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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“Thank you. I’ll be here waiting,” Andrew said and ended the call. He was staring at his recent purchase, a stripper’s pole for his home. He’d been taking a pole dancing class and decided he would never be able to improve how he wanted without having a pole in his home, so he ordered one, and now he was having it installed. A man named Alonzo was due to arrive in fifteen minutes, so Andrew went around making sure that everything was in order. 

He was having the pole installed in his guest bedroom and had already installed mirrors along one wall. Sometimes he thought he’d lost his mind, but there was nothing like a pole dancing workout. He turned on music, jumped onto the pole, and twirled to his heart’s desire. He was always dripping with sweat when he finished, and he couldn’t wait to finally have a pole of his own.

He was on the fence about it, but he was considering showing the world who he was as a woman. It wasn’t long ago that he decided he would go by Wren Hubert when he started an online dancer persona. He wanted the world to watch him twirling around a pole in high heels and short dresses, but who would actually watch?

Andrew didn’t yet know the answer to that question, but he also didn’t care. Nor did he care what people thought about him. He heard a few gasps when he first stepped into the pole dancing class, but he had half of the women loving him by the end of his first day there. He even wore heels to the class sometimes, and the ladies absolutely adored it when he danced on the pole.

It was then that he realized he wanted an audience. He wanted to watch those hearts coming in as people liked what he was doing. He wanted to feel the love of strangers and laugh at the haters. He knew there would be plenty of people who attacked him for being different, but he didn’t care. He was eager to make a name for himself as Wren, the girl with wings. The girl who wished she were a bird so that she could fly away from the madness that was humanity.

He didn’t understand why people were so hateful and judgmental. He didn’t understand why the world had such a hard time accepting that he wanted to wear heels everywhere he went. Mostly he only wore them out to clubs where he felt safe to express himself, but soon he might be showing his feminine side off to the world. Soon he might become Wren morning and night.

The doorbell rang, signaling that his helper Alonzo had arrived. “Coming,” he said.

He stopped cold when he opened the door, stunned by the delicious piece of toffee in front of him. Alonzo was rugged and built, and it certainly didn’t hurt that he was dressed up like a handyman with the toolbelt around his waist. “You’re Andrew, right? You need me to install something?”

“Uh, yeah,” Andrew said in a soft, stuttering voice. “I ordered a pole, and I need help putting it in.”

“What kind of pole? A railing?”

“No,” he said gently as he stepped into the house, closing the door after Alonzo. He had to use every ounce of willpower he possessed to keep his mind out of the gutter as he showed the handyman to his spare bedroom where the pole was waiting on the floor. “Uh, I was hoping that you could install this pole.”

Alonzo’s eyes widened for the briefest of seconds, but he quickly recovered. “Yeah, sure. That shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Have you ever installed one before?”

“No, but there is a first time for everything. It comes with instructions, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. “I looked over them, but I couldn’t figure out how any of it would work, so I gave up.”

Alonzo chuckled. “It’s probably best you let a professional do it if you want the pole to be safe.”

“So true,” Andrew said. “I guess I’ll let you get to work. Would you like anything to drink?”

“Thank you, but I’m good. I have a bottle of water in the truck.”

Andrew let his eyes linger on Alonzo for a few moments before turning on his heels to step out of the room. He sat on the couch and listened to Alonzo take the stripper pole out of the box. His cheeks reddened as he thought what might be going through the man’s mind while he fixed the stripper pole to the ceiling and floor.

“Hey, can you come here for a second?”

Andrew’s heart raced as he got up from the couch to see what Alonzo needed. “Is everything okay?” he asked before rounding the corner.

“Yeah,” he said. “I just wanted to know where you’d like the pole placed.”

He was breathless when he turned the corner to find Alonzo holding the long metal bar effortlessly. He swung it as he turned to Andrew, flashing a set of gorgeous teeth. “Have you used one of these before? This is a major install.”

“Can’t I just patch it up if I want to move?”

Alonzo chuckled. “No patching required. I just mean, it’s a lot of space for a pole.”

“I’ve been taking classes and wanted to practice at home.”

“Are you going to show me some moves after I put it in?”

“I… I don’t know.”

He shrugged. “No worries.”

It killed Andrew how disappointed Alonzo looked, but he was struggling to keep his hands to himself, and he didn’t want to get a boner or something while dancing. How embarrassing would that be?

Andrew opened his mouth to say something, but what was he going to do? He couldn’t give this stranger a dance! He went back to the living room while Alonzo finished, and it didn’t take him very long at all. He emerged from the guest bedroom rubbing his hands with sanitizer.

“All done.”

“Really?” Andrew asked, hopping up from the couch. “Can I see?”

“Of course,” Alonzo said with a chuckle. “It’s your house.”

He raced to the guest bedroom that was now his studio. It wasn’t perfect, but it looked a million times better with the pole in the middle of the room. The wall of mirrors added to the studio element. He raced over to the pole and grabbed it to take it for a spin without a second thought, smiling at how wonderful it felt to have a pole of his own to practice at home. He could already imagine himself recording videos twirling around the pole while dressed as Wren.

It wasn’t until he saw Alonzo standing in the doorway with a devilish smirk on his face that he stopped.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

“I thought you said you weren’t going to dance.”

Andrew stopped and lowered himself slowly to the floor. “I shouldn’t have done that. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Don’t apologize,” Alonzo said and pushed himself off the doorframe to step into the room. Andrew held himself against the newly installed pole as the handsome handyman walked across the room. “I liked watching you dance. You’re rather graceful.”

“Really? You think so?”

“Yes, absolutely,” he said and stepped even closer, but there already wasn’t any space between them. Andrew’s breath caught in his throat. He didn’t know what to do, so he waited for Alonzo to speak. “If you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to watch you dance some more.”

“I can’t dance in these,” Andrew said and glanced down at his jeans. He was waiting for Alonzo to leave so that he could put on a dress and heels and maybe a bit of makeup.

