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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

I couldn’t believe that Ginger was coming back to town. We were friends back in the day but hadn’t spoken in years. Then one day she called me out of the blue. Said she got my phone number from a friend of a friend, and I just couldn’t believe how incredible it was to hear her voice after all those years. She asked if she could come over to my house. Of course I agreed, and the day had finally arrived. I paced my living room as I waited for her. Ginger would always be a friend, but she was famous now! It was honestly insane that she wanted anything to do with me, but I would try to play it chill during her visit.

I screamed into folded lips when there was a knock on the door, jumping in place. “Coming!” I hollered, even though I wasn’t at all prepared to see Ginger. I’d watched a bunch of her scenes since she called and fell a little bit in love with her through the screen, and I was nervous that she would be able to tell. “One second!”

“No worries,” she called in that sexy Hollywood voice of hers. “I’m sending an email anyway.”

I sucked in a sharp breath and went over to the door. I couldn’t keep my starlet waiting outside, but what if she didn’t like the current me? What if she hurt my feelings and shattered this fantasy that I’d created in my head? I wasn’t quite prepared to face whatever our reality might be, but I had to, and I could only hope that she still enjoyed my company like she did in the past.

“Ginger! I can’t believe you’re here!”

“Raymond!” she screamed and lowered her phone to her side as she threw open her arms. “It’s so good to see you!”

“You too!” I said brightly and hugged her, amazed by how delectable she smelled when she got a little closer. “You look incredible. Hollywood must be treating you well.”

“It’s not so bad,” she said with a soft smile. “Mind if I come in?”

“Yeah! Of course!” I pushed open the door to let Ginger step inside, following behind her. “I was honestly so surprised when you called. How long has it been since we last saw each other?”

“I don’t know. Maybe seven or eight years?”

“Too long,” I said with a sigh.

“Your place is so cute, Raymond! It’s like twice the size as the apartment that I have in LA.”

“Really? You don’t have a huge mansion?”

Ginger cackled with laughter. “On a soap-opera actress’s salary? Are you kidding me?”

“Everyone in town thinks you’re rich.”

“I’m not surprised,” she said. “My life probably seems glamorous to anyone living here just because I’m on TV, but they really don’t pay me that much. Enough to cover my bills and save an itty-bitty part for retirement, but that’s about it. If I didn’t have a recurring role, I would be broke.”

“Damn, I thought everyone on TV got paid big bucks.”

“I wish!” Ginger said in that light and breezy voice of hers. “Maybe I’ll land a big part one of these days.”

“I have no doubts that you will. What could I get you to drink?” I asked, feeling much better now that Ginger had made herself at home on my couch. I was still standing in the middle of the living room like a bumbling fool, so the least that I could do was offer my friend a drink. “I have water. Soda. Probably a few packets of tea.”

“I’ll have water. Thank you.”

“Do they keep you on a strict diet?” I asked as I walked over to the kitchen to grab us a couple glasses of water.

“Who does they mean? I’m not famous enough to have people, but yeah, I try to watch what I eat. I haven’t had a soda in years.”

Hearing her say that made me feel a little guilty about myself, but what could I say? I enjoyed the sugary bubbles from time to time and usually had some soda in the fridge. Maybe that would change if Ginger gave me a chance, and that was when I realized I didn’t actually know why she’d called me or why she’d returned to town.

“Here you go,” I said and gave Ginger a glass of ice water as I sat next to her on the couch. “So, I have to ask…”

“Why I’m here?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Ginger took a big drink from her glass of ice water before setting it on the beat-up coffee table that I’d gotten from a thrift store several years ago. “You’ll never believe it, but…”

“But what?”

Ginger smirked as she shook her head and played with her hands. She looked so adorable as she struggled to find whatever words she was looking to say, and I felt so lucky to have her in my living room sitting next to me. I controlled myself but wanted to reach out to grab her face and kiss her more than anything. I’d always had something of a crush on her, even when we were younger, but it felt more intense now than ever. All those hours of watching her act dramatic on the television. All that time apart.

“Promise you’ll keep an open mind?”

“Of course! You can tell me anything,” I said.

“My parents aren’t getting any younger, and they keep badgering me about finding a husband and settling down before I become a spinster.”

“Did they really say spinster?”

“Yes! They’re old-fashioned, but I want to make them happy.”

“Okay,” I said in a long voice. “What does that have to do with me?”

“Well, we always got along pretty well, and you’re from town, so I thought…”

Ginger could not be serious. Hanging out with her and making love to her was one thing, but marriage? That was the ultimate commitment. If that was what Ginger was asking of me, I didn’t know that I could go through with it. How could I promise her a lifetime when the last time we saw each other was nearly a decade ago? We were completely different people than who we were before. “Ginger! What exactly are you saying?”

“I would totally understand it if you said no, but I thought that we could at least have dinner with my parents and tell them that we were engaged or something to get them off my back. I even brought a ring to wear if you agree.”

“Have dinner with them? When?”

“I made a reservation for us tonight, but seriously, Raymond. If this is too much for you, I totally understand.”

“Do you honestly think they would believe it?”

“I know they would!” she said. “They’re so desperate for me to get married that they would believe anything at this point. Honestly, it’s all they talk about when I’m on the phone with them, and I’m tired of it.”

“How would our relationship even work when you live in LA?”

“I could tell them that we’ve always had something of a connection since before I moved away and that we decided to make things more serious since we’re both single. Shit, wait, you’re single, right? I didn’t even ask!”

Should I feel hurt that Ginger was right to assume that I was single? The small house and lack of womanly touches inside were clues enough, but still, Ginger didn’t know any of those details before arriving today.

“Yeah, I’m single.”

“Me too! It’s nothing to be ashamed about, especially not in LA. Being single is like a religion out there.”

“Nobody wants to settle down?”

“Some people, but honestly, not really. People are always too busy trying to find something better than to stick with what they have.”

“Oh,” I said. “Is that what I would be for you? A prop? What exactly would I be getting out of this?”

Ginger looked guilty. I didn’t want to hurt her, but now that she’d told me what she wanted, I was struggling to see how I could benefit from such an arrangement. What would I get by marrying her and becoming her fake husband?

“I knew this was a bad idea. I was telling myself as much the entire flight here, but I’m just so tired of my parents always asking me about where’s my man, who’s my man, or when am I going to get a man. You should hear them. It’s honestly insane! They don’t even care that I’m on TV anymore.”

“Everyone else in town thinks it’s the most amazing thing ever. You’re definitely a local celebrity.”

“Well, out in LA, I’m pretty much a nobody. Obviously that’s not entirely true, but sometimes it feels like that. I’m always at fabulous Hollywood parties where I’m easily one of the poorest people in the room and everyone always looks down on me when I tell them that I’m a soap-opera actress.”

