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To my readers, always


Pretty in Pink

(17,400 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Romance wasn’t always roses on the first date. It didn’t require two people to fall in love. Often, marriages were nothing more than a business contract, especially when the families were rich and royal. In America, royalty came in many shapes and forms. Laying on a blanket under the early June sun, Steven thought about love, relationships, power, and money. He was alone on an expansive stretch of suburban land.

Steven Colgan belonged to a Midwestern family that owned a brand of restaurants. His fiancee, Charlotte, was the daughter to owners of a competing chain. It a friendly competition between the families. Their parents had been friends their entire lives. Who could open the most new locations? Who had higher profit margins? Steven and Charlotte had never paid much attention to the business side of things.

Charlotte’s father Mr. Davis and Steven’s dad Larry wanted to blend their businesses together. They were forcing a marriage on lifelong friends. Neither Charlotte nor Steven had a choice in the matter. They had given Charlotte and Steven the responsibility of running both chains under a new parent company once they married. Their fathers had set their plan in motion the moment Charlotte and Steven graduated college.

Steven remembered the day his dad had told him the plan: date a few months, engagement, and then marry a year later. It would give their dads enough time to launch the new parent company before stepping into the background to let Steven and Charlotte run the empire.

The plans had moved along without a glitch until they fell apart when Charlotte disappeared one night over a month ago. She left a note on the dining-room table at the apartment she shared with Steven.

It said:

I love you, Steven, but I can’t go through with this sham marriage. You know why.

Love,

Charlotte

Steven knew her reasoning, but he had never confessed it to his parents. Steven’s dad, Larry, would freak out if he discovered Steven had little attraction to women. Sure, they were gorgeous to look at, but the thought of sex with one terrified him. Steven wasn’t a virgin, no, but he also had no idea what he liked. Some days he thought he was asexual. Others he felt an intense desire for touch. Love.

He and Charlotte had fornicated once, for the sake of their family businesses. To say it was an epic failure would have been kind. It was Steven’s only sexual experience, but he knew it had been disastrous for both parties involved. Weeks after they tried, Charlotte had confessed her lesbian urges to Steven. Steven would never admit that he had gay fantasies, so he ignored them with moderate success.

Writing off a hookup with a stranger was simple. Steven reminded himself of the nasty diseases they could carry. He could come up with a thousand reasons not to let someone he met online inside his home, but he couldn’t avoid the objects that were already there.

Charlotte had left behind most of her clothing when she ran off into the night. She had moved from Indiana to Oregon and found a job to support herself. She had called and came out to her parents a few days ago, to their absolute disgust, and vowed never to return to Echo; a ritzy suburb of Indianapolis. Larry, Steven’s dad, had given Steven a mouthful about it which made Steven bury his dark urges deeper into the ground.

Steven checked his watch and folded up the blanket beneath him. He had a meeting to review everything he was supposed to talk about to investors in Puerto Rico. The family owned a few ‘corporate’ stores, but most stores were franchisees. The Colgans provided a winning concept and collected rents.

The meeting with Larry came and went. Within hours, Steven was pacing his kitchen thinking about what he should pack for the trip. He had to leave for Puerto Rico in the morning. They had received a lot of interest from the island over the past few years, and Larry wanted Steven to find the best person to open the first restaurant there.

Throughout the days in Puerto Rico, Steven would have plenty of time to explore, and he couldn’t stop fixating on one idea: taking Charlotte’s clothing with him. Nobody would know him there. Steven had been researching maps, restaurants, and routes from where he’d be staying. Steven had never had the courage to leave the house dressed up in Indiana.

Twice, while away on business, Steven had packed women’s clothing to wear in public, but he had never mustered the courage. That would change this time. Puerto Rico was much farther than Michigan or Ohio, where people might have known his family name. Something about flying over an ocean made Steven more confident nobody would find out. If Steven’s father ever discovered his hidden feminine desires, he would disown him. Vanish him from the company, but that didn’t stop Steven. Nothing could shackle him after he had a taste of privacy with Charlotte’s wardrobe. He wouldn’t give up wearing women’s clothing after he had a taste.

Steven packed makeup, his favorite pieces from Charlotte’s collection, and some men’s clothing for his business lunches. After showering and changing into one of Charlotte’s silk slips, Steven poured himself a craft beer and watched television before getting some beauty sleep for his flight in the morning. The satin sheets titillated his shaved and moisturized legs.


Chapter Two

 

Jackson Mock, an investment banker who lived in Indianapolis, stirred his cocktail at a bar in Puerto Rico. He had flown to San Juan the previous night for vacation. He loved where he was from, but everybody needed a getaway. Jackson picked up his mojito. He took a drank; droplets of condensation slid down his arm, running along the lines of his bulging veins.

Women noticed Jackson, but he almost never entertained a cis-woman; only when he was desperate for pleasure after a bad day in the market or when he couldn’t find what he most desired. Jackson enjoyed a sissy guy who would crossdress and do whatever he commanded. He loved how the best crossdressers would become more womanly than even the most put together of women. The sissy would do more in bed. Their holes were tighter too.

It had all started on a drunken night five years ago when Jackson was twenty-four. He had been stumbling home from the bar. He lived downtown, and a strange woman stopped him. She had a sensual voice. Jackson had been so drunk, he didn’t remember the conversation from when he had met Candy. That was the only name she ever told him. Throughout their affair that continued after that night, she had never told him more; not that Jackson asked many questions.

Jackson had taken her shopping, to fancy dinners, and gave her anything she wanted. He had become a sugar daddy of Candy’s and loved every second. He missed Candy terribly, but she had moved to Los Angeles and promised she would never return to the Midwest. She hadn’t, and four years had passed since she moved. The one time Jackson had gone to Los Angeles, he had called Candy but she didn’t answer.

Jackson had withdraws when he thought of her. When the feeling of her sweet, shaved hole crossed his mind. She had loved to take Jackson whenever he wanted her. She never complained if he fucked her like a jackhammer or took his time with long, gentle thrusts. Candy had been his perfect sissy bottom, and Jackson was longing to replace her in his life. He wanted a woman who would shoot hot, milky loads when he fucked her. Jackson loved to suck sissy cocks too and missed the taste of one in his mouth.

Pussy was good, but women didn’t compare to what a hungry sissy could give him.

Jackson looked around the room and noticed two women giggle when he made eye contact. Jackson raised his glass at them. They blinked; clueless and averting their gaze. Jackson shook his head and opened his phone. Women were so wishy-washy. All about the romance.

That was what he loved most about Candy: her commitment to fucking. Her sensuality. Her willingness to please Jackson however he wanted. Sure, Candy had a shopping habit, but money was easy to come by for Jackson. A woman like Candy, that was priceless.

Jackson turned his head the other way, and a man in his twenties walking along the beach caught Jackson’s attention. He was peering at the pool and lounge area separating them. Something about him looked familiar, but Jackson couldn’t place where he knew the man’s face from because he was too far away. Plus, Jackson was on vacation in Puerto Rico, so he doubted he knew the person. They shared a moment of eye contact before the man continued walking. There was something submissive about him, but Jackson brushed it to the side. Most gay men weren’t willing to become the sissy Jackson wanted. The woman he needed.

When Jackson looked back the other way, the two women had disappeared. Jackson sighed. He had been thinking about taking one upstairs to bury his dick in something. It was vacation. Women were uptight but much looser when six feet from the crashing sea with a mojito in their system.

Jackson threw back his cocktail and went upstairs to watch sissy porn on his laptop. He held his cell phone in his other hand. There weren’t any sissy guys on the app in his area. Jackson stroked his dick while he watched two muscular guys fuck their sissy chick. They weren’t using protection, and the sissy couldn’t get enough. She sucked and let them use her backside without complaint.

Jackson doubted those women from the restaurant would have been as willing as the woman with the red wig in the video. The two men had dark chocolate manhoods. They were big. They stretched their willing slut as Jackson edged himself. He rubbed circles around his head until busting all over his chest.

He would find his sissy if it killed him. If he had to pay, so be it. Jackson wouldn’t waste his vacation.


Chapter Three

 

Steven’s heart raced as he stared at himself in the mirror. It had been a hard day at work, and Steven wanted to grab a drink at the neighboring hotel to relax and forget the day. He had styled his short brown hair like a woman’s pixie cut. He was wearing a halter dress from Charlotte’s collection that didn’t fit his frame but made him feel fabulous. Daring. Steven had on a pair of gladiator sandals. Exposed, shaved legs. Toenails painted with white tips. Fingernails dressed with temporary nails. Steven spun in a circle in front of the mirror, holding up his arms and letting the dress rise.

Steven didn’t care that his shoulders were broad and not covered. He didn’t care that he had forgotten to pack a wig. Steven wouldn’t punk out this time. He had to go outside as Suzy, his alter ego. The woman he wanted to become. Steven had practiced his makeup since Charlotte left him with all of her supplies, so it only took a second to doll up his face.

Steven donned a hat with a wide brim before leaving the hotel. People from the conference were eating at the hotel bar, but they didn’t notice Steven. He hurried down the sidewalk to the bar down the street where he had seen the man staring at him from across the pool. The man had thick arms. A full head of hair. Steven hoped he was at the bar again so he could get a closer look.

Steven, dressed as Suzy, ducked into the hotel a couple blocks away from where Steven was having the meetings for his father’s business. His heat was racing. He waited for a sense of calmness before continuing forward. Steven kept his head bent low as he talked to the host to ask for a lounge chair by the pool with sea views. Steven had brought his e-reader to read sexy stories while he took in the thrill of being in public as Suzy.

The weather was inviting. The air moist. It took a few minutes for the host to return. Steven had considered rushing out the door and back to his hotel room but stayed the course. He was nervous but not terrified enough to return to his boring hotel room. People didn’t know Steven or the Colgans in Puerto Rico.

A youthful man, tan with a long ponytail of thick black hair, took Steven’s order. He had practiced Suzy’s voice endlessly in the mirror, and the young waiter didn’t flinch. He didn’t question the no eye contact. Steven kept his eyes cast to the floor to hide the lump in his throat. All the practice had payed off, and the waiter disappeared to fetch his rum and cola.

Hot guys splashed in the pool. Cis women, to Steven’s knowledge, sat on their shoulders. Others flaunted their perfect, feminine bodies in skimpy swimsuits. Steven touched his elegant, over-the-top dress. He should have been lounging around in a two piece like the other ladies, but Suzy didn’t have the body for that. She didn’t feel comfortable showing that much of herself. The broad shoulders were enough.

Steven sipped his cocktail. He read the sensual story on his e-reader and tried to blend into the background until his hat blew in the wind. Steven yelled in a deep voice, catching the attention of other patrons. He chased after the hat. His short hair exposed. Steven reached his hat, but the mood by the pool had shifted.