“Then put on something more comfortable.”

The dominance and certainty in Alonzo’s voice stirred something inside Andrew. “Why… why do you want to see me dance?”

Alonzo shrugged. “Why not? I don’t have anything better to do.”

Andrew crossed his arms over his chest. If there was anything he knew about men, it was that they preferred to have a bit of a fight. “How about this?” he asked. “If you give me a dance, then I’ll give you one.”

He scoffed. “You can’t be serious.”

Andrew lifted an eyebrow. “I’m most definitely serious.”

“No,” he said, but his eyes went straight to the pole like he was considering it. A smirk played at Andrew’s lips as he watched Alonzo contemplating what to do. “Well, maybe.”

“Do it! It’s fun!”

“Can you give me some tips?”

“Sure,” Andrew said and gave Alonzo a quick tutorial without touching the pole. He wasn’t about to give him a free dance without seeing him twirl around the pole first. “So, that’s how you do it.”

“I thought you would show me.”

“I will… after you dance.”

“You like to play hardball, huh?” Alonzo stepped towards the pole. “What about my jeans?”

“Don’t do anything too serious. We wouldn’t want you to get hurt.”

Alonzo took a deep breath and wrapped his hand around the pole. “Is this safe?”

“I hope so! You’re the one who installed it!”

“Right,” he said and looked at the pole with questioning eyes. Andrew wouldn’t blame Alonzo for dropping his hand and walking out the door, but that wasn’t what he did. He took a deep breath and then slowly walked around the pole. Andrew whistled and clapped, which made the handyman’s cheeks redden. “This is so embarrassing.”

“You’re the one who wanted to do it!”

“I just wanted to watch you.”

“Give me something good, and I’ll give you something even better.”

“Fine,” he said and took a deep breath before bending his knees as his back slid along the pole. Andrew lifted a hand to cover his smile as he watched. Alonzo winked at him as he popped up and ran his hand up the pole while he walked in a circle around it. He tried to jump and spin, but it didn’t exactly work as he tumbled to the ground. “That’s harder than it looks,” he said in a bated breath as he stared at the ceiling.

“Should I show you how it’s done?”

“Please,” he said.

“Wait here.” Andrew ran out of the room to put on a pair of shorts. They were basketball shorts, so they went down to his knees. Hopefully Alonzo didn’t notice that he was wearing a skimpy white thong beneath the shorts, but he brushed off any concerns as he returned to his newly finished studio. It was perfect. A million times better than he could have ever imagined.

He winked at Alonzo as he walked over to the pole. He clicked play on his phone, filling the air with one of his favorite songs. “This is how it’s done.” Andrew grabbed the pole and hopped when the beat dropped, wrapping his legs around the pole as he turned upside-down to look at Alonzo, their eyes meeting in an instant. He pulled himself back up after the intense moment, climbing all the way to the top of the pole before slowly spinning down until he was squatting and dropping to his knees. He crawled across the floor a few feet but stopped before making a fool of himself.

“That’s how you do it.”

“It most certainly is,” Alonzo said with a slight smirk. Andrew squeezed his thighs together to hide the growing tent in his pants that his tiny white thong could barely contain. The way Alonzo was staring at him had him off tilter. He was on the verge of offering Alonzo a blow job, but was he even gay? “I wish I could stay to see more, but I have to go.”

“You could always follow me on social media.”

“Yeah?”

Andrew nodded. “I actually got the pole to start a page as my alter ego.”

“Oh, yeah? Who’s that?”

“Her name is Wren.”

“Her?” His voice sounded more curious than Andrew would have expected. “Do you have a picture?”

Andrew smiled and grabbed his phone to find a picture of him en femme. He found one of him outside of the club from a few months ago. He met a pretty cute guy that night, but he wouldn’t bother Alonzo with those details. “Here,” he said and passed him the phone. “Why don’t you put your phone number in there while you’re at it?”

Alonzo stared at the screen for a long moment, a smile curling at his lips. “You look incredible as Wren.” He exited out of the photo to add his contact information and send himself a message. He looked into Andrew’s eyes when he passed the phone back to him. “Can’t wait to see your work online. Text me when it’s uploaded.”

“Will do,” he said. “Thanks for installing it.”

“Anytime,” he said and picked up his bag. “See you around.”

“Yeah, see you,” Andrew said and followed Alonzo to the front door, gasping when the strapping stranger finally left. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so worked up about a man, and he really hoped he got to see that one again.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Wren stepped away from her pole and hit the stop recording button on her camera. She’d spent far too much money over the past few weeks buying equipment for her new online persona, but it was worth it. She already had a thousand followers and was adding new ones every single day! She couldn’t believe how many people had reached out to tell her that she looked sexy twirling around the pole. They really loved it when she dropped into the splits or shook her ass for the camera, and she was more than happy to do that however much they wanted.

She loved being Wren Hubert. Every time she typed the name, she felt more like the girl who lived in her heart. She hoped that this happiness would never end. Her instant success online meant that she could focus less on advertising and more on producing content. She was recording new dance videos every single day, and the girls from the class couldn’t believe it when they saw Wren’s profile.

Geraldine, the pole dancing instructor, was clearly jealous when Wren showed her all the likes that her videos had, but she was pretty good at fixing her face. Some of the girls didn’t think it was fair that a femboy crossdresser like her could be so popular, but she couldn’t help how people reacted to her.

There were also plenty of haters, but they didn’t matter.

Not when Alonzo was still chasing after her. He left comments on every single one of her videos. They hadn’t hung out or texted each other. Wren was trying her best to act like his comments didn’t even exist, waiting for him to break down and message her, but he never did, so she kept ignoring them. She liked the occasional comment. Never his, though. She was rather preoccupied about whether he had noticed or not, but then he showed up at her door.

Wren gasped when a loud knock rang through the air. She sighed and stepped away from the pole to turn off her music. “Coming!” she hollered. She didn’t yet know who was there. She figured it was someone trying to sell her something. What she wasn’t expecting was to find Alonzo standing on the other side.