“Ginger,” I said and opened my arms to wrap them around her. Watching her crack as she showed her vulnerabilities reminded me of how close we once were. We actually met working at the same restaurant where I still worked. I’d since become the manager, but back in those days, we used to drink beers and talk about everything as we gazed at the stars after working a double or triple shift as servers. It was a wonder that we never fooled around. I always questioned why I didn’t make a move or why she didn’t make one either. “It’s okay. I had no idea it was like that out there.”

“Nobody does!” she cried as she clung to me. “So many people think I have this endlessly fabulous life, but I honestly feel like a failure sometimes.”

“How do you think I feel working at Hummingbird still?”

Ginger fell silent and moved out to an arm’s length to look into my eyes. “You shouldn’t feel ashamed for working there, and I know I shouldn’t be this upset when I’ve made my dreams a reality, but it just feels like there’s so much pressure sometimes. I wish my parents could understand that their taunting only stresses me out more than I already am, but they won’t stop no matter what I try.”

“Okay, so if I help you, what will I get?”

“You can live with me rent-free for a few years until we can get a divorce without it being ‘distasteful’, as my parents would say.”

“So I would have to move to LA?” Ginger pushed her hand into her hair, looking distressed from my question, so I pulled her into my arms again to calm her. “It’s okay, Ginger. I’m only trying to understand what you’re asking of me. This is a surprise.”

“I know it is,” Ginger said in a heavy voice. “I should have told you what I wanted over the phone but worried you would say no. I was also terrified that you would already have a girlfriend, but I was hoping for the best. I really need an out with my parents and couldn’t think of any better ideas except asking one of my actor friends to come out here with me, but I don’t trust them like I trust you. It’s been a long time since we’ve hung out regularly, but I told you things about myself that I haven’t told anyone else.”

“Yeah?”

Ginger nodded against my chest as I held her in my arms. “You were my best friend, and I honestly haven’t had any amazing friendships out in LA. Not like the one we had.”

“We were young and more trusting.”

“I thought I had a great friendship with this girl Clara, but she ended up stabbing me in the back for a part. It was actually a good thing for me since that movie she was working on never even made it past production, and I got my job on the soap opera while she was working on the movie that failed.”

“Lucky you.”

“Yeah,” she said as she lifted herself from my body to give me a serious look. “So, will you do it? Will you be my fake husband? We could even fool around sometimes if that sweetens the deal for you.”

The truth was I didn’t know Ginger very well at all anymore. She was still as beautiful as ever with her long highlighted brown hair and her tiny waist and those beautiful blue eyes that lit up whatever room she entered, but what if this was all a trick? What if I ended up regretting this entire decision? I had a comfortable life here, but I didn’t know the first thing about LA except that I would be living with Ginger. A sexy actress. In a strange city with weird people and lots of drugs. Then I thought about how there were also beaches and amazing restaurants. I honestly didn’t know what to do.

“Would it help if we told your parents that we were engaged?”

“More than you know!”

“So, we wouldn’t have to go through with the actual marriage?”

“No, not right away! Let’s just have dinner with them tonight, show them the ring, and yeah. They’ll totally believe it. That would buy me a year at least.”

“But I couldn’t live here?”

“Do you honestly want to? I make enough that you won’t have to pay a dime for rent if you do this for me. I promise. Please!”

“Isn’t your place small?”

“Yeah, but we can do bunk beds or something. I don’t know! Whatever you want.”

“Damn, you really are desperate.”

“They call me every single day talking about when I’ll get a husband and how they want grandchildren! You don’t understand how distracting it is. I swear their badgering is part of the reason I can’t land a part on a bigger show. They don’t give me the space I need to be in the right headspace during auditions.”

“You better not make me regret quitting my job for you.”

Ginger scooted a little closer and placed her hand on my thigh. “How about we make a deal? You have this dinner with me and my folks, and then we come back here to take the car for a test drive… if you know what I’m saying.”

“I think I might have a clue,” I said as my manhood stiffened in my pants.

“Ooh, someone’s blushing! C’mon! Let’s find you something cute to wear.”

“Good luck in my closet,” I said with a laugh, and then we got up from the couch so that I could get ready for dinner with her parents. I couldn’t quite believe that I was about to become an engaged person, but then I remembered what Ginger was willing to give me for my compliance.


CHAPTER 2

Ginger’s mom Olive, a true treasure of a woman, squealed yet again and squeezed her daughter before taking a step back to wipe a tear from her eye as we stood outside of the restaurant after dinner. She looked at us with a huge smile while her dad Tyler gripped my shoulder with a heavy hand.

“You promise to take care of my girl?” he asked for about the eighth time that night. “I still can’t believe that she’s settling down with a townie. Our girl! I always thought that she would bring home some west-coast fruitcake.”

“Dad! That’s inappropriate.”

“Don’t you start at me with that political correctness.”

Ginger sighed and shook her head as Olive pulled us both into her arms again, whispering about how she couldn’t wait to have grandbabies, even though we’d both told her not to get her hopes up too soon. “Oh, just don’t be too careful, and they’ll come when they’re supposed to. Don’t you worry.”

I blushed and shook my head while Ginger chided her parents, but they were cute. They were just like any other parents who wanted some grandchildren to spoil. I didn’t blame them but could also understand why Ginger wasn’t in a rush. I certainly wasn’t either, but a little part of me was wondering what our kids would look like after her parents had spent the entire dinner imagining situations with these nonexistent grandchildren.

“I’ll call you guys in the morning,” Ginger said when she couldn’t take anymore. She stepped forward to give each of her parents a hug. I gave her mom a hug after her and shook her dad’s hand. We turned and walked away. I really liked how Ginger reached over to lace her fingers with mine. “I’m so sorry about them.”

“You don’t have to apologize, but I see what you mean about them being baby crazy. I don’t think I’ve seen two people as happy as when we walked through the door together. They lost it when you showed them the ring.”

“Yeah,” Ginger said in a long voice. “I’ll have to find someone to start planning this wedding so that my mom doesn’t think it’s her job.”

“So, there’ll be a wedding?”

“You know what I mean! I just can’t have her calling me every minute of every day about wedding plans. I would have to disown her as my mother.”

I chuckled, but Ginger shot me a serious expression like she wasn’t joking, and I didn’t blame her for being a little worried about her mother, but I could always call Olive as the fiancé to tell her that we had everything under control. That she didn’t have to worry about a thing accept showing up to the ceremony, which was what I told Ginger to relax her.

“You’re the best,” she said and placed her hand against my chest. “Seriously, I can’t thank you enough.”

“No? I thought you were going to thank me with a little treat.”

Ginger chuckled and gently pushed my shoulder. “You’re right. I did say that, didn’t I?”

“Yes! You can’t go back on your promise now! Not after dinner.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not going back on anything.”

“Good,” I said firmly. “That wouldn’t be fair.”

“No, it wouldn’t be. You’re right.”

“Why are you talking like that?”

Ginger bit her lip and shook her head, but there was definitely something on her mind, and the mischievous expression on her face unnerved me. I had no idea what she was thinking. I wasn’t even sure that I wanted to know, yet I had a feeling that I would soon find out.