Steven put the hat back on and returned to his seat. Most people went back to their conversations, but the two guys with the ladies had exited the pool. They were standing by the outside bar, eying Steven. Steven buried his nose in the e-reader and ignored their leer.

“Hey, we bought you a drink,” said one. “You like mojitos, right?” He was the taller of the two men. Steven glanced at him through his peripherals, not daring to raise his head. He had never felt his heart beat as fast as it did then.

“I’m fine, thank you.”

The man sat on Steven’s lounge chair. The other three were snickering behind him. Everyone else was ignoring the scene. Ignoring the woman who had turned out to be a man. “I wasn’t asking.”

“I’m fine, thank you.” Steven saw the man’s fingers turn white around the glass when he refused him a second time. Steven wanted to snap his fingers and teleport to his hotel room.

“You like sucking dick? Want to suck on my fat one? The girls are dying to watch a bitch like you take a man like me,” he said. The man snatched the hat from Steven’s head. Steven cursed at him and tried to get it back, but the stranger was strong. Steven was no match.

“Please, just leave me alone. I’m trying to read my book.”

“Sucking my dick is better than a stupid book,” he said.

If the man had approached Steven differently, Steven would have wanted him. He would have found him attractive, but this was too much. Steven was afraid. Nobody seemed to notice their altercation.

“I don’t suck dick.”

“Yeah, right. We decided at the bar you’re a dirty slut. Isn’t that right?” The man’s friends nodded. The asshole ‘accidentally’ dumped his drink all over Steven. “Ooh, look. Someone has an outline where her pussy should be.”

Someone approached them and cleared his throat. “Is there a problem here?”

“Nothing man, we’re just talking to our friend. Right?”

Steven glanced at the new stranger. He looked familiar. “Your friend looks afraid. Is everything okay over here?” he asked Steven.

Steven shook his head.

“You all better leave this beautiful lady alone before I have security drag you out of here,” the man said.

“Lady? Are you blind?”

“Go. The. Fuck. Away,” he said through clenched teeth.

The men held eye contact, but the asshole gave up and walked away with his friends. The sexy stranger sat on the end of Steven’s lounge chair. Steven’s anxiety dissolved by the millisecond, like ash blowing in the wind.

 

♦

 

Jackson walked on the beach alongside Steven. They had made quick introductions, but Jackson knew Steven. He was Charlotte Davis’ boyfriend, fiance. Jackson was her cousin. He had heard she left him and came out a lesbian. Jackson met Steven years ago, but Steven didn’t seem to remember who he was. That was okay because Jackson was thinking he had found the sissy he was looking for.

“How often do you go out dressed like this?” asked Jackson.

Steven hadn’t looked up since they reached the sand. Neither wore shoes. Jackson loved the feeling of sand sifting through his toes. He loved how the halter dress hung from Steven’s thin body. How Steven had tried so hard; put in endless effort. Jackson had been watching him from inside when that group approached him.

“This was my first time. I’m never doing it again,” he said. “You know, thank you for helping me, Jackson. I should head back to my hotel.”

Oh no you won’t.

Jackson was too horny to let Steven leave. He was still plotting how he would turn Steven into his full-time sissy. Baby steps. Steven was fragile. Shaken. People in the world were horrible, but Steven had to know that there were others who would accept and love him the way he was.

“Where are you from?” asked Jackson. He ignored Steven’s comment and did what he had to keep Steven from running off into the night. They could have a fun few days together if Steven forgot about the assholes from the pool bar. Jackson would protect him.

“Indiana, you?”

“Same. I live in Indianapolis. Came here for vacation. What are you doing here?”

Steven explained how he was working to expand the restaurant chain.

“Wow, they want to open one of those here?” asked Jackson.

“Yeah, it’s crazy. We get emails at least once a week from investors here, so that’s why I came.”

“I have a confession, Steven,” said Jackson.

“What?”

There were many stores and restaurants along the beach. Jackson put up his finger, telling Steven to wait. He came back with a linen shawl. “Here, this will cover your shoulders and make you feel more womanlike. You don’t need the hat anymore either. The sun went down.”

“I like the hat,” said Steven. “It hides my hair.”

“You’re more beautiful without it,” Jackson said.

Steven hesitated but removed his hat. With his shoulders covered, hat off, and makeup on point, Jackson wanted to take Steven right there. Those slight changes had transformed Steven, but he wasn’t ready. Jackson had to control himself, or he would lose his sissy in a second. When Jackson had met Steven at the family reunion, he thought there had been a vibe. Burning eyes. Lingering fantasies. It was as though Jackson could smell a closeted sissy like garlic sauteing in butter.

“What was your confession, Jackson? You were saying something before you ran off to the store,” he said. They were still walking along the beach. The sky grew darker by the minute. The farther they walked, fewer people populated the beach; making for a more intimate setting.

Jackson rubbed his chin. “Promise you won’t run off when I tell you.”

“Tell me what?” asked Steven.

“I know you. I’m Charlotte’s cousin. You met me once at a family reunion a few years ago. Haven’t been to one since, but I remember you. You gave me dirty thoughts then, and you weren’t even wearing a dress,” he said. Steven stopped walking and turned. Jackson grabbed his shoulder with a light touch. “You said you wouldn’t run away.”

“And you’re just saying this now?”

Jackson shrugged. “I always thought Charlotte was a lesbian. We used to talk about hot chicks in magazines together. Few women would point out the details that Charlotte did.”

“Yeah, these are her clothes,” said Steven.

“What about you? Do you like men or women?”

Steven shrugged. Jackson adored his innocence. His timidness. Steven was twenty-five or twenty-six, judging by Charlotte’s age, but acted much younger. “I’m not sure. Charlotte and I had sex once, but it was bad. Terrible.”

“Think you’re into guys?”

“Maybe,” said Steven in a whisper.

“I like men like you. Men who aren’t afraid to explore their feminine sides. Do you find me attractive?”

Steven’s voice broke, “yes,” he said.

“How long have you had feminine desires?”

“Years. Too long. I started exploring them when Charlotte moved out and left me alone with all of her lingerie. Her dresses. It has been too hard to resist what she left behind.”

“I’ll buy you a new wardrobe. One that fits your body better,” said Jackson.

Steven blushed and turned his head. Jackson couldn’t stop thinking about what Steven would look like with a wig and breast forms. How he would look on his knees with Jackson’s dick fucking his mouth like a pussy.

“Do you have a name for your feminine half?”

“Suzy,” said Steven.

“Suzy… I like it,” said Jackson. His dick was hard, throbbing in his pants. He wanted to use it tonight but knew he would get more if he waited. Steven was innocent. He couldn’t handle sex in his fragile state. Jackson turned to Steven and put out his hand. Steven lingered before taking it. “Suzy, I want to take you shopping tomorrow. Would you give me the pleasure?”

“I have to work tomorrow.”

“If you don’t want to go out, I can bring you outfits, but you have to send me your measurements,” he said.

“Okay, what’s your number?” asked Steven. They exchanged numbers and walked back down the beach to their hotels, where Jackson planted a kiss on Steven’s (Suzy’s) lips. Jackson pressed his hardness into Suzy and watched the shocked reaction on her face.

Jackson whispered to Suzy, “that’s waiting for you when you’re ready.”

Suzy swallowed. “I must get to sleep.”

“See you tomorrow, sexy,” said Jackson. He watched Suzy run to the sidewalk and disappear around the corner to go in her hotel. Jackson couldn’t wait to doll her up with proper-fitting clothes. It was only a matter of time until he would have a proper sissy like Candy in his life again. Jackson went straight to his room and jacked off without once opening the hookup app on his phone.


Chapter Four

 

Thousands of dollars were nothing compared to happiness. Jackson walked around San Juan with his shoulders held high carrying bags filled with goodies for his new sissy, Suzy. Steven. Suzy. Jackson couldn’t wait to dress Steven up into his alter ego. He wanted to nurture Steven’s sissy side and guide Suzy to her fullest potential.

Jackson wiped the sweat from his forehead, pressing the button to the elevator. He got to his hotel room and tossed the dozen bags onto his king-size bed. His dick hardened thinking of Steven’s feminized body in the fabrics that had spilled onto the comforter. Jackson wanted to dress him up in hosiery, skirts, dresses, stilettos, wigs, and anything Steven needed to become Suzy.

Turning the bags upside-down, Jackson dumped everything out and rolled around on the fabrics. The soft cottons. Silky satins. Seductive lace. Candy had taught Jackson, but Jackson now had the opportunity to train Steven. To make Suzy the best sissy in the city. They were in Puerto Rico now, but they lived in the same city, and Jackson wasn’t letting Steven get away.

Jackson: Tell me what you’re doing, Suzy.

Jackson rubbed his dick. Suzy had all the potential in the world. She had shown courage last night by the pool, even if it wasn’t her best night. She didn’t shy away from her desire to leave the house; to chase the high of wearing women’s clothing in the streets. One day nobody would recognize Suzy’s masculine side when she went in public. Candy used to describe how powerful she felt every time she went out en femme.

Suzy: Working. Busy day.

Jackson: I bought you lots of treats. Shave everywhere before you come over.

Jackson included his hotel room number in the message. He picked up a garter belt, rubbing it against the stubble on his face. He inhaled the scents of fresh-from-the-store fabric. Jackson put a pile of clothing under his waist, pretending it was Suzy’s backside. He hadn’t fucked in weeks and was dying for a taste of Suzy’s tight ass.

Suzy: You want me to shave?

Suzy added a monkey covering its eyes. Another covering its ears. The last hid its mouth.

Jackson: Yes, everything. The fabrics will feel better on your body. You’ll feel sexier. 
Suzy: I shaved before I came but will touch it up. ;-)

Suzy: This all feels so unreal. Are you playing a prank on me? Trying to out me to Charlotte?

Jackson: I would never do that, Suzy. Please, this is real. Come over tonight.

Suzy replied ‘okay’, and Jackson locked his phone. He had never been with such a new sissy. One so unsure of herself. One who feared the world around her. Jackson had only been with sissies with more experience than himself. It was now Jackson’s turn to guide a confused man to his femininity. His womanhood. Jackson envisioned a future where Steven would live as Suzy full-time, perhaps taking pills to help her on the journey.

Jackson folded all the clothing and wrapped them in newspaper. Suzy would have a holiday when she opened the clothing. She would feel how precious it was to have someone spoil her. Jackson couldn’t wait to make Suzy his full-time doll. He would do everything he had to keep her; she was worth a fight.

 

♦

 

Steven stood in the hallway of Jackson’s hotel. He held his makeup bag in one hand; his other balled into a fist over Jackson’s hotel-room door. Suzy lived in Steven’s mind, but he hardly took her form. She had been alive for years longer than the first time he put on a pair of panties; long before he had the courage to spread foundation of his face. Steven swallowed and knocked.

