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Secret Admirer

(17,000 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Jeffery Shelley had a normal life for a man who had just turned thirty. He was walking back up the stairs to his home after grabbing a package from the porch. He didn’t have to work that day or the next and was planning to enjoy himself.

Jeffery spent his time off at home in his duplex where he owned the upstairs half. Bucktown, Chicago was an expensive neighborhood, and anything renovated went for top dollar. Jeffery bought a place that was older and in decent shape but not modernized. That was a rare find in Jeffery’s neighborhood. He was born and raised in Chicago. Ukrainian Village. He studied in the city too at the University of Illinois - Chicago, where he finished his RN to BSN and then started working at a local hospital.

That afternoon, Jeffery sat at his kitchen table. He had taken a small knife from his kitchen drawer and held his package with glee. He couldn’t wait to cut through the tape and see what he had ordered. Keeping his shopping budget under wraps was a challenge for Jeffery. He had paid off all his student loans and afforded his mortgage with little fuss. No children were eating up his money like cereal at breakfast. Jeffery wasn’t against children in his future, but he had to find the right woman first. With hookups, he played it safe and tried to avoid an unwanted pregnancy.

Jeffery was a handsome man. He didn’t have problems finding dates on the apps. Women loved to hang out with him until they discovered his secret. A fetish he couldn’t resist. A tug of warm with his heart and mind. Jeffery couldn’t imagine living with a woman—and her lingerie—without said woman understand Jeffery for who he was.

Jeffery had loved once, and he wouldn’t love again without a woman accepting him. When he was younger, Jeffery thought he could ignore his deepest desires. Jeffery wasn’t gay. He didn’t want to become a woman, for more than a few hours a time, but had to satisfy his cravings.

Sex with a woman was about more than entering a warm hole for Jeffery. He had a fleshlight for that, if he needed to pound a tight space. Whenever Jeffery found a random chick online, their sex felt meaningless without lingerie cupping his ball sack. To Jeffery’s extreme disappointment, the one woman he had found who accepted his lingerie wasn’t compatible with Jeffery on an intellectual, emotional level. They had a few nights of hot sex but called it quits after their fourth dinner date. The conversation drier than a towel in the desert sun.

Opening his box, Jeffery parted the lids. He always had mixed emotions when he pulled out a new pair, only wishing people could understand and accept him for what he loved. The pair was spectacular: white, silk, and lace. Jeffery held the thong in front of his face, satisfied they looked similar to the picture online.

Jeffery spent hours a week in the gym to work his ass and make it firm, so he could wear thongs like the white pair he held. Most women wanted nothing to do with Jeffery because of his fixation on lingerie, but he had toys to please himself. He didn’t need a woman if they didn’t want him.

Taking the lingerie to his bedroom, Jeffery opened his middle drawer. He kept his toys buried in the back in a box. He pulled out the old shoe box for sandals and opened it. Jeffery set the box on his dresser and lifted the shirt off his body. He had a flat stomach and thinner arms. He spent more time on his legs than anything else at the gym. After removing the rest of his clothing, Jeffery pulled on his hard dick, stretching its length and admiring himself.

Jeffery stepped into the white thong and felt it grace his hips for the first time. Every first time with a new pair was different but almost as glorious as the last. He loved finding a new designer or style that he didn’t have. Another reason he lived alone and never invited women over was his massive stash of lingerie and women’s clothing in the closet. Most ladies would only assume the worst if they saw them. Stepping over to his mirror after grabbing his makeup bag, Jeffery dolled up his face.

He went back to the dresser and got his box of toys. Every day Jeffery had off, he couldn’t escape his ritual. Jeffery used his toys in front of the mirror, edging himself and streaming porn on his phone. He didn’t need a woman when he had a fleshlight and lingerie.

 

♦

 

Christine Whitehead worked as Head of Marketing in Chicago and served long hours to keep her title. She was typing at her desk, reviewing and fixing everyone’s work from the week. Underlings were always nipping at her heels trying to take her position, but she had started with the rapidly growing company shortly after its inception five years ago and had received her management position at twenty-nine. She wasn’t letting go of it either unless the company went under. Their expansion hadn’t happened without her knowledgeable marketing. She credited herself with the online presence and success, but the products they sold were top-notch. Christine wouldn’t have joined the company if she hadn’t believed in what they were doing.

After another hour of staring at her computer screen and the new ads for the following week, Christine had to call it a night. It was Friday, and she could work from home the next day, but she had to grab something to eat and shut down her brain. Episodes of reality TV were waiting for Christine on her recorded programmings. She worked just south of downtown Chicago and lived a bit north of it, but she had a car. Christine only took a taxi or public transportation if she was going out to get hammered.

Christine grabbed her jacket and hiked her bag up her shoulder after putting it on. She went out to her car. The company had spaces for all the employees in a garage across the street. Christine took the streets because she knew the ones that almost never had traffic. Even in a city as busy as Chicago, there was almost always a way without traffic. She didn’t have a long commute. It took anywhere from fifteen to twenty-five minutes depending on the day.

When Christine arrived home, she called the Chinese restaurant around the corner and placed her usual order or fried rice with vegetables and an egg roll because she couldn’t resist. Christine did her usual after-work planks and stretches. She would do jumping jacks in the office for more energy throughout the day but didn’t spend too much time at the gym. Her life consisted of work, every restaurant within a ten-block radius (unless they had given her stomach problems), and the frequent use of her vibrator. She would read, watch TV, and listen to music, but those were backgrounds to the main functions of her life.

Christine went for her food after the quick exercise and returned home to watch her recorded show. She loved how people on reality television would act rowdy for the cameras. Or how the editors chopped up the film to produce more drama. She always wondered how often they repeated scenes for more effect.

A glass of wine was calling Christine after she finished her half order of rice and the egg roll. She filled a glass with white and listened to the drama from her kitchen. After a long day at work, Christine wanted to relax more than anything. Reviewing charts, files, campaigns, and everything else sucked the energy from Christine. She had to release and feel alive. Her employees weighed her down like bags of sand. The company’s problems rested on her shoulders along with the other head managers. When quarters went well, Christine was on top of the world, but the world changed in a second.

The past quarter had gone well. They started October with growth and more profits, but Christine sensed a plateau coming. She hated thinking about work at home, but it followed her like a shadow. She hadn’t finished looking over the charts and pushed it to the weekend, but they couldn’t wait until Monday. At least she made enough to pay off her loans from undergrad, and the company had paid for her Master’s online. She finished a couple years back and hadn’t thought once about the price. Christine had a mortgage but afforded it without much of an issue. She felt blessed twice a month when she received her paycheck but worn down like a slave after a difficult day in the office like today.

Before returning to the living room, Christine went to her room for a special toy no bigger than her finger. It vibrated. She grabbed a towel. It took two trips to get everything into the living room. She changed the channel until she found a show with hunky men. It was another reality show, but she muted the TV. She opened her phone too and found her favorite website. Scrolling through the feminized men and watching the hunks on TV, Christine used her vibrating friend and enjoyed a few minutes of solo ecstasy.


Chapter Two

 

Jeffery sat on his knees in front of the mirror. Whenever he received a new pair he loved, he had a habit of ruining them on the first day. It wasn’t anything a soak and wash couldn’t handle, but Jeffery couldn’t help himself. The white pair had been no different. It was the following day, and Jeffery couldn’t cum again. He didn’t take his work home with him, beyond the emotional stress, so he never had much to do beyond rubbing his dick and covering a towel with his cum. But Jeffery had to find something else. He had fallen asleep and woken up with his dick in his hand.

After eating lunch and starting a load of laundry, Jeffery showered. He washed away the makeup with a specialized cloth and scrubbed his body with masculine soap. He wanted to smell like a manly man in public so people wouldn’t suspect the panties he wore underneath. The only time Jeffery wore regular boxers was when he met up with a woman, unless they had discussed his fetish online first. But that only happened with the one woman. Jeffery still couldn’t get over how hot the sex had been with no emotional connection. Jeffery wanted to call her, but she had blocked his number. Or that was what he thought. She never replied the last few times he messaged her.

