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To my readers, always


Passion Renewed
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By: Clover Cox


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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