“Why haven’t you messaged me? I know you see those comments I leave you,” he hollered as he stormed into the house. “Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed them!”

Wren folded her lips as she tried to contain the smile spreading across her face. “You can’t just storm into my house like this, Alonzo! Who do you think you are?” she asked in a stern voice as she turned away from the door to face him, stirring up a bit of anger to tamp down her amusement. Was it terrible that she loved how ignoring him had led to this? “Answer me!”

Alonzo was speechless as he took in the sight of Wren standing before him. She was wearing a pair of five-inch heels and a super short skirt that barely when past her crotch. Seeing her in the videos was one thing, but it was entirely different seeing her in person. He was enamored. He still hadn’t wrapped his head around how he’d fallen so quickly for a crossdressing sissy who twirled around a pole, but Alonzo was smitten.

“Look at you,” he finally said. “I can’t get you off my mind.”

“So what? That doesn’t give you the right to storm into my house! I don’t even know you, Alonzo! You’re just some random guy who installed my pole,” she said and stomped toward the door. In all honesty, she should have been afraid of the stranger who’d seemingly turned into her online stalker, but all she really wanted was to drop to her knees in front of him and pull out whatever was hiding beneath that handsome looking bulge in his jeans.

“I’m not going anywhere,” Alonzo said darkly when Wren opened the door and gestured for him to leave. “Not until you explain to me why you’ve been ignoring my comments.”

“I just told you why!” Wren shouted, feigning a strength she certainly didn’t feel. “You’re a complete stranger, Alonzo! I don’t trust strangers, and you shouldn’t either.”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “You think I would have danced on a pole for just anyone? I thought you were pretty cute as a boy, especially your lips. I was thinking rather naughty thoughts the last time we were together, and now they’re only getting dirtier. Seeing you dressed like that…” Alonzo paused to shake his head as he raked his eyes over Wren’s slender frame. The skirt she was wearing barely covered her crotch, filling Alonzo’s head with fantasies of lifting it up to find out what panties she was wearing. “It can drive a man crazy.”

Wren blushed as she ran a hand over her skirt, feeling adored and beloved. “You’ll have to forgive me. I like being comfortable when I dance,” she said.

“I don’t blame you,” he said, taking in every inch of her frame. He wanted to watch her dance and then devour her completely. He could picture himself sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. He’d watch those plump lips wrapped tightly around his cock as she sucked. “You always look comfortable in your videos.”

“How many of them have you seen?” she asked, pretending to be embarrassed. She loved how Alonzo was crawling to her, demanding her. She’d never felt so desired in her life. If she’d known getting her pole installed would lead to this cat-and-mouse chase, she would have started dancing ages ago. “Tell me, Alonzo!”

“I’ve seen most of them,” he confessed.

She gasped and covered her mouth, but she wasn’t the least bit surprised by all the comments she’d seen from him. She didn’t have a ton of videos, and there wasn’t so much traffic that she didn’t notice Alonzo’s cute face in her comments section. She only wished she were sitting on his face instead of playing this stupid hard-to-get game.

“I’ve noticed you in my comments.”

“I knew it!” he hissed. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

She shrugged and walked over to the kitchen in her five-inch heels. She switched her hips with each step, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to make sure that Alonzo was watching. “I didn’t want you thinking I was an eager slut or something.”

“So, your plan was to drive me crazy instead?”

“I didn’t have a plan, but I don’t mind that you’re here.”

Alonzo relaxed a touch, realizing that he was being defensive. He took a breath and paced the room while Wren fixed them drinks. It was already evening, so she went ahead and poured them two glasses of wine. “I hope you don’t mind having a drink with me. It’s the least you can do after storming into my home like a madman,” Wren said with a gentle smile as she passed Alonzo the glass of white. “I must admit, I was surprised to see you at my door. I thought you would at least send me a message first.”

“Wipe that smirk off your face,” he said gruffly before taking a big gulp of his wine. He hated being played, but the game was far from over. He was going to get his prize, and he thought he should get a dance along the way. “Why don’t you make it up to me with a dance?”

Wren nearly choked on her wine. “Make it up to you?” she asked once she’d swallowed. “What in the world do I owe you?” She narrowed her eyes while holding a hand on her hip, daring him to challenge her authority. They were in her house, and he was the one who’d sought her. “Huh? I’m waiting.”

“You don’t owe me shit, but I can make you feel better than you’ve ever felt before.”

She chuckled. “Men always say that, and then they never deliver. I used to be all about sex, but I’ve evolved. I’m a dancer now. When I’m on the pole, nothing in the world can bring me down.”

Alonzo groaned before taking another big gulp of his wine. “You do look rather angelic when you’re on the pole in your videos. It’s like you don’t have a care in the world.”

“I don’t,” she said curtly. “Including you.”

Her words hurt, but Alonzo was determined. He was going to get his dance and his treat one way or another. If he really thought that Wren wasn’t interested, he would have left already, but he noticed the way her eyes kept flickering down to his crotch. She could try to resist her natural urges, but it was only a matter of time before she crumbled beneath the weight of her own desires.

“You can keep pretending that you don’t want me, but we both know that you want this,” Alonzo said and grabbed his crotch. He was tired of playing games. He wanted Wren and wasn’t going to leave until she got that through her head. “Tell me you don’t.”

“What I want for you to do is stop being a weird stalker person. You shouldn’t even be here!”

“That’s not what I said,” Alonzo reiterated as he rubbed his finger along the outline of his hardening cock. Wren couldn’t take her eyes off it. He smirked as he fingered his zipper, watching Wren’s breath catch as he pulled it down ever so slightly. “I told you that you want my cock, and we both know that you can’t deny it.”

“If I want a cock, I have plenty of men to call.”

Alonzo grunted and charged at her, making her walk backwards until her back was pressed up against the wall. He moved until his mouth was mere centimeters from hers. “Tell me what you want in exchange for a dance, and I’ll give it to you.” He moved his lips down to her neck and brushed her skin ever so slightly, making her gasp with pleasure. “Tell me.”