CHAPTER 3

We stopped for drinks and snacks on the way back to my house. I had to admit it. I was going to miss the little house when I moved out to LA with Ginger to play the part of her fake husband. I still wasn’t entirely sure why she wouldn’t just put her foot down with her parents, but if she was going to let me live rent-free and give me a little pussy on the side, who was I to argue?

If only I could have seen what was coming.

I’m not sure I would have even answered the phone. I definitely wouldn’t have told her where I lived or opened the door when she knocked.

“Should I open the bottle of wine?” she asked.

“Yeah, sure! I never drink wine.”

“You better get used to it if you’re going to live with me.”

I chuckled as Ginger poured us two glasses of red wine and brought them over to the sofa. She grabbed the bag of popcorn we picked up from the store and sat next to me, looking so beautiful, her long hair hanging well past her shoulders. I scooted a little closer, asking her permission with my eyes, which she granted. I reached up to run my fingers through her hair, staring into her eyes as I did.

“You’re so beautiful, Ginger.”

“You’re pretty handsome too. You’ve really taken care of yourself over the years,” she said and moved to hold my hand with hers. “Do you work out?”

“Sometimes. Maybe not as much as I should.”

“I’m surprised you’ve been able to keep off the weight.”

I shrugged. “It helps that I spend a lot of time on my feet at the restaurant.”

Ginger nodded thoughtfully before grabbing her glass to take a drink of the wine. She ate a handful of popcorn as she stared ahead, something clearly on her mind, but I was a little afraid to ask. It’d already been such a strange day, and I wasn’t sure that my stomach could handle any more surprises, so I followed Ginger’s lead and helped myself to some popcorn.

“Would you like to watch TV?” I asked after a few awkward minutes of silence. “What kind of shows do you normally watch? I have most of the streaming options.”

“I love watching TV, but no,” she said with a shake of the head. That serious look had returned to her face, and I truly didn’t know how to feel about it. “We need to talk.”

“Talk about what?”

“About me.”

I sat silently as I waited for her to continue. I didn’t want to push any buttons or ruffle any feathers. Ginger was so pretty, and I’d spent most of the evening dreaming about how amazing it would feel to slide around inside of her and didn’t want to do anything to screw up my chances of getting laid.

“Aren’t you going to ask?”

“I’m afraid of what you’ll say,” I admitted.

“Ask me, Raymond.”

“What do you want to tell me about yourself?”

Ginger grinned and moved a little closer to put her hand on my thigh, which sent a shiver through my body. “I always wanted to tell you this, but I haven’t really told anyone …”

“Told anyone what?”

“I’m bisexual.”

“Oh,” I said. If she was bi, that meant she still liked guys, so I didn’t really see what the problem was. “Okay?”

“I’m bisexual, and I prefer women.”

“Oh,” I said again, but my voice hit a much more concerned note this time around. “So does that mean you don’t want to fool around?”

“No! That’s not what I’m saying,” Ginger said cryptically with her fingers running up and down my thigh, making me feel things that I hadn’t felt in ages. It’d been a minute since I last hooked up with a woman, so I didn’t feel the slightest bit guilty about the raging erection in my pants. I only hoped that Ginger whipped out my dick to play with it and would pretty much do whatever she wanted at this point to make that happen, even though I had a feeling deep in my gut that I wouldn’t like what Ginger was about to ask of me.

“What are you saying then?” I asked in a strained voice as Ginger continued caressing my leg. Her touch was so soft and gentle, and she was bending over just enough to give me a fantastic view of her cleavage, which I had a feeling she was doing on purpose to butter me up for her request.

“It’s just… I don’t really like rough and masculine guys. I prefer guys who are a little feminine, and I’ve always had this dream of being with a trans chick or a crossdressing guy.”

“A crossdressing guy?” I asked as my heart dropped like a rock to the bottom of my stomach. “You want me to wear clothes for girls? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Not if you don’t want to! I just think it would be super hot, you know?”

My mind couldn’t even comprehend what Ginger was saying. I’d heard the words, but to actually go through with putting on women’s clothing was something I’d never once considered. I never thought much about clothes at all except that they covered my body and were best bought on sale, but I would soon learn that Ginger was speaking about something else entirely. I wasn’t prepared for how Ginger would change me both inside and out, but I was a little tipsy at that point and pretty much willing to do anything to fuck Ginger.

“What do you want me to do exactly? Put on a dress?”

“We’ll have to see what I have that can fit you. Unless you have some girl clothes hiding around here somewhere?”

“Negative,” I said in a deadpan voice.

“That’s what I thought!” Ginger said and pushed me on the leg. “Give me a chance, Raymond. Should I go get my suitcase?”

“I guess. This is really what you want?”

“Yes! Honestly, I’ve been wanting it since you first opened the door,” Ginger said as she bit her lip. She looked so sexy that the sight of her blinded me. I swore. It was like looking directly at the sun. It had me feeling completely inadequate, which was probably part of the reason why I agreed to go along with her crazy plan. “So, what do you say, Raymond? Are you going to indulge my fantasies?”

“Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“It’ll be our secret,” she said.

“I’ll do it then.”

Ginger purred as she cupped the side of my face and kissed me. I lost myself in the kiss. The feeling of her lips was everything. Then I had my fingers in her hair and found myself in a state of pure bliss.


CHAPTER 4

Ginger went to grab her suitcase from her car and then came back inside, but she didn’t even open it. She pulled me to the bathroom instead and told me to shave my entire body. I put up a fight, but it was pointless. We both knew that she would win no matter what I said, so I got in the shower and did as she asked. I’d never shaved my body before, and I was surprised by how much work it took to get every nook and cranny, but I honestly felt so beautiful after I did. I couldn’t stop staring at myself when I stood in front of the mirror. I looked like a completely different person without body hair. I’d never noticed how thin my arms and legs were or how I had such a girly waistline, but I was loving it.

I stood there in front of the mirror admiring myself until Ginger shook me from my trance by knocking on the door. “Don’t forget to moisturize your skin!” I hollered to her that I was almost finished as I grabbed the bottle of lotion that she’d left for me. I found it a little strange that she had everything ready to shave my body, but maybe it wasn’t too weird for a chick to have an extra razor and some shaving cream.

Once my skin was nice and soft, I wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped out of the bathroom. Ginger was waiting on the sofa in the living room with her suitcase open by her feet. I noticed that she had a few pieces of clothing sitting next to her on the couch, and I swallowed when I realized that they were probably for me.

“There you are! How do you feel?”

“Eh… not bad.” I couldn’t tell her that I’d spent at least five minutes mindlessly staring at my reflection because I loved it. She would never stop tormenting me if I told her the truth, so I didn’t say much of anything at all. “I just need to go put on some clothes.”

