plenty of snow and ice to bitch about.

When Tabitha’s words turned sexual, David had to steady himself. “What did you say?”

“Have you ever worn women’s clothing?” she said.

They’d masturbated while talking to each other. They talked about their past, their present, and Tabitha never brought up the fact that David had been pretending to be a girl in ‘My Virtual Life’. Not until their second weekend of nonstop texting and talking. “Um…”

“It’s something you must want to do if you were Margaret in the video game,” she said.

David felt his body turning hot like metal in a fire. “Why do you say that? You were pretending to be a man. Have you ever dressed like one?”

Tabitha chuckled. “Yes, I have. It was a fun night, but I learned I prefer to dress in women’s clothing. I’m a dominant woman, as you know.”

David’s dick jumped. He couldn’t help but stick his hand in his pants and rub it when they talked on the phone. Her voice made him horny and want to touch himself. He wanted to fuck her, but they still hadn’t agreed on a time for him to travel to Minnesota to visit. “You’ve mentioned that.”

“Would you like to dress in women’s clothing?”

“I don’t know,” David whispered. He had dreamed for years of walking into a lingerie store to pick out something for himself, but never had the courage. He couldn’t do more than picture himself doing it. Each time he tried, he panicked once he got within a few feet of the lingerie store.

“Give me your address, and I’ll send you something pretty to wear.”

David didn’t hesitate to send Tabitha his address. They spoke for a while longer. Tabitha told David she would put a box in the mail for him but had to leave town for a few days to visit her family.

“I’ll miss you,” said David.

“We’ll talk soon,” she said.

They made kiss noises at each other before hanging up. Tabitha texted David less over the next few days, but she kept true to her promise. A box arrived with David’s name several days after their phone call. His heart raced when he picked it up from his apartment’s hallway on his way home from work. Tabitha had included a note:

I’m dying to see you in these clothes. Send me pics when you put them on.

David moved the note aside to find a box stuffed to the brim with women’s clothing. There were panties, thongs, stockings, slip dresses, skirts, dresses, and so much more. David couldn’t believe how much Tabitha had sent, but the gift was one of the best he’d ever received. He picked up a handful of panties and thongs and tossed them in the air, laughing as they landed on his head. David pulled out his phone and took a selfie of himself, covered in lingerie.

He sent the picture to Tabitha, hoping she would think it was cute. David tossed his phone to the side and focused on the contents of his gift. He didn’t know where to start, so he wondered what Margaret might do if she were in the same situation.

Living life as a woman in ‘My Virtual Life’ helped prepared David for this moment. He knew the first thing he needed to do was shave his body and rid himself of all his yucky body hair. David ran to the bathroom and filled the tub with a few inches of hot water. He had shaving cream and a men’s razor. He shaved himself bare and was feeling even more like a woman by the time he finished.

His dick was also oscillating between a hard and soft state. He had dreamed his whole life of doing what Tabitha was pushing him to do. David turned on the shower and washed himself clean. He was feeling itchy as he dried himself off and rubbed his body with lotion to cool the itch. He sighed as his skin relaxed, leaving him bare and glistening.

David kicked out his leg and held it in the air for a picture. He sent a picture of his smooth skin to Tabitha. She had yet to reply to the first picture David sent, but that didn’t bother him. He would send her photos with or without a reply. She’d asked for photos, and he wanted to send them every step of the way. He hoped she saw each one as it arrived, satisfied that he was following her orders.

There was so much more to do as David left the bathroom with his silky skin. He ran a hand along his smooth skin as he tiptoed through the one-bedroom apartment, feeling feminine and fabulous. David went to the pile of clothes he had scattered across his living-room and plopped to his knees in front of it. There were so many gorgeous items from which to choose.

He picked up his phone to check if Tabitha had replied, and she hadn’t. David tapped his finger against his lips as he thought about what to wear. He picked out a pair of white cotton panties, a pink slip dress, and white stockings with lace trim. He had always dreamed of wearing a similar outfit. David’s heart raced as he undid the towel and picked up the white cotton panties to pull up his legs.

They hugged his hardening cock, tightening as he grew. He ignored his member and grabbed the white stockings. They were so soft against his bare, moisturized skin as he pulled them on one leg at a time. Before putting on the pink slip dress, David ran to his bathroom to check out how he looked in the panties and stockings. He covered his mouth as tears swelled in his eyes, staring at himself in disbelief.

His dick had never looked bigger than it did in those tight white cotton panties. A bead of wetness was growing where the tip of his dick touched the fabric, and it was impossible not to leak. He was wearing lingerie. It was something he’d wanted to do for years, but never had the courage to try. Tabitha pushed him, and he wanted to document every step of the process for her. He used his phone to snap pictures of himself in the panties and stocking, wearing all white like a virgin.

David walked back to the living room, staring at the photo of himself he’d just taken. He put on the pink slip dress, and its silky fabric against his smooth skin made his dick rock hard. His hand jetted to his hardening cock, moaning as he rubbed it through the fabric. He lost himself in the sensations of the fabric brushing against his skin. He was touching his dick without thought, controlled by instinct. It wasn’t until a mental image of Tabitha popped into his head that he came back to reality.

Grabbing his phone, David posed in different areas of the living room and snapped a dozen different selfies for Tabitha. His favorite was a photo with one arm between his spread legs that showed the bulge in his panties. He sent them all to Tabitha. When they went through, a string of dots appeared on the screen to say she was typing a reply. David gripped the phone with both hands, staring with crazed eyes as he waited for the reply to appear.

Tabitha: You look so sexy, my doll. You forgot to take one bent over from the back.

David blushed as he read the message. He didn’t hesitate to capture the photo Tabitha desired. He propped his phone in the corner and used the timer. It took a few tries and several minutes to take the picture, but Tabitha told David she loved it when he sent it.

Tabitha: What do you think of my photo?

David’s dick jumped when a photo of Tabitha wearing nothing but a strap-on dick with a paddle in her hand came through. He wanted to wrap his lips around her big dick. He wanted her to fuck her. David had wondered for years why he was attracted to dicks but not men. He’d never thought of what it’d be like to have a woman fuck him. Tabitha was showing him what he was missing from his life.

David: That’s a big dick, Tabitha. Can I suck it?

Tabitha: I wouldn’t want anything less. I want you to come to my house so I can dress you up here. When can you get off work?

David: I have a ton of vacation days I never use. All I need is a two-week notice.

Tabitha: Three weeks from today. You have my address on the return label. I expect you here by noon that day. Don’t be late.

There was an application all the employees at David’s restaurant used to take time off. He requested a week off in the app and messaged the store manager. He didn’t want to upset Tabitha. She was the woman of his dreams, and he was only three weeks away from having her in his life. It was the best news he’d ever received, and he planned to make it to Minnesota. He grabbed the box and took a picture of her address before searching it on a map. Her house was only a few hours north of him, and in a rural area of Minnesota.

David: I can’t wait to see you.

Tabitha never replied to his last message. He sent her random pictures over the next three weeks dressed in the clothes she sent, desperate to hear from her, but he never heard a word.


CHAPTER SIX

It was an hour before noon on the day Tabitha told David to arrive at her house. Tabitha was pacing around her living room, wondering if David would come even though she hadn’t replied to his messages. She wanted to see how dedicated he was to their potential affair. A man with a fleeting desire to submit to her would move on within three weeks, but one with potential would arrive. Tabitha was scrolling through all the photos David had sent as she paced her living room, hoping he was on his way.

David drove down the highway, afraid Tabitha had lost interest since she didn’t reply, but he’d already requested the days off and wanted to meet Tabitha. He’d never come across a woman like her, and the photo of her with a big dick attached to her body flashed through his mind every few seconds. He couldn’t get her out of his head, no matter how hard he tried.

When David was fifteen minutes away from Tabitha’s house, his heart raced in his chest. Every doubt he had came rushing back to the surface. He took the wrong turn on purpose, following a country road until it led him to a gas station. He was wearing a sweater and jeans, but he had on women’s clothing beneath it. They felt tighter and more restrictive than they had the entire drive as he threw his door open and stumbled out of the driver’s seat.

He was standing in a random gas station parking lot, looking each way. Strangers stared at him with squinted eyes. All they had to do was look at his license plate to know he was from out of state. David’s eyes couldn’t focus as panic surged through his body. He ignored the evil glares and ran inside. The gas station had bathrooms in the back, and he ran to the men’s restroom.

Vomit rushed to David’s mouth as he did his best to make it to the toilet before the bile escaped his mouth. He made it in time, letting the contents of his breakfast fall to the toilet. He pulled out his phone to glance at the time, knowing he would arrive at Tabitha’s late if he didn’t leave the gas station soon. David was squatting in front of the toilet with his hands pressed against the seat, coughing to let the final droplets of vomit leave his lips.

David had been dying for this moment to arrive over the past few weeks, and now he couldn’t bring himself to take his hands off the disgusting public toilet. David took deep breaths and told himself he had to get it together. Tabitha wanted a submissive man, but she didn’t want a pathetic one. He wished he had the confidence he had when he was Margaret in ‘My Virtual Life’. David hadn’t been playing video games as much since Tabitha sent the box of women’s clothing, but there was something so easy about putting on those virtual-reality glasses and losing himself in Margaret’s closet. It might have been harder to face reality, but he had to unless he wanted to lose Tabitha forever.

Not wanting to be any later than he already was, David felt a surge of energy flow through his body. He ignored the man next to him at the sink as he pulled up his sleeves to scrub his forearms and face with soap and water. He rushed out of the gas station, disregarding the stares of the employees. David had enough gas in his tank to make it to Tabitha’s, and he didn’t plan on stopping again, or he’d lose his nerve and regret that day for the rest of his life.

The clock struck noon, and David had yet to arrive. Tabitha’s hope deflated like a stabbed tire. She shrugged and stopped pacing. She thought David could have been the man of her dreams, but he didn’t have the courage to live as his true self anywhere beyond the virtual world. Tabitha knew it was hard for some men to accept they were born more submissive than dominant, but she had high hopes for David. He had been comfortable enough to dress himself up and send all those photos. He’d sent more than Tabitha expected, but he hadn’t arrived by the hour she’d requested.

She left her phone in the living room and went to her office. She had a conference the following day where they’d asked her to speak. Tabitha owned businesses in the nearby town of Wakefield, Minnesota. The conference was in Minneapolis, but the focus was on small-business communities around the state. Tabitha had been hoping to invite David, but she was throwing her dreams out the window with each passing second after the clock struck noon.

Tabitha jumped when her doorbell rang twenty minutes later. She’d given up all hope and moved on with her life when she went to her front door. “Who is it?” she called.

“It’s me, Tabitha. David.”

Tabitha opened the door, a cold gust of winter wind hitting her in the face. She stood in the frame of the door to block its opening. “You’re late,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said and cast his eyes to the ground. “I got scared, but I’m here now.”

If it weren’t as cold, Tabitha would have made David wait longer, but the freezing weather softened Tabitha’s willpower. “Come inside,” she said and smiled. “It’s great to see you in person.”

“Likewise,” David said in a timid voice as he stepped into Tabitha’s country home. She closed the door behind him, cutting off the flow of frigid air. It was warm inside. Wood beams everywhere the eye could see. David couldn’t imagine living in such a delightful home anywhere but his video games. “Your home is lovely,” he said.

“Thank you,” said Tabitha. “Not as nice as the one you have in ‘My Virtual Life’.”

“If only that house were real like this one,” said David. He didn’t want to talk about his one-bedroom apartment with the drug-dealing neighbor, so he asked Tabitha questions about the area. She asked what he’d done when he got scared of coming to her house.

Tabitha told him who the owners of the gas station were and talked about them for a few minutes. “Have you ever been around these parts?”

David shook his head. Tabitha had put water on the stove and took it off to fill two mugs with hot water. She asked David what kind of tea he’d like and dropped a bag into the mug. He had black, and she chose an herbal. They took their mugs and went to the living room, which had tall windows with views of the wilderness surrounding the house. “Don’t you ever get scared living out here?”

Tabitha laughed, shaking her head. “I have a security system and guns to protect myself. Why? Are you afraid of being out in the country?”

David shrugged. “Not with you, but I don’t know if I would want to live here by myself.”

“I find it relaxing, but I know what you mean. I know the people who live in all the homes nearby, too. We look out for each other.”

“That’s good,” said David. Their conversation fell silent as they each gazed out the window. Snow covered the ground, but it was a sunny day. The bare trees offered tons of visibility, and David couldn’t see any houses in the distance. The home was isolated, but he wasn’t afraid as long as he had Tabitha there. She smiled every time their eyes met. “How long have you lived here?”

“Four years,” she said. “I used to live in the city but couldn’t take it anymore. I started coding freelance and bought this house with the land when I knew I was done with the city.”

“Minneapolis?”

Tabitha nodded, and the conversation fell silent again. David didn’t know what to say to Tabitha. She lifted her mug to her lips as their eyes met, staring at David over the rim. He averted his eyes every time they met, even though he couldn’t help but glance at Tabitha. David craved her attention as much as he feared it. “I was hoping you would dress up in the clothes I sent,” she said as she lowered her mug to its saucer.

“I’m wearing what you sent under this,” said David.

“Show me,” she said.

David swallowed as he slowly stood from his chair, feeling nervous to strip in front of Tabitha. Sending those pictures was different than giving her a live show.

“There’s nothing to fear, David.”

He had felt his entire life feeling the opposite, but the country landscape outside Tabitha’s window reminded David they were alone. He had nothing to fear if they were at her home, so he pulled the sweater from his body to reveal a black slip dress tucked into his jeans. David unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them to the floor, holding Tabitha’s gaze as he disrobed.

Beneath his jeans, David was wearing black stockings and a black lace thong. It was the outfit that made him feel sexiest of all. He loved how the black looked against his porcelain skin. “What do you think?” he asked.

“You look incredible,” she said. Tabitha stood from her chair, grabbed David’s hand. She led him down the hall to her bedroom. “Your photos didn’t do you justice, you know?”

“Really?”

“Not at all,” Tabitha said and tugged David harder as she broke into a jog. She threw open her bedroom door and pulled David through the doorway. “I think you look so sexy in that slip dress.” Tabitha pushed David to the bed, and he was rock hard in his tiny black lace thong. “Much better than Margaret in the game.”

“Now I know you’re lying,” David said and rolled over to hide his face.

Tabitha stepped forward and placed her hand on David’s thigh. He moaned as his body took the form of a triangle. Tabitha ran her hand up David’s leg, growing wet as he moaned at her touch. She had found her sissy and never wanted to let him get away. She pushed up his slip dress to expose his ass cheeks and gave each one a slap. “You like that?”

David exhaled as his body convulsed at Tabitha’s touch. She squeezed his ass, and he nearly came in his tiny black thong. His dick was throbbing and pressing against the fabric, begging for a release. Tabitha reached between David’s thigh and brushed his dick, rubbing its wet tip. “Oh my gosh,” David said as he tried to hold himself together.

“Don’t cum before you eat my pussy,” Tabitha said. She smacked David’s ass hard once and pushed him flat against the bed. She took off her clothes, revealing her thin body. David was a little chubby, but the extra weight looked good on him. Tabitha loved how he was like her own life-size plush doll.

Tabitha told David to get off the bed and get to his knees. He rushed to execute her order, rolling over and sliding off the bed. Tabitha grabbed the chair from her vanity. She ran a hand through her long brown hair as she placed one foot on the chair. Tabitha reached between her legs to touch her lips as David stared. “You know what to do, don’t you?”

“I guess so,” he said.

Tabitha threw her head back and cackled. She reached down and grabbed the back of David’s head, pushing it close to her pussy. “I’ll tell you exactly what to do,” she said. Tabitha told him how to use his tongue. Her eyes were rolling around like marbles on the floor when David got into a groove. He learned a few moves and was rocking Tabitha’s world; she could hardly keep her balance. “Oh, shit,” she said when she could no longer concentrate on keeping her leg propped on the chair. She sat in it instead.

“You like that?” David asked, looking up at her with wet lips. His head between her legs.

“I love it,” she said. Tabitha pushed on the back of David’s head. He went right back to licking her pussy, sending her to the edge of an orgasm. She didn’t want to hold back. That day was all about her and David pleasing her how she wanted. Tabitha placed her hand on the back of David’s head and moved her pussy against his flattened tongue until she was seconds from cumming. “Rub my clit how I taught you,” she said.

David grinned as he moved his hand to Tabitha’s button, rubbing her clit how she liked. Her body shook as she screamed. The intensity of her orgasm made her push away David’s hand, even though she moved it right back to ride her first orgasm into a second. She screamed again as she came a second time. She panted as she sat in the chair, her chest rising and falling. “Cum for me.”

David pulled up his black slip and moved his tiny black thong to the side without taking it off, so that it cupped his dick and balls. He grunted as he stroked his cock. His balls lifted as he inched toward a climax, Tabitha rubbing his nylon-covered legs and whispering words of encouragement. David backed away from Tabitha when the orgasm raced to the surface and put out his hand to catch the cum. He came all over his hand, laughing to himself as his body jerked with each ejaculation.

“Damn, that was hot,” Tabitha said. “Good boy for not cumming on me. Why don’t you use my bathroom to clean up, and then I have a surprise I’d like to show you.”

David did what she said and went to the bathroom to clean himself. The milky goo fell from his hand to the sink and swirled down the drain. David wiped his hand dry and went back to the bedroom to find Tabitha naked and lying on the bed. She patted the bed. David lay next to her, and she wrapped her body around his. “Hey,” he said.

Tabitha stared into David’s eyes. “Hey,” she said. “Would you like your surprise?”

David nodded. Tabitha rolled off the bed and went to her closet. She came back with a blonde wig. David got to his knees. “Is that for me?”

“Yes. What do you think?”

“It’s beautiful,” David said, reaching out to brush the blonde hair with his fingers. “Should I put it on?”

Tabitha shook her head. “No, not yet. I have another surprise. We’re going to Minneapolis. I have a conference to attend in the morning, and I want you there… dressed as a girl.”

David thought he could faint. How could Tabitha expect him to go out in public dressed as a girl? He shook his head. He wanted to do what she asked of him, but this was too much. It was crossing a line he wasn’t prepared to step over. “There’s no way. I can’t,” David said and bowed his head.

Tabitha placed her fingers under David’s chin and lifted it so she could see his face. “Nobody will know it’s you once I do your makeup,” she said.

“I don’t know,” he said. His voice was filled with doubt, but Tabitha would not give up on him. She leaned down to whisper in his ear that good things came to well-behaved boys. David’s dick twitched at her words, and he knew he would regret it forever if he didn’t go to Minneapolis with her, so he nodded. “Are you driving?”

“Yes, I’ll drive. Grab your bags, and let’s hit the road,” Tabitha said. She took the wig and went to her closet. She had her suitcase ready, threw on some clothes, packed the wig, and locked up her house for a trip to the city.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Tabitha and David got a quick dinner at the restaurant in the hotel’s lobby after they arrived. She wanted to head to bed because she had to get an early start, but that didn’t mean she would deny David his dessert. She moaned and her back arched as he licked her lips how she’d taught him. David held Tabitha through the night.

“Wake up,” Tabitha said and gently rocked David’s body. He had never slept in a bed as comfortable as the one they had in the hotel. He had no recollection of the time between closing his eyes and waking up to Tabitha standing above him. “You ready to get dressed?”

David’s mouth was dry as he came to attention. He wiped a hand down his face, glancing each way to remind himself where he was. “Yeah,” he said. “Good morning.”

“Morning, beautiful,” Tabitha said and bent over to kiss David on the forehead. She was already dressed in a coral pantsuit, smelling of citrus and flowers. David sat up in the bed, scratching his head. “Why don’t you take a shower and shave. We need you bare, bare, bare before makeup. I’ll head downstairs for muffins and fruit while you do that.”

David nodded and threw the covers from his body. He didn’t want to disappoint Tabitha, and it gave him a sense of urgency that she was already dressed. It was early in the morning, much earlier than David normally started his day, but he would get over it. He showered and shaved his body, making sure he was bare everywhere but his head.

Tabitha checked his work when she came back to the room and gave her approval before he moisturized his body. “Hurry. We don’t want to be late,” she said.

David rushed to lather himself in lotion and let it dry as he ate a banana and muffin. Tabitha watched the news, making random comments about what the reporters said. David didn’t care much for the news, but he was happy to watch whatever Tabitha wanted. “What should I wear?” he asked.

Tabitha had pulled an outfit from David’s suitcase. It was a long black dress with straps and a flowy bottom. “You can pair it with this faux fur wrap I brought,” she said.

“Like Margaret,” David said and cupped his hands over his mouth. “You think I’ll look okay in it?”

“You will look luminous when I finish with you,” she said. “Sit here.”

David sat on the chair at the desk in the hotel room. He closed his eyes as Tabitha brushed makeup over his face. He’d only ever done his makeup in ‘My Virtual Life’. It was so much better in the real world. David thought his virtual reality was mimicking life, but now he saw how much of an imitation it’d been.

“There,” she said about fifteen minutes later. “Tell me what you think.”

David opened his eyes. He stood and walked to the mirror, and he nearly cried when he saw his reflection. He looked at Tabitha who was grinning from ear to ear. “How did you do that?” David looked nothing like his old self. He looked like a woman with short brown hair.

“I’ll teach you everything I know in time,” she said. “We need to leave. Step into the dress, and I’ll help you with the wig.”

David did as Tabitha told him. She pulled the dress up his body, and he put his arms through it so that it hung on his shoulders. Tabitha stood behind David in the long mirror as she grabbed the wig to put on top of his head. With the blonde wig, David thought nobody would know the difference between him or any other girl. Tabitha had made his dreams come true. Delight overcame him, and he turned to hug his new lover. “You don’t know how much this means,” David said, sounding like he could cry.

Tabitha hugged David tight once before pulling back to an arm’s length. “Don’t cry. You’ll ruin your makeup. You ready to leave?”

David sucked in a sharp breath to regain control of himself. He nodded. “Yeah, I’m ready.”

“Remember, you’re a confident woman who keeps her shoulders held high. Say it.”

“I’m a confident woman who keeps my shoulders held high.”

“That’s right,” Tabitha said and smacked David’s ass through the long black dress. She watched him leave the room, highly impressed by how curvy his body looked in the dress. Men would drool over David, and Tabitha couldn’t wait to watch.

David was sitting in the back of the conference with his legs crossed. Nobody seemed to notice he was a man wearing a wig and a dress. He walked around everywhere he went with his shoulders held high, as Tabitha had instructed him to do. The only people who seemed to notice David were men who looked at him with thirst in their eyes. David couldn’t believe he was living his fantasy in real life rather than in the virtual world. It was so much more exhilarating.

Tabitha took the stage to talk about the small businesses she owned. Everyone in the room listened as she explained how her business interacted with the community. She talked about how she planned to do more to help neighboring businesses and how important it was for business owners to lift one another for the benefit of the community at large.

Her speech impressed David, and he couldn’t wait to give her a kiss and congratulate her on the roaring applause she received. David watched the rest of the conference as Tabitha sat on stage. Several men glanced in his direction, and he winked at all of them. Most of them blushed. One of them came up and gave David a business card when the speeches ended. David didn’t speak as he looked into the man’s dangerous eyes.

“I saw that man give you his card,” Tabitha said as she wrapped her arm around the small of David’s back. A few people waved at Tabitha as they left. She was popular at the event. “He was sexy, wasn’t he?”

David couldn’t deny the truth. “Yeah,” he said.

“Wanna get out of here?”

I nodded, “please.” Tabitha grabbed David, and they walked down a hallway to a side exit. They were in downtown Minneapolis, and Tabitha wasn’t ready to head back to the hotel. She hadn’t dressed David up for no reason. She dragged him into a bar several blocks away from where they’d attended the conference.

David walked through the door, feeling calm after his morning at the conference. The lighting in the restaurant was much more forgiving. They followed the host to a two-person booth along an interior wall. They ordered cocktails from the host before he had time to leave, which brought a sigh and eye-roll on his part. The server stopped by the table a couple minutes later to double check their order.

“Attitude,” said Tabitha, but she was grinning. She would leave the host a few dollars on her way out the door. “Tell me one thing you learned at the conference.”

“Men will fuck anything in a dress,” said David. He had been carrying a small purse all day and pulled the card the man from the conference gave him from it. “He looked at me like a piece of meat. This Jeffrey Fairchild.”

Tabitha laughed and took the card from David. “An attorney, huh? You think we should call him?”

David shrugged. “I’d rather have you.”

“Works for me. I have plenty of dicks if you want one,” Tabitha said and winked. The server returned with their cocktails a moment later, and they ordered an appetizer to share. Tabitha lifted her drink into the air. “To us, cheers.”

“Cheers,” David said and clinked his glass with Tabitha’s. To a stranger, they looked like girlfriends out for an afternoon drink, and David was loving every second.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Later in the evening, David and Tabitha were sitting in her living room with glasses of wine in their hands. David had changed from the long black dress to a short slip dress when they got back to Tabitha’s. He was still wearing the wig.

David hadn’t known Tabitha long, but he loved her. He knew it. He had to tell Tabitha how he felt, but was afraid to say the words. What if she rejected him? They were talking about buildings they’d seen in Minneapolis, but David couldn’t concentrate with the thoughts running through his mind. He placed his drink on the table in front of them and turned his body toward Tabitha. “Is there something you want to say?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “I love you.”

Tabitha smiled and wrapped her hands around David’s. “You’re special, David. I want to know you better.”

“Me too,” he said. He wanted to ask if Tabitha loved him, but she was showing it by the way she held his hands and stared into his eyes. “Would you show me your dick? The one you were wearing in the photo you sent me.”

Tabitha nodded and patted David’s hand before standing from the couch. She disappeared from the living room and returned with a strap-on dildo dangling from her hand. It looked much bigger in person than it had in the picture. David wanted it in his mouth. “Could you help me put it on?” Tabitha asked.

David nodded and stood from the couch. He walked over to Tabitha and dropped to his knees. Along with the black slip dress, he was wearing black stockings and no panties. Tabitha told him she wanted him without panties so she could stare at his dick as they drank wine. It’d been the hottest thing, and David couldn’t get enough of Tabitha. “How do I put it on?”

Tabitha talked David through fixing the strap to her body. When he finished, her hard dick stood erect in his face. David moaned as he stared at it with hungry lips. “Suck it,” she said.

David parted his lips and held the base of Tabitha’s cock as he pushed her long shaft deep into his mouth. Tabitha put her hand in David’s blonde hair as he moaned on her cock. “Damn, it’s sexy watching you suck my cock.”

“Mhm,” David said without breaking contact with Tabitha’s dick.

As much as Tabitha loved David sucking her cock, she wanted nothing more than to fuck his sissy ass. “Follow me to the bedroom,” she said and pulled David to his feet.

David walked behind Tabitha as they headed to her bedroom. Her cock swung from side to side with each step. When they got into the bedroom, Tabitha threw David to the bed and told him to get on his hands and knees. He did as she said, looking over his shoulder with nervous eyes as Tabitha moved around the room. Tabitha turned to David, in love with how tight his little hole looked. “Have you ever been fucked?”

David shook his head. “No, why?”

Tabitha laughed and held a bottle of lubrication in the air. She didn’t have to say a word to tell David what was coming his way. She opened the lube and squirted it along her dick. David told himself it would be fine. Tabitha stepped forward and squirted lube on David’s tight hole. Tabitha reached between David’s legs and laughed when she found a hard dick. “Looks like someone wants to be fucked.”

“What can I say? You turn me on,” he said. He was nervous, but he wouldn’t deny Tabitha. David yelped when something slid into his ass. It didn’t hurt as much as he thought it would. When he looked down, Tabitha’s dick was still dangling at the edge of the bed. “What was that?”

Tabitha pulled out a small dildo and showed David what she was using. “Loosening you up before I give you the big boy,” she said.

David nodded, turning and looking down at the sheet beneath him. Tabitha loosened his ass with the smaller dildo, but it still wasn’t enough to prepare him for what she had next. She added more lube to David’s ass before lowering his hips and rubbing her dick along his split. He’d wondered what it would be like to get fucked for years, and the moment had arrived.

He hollered and curled his hands into fists as Tabitha pushed into him. David took deep breaths as his hole relaxed around her dick, and once he was relaxed, he wanted more than Tabitha could give him. She smacked his ass as she fucked his greedy hole and said, “damn, you’re a good sissy. You like my dick?”

“I love your dick,” he said. His cock was vibrating between his legs, threatening to spray everywhere. Even a brush of a hand could make him cum. He’d never felt so stuffed. He’d never felt so incredible. “Fuck me hard.”

“We’ll have to get a bigger dick for you, won’t we, baby?”

“I don’t know. Your dick is so big, but it feels so good,” he said.

Tabitha smacked David’s ass and pushed her cock as deep as she could in his hole, making David’s body buckle and fall to the bed. He moaned as Tabitha slid her cock in and out of his opening. Tabitha moaned as the strap rubbed her clit. She wouldn’t be able to hold her orgasm for long. David’s ass was so tight around her dick. “Shit, I’m going to cum.” Tabitha wanted David to cum with her, so she reached between his legs to touch his dick.

David screamed and tried to push Tabitha’s hand away before he busted all over the sheets, but he wasn’t quick enough. One stroke of his dick, and he shot his load. Tabitha moaned as she felt his hot, milky seed cover her hand. She moved the strap in a way that pleasured her beyond no end. Tabitha screamed as she came with her dick deep in David’s ass.

“Fuck,” David said as Tabitha pulled out of his. He looked back at her and at the slick dick on her hips, amazed that big of a cock had been inside him. “I loved that.” David collapsed to the bed with those words.

Tabitha undid her strap and let it fall to the floor. She climbed on the bed. She lay next to David, her feminized sissy, filled with love. “David, I love you.”

David’s body grew hot at her words. He wrapped his arms and legs tight around Tabitha. She giggled and told him not to squeeze her so tightly. “I don’t care if you live hours away, Tabitha. I want to be your boyfriend.”

Tabitha took David’s hand in hers as they faced each other in the bed. “About that. David, I know it’s soon, but I was wondering if you wanted to come live with me. There’s plenty of space in the house. You can have your own room to spend time however you please. I know all the restaurant owners in town and can get you a job near here. What do you say?”

David knew it was crazy to agree to Tabitha’s proposal, but love was crazy, and he fell in love with Tabitha the moment he laid eyes on her. They may have met in virtual reality, but they took their relationship to the real world, and David was excited to see where it would go. He held Tabitha’s hand and said, “I’ll do it.”

“You mean it?”

David nodded. “Why not? I never believed in love at first sight until I met you.”
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DOUBLE FEMME
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1

Henry stepped into the bar after a long day of meetings at the office. He needed a beer to forget how bored he’d been sitting through all those presentations. He worked as an accountant for the government. It wasn’t a thrilling job, but it came with a slew of benefits.

“I’ll take whatever IPA you have on tap,” Henry said to the bartender as he sat on a stool. There was a scruffy man a few stools down with black smudges all over his body, like he worked with cars. Henry lifted his chin at the man before pulling out his phone to scroll through the news, even though he’d checked the feed only a few minutes before while sitting at a red light.

“Here you go,” the bartender said and slid a frothy beer down the bar.

Henry nodded in thanks as he read a news story that looked interesting. It was about money, which was what seemed to make Henry most happy. He could read stories about finances from morning to night. He scrolled and sipped, letting time pass as the light buzz set in.

“Want another?” the bartender asked when Henry finished his first beer.

“Yeah, sure. Can you watch my jacket while I go to the bathroom?”

The bartender nodded as he held a pint glass against the nozzle for draft beer. Henry thanked him and went to the bathroom. The scruffy man at the bar stopped him on the way back to his stool.

“Hey, wanna play a game of pool?”

Henry glanced at the empty pool table in the corner and figured playing a game beat reading more news. “Sure, we can play.”

“Awesome. I’m Sam.”

“Henry.”

They shook hands and headed over to the pool table after Henry grabbed his beer from the bar. They played solids and stripes. Sam was winning after sinking three in a row, but Henry was determined to catch up. He eventually did and won the game.

“That was fun,” Sam said as he placed his stick back on the wall. “Good game.”

“What? Afraid to go again?” Henry asked with his arms outstretched.

“No, I just want to sit my tired ass down,” Sam said and took a seat at a high-top table near where they’d played pool.

Henry shrugged and went to sit with Sam at the table. He learned that Sam was a mechanic who owned his own shop. Henry told Sam about his job as an accountant for the government. Sam asked Henry a few questions about taxes for his business. Henry normally would have charged a stranger for advice, but he liked Sam.

Henry tapped his phone’s screen to check the time. Over an hour had passed since they started playing pool. They’d been so busy talking that they still had a few sips of beer left.

“Hey, wait.”

“What?” Henry asked.

“Let me see that picture on your screen.”

Henry lifted an eyebrow and tapped his phone to show the picture of his home screen, which was a candid portrait of his girlfriend Cindy from a date they’d had at the park a few months back.

“How do you know Cindy?” Sam asked. “Is she your sister or something?”

“My sister?” Henry asked with a sneer. “No, she’s my girlfriend. Why? How do you know Cindy?”

“She’s my girlfriend!” Sam hollered.

The bartender glanced at them, lifting an eyebrow. Both men were standing on their feet, toe to toe. He wasn’t about to intervene, though. Last time the bartender broke up a fight, he’d ended up with a broken nose.

Henry was terrified of the scruffy man, but he wasn’t about to cower away from him either. Cindy was his girlfriend! “Your girlfriend? I think you’re mistaken. I was with her last night.”

“Oh! So, you’re the reason she couldn’t come over! You know what she told me?”

Henry lifted an eyebrow. “How would I know? We were too busy fooling around.”

Sam pushed Henry’s chest. Henry stumbled backwards, but he wasn’t about to be punked by some mechanic. Henry pushed on Sam’s chest. Sam grunted and balled his hand into a fist. He took a step toward Henry, but then he remembered where he’d ended up the last time that he got into a bar fight.

Sam had to spend a night behind bars.

“What? Too afraid to fight me?”

Sam snarled, but he wasn’t going to do more than he’d already done. Cindy was the one who’d been using them both! He would never hit her, but if anyone was at fault, it was her! Sam shook his head and grabbed his beer, heading back to the bar.

Henry was riled up and ready to fight. “Get back here, Sam! I’m going to kick your ass!” Henry said as he held his fist in front of his body, moving them like a cartoon character getting ready to box.

Sam was halfway to the bar. He turned toward Henry. “I’m not fighting you because you’re not worth it. Cindy is the one doing us wrong! If I should be mad at anyone, it’s her! She told me she loved me.” Sam felt tears forming in his eyes, but he wasn’t about to cry over a woman who couldn’t stay faithful.

Henry wanted to be angry at Sam, but the man was right! They shouldn’t be fighting each other. Cindy was the one who’d done them wrong! She was the one who deserved to pay. Henry snatched his beer and went over to the bar where Sam was sitting.

“How can we get back at her?” Henry asked.

“Man, I don’t know. I’ll probably just break up with her and move on,” said Sam.

“What? No! We can’t let that tramp get away with two-timing us. She deserves to pay! Should we slash her tires?”

“Slash her tires? Come on, dude. I’m a mechanic. What if it got out that I went around slashing tires? You know how bad that’d be for my business?”

“Fine!” Henry said. “What else?”

Sam just wanted to wash his hands of the situation, but Henry seemed determined. He figured it would be best for Cindy’s safety if he went along with Henry’s plan. The man seemed a bit deranged the more time Sam spent with him.

“What if one of us ‘stops by’ to surprise her?”

Henry rubbed his chin and nodded slowly. “That could work. I’m not supposed to see her until this weekend. What about you?”

“Thursday night,” he said. “She told me she had family stuff this weekend.”

“Oh, Cindy,” Henry said as he continued rubbing his chin with a sinister look in his eyes. “You’re going to pay.”

“What’s your number, man?”

Henry gave Sam his number, and then they paid their bills. They were set to sabotage Cindy Thursday night, but there was something Cindy liked about those men that neither of them had discussed.

A secret both were thinking but didn’t have the courage to acknowledge. A secret Cindy could and would use against them. Those boys had better think twice before they mess with the wrong girl.
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Cindy rubbed her hand along the side of Sam’s face. She stared into his dark brown eyes, thinking of how much they differed from Henry’s blue eyes. She felt bad for keeping them a secret from each other, but she needed both of them. They complimented different aspects of her personality.

“I missed you,” Cindy said. “I got you a present.”

Sam knew he was supposed to be upset with Cindy for having another boyfriend behind his back, but her presents were the best. He loved everything she gave him. She was the girl of his dreams. It pained him that tonight would be their last.

“You did?”

“Yes, darling. Wait here,” Cindy said and went over to her hall closet. She grabbed a wrapped box from the bottom. “I thought you could wear it tonight.”

Sam was already getting hard as he fingered the box in his hands. He carefully ripped open the seam, taking his time to dislodge the tape and remove the wrapping paper. Cindy watched with a sparkle in her green eyes as Sam opened the box.

There was a black translucent slip dress with a pair of black crotchless panties. There were also white stockings that had black polka dots. It was an adorable outfit, and Sam wanted to wear it while Cindy rode his dick, but Henry was due to arrive in the next half hour.

“What do you think?” Cindy asked, twirling her strawberry blonde hair around a finger.

“It’s perfect,” said Sam.

“Did you remember to shave?”

Sam bit his lip and shook his head. He normally shaved his entire body before coming over to Cindy’s but hadn’t because he planned on breaking up with her. The sexy black outfit was confusing him. It was making him wish he’d never run into that Henry guy at the bar.

If Sam hadn’t met Henry, he could be enjoying Cindy’s outfit without a care in the world. Ignorance truly was bliss.

“You didn’t shave, Sam? I thought we talked about this,” Cindy said and stood higher on her knees. She narrowed her eyes. Sam felt like the smallest person in the world. He thought to say something, but then there was a knock on the door. “This conversation isn’t over, Sam. You know what happens to bad boys, don’t you?”

Sam nodded and dropped his head, wondering how a petite woman like Cindy could bring him to his knees. She possessed powers Sam had never seen in other women he dated. Cindy was like a goddess in mortal form.

Cindy glanced through the peephole. Sam heard her curse under her breath, but there wasn’t a hint of nervousness in her voice when she opened the door and smiled at Henry standing on the other side.

“Henry! What are you doing here?” Cindy asked in a casual tone.

“Oh, I forgot my underwear here last time I came over,” Henry said. He glanced at Sam over Cindy’s shoulder and winked.

Sam wanted the couch to eat him.

“Is that so? You’re absolutely certain that you left your underwear over here?” Cindy asked in a voice that challenged Henry to tell another lie if he dared.

Henry swallowed, suddenly a million times smaller. He considered what Cindy might do to him if he lied. Would she spank his ass? Would she stop buying him panties and cute outfits? Henry’s plan had been to scare Sam away somehow to get Cindy for himself, but he was quickly realizing everything might not turn out how he’d planned in his head.

“Uh,” Henry said after a long pause.

“Uh. Uh. Uh. Is that all you got, Henry?”

“I… I. You have no right, Cindy! Seeing this man behind my back!” Henry said and pointed to Sam sitting on the couch.

“Oh, hush, Henry! You act like we’re married or something. Get inside before my neighbors hear you,” Cindy said and opened her door wider.

Henry thought of leaving, but that would make Sam the winner, which was exactly the opposite of what he’d planned! Henry hated Cindy for turning the tables on him but stepped inside anyway.

“That’s my boy,” Cindy said with a smirk as she slowly closed the door.
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Cindy crossed her arms as she stood over Henry and Sam. They were sitting on the couch and looked absolutely pathetic, like they might fall apart at any second, but Cindy was happy they were both there. She was tired of living a lie. She wanted both of her girly boys and wasn’t afraid to admit it.

“So, you guys found me out. How did it happen?”

Sam and Henry shared a look. Henry sighed and told the story of how they’d met at a bar and how Sam had seen a picture of Cindy on his screensaver.

Cindy put a hand on her chest. “Aw, do you really have my face as your lock screen picture?”

“Yeah.” Henry pulled out his phone and turned the screen toward Cindy to show her.

“That’s so sweet,” Cindy said and snatched Henry’s phone. “You really love me, don’t you?”

Henry’s face turned the color of a firetruck. He’d never felt more humiliated in his life. Did he mean nothing to Cindy? Was he just her toy? Sam had tucked the box with the slip dress and lingerie to the side, but Henry noticed it at that moment.

“Wait, you get him presents too?” Henry asked. He turned a new level of distraught as he stood from the couch. He was on the verge of tears. “I thought we had something. I thought you really loved me!”

“Oh, quiet down!” Cindy waved her hand in the air. “You boys are so sensitive! Everyone talks about girls being dramatic and sensitive, but it’s really the men. I swear.”

Cindy walked out of the room and came back with a little black box. She popped it open and pulled out a pre-rolled joint. Henry’s eyes widened. Weed was legal in their state, but he couldn’t smoke it! It was a drug!

“What are you doing with a joint, Cindy?”

Sam was smiling and sitting on the edge of the couch. He glanced over his shoulder at Henry. “Wait, you guys don’t smoke together?”

Cindy laughed as she lit a match, holding it under the end of the joint. She inhaled and blew out a huge cloud of smoke. Cindy coughed lightly before taking another hit. She passed the joint to Sam as she held in a puff, exhaling seconds later.

“I need a joint to deal with you boys,” Cindy said through coughs.

Henry felt disgusted. He loved Cindy, but her aura had completely changed colors. She wasn’t the woman he thought. Their earthshattering sex was real, though. Nobody could fake that.

“Here,” Sam said and held the joint in front of Henry’s face.

“No, I’m good.”

“Oh, don’t be a party pooper, Henry! They never test you at work,” Cindy said.

“They tested me when I got the job!”

“Like six years ago,” Cindy said with attitude. She shifted and leaned forward. Sam had passed her the joint. “What if I shotgun you?” Cindy asked as she placed the joint against her lips.

“I don’t know,” Henry said, but there was more curiosity than doubt in his voice. He wasn’t too worried about smoking. He knew of at least three coworkers who smoked weed regularly, but it wasn’t really his thing.

Cindy’s lips were, though. He loved those lips.

“That’s a yes,” Cindy said with smoke in her mouth as she leaned over to blow it into Henry’s.

Henry pressed his lips against Cindy’s and accepted the smoke as she filled his mouth. He coughed and felt a little buzz. It was different than how he felt after having a few sips of beer, and Henry quite liked the feeling.

“Another one,” he said.

Cindy smirked and glanced at Sam. Henry followed her eyes, wondering what she was thinking. He had a sinking feeling in his gut. Cindy was a woman of many surprises.

“I want Sam to give you the next one.”

Henry swallowed and looked at the scruffy man.

“Cindy,” said Sam. “Be reasonable. You know I’m not gay.”

“Don’t you want to make me happy?” Cindy asked with a gloomy face.

“Yeah, but—”

“Give him a shotgun,” Cindy said in a more affirmative tone.

Sam turned his head toward Henry. They stared at each other a long moment before Henry shrugged. Sam groaned and took the joint from Cindy’s fingers. Her green eyes twinkled as she looked at her boys, about to press their lips together for the first time.

She had so many ideas.

It felt like her head might explode.

Sam inhaled deeply and gave Henry a shotgun. It wasn’t so bad, so he gave the guy another. Then Cindy told Henry to take the joint and give Sam a shotgun. He shrugged and did what his woman wanted.
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Two bags of chips and a sleeve of cookies later, Cindy couldn’t eat another bite. They were giggling like crazy. Instrumental music played in the background. Henry and Sam had clearly forgotten how they hated each other and were back under Cindy’s spell, which was exactly where she wanted them.

The thought of losing one of them was bad enough, let alone both.

Cindy clapped her hands and stood. She raced off to her bedroom and came back with the box she’d bought Henry for the weekend. She also had her box of makeup and nail polish and was ready to play some games.

“I got you a present,” Cindy said and held out the giftwrapped box.

“You did?” Henry asked. His eyes were bloodshot, and he couldn’t stop smiling.

“Yes, honey. You know I love to give you presents.”

“Open it, Henry!” Sam said in an excited voice.

Cindy grinned as she stood over her boys. Henry opened his present just as meticulously as Sam had because that was what Cindy liked. She hated when her boys tore open the presents. They’d each gotten a spanking for doing so, and Cindy wasn’t afraid to give out more.

Henry opened his box to find a similar outfit to what Sam got, except Henry’s outfit was pink! He had a pink translucent slip with matching crotchless panties. There was a pair of white stockings with pink polka dots.

“Yours is pink!” Sam said.

“Did you get the same one?”

“Yes, but mine is black!” Sam pulled the box from his side. He held up his slip dress. Henry held up his. They laughed, and Cindy was smiling when they turned to face her.

“Did you forget to shave too, Henry?”

Henry bit his lip and looked at Sam through the corner of his eye before shaking his head.

Sam gasped. They’d had a plan to dump Cindy. They’d agreed neither of them would date her, but Henry obviously had other plans!

“I’m sorry, Sam. What do you expect? She buys me presents,” Henry said and hugged the pink slip dress against his face.

“Since you two boys were bad, we’re going all the way tonight,” Cindy said and held up her makeup bag. “I know I usually only put you guys in lingerie. Stuff you like, but that’s all about to change. I’m going to make you girls!”

“What?” they asked in unison.

“You heard me! You two were terrible! Plotting to break up with me. Don’t you know how broken I would have been?” Cindy asked with a hand on her chest. “How would that make you feel?”

“Not good,” they said at the same time.

“That’s right! Why can’t you two get along? I love you both the same.”

Henry and Sam looked at each other. They saw the truth. They both knew neither of them was leaving. Cindy had them under her spell. It was better to have half of her than none of her at all.

Who else would buy them pretty slip dresses and stockings?

“So, who’s ready to get started?” Cindy asked with a bright smile.

“Me,” they said at the same time and laughed.
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Henry had never worn makeup at Cindy’s place, but he was ready to do whatever Cindy asked. He’d already changed into the pink slip and crotchless panties and white stockings with pink polka dots. Now he was sitting in a chair that faced Cindy as she picked out makeup for his face.

“I’ve always loved how little hair you have naturally. You’re a lucky man,” Cindy said.

Henry had always wished he could grow a beard but never could. He liked having Cindy tell him that it was a positive in her book.

“The right tricks, and medication, can clear up the worst beards, but you don’t have that problem. You’re already much more feminine looking than you’d think.”

Henry swallowed as Cindy shook a bottle of liquid foundation. “Am I?”

“Yes,” she said. “Hold still.”

Henry nodded as Cindy placed drops of the foundation around his face. She rubbed it in with a sponge, explaining which moves did what and how it could transform his face. She brushed bronzer along his cheekbones. Used mascara on his lashes. She finished with a pink lip gloss over the lips.

“You’re gorgeous,” she said and grabbed a compact. She opened it and turned the mirror toward Henry. He couldn’t believe it. Cindy had completely transformed his face! If it weren’t for the short, balding hair on his head, he would have looked like a woman!

He did look like a woman!

“How did you do that?”

“You’ll learn,” Cindy said with a wink. “But we aren’t finished.”

“We’re not?”

Cindy shook her head. She stood and ran to her room. She came back with a blonde wig. It had straight hair with bangs that cut across the forehead. She put it on Henry’s head, adjusting it as she stared into his blue eyes. They were the only recognizable feature on his face.

“Shit, you’re gorgeous. Come over to the mirror,” Cindy said and hooked her arm under Henry’s shoulder. She led him to her bedroom and put him in front of her tall mirror. He covered his mouth when he saw his reflection for the first time.

“Is this real? Is it really me?” he asked.

“Yes!” Cindy said.

“I could pass as a woman,” Henry said in a soft whisper.

“Not with that manly voice, but we can work on it.” Cindy winked at Henry through the mirror and left him to go check on her other boy. The shower had stopped running and over half an hour had passed. “Sam, are you okay in there?”

“Yes,” he hollered. “Finishing up.”

“Perfect! Wait until you see Henry! She’s gorgeous!”

Henry didn’t miss the fact that Cindy had said ‘she’. He’d loved lingerie for years but never went further than the panties and stockings over his shaved legs. Everything else seemed too far, too extreme.

How wrong he’d been! Henry thought he looked like a gorgeous girl and had a weird desire to show the world while twirling in circles. Henry pulled out his phone and looked up videos on how to sound like a girl as he waited on the edge of Cindy’s bed.

Sam was standing in the bathroom, slowly patting his skin dry. He wondered how far Cindy would make him go. Would she want him to do stuff with Henry? Suck his dick? Take it up the ass? Sam didn’t know if he could. He loved Cindy, but that was too much! He couldn’t put another man’s cock in his mouth, even if he was dressed up as a girl!

“Sam, hurry up! Henry is already dressed and ready.”

“He’s also the one who went back on our plan.”

“Well, probably because that was a terrible, terrible plan! I can’t believe you two even thought to leave me!”

“Clearly Henry didn’t,” Sam said with a bundle of sass. He felt betrayed by Henry but didn’t blame the man. Cindy was the complete package. It only sucked that Sam had to share her, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

Maybe it could even be fun.

Sam put on his translucent black slip dress with the black crotchless panties. He slid the white stockings with black polka dots up his shaved, moisturized legs. Cindy turned him in circles, checking that he’d shaved everything.

“Let’s do your makeup,” she said. “Henry, paint your nails while we wait!”

“Okay,” Henry hollered back in a much more girly voice than he’d been using earlier.

Cindy sat Sam in the same chair she’d used to transform Henry’s face. She got to work, using a darker foundation to properly match Sam’s skin, which was a few shades darker than Henry’s. She didn’t use bronzer because he had a natural glow about him, but she used a tiny amount of blush to hide Sam’s more masculine features. She painted his lips with a red lipstick, which popped on his thick lips.

“Wait here while I get a wig!”

Sam felt the heaviness of the makeup on his face as he waited for Cindy to return. She’d chosen a brown wig for Sam, fixing it into place. She couldn’t believe his transformation! It might have been even more striking than Henry’s, but either way, they both looked like girls!

“Come see,” Cindy shouted. She grabbed Sam’s hand to lead him to the bedroom where she had a tall mirror.

“Fuck, is that really me?”

“You look good, Sam!” Henry said from the bed. He was painting his nails pink to match his outfit.

Sam looked at Henry through the mirror. “You look good too, Henry.”

“Thanks! I feel great.”

Cindy covered her mouth as she took in the sight of her feminized boys. It was her dream come true, and she needed a picture to never forget. She grabbed Sam by the shoulders and led him to the bed. She pulled out her phone and opened the camera.

“Smile for the camera, girls!”

They grimaced but did exactly as Cindy had asked when she stomped her foot. They smiled. Henry even wrapped his arm over Sam’s shoulder, which made Sam relax. It was Cindy after all. Why shouldn’t he let her take a picture?

She snapped several and gushed before turning her phone upside-down on her dresser and running to the closet. There were sounds of rummaging, so Henry started up his video about how to sound more like a girl. Sam watched over Henry’s shoulder, moving his mouth without making any sounds.

They were lost in the video when Cindy came out of her closet with a flogger in her hand. Sam and Henry shared a look. They knew what Cindy had in mind.

“No!” Henry said. “We’ll be good. Won’t we, Sam?”

“Yes! You don’t need to spank us!”

“Girls, girls. We all know I need to spank you two. You were bad! Tell me why you were bad! What did you naughty girls do?”

Sam dropped his head. Henry did too.

“We tried to leave you,” they said at the same time.

“Now, that was a silly decision, wasn’t it, girls?”

“Yes,” they said together.

“Hands and knees! Now,” Cindy said and slapped the flogger against her dresser, sending her girls into action.
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Sam and Henry were on their hands and knees at the edge of the bed, dressed from head to toe as girls. Cindy paced behind them, running the tendrils of the flogger between her fingers, admiring how their asses poked out of the slips she’d made them wear. Cindy hated going behind their backs, but now she had both her dolls together! Cindy couldn’t think of anything better in the world.

“Will you be naughty again, girls?”

“No,” they shouted in unison. They glanced at each other. It was a weird sensation being feminized with another man, but they both loved Cindy so much that it didn’t matter.

“Good, girls, but that doesn’t change the fact that I must spank those behinds. Lift up your dresses!”

Sam and Henry lifted their slips until they were around their waistlines. Their dicks hung out of the crotchless panties, which dangled between their spread thighs for Cindy’s viewing. She stepped forward and wrapped her hand around Henry’s dick.

Henry gasped and moaned as Cindy slowly rubbed his manhood. She felt him throbbing in her hand like he might cum, so she dropped his dick and walked over to Sam’s.

Cindy loved how the black slip dress looked on Sam’s body. She ran her fingertips along his freshly shaved thighs until she was at his ass. She slapped his cheek lightly before spreading his ass to reveal his hole. Sam would never admit it to the world, but he loved penetration. He loved when Cindy shoved her dicks up his sissy hole.

Cindy reached between Sam’s legs and grabbed his hard dick. She pulled down on his balls, making him gasp, but she knew he liked it. Cindy wondered what else Sam might like as she let her eyes drift to the thick piece of meat hanging between Henry’s girly thighs.

“I’m sorry I have to do this, girls.”

Cindy raised her flogger into the air and brought it down on Sam’s ass as she held his dick in her hand. She spanked him with the flogger several more times until he was red and hot to the touch.

Henry’s breath got shallower as Cindy stepped over to him. He moved his body forward, but he couldn’t go anywhere. Not unless he wanted to walk out of that door and never return.

Cindy hooked her hand on Henry’s thigh and pulled him upright. She reached between his legs and grabbed his thick dick, wrapping her hand around his base and balls. She used her flogger on Henry’s ass until he was screaming out for her to stop.