“Dinner. Take me to dinner.”

“That’s all?” he asked with a shake of the head. “You don’t know what you’re worth. I wish you could see yourself through my eyes. You would ask for so much more,” Alonzo said softly before placing his lips on her neck again, making her gasp. She held his shoulders as he kissed up past her chin and to her lips. She moaned deeply when they kissed. He pressed her up against the wall more firmly as he slid his tongue into her mouth and pushed his fingers into her hair. She was wearing a brunette wig and looked absolutely stunning. Alonzo had no idea how she did it. All that mattered is that she’d given in to his kiss. She’d given in to the truth that they were meant to have something… at least once.

“Tell me where you want to eat, and we’ll go.”

“Why don’t we go to Ridgewood Grill? Could you handle being out with me in public at the Riverwalk?”

Alonzo grabbed Wren tightly and pulled her hard against his body. “Are you kidding me? I want to show you off to the world so that everyone can see us together.”

“Mmm, I would like that,” she said.

“Good because that’s what I’m going to do,” he said and grabbed her ass while he nibbled on her neck. “So, what do you say about that dance? Are you going to give it to me?”

“I’ll give you a dance, but that’s it. You understand, mister?” Wren asked sternly, but she was as loose as hot wax. She could feel Alonzo’s thick cock pressing against his jeans, and she just wanted to set it free. She wanted to feel it in her hand while she stroked it slowly. She wanted to taste it in her mouth as it leaked precum all over her tongue. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Can I get a promise?”

“I promise to try to stay on my best behavior,” he said.

“That isn’t what I said.” Wren narrowed her eyes at Alonzo, wondering if giving him a dance would open up a can of worms that she couldn’t contain, but she was lying to herself if she thought she could resist his charm. If she had the will, she would have put him out of her home the second he came charging through the door, but she wanted him. His showing up like that made her girly cock twitch, and she couldn’t wait to shake her ass for him while she twirled around the pole. “Follow me,” she said and grabbed his wrist, leading him to her studio. “It’s time for your show.”

“Can’t wait,” he said, grinning from ear to ear.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Wren turned on her speaker the second they stepped into the studio. She pointed at the chair against the wall for Alonzo. Once he sat, she walked over to the pole that her handsome handyman had installed weeks ago. Her life had changed so much since that day. She still couldn’t believe how her social media had taken off so effortlessly, but it was amazing to know that so many people were inspired enough by her work to get notified about it.

“Which video has been your favorite?”

“Probably the one when you were wearing a short blue dress with the matching heels. How many heels do you have?” Alonzo asked as he watched Wren holding the pole.

“Far too many,” she said with a laugh. “These are some of my favorites to dance in.” She kicked out her foot to show off the white five-inch heels. “Dancing feels effortless in these.”

“Mmm, your legs look sexy in them.”

“Thank you,” she said. “So, the video with the blue dress, huh? Would you like me to do it for you?”

“Yes!” he said excitedly. “I mean, yeah. If you want.”

Wren grinned as she picked up her phone to turn on the song from the video with the blue dress. It was a routine she’d practiced many times before, so she was ready when the beat dropped. She grabbed the pole and hopped up to twirl around the pole all the way to the ground. She dropped her head back to let her hair hang long as she stared into Alonzo’s eyes. He was watching intently when she lifted her head back up to wrap her hand around the back of the pole while she slowly twirled in circles during the slow parts of the song. She usually wore a bit more clothing in her videos to have stuff to take off and throw at the camera, but she could do without her bra.

She reached between her flat tits to unhook her bra and pull the bra out of her shirt moments before the beat dropped for the chorus. She threw her bra at Alonzo’s face as she twirled at lightning speed, moving in circle after circle around the long metal pole. She kicked up her leg near the end of the chorus and held the pole in a mid-air split while she stared into Alonzo’s eyes.

The bulge in his pants had thickened. She couldn’t peel her eyes away from it. All she could think about was how much she wanted to feel his heavy cock sitting on her tongue while he pushed it to the back of her throat. She wanted to choke on it. She wanted to do whatever she could to make her sexy handyman feel good, so she stepped away from the pole during the last minute of the song.

She walked over to the chair she used for those moments she needed to take a breath. She said nothing as she reached down to place a hand on Alonzo’s shoulder, staring into his eyes as she slowly lifted a leg. She dug her heel into his shoulder before gyrating her ass over his body.

“That’s so hot,” Alonzo said as he stared up her tiny dress. She was wearing a tiny white thong beneath her minidress, and it was barely keeping her cock in place. She was rock hard as she shook her ass for Andrew, waiting for the final chorus of the song to drop down onto his dick.

He gasped when she put her ass on the outline of his cock. He pushed his hands into her dress and moved the fabric up her back to expose her firm ass cheeks. He moaned deeply as he grabbed her ass with a heavy hand, spreading her cheeks to press the outline of his erection against her hole. He thrusted his hips like a madman, desperate to feel inside of her bussy.

She smirked as she stood from his lap, knowing that she was teasing him, but she loved being a tease. All those thirsty men and women who commented on her channel warmed her heart because she knew that they would never have a chance with her, but she adored their admiration.

Wren bent over to grab her ankles as she stood in front of Alonzo. Her dress moved up her back, exposing her tight little ass to the air. She gasped when he moved forward to spank her. “Shake that ass, baby.”

She held her ankles and bounced her ass to the beat. A new song had started, but she wasn’t done with her dance. She popped up and walked back over to the pole to twirl around it several times, making intense eye contact with Alonzo as she danced. 

She stopped halfway through the song, laughing as she moved away from the pole. She fell into Alonzo’s lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Did you like your dance?”

“Can’t you tell?” he asked, flexing his cock against her ass. She smiled and shook her head. “Don’t act like you don’t want it.”

“Not tonight,” she said. “You have to wait.”