Ginger chuckled. “Not so fast! We both know that I’m not about to let you put on some of your clothes. Why else would I have gone outside to grab my suitcase? I would have just grabbed my duffle bag if I only wanted to shave your body.”

“Eh… I don’t know.”

“Raymond,” she said with a sigh. “We both know that I’m planning on you wearing these clothes, so why not just indulge me?”

She’d picked out a tiny skirt and a loose-fitting T-shirt. I had a feeling that the outfit would look incredible on her, but on me? There was no way that I could wear something of Ginger’s! I was almost a head taller than her, and her waist was tiny compared to mine.

“They will never fit.”

“Don’t be so pessimistic! The skirt is made of a stretchy material, and I’m positive this T-shirt will fit. We can get you something cuter to wear later.”

“Something cuter?” I asked and swallowed a breath. “What if I don’t like doing this? What if I never want to do it again?”

Ginger frowned and stood up from the couch, getting entirely too close for comfort. I could feel my cock thickening beneath the towel and wasn’t at all surprised when she used my arousal against me. I wished more than anything that I could ignore the desires of my cock, but Ginger being there robbed me of sense.

“Don’t think about the future, Raymond. We’re living in the now. You won’t know how you feel until you try, so why not approach it with an open mind? Why not give being a girl a chance before you decide that you hate it? Plus, we can both clearly see how excited you already are,” Ginger said as she snuck her hand into my towel.

I gasped as she wrapped her hand around my stiff cock and pumped it several times in her fist, my towel falling to the floor from her movements. I moaned as she kept working my dick, worried that I would cum, but that was exactly what she wanted me to do.

“Mmm, doesn’t this feel good?”

“Yeah,” I said and squirmed. “So fucking good.”

“Cum for me, Raymond.”

“Fuck, Ginger. Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” she said and stroked my cock. “Can’t you get hard again?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath as my balls tightened even further. I would let her use my dick all night long if that was what she wanted to do, but I had to cum right now. I couldn’t hold my load another second even if I tried, cursing moments later when cum started flying from my tip. Ginger giggled as my cum shot all over the towel on the floor beneath me. “Fuck.”

“You liked that?”

I looked at her like she’d just asked the dumbest question in the world. Of course I liked that! I fucking loved how she was working my dick like it was a toy that she couldn’t get enough of, and I couldn’t wait for her to do it again, but I could no longer avoid what she wanted before she would even think about touching my dick again tonight.

“Time for me to get dressed?”

“Raymond! You’re so smart!”

My cock was softening quickly now that a few minutes had passed since cumming, so I swallowed my pride and went over to the clothes that Ginger had picked out for me. I had to admit that the thong was pretty sexy and the outfit was cute. As cute as the clothes were, though, they were clothes for girls, and they didn’t belong on me!

“Ginger, this is a lot.”

“Just put them on! Keep an open mind! Remember?”

I shook my head and slowly picked up the thong before holding it out to step into it. It was not made for a guy like me, and I couldn’t even get the thong halfway up my legs before I thought I was going to rip it in half. “It won’t fit!”

“That’s fine,” she said. “We’ll have to go shopping for thongs that are your size. The skirt should fit, though!”

I groaned as I picked up the skirt. At least it was made of stretchy fabric, and it was pretty cute. It wasn’t overly tight either. The fabric seemed to bunch up like ripples across the surface of a lake. I thought it would look sexy if Ginger wore it, but I couldn’t picture myself in it even as I pulled it up my legs.

“Yes!” Ginger cheered and clapped. “That skirt looks amazing!”

“I don’t know,” I said softly as I looked down at my smooth legs in the skirt. I’d only just cum a few minutes ago, but I could already feel my dick getting plump all over again. “You really think so?”

“Yes! Put on the top!”

I felt so silly in the skirt, but the way that Ginger was looking at me gave me the drive to continue. I grabbed the oversize T-shirt and pulled it over my head. It was loose around the shoulders and was big enough to hide my masculine edges. Ginger stepped in front of me and gave me a once over with her eyes.

“You already look so girly, and you’re not even wearing a wig!”

“A wig?”

“Yes! Don’t worry, I have plenty back at my place in LA.”

It was at that moment when it hit me how serious this ordeal was. I was going to give up this house and move across the country to be with Ginger, and it was clear that she would be wanting me to dress up as a girl again by the way she was talking, but was this something that I could commit to doing? Was this a person I could become?

“How about we do your makeup now?”

“My makeup?”

“You’re so silly! Don’t you think some makeup would complete your look?”

“I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t know what to think about any of the stuff that Ginger was doing to me, but I let her lead me over to the bathroom. I let her splash water onto the top of my head and use a little hair wax to give it a more feminine style. I was in a daze as she unzipped her makeup bag and pulled out what she needed.

“We’ll have to get a foundation later that better matches your complexion, but you have pretty soft and smooth skin already. I’ll just use this amazing moisturizer that I have and then doll you up.”

“Okay.” It was literally the only word that I could think of to say. The only utterance I was capable of making as Ginger used a bunch of her girly products to doll up my face. I had no idea what she was doing as she pressed different brushes and pencils against my skin, but I let her do what she wanted, opening and closing my eyes as she instructed. She even shaped my eyebrows at one point, and I was not at all prepared for the moment when she held up her compact mirror so that I could get a look at myself.

I was completely transformed! I didn’t even recognize myself as she held the mirror in my face.

“Do you love it?”

I ran my fingers gently against my styled hair before dropping my hands to my lap to take in the woman staring back at me in the mirror. I had no idea what to expect when Ginger told me that she wanted to turn me into a girl, but I never for a second expected myself to look this pretty. I honestly never thought that I could look anything close to a girl, but every trace of man had pretty much vanished.

“I… I…”

“It’s okay,” she said as she slowly lowered the mirror. “To be honest, I’ve never done this with a guy before, but I thought that I could trust you enough to be the first.”

It was touching to hear Ginger say that, but somewhere deep inside of me was screaming that this was wrong, that I shouldn’t be dressed like this, even if it was what Ginger wanted. Then I thought about my reflection in the mirror. It seemed so right when I saw a pretty woman staring back at me. I couldn’t quite put my finger on why, but I’d lost every desire to take off the skirt and makeup.

“Do you hate it?” she asked when I hadn’t spoken.

“No,” I admitted.

“You don’t?”

“Not entirely.”

“Do you like it?”

“Let’s not go that far,” I said seriously, except I couldn’t help but look over at Ginger with a smile. “Let’s just agree that I don’t hate it.”

“That’s enough for me. Through my eyes, you’re as beautiful as can be.”

“Stop,” I said.

“I’m serious. You’re honestly pretty sexy as a girl.” I chewed on my lip as Ginger moved closer and grabbed my hand and pushed herself up against me. “What should I call you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are there any girl names that you like?”

“Not particularly.”

“C’mon! Can’t you think of something?”

“Rachel?”

“No! Pick a different name!”

“What’s wrong with Rachel?” I asked with a laugh.

