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Chapter 1

Ali Starr was a big star and everyone on the planet knew it, at least anyone who was anyone. She’d dropped her third platinum album, Glam Chick, this week, and it was cool, yeah, and music was her life, yeah, but it wasn’t the only thing in her life. It was a necessary thing, like breathing, she just did it. 

And, it had some nice perks, like the money, for one, but she really dug the groupies. The money didn’t mean everything either. It was nice, real freaking nice, but damn, what did you really have without love? Not a damn thing. 

Ali didn’t have love, either, though each and every one of her millions of groupies claimed to love her with all their hearts, claimed they ‘d do anything for her, some had even gotten her name tattooed on places better left unnamed, which, while flattering, she supposed, still seemed just a little odd to her. 

She wasn’t some crazy California girl who’d grown up with wild parties and sexcapades. No, she’d grown up a small town girl from the middle of nowhere USA and begged, pleaded and argued with her mother and stepfather to take her to California on vacation one summer. 

While she was there she managed to meet the rap star of her dreams, finagled him into helping her get a spot on Star Spotlight, where she’d gotten her first shot at showing the world, what she was made of, what she could do. 

And what she could do was sing. And she had the looks and the moves. She had the charisma that counted almost as much as the singing. She’d won the contest, signed her first recording contract after the show and the rest was history. She kind of felt sorry for the other contestants. They might have had a chance, if they hadn’t been up against…her. 

Ah, well, life wasn’t always fair, now, was it? But, now that she was older, no longer a little girl, she had big star needs, and big girl needs. Fortunately she had a ton of adoring groupies at her beck and call, ready to fulfill her every need, wish, and desire. All she had to do was ask… or not. 

People just did things for you when you were a star, because they liked you, because they were gold-diggers who only cared about your money, because they just wanted in your pants, guys or girls, this could be either gender anymore. It didn’t faze her to have a chick hit on her. It was just what was anymore. But, it wasn’t what was for Ali, though, because what she wanted, what she needed was all male, all man, in the flesh, at least. 

Her groupies, the ones she let get close, they knew what she was about, what she wanted, what she needed, and they mostly tried to give it to her, tried to be what she wanted, tried to be her man. Unfortunately, being Ali’s man was a complicated thing. She needed more than most men could or would be willing to give, and she wasn’t willing to accept any compromises. 

She was what she was and that was a girl who looked for one thing in her man. She needed one that would do anything for her, not those posers who just said they would. She wanted her man, heart, body, mind and soul to belong all to her and no one else. 

And, the groupies all knew of her little eccentricities, as well. It was a thing, people knew, people accepted it, but, somehow even with all that, Ali couldn’t seem to find the right man, the one who did it for her and who would do it for her, too. That’s the one she’d let do it to her, and no other. 

She didn’t sleep with her groupies. She was waiting for the right man for that. But, her groupies made her happy, made her feel loved, made her feel special, and dammit they tried, they really did, at least most of them. It wasn’t their fault they just weren’t it. Someday she’d find Mr. Right, she knew it, and she damn well wasn’t going to get stuck with anything less. 

She needed just the right man who would let her do things to him, let her have her way, let her pick his clothes and make him pretty, just for her. She didn’t want a woman, but she liked pretty “girls” ones with big, hot, cocks that she could play with and have all to herself. She wasn’t sharing her sissy boy with anyone once she found him. All she knew was that one day she would find him, she had to. Without him life was pretty damn dull. Thank goodness she had her music, and her groupies to keep her entertained in the meantime. 

They were like having more girlfriends than you could ever handle and trying to fit them all in, whether it was a ladies lunch out at a ritzy five star restaurant where the ladies always dressed to kill, or maybe a night on the town and even in some of the raunchier places where the ladies and the men dressed to stun, or didn’t dress at all… 

Oh, some of those boys were fine, so damn fine, hot as fuck and she dreamt of being with them, having them, holding them, making love with them…and dressing them. She’d dress them up so good. Naked was good and all, but a hot ass man dressed to the nines in feminine finery was really where it was at. The prettier, the sissier, the better. She wasn’t a total girlie girl herself but she liked looking at something soft and frilly and sweet on her men. And, she had the bank account to afford the best, softest, frilliest, sweetest ass fashions out there.  Now all she needed was the man. 

Where the fuck was he?  If she didn’t find him soon, she thought she might really go crazy. 


Chapter 2

The knock on her door came suddenly, rapping her out of her thoughts. 

“Ali? You in there?”

“Come on in,” Ali called, getting up to greet her friend.  

It was Alice, her best friend. He was gay, so very obviously flamingly gay that it was almost funny to her because he tried so hard, tried to impress, to lure men in, and he was so hot, and so damn sweet that any man in his right mind would want him anyway. He really didn’t have to try, and yet he did. 

Ali had met Alice in high school and the two had become fast friends. After she’d made it big, Alice was the first person she called from home, and as soon as Alice was old enough to leave that dump his parents called home, she had an airline ticket waiting for him, and a place to stay for as long as he wanted. 

They’d been having so much fun he hadn’t left yet, and Ali didn’t mind one bit. She’d have felt awkward rattling around her big old mansion all by her lonesome, anyway. She could get friends, sure, and sometimes did, but you had to go for quality over quantity when you chose who you wanted to let close to you, inside your shell. Alice was her first pick for this, the only one, really. 

“You want to grab some lunch, honey?” He sauntered across the room, meeting Ali en route, for a big hug and a peck on each cheek. 

“Why not?” Ali laughed, “I’m hungry and you could certainly use to put on a couple of pounds.” Alice made a stickman or stick woman, as the case may be, seem fat, but somehow, she still always had a healthy glow. 