“Wait?” he asked through a groan, holding her sides tightly. “You’re going to do me like that?”

“I’m afraid I am,” she said. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll survive a little bit longer.”

“I’m not sure that I will,” Alonzo said in a pathetically cute voice. If Wren were weaker, she would get onto her knees, but what would he think of her if she gave away the goodies without at least having dinner first? She turned off the music to kill the mood. “Hey!”

“It’s time you get going handsome. I have work to do.”

“Can’t I stay to watch?”

She shook her head and glanced at the door, giving Alonzo the signal that it was his time to leave. She walked over to the door to give him the extra bit of encouragement that he needed to get his ass moving. He raced after her, trying to stop the inevitable. She let him pull her into his arms and kiss her while his hands explored her body. She moaned into his mouth when his fingertips brushed against the outline of her cock. She leaned against him while he cupped her ass with his big, heavy hands. She lost herself and jumped into his arms for a moment, only coming to her senses when her back pressed up against the wall.

“Stop! Stop!” she hissed and tapped his shoulder. “We can’t do this.”

“And why not?” he asked as he held her against the wall, pressing his hard cock against hers. “I could make you feel better than you’ve ever felt before.”

Intense desire ran through her, but she had to resist, even if watching him leave would be the hardest thing she’d done yet in her life. She shook her head, holding strong in her conviction. “I’m sorry, but you owe me dinner first, mister.”

“Fine,” he said and let her fall to the ground. “I’ll be thinking about you when I jack it tonight.”

“Good,” she said and went to the front door to open it. “I’ll do the same,” she said with a wink before he finally stepped out of the house. She was proud of herself when she pressed her back against the door, but her twitching bussy was more than a little disappointed.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Andrew managed to hold Alonzo off for a week before the man demanded a date. They were meeting at Ridgewood’s Riverwalk in an hour, so he really needed to get a move on with things if he wasn’t going to be disastrously late. He’d just stepped out of the shower and had a towel wrapped around his chest, still trying to decide between two outfits. The weather was splendid, so he was leaning towards the skirt with a loose-fitted blouse, but the maxi dress he’d picked out would also look super cute. Either way, he was wearing a pair of his favorite heeled black boots.

He decided to put on his lingerie first and would come back to the clothes. Sensual music filled the air as he floated around his room, dancing and singing while putting on his bra and thong. Both were black and lacy and sexy as hell. He couldn’t wait for Alonzo to strip him naked and make him scream his name. He was desperate for Alonzo’s touch and hoped that the night would end in one of their bedrooms.

At the last minute, Andrew decided on the midi dress. It had tiny spaghetti straps, a bodycon figure, and it stopped just past the knees with a slight slit up the thigh. He knew exactly how he was going to do his jewelry and makeup once he saw the dress clinging to his body. He raced to grab the breast forms waiting on his bed and stuffed them into his bra before stepping back into the bathroom to go through his makeup bag. He was going to give himself a smoky eye with tons of attitude and a blue lip. Since he was going to wear heeled boots with a midi dress, he wanted something dramatic and a touch goth. A look that would attract plenty of attention.

Once Andrew was happy with his makeup, he put on his favorite brunette wig and pulled the hair up into a messy bun, making sure that every strand of hair was perfectly out of place. He couldn’t stop staring at his transformed face. He thought the blue lipstick might be a bit much for his first time out with Alonzo, but he wasn’t turning back on his idea now. He put on a bunch of turquoise accented silver jewelry to make his lipstick pop and add a touch of brightness to shine against his dark outfit and makeup.

He sighed once he was happy with his appearance, smiling every time he glanced at his reflection. It was exactly what he’d had in mind. Even better, perhaps, and he still had fifteen minutes to spare, so he took a moment to scroll through Alonzo’s social media feed.

There were tons of pictures of him at the gym wearing a tank top or no shirt at all. He was a bit vain about his body, but Andrew didn’t mind. He wanted to scrape his manicured nails against Andrew’s hard abs while he bobbed his mouth on his dick. His nails were painted red, which didn’t really go with his outfit, but he didn’t care. He’d spent the entire week fantasizing about how he would wrap his manicured fingers around Alonzo’s stiff erection, and he couldn’t get the image of red nails out of his mind.

Andrew jumped when his phone vibrated. He smiled when he picked it up and saw Alonzo’s name flashing on the screen.

Alonzo: I’m leaving now. See you soon.

Andrew: I’ll see you there.

Andrew added a heart to his message. He locked his phone and slid it into the purse he’d picked out for the night. It was a tiny black number with a long silver chain to match his jewelry. He took several selfies of himself before walking out of the door, transformed from head to toe. He was Andrew beneath the clothes and makeup, but Andrew would be nothing but an afterthought for the rest of the night.

It was Wren’s turn to play.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Wren stepped out of the car when she arrived at the Riverwalk, garnering the attention of a man who was walking across the parking lot. She smiled at him before closing her door and hitting the key fob to lock her car. She hiked her purse up her shoulder and walked away, switching her hips with each step she took.

Alonzo waved when he saw Wren approach, mesmerized by her beauty. He especially liked the addition of the big breasts on her chest. She normally danced without the forms, so he wasn’t used to seeing her with boobs, and he quite enjoyed it. He pulled her into his arms when she got to him, kissing her on the sidewalk by the river for everyone to see. It was a bustling evening, and Alonzo was happy to have Wren on his arm.

“You look stunning,” he said. “I should have worn something nicer.”

“Are you kidding? I love how this shirt shows off your muscles,” she said and rubbed his bulging bicep. He was wearing a black T-shirt with a nice pair of jeans and slip-on leather shoes. “Plenty of women are looking at you, and it’s making me jealous.”

“You have no reason to be jealous,” Alonzo said and pulled her up against his body more tightly. “I’m crazy about you.”

“Mmm, do tell. I love to hear it.”

“If we weren’t on the sidewalk, I would take you right here,” Alonzo said into her ear. “I loved that video you posted last night.”