He didn’t love the pain like Sam. His ass wasn’t nearly as red, but Cindy was tired of spanking their asses. She wanted to sit on their dolled-up faces.

“Girls, turn around and hang your heads over the edge of the bed,” Cindy commanded.

They shared a curious look before doing what Cindy had asked of them. They hung their heads over the edge of the bed as Cindy stripped naked. She went to Henry first, slowly lowering her pussy lips onto his mouth. Henry gasped as she pressed against him, but he was getting everything he wanted.

Henry held Cindy’s thighs as he lapped at her wet pussy. She had her hands on his chest. She let Henry eat her pussy until she was seconds from cumming, and then she hopped off his lips to walk over to Sam, her legs wobbling as she went.

Sam moaned as Cindy lowered her pussy lips to his face. She was faced the other way than she’d been with Henry, though, so Cindy held the top of Sam’s head as she rubbed her pussy back and forth over his mouth. He gasped but was taking everything that she gave him.

Cindy lifted herself off Sam’s mouth when she couldn’t handle another second. She was going to cum, but there was so much more she wanted to do first.

“Girls, get off the bed and come over here,” Cindy said and pointed to the empty space by her feet.

Sam and Henry climbed off the bed, wearing their slip dresses, crotchless panties, and stockings. They each had tents under their slips. Cindy walked over to them and wrapped her hand around the rods holding up their tents. She looked at each of them, feeling like their trio could work.

“I want you girls to sixty-nine,” Cindy said as she held their cocks.

“What? We can’t do that,” said Henry.

“Yeah, that’s where I draw the line.”

“Don’t forget your feminine voices, ladies!”

They cleared their throats and apologized at the same time.

“It’s okay, girls. Here’s the deal, though. If you sixty-nine each other, then I’ll let you take turns fucking me. Isn’t that what you want?”

They nodded but then seemingly realized what they were agreeing to. Henry looked at Sam, wondering if he could stick the man’s dolled-up cock in his mouth. Maybe it wouldn’t be that bad. He had crotchless panties around his dick.

Sam was thinking the same.

Cindy clapped her hands. “Come on, girls! We don’t have all night,” Cindy said, even though she wasn’t in a rush. She just didn’t want her girls taking forever to do the inevitable.

Henry and Sam shrugged at each other as they got to the floor. They lay opposite each other, slowly lifting their slip dresses as Cindy sat on the edge of the bed and watched. She had one hand on her pussy and the other behind her back for support.

“Fuck,” Sam said in his best girl voice. “Your cock is so big.”

“I like your dick too,” Henry said in a feminine voice. It was surprisingly the truth. Henry found Sam’s cock beautiful as he wrapped his fingers around the dolled-up man’s base.

Parting their lips and sucking each other’s cocks was easier done than said. They both thought the oral exchange would be the worst thing in the world, but that was proving to be far from the truth. Henry loved the salty sweet taste that leaked onto his tongue from Sam’s cock.

Sam loved how Henry’s cock looked sticking out of the pink crotchless panties. It was almost like when Cindy put on her strap for Sam to suck, except Henry also had balls, which Sam couldn’t help but play with as he bobbed his head.

Cindy watched her girls with a wild smirk. They were lost in their own little world. Each had their eyes closed. It was the most beautiful site Cindy had ever seen, and she got the faintest whiff of an idea. A planted seed that would soon sprout, but only after Cindy came.

“Girls,” Cindy said with a snap of her fingers. “You’re forgetting about me!”

Sam pulled his mouth off Henry’s cock, and Henry did the same. They chuckled as they wiped their lips. They got on their knees and faced Cindy, stiff tents poking out from their slip dresses.

“I have plenty of holes for you boys to use,” Cindy said and rubbed her fingers over her pussy lips. “Don’t you want to use them?”

“Yeah,” the girls said at the same time.

“Sam, you’re first. Henry, why don’t you come up here and use my mouth?”

“Yeah,” Henry said and climbed onto the bed.

Cindy got to her hands and knees. Sam went behind her, pulling up his black slip dress to reveal his cock. Henry squatted in front of Cindy and pulled up his dress too. They each entered her at the same time. Cindy’s mouth was too stuffed from Henry’s thick cock to gasp.

Cindy was dripping wet as Sam slid around inside her pussy. He humped her as he held her hips, but he was so close from Henry’s blowjob. Sam looked it too, which Henry noticed.

“Let me fuck her before you cum,” Henry said as he pulled out to his tip. He held his base and shook his dick, which Cindy had between her lips.

Cindy opened her mouth and moaned as Sam pushed deep. He was doing his best, but all he wanted was to cum.

“Cum in me, Sam.”

“Fuck, you’re dirty,” Henry said in his best girly voice. He was trying to stay in character, but it was so hot watching Cindy get split roast, and suddenly the idea of fucking her after Sam came didn’t sound so bad.

Sam threw his head back and moaned as he came deep in Cindy’s pussy. He unloaded into her more than he ever had. It was nearly a full minute before he stopped cumming and finally pulled out of Cindy’s pussy. A few blobs of cum followed his cock.

Henry pulled out of Cindy’s mouth and went to take Sam’s spot behind her. He pushed into her wet, gooey pussy. Her womanhood made squirting sounds as Henry fucked her. Sam’s hot cum leaked out from the sides of his dick.

“Sam, get under there and eat my pussy!”

Sam nodded and crawled under Cindy, who was still on her hands and knees. He propped himself up on his elbows as he pushed his mouth against the top of Cindy’s pussy, making her utter a window-shattering scream. Sam couldn’t believe how close Henry’s cock was to his lips, moving in and out of Cindy at top speed.

He felt Henry’s cock more than he saw it, but the sensation was fucking hot. Sam wrapped his hand around his half-hard cock that was sticking out of his black crotchless panties as he licked at Cindy’s wet, dripping pussy. She was screaming out but told Sam not to stop. She told Henry to fuck her harder.

“I’m getting close,” Henry yelled out.

“Fill me,” Cindy said in a pant.

Henry smacked her ass. His thrusts slowed. Henry pulled out to his tip and held it in Cindy’s pussy as he threw his head back and hollered. Cindy reached down to Sam’s head and pushed it firmly against her womanhood as Henry shot his first load into her hole.

She felt his cock vibrating within her, and it was delicious. Henry pushed deep, and that was what did it for Cindy. Sam’s tongue was also helping. She screamed out as her center exploded with pleasure.

Henry and Cindy came, holding each other as their bodies peaked and came down together.

A huge glob of cum fell onto Sam’s face when Henry finally pulled out of Cindy, but he loved it. He licked his lips, coming back up for air now that Cindy had finally released the back of his head.

Cindy wrapped her arms over their shoulders as they all sat on their knees. They chuckled and tapped their heads together, floating in the clouds of their release.

“Great work, girls, but we’re just getting started.”
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Cindy wanted to see her girls together now that they knew about each other. She really did feel terrible for deceiving them, but all that was in the past. Cindy had presents for her girls. They were due to arrive any minute. It’d been a week since their passionate lovemaking.

Cindy had tasked her girls with learning how to control their feminine voices. She couldn’t wait to see how far they’d come. They both knew they’d get spankings if their voices weren’t how she wanted them. Cindy also had something she wanted to tell Henry and Sam, but it’d have to wait until she got them dressed up and ready.

There was a knock on the door five minutes later. It was Henry. He was wearing slacks and a button-up shirt. Cindy kissed him on the cheek as he stepped into her place.

“Did you shave?”

“Yes,” he said in a girly voice.

“Perfect. What else have you done today?”

Henry used his practiced voice to recount his day to Cindy. It’d been a boring day at the office, but at least it was the weekend. He wouldn’t have to go back until Monday, and there was no telling what would happen between now and then.

“Your voice is lovely,” Cindy said. “Thank you for practicing.”

“You’re welcome,” Henry said. He placed his hand on Cindy’s side. “Does that mean I get a special treat as a reward?”

“You’re funny,” she said.

“Why is that funny? I’m being serious.”

“I know.” Cindy kissed Henry on the cheek and slipped out of his grip to walk over to the kitchen. She grabbed a glass and filled it with water for Henry.

“When’s Sam getting here?”

There was a knock on the door before Cindy could answer. Henry smirked and took a sip of his water.

“Coming,” Cindy called and practically floated across the room to the door. She opened it and pulled Sam into her arms. He looked at Henry as he hugged Cindy. They’d gained some kind of unspoken understanding.

It was weird being in a three-way relationship, but they were learning to live with it. Their last session had been the hottest of their lives, so why complain? Why overthink it?

“Let me grab you a water, and then I’ll get the presents! I can’t wait until you girls see what I got!”

Cindy filled a glass of water and gave it to Sam before she went to her bedroom. She grabbed the presents and came back to the living room with them, passing one to each of her girls. The large boxes were wrapped in the same pink wrapping paper with white bows with a single index card stuck beneath it to mark their names.

They were careful to open the presents as Cindy preferred. There was an outfit inside each box. Henry’s dress was a red halter top with an open back. She’d also included a fake bra with padding, a blonde wig, and a red thong. He couldn’t believe how beautiful it was and couldn’t wait to put it on.

Sam’s box had a purple tent dress that would stop halfway down his thighs. His box also had a black padded bra, a black thong, black stockings, and a wig with long brown hair.

“You girls will look so beautiful once you put those on. Did you shave before coming over, Sam?”

“Yes,” he said. He wasn’t about to make that mistake twice.

“All right, girls! One of you take the bathroom. The other one can have the bedroom. Or you can change right here. I don’t care, but you need to change, like yesterday!”

Sam and Henry didn’t bother leaving the living room. They stripped naked and changed into the lingerie Cindy had provided as quickly as possible. They were both hairless and shimmering from the lotion they’d applied before heading over to Cindy’s.

Cindy watched as her girls slowly transformed. She had so much planned for them, but it all started with them getting dressed. Henry stepped into the halter top dress and pulled it up his body, placing the tied strap behind his neck. The fabric hung surprisingly well on his fake breasts.

Sam pulled the purple tent dress over his body. They put on their stockings next. They both got a little hard as they looked at the other, wondering if they would head to the bedroom next, but Cindy had other plans.

“Okay, Henry, what color are we painting your nails?”

“We could do red to match the dress. Or whatever color you think,” Henry said in his feminine voice.

“Red works. What about you, Sam?”

“Could I do black, or would that be ugly?”

“Why would it be ugly? I love the semi-goth look on you. You’re like a night princess. The woman who hides in the shadows of the darkness.”

Sam smiled, loving how special Cindy could make him feel. She went and grabbed the nail polish for them. They took it and started on their nails as she went for makeup to match their outfits. She was going to give Sam a smokey eye and a purple lip. She thought Henry would look great with a red lipstick and a light layer of makeup.

“So, girls, there’s something I want to tell you.”

“What?” they asked.

“I’ve thought of new names for you. Girl names.”

They stared at Cindy, waiting for her to continue.

“Right, so Sam. I thought you could be named Selina. What do you think?”

“Selina,” Sam said. “I like it. A lot.”

“What about me?” Henry asked eagerly.

“I thought you could be called, Rita, which is short for Henrietta.”

“Rita,” Henry repeated. “It’s perfect.”

“Rita and Selina. My girls.”

“Yes,” they said together.

Cindy smiled to herself and waited for them to finish painting their nails before she did their makeup. There was still a lot to do, and Cindy couldn’t wait to do it with her girls.

Rita, Selina, and her.

The dream team.

***

“I got you another present, girls, but there’s something you should know before I give them to you.”

“What is it?” Rita asked. She was wearing her blonde wig now, and her face was all dolled-up with makeup. She looked positively feminine. Nobody would recognize her as her old masculine self.

Cindy went to her room and came back with two pairs of heels in her girls’ sizes. She’d ordered them online after checking their shoe sizes the last time they were at her place.

“I got you girls some shoes, but you can only wear them if you agree to go out with me.”

“Go out? Aren’t we already dating?” Selina asked. She held the ends of her brown hair between two fingers, examining it closely. “What do you mean, Cindy?”

“There’s something I want to tell you, but I have to know you girls are serious, so I want you to join me for a drink. There’s a bar down the street. Let’s go for a walk.”

“No,” said Rita. “You can’t be serious! You want me to go outside wearing heels? And this?” Rita asked, referring to her red halter top dress.

“Yes, Rita. I really don’t see the problem. What about you, Selina? Are you coming?”

Selina didn’t look at Rita as she stood from the couch. “Yes,” she said in a soft, submissive voice. “I’ll go.”

“Perfect,” Cindy said and extended a pair of heels to Selina. They were three-inch black pumps. Selina sat back on the couch and slid them onto her feet. She’d never walked in heels, but it’d always been a dream.

Selina stood after her shoes were firmly in place. Cindy helped her walk back and forth across the living room, filling Rita with an insane sense of jealousy.

“Fine! I’ll go,” said Rita.

Cindy smirked to herself and passed Rita the pair of clear open-toed heels she’d gotten Rita. Rita sat down to put them on, feeling like a princess when she got them snuggly in place, but her toes looked so bare!

“Cindy! I need to paint my toenails too! I can’t leave the house like this.”

“Paint your toes, Rita. We’re not in a rush,” she said with a wink.

Her girls were right where Cindy wanted them, so she helped Selina with her walk while they waited for Rita to paint her toenails red. It didn’t take long until they were out the door, looking like three girlfriends going out for a night on the town. The weather was nippy, but they had each other to stay warm.
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Cindy threw the last dart. “Enough playing. I need to talk to you girls.”

“Okay,” the girls said. They all returned to the high-top table where they had their things.

They were on their third pitcher of beer and had gotten more phone numbers than they could count, but they had all the dicks and holes they needed between the three of them. They weren’t interested in adding another to their mix.

“So, girls, I have an idea.”

“What kind of idea?” Rita asked.

Selena licked her purple-painted lips. “Is it a naughty idea?”

Cindy grinned. “You know it is,” she said and took a swig of her beer. “It’s just… watching you two sixty-nine last week was so sexy. The image has been playing in my head over and over.”

Rita looked at Selena. “We could do it again, don’t you think?”

“Yeah,” Selena said with a mischievous grin. “I wouldn’t mind doing that again.”

“What about doing it on camera? For money? We could open one of those accounts where people pay monthly for our content. We could make some spicy videos, girls. They’d be throwing money at us.”

The girls’ eyes widened.

“You mean, like record pornos?” Selena asked. She knew that the makeup and outfits transformed her but going on camera sounded like a bit much. She already owned a successful business. She didn’t need the money.

“Cindy, no, we can’t do that.” Rita shook her head. She had a government job. A reputation. She couldn’t risk all that for a little pocket change.

“Oh, girls, don’t get your panties in a bunch. You’re unrecognizable. Trust me.”

“I don’t know,” said Rita.

“Me neither,” Selena echoed. “Can’t we just have fun? Do we have to record it?”

“No, of course not,” Cindy said with a laugh. She pushed a hand through her strawberry blonde hair and stared at them with a captivating smile. “It was only an idea. Forget I said anything.”

They ordered another pitcher of beer and played a few rounds of darts before heading back to Cindy’s place. Her idea lingered between them, hanging over their heads like a mistletoe at a Christmas party.


9

Cindy and her girls were hanging out in the living room. It was Rita’s turn to play a domino, but she didn’t have any that would work. She took a few from the pile until she had one that she could play. Selina only had one domino left and played it, earning twenty points, which made her the winner of the game.

“I won!” Selina said and hopped to her feet. She did a little dance, moving her arms in circles in front of her chest.

“Yeah, yeah!” Cindy said and waved her hand in the air, acting like it wasn’t a big deal that Selina had won.

Everyone was still thinking about Cindy’s idea of making videos for money, even though none of them said anything. Cindy had mostly gotten over the idea. She’d only wanted extra money for them to take vacations, but staying home wasn’t the end of the world. She could have fun with her girls wherever.

Her girls, though, were each stuck on the idea. They thought about recording videos with each domino they played. They hadn’t drunk anything since getting back to Cindy’s, so their minds were clearer, and they wanted to have fun on camera, even though they didn’t know how to say the words.

“So, what should we do now?” Cindy asked. “I’m getting a little tired, but I could probably make it through a movie. What do you say girls?”

“Uh,” Selina said. She didn’t want to watch a movie. She wanted to star in one but didn’t know how to ask. Selina tapped her lips. “What were you saying at the bar? You mentioned something about us recording ourselves.”

Cindy chuckled. “Water under the bridge. Seriously, I just thought we could earn a little side change to take a vacation together.”

“That could be fun,” Rita said quickly.

“Yeah, I could use a vacation,” Selina added.

The girls glanced at each other and smiled. They turned their attention back to Cindy, who look confused.

“Wait, are you two saying what I think?”

They smiled. “Yeah, I think we are,” said Rita.

“Let’s make a movie,” said Selina.

“Shit, okay, wait. Let me go grab my camera and a few toys! Don’t move!”
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Cindy had changed into a short skirt and was wearing nothing on top except a bra. She’d placed a sheet on the living-room floor. There was an assortment of lube and toys on it. They’d moved all the furniture out of the way and covered the windows to keep their location private.

“Girls, are you sure about this? We can afford vacation another way.”

“No, it’s fine. It’s really impossible to tell who I am,” said Selina in her best girl voice.

“Yeah, it could be fun! What if we get a ton of followers?”

“Then we could make a ton of money!” Cindy said brightly. “I promise to keep you guys in the loop. We’ll split everything three ways and only record together. Deal?”

“Deal,” the girls said.

Cindy had a tripod. She set it up and screwed her camera in place. There was a fresh memory card inside the camera, ready to record them for however long they could go.

“So, since this is the first video, I want us to kind of introduce ourselves. We’re going to tell them how I feminized both of you. You can tell them your girl names, but I wouldn’t mention your other names. That’s only for me to know.”

“What about you?” asked Selina. “What should we call you?”

Cindy grinned. “You can call me Mistress or Miss C.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Grab some chairs girls. I’ll check that the camera is at the proper angle.”

The girls went over to the dining table and brought back the chairs. They put them in place and took a seat. Cindy adjusted the camera before sitting between them. She asked them questions, and they talked to the camera for about seven minutes, using their girly voices the entire time.

Then Cindy grabbed Rita’s face and planted a kiss on her lips. Selina touched her body from behind as her kiss with Rita deepened. Cindy broke the kiss moments later to turn her attention to Selina. She stuck her fingers into Selina’s brown wig and kissed her deeply.

They went back and forth kissing Cindy until she stood up and told them to bend over the chairs. She told them to lift their skirts. Cindy glanced over her shoulder and looked into the camera as her girls revealed their thong-clad dicks. Selina’s thong was black. Rita’s thong was red.

“You girls like cocks up your ass?”

“Miss C, don’t put anything up my ass!” Rita begged.

Selina moved her ass up and down, clearly wanting something in her ass. Cindy winked at the camera and went over to Selina, slapping her girl hard on the ass. Cindy pushed her fingers against Selina’s hole.

“You want me to fuck this ass, girl?”

“Yes, give me your cock.”

Cindy moaned as she reached between Selina’s legs and pulled her cock back, making sure the camera had a good view. She stroked Selina’s member slowly as she pressed her fingers against her hole.

“What if Rita fucks you? You want Rita’s fat dick?”

Selina moaned. “Yeah,” she said in a breath. “I want Rita’s big dick.”

“Come here and look at this ass, Rita.”

Rita got off the chair and moved it out of the way before going to stand by Cindy’s side. Cindy had Selina’s black thong moved out of the way, revealing her tight hole.

“You want this ass, Rita?”

Rita reached up her red halter top dress and grabbed her dick, which was sticking out the side of her red thong. She stroked her dick as she looked at Rita’s tight hole, knowing it would feel like heaven once she got between those cheeks.

“Yes,” she said. “I want her hole.”

“Grab that lube, Rita.” Cindy said and pointed to the bottle of silicone lubricant at the corner of the sheet.

Rita grabbed the lube and popped off the top. She lathered her cock with one hand as she held up her dress with the other.

“Turn your bodies for the camera,” Cindy said in a whisper.

They adjusted and moved, so that the camera would have a perfect shot of Rita demolishing Selina’s hole with her fat cock. Rita pushed her fingers against Selina’s hole, letting a couple slip into the warmth of her cave. Rita didn’t care that Selina had a cock. She didn’t care what anyone thought because nothing sounded better than fucking Selina’s ass at that moment.

Cindy went to Selina’s side. She reached down and held apart Selina’s cheeks as Rita pressed her thick tip against Selina’s hole.

“Fuck me, Rita!”

Rita moaned and pulled out her fingers before thrusting into Selina’s tight hole. Selina hollered out, but Rita’s dick felt so good. She wanted all the pain that came with the pleasure.

Selina held the back of the chair as Rita pushed deeper into her hole. Cindy watched them with stars in her eyes, holding apart Selina’s cheeks. Rita picked up speed as Selina loosened for her.

Selina looked over her shoulder once, and the sight was beautiful. Rita had on her blonde wig. Her bosom was swaying from side to side. She was all woman as her dick rammed into Selina’s backside, stuffing her to the max, but it was everything she wanted.

“Fuck, girl, your hole is so tight.”

“Keep fucking me, Rita! Fuck me until you cum!”

“I’m getting close,” Rita hollered.

Cindy smacked Selina’s ass and held her cheeks wider, pulling them as far apart as they would go. “That’s right, Rita! Cum all over her ass! Make it nasty!”

Rita pounded Selina’s hole for another thirty seconds. It felt so good. Selina was warm and tight and there was no barrier between them. Nothing except the slick lubricant, which only made everything feel that much more stimulating.

Rita pulled out of Selina’s hole and stroked her cock, quickly looking at the camera before turning her attention back to Selina’s bussy. Rita was watching Cindy when she couldn’t hold her load another second.

She gasped and came all over Selina’s hole. She thrusted back into Selina’s hole after the third shot of cum left her cock. Rita fucked Selina slowly until she couldn’t cum another drop. She pulled out of Selina and fell to her back.

Cindy grabbed Selina and turned her, making her sit on the chair.

“Pull up your dress,” Cindy said.

Selina did as Cindy asked. Her hard cock was begging for freedom from the restrictive thong. Cindy pulled Selina’s hard womanhood out the side of her black thong. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the floor, turning to the camera.

Cindy lifted her skirt before slowly lowering herself onto Selina’s cock in a reverse cowgirl position. She wrapped her arm around the back of Selina’s neck as she looked into the camera, riding Selina’s girly dick.

“Rub my clit,” Cindy said to Selina.

Selina reached around and rubbed Cindy’s button, so close to cumming that it hurt.

“I won’t last long,” Selina said in the faintest of whispers.

“What? Fuck, that girly dick feels good, Selina!”

“I won’t last long, Miss C!”

“Cum in me, girl!”

Selina held Cindy’s hips as she bounced up and down on her girly dick. Her hole was still a little sore from Rita fucking it, but she loved knowing that Rita would be around to fuck her whenever she wanted. She loved knowing that Cindy was also there to give her this wet pussy.

Selina smiled and threw her head back, letting out a loud moan. She gripped Cindy’s sides and pushed deep into her before letting her cum fly.

“That’s right, girl! Cum in me,” Cindy said and moved Selina’s hand out of the way to touch herself in the exact right way. She was screaming seconds later and cumming with her girl.

Cindy stayed on Selina’s cock until they were both spent and couldn’t go a second longer. She moved her pussy off Selina’s dick and looked into her eyes before kissing her gently. Rita climbed to her knees and joined them. They kept kissing each other, and that was where their first video would end, but they didn’t stop.

They took a shower together. They scrubbed each other with soap and dried each other with towels before going to Cindy’s bedroom and closing the door to the world.
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Eight Months Later

“Come on, girls! We’re going to be late!” Cindy hollered at Rita and Selina. There was a taxi waiting for them outside. They had a flight to Vegas to catch since they were finally making enough from their videos to afford a vacation. They couldn’t wait to gamble and maybe record a few more videos for their followers, if they got around to setting up the cameras.

“Coming,” Rita hollered.

“Give me one second,” said Selina.

“We don’t have one second, Selina!” Cindy said with attitude.

Her girls were technically going to the airport as boys, but they were using their girly voices now to prepare. They had a long weekend ahead of them and couldn’t wait to leave behind their lives as men. Henry and Sam loved becoming Rita and Selina. They loved recording sexy videos and spending time with Cindy, their woman.

“Ready!” Rita said first.

Selina came running out of the bathroom a few minutes later. “Don’t leave without me!” They’d spent the night at Cindy’s and wanted to make sure they got all their makeup off from the previous night of fun.

“I’d never leave without my girls. How would I have fun if you ladies weren’t on the trip?” Cindy asked. Rita and Selina were her righthand girls. They were the ones who kept her sane. She loved having them in her life.

Rita smiled, feeling beyond grateful to have found Cindy, who’d also brought her Selina. They were Rita’s girls. Her life.

Selina also didn’t know what she would do without Rita and Cindy. No two other people understood her like they did.

“Let’s go, girls!” Cindy said with a snap of the finger. They all grabbed their suitcases and were out the door, off to add another weekend of memories to the books.
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PROTECTING HER
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CHAPTER ONE

Mary Stoddard had fought her entire life for justice, but the world was weighing on her. The older she became, the harder it was to fight. She had transitioned to womanhood early and had the most supportive parents she could ask for, but the past few years took the drive out of Mary. She went from nothing to a Hollywood starlet at eighteen and hadn’t stopped filming since. But with fame came backlash. Hate mail. People screaming at her when she walked down the street. Everyone knew Mary had started as Mark. Most people were loving, but a few ruined Mary’s will to continue.

Ever since the money from big roles came in, Mary had splurged on a house in L.A. for herself and her parents. They moved their lives from Chicago for Mary’s acting career. Her mother, Rachel Stoddard, was Mary’s manager. Her father, Adam Stoddard, had found an accounting job here in L.A. He balanced and invested Mary’s money, but she kept a close eye on it. Acting had been her dream. Her parents were skeptical, but that changed when she landed her first major role.

Now, Mary couldn’t get her mother to stop nagging her to tackle the next project. The next movie. Mary went through a traumatic experience a few weeks ago after finishing her last project and needed time. She hadn’t left the house all week. Luckily she had a pool, and September wasn’t too cold in Los Angeles. She missed Chicago sometimes. Her friends from before and the intense cold. They visited for Christmas, and it was always long enough to remind Mary why she hated winter there. Los Angeles didn’t disappoint, but everyone wanted to know about Mary.

Mary Stoddard. The trans starlet performing in major female roles. She hadn’t won an Academy Award, but they nominated her for a film she worked on at twenty-one.

Sitting with her mother Rachel in the living room, Mary flipped through her latest issue of VOGUE and ignored her mother’s voice. Mary loved fashion. She was wearing geometric-print lounging pants in bright pastel colors and a matching sweater. Her brown hair pulled to one shoulder in a scrunchy. The women in the magazine were gorgeous. Mary had walked in Milan Fashion Week last year but refused every offer this year. The media attention was wearing on Mary. She couldn’t live this life forever.

People treated Mary like an endangered animal. She was the only of her breed. A few headlines had said so much in their own words:

Is Mary Stoddard Once-In-A-Lifetime?

The World’s Top Trans Actress…

There were plenty of other beautiful trans men and women in the business. Mary was not the only one, and she hated reading the headlines. People focused on her like she was their project. America’s new muse. Mary’s experience was far from the only one. Mary had loving parents, and not every trans child had that luck. She expressed her concerns in interviews, but people twisted her words. A meme from the interview could spread faster than the truth.

Mary’s mother tapped her thigh. “Put down the magazine, dear. I’m speaking to you.”

“I told you I’m not doing the movie, mother.”

“But this role could get you the Oscar. Please, you must consider it. I know you’re fragile, but this script is gold. Read it and decide,” Rachel said. Ever since becoming Mary’s manager, her mother had changed. She wanted Mary’s success more than anything. More than Mary, she thought. Rachel placed the script by Mary’s side. Mary was much more interested in finishing her VOGUE than reading another manuscript.

“Mom, we talked about this. I need three months with no work. We have plenty of money.”

“It’s not about the money. This is a Fall release. Big bucks. It’s dramatic and has your name written all over it. You play sophisticated women better than anyone in town. They sent this script to us because they want you for this part.”

“To up their diversity credit?” Mary asked and flipped the page of her magazine.

“It’s not like that, dear. This is a fantastic script.”

Mary sighed. There were plenty of fantastic scripts, and she wasn’t the only actress. Mary was the only Mary Stoddard and needed a break. Her mother slash manager had to understand, or Mary would take a plane to Europe and disappear for three months. “I told you what I said. We can pick up some roles in the spring.”

“Mary Stoddard, read the script. I’ll leave you alone to read your magazine, but we didn’t leave everything in Chicago behind for nothing.”

“Stop holding that over my head!” Mary screamed. She threw the magazine, but her mother dodged out the way. “If you want to move back to Chicago, leave. I can find a manager that doesn’t live with me and stay up my ass twenty-four fucking seven. Leave. Me. Alone,” Mary said. She picked up the script and threw it. She stormed to her room and slammed the door, feeling like a teenager. At twenty-three, Mary felt ridiculous. Her mother was an efficient manager, but the dynamic clawed at Mary’s soul. She wanted a mother, not a human planner.

♦

Charles Chase sat on Mary Stoddard’s front porch. They promoted him to head bodyguard after the incident, but nobody in the family trusted them after what happened. The new rookie sat in the SUV at the end of the driveway. Charles would sit with him but had to fend off photographers and newscasters. They were relentless. Mary hadn’t left the house all week, and it killed Charles.

He should have been there to protect her that day. Mary never paid too much attention to her bodyguards. She had trusted them until one betrayed her. Jake. Jake was the head bodyguard until he punched Mary in the face and stole a pile of cash she had retrieved from the ATM. He was at large for one day but now faced assault and robbery charges. Charles never admitted to anyone how homophobic Jake was.

Charles should have reported his comments when he heard them the first time. Instead, Charles told Jake to keep his mouth shut and leave him out of it. Men often said homophobic jokes. Charles didn’t think Jake would act like an immature idiot. Charles was patient and could wait for his revenge. If it took ten years, he would wait to beat Jake’s ass for harming such a beautiful woman. Charles would never make that mistake again. He had to protect Mary and gain her trust.

For three years, Charles has lurked in the background of Mary’s life. Mary had grown over the years and looked better with each passing day. Charles would never stop beating himself up for what happened a few weeks ago. Jake took advantage of the most beautiful woman in the world. Over the three years, Charles had never seen Mary with a man.

He hoped he could fill that role in her life but didn’t know how to move from where they were to a relationship. Charles dreamed about Mary every night he went to sleep. It didn’t matter what rested between her thighs because he had fallen in love with her years ago.

She requested a new security team after the incident, but Charles had convinced Rachel that Jake was an outlier. Charles would never allow something horrible to happen to Mary again. He was the best person for the job. After days of back and forth, Charles had argued well enough to keep his job.

Rachel stepped outside and waved to Charles. There were always two guards on one shift since Jake happened. Charles, Maurice, and Tony worked round the clock to guard Mary and her family. “Good evening, Charles.”

“Evening, Mrs. Stoddard,” Charles said.

“Please, you know you can call me Rachel.”

“What can I do for you?” Charles asked. Not only was Rachel married, but Charles had eyes for her daughter. He was thirty, and Mary was only twenty-three, but Charles didn’t care about the numbers. He wanted to protect Mary and hold her tight at night.

“Mary is refusing to look at a script because of what happened. With Jake.”

“I’m not sure how I can help with this, Rachel,” Charles said. He paused before saying her name, not liking that she insisted on Rachel.

“You don’t have to do anything, but you’ve worked here for a while. Do you think she is ready?”

“Not my place to say,” he said.

“We value your opinion, Charles. Why don’t you have anything to say?”

“I protect your family. If Mary says she isn’t ready, then I guess you should respect that.”

Rachel gargled her voice. “Men.” She stormed inside.


CHAPTER TWO

Mary rolled around in her bed, refusing to get up, but she had already agreed to meet with the director. Mary had read the script. She enjoyed it and thought she would make a fantastic lead for the movie. She wouldn’t mind the supporting actress role either. The movie had a strong message about love and family values. The title was Returning Home. It was about a woman returning from the big city to take care of her mother in the small town and finding love and remembering her old values, but the writing stood out to Mary. The story lines gripped her when she read through the script.

“Get out of bed, Mary! The director won’t wait forever,” Rachel hollered. Mary’s mother loved to arrive early for everything, but Mary was having second thoughts. Rachel appeared in Mary’s doorway. “Mary, put on a dress and shoes. We have to leave now. We can grab lunch after meeting with the director.”

Mary hadn’t left the house in over a week and hated the idea of walking around in public. They could pick up lunch and bring it home. No way was Mary eating in a restaurant with everyone on her case. Her bruise from the incident had mostly faded, but from the right angle someone could photograph it and pay their rent for a month. Mary avoided gossip magazines, but Rachel kept her eyes on everything. Mary’s image was everything to her mother.

Rachel opened Mary’s closest and found a red dress for her. “Men love when women wear red. You have to get the lead part. You’re destined to play the one coming back from the city. Not the friend she left behind with the kids,” Rachel said. She had a strong opinion, but Mary didn’t care. She wanted to film the movie and take a vacation afterward. If they finished by January or February, Mary could have the spring to herself. It was hard to film around the holidays, but the movie required it to capture the fall colors. The directors had just secured all the funds and were eager to film.

“Wear this, baby,” Rachel said. She laid the red dress next to Mary on the bed. Mary kicked the sheets off her body and stood. She wore panties and a t-shirt. Mary’s dick wasn’t hard but bulged out the thin fabric. Rachel stepped out the room for Mary to change.

Mary reached into her panties, spreading her thighs. She tucked her dick into place. Over the years, it had become a reflex. She didn’t tuck with every outfit or when lounging around the house, but today was special. She had to meet the director of Returning Home. Mary slipped the red dress over her body. Her breasts fit perfectly into the fabric. She had the surgery when she was sixteen and moved high schools. Her parents did a lot for her, and Mary always felt like she owed them. That was changing as she grew older, but Rachel and Adam would always have a special place in her heart. She chose to live and work with them. When Mary finished changing, she admired herself in the mirror. Her hair was still in the scrunchy she wore when she slept or cooked or relaxed. Mary started on her hair and makeup, but her mother barged into the room.

“You can fix your makeup in the car, Mary. We have to drive across town, and you know how long that takes in L.A. Grab a pair of heels to go with that dress.”

Mary went to her rack of shoes and picked out a pair of black heels to show off her polished toes. She had worked on them while reading the script. The red polish popped against the black. “Let me fix my hair. Bring me a spray bottle,” Mary said.

Rachel rushed out the room and returned with the bottle. Mary spritzed her hair and ran a comb through her knots from a night’s sleep. She worked out a lot of mornings but hadn’t felt up to anything when she woke up today. Interviews and auditions stressed her out, but Rachel knew what she liked to ease the stress. She passed Mary a hard candy as they rushed out the door.

Charles held the door open for them and followed them to the SUV. Mary had learned the new man’s name, Tony. Maurice started a year ago, but Charles had been there the longest. Mary didn’t trust any of her bodyguards after Jake, but Charles tried his hardest to respect Mary’s space. She appreciated her distance. Charles opened the SUV door for Mary and Rachel. They slid into the backseat. Tony was driving, and Charles sat in the passenger seat. They drove across town to the private audition.

♦

Charles listened to Mary and Rachel speak. The bodyguards didn’t spend much time inside the house, and Mary never went out like she used to. Today was the first day in over a week she left the front door. She couldn’t even walk down the street without a photographer ambushing her for a photo. They lurked around the neighborhood. Charles could block them up close, but a photo was easy to take from the distance.

Glancing at Mary through his peripherals, Charles wondered how Mary was feeling. She never spoke to anyone but her mother. Few friends visited the house. One of the few people she knew well betrayed her. Charles understood why Mary couldn’t forgive that and kept the other bodyguards at a distance. A cold wind had washed over Mary’s bright demeanor.

Charles thought Rachel was pushing Mary too hard. Rachel explained her ways were only because it was such a great role, but Charles thought she was after the money. He respected Mary’s parents, but they were too hard on her. Charles wanted to rescue Mary from them and allow her the freedom to breathe. He had a large bed at home with space for Mary.

No other woman graced his sheets. He only had eyes for Mary and was waiting for the opportunity. They arrived at the director’s office. Charles stepped out the door and opened Mary’s. He stared at her. Mary’s eyes flickered to his, melting his heart. Charles looked away when Rachel followed, and they hurried up the pavement before anyone snapped their photo. Charles followed them, keeping his distance.

♦

Mary’s black heels clicked on the floor. She felt relieved now that she was in the building. Charles followed them and stood outside the director’s door. Tony was in the car. Maurice had the day off, but Mary wanted all of her security team to protect her on the first day out. People were hounding Mary to find out what happened and how she was feeling. The public was waiting to find out if Mary was pre-op or post-op. She didn’t want to disclose that information. Her medical history was private. How Mary felt inside was what mattered.

“Good morning, Mary,” Director Todd Williams said. He put out his hand. They were in his massive office. Posters of movies he had directed over the years decorated the space. He wasn’t the cleanest person Mary had met, but maybe there was order to the madness of papers scattered around his office.

“Morning, Mr. Williams. It’s an honor to meet you,” Mary said. “This is my mother and manager, Rachel Stoddard.”

“Yes, Rachel and I spoke on the phone. Not sure how you two handle that but more power to you.”

Mary wasn’t sure how they survived some days herself, but they made it work. “You should thank her, Mr. Williams. If my manager were anyone else, I wouldn’t be here,” Mary said. She crossed her legs, loving how her skin looked against the red fabric. She noticed Todd staring at her breasts. They were large and commanded attention. She didn’t blame men for admiring them.

“Right, which role would you like to audition for?” Todd asked.

Rachel raised her hand to Mary and spoke, “she wants the lead role. We don’t have time for anything else.”

“Actually, I’m fine with either. Which role did you see for me?” Mary asked.

“Both characters are in their late twenties, but I think you could pull off the lead without issue. You’re cosmopolitan, but a challenge might be better for you. The supporting role would challenge your craft.”

“I agree,” Mary said. She loved to push herself and try new things. The role was a bit of a stereotype, but she would struggle to play the woman who had children as a teenager with a drunk husband envious of the success her friend who moved to the city had. Jealous that she can’t run off with a man and leave her children behind. But in the end, she would rekindle a friendship and find the drive to push herself and family to the next level. “Can I read for both parts?” Mary asked.

“Yes, please do,” the director said. Rachel crossed her arms, upset they hadn’t listened to her. Rachel hadn’t wanted Mary to audition for both parts. She had her eyes on awards for lead actress.

Mary read for both parts. She felt more connected to the woman who never left the small town, but Todd told her he would consider her for both roles. She would play either. They thanked Mr. Williams and headed to the door.

“You don’t want that supporting part, Mary,” Rachel said when they stepped into the hall.

“Please, mom. Does it matter? You wanted me to audition, and I did it. An award is an award. It will flatter me if they nominate me. I’m taking a vacation when filming ends for this project, okay?”

Rachel didn’t speak. Charles lingered in the background, looking like he wanted to tell them something, but neither had made eye contact with him. They were arguing and in their own world.

“Do you understand, mom? At least four months with no auditions, no interviews, and nothing I don’t have to attend. Nod your head.”

Rachel nodded. Her mother turned away from Mary. Mary shook her head and turned to leave, but Charles stopped her. She met his eyes. His muscles flexed as he bent his arms. “Ladies, there are tons of photographers outside. People got word that you came here to meet with Mr. Williams.”

“Shit,” Rachel said. “Put on your sunglasses, Mary.”

They photographed Mary once with the bruised face, and the photo exploded over the internet. She had forgotten to wear sunglasses when she went on a walk, so she had stayed inside since. Mary hated hiding her face from the world. Luckily, the bruise had almost faded and she could return to her normal schedule before filming if she got the role.

Mary placed her sunglasses on the bridge of her nose. Charles led them to the door. A frenzy of people waited by the entrance to snap Mary’s photo. The gossip sites put out new rumors daily about Mary. She ignored most of them from the blocks on her phone and her mother’s vigilance. Mary spent most of her time doing laps in the pool or reading a book.

Charles pushed through the photographers and cleared a way. He held off the crowd while Tony rushed them to the car. She hoped coming to visit Mr. Williams was worth the interactions with paparazzi. Mary used to arrange things with them but had disconnected from the world as hers fell to pieces. She didn’t have the energy for public outings.

Tony opened the door to the SUV, and Charles fought off the group. Mary and Rachel rushed into the backseat. Tinted windows protected them from the flashing cameras. Charles slammed the passenger door, and they drove away from the mob.


CHAPTER THREE

Mary had changed since the incident. She never greeted Charles like she used to. Charles didn’t blame her for losing trust in the world. He wanted to beat Jake to a pulp for making his woman suffer. Mary didn’t know she was Charles’ yet, but he would make it happen.

He and Maurice had night duty. Maurice was sleeping because he had started in the afternoon. They were out in the car down the street from Mary’s house. He could see the porch light illuminating the front door from the seat. Maurice was snoring in the back. Charles couldn’t sleep even if he wanted. Mary consumed his thoughts.

She had suffered so much over the last month. She wasn’t the same woman that used to bake cookies for Charles and the other guards. Mary used to sing when she walked around the house, spend more time outside. She used to have a life. Charles never saw her now that she spent all her time inside. He could use the bathroom inside but often went to the gas station around the corner. He was never away from the house for longer than a few minutes, and one person always stayed outside.

Charles stared at the front porch, wondering how Mary was feeling. It was late in the night. She was probably asleep, looking like a queen. Charles missed the cheerful Mary. He would make sure she felt safe enough to express her joy. The dark clouds would part one day.

Maurice choked on his breath and turned over. Charles would have to use the bathroom soon but could wait until Maurice woke up. Every night was long, but losing sleep was worth it for Charles to know that his woman could dream peacefully.


CHAPTER FOUR

Mary dropped her fork on her plate in outrage. Her parents wouldn’t listen.

Mr. Williams offered Mary the supporting actress role because he thought the challenge would bring out a new dynamic from Mary Stoddard, and the character had children, which would send the media into a frenzy. Mary hadn’t acted as a mother yet. She always did the young single woman, much like the main character. The news disappointed Rachel at first, but she had come around and realized he was right about the role challenging Mary and pushing her to a new level. Mary had read over the script several times and watched reality shows about stressed-out mothers. She rubbed her belly when she walked around the house. Mary would never carry a baby, but she could act the part. She loved that about her job. She could become anyone in the world, but the role wasn’t Mary’s problem.

The director, Mr. Williams, wanted to shoot in Nebraska. He hadn’t disclosed this until the official offer. Mary didn’t mind spending time away from Los Angeles, but neither of her parents could be with her the entire month of October. Mr. Williams had given Mary a week to decide, and she only had a few days left.

“You have to go, dear. I’ll get there first thing in November and stay with you until the end, but I have meetings here I can’t move. You know that, sweetie,” Rachel said. “Things settle down by November, and hopefully filming won’t last too long after the New Year.”

“I can’t go alone, mom. Dad, you have to come,” Mary said.

Adam shook his head. He had become an accounting manager with a major corporation since moving from Chicago and managed Mary’s money in his free time. She monitored her dollars, but her father had never double crossed her. He was a noble father and had accepted her transition to womanhood from day one. “I can’t leave that long, sweetheart. You know how much I love seeing you on set, but that’s your mother’s job. Most productions don’t require you leaving the city, but that’s part of the job. You wanted to become an actress.”

“And you won’t be alone, Mary. Charles, Maurice, and Tony will be there.”

“You expect that to make me feel better after what happened?” Mary asked. “I can’t trust them to keep me safe.”

“We all knew Jake wasn’t the best man,” Rachel said. “He had shifty eyes.”

“You can trust them,” Adam said.

Mary hated her parents for dismissing her concerns. The men weren’t safe, and she wanted her family there to protect her. Mary didn’t have any siblings to travel with her. Her parents had been career focused. Rachel was a successful businesswoman before becoming Mary’s manager. She had ambition, which pushed Mary to new heights. Her mother expected nothing but Mary’s best.

“I don’t want to travel alone. I don’t mind traveling, but you committed to being my manager, mom. Go with me.”

“As you manager, I have to stay in Los Angeles until November,” Rachel said. She stopped eating and placed her hands over Mary’s, “but as your mother, please know that I would stay in Nebraska with you every day if I could. Trust Charles, Mary. He’s a good man and will keep an eye out for you.”

“I don’t trust anyone but you two,” Mary said. She cut a piece of asparagus and stuffed her mouth. She hated that her parents couldn’t accompany her to the country. Mary had no idea what to expect from Nebraska. She knew it was a state in the Plains but not much else. She had moved from Chicago to Los Angeles and didn’t pay much attention in geography lesson. Mary had been too busy fantasizing about womanhood in those early days.

Rachel folded her hands in her lap. Adam turned toward the window looking out to the pool and backyard. Mary loved her parents, but they were too obvious. She worked to please them and keep the luxury life flowing. Rachel loved to brag to her friends back in Chicago about her Hollywood daughter ‘breaking all the barriers’. “This part will transform your career, Mary. Returning Home will get the award we’re after,” her mother said.

“I’m excited for the change, but you’re the one after awards, mom. You have to come.”

“November. You can survive five weeks without me, Mary. Didn’t I raise a strong woman? A woman who can stand on her own two feet? Or did I raise someone weak? Did I fail as a mother, Mary?”

Mary exhaled and ate another piece of asparagus. She hated when her mother gave her speeches. They were friends, business partners, family. Their bond ran thick. “Fine, mom. November. I can make it that long without you,” she said.

“Thank you, dear. I will make sure everything is virtual after that, and Adam can meet us there for Thanksgiving. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, I’ll be there,” her father said.

Filming would fly by, as it usually did. Mary could stay strong and make the movie that might distinguish her career. Mary finished dinner and went upstairs to pack her bags. She placed everything by the front door and returned to her room to practice her lines well into the night.

♦

Mary tossed and turned all night. She got out of bed early that morning and worked out in her bedroom. She did crunches, squats, and jumping jacks before hitting the shower. Mary didn’t love that she had to travel alone with three men, but Charles made her feel safe. She thought things would have been different if Charles were there that night Jake assaulted her. They had started working one at a time a month before the assault happened. Mary tried to push it from her mind. It was too horrific to relive.

Cooking herself breakfast, Mary wondered about Nebraska. She knew they were recording the film in a small town but staying in Omaha. Everything was a mystery for her as she passed her last morning in Los Angeles. Her parents came out their bedroom while Mary was enjoying her eggs and coffee. They fixed themselves breakfast, and everyone sat at the table.

“Excited for Nebraska?” Alex asked.

“I’m looking forward to playing this part,” Mary said.

“No time to waste. We have to get you to the airport, dear,” Rachel said. She came out from the kitchen with cream on her upper lip. Mary point it out, and they laughed. As much as Mary’s family could irk her, she would miss them in Nebraska with the guys and other actors. Getting to know a new cast was always interesting, especially filming outside of L.A. The dynamics were different in every project.

Maurice and Charles and Tony were waiting outside. Charles opened the backseat door for Mary, watching her from a distance. Alex hugged his daughter and stood by the front door. Rachel walked Mary to the SUV.

“November, mom. You promise?”

“I promise,” Rachel said. She turned to Charles and held his shoulder, “you better keep my daughter safe. Her safety is in your hands,” Rachel said.

“You have my word, Mrs. Stoddard.”

“I’ll be fine, mom. See you soon,” Mary said. She kissed her mother on the cheek and entered the SUV. Charles sat in the backseat with Mary, and Maurice drove. Tony would take the car back home and take a flight out tomorrow. Mary turned to look out the back window as they drove to the airport. She would miss her family but remain strong.


CHAPTER FIVE

Charles hated flying in planes. They turned his stomach upside down, but he had taken medicine before boarding. Mary was sitting a few seats in front of him. Maurice a few seats in front of her. He loved sitting behind his future woman. Her brown hair pulled to the side in the scrunchy she always wore around the house or on her walks in the neighborhood. Charles missed how they would walk miles. She used to have conversations with the bodyguards. Now she hardly said hello.

Only a month had passed since the incident, and Charles hoped Mary would return to her old self with the new movie. He didn’t care where her work took him, Charles would tag along to protect her. He wanted her to feel safe in his presence. Seeing the way Mary held her mother’s hand broke Charles’ heart. She didn’t want to stay alone with her guards.

Charles ordered a ginger ale to settle his stomach and kept his attention on Mary. She was harder to see through the mesh separating where Charles sat and business class. He allowed Maurice to ride in style in the front row because Charles needed a view of Mary. He didn’t care how cramped his knees felt.

Over the next month, Charles knew he had to capture Mary’s heart. It was his opportunity. Staring at her through the curtain, Charles wondered how he would seduce his woman.

♦

Landing in Nebraska, Mary didn’t know what to expect. She hadn’t spent much time researching the state but planned on immersing herself now that she was here. She knew Omaha was a city but few cities compared to Chicago and Los Angeles. Mary spent time in New York, Washington D.C., and Miami, but she hadn’t been to many places beyond those, unless they had a beach. But Mary had people to run to the store for her when she went on vacation. Mary’s parents, Rachel and Adam, took her to Michigan a lot when she was a child. They used to drive and camp by the cold, crystal-clear lakes.

“Would you like help?” Charles asked, grabbing Mary’s large suitcase from the conveyor belt. He appeared from out of nowhere. She often forgot about Maurice and Charles. They blended into the background and allowed her to breathe. She didn’t want any bodyguards, but her mother refused that. Not after the attack and daily death threats. Mary almost never saw the terrible letters because Rachel and her assistant filtered through the mail. Mary lived in a bubble of ignorance to how much some people hated her for being a trans woman and reaching the level of fame she had.

“Sure,” Mary said.

Charles muscles bulged as he lifted the suitcase. He followed behind her with the luggage as Maurice led them to their car. Charles loaded her bags in the trunk, and Maurice went to the driver’s seat. Mary loved how they sorted out the details in her life, so she could concentrate on absorbing the big skies and fresh air.

They hit the road from the airport and soon entered the city. Mary couldn’t believe the number of tall buildings for a town in the middle of nowhere. She thought she would have been staying in a tiny town, but Omaha impressed her. The wide roads, luscious grass, water, parks, and cute shops. Mary couldn’t wait to learn her way around Omaha over the next few months.

Their car, which was an SUV with tinted windows, arrived at Mary’s hotel.

“Where is this?” Mary asked, stepping onto the sidewalk.

“We aren’t far from the Old Market,” Charles said. He unloaded bags onto the sidewalk. Maurice went inside the hotel to check them in, and a bellboy was soon outside to retrieve the bags, leaving Charles and Mary alone.

Mary twirled in a circle. “Nobody is running us over to snap our photo,” she said. There weren’t many people on the street. It was a weekday in the afternoon.

“I’m sure someone will recognize you,” Charles said. “Should we get inside?”

Mary followed Charles to the door which he opened for her. They stepped inside the fancy hotel. The lobby had no television and plenty of seats for lounging. Maurice and Charles were sharing a room next to Mary’s. They went to see their spaces. Mary’s room was bright and had a large bed. When her mother arrived, they could switch to a room with two beds, but she enjoyed the space and comfort of knowing her security was next door.

Mary had a cast dinner tonight. Mr. Williams hadn’t told her the other main actors in the production, so everyone would be a surprise. She hoped she got along with everyone. Every time she started a new project, somebody brought up her transition. They couldn’t ignore asking questions or insulting Mary. She wished her information wasn’t as public as it was. Mary had kept her secret about pre-op or post-op, but it came at the expense of her sexual satisfaction. Mary hadn’t been with a man. Not once. She desperately wanted to feel a man enter her. Fill her with his manhood but couldn’t because of the media.

Even if Mary wanted to undergo the surgery, the media would notice her extended stay in a hospital. She couldn’t live a normal life. Mary loved her job and financial rewards, but everything came with a price tag. Her mother fought her on the break too. She could live in a place like Omaha for a few months and escape the Hollywood grind. The photographers couldn’t leave Los Angeles for one celebrity. She could live in the suburbs outside downtown, even though she liked the center. The Old Market was adorable and close to downtown and other amenities, but Omaha didn’t have the traffic L.A. had. Driving in from the airport wasn’t a problem.

After taking a shower, Mary changed into a little black dress with a pearl necklace. She wore her black heels with the outfit. She loved a pair of black heels because they went with most outfits. Mary pulled the tie out her hair and shook her head. She spritzed it with a leave-in conditioner and ran a comb through it, staring at herself in the mirror. Thinking about hate in the world. She didn’t understand why people didn’t accept her. Mary tried her best to act as a positive role model for children. She volunteered, exercised, posted positive videos on all her accounts, and stayed out of drama. Mary worked day and night to create a charming persona, but people attacked her nonetheless.

She was giving up on the world. Mary finished her makeup and met Charles outside. He was escorting her to the dinner.

♦

Mary stepped out the SUV and onto the sidewalk. They were downtown and meeting the cast and crew at a catered event. Charles followed Mary inside the building, and a host directed them to their private room. Mary recognized Joyce Smith right away. She was an up-and-coming actress. Todd must have cast her for the lead role. Mr. Williams was sitting at the head of the table. There were too many faces to focus. Mary crossed the table and hugged Todd, the director.

“Glad you made it. This is Justin Jones. He is playing your husband,” Todd said. Mary shook his hand. Todd walked them down the table. “This is Brandon Fox, he is playing the local hunk. Country guy. These two have been on Broadway and making a name for themselves. This will be their first major film production.”

“Nice to meet you,” Mary said. They waved at her.