Regardless, they had a running joke that Alice needed to gain some weight to make Ali seem thinner in comparison, although she was by no means overweight. She was perfect, everyone told her so, and she’d just about started to believe it when she looked in the mirror. 

It’d taken awhile, after a somewhat insecure childhood and teen years, but, hell, who hadn’t had some kind of insecurities growing up? They either killed you or made you stronger and Ali was very much alive and kicking. 

Alice shook a finger at her. “Tut, tut,” she told Ali jokingly. “Now you know you aren’t ever gonna make me fat so I don’t know why you keep trying. 

Ali shrugged. “Can’t blame a girl for trying can you?” 

“Not in a million years, sweetheart. “ 

“What are we eating then? I take it we won’t have to eat salads today.” Ali looked hopeful. She liked salads, of course, but she liked good solid food, too, and meat. Chicken was her favorite. She especially liked good old fashioned down home style cooking, the kind that made her think of home and her mother’s home cooked meals. 

Alice’s mother could burn water and his father was so strung out he couldn’t have cared less most of the time if they even put food on the table for the kids. It was probably why Alice was so slender. But, damn, he made everything he put on his long and lean body look good. Good enough to eat, but, of course Ali wasn’t his type.

It was ok. She wouldn’t have wanted to ruin the best friendship in the world for anything, including a shot at a relationship that would have been almost doomed to failure from day one. Alice couldn’t change who he was and neither could Ali and neither would have wanted the other to even if such a thing were possible. 

“They have this new Panini place downtown that I’m just dying to try,” Alice winked, “I’m sure they have some kind of chicken sandwich you’ll love.” 

“I eat other stuff…” Ali began. 

Alice laughed, and, tapping her foot, just glared at her friend. 

“Like what, honey? Cock?”  She laughed as Ali turned beet red. 

“I…I…never…” Ali stuttered.

Alice relented, a bit, probably feeling a little sorry for shaking her friend up so much. 

She patted Ali’s hand. “I know, you don’t have one…yet… but don’t worry, the right one will come along someday.”

Ali laughed. “The right cock?” 

“The right man, silly, who will be, presumably attached to said cock that you will worship and love every minute of it, I tell you…guaranteed!” 

“Oh shit, now they guarantee that?” 

“My personal guarantee…girlfriend. If you don’t like it, you just send Mr. Hot and huge my way, you hear me?” She winked, and Ali wondered, for the millionth time, why in the hell her perfect, funny, awesome, and sexy friend was still single. 

Probably the same reason you are, she thought, and sighed. 

“Forever alone…“ she began.

“…together,” her friend finished, and gave her another hug. 

It felt warm, wonderful, and made Ali get over her silly streak of melancholy faster than greased lightning. 

“The right one will come,” Alice repeated. 

“And… in the meantime… we have chicken.”  She wiggled her eyebrows. 

“I am so there, baby,” Ali said, linking her arm into Alice’s. 

“Lead the way.” 


Chapter 3

Alice drove, she always did. She jokingly considered it her “job” as the “hired help” or sometimes her “job” as the “man” of the house. Ali considered it her job to provide the car, which she did, with style. She had one for every day of the week, including two Lamborghini’s, a sweet little Jag and four Ferrari’s which were, obviously, her favorite. They were Alice’s favorite as well, and Ali had actually bought the sexy little red 540 they were in at the moment for Alice, on her last birthday, as a surprise. 

Of course the stubborn bitch wouldn’t take the darn thing. She was too proud, Ali supposed, although she’d just said she could never accept such an expensive gift. Ali argued, but, of course you never really win when you argue with your best friend, now do you? 

Finally Ali had relented, and kept the damn hunk of shiny metal herself. She let Alice drive it whenever she wanted to or whenever they went somewhere together, and while Alice hadn’t accepted the gift she definitely had no qualms about driving it anywhere and everywhere every damn chance she got. 

Ali grinned, sneaking a peek at her friend. Whether Alice realized it or not, the gift had worked. It’d made her friend unbelievably happy as only an outrageously expensive and unnecessary gift can. It put the P in pampering to say the least. 

Alice hummed along with the music, drumming her fingers in time on the wheel at every red light. Ali was just glad she wasn’t one of those crazy hotheaded Los Angeles drivers, the kind that couldn’t drive without taking extra blood pressure med, or maybe psych meds, possibly both. 

Ali played DJ and filled the car with new music, the stuff she liked, the stuff that inspired her own music. She wasn’t big headed enough to force her music on her friends all the time. And Alice hadn’t missed one of Ali’s concerts since she’d arrived in town, even traveling on tour with the band, which was, to say the least, extremely taxing, and way above and beyond the call of normal friendship. 

Alice was Ali’s best friend, her driver, her roommate, and her biggest fan. She was the most devoted groupie of them all. Sometimes Ali wondered if she tagged along everywhere, all the time, because she felt like she needed to look out for her friend. She always denied this, of course, claiming to love Ali’s music and the road life, although Ali couldn’t imagine anyone actually loving the road life. 

And, Alice always seemed just as glad as Ali was whenever they got home. Home was home, and there was nowhere else like it in the whole world. Home was where you hung your hat, but, more importantly, home was where you could kick back and relax with the people you love. 

It didn’t hurt that Ali’s home was her dream home in every sense of the word. Olympic sized swimming pool, hot tub that seats twelve comfortably, an in home theatre that put a lot of public theatres to shame. All in a day’s work, and a day’s play.

It gave the groupies something to do, and Ali something to do with them. She had a fashion runway and threw her own private fashion shows, for entertainment, like, say, when there was nothing on TV worth watching. 

Plus, she enjoyed using her fashion sense, her personal flair, and her megabucks to dress her “girls” in finery that put princesses to shame. So what if they weren’t really girls? That just made it more fun, more exotic, and, to Ali, more erotic. 