Drying off his body, Jeffery opened his crate of lingerie. It was a plastic bin he stuffed into the back of his closet, but he used it every day. Jeffery’s lingerie was his most prized possession. He picked out a blue pair that had never failed him. It was a thong, made for women, that constricted his dick the right amount. He could breathe in them without having too much room to harden and stretch. If a woman locked him up one day and turned him into her doll, Jeffery wouldn’t complain.

Jeffery studied himself in the mirror, taking in his masculine body in the lingerie. Jeffery always felt off after a night of masturbating and fucking a fleshlight and looking like a hot chick with no tits and short hair. He went without shaving that day. His hair wasn’t too long from yesterday. He tried to keep his legs and body hair free and had shaved in the morning before his package arrived. It wasn’t like Jeffery would have a woman to pleasure today, so he resisted returning to the shower to shave.

Jeffery put on a pair of jeans and a sweater over a t-shirt. He tightened a belt around his waist, checking his phone. A movie Jeffery wanted to see started in an hour. He went to the bathroom and brushed his teeth, grabbed his jacket, and went outside to the chilly streets of Chicago to walk to the movie theater.

 

♦

 

Christine had been ignoring her work after her night of drinking wine and using her toy. She had no shame. She could pick up where she left off after a movie. Standing in line at the theater, Christine was wondering what movie she was going to see when she saw him. Tall. Thin but clearly worked out. Slim waist. Light muscle definition. Brown, wavy hair. Christine wanted to find a man, but they were all jerks. Overly dominant and demanded things of Christine. She was her own woman and didn’t need a man telling her what to do or when they should get together.

Christine overheard the brunette order his movie ticket and asked for the same time and show. She didn’t follow him to the candy line but watched him from afar. She had come thinking she would see the action film, but her sexy stranger bought a ticket for the chick flick. Maybe he liked to cry. Christine dreamed of finding a man willing to cry during a movie. Enjoy an evening on her shoulder. Snuggle in her arms. She didn’t always want to act like the innocent, submissive woman. Christine wasn’t that. Not every day.

The man bought snacks. He had popcorn and a bottle of water. Christine sneaked in a container of tea in her purse. She wasn’t paying for plastic but wouldn’t hold it against her brunette. He couldn’t walk around with a purse without the vast majority judging him. Christine didn’t mind men who expressed femininity in their clothing choices. She wore jeans and t-shirt. She had blouses and pantsuits. Christine didn’t believe in hard gender lines but every man she attracted was macho and masculine. She had liked it at first, but as she got older, the men became less interesting.

Either she found a man who was buff and lacking ambition to fuck a couple times or a guy who felt threatened by her career progress. Most of the men her age hadn’t climbed their company ladders, but Christine couldn’t help that. She wasn’t giving up her job to please a man. She had wine and her toy.

Christine bought snacks after her brunette left the line. She grabbed gummy candy and rushed to follow her brunette. When she entered the theater, they hadn’t started commercials. Christine backed out and went to the bathroom. She didn’t want to be the only person in there with him. While Christine was sitting in the stall after lining the seat with paper, her heart raced. She opened her phone and scrolled through social media until five minutes had passed.

Christine dabbed her wrists with water. Nobody was in the bathroom with Christine. She felt ridiculous for following a man. A lingering desire hung in the air after her night of self-pleasure. Christine shook it off and dried her hands. She returned to the theater, and more people had arrived, but Christine spotted her sexy stranger without effort. She went to one of the back rows to sit behind him. Stare at him. Take in his reactions. He looked rather comfortable sitting alone in a chick flick.

Sitting through the movie, Christine’s feelings grew. She wanted to know everything about the man sitting a few rows in front of her. He was a mystery she had yet to solve. Christine enjoyed the movie but her view more. If she didn’t take a chance, she would regret it forever. Christine raced out the theater, nearly pushing over a few people. She went to the concession stand and begged the worker for a pen, darting over to the napkin holder. People were rolling out the open door, and Christine couldn’t see her man anywhere, but she was determined.

Scribbling her name and number onto the napkin, Christine threw the pen back to the worker and darted after the stranger. It took a few seconds of panicked searching, but Christine located her target. She went to touch his shoulder, but the man bent down. He didn’t notice Christine behind him because of all the surrounding chatter, but Christine saw something. A hint of blue popped out from under his jeans.

Her sexy brunette, wearing lingerie! It was the tiniest sliver, but Christine was positive. She thought she had the same pair in her drawer at home. When the man sprang up from tying his shoe, he bumped into the stunned Christine. The man grabbed her and stabilized Christine before she fell.

“I’m sorry for bumping into you,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth like he could have worked at a radio station. It surprised Christine for a man who wore panties.

“Don’t worry about it,” Christine said, batting her eyelashes. She was moments from bursting into laughter. The napkin in Christine’s hand weighed heavy against her palm. She slapped it against the brunette’s chest and ran toward the doors. She didn’t look back before making it outside. Christine had walked to the movie theater, so she ran her fastest to get out of view before he could follow her.

Christine didn’t stop running until she made it a few blocks away. Maybe her crush lived near Wicker Park. She wondered why her brunette wore panties and how long she would keep it a secret if they went out. When Christine returned home, she checked her phone, but the man still hadn’t messaged her. It had been less than an hour, and she was already growing anxious. She hoped he would use the number.


Chapter Three

 

A few days had passed, and a new package arrived. Jeffery had worked all day at the hospital and grabbed the box from his front porch before climbing the stairs to his half of the duplex. Jeffery needed to clean his body after spending the day with germs floating through the air like oxygen. Scrubbing himself with a feminine-scented bar soap, Jeffery couldn’t wait to feminize himself and play with his new pair of lingerie. He shaved his body, passing the razor over his lathered skin. He couldn’t remember which ones had arrived after a mini online shopping spree in the middle of the night.

The woman from the movie theater who gave Jeffery the phone number excited him. He loved the prospect of a date, but the more he thought about it, the less Jeffery wanted to trade his fetish for a girl. He had done that before to disastrous results. The woman left him without concern after he hid his true self for an agonizing length of time. Seconds could feel like days, and years could feel like minutes. Hiding himself was like watching a snail cross the road. Jeffery wouldn’t put himself through that pain again.

Stepping out the shower, Jeffery wrapped himself with a towel. His body red from touching up his shaving. He rubbed lotion into his skin and thought about his week.

He wanted to use the woman’s number from the movie but didn’t know what she saw in him. Jeffery beat himself up as he stared at himself in the mirror, wondering what he should do. No answer seemed like the right one. If a woman couldn’t accept him for who he was, why should he settle? As much as he had loved holding his ex at night, smelling her sweet shampoo when her hair tangled into his nose, or touching her hourglass figure, Jeffery couldn’t hide himself.

He was too old for suffering for a love that would end when the truth came out.

Jeffery dried his body. He could walk around the house naked. He didn’t live with anyone, and if people watched him from his open window, that wasn’t his problem. Jeffery never covered himself before putting on panties but hid the secret from his neighbors too. His room had a door and shades.

Standing naked in the kitchen, dick dangling over his hairless balls, Jeffery ripped open his box. It was the red pair made for men. He rarely bought lingerie designed for men but wanted to test out the hole for the dick. Another box was on its way with women’s lingerie.

Jeffery took the pair into his bedroom and performed his usual ritual with his box of toys in front of the mirror, and the hole proved fun, restrictive, and sexy. His dick looked huge when he fucked his fleshlight.

When Jeffery had cum, he was feeling weak and vulnerable. He cleaned himself off and went back to the living room to watch TV and think about the woman from the movie theater.

 

♦

 

Christine had been losing hope on the man wearing lingerie from the movie theater until her phone vibrated one evening when she was working late in the office. She had to keep those juniors off her heels and outperform every one of them. But the man’s message had brightened Christine’s monotonous day.