Jackson opened the door with one swift movement. He gave Steven a bear hug. “You made it.”

“I did,” said Steven. When he stepped in the room, his stomach turned. He was seeing his future. A time where he would become Suzy for this hunk whose thick muscles stirred something within Steven. He had always been timid of his sexuality. Feigning a relationship with Charlotte was easier than admitting the truth. Business consumed him. Golf was entertaining. Exploring the Midwest filled his free time. With Charlotte, Steven had been able to hide behind the veils of truth dangling in his face.

“Would you like something to drink? Bottled water? White wine?”

“I’ll take a cup of ice, and water from the sink is fine,” said Steven. Steven couldn’t take his eyes off the piles of gifts sitting on the desk in the corner. “What are those?”

Jackson scooped ice into one of the glasses below the television. “Your presents. I got lots of stuff for Suzy to become the best woman she can.”

“Who are you?” asked Steven. After that group last night, Steven had a hard time trusting Jackson. Most people hated when others went astray from the structured rules of society, like a man with painted nails. A woman with a shaved head. Steven wanted to dress as his alter-ego Suzy every day of the week, but the external judgment of others wasn’t worth the pleasure.

Jackson picked up a gift from the desk and gave it to Steven. “I’m your new sugar daddy. All I want to do is spoil you. Nurture you. Open the present, Suzy,” he said.

Suzy pushed on the soft package wrapped in newspaper. “There are so many to open.”

“That’s only today, Suzy,” said Jackson. He was sitting next to Steven on the bed. He ran the back of his hand along Steven’s neck. “I want to shower you with affection and help you on this journey as long as you’ll allow it.”

Steven peeled tape from the seam of the newspaper. When he ripped it apart, a pair of stocking was awaiting him. Steven opened the rest of the gifts: dresses, lingerie, wigs, shoes, pants, and shirts. Jackson picked up one last gift. He had a massive smile on his face. Steven loved all his gifts, but Jackson’s intensity was a shock to his system. Steven wasn’t even sure he was gay, although who would refuse a man like Jackson? All Steven knew was that Suzy was having a field day.

“What’s the last gift?” asked Steven. “Wrapping all these must have taken you forever.”

“I couldn’t think of a better way to spend my vacation than shopping for you.” Jackson was holding a big box and placed it on Steven’s lap. Steven ripped the newspaper from to box. He opened it and revealed several bras and squishy silicone forms. “Those are so you can feel the full power of womanhood.”

“What should I wear first?” asked Steven.

“Fuck, that’s a hard question to answer. Let’s get you in some lingerie first. Can Suzy walk in heels?”

Steven shrugged. “I’ve only tried a couple times and didn’t do very well. That’s why I was wearing those gladiator sandals last night.”

“It’s okay,” said Jackson. “It’s easy. We’re the same shoe size. Watch this.” Jackson took off his socks and slipped into a pair of the heels he had purchased for Steven. “An old friend of mine taught me how to keep your balance and walk like a model.” Jackson showed Steven everything Candy had once taught him, and Steven was walking in heels like a pro within minutes.

“Wow, tell your friend I owe her.”

“I have a feeling she would like you,” he said. “Why don’t you wear this set of lingerie? We’ll put you in a bra and then choose your dress.”

Steven couldn’t help but notice the waves of excitement in Jackson’s voice as he picked up a set of red lingerie. Steven wondered how many other crossdressers Jackson had known. How many had he pleasured? Steven didn’t expect Jackson to have as little experience as him, but he didn’t want to have the jealous thoughts creeping into his mind either.

Steven went to the bathroom, but Jackson told him to change in the room. “I want to see that sexy body transform from start to finish,” Jackson said while touching the outline of his thickness. Steven swallowed and took off his clothing with timid hands. He quickly covered himself in the red thong and matching bra, but the lace did little to hide his dick. Jackson climbed to his knees on the edge of the bed, rubbing Steven’s shoulders. “Wow, you are deadly with just that lingerie. I love your hairless body,” said Jackson.

Steven squeezed his dick between his thighs. He had always been hesitant to learn how to tuck but would have to learn soon. The thong did nothing to hide his sissy extension. “Why don’t we put you in this backless black dress? It has sleeves that cover the shoulders. It will make your breasts look huge. Best thing is, you can choose your size. Do you want the big forms or small ones?” asked Jackson.

“Let’s start small. How do I put them in?”

Jackson lifted the fabric on Steven’s bra and slid in one form, arousing Steven with his gentle touch. Jackson did the second. Steven was one step closer to Suzy. He loved how the thong fit. The bra wasn’t too small. Everything from Charlotte’s closet hadn’t fit well, but it was free. Steven worked at his dad’s company, but he was still working his way up the ladder. Steven wasn’t getting any handouts. He had to earn a bigger check.

“Your makeup last night was exquisite. Where did you learn how to do that?” asked Jackson.

“Watching videos and practicing. I’ve had a lot of free time since Charlotte disappeared. How crazy is it that we met here and not in Indiana?”

“Wild,” Jackson purred. His hands were all over Steven’s soft, hairless skin. “I’m not letting you leave, Suzy. I’m falling for you.”

Steven loved Jackson’s touch, but he had to clear up the situation. “I don’t know that I’m gay, Jackson.”

“Okay, how does Suzy feel? Does she like men or women? Maybe Steven doesn’t enjoy men, but what about your other half?”

Steven shrugged. “Where’s the black dress?”

Jackson grabbed it from the pile of Suzy’s new clothing. Steven stepped into it, and Jackson zipped it closed. A thin layer of fabric hid the zipper. Steven turned to look at himself, and his mouth fell open in shock. He had never had a dress fit him so securely. It showed an hourglass figure Steven didn’t know he had. The breasts changed everything. Not using forms before had been a mistake because Steven felt more like Suzy than he ever had.

“What do you think, Suze?” asked Jackson, saying her name without the long e sound. He was giving her a pet name, and she was living for it.

Suzy’s body buckled. She felt bald. Suzy grabbed the wig of long brown hair. She put her short hair under a wig gap and got the long hair on as quickly as she could. “Pass me my makeup, please.”

Jackson handed her the clear bag, and she made quick work. Ten minutes later, Suzy looked like a doll. She felt powerful. She felt stupid for not having spent her savings on proper-fitting clothing for so long. Suzy stood. She shook her hair, feeling herself. She had forgotten Jackson was in the room until his hand came down on her backside, making her ass sting.

“Jackson,” she said. Her voice had changed. She spoke higher. Speaking in Steven’s voice would have been a crime, as she had become Suzy. She felt one-hundred percent woman. Steven was in her, but he was like the dying fire hours after a barbecue. Suzy had taken charge.

“What? You drive me wild looking that good,” he said.

Suzy turned to face Jackson. He was making his manhood visible as he pressed on his jeans. They were a little tighter than most men wore, but Suzy wouldn’t complain. Her man was big. She wanted to walk around town on Jackson’s arm, making other women jealous. Her dick was getting hard as she thought of how others would react that a hunk like Jackson had chosen her.

Suzy threw her hair back and placed her hand on her hip. “What shoes should I wear?”

“How about these black heels with the ankle strap? I bought you a gold necklace that will match the trim on the shoes,” he said.

“You indulge me,” she said.

“Forever and always,” he said. Jackson helped Suzy into her new shoes. He placed the gold necklace around her neck, letting it fall into her cleavage. The dress dipped into the front, contoured her body, had sleeves to cover her shoulder, and was backless to add sex appeal. “The dress fits your body like a glove.”

Suzy cupped her hair into her hands. She lifted it into the air and let in fall. Suzy spun in a circle. She lost her balance and fell to the bed. Her heels stuck up in the air. Jackson climbed by her side and rested his hand on Suzy’s chest. He kissed her. She held the back of his head as his hands explored her body. She had never had someone touch her with such passion. Such desire. She felt wanted for the first time in her life. Her sissy dick was swaying like an antenna in a rainstorm.

Jackson got up from the bed, undid his jeans, and dropped them to the floor. He was naked in a second. “Those painted lips. Fuck, you’re sexy, Suzy. Have you ever sucked a dick?”

Suzy shook her head. Jackson was stroking his cock. She had never seen a man as well-endowed as him. Suzy felt her stomach turning. A conflicting fog descended over her judgment. She had been taught that what she secretly desired was wrong. Men of decency wouldn’t dress in women’s clothing and have the urge to get their knees to suck a dick.

“You have two options, Suzy. You can come over here and please daddy, or you can take your gifts and leave. What will you do?”

Suzy rubbed her dress. She bit her nail until Jackson told her to stop. His dick was thick, hard, and dripping precum. She was hard herself, but her dick was tucked away under her lacy lingerie.

“Promise you won’t tell anyone about us?” she asked.

“I promise, Suze. This is our little secret,” he said.

Suzy nodded and got to her knees, She crawled over to Jackson’s dangling dick. Suzy wrapped her hand around it. It was centimeters from her face. Suzy had never sucked a dick, but she could feel her body wanted it. When her lips parted, nothing had felt more natural. The taste of cum on her tongue shocked Suzy’s system, but she didn’t flinch when Jackson took control and fucked her mouth.

“Don’t mess up that pretty face,” he said while pounding her mouth with vigor. The veins in his cock bulged as he used Suzy’s hole. She loved how much pleasure he got from dressing her up and sharing his dick. Suzy ran her hands along Jackson’s hard stomach. She gripped his ass. Jackson pushed her up against the bed and fucked her mouth like it was a pussy. Suzy felt a wetness growing in her pants. If Jackson didn’t stop soon, she would cum too. Soil her new lingerie. “Fuck, that mouth is hot. Swallow every drop, baby,” he said.

Suzy had two seconds to prepare before Jackson released his creamy load into her mouth. Streams of salty warmth hit the back of her throat. Suzy hadn’t wanted to soil her thong, but it was too late. She had cum with her man and swallowed every drop of his seed.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Amazing,” she said. “You made me cum.”

Jackson growled. “Good. Take off your thong. I bought you plenty. Put on fresh lipstick. We’re going to a bar.”

Suzy nodded and got ready. She couldn’t wait to hit the streets of Puerto Rico on Jackson’s arm. Steven’s voice in her mind had doubts, but Suzy quieted them. She was in charge. She looked too good to leave now. Plus, Jackson made her feel safe. Protected. Nothing bad would happen with him by her side.


Chapter Five

 

Jackson wished he didn’t have to spend his days alone, but Suzy would come to him every night. Three days had passed since their first night together, and their time was coming to a close soon. They would have to return to Indiana. They would have to return to their old lives. Jackson hoped he wouldn’t lose Suzy after they stepped on a plane.

Jackson was forgetting the man beneath Suzy’s outer layer. She had perfected her feminine voice. Her makeup was stellar. Men gawked in her direction when she walked into the room. Jackson loved walking around town with Suzy on his arm.