But, she just hadn’t found the right girl yet, but, her day had to come someday. She was patient, but she was damn well going to have some fun in the meantime. Life was too short to sit on the sidelines and watch it go by when you could be playing at something you loved this much. So what if it wasn’t the Super bowl, it was still a damn good game and a damn good time. 

Her Super bowl man would come someday. He had to. 


Chapter 4

“Oh, girl, look at that…” Alice pointed out the window, in a rare moment of not perfectly safe driving. Ali looked up, didn’t see anything, out of the ordinary. 

There was a woman walking along the sidewalk who was pushing a stroller and toting a toddler and a tiny toy schnauzer along with her, both on leashes. 

There was a street artist who had drawn a rainbow bridge on the sidewalk in different colored chalks and people were admiring his work and dropping change into his bucket. 

There was a school bus parked along the curb, presumably with a load of kids somewhere on a field trip or something and Ali hoped they weren’t all crowded into the Panini place. McDonald’s was a much more likely choice for such a group and so she hoped they were at the park across the street. 

Ali looked at Alice. “What?” 

“Fasten your seatbelt,” Alice replied, with a wink. 

Uh-oh. 

Ali didn’t like the sound of this. She was, of course, already wearing her seat belt, as she always did. She wouldn’t even leave the driveway without it on, which was a good thing, because Alice would never have let her get away with it even if she’d tried. 

And before she could get another word out, the car slammed into the car ahead of them, as Alice failed miserably at her attempt at parallel parking. 

“Oh, my, god!” She got out of the car, waving her hands, and wiggled her way over to the driver of the big black Dodge Ram in front of them. 

Ali slid out of the car, followed her friend, already bringing up her lawyer’s number on speed dial. 

Her finger hovered over the button. 

“I am so sorry,” Alice squealed. 

She bent down leaning into the window, like she wanted to kiss the driver. 

“Are you ok?” 

And then, Ali caught up, saw the driver, who looked like a clean cut young Kurt Cobain and somehow that combination did things to her, even though his masculine look was not her usual type at all. He wasn’t a redneck or anything, but, he certainly wasn’t her usual type. 

What she usually went for, what made her really wet, down there, was the really feminine looking kind of guy that was either already a sexy sissy, trotting around in girly gear already or at least one who had potential. 

The problem with those guys was that more often than not they were looking for guys, and, well, Ali wasn’t a guy and furthermore, she had absolutely no intention of ever wanting to be one. She was one hundred percent female. Which made the whole thing so much more complicated. 

This guy didn’t look like one of those guys at all. This guy looked like he’d never ever seen the inside of a dress, unless of course it was one he’d peeled off of a more than willing woman… 

What the hell? 

But, at least she knew now why Alice was acting like a total crazy bitch, why she was leaning down like she wanted to kiss the dude… 

It was because she obviously did… and, Ali thought, she just might not mind it, either. She’d always had a sweet spot for Kurt although he would have been way too old for her if he’d still been alive. 


Chapter 5

Ali stepped forward, took charge before Alice just melted in a puddle of pheromones right there on the spot. 

“Did we hurt your car? I can pay you cash…if so.”

She had it, and she didn’t want to pay the car insurance companies any more than necessary. Insuring a Ferrari wasn’t exactly cheap. She also didn’t want to make the guy go through the hoops the insurance companies usually required. 

The guy, still looking a little bewildered after the accident and after Alice’s antics, seemed relieved to be dealing with Ali now. 

“Nah, just tapped my bumper is all…” he pointed towards the back end of his truck. 

Ali bent, looked, and was satisfied that there were no injuries to the vehicle. And, as she stood, she caught the guy checking her out as she checked his vehicle out. She should have been embarrassed, she was still a small town girl at heart, but she wasn’t, she was pleased more than anything else. 

She could have kissed Alice right now, for letting her meet this guy, he was super hot and super sweet too, it seemed. A lot of guys would be ranting and raving and threatening right about now, especially given the size of her bank account they thought they might be able to tap into through legal recourse. Please. Like she couldn’t afford the best lawyers? 

The guy smiled, and looked embarrassed enough when she caught him looking to satisfy her that he wasn’t just another player. She liked that. She wasn’t into that shit. She was a one man woman even if her tastes were a little eclectic. 

Ali had to forgo that kiss for now, though, because she thought that it just might send the wrong impression to the guy, and, she realized she wanted to send a good impression to him. Alice could wait till they got home for her kiss. 

“Can I get you lunch, at least?” Ali pointed to the Panini place. 

“I heard they were pretty good.” 

“They better be, after all this,” Alice shook her head, but she had a big smile on her face. 

“They are,” the guy said. “I got a jalapeno bacon chicken one here last time I was doing a job in this neighborhood.” 

He rubbed his belly. “Awesome stuff.” 

Ali realized she didn’t even know the guys name…but she saw that his truck said “Reggie Remodeling” in big letters along the side. A fix it dude? Nice. She might need some remodeling somewhere. She could almost guarantee she would, now… 

“What’s your name?” she asked, meeting his eyes. 

The guy seemed a little embarrassed. “Oh, how could I forget to introduce myself to a couple of pretty ladies like you two? 

He stuck out a hand, “Rob Reggie at your service.” 

They both took his hand, in turn, and shook it. Alice about didn’t want to give it up, holding it way longer than she ought to have. Ali almost swatted her, but just as she was thinking she would, Alice mercifully let go and let Ali have her turn. 

Rob’s hand was warm and firm and just touching him, skin on skin like that made her feel tingly there and made her tummy feel fluttery. She knew why Alice had been so reluctant to give him up, now. She didn’t want to either, but she forced herself.