“I don’t like it for you. I mean, it obviously wouldn’t be the worst name, but you’re more like a Brenda.”

“No way! You are not calling me Brenda.”

“What about Amanda?” she asked.

I held a hand on my hip as I thought about it, and I had to say that I didn’t hate the name Amanda, so that was what we agreed my name would be when I became Ginger’s girl. We’d made major commitments over the course of a day, but it didn’t feel like we were making a mistake. We knew each other well before, and after a day together, I had a feeling that our relationship could be just as strong as it once was.

“So, can I call you Amanda, sexy lady?”

“Yes, you may.”

“We’ll have to work on your voice, Amanda, but I can’t keep my hands off you for another second! Take me to your bedroom!”

I grabbed Ginger’s hand and did as she said. She gasped as I pushed her to the bed and climbed onto it. I wasn’t wearing any underwear, so my hard dick was poking out the bottom of the skirt, and I didn’t bother to hide it as I held myself above her.

“You want my dick?”

“Yes!” she screamed and writhed. “Give me that girly dick!”

I grabbed my cock with one hand and pumped it, desperate to fuck Ginger after all this time. It was one of those things that I’d always dreamed of doing but never thought would actually happen in a million years, yet there I was climbing between her legs. I stripped her naked as she lay before me.

“Don’t take off your clothes,” she said in a breath. “Fuck me like that. Please.”

It was so wrong how much I loved being her girl. I had no plans on taking off these clothes when they made me feel so cute and complete. They really made me feel like Amanda inside and out, and it was easily one of the best feelings I’d ever experienced, especially now that I would get to fuck my Hollywood starlet. She reached out and grabbed my hard dick to guide it to her pussy, but I swatted her hand out of the way to drop my face between her legs.

I couldn’t resist the siren call of her pussy now that she was lying naked before me. I lowered my head until my lips were just above hers. She exploded when I kissed her pussy, yelling my girl name to the heavens as her back arched. I wrapped my legs around her thighs and pressed my mouth more firmly against her pussy, loving how her pussy nectar quickly covered my face, drowning me in a pool of magnificence. I moved my lips to her button and back, making her scream my name over and over again.

“Fuck me, Amanda! Stick that big girly dick in me!”

“Don’t you want to suck it first?” I asked as I stood on my knees and wrapped a hand around my dick, which was jutting out of the bottom of my skirt. “Your lips would look so good around it.”

Ginger took a minute to come back down to this world, but she climbed onto her knees when she did and pushed me to my back to climb between my legs. I gasped when she wrapped those pretty glossy lips around my cock. I watched her as she moved her mouth up and down my cock, coating it in a sheen of saliva that would only make it easier for me to fuck her.

“Mmm, your cock is so fucking good.”

“You like it smooth like that?”

“I love it! Especially how it looks with the skirt,” Ginger said as she held my cock in her hand and stared at it with wide, excited eyes. “You’re so beautiful, Amanda. Thank you for indulging me.”

“Are you kidding? I feel so beautiful.”

“Really? You mean it?”

“Yes!” I said, finally able to admit the truth now that Ginger had stripped me of my inhibitions. What could I say now that my cock was on full display? How could I argue with how I felt after we’d given each other oral? Being Amanda wasn’t so bad after all, and I couldn’t wait to see what else Ginger had in store for me.

She climbed onto her hands and knees after pleasuring my cock with her mouth for a few minutes. She looked over her shoulder at me with her ass and pussy on full display. “Fuck me from behind.”

“Yeah?” I asked as I climbed behind her on my knees. “You want me to stretch that pussy?”

“Yes!”

I didn’t hesitate to slide my cock into her soaking wet cunt. Her walls hugged my girly cock perfectly as I slid deep inside of her, transported into another reality where everything was right in the world and where no wrongs existed. I held her hips as I sank deeper and cursed under my breath, rocking my hips, but I wouldn’t last long after the amazing blowjob she’d just given me.

“Your pussy feels so good.”

“Fuck me hard, Amanda!”

I was trying my best, but her pussy walls were massaging my dick and doing everything they could to extract the cum from my cock, but I took a deep breath to steady myself. I had to give my girl what she wanted. I couldn’t fail, so I closed my eyes and made it a game of how long I could last, and each thrust was a point.

I wrapped a hand around Ginger’s chest and grabbed her tit after a few thrusts, playing with her nipple as she kept a hand between her legs to rub her clit. We were both close. On edge. The counting game was no longer working, and the only thing I wanted to do now was cover Ginger with my cum.

“I’m close!”

“Me too, Amanda! Keep fucking me just like that!”

I did as she asked and fucked her with every inch of my girly dick, sliding in and out of her wet pussy lips until we were both screaming to the heavens, until neither of us could stand the pleasure for another second.

Ginger came first, screaming out as she creamed all over my dick, and the sensation of her cumming sent me flying over the edge. I pulled out of her as soon as her walls relaxed enough for me to slide out, and then I shot my load all over her ass and swollen pussy lips, cursing as I watched my hot cum slide over her most intimate areas. It was easily the best sex I ever had, and I couldn’t wait for it to happen again. The fact that I was engaged to marry this incredible woman after only one day of planning seemed a lot less crazy now that we’d fooled around.


CHAPTER 5

Being out in California still felt unreal, even though I’d moved out here over a month ago. Ginger stayed with me a couple weeks back in our hometown while we told our parents our plans, and that also gave me enough time to quit my job and find someone to take over the lease on my house, but it was still crazy that I’d gone from living in a fairly small city to one as huge as Los Angeles. It was an entirely different world, but it was also one where I could go out as Amanda without having to worry that someone would recognize me when I wanted to wear something cute and girly.

Ginger had kept her promise about me being able to live rent-free in sunny California, but I would start paying some bills once I got a bit more on my feet. I had some interviews lined up at restaurants around town to become a manager, but I wasn’t in a rush. Not when Ginger was taking such great care of me. All I had to do was make sure that she had something yummy to eat for dinner, which was exactly what I was doing as I stood in the kitchen stirring a pan of white sauce with sausage and vegetables that I would pour over some penne pasta when she got home.

I couldn’t help but think about Ginger’s mother Olive as I stirred the white sauce. She was calling so much about wedding plans. She would call me when Ginger didn’t answer, and it got to the point that I actually had to tell her that she could plan everything and that we would fly back home to get married in town during the spring. She could pick out the church, the food, and everything else as long as she didn’t call every five minutes to ask questions. That was what we’d agreed to, and she was doing well so far about giving Ginger the headspace she needed to compete in Hollywood, but that didn’t stop her from sending a daily email about everything she had planned, yet emails were easier for both of us to deal with than the phone calls.

My parents were a lot more relaxed than Ginger’s. They were happy to hear that I was getting married, and they couldn’t believe that Ginger, the Hollywood actress, would become my wife. They were super supportive of me moving out to LA with her and starting this new life and basically told me to tell them when we were getting married and that they would be at the church when it happened.