Jeffery: Christine Whitehead? This is the man from the movies. Jeffery. How are you?

It wasn’t like Christine to give a man her number, but she had been crushing on Jeffery from afar that entire movie. He wasn’t wearing a ring, wasn’t with another woman, and looked rather normal. Until Christine saw his panties, but she had already been too deep. For a while, she felt offended a man who wore panties didn’t want to associate himself with her, but she reminded herself that everyone had their type. Maybe he was gay?

But Christine was positive she had seen Jeffery glance at her breasts. Not that every gay man had a telling voice, but he sounded straight. Christine felt bad for thinking like that but thought Jeffery came off as a woman-loving man. Single.

Christine picked up her phone. Jeffery. She still didn’t have a last name, and Jeffery had all her information. He could search her on the internet and find her full history. She had posted most of it between various social media profiles but wanted to have dirt of Jeffery. He could have searched everything by that point, and she wasn’t trying to put herself at a disadvantage with a man. What if he was a manipulator? A womanizer? Christine had her guard up every time she went out with a man for the first time.

Christine: Fantastic! You?

Jeffery: Pretty good. Why did you give me your number?

Christine: You’re a handsome brunette who looked normal and single?

There were some men who walked around without wedding rings. Christine never understood how their wives tolerated them running around the city without a wedding ring. Chicago was an easy place to hide in plain sight. A thirty-minute ride on public transit put a person in an entirely different world. Christine wouldn’t trust any man she married to step out the house without wearing his ring.

Jeffery: I am single. Are you?

Christine: Yes. Work runs my life.

Christine was sitting at her desk and all her subordinates had already left for the day. One reason they would never surpass her. The head boss was still working away in his office down the hall. He loved Christine and admired her work ethic. They often went out for a drink after staying far too late.

Jeffery: You free again this weekend?

Christine: Yes, should we do something together?

Jeffery: I would enjoy that.

Christine held her phone to her chest. She had forgotten about the blue hint of lingerie. She was wearing a rather drab pair herself. Jeffery probably had on a more exotic pair. She would have to step up her game if they ever crossed that line because she couldn’t have a man show her up in the lingerie department. Christine didn’t care if Jeffery enjoyed wearing feminine clothing. She could indulge his fetish because she had a couple herself. Hopefully Jeffery could walk a two-way street and accept her as she would accept him.

Christine: Perfect. This weekend we can meet…

She finished her message and typed in the details of where to meet her. She picked a public spot closer to where she lived in Wicker Park. There was a parking garage across the street from where she wanted to meet Jeffery, her future lover. She hoped he had a nice package under those sexy blue panties. Her thoughts drifted as she worked for another hour before calling it a night.


Chapter Four

 

Jeffery arrived to the beach by metro, wearing boxers that felt far too loose around his privates.

He loved living in a city where he could take a train or bus wherever he needed but wanted a car sometimes. He had to transfer twice and would prefer to drive directly to where he desired. Walking up the trail, Jeffery saw Christine. She waved at him, standing on the beach. Waves crashed along the shore of Lake Michigan. The trees had turned colors, and fall was in full effect, but with a light jacket walking around wasn’t a problem. Jeffery loved where Christine had picked, but he figured they lived near each other if they had crossed paths at the movie theater.

“You made it,” Christine said. Her black hair flapped in the wind. It was always windier by the water.

Jeffery stepped forward and hugged Christine. Her blue eyes fierce against the black hair and pale skin. She smelled of cinnamon and baking spices. Jeffery tried not to inhale too hard when her hair touched his nose. He stepped back and admired her beauty.

“I made it,” he said. “How did you get here?”

“I drove. You?”

“The L and then the bus,” he said. Jeffery cast his eyes to the ground, embarrassed he didn’t have a car. He had never wanted to pay the extra money. He wondered how much Christine made to afford a car in the city.

“Where do you live?”

“Bucktown. You?”

“Wicker Park,” Christine said. “You aren’t far. I can drive you on the way back, if you’d like.”

Jefferey agreed, and Christine directed them to the path. He walked beside her but felt like he should follow along behind her. She was stunning. The softness in her face, void of hostility. Men would drool over a woman like Christine, and she had chosen Jeffery. He was lucky to have a woman with Christine’s appeal find him attractive. He wanted to confess his secret, but it felt too soon. What if she ran away? How would Jeffery cope with losing such a radiant woman?

They walked along the beach, lake waves beating in the background. Others jogged and biked past them, but they didn’t care. Christine asked him about working in the hospital. She told Jeffery about her long days at the company working as Head of Marketing. Christine gave off a boss vibe. She held her head high when she walked and spoke with confidence, not missing a beat. Thinking about each word that left her mouth.

Red lipstick covered her pink lips. It contrasted against her pale skin and black hair. Her look was editorial. She could have been a model in a magazine. Jeffery leaned into himself, not wanting to turn off the enchanting woman.

Christine stopped them, turning toward Jeffery. “We should do something different,” she said. “I’m tired of walking. It’s a bit gray outside for this.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Turning around. We can go to the brewery. My car is the other way,” she said. Her chuckle warmed Jeffery’s body on the chilly day. He had a jacket, but Christine did a better job at keeping him warm. They were walking back to the car and enjoying the city views coupled with the lake. Crystal blue water against the gray sky, spanning into the horizon. Two lone guys played volleyball on the beach. No words spoken between them until they were close to the car. “There it is,” Christine said and pointed.

“To the brewery we go,” Jeffery said.

 

♦

 

Christine drove across the city. They headed to one of her favorite local breweries that gave complimentary tours. She normally bought a six pack of their brews at the store but decided refilling her fridge could be an opportunity to spend time with Jeffery, her new fling. She wasn’t sure if she wanted him as a boyfriend but enjoyed his calm personality.

He was gazing out the window as they headed to the brewery. Christine didn’t know what to ask him. One question pushed against the back of her lips, begging to slip out: Why were you wearing lingerie at the movie theater?

That one question would turn into more: Does it turn you on? What color thong are you wearing today? How long have you been wearing lingerie?

Christine kept her eyes forward and hit green lights across the city, watching Jeffery from her peripherals wondering what he would look like without his jeans while wearing a black thong. Or a red one. Maybe pink. She could see him wearing a bright color or something dramatic. A print.

Turning her head, Christine glanced at Jeffery. His brown hair had waves like the lake. She wanted to speak but couldn’t think of anything but his lingerie.

“How long have you been Head of Marketing?” Jeffery asked after she’d been staring at him several beats. They weren’t far from the brewery.

“Several years. I started at the company and rose to the top quickly,” she said.

“That’s lucky,” he said.

“Yes. They’ve given me some sizable bonuses,” she said.

“Do you enjoy running the show?”

“More than you know,” she said, winking at Jeffery. Christine hadn’t been on a date in ages and felt like theirs was falling apart. She was enjoying their time together but couldn’t communicate with the questions multiplying in her head.

They arrived at the brewery. Christine found a spot on the street which almost never happened in Chicago. They paid the meter and went inside the brewery. Christine glanced at Jeffery by her side as they checked into the next tour. The company did them hourly that day, and they had thirty minutes to wait.

“I want to buy something from the store,” Christine said and pointed. Jeffery followed behind her as she picked out her favorite blend.

“You come here often?” Jeffery asked, sneaking up behind her.

“Not really,” she said. “I normally buy this at the grocery store but figured we could come here together.” Christine was holding the beer and had turned to Jeffery, picturing him in those blue panties. Christine folded in her lips, trying to resist the urge to laugh at the picture in her head of the handsome man feminized and half-naked. Before Christine lost control of herself, she took the beers to check out. Jeffery waited by the door for her. They took her purchase out to the car before the tour.

Standing outside, they waited under a tree brimming with fall colors. “Don’t you just love the leaves?”

“Until they fall and the snow starts,” Christine said. As much as she loved the fall, she hated winter.

“Right,” Jeffery said.

“What about you? Do you love the fall?”