They would watch the sunset on the beach, eat dinner, walk with their toes in the sand. They did an evening snorkel tour at sunset last night. Suzy had worn a one-piece with a robe for swimming. They drank rum cocktails on a bed under a tent. Jackson had been spending his days shopping while Suzy played Steven at the job. He wanted Suzy to forget her other half and enjoy vacation but understood Steven had responsibilities.

When they weren’t spending their time on the beach, they were practicing their oral services in the hotel. Suzy had yet to give Jackson her hole, but he was patient. She was more than willing to get on her knees to suck Jackson’s dick. He had returned the favor a couple times. The first time Jackson licked Suzy’s sissy dick, she had cum in seconds. He loved how her shaved extension looked in a pair of crotchless panties; or with a garter belt and stockings.

Tonight, they were having their last dinner in Puerto Rico before they had to get on a plane. Jackson was leaving in the morning. Suzy had a flight in the afternoon. Jackson had prepared an intimate tent with candles on the beach for his date with Suzy. He had sent a new outfit to her room and couldn’t wait to see his woman in it. Ever since the first date, Jackson had dropped off all of his purchases at her hotel so he didn’t have to see her masculine form. There was nothing wrong with her sissy dick because it didn’t detract from her womanhood when she smelled of perfume and tasted like cucumber lotion and looked like a feminine goddess.

Jackson was staring out the window of his hotel room. It faced the crashing waves on the beach. He scrolled through his phone, looking at the price of estrogen pills on the black market. If Suzy was serious about living her best life as a woman, pills would help her. Jackson closed his phone before he got ahead of himself and ordered them. Suzy had to give her consent; her permission. Today she would say no, but tomorrow was a different story.

Jackson went to the bathroom. He ran scolding water, standing under the streams of cleansing liquid. Jackson took deep breaths. If Jackson lost control of himself, Suzy would have all the power. He had to embody patience if he was going to make Suzy the sissy of his dreams. Jackson got dressed after his shower and went to the restaurant to arrive early for his evening picnic on the beach.

 

♦

 

Jackson had sent something new every day. Today he had delivered a light-colored corset shirt with short sleeves, a nude linen shawl with a matching a-line skirt, nude footless tights, and closed-toe cloth sandals with ankle straps. Jackson had added a set of silver jewelery to complete the look. There was a hand-written note too, saying how much Jackson missed Suzy. Suzy missed him too.

After working, Steven transformed himself to Suzy and forgot his male counterpart ever existed. Suzy had always been a part of him, but she felt more alive than ever with Jackson spoiling her, parading her around town, and sucking her dick like a lollipop. Suzy hadn’t lasted more than a couple seconds the first time Jackson wrapped his lips around her sissy cock.

Suzy applied her makeup before putting on silver hoop earrings and a necklace. Jackson was already waiting for her at the restaurant. She had to hurry. Even though her body was tired from working all day, seeing Jackson was worth pushing through the exhaustion. Suzy chose her blonde wig with finger waves. It hung past her shoulders. She grabbed a black leather purse with a thin chain before heading out the door.

Walking down the street, people didn’t look twice at her. She had breasts, long hair, painted lips, and walked with a switch in her step. Suzy felt powerful. The wind caught her hair, which made her chuckle to herself. Men were staring at her as she walked down the street. She winked at a couple. One hollered at her. She thought he would run her way but was more concerned with the beers and chicken wings on the table. Suzy would think twice before winking at guys like that again. Were they all wild animals?

When Suzy told the host her name, he led her to the most beautiful setup. Jackson was waiting for her. He wore a matching linen outfit with cloth shoes. His pants did nothing to hide his manhood and muscular ass. Suzy was still conflicted about her desires and her emotions, but Jackson looked sexy. His button-up shirt tight on his chest. The sun had kissed his fair skin.

“Is this for us?” asked Suzy.

“Only the best for you,” he said. “You look amazing in your outfit.” Jackson held Suzy’s hand up so she could twirl for him, letting the a-line skirt catch in the breeze. “Would you like to sit and watch the sunset?”

“Another day, another sunset.”

“They won’t last forever. We have to go back tomorrow,” he said.

“Don’t remind me. I love Indiana, but nothing compares to this.”

“Did the investors bite?”

“We’ll allow one store to open and go from there. We’re down to two potential investors. This trip was more about finding the right person since multiple groups have shown interest. I have a favorite, but my father gets the final say.”

“Right,” said Jackson. A waiter arrived with a platter of Puerto Rican food and two bottles of white wine in a bath of ice water. The server disappeared without a word. “I thought it would be better if we ordered everything we needed and got all the privacy we deserve. Already paid, so they won’t bother us.”

“Money can’t buy you everything,” said Suzy. She admired how Jackson spoiled her, but where did it end? What more was he expecting from her beyond sex?

“It can buy us privacy on this special night,” he said. Jackson let his hand rest on Suzy’s thigh. “Suzy…”

“Yes, Jackson?”

“Who is your true self? Do you think you could live as Suzy forever?”

Suzy cast her eyes to the platter of food. She picked up a piece of bread smeared with guava butter. She chewed to let time pass as she thought of Jackson’s question. As much as she loved Suzy, she didn’t know how her family would react. Her father could disown her. He could cut her out from the family business. Suzy wasn’t sure giving up her heirloom was worth living as Suzy full-time when Steven could become her when the coast was clear. Living a lie was often easier than confronting the truth.

“I don’t know, Jackson. Can’t we just enjoy Suzy when she is here?”

Jackson drank from his wine and rocked his head from side to side. “I will always enjoy Suzy. I’m falling for her. It’s just…”

“What?”

“There are ways to help you. Estrogen pills. Feminizing Hormone Therapy.”

“Jackson, please. This week was the first time I had the confidence to walk in public as Suzy. You’ve given me more than I could ever ask, Jackson, but no. I’m not ready for that,” she said. Suzy wasn’t offended that Jackson had offered. She could see he was eager to encourage her femininity. To guide her along the journey, but it was too soon for pills.

Silence. Jackson didn’t speak. Suzy had nothing more to say about the pills. She stared out to the ocean waves crashing against the shore. The sun setting off to the west. Suzy drank wine and ate some food from the platter. She could see that Jackson wanted to continue talking about the pills, and she had researched them before, but it wasn’t the time. Steven had given his life to his dad’s company, and Suzy couldn’t throw it away on a fling. Who knew how long Jackson would stay in her life.

To break the silence, Suzy opened her phone. Jackson looked sexy in his linen outfit, and she loved he had bought them matching attire. “We should take a picture,” she said. “It’ll be the first picture of Suzy in existence.”

“Okay,” he said. Jackson put his arm around Suzy and pressed his face into hers. They smiled. Suzy snapped the picture. She was reviewing the photo when Jackson brought up the pills again, “promise you’ll think about them.”

“I will,” she said and placed her hand on his thigh. He was leaning back with his arms stretched out behind him. Suzy could have undid his pants and sucked his dick there, but she resisted. She could wait until they got to the hotel room. She wasn’t about to spend the night in a Puerto Rican jail.

Jackson leaned forward. His hands were like falling leaves in autumn; they never stopped moving. “I want you,” he said. His tongue played with her ear.

Suzy was panting, moaning at Jackson’s touch until she heard an unwelcome voice. “Hello, Steven?” Suzy’s heart dropped as she heard her father’s tenor.

Suzy picked up her phone, struggling to hit her finger on the right spot. Her father had seen her dolled-up face. “Steven? What the hell are you wearing?”

Suzy’s eyes were burning as she struggled to hang up the video call; her father’s voice grew more hysterical. Jackson snatched the phone from Suzy and hung up without Larry Colgan seeing his face. Jackson pulled Suzy close, and the tears fell like a busted dam. There was no dick sucking that night, and Jackson did his best to comfort the shaken Suzy.


Chapter Six

 

Steven hadn’t seen anyone in days. Suzy was weak, like a wounded warrior. Steven knew he would have to choose between his future at the restaurant and her. His father, Larry, had been calling daily. Steven didn’t have the courage to answer when his phone lit up every few hours. He hadn’t gone to work. He hadn’t seen Jackson. Puerto Rico felt like a different lifetime. Steven had all of Suzy’s new clothes, but being back in Echo, Indiana put his life into perspective.

Steven: I’m coming over for dinner tonight. See you soon.

Steven sent the message to his father and rolled over to the other side of his bed. He had eaten lunch an hour ago. The wrappers were still scattered across his coffee table in the living room. The television blared a daytime talk show. Steven didn’t know what his father would say, but it wouldn’t be kind. He had sent some hateful text messages about men who dressed as women. Steven didn’t know how to explain to his father that Suzy felt as natural to him as breathing air into his lungs.

Steven found the strength to crawl out of bed and clean up his living room. He turned off the television. Steven found an aerobics video online. He worked out, thinking it would calm him. It didn’t help. Steven showered and watched the clock tick until it was time to meet his father. Jackson had sent several messages, but Steven couldn’t see him. Jackson was a reminder of Suzy’s life.

Melanie Colgan, Steven’s mom, was standing at the door when Steven arrived at his childhood home. Melanie rushed from the porch to hug Steven. She was crying when she wrapped her arms around him. “What’s wrong?” asked Steven.

“I love you no matter what your father says,” she said. “Please tell me you know that.”

Melanie would always take her husband’s side in an argument, even if she didn’t agree with him. She was loyal to Larry, a quality of his mother’s Steven both admired and loathed. “It’s okay, mom. I’ll be fine.”

Melanie rubbed her hands over Steven’s. He hadn’t seen her so panicked, but it made Steven hold his head higher. He was too old to act as his father’s floor mat. Steven had a head on his shoulders. He wasn’t useless, even if his father thought everyone was less effective than himself.

When they stepped inside, Melanie rushed to the kitchen and told Steven that Larry was waiting for him in the dining room. Larry walked down the familiar hallway with hesitant steps. It was as though he could hear sinister music from a scary movie. Larry wore a blank face when Steven entered the dining room.

“Son, welcome,” he said. “Or should I call you my daughter?”

“Nice to see you, dad.”

“No, it’s a serious question. Should I call your my son or my daughter?”

“I’m your son, dad. What you saw, it was nothing,” said Steven. He didn’t know how to explain to his dad how he felt both like a man and a woman. Gender fluidity wasn’t something Larry Colgan thought about much.

“Looked like you were dressed as a chick. Sounded like you were playing dress up for a man like a dick-sucking faggot,” he said. “You know how we feel about homos in our home.”

“It’s complicated, dad, but what I do during my private time is my business. You don’t have to worry about me.”

Larry grunted. He was at least three whiskeys deep. Larry stood from his chair and stumbled around the table. He slammed his hand on the wood by Steven. “I won’t have a faggot as a son,” he said.

“Charlotte and I fucked, but she didn’t want me.”