Todd continued to Joyce. She had more attention than Mary in the gossip magazines. Maybe a photographer or two would make their way to Omaha to snap a picture. “As you probably know, this is Joyce Smith.”

“Yes, I’m a big fan of yours,” Mary said.

“As I am of you,” Joyce said. She slapped Mary’s hand away and hugged her. “We’re going to kill this movie. People will line up around the corner to buy tickets.”

“I like your confidence,” Mary said. The women lingered there for a second while Todd introduced the rest of the table. Todd showed Mary back to her seat next to Justin. He wanted the couples from the movie to get to know each other on the first night, but they were all connected in the script. Their hometown wasn’t large, and everyone knew each other.

Mr. Williams stood and clinked his glass. Bottles of champagne dotted the table cloth. Mary tried to avoid alcohol but had half a glass. Justin had downed two since Mary arrived a few minutes ago. She would do her best to avoid him off set. Mr. Williams cleared his throat and spoke, “Welcome to the production of Returning Home. We will film this quick, act our asses off, and win a bunch of awards!”

The table cheered. Two men drummed their hands on the table and almost knocked over Mary’s glass. She glanced at Charles in the corner, watching over her. Maurice had the night off. She wasn’t sure she needed three bodyguards, but her mother had insisted. They didn’t know Todd would have his own team of security for the production. But Mary wanted Charles around because he was fantastic eye candy. He made her feminine dick twitch in uncertain ways.

Todd continued, “We have two of Hollywood’s most relevant and trending actresses, who will carry the movie to new heights. Most directors would have put you two lovely ladies in the opposite roles based on your history, but I want you both to inspire the other. Live and breathe these roles.”

Everyone clapped and cheered. Todd cleared his throat, “we have an amazing camera and production crew who have followed me around the country. And to some of our regular extras! Thank you for your continued efforts,” Todd said.

The crew gave off a sense of family. Mary could tell they spent a lot of time together.

“Last but not least, to our converted stage actors. May you two enjoy working behind the camera,” Todd said. He rose his glass, and everyone followed his lead. They clinked their glasses and drank. Mary finished her bubbles for the night. She wanted to wake up in the morning and work out before the first day of filming.

Servers came out with trays of food and placed them at the center of the table. The meat, vegetables, and sauces looked delectable. Just as good as any restaurant in L.A. Mary filled her plate with a light layer of food. She wouldn’t eat too much because it was already late, and she had issues about looking larger in front of the camera. Justin ate three plates of food and had an entire bottle of bubbles to himself. Todd was busy talking to his camera crew and didn’t notice Justin.

“Would you like to run over our lines before filming in the morning?” Mary asked Justin. She noticed Charles watching them with intent eyes from the corner.

“Don’t think so. I’ve had too much to drink. How about after?”

Mary tried to maintain an even composure, but Justin was acting like a drunk fool. She hated actors that didn’t treat it like a job. She wanted to finish her day early and explore Omaha alone. Walk around a secluded park in a different neighborhood. Find a cute cafe on a random side street. Think about how Charles had been watching her ever since they left for the airport. Mary craved a strong alpha type like Charles, but he was older than her, and she wasn’t sure Charles wanted a woman with a special surprise between her legs. Maybe she would have the surgery one day but wasn’t sure. She loved her breasts more than anything, but losing her dick wasn’t something she had come to terms with yet.

“I don’t like sloppy actors. I’m leaving but expect to rehearse with you bright and early, Justin,” Mary said, placing her napkin over her empty plate. It was getting late, and her ability to converse depleted. Charles was the only familiar face in the room.

“There are some things I don’t like about you,” Justin said under his breath.

“Excuse me?” Mary asked, standing up to leave. She covered her mouth as a yawn escaped her. The half glass of bubbles had hit her like a train, and she was ready to lie down.

“Nothing, good night,” Justin said.

Everyone around the table said farewell to Mary, and she excited with Charles. When she stepped outside to downtown Omaha, she had forgotten they were in Nebraska. Justin’s words replayed in her mind. There had been an edge to his voice Mary didn’t like. She would have to keep an eye on him, but they had a lot of scenes to shoot together.

“How was your first day in Omaha?” Charles asked, helping Mary into the SUV.

She didn’t reply until Charles got in the driver’s seat. “I like it more than I thought I would,” Mary said. She twirled a piece of hair in her finger.

“Me too. You seem more relaxed here. Maybe you can go on a walk like you used to before the incident,” Charles said.

Mary’s body warmed. The car felt ten degrees hotter and fifty times smaller. “Hopefully Justin isn’t an irresponsible actor. I hate when my coworkers are late.”

“I know. You can become vocal after a couple weeks of that,” Charles said.

“I forget how much you see. You’re always lurking in the background,” Mary said. She noticed they hadn’t moved and sat in the parking lot surrounded by tall buildings. There weren’t many people out. Not like downtown L.A., but Mary enjoyed the difference. No radio played, but they had the windows down, and crisp fall air passed through, cooled from the night.

“You’re fun to watch,” Charles said.

Mary yawned. She couldn’t keep her tiredness at bay, as much as she wanted to talk with Charles. A walk on another day sounded nice. “Should we get back to the hotel? Where is it?”

“Across from the Old Market.”

“Right. I love it here,” Mary said. “I can’t wait for my mom to arrive.”

Charles nodded and put the car into gear. Mary rested her head against the window, but the drive didn’t take long. It was getting late, and there were few cars on the road. Charles rushed to open her door. He was such the gentleman. He saw Mary to her room and waited outside the door while she went inside. Mary took a quick shower before passing out for the night.

♦

Charles placed his hand on his doorknob after Mary entered her room. She looked superb in her black dress with pearls. Charles wanted to rip that fabric from her skin and lift her petite body into his arms. He had endless fantasies of Mary.

Within the room, Charles heard moaning. He stopped turning the doorknob and cursed to himself. Maurice had a difficult time keeping it in his pants. He loved to find random conquests. Charles often saw him chatting online with girls while they watched the street. They would have to get separate hotel rooms, or Maurice would have to return to California. Charles couldn’t deal with random encounters lounging around his hotel room. He needed peace and tranquility to keep a clear mind for the safety of his woman. If Charles wasn’t on top of his game, Mary was in more danger.

Charles walked the halls, waiting for Maurice to stop his animal sounds. Sex didn’t appeal to Charles unless it was with Mary. He had been waiting for her for too long to throw that away. Mary didn’t know Charles was saving himself for her, but he would confess when the time came. Charles fed money into a vending machine and selected a juice. He grabbed a candy bar too. It had been weeks since he had chocolate, but his anxiety needed something.

He went back to the doorway where Maurice was still busy with his conquest. Charles stood outside their rooms, keeping an eye on Mary’s door. She had a radio she could use if anything happened. Her phone worked too. There were several lines of communication between them, so she could have her privacy.

Charles hoped she would hide nothing from him one day soon. Mary was all he thought about. Charles wasn’t sure his obsession was healthy, but Mary needed a protector, and he was her man.

After another hour of pacing the hall, Charles couldn’t stand it. He needed sleep to stay on top of his game. He was about to pound on the door when the woman emerged. She was a pretty blonde, but Charles only had feelings for Mary. Maurice watched the woman walk down the hall before turning his attention to Charles. He rested one arm on the door frame.

“What’s up? You been waiting long?” Maurice asked.

Charles pushed past him and showered. He didn’t speak to Maurice before falling asleep.


CHAPTER SIX

Mary awoke early that morning and completed her routine. She worked out and ate breakfast. Mr. Williams, Joyce, and Brandon met her in the hotel lobby. They took a van to the shooting location. It was about forty-five minutes outside the city. The morning had been going well, but there was no sign of Justin. She worked with Joyce and Brandon on her lines without Justin. Mr. Williams didn’t seem concerned, but Justin’s behavior would catch up with the schedule, and Mary had a life to live. She was already planning where she would travel for vacation.

The actors were taking a break after a couple hours of practice. They had recorded nothing, but Todd was working with them to refine the scenes. Brandon and Mary didn’t interact much in the script. She needed Justin to review her lines, but he had drank too much.

When lunch arrived, Todd pulled Mary to the side. Maurice and Charles went to get their lunch. Tony’s flight would leave soon, and he would join them.

“Mary, how are you liking Nebraska?”

They were in a small town. Cornfields visible in the distance, but they were drying out after the harvest. People had heard there would be great festivities for Halloween and fall: pumpkin carvings, mazes in the cornfields, haunted houses, and all the dessert one could desire. “Things are relaxing,” she said.

“Right, there is something we need to talk about,” Todd said.

“What is it, Mr. Williams?”

“We can’t afford to pay for two security guards.”

“I have another coming today. I thought my manager worked this out in my contract,” Mary said.

“Your mother did, but the producers have changed our budget. They looked over everything and decided against the two because we have our own security team. We will provide room, board, and a salary for one.”

Mary couldn’t panic. She wanted to take care of her guards and make sure they had an income but couldn’t argue with the producers. Mary lifted her hand and stepped away to call her mother. The phone rang twice, “mom, something came up.”

“I got an email thirty minutes ago. I talked to the company that contracts the security guards, and we’re going to find something else for Maurice and Tony. Tony didn’t take his flight. I caught him before the plane left, thankfully. We have bonuses here too for Maurice and Tony. Don’t worry, dear,” Rachel said. It sounded like her mother was shuffling papers around her desk.

“Thanks, mom. I had no idea until a few seconds ago,” Mary said.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m taking care of everything. Todd’s assistant sent me information and confirmed they have plenty of security of their own. His assistant sent me their background checks too. We’re going through them here now, but everything looks okay. How’s Nebraska?”

“Fine. Everything moves at a slower pace. I wouldn’t mind taking our vacations here,” Mary said.

“To Nebraska? You might sing a different tune by the end of production. You know I grew up in a small town, and I’m never going back. We’ll be there for Thanksgiving too. Your father and me.”

“Omaha isn’t a small town, mom. It’s a lovely city.”

“Whatever you say, dear. Look, I have a lot of work here. Don’t worry about Tony and Maurice, we’re taking care of them. Act your ass off and win us some awards!”

“Bye, mom,” Mary said. She hung up the phone and returned to Todd. He was busy bossing people around to set up his next scene. They had a couple houses in the small town, and they shot a lot of the scenes on porches or on the sidewalk. The characters lived within a block of each other, and Todd had most of that street contained for production. The townspeople were supportive of their intrusion. “My manager took care of everything,” Mary said.

“Sounds good. Should we practice the scene when you see Joyce the first time after returning from the city?”

“What about Justin? He needs to arrive on time like the rest of us.”

“It’s only the beginning, Mary. We all deserve second chances,” Todd said.

“Mr. Williams, we can’t let him put us behind production. Omaha is nice, but it’s not the party-infested place Los Angeles is. I don’t understand what he’s doing,” Mary said.

“Please, let’s get through today. I’ll talk to him tonight,” Todd said.

Mary sighed and flutter her eyes too hard. She took position on the sidewalk, waiting for Joyce to emerge from the house. She wasn’t sure how she would fake excitement when rage simmered in her bones, but Mary did. Joyce stepped outside, and a switch flipped within Mary. She threw out her arms and screamed, feigning joy for the camera without film. Todd gave them a few pointers, and they did it twice.

“That’s a wrap for today. Tomorrow, we will record these scenes with film. Dream about them, think about them. Live them. You are your character,” Todd said.

Everyone climbed into the van. Justin had never shown up on their first day. On the way back to the city, Mary decided she wanted to take a walk and breathe fresh air. Her bruise had disappeared, and she was in a new city. She had the urge to explore and forget her frustrations from the day.

♦

Charles drove the SUV to the airport. Rachel had sent Maurice a flight that left that evening, and Mary tagged along in the backseat. It wouldn’t take long until Maurice disappeared, and Charles would have Mary to himself. His dream woman, the one he didn’t want to live without.

They arrived at the airport. Charles shook Maurice’s hand before he stepped out the car. “See you soon, bro,” Maurice said. Charles rolled down the windows to keep the mood causal and not cut off Maurice, but he didn’t get out the car.

Mary stepped out as Maurice gathered his suitcase. She hugged him and said, “have a safe flight, Maurice. Thank you for coming out here. My mom is hooking you up with a fat bonus,” she said.

“Thank you, Mary,” Maurice said. He kissed Mary on the cheek and disappeared into the airport. His kiss was nothing more than friendly, but Charles didn’t want any man placing hands on his woman. He contained himself as Mary slid into the front seat.

“I want to walk in a park. Can we find one?”

“Sure. We have to leave the airport because the officers are waving at us, but tell me where to go, and I’ll drive there,” Charles said.

Mary typed on her phone. “Here,” she said. “Take a right and get on the highway going back toward the city and the hotel. We have to go a few exits. I’ll tell you when to get off.”

Charles nodded and followed Mary’s directions. She wore a dress that exposed her thighs. Charles wanted to grip them and watch her spread those juicy legs. He struggled to concentrate on the road while she watched her phone because of how her thighs touched and curled over the seat.

“Take the next exit,” Mary said.

Charles followed the exit, and Mary directed him to a park. He parked the car and went to open Mary’s door. A few of the leaves were turning. “We will see great fall colors here,” Charles said, pointing at the tree.

Mary stepped out and breathed. “The air is fresher here in Omaha,” she said.

“We’re lucky to get a paid break from the city,” Charles said. Maurice was history, and Tony wouldn’t arrive. He didn’t have to interact with anyone but Mary, and Charles could live with that. He hadn’t had quality time with her in weeks, but his moment had arrived.

“Let’s take that trail,” Mary said. She pointed forward, and they walked in that direction. The sun was setting around them, but they still had an hour of sunlight.

“How was filming today?”

Mary sighed, “my ‘husband’ didn’t show up to set. Justin Jones. He was too busy hitting the bottle last night,” she said.

Charles glanced at Mary through the side of his eyes. Her breasts sat high on her chest. She wore yoga pants that hugged her tights ass and showed no sign of a dick. Charles didn’t care if Mary still had her male parts. She was perfect in his eyes. He could listen to her complain about work all night. It would be better if she were in his arms, but Charles was patient. He had already waited years for her. What were a few more weeks? She was opening up to him like a cracked egg as they walked down the trail.

Stopping Mary, Charles directed her to a bench. He had a confession. “There’s something I’ve wanted to say,” Charles said.

Mary’s eyes focused. She looked distressed. “What is it, Charles?”

He slid back to give her more room. “Well, I’m very sorry about what happened to you.”

“Thank you, Charles. It isn’t your fault what happened. We all knew Jake was a little off. We should have fired him long before the incident.”

“If I had been there, it wouldn’t have happened. I wish I could have stopped it. He crossed you. What Jake did was unforgivable,” Charles said. He didn’t have the strength to tell her about the homophobic things Jake had said. “You can trust me, Mary. I’m here to protect you,” Charles said. He placed his hand in front of him on the bench.

Mary sat straighter and looked away, “thank you, Charles. We should get back to the hotel before the sun disappears.”

“I agree,” he said, standing.

Mary walked a few paces behind Charles, and he didn’t fight her. He preferred that she walked in front of him, so he didn’t have to struggle to see her, but he had brought up a hard topic. They arrived at the car without any incident, and Charles opened the door for Mary. She waited for him to go to his side before stepping in.

“Everything okay, Mary?” he asked.

“Just want to get back to the hotel,” she said.

They drove a few miles in silence. Charles was dying to say something but kept his mouth shut.

“Thank you for staying here with me. I trust you the most, but you have to understand that it is hard for me to trust anyone.”

“I do, Mary,” Charles said. “I wish I could go back in time and—”

“You can’t. Nobody can change what Jake did, but let’s move forward. Please, remembering that night is harder than anything.”

“Yes, I won’t speak of it again,” Charles said. They arrived back at the hotel, and Mary went to her room without another word. Charles entered his room and kept the TV off to hear anything in the hallway. All he did that night was think of Mary and how she smiled when she let her guard down. How her hair fluttered in the wind.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Mary had spent the last week quarreling with Justin about when they should rehearse their lines, and Mr. Williams was no help. He left Mary without support as she tried to solve her dilemma. Brandon and Joyce were moving along with their roles without issues. They practiced day and night, and Mary thought their romance was more than on-screen, but Justin was nothing but a lush. He spent his nights doing who knew what and arriving at least one hour late every day. Justin had suggested rehearsing at night, but Mary wouldn’t dare give in to his lackadaisical ways. Mary wanted to finish early and breathe, not feel the stress that coursed through her.

Glancing at her watch, Mary wondered where Justin was. They planned to shoot a scene where Mary was at home taking care of the kids with Justin on the couch when Joyce arrived to talk. It would be the first time Joyce’s character saw what became of Mary’s new life. But nobody could find Justin, and he wasn’t answering his phone. Justin did just enough to not get fired but was driving Mary up a wall.

Mr. Williams sent the kids to lunch and pulled Brandon and Joyce aside to talk about one of their scenes. They went over to the other house to practice the moment on the sidewalk. Mary watched them, standing alone. She wanted to cry because she had no control over the situation. Justin did what he wanted, and Mr. Williams was a horrible disciplinarian. It was clear he didn’t have children. Mary volunteered with kids, but they were better than Justin. He had no control. Zero work ethic.

Mary wouldn’t take it. They had been on production for a week, and Justin was already putting them behind. The leaves would change colors and fall from the trees before they could film everything. They had a month with the stunning foliage of red, green, orange, and yellow colors. Todd needed a sense of urgency, and Mary planned to give him just that. She marched to the other side of the street and tapped on Mr. William’s shoulder.

“Yes, Mary?” he asked. Brandon and Joyce were practicing their lines a few paces behind Todd.

“You have to fix this, Mr. Williams. Get a new actor for my husband. Justin has zero work ethic, and we’re all suffering from him.”

Todd grumbled. “You actors always have an opinion.”

“As should you, Mr. Williams. This is ridiculous. We can’t continue like this. I have a life to live outside of Nebraska,” Mary said. She loved Omaha and would always have fond memories of the city but missed her bed. Her pool. The year-around warm weather in L.A.

“I don’t know what to tell you, Mary. We have to roll with the punches. Even if we find someone else, who says that man will be better? Actors are entitled, narcissistic assholes. You should have thought about a different career choice if you didn’t want to deal with people like Justin,” Todd said. Joyce and Brandon had stopped rehearsing and were staring at Mr. Williams with fallen mouths. He spoke in a harsh tenor.

Mary didn’t care what Todd thought. She did her part. Joyce and Brandon showed up on time. Even the children playing her kids did their part. She didn’t want to hear Todd’s excuses. “That’s not fair. If an actor isn’t professional, you as the director and producer should figure that out before offering said person a contract.”

Mr. Williams leaned forward and lowered his voice. They noticed their audience, but Mary wanted witnesses to hear Todd’s blasphemous remarks. “I’ve been in this business a long time, Mary. The other producers and myself chose you, even though we might hear flack about it. Please, do you best. Justin’s role isn’t even a major one. You have ten times the lines he does, so I suggest you work on that and keep your nose down.”

“Please,” Mary spat. “You all begged my manager to have me meet you that day. Don’t twist the history,” Mary said. She would say more, but it didn’t matter. She preferred to avoid drama and fighting. When Mary reached the break tent, Justin was standing there with a wide smirk on his face. Mary pushed past him and filled a glass with juice. The children from their scene and a few staff were eating at picnic tables off to the side.

“You talking about me?” Justin asked. He followed Mary around the tent and leaned against the table. Todd had returned his attention to Brandon and Joyce. Nobody saw what Justin was doing. “Excuse me, Ms. Two Ways. I asked you a question.”

“What does that mean? Ms. Two Ways?”

“You know… Because you were born Mark,” he said, holding back a laugh.

Mary wanted to throw her orange juice in his face but placed it on the table instead. “Why are you bringing this up, Justin? My name is Mary, and I’m a woman,” she said.

“But are you?” Justin asked. He reached for the hem of Mary’s dress and tried to pull it up, but she slapped away his hand. Mary kept a lean body but worked out often. She could destroy a man if he got too aggressive.

“What the fuck is your problem, Justin?” Mary asked. They caught the attention of the table. Mary covered her mouth. She never cursed in front of kids when she volunteered. Mary pulled Justin away from the tent and out of earshot of the people eating. “See what you made me do? Never touch me like that again, or I’ll have to press charges.”

“Oh, come on. You are a woman. You bitches are so sensitive these days. Can’t you appreciate that a real man wants to touch you?” Justin asked. He started to reach out his hand, but Mary pushed him away. Mary wasn’t sure but thought she smelled alcohol on Justin’s breath. Maybe he took whiskey with his coffee.

“Stop it, you dirty pig. I’m a lady, not a whore. And even if I were a whore, I wouldn’t want you,” Mary said, crossing her arms over her large chest. “We have to get through this production, but you’re a mess, Justin. Luckily you’re playing a drunk husband,” Mary said. It clicked in her mind then that Todd probably knew about Justin’s drinking problem when he cast him for the part. Mary could feel the pains of her character dealing with Justin. The sexual aggression, drunk breath before noon, and an overall lack of willingness to help. Justin was perfect for the part.

“You know, if you got rid of that dick you used to have, I wouldn’t mind showing you a thing or two,” Justin said.

Mary slapped him. She didn’t know where it came from, but he pissed her off with his words. “Know your lines and stay away from me creep,” Mary said.

She stormed back to the tent, and the people eating watched her. She wanted to scream at the top of her lungs. Maybe it would shake off the nasty feeling caked on her body after the interaction with Justin. Maybe it would calm her rattled mind. Mary acted strong, but harassment hurt. Charles came up behind her. She jumped when he touched her shoulder.

“You scared me, Charles. I forgot you were here,” she said. He came to the set with her daily. She loved how he watched over her in the background like a guardian angel. Half the time, she never saw him.

“I saw what happened, Mary. Are you okay?” Charles asked. His eyes concentrated on Mary’s face. They were green and sparkled against his chiseled jawline. He could beat Justin to a pulp in a second. “I almost intervened but know you’re a strong woman.”

“Thank you, Charles. It was okay. Justin is a drunk, but that’s his part in the movie. He plays the drunk, worthless father. Mr. Williams must have known that when he picked Justin for the part.”

“What did he do to you? What did he say?” Charles asked.

Mary held her hand inches from Charles chest like she wanted to rest her hand on him. Charles wouldn’t stop her, but she dropped her hand. “It’s nothing, Charles.”

Charles lifted Mary’s chin, “you can tell me anything, Mary.”

Mary confessed the questions Justin had asked her about her private parts. She didn’t want to have that conversation with anyone, but Charles never asked for details. He had known her for years and never questioned her. Anyone that learned about Mary Stoddard usually heard she was an actress, transgender, and nobody knew if she was pre-op or post-op. It was a major question in the business.

“That bastard,” Charles said. “I’ll talk to him.”

Mary grabbed Charles to stop him. “He’s not worth it. I’ll tell you if he crosses the line,” she said.

Charles nodded, and Mary loved how concerned he looked for her. Like he would fight anyone to protect her. Jake never looked like he cared much about the job, but for Charles it seemed like more than a job. Mary continued her day, and they called it quits around four in the afternoon. Mary sat next to Charles on the way back, and they ate dinner together in the hotel lobby, talking about Los Angeles and swimming at the beach.

Mary had red cheeks by the end but went back to her hotel room early to shower, do yoga, and pass out.

♦

Dinner with Mary was the most magical evening of Charles’ life. He loved watching her from across the table. The meal was casual. No implied date. Just a bodyguard and his stunning actress. Her brown eyes were like caramel candies. Her face a sheet cake with vanilla frosting. Charles wanted to have her and thought about what she would be like in bed the entire time they ate. If she had a dick, he would suck it. If she had a pussy, he would stretch her walls. Mary was a rainbow in waterfall mist. Charles saw only beauty when he looked at his woman.

After dinner, Charles retired to his room. He watched the TV in a low volume to hear the hallway. The interaction Mary had with Justin replayed in his mind. That man was a young asshole, and Charles fantasized about beating his ass. It wouldn’t go over well because they were recording a movie, but Charles had patience. He could wait until after the party to bruise Justin.

Charles showered and changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt. He went out to the hall planning to buy a snack from the vending machine when he saw Justin Jones walking in his direction. Charles’ jaw clenched. His fingers curled into fists. Mary had asked him not to talk to Justin, and he wanted to respect her wishes, but seeing the punk walking around like nothing had happened sent Charles’ blood boiling. Justin wore headphones, whistled, and walked with his head high, not paying attention to a thing around him. Including Charles.

Without thinking, Charles gripped Justin by the shirt and slammed him into the wall. He wouldn’t leave a bruise but had a word for Justin.

“What the fuck, dude?” Justin asked, ripping the earphones out of his ears. Another security guard appeared at the end of the hall. Charles raised his hand to him.

“I just want a word,” Charles said loud enough for the other man to hear. He nodded, and Justin cursed and sent dagger eyes in the man’s direction. “Don’t ever speak ill to Mary again, understand? And show up on time,” Charles said.

Justin spat in his face, struggling to break free from Charles’ grip. “Fuck you,” Justin said.

“I can break your body in two. Get your shit together,” Charles said. Charles dropped Justin because the other guard signaled him. He wasn’t going to push it. Charles could control his anger, for now. For Mary.

“You’re fired. I pay you to protect me from crazies like this,” Justin screamed at the stranger. He was pointing his finger and staggering off in the other direction, drunk again for the evening.

The other guard walked down the hall. “What did he do now?”

“Mary Stoddard. The woman I protect, he was talking bad about her.”

“Ah, I see. He’s always getting into something he shouldn’t,” the man said. He had a smooth, deep voice. “I’ll keep an eye on him, but he’s vengeful. I wouldn’t push him too far. Nobody here as is crazy as that fool.”

“Thanks. Charles,” he said, putting out his hand.

“Don,” the man said.

“I hope he won’t do anything to your job.”

“His parents don’t believe a word that leaves that boy’s mouth, and they’re the ones that write the checks. He might make money, but his parents are the real ballers. Anyway, take care Charles.”

“You too,” he said. Charles counted his blessings and went to the vending machine. Mary hadn’t seen his encounter with Justin. He didn’t bruise the man’s face. Charles bought his snack and went back to his room, drifting through his intense desire for Mary. Wondering how far he would go to protect her.


CHAPTER EIGHT

A week had passed since the day Justin spoke savagely to Mary, but he had turned a corner. Something in Justin changed. He showed up late less often and practiced lines with Mary before hitting the bottle back at the hotel. He could do whatever he wanted outside production. Mary didn’t care. She spent most of her evenings in the hotel relaxing and watching TV. She loved reality shows, romantic movies, and other stuff. Anything that wasn’t talking about her affairs in the world or horror. She hated gory films. Mary had plans to travel around Omaha and see the city but had become a recluse. Lounging around in gym gear or walking the halls of the hotel. She would walk around the Old Market, but it wasn’t endless. Everywhere turned to a cage if one stayed long enough.

Mary finished filming her last scene of the day and packed her things. She was loving her part and related to her character. She found the challenge of playing a mother refreshing. Another thing Mary did when she lounged around the hotel was read blogs mothers wrote. The wild stories of motherhood helped her sympathize with mothers across the world. Mary didn’t know if she wanted to adopt. Part of her longed for a family and a sense of normalcy, but her children would never have a chance. Everyone would know their mother’s secrets. Mary couldn’t hide from the public, as badly as she wished she could.

Charles appeared behind Mary, waiting for her to ride back to the city. All the other actors had moved to hotels downtown, but Mary enjoyed her location. Downtown wasn’t far, and she could meet them for dinner or for practice and drinks, but most nights Mary ate with Charles. They were growing close spending all this alone time together, and Mary wasn’t upset by that.

Mary climbed into the SUV, which they used now that everyone had moved downtown. Riding with Charles was a lot better than sharing a van with the crew. Mary valued her privacy with Charles to steal glances of how his jeans jumbled at the crotch, outlining his dick. Mary wanted to kneel under him and take him into her mouth while staring up at him through hooded eyes. She had never sucked a dick before but envisioned Charles as her first. Every night Mary went to sleep, she pressed a finger to her hole pretending it was Charles’ dick. She wanted to take Charles on all fours, with her legs in the air, naked. Mary wondered if her breasts would bounce around like she’d seen in porn. Charles could take her ass, if he would have it. She feared he would reject her when he saw what rested between her legs. What if he exposed the truth to the media? Some magazines would pay top dollar for proof.

Mary wanted to give her heart and body to Charles. Confess her lust and longing for him, but she feared the repercussions. Every action had a reaction. He could take her in one of two directions. They were growing close, but were they only friends? Could Mary ever have anything more with Charles?

“I was thinking, Charles,” Mary said. She ran her finger on the upholstery.

“What were you thinking, Mary?”

“What if we went to the park after dinner tonight? I’ve been couped up in my room the past week. We should stretch our legs.”

“That sounds nice. We can eat right when we get back, change, and head to the park.”

“Sure, let’s eat at the deli down the street from the hotel.”

“Are you going to order the chicken salad again?” Charles asked. She had ordered the same sandwich the past three days.

“Maybe I will order the chicken salad. What’s it to you?” Mary asked. She planned on eating chicken salad but would change her mind if Charles gave her too much grief.

“I don’t care what you order,” he said. “I don’t know how many more days I can eat the roast beef.”

“Why don’t you try the chicken salad? Order it on a croissant. It’s outstanding,” she said.

“I know. You’ve raved about it all week.”

Mary felt like she was bickering with a husband. She wanted to hug Charles while he drove but looked out the window instead, watching the trees as they drove down the highway back to the city. It didn’t take long before they were back at the hotel and walking down the street to the deli Mary loved. Charles held the door open for her, and they went inside to eat.

♦

Charles stood in the hallway waiting for Mary. They had gone to lunch, and Charles showered and changed quicker than Mary. They weren’t on an official date, but Charles felt butterflies in his stomach waiting for such a successful, radiant woman to join him. Charles phone rang. Rachel was calling him.

“Hello,” Charles said, answering the phone.

“Charles, it’s so great to hear your voice. How is everything in Nebraska? Are you keeping my daughter safe?”

Rachel, Mary’s mom, was a loud person. She had a strong character and often flirted with Charles. Adam wasn’t a bad-looking man, but Charles could see a thirst in Rachel’s eyes. He could hear it in the way Rachel said his name. “Yes, ma’am. I’m protecting her.”

“I can’t wait to join you two in a few weeks. I still haven’t booked the ticket but planning on the first or second week of November.”

“Mary would love to see you,” Charles said. He wasn’t sure why Rachel had called him. He did nothing to manage Mary’s career but protect her from danger, which he failed to do once. An image of Mary’s face the day after the incident flashed into his mind. It was like someone had taken a knife and ripped it through his stomach that day. Seeing Mary with bruises on her face crushed Charles. Like a rotten watermelon falling off the back of a truck.

“There was something else, Charles. It’s about Jake,” she said.

Charles heart clenched in his chest. Every time he heard Jake’s name, he wanted to find him and beat him into six pieces. “What about him?” Charles asked.

“There is an ongoing investigation into that night, and you have to testify to his character. I’m not sure when the detectives will call, but I gave them your number,” Rachel said. “Tell them anything you know about Jake.”

“Sure thing,” Charles said. He would have to confess the homophobic remarks he heard from Jake when Charles started. Jake came before Charles, so he hadn’t stirred the pot but found the comments disturbing. Charles hated himself for not stopping the fire before it grew.

Mary stepped out her hotel room, looking stunning as usual. She wore a loose skirt with thick tights, heels, and a sweater. She had her hair pulled back in a scrunchy. Minimal makeup. Charles loved Mary most when she wore casual clothing.

“Thank you, Mrs. Stoddard. I have to go now,” Charles said.

Mary ran up to him and snatched the phone from his ear. “Mom, what do you want?”

Mary paced up and down the hallway, speaking with her mother. They chatted, and Charles minded his business. He didn’t have his phone to look at but had Mary’s sexy body. She stood facing away from him. The skirt hugged her backside and had Charles wondering what she looked like under those tights. He wanted to lift her skirt and spread those cheeks. Every thought he had about Mary was dirty. She was the sexiest woman in the world in Charles’ eyes. Mary hung up the phone after a few minutes and turned back to Charles.

“Sorry about my mom. She has to control everything, doesn’t she?” Mary said, laughing. Charles captured that moment. How her lips parted when she smiled. The easiness in her eyes. They walked outside, and Charles held the door open to their SUV, and they headed to the park.

♦

Mary exited as Charles held open the door for her. Charles held her hand when she stepped out the SUV. He made her feel like a princess every day of the week. She wouldn’t grow tired of the way Charles pampered her. Not that she needed him, but the effort he put into Mary’s safety and happiness excited her. Her eyes connected with Charles’ before he closed the door. She wanted to lift his shirt to expose the hard muscles beneath. He had everything a woman could want: charming smile, beautiful green eyes, hard muscles, and a handsome bulge. Mary had never had a dick before but didn’t want nor need more than Charles’.

“Hopefully it doesn’t get much colder than this,” Charles said. They were walking down the trail. Leaves lined the stream that ran through the park. There were areas for sports and recreation. Few people were out walking or riding their bikes. Mary enjoyed the solitude. There weren’t many places back in California where Mary felt she could escape the world. Too many people had tabs on her schedule. Lurking around the corner with a camera to snap the moments in Mary’s life.

“What’s your favorite season of the year?” Mary asked Charles. She wanted to reach out her hand and intertwine it with Charles’. He was tall and handsome. Everything he wore fit his muscular body like a glove. Mary wanted to undress him, touch him, kiss him. He was a present sitting under the Christmas tree she couldn’t open two weeks until the holiday.

“Spring. The flowers are pretty. What about you?” Charles asked.

“Fall. The colorful leaves are everything,” Mary said. She gripped Charles’ hand and pulled him toward a pile of fallen leaves. They fell into the pile, and Mary squealed. Her skirt rode up her waist, but her tights covered everything, and she had tucked before leaving the hotel. It wasn’t an official date, but Mary hoped the pieces would fall together. That she would find the courage to admit to Charles how she felt about him without fear of rejection. He was paid to walk around with her. She could be imagining what the heat felt. Mary had never loved anyone before and didn’t know how to read the signs.

They lay in the pile of fallen leaves, staring up at the shimmering foliage of warm colors. “How was production this week?” Charles asked.

“Better. Justin has been showing up at a reasonable time every day,” Mary said. She turned in the leaves to face Charles. He stared up toward the tree. His jaw a fine line. His face cleanly shaved. Mary had never met a more handsome man than Charles. She had always had an eye for him but from a distance. Mary was too afraid to admit her feelings for anyone because of what lay between her legs. The baggage that came with her transition. Fear that a man she really liked wouldn’t accept her for something she never chose. Mary had wanted to become a woman since before she could walk or talk. She had always known there was something different about her. Luckily, Mary had a family that loved and supported her, but there were lots of nasty people in public. People Mary had never met that sent atrocious mail her mother mostly hid from her.

“Good to hear. That Justin is a piece of work,” Charles said. He turned to face Mary, and his green irises took her breath. His soul on full display like open windows with no curtains.

“Thank you for coming here today,” Mary said. She inched closer to Charles. The leaves crunched beneath her and sent a chill of embarrassment through her body.

“I couldn’t think of anything better,” Charles said. He didn’t move away from Mary. They sat there under the tree, leaves rustling in the wind. Eyes locked together. Faces inching closer. Mary wanted so badly to feel Charles’ lips press against hers, but strangers interrupted them.

A woman screamed. Mary pushed away from Charles and sprang up. The world had disappeared around them until the screech. The nails of a chalkboard vibrating Mary’s ears. “It’s Mary Stoddard!” the woman yelled. She grabbed her friend’s hand, jumping up and down.

“Yes, it’s me,” Mary muttered. She didn’t have the energy for fans, although she loved all of her admirers. She had been so close to a kiss. They would have felt the same in her situation. Mary received next to no attention in Omaha. It surprised her to encounter such an ecstatic fan.

“I’m your biggest fan,” she said. She was holding a phone, and Mary assumed the woman had already snapped a few photos.

“What’s your name?” Mary asked. “It’s only fair since you know mine.”

“I’m Diane. When I heard you were recording a movie in Omaha, I about died. I never thought I would actually run into you!” Diane said. Her friend looked uncomfortable standing in Mary’s bubble. Diane’s eyes shifted over to Charles, absorbing him, but she said nothing. “Please. I have nothing for you to sign. I really wasn’t expecting this. Could we take a selfie? I’m so sorry to bother you, but I would have hated myself if I hadn’t said hello.”

Mary’s annoyance washed away. She loved meeting her fans, and Diane was no exception. “No problem. Charles can help us,” Mary said. She waved for the friend to get in the photo. Mary made sure Charles got a photo of her alone with Diane too. “Take care, Diane,” Mary said.

They walked away, and Mary waited. The moment had died. The tension evaporated like a puddle on a hot day. Mary and Charles walked back to the car, drove to the hotel room, and retired to their hotel rooms with few words. Mary hoped they would have another chance soon. She touched herself that night thinking of Charles behind the wall. So close but untouchable. Captivating and dangerous. Hot lava streaming down the side of a volcano.

♦

The clock was ticking until Mary’s mother, Rachel, would arrive and ruin any chances Charles had at securing his woman. She would helicopter over Mary from the moment she stepped off the plane and fawn over Charles in her free time. Mary lacked Rachel’s forwardness and confidence. Mary could bring a person to tears through the camera, but she was shy and delicate. A flower popping out of the soil in early spring. She had a strong head on her shoulders but needed freedom from film sets, her mother, and the pressures of Hollywood. Charles wanted to take her away and encourage her to try things she never would have before: cooking classes in Thailand, tapestry classes in South America, or swimming naked on a secluded beach.

Charles dreamed of Mary’s lips since the day at the park. How she had looked against the fallen pile of leaves with her hair spread beneath her like waves crashing against a shore, water spreading out across the sand. Charles would love to watch her splash around in the ocean. Snorkel with her. Lie out on the sand and tan.

Time marched on, and Charles hadn’t so much as confessed he liked Mary. He felt like an adolescent frightened to repeat a secret. Recall a graphic part he had seen from the staircase when he was supposed to sleep. Charles loved Mary, but his chest shut when he tried to find the words to tell her. Mary was fragile after everything with Jake and how the public viewed her. Rachel had vented to Charles several times about the endless amount of hate mail Mary received. Every day, a new letter arrived with some disgusting comment or picture.

Charles would play it cool with Mary, but his time was running short. Rachel would blow in like a cold front and not leave.


CHAPTER NINE

Mary closed her script, sipping on a hot coffee. She didn’t have to record any scenes that day, but Justin had shown up early to practice. He had a fight scene with people at the bar to showcase how he arrived home with a broken nose and beat-up face. Justin’s face looked like he had been in a real fight after makeup. The men had left him on the sidewalk to bleed out after he got kicked out the bar. Mary’s character was at home dealing with the children, wondering where her husband had run off to that time. His character never told Mary’s where he went. They practiced the scene for the following day, but Justin would have to spend a lot of time in makeup every day after the fight. It was the perfect punishment for how he had screwed up the first week.

But since then, the group had pulled ahead of schedule. They were running along and thinking they could finish before the end of December. Mary would love to spend Christmas in Los Angeles. She missed her pool, her entire wardrobe, and the familiarity of home. Omaha wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t her home. She needed to cuddle under her favorite blankets and wake up to the view she had grown accustomed to.

After the group finished for the day, they gathered around. Mr. Williams held a clipboard. “We’re moving right along. You all are doing great. Especially you kids! Thank you for doing your part everyone, and I just wanted to reward you all with a paid day off tomorrow.”

The crew cheered. Mary would prefer to work but had to find the positives of the situation. She could explore more of Omaha, see somewhere she hadn’t yet gone. Mary gathered her things and hugged the fellow actors. Charles waited for her down the street, standing by the SUV. He wore sunglasses over his green eyes, but Mary could picture them. How they stared into her soul that day at the park before those girls had ruined the moment. Mary tried not to hate those fans, but they hadn’t known. Magazines wrote about Mary’s nonexistent love life. It pleased her that blossoming, unspoken love with Charles was happening in Omaha where people often didn’t recognize her. They rarely asked for autographs or photos. It was nothing like L.A. If this crush were happening in Los Angeles, Mary would have seen an article about it already.

“How was your day?” Charles asked. Mary could only see his handsome, full lips. He hadn’t shaved today. He was normally good about it, but Mary like the stubble on his face. Charles couldn’t have everything together all the time. Nobody was perfect.

“We got the day off tomorrow,” Mary said, stepping into the car.

“Wow. How come?”

“We’re ahead of schedule. The crew getting paid for the day, but my contract doesn’t work like that. Just another day in Omaha for me. We should do something,” Mary said. Her voice switched to an upbeat tone in the last sentence.

“I would love to. Don’t want to sit around the hotel all day. The gym gets old after an hour,” Charles said.

“I’ll look stuff up after dinner. Should we eat at the cafe again?” Mary asked.

“Only if you don’t order the chicken salad croissant,” he said, teasing her. The drive back to the city was Mary’s favorite part of the day. She loved decompressing with Charles before grabbing a bite. He had the most relaxed demeanor. It chilled Mary out after a day in front of cameras, knowing millions of people would watch what she recorded. They got back to the city and did their usual routine: dinner, a short walk, and back to their rooms. Mary touched herself and wondered what Charles was doing on the other side of the wall.

♦

Nights were the roughest time for Charles. He had to sleep away from Mary and couldn’t see her. The walls were thick, and she didn’t make much noise. Charles had pressed his ear to the wall more times than he cared to admit. Mary drove him wild. The way her brown hair hung over her shoulder. The twinkle in her brown irises, a sense of innocence. Out of all the time Charles had worked for Mary, he had never seen her with a man. He wasn’t sure she had ever explored that part of her life. A strong sexuality lurked within her. Charles could feel it when they drove back from the set. The car rides always got his dick hard. Seeing Mary after she changed out of her character’s clothes and back into a dress or skirt or something cute. Mary had great style and always exposed a bit of skin or emphasized her curves if the weather was too cold.

Charles waited by the SUV for Mary. Their day of adventure was set. They hadn’t spent much time exploring Omaha, but Charles didn’t mind sitting around the hotel. It had a gym, television, and anything else he could want. Charles wasn’t a picky man. He didn’t need much in life.

Mary stepped outside wearing a jersey dress with tights, heels, and a diamond necklace. She had on a light jacket over the dress. Charles held the door open for her. She lifted her sunglasses to glance at Charles before sliding into the passenger seat. Charles’ dick jumped. He could have taken her right there. People could watch if they wanted a show. Charles wouldn’t do that, but she wasn’t leaving him many options with how sexy she looked in the tight dress.

“Where to first?” Charles asked, climbing into the driver’s side.

“The library,” Mary said.

“What’s at the library?”

“Don’t take that tone, Charles. Books are amazing.”

“You can’t check them out if you don’t live here.”

Mary sighed and pointed forward, “drive. Don’t argue with me. I’ll tell you where to go. Head downtown.”

Charles had learned his way around the main arteries of the city. He could go from the Old Market to Downtown without issue. Mary directed him to the library. It had the facade of an older building, but the inside wasn’t remarkable. It looked like a library. Nothing bad about it, but Mary didn’t want to stay long. They walked around downtown, and Charles had a strong urge to grab Mary’s hand. To claim her and show the world she was his. He didn’t wear a bodyguard’s attire, but had a switchblade on him and could take a man down in a second. Nobody would touch Mary with him by her side.

They stopped at a cafe and grabbed a coffee. They shared a muffin. When Mary licked her fingers, Charles pictured his dick in its place. Her thick lips leaving a ring of lipstick around his base. He would love to watch her doing it wearing a pair of her heels. He didn’t care which ones because they were all sexy.

“Let’s stop in this store,” Mary said as they were walking down the sidewalk. They had driven to another ‘trendy’ neighborhood in Omaha after a quick internet search.

Charles held the door open for Mary, and she went inside the secondhand clothing store. They looked around. Mary tried on a few dresses and modeled them for Charles. It would have been inappropriate to enter the dressing room with Mary, but he thought about it. She was a fairy dusted in magical powder. Charles hadn’t seen such a mesmerizing, carefree woman. They were in the middle of nowhere and free to detach from worry. Nobody cared what they did in Omaha. Mary was famous but few people bothered her. He loved to see her let go and wanted to find somewhere even more remote than Omaha to watch Mary blossom.

“Are you going to buy anything?” Charles asked.

“Not sure. Which dress is your favorite?”

“You look remarkable in each of them.”

Mary knocked her knees together and blushed. She darted back to the dressing room and returned with a creamy-white satin dress. It was Charles’ favorite, but he wanted Mary to wear what made her happy.

“What do you have planned after this?” Charles asked.

“Another park? We could do a picnic? It’s getting late, and the sun is setting earlier every day.”

“Okay,” he said. Charles would follow Mary around like a puppy all day. He just loved to watch her hips move, see her laugh, and know she was safe.

“We should buy a blanket and watch the sunset,” Mary said. She grabbed a blanket from the selection of bedding products. Everything in the store had been washed. They had a huge washing machine and dryer behind the counter. After paying for the items, they went to a local grocery store around the corner. Mary picked out grapes, cheeses, crackers, and two large kombucha beers. They paid for the groceries and went back to the car.

Mary directed Charles to a park not far from where they were. It had a hill where they could watch the setting sun. Charles laid the blanket on the grass, and Mary made a spread. They emptied their beers into plastic cups they had in the backseat from the set.

“The sky is so much bigger here,” Mary said.

“I miss L.A., but we should come back here one day,” Charles said. He inched his hand across the blanket. The paper bag covered in food rested between them, splitting the couple like a fissure in the earth.

“Yes, we should. There are fewer people and celebrity watchers. Everything feels more normal, but I do miss my pool.”

“You spend a lot of time in that pool. Why don’t you use the one at the hotel?”

“I prefer not to use public pools now that I have my own,” Mary said.

Charles didn’t care if it was pretentious. His woman could do whatever she wanted. He couldn’t hold the words in another second. They slipped from his mouth. His hand crossed the platter of food and landed on Mary’s. “I like you,” he said. “I want you, Mary.”

Time stopped. Mary didn’t remove her hand, but the silence killed Charles. He stared into her brown eyes waiting for anything. One word. His heart was dangling from a cliff, waiting to fall to a bed of rock or get pulled up by her words.

♦

Liked her? Mary felt Charles’ hand above her, sitting atop it like a blanket at bedtime. Mary’s heart skipped. She didn’t know what to say. She felt the same for Charles but didn’t know how to move forward. Fear gripped her and slapped glue beneath her feet. She was too afraid to walk without shoes down the rocky, unknown road.

“You like me?” Mary managed. Her voice was weak.

“More than anything in the world, Mary. I’m only telling you because I’ve been feeling something over the past few weeks.”

“Me too,” she said. Mary had two voices. One pushing her forward, and one trying to hold her back. What if Charles rejected her when he found out her secret? What if they had sex and it was magical? Mary desperately wanted Charles between her thighs, sliding into her. Filling her with his extension. His throbbing manhood. Mary had envisioned it while playing with herself on a nightly basis, and now Charles had admitted to liking her. Should she run away or inch closer? “I like you too, Charles.”

They sat there. Charles hand still on Mary’s. Leaves rustling in the blowing wind. Fall in full effect. The taste of grapes lingered in Mary’s mouth. She had only had a couple sips of the beer. Charles removed his sunglasses and exposed his emerald eyes, darkened with the season.

“I’m going to kiss you, Mary.”

Her mouth turned dry. She nodded as Charles’ face inched closer to her. His hand lightly cupped around her ear. His lips touched hers, and her body exploded with sensation. Her dick flicked like a switch, standing at attention and desperate to feel Charles’ muscular hand wrap around it. Charles pulled away and stared into Mary’s face. Nobody was near them. They were alone with their picnic in the park, enjoying the afternoon fall weather.

“I’m going to kiss you again, my love,” Charles said.

He was turning her into a hot mess. If she had a pussy, her panties would have been soaked more than after a washing machine with his tongue searching around her mouth. Mary’s dick was leaking like a dripping faucet. Charles held her at the small of her back. The jersey fabric tickled Mary’s smooth skin. She chuckled into Charles’ mouth. He stopped kissing her and stared at her while holding her. His hands hadn’t left her for a second.

“I want you, Mary,” Charles said. He hadn’t looked so serious before in all the time Mary knew him.

“I want you too, Charles,” she said.

The sun was setting quicker now. They didn’t have much sunlight left, and neither had drank much. “Should we take the picnic back to the hotel?”

“What about our beers?”

“I’ll buy us something at the bar,” Charles said.

“Okay,” Mary said. They dumped out the plastic cups and gathered their food. It didn’t take long before they were back at the hotel. They ate their treats in the lobby, talked for hours, and touched their legs together. Fingers brushing along exposed arms. Nobody bothered them, and Charles didn’t have more than one drink. He had to stay steady to keep his woman safe. She only had a couple glasses of wine herself, and the night ended in a kiss.

As much as Mary wanted to invite Charles into her bedroom, she wasn’t ready. Knowing he liked her was enough for one night. She took a shower and enjoyed a long round of fingering herself before crashing.


CHAPTER TEN

Kissing Mary was the single most amazing experience of Charles’ life. A few days had passed since the first time. They didn’t take it any farther than kissing, but there was plenty of that happening. Every chance they had to kiss—in the car before and after recording, before and after dinner, lounging around the lobby or bar—they took. Charles loved he had said his truth and Mary reciprocated the feelings, but everything could fall apart when he told the truth.

The investigators had called about Jake, and Charles had to tell them about Jake’s homophobic remarks when Charles started the job. Charles would have to testify against Jake, and there was a chance Mary would watch him do it or hear the recording. He had to confess the truth to her before she found out from another source. It was killing Charles to hold on to such a big secret that could destroy everything he and Mary had built in an instant.

It was a Saturday, and the crew wasn’t working. Charles was waiting by the SUV for Mary. There were less than two weeks until Rachel arrived, but Charles had already confessed his admiration for Mary. She was the woman he wanted to spend his life with if she accepted him after he told her about what Jake said.

When Mary stepped outside, she was wearing the white, satin dress she had bought with her pearls. She wore white heels and a multi-colored scarf. Charles had heard not to wear white after Labor Day, but Mary looked good enough to ignore that rule. She could wear white every day of the year as far as Charles was concerned.

“Aren’t we going to the arcade?”

“What are you saying, Charles?” she asked, standing outside the SUV.

“Nothing,” he said. “You look fantastic.”

“Thank you,” she said and slid into her seat. Charles drove them to the arcade which wasn’t too far from their hotel. He loaded up two cards with money and followed Mary around from game to game. They competed on some, and Charles watched her do others. She was having fun, and nobody noticed who she was. There weren’t many people at the arcade that day.

After their cards ran out of money, Mary pulled Charles over to a booth. She sat opposite him and ordered chicken tenders. Charles got the hamburger and a cola. They sat at the table. Silence filled the void. Children hollering in the distance. Charles’ emerald eyes focused on Mary, her face and not her cleavage, but the dress didn’t expose much, and Mary wore a scarf.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” Charles said when they were halfway through eating.

Mary dropped her tender and lifted her eyebrow. “What’s wrong, Charles?” She slid her foot away from his thigh under the table.

“It’s about Jake.”

“I told you I didn’t want to talk about him, Charles. Why are you bringing him up?”

“It’s important, Mary. I know you said you didn’t want to talk about him, but we can’t continue this relationship unless I tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

Charles sipped his cola. He gripped the table, trying to find the words that sounded most delicate. He didn’t want to break Mary’s heart. It killed Charles that he hadn’t been there that day to protect Mary from Jake. “You know about the investigation?”

“Yes,” Mary said. She had ordered a tea and sipped from that. “What about it?”

“When I first started doing security for you, Jake said homophobic slurs. He wasn’t directing them to you, and I told him I didn’t agree, but I should have told our bosses.”

“What?” Mary said. She sat upright and averted her eyes. She was breaking Charles’ heart.

“Please forgive me, Mary. I didn’t know Jake would do something so horrible,” Charles said. He balled his hands into fists in his lap, waiting for Mary to speak.

♦

Charles had confessed his secret, and Mary wanted to feel angry but didn’t. Men made nasty jokes at her daily. Justin Jones wasn’t any better than the rest. Jake was horrible too, but Charles had a unique personality. He didn’t act like the others. He cared about Mary on a deeper level.

The ringing of the arcade games sounded louder in Mary’s ears. She wanted to step outside but couldn’t leave after what Charles had said. “Okay, why didn’t you tell anyone?”

“I thought he was just being a guy and saying shit. That was nearly three years before the attack. I went back and forth for a week before the comments faded into my long-term memory. I was new and didn’t want to stir the pot.”

Mary nodded. She sipped her tea. The lemon flavor had grown stronger as it sat. She had a secret of her own and didn’t think Charles would like to hear it. Leaning forward, Mary whispered, “I have a secret too.”

“What’s that?” Charles said.

Mary looked around, and nobody was paying attention to them. Mary had never told anyone her secret. Her parents knew because she hadn’t had the surgery, but nobody else. Mary whispered in her lowest voice, “I still have one boy part left,” she said.

Charles didn’t flinch. He neither smiled nor frowned. Mary thought she had told him what she wanted to buy from the supermarket his face looked so expressionless.

“What do you have to say?” Mary asked.

“Do you forgive me?”

Mary nodded. She didn’t want to let the nonsense with Jake keep her from loving Charles. If she were in his shoes, she wasn’t sure she would have told on Jake. Men said nasty things all the time.

“Then, I accept you. I’ve always known that was a possibility. Whatever makes you happy, I’m okay with,” Charles said. He wrapped his hands around Mary’s.

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“Not at all,” Charles said. “I want you in my life just the way you are. You’re perfection.”