“It’s nice to wear more layers. I like sweaters and jackets,” he said, rubbing his chest.

Christine wondered if he had ever stuffed balloons under his shirt like so many men had. Did he enjoy doing it? Seeing himself with a pair of big, uneven knockers? No two were ever exactly the same. Christine’s left nipple was a bit bigger than the right. One breast sat higher than the other.

“I wish I didn’t have to work so much so we could spend more time together,” Christine said.

“I wish I didn’t have to work Sunday this week.”

“Do you think we should get together next weekend?” Christine asked.

“I would love to spend more time with you, Christine. If you’re willing.”

“Next Saturday then,” Christine said. She checked her watch, “we should get inside before they start the tour without us.”

Christine wanted to peel Jeffery’s layers, find out more about his fetish. She had never met such a masculine man to wear lingerie. Then again, Christine wasn’t the most ‘normal’ of the bunch. Running a rapidly expanding company required a variety of stress relievers. Jeffery had his own too, as she knew. He didn’t know she knew. How the secret hung in the air like a piece of rotting pineapple.

They went through the tour and tried samples at the end. Christine took Jeffery home afterward, and they didn’t kiss. A simple hug before he stepped out the car and disappeared into his flat.


Chapter Five

 

Friday night. Three loads of cum spread across a towel. Two pairs of soiled panties. One homemade video on repeat. Jeffery loved recording himself in panties stroking his feminine dick. He was a sissy lady. The world didn’t know it. Everyone saw him as Jeffery Shelley, the male nurse. The hetero nurse with no woman in his life. Nobody in Jeffery’s circle knew about his love of lingerie. His desperation to feel as beautiful as a woman, unachievable as that was.

Jeffery deleted the video. His dick limp in the new gold thong. It was the second soiled pair, stained with his seed. Wet with water-based lube. Jeffery had a tub of panties at his disposal, he could jack off all night, but Christine was weighing him down. The secret. The growing web of a lie.

How long could Jeffery hide behind his closed door? Wearing his blush and eye shadow? Staring at himself in the mirror with his dick in one hand and phone in the other? Would a woman ever accept Jeffery for what he required?

Sliding his cock to the side, Jeffery pulled the gold thong from his thighs. No hair around his soft dick. Jeffery parted his thighs slightly and tucked his dick between them, making it invisible. Moving his hand down, Jeffery touching the tucked skin. What if it were a hole? If he had one wish in the world, he would want to try it for the night. Just once.

Jeffery bit his bottom lip and moaned, pressing into his pelvic area. His body exploding with pleasure as though it were his hole being finger fucked. Rubbing himself like he had a clit to pleasure, Jeffery bent his head forward, eyes closed, panting. His dick begging for life between his thighs. Jeffery didn’t give it an inch as heat crept up his back.

Grunting, panting. Jeffery was a woman alone in a field of flowers with his eyes closed. Oozing his nectar onto his fingers. Entering his own hole. His pussy. The one he was never given. The one he would never have the courage to get. Jeffery loved wearing panties but loved his dick more. He had considered if he was meant to become a woman and decided against it. There were all types of people in the world, and he was his own person. He didn’t care what anyone thought about what made him happy.

There were others like him. He wasn’t alone, even though he felt that way.

Thinking about Christine, emotions overwhelmed Jeffery. He opened his eyes and caught a glimpse of himself. Jeffery spread his thighs. His dick fell forward, and Jeffery returned to his reality. He had a date with Christine tomorrow and needed to tell her the truth, for better or worse. His feelings toward her were growing too fast to ignore. It was idiotic to think he wouldn’t fall for Christine if he kept his deepest desires from her.

If she didn’t want him, fine. But he was tired of living with the lies. Jeffery resisted soiling another pair that night and watched TV before going to his bed, excited to see Christine the next day. They were meeting at his house. Jeffery had bought ingredients to cook lunch, and they would go from there. He wasn’t sure what she wanted to do, but he drifted to sleep fantasizing about Christine’s accepting him.

 

♦

 

Christine could have walked to Jeffery’s place. He lived close to her, but she drove and parked in a garage a couple blocks away. She didn’t mind paying a little extra to stay out the cold. Walking down the street, Christine held a small bag she had picked up downtown before heading home from the office yesterday. She went shopping for a treat for Jeffery. She couldn’t wait to show him what she had bought. Christine double checked her phone to make sure she had the right house before knocking on the door.

There were two entrances, but Jeffery had specified which. She loved how close he lived. When the weather was nicer, she would walk. Jeffery could walk to her place from here and pick up food on the way. She was planning a future in her head as his footsteps sounded from the top of the stairs.

Jeffery opened the door. His white teeth shined. He chuckled as he took in Christine’s body. She was wearing a knit dress with tights and boots, not trying to feel the cold.

“Welcome to my place, Christine,” Jeffery said. He opened his arms for a hug. Christine embraced him and passed him to climb the stairs. The space had a minimal feel. There wasn’t much furniture, but what Jeffery had was nice. She took off her jacket and set it on his table along with her purse and the small bag with Jeffery’s present.

“It’s lovely,” Christine said. She stepped around the house, her heels clicking against the hardwood. Unlike most men, Jeffery seemed to notice them. He seemed to study what she was wearing more than her breasts and ass from what Christine could see from his eye movements. Jeffery didn’t stop her from looking around his common area, standing several feet from her. Not speaking.

“Thank you, Christine. Would you like something to drink?” he asked.

“Water,” she said.

He disappeared to the kitchen like a servant on a mission. Christine wondered how often people visited Jeffery. What his friends were like. Where his secret stash of panties was hiding. Christine opened a little ornamental box in the living room, but it was empty. Not big enough to hide the panties either.

When Jeffery returned, Christine was standing against the sofa, waiting for him.

“Here you are,” he said.

“Thanks, Jeffery,” Christine said. She went over to the glass door that went to Jeffery’s terrace. He had space to move. More than Christine did at her condo where she had the tiniest terrace. She couldn’t even put a table on it, but it let in fresh air in the summer. Christine wondered how much he paid for the place but didn’t want to ask. They didn’t know each other well enough for that. She would have to wait until the third date. Maybe the fourth if things didn’t go well when Jeffery opened his gift.

“What’s in the bag?” Jeffery asked.

The tissue paper sticking out from the top of the bag didn’t help disguise it. Christine sipped her water and debated, wondering if she should wait. But it was too late. She couldn’t act like nothing was in the bag. “Why don’t you open it?” Christine asked.

Jeffery went over to the bag and hesitated while Christine chugged her class of water. She didn’t know how to explain what she had bought. It was all starting to overwhelm her. Jeffery, the lingerie, the prospects of finding a man who wouldn’t mind playing dress up. She wasn’t sure he would like what she had in mind but would take things one step at a time. Jeffery parted the bag and threw out the tissue paper, his mouth falling agape when he realized what was inside.

Pulling out the red thong, Jeffery didn’t speak. He held it up and looked at Christine like it was some kind of joke. Her mouth didn’t part as she struggled to think of a way to explain herself beyond the truth.

“What is this, Christine? A joke?” Jeffery asked using a macho voice. He held his chest higher, holding out the lingerie like a pair of stinky socks. “I’m a man. Why would you get me these?”

Christine tried not to laugh at how serious Jeffery looked. He didn’t waver. Christine snatched the thong from Jeffery and said, “I saw you at the movies.”

“I know. You gave me your number, and now you’re here giving me a rather inappropriate gift.”

“Is that so? If I’m not mistaken, I saw you in a blue lingerie,” Christine said, placing her hands on her hips. She wasn’t letting this one slide by her without Jeffery admitting to the truth.

His face cracked. Just for a second but long enough for Christine to notice. She held up the white thong, “tell me you don’t love this. Admit it, and I’ll leave know. I thought you would love this gift, but I must have guessed wrong. I’m sorry to offend you,” Christine said.