“Probably because you were too busy wearing her bras and panties. Isn’t that what you like? No wonder she went off and found a real woman. Who would want a pantie-wearing freak like you?”

Steven shrugged. Larry slammed his hand on the table again. Melanie rushed into the room with dishes of food before leaving as quickly as she had come. Steven promised himself he would never sacrifice as much as Melanie had for a man, especially this one spraying droplets of alcohol breath in his face. It was disgusting to watch his mother walk on tiptoes while her husband disrespected their son.

“I don’t know what I like, father. I’m trying to figure it out.”

“Are you a faggot? Are you saying my son is a faggot?”

“If that’s the word you want to use,” said Steven.

Larry paced the dining room as the food grew cold on the table. Steven examined the dishes his mother had labored to prepare: mashed potatoes, roasted chicken with carrots, green beans, and gravy for the potatoes. Larry took out pieces of paper from his briefcase on the other side of the room and came back to the table. Steven felt Suzy screaming from within and just wanted to set her free.

Larry spread pamphlets across the table showcasing different therapy retreats. “If you want to run our family business, I need to know that you’re cured.”

“What are these?”

“These are places that will help you work through the mental issues you’re having.”

Steven had never exploded, but something in him snapped. “How dare you, Larry! There’s nothing wrong with my mental state expect the bullshit you’ve been feeding me my entire life.”

“Don’t use my name in that tone, son.”

“I will always be your son, but I might not always be Steven,” he said. Steven stood from his chair. As delicious as the food looked, he couldn’t stand to spend another second in the same room as his father.

“If you leave without signing up for a retreat, you will never work in this family again.”

Steven shrugged without turning back to face his father. He didn’t even slam the door when he left. There wasn’t enough energy in his body.

 

♦

 

Puerto Rico would always be one of Jackson’s favorite memories. Coming home had put the relationship he had with Suzy into perspective. Jackson would do whatever he had to protect Suzy. To love her. She was sitting on the couch next to him. They were at his condo in downtown Indianapolis. It was Jackson’s first time seeing Suzy in over a week, and her entire aura had changed since Puerto Rico.

“I wish he hadn’t said those hurtful things,” said Jackson. They were talking about her father, but he didn’t know what else to say. Suzy didn’t want him to beat Larry’s ass, so he had no idea how to help.

Suzy pulled the hem of her skirt. She was wearing a black pencil skirt with black tights and red kitten heels. She had on the blonde wig; a white and red blouse with a corset cut. Her breasts ample on her chest. Suzy was the most beautiful woman he had ever dated, and she was getting sexier each time he saw her. “It’s okay,” she said.

“It’s not, but I want you to know that I’m here for you, Suzy.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“Your voice is getting better too,” said Jackson.

“Part of me just wants to become Suzy full-time to piss off my dad. I’ve been practicing nonstop. What do you think he would do if I just showed up at the job in a dress and told everyone the truth?”

“He probably wouldn’t like it, but I’d stand by your side. And you know I wouldn’t stop you from becoming Suzy full-time.”

“Can you still get those pills?” asked Suzy.

“Whenever you want them, just let me know. I’ll get them for you.”

“Maybe they’d melt away my anxieties about taking that monster cock of yours,” said Suzy.

Jackson laughed. “You’ll be begging for it after a couple weeks on the pills.”

“Order them. I’ll start taking them when they arrive.”

Jackson sat upright on the sofa. He almost grabbed his phone to order the pills but didn’t want to come off too eager for Suzy to start her hormone therapy. That could turn her off. “Fine. I’ll have them by next week,” he said. “There was something I wanted to give you.”

“What’s that?”

Jackson revealed a tiny box wrapped and tied with a bow. Suzy turned it over in her hand. “I hope this isn’t a ring. I just committed to the pills.”

“It’s better than a ring,” he said.

Suzy untied the bow and ripped the paper from the box. A single key was sitting atop folded tissue paper. “What’s this?”

“It’s a key to my apartment. You’re going through a lot of changes, but I want you to know that you always have a hideaway here if life gets too difficult. I’m here for you, Suzy,” he said.

Suzy took the key from the box and squeezed her palm around it. It signified safety. Her parents had no idea where Jackson lived. They almost never came to the city either, so doubted they would venture this way. Suzy had lost a lot over the past week, but phoenixes rose from ashes. They didn’t burn like dried leaves and twigs on a forest floor.

“Thank you, Jackson.”

“I should thank you for not running away from me. You could easily choose the path with less friction, but—”

“—it wouldn’t satisfy me. I knew the moment my father placed those pamphlets on the table that my entire life had been a lie. I had been hiding from the whispers in my head to satisfy my family. To inherit a restaurant I have no passion to run, only because it was what they had trained me to do my entire life.”

Suzy’s thigh felt warm under Jackson’s hand. He loved having her in his space and had no reservations about giving her a key. Years had passed since Candy left his life, and Suzy was his first shot at love in ages. He needed to prove to her that his love was real however he could.

“I wish you had talked to me all those years ago. I still don’t remember seeing you at Charlotte’s family reunion.”

Jackson laced his fingers with Suzy’s. His body was light. He felt like he was falling in love for the first time all over again. Butterflies. Shortness of breath. Quickened heart rate. Uncontrollable erections. The urge to purge himself of the passionate emotions bubbling within him; shower Suzy with compliments. Gifts. Give her everything and anything she wanted.

“Do you want to live here?”

Suzy squeezed Jackson’s hand. “That’s kind, but I prefer visiting.” Jackson deflated, but didn’t let his frown last long. Suzy patted his hand. “For now, that is.”

Jackson ran his finger along Suzy’s black tights, running up her leg to the gap between her thighs. She squeezed her flesh around his. Their eyes met. “I want to taste you,” said Jackson.

Suzy released her grip. Jackson got to his knees between Suzy’s legs. He ran his hands up to Suzy’s skirt to the waistline of her tights. He pulled them and her panties off with one swift move. Suzy kicked her heels to the side as Jackson removed the fabric from her body. Jackson pushed Suzy’s skirt up to reveal her sissy dick; its tip wet with precum. Jackson held her feminine cock in his hand and licked the goo from its head.

Suzy’s body reverberated from Jackson’s touch. Jackson used his thumb to play with the little hole in Suzy’s cock. She was moaning and gripping the sofa as though she were about to fall. “Try your best not to cum,” said Jackson.

Suzy squeezed her eyes shut. Her breaths were even, controlled. Jackson would suck her dick, stop, and suck again. His tongue reacted to her body. He loved pushing her to the edge; teasing her. He wanted to learn to work her body like a remote control with big lettering.

“Fuck, Suzy. Cum for daddy,” he said when he saw she couldn’t take much more. No more than five minutes had passed, but she was lasting longer than she did the first few times. Seconds later, Suzy was shooting her sissy load into Jackson’s mouth, and he swallowed every drop.


Chapter Seven

 

Suzy dried her soft, feminine body after shaving in the shower. She covered herself in a thin layer of lotion. Jackson had been sending her care packages in the mail. They hadn’t seen each other as much as they’d like, but whenever Suzy felt lonely, she touched the key that Jackson had given her. She loved knowing that she could drive downtown and show up as his house unannounced, even though she had yet to use the key.

Another package had arrived yesterday. It contained the pills Jackson had promised and a cute note with his horrid handwriting. Suzy had spent the past week preparing to relinquish her testosterone in exchange for the estrogen that would feminize her. Suzy wasn’t feminizing herself for Jackson; she was doing it explore the other half of her being she had ignored for years. Jackson was only pushing Suzy along a path she should have started years ago. Fear was all-consuming, and Suzy had been in a tornado of worry.

Suzy stared at the bottle of pills on her bed as she dressed. She wore a silver silk negligee, red lace lingerie with her larger breast forms, and red pumps with no stockings or tights. Nobody would see her legs besides Jackson. She snapped a picture and sent it to her man, feeling sexy and feminine.

Jackson: Fuck, I wish I were there. Did you get the newest package?

Suzy grabbed the bottle of pills from the bed, opened it, and dropped one into her hand. No better time than the present, she told herself. Suzy went to the kitchen. She filled a glass with water and took the pill without a second thought.

Suzy: Just took my first one.

Jackson replied with an eggplant and a winking face. Suzy shook her head, hating how her lips spread to a smile. How did she end up like this; horny and tempted over a man sending her an eggplant emoji?

A knock came at the door. Suzy quivered. She placed her phone upside-down and went to see who was at the door. Suzy glanced into the peephole. Charlotte was standing on the other side; a bag in each hand. Suzy didn’t even bother to change before opening the door. She wouldn’t after how Charlotte had left without notice. She didn’t owe Charlotte anything except maybe access to her new closet.

“What are you doing here?” Suzy asked when she opened the door, using her most-feminine voice. She couldn’t wait for the pills to dampen the natural bass.

Charlotte stormed in the house. She dragged the bags inside. They ran over Suzy’s red platforms, but she acted like nothing had happened. Charlotte fell to the sofa. She burst into tears. Suzy realized how much she hadn’t missed her. They had been friends for so long, but sometimes friendships ended for a reason. Not every friendship could last forever. No flower blossomed until the end of time.

“My life is ruined,” she said. She hadn’t even commented on Suzy’s new appearance. Suzy ignored her own selfishness and sat next to Charlotte on the sofa. She rubbed her thigh. Held her hand. She was being a woman to Charlotte.

“What happened? You can tell me anything,” said Suzy.

Charlotte opened up about her intense, short-lived romance in Oregon. Her struggles balancing work and partying. Charlotte had taken part in more three sums than she could count. Suzy listened with open ears until Charlotte spilled everything she had been holding inside. There was no way Suzy would go back to her old ambitions. She was looking for jobs and would never allow her father to hold power over her again. Even if she lived as Steven by day, she wouldn’t feel guilty for changing into Suzy at night.

Charlotte dabbed her eye with a tissue as her words ran dry. For the first time, she seemed to notice the apartment. Suzy had added flowers, potpourri, and artwork Jackson had bought her. “I always thought it was weird you wanted to do the laundry, but I guess I know why now.”

“Don’t hate,” said Suzy. She hadn’t realized how they threw shade and bantered like old girlfriends until that moment. Charlotte had known the woman hiding within Steven longer than he had. Suzy had always been alive and well, commanding Steven from the shadows. Twiddling her thumbs until Steven had the guts to throw back the curtain.

“Did you ruin all the clothes I left behind?”

“Actually, I found a man who buys me whatever I want. One who loves me for the woman I am,” she said.

“Woman?” scuffed Charlotte.

“If you want to be a bitch, you can turn around and leave. I already took your name off the lease,” said Suzy.

“Just give me a couple days. I need to convince our dads I won’t leave them again.”

“Do what you want. I’m never working for my father again.”

“Please,” said Charlotte. “The company will be better if we work together.”