“Stop it,” Mary said. She slapped his hand but didn’t pull away from Charles. His hands were rough from all the barbells he lifted. No chalk. Mary had worked out with Charles once or twice in the mornings, and he was sexy to watch. He normally went in the evening, and she went in the mornings. “Why do you say those crazy things?”

“What makes calling your perfect crazy? I love you, Mary. I’ve loved you for a long time,” Charles said.

Mary about fainted at Charles’ confession. She wanted to say the words but couldn’t find the will to speak. Charles stopped her with a kiss.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say it,” Charles said. His hands felt manic but loving on hers. “Know how much I care about you and keep it here. Carry it with you everywhere you go.” Charles touched Mary’s chest through the satin. She squeezed her hard dick between her thighs. She let it free to breathe and enjoy.

“Okay. I care a lot about you, Charles. I want this,” Mary said. They finished their food and headed back to the hotel. Mary and Charles lingered outside their hotel room doors after excruciating silence in the car. “I will miss you tonight,” Mary said.

“Me too. I’ll see you in the morning,” Charles said.

His lips were pillows of cotton candy against hers. Mary used the lightest amount of tongue. Her heels put her at the perfect height for kissing. “See you in the morning,” Mary said and slipped into her room before she dropped her panties for Charles.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Mary checked her phone the next morning, and her high crashed through the floor. She had more notifications than she could count from all her social media accounts, emails, and missed calls. Her mother had called ten times. Mary closed her phone and stood from the bed. She needed to hit the gym to deal with this mess. She had a long day of filming in front of her and preferred not to deal with drama when opening her eyes in the morning.

She and Charles had reached an understanding at the arcade. Mary felt lighter than she ever had. The sexy, muscular man knew her secret and still wanted her. He loved her. How he said it had Mary believing him. She wasn’t ready to tell Charles she loved him, but the time would come. Mary couldn’t hold the words in forever. They were like a smoking volcano at the tip of her lips. She loved Charles in a distinct, new way. More than anyone she had ever crushed on before. This was real. She had felt his lips against hers. Her dick hardened at his touch.

Mary Stoddard was in love, and the tabloids had caught fire of it. Mary saw enough on her phone to understand what had happened. Someone snapped a photo of Charles touching Mary’s chest while they were at the arcade, and the internet exploded with theories on who the sexy muscular hunk was touching her breasts.

Entering the gym, Mary threw her water bottle into the holder. She upped the resistance on the elliptical and started moving. Her phone rang.

“Yes, mom?”

“Mary, baby. Don’t you worry about this scandal. We’ll clean it right up,” Rachel said. “They can’t start rumors about you and Charles. He’s nothing more than your bodyguard.”

Mary hadn’t wanted her mother to find out this way. She wasn’t sure what would happen with Charles or how serious their relationship was. It had been developing for a while but just started officially. Mary wanted to work out the details with herself before sharing the news with her mother.

“Rachel, why was Charles’ touching your chest? Did you choke on food?”

Mary was sweating now from her run but kept up with the conversation. Her mother could ramble without pause. “No, mom. It wasn’t like that.”

“Then what was it, Mary? Do I need to call their company again?”

“No! Charles and I are a thing now,” Mary said.

Rachel screamed into the phone. Mary lowered the volume on her speaker. Nobody used the gym with her. Charles knew she had gone downstairs but was up in his room. He was good at giving her space and privacy. Charles never hovered or made Mary feel uncomfortable. “What do you mean you two are a thing? When did this happen?”

“We’ve been growing close for a while now, mom. He knows too. He doesn’t care,” Mary said. She couldn’t stop the happiness from leaking into her tone.

“That’s amazing, dear! Don’t get too carried away. I’ll be there before you know it!”

“I know, mom,” Mary said. She wanted her mother to come but wouldn’t mind more alone time with Charles now that they had an official relationship. “I have a lot of filming today. I’ll talk to you soon. Don’t worry about the picture. I don’t care what people think,” Mary said.

“As if, Mary. I’ll take care of it. We have to keep the narrative tight on this. Nobody can know this soon,” Rachel said.

“Okay, mom. Deal with that. Love you,” Mary said. She hung up the phone. Rachel wouldn’t mind. They did it to each other often and texted if they needed to follow up. Mary worked out for another half hour and went to the SUV. Charles drove her to the set.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Charles hadn’t seen Mary since dinner and was aching to hold her in his arms. He flipped through the channels. The TV played at a low volume. Nearly all the leaves had fallen from the trees. It was growing colder by the day. Charles wanted to pass through the seasons with his woman. They could live anywhere she needed for work. He would follow her to the coldest, most remote corners of Earth if necessary.

To Charles’ surprise, someone knocked on the door. For a second, Charles thought it was Justin Jones seeking his revenge. Mary stood on the other side when Charles opened the door, and he loved what he saw. She wore a thin red robe with sexy black lingerie and black heels. Charles rushed her inside before anyone else could see her.

“We can’t let random men see you looking that good,” Charles said. “What are you doing here?”

Mary lifted a little bag she held in her hand. “I want this. I’m ready. A few minutes ago, I was on the other side of that wall touching myself and thought how ridiculous I was. Do you want me, baby? Aren’t you my boyfriend?”

“Yes, I am. And I want you more than anything in the world,” Charles said. He dropped to his knees and snaked his hands into the robe. Mary had the smoothest skin Charles had ever felt. He hadn’t touched a woman in so long, he wasn’t sure how long he could last for Mary. But there were other ways to pleasure his woman. His hands traveled down to Mary’s tight ass. His fingers brushed against the lace. He moved his head to see the color. Black. She had a smooth bump where her dick should be. Charles wanted to touch her but didn’t know how to approach it.

Mary’s hands ran along the stubbles on his head. Her fingers like rose petals.

“I’m taking off your panties,” Charles said.

Mary’s body tightened. “Why?”

“To please you. Have you ever had your dick sucked before?” Charles asked.

Mary hadn’t. She was twenty-three and a virgin. She shook her head. Charles grasped her black panties and pulled them to the floor. Mary moved her thighs, and blood rushed to her freed dick. It stood and hovered in front of Charles face. It brushed against his smooth cheek. He had shaved today.

Charles parted his lips and took Mary’s feminine dick into his mouth. He had never sucked a dick before, but Mary’s smelled like flowers and soap. She had no hair around her cock or ass. She had slender hips. Charles grabbed her ass from behind and spread her cheeks while taking the entire length of her dick in his mouth.

Mary leaned against the nightstand. The TV played, but neither paid attention. Mary’s moans were much louder than the show. She didn’t hide the pleasure she felt as she gripped Charles’ firm shoulders. He didn’t release her dick until she ejaculated her milky cream into his mouth.

Charles pulled back after swallowing every drop of Mary’s nectar and admired her feminine body. The way her dick limped after emptying its load.

“How did you like that, baby?” Charles asked, pulling on Mary’s red robe. He wanted her approval. To make her satisfied.

“Amazing,” she said. “But I want you to fuck me too. Can you do that?”

“Are you sure?”

“Mmhm,” Mary said. She dumped out the contents of her little bag. “I had this stuff delivered to the hotel for us to use. If you want,” Mary said with a cute giggle. She had lube and condoms, and Charles couldn’t wait to use them with her. He stood and kissed her. His dick hard and pressing into his trunks and sweatpants.

♦

Mary’s body trembled. She had never cum in a man’s mouth before, and Charles swallowed every drop of her seed. He didn’t pull away or part his lips. She had never seen something that sexy. Mary stood by the dresser. She had just emptied her bag of goodies and told Charles her desire to have him fill her. Enter her cave and push against her center. She had only had her finger. Nothing else had been inside her.

Mary gripped the waistline of Charles’ sweatpants. He wore a pair of trunks, but she could feel how his hardened dick stretched the fabric. Mary pulled down and revealed Charles’ large manhood. It was thick like a bottle of shaving cream. She wasn’t sure how something so much larger than her finger would fit into her tight little hole.

“I’ve never been fucked before, but I want you,” Mary said, dropping to her knees. She returned the favor, and took Charles’ dick in her mouth. He pushed into the back of her throat. A salty substance oozed from his dick. Mary had never tasted anything like it. She didn’t love the flavor but loved having Charles in her mouth.

He gripped her hair and pushed into her throat. Mary choked on his rod, trying her best to breathe and take him. She didn’t want to complain. Mary’s dick wasn’t as big as Charles’. He had taken her with ease, and it had felt amazing. Fireworks. A surprise party with balloons and cake. She had exploded in Charles’ mouth, taking life from her body. But she had to have Charles tonight.

Mary wore nothing more than her bra as Charles fucked her mouth. She squatted under him until her legs shook. Mary stood and pushed Charles to the bed, “I want your dick in me,” she said.

“Then get your ass over here,” Charles said. He pulled Mary atop him and kissed her deeply. His hands traveled to the back of her bra and unhooked it. He pulled it over her shoulders and revealed her breasts. Charles took Mary’s nipple in his mouth. They hadn’t lost their sensation, and it felt incredible. His hard dick left a trail of its juices on Mary’s leg.

Charles moved Mary’s body and put her in doggy style. He turned to the box and ripped it open. He rolled the condom over his dick. Mary watched him over her shoulder, loving his muscular body. How the muscles formed lines on him from his shoulders to his toes. Charles lubed his dick and Mary’s entrance. Her heart raced as he slid his cock up and down her split. Charles reached around and grabbed her breasts. He kissed her back, teasing her with his cock.

“Ready, baby?” Charles asked.

“Yes, please. Don’t hurt me.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it. Deep breaths,” he said.

Mary inhaled and exhaled. Charles massaged her back. He pushed the tip against her hole. Mary wanted him but feared the pain. On Mary’s next exhale, Charles pushed into her. He opened her walls for the first time. Her body exploded with the most beautiful pain it had ever felt. She gripped the sheet. Charles stopped.

“You okay?” he asked. He didn’t remove his dick but didn’t push any farther.

“Yes,” she said. “Take it slow. I’ll be fine.”

Charles nodded. Mary took deep breaths. Every exhale, Charles inched deep into her. His dick stretched her walls. His girth everything Mary had wanted, but it took a while to adjust.

“How are you doing?”

“Better,” Mary said. Her ass had relaxed, and Charles added more lube. He hadn’t fallen out of her, and his dick felt incredible inside her. Like eating too much at a delicious buffet. Her feminine cock was hard again.

“I can’t last much longer, baby,” Charles said. He moved around inside her, pushing her buttons.

“Turn me over. I want to see you when you cum.”

Charles pulled out of her for the first time. It felt like she had lost part of her body. She turned over and lifted her legs, needing Charles inside her. Charles added more lube to his dick and pushed into her. She leaned her head back and took his dick. He thrust. His lube-covered hand wrapped around Mary’s dick.

Grunting, Charles picked up his pace. Mary hollered, begging him to cum inside her. She was close to cumming the second time.

“Fuck,” Charles screamed.

Mary bit her bottom lip, panting. She moved Charles’ hand, stroked her cock twice, and shot all over her chest. Charles pulled out of her, and the condom slid off his dick there was so much cum in it. It must have weighed a pound. Charles went to the bathroom and brought back a warm towel. He cleaned Mary’s body and lay beside her, taking her into his arms. Mary couldn’t think of a better way to fall asleep.


EPILOGUE

Two Weeks Later

Mary and Charles stood by baggage claim waiting for Rachel to exit. They had parked in the garage. Mary hadn’t been happier over the last couple weeks. She and Charles had been freeing all their pent-up sexual energy. Mary could take Charles’ dick much easier now than the first time, and he always treated her to a tasty oral treat. His tongue was her magic wand.

Charles had his arm over Mary’s shoulder. She hugged his waist. Her hand touched nothing but hard muscle. Mary nudged her head into Charles.

“What is it, baby?” he asked.

“I love you,” she said. It was the first time, but she didn’t see their relationship ending. Mary needed him more as each day passed.

“I love you, too,” he said.

♦

Seventeen Months Later

“Thank you for this award. It’s an honor, and I’d like to thank my family and friends. My partner, Charles Chase,” Mary said. It was only the beginning of her speech. It was one she had given many times after the movie came out. People loved Returning Home, and Mary had enjoyed watching herself in the movie. The role had challenged her in a way she would never forget.

The last seventeen months had plenty of wild events. Jake was spending time in jail for the assault and robbery. Charles had proposed to Mary, and she said yes. Charles was the best boyfriend Mary could have asked for. Their sex was incredible, and he didn’t mind the feminine dick between her legs.

But some days Mary’s extension bothered her, and she wanted to change it. She had booked several consultations with surgeons who preformed sex reassignment surgery and was considering her options. Charles promised he would love her no matter what she did.

They had taken the most romantic vacation after Returning Home finished production. They went to several major cities around the world, remote hikes, secluded beaches, and anything they could think of. Mary loved having Charles by her side every step of the way.

Mary finished her speech and held up the new award to thundering applause. Returning to her seat, Charles wrapped his arms around her. She nestled into his chest. The camera focused on them, but they didn’t care. No matter what happened, she would have her man. He wasn’t letting her go, and neither was she.
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CHAPTER ONE

Blanca

I used to think I was a city girl until I had returned to my hometown: Newmarket, Missouri. Newmarket was small enough to see a familiar face most places but big enough not to know every stranger. There was always someone new to meet.

When I moved to St. Louis after finishing a two-year business degree at the local college, I had tried conquering the city but failed. I wasn’t cut out for the endless sirens, sketchy strangers, and high rents. People thought St. Louis was cheap, but not compared to Newmarket.

Anxiety had lifted from my chest when I turned the keys to my apartment in Newmarket. St. Louis was gorgeous, and the boys were cute, but a girl couldn’t ignore her heart forever. I belonged in my hometown.

The only downside to Newmarket was the lack of employment. Adorable homes dotted the town. Mountainous hills stretched into the distance. Newmarket looked like a European village, especially in the summer when the vegetation was lush and green.

I sat on a hillside reading a book about wine before my scheduled interview. I was meeting with the husband of the owner of Newmarket Textiles & Wine. The company didn’t have openings at the office, but I had come across a position to nanny for the family. Everyone in Newmarket knew who Veronica Hall was, formally Veronica Marsh.

The Marshes owned Newmarket Textiles & Wine and were the most powerful family in town. I wanted to work my way up to a senior position in the company. They paid the best in town, and I never wanted to move away from Newmarket again.

I checked my phone. There wasn’t much time until the interview, so I walked down the hill to my apartment in the center of town. I lived above a bakery, which had sounded incredible but was much harder in reality. Every morning I woke up to the smells of cinnamon rolls and brewed coffee.

I ate there every day the first week but got better about simply enjoying the smells and not the carbohydrates.

Running a comb through my blonde hair, I wondered how the interview would go. People knew who Veronica Hall was, but they didn’t know her husband. Who was this Herold? Would I like him? Would he even want me to nanny for them? Why did they need a nanny if he stayed home with the kids?

Questions ran through my mind. I hated interviews. They made me sick with nerves. I used to think I would become a famous influencer but deleted my page the first time someone sent me a disgusting message about trans people.

I used to run a page that talked about maintaining strength through transition, but I hadn’t had the courage to maintain my page in the face of harassment. There were times I wanted to start the page again, but it had taken so much of my time. I helped a few people, which was incredible, but I had to take care of myself now.

Taking care of myself included moving back to Newmarket from the scary city and finding a job.

As amazing as it was to help others, I had started my social media page with the wrong intentions: followers, fame, and income. I followed people and deleted them if they didn’t follow back. I was in a sea of wannabes, each of us chasing a sliver of fame.

When that man sent his disgusting message, it made me realize how unstable I was. I had been living in an unfamiliar place over an hour away from my family. It wasn’t right for me. I wanted what Veronica Hall had: money, power, and the freedom to visit other places while calling Newmarket her home.

I hoped my interview with Harold went well because it would put me one step closer to my idol, Veronica Hall.

♦

Harold

If you had asked me fifteen years ago, I never would have said I’d end up a househusband. I have supported my wife, Veronica, since her parents died in a boating accident four years ago. We moved back from St. Louis the day after we got the news so Veronica could take over the family business, Newmarket Textiles & Wine. I became a househusband by default. It wasn’t even discussed. What did a man with a degree in biology know about running an empire?

Newmarket Textiles & Wine was the biggest employer in town. They owned a winery, two restaurants, a lumber yard, a fabric factory, and a farm. Newmarket Textiles & Wine was a powerhouse. They earned tons of money, and I received a lot of it since Veronica was my wife, but the money was hers. Not mine.

I lost my professional pride when we left St. Louis. Over the past four years, I have watched my wife morph into a different woman. She has become someone she wasn’t. I needed to find myself and escape this depression.

People have been coming through the house all day to interview as a nanny for the children so I could focus more on myself. After a terrible fight Veronica and I had about how I didn’t feel fulfilled, she told me to do something about it: hire a nanny and explore the nature surrounding Newmarket.

I couldn’t wait to spend an afternoon watching birds in the woods, but the candidates have been terrible. The first applicant reeked of cigarette smoke when he stepped inside. The second was an older woman with rotten teeth. The third had seemed normal until she went over to the kitchen and started going through our drawers.

I held my breath as I waited for the fourth applicant to arrive. Her name was Blanca Gehlert. She had included a photo on her resume, and she was stunning. Blonde hair. Green eyes that shimmered through the photograph, as though she was there in the room with me. I didn’t want to hire her because I was afraid of myself. What if I acted inappropriately toward her? I didn’t know if I could control myself.

Veronica never had sex with me anymore. She didn’t touch me. Kiss me. Nothing. She saved all of her sexual energy for the men she met on her work trips while I sat at the dinner table and helped our kids with homework. I loved Kirsten and Trent more than anything in the world but knew I wasn’t made to be a househusband. I needed help.

Someone knocked on the door. I put Veronica’s transgressions out of my mind as I opened the door to find Blanca Gehlert standing on the other side. Her photograph hadn’t done her justice. She was exquisite. I caught myself looking up and down her body.

She smiled and placed her chin on her shoulder.

I coughed. “Excuse me. Where are my manners? Please, come in,” I said and held the door open wider.

“Thank you, Mr. Hall,” she said.

There was a purr to her voice that sent waves through my body. It stirred my dick. I took deep, silent breaths. I couldn’t get hard in front of this woman. She was legal at twenty-two but much younger than my thirty-five.

“Would you like something to drink?” I asked.

“No, I’m okay. I drank far too much water on the drive over,” she said. Her voice was smooth. Controlled. She crossed her legs. She was wearing a suit with a skirt. Tights. Heels. Her hair pulled into a perfect bun. She could have been an actress or model waiting for the camera as I looked at her.

“Right, to the interview then,” I said, even more unsure if hiring her was a good idea no matter how well she did in the interview. I was desperate for touch. For a kiss. I cleared my throat, bringing myself back to the reality that I was a househusband looking for help to watch his kids. “So, I see you have a degree in business. Why would you want to watch children when you have this qualification?”

“I find managing a household is a lot like managing a business. As your nanny, I would hope to do more than simply watch the children. Of course, I would help them with homework and pick them up as needed, but I would also love to help organize your lives for maximum efficiency.”

“That would be incredible, Blanca. Have you worked with children before?”

“I volunteered a lot for the elementary school while in high school, but I must admit, it has been a few years. I’m from Newmarket.”

“Oh, a townie? Veronica would love that,” I said and looked Blanca in the eyes. She had a mesmerizing gaze. She would hypnotize me if I stared too long.

I asked Blanca a few more questions but knew I wanted to hire her. She was the most qualified of the interviewees to watch my children, and they deserved the best. “I have one more interview today and need to discuss everything with my wife, but I’m pretty sure you got the job, Blanca. I’ll call you tonight to let you know for sure.”

Blanca showed overwhelming emotion for the first time since she had arrived. “Oh, please do. I won’t let you down, Mr. Hall.”

“Please, call me Harold.”

She nodded, and I stood to open the door. I caught her look down to the rising bulge in my pants. Her presence had my dick hard, and I had tried everything I could to stop it, but it was growing stiffer as she gazed at my crotch. I cleared my throat, and she cast her eyes to the floor.

I wanted her glossy lips bobbing up and down my shaft. Fuck, I shouldn’t think these things, but what could a man who didn’t have sex do? “Thank you for applying, Blanca.”

“Thank you, Mr. Harold,” she said and slipped out the door. I watched her walk to her car parked on the street and wondered how long I would last before crossing the line.

After speaking with Veronica a few hours later, I called Blanca and offered her the job. She accepted and agreed to start the next day.


CHAPTER TWO

Blanca

Time moved faster with each passing day. I had already been working for the Hall family for three weeks. Trent and Kirsten were growing on me. I had never realized how maternal I was until one afternoon when I was stirring a pot of homemade macaroni and cheese, watching them work on assignments at the kitchen table. I wondered what it would be like to have children of my own running around, if I ever found a husband that could love me.

Harold didn’t know I was trans. I wanted to bring it up, to be the first person to tell him, but it never felt like the right time. They didn’t seem like the kind of family that would care, but it was always hard to tell how people would react. There was a moment I could see how people felt when I told them. Their eyes revealed all. Even if they acted ‘fine’ with it, I would always know the truth.

Maybe part of the reason I hadn’t told Harold and Veronica was to protect myself. Veronica was my key to securing a job at Newmarket Textiles & Wine, and Harold was becoming my friend. It would crush my heart if it turned out he hated me for being born in the wrong body.

I didn’t want to live in a world where Harold made the face I had seen so many times before. It was a mixture of surprise, awe, and disgust. I couldn’t bear to see it on Harold.

“Have you finished your homework?” I asked when Trent came up to me to ask if he could go outside. It was the summer, but they were attending an educational camp during the day and always had worksheets to complete. Kristen still had her head down over a sheet of paper.

Trent nodded. I told him to bring me the homework and checked his answers as two cans of chickpeas waited in the food processor for my attention. I was making hummus, meat kabobs with vegetables, and baked pita bread for the family. I would use a skillet with grill marks to cook the kabobs after finishing the hummus.

I sent Trent back to the table to make one correction before letting him go outside. The Halls had an enormous backyard with a pool, a hot tub, a basketball court, and plenty of grass for whatever else. I watched Trent from the kitchen as he practiced shots on the court.

“When is dad getting home?” Kristen asked as she turned over her worksheet to check there was nothing on the back. She slid the paper into her folder.

“Your father should be home soon. Did you want me to check your worksheet?”

Kirsten looked at me as though I couldn’t possibly know anything she didn’t. “It’s okay. They aren’t real grades,” she said and left the kitchen. I went over to the table after I scooped the prepared hummus into a plastic container. Kristen had answered everything correctly. She was smart but had a smart mouth too.

I skewered the kabobs with meat and vegetables as I thought of Harold. He was bald but buff. He was quiet yet charming. Harold had been growing on me. I wished I could say I didn’t have a crash on him, but that would be a lie.

Harold was like jewelery behind a glass case. I could look all day but never afford the merchandise. Sleeping with Harold would cost me everything. Veronica would hate me and ruin my life in Newmarket, but that didn’t stop me from fantasizing.

Every time Harold stood, my eyes went straight to his bulge. His crotch was like a magnet for my gaze. I wanted him, but did he want me?

I would bet money he did. Dating was so hard because I still had a dick. I would never get rid of it either. It was too special. I have never felt like a man in my soul, but it also never seemed right removing my thick meat when I adored it.

I didn’t know how to break the truth to Harold. He didn’t have to know about my extension, but he deserved to know the woman he looked at with lusty eyes wasn’t who he thought. I placed a skewer on the grill skillet, and it sizzled. Smoked curled into the air.

Trent was still outside kicking a ball by himself. Kristen was watching television in the living room. I heard keys in the door, and Harold came inside. Kristen ran and hugged him. She must miss all the time Harold used to spend at home. I understood. Veronica was never home.

“It smells incredible,” Harold said as he stepped into the kitchen, Kirsten hanging on his waist.

“Thank you,” I said and hid my smile by turning back to the stove. Harold made me feel butterflies. He was so much older than me, but I didn’t care. I wanted him. He could ravish me. Use me. My tucked dick hardened against the panties I was wearing. I needed to be careful before I made a tent under my sun dress.

“Would you like to stay for dinner?” asked Harold.

I wanted to but couldn’t because of plans with my parents. They wouldn’t accept me canceling the dinner I had already rescheduled to spend more time with Harold and the kids a few days ago. “I wish I could, but I have to meet my parents in a couple hours.”

“I understand,” said Harold. “I was wondering if you and the kids would like to go hiking with me on Friday? You’d get paid the same and have help watching them.”

“They have camp on Friday,” I said.

“I know, but I found an incredible view yesterday and an easy path today. They’ll survive missing camp one day. I’m so tired of walking alone every day., too What do you say?”

“Sounds fantastic. Count me in,” I said and turned to look at Harold in the eyes. We wanted each other. It felt so bad ,but so right. Would I be the worst woman in the world if I slept with a married man? It wasn’t like his wife was ever home. I spent more time with Harold than she did.

“I can’t wait. Don’t leave without saying goodbye. I’m going to shower ” Harold said and winked before disappearing to his bedroom suite upstairs. I couldn’t help but imagine him in the shower as I heard the water running, resisting the urges I had to climb those steps and join him.

♦

Harold

There were times I wanted to fire Blanca to avoid the inevitable, but my wife had been cheating on me for years while I remained faithful. Women looked at me. They admired my muscular arms in stores and cafes. They especially loved watching me when I took Kirsten and Trent to the park, but I never swayed from the vows Veronica and I had spoken.

She had, over and over. Whenever we talked about it, she denied everything, but I had the receipts. I had proof. She wasn’t careful enough with her phone on the few nights she came home.

Blanca, the kids, and I had climbed to the summit of a hill outside of town. Hills stretched into the distance. We sat on top of the hill to watch birds soar through the sky. I watched Blanca watching the kids watch the birds, her blonde hair blowing into her face every few minutes from the light gusts.

After climbing back down the hill, everyone was hungry. We went to an Italian restaurant in downtown Newmarket. The kids tired of eating at the restaurants owned by Newmarket Textiles & Wine. Veronica always brought takeout when she was home. Before Blanca had come into our lives to cook delicious meals.

Blanca and I ordered a bottle of white wine to share. The kids got chocolate milk. Blanca didn’t want to drink at first, but I talked her into it. As much as I wanted her, I valued our friendship too. She kept up on current events, understood the dynamic between Veronica and me, and had gracious conversation skills.

Keeping our lustful glances to a minimum in front of the kids was easy, but becoming more difficult. We wanted each other, even though I thought Blanca was far too good for me. She was a princess to my peasant.

We went to a park after lunch. Kirsten and Trent played on the slides and monkey bars while Blanca and I sat on a bench close enough to watch.

“Do you ever want kids of your own?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “Someday, but I don’t know if it’s possible.”

“I’m sure it is. There are plenty of men out there who would love to end up with a woman like you,” I said, treading carefully with my words. I wanted Blanca. I fantasized about her from sunrise to sunset, but she was too young. It wouldn’t be right. I had to be the ‘mature’ adult and suppress my desires, even though they were burning like a cigarette cherry on cotton.

Blanca cast her eyes to the side. I rubbed a hand over my bald head, the stubble smooth against my fingers. When I was Blanca’s age, I still had a full head of hair. What would have happened if she met my twenty-two-year-old self? Would she have wanted that scrawny, nerdy biologist?

“You’re a nice man, Harold. Hopefully I can find one as good as you,” she said. Blanca looked at me through hooded eyes. I wanted to take her face in my hand and tell her she would find any man she wanted, but we were in a public park. My children were only a couple meters away.

“I’m sure you will,” I said and looked around the playground until I spotted Trent and Kirsten on the other side of the structure. We had to leave soon, or I would do something I regretted, and I wasn’t sure Blanca would stop me.

I moved my eyes from the kids to Blanca. Her green eyes burned with desire. How had this woman come into my life?

“Blanca,” I said and cleared my throat. The words were on the tip of my tongue, and I knew I’d regret them forever.

“Yes, Mr. Harold?” she said. Her voice rose at the end like my cock was in my pants.

“You’re an attractive woman, but I’m a married man.”

Blanca sat straighter and narrowed her eyes. They were filled with sadness. Perhaps anger. “What are you implying, Mr. Hall?”

“Nothing, I’m sorry. Should we leave?”

“We shall,” Blanca said in a harsh tone before looking away from me. She stood from the bench to gather Kristen and Trent from the playground.

Maybe I was delusional, but I thought I had broken her heart. I wanted to take the words back, but cheating wouldn’t make me any better than my whore of a wife. When the kids left home, I would divorce her and take as much money as I could.

Or I would cave to my hunger for Blanca. When would I ever have a chance to sleep with another woman as beautiful as her in my life? When would another woman like Blanca walk into my life and want me as she so clearly did?

Blanca returned to the bench with watery eyes. Each kid was holding one of her hands. I didn’t look at her as we walked to the car or on the way home. It was too painful. She was all I wanted, perhaps even more than whatever divorce money I had been planning to squeeze from Veronica in a decade.

I sent Blanca home when we got back to the house. I had a lot to think about. What was more important: money or once-in-a-lifetime pleasure?


CHAPTER THREE

Blanca

There were days I wanted to quit. Things had been awkward ever since Harold took us hiking. Didn’t he understand he was the man I wanted? The one I needed?

I knew our age difference was considerable. He was thirty-five, and I was twenty-two, but we didn’t have to get married. Harold was already married… to a woman who never spent much time at home or with her family. Some days, I imagined myself slipping into the role of Veronica Hall permanently, but I knew that was nothing but a fantasy.

Even my sexual aspirations with Harold weren’t based in reality. His wife might not spend time at home, but I didn’t know her. Maybe she and Harold texted all day like teenagers. Maybe they had passionate sex whenever she came home. Some people worked in long-distance relationships.

I didn’t know that much about their personal life; no more than what the photos on their walls told or the children leaked. Veronica called them every night after I went home. The kids and Harold ate dinner together while I ate reheated extras I packed before leaving. Harold watched his kids call their mother while I sat alone watching sitcoms in the evening.

My career ambitions had become muddled by my longings for Harold. His muscular frame drove me wild. Why couldn’t he forget about his wife for a day and take me? Didn’t he want to touch me? I would guess he’d like my blow job more than Veronica’s.

Nobody had to know if we crossed a line.

My dick was rock hard, and I could no longer ignore it. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. My thick shaft looked even bigger shaved. I kept everywhere by my arms hairless, which was a lot easier from the hormones.

I stroked my cock, wondering if Harold would like to watch me play with it. Or would he prefer to watch my finger myself? Either way, I knew he wanted me and was denying himself. Avoiding the reality of our mutual desire.

I closed my eyes and pictured Harold grabbing me with his manly hands and pushing me against the wall. Pressing his mouth against mine. I would moan into it as I wrapped my legs around his thick body. Fuck, he was such a man, and I needed him. I held my cock in my hand, stroking it slowly as I considered texting Harold.

The kids were at a sleepover tonight. I had been hoping he would invite me over, but he had stayed silent all week. I touched myself, imagining I was at Harold’s house. In his bed. My mouth moving along his cock while he stood above me naked. My knees burning against their carpeted bedroom floor.

Would he want me to spit or swallow? I would do whatever he preferred.

My phone vibrated. I ignored it as I stroked my cock, edging myself to an orgasm. I used one hand to squeeze my breasts through my hiked-up dress. My hands weren’t Harold’s. Would his muscular grip hurt? Would he squeeze them while he came?

I shot a load as I squeezed my ass, imagining Harold shooting one into me. My hole leaking with his seed. We would use a condom, but the sex would always be bareback in my imagination. His dick slick with my pussy juices, sliding in and out of my hole with no cover. No barrier. I used my panties on the floor to wipe myself clean and went to the bathroom to shower.

My phone was blinking when I came out of my bathroom wearing a plush robe. My mom sent articles a few times a week, so I assumed it was her. I didn’t have many friends. I thought she would send messages sometimes to see if I was home, but the text wasn’t from her. It was from Harold.

Harold: Kids are at the sleepover, and I’m bored out of my mind. What are you doing?

I looked down at myself. I was wearing a robe but could change.

Me: Not doing much of anything. Just sitting at home listening to music.

I wasn’t listening to music, but would he freak out if I told him I just got out the shower? Music sounded better than television though, so I put on some classical music I loved. It had vibrant soul and was perfect for the background.

Harold: Do you want to come over? We can drink by the fire pit. I have a fire going and wouldn’t mind talking to a friend.

There was the ‘f’ word again, like I couldn’t control myself. Like I had even admitted to wanting Harold. Maybe he saw me staring at his crotch every time he walked past or stood from a chair, but he wasn’t innocent. I saw him checking out my breasts when I stirred a pot or wiped a counter with vigor. He looked when I vacuumed, dusted, or did anything else that made my breasts jiggle.

Me: I can be there in twenty.

Harold: Take your time. I’ll be here. Hungry?

Me: Sure. You can order us something.

Harold: See you when you get here.

Some days I didn’t cook and Harold would order lunch for everyone, so he knew what I liked. The days he didn’t go out to the woods, he would be home early enough to go with me to pick up the kids from camp.

He had been working in his office more this past week. I could tell spending less time on household duties had freed his mind to his intellectual pursuits. He could talk endlessly about Missouri’s nature and was thinking about writing a book or starting a blog about the topic.

We could talk about anything we wanted once I got to his house. I tucked my dick, put on black lingerie, and a white contour mini dress. I put on flats so I didn’t look too overdone. Tonight was about seducing Harold, not scaring him away. We were just friends planning to chat by a fire; not future lovers ignoring their passion.

I wore a light layer of makeup and grabbed a big purse to fit a change of clothes. It was probably wishful thinking, but I packed pajamas. It wasn’t safe to drink and drive, after all. The Halls had a guest bedroom. I could plead innocence if Harold questioned my intentions.

No, Mr. Harold, I didn’t assume we’d do anything. I don’t drink and drive. That’s all.

Harold looked so weak in the eyes every time I said ‘Mr. Harold’. I loved teasing him. I loved those moments when we could let our guards down and look at each other with lust because the kids were outside playing. I finished dressing and got everything together to leave. I couldn’t wait to see where the night took us.

♦

Harold

I had gone back and forth about sending Blanca a message. She could have said ‘no’. She could have called me a ‘pig’, but she was didn’t. Blanca was on her way, and I didn’t know how to contain my excitement.

The kids weren’t home. A fire was roaring in the backyard. I had ingredients on the kitchen counter to make cocktails when she arrived. The pizza and salad I had ordered was on the way. An air freshener plugged into the wall. Everything was in place for a perfect evening with the woman of my dreams. The creature of my fantasies.

Veronica had her men, so why couldn’t I have my women? Veronica could pretend and lie all she wanted, but we both knew the truth. I had the receipts to prove her unfaithful ways. I would have regretted it the rest of my life if I didn’t take a chance tonight. One piece had already fallen into place. Would the others follow?

Blanca knocked on the door. I steeled myself to appear calm and collected, even though I felt like I could have fainted in anticipation.

“You made it,” I said in a smooth voice when I opened the door.

Blanca was wearing a white dress that stopped halfway down her thighs. I caught myself before I looked too long or my jaw fell from my face. Had she dressed like this to seduce me? It was working. I looked into her green eyes as I held the door open for her to step inside.

“Sitting by a fire with a drink sounds better than sitting home alone on a Friday night,” she said. “I can’t believe both of the kids had a sleepover on the same night.”

“I know. When does that happen?” I asked with a light chuckle. It had happened the past few years because two of their good friends had birthdays on the same day. I told Veronica the story as we walked to the kitchen. She said I was lucky. I wanted to ask if I was lucky because she had agreed to my offer but instead asked if she wanted a gimlet.

“You did say drinks by the fire.”

“Vodka or gin?”

“What do you prefer, Mr. Harold?”

Fuck, I loved when she called me ‘Mr. Harold’. Would she say it if she got to her knees to suck my dick? I wondered what she liked in bed. I always imagined her with a fat, dripping pussy. It was even easier to think about the different ways I’d fuck her when she was wearing a contoured dress that hugged her hourglass figure.

“I prefer gin,” I said.

“Gin it is,” Blanca said as she placed her hands on the island. We stared at each other as I dropped ice into the shaker. She licked her lips as I turned the liquor bottle over, holding it by its neck. Blanca played with her hair as I rolled limes for fresh juice. “Don’t start something you can’t finish,” I said, warning her.

“What are you talking about, Mr. Harold?” she asked, giggling as though I had told a joke.

I was high on the moment. Rattling ice echoed off the wall as I shook the mixer, squeezing my muscles to make my arms bulge. We were watching each other, and I loved the attention. Veronica acted like I didn’t exist while Blanca stared at me like a gift to the Earth.

She was the gorgeous one, but I would take Blanca if she would give herself to me. I no longer cared what Veronica would say or do if she found out. I needed Blanca. Her touch. Her pussy. I pushed Blanca’s martini across the island and held mine up.

“Cheers,” I said. She clinked her glass against mine. “Should we go sit by the fire?”

Blanca nodded. She looked like she had something on her mind. Her eyes went dark, like those of a person who was about to reveal devastating information. I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear what she had to say. If there was something that would prevent us from being together, I would rather live in my fantasy.

I had placed two chairs by the fire. The sky was darkening, and the stars were starting to pop. Compared to the city, the night sky in Newmarket was amazing. Countless stars dotted the sky. I didn’t normally build a fire, but I would come outside to admire the stars almost every night.

Blanca still looked upset, and the suspense was driving me crazy. “Don’t tell me. You have a boyfriend,” I said.

She shook her head. “No, but I have something else.”

“A disease?” I asked, terrified that I could catch something from her.

“No, not that. It’s—”

“What?”

Blanca covered her face with a hand. She breathed heavily. She was holding her martini glass with her free hand, but it was rocking. Blanca would spill her drink if she wasn’t careful, so I took it from her.

“Hey, what’s wrong? We’re friends, remember?”

Had she killed someone? She was scaring me. “I’m not sure you’ll like me when I tell you.”

“Look at me, Blanca,” I said.

She lifted her face. She looked terrified. “I’m trans, Harold. I have a dick.”

“You do?” I asked, surprised. I tilted my head, looking at her again, but I couldn’t see it. “You’re joking. I don’t believe you.”

“Blanca is my chosen name. Well, my parents suggested it,” she said, relaxing in her chair. She picked up her martini from where I had placed it and sipped. Blanca looked at peace while I hadn’t even processed her being trans. This gorgeous woman had a dick? How could she expect me to believe her when she looked like a supermodel?

“When I told them I wanted to transition, my parents told me they had always thought of naming their girl Blanca because they met in Spain during a snowstorm. They never birthed a daughter, but they have one now, so I took the name.”

“That’s a beautiful story, Blanca, but…” I said, but I didn’t know how to explain my thoughts. I couldn’t find the words I wanted to say.

“It’s okay. I understand. You wouldn’t be the first man to lose interest after learning the truth,” Blanca said, standing.

“No, it’s—”

“Please, I’m going to use your bathroom and then leave. Coming here was a mistake,” Blanca said and went inside before I could add anything to the conversation.


CHAPTER FOUR

Blanca

Surprise had crossed Harold’s face, but not disgust. He was one of the first men not to look appalled when he discovered the truth. I had wanted to kiss him but excused myself before I lost it. I knew it was hard for men to believe I used to be a boy, but I did. My name used to be Micheal, but I’d never tell Harold that. He could only know me as Blanca, my true name. The name my parents had always intended for me, their daughter.

I looked at myself in Harold’s powder-room mirror. He and Veronica had the most beautiful house.

That was when I remembered Veronica and panicked. She would kill me if she found out I had come to her home after work hours to have a gimlet with her husband. What was I even thinking? As much as I wanted Harold, it was crossing a line. I had to get out of this house as soon as I could.

I opened the bathroom door, and Harold was standing a few feet from it. My purse was in the opposite direction of him by the front door. I ran toward it, but Harold caught me before I could slip out.

“Blanca, where are you going? We were having a good time,” he said and grabbed me by the arm. His hand nearly fit all the way around my dainty bicep.

“I can’t stay here, Harold. Veronica would kill me. She would kill us. This isn’t right. You’re a married man,” I said, trying to push him off of me, but he was too strong.

Harold held me by the small of my back and kissed me. It wasn’t forced, even if I wanted to believe it was. I had come here for a kiss and more, so I let the kiss linger before I pushed Harold away. “Stop it! You have no right!”

“Blanca, please. You don’t understand. Veronica and I haven’t been in a good place for years.”

“You’re just saying that to get what you want,” I said, grabbing my purse and hiking it up my shoulder. There was no way I would use that change of clothes I’d packed. I just wanted to leave. I was putting my future in jeopardy for lust. It wasn’t worth it.

“I’m not. I have proof, Blanca. My wife has been unfaithful for years while I sit at home with the kids. I never thought I’d cheat like her until I met you. Trust me, I hate it as much as you, but there’s something between us.”

“You have five minutes. Show me the proof, or I’m leaving, and we’ll never speak about this evening again,” I said and sat on the sofa.

Harold looked both ways before speeding upstairs and coming back down with a folder forty seconds later. He was taking his time limit seriously, which I appreciated.

“Here, it’s all in here.”

“Well, make me believe it. The clock is ticking,” I said and tapped my wrist.

Harold opened the folder to show me text messages, phone call records, and photos of cocks he had downloaded from her phone. There were also naked pictures of Veronica, but I told Harold I didn’t need to see those. It was clear enough that he had proof of his wife’s affairs. The detail he had put into his folder unnerved me. Was Harold stable? “Right, Harold. I’m sorry Veronica has treated you—”

“You don’t have to apologize for my whore wife. She does what she wants when she wants. If we didn’t have kids together, she would have left me a long time ago.”

“Are you two waiting until they go to college?”

Harold shrugged. He looked at the floor instead of at me. I wanted to hold him, but it felt wrong being in Veronica’s home, comforting her sullen husband. It was like I could feel her watching us, as though she had a pair of eyes on the wall.

“Veronica denies everything and acts like an angel whenever I bring up her infidelity.”

“But you have proof,” I said and pointed at the folder.

“Veronica lives in a world where she writes the rules. Ever since we came to Newmarket, she has acted different. People treat her like royalty, and she lets it go to her head.”

I didn’t want to hurt Harold’s feelings, but Veronica was royalty in Newmarket. I wouldn’t have agreed to nanny for just any family, but that wasn’t what Harold needed to hear. If his wife was unfaithful, then why couldn’t he? As I looked at Harold’s hurt face, I had an overwhelming desire to comfort him with my body. When would we ever get a chance like this again?

“I saw a hot tub outside. Does it work?”

“Yeah, why?” Harold asked in a harsh tone. He shook his head and put up his hands. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound like that. Would you like me to warm it up for us?”

“Only if you would,” I said, running my hand up and down the exposed part of my thigh. Harold’s eyes followed my hands until they drifted to the darkness under my dress. “When will we ever get a night without the kids again?”

“You’re right. I’ll get the hot tub going,” Harold said and stood. I watched his broad shoulders as he went outside to turn on the hot tub for us.

♦

Blanca

Bubbling water. Strong gimlets. I was wearing Harold’s basketball shorts as we sat across from each other in the hot tub. I also had on my bra. No panties.

Harold was wearing a pair of swim trunks, and his body was even more stunning without a shirt. He was thick and beefy, but it was all muscle. Hard, chiseled muscle. Everyone knew relationships could get stale over the years, but I thought Veronica was crazy to cheat on this stallion. If she didn’t want him, I could have him all to myself.

“How do the shorts fit?” he asked.

“They’re perfect, Mr. Harold,” I said. “I never thought we’d end up in the hot tub together.”

Harold turned his head up to the stars. “Aren’t they gorgeous? Did you miss the stars the most when you lived in St. Louis?”

“I missed the stars, the hills, and our community. Things used to be hard for me here because I started my transition while I attended college down the road, but nobody knows me now. I’m Blanca.”

“Some people must know.”

I shrugged. It was true. Secrets couldn’t stay guarded forever, but my parents hadn’t outed me to any of the townies. People were always watching and calculating, putting together the clues of the puzzle. “I’m sure it will be the talk of the town one day. Maybe it won’t. I don’t care because people can’t take Newmarket from me. It’s my town as much as it is theirs.”

“Cheers to that,” Harold said and held up his gimlet. Our gaze lingered as we sipped our drinks. He blushed in the cutest way when I stared at him too long. Cheeks red enough to see in the low light of the hot tub.

“You’re not like most men, Mr. Harold,” I said.

“Why is that?”

I couldn’t stand this wishy-washy game we were playing. Why were we sitting so far apart when I could be on his lap? Nobody could see us. The Halls’ backyard had plenty of privacy. I wadded across the hot tub to Harold. He tensed as I rested my hands on his shoulders. “Who can see us?”

Harold looked around and realized they were alone in the starry night. “Nobody, but—”

“But what?” I asked before closing my eyes to kiss him. If he refused me, I would leave and never return, but Harold didn’t. He gripped my sides under the water and pulled me down to his lap. Our kiss started slow. It increased to a sloppy mess. Heavy breaths. Forceful tongues.

Harold’s hands tightened around my sides as my feminine dick grew in the basketball shorts. I squeezed my thighs together to no avail. There was a tent under the water, and I was afraid for Harold to see it.

My body tensed, and I pushed away from Harold because of my consuming fear. Harold frowned as he released me. He was a gentle giant. I wanted him, but I had been down this road before, and there was nothing more I hated than rejection.

“Blanca, what’s wrong?”

I didn’t know what to say, so I showed him. I lifted my body out of the water and perched on the side of the hot tub. I slid down the basketball shorts to reveal my dick. Harold stared at it with an expressionless face. I took a deep breath and unhooked my bra. “This is me,” I said and waved my hands over my body. My hard dick was softening as I sat there in the deafening silence. The only sounds came from the chirping insects.

“Say something,” I pleaded.

Harold didn’t.

When the humiliation became too much to bear, I grabbed my bra to leave, but Harold swam to me. He placed his hands on my hairless thighs as he stood between them. “I don’t know what to say, but I can show you I don’t want you to leave,” Harold said and opened his mouth.

When his lips closed around my soft dick, I gripped the hot tub and tilted my head back. I opened my eyes, staring at the glittery stars. Harold’s mouth had my dick hard in seconds. He gagged once on my shaft but bobbed his head to show me how much he wanted me to stay.

Harold came up for air and said, “fuck, Blanca. You taste amazing,” he said. He held my dick in one hand and rose another to my breast. He squeezed on my breast as he stroked my dick. “Nobody would ever know you were hiding this big boy under all that?” Harold said as he rubbed my cock.

“Can I see yours?” I asked. As much as I loved Harold’s oral services, I wanted to touch his dick. Taste it. I wanted him to fuck my tight pussy that could never result in accidental pregnancy. Perhaps I would want a child one day, but I also loved all the nasty sex I could have once I found a man who wanted me as much as I him.

Harold fit the description.

“You want to see mine? But I want to suck yours. I’ve never sucked a cock before, but fuck. Yours is so hot. It might even be better than eating pussy.”

“You can eat my pussy too. It’s tighter than most,” I said and cupped my hand around my crotch to finger my hole. Harold bit his bottom lip as he moved my legs to his shoulders to watch me increase from one finger to two. “You like that?”

“Fuck, Blanca. I can’t even tell you how much,” he said as he reached down to hold my hard dick.

“You wanna fuck my pussy?” I asked.

“I wanna tear it up,” Harold said as he grabbed me and pulled me into the water. He guided me to the other side of the hot tub and lifted himself up to the edge. He pushed down his shorts to reveal a long rod. Harold was hard and throbbing as I wrapped my hand around his cock.

“Damn, Mr. Harold. I didn’t imagine this for you,” I said, wondering even more why Veronica would ever cheat on this angel of a man. Amazing with the kids, chiseled like a statue, and sporting a dick that would make most men quiver with jealousy. I was thick, but Harold was thick and long. He would tear my tight little pussy in two, and I couldn’t wait to sit on his dick.

Harold smirked and shrugged. “Most women don’t,” he said.

“When was the last time you had sex?”

“Almost a year ago,” he said.

“You’re overdue for pleasure,” I said and took his dick in my mouth. Harold moaned as I ran my closed lips up and down his shaft, drawing circles around his leaking head with my tongue. I cupped my hand around his balls and pulled down on them to make his dick even longer as I pushed it into the back of my throat.

Harold gripped my long hair and pulled me off his dick, “you wanna get fucked?”

I looked up at Harold through hooded eyes and nodded. Water covered my breasts. The waves must have reflected off my eyes. He loosened his grip and brushed my hair with a soft touch. “I need you to fuck me, Mr. Harold.”

“We’re not letting tonight go to waste. I’m going to fuck you more than once, Blanca.”

“Your wish is my command,” I said as I moved to suck his dick again, but Harold stopped me. He took my hand and led me out of the water. When we were standing on the patio by the hot tub, Harold scooped me into his arms and carried me inside. Water dripped to the floor as he walked through the house. I squealed and screamed as I bounced against his chest. He had no problems carrying my slender frame. I was like a single two by four in his arms.

Harold took me to his bedroom. We walked straight past the guest room. “You’re sure this is okay?” I asked.

“I don’t care what it is, as long as I have you, Blanca. I’ve been dreaming of this moment ever since I saw during the interview.”

“Take me.” I was naked and lifted my legs into the air. I wrapped my hands around the back of my ankles before spreading my legs. My feminine cock hard and erect. Harold stood at the end of the bed, stroking his dick as I touched myself. As I panted and begged. Harold was a tease, and I loved how he made me wait. “Please, Mr. Harold. Show me what you can do.”

Harold leaned against the bed as he wrapped his arms around my thighs. He lifted my ass into the air, spread my cheeks, and pressed his mouth against my hole. His tongue worked my pussy, loosening it up for his massive dick. I held my cock and balls as Harold licked my wet pussy for minutes on end.

“Fuck me,” I begged after I couldn’t take it. His tongue wasn’t enough. I needed his fat dick to stretch my pussy.

Harold lifted his head above my waistline. His mouth was wet with my juices. “Did you bring a condom?” he asked.

I shook my head. “You don’t have any?”

“When do I have sex? Plus, I haven’t bought condoms since—”

“Fuck, what do we do?”

“I had a full screening last month. I can show you the papers,” Harold said and went over to his closet. I was going to protest, but he had the papers out before I could. I looked at them. They were legit. He was as clean as purified water.

I had gotten tested about six weeks ago myself. “I’m clean too, but I don’t have the papers to prove it.”

“Don’t worry, Blanca. I trust you,” he said.

“Please tell me you at least have lubrication to loosen up this tight pussy,” I said and lifted my legs into the air.

“I have more than enough for the entire night,” he said.

“Then what are you waiting for, Mr. Harold? Come dip that raw dick in my worry-free pussy,” I said, teasing him. I couldn’t wait to take his load deep in my hole and then push it out while he watched. Years had passed since the last time a guy fucked me bareback, but it felt right with Harold. It wasn’t like he was getting anything from Veronica. They never had sex.

Harold grabbed lubrication from the closet. He rubbed it along his dick before putting some on my tight hole. I moaned and grabbed my cheeks, spreading them so he could see every bit of my pussy.

I rubbed the lubrication on my womanhood, teasing Harold. I held my cock with my other hand so he couldn’t see it. “Fuck me, Mr. Harold. I need that dick,” I said.

He stepped up to the bed and grabbed my thighs. I wasn’t ready for what came. He rammed half his dick into my hole. I hadn’t been fucked in a while and was tighter than a semi under a low bridge.

“Shit, you’re tight,” Harold grunted as my hole relaxed around his dick. I moaned as he fucked me slowly, loosening up my walls. “You feel amazing,” Harold said as sweat dripped from his face to my body.

I moved my hands from my dick to my breasts and held them as Harold stared at my cock. He reached down and touched my sensitive rod. I yelled curse words as he stroked my dick and sunk into my cave. His pelvis pushed against my cheeks.

He pulled out and slammed back into my hole. “Fuck, your pussy is good.”

“It’s your pussy, Mr. Harold. Show me how much you love your pussy.”

Harold’s eyes grew dark as he tightened his grip on my legs. My hole was loose and ready, and Harold didn’t disappoint. He pounded my hole with his long, thick cock as I stroked mine.

Harold hollered in a low, manly voice a few minutes later. His thrusts slowed. He looked at me and said, “shoot your load. I wanna see that milky cream.”

I couldn’t disappoint daddy. I spat into my hand, rubbed my head, and shot a huge load. It squirted onto my breasts. Harold ran his finger through the white cum and licked his finger clean.

“Fill me up, Mr. Harold,” I begged as my hole weakened from the orgasm.

He lifted my legs, pushed as deep as he could into my hole, moved his dick around until I felt it. He loaded my pussy with his seed. His throbbing dick vibrated my walls. I would have given him a show, but his nut was too deep. “Fuck, Mr. Harold.”

Harold collapsed to the bed by my side. We lay there dripping in sweat. Covered in cum. Exhausted, but not yet finished.

“Would you like to shower?” asked Harold.

“Only if you join me,” I said. We came again by the time the water ran cold. Guess I would need my pajamas after all, if we even wore clothes to sleep.


CHAPTER FIVE

Harold

Life was full of surprises, and Blanca had proved herself an endless wonder. I never knew I would like a woman who had a dick as much as I did, but part of me could never imagine returning to sex with a cis woman. I loved sucking Blanca’s dick. I loved watching her squirt. She had even tried to fuck me once, so I could see how it felt, but it hurt too much!

I’d try again, but Blanca loved taking my dick. We were acting like we virgins learning as we went. Sneaking around the house. Blanca had visited twice after the kids went to sleep. It was warm enough to fuck in the backyard, and we took full advantage.