Ali glanced towards the truck, eyed the lettering. “What do you remodel, Rob?” 

“Anything and everything,” he grinned, and he said it with a confidence that made her think he really could do anything and everything. He was a little too masculine; a little too macho about it for her tastes, and his whole career choice seemed just a little bit too guyish, as well. 

So, what was it about him, anyway? Why did she even find him attractive? She wasn’t sure, but damn, there sure was no denying it. She wondered if her panties were wet already, just being near him. Hell, they probably were, not like she could do anything about it right now. But, she’d just have to suffer in silence. 


Chapter 6

As they walked to the restaurant, Ali was startled when Rob grabbed her hand lightly in his. But, she let him, and smiled secretly to herself. He must have enjoyed the contact as much as she had, and not wanted to give it up, either. 

“And what’s your name, cutie?” Ali jolted to a stop in her tracks bringing Rob to a dead halt, along with her. Alice who’d stopped to grab her purse and had been jogging up behind them stopped, too, running into them. 

“Sorry,” she apologized, and for once, she didn’t seem to have anything else to stay, she just stared at Rob in stunned silence. 

When Rob continued to look just as confused as the rest of them, Alice turned her gaze from him to Ali and back. 

Finally she poked Ali. “My god, he really doesn’t know who you are.” 

Rob spoke up, defending himself. “Of course not, that’s why I asked.” 

“You don’t get out much, do you, honey?” Alice grinned. 

Rob shrugged. “I started my own company just as soon as I got out of school two years ago. It wasn’t easy getting to be one of the best in the business in just two years.” 

He shrugged again. “I work a lot.” 

Ali and Alice both laughed. “You must.” Ali said with a grin. 

Alice turned to him. “She’s Ali Starr, the biggest rock star of this century…” 

Rob just looked blankly at the two ladies. “Sorry, hon, never heard of you.” He shrugged again. 

When Ali eyed him suspiciously he dropped his gaze. 

“Sorry, if that hurts your feelings any…” 

Ali laughed. “Of course not…I just thought maybe you were, you know, kidding me or something.” 

Rob grinned back at her. “I don’t hardly know you well enough to kid you yet,” he began. He squeezed her hand.

“I’d like to, though,” he told her. “No matter who you are.” 

“And so would at least ninety nine percent of the population of this planet, honey child, male and female,” Alice threw in. 

“Well, Ali Starr, I am starving. Let’s go get one of those fantastic chicken Panini’s,” Rob rubbed his tummy again, but he kept a firm grip on her hand with his other hand. 

Inside, he slid into the booth next to Ali as Alice tried to disguise her disappointment. 

After the meal, which was delicious, Alice grabbed Ali’s hand and tugged her up, out of the booth, and away from Rob. 

“Powder room check,” she pleaded, and Ali reluctantly left the most gorgeous guy in the restaurant alone. 

When they were in the privacy of the ladies room, Ali turned to her friend. 

“He’d better be there when we get back…” she growled, and Alice laughed. “Oh, girl, did you see the way he looked at you?”

She clicked her tongue. “He will be. You can bet your sweet ass on it.” 

Ali laughed. “He’d better be,” was all she said, but she smiled at her friend, hopeful now.

Alice turned to her, took both her hands, and met her eyes. “I have a confession to make, honey.” 

Ali rolled her eyes, “Uh-oh,” she said. 

“What?”

“Well, that little accident…” She looked down at the floor then, didn’t go on.

And Ali stared at her friend for a moment, before it dawned on her. 

“Oh, geez, you didn’t hit him on purpose, did you?” 

Alice grinned. “Guilty as charged…you can spank me if you’d like…” 

They both laughed. “You’d like that too much, girlfriend.” 

Alice grinned. She would, but she’d like it more if Ali was a big, strong, man like Rob. Poor Alice. It wasn’t Ali’s fault he was into chicks not sissy boys. 

“You wench,” Ali admonished, teasing her friend. 

“Why did you ever do it, we could have hurt him or something…”

“He was getting away…” 

Ali just looked at her. “What?” 

“Baby girl, when you see a man like that you do not let them get away.” 

“You could have, I don’t know, maybe followed him or something…something like a normal person might have done.” 

“Don’t you dare accuse me of being normal, woman,” Alice waved her hand. 

“And, in this traffic, follow him? Please. There would be no way. Not without a police flasher. “ 

Ali had to agree. She hugged her friend, then. “Thank you for catching him, then…for me.” 

Alice flashed her rueful smile. “Well, I was trying to catch him for me…” 

Ali took her friend’s hands, squeezed them. “Sorry… thank you for catching him for me, though.” 

Alice grumbled, but she returned the squeeze. “You owe me, though.” 

“Anything, anytime,“ Ali told her friend with a big smile. 

“Now, we’d better get back out there before he does leave…” 

“Or before he thinks you had a bout of explosive diarrhea or something…” Alice kidded.

“Alice Jean,“ Ali wailed.  “You are incorrigible.” 

“Thank you,” Alice replied. 

“It wasn’t a compliment,” Ali retorted, sticking her tongue out at her best friend. 

“Yes it was, darling.” 

“Whatever,” Ali grinned. 

The two girls made a beeline to the table where Rob had already paid the bill and was on his cellphone. 

“Work?” Ali mouthed when Rob looked up at her, a big smile crossing his face at seeing her. 

She was sure she had an identical one on her face. It was just so cheezy. She almost felt like she was in one of those horrid romance movies where boy meets girl, falls instantly in love, yada yada, happily ever after. But, damn if it wasn’t just like that. Maybe that stuff really did happen in real life? 

Rob shook his head. “Mom,” he mouthed. Then he nodded, spoke into the phone. 