“No, my father will not control me. If I were you, I wouldn’t go back either.”

“My dad already begged me to come home and promised he didn’t care that I was a lesbian.”

“Well, aren’t you lucky, Charlotte?” asked Suzy.

“It’s amazing how much you sound like a woman.”

Suzy stood. Talking to Charlotte bore Suzy. She had outgrown her. Suzy would rather spend her time in the mirror applying, removing, and reapplying her makeup. Switching between outfits Jackson had bought her. Sending him naughty pictures as a thank-you gift. “I switched our rooms. You can have the smaller one,” said Suzy. She threw her hair back, curled her manicured nails, and sashayed out the living room. Until she had an interview, she would enjoy her time as Suzy to the fullest, twenty-four seven.

 

♦

 

Suzy had started her hormone therapy a week ago, and Jackson was dying to see her. They had seen each other once for a quick dinner and oral session, but she hadn’t even spent the night. Suzy was afraid Charlotte would steal from her room if she didn’t go home, even though she had installed a lock on her bedroom door.

Jackson wiped sweat from his dripping body with the t-shirt he had taken off before his workout. The markets were volatile, and Jackson had to spend endless hours on the phone quelling fears; convincing his clients that withdrawing their money wasn’t the wisest idea. Now that the markets were closed, he could relax at home and think about his woman on the other side of town, Suzy.

Jackson: Missing you, Suze. When are you going to use your key? How’s the job hunt?

Jackson took a shower. He dried his body, resiting the urge to touch his dick. He would save his seed for the next time Suzy came over. The bigger the load, the messier he’d make Suzy. He wanted to paint her with his milky goo. Jackson put on a pair of sweatpants without underwear. He wore a simple cotton t-shirt that hugged his muscular frame.

Suzy: I’ve been so busy, but I’ll come over soon. I promise. Got a callback today and have an interview tomorrow. The job is in the city!

Jackson: Congratulations! We should celebrate. I can think of a few ways how we could.

Jackson hated that Suzy was going through so much drama with her family. He just wanted her to move downtown to his condo but understood that she needed time to make that move. It wasn’t an easy decision to leave everything behind and start a new life. At least her interview was in the city and not the suburbs.

Suzy: We will celebrate, soon. I swear. Just dealing with this Charlotte drama. I don’t remember her being this dramatic. Everything is the end of the world with her.

Jackson: You always have my key if you need an escape.

Suzy: Thanks, babe. I’ll let you know how my interview goes. *kisses*

Jackson touched his dick. He teased himself but would wait until Suzy was in his arms. Until he could release in one of her holes. Jackson edged himself, only stopping moments before he came. Jackson needed something to distract himself, so he went to the kitchen and cooked a high-protein, low-carbohydrate dinner.


Chapter Eight

 

The pills were changing Steven fast, but he was thriving more than he had ever. During the days, he would go to his new job in human relations. In the evening, he would transform to Suzy as soon as he could. Becoming Suzy was like sinking into a bath that was the perfect temperature. Suzy meant the world to Steven, and he was embracing her. The pills were helping.

Since Charlotte didn’t have enough money to pay her half of the rent, Suzy had convinced her to stay with her parents until she got back on her feet. Suzy couldn’t support Charlotte. She owed her nothing. There were talks of Charlotte moving back into the apartment, although Suzy was growing more anxious to leave Echo behind and move to the city. Her new job was near downtown Indianapolis, so she had no reason to stay in the suburbs. She wasn’t going to work beneath her father; she would never give him that power again.

Speaking of her father, Suzy’s phone rang for the fourth time. She and her father had a heated text message conversation last night about Steven starting a new job. Larry didn’t want to leave his company to just anyone, which Suzy understood, but it was no longer her worry. Not after how her father had treated her at dinner. She had been hiding herself for too long to turn around now. The pills were changing her, and she wouldn’t return to her past.

Her phone stopped ringing, and then it rang again. Suzy was getting ready for her date with Jackson. They hadn’t seen each other in ages. Suzy had been too anxious about starting her new job to drive all the way downtown, and Jackson didn’t have much time either. He never made it out to the suburbs, but they had blocked out tonight for each other, and Suzy couldn’t wait to see her man. She thought tonight might be the one where she finally took his monster cock. Suzy had been feeling hungrier, emptier with each passing day.

Suzy answered her father’s phone call using her feminine voice, “hello, father.”

“Steven?”

“My name is Suzy,” she said. “If you can’t accept that, then hang up the phone.”

Larry grunted, remaining silent for a few beats, but Suzy heard him on the other line. She wouldn’t hang up first. Suzy wanted her father’s love but wouldn’t beg for it. She wouldn’t force anything from Larry, but she wasn’t living a lie. Life was too short.

“Suzy, please come back to work. The restaurant needs you.”

“I respectfully decline your offer, father. Charlotte is a great candidate to take over the company when you and her father merge the businesses.”

“Morton and I want you on the team. You and Charlotte make brilliant partners. How could you even think of throwing all this away?”

“You threw it away when you put those pamphlets on the table. Instead of showing me love and support, you told me I was a sick monster. Dad, I’m sorry. I’m late for something. We’ll talk soon.”

Larry hung up without another word. Suzy knew he was angry. Larry had control over every aspect of his life, so when something didn’t go as he planned, his world collapsed. He didn’t know how to process rejection. Suzy could find her way. She could forge a unique path in life. She already had a new job, loved fashion and makeup, and had ambition. Giving up the restaurant business was difficult, but no amount of money was worth her freedom.

Suzy stashed her phone in her purse so she could get ready in peace. She was wearing a set of black lingerie. Her forms were in place, and she hoped Jackson would remove the thong from her body when she got to his house. Suzy put on nude tights before wiggling into a contoured black dress with cutouts for her back and obliques. It had wide shoulders. She wore a white jacket over it. Black heels.

Suzy checked she had Jackson’s key before leaving. She couldn’t wait to fall into his arms.

 

♦

 

“Wow, you’re stunning,” said Jackson. He was waiting in the garage for Suzy when she arrived. Suzy accepted Jackson’s hand as he helped her out of the car. She fell into his arms and hugged him. His hands moved along her body. She didn’t flinch when Jackson squeezed her ass. She loved how he desired her body.

“Thanks, Jackson. You smell amazing,” she said. He must have just gotten out the shower. Jackson put out his hand, and they walked to his condo from the garage. He had given her a guest pass to park whenever she needed.

They lingered in the kitchen after Jackson poured two glasses of water. Suzy giggled more than she had in weeks as Jackson talked about his clients’ crazy demands. She loved staring into his dark eyes. His fair skin heightened his brown eyes and hair.

Suzy grabbed Jackson’s shirt and pulled him close. “Those pills have been making me crazy,” she said.

“Crazy how?”

“Like I need you. I’ve never been more attracted to you than I am right now,” Suzy said as she examined the grooves in Jackson’s muscles. Jackson had always attracted her, but now he was irresistible. A god. A man she would do anything to please. She wanted to cater to him however he desired. On her knees. On her back. In the kitchen. Her person felt needy, desperate as she stood inches from Jackson smelling hints of pine and sandalwood.

“I’ve been crazy about you since the moment I saw you in Puerto Rico,” he said.

Suzy was wearing her brunette hair today. Jackson pushed it behind her ear. His hand touched her exposed oblique. Suzy wrapped her arms around the back of Jackson’s neck as he kissed her. Caressed her body. Suzy buckled at his touch, but Jackson supported her with firm hands.

“I need you inside of me,” said Suzy.

Jack’s grip tightened. His breath changed. His eyes narrowed. “Don’t tease me, Suzy.”

“I’m not. It’s all I’ve been able to think about today. What will Jackson feel like inside of me?”

Jackson kissed Suzy while holding the back of her neck with one hand. His other hand snuck through the cutout in her dress. It found its way into her panties. Suzy moaned as his finger tantalized her split. As he traced his finger along her bare skin. Her hole felt emptier than a bowl without water. She jetted out her ass, spreading her cheeks. Suzy didn’t know what had gotten into her, but her body was aching for Jackson’s touch. His masculine grip. His control.

“I’ll show you what I feel like. You sure you’re ready for this dick? Once we start, there’s no going back.”

“I’m ready,” Suzy said in her most feminine voice. Jackson didn’t hesitate. He lifted her into his arms and carried her to the bedroom. Jackson lowered Suzy onto his bed. He put up his hand and told her to stay still. She lay on her stomach and supported her head with one arm. She moved her legs like scissors; her heels dancing in the air.

“Fuck, you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known.”

“Don’t tease me,” said Suzy. She winked.

Jackson grabbed a remote and turned on his stereo. He danced to the music, giving Suzy a strip show. He revealed his muscular frame one item at a time until he was down to a pair of trunks that did nothing to hide his manhood. Suzy inched to all fours. She needed his dick in one of her holes. Jackson smirked, but she didn’t care how desperate she looked. She felt like she was getting crushed by a heap of boulders, and the only thing that would set her free was a taste of Jackson’s cock.

“You like this?” he asked, shaking the thickness in his underwear.

Suzy licked her lips. She smacked her lips. Her mouth was watering at the sight of Jackson’s almost-naked body. “More than you know.”

“Come over here and get it then,” he said. Jackson dropped his trucks and revealed the large uncut dick Suzy worshipped in her dreams. These weeks without it while adjusting to the estrogen had been some of the hardest in her twenty-six years of living. Suzy crawled from the bed and went over to Jackson on her hands and knees. She wanted to rip the dress from her body but would wait until daddy told her it was time.

Jackson slapped his manhood against Suzy’s cheeks before shoving it in her mouth. Suzy breathed through her nose as Jackson fucked her face. She held his hard body and opened her throat for Jackson’s pleasure. Serving Jackson made Suzy’s sissy cock hard. It jumped in her panties as Jackson used her hole with vigor.

“Stand up,” he said. When Suzy stood, Jackson made quick working of removing all her clothing except the bra holding her forms. Suzy’s breasts had grown since she started taking the pills, but she loved having the fake ones. They made her feel feminine and powerful.

Jackson ran his tongue along Suzy’s split. She and Jackson had both been to get tested, and he had commanded her to clean before she came. Suzy felt a mixture of pleasure and unease as Jackson ate her ass for the first time. The anxiety melted away after a minute of Jackson enjoying himself. He smacked Suzy’s ass. He fingered her relaxed hole.

“Ready, Suze? I can’t wait another second.”

“Go slow,” she said.

Jackson lubed his dick and her hole before sticking in his tip. Suzy screamed out as pain exploded over her body from his thick head entering her. Jackson pulled out and rubbed Suzy’s back. He whispered sweet nothings into her ear. A second later, Suzy’s body relaxed, and she told Jackson to try again. Jackson added more lube to his dick before pushing into her again. The pain was less intense. Suzy breathed deeply as Jackson inched his way into her opening.