She moaned in a breathy voice against his ear as he held her in his arms. “I was thinking about you while I danced.”

“Mmm, you’ll have to dance for me again when you take off those clothes later.”

“If you insist,” she said softly.

Alonzo kissed her some more before breaking away to take her hand. They walked down the street to Ridgewood Grill. It was a modern American restaurant with views of the river. They had innovative dishes and a vibrant atmosphere. It was stuffed to the brim with people, which was the norm for the popular restaurant.

“Luckily, I have a reservation,” Alonzo said and winked before walking over to the host stand. Wren hugged her purse against her chest, feeling overwhelmed by her longing for this man who seemed to have a solution for everything. She was trying not to fall too quickly for him, but she knew her head would be in the clouds the second he stuck his dick into her bussy.

Wren followed Alonzo to their table overlooking the river. “This table is incredible,” Wren said as she took a seat and looked around. “Thank you for making a reservation.”

Alonzo reached his hand across the table, lacing his fingers with Wren’s as they stared at each other. Laughter and conversation filled the air. They could hear all of the action on the Riverwalk, but it still felt like they were in their own little world. “I’ll take you to eat wherever you want to go.”

“Hmm, I’m actually a pretty good cook. Maybe you could come over and fix some stuff while I make you dinner.”

“That sounds even better,” he said and squeezed her hand. “That way I could make you wear something even sexier than that dress while you cook me your best lasagna.”

“Oh, yeah? What were you thinking?”

“Maybe an apron and some heels?”

“What color thong would you want me to wear?”

“No thong. I’d want you just like that,” he said.

His words ignited an inferno in Wren’s body. He rubbed her hand with his thumb as the world passed by around them. A server came, but they hardly paid any attention to her, telling her to bring whatever she recommended along with her favorite bottle of white wine. Wren rubbed Alonzo’s leg under the table with the toe of her heel, wishing she were wearing that apron like he’d suggested.

“You’re a naughty boy,” she said when he made another suggestive comment while discussing one of her videos. “Should I think about getting a restraining order?”

“We both know you’d only break it yourself if you did,” he said with all the confidence in the world. “Plus, you’ll want me to protect you once you get the inevitable stalker. Don’t think I don’t see all those thirsty guys in your comment section.”

Wren blushed, picking up her glass of white wine to take a sip. “Don’t scare them off now.”

“They’re lucky I don’t,” he said.

She was hot all over as he ate her up with his gaze. He was so intense and intimidating, but she absolutely loved it. No man had given her this feeling before, like he wanted to be her lover and her protector and her fixer. The man she ran to when she had a problem. The man she could count on for anything she might need in this cruel world. She had never given her heart and her trust to a man, but she was warming up to the idea of giving herself to him.

“Maybe I can give you a lap dance in one of my videos so that the guys know I’m taken.”

“You’d do that for me?”

“As long as you don’t mind being in my video,” she said as she held the stem of her wine glass, rocking it back and forth. “I could blur out your face if you wanted.”

“Are you crazy? Then how would they know that I’m the guy from your videos when they see me on your arm when we go out?”

“Planning for the long haul, huh?”

Alonzo shrugged, blush crossing his cheeks. Wren rubbed his calf with her foot, smiling at their server when she dropped off the food. She couldn’t even bring herself to let go of Alonzo’s hand as she reached for her fork to take a bite. She moaned as the rich, greasy pasta exploded on her taste buds.

“Good?” he asked.

“Mhm,” she said through folded lips. She covered her mouth and smiled at Alonzo with her eyes. She noticed a few women staring at her handsome man, but he only had eyes for her. She twirled a bit of pasta around her fork and fed the bite to Alonzo. His eyes lit up as he chewed the pasta. They also got a steak and potato dish and shared everything.

“That was delicious,” he said after eating the last bite. “Did you want to get anything for dessert?”

“There’s only one type of dessert I need,” she said and looked at him with lustful eyes. She was ready to wrap her red, manicured nails around his cock and see how much of it she could fit into her mouth. “We can eat something sweet if you want.”

“I have a secret candy addiction. Maybe we can stop at the gas station on the way home.”

“Home, huh?”

Alonzo flashed his pearly white teeth, shaking his head. “You know what I mean. Did you want to go back to your place?”

“We’ll have to go to yours one of these days.”

“I’m not hiding anything. We can go there now if you want.”

“Do you have… you know?”

“Lube?” he asked in a soft whisper before chuckling. “Yeah, I have some. Don’t worry.”

“That’s not what I was asking!”

“No?” he asked.

“Well, maybe, but I don’t like how you said it!”

“I apologize,” he said.

She crossed her arms and tilted her chin toward the ceiling, but she couldn’t act frustrated for long. She sighed and smiled. “Ugh! I can’t stay mad at you!”

“That’s good to know.”

“Wipe that smirk off your face, mister! I’ll make you regret it if you use that information against me!”

Alonzo threw his arms into the air, surrendering. “Don’t worry, don’t worry. I won’t do anything to hurt you. I only want to make you feel good.”

“Fine, let’s take a walk down the Riverwalk and go get your candy at the convenience store.”

“Good idea,” he said and stood from the table with Wren.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

“Your place is incredible,” Wren said when they walked into Alonzo’s loft. He lived on the top floor of an old, converted building downtown, and his place was absolutely gorgeous. It was masculine with lots of black, metal, and leather. Wren touched her finger against his sofa as she took in the living room. “How’s the outdoor space?”

“Incredible. We can go out there if you want.”

“I do,” she said and walked to the double doors that walked out to a decent size terrace that was overflowing with plants. “This is incredible. How can you keep all of these plants alive?”

“With practice,” he said as he stepped forward to wrap his arms around her from behind. “I’ve always had a bit of a green thumb. Nothing makes me happier than coming out here in the morning with a cup of coffee to admire my plants and the city.”