“Ok, ok…thank you for calling mom, and don’t worry…I won’t forget…” 

“I promise.” He rolled his eyes toward the ceiling, and held the phone away from his ear. 

Get done already, his gesture said, and his antics made both girls giggle, so they had to cover their giggles with their hands, smother them down. 

Finally, the phone call seemed to be coming to an end. 

“I love you mom,” Rob said into the phone and hit end, shoving the phone back into his belt holster. 

He met Ali’s eyes with an embarrassed grin on his lips. “My mother has apparently heard of you. She wants an autograph.” 

Ali laughed. “Sure thing.” 


Chapter 7

Rob stepped out of the shower, toweled off and spritzed his best cologne on, maybe a little too heavy, but when you had a hot date with a hot chick you sure didn’t want to have B.O. Not if you wanted to get another date, anyway, and Rob wanted a lot more dates with Ali. As many as he could get. 

She was gorgeous, drop dead gorgeous, actually, and she was a big star, who would have known stars could be so down to earth, so sweet, just like anyone else. Then again, Ali Starr wasn’t exactly just like anyone else. She actually wasn’t like anyone else he’d ever met. 

She was interesting and seemed genuinely interested in him. He couldn’t think of a single thing he’d want to change about her. She was sexy as hell, too. Just thinking about that cute little butt she had did amazing things to him… like making his cock stand up at attention like it was doing now from just thinking about her. The thing was so rigid right now he could have probably hung his towel on it. Great. It was going to be a long night if this kept up, a long, hard night. 

The phone rang, startling him out of his sexual reverie. Thank goodness. He peeked at the caller ID, saw it was Ali and picked up immediately. They were supposed to be meeting at one of the hottest clubs in town. 

“I was just thinking about you,” she said, making Rob smile. 

“Same here,“ he replied, which was no lie at all. 

“And I wanted to verify what time you wanted to meet up. It’s kind of a long wait to get in there, but not for us.  I’ll get us in no problem. I didn’t want you to get there early and have to wait.” 

What a sweet girl. No wonder he liked her so much already. 

“Thanks, cutie,” Rob told her. “Alice is riding with you then?” 

“She’s driving, she always does. She loves that Ferrari like it was her own.” 

Rob laughed. They hadn’t had to invite Alice, but Rob had thought it best not to exclude Ali’s best friend, not for something like this. And, it was all because of her that he’d even met Ali in the first place. He owed the chick a lot, all right.

Guy, whatever. Alice seemed to prefer being referred to as a chick and so Rob felt obliged to do so. It was no matter to him, either way, so why not make her happy?

He and Ali would get private dates soon enough, a lot of them he hoped if things went the way he wanted them to. He hoped so, because he couldn’t stand the thought of not seeing Ali again. He’d do just about anything to make sure that she did want to keep seeing him. 

Plus, having Alice around was fun, she was funny and hip and not that Rob wanted to admit it, he felt just a little nervous at being alone with Ali just yet. He really, really liked her, big-time, and was afraid maybe he might somehow blow it. He felt reassured having Alice around to take at least a little of the pressure off of him. 

“Ok, then, see you at eight, then?”  Ali asked. 

“Yeah… sure thing,” Rob answered, and was about to hang up, well, let her hang up first, actually, because he always thought it was good manners never to hang up on a girl first, plus, he discovered he just couldn’t be the first one to do it. How middle school was that? he wondered, but it was what it was. 

“Oh, wait,” he called, hoping she was still there. 

“Yeah?” 

She was. Thank goodness. 

“I’ve never been to this place, “ Rob confided, not that he liked admitting that he was that out of it, but he had to know. “What do they wear there?” 

Ali laughed, and her laugh was warm and silky, flowing through the phone over him like honey, warming him. 

“Are you asking me what you should wear?” 

“Well,” Rob began, started to be embarrassed, then decided screw it, yes he was. He wanted to make a good impression tonight and that just wasn’t going to happen if he showed up for the party looking like a dorko extreme. He needed her advice. After all, she was a girl in the know if there ever was one. 

“Wear something…pretty…” 

Ali laughed, her laughter tinkling, tickling parts of him with it’s tone, parts that had recently began to calm down, and which were now beginning to become…problematic…again. 

Problematic because what he had to do now was get dressed, go out in public and act like a first class date, not what he wanted to do which was get Ali naked and into bed at the first possible opportunity.

Hell, he was a guy, after all. He had guy thoughts, and guy needs. She knew it when she’d signed up for all this, right? He was no Alice. Although he was pretty sure Alice had the same kinds of thoughts, just, maybe about different people… 

“Are you kidding me?” Rob sounded incredulous. She had to be kidding, right? 

Silence on the other end of the phone, longer than any in the whole rest of the previous conversation, made him think maybe she wasn’t kidding after all. 

“Something pretty?” 

“That’s what I said, wasn’t it?” Ali sounded just a little bit defensive and Rob wondered what was up, what had he done, after all? Nothing that he could tell. 

“Well, yeah, but…” 

“You asked.” Ali told him, and he could almost see her tossing her head, her tone said she was, anyway. He imagined her hair flipping, gleaming, settling back around her face, around her shoulders. He almost began imagining it spread across his pillow, where he’d like seeing it even more, when her words brought him back to reality. 

“Don’t ask if you don’t want an answer, then,” she told him, barely keeping the smugness out of her voice. 

“I didn’t mean… . Aw, crap.” Aw, crap was right, Rob thought miserably. He was already screwing this whole thing up, wasn’t he? And he hadn’t even managed to get dressed yet, let alone get her undressed…

Ali laughed, and her voice was softer, when she spoke again. 

“Just wear something pretty, Rob. Pretty please? For me?” 

Damn, how could a man listen to this woman beg and not do whatever it was she wanted, whatever she needed from him right away… if not sooner? 