 

♦

 

The white thong dangled in the air like free money. A winning lottery ticket. Keys to a new car someone else paid for. Jeffery wouldn’t mind taking a ride between that lace and cotton. The string grating between his groomed cheeks, cleaner than a car leaving the car wash. Jeffery rocked between snatching the thong from Christine’s hand and dropping to his knees, begging her to stay. Feminize him. Be the woman of his dreams, but the other half enacted the societal lessons Jeffery had learned for years. His entire life since shooting out to the world.

“You didn’t offend me, but men don’t wear lingerie.”

“Some do. Cut the crap, Jeffery. I saw you in panties. Don’t tell me I’m mistaken.”

“You are,” he countered. Jeffery couldn’t bring himself to pick the hanging fruit. Christine threw Jeffery a flotation device, but he preferred to drown and have the sharks devour him. Mix with the sand and disappear without ever finding love or a woman.

“Fine. I must have been mistaken. My bad,” Christine said. She turned to the table and gathered her things. Black hair. Blue eyes. A radiant smile. Jeffery watched as the woman packed her bags, threatening to walk out of his life and never return. The woman who had brought him lingerie without prompting. Why couldn’t he let down his guards and accept Christine for the truth she told? A belt couldn’t stop his pants from riding down all the time, nor his panties from riding up. He had felt something that day at the movies.

Christine reached the door before Jeffery tried to stop her. “Wait,” he said. She didn’t descend the stairs, waiting for Jeffery to speak.

Silence.

Christine sighed and turned to leave. Jeffery grabbed her shoulder. She turned on her heels and pointed her finger in his face, “never grab me like that,” she said. Her voice rose to a commanding tone. Jeffery stepped backward and threw his hands into the air.

“I’m sorry, Christine. I’m too afraid to speak.”

“Well, you had better speak or I’m leaving. I don’t have time for a man who can’t live up to his desires. We all have parts about us we’re afraid to share with the world, but I tried to extend a branch to you. Now I’m interested in a man who wears blue lingerie, was that you?” she asked.

Jeffery bowed his head and nodded, “it was. But you can’t tell anyone,” he said.

Christine pushed Jeffery on the chest. He was wearing a sweater and jeans. Not a heavy knit but more like a sweatshirt, thin and clinging to his narrow muscles. Christine stopped in the middle of the room, grabbing Jeffery’s shirt and pulling him close. Her voice not higher than a whisper, “I want to feminize your sissy ass,” she said.

Jeffery inhaled, staring into her ocean-blue eyes, wondering which beach would have her color. They were sapphires against her black hair. Sparkling gems. Seductive and impossible to break contact. Jeffery lost himself in her eyes, wanting to become Christine’s sissy more than anything. Her doll. Whatever she wanted of him.

His walls had cracked. Water breaking through the dam.

“Please, Christine. I’ve been waiting for a woman like you,” Jeffery said. He was sinking to his knees without thought, staring up at his queen. His woman. The mistress who would set him free.

“Get off your knees, Jeffery. Don’t act desperate,” Christine said.

Jeffery couldn’t control himself. He had never been with a woman like Christine. She wasn’t like the woman he had met online to feminize him. That woman sought men to feminize and enjoy. They had a connection based on that and nothing else, but Christine didn’t seem to have the same agenda.

“Have you feminized a man before?” Jeffery asked, casting his eyes to the ground. He lifted his voice a note, wanting to sound sexy for his queen. He had fallen in love. Arrow to the chest.

“Never,” Christine said. “How often do you wear lingerie?”

Christine’s question was like acid pouring over Jeffery’s skin. An attractive woman talking about his lingerie. It was like his wildest dream and biggest fear. He stumbled over his words. Gibberish left Jeffery’s mouth.

“What was that?” Christine asked, chuckling. “I didn’t catch your word salad.” Christine took Jeffery’s hand and walked him over to the sofa. They sat there, and he was still without words. “Jeffery, answer my question. I’m not here to judge you. I want to understand what my sexy brunette from the movies thinks. How he feels,” she said, rubbing her hand up Jeffery’s thigh. She was sitting at an arm’s length, but her touch rattled Jeffery. He was gas, and she was his match to make a flame.

Jeffery wondered if she was feeling the same strong sensations as she touched his leg. “So, Jeffery? How often do you wear lingerie?”

He shook his head, not wanting to answer the question.

“I know you have a stash around here somewhere, don’t you?” Christine asked, looking around the room.

Jeffery nodded. “Can’t we talk about this another day? After the date?”

Christine shook her head, smirking. “Absolutely not! I want to see what you have. Where is it?” she asked, standing. She looked around the living room, but there wasn’t anything.

Jeffery wanted to show her but hadn’t ever been in this situation. Jeffery felt like he was dreaming and would fall from a cliff to awake any second. Sweat running down his chest. Heart pounding. But when Jeffery pinched himself, nothing changed.

“Show me!” Christine said and tugged on Jeffery’s shoulder. She spoke in a playful voice. Her smile charmed Jeffery like a spell. A potion in her looks misted through the air. Spritz. Spritz. Her words were flowers hung up to dry before landing in a bowl by the entryway.

“You will make fun of me,” Jeffery said. “Why can’t we wait a couple weeks? I appreciate your gift. Thank you for understanding.” He didn’t want to disclose the extent of his collection. Better for Christine to see the tip of the iceberg, not everything under the water, but she had him swinging from a hook. He wouldn’t last long under her spell. “Shouldn’t we grab a bite to eat? There’s a cafe down the street.”

“No, not until I see your collection,” Christine said. She pouted and crossed her arms over her chest, under her breasts. They looked delicious squeezed by her arms. She probably did that on purpose to persuade Jeffery, and it was working.

“Why can’t you wait?”

“I don’t know. I’ve been thinking about it all week. Do you only have the blue pair?”

Jeffery shook his head.

“Obviously. Please, show me. I promise. I won’t judge,” she said.

Jeffery relented and stood. He knew he would regret opening this door but couldn’t tell Christine no a second longer. She looked too good. What if she left and disappeared forever because of his stubbornness? Jeffery would never forgive himself. “If you want to see, follow me to the bedroom,” he said. Jeffery stood from the sofa and walked to his room.

Christine followed. Jeffery peeked over his shoulder as they walked. Jeffery motioned for her to stay back, “sit on my bed. Don’t hover,” he said.

“Fine, Mr. Bossy,” she said and sat.

Jeffery dug in his closet, wondering if he should move forward or kick Christine out. They hadn’t agreed to expose Jeffery like a man standing naked in a field of strangers with his hands tied so everyone could see his junk.

“Tick, tock, Jeffery. What’s taking so long?” Christine called from the bed.

Jeffery held his tub of lingerie by the exit of his closet, debating on whether to move forward. Christine called him again. He took a deep breath and stepped into his bedroom where Christine was eagerly awaiting him. She rubbed the bed, motioning for him to place the bin where she could reach it.

“Wow, that’s big. Is it full?” she asked.

Jeffery’s hands shook as he placed the tub on the bed. If he opened it, there was no telling how Christine would react. He had thongs and panties in this one. More tucked away in his closet: silk nightgowns, fuzzy flippers, throws, and so much more. Everything Jeffery needed for a night of self-pleasure dressed as a woman who nobody could stop.

Christine touched Jeffery’s shaking hand. She nodded.

He took a deep breath and detached the lid. It snapped, crackling in Jeffery’s eardrums. He lifted the lid, and Christine scooted closer. She gasped when she saw what was inside, but Jeffery lost himself in the void of wonders. He dove his hands into the sea of fabric, hungry to feel it against his skin. Pulling out pair after pair, Jeffery gushed at his collection. He lost himself in the colors and textures, remembering where he had bought each of them. Details flying out of his mouth like kernels into a silo.

Christine nodded along, but Jeffery didn’t pay attention to her. He had lost himself in the wonders that were his clothing. He wanted to slip on a pair and perform his ritual. Jeffery lifted one of his favorite black pairs from the box, examining them in the air. Remembering how his dick looked in the mirror against the peekaboo lace.