Ginger arrived home just as I was turning off the burner and putting a lid over the pasta sauce I’d prepared. She had several bags dangling from her arms, so I went over to help her, wondering what shopping she’d done now. She usually bought clothes at secondhand stores and vintage shops, so she never spent too much, but she almost never came home emptyhanded.

“What did you buy today?”

“Stuff for a party!” Ginger said in a huff. She was a bit out of breath from walking up the stairs. We lived on the third floor of an apartment building, and there wasn’t an elevator on the property grounds. “We’re going out tonight!”

“Going out?” I asked.

“Yes! This party is a big deal. We can’t miss it!”

“What about dinner? I just finished cooking.”

Ginger turned toward the stove and frowned. I had a feeling that she could smell it, but she pretty much ignored everything in the world when she was on a mission. “Can you put it in the fridge? They’ll have appetizers and snacks at the party.”

“Yeah, but will you actually let me eat while we’re out?”

“Fine! Two small bowls of pasta, but make sure they are small. I got you the cutest dress to wear tonight and some new heels. You’re going to look so good!”

“You want me to go as Amanda?”

“You have to go as Amanda.”

I smirked and shook my head. Ginger and I had gone out several times as girlfriends since I moved across the country to be with her, and it was honestly so freeing walking around in a dress with long hair hanging over my shoulders and high heels on my feet. Ginger had taught me how to do my own makeup too and helped me practice speaking in a more feminine voice, so I’d gained a lot of confidence as Amanda and had been longing for a chance to go out en femme again.

“What’s this party for?” I asked as I threw some pasta into the boiling water. “Will there be famous people there?”

“Tons of actors and producers and people with connections.”

I was beginning to learn that success in Los Angeles was often determined by who someone knew and what strings they could pull to climb to the top. I honestly didn’t know how Ginger could stand the cutthroat nature of her business, but she always seemed upbeat and happy and excited to tackle whatever challenges she confronted.

“What are you going to wear?”

“Probably my gold sparkly dress. I feel like it brings me lots of good luck, and I need as much of that as I can get. I got you a white vintage dress that will look so cute with one of my oversized hats and a tiny purse. I also got you some white stilettos that you must try on at once!”

I set the spatula to the side and slipped the heels onto my feet, amazed by how well they fit. The heels were a little taller and thinner than I was used to, but I found them to be comfortable after walking around the room several times. I put one hand on my hip as Ginger cheered me on and really got into the walk, feeling like a model on the runway at fashion week.

“Yes, girl! You’re going to look so fucking sexy tonight.”

“Should I be a blonde, a brunette, a redhead, or something else?”

“Ooh, I don’t know! Maybe that dark red wig would look super sexy with the white outfit. I’ll think about it while we eat.”

“Yes!” I said, remembering the pasta on the stove. I ran over to the range, the new white heels clicking against the floor as I went. I lifted the lid and stirred the boiling pasta. It was already softer and wouldn’t need much time at all until it was ready. Ginger left the room while I finished fixing our meals, and I didn’t bother taking off the white stilettos as I worked.

Ginger returned a few minutes later, announcing that she’d arranged our outfits for the evening on the bed as she took a seat at the table, where I served her a small bowl of pasta and sat in the chair across from her. I ate quickly as I’d been starving when she got home, but Ginger pushed her bowl away after only eating half of it, so I finished the rest while she continued talking about how important this party would be for making connections.

“Should we get ready?” she asked after I’d finished what was left of her pasta. “We obviously don’t want to be the first ones there, but we definitely need to get there before people get too drunk.”

“How long do we have to get ready?”

Ginger picked up her phone to glance at it. “Maybe an hour. Are your legs smooth?”

I groaned. It’d been a couple days since I last shaved, so I definitely needed to do that before I put on a dress. Ginger hollered and told me to get in the shower while she cleaned up the kitchen. I did as she asked and went to the bathroom to shave my body and anywhere else that needed attention, mesmerized by the sight of Ginger when I stepped out of the bathroom with my skin all silky and smooth.

“You look incredible,” I said.

“Thanks,” Ginger said with a smile as she pulled her hair up into a fancy bun. I loved how she could do a million different hairstyles and how she was pretty much an expert at makeup. “Now go put on your thong and that dress! Did you moisturize?”

“Yes, you’ve taught me well.”

“Don’t forget that you’ll have to use your girl voice tonight.”

“I know! I know!”

“Well, start doing it now!”

I took a deep breath and cleared my throat. “Is this better?” I asked in my practiced femme voice.

“Much better. Now get moving!”

I grabbed a skimpy white thong from my underwear drawer and slid it up my legs. Then I put on a bra and stuffed it with the breast forms that Ginger had gotten me like a week after moving out to LA. I pulled on the dress once I had on my lingerie, and then I slipped on my heels. Ginger was basically done with her makeup at that point, but I worked as quickly as I could to catch up as she got our purses ready for the party. She handed me some jewelry to put on as I was finishing up with my makeup, and then she gave me my purse and started snapping her fingers.

“You look great, Amanda! Now we have to go!”

“Okay, okay! Let’s go!”

We scurried out of the door as quickly as we could, our heels clicking and clacking against the floor as we went.


CHAPTER 6

The party was easily the most glamourous I’d ever attended. I thought I was looking pretty fucking fabulous until I walked into the doors of that huge mansion and saw a sea of beautiful faces. The men and the women in the party looked like they were cutouts from a fashion magazine, but Ginger nudged me in my side and told me to look natural. She told me to act like I belonged, even though I felt like nothing other than a hillbilly in my heart.

“You look just as stunning as everyone else.”

I ran my fingers through the dark red hair that hung past my shoulders, wishing the wig could steady me more than it did. I wanted to make Ginger proud. I wanted to be the best girlfriend that I could be, but how could I ever fit in with these people? Only a couple of months ago, I was a manager at some small-town restaurant that pretended to be fancy when it was anything but.

“Would you like some champagne?”

“Yes!”

Ginger chuckled and grabbed a couple glasses of bubbles from a server who was passing by, and I couldn’t help but think I should be part of the wait staff and not a guest wearing a cocktail dress. It was vintage and white and fabulous, yet I felt like a fraud, which was what I told my girl.

“Want to know a little secret?” Ginger asked after we’d taken a few sips of our champagne.

“What’s that?”

“Everyone here feels like a fraud. Even the ones who make it.”

“I don’t believe that for a second.”

“I’m serious,” she said. “We’re all a bunch of frauds doing our best to make art that earns millions.”

“Hmm, I guess.”

“Don’t be so uptight and stiff. How about we take a walk around the house? Get to know some people?”

I wasn’t sure about anything but followed Ginger’s lead, letting her lead me around the party. She knew a few of the faces but introduced herself to several others. I began to calm down once I’d interacted with a few people and realized they were just as normal as everyone else. They discussed their favorite shows and movies that’d recently come out and talked about how much they loved the drinks and food at the party.