“Fuck, Jackson. You’re so big,” said Suzy. Her voice was a hoarse, weak. Jackson reached around and squeezed her breasts. He kissed her back. Massaged her shoulders while his dick was deep inside her.

“You’re doing great, Suze.”

Suzy groaned. Her ass was tighter than a truck stuck under an overpass. Jackson humped her slowly, using gentle movements until her ass loosened. A few minutes later, Suzy was begging Jackson to fuck her harder. “You feel so good, Jackson. Fuck, I needed this dick.” Jackson reached around and grabbed Suzy’s sissy dick, but she pushed his hand away. “I’ll cum if you touch me. Just fuck me, daddy.”

“Get on your back,” said Jackson. Suzy did as he said, feeling empty when Jackson pulled out of her hole. Jackson stood off the bed. He grabbed Suzy’s legs and pulled her close, sinking his raw dick right back into her accepting, loosened pussy. Jackson held the insides of Suzy’s knees and pushed them to her chest as he used her hole.

“Fuck, daddy. Fuck. Fuck me,” she said. Suzy was seconds from cumming. She hadn’t even touched her dick, but Jackson fucking her felt too delicious. It was better than ice cream on a sweltering day. Better than hot chocolate in winter. Suzy purred. She smiled and put her hands above her head as Jackson’s sweat dripped onto her.

Jackson used his entire length, hitting Suzy’s spot. “I’m close,” he said. “I wish I could last longer, but—”

“Fill my pussy up, daddy. I need it. Fuck,” Suzy said as she squeezed her walls around Jackson’s cock. Jackson held her knees and fucked her slowly. On the fifth thrust, Suzy came undone. Cum shot all the way to her bra, covering the fabric in a milky white substance. Jackson growled as he watched streams of cum shoot from Suzy’s sissy dick she hadn’t once touched. Suzy’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as her balls emptied themselves on her torso. Jackson’s cock more present than ever.

Jackson didn’t take much longer before unloading deep in Suzy’s ass. Leaning down without falling out of Suzy, Jackson kissed her. Her cum pressed to his torso as he ran his hand along her side. Suzy was falling in love with this man, and she hoped the same was happening to him.

“Thank you,” he whispered into her ear. Then his dick fell out of her. Suzy felt loose. She couldn’t wait to take his dick again and knew she would never go weeks without it again.

“Let’s order some food, then we can have a round two.”

“Oh, so you enjoyed it?” Jackson asked and moved his hand to Suzy’s hole, sliding his fingers into her soiled cave.

“Don’t make me pretend I didn’t,” she said and rolled out of bed to put on her panties and the silk negligee she had brought with her to spend the night. They went to the living room to order food and watch TV, Suzy feeling on top of the world.


Chapter Nine

 

Dinner with Suzy’s parents was uncomfortable, but it had also ended. Suzy and Jackson were walking down the sidewalk away from the restaurant. Suzy had spent the last several nights at Jackson’s, so they had shopped a lot. Suzy was wearing a pink outfit now. The dress had cutouts like the one Suzy had worn the other night when Jackson fucked her for the first time. She had on a pink shawl over the dress with a rectangular white purse that had a small handle. White tights and heels. She was using her blonde wig with long, straight hair.

Jackson would never forget the night he entered Suzy for the first time. It might have been the best night of his life.

“I’m sorry your parents are assholes,” said Jackson. Dinner hadn’t gone well, but Jackson stood by his woman. There was nothing wrong with her, no matter what Larry thought. Jackson noticed that Suzy’s mother, Melanie, had seemed uncomfortable when Larry made unflattering comments, but she did nothing to defend her child. They left dinner early because Jackson couldn’t put up with another second of Larry’s negativity.

“Don’t worry. My father will come around.”

“He can’t say those hurtful things about you,” said Jackson.

“There’s so much more to my life than what my father thinks. If anything, he set me free with his hate. Now I can live the life I have always dreamed.”

Jackson smiled. They stopped at the street corner to wait for the changing light so they could take Jackson’s car home. They were in downtown Echo, which had several shops and restaurants. Suzy’s parents had refused to drive to the city, even though they were the ones that wanted the date. Suzy’s car was still downtown in the garage at Jackson’s place.

“Did I ever tell you how pretty you look in pink? It’s my favorite color on you,” said Jackson. He held Suzy by the small of her back. His thumb was rubbing her chin. They couldn’t walk over two blocks without kissing.

“Should I wear pink more often?”

“We’ll go shopping tomorrow.”

Suzy laughed and rested her hand on Jackson’s chest. “You won’t have any money left at this rate.” 
“You’re worth every dime, Suze. I’m the luckiest man alive.”

Suzy shook her head. She pointed out that the light had changed. They crossed the street, holding hands, and sang along to the radio as Jackson drove them back to the city.


Chapter Ten

 

Suzy packed the last box into her car. She was leaving the furniture behind because Charlotte was taking over the lease tomorrow, and Suzy was moving in with Jackson, so she wouldn’t need furniture. Suzy had reservations about moving in with Jackson but was hopeful for their future. If nothing else, living with him would give her time to save money and get her own place. Suzy loved her time with Jackson, but part of her wanted to turn the lock to her own apartment. Live the city life for a year or two before settling down.

Suzy closed her trunk. She loved how the skirt beat around her knees as a powerful wind blew. She gazed at her old place one last time before getting in the car to drive downtown.

The security guard greeted Suzy with a smile. He recognized her from all the times she had visited. Suzy would carry the boxes upstairs later. Maybe Jackson would come down to get them. She just wanted to surprise her man. Kiss him. Hug him. Suzy hadn’t seen him in a couple days. He knew she was moving in, but Suzy decided to move a couple days early.

When Suzy approached Jackson’s door, she thought she heard a female’s voice on the other side. Suzy’s heart quickened as she raced to find the key in her purse. She had been ambling from the elevator, but her ease turned to panic. There was definitely a woman laughing in Jackson’s apartment. Suzy thought Jackson was at the office and had been planning to surprise him with a home-cooked meal. She had called into work to move and have time to cook. If Jackson was cheating on her right before she was supposed to move in, it would crush her. Suzy didn’t allow herself to cry even as her eyes burned. She turned the lock and threw open the door.

Jackson and a ravishing woman were sitting on his sofa. Jackson seemed surprised to see Suzy but not startled. The woman smiled at Suzy. “Is this the Suzy you were telling me about?” she asked. Jackson jumped to his feet. The woman stood and was like a shadow behind Jackson. A gorgeous shadow with thick lips and olive skin. Styled hair. A dress that made Suzy feel like a peasant woman from the pub.

Jackson came up to hug Suzy, but she kept him at an arm’s length. “What is going on here?” she asked.

“It’s nothing,” said Jackson.

Suzy shook her head. “It doesn’t look like nothing.”

“Did you bring your boxes?” he asked.

Suzy nodded.

“Excellent. Why don’t we all get lunch and talk, then we can bring your boxes upstairs. I was just telling Candy how you were planning to move this weekend. She’s in from Los Angeles for a few days. When she called, I moved things around so we could spend the afternoon together. I would love it if you joined us,” said Jackson.

“Yes, please. I want to learn more about you,” said the glamorous woman who was making Suzy feel insecure.

“I don’t know,” said Suzy. She wished she had never left work. “I don’t want to interrupt anything. Looks like you two were busy.”

“Stop, Suzy. Candy is an old friend, and she’d love to get to know you.”

Candy stepped forward and grabbed Suzy’s hand. She rubbed it. Suzy stared into her almond-shaped eyes. They were green. Her lips thick. Her skin kissed by the sun. “Nothing was happening here, Suzy. I promise.”

“Okay,” said Suzy. She believed Candy, as hard as it was. “Let’s eat before I lose my mind.”

Candy smiled and pulled Suzy to the hallway. Jackson followed behind the ladies, locking the door on the way out.

 

♦

 

Watching Candy and Suzy talk about makeup, fashion, and living as a woman filled Jackson with warmth. His old love meeting his new one. Jackson would never cheat on Suzy, but that didn’t stop him from fantasizing about pleasuring both Candy and Suzy at the same time. Jackson loved Suzy, but anyone who denied Candy’s beauty was a liar. Their conversation moved from clothes and beauty to Jackson. He leaned forward to listen closely.

“Jackson and I have been friends for a long time. I taught him everything he knows,” said Candy. Jackson protested, but she waved him away. “I came to visit family and called Jackson to see how he was doing. All he could talk about was how he had met you.”

Suzy put her hand to her chest and batted her eyelashes at Jackson. “That’s sweet. I’m guessing you two were special friends,” said Suzy.

Candy shrugged. “You could say that he has a type.” The women snickered at Candy’s comment. Suzy and Candy had talked about their transitions. Tucking. Their special parts. Watching Suzy and Candy together was surreal for Jackson, and he kept checking if he was in a dream by pinching his leg.

“You’re gorgeous, Candy,” said Suzy. They were sitting in a circle booth with Suzy in the middle. Candy was on one side of her and scooted closer. She touched Suzy’s thigh.

“I’m not the only one,” she said. “Pink is the perfect color on you. It goes so well with your blonde hair and blue eyes.”

“I love emerald green for you,” said Suzy. “Your lips are stunning.”

Jackson’s dick went from soft to erect in milliseconds watching Candy and Suzy compliment each other. Touch each other. They had already eaten their food. Jackson paid the bill. He had expected to leave sooner, but Suzy and Candy had hit it off.

After a couple beats of silence, Candy glanced at her watch. Jackson could see she was sexually frustrated and either needed to leave or make a move. He had seen this look on her many times before. “Well, I should get going. It was a pleasure to meet you, Suzy.”

“Awe,” said Suzy. “The pleasure was mine. You have my social media.”

“Yep,” she said and slid out from the booth. “Take care of Jackson.” Candy’s eyes lingered on Suzy and Jackson. Her lips turned to a frown for a second before snapping back to a smile. She blew a kiss.

Suzy stood and ran after her. Jackson had wanted to stop Candy, but it wasn’t his place. “Candy, wait.”

Candy turned to face Suzy. “Yes?”

“If you aren’t busy today, maybe you could hang out with us. We can cook dinner. Drink wine.”

Candy smiled and put out her hands for Suzy. “I would love that.”

Suzy took Candy’s hand. She pulled her to the door and looked over her shoulder, “what are you waiting for, Jackson?”

 

♦

 

Candy had the confidence, strength, and self-assurance Suzy desired for herself one day. There was no denying that they were very different creatures, but Suzy could easily see why Jackson had lusted after this woman. Suzy and Candy were sitting on Jackson’s sofa. He was sitting in the armchair. They each had a glass of sangria Jackson prepared for them. Suzy had never seen such a childish smile on his face, but she loved it.