“Nothing at all?” Wren asked in a naughty voice as she pushed her ass into Alonzo’s crotch, loving the feeling of his stiff cock against her ass. The dress she was wearing didn’t have the thickest fabric, so she could feel every inch of his erection. “Are you sure about that?”

“Well,” Alonzo said as he cupped her breast in his hand and placed his lips on her neck. “I guess I could think of a few things that would make me happier.”

“Mmm,” she moaned. “Do tell.”

“Maybe seeing you bent over this railing.”

“Ooh, that sounds hot, but I’m afraid of heights.”

“Then forget I said anything.” Alonzo moved his hand to the hem of her dress and slowly moved his fingers up her thighs, listening to the soft moans leaving her lips. “You sound so fucking sexy when you do that.” He wrapped a hand around her neck, squeezing ever so slightly. She whimpered at his touch. “I want you to sound just like that when I’m fucking you,” he said and thrusted his cock against her ass. They were both wearing clothes, but it didn’t matter. It already felt like they were making love. The way he touched her awoke something primal within her.

“When are you going to fuck me?” she asked. “I’m ready.”

“Yeah? You want this dick?”

She held her arms around his waist as she looked into his eyes and nodded. “I need it, Alonzo. I’ve needed it ever since I opened the door and saw you standing on the other side.”

“You like that handyman look?”

“So much,” she said and laughed. “It’s super sexy on you.”

“Why don’t I take you inside so that I can show you what I can do with the best tool in my collection?”

“Please,” she said in a breath. “I’m dying for that dick.” She reached down to cup her hand around his crotch, moaning against her lips at the feeling of his heavy dick against her hand. It was bigger than her wildest dreams, and she couldn’t wait to whip it out and play with it. “Show me to your bedroom?”

“Let’s go,” he said and lifted her into his arms. He stepped into the house and didn’t even bother closing the doors to the terrace as he carried Wren to his bedroom. He kicked open the door and laid her on the bed. “Take off that dress. I want to see what you’re wearing under it.”

“Yes, sir.” She smirked as she got to her knees on the bed to unzip her dress. She pulled it down to expose her bra. She shook her tits when she caught Alonzo staring. She stopped with her dress around her waist to tease him. “Now it’s your turn to give me a little something.”

He smirked. “Fine,” he said and turned around to shake his tight little ass in her face. She reached forward to smack it, squealing when he bent over and snapped up to look over his shoulder at her. He locked eyes with her and grabbed the hem of his T-shirt to pull it over his head. “Why don’t you help me with my jeans?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” she said and climbed over to the edge of the bed. She reached down when she got to Alonzo and grabbed the waistline of his jeans. She undid the button. He moaned as her fingers brushed against his skin. His voice was deep and sexy. She couldn’t wait to hear him when he unloaded deep inside her bussy. Her tight little hole was already twitching. It’d been a long time since she last got fucked and was ready to have her hole stretched.

Her fingers shook as she pushed down Alonzo’s zipper. She was eager to see his cock. She’d been fantasizing about it, but now she would finally be able to have the real picture in her head. She bit her bottom lip when the zipper reached its end.

“Don’t be afraid. I’ll be gentle.”

She looked up at him through hooded eyes and smiled before pushing down his jeans and underwear to reveal a thick, heavy cock. It was probably seven inches long and growing. She wrapped her red manicured nails around his cock just as she’d fantasized, but the cock in her hand was better than anything she’d dreamed. It was tan like the rest of his body and uncut. She’d never been with an uncut guy, but she was not complaining.

“Like what you see?”

“Yes,” she said. “Very much.”

“Good,” he said and held her by her hair as he looked into her eyes. “My cock is yours now, so you better make it feel good.”

“Yes,” she said. “That’s all I want to do.”

“Then show me what you can do,” he said and jerked her head to his cock. She’d never been handled like this by a man, but it was intoxicating to be controlled so completely. She parted her lips and took his big cock into her mouth. She moaned on his dick as he thrusted it into the back of her throat. “Open up, girl! Show me what you can do!”

All she wanted was to please her man, so she took a deep breath and opened her throat so that he could push his dick deep. The sounds that came out of his mouth were demonic, but she trusted him not to hurt her. He was looking down at her every few seconds, staring into her eyes to make sure that he hadn’t gone too far, but she was having the time of her life. Her cock was rock hard. All she wanted was to fit his entire dick into her mouth. It was an impossible task.

She gasped when Alonzo finally pulled out. He pushed her to her back and pulled the dress off her body. “Fucking gorgeous,” he said as he took in the sight of her slender, feminized body. He placed his hand on her cock and rubbed it through the thin black fabric. He kicked off his jeans before dropping to his knees at the edge of the bed to put her cock into his mouth. She screamed when his tight lips moved all the way down to her base, sending a surge of pleasure through her body. One she could barely handle. She was on the verge of cumming in his mouth. “Alonzo! Please! I’m too sensitive!”

He ignored her plea and bobbed his lips, lost in the movements. He loved having her sweet girly cock in his mouth. Her balls were nice and smooth, and he couldn’t stop playing with them. She was so sexy. From head to toe. He pulled his lips off her cock the second before she came. She screamed and sat up, gasping to catch her breath. Her cock throbbed, but only the tiniest bit of cum left her tip.

“What are you doing to me?”

“I told you I would make you feel good,” he said and smashed his lips against hers. He gave her a deep, sloppy kiss before putting her onto her hands and knees at the edge of the bed. He grabbed a big bottle of lube from his dresser and lathered her tight bussy with the clear liquid before putting a big glob of it on his dick. “Tell me if it hurts, and I’ll stop.”

She nodded and took shallow breaths as he kissed her back and positioned his cock against her hole. She moaned deeply when his tip started stretching her hole. She could tell that it was going to hurt by how it felt entering her, but it was a pain she needed. One she craved. She’d been dreaming of this moment for weeks, and it was finally here. “Yes!” she cried when he got the first inch of his fat cock into her hole. “Put some more lube on it. Please.”