When Jeffery turned, Christine had disappeared. She wasn’t there. He looked both ways, and when Jeffery left the room, he saw that Christine had taken her bag and left while he was talking. He hadn’t noticed her leave. Jeffery exhaled, hating himself for agreeing. He shouldn’t have showed Christine such a real part of him. Jeffery slammed his door shut and kicked the tub off the bed, screaming and beating against the mattress. All he could think was: why?

 

♦

 

Christine ran down the sidewalk to her car, escaping the mountain of lingerie. Jeffery’s eyes had appeared crazed as he dug through the box, showing Christine pair after pair. Telling his stories. Christine had coaxed him, made him open up, and then dropped him like a skillet with a cockroach. Getting in her car, Christine slammed the door and started the gas before she could turn around and back away. She drove as fast as she could through the Chicago streets, taking her back ways. Wondering how badly Jeffery was hurting. She didn’t mean to react how she had, but watching a man douse himself with a shower of feminine fabric was a first.

Needing a breath, Christine sat in her car several minutes while her heart stopped racing. She wanted to turn around and return to Jeffery but couldn’t. Her hand wouldn’t move to the ignition. Push to start. She opened the door and stepped out her car and raced inside as quickly as she could.

Christine would never forgive herself for crushing Jeffery like that. She was the one who had started the conversation.

Sitting in her living room, Christine wondered if she should message Jeffery but decided against it. It was too soon. What would she say to him? He had exposed himself to her. The truest parts of himself were on full display, and Christine poured acid over him like a bitch without a heart. Christine opened a file to distract herself, but the moment replayed in her mind. She would have to make it up to Jeffery when the time was right.

He wasn’t the only one with a fetish, and Christine had been hoping Jeffery would help her with hers. But she had shunned his. It was shock, nothing more. She hadn’t expected to see so many pairs of panties or such a hunk of a man talk excitedly about lingerie.


Chapter Six

 

Jeffery kneeled on his bedroom floor wearing a tarnished pair of lingerie. Christine hadn’t called nor texted and sent Jeffery into a masturbation furry to keep the blues at bay. He didn’t want to fall for his depression. It wasn’t his fault that Christine hadn’t understood his desires to wear lingerie. People talked excitedly about their music collections, cars, or even salt-and-pepper shakers without such ridicule. Why did the world have such a problem with men who liked to wear the delicious textures of satin, silk, and cotton?

If Jeffery wanted to tuck his dick between his thighs and pretend he had a vagina, why did anyone else care? He paid his bills. He took care of sick people for work. Jeffery wanted the world off his back and acted strong in the wake of Christine. His dick was raw and red, tender to the touch, but Jeffery didn’t care. Touching himself kept his mind off Christine, if only for a moment.

Watching the hot men in dresses get fucked by their women softened Jeffery’s mind too. He wanted to experience numbness without drugs and alcohol. Christine nor any other woman was worth losing himself to an addiction. She could have vanilla sex if she wanted, but Jeffery wouldn’t. He had moved on to a new phase in his life after Christine left him without saying a word.

She had pushed him over that line. He didn’t want to show Christine his collection of lingerie the first time. What if he had pulled out all the boxes? There was a moment where he had wanted to. Women were snakes, and Jeffery would never trust another one with his secret.

He would find women who liked to feminize men and sleep with them. Maybe start a relationship if it led to that, but Jeffery wouldn’t rush into anything. He had built himself up like a fool with Christine, thinking she was different.

When he had first opened the gift and pulled out the white thong, Jeffery couldn’t believe what he was seeing. A woman had gifted him what he most desired without asking. No confirmation. He had felt like the luckiest man in the world until Christine left and stomped on his heart with steel-toe boots. A kick in the gut.

Jeffery shook his head. He ripped the lingerie from his body, staring at himself in the mirror. Toys scattered around him. He was a mess and desperate for someone to love and accept him. He had spent so many years alone and afraid to date. Afraid to expose himself, and for good reason according to Christine’s reactions.

Would he ever find someone? They said there was a person for everyone, but Jeffery was starting to lose faith in that line. He had turned thirty, and dating was getting old, but the women he had opened himself up to left without a care for Jeffery’s feelings.

Societal norms meant more. Jeffery held his torn thong. It was a pair he loved, but anger got the best of him. Jeffery took off his micro-mesh top and tossed it to the side. Makeup still on his face. Mascara a touch faded from the lone tears. He tried his best not to cry, but a mixed ball of anger and sadness swirled inside him like wind before a storm. Why had Christine left without a word? Why hadn’t she sent one message? Did Jeffery mean that little to the world?

Was his need to wear female clothing that disgusting that not one woman could accept him? Jeffery had found a community online that accepted him, but they weren’t someone to feed him soup when he was sick. They couldn’t run an errand when Jeffery couldn’t get out of bed. Would he ever find a woman to love him as a straight man who happened to wear silk nightgowns and thongs? Custom-made high heels. Dresses that hugged his hips. Fake breasts to make him feel luxurious and sexier than any man version of himself.

Jeffery arranged his toys and things in their places. He put everything away and went to the shower, washing off the lube and dried cum; wondering when things would click in his life.

 

♦

 

Christine was working from home that day, but Saturday hadn’t left her mind. She felt horrible for leaving Jeffery without a word, and the storm cloud above her head grew by the day. Staring at her computer screen, Christine couldn’t focus on a single task. Her campaigns were falling behind because she felt distracted from the interactions with Jeffery.

On Saturday, Christine hadn’t wanted to leave Jeffery hastily like she had, but the sheer amount of lingerie had overwhelmed her. How Jeffery spoke about them like they were his pets shocked Christine. She snuck out the room without Jeffery noticing because sifting through the panties engrossed him more than Christine’s presence.

At that moment, she hadn’t been sure Jeffery was who she wanted. But after the moment had become history and simmered in Christine’s mind, she knew she wanted to try with Jeffery. It wouldn’t be fair to herself to not reach out to him.

Christine didn’t have time to search the apps. The day at the movies replayed in her mind when she had seen Jeffery for the first time. Alone. No ring on his finger. Sexy and masculine. When he had bent over, revealing his panties, Christine had a choice to make then. She could have continued with her day, but she had known his fixation and went ahead giving Jeffery her number.

Christine had bought him a white thong but ruined everything. She had broken Jeffery’s heart with no remorse for her actions. If a man had done similar to her, Christine would have cried for days. She would have hated herself and questioned everything.

Pushing her files to the side, Christine lifted her phone to her face. She stared at herself in the dark reflection, calling herself a monster in her head. Why had she treated a man with no sympathy? What if he did the same to her when she shared her fetish?

She had never told anyone what she liked and seeing Jeffery’s panties was like seeing a ship while floating on a log.

Christine moved her work to the side and set a pen and paper on her desk. She never wrote letters, but Jeffery deserved one. She had to explain herself with the opportunity to edit and pick out the bad lines.

Dear Jeffery,

I’m the biggest bitch in the world, aren’t I? You probably hate me, and I hate myself for what I did to you.

Please know there is nothing wrong with you. I’m the one with the problem for leaving you without a word of my departure. I want to see you again, if you can forgive me.

I hope this letter finds you okay and hope we can pick up where we left off. You aren’t the only one with secrets, Jeffery. Would you like to learn mine?

Christine

Christine had Jeffery’s address from when she dropped him off that one time. She folded the letter and walked to the nearest post office where she bought an envelope and stamp and sent Jeffery a letter.


Chapter Seven

 

Jeffery watered his plants around the house. He had worked the last two days but had that Saturday off. He thought about doing his normal routine but cleaned the house instead. It smelled of lemon spray and pine. He had washed every surface he could to rid his house of any bad vibes. The little bag Christine left behind was long gone, somewhere in a dump along with the white thong. Jeffery liked what she bought him but couldn’t keep it. Every time he saw the pair, it reminded him of what Christine had done. She had no heart.