“Ok, ok…” he began. He sighed, and not knowing what he would do, what he would wear, agreed anyway. He’d wear anything, do anything she wanted. Damn he felt whipped already, and strangely he the idea didn’t seem to bother him at all. 

“But, I don’t know what you mean…by… pretty.” 

“You’ll figure something out, dear, surprise me.” Ali was such a tease. Rob knew by her voice that she was playing with him now, and he didn’t care. He liked her playing with him, although he could think of quite a few other, more fun ways she could be playing with him…

“Ok, honey, ok. I will. “ 

Ali hung up and Rob was sure she had a satisfied smile on her face, and he was also sure it wouldn’t be the only one he’d be putting on her face, soon. He hoped not, anyway. He smiled his own satisfied, yet somewhat bewildered smile and scratched his head, making his naked way to the closet, looking for something…anything he might have that might do the trick. It wasn’t like he had time to run out to the store now or anything. Crap. 

He leaned deep into the closet, unearthing articles of clothing he hadn’t seen in more than a coon’s age, had actually forgotten even existed, even. Wow. It was a little scary. He made a mental note to do some spring closet cleaning just as soon as he got a chance. 

He shoved a row of hangers at the very end of the last rack aside, and grinned big. Oh, this was perfect. Absolutely perfect. Was it pretty? Hell yes. Was it too pretty? Maybe, but he didn’t care. Ali wanted pretty and she was damn well going to get it. 


Chapter 8

Ali hung up the phone with a cat that ate the canary and loved it grin, but it didn’t last. She also kind of felt just a little bit evil, more like, as Alice would have said, a big fat turd. Alice had such a way with words sometimes, Ali just had to laugh. But, funny as they were, her observations were usually spot on. 

She felt bad having already tried to change Rob, mold him into what she wanted. Shouldn’t you love and accept someone for who they were, without trying to change them? Not, apparently, Ali Star. It was her way or the highway, wasn’t it? Well, not exactly. 

She knew she’d want to get to know Rob, want to spend time with him, want him…even if he didn’t want what she wanted, if he couldn’t give her want she wanted most. A sexy hot sissy man who could turn her on like nobody else ever could, and had the delicious cock to make her want him…make her happy with that, too… 

She could dream, couldn’t she? And if you didn’t ask for what you wanted you probably weren’t going to stumble into accidentally getting it now were you? And so, she’d taken a chance, just a little one, trying to encourage her rough and ready manly Rob to find his feminine side if he had one in there somewhere. 

She hadn’t demanded, she hadn’t pushed, too hard; she hadn’t prodded, too hard. She didn’t play any games like she did with her fans, her groupies, because she knew each and every one of those “girls” knew exactly what she was looking for, what she wanted, the dressing up part anyway, and were more than willing to give it to her. 

But, that just couldn’t be good enough for Ali. She wanted to encourage her manly Rob to join the ranks, to become one of the girls, one of her girls. Hell, she wanted him to be her only girl, actually. And she wanted him to be the most fabulous, most sissified one of them all. 

Thinking about that, maybe making him wear miniskirts that were barely long enough to even cover his manhood, sexy lace and silk undies that would feel like heaven rubbing against her skin, and his, before she peeled them off or made, encouraged, she corrected herself… 

Before she encouraged him to do a sexy striptease for her, dance on the stripper pole in her private playroom. Before she did all sorts of unmentionable things to him…and let him to them to her… 

She’d had the playroom built when she built the mansion, thinking ahead, hoping she’d find a man who would become her man, and would take her to bed, finally, make her scream, make her come, make her do all those things she’d only heard about men doing to women…and wanted for herself…someday. 

She’d never taken anyone there. Even Alice didn’t know about it. She couldn’t tell Alice about it. Hell, Alice had a lot better luck meeting willing guys, at least guys who were willing to begin with… but, somehow it never worked out…yet… she would never give up hope for her friend. 

But, regardless, she sure couldn’t have told Alice who would have wanted to “borrow” the playroom whenever she had a man. And, Ali was selfish. It was her playroom, and she wanted it all to herself, all for her and her man when she found him. 

Her heart raced in her chest and her thighs felt quivery just knowing that maybe, just maybe, Rob might be that man…

She should have told him, wear girly panties for me tonight baby, wear eyeliner and paint your lips hot pink and your toenails to match. Should have, could have, would have…but, she didn’t know Rob well enough and he sure didn’t seem the sissy girl type. She hadn’t wanted to scare him off right away. 

If anything, if he stayed, if he showed promise, then she could work on him, little by little, bit by bit, adding a bra here, a satin thong from Victoria’s Secret there. It would all come…and he’d like it, maybe, hopefully, because she knew she for one would love it and him like that.  But, could she love him if he refused her, or if he just didn’t like it? She couldn’t stand forcing him if he didn’t feel it, too, at least somewhat. 

Could she give up what she loved most for the man she was already falling head over heels for? Damn, she hoped she’d never have to choose one, and if she did, she hoped she’d make the right decision, somehow, because right now she had absolutely no idea what the right decision would be. 

Sometimes life threw you lemons and you made lemonade… sometimes it sent you a man, and you made him sweeter, too. You made him a lot prettier… and you made him a hell of a lot sexier in the process…


Chapter 9

Ali was just about to rap on Alice’s door, yell in to her, ask if she was about ready or not. She was actually kind of surprised her girlfriend hadn’t already been at her door, multiple times already, asking if this outfit looked better or that one, or if this one made her butt or her boobs, fake that they were, look bigger. 

When Alice got in that kind of a mood, usually before an important date or appearance, or maybe when they went clothes shopping together Ali felt like she did whenever she went to the doctor’s office.  Does lens A look better? Or B? How about C? And they were all so close you could barely tell they’d even changed. 