It was getting late now, and Blanca was supposed to come over around ten thirty. The kids went to bed at nine. She had gone home after working. I almost never came out of my office when she was here because we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.

She would bring me ‘water’ or ‘tea’ sometimes if I was working from home, but that always ended up with me pulling up whatever dress she was wearing to suck her gorgeous cock, and she hated when I gave her boners during the day.

I went to the living room and leaned against the door frame, daydreaming of Blanca. The kids were talking to Veronica. I used to miss Veronica. I used to hate her for how she treated me, but not anymore.

No matter how long this fling with Blanca lasted, I could cherish it my entire life. Veronica and I were over. Even if I couldn’t be with Blanca forever, there would have to be another woman. Maybe another trans woman. I searched photos and videos of trans women on the internet when I was alone. Blanca was the most beautiful woman to me, but there were lots of sexy trans women out there if things didn’t work out. I found them incredibly attractive.

I hadn’t been paying attention when Kristen came up to me. “Daddy, mommy wants to talk to you.” I snapped back to reality and put my cell phone to my ear.

“Hey, Veronica. How’s the trip?”

“Things are going well. I’m stopping in St. Louis for the night, and then I’m coming home tomorrow. A bit earlier than we thought, but there’s something we have to discuss.”

Veronica called our kids every night, but she spent very little time at home. They loved her gifts but were clearly more attached to me at this point. Mommy was their ‘business woman’.

I resisted the urge to call Veronica out for staying away so long, but I didn’t care. I’d said the same words too many times, and now there was a gorgeous distraction in my life who was set to arrive in a few hours.

“Whatever, Veronica. I’ll see you when you get here,” I said.

“See you then,” she said and hung up the phone.

I went through the motions until it was time to meet Blanca in the backyard. When she arrived, I pushed her to the ground and sucked her dick until she emptied her load into my mouth. Then she did the same for me.


CHAPTER SIX

Blanca

Veronica and I hadn’t spoken much since I’d worked for them, but she had called me to her office in town. As I drove to her office building, I made up excuses in my mind. I assumed she had found out about Harold and me somehow, even though Harold denied telling her. I didn’t know what to believe, but my stomach was sick with nerves.

Veronica’s secretary greeted me when I got inside the building. She had been expecting me. The woman led me to Veronica’s office. When she opened the door, Veronica held up her hand. She had a cell phone to her ear. The secretary told me to sit, and I shuffled into the room. Veronica spoke pointedly to the person on the phone about a mixed-up order for a couple minutes until the call ended.

My time had come.

“Blanca, thank you so much for meeting me,” Veronica said with a warm smile. Her demeanor had changed since hanging up the phone. She had her saleswoman face.

I shifted in my chair, knowing I was out of my league. I wanted to learn from Veronica, not cross her. Sleeping with Harold had been a mistake. The best mistake of my life, but still an error in judgment. I wanted to blurt a confession but asked myself what Veronica would do, and that wasn’t it.

“It’s my pleasure to meet with you. Is something wrong with Trent or Kirsten?”

“No, the children are perfect. I think you know why I called you here today, Blanca. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“If there is some way I could improve with the children, please let me know.” I spoke with ease, but my heart was racing.

Veronica leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms over her chest. She stared at me as several beats of silence passed. Veronica switched positions, moving her elbows to the desk and resting her chin on her hands. “You’re a hard one, aren’t you?”

“I wish I knew how to help, Mrs. Hall.”

“Fine, Blanca. Let me show you,” she said and turned her computer screen toward me. There was a video playing of Harold sucking my dick outside their home. It was dark outside, but the camera had night vision. “Care to explain?”

My mouth opened and closed, but I was without words. All except one. “How?”

“It’s simple. You’ve seen my house. Why wouldn’t you think I had security cameras?”

“But Harold… why didn’t he—”

“He doesn’t know about the cameras, dear,” Veronica said with a long sigh.

“With all due respect, Mrs. Hall. The house is Harold’s too,” I said, wishing I could take the words back, but I had to defend Harold. I would have been pissed if my partner kept such a secret.

“You’re right, Blanca. I had them installed when he went to visit his parents one weekend a couple years ago. He was always so righteous, so I wanted to catch him in the act, but he never cheated. Well, not until you came along.”

“So, what he said is true? You cheat?”

Veronica stood and walked over to the window. She nodded. “The first time was after we’d had a fight about how much I was working, but my parents had died six months before that, and the company needed me. I know it’s stressful for Harold to watch the kids all the time, but it was too much for me too. He was so sad. Gaining weight. He looks great now, but our past is complicated, and I had moved on by the time Harold found his stride.”

I was shocked as I listened to Veronica speak. She sounded like she loved Harold but wasn’t upset to know I was having sex with him. That he was sucking my dick. Most people focused on my dick more than me, but Harold and Veronica didn’t. They treated me as any other woman.

“Blanca, you make Harold happy, but does he you?”

I nodded. “I love that he doesn’t judge me.”

“I’m surprised. It was a shock when I saw your dick, but I must admit, it’s very hot.”

“Thank you,” I said as the warmth of a blush ran across my face. “But why are you telling me this? Aren’t you angry?”

“I was at first, but how could I be when I have a South American man waiting for me in St. Louis? His name is Luis, and he’s gorgeous. Blanca, tell me. You seem like an ambitious woman. Why did you take this job?”

“Because it would get me close to you, and there weren’t any openings at Newmarket Textiles & Wine when I moved back to Newmarket.”

Veronica returned to her chair and sat across from me. I clutched my purse with a tight grip. Veronica’s gaze was intimidating, and I didn’t want to cross her when she could make my future bright. “I would love to have you on my team, Blanca. There aren’t any openings, but I’ll give you the next one. Until then, you and Harold can keep having your fling. I doubt you’ll want it to last forever.”

She was right, but it was amazing for now. “But?”

“But I need you in my pocket, Blanca. Newmarket is my town, and I’m the one with power.”

I nodded. “I know. Tell me what to do. Whatever you need, Ms. Veronica.”

“I need you to distract my husband for a week so I can show Luis around the city. He’s also a potential investor with plenty of money. He’d have no power and gain little profit. They always give more money for less control if I grease the wheels first. You know what I mean.”

“I think I understand, Ms. Veronica,” I said with a sly smile. She was everything I wanted to be.

“I bought you and Harold tickets for Cancun. You’ll leave in two days. Harold is going to take the kids to his parents in Springfield, Illinois. You’ll meet him at the airport in St. Louis. That’ll give me plenty of time to get what I need from Luis.”

I had always dreamed of going to Cancun, but how would I ever get ready in two days? “What about the hotel?”

“I booked a resort for you two. All you can eat and drink. Trust me, it’ll be the time of your life.”

“What about Harold?”

“I’ll talk to him. Don’t worry, Blanca. Why don’t you run home and pack? There’s little time until your flight leaves.”

“Um… okay,” I said. I stood and hiked my purse up my shoulder, but there were so many unanswered questions.

Veronica must have seen the panic on my face. She stepped around the desk and placed her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry. I’ll email you all the details. You got this, Blanca. We’re in this together.”

I didn’t have a choice but to trust her, so I nodded. “Okay,” I said.

“Off you go,” Veronica said and led me to the door.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Harold

Veronica came back to town like a whirlwind, but I wouldn’t complain. I had Blanca. She was becoming more important to me than the mother of my children. I didn’t know what I’d do when she realized she was too young and beautiful for a man like me.

After Veronica put the kids to bed the day she’d returned, we had our first honest conversation in years. Veronica told me about her lovers, and I confessed I’d been seeing Blanca. She had her own receipts, which I didn’t appreciate, but I understood. She had placed cameras around the house because of her own consuming guilt.

I no longer cared what Veronica did as long as she kept the money flowing. I was working on a book about Missouri’s gorgeous natural landscape and didn’t have time to worry myself about Veronica’s men. Hopefully Luis enjoyed his time in Missouri because I knew Veronica was using him for his money.

It wasn’t like that between Blanca and me. We had a real connection, even if it wouldn’t last forever.

I had dropped off the kids at my parents’ house in Springfield, Illinois. They would stay with them while Blanca and I went to the beach and Veronica showed Luis whatever she had planned. I was driving to the airport in St. Louis, wondering what Blanca had worn today.

Time dragged as I drove the hour and change to the airport. I tapped my foot as I waited in the security line. Blanca had texted to say she was waiting by the gate. The people couldn’t move fast enough.

Blanca looked gorgeous when I arrived to the gate. She told me to relax. I must have had stress lines on my forehead from all the impatience running through my body. Blanca was wearing a summer dress. Her blonde hair down. Flip-flops on her feet. She had a bag of beach supplies by her side.

“Let me help you with that,” I said and took her bag.

“My strapping gentleman,” she said and hung onto my left shoulder as we walked to a pair of empty seats. “So, this is kind of crazy, isn’t it?”

Blanca and I hadn’t had a chance to talk about Veronica’s orders. Veronica wanted to control us like puppets, but we weren’t her toys. Despite that, I was worried her willingness to accept Blanca and me would drive a wedge between us.

“Veronica is a character,” I said. When Veronica and I had met, I was blown away by her self-confidence, but sometimes that led to her being selfish and shortsighted. She had lied about her infidelities until it was convenient to tell the truth, and I would never trust my wife as long as we lived.

Blanca folded her hands in her lap. She looked excited but reserved. I leaned over to her and kissed the top of her head. “Don’t let Veronica get between us. She likes you as our nanny, and I know she’ll take care of you once a position becomes available in the company.”

Blanca nodded slowly as she pulled away from me. Several uncomfortable moments passed until she shook her body and looked up at me with a smile. Even when her smile was forced, it didn’t lack beauty. “I can’t wait to feel the sand between my toes.”

“Me either,” I said and took her hand.

She squeezed mine. “You’re a special man, Mr. Harold.”

“Not as special as you,” I said and lifted her hand to my lips. I kissed it, memorizing every detail I could about this moment. They called our boarding group a couple minutes later. Veronica had bought us first-class tickets and rooms at one of Cancun’s nicest resorts. “Guess that’s us.”

Blanca hopped up and pulled me over to the gate, as excited as anyone would be for first-class airfare and an all-expenses-paid resort.

♦

Blanca

We had spent our week in Cancun drinking fruity cocktails on the hotel’s beach, getting massages in the spa, visiting cenotes near the city, and having intense, unprotected sex whenever we could. Harold had learned to love bottoming too. Could he be any hotter than when he was on his hands and knees taking my thick dick?

We were sitting on the beach as vibrant colors from the sunset painted the sky. The moon was rising in the horizon. Cocktails in our hands. It was our last night in Cancun before we had to return to the scorching heat of Missouri. It was hot here in Cancun but nothing like the humid bath Mother Nature sent us Missourians in the summer.

“We have to come back here,” I said, looking over to a shirtless Harold. He had turned the most beautiful golden color since we arrived. They waxed all his body hair in the spa a few days ago too, which made him sparkle after applying sunscreen. I nearly burned two days ago and hadn’t been spending much time in the afternoon sun since.

It was the evening, the sun was perfect. The breeze cool against my moisturized skin. I was wearing my favorite white two-piece. Dick tucked perfectly in place.

“I would love to come back. Do you really want me to come with you on your next trip?”

His question hit me. This past week had been a fantasy. When one was far from home, any reality was possible. I could have spent another month or two here with Harold. We could take a van down to Playa del Carmen and rent a villa. Have endless sex. Cum in each other like we were trying to get pregnant, even though we never would.

“Right, I didn’t think so,” Harold said when I hadn’t replied for several beats.

I shook my head. “No, it’s not that,” I said. “Who knows where the future will take us, Harold, but I enjoy our time together.”

He put out his hand. I took it. We sipped our drinks as we stared at each other, holding hands under the colorful sky. I once read that purples and pinks meant pollution was in the air. The sky was colored purple, pink, and orange. My heart was red and burning.

“I care about you a lot, Blanca,” he said and leaned over. We kissed.

“Me too, Mr. Harold,” I said. “I wish we had a chance at forever, but there are too many obstacles in the way.” Without saying the words, I knew Harold was thinking about Veronica. He always had the same hurt look every time her name came up. I knew no matter how hard we tried, Veronica would always loom over us, like a shadow in a haunted house.

“I know, Blanca. We have to enjoy the wonderful moments while they last,” he said.

“Should we get wet one last time before it’s too dark?”

“I’d love that.”

I stood and took Harold’s hand. We walked out to the beach, the sky darkening above up with each step we took. The water was warm and clear. We splashed in the shallow waves as the sky turned black.

Harold pulled me close after a few minutes, wrapping his arms tight around my body. We gazed at each other, the three-word phrase on our lips, but neither of us said it. We kissed and hugged, saying what we couldn’t with our touch.

Harold shifted and held me at an arm’s length. “Let’s dry off,” he said.

“After a shower,” I added.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Harold

I held a bar of soap, running it along Blanca’s perfect body. She stood with her back to me. My hand caressed her hips, her breasts, her ass. Her dick was hard, so I stroked it. It was my favorite part of her body, even sexier than her exquisite breasts or her tight pussy.

My dick was rock solid and pressing against Blanca’s ass. I had loosened her pussy over the past week and could slide right in, but I wanted to hold her. Kiss her neck. Touch her hair. Tomorrow wasn’t guaranteed, but I had Blanca today.

If I told her how I felt, it would ruin everything. I knew we both wanted to say the words, but did we really feel them, or had we found each other to pass a moment of despair with passion?

“I wish our vacation would never end,” I whispered into Blanca’s ear.

She stretched out her hand and wrapped it around the back of my neck. I held her waist as we kissed under the running water. Soap ran from her body and into the drain. I needed Blanca. I wanted her pussy, but there was something else that stood out to me more.

Her fat dick.

I turned Blanca so her dick was facing me and sank to my knees. Blanca held my shoulders as I opened my mouth to take her cock. She pushed her fat dick deep into my hole, making it hit the back of my throat. Before Blanca, I never would have fantasized about sucking dick, but now her womanly, hairless rod was all I thought about when we were apart. Her pussy was the best I’d ever had, but it didn’t compare to her feminine dick.

Blanca turned off the water as I sucked her dick. I didn’t want to stop, but she pushed away my head.

“I prefer the bed,” she said and handed me a towel. I dried her body, and then she dried mine. We stepped out of the shower. I couldn’t resist and pushed Blanca against the wall to kiss her. Our hard dicks having a sword fight.

I dropped to my knees to take Blanca’s dick in my mouth. I lifted her body and propped her legs on my shoulders as I fucked my throat with her dick. It was a million times better than licking any pussy, and Blanca had the tightest, cleanest pussy for me to lick when I needed a taste.

Blanca moaned. She screamed. She shot a load of her warm, milky cum into my mouth. Blanca begged me to release her dick, but I sucked her dry. Her juice was my energy drink.

She stumbled and teetered when I dropped her legs. I splashed my face with warm water before leading Blanca toward the bed. She got to her knees and took my dick in her mouth.

Her head moved along my cock as I watched her breasts giggle. Her painted nails locked around the base of my cock.

I moved Blanca’s hands, grabbed her face, and fucked her tight lips. She got hard in seconds. I felt her jacking off her pretty cock, and I wanted it in my ass. I loved when Blanca fucked me first.

I lifted Blanca and led her to the desk chair. She sat. I spat into my hand and rubbed it on her cock as lubrication.

“What are you doing?” she asked in her seductive voice, but she knew the answer to her question.

I straddled Blanca’s hips and lowered my hole to her dick. “Push it in,” I said.

She spat onto her finger tips and rubbed them along my hole. Blanca put her hands on my hips and lowered me to her dick. I flinched when she pushed her dick into my opening, but it was only a moment of pain before the overwhelming pleasure stimulated my dick.

I moved Blanca’s hand to my cock, and she stroked it as she guided my hips up and down her fat dick. Leaning forward, I took Blanca’s nipple in my mouth. My ass was high in the air, and Blanca took full advantage. She pushed into my ass, shoving her dick as deep as she could. I moaned as I stroked my cock. Blanca fucked me faster and harder until I was on the verge of an orgasm.

“Fuck, your dick is amazing,” I screamed as Blanca moved in and out of my hole.

She slowed and lowered me to her pelvis. “I want you to cum in me, Mr. Harold.”

Blanca didn’t have to tell me twice. Her dick felt good, but I’d never say no to her pussy. I was sitting on her dick, stroking my cock and asked, “you want me to fuck that pussy, baby?”

“Yes, I need it,” she said as she took my cock in her hand. I pushed away Blanca’s hand and lifted her so that her knees were on the chair. I spat into my hand and rubbed it along her tight pussy. “Fuck, baby. I need that dick,” she moaned.

I held my heavy cock and slapped it against her ass. Her hole tightened and released as I brushed my dick against it. She was begging me to fuck her, and I loved to hear her plead.

“Okay, be careful what you wish for,” I said and rammed my dick into her pussy, but she took it. She stroked her cock as I fucked her pussy. Her walls hugged my dick like a glove, and I couldn’t wait to fill her hole with my seed.

“Fuck, Mr. Harold. You’re going to make me cum again,” she said.

“Squirt for me, baby,” I said and slapped her ass.

She listened to my command, covering the chair with her goo. Her walls contracting around my dick made me cum with her. I shot load after load of my hot cream deep into her pussy. I touched her sensitive dick, and she slapped my hand with a giggle.

Blanca moved her body forward, and my dick fell out of her pussy. Cum dropped to the floor beneath us. I squeezed her ass and bit lightly on her shoulder. She leaned back to kiss me.

“Let’s order room service and make this a night we’ll never forget.”

“Every moment of this trip is ingrained in my mind, baby. I’ll never forget,” I said and kissed her. We patted ourselves dry and cuddled on the bed as we looked over the menu. Blanca was concerned about the food, but I only cared about having her in my arms. No matter what happened in life, I would always have the memory of our love affair.

♦

Blanca

Harold and I were sitting in the first-class section of the airplane, soaring through the air. We held hands at takeoff but both had headphones in and were doing other things now. I had the window seat. I glanced out to the cloudless sky. I could see water from the Gulf of Mexico below.

I didn’t know where life would take Harold and me when we landed, but I knew I was happy. Until now, I hadn’t been sure about the decisions I made, but they had been the right ones. I was in the right place with Harold by my side, even if he wasn’t my husband.

Who knew who long our affair would last, but it had already brought me so much to love and look forward to. I couldn’t wait to see the children again. Veronica was a woman of her word, and I knew she would give me a position in the company. She had even texted a couple times during the trip to see how we were doing in Cancun.

I changed the song I was listening to and moved my attention from the window to Harold. He looked up at me with the same goofy smile I’d grown to love. The smile I would one day miss, but that day wasn’t today.

We had to enjoy the moments life gave us because we never knew when it would be the last time. The day would come and pass without notice, as last days with friends often did, and I wouldn’t see it until it was too late.

I took Harold’s hand, and he squeezed mine. “Thank you for the most amazing week of my life,” I said.

“The thanks go to you, Blanca,” he said and kissed my hand.

“Do you want to watch a movie with me?” I asked and glanced at the screen in front of us.

“Sure,” he said.

I put on a romantic comedy. We shared a pair of headphones and held hands for the rest of the flight.
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CHAPTER ONE

Dominique rolled corncobs on a fiery grill. She was cooking the last bit of food in her fridge before she and her fiance, Earl, had to leave for a weekend of camping with like-minded individuals. Dominique called for Earl to bring her a plate to remove the corn so they could eat.

When Earl stepped outside, his silver stilettos clacked on the hardwood deck. He was carrying a plate in outstretched hands. Earl wore a navy sun dress with thin straps over his shoulders. He gave the plate to Dominique and spun in a circle to lift the fabric and make it dance. Earl turned and went back inside, switching his hips. Dominique watched him walk, wanting to pull up his dress and bend him over the railing of their deck.

They had a tall privacy fence and a hot tub off the short flight of stairs. Dominique worked as a real estate broker and had snatched up this house the moment she saw it hit the market. She and Earl were engaged to marry, and this house would become their marital home. Dominique wanted kids in the future but would like several more years of uninhibited fun before that happened.

Dominique pulled the corn off the grill and closed the lid so the fire could die. They planned to eat grilled peppers, corn, and a salad Earl had prepared. Dominique stepped inside, and Earl had opened a bottle of white wine. He poured them two glasses.

“We’ll never make it camping if we drink wine,” said Dominique.

“We can take a nap before we leave and put whatever we don’t drink back in the fridge. It won’t go bad while we’re away,” said Earl.

Dominique shrugged and sat at the table. She wore flip-flops, a white t-shirt, and denim booty shorts. She had sunglasses pushed through her hair. Dominique thought about what she would wear when they went camping. She wanted to impress. Make others stop to watch her.

After eating, Dominique went to the bedroom to pack. She put in plenty of lingerie and dresses and shoes for Earl. Dominique was planning to wear platform heels with a thicker heel to walk on the grass. She didn’t want to fall over and look like a fool. Dominique packed all the clothes she thought she would wear, excited to get to the campsite.

“Earl, what are you wearing on the drive?”

“A t-shirt dress and tights,” he said. He was washing the dishes and cleaning the house before they left. Dominique put out his t-shirt dress on the bed, zipped her suitcase, and fell backwards onto the pillow top. She bounced against the mattress and wondered what adventures would await her.

Camping with other crossdressers was her favorite time of the year. The best event. A weekend she marked on her calendar the moment she heard the dates. Earl loved it, too. Dominique didn’t want to take a nap, but they had each enjoyed a single glass of wine. After a couple hours, they could leave and make it there with enough time to set up their tent in the sunlight.

Earl entered the bedroom and climbed onto the bed, resting his hand against Dominique’s chest. A warmth grew inside Dominique with her sissy’s hand against her breast. The feeling of love within her crushed her sanity. She was in control in the bedroom, but Earl had a hold on her heart stronger than a metal lock. Stronger than a vaulted door. Dominique tried to keep her emotions at bay, but moments like these made her melt like chocolate left out on a hot, sunny day.

“Are you going to share me?” asked Earl while drawing across Dominique’s chest with his finger. He kept his eyes hooded and hidden.

“You like when I share you, don’t you?” asked Dominique. Her chest heavy. Her breath even but short. She was holding onto whatever threads of sanity she could. Sharing her man she had taken so long to train. To cultivate. It hurt her. She thought they had something special. Why wasn’t it enough for Dominique to show him around? Walk him on a leash and watch everyone stare in jealousy? Why did Earl need someone else? Why wasn’t she enough?

Dominique ran her hand along Earl’s exposed back. She didn’t know how to reply to him. They both knew she would grant his wish. She wouldn’t deny him another party. Earl enjoyed bottoming for a real man from time to time. He loved Dominique. Her body. Her soul, but she could only use a strap to please his submissive needs. Fill his empty hole. As much as she loved fucking Earl, she understood why he wanted more.

Earl spoke. “We can find a guy we both like.”

Finding a man for both of them was like searching for pearls in the sea. She didn’t have faith they would find someone to satisfy them both. It never happened, and Dominique ended up sitting on the sidelines when they invited another man into the bedroom.

Dominique sighed but agreed, “yes, we will.” Now, she needed a nap before they left. Their bags were packed and waiting by the door. Dominique held Earl close. He hadn’t changed from his navy dress. She rubbed his back as her eyes fluttered to a close.

No matter what happened this weekend, she reminded herself to enjoy the journey. Enjoy spending time with others who shared her interests. At the end of the day, she loved Earl. He was her fiance, and she would hold him tight for all their days to come.


CHAPTER TWO

Guy McComb had received an invitation for the crossdressing camping retreat online. He was still new to the scene but wanted to dive into the deep end. The first time he slipped hold-ups onto his legs, it was like swimming in a bay that felt like a pool. He had been twenty-six at the time and alone in his ex-girlfriend’s apartment. They had been laying on the floor waiting for Guy. Guy had stolen her hosiery, and she never returned his phone calls when he confessed his truth.

That was two years ago, and Guy had taken baby steps since then. For months, he had no items beyond the red hold-ups with white dots. Guy had used them while pleasing himself in the mirror for months. Every time he slipped the cotton fabric over his feet, his dick turned hard. Experiencing the fabrics was better than porn. Better than most sex.

Guy was setting up his tent. He wore basketball shorts and a tank top that exposed his muscular arms. When most people saw him, they would never imagine a man obsessed with lingerie. One hungry for the feeling of luscious fabrics brushing against his manhood. Against his shaved legs and chest. His hairless body. Guy had his tent up in a few minutes and threw his bags inside.

When inside his tent, Guy unzipped his duffel bag and dug through the piles of clothing. He had spent nearly three hundred dollars online two weeks ago after he got the invite. Guy had never dreamed a place like this existed, but when Guy saw the sea of men in dresses, wigs, and lingerie, he felt at home. He was in a bubble on private property. The owner of the farm was a crossdresser and had been having this camping retreat for over ten years.

Guy wasn’t positive he could sleep with a man but was considering it. He would have to find an attractive sissy who wanted to take his manhood. Guy needed to top if he would get with a man. Would there be a woman around who would want to fuck a guy dressed in hosiery? Guy would never let that woman get away if he found her.

Pulling out a few items, Guy considered what he would wear. He had olive skin and an athletic body. His abs and arms defined. When he had confessed his secret desires to one woman last year (not the ex-girlfriend), she had been disgusted. She cursed at him for having a ‘manly’ body and not acting like a ‘manly man’. Guy had dug himself into a hole. He buried his head. He was too afraid to connect with women after those two. Too afraid to explore his sexuality and sleep with a man. Guy wasn’t gay. He might have been a few degrees from straight, but he wanted to submit for a woman. He wanted a woman to spank him. Dress him like her doll.

Guy laid out a black lace garter belt. He had a thong to match it. The lace did nothing to hide his package, but Guy wanted the world to see. He wanted both women and men to admire his penis. Examine its length. The girth.

Guy rolled stockings up his legs. They stopped right below his ass cheeks, which he had shaved and moisturized before the trip. Guy slipped on the black thong before he connected the stockings to the garter belt he had laid out. Guy wore a pair of black flats to complete his bottom look. Rocking his hips back and forth, Guy savored the women’s lingerie against his skin. He gave himself several beats to give his penis an opportunity to relax.

For his top, Guy had a purple linen robe he would leave open to expose his abs. The six pack attracted people like moths to a light, and Guy planned to use that to his advantage. This was only a weekend retreat, and he wanted to enjoy himself with a few strangers from start to finish.

Pulling out a glass container, Guy removed the lip. He spritzed a feminine fragrance onto his wrists and neck. He would smell of soft florals and citrus. His feminine side activated with the new textures and smells. He pushed his hardened dick to the side in his thong, ignoring the growing stain of precum.

Guy unzipped his tent and peeped his head outside. A sea of bodies greeted him. Men wearing lingerie and wigs. Guy wasn’t ready for a wig, but he couldn’t wait to join the party. Maybe he would even sleep with a guy if he couldn’t find an agreeable woman. Guy took a deep breath and stepped out to the madness.

♦

A queen she felt, so a queen she was. Dominique held her head high. Her black platforms with thick heels kept her balanced. She spread her arms out, feeling the gusts of Minnesotan country air blow against her chest. Dominique wore black body tights with no panties beneath and a hole that exposed her pussy. She had on an open white robe that stopped right below her pussy, but she wasn’t hiding. Pride filled her as she walked along the campgrounds.

Leather brushed against her hand from the leash she held. Earl was on his hands and knees beneath her wearing a harness under his pink backless dress made of satin that he had changed into when they arrived. His white heels jetted out as he crawled.

People watched them, and the attention gave Dominique power. It gave her life. She absorbed the eyeballs and gave them a show, sashaying along in her five-inch platforms with her sissy crawling along by her side.

The sun was setting, and the fun would begin soon. The first day of games and activities. Now that Dominique was here with others like her and Earl, she wanted to share her man. She wanted to find someone who would appreciate them both. One who wouldn’t ignore her in the bedroom once they got a taste of Earl’s tight, accepting ass.

Dominique stopped, surveying her surroundings. The camp grew with popularity each passing year, but she recognized many of the faces. Earl lifted his hands from the ground and rested them on his knees, sitting up straight by Dominique’s side. Dominique moved her robe and placed a hand on her hip. A young, olive-skinned man caught her attention.

The man was standing alone by a makeshift bar. There were no permits, but nobody snitched on the owner. They appreciated the chance to escape, even if it was only for a weekend.

“What do you think about him?” asked Dominique, moving her hand in the direction of the lonely man. Earl licked his lips. His hands pressed into his crotch. Dominique knew Earl would service the man by the bar. He was so busy staring that he hadn’t spoken. “Should we go ask what his name is?”

Earl nodded, and Dominique pulled on his leash. He got to all fours and crawled by her side. Dominique locked her eyes on the stranger across the field. When he noticed her, a wave of panic washed over him. Dominique saw it in how he twitched. How his body turned like he wanted to run, but she wouldn’t let him get far if he did.

He was wearing a garter belt with stocking that stopped below his revealing thong. His dick looked long, like a cucumber. His body was a sculpture of muscles. The man had abs as though he were a surfer begging for a woman’s attention on the beach. The purple robe slightly covering his exquisite body made his olive skin pop, and Dominique needed this man in her bedroom. Their bedroom. Earl would do whatever this hunk told him.

“Evening,” said Dominique when she was within earshot. Earl had to crawl slowly with his heels weighing down his feet, but he wouldn’t have it any other way. The stranger’s eyes went from Dominique to Earl, panicked and wide.

He stuttered for a response before saying ‘hey’.

“You alone?” asked Dominique. She ran her finger down the man’s exposed chest. It was hairless. Shiny liked he had rubbed oil over his skin. He smelled of bergamot and a spring garden. The stranger nodded to answer Dominique. “Is this your first time here?”

The man nodded again. Dominique glanced to her side and noticed Earl was inches from this hunk’s dick, staring at it like ice cream behind a glass window. A new dress pulled off its wooden hanger.

“What’s your name, stranger?”

“Guy,” he said. His voice was hoarse and deep. Dominique pictured Guy in the real world. The dreadful place where people were put into boxes and silenced to keep others happy. Shoved into categories to keep others at peace. Guy would never have dressed how he was outside of this campsite. Dominique was positive of that.

“I’m Dominique. This is Earl,” she said and gestured to her sissy on his leash. “We were admiring you from afar, Guy. You interested in having a bit of fun?”

Guy swallowed, and Dominique noticed his dick twitch in his black thong. Dominique ran her finger along her tongue and placed it on Guy’s nipple. His chest was hard and flat. He bit his bottom lip as Dominique touched his body.

“We don’t know each other,” said Guy.

“I think you know plenty of me, and I’m seeing plenty of you,” said Dominique. She ran her finger down Guy’s abs, tracing it along the lines of his muscles, until she reached his dick. She used two fingers to squeeze his thickness. Guy’s eyes went along Dominique’s body, focusing on her hardened nipples and manicured pussy. “What do you think, Earl? We could teach Guy a few things, couldn’t we?”

Earl licked his lips, raising his hands like he would touch Guy’s dick. Dominique pulled on his leash to stop him, and Earl dropped his hands to his sides. Dominique narrowed her eyes at Earl, stifling his eagerness. He would have to wait like a good sissy until they got Guy back to their tent. “Yes, Dominique. We would love to have some fun with Guy.”

“So, what do you say?” asked Dominique.

Guy nodded, and Dominique grabbed his hand. Dominique walked in the middle. Guy walked on her left side, and Earl crawled along the other.

♦

Guy lay in the tent with Dominique and Earl. Their bodies touched. Guy closed his eyes to handle the intensity of hands caressing his body. Nobody had undressed, and the fabrics lifted Guy’s soul. He felt Dominique’s body tights and Earl’s satin dress.

A moan escaped Guy when a hand wrapped around his cock. He knew by the nails it was Dominique’s hand. She stroked his dick, and Guy wasn’t sure how long he could last. No woman had touched him with such ease while he wore lingerie. It was a dream coming true, and it didn’t matter Earl was there. Guy was in touch with his masculinity and didn’t fear intimacy with a man with a woman in the room.

Dominique nibbled on Guy’s ear before whispering, “want to feel something even better than my hand?”

Guy nodded, parting his eyes slightly to see the beauty inches from his face. Dominique appeared mixed with Asian and white. She had dark hair with waves and eyes with an almond shape. Her lips were full. Her makeup highlighted her best features, and Guy could feel himself falling in love with this woman the more she touched him.

“Sorry,” Dominique said before ripping the thong from Guy’s body. “I’ll buy you a new pair.” She tossed the destroyed thong to the side and stroked Guy’s hard manhood. In any other situation he would have been upset, but he loved that Dominique had left his stockings and garter belt in place. His dick was free and harder than he had felt in ages. “Earl, you know what to do,” she said.

Earl’s mouth connected with Guy’s dick, and before he could protest, Dominique had pushed Guy’s body back and climbed atop his face to ride it. Dominique had her body turned toward Earl, so she could watch Earl servicing Guy. Her pussy was hot, throbbing. She had a hole in her body tights and used Guy’s face like a vibrator. Guy knew how to please her clit.

Dominique could have ridden his face all night, but his dick looked too delicious to ignore. Dominique lifted her hips before she came too early. She took off her robe and worked to get Guy’s off too, revealing his sculpted body. Earl hadn’t stopped moving his lips along Guy’s shaft. Dominique hadn’t seen Earl this eager before, but Guy’s eyes were focused on her. He moved his hands along her body until three of his fingers were knuckle deep in her pussy. His other hand caressed her breasts. Dominique ran her fingers through her hair, fighting her body’s natural urge to cum. She had to push away his hand when he started using his thumb on her clit.

“Want to fuck Earl?” asked Dominique. “Then me?”

Earl lifted his head for the first time. The suction sounds stopped, and Dominique briefly wondered if other campers could hear them. The thought slipped from her mind as fast as it came.

“Don’t know if I can do both,” said Guy.

“Of course you can. We have all night,” said Dominique with a wink. She went over to her bag and pulled out condoms and lubrication. She tossed a condom to Guy and told him to put it on. He listened and rolled it over his dick while Earl got to his hands and knees.

Earl lifted his pink dress, and Dominique took off his panties before lathering his hole with lubrication. Guy got in place. His dick hadn’t softened. Dominique touched his hard body as Guy pushed into Earl’s accepting hole. Dominique connected her lips with Guy’s as his hips moved, fucking her sissy. Earl moaned without fear. Without control. Dominique’s pussy was gushing like a hose someone had forgotten to turn off. Watching Guy fuck her sissy had her wanting to take his thick manhood.

Guy touched Dominique’s breasts as he fucked Earl’s sissy hole. He used his other hand to hold Earl’s dress and thrust without mercy. Earl accepted Guy’s dick with glee, spreading his cheeks for Guy. Resting his head on the air mattress without supporting himself. Surrendering to Guy’s dominance.

“Ready to fuck me, big man?” asked Dominique. Her hole was dripping, begging for Guy’s dick to enter her. Earl could jack off. He could suck her clit while Guy fucked her.

Guy slid out of Earl’s hole, causing Earl to whine. He reached back for Guy’s dick, but he was already taking his condom off and reaching for a new one. Dominique lay on the bed and lifted her legs into the air, still wearing the platforms, and rubbed her fingers along her pussy. She spread her hole with two fingers, teasing Guy. Making Guy growl from his chest with closed lips. An echo against the synthetic walls. Dominique and Earl had a luxury tent with enough room to stand and move. Enough room for the air mattress Dominique was waiting on to take Guy’s manhood.

Guy grabbed Dominique’s legs by the ankles and got into position, kneeling at the edge of the mattress. Earl stroked his dick and watched as Guy buried his dick deep into Dominique’s womanhood. Dominique commanded Earl to bend down and lick her clit while Guy fucked her.

Dominique was a stiletto that bent the wrong way on the concrete. She snapped in half, traveling to a different world. She wasn’t in Minnesota anymore. Her mind left, and she wasn’t trying to stop its flight.

Dominique grabbed Guy’s hard chest, her nails digging into his muscular pectorals. Her legs tightening around his back as Earl’s tongue ran along her clit. As Guy fucked her pussy with his full force. The mattress could have broken, but Dominique didn’t care. Her experience was priceless; no destroyed item from a store would ruin her moment. Nothing would ruin the ecstasy of this hunk wearing a garter belt and stockings tearing up her hole.

Hollering at the top of her lungs, Dominique released her last bits of control and came. Her back arched, and neither man let up on their source of pleasure. One tongue. One dick. Multiple orgasms.

When Dominique returned to reality, she unclutched Guy’s chest. He fell out of her, and Earl lifted his head. Both the men stood above her, her dolled-up lovers, and shot warm loads all over her body tights.

She took them off before they started round two, but only after several intense minutes of cuddling.


CHAPTER THREE

Earl looked over his shoulder at Dominique and Guy sleeping. They had a wild night, but Earl had been excluded from most of it. The connection between Dominique and Guy dominated the night, and Earl needed a fix. His fiance wouldn’t mind. They had an understanding.

Walking around the campgrounds, Earl watched as people awoke from their wild nights and made coffee, eggs, and pancakes over open fires. Men wore lingerie, skirts, dresses, and more. Women held whips. Many of them were wearing leather, and Earl wanted a strong man to put him in place. He wanted a dick that would service him and not Dominique.

Wasn’t it enough for her to have Earl as her sissy slave? Didn’t he earn a weekend of fun? Why did Dominique have to receive all of Guy’s attention? Guy was easily the most attractive man they had lured into their bedroom, and it had disappointed Earl when Guy didn’t want to fuck him a second time. He barely even wanted Earl to suck his dick after he had a taste of Dominique’s pussy.

Earl straightened his pink dress, feeling like he was on the walk of shame after a night at an orgy. Nobody watched him with judgmental eyes. Everyone was there for a good time, and Earl reminded himself of that and kept his head down as he walked through the fields in his white heels, barely keeping his balance.

After several minutes of walking, Earl jumped when someone tapped his shoulder. He turned and saw a man standing there. The man had dark chocolate skin and wore a white thong that showed a handsome bulge. He wore a white slip on the top that popped against his dark skin. Earl’s eyes focused naturally on the bulge under the man’s white thong. It was thicker than most dicks he had seen. Big like Guy’s, and this man looked eager to use it.

“You lost?” he asked.

Earl shook his head and lifted his eyes. The man had dark brown eyes, and Earl got lost staring into them. He had no doubts the man could lift him into his arms. Hold him down. Make Earl swallow his fat dick. Choke on it and gasp for air when he could breathe again. “I just went out for a walk. I needed some fresh air.”

The man stepped closer to Earl. His slip was made of a sheer, see-through fabric. Earl studied the grooves in his muscles visible beneath the sheer fabric. Earl wanted to press his palm against the man’s chest as he fucked him. He didn’t even need to know his name, as long as he wore a condom.

“What’s your name, princess?” asked the stranger.

Earl licked his lips and looked both ways like he was about to commit a dangerous crime. What would Dominique do to him if he went with this stranger? She was the one who was still in bed with another man. A man who preferred her to him. A man of whom Earl didn’t approve.

“Earl,” he said, pulling on the ends of his dress.

“I’m Lucas,” the man said. “Want to go back to my tent?”

The air left Earl’s chest. He couldn’t find his words. He couldn’t focus. “I.. I shou—,” said Earl before pulling his lips together.

“Are you here with someone?” asked Lucas. He closed the gap between them and placed his hand on the small of Earl’s back. Lucas’ hard dick pressed into Earl’s leg.

“Yes, but she’s in bed with someone now,” said Earl. He felt spiteful; hungry for revenge after a night of watching another man pleasure Dominique.

“Sounds like you should come to my tent and have a little fun,” said Lucas. He reached a finger into Earl’s thong and ran his finger along Earl’s split. Earl leaned his head into Lucas’ neck and moaned, pressing his body against the man’s.

Earl didn’t want to betray his woman, but he needed this. Earl looked up to this hunk and nodded. Lucas smiled and showed Earl the way to his tent.

♦

Dominique stirred. She reached out for Earl’s thin body, but he wasn’t there. She woke up and sat on the air mattress. Guy was sleeping by her side. He was naked, muscular, and beautiful, but Dominique wanted her fiance. She wanted her man. He must have gone on a walk for fresh air. Maybe he went to find breakfast.

Dominique got off the bed and slipped into a shirt dress. It was white on top and faded into a light blue by the bottom and had buttons along the front. A thin black belt around the waist and short sleeves on the side. Dominique opened her compact mirror and ignored the smudged makeup along her face. She grabbed her makeup bag and left the tent to find a bathroom.

While walking to the bathroom, Dominique gazed around the fields for Earl, but she didn’t see him anywhere. Dominique went to the bathroom and washed the makeup from her face, swirls of color rushing down the drain. Dominique wanted a shower, but it could wait.

The previous night washed over her like heat in a summer afternoon. Guy’s body against hers. His penis in her hole. After Guy had fucked her once, he paid Earl little attention. Dominique saw the irritation in Earl’s expression, but she had been so lost in the moment that Earl’s emotions hadn’t mattered. So many times before, Dominique had to set aside her feelings for Earl, but he couldn’t do the same for her. She was supposed to be the dominant one but felt Earl had control of everything at times.

Dominique dried her face and went back to the tent; not seeing Earl on her way. Guy was scrolling through his phone when she got inside the tent and placed his phone to the side to admire Dominique. He lifted one arm and placed it on top of his head, flexing his muscles without trying. Dominique loved the way they hugged his ribs. She wondered what body fat percentage he had but wouldn’t dare ask.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning. Where’s Earl?” asked Guy.

“Don’t know. Want to go look for him and find some breakfast?”

“Sure,” he said and swung his feet out the bed. Guy stood, not covering his dick, and Dominique had an urge to get on her knees and suck it. Seduce Guy into another session. She had to resist her most basic urges. For Earl. She could have Guy again once they found him. Dominique turned her head to the side to subdue her desires, waiting for Guy to dress.

Guy put on his robe, garter belt, stockings, and a thong Dominique lent him. He laughed when he slid them up his legs, but Dominique encouraged him. She thought he was one of the sexiest men she had ever met and was trying to figure out how she could keep both him and Earl in her life, but she had to find her fiance first. Her first love. The man with whom she wanted to share her life. Her future.

They stepped out of the tent and found breakfast right away. A group was selling plates of pancakes and eggs for a few dollars, and they accepted without thought. After eating, Dominique and Guy continued on their journey to find Earl. Dominique listened as they walked through the campsite, but most of the tents were quiet. Some people played music. It was a calm morning, and Dominique was losing hope.

Guy stopped and told Dominique to stop talking. She had been telling a story from her life of selling houses. When Dominique focused, she heard what Guy had. The soft, rhythmic moans of her sissy. Earl was trying to quiet himself, but he always had a hard time holding back in the bedroom. He was like a smoke alarm triggered by fire when the fun began.

Dominique felt heat rise in her chest as she heard Earl beg for more. Dominique followed his voice to a tent several yards from where they had been standing. Guy stared at Dominique with worried eyes as she towered over the tent, listening to her man get handled from behind the synthetic fabric. Dominique pulled at the zipper and revealed the situation.

Earl had one dick in his mouth and another in his ass. Two men, one black and one white, were using Earl’s holes as though he were a blow-up doll. Both of the men fucking Earl were dressed in slips with no underwear. Earl had on his dress, hiked up to his waist. Neither of the men dropped from Earl’s holes as Dominique and Guy stared at them.

“What the fuck is the matter with you? Zip up our tent,” said the black man, who was deep inside Earl’s ass.

“You get the fuck out of my sissy!” hollered Dominique.

“Doesn’t look like your sissy wants you,” the man said.

Dominique went to grab Earl, but he took the white man’s dick from his mouth to speak. “No, Dominique. I’ll see you in our tent later. You and Guy can have all the fun you want, but this is what I need right now,” said Earl.

Dominique protested, but the men silenced her words. The white guy zipped the tent, and they went right back to fucking and moaning.

Dominique felt tears swell in her eyes, but she wouldn’t let Guy see her cry. She wouldn’t allow Earl’s actions to cause her sadness. Dominique was wearing flats and stormed off, holding the tears as long as she could. When she stopped at a place with few people, she crouched down to her knees and fought the mental images of Earl servicing those other men.

She didn’t notice Guy behind her until he rubbed her shoulders, crouching behind her. “It will be okay.”

Dominique shook him off and ignored his words. It was too soon. The pain too fresh. How could Earl have done this to her when finding another party had been his idea? Dominique hated that Guy saw her weakness, but she couldn’t hide the pain. The tears came and took minutes to stop.

♦

Guy and Dominique walked in silence after she picked herself up from the ground. Guy didn’t know how to help her after what they had seen. If he was dating a woman and witnessed her servicing two other men, he would have freaked out. He wouldn’t have walked away without tearing down that tent, but what was Dominique to do? Had Guy acted correctly? Should he have fought for her when he saw Earl cheating as an opening for his own desires?

“I’m sorry that—”

“Please, Guy,” said Dominique, putting up her hand to silence Guy.

“What can I say?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said.

Guy stopped when Dominique sat under a tree. Everyone around them was laughing, playing instruments, and enjoying the freedom of the private property in the countryside. Dominique was a woman trapped under an icy lake. Guy couldn’t speak without bringing up Earl. He had to comfort her when she was this sad. He had to make his move while he had the chance.

“I would never do that to you,” said Guy.

Dominique narrowed her eyes at him. “Why would you say that? I don’t even know you!” she said and stood. Dominique ran off, her brown hair bouncing in the wind, and Guy ran after her. He had put on a new thong in Dominique’s tent he assumed belonged to Earl. It was pink and complimented his black garter belt and stockings. He hadn’t worn shoes, and the grass dampened his thin nylons as he ran after Dominique. She allowed him to slow her down. Her eyes had lost focus, and she wasn’t looking at anything. She was staring right past Guy as he gazed at her.

“Come back to my tent with me,” he said.

Dominique nodded. “That’s better. I don’t know where to go, but I don’t want to return to our tent.”

Guy nodded and wrapped his arm over Dominique’s shoulder. Her left hand wrapped around his waist, and he supported her like a wounded warrior back to his tent. Guy unzipped his tent, and Dominique stepped inside first. It was nothing compared to the luxurious tent she and Earl had brought, but it was what he could afford after buying hundreds of dollars worth of lingerie and women’s clothing.

“Take that thong off. It belongs to Earl,” said Dominique.

Guy hesitated but did as she asked. He unhooked his garter belt from the stockings and slid the pink panties to the floor, revealing his half-erect penis. Dominique unzipped Guy’s sleeping bag to make it big enough for them both. She lay on one side and turned away from Guy. Guy lay next to her and held his growing dick in his hand, unable to ignore its twitching and accelerated growth.

“How could he have done that to me?” asked Dominique. Her back was turned to Guy. Her voice was hoarse and filled with anger. Bitterness. She was a woman scorned, and Guy didn’t know what else to do but wrap his arm over her. His manhood pressed into her backside, but she didn’t mention it. She wiggled her hips and pressed her booty into Guy.

“Earl is an asshole. You deserve better than him,” said Guy. He couldn’t help himself from trying to push Earl from Dominique’s life. He had been hunting for a woman like her for years and wouldn’t let this chance pass.

Dominique sighed. “We’re engaged to marry. We play with others, but he has never done this to me before. I can’t believe I’m not enough for him.”

“You’d be enough for me,” said Guy.

Dominique groaned, and Guy wanted to retract his words. Erase them with a permanent marker. Delete them from the trash folder on his computer. “Earl and I are supposed to spend our lives together.”

Guy folded his lips and held Dominique tighter. She was in pain, and he had to let her come to him in her own time. Guy took deep, even breaths as his hands moved along Dominique’s slender frame. Guy’s hand stopped to hold a button on Dominique’s shirt dress. He exhaled as he unhooked the first button. Dominique let out a light moan.

Guy worked down her front side. He reached into her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were rock hard. Guy wet his fingertip and returned it inside Dominique’s dress. Her back arched, and she pressed her ass into Guy’s hardened manhood. He was wearing nothing but the garter belt and stockings.

“Do you have any condoms?” asked Dominique.

Guy nodded.

“Then, why are we waiting?”


CHAPTER FOUR

Earl tossed rose petals onto the comforter he shared with Dominique. Two months had passed since camping, and summer was winding to a close. Their wedding was getting closer with each passing day, and the thought of committing to a lifetime with Dominique made Earl’s chest clutch. He loved her more than anyone he had loved in his life, but was love enough to sacrifice his freedom?

Ever since camping, there had been tension between Dominique and Earl. Earl felt as though he was walking on a broken heel, afraid to topple to the side. Like he had new jeans that were too tight and would tear when he bent over. Earl had been trying to rectify her pain caused by his transgressions, but nothing worked. Once, he had suggested they cancel the wedding, and Dominique ended up in tears and kicking Earl out the house for a day.

Earl had gone to the restaurant where he worked as a line cook to hide from the world. He had spent hours in a booth milking a soda. Earl had the day off today and was waiting for Dominique to return from work. She had a major meeting to finalize a deal on a house her clients were buying, and Earl wanted her to come home to a surprise dinner.

After filling pasta shells with a broccoli sauce Earl had prepared, he placed the pan in the oven and went to doll himself up. He was wearing a tank top and short shorts but couldn’t wait to change into the white pegged skirt and red blouse he had splurged on for tonight. Earl added white pumps and gold jewelery to his outfit, turning to see his backside in the mirror.

Earl spent an hour in the mirror dolling up his face. He used mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, foundation, moisturizer, and lipstick. Earl decided against lip liner after staring at his feminized face in the mirror. He had reduced the hard, masculine lines and replaced them with soft edges. The power of makeup was endless, and Earl would never stop learning how to use its tricks.

Earl went to his closet and found a blonde wig. It was his hair with kinks and waves. The wig made him feel like a loose woman eager for a beach adventure. Earl placed it over the wig cap and ran his fingers through the blonde hair, amazed by how only an hour ago he was just another ordinary man cooking dinner. Now, he was a woman. A queen. A woman who needed her own man.

Guilt rose in Earl again as he thought about the endless pleasure those men at the campgrounds had given him. They took turns using his ass and mouth. At one point, they had used his ass at the same time. When Earl saw Dominique for the first time after that morning, she looked destroyed. Defeated. But Earl remembered how he felt: hungry for more dick. Guy had been there, and it took everything for Earl not to throw himself at Guy. Rip off his clothes. Seduce him and leave Dominique high and dry. Not that Guy would have wanted that because he had been staring at Dominique like a pet worried for its owner.

Earl had fallen for Dominique harder than he had for anyone in the past. She was dominant yet soft. Alluring. Radiant. Gorgeous. Earl had been dreaming of a woman like her his entire life, and he never wanted to let her go, but why did it have to mean giving up his access to men? Earl loved when Dominique fucked him with her strap, but her reaction wasn’t the same as a man feeling Earl’s cave. His hole. His warmth. Men reacted with raw passion when they fucked Earl; emotions Dominique couldn’t replicate unless he ate her pussy.

Staring at his feminized face in the mirror, Earl wondered where he would be in five years. Before Earl could imagine an answer, his phone buzzed. The noodles needed to come out the oven. He could smell their scent around the house as he raced to the kitchen in his pumps, the heels clicking against the floor.

Earl bent his knees and squatted to pull the pan from the oven. He used mitts, but the pan radiated heat through them. Earl placed the dish on top of the stove and caught a glimpse of himself in the microwave door. Earl pulled his hair over his shoulders and stared at himself, lost in thought about his future with Dominique, and then she walked through the door.

♦

Dominique sat in her driveway after a long meeting with a client. They finally put in an offer for a house they had gone to visit more times than Dominique could count. She said a little prayer for the offer and listened to her engine cool. The weather was changing. The days had fewer hours of sunlight, but there was a while until the deep cold began. Dominique wondered how the weather would be during her wedding in a couple months. She hoped the leaves will have turned to an array of warm colors for her photos with Earl.

Dominique gripped the steering wheel as memories from her weekend camping rushed into her mind. It often happened when she first returned home. It was almost impossible to look at Earl without picturing him with his pink dress hiked around his waist and a cock fucking him at each end.

When Dominique had met Earl, she knew she had found her sissy. The man who would make her wildest dreams come true, and he had. She hadn’t been mistaken, but her fantasies came with a price. Earl was a man who loved women and men. She hadn’t realized how much he needed men in his life, but Earl proved it when they went camping.

Dominique thought back to the sex she had with Guy after they found Earl in the other tent. Guy had made love to her. It was more than normal sex. How he sucked on her breasts. How he touched her body. Guy had gone between fucking her pussy and licking her clit. When Dominique thought about it for too long, she had to squeeze her thighs together and think about the smell of rotting trash.

When her mind drifted back to Guy, her hands tightened around the steering wheel. She wanted his thickness between her legs again. She wanted her hunk who adored her pussy. Worshiped it. Every time Earl had pissed her off since camping, she thought about her stranger on the other side of town. Dominique lived in Cool Valley, and Guy lived in another suburb of Minneapolis.

They had chatted online several times after finding each other on social media, but Dominique couldn’t allow herself to fall into that hole. She had made a commitment; a promise to love Earl. She wanted to marry Earl. Dominique hardly knew Guy, so it didn’t matter how great he was in bed. Nor how well he could flick his tongue.

Dominique got out of the car before she reached into her panties. She leaned over the seat to grab everything before closing the door. The wind brushed against her face. It reminded her of Guy’s lingerie brushing against her stomach as he fucked her. His dick had looked hotter than burning coals with the garter belt and stocking outlining it. Making a frame for its glory.

Dominique squeezed her thighs together as she fumbled to place her key into the lock. She had to release Guy from her memories. Let him free. Earl deserved better from her, even though he had done her wrong. Dominique wanted to show him forgiveness and acceptance. She had a passionate morning with Guy that day as a result of what Earl had done. She wasn’t free of guilt. Nobody was a saint, and Dominique wanted to learn how to work with Earl’s desires for men. Desires Dominique couldn’t satisfy herself.