He slathered his cock and started over, adding an inch of his cock at a time. Wren lost control of her body and her voice over the next few minutes. She screamed and cried as he stretched her hole, but he never told her to stop. He rubbed her back as he gently pushed his fat dick as far as it would go.

“Damn, girl. You’re so good at taking this dick.”

“Claim my hole, Alonzo. Make it yours.”

“It already is mine, naughty girl,” he said and smacked her ass. She cried out as he pushed his dick even deeper into her hole. “Tell me this hole is mine!”

“It’s yours,” she cried and dropped her head to the bed. His cock was like a jolt to her body. It was stuffing her to the brim. It overtook every thought in her mind, but she didn’t want to think. She only felt. Each time he pushed in and out of her shook her entire being. Her cock was on edge, still begging to cum from that tease minutes ago.

“Your bussy is so fucking tight.” He pushed his cock deep, making her cry out, but she took it. She wasn’t going to tell him to stop. She didn’t want him to stop. Not now. Not ever. She would give him her hole whenever he wanted it. “I’m getting close,” he said as he thrusted his dick. “That blowjob was so fucking nice.”

“Tell me about it,” she said in a breath.

Alonzo pulled out and flipped Wren over to her back. He threw her legs into the air and thrusted his cock into her. She screamed, but he silenced her with a kiss. She hollered into his mouth as their tongues danced, but her screams only lasted a second. The pain quickly transformed into euphoria.

“Cum with me,” Alonzo said against her lips and thrusted his dick deep. His torso was rubbing against her cock, pushing her to orgasm with him. “I’m so fucking close.”

She’d been on edge ever since he stuck his fat cock into her hole. Those words were all Wren needed to release. She screamed out when the cum started shooting from her dick, and her tightening hole was all Alonzo needed to be pushed over the edge. He clung to her as he came deep inside her bussy. “Yes,” he moaned against her ear. “So fucking good.”

Wren couldn’t even speak if she tried. She was spent. Completely drained. She pushed his cock out of her hole and let out a breath she didn’t realize she was holding. She reached up to push her fingers through Alonzo’s hair, moaning when he bent down to kiss her on the lips.

“We need to make that lap dance video ASAP,” he said. “I need those thirsty men to know you’re taken.”

“I’ll make sure they know.”

“Me too,” he said.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him against her body. Their cocks pressed together, both sticky and wet with cum. He moved his down to her hole after a moment, trying to enter her again, but she managed to fight him off.

“Later,” she said and hopped up from the bed. “If you’re a good boy.”

“What do I have to do to be a good boy?” he asked and chased her out of the room. “Tell me!”

“Run to the store to get ingredients. I’m assuming you already have an apron for me,” she said to him from behind the bedroom door. “Don’t you?”

“Not yet, but I’ll get whatever you want from the store around the corner.”

“Get us stuff to make sandwiches and a bag of chips,” Wren said as she stepped into the shower to wash the cum off her body. “Get something to drink too! Plus, we have the candy for dessert.”

“Be right back,” Alonzo said and went to get dressed. Wren smiled as she washed off in the shower, making sure not to mess up her makeup. She knew that Alonzo didn’t care whether she was Wren or Andrew, but she wanted to keep the magic alive for the night.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

Three Months Later

Wren and Alonzo were still going strong, but he was demanding yet another lap dance video. Her page had grown immensely over the past few months, and she had her fair share of admirers. Alonzo had fought with more than a few in the comments section. She begged him not to pay them any attention, but he ignored her, and he wouldn’t stop bugging her until she gave in to his demands.

“Why can’t you let it go?” Wren asked, standing in the middle of her studio. “The guys aren’t going to stop, and you know that I don’t care about them. I only care about you.”

“Yeah, but the lap dance videos make me feel better. At least they can be jealous if nothing else.”

Wren sighed. “Fine, but you’re giving them more than they’re worth if you ask me.”

“Don’t give me a hard time about this. Please. Don’t you love me?” Alonzo asked with a pouty face.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head before falling into his arms. “You know I love you. Don’t be ridiculous. I love giving you lap dances, but why does the world have to see? Why can’t they just be for us? I’ll take all the pictures you want of us together. I’ll make sure these guys know I’m taken, but I want to give you a lap dance we can’t record.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Mhm. Wanna go get the cock cage?”

Alonzo’s eyes lit up. “Fuck, yeah.”

“Go get it and forget about those guys. Okay?” Wren said as she held the sides of his face. She didn’t want her man obsessing over some strangers she never gave the light of day. She was happy to have their support, but she would never leave Alonzo. He had no reason to worry, which was why she let him lock up her cock when he was on his best behavior.

“Damn,” Alonzo said when he stepped back into the studio with a bottle of lube and the cock cage. Wren had stripped down to nothing other than her heels while he was gone. She had her hair pulled up into one long braid, and her makeup was done to perfection. “Don’t let your cock get hard before I get you in your cage.”

“I’m doing my best,” she said.

Alonzo slipped the cage onto her cock and locked it in place. “Dance for me,” he said.

She went over to twirl around the pole, turning upside-down as she slid to the floor, wearing nothing other than her extra-tall high heels and the tiny cock cage holding her dick. “Isn’t this better than recording a dance?” she asked as she walked over to him to straddle his hips.

“So much better,” he said and spread her cheeks as she gyrated her ass in his face. He pulled her closer by her thighs and ate her out before putting lube on his cock and her hole. She sat on his dick, screaming out as he filled her. He held her thighs and thrusted slowly while they watched themselves in the wall of mirrors.

“Yes!” she cried. “Give me that big dick!”

“Take this big cock!”

She stared into his eyes through the mirrors while he fucked her with his big dick. She lost herself in the moment. It was so nice to finally have Alonzo not obsessed about trying to prove something to her internet trolls. He had nothing to worry about. What other man could make her feel this good? She closed her eyes and let out a high-pitched scream as her man pushed as deep as he could go, relishing how they were just getting started for the night.
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