It wasn’t until we crossed paths with a sharp-looking man in his forties that Ginger lost a touch of her confidence. She grabbed my arm and pulled me to the side after the handsome man had passed us.

“Do you know who that is?” she asked in a whisper.

“No idea,” I said with a laugh. “Who is he?”

She glanced over her shoulder to make sure that the man was no longer in earshot. “That’s Joel Shaeffer. He’s one of the biggest producers slash directors in town, and did you see the way that he looked at you?”

I shook my head. “No… how did he look at me?”

“Like he thought you were cute! Duh!”

“No!” I said, not quite able to believe it. I’d noticed the guy, but I certainly didn’t think anything of him looking at me, but I didn’t really pay him close attention. He was just a handsome guy with a salt-and-pepper beard wearing a suit I probably couldn’t afford, but now Ginger couldn’t stop talking about everything he’d done in Hollywood. I knew of a lot of the big-budget films that he’d produced or directed, but I didn’t see what they had to do with anything as he’d walked away without speaking to us. Ginger had different plans.

“We need to get his attention.”

“What?” I asked in a breath. “Why?”

“We need him to see us! To see you! What if he likes girls like you?”

“What do you mean girls like me?”

“You know… girls with a little extra to play with.”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying. I didn’t even know this man, and I wasn’t gay! Sure, he was handsome for a man who was probably fifteen years older than me, but that didn’t mean that I wanted to fool around with him. I just wanted to enjoy the night.

Ginger hadn’t given up on her other plans for us, though.

“Amanda, please. Can’t you keep an open mind?”

“I always have an open mind with you! What exactly are you asking, though?”

Ginger bit her lip as she looked around the room. I had no idea what was going through her head, but I could see some scheming going on behind her eyes. I could tell that she was formulating a plan that would probably send me running for the door in my white stilettos, but I wanted to be here for my girl. I wanted to make her happy and help her find the success she craved. We’d grown really close since I moved out to LA, and Ginger had an endless list of dreams and aspirations that she’d shared with me. She wanted to reach the stars, and I didn’t yet realize how far she was willing to go to get there.

“Ginger! Say something!”

She sighed and pulled me over to the corner of the room. She had a guilty expression on her face, so I placed my hand on her side to steady her. “Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I won’t know until you tell me what’s on your mind.”

“We need to seduce him.”

“I had a feeling you were going there.”

“Please don’t judge me, but that’s the fastest way to the top in this town. If we both have a little fun with him... would it be so bad?”

I glanced over my shoulder, but I couldn’t see this Joel Shaeffer anywhere. I honestly had no idea who he was before Ginger pointed him out to me, but then I thought of her hopes and dreams. I thought of our life together and how seducing this older man could be a win for the both of us. I’d never fooled around with a man before, but when I closed my eyes and thought of it for a second, I realized that it could be a lot of fun as long as my girl was there with me.

“Fine, we can try to seduce him.”

Ginger’s face brightened as she grabbed my hands. “Do you mean it? If you don’t want to, that’s fine, but if there’s anyone who can make me famous, it’s him.”

“As long as you’re there with me, I can get through anything.”

Ginger squealed through folded lips and pulled me away from the corner to do a quick lap around the party until we found Joel. He was with a group of people but noticed us right away, his eyes landing on mine. I blushed and ran my fingers through my hair, much more aware of his attraction this time around. It was weird receiving the attention of a man, especially one as rich and powerful as Joel Shaeffer, and I was surprised by how he excused himself from the group and walked right over to us.

“Good evening, ladies.”

“Hello,” we said at the same time, both of our voices light and feminine.

“You two here together?”

“Yes,” Ginger said and laced her fingers with mine while still managing to look at Joel like she would drop to her knees to suck his dick in an instant. “What about you? Where’s your date?”

“I’m looking for one… or two.”

I laughed softly, truly surprised by how incredible it felt to receive this man’s attention. We introduced ourselves and chatted with Joel about things like the weather, which was almost always fabulous in LA. I loved that Ginger was holding my hand, but I found myself looking at Joel just like Ginger. We were ready to please him however he wanted and felt zero shame about it.

“Would you ladies like a drink?”

“Two vodkas and soda.”

Joel smirked and went to the bar to grab our drinks while we waited for him on a lounge chair that overlooked the city. Whoever owned this house had one of the most incredible views I’d ever seen, and I loved how humongous their terrace was, easily two or three times the size of the apartment that Ginger and I shared.

“Here you are, ladies.”

“Thank you,” we said at the same time.

“So, what do you do?”

“I work in restaurants, but my girlfriend is an actress.”

Joel seemed less than impressed when I told him that Ginger was an actress, but he brightened up a bit when he found out that she had a recurring role on a soap opera. If there was one thing people seemed to understand about soap opera work, it was that the job wasn’t easy. Soap opera actors worked hard for every penny they earned.

“Do you know who I am?” Joel asked Ginger.

She nodded. “Yes, I must admit that I do.”

He smirked. “I see.”

I was waiting for him to say more, but he simply stared at us with hungry eyes, like he wanted to rip off our clothes right there and fuck us out in the open air, and honestly, a small part of me would be down for it, even with all the people around us to watch. He was so confident and handsome. Just the looks he was giving us had me feeling like a submissive little slut.

Ginger was more forward. More confident. She knew exactly what she had to do to get what she wanted, so she moved toward Joel while I sipped my drink and watched her. “I saw you looking at my girlfriend,” Ginger said as she placed a hand on Joel’s leg. “Did you know that she has a secret?”

Joel lifted his eyebrows suggestively. “Oh, yeah, and what’s your secret, Amanda?” Joel asked in a way that made me think he already knew exactly what my secret was, and that was when I realized how much I could help my girl’s career by having a little fun with the handsome older man.

“It would be easier to show you,” I said seductively.

“Is that right?”

I bit my lip and nodded, and Joel’s eyes went straight for my crotch. “Would you like to see?”

“I would love to see this secret.”

“Is there a private room in this house?” asked Ginger.

“I’m sure they’d be willing to spare one for me,” Joel said and stood to find the owner of the house. Ginger about lost it when he got up, but she quickly regained control of herself as he returned, telling us that we could use one of the guest bedrooms, and just like that, I was about to fool around with a man as Amanda.


CHAPTER 7

Ginger got Joel’s number and tested it to make sure it was actually his number before any pieces of clothing were shed, but once we’d finished with the business nonsense, we forgot about everything else except the intense sexual tension bouncing around the room. We ignored the party and the entire world as we stared at each other in that bright and luxurious bedroom. We’d pulled the curtains closed, but I wouldn’t even have cared if they were curtainless. I was so horny now and just wanted Joel’s dick. I wanted him to make me feel like a woman.

“So, pretty lady, what’s your secret?” Joel asked as he stood in front of me and rubbed my jawline with his thumb. “Are you hiding something beneath that dress?”

“Maybe,” I said in a strained voice.