Alice made everything look good; absolutely everything the chick applied to her body came out smoking hot when she strode across the room wearing it. Booya. If only Ali could do that. She kind of wanted to get Alice’s opinion on her outfit, a clingy zebra mini-dress that accentuated her curves, when the door opened and her friend stumbled out, eyes puffy and holding a big wad of blue Puffs tissues to her red nose. 

“Oh, god, Allergy season!” She moaned. “I hate it!” 

“Are you about ready?” Ali asked, tentatively. “Can I get you anything?” She added, feeling sorry for her friend. “Some Claritin or something?” 

“None of that shit works, darling, not when my allergies get this bad.” 

“I need an allergy shot, or to just go to bed and sleep it off with a couple of Benadryl.” 

Ali looked at her watch. The doctor’s offices were all closed, but there was, of course, always the emergency room, and Ali could call in her personal doctor, Doctor Watts, at any time, if she needed him. It was good to be King…or Queen, rather, a damn lot of the time. 

“You want me to call Dr. Watts?” 

Alice shook her head miserably. She didn’t like the doctor, who had refused to recommend her to a specialist for a silicone boob job. You’re beautiful the way you are, my dear, was all Dr. Watts would tell her, and Alice was still pissed about it. One thing the girl could do was hold a grudge, 

“Or some doctor?” 

Alice shook her head again, stormed into the bathroom, grabbed the bottle of Benadryl and downed a couple with a slug off the water bottle Ali had grabbed for her when she saw her rooting around in the medicine cabinet. 

“Bed,” she croaked. Then, she looked up, blearily and noticed Ali, as if seeing her for the first time. 

“Nice dress,” she said, giving Ali a wink. “Bet, it would look better on me, though.” 

“You are evil,” Ali grinned, giving her friend a playful swat. 

“Ow,” Alice yelped, jumping back. “I was just kidding you… but, you could let me borrow that baby sometime.” 

Ali laughed, “sure thing.” 

“So, why are you all dressed up?” And then, as soon as the words were out of her mouth, Alice’s eyes widened. 

“Oh, shit, it’s Rob, isn’t it? Tonight is when we were all going out, isn’t it? Fuck!” 

“It’s ok…” Ali managed. 

“I guess I will just have to molest him all by myself,“ she grinned, appreciating the envious look Alice gave her. 

“You wish,” Alice taunted, but then she shrugged, giving her friend a genuine smile through her bleariness. 

“It’s ok, it’s not like he was my type anyway,” she said. 

“You two have fun for me.” 

And then she shushed Ali out the door before she could say another word. Damn, there went her driver. 

She dialed Rob’s number, and for better or worse, he was on his way in less than five minutes. She hadn’t been planning on a solo night with Rob, not yet, not so soon. Oh, why hadn’t she gotten her hair done? She’d threw some messy curls in it with her ionic curling iron and went with the not so made up look and now she was starting to regret that decision. 

There was absolutely no time to decide a different outfit was prettier, sexier, hotter, change shoes, or anything. Her destiny was now writ in stone. 

She was wearing what she was wearing and her sexy man would show up in twenty minutes or so wearing what he would be wearing. Whatever pretty thing he would be wearing… to surprise her, to please her. 

Her mind whirled, wondering just what that might be, so much that she had to grab a Seven Up out of the fridge, sip it slowly, try to calm the fluttering butterfly anxious feeling in her belly. She wasn’t sure if Seven Up really helped anything or not, but it had been what her mother had always given her when she was a little girl and had a belly ache. 

Ever since she had always made a point to keep it in the fridge to this day and even made sure there was always a bottle in her mini bar on the road no matter where she went. This was mostly to remind her of her mother and of home.  She sipped the cold goodness and felt a chilling calmness settle over her. It was a good start. 

Feeling better already, she went outside to sit on the porch and wait for her surprise. 


Chapter 10

Rob checked the address again, checked his outfit again, wondered to himself just what in the hell he was doing, for about the millionth time, and jumped into the truck before he could second guess himself and change. 

Damn woman wanted pretty, well, this was about the prettiest thing he had and he was going to give it to her. 

He pulled up, saw her looking even prettier than he did, sitting at the little table on her patio, sipping, of all things, a Seven Up. And who said all rock stars were hoity toity and who said they were all raging alcoholic partiers? 

He’d bet just about anything that Ali hadn’t sipped her drink down, used a funnel maybe to fill it with something more sinister. Damn, he loved this chick. She was pure and simple, the real deal, a down home girl that a guy could really fall in love with…except her odd humor…or her unusual taste in men’s fashions, whatever it was. 

He drummed the steering wheel, just thinking a moment as he shut off the ignition, prepared to get out, let her see him. Hell, he didn’t care what it was, it was kind of fun, definitely not boring. She was not boring, could never be boring. He thought he could be happy just watching her sleep; she was that unboring, although if he got the chance to do that, he wondered greatly about his ability to let her sleep. He sure wasn’t betting on it. 

So what if she was into weird fashion. Rob caught a glimpse of himself in the jacket as he got out, sparkling in the freshly washed rear view mirror. He smiled. He kind of liked it, too. It was so different from his usual, boring man look. 

He watched with a smile as she got to her feet, obviously excited to see him, and when he got out of the truck, her smile grew even broader, almost catching up with his rapidly growing cock. 


Chapter 11

“Oh my,” Ali breathed, obviously impressed. 

“Don’t you look…pretty.” She stroked his cheek, flashed him a big rock star smile.

It wasn’t a dress, but it was a start, a damn good start. It was a suit, and it was pink velvet. 

“My uncle Trent wore this at his wedding…to his fiancée, Rain,” he explained. 