Going downstairs, Jeffery went to check the mail. There was a letter from Christine. Jeffery snatched the envelope from the mailbox and raced back up the steps. He ripped it open and read what she wrote. His heart broke in two. He wanted to see Christine but didn’t know where she lived. He had her number and sent a message.

Jeffery: I got your letter. <3 Where are you?

He went to his terrace and looked out to the city. He could hear the metro rushing by several blocks from his house. The city in full swing on a Saturday. Jeffery held his phone, hoping Christine would reply. He read over the letter two more times, wondering what her secrets were. What if she liked something more exotic than Jeffery? Would he run and leave her behind like she had done to him?

Standing on his terrace, Jeffery took in the colorful fall leaves. He would hate when they fell from the trees and snow followed. Ice hanging from his roof. Shards of dripping water frozen in time. Jeffery checked his phone again, but there wasn’t a message. Only a few minutes had passed, but Jeffery felt deflated and like he would never see Christine again. A week had passed since the day she left him. Sure, there was a letter, but what if she had changed her mind again?

Jeffery’s doorbell rang while he was pushing himself into an unnecessary sadness. A depression after receiving tender words from Christine. He tried not to rush downstairs to open the door but was hoping his woman was on the other side.

When Jeffery opened the door, Christine was standing there. She smiled. Her blue eyes stunning against her black hair. The starkness would never stop surprising Jeffery. Her utter beauty. She was his queen and waiting for her crown.

“Christine. I just got your letter. Do you want to come in?” Jeffery asked. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt with a thong beneath. It was an orange pair that held his balls. They didn’t all give equal support which he liked when he was lounging around the house.

“I was thinking we could go to the cafe down the street?” she asked.

“Sure. Let me grab my jacket. I’ll be right back,” Jeffery said and ran up the stairs. He couldn’t believe Christine had returned to his life. He rushed to put on his jacket and lock up the house, excited to spend time with her.

 

♦

 

Walking down the sidewalk, Christine wondered what Jeffery would look like in a dress. Was he wearing lingerie now? She hadn’t seen him bend over yet but would keep her eye out. She didn’t want to ask. They should take it slow. The panties didn’t bother Christine, and she wanted a man. The weather was growing colder, and she would need someone to hold her at night. Blankets and gas heat could only provide so much warmth. There was nothing like a warm body next to her to help keep out the cold.

“Thanks for seeing me,” Christine said. She looked over to Jeffery. His brown hair in waves. Not a drop of facial hair on his face. He must have used a razor every morning and moisturizer. Christine wondered if he had a makeup routine. How far did his feminization take him?

“I can’t stay mad at a woman as beautiful as you. I threw away your gift when you left that day. Can you forgive me? I was so angry, I didn’t—”

“It’s okay, Jeffery. Don’t worry. I would have done the same if I were you. I didn’t deserve your kindness that day. You showed me your heart, and I rejected you. Can you forgive me?” Christine asked. They were standing at the corner near the cafe.

Jeffery nodded. “I want to know you. You seem like a fantastic woman. Why would I ever want to pass on a chance like that?”

“Because I was a bitch to you,” she said. Christine switched from side to side, staring at her man. She wanted to touch him. Reach out her hand and brush his face. Was he wearing moisturizer? Would she feel it on her finger? The residue of cream protecting him from skin damage. Was he wearing foundation? It didn’t look like it, but Christine wasn’t sure. “Should we go to lunch and move past this? Act like last week never happened?”

“What are you talking about, Christine?” Jeffery asked. They giggled, and Jeffery walked forward to open the door. Christine entered the cafe first. Families, couples, and other strangers populated the cafe. They didn’t know anyone, but Chicago was a busy place. People moving from one store to the next, minding their business. Completing their errands. Stopping for a snack. “What would you like?”

Christine told him and took an empty table in the corner. Pedestrians hustling about Bucktown outside the window. Christine watched the strangers moving about and wondered what their stories were. Who was having a bad day? A good one?

Jeffery returned to the table with their drinks, filling the surrounding air with their aroma.

“Thank you,” Christine said.

“You’re welcome.” Jeffery had a tea. He dipped the tea bag in and out the hot water, staring at Christine over the curling steam. She looked back at him. His brown eyes stoic, pensive. She wanted to know what he had lived in his life. What he had seen at the hospital.

They kept the conversation light that day, talking about work and their families. Stories from the past. Christine hadn’t laughed as hard as she did that day in months. Jeffery was an injection of energy into her dull life. She didn’t want to ruin things with her sexy brunette a second time. He wore lingerie and women’s clothing. He could help fulfill one of her biggest fantasies. As with everything in life, it wouldn’t achieve her ultimate dreams, but it was the closest she could get.

Christine walked back to Jeffery’s house after their lunch date. She had to head home. They hugged on Jeffery’s front porch before Christine left. She wanted to kiss him. Touch her lips to his, but she couldn’t bring herself to make the first move. He didn’t cross the line either, but their lips hovered. She had felt something when they stared into each other’s eyes.

They had agreed to meet the next weekend if they couldn’t meet before then. They both had busy schedules, and Christine had deadlines to complete. She couldn’t blow them off for Jeffery, as much as she wanted to. His smell lingered in her nose for the rest of the day as she worked and thought about her man in Bucktown.


Chapter Eight

 

Jeffery didn’t have much to do that day after work. He wasn’t feeling the need to touch himself now that he and Christine were on better terms. They had been texting ever since their date at the cafe. Not nonstop, but they each sent a few messages a day; between work or while he was on break. Christine was a busy lady and didn’t have much time during the week. Jeffery could live with that if they became more serious because she was worth whatever price.

If he only saw Christine once a week, it would be better than nothing. They had the best conversation at the cafe about their pasts and what they enjoyed doing when they had time off work. Jeffery loved spending time in lingerie, but he had other interests too. They both discovered they enjoyed history and old buildings. Chicago was full of interesting architecture from the past, despite the huge fire.

Jeffery’s phone vibrated. He jumped in his seat and opened it. Christine had messaged him.

Christine: What are you doing?

Jeffery: Sitting at home, watching the leaves fall from the trees.

It was raining, and the leaves couldn’t hold on. He was bored but didn’t feel like digging into his lingerie. His dick hadn’t recuperated from the endless sessions in the prior week. He had to give it a rest.

Christine: Wanna grab a drink? I can meet you at the bar by your house.

It wasn’t raining too hard to walk a few blocks. There was a bar right next to the cafe they had talked about when they went. Their conversation had been lighter than air. Easier to have than a massage. Jeffery looked outside, and people were walking down his street. He hadn’t planned on leaving, but Christine was special.

Jeffery: What time?

Christine: I’m leaving the office in ten. So let’s say thirty. Right next door to the cafe.

Jeffery: I know where you mean. See you there. I’ll get us a table. Want anything to eat?

Jeffery left a few minutes early to put in their orders when he arrived. He walked there without getting too wet. He ordered a burger for himself and fries for Christine. Since leaving work, Jeffery hadn’t eaten. He ordered the side salad instead of fries, but it was iceberg lettuce with shredded carrots and grape tomatoes.

Christine arrived a few minutes later than she had said, but Jeffery didn’t mind. She was wearing a pantsuit made from a vibrant pink material. It wasn’t hot pink, but it brightened the dingy room. Everyone glance at her as she crossed the room to the table. When she sat, a small bubble of flowery perfume surrounded them.

“You smell great,” Jeffery said. “And look amazing.”

Christine winked at him, “thank you, dear. Are these my fries?” she asked.

The food had arrived a second before Christine. Jeffery nodded, and she drizzled ketchup over the top of her basket. He bit into his burger. They talked about her day at work managing the marketing department. Her company was growing so fast they didn’t know how to employee enough people, and she was having to develop campaigns for the HR department on top of everything else.

Dinner passed. They each drank two beers, and Jeffery was falling more in love with Christine by the second. He didn’t know how long he would last without confessing how he felt to her. What would she say to him? Would she accept his love or reject him like she had before? He had to keep whatever he was feeling to himself.