Ginger came up behind me and rubbed my shoulders. Being between them like that made me feel like the center of the universe, and I never wanted it to end. I wanted to be their girl. I wanted them to spoil me until the end of time.

“Don’t be afraid to show him, baby.”

I moaned as Ginger reached around my body to pull up my dress and reveal the bulge beneath my thong. Joel cursed under his breath as he stared down at my throbbing cock.

“Fuck, that looks so good.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“Play with it,” Ginger commanded Joel.

He glanced at me, asking silent permission with his eyes, which I granted. Ginger continued rubbing my shoulder with one hand and holding my dress with the other as Joel dropped down to his knees in front of me. He pulled down my thong, letting my cock spring to attention in his face. It was already halfway erect and didn’t take more than a few moments to grow completely stiff.

“Fuck,” Joel said as he wrapped a hand around my length. “Your cock is so beautiful and feminine.”

I chuckled as I grabbed the back of Joel’s head to give him a light push toward my tip. He parted his lips and took my dick into his mouth, making me gasp as his lips held my cock in a tight grip. He used a hand to grip my ass and pushed my dick all the way to the back of his throat. I cursed under my breath as he held my ass and bobbed his mouth along my dick.

“Fuck, Joel. That’s so hot watching you suck her dick.”

Joel moaned on my dick as he continued blowing me like it was the best thing in the world. He lost himself as Ginger and I began to kiss. Joel pulled his mouth off my cock after a few minutes, and when I glanced down at him, he had a hand wrapped around his dick.

“I need to fuck you.”

Fuck me?

I about protested, but then I saw the pleading look on Ginger’s face and knew that I needed to do this for her, so we climbed onto the bedroom with our Hollywood bigshot and stripped him completely naked. I took off everything except my bra and wig and heels. Ginger stripped down to her heels.

“Fuck, you two are gorgeous. Stand there and let me stare at you.”

Ginger and I giggled as we stood in the middle of the room holding each other while Joel stared at us like we were a prized painting, like we were worth a million dollars, which when I thought about it, maybe we were worth that much and so much more to a man like Joel.

He told me to get onto my hands and knees after he admired us for a couple minutes, and then he told Ginger to get on her back beneath me. He waited for me to push into her wet pussy before he lubed up his dick and pressed his tip against my bussy.

“It’s so hot watching you fuck her with your femme dick.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a moan as I slid around inside my girl. She felt so good, but I was terrified about how Joel would feel inside of me. Ginger had talked about putting on a strap and fucking me, but she never got around to it. The truth was, she loved my girly dick, and now was no different. She was screaming my name as she rubbed her clit, tightening and releasing her pussy walls against the ridges of my hardened shaft.

“So fucking sexy,” Joel said in a low voice, but then he went back to what he was doing, concentrating on sliding his dick into my hole. I was so tight. I’d never been fucked. I hadn’t even had more than Ginger’s finger inside of me, which was something she did one night when we were close to cumming, and while that’d felt good, a finger was nothing compared to a dick. Joel’s cock wasn’t huge, but it certainly wasn’t small, and it felt bigger than life as it started entering me.

“Fuck!” I screamed as Joel sent me deeper into Ginger’s pussy in an attempt to escape his cock, but where could I go? Ginger cried out as I filled her completely. I dropped my head by her side. She whispered sweet nothings and encouraging words into my ear. I took a deep breath to mentally prepare myself for more of Joel’s dick, and it honestly didn’t feel that bad after the initial stretching.

“Damn, Amanda. Your bussy feels so fucking good. So tight.” Joel maintained a tight grip on my hips as he sank deeper into me to stretch me out completely before picking up speed. Once the pain had subsided, the pleasure felt too intense between his cock hitting my spot and Ginger’s pussy wrapped tight around my dick.

“Yeah, Joel! Fuck her good!” Ginger said.

I looked at her with crazy eyes, but she winked. I cursed as Joel started fucking me a little harder, sliding his dick in and out of me while he screamed my name.

“So fucking good, Amanda! Cum with me!”

He pulled me back so that I slid out of Ginger’s pussy. He was still hitting my spot with each of his thrusts, and it felt so fucking good. I grabbed my cock and stroked it while Ginger worked her pussy, staring up at me with nothing except love in her eyes.

She came first.

Her back arched, and she screamed.

Watching Ginger lose all control as she touched herself sent me over the edge. I held my cock as Joel continued fucking me, and it wasn’t even a second later that I felt him blasting loads of cum deep into my bussy. I cursed as he filled me and shot my cum all over Ginger’s spent body. The three of us were exhausted, but there were only good vibes in the room.

“Damn, girls. We’ll have to do that again,” Joel said as he picked up his clothes from the floor. “How about I go grab you girls a hot towel?”

“I’d like that,” said Ginger.

“Me too,” I agreed.

Joel nodded and slipped on his clothes before leaving the room to head to the bathroom down the hall. He returned a few minutes later with two warm, damp towels. We chatted with him for a bit while we cleaned off and got dressed, but then we parted ways.

“That was incredible,” Ginger said as we were walking to the car a bit later. “I can’t believe I got Joel Shaeffer’s number! I can’t believe we fooled around with him!”

“It was way hotter than I expected.”

“Really? Promise you didn’t hate it?”

“I promise,” I said and gave Ginger a kiss on the lips before we got into the car to head home.


CHAPTER 8

The Following Spring

Fooling around with Joel paid dividends for Ginger’s career. She now had a starring role in a sitcom that provided us with way more than enough money to live a truly fabulous life. We moved from the tiny apartment to a house with a view. It didn’t have quite the view as the house where we’d met Joel, but it was more than enough for us. I also had a job as a restaurant manager but only worked part-time hours now. Most of my time was spent making our house a home, and we felt blessed and grateful each and every day for what we had.

It also didn’t hurt that Joel had become a regular visitor to our bedroom. I fucked him. He fucked me. We both fucked Ginger. It was amazing every time the three of us got together, and he’d even flown out to our hometown to watch Ginger and me get married, which we’d just done. Now was the time for our first dance, and I couldn’t have been happier that we’d made it to this point. I never would have believed everything we would go through together if Ginger would have told me when she came to my house to ask me to be her fake husband, but I would never regret giving her crazy idea a chance. It was easily the best decision I’d ever made in my life.

“Your parents seem happy,” I said to Ginger as we danced to slow music in front of all our guests.

“As do yours,” she said softly before staring into my eyes with that seductive look that made me feel weak every time she hit me with it.

Tons of photographers snapped pictures as we danced. Several had flown out from California to capture the wedding now that Ginger was a million times more famous.

“Hopefully we won’t have to worry about any more nagging from the folks.”

“Oh, my mom is already talking about grandchildren now that the weddings out of the way, but she’s a lot less annoying than before.”

“Guess we’ll have to start making some babies… if she’s willing to move out west to become our full-time babysitter,” I said with a smirk before lifting Ginger’s hand into the air to spin her in a circle as she laughed.
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