When Dominique stepped inside, the smells of garlic and parsley roasting in the oven danced around the room. Earl turned the corner to greet Dominique and take her bag. Earl was wearing a white pegged skirt with a red blouse and white pumps. He looked exquisite. Like a woman in a department-store catalog. Gold jewelery accented Earl’s look, and he smelled like soap and floral perfume.

“How was work?” asked Earl as he hung Dominique’s bags on the hook by the entryway.

Dominique talked about her clients and their purchase as she followed Earl to the kitchen. He had the kitchen table decorated with napkins, plates, cutlery, and glasses for wine. There was a salad with wooden tongs. Dominique and Earl almost never cooked for the other. Less so since the camping trip. For a moment, she had forgotten about what Earl had done.

“I’m sorry for everything. Can we please move forward? Return to how we were?” asked Earl. He stepped forward and held Dominique’s hand. She wanted to shower. Wash her hands. Freshen up. Standing next to Earl was like running into a sexy, groomed man after a long session at the gym.

Dominique wanted to return to her moment of bliss. The second that had felt like before the camping trip. Dominique didn’t mind sharing her man, but he had to communicate. He couldn’t run around having sex with whoever. Dominique didn’t want to catch diseases, and there were stories all the time of long-term lovers getting something from their sneaky partner. Dominique understood Earl’s desires, but she needed honesty.

“Serve me dinner and let me wash my hands,” said Dominique, dropping her contact with Earl. She turned on her heel and walked over to the sink. She was wearing a pink kitten heel with a black fitted pantsuit. Dominique washed her hands as Earl plated pasta for them. He had prepared Dominique’s favorite dish.

Dominique savored the broccoli-stuffed shells, avoided Earl’s eye contact. Rhythm and blues played in the background at a soft volume. Earl had lit a candle. It was heartbreakingly romantic, but Dominique wanted nothing of it. If only Earl had communicated with her. Expressed his needs. She would have allowed him to go off with those men, but the secret gutted her. It was like taking a blow to the head from a ball thrown too far in the wrong direction.

“What do you think of the food?” asked Earl.

“You know I love it,” she said, resting her fork on the side of the plate. “What I don’t love is the apology. Earl, we’ve been back and forth about this.”

Earl tossed his blonde hair back over his shoulder. He scooted his chair out to have enough room to cross his legs. He wore nude pantyhose over his shaved legs. Dominique found his feminized body incredibly sexy but resisted her urges to touch him. Kiss him. Love him how he deserved, if only he hadn’t wandered off with those men.

“You know I have needs you can’t fulfill. I love you, but I need a real man once in a while.”

“We had Guy. You approved of him. We’ve talked about this,” said Dominique. She finished her wine and filled her glass to the top with more.

“He liked you more than me!”

“Oh, so that’s what this is about? One man liked me more, and you went off and found two dicks to fill you. So what Guy liked me more? Do you know how many times I’ve had to watch a man tear you up and ignore me?”

Earl cast his eyes to the floor and hid his face with his long blonde hair.

Dominique slammed her hand on the table, and wine jumped out of the glass. Earl lifted his head. “It’s not fair, Earl. Why did you do that to me?”

“I needed it. I love you, Dominique, but I will always need a man from time to time.”

“Then tell me, Earl. Communicate,” she said.

“I will,” said Earl. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” Dominique said and reached out her hand for Earl’s. They laced their fingers together and let several beats of silence passed. Dominique drank a bit from her overfilled glass. Earl sipped his.

“I have another surprise for you,” said Earl.

“What’s that?”

“Come to the bedroom and see,” he said. Dominique followed her dolled up sissy to their bedroom. When she entered, rose petal covered their king-size bed. Toys were lined up on the edge. Earl glanced over his shoulder at Dominique, “what do you think?”

“I hope you’re ready to play,” she said and grabbed the flogger. She ran the laces through her fingers.

“Oh, I am,” said Earl. He bent over the edge of the bed and perched with his ass sticking out for Dominique to use her flogger.

Dominique smiled and stepped closer, knowing she wouldn’t hold back on Earl tonight. He had been a naughty boy, and she would teach him who was in charge.


CHAPTER FIVE

Four months had passed since the camping trip, but it felt like days to Guy. No other woman satisfied him like Dominique had those two days they spent together. If only Earl hadn’t been in the picture, Guy could have forged a future with her. He could have dated her after their weekend together, instead of watching her leave with a man who had betrayed her.

For Guy, it didn’t matter how much Earl loved her. Nor how much Dominique felt obligated to marry Earl because she had met him first. Guy wanted her more than Earl, and he had tried to prove it, but Dominique never took the bait. They chatted, but their messages fizzled out to single words. Guy knew Dominique was suppressing her true desires. Fear stopped her, and Guy didn’t know how to guide Dominique out from her tunnel of darkness.

Since the camping trip, Guy had slept with one other woman. She had claimed to love dominating and feminizing men but squirmed the entire time Guy’s garter belt rubbed against her as they fucked. Guy noticed the relief wash over her face when he finished. Guy never called her again, and that woman never reached out to him.

But every day brought a memory of Dominique. Their two days together had changed his life. They meant more than years of useless memories. More than vacations to exotic places. He had traveled a couple hours and met a woman he’d never forget. Guy wasn’t sure it was love at first sight, but Dominique had cast a spell on him. Her essence was his drug, and Guy needed another fix.

Guy stared at his phone while sitting on the sofa after a day at the office where he worked as a financial advisor. Helping people with their money problems satisfied Guy, but nothing compared to the satisfaction Dominique had given him in the bedroom. How she had embraced his feminized body. How she whispered in his ear about how she could teach him tricks. Show him a different world. Her words hung in Guy’s mind, and he wanted to take her up on her offer.

The first month after the camping trip, Guy had gotten close to getting Dominique to agree to meet him for dinner. He had booked a hotel room in the city, but Dominique canceled at the last minute and had been drifting away ever since. Guy stared at their message feed every day but hadn’t sent anything in over a month.

Guy wanted Dominique to come to him. He would sit around hoping and waiting for the day. If another woman drifted into his life before then, he would play the field, but he wouldn’t seek out a replacement. Nobody could match Dominique’s essence. Earl was crazy for cheating on her, and if Guy ever saw him in public wearing a wedding ring, he wasn’t sure what would happen but practiced deep breathing exercises so he wouldn’t end up in jail.

Guy locked his phone and closed his eyes, letting his head rest on the edge of the sofa. He needed to let go of Dominique, but that was proving impossible. Four months had passed, and he was as thirsty for her touch as the first night he got home from camping. If anything, his need had only grown more intense.

Guy opened his phone again, enlarged Dominique profile photo, and rubbed his thumb over the screen.

♦

The day of Dominique’s wedding began as she had imagined in her fantasies. She woke up to temperate weather and gentle breezes. Leaves had fallen, but there was still plenty of colorful foliage for her photos. She and Earl had slept in different rooms at the hotel attached to the barn where they were having the ceremony, and Dominique felt positive of her decision to marry Earl when her eyes opened that morning. They would have issues, but every couple did. As long as they were honest with each other, Dominique would have no problem loving Earl. For the rest of their lives. Until death parted them.

Hours later, Dominique stood in her dressing room. Her white dress tight around her waist. The veil resting on the vanity, waiting for its moment on the aisle. Dominique couldn’t believe the day had arrived. She had butterflies in her stomach, but Earl was her soul mate. Fate had brought them together, and she wouldn’t let temptations of other men haunt her.

Men like Guy. The one man she had a hard time forgetting. Earl had already said he never wanted to invite Guy to their bedroom again, so Dominique left it alone. She ignored her urges to send him a message, out of love and respect for her fiance. The man who would become her husband in mere moments.

Dominique’s mother came over with a bottle of perfume, “this is the scent I wore on my wedding day,” she said. Dominique craned her neck, and her mother spritzed some onto her. It smelled of a scent women of a certain age wore, but Dominique loved how she would have parts of her mother when she walked down the aisle. “Here’s something old and blue,” her mother said. She pinned a sapphire pendant into Dominique’s hair. Dominique fought the tear forming in her duct.

“Thank you, mother,” she said.

“You know I love you no matter what, but you still have a chance to—”

“Mother, please. We’ve talked about this. I love Earl. He’s the man I want to marry,” said Dominique. Her mother had always wanted her to marry a more masculine man. She didn’t care about race but had questioned Earl’s sexuality from the moment she met him. Her biggest fear was that Earl would leave Dominique for a man. Lynn also didn’t love the fact he was a line cook in a restaurant, but Dominique loved Earl for who he was and not where he worked.

“Lynn, there’s a problem,” someone said to Dominique’s mother. Lynn had organized most of the wedding plans and was paying for the majority of everything. Earl’s parents had contributed, but they gave a much smaller percentage.

“Give me a second. I’m speaking with my daughter,” said Lynn.

The other woman scurried away and waited in the corner with an anxious face that made Dominique’s stomach turn. Her day had started so perfectly. Her head clear of any doubt, but everyone around her was distorting her head with fear. Anxiety.

Lynn turned back to Dominique, “they are always bring me problems and no solutions. But you, my darling daughter, you still have time to walk away. I would forgive you. We can always make more money, but you can never get back your time.”

“Mother, you will ruin my day if you talk like that. I’m dressed. I want to marry Earl. Why don’t you go see whatever the problem is and stop feeding me doubt?”

Lynn pursed her lips, turning away from her daughter to cross the room. She and the other woman stepped outside the door. Dominique’s bridesmaids fixed their hair and hustled around the room, ignoring the exchange Dominique had with her mother. Dominique pinched her eyes, furious and sad with her mother. How did she have the nerve to say those things on her wedding day?

Ronda, one of the bridesmaids, came up to Dominique after a couple minutes passed and the tension became unbearable, but Lynn raced back into the room before Ronda could speak.

Lynn rushed over to Dominique and grabbed her by the forearm. She shook Dominique with force, and Dominique grabbed her mother by the shoulders for her to stop. “What’s happening?”

“He’s not here. Nobody can find him. I told you. I told you,” said Lynn, stabbing Dominique in the chest.

The world turned fuzzy as Dominique registered the words. “What do you mean… nobody can find him?”

“That man is worthless,” said Lynn through clenched teeth.

“Ms. Lynn,” said Ronda, breathless and covering her mouth.

Tears burned in Dominique’s eyes. She hated that her mother would have been proven right if Earl stood her up now. She had loved him blindly and thought Earl could do that same. Nobody could force Earl to love Dominique, but she thought he had fallen for her like she had for him.

Dominique pushed past the other women in the room and ran outside. She hadn’t put on her heels, and her feet pressed into the damp, cold grass. The weather was perfect for a fall wedding. The colors of the foliage blinding. Dominique stormed past the house where everyone had slept. She and Earl had come together. The car hadn’t moved, so he had to be around here somewhere. Earl was a coward, and Dominique would never trust him again. He should have been dressed in his tuxedo and waiting to wed her, not hiding.

Dominique ran and ran, growing tired from the heavy, white fabric dragging behind her. Dominique had picked a dress she could hold up and dance in but hadn’t expected to run. Looking in the distance, Dominique saw benches by a lake. A thin layer of trees separated the field where she was and the lake.

Dominique crept through the small gathering of trees, and what she saw sank her heart. She knew then she couldn’t marry Earl. She knew she could never love him again. An overwhelming desire to throw herself into the lake and stay under the water hit Dominique, but she ignored the urge. Earl wasn’t worth the pain. She had been a fool avoiding the truth.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” screamed Dominique. She dropped the fabric from her dress to the side and squeezed her fists.

Earl scrambled to lock his phone and turned to face Dominique, but she had already seen what he was doing. He had never loved her as much as she loved him, and that was clear now. Earl stepped closer to Dominique, and she pushed him away while shaking her head. She pinched her nose. She wanted to push Earl into the lake but didn’t have the stretch to breathe.

“It’s not what it looked like.”

Dominique screamed. She couldn’t handle the tightness of her wedding dress while Earl was inches from her in jeans and a thin sweater. He should have been wearing his tuxedo. He hadn’t even taken the time to change. How long had he been planning to leave her like this? Why today?

“You mean you weren’t looking for a man to fuck you? That was a gay hookup app. I saw your phone, Earl! I saw it,” she said. Earl stepped forward again, and Dominique slapped his chest. She beat on him like a drum and hated herself when she let her body fall into his arms. His arms that felt like the tentacles of an octopus. Leeches sucking on her skin.

When she couldn’t handle it another second, Dominique pushed Earl away and wagged her finger in his face. “You hurt me, Earl.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but we can’t marry.”

Dominique didn’t have the energy to fight, and she didn’t want Earl to see her cry. He had caused her enough pain and would probably find the closest man on the app to fuck him after this argument. Dominique turned back to the barn and ran, ripping the dress from her skin as her feet pounded against the fallen leaves and damp grass.


CHAPTER SIX

Two months had passed with speed yet crawled by at the same time. Earl hadn’t been the same since his wedding day. Earl enjoyed himself, filling the void with countless penises, but nothing compared to the warmth and comfort Dominique had provided. Without Dominique, Earl was alone no matter how many dicks filled him throughout the week.

Earl stretched his arms above his head. He was lying at the edge of his bed with the window cracked slightly, smoking a cigarette. His new nylons torn because of the three men that had just cum all over his back and bed and then left. Earl needed a cigarette to smooth his emotions. Whenever he came, memories of Dominique rushed to the surface.

Inhale. Exhale. Earl felt the thick smoke fill his throat. His tongue still tingled from the cum one man had shot into his mouth. Earl reached over to his bedside table and drank the stale water that he had left out the night before. None of the men seemed to mind his messy studio apartment. The scattered clothing, random makeup, discarded condom wrappers from previous conquests.

Earl wasn’t sure what his endgame was, but the sex filled him with comfort. It didn’t matter the comfort was fleeting because he could find it daily; with new men. His favorites were the ones with tan lines where they had taken off a wedding ring. The ones that didn’t bother to remove the jewelery bothered Earl, but he ignored those pestering thoughts. He wasn’t the one who had married. Earl wasn’t cheating on his wife. He had given Dominique freedom; something a few of his conquests hadn’t done for their partners. Earl never asked many questions before or after intercourse.

If someone tried to stay around, he would show them the door. If they didn’t take a hint, he’d blow cigarette smoke in their face and assert himself. Earl didn’t have the heart to love again after he had broken Dominique’s heart. He hated himself for what he had done to her. The pain he caused, but Earl knew he wouldn’t have been faithful nor honest.

Cum covered him now, and it would have one day even if he had married Dominique. She deserved better.

Earl had smoked half his cigarette, but the open window was letting in too much cold winter air. His utility bills were high enough as it was, and the heater had kicked on from his smoke session. The landlord had complained to Earl a couple times about the smoking, but Earl didn’t care. He paid too much rent to care what anyone thought about his habits. His neighbors could call the police, but they wouldn’t do anything. Not in this neighborhood.

Earl stood and went to his bathroom. He peeled the soiled dress and the ripped clad hosiery from his body, feeling their goo as he removed the fabric from his body. Men loved how feminine he could look. Earl didn’t recognize himself when he looked in the mirror. If he didn’t work as a line cook, he would have starved. All his money went to bills and fun. He had lost weight since moving out of Dominique’s, but men loved his thin body. His willing hole.

Earl pulled the blonde wig from his head and the last bits of lingerie before turning the water as hot as he could and stepping into a stream of momentary relief.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Dominique sat across from her friend and former bridesmaid. One who was at the wedding before Earl had walked out of Dominique’s life. She hadn’t recovered from the pain, but every day was bringing her closer to a better, less neurotic place. Dominique still loved Earl and dreamed about him some nights, but she could never let him back into her bed. She could never return from where she had come.

“Thanks for meeting me,” said Ronda. She drank from her water glass.

Dominique never understood why restaurants gave out water with ice in the dead of winter. She wanted hot water, and people looked at her like a mutant if she asked for it. Bare minimum, water without ice. She didn’t need to freeze when Minnesota was cold enough as it was.

Ronda drank her water without a second thought as the waiter went to find a mug for Dominique’s request. Ronda had pleaded with Dominique to leave the house and meet her after months of locking herself inside. The cold was a fantastic excuse to avoid her friends and family. Avoid the humiliation of their saddened eyes. The pitiful expressions for Dominique’s pain. How sad it must have been to become a woman left at the altar.

Dominique had gone in circles in her mind over the past couple months, trying to figure out how she had been blind to Earl’s true ways. How she had let Earl fool her like a tourist in a new city. Dominique thanked the waiter when he dropped off her hot water. She squeezed lemon into it and mixed in honey. The sweet citrus scents formed a bubble around their table.

“How have you been?” asked Ronda. Dominique hadn’t said a word since she sat. Ronda had driven, and Dominique took the subway from the suburbs. Her car parked in a lot outside the station closest to her home.

Dominique shrugged. She had only been working, eating, and sleeping these past two months. Occasionally, Guy would pop into her mind. The one sliver of light in her tunnel of darkness, but she didn’t want to think of happy memories. She wanted to bury herself in the struggle. The recovery. Earl had betrayed her, and she had to mourn her loss. “I’m fine,” said Dominique.

Ronda sighed and reached her hand across the table, “You can tell me the truth, Dominique. I’m here for you,” she said.

Dominique hated how she thought Ronda had only called her out to gossip with their other girlfriends afterward. Everyone had a motive for every action they made, so what was Ronda’s? Was she a friend looking out for her friend, or did she want something? “I don’t know what to say, Ronda. My fiance left me without a word. Without a care. It was like he hadn’t loved me the entire time we were together,” said Dominique.

The waiter had returned and caught the last bit of Dominique’s sentence. He took two steps backwards, trying to get out of earshot. Dominique called him over and snapped open her menu. She ordered a salad, and Ronda requested a turkey sandwich.

Dominique felt lighter after telling her truth. She hadn’t realized how little she had talked to others about Earl. Everyone at work knew to leave her alone, and her clients never wanted to discuss the subject. Dominique was a broken woman, and strangers weren’t trying to heal her. She worked through the fog she felt and sold houses, but everything that was once color was now shades of gray.

“I’m sorry Earl left you, Dominique. You’re an amazing woman. He’s the one who is missing out,” said Ronda.

Dominique snorted. Not because she didn’t agree, but every time someone said those words she felt like a fool. Like her mother had judged Earl’s character correctly the first day she took Earl to meet her family, and Dominique hated when her mother was right.

“That’s what my mother said the first time she met Earl. She has incredibly high standards.”

“Yeah, your mom is intense,” said Ronda. The ladies laughed. They had known each other for years, and Ronda had experienced plenty of Lynn’s intensity when she helped plan the wedding. “What happened?”

Dominique had told no one the details of her relationship with Earl. Ronda knew Dominique had a dominant side, but she didn’t know how Dominique would dress Earl as a woman. How she would make him her doll, fuck him in the ass, make him clean the house, and share him with men. Dominique must not have shared him well enough because he destroyed everything they had to enjoy real dicks.

Dominique wouldn’t have shared their secrets with Ronda had Earl not left her, but she let everything flow. Ronda learned how Dominique would dress Earl as a woman, dominate him, and pass him around a party. Walk him on a leash. The secrets flowed from Dominique’s lips like water shooting from a fountain.

Ronda listened with relaxed eyes, but Dominique saw how her body twitched when she shared a dirty, juicy detail.

“You did all that?” asked Ronda when Dominique finished.

“Yes, and you’ll never believe what happened on the day of my wedding.”

“What?”

“I caught Earl on a hookup app when I went looking for him. He was just far enough from the house to hide and use the wifi. I can’t tell you how angry I was when I saw him looking for guys… on our wedding day!”

Ronda covered her mouth and sounded like she was going to vomit. “You’re kidding. He did that to you? On your wedding day?”

Dominique nodded, letting the reality settle in for Ronda. She would tell their other friends, Dominique was positive, but maybe life would move on faster if her friends knew how deep her pain ran.

“So, you smiled when you mentioned the man from the camping trip.”

Dominique felt her cheeks flush and a smile spread on her lips because Ronda had caught her. She had felt herself react when she mentioned Guy. “His name is Guy, but I haven’t talked to him in months. Feels like it has been almost a year. He probably has a girlfriend.”

“You don’t know until you message him. Why haven’t you tried?”

“I’m not a whore like Earl,” said Dominique.

Ronda spent the rest of their lunch trying to convince Dominique to call Guy. Dominique didn’t want to rekindle a romance with the man who had derailed her marriage. The man who had caused Earl’s jealousy. It wasn’t right to her integrity. Dominique wouldn’t stoop to the lows of Earl. She would rise above and act better than Earl.

Ronda had parked outside the restaurant, so she gave Dominique a ride to the subway station a few blocks west.

“Thank you for this,” said Dominique. She hadn’t realized how much she needed a friend, but seeing Ronda gave her some perspective. People loved Dominique, and she had a community to support her through this hard time. Dominique would reach out more over the next few weeks and try to return to her normalcy.

“Next time let’s get the whole group together,” said Ronda.

Dominique nodded. She hugged her friend and kissed Ronda on the cheek before getting out the car and heading to the subway.

♦

Guy was leaving the office early because had an appointment with the dentist near his house. Guy gathered his bag and headed to the elevator, anxious about his visit to the doctor.

Another two months had passed, and he wasn’t any closer to forgetting his moments with Dominique. The time with Dominique had burning into his mind like fire against skin. He couldn’t imagine another woman pleasuring him how Dominique had. She had provided Guy with pinnacle levels of satisfaction, and Guy wasn’t trying to live a mediocre life. He didn’t want to settle when he knew the potential greatness of a woman who understood him.

Guy stepped out of the elevator and walked through the halls of the connected buildings. The skyway provided warmth, but he would have to descend and walk outside after a few buildings. Guy continued while he thought about the woman he captivated his every free thought. He was a prisoner to that weekend he had experienced with Dominique.

He wondered if she had married Earl. Had he cheated on her again? If Guy ever saw Earl out, he wasn’t sure he could control himself. His reaction would be volatile if he ever saw Earl act sexual with another man. He had an instinct to protect Dominique. She wasn’t his woman, but he didn’t want anyone to hurt her.

Guy walked outside, shocked by the cold gusts. Minnesota could feel worse than a freezer outside in the winter, and today was one of the worst days of the year thus far. Guy shivered as he darted down the sidewalk to the bus stop. Heaters helped keep pedestrians warm, but there was nothing that could stop the cold from sinking into his bones.

The bus arrived after a few minutes. He had to get off at the next stop to get on a train that would take him home. When Guy got off the bus, a woman caught his attention. She had a similar frame to Dominique. The same waves in her brown hair. Guy’s heart clenched. The woman was heading toward the platform in the opposite direction of him, but he had to take a chance.

She was yards ahead of him, but Guy needed to know if it was her. He had to see if she had a wedding ring. He had so many questions but never had the courage to message her. She had sworn him off months before her wedding, and Guy wanted to respect her and keep his distance. He wanted her to come to him. Dominique had to remember what they had, unless she had shared special moments like that with others, but Guy doubted it. Their connection felt natural. Unique.

The train approached, and Guy was still a couple yards behind the woman. The crowd was too thick to push through it. Guy had to get on the train car behind the woman he hoped was Dominique. Staring out the window, Guy’s heart raced as the train moved along its tracks away from Guy’s dentist appointment. He stood by the door and waited for it to stop. Guy raced from one car to the next, hoping the woman hadn’t left.

He noticed her in the corner. She was reading her e-book; her head bent down with her hair covering her eyes. Guy studied her from the opposite side of the car, feeling more confident it was Dominique. He approached her slowly, hoping not to startle the woman. He felt unhinged having followed the woman to the train that went in the opposite direction of where he needed. There was no way he could make his dentist appointment on time.

The woman lifted her head when Guy got within an arm’s reach of her, like she had sensed him. Her eyes met Guy’s, and he could have cried. It was Dominique, and she smiled when she saw him. Guy’s eyes went straight to her left hand, where there wasn’t a ring. Dominique must have noticed and moved her e-reader to cover her fingers.

“Hey,” said Guy. There was an empty seat across from Dominique, and he took it. She shifted in her seat, gazing out the window. Avoiding Guy’s line of vision. He waited for her to return her eyes to him, placing his right ankle on his left knee and suspending the other in the air.

Dominique looked back at him, and her chocolate eyes made Guy want to forget everything he had planned for the day to spend the day with Dominique. Dominique crossed her legs and rested her hands on top of her e-reader, revealing her naked fingers.

“Hi, Guy,” she said.

“I followed you here when I saw you at the station.”

“Should I be flattered or afraid?”

“You decide,” said Guy. “So, what happened?”

They both looked at her left hand. Dominique returned her gaze to the passing scenery. “I’m sure you could imagine what happened. I guess I wasn’t enough for him,” she said.

“You would have been enough for me,” said Guy with an intensity that surprised himself.

“You don’t know that. I’m just a warm memory in your collection. We hardly know each other, Guy.”

“We know enough. How come you never called me? Messaged me? I would have been there for—”

“A woman scorned isn’t the sexiest date. I was raw, unlovable.”

People around Guy and Dominique shifted in their seats, moving away from the couple. Within minutes, they had a private section. Guy went to her side of the train and took one of her hands in his as he stood in front of her. “What are you doing today?”

“I have a meeting tonight with a client and just had lunch with a friend.”

“I’ll skip my dentist appointment if you want to grab a coffee or something.”

“Where do you live?”

“In the opposite direction as you. We’re on different sides of town,” said Guy. He remembered they had spoken about it at the campgrounds but didn’t fault Dominique for forgetting. He wouldn’t fault her for anything if she just gave him a chance. Hadn’t fate brought them together today? Couldn’t she see the message in the stars?

“I should be more afraid than flattered, shouldn’t I?” asked Dominique.

“Where do you get off?”

Dominique told Guy where she got off but hadn’t agreed to a date. He spent the next several minutes convincing her to agree, and she did. They rode the train to Dominique’s stop and got off to grab a coffee by her house. Dominique had offered to drive him to the other side of town after too, and Guy couldn’t find a reason to refuse.

♦

Earl never told Dominique, but he once put a tracking device on her car, and today he had opened his phone to find out where she was. Earl had to talk to her, and he didn’t care what she thought of how he found her. Dominique was his woman, and it had been a mistake to leave her. The endless void of penises wasn’t enough, and Earl deserved a second chance. He had a right to explain his actions and ask for forgiveness; it was the least Dominique could do for him after she had brought Guy into their bedroom to steal the show.

Waiting in his car, Earl sat several rows from Dominique’s car with a clear view of it and the train platform. He didn’t know what she was doing, but he had to work in an hour and couldn’t wait all day.

Twenty minutes passed. Earl grew tired of the music playing and turned it off. He took a deep breath, looking to the platform again. Earl beat his fingers against the steering wheel, shaking from the cold air seeping into the car. He didn’t want to waste his gas when money was tight. Dominique had to protect him from himself. She was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

When a train arrived, Earl stared intensely at the doors, waiting for people to get off. He couldn’t handle the anticipation, and his mind felt like someone had chopped it with an ax when Earl saw Dominique laughing. A man walked with her. Earl didn’t have his glasses, and the person looked fuzzy from afar, but even as a blur, Dominique was unmistakable.

Earl watched as the couple walked toward him, becoming clearer with each step. When they got within a few yards of Earl, he noticed the man. It was Guy from the camping trip. The man who had showed Dominique preference to him, but that wasn’t what set Earl over the edge. Dominique’s reaction to Guy had triggered Earl.

When Earl watched Dominique moan, touch herself, and lose herself in a way she never had with Earl, it made him question everything. How good was he in bed? Was Dominique compromising? Were they both since Earl still craved hunky men? And when Guy had paid zero attention to Earl after he got a taste of Dominique, it broke Earl’s heart how Dominique ignored his sadness. Earl knew she had seen it.

Dominique and Guy were walking, and Earl stared at them. He wanted to roll down the window and yell. Shatter their moment of bliss. They looked like newlyweds coming back from a honeymoon. That should have been Earl enjoying Dominique. Holding the small of her back. Earl grabbed his work uniform from the passenger’s seat and screamed into it.

They got into Dominique’s car and drove away. Earl waited three minutes, taking deep breaths, before leaving for work. He would find a way to win back his woman.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Dominique had seen Earl in the parking lot, but she didn’t know how to proceed with her ex. He wasn’t a fading memory, not yet, but she didn’t want him to obsess over her. His actions had led to their demise, and Dominique had to remind herself of that every time the thought of calling Earl crossed her mind. A week had passed since she saw him in the parking lot. A week had passed since her first accidental date with Guy.

When she thought back to the afternoon she had spent with Earl, it sent rays of light through her imagination. Even though the weather was cold that day, Guy warmed her heart. He showed her the joy she had been missing since Earl left her at the alter. She felt like a fool when she confessed the truth of how her sissy ex-boyfriend had left her after she and Guy had discovered him servicing two men.

Dominique reminded herself that they had been at a sex-charged campground, and she had thought over her decision to leave Earl since the beginning. The pink dress he had been wearing burned into her mind. Every time she thought of him she saw an image of that moment and then the photos on his cell phone screen when she had found him the day of their wedding.

Guy, the previous weekend, had given Dominique so much she hadn’t realized she was missing. Dominique loved having a man in her life, not that she needed one, but they were nice to have. Earl had completed so much for her, but Guy was proving to be a close second, and he had plenty of time to become her first; given he submit to a few of Dominique’s demands.

The doorbell rang. Dominique had the evening off work and had invited Guy over for dinner. She opened the door, letting in a gust of cold air, and Guy stepped inside. Smells of Greek food from the bag he was carrying filled the stale air.

“You look stunning,” said Guy, moving in close to kiss Dominique. She loved how he pecked her lips, not using tongue unless they were intimate. Earl had used tongue far too much for her liking.

“Thank you,” said Dominique. She allowed Guy to raise her arm and spin her in a circle. Dominique’s jade green velvet strapless dress lifted as air caught under the skirt. Dominique lowered her head and smiled through her teeth. She wore black stilettos that clicked on the floor as she walked with Guy to the kitchen. They had gone to her house last week for a few minutes, but she hadn’t given Guy the full tour.

Dominique showed Guy around the house, taking him from room to room through the home she had bought to share with Earl. Money didn’t mean as much as love, and remembering the time she had shown Earl around the house brought heat to her body, but she didn’t wear her emotions. Guy had no idea how she was feeling under the upbeat speaking voice and large smiles.

“Your house is amazing,” said Guy.

“You’re welcome over any time you like,” said Dominique. They returned and stood by the dining-room table. The bag from the Greek restaurant sat inches from their pressed bodies. Guy smelled of pine and ash. His breath minty like he had chewed multiple pieces of gum on the ride over. Dominique held the back of Guy’s head with her right hand, her fingers touching his thick hair. Dominique’s left hand traveled down Guy’s muscular back to his waistline. Her stomach clenched as she worked her fingers into Guy’s jeans.

Dominique felt the pattern of lace. The fabric soft in her fingers.

“Are these synthetic?” she asked.

“No, I got the best for you,” he said. “I ordered them after our date last week.”

“I should take them off now,” said Dominique. Both her hands went to Guy’s jeans. He wore jeans and a button-up. Nobody would suspect the lace underwear he was hiding beneath, but Dominique had known better. He wouldn’t disappoint her.

“Aren’t you hungry?” he asked.

“For this?” Dominique grabbed Guy’s bulge through his jeans, cupping her hand around his manhood.

Guy grinned, flexing his dick in her hand, but then grabbed the bag of food, lifting it into the air. “I was thinking about this first, but you’re the boss.” Guy winked.

Dominique was turning from ice to water from Guy’s heat. His touch drove her wild, making her want to throw him onto the couch and do every nasty trick she could. It would take her weeks of constant sex to get through all of those, but she wasn’t opposed to the challenge. Dominique stared into Guy’s hazel eyes, losing herself by thinking of a future with him. It was only their second date, but she couldn’t help herself.

“I’ll grab the plates,” said Dominique.

Guy got out the paper takeout containers and arranged them on the dining-room table. Dominique brought over forks and knives. She couldn’t wait to train Guy for house duties. Dress him in heels and panties so he could dust and wash the dishes. It was enough for now that he had come in lingerie. She couldn’t wait to remove his jeans and take a ride. They didn’t have sex last week, but she knew what he was packing.

Their time together at the campgrounds was unforgettable. The slow, passionate sex. Dominique poured them glasses of water and fought the desire to skip food and drag Guy to the bedroom, but he had already arranged everything on the table and had desperation written in his eyes as he stared at the spread.

“You outdid yourself. How are we ever going to eat all this food?” asked Dominique. She crossed her legs under the table and scooped salad onto her plate. They had rice, grilled vegetables, lamb meat, and olives. There were fried donuts with honey, cinnamon, and walnuts for dessert. Dominique and Guy ate and reminisced about their weekend at the campgrounds, speaking on everything but finding Earl with those two men.

“Would you ever go again?” she asked.

Guy considered the question, chewing a piece of cucumber. “Probably. You?”

“With you, yes. Would you ever be my sissy on a leash?”

“Any day of the week,” said Guy. He moved his foot up Dominique’s leg under the table. She wanted to slide everything off the table and fuck him there like they’d do in a movie, but his intimate touch was almost better than sex. He took her hand over the table and rubbed his thumb over her skin, sending waves of desire through her.

“Are you full?” asked Dominique after several more minutes of eating.

Guy nodded. Dominique stood and pulled him to her bedroom, clicking along the floors as she skipped and held Guy’s hand. They entered her bedroom, and she turned to Guy. She kissed him as she worked to unfasten his jeans.

Dominique felt Guy’s dick growing as she struggled to undo his pants, but when she got them to the floor, she wasn’t disappointed. His dick looked bigger than she remembered and delicious pressed up against the pink lace.

“What are they?”

“Hemp fabric with cotton lace. I got them from a woman who specializes in hemp clothing.”

“You’ll have to send me the link. I love the detail,” said Dominique as she traced her fingers over the flowers. The woman had woven white thread into the pink for a subtle effect. Dominique wanted her own pair.

Dominique rubbed her hands up and down Guy’s pectorals, loving his firm body. She pushed him to the bed, and his dick pushed against the fabric and made a tent. She wondered if he would ever let her lock up his dick one day, ensuring nobody else could use its beauty. Dominique felt possessive as she touched Guy’s body.

She stood, moving her shoulders from side to side, teasing Guy as she unzipped her dress. He licked his lips and pulled on his dick through the lingerie. Dominique would have dressed him in a dress but was too eager to have his dick sliding against her walls. His thumb pressing into her clit. Her mind went back to how passionate Guy had been with her body at the campgrounds, and she needed another taste like a person needed water after walking in the hot sun.

Dominique’s dress fell to the floor and revealed her slender body. Her thin hourglass curves. She undid her hair and let it fall to her shoulders, shaking it to let her exposed breasts bounce for Guy’s pleasure.

“Fuck,” he grunted while watching her.

Dominique pulled the white thong from her wet pussy, dropping it to the floor. She kept on her heels and went over to her drawer with condoms and other goodies. She moved Guy’s thong to the side, rolled a condom over his manhood, and climbed on top for a ride.

♦

Guy felt like a teenager now that Dominique was in his life. They texted every day, all day. He had answered more questions in the last few days than he had in years, but he would answer any question Dominique had.

Their sex had been the best of his life last weekend. When she moved his lingerie to the side and sank her hips onto his dick, Guy could have cum in that instant, but he fought the urge for her pleasure. Guy knew she had to cum first if he wanted to keep her. He proved he would last until she came first. Until they could cum together.

Her breasts, her nipples, her clit. Guy touched everything he could as she rode his dick, pleasuring his woman in every way he knew how. Guy had never felt more connected to a woman than when he and Dominique were together. She understood him and his desires without questioning his masculinity nor his attraction to women, even though Guy had proved himself a passionate, capable lover. Without Earl in the equation, Guy was hooked.

Walking through the craft store, Guy checked his phone. Dominique had just messaged him she was home now after meeting with a client. They hadn’t had a chance to get together since their last date, and Guy was desperate to touch her. To feel her lips against his. Guy replied that he was buying the materials she had requested for their date and would drive to her house after he paid. Dominique responded that she had ordered salads and sandwiches for dinner.

Guy paid for the watercolors and canvas, walking to the car with a skip in his step. Guy tossed the bags to the passenger seat and started his car. He drove to Dominique’s, replaying their night together in his head. How soft her breasts had been. How wet she had gotten while taking his dick. The way she reacted when he played with her clit. The light dominance in the background of everything she did.

Arriving at Dominique’s, Guy put on a hat before stepping out to the cold. He couldn’t wait for winter to end, but Dominique would give him the warmth he needed tonight. Guy walked up the stairs, and a delivery driver pulled up behind him. Guy knocked on the door. She let him in and paid the driver for their dinner, closing the door behind them.

Guy placed the bags from the craft store on the dining-room table, wondering how often he would come to this house in the future. The more he had Dominique, the more he desired her. The more he needed her in his life.

“Hope you weren’t too cold out there,” she said. She wore a white satin dress that stopped far above her knees. Dominique had a matching cover for her arms and shoulders. She must have been cold answering the door.

“I wasn’t,” he said.

“You should come over dressed up,” said Dominique. She ran her finger down Guy’s chest.

“I couldn’t enter a store like that,” he said.

“Why not? Do you care what anyone thinks but me?”

Guy swallowed and shrugged. His body inched away from Dominique, but she pulled him close. “I don’t know, Dominique.”

“You’ll make a beautiful woman,” she said. “You have nothing to fear, Guy. Not here. Not with me.”

Guy nodded, “I know. You treat me better than a prince, but I don’t know if I can go in public like that.”

“Maybe not today, but you will one day,” she said.

“What if you dressed me up now?”

Dominique smiled and pecked Guy’s lips before she dragged him to her bedroom. Little did Guy know, but she had picked out an outfit for him. Guy stared at the clothes laid out on the bed, his dick twitching at the sight.

“You had this ready?”

“Yes, did you shave today?”

Guy nodded. He preferred to keep his body free of hair to show off his lean, defined muscles. Women always responded more when he kept his body hairless, and Dominique was no different. She reached up Guy’s shirt and pinched his nipple, rubbing along his smooth skin.

“So you did,” she said. Dominique turned Guy around by the shoulders to make him face the clothing on the bed. Dominique picked up a pair of black and white windowpane stockings with a garter of lacy fringe. Guy took the stockings, a hot pink mini skirt, and a cropped white see-through slip with padding.

“This outfit is gorgeous,” said Guy, rubbing the clothing through his fingers. The stockings were made of cotton with spandex woven throughout, but they felt like honey on a warm biscuit against his skin.

Guy took off his thong, at Dominique’s command, and stepped into the skirt. Dominique stopped him before he could bend down to pull up the skirt. Her hand landed on his dick. She looked at him through hooded eyes as she stroked his hardening cock. “You look delectable just like that,” said Dominique, staring at Guy’s naked body minus the stockings. His balls tightened and pulled close to his body as Dominique got to her knees and wrapped her tinted lips around his manhood.

“Fuck,” grunted Guy. He laced his fingers behind his head as Dominique teased him with her tongue. Guy jumped when her finger traced along his split. He had always been curious how it would feel to get fucked, but he never wanted a man to do it. Would Dominique take his virginity? He squeezed his cheeks when her finger pressed against his hole. His dick in her mouth. He squirmed, afraid he would cum if Dominique touched him more.

Dominique moved her head and stood. “Put on your clothes. We haven’t painted yet,” she said.

“I thought you wanted to finish what we started,” said Guy. His dick was rock hard, and he didn’t know how that mini skirt would fit around his waist with his rod elongated.

“I had enough of a taste. I can wait until after we paint,” she said. Dominique turned from Guy and walked out the room, switching her hips and swaying her hair. Guy watched her walk away, not realizing he was stroking his dick as she did. He wanted to slide between those legs and feel her warmth.

Guy took deep breaths and thought of unpleasant images to help calm his member. He put on the slip first and loved how it gave him a circular edge to his masculine chest. He turned to the mirror and cupped his breasts, feeling the fabric rub against his pectorals. Guy rushed to squeeze his ass into the mini before his dick hardened again.

Guy stared at himself in the mirror, wishing he had more experience with makeup and wigs. His body was muscular, but there were plenty of women with similar bodies. Earl, as much as Guy despised him, could transform like no other. Earl knew how to make his masculine features vanish and kept a slender frame to fool men and women alike. Guy had strong emotions—hate, anger, jealousy, and envy—for Earl and didn’t know how to handle them because he needed Dominique in his life, and with one came the other. Even if Earl never returned, what he had done to Dominique would stay with her forever.

Stepping out of the bedroom, Guy walked on his toes to the living room. He wanted a pair of heels. He wanted Dominique to push him. Feminize him. Make him her doll. He only wanted to please her and keep the woman who accepted him satisfied, so she never looked for another man.

“Don’t you clean up well,” said Dominique. She winked at Guy. She had put out a sheet on the floor and spread out art supplies. Dominique was sitting with her legs tucked under her behind, blinking with intent. Two glasses of white wine were waiting too.

“You did all of this in that short time?”

“I thought you would never come out here,” she said.

“You can’t have been waiting that long,” he said.

“You’d be surprised. Sit down.” Guy sat where Dominique was patting. She handed him a glass of wine, and they clinked their glasses together. They stared at each while they took their first drink. “Thank you for buying these. I thought we could paint each other.”

“You want to paint me wearing this?” asked Guy. His ears rang like he hadn’t heard Dominique.

“I’m a terrible painter. Nobody will know that it’s you,” she said.

“I should say the same. My art skills won’t do you justice.”

“Then relax and enjoy yourself. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to resist you in that outfit anyway,” said Dominique.

“You like it?” asked Guy. He was nothing compared to Dominique in her white satin, but having a sexy woman desire him en femme stroked his ego. It gave him life to sit across from a woman as gorgeous as Dominique while in women’s clothing.

Dominique leaned forward and touched the exposed skin of Guy’s thigh. She reached her hand up his skirt and went to his backside, pushing against his tight hole with her finger. “Have you ever been fucked?”

Guy shook his head. “You will love it,” she said.

“For you, I think I would,” said Guy. He felt his cheeks redden as he said the words he had never admitted to anyone else in the world. His secret was coming out, and his mind felt like a bird flying free from its cage. He would never return to his old ways, and that was okay. No matter what happened with Dominique, he knew the moments shared with her would be the best of his life and would do whatever it took to keep creating new memories with her.

“Let’s paint,” said Dominique. She picked up her brush, studying Guy’s face. She got out her phone and took a picture. Guy did the same, so they had a still moment from which to work. They both spent the next sixteen minutes painting horrid renditions of the other. When they revealed their paintings, they fell over laughing. “Yeah, nobody will recognize either of us in these.”

“I don’t think so,” agreed Guy.

Dominique tossed her watercolor painting to the side. Guy did the same and followed her movements, closing the space between their lustful bodies. Dominique wrapped her hand around the back of Guy’s neck. She kissed him, reaching up his skirt to stroke his hard dick. He couldn’t help himself when she touched him. No other woman had such a strong effect on Guy as Dominique. He rode the wave.

Dominique grabbed Guy’s hand and led it up her dress to her sweet, running fountain. Guy moaned as her wetness coated his fingers. He didn’t hesitate to slip a finger into Dominique’s accepting hole, her hips adjusting to take him. Dominique and Guy rocked, fingering each other while kissing in the living room as the world disappeared around them. Guy enjoyed the finger, wanting her to fuck him with a strap.

Guy broke the kiss, staring into Dominique’s brown eyes, the shape of almonds. He ran his free thumb over her lip. She pushed her fingers deeper into his hole, and Guy groaned, accepting her touch.

“I knew you would like this,” said Dominique, twisting her fingers deep within Guy’s hole. He nodded, losing sense of who and where he was. Losing the constraints society had placed on him for ages, letting them melt from his body to cherish this moment with Dominique.

Dominique removed her fingers, stood, and took Guy’s hand. He followed her back to the bedroom. Dominique placed Guy on all fours at the edge of the bed and hiked up his skirt. She turned on soft instrumental music and dimmed the lights. Dominique stepped over to her closet and came back with a flogger.

Guy’s ass had nothing covering it. Air brushed his exposed skin. Dominique stepped behind him and ran her hand along Guy’s roundness. She spanked his ass with her bare hand, sending waves of pleasure throughout Guy. He had never felt his dick twitch in such a hardened state. Dominique could stroke him twice, and he would bust.

Dominique lifted the flogger and brought leather laces down against Guy’s ass. His body tensed, but he wanted more. He shook his bottom to tease Dominique, and she whipped him again. His cheeks stung, but it was a heat he enjoyed. A fire he wanted to grow. Dominique whipped his ass until his cheeks were red and raw.

“You’re a fantastic subject,” said Dominique. She rubbed his reddened skin, moving her fingers up Guy’s back in a slow motion. Guy breathed as Dominique’s hand traveled under the thin fabric. Dominique used her free hand to rub Guy’s hole, teasing him with her fingers. “Wait here.”

Guy stared at the bedspread as Dominique shuffled through her drawer. She came back with a cone-shaped device. “What’s that?”

“An anal plug. It will stretch you out and get you ready for my dick,” she said.

Guy swallowed. “Okay, whatever I need,” he said.

“They normally fall out, but this one is specially made to stay in because it straps around the front like a belt.”

Guy nodded, not able to reply. He had never had something so big up his ass, and nerves were shooting like fireworks around his body. Dominique squirted lubrication from a small bottle, rubbing it into the toy. Guy had a full view of Dominique as she prepared the plug for him until she stepped behind him and shoved it into his ass, stretching him far more than her fingers had.

Dominique pushed the plug into Guy’s ass and fastened the straps around his front side to keep the plug in place. Dominique touched Guy’s member and laughed, “somebody likes having stuff up his ass. You’re a little sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m your sissy,” he said.

“That’s right, baby doll. You’re my sissy, and I’ll dress you up however I like. I’ll fuck you when I want. Spank you too,” said Dominique, bringing the flogger down on Guy’s ass.

Guy gripped the sheets, moaning and pulling in his back. He jetted it back out, spreading his cheeks. The plug moved, fucking his hole. Dominique pushed it all the way back in, and Guy’s dick jumped from the cum building in his balls.

Dominique pulled the satin dress from her shoulders and let it pile around her stilettos. She stepped out of the dress and stood naked behind Guy. “Turn around,” she said.

Guy did as she said and sat on the plug, pushing it deep into his ass. It filled him, not allowing his walls to contract. Dominique pulled him from the bed and placed the chair from her vanity in an open part of the room, “sit.”

Guy sat with his arms on his thigh, the mini skirt hiked up his waist. His member stood at attention and Dominique stepped forward. She pressed her knee into Guy’s balls and stroked his dick as her breasts dangled in his face. She pushed them up, and Guy took a nipple in his mouth. Once he got a taste, he couldn’t stop. She was a delicious dessert after a fine meal.

Guy’s hands moved wildly over Dominique’s body as she played with his dick. Dominique opened a condom without Guy noticing and rolled it over his dick before she dropped her hips and swallowed him with her warm pussy.

Desperate for something to ground him, Guy placed Dominique’s nipple back into his mouth. She gripped the back of the chair. She used her heels to balance herself on the side of the chair as she rode Guy’s dick. Guy had no control as Dominique used his dick for her pleasure. The plug deep within him as Dominique crashed against his pelvis.

Guy wouldn’t last much longer with Dominique using him. He tried picturing himself in a different place. Dislocating himself from his body to last for his woman. She was enjoying herself too much for Guy to bust and ruin the party.

Dominique’s moans bounced around the room. Guy threw his head back and squeezed Dominique’s breasts. She moaned and panted, not slowing down for a second.

“Fuck, baby,” she said.

“Yes,” said Guy. He moved his hand to her clit, massaging her button. Bringing her closer to an orgasm so he could release his pent-up load.

“Right there. Fuck, that’s the spot,” said Dominique. She bounced higher, moving her hips along Guy’s complete length. His mini skirt soaked in their juices. Dominique’s naked body more beautiful than million-dollar art. “Cum with me, baby,” said Dominique.

She sank one last time before her body stiffened and her movements slowed to a small, gentle rock. Guy didn’t need any other command and released his load deep into Dominique, his hole squeezing against the plug in his ass. They hugged on the chair as their bodies rode the ecstasy of their shared connection.


CHAPTER NINE

Earl sat in his apartment smoking a cigarette while staring out the window to the snow-covered street. It hadn’t snowed in a few days, so the whites had turned to muddy browns from cars staining its purity. Earl pulled up the falling sleeve of the slip he was wearing, wishing everyone would disappear.

Three men were there gathering their things to leave, but they couldn’t get out fast enough. Earl had his money on the table. He had signed a contract. They had used his place, and Earl earned extra for allowing them to do that. He hadn’t been making enough to pay for his cigarettes and gas to follow Dominique, so when a man at the club offered to pay him for starring in a porno, Earl didn’t hesitate to agree.

The sex was good, but now the entire world would see him dressed as a sissy. Earl had done his best to cover up his masculine features. If someone saw it from his past, they could say whatever they wanted. Earl had nothing since he broke up with Dominique. He couldn’t afford to eat and smoke cigarettes. He couldn’t afford to pay rent and buy gas. There were too many things to choose between, so earning nearly a thousand dollars in an afternoon was a job he couldn’t refuse.

The two hunks had used condoms when they tore his ass up, but Earl couldn’t help but feel dirty. Used. He wanted to cry but wouldn’t let these strangers see him in such a state.

After another ten minutes, Earl was finally alone and on his third cigarette since the sex had ended. Since the director thought he had caught enough on film. Earl counted his cash as he took a drag from the cigarette. He read over the contract once again before crumbling it up and tossing it to the corner. The director hadn’t fucked Earl, but he wanted his dick getting sucked on film, so Earl had blown him too.

Earl never wanted to watch the movie, but the director had given him a link to where he would upload the video. After smoking a fourth cigarette, Earl lit a scented candle to mask the ashy smell. He went to the bathroom, staring at himself in the mirror. Earl had darkening circles under his eyes. Earl pulled the wig from his head and examined his real hair, noticing how its sheen and quality had diminished since he left Dominique.

Dominique hasn’t messaged him. She hadn’t called. Earl couldn’t live without her much longer. He felt he was dying. His quality of life had fallen faster than a book from a shelf. Earl longed to touch Dominique. He longed to cook for her. Spoil her. He would draw baths. Sweep the floor. He would do anything it took to convince her he would make the best sissy she ever had, but a conflicting thought jumped into Earl’s mind. The men. The hunks who tore him up at night.

Earl hated how much he loved sex. How he needed it. Nothing would satisfy him except getting to his knees and sucking a monster cock. Taking it up the ass. He needed it more than he admitted to most people. He wanted Dominique but couldn’t bring himself to hurt her again.

Earl punched the sink, hurting his hand. He screamed. He took a shower and scrubbed himself with the soap so hard his skin burned. Earl sank to the bottom of the tub, crying to himself as water beat over his skin. Earl wanted to better himself, but his desires were natural. His urges strong.

After drying himself, Earl checked the time and thought about what Dominique might be doing. He got dressed in men’s clothing, grabbed his keys, and went to find Dominique. He had to see her, even if it was just to watch from afar.

♦

Dominique sat at her dining-room table after finishing her paperwork for the day. She tapped her pencil against the wooden tabletop, thinking about Earl. Her ex-fiance. The man she thought she would love forever. A part of her would always love him, but she wasn’t sure how strong that part was. How much life did it have left?

Dominique knew Earl had been following her. She wanted to comfort him without hurting his feelings. Earl still meant a lot to Dominique. He had broken her heart but had taught her how to live too. When Dominique met Earl, she had been too busy selling houses and finding clients to focus on a man, but Earl had cracked her shell. He had shined lights on parts of Dominique she only dreamed of sharing with a man.

Nothing changed what Earl had done, but she could see her former man was confused. Earl was searching for answers to questions he didn’t know how to ask.

Taking out a piece of paper and a pen, Dominique wrote a note for Earl:

Earl,

I have seen you following me and want you to know I’m not angry, but it has to stop. We had a powerful love, and it fell apart in seconds. Everything we worked so hard for disappeared, but that’s okay.

I will always love you, Earl, even if it isn’t in the same way as before. Please give me time, but I hope one day we can become friends.

Lots of love,

Dominique

Staring at her words scrawled across the paper, Dominique wondered what Guy would think of this note. Would he approve of her going to tape this on Earl’s door? Would he stop her? Dominique folded the note and tucked it in her wallet. She found a roll of tape before leaving her house to drive to the studio where she had last seen Earl when she dropped off boxes of his clothing.

Dominique’s heart raced as she crossed the parking lot. She wore snow boots, thick black tights, and a black wrap dress with long sleeves made of wool. Dominique had a scarf on to keep her neck warm, but nothing could save her from the Minnesotan cold. Dominique raced toward the apartment building but had frozen by the time she entered the chilly hallway, only slightly warmer than outside.

Pulling her woolen coat tight across her chest, Dominique looked up the steps to where Earl lived. She didn’t know if she had the strength to leave this note on his door. Would it encourage him to follow her more? Did she have a real chance to escape his love? His obsession? Earl had been a dream sissy, and Dominique thought for a split second to leave him in her fantasy land, but her feet moved.

Her heels pressed into the carpeted hallway as she went to Earl’s studio door. She dug in her purse for tape when she heard a stirring. There were several doors in the hallway, but the noise sounded like it was coming from behind Earl’s. She thought he would have been at work. Moving quick, Dominique cut a piece of tape from the roll and stuck the note to the door.