“Rain is a dude, if you can’t tell by the name. Rain as flaming and just about as hot as your friend Alice, for a guy, that is, and he’d insisted on it. Trent did it, to please his man, but he was more than happy to get rid of the thing as soon as the wedding party was over. “ 

Ali grinned. “It looks mighty fine on you.” 

“I also got it because Trent felt it was kind of like the bride’s bouquet. Rain’s uncle who’d worn it passed it on to him, and since it had worked for him, Trent felt if he gave it to me I’d be the next to wear it. “ 

Ali laughed, but she wondered, in her heart, if maybe there was something to all that. Because she’d certainly never even imagined finding the right man to marry, at least not until she met Rob. 

Noting Rob’s still obvious embarrassment at wearing the suit, Ali nodded. 

“It’s probably just an old wives tale or something, like the bouquet thing, but, who knows?” He winked, and Ali smiled, pulling him into her arms, giving him a big hug because, after all, he had worn it. For her. 

“We could go inside if you’d like.”  

He’d been a good boy; she could let him off the hook, this time. And she was pretty sure he’d be more than happy to get out of the pink thing. But, she had other things she was dying to get him into. But, those could wait. For now, she was more than happy to get him into her arms, and into her bed. 

He’d proven himself, for now. The boy deserved a reward. And, Ali was more than turned on, seeing him looking so fine, and especially knowing it was all for him. She was more than ready to give it to him. 

“Oh, bless your soul,” Rob said, swooping an arm around Ali, stroking her cheek.

“Lead the way.” 


Chapter 12

Sex with Ali Starr wasn’t in the slightest what Rob had expected, it was even better. She was a virgin, go figure, a big star like her, saving herself for the right man, or she man, as she apparently wanted him to be, which didn’t seem so bad after all, hell he’d do it for her. It wasn’t like it was gonna kill him to look girly and when she pulled off her own crotch-less lace panties, damp with her juices and told him to put them on, fuck her wearing them, how could a man refuse such an offer. 

“Oh, god, just do it, Rob,” Ali moaned as Rob slid his hard and ready cock against her mound, hot and trembling, hips already arched off the bed to meet him, take him inside, never let him go. 

“Do me!” She demanded and her hands were on him, grabbing, pulling, forcing him to her. Kissing her way across his lower lip, nipping there, taking his tongue in her mouth, sucking it, making him hard, wanting those luscious lips sucking other body parts, but for now, this felt perfect. 

He slid closer, bodies greased by sweat already, and Ali paused, leaned to the nightstand, grabbed a small box, pushed a button, flipping the fan on. 

“It’s about to get really hot in here,” she said, with a wink and her arm curled around him, pulling him in and he couldn’t agree more. It was already very hot in here. 

Finally, Rob found Ali’s sweet wet slit with the moist head of his cock and slid it in inch by rigid inch, slowly, making her moan, making her buck her hips, making her nip his ear, making her cry out in frustration…and then in utter pleasure as he sunk all the way into her hot pussy in one quick move. 

“Oh, my God,” she shrieked. “Don’t ever stop doing that.” 

She thrust back, tentatively at first, then her strokes became harder and faster as she found her own pleasure center, found her own rhythm and forced him into compliance with it. She somehow knew to slow her movements when she could tell he was becoming too close to total arousal, too close to shooting all he had right into her wet dark hole. 

“Hold on, baby,” she crooned breathily into his ear. “For me…” 

And he did, for just as long as humanly possible, for just as long as a man could be expected to hold on, and then some. Since it was her first time, Rob was certainly going to make sure to make it as memorable as possible for her. As memorable for her as it was for him. 

For him, it was heaven, the hot wet pink cunt of the biggest rock star on the planet clamping down so hard on his big cock that he couldn’t think straight, the feel of the slightly rough and scratchy lace cradling his cock, wrapping around, covering his ass, allowing only his huge rigid manhood freedom, and access to Ali’s body. 

He had an all access pass, and realized she did, too, because right now there wasn’t a thing in the world he would deny her. Maybe Uncle Trent and Uncle Rain had kind of a sixth sense with that suit, he thought, because he couldn’t imagine coming in another woman, not now that he was just about to do so in this one… this one that he was already in love with… 

Ali moaned, and thrust her hips to meet Rob one last time, and it was all over as she smacked his ass, hard, with both hands at the exact same time. 

“Oh, baby,” she called as she came hard, her pussy squeezing the living daylights out of his cock, milking it of every drop of come he had. 

“Oh, God, Rob,  I had no idea sex was like that…” Ali’s voice trailed off. 

She leaned over, kissed him on the lips, tenderly, for what seemed like forever, holding him prisoner there, which didn’t bother him one bit. 

“It’s only like that when you do it with me,” Rob told her, only half joking, because he honestly believed it had never been better for him, never would be, ever. 

Ali laughed, and slid her head onto Rob’s chest, closing her eyes and smiling a huge pleased smile as he cradled his arms around her, held her fast. 

“That’s ok, because I never want to do it with anyone else, anyway,” she said, and Rob could tell she meant it.

“Me, too, baby, me too.” 

He stroked her head softly, willing to hold her for as long as she would let him, willing to give it another go, too, when she wanted that, too. Willing to do anything for his pretty little rock star. Even if it did mean wearing pink lace panties. 

What in the world was wrong with pink lace panties? If she wanted, he’d never take the things off.  There was not a damn thing, wrong with them, not a damn thing in the world. They were hot, actually, and they sure made him hot. 

They made her hot, too, but they weren’t nearly as hot as his girl. He almost laughed, then, realizing that she would probably be thinking of him as her girl, too, and he found he didn’t mind that one bit, either. 

Not one tiny little bit. 
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