“I can’t wait to see how good you look in a few months or a year,” said Candy. She touched Suzy’s shoulder. Candy couldn’t keep her hands off Suzy. Suzy wanted to touch Candy back but felt terribly shy. Crippling. “Those pills will round out any rough edges. But for a month of taking the pills, I’m impressed. You’re stunning.”

“Thank you,” said Suzy.

“No need to be shy. Have you taken Suzy out?”

“We’ve gone some places,” he said.

“You’re trying to keep her for yourself, but you know she’s too pretty not to share.”

Jackson grunted. Suzy had never considered having sex with anyone but him. Not that she wasn’t attracted to others, but she figured monogamy was the endgame for her and Jackson. Now that Candy had floated the possibility, Suzy wanted to taste Candy. She wanted to suck on her nipples. Grab her ass. Fuck her.

“You see something you like, Candy?”

Candy gripped Suzy’s thigh. Suzy turned her body to Candy. Her eyes focused on Candy’s thick lips painted with gloss. Candy leaned forward and kissed Suzy. Her lips were softer than a pillow-top mattress with fresh sheets. “Touch me,” Candy said into Suzy’s mouth.

Suzy gripped Candy’s breasts. They were soft. Real. “These are what you can soon have,” she said.

“Yes, please,” said Suzy. “They’re like little pillows. I need them.” Suzy’s hands went from Candy’s delicious breasts to her waist. Candy’s tongue worked itself back into Suzy’s mouth. They could have been anywhere in the world. Candy had Suzy’s complete attention.

“When you walked in the room, I knew why Jackson was so in love with you. You are sweet, innocent, and drop-dead sexy.”

“Not as hot as you,” said Suzy in a sultry voice.

“Please,” said Candy. She kissed Suzy. Her hands worked to take off her dress. Suzy didn’t resist, and Candy had Suzy’s dress off in a second. “Your body is incredible. Never give this up. Your figure is your weapon.”

“Yes, Candy,” said Suzy. Candy had her hand on the outline of Suzy’s hard cock.

Candy turned to Jackson and said, “bring me a pair of pink crotchless panties and a matching bra.” Jackson rushed to his room. Suzy hadn’t noticed him take off his pants, but his hard dick bounced as he moved. Jackson came back, and Candy ordered Suzy to change. Suzy switched her lingerie, embarrassed by her exposed sissy cock wet with precum. Jackson pulled off his shirt, sitting naked in the armchair.

Candy undid her emerald dress and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing a black corset and a matching lace jockstrap. Candy pushed Suzy onto the sofa, getting to her knees. She made sure Jackson had a view before parting her lips and lowering her mouth onto Suzy’s dripping cock. Suzy groaned. She gripped the cushions as Candy’s painted lips moved along her oversensitive womanhood.

Suzy opened her eyes for the first time. They instantly met Jackson’s. His cock looked so big, so thick. She wanted to watch Jackson fuck Candy. To fuck her. She wanted Jackson to take turns using their holes. Suzy was falling apart, unable to keep up with all her developing fantasies of Candy and Jackson and herself.

Candy gripped the base of Suzy’s cock, drawing circles around the head with her tongue. She blew on the tip. Suzy laughed. She cried. She thrashed as Candy played with her cock. “Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum, baby. I’ll make you cum again,” she said.

Suzy didn’t resist the flow of her nectar, and Candy swallowed every drop. She smacked her lips. “You taste as delightful as you are attractive, sweet Suzy.” Candy turned and crawled across the room to service Jackson. Suzy never lost her erection watching them, slowly stroking her cock while admiring Candy’s spread cheeks. Her tight hole. Suzy loved her lace jockstrap and wanted one for herself.

Candy lifted her head for a breath. She looked over her shoulder at Suzy. “Don’t be shy, baby. You can have a taste.”

Suzy smirked and got to her knees behind Candy. She licked Candy’s feminine, hairless hole. She blew on it. Fingered it. Rubbed her dick against it. Candy would reach behind and hold Suzy’s head in her ass. Suzy had cum, but she was ready to fuck more. “Fuck me. I’m clean.”

Suzy perched herself on the edge of the couch, still wearing her pink crotchless thong. She positioned her dick on Candy’s hole, and Candy backed up to swallow her extension. Suzy purred as Candy used her dick, moving herself back and forth. Suzy smacked her ass. Jackson held her head. Candy purred as Suzy and Jackson used her holes. Suzy loved watching Jackson fucked Candy’s mouth. Her hole was soothing. It was nirvana.

“Fuck, I need her pussy too, Suze. Give me a turn,” he said.

Suzy fell out of Candy’s ass. She wanted to taste Candy’s dick, so Candy squatted on Jackson’s dick with her back to his face. Suzy got on her knees between their legs to suck Candy’s dick as Jackson fucked her hungry opening. Candy moved her jockstrap to the side. She loved Candy’s dick passing through her lips. Hitting the back of her throat. Jackson held Candy’s natural hair and licked her neck. He grunted and filled Candy’s ass with his load. Candy shot into Suzy’s mouth to cum with Jackson after stroking her cock twice.

They were panting. Suzy’s mouth salty and dry. Candy lifted herself off of Jackson’s cock, and droplets of cum ran down her leg. Suzy wanted cum in her ass. The three of them went to the kitchen without dressing to drink water, but Suzy couldn’t stop thinking about how empty her ass felt. How jealous she was of Jackson’s hot load in Candy’s cave. It wasn’t fair. Suzy tried to follow the conversation but ended up pouting.

“What’s wrong?” asked Candy when Suzy hadn’t replied.

“Nothing,” she said and shook her head.

“Don’t lie,” said Jackson. He kissed Suzy’s forehead. “Do you want to talk about what we did? Are you okay with what happened?”

“Yes, what we did was fine. It’s nothing, really. I just got into my feeling for a second,” said Suzy. She drank her water and forced a smile.

Candy narrowed her eyes. “I think I know the problem, Jackson.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Suzy wants us to fuck her. Isn’t that right?”

Suzy smirked. She felt like she had been caught sneaking cookies from the cookie jar. “Maybe,” she whispered.

“We can do that,” said Jackson. His dick hardened at the mention of fucking. He grabbed Suzy’s hand and placed it on his member. “You want this?”

Suzy nodded. She needed it.

“Do you have a pink jockstrap?” asked Candy.

“I do. I was planning on putting it in Suzy’s next box of goodies, but she can have it now.”

“Perfect,” said Candy. She stepped forward and kissed Suzy, guiding Suzy’s hand to her cock. She was hard for Suzy. Suzy felt her anxieties dissipate. Jackson returned with a pink lace jockstrap. Suzy changed from her crotchless thong to the jockstrap, relieved her dick was covered and hole exposed. Jackson scooped her into his arms. Candy followed them to the bedroom.

Jackson placed Suzy on the bed and told her to get on all fours. His mouth was on her ass in a second. His muscular hands spreading her cheeks. Candy took off her lingerie. Her breasts were better without a bra covering them. Suzy dreamed of having a pair similar to Candy’s one day. Candy stood on the bed and kneeled in front of Suzy’s mouth, pushing her dick between Suzy’s lips.

Jackson was pushing his lubricated dick into Suzy’s hole moments later, spreading her. Giving her what she wanted. Her covered dick twitched under the pink lace. Jackson held her hips, thrusting his dick. Using Suzy’s hole. Candy in her mouth. Suzy couldn’t have been more satisfied. She thought she loved fucking, but getting fucked pleasured her in ways she could never have imagined even a month ago.

Jackson held her hips as he unloaded deep in Suzy’s ass. Candy took his place. She pulled Suzy’s body upright against her breasts as she fucked her. Candy reached around and touched Suzy’s member through the lace fabric. She licked her neck and whispered dirty lines into Suzy’s ear.

Candy held one hand around Suzy’s thigh, fucking her with passion. “Cum for me,” she said. Candy moved the fabric on Suzy’s thong to expose her dick. “Touch yourself. I’m waiting for you.”

Suzy stroked her dick once. She hadn’t realized how sensitive she was and came in an instant. Candy purred, pushing her dick deep in Suzy’s ass as her walls contracted around Candy’s dick. Candy grunted and filled Suzy’s hole with a second, warm load. Suzy’s body was spent. She collapsed to the bed. Candy fell to her side. Jackson handed Suzy a hot, damp towel to clean her body.

“You two are the most beautiful women in the world.”

Candy wrapped her arm around Suzy. Suzy hugged her. She never wanted Candy to leave but knew she was only visiting for the weekend. “Let’s make this a night to remember,” said Candy.

“I’d say we’ve done that,” said Jackson. The three of them laughed.

“Spend the night with us, Candy,” Suzy said.

“I won’t go anywhere until morning, I promise,” she said.

Suzy hugged her tighter. Jackson threw the hot towel to the floor and joined them in bed. They rolled around, kissed, touched, and cuddled until their stomachs grumbled an hour later. They cooked a simple dinner and enjoyed every minute they had together until Candy had to leave in the morning.

Suzy loved her new life and couldn’t wait to find out where it took her. One thing was certain, she would never give up wearing pretty pink dresses.


Epilogue

 

6 Months Later

Suzy wiped the kitchen counter after cooking dinner. Jackson would arrive any minute. It was their last meal at home before a week-long vacation.

Suzy was still working in human resources but had started a side business related to fashion. She reviewed runway shows, deals at stores, and her favorite celebrity looks. Suzy was also starting to receive free clothing from designers for her blog and social media. She hoped she could take the business full-time one day and leave the HR behind so she could stop changing from Steven to Suzy after work and live as her full-time. She also thought about switching jobs and starting a new one as Suzy if she couldn’t make her blog full-time in the next few months.

Suzy had gotten off work an hour ago, but she was already wearing heels, a wig, makeup, and a tailored dress with an apron. After cleaning the kitchen, Suzy took off the apron and hung it inside the pantry. Jackson walked through the door a few minutes later. She loved when he got home with his loosened collar and unbuttoned suit jacket. Hints of a five-o’clock shadow.

“How was work?”

“Okay, but I’m ready for vacation.”

“Not as ready as me. I miss Candy so much,” said Suzy.

“She misses you too. I’m exited she has a room for us.”

“I hope there is room in her bed for us.”

Jackson laughed and pulled Suzy close. Suzy wasn’t kidding. She wanted to spend as much time with Candy as she could. “You’re naughty,” he said.

Suzy shrugged. “Sit down so we can eat. We still have to pack and get some beauty sleep. It will be a long week.”

“That it will,” Jackson said with a smirk. Suzy had already placed a pitcher of water on the table with glasses and cutlery. She carried over the two plates of food. They ate and discussed everything they would do over the next week in Los Angeles with their friend Candy.


Thank You for Reading

 

I hope you enjoyed Pretty in Pink

 

More books…

Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. Leave a review if you loved the story. I cherish you for reading.
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