She turned to leave when air smacked her from the opening door. Earl was standing there when Dominique looked over her shoulder.

“Dominique,” said Earl.

“I was just leaving,” she said and adjusted the bag on her shoulder.

“No, please. Come in and talk,” he said.

Dominique shook her head. She stepped away from Earl, but he grabbed her hand. His force wasn’t strong, but she could feel his desperation for a minute of her time. She was weak, hungry to please Earl. To show him she still cared, but she had to leave. She wasn’t strong enough to face him. “No,” she said. “I have to leave. Read the note.”

“Come inside and read the note with me,” said Earl. He hadn’t released Dominique’s wrist. She turned and looked over her shoulder, and Earl’s eyes melted her willpower. She sighed and followed Earl into his studio apartment.

Earl and Dominique sat on his sofa. Earl read the note, and Dominique listened to the words she wrote, afraid vomit would fly from her lips, but Earl took her hand and kissed it. “Your words are lovely,” he said.

“We can’t have a romantic future together, Earl. You broke my heart.”

“I know I did. You deserve better than me. As much as I want to love you, Dominique, I know I have to love myself more. Isn’t it better that I’m honest with you than living a lie our entire lives?”

Dominique hated Earl for telling her such a harsh truth, but she had to agree with him. She squeezed his hand and ignored the aching pain in her body. How could love hurt so much? How could a man make her feel this weak when she thought of herself as a strong, independent woman?

“You humiliated me, Earl.”

“I know. I should have told you sooner. We should have canceled the wedding, but I can’t change the past. We can only look to the future.”

“What future do you expect with me, Earl? After what you did, we’ll be lucky to have a friendship.”

“But you understand me, Dominique. We both know I’ve seen you with Guy. You have him, but why can’t you have both of us?”

Dominique let the possibility infiltrate her mind. A world where she could have both the men who meant the most to her. A world where she would have two men that fulfilled different needs of hers. Why couldn’t she have her cake and eat it too? She only lived once.

Earl, who seconds before repulsed Dominique, had a new scent. He was like pollen for a bee. Dominique leaned forward, throwing her rulebook out the window, and Earl met her halfway. Her hand touched his thin thigh. His body yards different from Guy’s.

When Dominique’s lips touched Earl’s, she felt like a woman getting touched for the first time after years of nothing. Her body was like a dark room lit by nothing but candlelight. She hated how comfortable it was to kiss Earl.

Guilt filled Dominique as her tongue brushed against Earl’s. A disgustingly satisfying guilt. Their kiss grew heavier until Dominique’s mind couldn’t handle another second of the battle between Earl and Guy in her mind.

Dominique pushed Earl away, shaking her head. “No, we can’t have everything, Earl! You had your chance and blew it.”

“We can write our own rules, Dominique. Please, you know it could work.”

“No!” she said, grabbing her purse. Dominique scrambled to the door and shouted ‘no’ again before stumbling into the hallway and slamming the door behind her. She rushed outside to the cold day and drove away before Earl could chase after her and seduce her to return inside.


CHAPTER TEN

Earl’s heels pounded the pavement as he walked down a sidewalk on the wrong side of town. He didn’t live in the best area either. Ever since the breakup, his life had been spiraling into an endless hole of blackness. But the kiss had given him hope, and Earl would fight.

Earl hadn’t left the house in men’s clothing for months unless he had to go to work, and people weren’t noticing him as a man. He had been blessed with an almost invisible Adam’s apple and learned a new makeup trick every day. Learning about makeup and how to hide his masculinity was the only education he had.

Hiking his purse up his shoulder, Earl threw open a door to an apartment building. The GPS had stopped him several blocks up, and Earl wanted to make this visit quick. He wasn’t trying to hang around longer than necessary. Earl heard yelling. Couple’s fighting over money. Screaming at the top of their lungs. Earl swallowed and banged on the door of the address he had.

A woman opened the door and smacked her lips.

Earl swallowed and asked, “Is Mr. J here?”

“Who are you?” the woman asked, jetting her hip to the side. She had long manicured nails and stared at them as she waited for Earl to stop swallowing his breath. “You gonna speak or what?”

Earl didn’t want to admit to a perfect stranger that someone she knew had recorded him in a porno. “I… uh… made a video…”

“Ah, you one of the hoes that pay my bills,” she said. The woman laughed like she had heard something much more innocent than Earl had done with her boyfriend. Her husband?

Earl swallowed. “Is he here?”

“Mr. J,” the woman said with sarcasm. “One of your hoes is here.”

Earl heard the woman whisper to Mr. J harshly to get him out of here. She had no time for the people from the videos. Mr. J locked his eyes with Earl’s and stepped down his thin hallway. Earl’s heart raced, but he had come here for a reason. The video was going viral, and he needed Mr. J to delete it from the internet.

“What are you doing here? You got your money,” said Mr. J.

“But Mr. J, it’s just that… I need you to take down the video.”

He laughed, his sounds echoing throughout the apartment building. “I can’t do that, sissy boy.”

“I have your money. Please, you have to!”

“No, I don’t, sissy. I paid you your money, so you better get outta here before one of my partners gets a call to beat your ass for coming here and takes your money. You wouldn’t want that, would you?”

Earl shook his head, tears swelling in his eyes. He hadn’t expected Mr. J to deny him. He had the money, but Mr. J wore a stony expression. Earl swallowed and turned on his heels. He raced out the building as the fear settled in from Mr. J’s threat. Earl nearly fell trying to run down the stairs.

When Earl got to his car, he took part of the money he had earned from making the porno and bought himself a pack of cigarettes for the first time in four days and takeout lunch from an Indian restaurant.

Earl sat in his studio apartment dipping the naan bread into a spinach puree with cubes of cheese. Earl watched the porno on his phone and surfed through the memes people had made of the ‘sissy’. Plenty of people left compliments, but Earl felt used. It didn’t matter that some straight man in Montana ‘would fuck that’. It mattered that he had sold himself to afford his vices. To afford sticks of tobacco that would leave him worse off than had he not bought them.

When Earl finished eating half his food, he pushed the takeout container across his coffee table. He turned and opened the window, letting in a stream of cold air. Earl lit a cigarette, taking a drag that burned about twenty-five percent of it.

Inhaling the smoke, Earl savored as the nicotine calmed his hungry mind. He took another drag while the moments since he had left Dominique came crashing through his mind. He had been doing so well with the cigarettes when he was with her. Overall, his health had improved, and he threw it all away. For what? An endless parade of dicks in his ass?

Earl screamed at the top of his lungs as the memories became unbearable. He threw the cigarette out the window. The pack followed. Earl slammed the window shut and threw himself to the bed, handling his emotions as best he could.

♦

Dominique rocked her wine glass each way on the table, testing how far the liquid could reach without spilling over the side. The kiss she had with Earl was like fire on her feet. She couldn’t stop replaying it in her head. What had it meant? Her feelings were still so raw and misplaced. She wanted to give her all to Guy, but Earl would always have a part of her.

“You okay?” asked Guy. “You’re quiet today.”

“Are you saying I’m loud?”

Guy huffed. “No, not at all. But you seem out of it. What happened this week? I’ve missed you, Dominique.”

Dominique wanted to love Guy. She wanted to respond to him with an upbeat smile and stroke his mego (man ego), but she wasn’t in the mood. She was holding a secret on her lips. It was as though a wave had caught her and wouldn’t let her free. She was tumbling, panicking while she tried to break free.

When Guy frowned at her silence, Dominique told him she had missed him too. She had, but she had also dreaded seeing him again since the moment she left Earl’s apartment. Dominique couldn’t forgive herself for kissing Earl, and she doubted Guy would too.

But it wasn’t just the kiss. Seeing Earl had reawakened Dominique’s natural desire to protect and nurture her sissy. His apartment had smelled of stale cigarettes. Clothes had been strewn about the floor. All his tights had holes in them. The circles under Earl’s eyes had stirred something in Dominique too. Earl needed her, and she wanted Guy to understand. Her relationship with Earl was more than sexual. Earl had taught Dominique endless pleasures of sex and feminization, and Dominique should repay him. She felt obligated.

Guy and Dominique ordered food, and it came before their conversation had progressed. Dominique hated herself for spewing one-word answers and evading deep conversation.

Dominique waved her hand in the air. “I can’t take it.”

“What? Did I do something wrong?” asked Guy. He looked as though someone had pulled his pants down in the middle of a public space; not that Guy should have anything to feel embarrassed about if that happened.

“No, Guy. You did nothing wrong. It was me. I betrayed you,” she said. She swallowed her glass of wine and poured more with shaky hands. Earl had cheated on her, but she never considered herself a cheater. She was a person of honesty. Integrity. That was what she told herself, even though she promised she was never better than anyone else. Little white lies to cover the truth of Dominique’s perceived moral clarity.

“How did you betray me, Dominique?”

“That day when we met on the train I saw Earl in the parking lot. It looked like he had been waiting for me, but ever since that day, he has popped up other places.”

“I will kill him,” said Guy through clenched teeth. He balled his hands into fists and placed them on the sides of his dish. Dominique rubbed her hand over Guy’s trying to sooth him, not liking his negative reaction to Earl. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted both men and didn’t want to lose either. Earl had snuck himself back into her life, but he could help around the house. Dominique just wanted to keep him close to ensure his safety. Surely Guy would understand. Perhaps not today, but one day. Soon.

“Honey, that’s unnecessary. But I feel so bad because he kissed me. Just threw himself at me,” said Dominique. Little white lies to keep her safe.

“He did what?! After everything that creep did to you? How could he have the nerve?”

“Guy, please. Don’t talk about Earl that way,” she said.

“Now you’re defending him? What is wrong with you, Dominique? That man cheated on you,” said Guy. He dropped his voice and continued, “with two men.”

“He also brought a lot of joy to my life. I had gone over there to put a note on his door telling him to stop, and we talked. Then, he just kissed me out of nowhere, and I left right away. I feel better now that I’ve told you, Guy. Can’t we just enjoy our dinner?”

Guy grunted and took Dominique’s hand. “I’ll try, but if I ever see that man… I don’t know what I’ll do.”

“Think of me and take deep breaths. You’re the man I’m having dinner with and taking home. Don’t think about Earl. He won’t bother us again,” said Dominique.

Guy nodded and lifted Dominique’s hand to his lips, kissing it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Guy was tired of looking at numbers and wanted to rest his head on Dominique’s bosom as they watched a movie snuggled on the sofa. He hadn’t seen her since their date last weekend, and he couldn’t wait to take the train home from work, get in his car, and drive to Dominique’s house. It was cheaper for him to take public transportation than spend on gas and parking, and he enjoyed avoiding the traffic; even though it took a bit longer.

Guy changed from his work clothes into a pink lace jockstrap with a hole in the ass for Dominique when he got home. Ever since Guy had taken Dominique the first time, he wanted more. He wanted her to use the strap and pound his ass while his dick begged for him to stroke it. He wouldn’t give in. Teasing himself was the best part. Guy wanted to cum without touching himself like a proper sissy.

Guy took out a pink tulle skirt he had ordered to surprise Dominique. He had planned to change in the car outside her house after picking up the food, but he thought the skirt was short enough to hide under his coat. Guy put on a pair of black thermal pants and top. He buttoned a white blouse over the top and pulled the skirt up his legs. Guy twirled in the mirror, proud he had tried on the skirt.

He put on his coat over the top, and the long black coat covered everything. Nobody would see anything but his thermals. Guy’s heart raced as he considered leaving the house with a skirt for the first time. Dominique would shower him with love if he did. If he just grabbed his keys and left… but Guy thought about what other people would think. He thought of different scenarios of his coat flying open in the Chinese restaurant where he would pick up food.

Guy sat on the edge of his bed, allowing the coat to open. The white blouse and pink tulle skirt were what he wanted to wear, but other men would judge him. Women would laugh. He could become a meme in an instant. What if someone from work saw him? He would never hear the end of it, but Guy didn’t consider the fear coursing through him fair.

Why did Guy have to suffer because of what he desired? Guy didn’t choose to love the array of fabrics and shapes available to women. The feeling of air flying up between his thighs when he wore a skirt or dress. He heard the words Dominique had told him and stood tall. He pointed at himself in the mirror and said he would wear the tulle skirt and feminine blouse. He didn’t care what people thought.

Guy grabbed his keys and headed out the door before he could change his mind. He didn’t look back as he braced the cold and walked to his car to drive to the Chinese restaurant.

Halfway through his journey, Guy wanted to stop. He thought about getting off the highway and turning around. It wouldn’t take but twenty-five minutes to return home, change, and start over, but Guy continued. He wouldn’t cave into the fear, so he drove the rest of the way to the Chinese restaurant.

Guy got out his car and went inside. Nobody focused their eyes on him. He was just a man wearing a coat and thermal pants, nothing odd about that in Minnesota. Guy told the lady his name, and she had his order ready. She showed Guy the contents before adding sauce packets and stapling the paper bag closed.

“Looks like you forgot to take your trash out,” a woman with a deep voice said as Guy was handing the woman cash to pay.

“Excuse me?” asked the woman.

“This man. He’s a piece of trash, isn’t he?”

The woman bowed her head and ignored what the rude woman said, counting the change for Guy. Guy turned in the woman’s direction and thought she looked familiar but couldn’t place from where he knew her voice.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but you don’t have to disrespect me.”

“You did when you stole my woman,” she said, and then the pieces clicked together. The woman standing in front of Guy was Earl. Guy felt his teeth clench as he stared into Earl’s brown eyes. He had transformed himself beyond recognition and used a hoarse, feminine voice to disguise his masculinity.

Guy wanted to replicate Earl and push him over the counter and teach him who the alpha was. Teach him who was in charge of this situation. Guy took several deep breaths and thought of Dominique like she had told him to do when he found himself in this situation, but it was unbelievable.

Earl was wearing a velvet dress in a dark red shade. He had a brown wig that curled over his shoulder. Heels that elongated his legs, teasing Guy. If he had been anyone else, Guy would have found him attractive. Would have thought of his lips covered in a purple lipstick around Guy’s dick. Guy hadn’t wanted Earl after he had a taste of Dominique, but the man knew how to suck dick.

“I’m just getting food,” said Guy. He took the bag, wanting to leave before he reacted to Earl and relinquished his power over the situation.

“Taking it to Dominique’s?” asked Earl.

“Doesn’t matter. She told me what you did.”

Earl howled with laughter. “What I did? Are you talking about how she came over to my house and kissed me?”

“Your studio apartment. She told me how sad your life is, Earl. You’re nothing to her,” said Guy, but he knew it wasn’t true. Dominique cared about Earl. He saw it in the way her lips would curve into a smile when she mentioned him. Guy wanted to respect Dominique’s past relationship, but he wouldn’t get overshadowed a man who had cheated on his woman without care for her heart.

“Dominique kissed me, Guy. She moved forward on the couch, jetting out her tongue,” said Earl.

Guy’s fists crumbled the paper bag in his hand. He took deep breaths, but they weren’t doing much to help even his temper. “Watch your mouth,” said Guy.

“Mad because she still wants me after everything we’ve been through?”

“You mean after all the pain you caused her,” Guy said. He turned to leave. He couldn’t stand there another second without punching Earl, who looked more like a woman than man. People would judge him.

Earl grabbed Guy’s shoulder before he could get out the door. They had an audience now from the few patrons in the restaurant. Earl pulled Guy with such force that Guy’s coat pulled open. Guy dropped the bag of food to his side to cover the tulle skirt, but everyone in the restaurant had seen it. They laughed and pointed. One got her phone to take a picture.

Guy pushed Earl so hard he rammed into the counter. Then, he grabbed his food and rushed out of the restaurant before anyone else could snap another picture or video.

♦

Dominique jumped when she heard a banging sound. She turned her e-reader over on the sofa and went to answer whoever was at the door. Guy hadn’t replied since her last message over an hour ago, so she wasn’t sure when he would arrive, but he would never pound on the door like that. Dominique turned the knob, letting in cold air, and Guy stood at the other side with a puffed, red face.

“What’s wrong?” asked Dominique, and Guy barged past her into the living room.

“You know what’s wrong. You’re a liar. Guess who I ran into when I was picking up our food,” said Guy. He shoved the food into Dominique’s chest. She gasped and clutched the bag so it didn’t fall to the floor.

“What’s wrong with you, Guy? Please, stop acting like that and talk,” she said.

Guy stomped his feet and walked in circles around the living room while puffing. Dominique placed the bag from the Chinese restaurant on the kitchen counter, and she went to touch Guy, but he pushed her away. His force shocked her. She hadn’t seen Guy act with a hint of violence, ever.

“Did you see Earl? You can’t trust what he says. Believe me.”

“It doesn’t matter who I believe because I know you still want him. When you talked about him at dinner, I could see it on your face when you said his name. Stop fooling yourself because it’s not working on me. I want you, Dominique. I would never do to you what he did. You deserve better than Earl, so why are you still hung up on his deadbeat ass?”

“Don’t talk about him like that,” said Dominique. She hadn’t thought before the words came out.

Guy groaned from his stomach, making his voice echo from the walls. Dominique hated seeing her man act like this. It made her see her faults but also turned her off because he was turning violent. Stomping. Cursing. Making Dominique feel like a speck of sand getting tossed around by the wind.

“Guy, calm down or leave. You can’t stay here if you’re going to act like this,” she said.

“You kissed another man. A man who cheated on you with two other men, no less. How am I supposed to act, Dominique?”

“The three of us had sex together when we first met. We had sex together moments after we caught Earl that day, didn’t we? We blurred the lines the moment we stepped into your tent together,” said Dominique. “How do you think Earl feels seeing me with the man that made my body feel more alive than he ever could? I love you, Guy. I love how you make me feel, but it’s possible to love more than one person at a time.”

Guy shook his head and paced in the living room without speaking. His shoes were trailing wet slush over the hardwoods, but Dominique couldn’t bring herself to say anything. She tapped her foot while sitting on the sofa in her open living, dining, and kitchen area. The house she had picked to spend her life with Earl. Nothing had gone as planned, and Guy had to understand she wasn’t sure where her emotions lay. She didn’t know how to feel.

“Are you leaving or staying?” asked Dominique.

Guy grunted.

“What does that mean?”

“It means I’m staying but want you to stop talking,” he said.

Dominique turned her face to the side and sucked in her cheeks. She had a million spiteful thoughts running through her mind but didn’t let a single one slip her lips. She stood and went to the kitchen, opening the fridge and pulling out a cold bottle of white wine.

Staring at Guy with fiery eyes, Dominique sliced open the foil on the bottle with a corkscrew and opened it. She didn’t let her eyes travel anywhere but the back of Guy’s head. Dominique resisted throwing the bottle of wine and watching it crash against the wall. They’d only fight more. She would lose the man she wanted most, which was him, but Earl was like a friend she couldn’t let fall to the wayside. Earl had done too much for her, and he needed her now.

“He needs me, Guy,” she said.

“Shut up.”

“Get out my house or don’t talk to me like that.”

“What do you expect from me, Dominique?” asked Guy. He stood and opened his coat and revealed his pink tulle skirt and white blouse. “I wore this to surprise you, and when Earl and I got into a disagreement at the restaurant, he pulled my coat open and revealed this to everyone. They got photos. Someone might have been recording a video.”

Dominique covered her mouth to hide the smile that spread across her lips. Guy looked adorable in his tulle skirt with black thermal pants. Dominique would have preferred lingerie, but Guy was still working on his comfort levels. Within a year, he would be wearing thick tights from the women’s section. Minimum. Nothing unisex like thermals, but Dominique applauded his efforts.

“Oh, I doubt anything will happen of that. Nobody cares if a man is wearing a skirt,” said Dominique.

“Yeah, right,” he snorted.

“Please, Guy. We need to have a serious conversation about Earl,” she said. “Would you like to eat and talk?”

“Sure, I’m hungry,” he said and sat at the dining-room table. Dominique took the bag from the counter with a couple plates and cutlery and sat with Guy.

They poured rice and different dishes onto their plates, eating in silence for several beats. “What do you see in him, Dominique? Why can’t you just let him live in your past?”

“I wanted to, I really did. You have to believe that, but Earl has taught me so much, and I can watch him struggle. He started smoking again. One of our mutual friends, from the community, sent me a link to a porno Earl starred in, but I can’t bring myself to watch it. If there’s one thing Earl knows how to do, it’s how to look and act like a woman.”

Guy nodded in agreement. “That’s true. I didn’t recognize him when he was at the Chinese restaurant.”

“Men love it. They love how much of a freak he is, but Earl confessed something to me when I went to his house.”

“What?”

“That first night we spent together, when you and I left Earl mostly on the sidelines, made Earl mad with jealousy. I had noticed his sadness that night but didn’t care. When we found him in the morning, I was hurt but not surprised. You and I had cuddled like newlyweds all night. How would you have felt?”

Guy stirred the rice around his plate. He took several bites as Dominique gazed at his voiceless expression. Men had such a hard time with emotions. If Earl had communicated his sadness, she would have given him permission to find a man. They were on a retreat, but he had hidden his feelings and cheated. He went behind Dominique’s back and broke her heart, and she had returned the pain with her ongoing romance with Guy.

“I understand what you’re saying, but he agreed to have me in the bedroom.”

“I know, Guy. This isn’t your fault, but life is messy. Nothing is black and white, and our relationship doesn’t have to follow a standard rulebook either,” she said.

“But I don’t want to share you,” said Guy.

Dominique didn’t have a reply. Now she was the one pushing her rice around on the plate and avoiding Guy’s intense eyes. She hadn’t realized how much he had fallen for her. How much he wanted her.

“Dominique, are you saying you want Earl back? Are you saying you want both of us?”

Dominique shrugged and ate a floret of broccoli. She chewed as she wondered where this conversation would lead her. How a moment would change her life. Dominique had written off Earl until a thought captivated her. She wanted both her men.

“Say something.”

Dominique nodded, “yes, I want you both, Guy. I want you more than Earl, but what’s wrong with having both of you? You could have Earl too, whenever you wanted. He would love it.”

“I don’t want Earl, I want you.”

They both sat for a few beats without speaking. Dominique refilled their glasses of wine and drummed her fingers on the table. She took a few sips, wanting to speak but was afraid of how Guy would respond.

“Why can’t you live without Earl?”

“It’s not that I can’t live without him, I could, but what’s the point of stopping myself from loving more? You two complete different parts of me, and Earl could teach you feminization tricks too.”

“I wouldn’t mind asking him a few questions, but that doesn’t mean I want a throuple,” said Guy. “This is all too strange. What are we doing here?”

“Making pieces of a puzzle fit together. Don’t you think it could be fun?”

Guy rubbed his chin before nodding. “I do. Not that I like men, but if Earl dresses as he did tonight at the restaurant…,” said Guy, letting his voice trail off as his eyes glazed over.

“I’ll call him and invite him over so we can talk?”

“Okay,” said Guy, shaking his head. He had the goofiest smile. Dominique rested her hand on his thigh before dialing Earl’s number and asked him why he was smiling, and Guy answered that he just couldn’t believe what they were doing.

“Everything will be fine, baby. You’ll see,” said Dominique.

Guy rested his hand on her thigh, “I love you.”

Dominique smiled and called Earl.

♦

Earl was sitting in his running car down the street from Dominique’s house. The Chinese food he had ordered sitting in the passenger’s seat. Earl hated the winter cold. He hated his studio apartment. The fact Guy was in the house Dominique had purchased as their home. The home he should have been sharing with Dominique had he not committed so many mistakes. Taken too many wrong turns. He had been selfish and wanted to do better.

Every car that drove past, shining its bright lights into the side mirrors, sent a wave of panic through Earl. He wanted to get out of his car and knock on Dominique’s door, but she and Guy were probably fighting over what Earl had done to Guy at the Chinese restaurant. His outfit had been so amateur. Cute but laughable. When people saw Earl, they saw a woman, unless he wanted them to see a man. Earl had so much he could teach Guy, if only he wanted the lessons.

Earl lifted the takeout container and was spooning rice to his mouth when his phone rang. He jumped, almost spilling the food to the floor. Earl lifted his phone and saw Dominique’s name on the caller ID. He answered before it went to voice mail.

“What are you doing?” asked Dominique.

“Sitting in the Chinese restaurant,” he said. “About to leave since I just finished eating dinner.”

“Why don’t you come this way?”

Earl’s heart raced. He thought it was a prank. Or a dream. He ran the greasy spoon along his neck, and it tickled. No dream. “Are you serious?”

“Yes, come over. We’re both at my house and want to see you.”

Earl thought about making up a fake excuse for why he couldn’t come over, but Dominique wouldn’t have believed him. He had been following her whenever he could since that day he saw her with Guy. “Okay. I’ll come over as soon as I can,” said Earl.

Dominique said something quick and hung up the phone. Earl sat in his silent car. Nobody was walking. Few cars drove on the street. Snow remained on the yards and pathways from the latest precipitation. Earl waited in his car for over thirty minutes before getting out and walking up the sidewalk, pulling his coat together to brace the cold.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Guy had drank two more glasses of wine since Dominique hung up the phone. He and Dominique chatted about her closings this week like nothing had happened. Like Earl wasn’t coming to discuss the possibility of a three-way relationship.

“What if he agrees?” interrupted Guy.

“You’ll adjust, Guy. Earl lives his own life. I always knew deep down nobody could tie down Earl, but I thought I had a chance. I thought I was the one that could, so you don’t need to worry. You are my main man, Guy,” said Dominique. “Nobody has made me feel like you before.”

“Then, why do we need Earl?”

“Earl needs us, my love,” she said.

Guy wanted to understand Dominique’s perspective, but to him it sounded like he wasn’t enough. Like he couldn’t complete Dominique, and Earl would fill the pieces he never could. Guy didn’t want to share Dominique, but he was realizing that he had to share or have nothing.

“Am I not enough for you?”

“Please, Guy. Open your heart. Open your mind. This could be a positive change for us both.”

Guy parted his mouth to protest, but Earl knocked on the door before he could speak. Guy sipped his wine as Dominique raced to open the door. He thought she was too excited. Too eager for Earl’s company, but Guy understood love was messy. He still cared about the woman who had rejected him for stealing her lingerie all those years ago. He still thought about her when he went to certain parts of the city or smelled lavender or lemon, since she used to use those essential oils in her home. Guy couldn’t judge Dominique for how she felt when he longed for people of the past as well.

Dominique opened the door, and Earl stood on the other side. He looked like a woman who had been crying. Mascara ran down his face, but he still looked beautiful. Breathtaking if one would discover the woman staring at them was in fact a man. Earl had mastered how to change from man to woman, and Guy wanted to learn everything Earl knew.

Dominique embraced Earl, pulling him in from the cold. She had her arm wrapped over his shoulder. “Why were you crying?”

“When I saw Guy, I just lost it, but I’m better now. Why? Does my makeup look horrible?” asked Earl. He freaked out and ran off in his heels to the bathroom, letting out a loud scream when he saw himself. The water ran, and Dominique sat next to Guy. She held Guy’s hand, rubbing the back of it.

“This will be good,” said Dominique, repeating herself several times.

Guy didn’t want to disagree with her. He didn’t want to argue. He would see how their evening went but wouldn’t make any promises. Life was complicated, and his desires made it more so, but maybe things could work with both Dominique and Earl.

Earl came out the bathroom minutes later. He had removed most of the makeup, causing his masculine lines to stand out against his feminized body. He wore a pair of black wedge boots with black tights and a dark red velvet dress. Earl shook his long brown hair. “Fuck, I need some makeup, but my face needs to dry for a few minutes. You have any wine or anything?”

Dominique went to the kitchen and grabbed Earl a glass for white wine. She and Guy sat on the sofa, and Earl sat in the chair next to them. He crossed his legs, and Guy found himself looked at where Earl’s thigh met his dress. Guy wanted to grip his legs and spread them; show Earl who the man of this house was. Show Earl why he was the man Dominique wanted and needed to make her pussy wet.

Everyone sat in silence as they drank wine. Dominique put on some seventies music to cut through the tension, but Guy didn’t know what to say. She invited him, so she should have to start and maintain the conversation.

“I like your tulle skirt,” said Earl, his voice was thick with sarcasm.

“Thanks,” said Guy.

Dominique waved her hands between them, “you two can’t start the night like that. Guy tried very hard, Earl. Remember what you used to tell me? How long it took you to make yourself unrecognizable when you went en femme?”

Earl grunted and waved his hand in the air, “don’t remind me.”

“Cut Guy some slack. He’s only doing his best,” she said.

“I’m right here, you two,” said Guy. “I would love to learn some of your tricks, Earl, but do you think I can ever pull off a female look with this body?”

“Sure!” said Earl with an exhausting amount of confidence. Guy had a muscular frame and a thicker Adam’s apple. He had a bulge. He couldn’t hide it in anything but a loose-fitting dress or skirt with tight lingerie. Guy wanted to feel like a woman. Look even half as good as Earl for a night, but Guy didn’t think he would ever live his dream.

“How can you say that Earl?”

Earl shifted his eyes to the side like he had heard the dumbest question in the world. He stood and went over to Guy, taking his face in his hands. Dominique watched her men with glistening eyes. Guy was staring into Earl’s washed face. His masculine features were much softer than Guy’s, so Guy was taking Earl’s words with a grain of salt as he told Guy how he could transform his body and face.

“Are you listening?” asked Earl.

“Yes, but I don’t believe you.”

“Dominique, bring me your makeup and something for this fool to wear. Guy, go shave off the bit of stubble that has grown since this morning. Another one of my secrets is laser hair removal, but we can save that for another day. For now, I’m going to prove you wrong,” said Earl. He plopped back onto the chair.

After a few moments of nobody moving, Earl hollered. Dominique and Guy hopped to their feet and went to do as Earl had commanded them.

When Dominique brought back the makeup, Guy watched Earl—through the mirror—transform his face in a matter of minutes. By the time Guy had finished shaving, Earl looked as feminine as he had at the Chinese restaurant, and his mood had improved ten fold. Earl smiled, laughed, and made jokes. Spending time with him was more pleasant than Guy had remembered.

Dominique sat on the sofa as Earl instructed Guy to take off all his clothes. He couldn’t stand to look at the tulle skirt a second longer. When Guy got down to his lace jockstrap, both Dominique and Earl oohed.

“Damn, his dick looks good,” said Earl.

“Yes, it does,” agreed Dominique.

Guy reached down and covered his bulge, but Earl slapped his hand.

“Don’t hide such beauty. Mind if I touch it?” asked Earl. Guy dropped his hands and shrugged. Earl reached his hands forward and stroked Guy’s outline with three fingers, teasing his dick. “Fuck, I wouldn’t mind sucking that, daddy. Not all crossdressers are sissy bottoms like me. You don’t have to be a bottom at all if you don’t want,” said Earl.

“Oh, yes he does. Maybe not for you, but he’s taking my dicks,” said Dominique. “Turn around and let me see that ass.”

Guy was more aroused and embarrassed than he had ever been, but he listened to Dominique. He wanted her to fuck him again. That wasn’t negotiable. He needed her female dick deep in his ass, but Earl’s offer didn’t sound bad either. A mouth and ass willing to please him whenever he wanted.

“Fuck, you have a nice ass, Guy,” said Dominique. She stood up and started playing with Guy’s ass and hole. Earl was thumbing his dick. Guy moaned as their hands worked over his body, never wanting the sensations to stop as they overwhelmed him with pleasure.

“Fuck, Dominique, he likes that. You’ll have to fuck him in the ass while I take his dick. Would you like that, daddy?”

Guy responded by grabbing each of them with one of his hands and pulling them into a three way kiss. Loving two people had never been in Guy’s life plan, but the cards dealt him a different hand, and he would be crazy not to cash in the chips.

Guy’s dick was hard as steel when Earl reached his hand into Guy’s jockstrap. Earl got to his knees under Guy, wrapping his mouth around Guy’s dick and swallowing it until he choked on the length. “Fuck, daddy. How am I ever going to fit this dick in my ass?” asked Earl. He used his softest, most effeminate voice. Guy couldn’t even tell a man was sucking his dick. Earl was a hot chick wearing a red velvet dress, leaving lipstick marks along his cock. Dominique was behind him, stretching his hole with two fingers.

“We better dress Guy before we cum,” said Dominique.

Earl sucked hard on Guy’s dick for another second before standing up and saying, “if you insist.”

Earl gathered the white knee highs, the plaid skirt with knife pleats, and the white blouse with a scarf that matched the paid of the skirt. It was the perfect outfit to fuck and get fucked in, and Earl waited as Guy slid the clothing over his pink jockstrap.

“Dominique, I know you still have my fiery red wig. I haven’t been able to find it,” said Earl.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Dominique, but she sounded guilty. Earl and Guy shared a look, bonding for the first time over Dominique’s white lie.

“It’s okay, honey. I know you needed to keep a piece of me,” said Earl. Guy laughed and found himself growing more fond of Earl by the second. Dominique admitted she had it and went to grab the wig and a wig cap. “Thank you, dear.”

Earl put the wig on Guy and did his makeup before Guy could see himself in the mirror. Those were the fifteen longest minutes of Guy’s life, but when he saw himself, he almost cried. Earl yelled at him to get it together. “We don’t have time for your tears. I need that dick in my ass, now.”

Guy chuckled. “You like my dick, huh?”

“Fuck yeah, and Dominique is going to tear that ass up. I can’t wait to watch her fuck your sissy ass.”

“Get me a mirror,” said Guy. He was growing impatient since Earl had finished.

Earl sighed and got up to get a mirror from the bathroom. Dominique told Guy how great he looked. How she wanted to sit on his feminized face and enjoy his thick lips against her pussy. Earl came back with a mirror, and Guy about cried when he saw himself.

“How did you do that?” asked Guy, amazed by how feminine he looked with the wig, makeup, and scarf covering his Adam’s apple.

“I wasn’t lying when I said you looked amazing.”

Guy stood up and hugged Earl. Dominique joined in, and their hug led a deep, intimate kiss, which led to the bedroom.

♦

Dominique sat on Guy’s face in the reverse cowgirl position, watching Earl suck his dick. Guy lay on the bed, and Earl was on his knees under him. Dominique licked her fingers before rubbing her nipples and throwing her hair back as Guy’s tongue slid along her pussy lips.

“Fuck, daddy. I could suck this dick all day,” said Earl in his effeminate voice.

Dominique loved when Earl called Guy ‘daddy’. She loved how Earl had transformed Guy. She had never seen Guy as happy as when he saw himself in the mirror for the first time. Her pussy juices were dripping on his face, and Guy sucked up whatever he could as though he was drinking from a water fountain. Bits of Dominique’s nectar wet his scarf.

“Come put your sissy dick in my mouth,” said Dominique.

Earl didn’t miss a beat and climbed on the bed, standing in front of Dominique. He lifted his velvet dress and revealed a garter belt attached to his stockings with no thong. His dick hard, veins popping out along its length. Dominique took him in her mouth, sucking his dick as she rode Guy’s face. His painted lips. Earl grunted as Dominique took his dick deep into her throat. Guy reached up, searching for Dominique clit until he locked his fingers in place and rubbed for her pleasure, causing Dominique to moan into Earl’s dick.

Bodies slapping together. Skin popping. Juices flowing. Music played in the background as Dominique enjoyed her two feminized men.

Several minutes later Dominique said, “bend over the edge of the bed, Earl.”

Earl looked down at Dominique and winked before he got off the bed and leaned over the side, lifting his velvet dress to reveal his uncovered ass.

“Get a condom, Guy! I want to watch you fuck Earl.”

Guy stroked his hard dick and went to the drawer with the condoms, rolling one over his cock. Dominique handed Guy the lube, and Guy stood behind Earl. He rubbed the lubrication into his condom. His hard dick hadn’t failed him. Guy slid his erection along Earl’s split.

Dominique rubbed her pussy and watched as Guy slowly entered Earl’s sissy ass. Earl took Guy with glee and backed his ass to the base of Guy’s thick cock. Dominique wanted Guy inside her, but Earl should have him first. She wanted Earl’s tongue anyway, so she got in position in front of Earl’s bent body, placing her legs on Earl’s shoulders as Guy fucked him from behind.

Dominique snaked her hands into Earl’s brown hair and held his head against her pussy. He knew how to tantalize her clit better than any man she had met before him. Better than Guy too, and she had forgotten how much she loved Earl’s tongue until she felt it on her pussy again, brushing and charting its way to her orgasm.

“Fuck,” hollered Dominique as her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She felt Earl’s head moving because of Guy’s forceful thrusts. She opened and saw Dominique smiling down at her as he held Earl by his velvet dress and fucked his hole.

Dominique loved having Earl’s tongue on her, but she wanted to get inside Guy and show him who the boss of the house. Teach him why Earl listened to her every word. Dominique touched Earl for him to move his head, and she rolled off the bed.

“You two get on the bed,” she said. “Your time has come, Guy.”

Guy lifted Earl by his waist without sliding out of him and moved them to the bed. Dominique watched Guy’s manhood sliding in and out of Earl’s tight hole as she strapped her dick around her waist. A small extension slid into her pussy to stimulate her g-spot as she fucked her man,

Dominique climbed on the bed, lubed her dick, and grabbed Guy’s waistline. He still had on his entire outfit. The skirt hiked up. He had pulled his pick lace jockstrap to the side to fuck Earl, but a ring of pink lace framed Guy’s cute ass. Dominique pushed Guy forward, and he hovered over Earl’s submissive body.

Pulling Guy back by his hair, Dominique slid inside him. She filled his hole with her strap, making Guy take it to the base of her cock. He sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain overtook him as he enjoyed his woman’s dick.

Dominique held Guy by his lifted skirt, picking up rhythm as she fucked his sissy hole. Her two feminized men, loving each other. Loving her. Dominique in charge and on top; the queen of the castle with no king to challenge her. Guy and Earl worshiped the ground she walked on, and Dominique would never take that power for granted. The power over keeping her mismatched, perfect life together like broken pieces of pottery with glue.

Sometimes the lines from old cracks showed more beauty than the original. People called that ‘character’, but Dominique considered it the messy rules of love. No relationship was without its cracks and glue lines, and theirs was no different.

The trio ended in a pile of sweaty bodies and orgasm. Sticky hair and loosened holes. That didn’t stop them from starting all over again for a second and third round until it was too late and their bodies became too tired to continue.


EPILOGUE

3 Months Later

Dominique felt like a bouquet’s first day in a vase, decorating the room and bringing joy to everyone who saw it, even if it was just for a moment. Dominique turned her lipstick, hiding it in its tube, and placed the container on her bathroom counter before turning on her heel to return to the living room. She was wearing stilettos with a lavender cowl skirt with a stylish black jacket and white blouse beneath.

She and Guy were going out for dinner, but she was waiting for Earl to finish his makeup. Earl was going out to meet some alpha guy he had been chatting with online the past couple weeks. Earl could date who he wanted, as long as Dominique approved of the men. She understood he had needs and didn’t want to deny him some daddy dick on the side, but Dominique had to know where her sissy was spending his nights if he wanted to live under her roof.

Ever since the night Earl and Guy ran into each other at the Chinese restaurant, Dominique felt she was living in a blissful dream. There was drama at times trying to balance the emotional needs of three people, but Dominique couldn’t imagine her life any other way. Living with her two men brought more joy than anything she had experienced.

Guy and Earl came out after a few minutes, and Dominique couldn’t believe Guy’s transformation. He had been doing exercises with lighter weights and slimming down his body but still had his gorgeous muscles Dominique loved, but he had lost just enough to lose the hard edges. Earl taught him everything he knew, and Guy was getting better at feminizing himself every day.

“You two look gorgeous,” said Dominique. Her men leaned down to kiss her and sat next to her in the living room. “What time is your date?”

“I’ll leave when you two do,” said Earl.

“You make Guy look so sexy as a woman. I can’t believe how talented you are,” said Dominique.

Guy was wearing a shift dress that hung to his knees. It was pink, and Guy had long white sleeves beneath it. He had white knee-high boots with sheer black nylons beneath those. They were a pair of Earl’s with holes and drove Dominique wild. She wasn’t sure she would make it through dinner without taking Guy to the bathroom for a quickie. Guy wore a short blonde wig cut to frame his face and a sheer white scarf to cover his Adam’s apple. The traces of masculinity had disappeared, but Dominique knew what was hiding beneath that loose dress. His dick wouldn’t disappoint whenever she got a taste.

Earl wore a strapless dress and one of his bigger bras. It hugged his waist and didn’t hide the curves he spent so long whipping into shape. Earl did more squats than anyone Dominique knew, and it showed. He had also been cooking and cleaning around the house while trying to launch a business teaching men how to dress and look like a woman. Dominique had encouraged him, and he quit his job at the restaurant. He already had several clients and was growing by word-of-mouth.

Dominique and the men talked for several minutes before heading out the door. Earl went to his car, and Guy opened the door of his car for Dominique. She slid inside. They waved at Earl as he pulled away for his date with the alpha.

Guy took Dominique’s hand and squeezed it. “Thank you for everything. I can’t imagine a better life,” he said.

Dominique leaned over the console and kissed her man, dressed as a woman. She reached her hand up his dress and felt his lacy lingerie. The moistness from precum leaking through the fabric. He got hard whenever she touched him, and Dominique loved it. “I’m glad we took the leap with Earl. Thank you for trusting me and opening your heart.”

“Thank you for showing me the way. I love you,” said Guy. He kissed Dominique’s hand.

“I love you, too. Now, let’s get out of here before someone overhears our sappy conversation.”

Guy pressed the button to start the car, and they took off for their dinner reservation in the city. They cracked the windows to enjoy the cool spring air, holding hands the entire ride.
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CHAPTER ONE

Making money as a writer was harder than bestsellers made it appear. The authors living the high life. The ones who didn’t have to deliver pizzas four days a week to supplement their income. For Steven Revilla, his action stories completed him, but they didn’t pay the bills. They made him happier than a fifty percent tip, even when days of hard work writing a story didn’t make as much. They were always a pleasure to write. The dream was to sell a million copies. Have a director turn his story from words on a page to a film on the big screen.

Steven had been writing a serial story about a secret agent named Dexter who traveled the world and slept with hot women. He always solved a mystery in around ten-thousand words with some sex thrown in the mix. Steven had been working on his latest story for a week and couldn’t wait to hit publish. He hoped an agent would discover him if the books sold well enough. The stories were doing okay. He made enough to buy a couple meals each week. Steven hoped that would grow in the next year.

He paid someone twenty dollars for covers online. The same guy had been doing his since Steven started writing Dexter’s stories. The designer had sent over the cover for the new story yesterday, and Steven was almost finished editing his story. Then, he would format it and publish. Dexter’s next chapter would come to life, and people would read the words Steven had typed. The story he had created.

Steven had two chapters left to edit but was feeling thirsty. He went to his kitchen and grabbed a glass, dropping in a few ice cubes before filling it with water. Living alone had its pluses and minuses. Some days, Steven didn’t speak to a soul and missed human company. He wouldn’t mind bickering with someone over who should take out the trash if it meant having interactions with other people beyond delivering a pizza to their door.

Steven lived near the library in downtown Herman, Indiana. It was a town of around twenty thousand people an hour northeast of Indianapolis. He had a small one-bedroom apartment and paid four hundred dollars in rent each month. Steven could walk to the local pizza place where he worked but needed his car to transport the pizzas. They paid his gas and an oil change every two months, but he still had to worry about damage and insuring his car. Steven hoped Dexter would make him enough money one day but wasn’t holding out his hopes too much.

Steven graduated from college with a degree in English regretted the financial burden some days. Not because he couldn’t find a job, but those opportunities required a move to Indianapolis. He didn’t want to leave Herman behind. He hated the city. The crime. The traffic. Life where the air tasted sweet suited him fine. Somewhere he could pay half as much in rent and hopefully make money as a writer one day. Buy a farm. Steven had also been considering becoming a carpenter. There was a man in town who had offered to train him. Steven only had to make the phone call.

Taking the glass of water, Steven went back to his computer. He backed up his work after editing the last chapter. Steven formatted the e-book and went to publish it when his hand knocked the glass of water onto his laptop.

Steven cursed and hopped to his feet. He looked around, panicked, and saw a towel strewn in the corner. Steven grabbed it and dabbed his computer, but it was too late. His computer had met its death, and Steven had no money to replace it. His book wouldn’t go live tomorrow. Steven cursed and threw the towel to the wall. It was wet and heavy, smacking into the wall and sliding to the floor.

Pacing in his small living room, Steven didn’t know what he would do. He hadn’t been this pissed since his ex girlfriend left him for his only friend in the world.

His parents had also told him they wouldn’t give him a dime now that he couldn’t afford the loan they had taken out for his degree. Steven had a job in Indianapolis after graduation and earned a decent salary. He had tried the office life. He was twenty-eight and slinging pizzas because working ten hours a day in a box with someone hovering over him wasn’t for Steven. At least when he delivered pizzas, he had the open road as his company. Herman was small, and he had seen it all before, but that didn’t matter. Steven’s bosses here weren’t uptight assholes breathing down his neck; watching his every turn.

He could write Dexter’s stories and afford his cheap rent working four days a week. His parents were down the road. Steven enjoyed his life, but this computer situation had him punching the fridge. Cursing to nobody. Angry he was broke and indebted to the government for thousands of dollars. An amount that grew each month. An amount his Dexter stories couldn’t pay.

Steven closed his broken laptop, upset it wouldn’t turn back on; no matter how many times he pressed the power button. It was late, and Steven didn’t have the energy to deal with this issue. He couldn’t even think about it. Where would he find the money for a new computer? Could he fall behind on rent? He already wasn’t paying much on his student loans. His parents would only chew him out if he asked them for money.

After climbing into bed, Steven read a few chapters from a book he had on his e-reader before drifting to sleep.

♦

Melissa Bradford had her hair pulled back and twisted into a bun; a pencil sticking through it. She wore black heels, a pencil skirt, and a pink blouse to match the spring season. Today had been rainy, but that wouldn’t stop Melissa from feeling her brightest. She knew her outfit was cliche but loved when men looked at her with desire in their eyes. When she could see them undressing her in their imaginations. Fucking her against the bookshelves.

One man was doing it right now. He wasn’t her type. Much too old and out of shape, but the admiration was charming. Melissa leaned over to her cart and picked up a book, placing it on the shelf with care. If only this older, balding man knew what surprise rested between her legs. Would he have the same desperation in his eyes if she told him to suck her dick? It was pretty. She kept the hair trimmed. It smelled of flowers and bath powder.

“Good afternoon,” said Melissa.

The man scurried away, acting like he hadn’t been staring at Melissa like a meteor shower. They normally ran if she paid them any attention. Melissa’s heels pushed into the carpeted floors as she pushed the cart. Management talked about a potential face lift for the library, but they had been saying that for years. It was fine with Melissa. Herman was a small town with little public money. Walking on carpet in heels wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

After filing the books from her cart, Melissa pushed it back to the counter. The storm had grown more powerful. Lighting filled the sky followed by a roar of thunder. It was the afternoon but dark outside the windows. Melissa checked her phone for a tornado warning, but there weren’t any.

A man rushed through the doors. He had brown hair. He was tall and lanky. His hair wasn’t too long but had enough length to curl at the ends. Melissa stared at him as he kicked his feet on the mat and took off his jacket. He hadn’t been using an umbrella and was terribly wet. Melissa went to the back to get a few of the cloth towels they used for cleaning. The man was heading toward the computers, and Melissa didn’t want a broken computer on her hands. She did her best to keep the equipment in its best condition, so the library had more of a chance to receive those hardwood floors.

Melissa took the towels and went out to the computers. The man was already soaking a chair with his wet body. She ran to him before he destroyed the electronics with his wet hands.

“Sir, please wait. You’re much too wet,” said Melissa.

The man turned, and his blue eyes stopped Melissa cold. She hadn’t felt this amount of attraction for someone who’d walked into the library in ages. Since her ex. The man who had shattered her heart without care after an instant attraction. Similar to what she was feeling now. She wouldn’t fall for the soft eyes of a man again. One never knew who a person was on the inside by what they looked like on the outside. Melissa had learned the hard way.

“Sorry, I just have to rush before work. I woke up late,” said the man. Melissa didn’t know his name, but she glanced at the screen. The stranger had pulled up the cover of a story to a series she read sometimes.

“Are you the writer of those stories?” she asked. “I’ve read some of them.”

“No way,” he said. “I don’t believe you.”

“My favorite was when Dexter went to Colombia to stop a cocaine shipment and slept with the drug lord’s wife after arresting him,” said Melissa. She had whispered because it was quiet in the library, and they weren’t the only people around.

“Wow.”

“Your real name can’t be Dark Magic.”

“No, I’m Steven. What’s your name?”

“Melissa,” she said. She had forgotten about Steven’s wet body potentially ruining her chances for hardwood floors and could only see his blue eyes. The windows to his soul. The man who created the world she had enjoyed and touched her feminine dick to when it got hard from the words on the page.

“So, you want me to use those?” asked Steven, pointing to the towels in Melissa’s hand.

Melissa cleared her throat and passed the rags to Steven. “Yes, please return them before you leave.”

“Thanks, Melissa,” he said.

Melissa never bothered to tuck with tape at work because nobody made her hard. Nobody like Steven had come in before. She raced to her desk before a bulge emerged in her skirt. She could feel her womanhood growing in her panties. Steven watched her run across the library with a smile.

After a couple minutes, the erection in Melissa’s skirt tamed itself. She clicked on emails and checked her e-reader. She hadn’t downloaded the latest in the Dexter series, so she bought a copy. Supporting Steven was the least she could do now that she knew the face behind the story. The handsome, rugged face.

Thirty minutes later, Steven came up to the counter and handed Melissa the towels. “Thanks,” he said.

“I just bought one of your books,” she said. She couldn’t stop herself from telling him.

“Awesome,” said Steven. He winked, but then his face fell to a frown. “Gotta go deliver pizzas in this storm.”

“Oh, you work down the road?”

“Yep.”

“Maybe I’ll have to order a pizza,” said Melissa. She covered her mouth, embarrassed by her words.

“I’d love that. See you around, Melissa,” said Steven. He turned and walked to the door.

Melissa called after him. “Bye, Steven.” The grin on Steven’s face when he turned made Melissa blush. She ran into the office to hide her face and take a deep breath, feeling like a young woman in love. What if she lost herself again? Like she had before? A hint of panic clutched her chest. All great beginnings didn’t lead to a happy ending. But Steven was different from her ex, wasn’t he?


CHAPTER TWO

Driving from one side of Herman to the other took over fifteen minutes in a thunderstorm. The weather hadn’t let up, and Steven was trying to see through the thick downpour; his brights turned on. Steven didn’t need GPS. He guided the car through the town until he reached his destination. He knew the family because they always ordered two pizzas a week. Steven often wondered what they ate on the other days of the week. Growing up, his mother ordered pizza twice a year at most.

Steven grabbed the pizza, took a deep breath, and ran through the rain. Standing under the porch, rain dropped off the roof behind him like a waterfall. The mother answered the door and left him a substantial tip. Thirty percent. Steven couldn’t believe his luck. He thanked the rain and raced back to his car. The night passed as his nights at work often did: singing to the radio, texting his friends while waiting at the restaurant, and eating free pizza. He loved the free pizza and salads most about his job. It saved him a ton on his food budget.

After work, Steven went home. It was late. He would have loved to write, but his computer was trashed. He had taken it to his friend who loved computers where it was pronounced dead. The water had soaked into it. His friend could have gotten the information off of it, but Steven already had everything backed up, and a complete rebuild of the computer would cost more than buying a new one. He found a program that would recycle it, and Steven was saving money in the meantime.

The next morning, Steven woke up and completed his morning routine. He did a few push ups, shaved, showered, and made coffee before running to the library to write Dexter’s next story. Melissa wasn’t there when Steven arrived, but she was in his thoughts.

Melissa had been on Steven’s mind like an illness. The librarian who read his story. The librarian who wore heels and skirts and looked like a fantasy from a porno. She had an hourglass figure. Ample breasts Steven would love to suck on. Perhaps she would allow him to slide his dick between her squeezed titties. When Steven had seen her in that outfit, it sent the dirtiest fantasies through his mind. How did Melissa like men to fuck her? Steven wanted to find out and top it. Push her to her limits.

Steven wanted to ask Melissa on a date but didn’t know how. He thought it would be rude to ask a working woman in her place of business for a date. What if she had a boyfriend? He didn’t want to put her in an awkward situation, so he put Dexter in one instead.

For Dexter’s next mission, Steven had him ask out a librarian because of her links to the criminal. Steven left clues for Melissa throughout the scenes. Steven hoped if Melissa read his newest story, she would recognize he wanted to spend more time with her. Discover who she was beyond a reader of pulp fiction. What other genres did she enjoy? What sexual positions? Did she like it when men pulled on her sexy brown hair while fucking her from behind?

Steven hadn’t had sex since his ex left him for his best friend. His only friend. They had been like a trio: his ex-girlfriend, best friend, and himself. Steven should have seen it coming, but it had been the perfect relationship. The presence of Steven’s best friend had never bothered him. It was just the way things were. Steven couldn’t remember how it had started either; like waking up from a dream. They spent nearly every day together since Patricia had fallen into Steven’s life.

Patricia and Chuck. His best friends and worst enemies. It took love to hate. Steven still hadn’t come to terms with what they did to him eight months ago. So many of his best memories in life had Patricia and Chuck in the background. Chuck had always had the better body. Steven wondered if Patricia had wanted Chuck all along. They were together nearly two years, and she threw it all away. Chuck did too, and their friendship had started long before Patricia entered his life.

Steven pushed his messy past to the side and continued on the story. He had to finish writing before another round of pizzas. He would rush to write, edit, and publish this story. Maybe Melissa could help Steven move on and forget. Live a new life. Steven hadn’t thought he could move on until Melissa stepped into his life. She had read his book, and that made him want her more than anything. Plus, she was sexy too.

♦

Time was flying like bees buzzing from flower to flower. Melissa had been busy with her volunteer work over the past week because they had a food drive. She helped find meals for children who lived in rural areas. They also helped distribute books to the children too, which was Melissa’s favorite part, but she worked as an organizer for the food drive.

Melissa always tried to help because she had grown up in the country with few resources. Her luck had changed after a stellar score on her college-entrance exam and a full-ride scholarship to one of Indiana’s top universities. She studied English and then a Master’s in library science (also on a partial scholarship) before returning to Herman. It was only a thirty-minute drive to where her parents lived, and she adored the fresh air. The flat fields where one could see a lightning storm approach from miles away.

Today wasn’t rainy, but the past few weeks had brought more rain than usual. Flooding in spring.

Sitting at the circulation desk, Melissa flipped through the online catalog of e-books. Someone stood to leave at the computer station, and Steven popped into Melissa’s mind. She went to his page and saw there was a new book. His stories only took an hour to read, but she loved the action he could stuff into that hour. Steven had the potential to write outstanding pulp fiction. Melissa had high hopes for his future. Personally, Melissa much preferred to read stories than write them.

It was a slow afternoon at the library, so Melissa had time to read Steven’s latest story. As she flipped through the pages, Dexter met a librarian. Melissa wondered if Steven had been thinking of her when he wrote the pages. Where had she been when he was writing? Sitting here at the desk?

Melissa felt the heat fill her cheeks as Dexter and the librarian found a mutual attraction. When one thing led to the next, Melissa squeezed her legs. An erection was growing in her panties. She would have to wear tape to work if Steven continued to pique her interest. If he continued to stimulate her with the words on his page. Nobody had ever written a story with Melissa in mind, but it was clear Steven had.

Lost in the final paragraphs of Steven’s story, Melissa didn’t see when he walked through the doors. He went to the computers while her eyes traveled over the pages. There was a bell if somebody needed her attention. When Melissa lifted her eyes, she saw Steven. Her boss came up from behind Melissa and placed her hands on Melissa’s shoulders.

“Looks like your man returned,” said Tammy.

“What are you talking about?”

“You think nobody can see you two, but I’ve been watching. Every time he comes in, you turn into a different person.”

“Tammy, you’ve lost your mind. That isn’t true,” said Melissa, but they both knew that was a lie. Whenever Steven came in to write, Melissa would find a way to walk in his line of vision. She wanted Steven to watch her, but he had gone a step farther and wrote her a story. Melissa couldn’t tell Tammy. She could hardly admit it to herself. She couldn’t let herself get excited until she told him the truth about her womanhood.

Melissa was wearing her usual black pencil skirt with black pumps. She had on a blue blouse today. She cleared her throat and shimmied her shoulders before walking away from Tammy. Melissa sashayed across the carpeted floor. Steven’s back was turned to her, but he could have been watching her in the screen. She undid one button on her blouse before reaching Steven.

He turned around and smiled. “Hello, Melissa.”

“I read your latest story,” she said.

“What did you think?”

“How about I ask out Dexter? Would you like to get coffee?”

“What time are you off?”

“In two hours,” she said.

“That’s perfect. Let’s get coffee after,” he said.

Melissa hadn’t expected it to happen so fast, but she wouldn’t refuse Steven. Melissa touched her chest and stuttered to find an answer.

“Just say yes.”

“Yes, I’ll be waiting for you, and we can get coffee.”

“You won’t regret it,” he said.

Melissa had to calm herself before running across the room. She wanted to jump in the air and click her heels together but resisted because of Tammy’s eyes. When Melissa sat at the circulation desk, Tammy came up behind her. “I told you,” she slithered.

Melissa waved her hand for Tammy to disappear. Tammy cackled before turning and walking to the office. Sitting there, Melissa wondered what temperature Steven was. If water wasn’t boiling or frozen, it was almost impossible to tell how hot or cold it was.

♦

Melissa and Steven played footsie under the table. It was their first date, but they connected on a deeper lever than Steven had expected. Their interests in literature parted ways after pulp fiction. Melissa preferred classics and romance while Steven enjoyed science fiction and erotica. He didn’t want all the extra emotions. The sex was plenty, but sitting across from Melissa was the best thing Steven had experienced since before his ex-girlfriend walked out of his life.

“What’s a talented man like you doing single?” asked Melissa. She rubbed her heel along Steven’s calf.

“Not many women are interested in pizza drivers,” he said.

“You don’t tell them about your Dexter stories?”

“No, it was only by chance you discovered it. My computer broke, so I had to write at the library. I’m hoping to have enough money in the next couple weeks to buy a new computer,” he said. Melissa frowned, and Steven took her hand on the table. He smiled at her. “Will you miss me?”

Melissa pouted and nodded. “I feel like I’m dating a sprouting star.”

“We’re dating?”

“Isn’t that why we’re having coffee?” asked Melissa. She intertwined her fingers with Steven’s. 
He was ignoring the stiffness in his pants, glad the table was hiding it. “I guess so,” he said. Melissa smiled, but her expression quickly deflated. She looked like she was thinking about something, gazing at nothing in the distance. She met Steven’s eyes, and her mouth slid to the side. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she said, but Steven could tell she was lying by the way her eyes drooped.

“You can tell me,” he said. Steven wanted Melissa to trust him. She was a reader, not an obsessed fan. She was a librarian that dressed the part. Steven had a feeling she knew how men looked at her in those pencil skirts she wore, but there was an innocence to her too; like a woman running along the beach with her arms spread wide.

“Can I?” she asked. Her voice was sharp, stiff.

Steven sat back in his chair without releasing her hand. He could see pain in her eyes like someone had hurt her before. She wasn’t the only person who had their life destroyed by a lover. Steven found it hard to trust but was wishing for things to work with Melissa. Clearing his throat, Steven spoke. He told Melissa about how his best friend and ex-girlfriend had run off together. Dexter was born in the rubble of that relationship. He had lost both his lover and best friend in one day and needed something to fill the time. Melissa listened with large eyes, making sounds to indicate she was listening.

“Wow, I can believe she would do that to you,” said Melissa. She was holding Steven’s hand.

“It wasn’t like it happened it one day. The more I reflect, the more obvious it was. We might as well had been having three sums all the time we spent together. I just hate thinking about how long they might have been having sex behind my back,” said Steven.

“Don’t dwell on that. You will drive yourself crazy. I’m so sorry she did that to you,” said Melissa.

“So, why is there pain in your eyes, Melissa?”

Melissa pulled her hand away from Steven’s and sat back in her chair. She wasn’t crying but looked like she had tears in her eyes. Melissa had a decaf coffee and rubbed the handle her with thumb. Her features were distressed but gorgeous.

“Talk to me,” said Steven.

Melissa sighed. “You aren’t the only one with a bad ex.”

“What happened with yours?”

“His name was George. One day, he came into the library and charmed me. Like you, but he was more direct in his efforts. He came with gifts for several months before I agreed to a date. If only I had known why he wanted to date me in the beginning, I would have saved myself a lot of grief,” said Melissa. She hadn’t met Steven’s eyes. She stared at the rings moving through her coffee as she tapped the side of her mug.

“What happened with George? Why did he want to date you?”

“There’s something you don’t know about me,” she said.

Steven made a gesture asking for more information.

“I don’t know how to say this,” Melissa said and grabbed a napkin. She took out a pen from her purse and scribbled a message on the napkin before passing it to Steven.

I have a penis.

Steven read the words three times, uncertain they formed a sentence. Melissa started to gather her bag after Steven hadn’t spoken for several beats.

“I’m sorry. This is what my ex said. He told me nobody would love me because of it, but I don’t want the surgery. I’m a woman, but I was born with—”

Steven put up his hand, and Melissa stood. “No, please. Sit. Don’t leave. I just need a second to process this. I mean, look at you, Melissa.”

Melissa sat in her seat and placed her purse on the table. “What about me?”

“You’re gorgeous, Melissa. Not a trace of man exists when I look at you.”

“Do you care that I have it?”

“Well, it’s a shock, Melissa. I’m not sure what to say, but I don’t want you to leave. I wrote a story for you. You interest me on more than a purely physical level. I’m open to exploring, but I can’t guarantee anything,” said Steven.

“You really don’t have to waste your time. George always said he was the only man who could love me properly. The only man that would want a ‘deformed’ woman,” Melissa said using air quotes.

“You’re not deformed, Melissa. I don’t think there is anything unnatural about who you are. It’s just… I’ve never considered sleeping with a woman who had a…” said Steven, his voice trailing off to a whisper.

Melissa shrugged. “I didn’t expect you to want to continue.”

“Please, Melissa. This is something to digest. Not in a bad way, but it’s new. Like walking into a dark room without a flashlight.”

Melissa smiled, and Steven relaxed in his seat. Melissa’s beauty hadn’t changed, but the idea of dating a woman with a dick had never crossed Steven’s mind. He didn’t have a problem with anyone in the transgender community. Steven thought all people were equal no matter who they were, but his sex preferences were distinct. Innate, but a little voice in his head told him to experiment. Melissa was a seductive force, and Steven didn’t want to miss his chance.

“What were you saying about George?”

“George was an asshole that caused me to doubt myself. I lost confidence during my relationship with him and haven’t been with anyone since.”

“How long ago did it end?”

“Six months,” she said.

“We can’t change our pasts, but we can move create a future together. What do you say?”

“I would love to spend more time with you. We’ll just have to take it slow.”

“As slow as you need,” said Steven. He lifted his mug and said, “fuck our exes.”

“Fuck them,” Melissa said and clinked her mug with Steven’s.


CHAPTER THREE

The rain had come and gone, and several weeks rolled by on the calendar. Melissa and Steven were spending every chance they had together. They shot a bow and arrow one day on a farm outside of town. Another day they went bowling and drank beers. Steven had refused to eat pizza, so they shared mozzarella sticks and a hamburger. On their third date, they had played a game of paintball with Steven’s friends. Melissa felt much younger than twenty-seven around Steven. When she was with him, it was as though her problems washed away.

“What did you have planned today?” asked Melissa. They were standing outside the library. Steven didn’t come to write anymore, but he would meet her after work if they had plans.

“There is a pottery class I thought we could take,” said Steven.

“Pottery?” gawked Melissa. “What do you know about pottery?”

“Nothing. That’s why I thought we could take the class. What do you say?”

Melissa waved her hands up and down her clothing. “I don’t think I’m dressed to take a pottery class.”

“We can run to your house before. We have time,” said Steven. “This is Herman, Indiana. You can’t live too far from here.” Melissa tilted her head and shook her hips. She and Steven were standing centimeters apart speaking in soft mumbles. “Why don’t I drive you to your house and then we will head to the pottery class?”

“Okay,” said Melissa. They walked down the road to where Steven lived and hopped in his car. Melissa was a short drive from the library, so she left her car in the parking lot.

When they arrived at Melissa’s house, she got out the car and debated on whether to invite Steven inside.

“Should I wait here?” he asked.

Melissa shook her head. She rented a house outside the city. She wanted to pay off her student loans before taking out a loan for a house. Melissa had scholarships, but had borrowed money in graduate school. The library paid her enough to live, but she needed to find a side hustle. She was thinking of designing furniture. Maybe this pottery class could turn into something. Maybe Steven could last a long time too.

Melissa opened the door, and Steven stepped inside first. It was a small two-bedroom house on an acre of land. The houses were far apart in Herman; plenty of land and fresh air.

“Want something to drink?” asked Melissa. She felt odd having a man in her house. One she had been seeing. She and Steven had kissed after the paintball match. It was a long, deep kiss Melissa would never forget. She wanted more but feared how Steven would react when he saw her feminine dick for the first time.

Steven asked for water, so Melissa filled a glass. The kitchen had a bar that faced the living room. A sliding door led to the concrete slab and backyard. No fence, but the house backed up to a vacant piece of land. There were talks of developing it, and Melissa would ask her landlord for a fence if they did.

“You like living out here?”

“It’s nothing but a hop and skip from town,” she said.

“I enjoy living downtown, even if it isn’t much.”

“I enjoy looking at the stars from my backyard. The sounds of cicadas in the summer.”

“Aren’t you afraid being out here all alone?”

“My neighbors love me, and I know how to shoot,” said Melissa. She walked to Steven with the glass of water. She handed it to him, wanting to undo his belt. Unbutton his pants. Would he mind if she dropped to her knees and tasted his dick?

She was still dressed in her librarian outfit, wearing a white blouse. “What time does the pottery class start?”

“In an hour.”

“One hour?” asked Melissa.

Steven’s mouth turned to a knowing smirk. He gripped Melissa by gliding his fingers into her bun and pulled back, kissing her mouth with a passionate aggression. The glass of water sloshed in his hand. Melissa giggled into Steven’s mouth when a drop spilled on her.

“You should probably put that glass somewhere,” said Melissa, her words muffled by Steven’s lips.

They moved together as though their legs were tied with string. Steven set the glass down and kissed Melissa deeper, grabbing her ass with both hands. His mouth moved from her lips to her ears to her neck. Melissa’s hands used Steven’s back for support. He had a thin, yet muscular frame. She loved how thick her body felt against his. Her ass plump and feminine. She hadn’t bothered to tuck today, and her dick was a lost cause. It was hard and loose and pressed against Steven’s thigh.

“Sit on the sofa,” said Melissa while unbuttoning her blouse. She took it off but left on her heels and skirt and bra. Her hair was in the bun with a pencil through it, a few strands loose from Steven’s passionate kiss.

Steven sat, and Melissa went over to him and got on her knees. She loved sucking dick and had no shame doing it. Steven looked at her with greedy eyes, and she couldn’t wait to please him. Her dick was hard in her panties and pressing against her skirt. She ignored it and worked on undoing Steven’s belt to pull his pants to the floor.

What Melissa found impressed her. Steven kept his hair trim and had a satisfying girth and length. One that made her salivate at the lips. They had been on four dates, and she was aching to move to the next step.

Steven’s head fell back as Melissa took his dick in her hand. He moaned when her lips encircled it. He laced his fingers into her hair but didn’t push. Melissa loved the weight of his hand as she bobbed her head along his cut manhood, enjoying the salty tasty of his precum against her tongue.

“Fuck,” said Steven.

Melissa lifted her lips and stroked Steven’s cock. She might have been bigger than Steven but loved his size. He had a handsome set of balls too. “You like that?” asked Melissa.

Steven grunted and encouraged Melissa to continue with his touch. She parted her lips and took his dick again. She played with his balls while sucking his dick. Melissa didn’t touch herself. She just wanted to please Steven and swallow his milk. She was thirsty, and he was the only man who could give her a taste. When Melissa dated a man, she had eyes for nobody else.

“Fuck, baby. I want to see you stroke your dick,” said Steven.

Melissa was touched, but she didn’t want to make a mess. Steven could cum down her throat and there would be no evidence beyond the salty tasty that lingered in her mouth.

“Cum for me,” she said, knowing Steven was close.

He closed his eyes, and Melissa ran her tongue along the vein in Steven’s cock. She parted her lips at his tip and swallowed his entire length. She sucked on his manhood like a vacuum. He thrashed and moaned. Melissa focused on Steven’s cock until he unloaded in her mouth.

Steven gripped the couch as the warmth coated Melissa’s tongue. She swallowed as Steven’s cock shot into her mouth.

“Thank you,” he said after unloading. Melissa climbed up the couch and kissed Steven, leaving the saltiness on his lips. “Don’t you want to cum?” asked Steven.

“No, we’ll be late. Don’t worry about me. Clean up, and let’s go,” said Melissa.

They hurried and washed up after the quick oral session. Melissa felt lighter with the taste of Steven’s seed overtaking her senses. She rinsed her mouth with water, but it did little to remove the taste. They were out the house and in Steven’s car within ten minutes. Seven minutes after that, they arrived at the pottery studio.

“Where did you find this class?” asked Melissa.

“Online.”

“I’m excited. Let’s go,” she said. Melissa opened her car door but paused when a familiar face caught her eye. Her ex George was walking out of the liquor store next door to the pottery studio.

Steven noticed her freeze. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

Melissa pointed, and that attracted George’s eye. When he looked Melissa’s way, the bad memories came rushing back. The dependence she fought so hard to break. “Is that him?” asked Steven. He rushed over to Melissa’s side of the car. George approached them. Melissa wanted to scream but knew that would only bring out George’s bad side. She wanted to get inside the pottery studio and forget she had seen him. Savor the salty taste on her tongue and not feel the pit hollowing out her stomach.

“What do we have here, sissy?”

“Watch your mouth,” said Steven.

George gripped Steven by his shirt and slammed him against the car. Melissa shrieked. “George, leave us alone. Please. I’ve moved on.”

“Nobody will use your body like I did,” he said. “You’re just a sissy whore. You like it, huh guy? You like Melissa’s sissy dick?”

“Don’t fucking talk about her like that,” Steven said and pushed George. George’s muscles were thick. He was the most dominant force Melissa had ever encountered. She had known the relationship wasn’t healthy after a few months but didn’t know how to leave. It took her a long time to leave, and now she was discovering herself again. Seeing George confused her.

George leaned in Melissa face. Her stomach flipped. She felt hate and desire. “I could take you back to my house right now and fuck you if I wanted. Don’t forget that,” George whispered into her ear. Melissa let out a breath when George lifted his head. He spat on Steven before walking to his car.

Steven leaped after George, but Melissa touched him to stop. “It’s not worth it. That man is a psychopath.”

Steven got to his knees under Melissa. She was still sitting in the car. The passenger door was open. “I’m sorry you had to deal with him.”

“Don’t worry about it, Steven. You know what? That pottery class sounds perfect. I need something to clear my head,” said Melissa. She pushed Steven to move back so she could get out of the car. She stood and closed the door. Melissa was shaking but hid it. She smiled at Steven and put out her hand for his. “Ready?”

“Yes,” he said, looking uncertain but took her hand. They walked inside and enjoyed their pottery class.


CHAPTER FOUR

Walking out of the pottery studio with their creations, Steven thought about Melissa. He missed her. Her smile. Her brown her. Melissa had been avoiding Steven since they ran into her ex-boyfriend outside of the pottery studio. Since he had a new computer, he didn’t have to visit the library to type. He included a few clues in his latest story of how much he (Dexter) missed Melissa, but Steven couldn’t take away from Dexter’s life too much. Dexter almost never slept with the same woman twice.

Steven placed the disastrous bowls and mugs on his passenger seat. He had created them with Melissa the previous week. If her ex hadn’t appeared, they would have been having a better week, but Steven couldn’t get her to reply. He was becoming desperate to see Melissa. Steven went to the corner store and bought a chocolate bar to place in the mug and headed to the library. He couldn’t wait for Melissa to read his words. What if she never downloaded the book? How long would Steven have before Melissa lost interest? Or worse, George could try to swoop back into Melissa life and claim her.

Stepping out of his car, Steven felt sweat forming on his forehead. He hated approaching women in public but didn’t have a choice. Melissa wouldn’t return his messages. She hadn’t ordered a pizza. Steven wanted to show Melissa he didn’t care what was between her legs. Her ex was wrong. He was disgusting and controlling. Steven had met plenty of men like George who thought they could take whatever they wanted in the world or destroy anything they deemed invaluable.

Steven walked inside the library holding Melissa’s bowl and mug. The workers at the pottery studio had added colors and the finishing touches. They completed what the class didn’t finish as part of the package, so the pieces were easier to pick up for the clients. Melissa was sitting at the circulation desk. Her eyes locked on Steven and followed him as he walked across the room.

She cleared her throat and moved her focus to the computer screen, clicking her mouse. Steven placed the pieces on the counter. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I just picked the pieces up from our class. You haven’t returned my messages. What did I do?” asked Steven.

“Nothing. It’s not you, it’s me.”

“Don’t use that line. You can tell me what happened. I’m here for you, Melissa. I want to help you.”

“You can help me by leaving me alone,” she said.

Steven sighed. Her ex had damaged her. Steven wanted to fix the dents. There was no reason for a woman like Melissa to feel this down about herself. “Do you like the colors they used for your mug?”

“It’s a pretty reddish brown. My creations are rather horrid though, don’t you think?”

“Not as bad as mine,” said Steven. They laughed.

“Why didn’t you bring in yours? Trying to make me feel bad?”

“What time do you get off?” asked Steven.

Melissa rolled her wrist and glanced at her watch. “In thirty minutes,” she said. “You want to wait?”

“If you’ll have me, I would love to wait,” he said.

“Go get your pieces to show me. There isn’t much happening here,” said Melissa. Her coworker had to close the library that day because Melissa had come in early to open. Steven didn’t have to deliver pizzas, and he had finished his writing in the afternoon. Steven went outside and got his pottery. The studio had dipped his in gray. He and Melissa compared their work. Steven liked hers more, but she insisted his was better.

The thirty minutes passed, and they left the library together. They both drove a few blocks down the road to Steven’s apartment. He lived above one of the businesses downtown, and Melissa didn’t want to leave her car outside the library. Not that there was much crime in Herman, but she didn’t want to walk there when leaving Steven’s. She had wrapped her pottery pieces in newspaper and placed them in the trunk.

“What do you think?” asked Steven when they walked into his place. They had only been to Melissa’s house.

“It’s great. Perfect for the lonely writer,” said Melissa. She sat on Steven’s sofa and moved the pillow to the side. He had two decorative pillows, some artwork, and random piles of books. There wasn’t much room, but the place was big enough. Most people in Herman lived in houses, so it was strange to spend time in an apartment, but it felt like Steven. Bohemian. Hipster. Classic. Like candlelight flickering against a red wall. Steven brought out two glasses of water.

“Your house is nicer,” he said and sat next to Melissa. “Do you want to talk about what happened with your ex? You left me high and dry.”

“Mainly I didn’t have my phone turned on this week. I’m afraid George will try to come back in my life. He said he could have me whenever he wanted in the parking lot.”

“I knew he had said something to you, but you never told me.”

“He used to come in and out of my life like the moon at night. I can’t stand how he treats me. It took so long to finally move on from George, and now he is trying to pull me back in.”

“Don’t let him,” said Steven.

“I’m not, but that’s why I had my phone off. That’s why I haven’t been responding. I don’t even want to go to work. What if he shows up with flowers like he used to? I’m only so strong,” said Melissa.

Steven hated to see her with a frown, doubting herself. She looked hesitant. Uncertain of life. “You think you would go back to him?”

“It’s possible. He knows how to push my buttons. I try to stay strong, but he is like a beach with jellyfish lurking near the shore,” said Melissa.

“He didn’t seem like a good guy. What if I prove how much I want you? Will that be enough to convince you to stay away from George?”

“Prove? What do you mean, Steven?”

Steven placed his hand on Melissa’s thigh. She didn’t hesitate at his touch. Her body scooted closer to his. Steven responded by wrapping his hand around her waist and moving his lips within millimeters of hers. “You’re gorgeous, Melissa. Intelligent, gracious, and full of life. Any man would be lucky to have you, no matter what George might have told you.”

“Sometimes when you hear something enough, you start to believe it even if it isn’t true,” said Melissa.

“I guess I’ll have to tell you the truth enough times until you believe it,” said Steven. Melissa squeezed Steven’s hand, staring into his eyes. They were blue and stood out against his darker features: the dark, curly hair and sun-kissed skin in late spring. Steven looked into Melissa’s brown eyes, wanting to pleasure her how she had him. “Would you like me to return the favor?” asked Steven, his hand drifting along her pencil skirt. Teasing her with its light touch.

“Return what favor?”

“You know. Don’t you remember what we did at your house last week?”

“How could I forget?”

“Then, don’t you want me to do the same?” asked Steven. He slid from the sofa and got to his knees. Steven gripped Melissa thighs where her skirt ended. She pressed her thighs together, but Steven pried them apart. She was wearing tights that hid her goodies and created a dark shadow under her skirt. “Why are you hiding?”

She nudged his head. “You don’t have to do this.”

“What if I want to?”

Melissa relaxed. “You think you want to?” she asked.

“I want to see what it’s like. I might love it. You never know,” he said.

“Fine,” said Melissa. She hiked up her skirt and pulled down her tights. Steven loved Melissa’s exposed legs. She was wearing a pair of white cotton panties, and Steven saw the outline of her dick for the first time. She was undoubtedly bigger than him, but Steven didn’t mind. His size satisfied him. He wasn’t searching for a fix to make him larger.

Melissa had her skirt hiked up to her waist. Her breath was growing heavy at Steven’s touch. He gripped her panties at the waist and pulled down. Melissa moaned when the air hit her dick. It stiffened with its new freedom. Steven took in the impressive size and held it in his hand. “Wow, you’re big.”

Pushing Steven’s hand away, Melissa took her dick and stroked it. She didn’t meet Steven’s eyes. He moved one hand up to her breast and cupped it. He used the other hand to take over for where her dick was. Steven opened his mouth and slowly lowered it over Melissa’s thick womanhood. She was at least eight inches long, but Steven did his best to mimic what Melissa had done for him. His skills weren’t hers, but he would learn to keep Melissa in his life and satisfied.

“Breathe through your nose,” said Melissa.

Steven did and found he could fill his throat with Melissa dick, taking the last two inches he couldn’t before. Melissa held Steven’s face as she thrust her dick in and out of his mouth, precum leaking from the tip. She was uncut and leaking much more than Steven ever did. It was his first time with a dick in his mouth, but Steven didn’t mind the sensation of Melissa’s thickness filling the back of his throat and leaving a salty taste on his tongue.

Melissa tightened her grip on Steven’s face and fucked his mouth until her load shot into his mouth. Until her moans filled the apartment. Steven gripped Melissa’s breasts as her warm, milky goo slid down his throat. He parted his lips and moved them to Melissa’s mouth.

“Fuck, you tasted good,” he said.

“We’ll have to return favors more often,” she said.

“That’s a cycle I wouldn’t mind getting stuck in.”

“Would you like—”

A knock at the door interrupted Melissa. She and Steven glanced at one another. He shrugged. “I have no idea who it—”

“Steven, open the door!” said a female voice.

Steven’s face flushed of color. Melissa hurried to put on her panties and tights and fix her skirt. “Who is that?” asked Melissa.

“My ex,” he said.

“What is she doing here?”

“I have no idea. Please, you don’t have to leave. I didn’t invite her here,” said Steven. Melissa was gathering her purse. She moved hastily, pulling her skirt with force and throwing items into her purse that had fallen to the floor.

“I don’t know what’s going on here, but we can’t be together if neither of us has our shit together.”

“Steven, open the door!”

Melissa leered at the closed door, and Steven wanted it to stop. Why did Patricia have to show up now? Melissa was the only woman he wanted. Patricia had crushed him like metal at the trash dump.

“No, it’s fine. Steven, we’re not ready for this. Thank you for returning the favor, but we should leave it there.”

“You don’t mean that, Melissa,” he said, taking Melissa in his arms. She pushed him away and headed to the door. She opened it, and Steven chased after her, but Patricia blocked his way. It was like Patricia hadn’t even seen the woman leave his apartment. She charged forward while Melissa made her escape. There was a little stain from her cum at the sofa’s edge. Steven noticed the wet spot, but Patricia seemed oblivious to her surroundings. She broke down into hysterical tears. Steven couldn’t handle it.

“Patricia, shut up!”

Her sobs dampened to sniffles. Her mascara ran down her face when she looked up to Steven. He had nothing but disgust in his mouth. He wanted to spit on her for ruining his moment with Melissa but remembered George and his crudeness. Steven wasn’t that type of man. He was softer. Gentler. That was probably why Patricia thought she could run back to his apartment without warning with tears running from her eyes.

“Tell me why you’re here,” said Steven. His voice was even, but his body shook.

“Chuck,” Patricia said and cried harder. She couldn’t even make a sentence.

“I don’t care about you and Chuck. You shouldn’t have come here,” said Steven.

“But… but… Steven. You’re the only one who can talk sense into Chuck. Please, Steven.”

Steven’s jaw flinched, and he lifted Patricia to her feet. His arms were under her right shoulder. He carried her to the door and threw her to the other side. He locked it and ran to his window, but Melissa’s car had already disappeared. Patricia banged on the door but eventually went away after Steven ignored her for twenty minutes while pacing in his living room and taking deep breaths. He would get Melissa back. This wouldn’t ruin them. He wouldn’t allow that to happen, or else Chuck would have to pay for whatever he did to Patricia because he would never hit a woman, no matter how much grief Patricia caused him.


CHAPTER FIVE

Melissa browsed the online library, wondering how much longer she had to wait on the titles she had borrowed. Her boss always got on her about checking out physical copies of the new releases, but Tammy wouldn’t know if Melissa borrowed a book online. She wasn’t that obsessed about Melissa’s desire to get the latest titles on her hands. She would buy a copy if it was dire enough.

The day was passing slower than usual. Melissa thought back to a few days ago when she had been in Steven’s apartment; her dick in his mouth. Melissa loved that Steven had swallowed her load. George never did that for her. He always spat the load on her stomach or fucked her before she had a chance to cum in his mouth. George wasn’t as soft as Steven. He took what he wanted and asked questions after. It had attracted Melissa but proved disturbing.

Several weeks remained until she would receive a copy of the latest book she had requested. Melissa closed the window and checked out a person in line. She was an older woman who came to the library often. Melissa loved chatting with her. She had worked as a pharmacist down the street before retiring. Melissa didn’t grow up in Herman but would come sometimes if her mother had tired of the town closer to where she grew up. Melissa remembered going to the general store in downtown Herman before a corporation bought the retail space and turned it into a sandwich shop.

The woman left the line, and Melissa focused on the man’s face behind the retired pharmacist.

“What are you doing here?”

George placed a bouquet on the counter. Melissa wanted to toss the flowers in the trash and tell George to evaporate and never come to here again. Where was Steven this time? Where was Tammy?

“I told you I could have you whenever I wanted,” said George. Melissa felt her dick twitch between her thighs. She wasn’t wearing tape but had tucked before work. “I’m coming here to collect on my promise.”

“I want nothing with you, George. Please, just leave me alone,” she said. Melissa stood and grabbed the cart. She had books to file and didn’t need to hear what George had to say. She left the flowers sitting on the counter too. Melissa’s heels sunk in the carpet as she pushed the cart. She could feel George following her but ignored him, but his familiar scents brought memories rushing back to Melissa: the time George had fucked her all night when he took them to a hotel in Indianapolis for a weekend vacation. Melissa came three times that night without touching herself. George knew how to fuck, but that wasn’t enough, and it didn’t excuse all the pain he had caused her.

Keeping her back to George, Melissa placed books on the shelf. She could hear George breathing behind her but acted normal. Plenty of men came to the library to stare at her. It was nothing new except she had a past with the man behind her. The man with bulging muscles and a dick that made her weak in the knees.

When Melissa placed another book on the shelf, George made his move. His minty breath hit Melissa’s ear as his hard body pressed against hers. Melissa realized leading George to a secluded area had been a mistake, but did she do it on purpose? Her back bent in, and her ass shot out as George moved his hand up Melissa’s front side. His fingers landed on her neck. She moaned, and he told her to shut up.

“Don’t make a noise, sissy,” said George as his hard dick pushed against her ass through the pencil skirt.

Melissa didn’t make a sound as George violated her body. She wouldn’t complain. When she pushed her ass out, she had been asking for more. They both knew it, and Melissa loved feeling George’s manhood against her ass. She wanted him to take her and show her who was boss. She felt bad about Steven, but he was like a rainstorm approaching town. The clouds were miles away.

“I don’t have time today, but check the note in the flowers. Don’t miss our date, or I’ll come find you. Got it, sissy?” asked George.

Melissa bit her bottom lip and nodded. She would do whatever George told her. She felt weak but loved that a hunk like George desired her. Steven was sweet, but he was like ice cream when Melissa craved steak. She needed a man like George to put her in her place. Plus, Steven was all caught up with his ex-girlfriend. Melissa had seen the hopefulness in George’s eyes when he heard that woman’s voice.

Melissa filed the books on the cart as her dick softened. George’s presence lingered in her heart, but her body finally settled. She returned to the desk and found the note in the flowers. George had written a time, date, and location.

♦

Melissa felt like a bitch but had to put herself first. Steven had been texting all week with excuses about why his ex-girlfriend showed up at his door, but Melissa didn’t want to hear it. She was heading to her date with George. The location he picked was a park on the opposite edge of town from where Melissa lived.

Stepping on the grass in her heels, Melissa walked across the field. George was busy grilling meat. Smoke swirled in the air above the grill. It smelled amazing, and Melissa couldn’t wait to eat. George had always been a fantastic cook. His cookies had been one of the traps he laid in the beginning of their romance. Walking to him after exiting the roller coaster for six months felt strange and wrong, but Melissa knew the sex wouldn’t disappoint.

“Melissa,” called George. He lifted his head and waved in Melissa’s direction. She returned the gesture. She was wearing a loose dress that day. It was made of cotton and puffed up when the wind blew under it like a petticoat.

Melissa hugged George when she reached him. He held a spatula in his hand. It dripped grease on the grill, and the oil sizzled in the fire. He smelled of beer and fire smoke. His muscles firm without flexing. Melissa felt at home against his frame. Dangerously comfortable. “You smell amazing,” said George.

“You smell like smoke.”

“Take a seat so you don’t. Unless you want to shower together after this?”

Melissa turned her head into her shoulder, not knowing how to respond. She wanted George to press her against the shower door and bury his dick in her sissy hole, but what about Steven? What about the man who had shown her such kindness? The one who wrote a story to ask her out?

George flipped the meat. It sizzled. His muscles flexed, and Melissa resisted the urge to crawl over to him and suck his dick in the park. They used to love having sex in public. They would go drive for an hour and park the car on the side of the highway to run in a field and fuck. It was always dangerous, but they loved the risk. Anyone could accuse them of trespassing and end their lives.

Steven probably wouldn’t take the risks Melissa and George had, but didn’t she desire a new page in life? Hadn’t she placed George in her past to never be touched again? Yet, here he was in front of her grilling meat; taking what he wanted in the world. Melissa hated herself for being easy, but George was hard to resist.

Melissa and George talked about Herman, the recent heavy rains, and how thick the woods were at the edge of the park. George pulled the meat and vegetables from the grill and took a seat across from Melissa. They sat at a picnic table with the holes in the seat and top.

“What made you come here today, Melissa?” asked George. He picked up a piece of meat and ripped it with his teeth.

Melissa took corn and thought about George’s question. She had come because he told her to. She didn’t think to question his command, but she was changing. George didn’t have the same hold over her he had. It had lost some of its power, and Melissa didn’t want to give up the bits of sanity she had regained.

“You’re lucky I didn’t have to work,” said Melissa. “I thought it would be nice to see you.”

“Tammy told me your schedule,” he said.

Melissa made a mental note to add laxatives to Tammy’s Christmas cookies next year but smiled for George. She wouldn’t show him weakness. Melissa would present the new side of herself she had worked so hard to build after George’s destruction. It didn’t matter how well George could fuck her nor how badly she wanted just one night between the sheet with George. She had a man who wished to know her. Love her. A man who wasn’t rough like George.

“Why did you ask me out?”

“I didn’t like seeing you with that punk at the liquor store.”

“We were going to the pottery studio.”

George scoffed. He spoke with food in his mouth. He never had cared what people thought of his etiquette. “Of course that pussy took you to the pottery studio.”

Melissa cleared her throat and defended Steven in her head. He wasn’t a ‘pussy’. Steven had a soft side, but he was much more nurturing than George. Melissa ate her corn and meat, thinking about how she could get back at George for all the pain he caused without getting hurt in the process.

She and George finished their food in silence. She gazed at the thick foliage in the distance, wondering if Steven had ever fucked outside. He seemed like the kind of man who wouldn’t want to break such a rule. George had brought out the worst in Melissa, and she could feel her old tendencies rising to the surface.

“You finished?” asked Melissa.

“Yeah. I’ll take the rest home.”

“Pack up and then we can have some fun,” said Melissa and lifted her eyebrow to the woods.

“You pack it,” said George.

Melissa shook her head. She was done taking orders from George. She was realizing how weak he was under the dominant shell. George grunted after failing to command Melissa a second time and packed the food himself. Melissa took his hand after he had put everything in his truck, and they walked to the woods.

“Suck me first, baby,” she said. There was a stream that passed through the trees. They sat on a rock. Melissa knew how much George loved to suck dick, even if he would never tell his friends.

“No, you do me,” he said. George looked at Melissa with intent eyes, but she wouldn’t let him get his way. Not now.

“Baby, please,” she said and fluttered her eyelashes. “You know I do my best work after I shoot a load. Isn’t that right?”

George considered what she said and shrugged. “Fine,” he said and got to his knees. Melissa rolled up her dress and tucked it in her panties. She pushed her hard dick out the side of her lingerie, and George took it in his mouth. He always closed his eyes tight when he sucked cock. Melissa thought he was ashamed of what he loved most, but she wasn’t. She pulled out her phone and started recording George sucking on her cock like a lollipop.

She got thirty seconds with his face and tattoos clear in the shot before tucking her phone away. George didn’t notice. She pulled out of George’s mouth and dropped her dress.

“Hey, what’s the big deal?”

“Sorry, daddy. We can’t walk down this road again. Fuck with me, and I’ll release this video,” Melissa said. She flashed her phone to George, and his face switched from euphoria to pure anger. Melissa was faster than George though, and she made it to her car and out of the parking lot before he could take her phone… or worse. He chased after her and beat on the window of her car, but Melissa did what she had to do for George to never talk to her again. Now she had proof of just who the sissy really was, and it wasn’t Melissa.


CHAPTER SIX

Sitting on a bench outside the library, Steven waited for Melissa to get off work. He didn’t know what time she would finish but was willing to wait all day if necessary. Her car was in the parking lot, and Steven didn’t need more proof that waiting was the right thing to do. She could walk past him if she wanted. He would only call her name and not move a muscle.

Patricia showing up at his door had been a coincidence. Bad fate. Horrid timing. Steven wanted to prove he loved Melissa, but if she didn’t want to give him another chance, Steven wouldn’t fight her. He would never force anyone to do something they didn’t want. Steven was gentle. He knew he was but didn’t count it as a flaw.

There were puddles on the ground from the heavy rains, but the sun was shining today. Every time a car drove through the water on the roads, water splashed to the sidewalk. Steven was a safe distance from the curb, but others weren’t. Two women walking down the sidewalk squealed when water splashed on them from the street.

Two hours and several games of solitaire on Steven’s phone, Melissa emerged from the library. She wasn’t wearing her usual pencil skirt and blouse. She had on pants that flared at the bottom and a t-shirt. Her hair hung over her shoulder and appeared touched with a curling iron.

“Melissa,” said Steven.

She had looked his way when she walked out of the building but avoided his gaze as she walked down the sidewalk. Melissa turned to Steven after several tense beats. Her brown eyes glistened in the sunlight.

“I have somewhere to go,” said Melissa.

“Please, can we talk?”

“There’s nothing to say, Steven.”

“You don’t know the entire story, Melissa. Patricia showed up at my house without permission. She crashed our date. I don’t want her, Melissa. I want you.”

Melissa looked to her car and back at Steven. He could tell she wanted to leave. He wouldn’t stop her but wouldn’t stop staring until her car disappeared into the distance. Melissa’s eyes darted back and forth before she sighed and took a seat next to Steven.

“Steven, I like you, but we’re both in a bad place. George and I went on a date,” said Melissa.

Nodding, Steven resisted reacting to that news. He didn’t want to know George had been within ten feet of Melissa after that afternoon at the pottery studio, but it was her life. He understood why a man like George attracted her. He was fit and masculine. Dominant. Steven only wanted to love Melissa and put his best foot forward. He had no desire to control her nor tell her how to live her life. “What happened on your date?”

“I got blackmail,” said Melissa.

“Do I even want to know?”

“Probably not, but I realized that I don’t want George. He was like a black hole, and it took me too long to get out of that to return.” Steven passed the flowers to Melissa, and she took them. “Thanks,” she said. “I don’t deserve these.”

“You deserve much more than those, Melissa. Please, can we put our exes behind us and at least try this? We could have something special,” said Steven.

“What if we destroy each other in the process?” asked Melissa.

“Isn’t that what love is?”

Melissa rubbed her thumb over the webbed areas between her fingers while holding the bouquet. She turned the flowers to her nose and took a deep whiff. “Fine, Steven. If you want to be crazy, we can be crazy together.”

“That’s all I want in the world,” he said.

Melissa smelled the flowers again and stood. “Thank you for waiting here, Steven. I saw you hours ago.”

“You’re worth waiting for.”

“I do have to go somewhere, but let’s get together next week. Text me,” she said and starting walking to her car.

Steven watched her leave and couldn’t wait until the next time he saw her. He walked home with an uncontrollable grin.

♦

Melissa threw a football across the field to Steven. Her throw hadn’t been hard, but the ball flew far enough to fumble in front of Steven’s feet. They laughed, and he threw it back. He had clearly thrown a football many more times than Melissa.

George hadn’t called or messaged Melissa since the day at the park. She had saved the video to three different external storage sources. She always wanted to have the video to hold over George for all the pain he had caused her. If he ever acted out of line, she would pull out her computer and show him the proof. He would never find a way to eradicate the evidence. George didn’t even know where her parents lived, which was where she had stashed one of the external memory drives. She wasn’t worried about her parents finding it nor checking what was on it. Melissa had chosen a place with layers of dust to hide the drive.

Exhaling, Melissa crouched and placed her hands on her knees. Her breath was running thin. They had been throwing the ball for half an hour. Steven ran over to her.

“How are you doing?” he asked.

“Thirsty. Where is that water?”

Steven ran over to their blanket he had placed under a tree and came back with the water for Melissa. Melissa took it and squirted the water into her mouth. Some fell from her lips and ran down her shirt, leaving a wet stain on her breasts.

“How much longer do you want to throw a football?” asked Melissa.

“We don’t have to continue if you don’t want,” said Steven.

Melissa couldn’t resist staring into his blue eyes. He didn’t wear eyeliner, but the contrast between his dark eyelashes and light eyes made it look like he did. Melissa threw the water bottle to the side after closing the lid and knocked the football out of Steven’s hand before taking him in a kiss. She needed to feel his lips against hers.

“Want to head back to your place?”

“Yes,” said Steven.

They cleaned up the picnic they had made and held hands to the car before heading back to Steven’s. It was a Saturday in the afternoon, and they had all day together. No other plans. Melissa looked over at Steven, and he glanced back at her. She smiled, and sensations fluttered in her center.

“You’re amazing,” she said.

“Not as much as you,” Steven said and opened the car door for Melissa. She slid in the passenger seat and felt lighter than an empty cardboard box.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Melissa and Steven lay in his bed after throwing the football in the park. The windows were open, and a warm spring breeze circled into the room Their naked bodies pressed together as they kissed. Melissa atop Steven. Her hair falling over her shoulder. Light moans leaving both of their mouths.

Steven gripped Melissa’s hair behind the ear while kissing her deeply. She felt her dick pressed against his stomach. His dick was bare and riding between the split in her cheeks, teasing her. Melissa hadn’t taken a dick in months but wanted Steven to fill her. Stretch her.

“Do you have a condom?” asked Melissa. She gripped Steven’s chest. He wasn’t muscular yet firm. She liked his skinny body, and his dick didn’t disappoint. She was bigger, but that was true of her compared to most men. Melissa wasn’t a size queen, and she was trying to become better at dating after only going after men because they had a big dick or commanding personality. Steven treated her like a box of fragile dishes, and she needed that now more than anything.

Steven nodded, and Melissa rolled off of him. She lay on her side. Her dick hung to the bed beneath her, stretching out eight inches. Steven’s dick was hard and dangled from his thin body while he digged through the drawer. The skin not touched by sun daily was extra white, but Melissa found his quasi farmer’s tan adorable. Steven held up the condom, and Melissa nodded.

He grabbed a little bottle of lubrication from his drawer and hopped on the bed next to Melissa; the condom covering his dick. Steven pulled Melissa atop his body, and they went back to kissing. Melissa would never tire of feeling his lips. His hands. His fingers playing with the hole within her split.

“Ready, baby?” asked Melissa

Steven nodded. His hooded eyes looked darker than usual; like the ocean miles out at sea.

Melissa moved her ass back and lifted her hips. She gripped Steven’s chest while teasing him with her hole. He had his hands on her titties. Her dick stretched across his stomach leaking precum onto his abdomen. They moaned and touched and felt their bodies connecting at a spiritual level. Melissa leaned her head back as Steven rotated her breasts with his palms. As she rocked her hips on his cock Melissa grabbed the bottle of lubrication and drizzled it over Steven’s dick, rubbing it in with her fingers before adding some to her ass.

Melissa stared into Steven’s blue eyes as she lifted her hips and dropped her ass over Steven’s dick. He moaned, and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. Melissa felt a hint of pain and waited for her ass to adjust to Steven’s size before sinking down to his balls. It had been months since she took a dick.

After Melissa’s ass adjusted, she moved her legs to a squatting position and held Steven’s chest as she rode his manhood. He grunted as her ass swallowed his dick and released it. Melissa shook her head and felt the sweat forming on her forehead. She was getting a workout riding Steven’s cock, but it felt too good to stop. It didn’t matter how much her legs would hurt tomorrow. She needed Steven’s dick and wanted to make him cum without effort on his part.

“Fuck, baby,” said Steven. He had moved his hands to his side. Melissa dick bounced as she rode Steven’s dick. She took Steven’s hand and placed it on her cock.

“Stroke it,” she said. Steven spat on his hand and stroke Melissa uncut cock that had made a mess on Steven’s abdomen with precum.

“I can’t last much longer,” said Steven.

“Cum in me,” she said. Melissa lifted her hips to Steven’s tip and sunk down again. She put in extra effort to bring her man to a climax, rocking her hips. Riding his dick.

“Fuck. Fuck. Melissa,” screamed Steven. His hands thrashed at his side. “Fuck.”

“Cum,” said Melissa, and Steven stopped fighting. His features curled. He moaned as his body stiffened. As he pressed his hips into Melissa’s backside. She collapsed to his chest. His hand was still wrapped around her sensitive dick, but she had other plans for Steven. “Want to take a shower?”

Steven hadn’t fallen from his cloud of euphoria. He slowly opened his eyes. “What did you say?”

Melissa raised her hips, and Steven’s cock fell from her ass. Cum filled the tip of the condom. She hopped off the bed and grabbed Steven’s hand. He begrudged her efforts but rolled out of bed and followed Melissa to the shower.

She turned on the water and found an ideal temperature before stepping into the stream. Steven pulled the condom from his dick and tied the end, tossing it in the tiny bathroom trashcan. Melissa lathered soap in her hands before massaging it into Steven’s wet body. He took one of her nipples in his mouth while she worked. She giggled and pushed his hand to the side so she could work on cleaning his hole.

Steven flinched the first time Melissa’s hand pushed the soap between his cheeks, but he didn’t resist. She cleaned his hole and made him stand under the water to rinse away the soap suds. Steven’s greedy hands touched her body. He took the soap and cleaned her. She loved feeling his hands against her body. She wanted his hole.

“I love your body,” said Steven.

“Good. I’m glad you like it. What do you think about this?” asked Melissa. She held her dick in her hand and flopped it in place. It felt heavy in her hand as it was growing in Steven’s presence. His was gaining its momentum too after shooting a massive load.

“You want to use it?” asked Steven.

“That’s the plan. Get out the shower,” Melissa said and turned off the water. Steven took a deep breath and stepped out of the shower to dry his body with a towel. Melissa watched him and stroked her cock, water droplets trailing down her naked body. Steven passed her the towel when he finished, and she dried herself. Her eyes didn’t leave Steven’s body. She couldn’t wait to bend him over and make him learn how to take her lady dick.

“Go to the bed and get on your hands and knees,” said Melissa.

Steven turned, nervousness in his eyes, and walked to his bedroom. Better he learned now that Melissa liked fucking ass. Now that her ass was his, his ass was hers. She smiled at herself in the mirror and teased her hair while making Steven wait. Letting him process what was coming. They both knew what Steven wanted, but men were difficult the first time. They didn’t know how to admit they wanted a dick in their ass, so Melissa was giving Steven a moment to come to terms with his future.

♦

Steven waited on his hands and knees for Melissa to emerge from the bathroom. His heart beat faster than normal as he thought about her fucking him. Could he do this? What would the world think of him? Wasn’t he supposed to be a man who never wanted a dick in his ass? Steven didn’t have a problem with gay men but never once considered himself among that group. He didn’t look at men with lust, but Melissa was changing his attitude toward a certain male genitalia. Her dick. She kept it hairless and feminine and smelling of woman, but it was still a penis. Steven was still sitting on his hands and knees waiting for Melissa to use it.

Steven took a deep breath. It didn’t matter that Melissa had a penis because he loved her. He didn’t have the courage to tell her yet, but he knew it was true. No other woman had caused him to write a story with her in mind; only Melissa. She was special and had captured his interest from the moment he saw her the first time. Melissa might have had a penis, but she had a heart. A mind Steven couldn’t ignore. He could learn how to take a dick if it meant staying with a woman as gracious and beautiful as Melissa.

Reaching behind his balls, Steven fingered his ass. He had squirted a little lube on his fingertips. It didn’t feel so bad when he slid a finger in his hole for the first time. Having something inside of him felt both painful and pleasurable. His finger was nothing compared to Melissa’s eight-inch cock, but he would try his best to take her. Steven was fingering himself when Melissa walked in the room.

“Yum, I love watching you like that,” she said.

Steven blushed but didn’t move his fingers. He fingered his clean hole while staring into Melissa’s eyes. She walked over to him and slapped his ass.

“You like that?” he asked.

“You’re one sexy sissy, Steven,” she said. Melissa took her hard dick and slapped it against Steven’s cheeks. He arched his back and then bent it in. Steven wanted Melissa to use his hole and teach him how to take her dick.

“I want you to fuck me,” he said.

“Don’t worry, I will. But I have to do something first,” she said and bent over so that her mouth was inches from Steven’s hole. Melissa pressed her lips and sucked on his tight taint. His virgin hole. Melissa used her tongue to stretch his opening and get it nice and relaxed for her dick. Steven moaned and gripped the sheets beneath him.

“Where are the condoms?” asked Melissa after massaging Steven’s entrance with her tongue.

“In the top drawer,” he said.

Melissa unwrapped a condom, rolling it over her dick. She went back behind Steven and slapped her cock against his hole. She opened the bottle of lube and fingered Steven’s hole and rubbed some into her dick. “Ready?”

“More than ever,” he said.

Melissa leaned forward and played with his nipples, gliding her dick along his split. She moved her hand to Steven’s dick, which was hard and twitching at her touch. “You’ll love it.”

“I know I will because I love you.”

Melissa smiled. “I love you too, Steven.”

Steven stretched forward and put his ass higher in the air. “My ass is yours.”

That was all Melissa needed to hear. She smacked Steven’s ass and placed her eight-inch cock in position. “That’s right, Steven. This ass is mine.”


EPILOGUE

One Year Later

Melissa was driving home from work. Steven had asked her to pick up milk on the way. He spent most days at the house writing his stories about Dexter. They were selling much better than last year. He still delivered pizzas a couple days a week, but it was more because he liked the job than for the money. Melissa loved coming home to him because Steven always cooked dinner for her. He had started a garden in the backyard. If he had to work, he would leave it in the fridge, but he didn’t have to work tonight.

Now that Melissa was the manager of the library she worked longer hours. She had gotten Tammy fired a few months ago for giving out confidential information to George. Melissa had waited eight months to drop the hammer. George had tried to talk to her seven months after she last saw him, and Melissa went to the city to get Tammy fired and reminded George of her blackmail. Melissa had gathered the evidence, and it didn’t take much for the city to agree. Now she had a new position, higher salary, and longer hours.

Melissa arrived home and grabbed the milk from the passenger seat. While walking to the door, she thought about how Steven was so much better for her than George. At everything: conversation, love, and sex. Melissa felt complete with Steven. He supported her, and she did the same for him.

Steven’s ex-girlfriend Patricia also hadn’t returned to their lives. She was back with Steven’s old best friend, but he had made new friends. They didn’t deserve Steven, and Melissa reminded him of that whenever sadness would creep into his days. Melissa loved Steven and would do whatever she could to help him maintain his happiness.

Melissa turned the knob (they didn’t lock the doors during the day) and walked inside. The house smelled of lemon and garlic. She hoped Steven had cooked his chicken dish she loved with rice and vegetables.

“I brought the milk,” called Melissa.

Steven was cooking in the kitchen. He had given up his apartment, but they loved living together. There was an extra bedroom for him to use as his office, and Steven had moved with ease. It was something they had discussed one night during pillow talk after leaving one of their places empty every night for weeks.

“Thank you, honey,” he said. “I made your favorite chicken dish.”

Melissa walked over and kissed him before putting the milk in the fridge. “You’re welcome, baby. I’m just going to shower before dinner.”

“Take your time,” he said and winked at her. Melissa went to the shower, not knowing if Steven would surprise her by joining. Sometimes he did. Other times he didn’t. He was a busy man, and she respected that, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t get horny. She loved her sexual and emotional connection to Steven. Their playfulness. Their freedom.

Melissa walked down the hallway. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off her shoulders, leaving a trail of clothing for Steven. Something about coming home to a cooked meal stirred her endorphins. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side. Melissa slid her nylons and panties from her body, letting her dick free. Then, she turned on the water and thought about Steven visiting her in the shower because she was feeling playful.


A HUGE THANK YOU

Thank you for reading this anthology, Painted Lips! These are stories of mine, new and old, and I hope you enjoyed them all! For more sexy reads, be sure to check out my Amazon page and join my mailing list for updates on new releases!

Stay in touch
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