It had stopped raining by the time they were ready to leave. Christine had to work early in the morning.

“Thank you for eating with me. I always have leftovers at home and watch reruns of daytime talk shows,” Christine said. They were standing outside. She pulled her jacket tighter across her chest.

“I should thank you. Will I see you soon?” Jeffery asked.

“Saturday?”

“That works for me. I normally have off on the weekends unless I trade with another nurse,” he said. “My desire to see you makes me never want to work on the weekend.”

Christine chuckled and blushed, covering her mouth. Her blue eyes stood out even more. They stared at each other, daring the other to make the first move. Who would crack?

Jeffery did. He pushed forward and kissed Christine. Their mouths slowly opened to allow their tongues room to touch. They pulled apart a few beats later, standing there.

“I’ll see you Saturday,” Christine said. She rushed away to her car before Jeffery could pull her in again. Jeffery stood there, hard in his thong, wanting another taste of Christine’s luscious lips.


Chapter Nine

 

Saturday had arrived, and the last leaves were clinging to the trees. It wouldn’t take long until they fell to the ground to become covered in snow. Christine left her house and drove to Jeffery’s place. She found it easier to find parking where he lived than other places she went. Maybe it was because she always went on Saturdays to visit him. Christine got out her car. She had a day planned for them, if Jeffery would go along with her plans. If he told her no, she would understand. She didn’t deserve his trust after how she had left him without explanation.

Jeffery was expecting her when she knocked on the door. He answered quickly and followed her up the steps. She loved the minimalist feel to Jeffery’s place. How he kept it clean and free of clutter. She hadn’t seen his closet and wondered what that looked like but could wait. Earning Jeffery’s trust was the most important task for Christine. She didn’t want to return to where they had been.

“I have something planned for us today,” Christine said when they sat on the sofa. Jeffery brought them two glasses of water.

“It’s ten AM. Do we have to do something right now?”

“We don’t have much time, dear. We both like architecture and old buildings,” Christine said, nodding. Jeffery nodded along with her.

“Your point?”

“I bought us tickets to an architecture tour,” she said. “It starts at one PM. We only have three hours to get you ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Have you ever worn your stuff in public? More than lingerie I mean.”

“Christine, you want me to go in public wearing what?”

“Everything. A dress, makeup, hair, and heels. I want to feminize you and take you out in public,” she said. “Haven’t you dreamed of doing that?”

 

♦

 

“Not so soon,” Jeffery said. He couldn’t hide that he wanted what Christine was offering him. It was one of his biggest fantasies, and an architecture tour was perfect. He could blend in with the group. He wouldn’t have to speak.

“Please, do it for me Jeffery. We could have so much fun running around the city. We’re the only two that would know. I bought a wig for you,” Christine said. “It’s in my car. Chestnut brown like your natural color. It will complement your eyes.”

“You really think it’s a good idea?” Jeffery asked. He wanted to trust Christine and let her feminize him, but a small part of him whispered that it was a dreadful idea. What if Christine ran away and broke his heart? Was she a flake or could he fulfill a dream with her? Even if he had one perfect day, it would complete him.

“I do!” she said. Christine touched Jeffery’s thigh, but she had made that move before.

“How do I know I can trust you?”

“That’s fair, Jeffery. Maybe you can’t trust me, but I really want to live this with you. I have a secret fantasy of my own but want to keep it a secret until we do yours.”

“No,” he said. “That’s not fair. You have to tell me now. What is it?” Jeffery asked.

Christine shook her head. “We do you first, and I promise to show you mine. I’ve never even talked about it to anyone before, but I knew when I saw your panties at the movie theater you would be the man for me. We have to trust each other, as hard as it will be,” Christine said.

“Can’t you give me a hint? You can’t expect me to feminize myself and walk outside with you without knowing your big secret. How is that trust?” Jeffery asked.

“Because you believe that I will tell you the truth when the time comes, which I will. I don’t want to hide from you, Jeffery. We’re meant to explore together. I feel it in my bones.”

“Do you?” They chuckled.

“You know what I’m saying,” she said.

“And my hint?”

Christine touched Jeffery’s stomach. It pressed against him, warming his body and soul. He wanted to kiss her. Smell the shampoo in her hair. Touch her tight body while she touched his. The hint went over Jeffery’s head. He didn’t know what she was trying to say by touching his stomach, but he accepted her answer. The moment passed, and Jeffery wanted her to feminize him and complete a lifelong dream. Women walked around every day looking stunning while Jeffery had to conform. Not today. He would break free with the support of his woman, Christine.

“Let’s do this,” he said.

Christine clapped and jumped in place. “I can’t wait to make you my doll. You’re going to look sexier than ever once I dress you up in your dress and wig. What else do you have to work with? Please tell me you have some shoes that fit. I didn’t want to spend all my money when I thought you might have everything. Do you?”

Christine was rambling, and Jeffery didn’t want to cut her off. Not his queen. She pulled her hair into a messy bun like she was about to start working on a painting. Jeffery would act as her blank canvas. He never had a woman feminize him. That day he met the chick online, he had treated himself to a day of luxury and buildup before she came over to put him in his place.

Having a woman he cared about so deeply like Christine feminize him was a game changer. His dick sprang to life, but he tucked it between his thighs and squeezed. “I have everything you need in my closet,” Jeffery said.

“We better get to work on making you a sexy woman. Nobody will recognize you once we finish,” Christine said. She had an abundance of determination in her eyes. Jeffery wanted to spend his life with her if she accepted him for who he was. He had been wanting to find a woman like her for ages without luck, but times were changing.

“What would you like me to wear?”

“Do you have a red dress?”

“I do,” Jeffery said. He went to his closet and returned with the red dress. It looked comfortable and sexy. Christine wouldn’t mind wearing it herself. “Wait here. I’ll get everything we need,” Jeffery said. His voice trembled. Returning to his closet, Jeffery got out his big bag of makeup. He had accumulated a lot of tools over the years to feminize himself. After he couldn’t find a woman to please him, Jeffery had to take measures into his own hands. He wanted to enjoy the positives of femininity without the pain.

Christine had caused him pain, but Jeffery had to forgive. He couldn’t hold the past against her if she was willing to move forward. She had a secret he still didn’t understand, but everyone had their likes and dislikes. It pleased Jeffery that his was already out in the open, and they were moving forward. He would go out in public with a knowing woman in broad daylight for the first time. His heart raced as he gathered the supplies he needed: makeup, shoes, and a backup wig. He would see what Christine had brought with her. Maybe he would like hers more with the outfit.

When Jeffery placed everything on the bed, Christine didn’t flinch. She smiled at Jeffery and examined everything he had produced. “This is real for you, isn’t it?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Feminization. You love feeling like a woman,” Christine said. She flipped the bag of makeup over, looking through the foundation dust caked to the plastic.

“Women are the most beautiful creatures in the world. I’ll always be a man, but I love feeling like a woman. Thank you for doing this with me,” Jeffery said, placing his hand on Christine’s.

“How often do you dress yourself up?”

“Depends on the week, but at least one time a week. For personal fun, if you know what I mean.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” Christine said. She touched the red dress, rubbing her hand down the thick cotton. It was perfect for fall. One of Jeffery’s favorites to walk around the block in if he was feeling adventurous. He almost never went outside in his gear, but the urge overpowered him sometimes. Occasions when his neighbors wouldn’t be home. He could be anyone leaving from a visit at Jeffery’s house, wearing a hat to cover his eyes. Neighbors were nosy, even in a city as busy as Chicago. People on the streets recognized each other, and Jeffery didn’t want them to see him in his most precious attire.

Jeffery sat on the bed, tempted to dress himself but didn’t want to scare off Christine a second time. He took a deep breath. “Would you like to help me, Christine?”

“Absolutely!” she said, feigning comfort. Jeffery shook it off. The first time for everything was awkward. They would move past the bridge and start on their journey, if Christine was willing to accept him which it appeared she was.

Jeffery touched her thigh, gripping her flesh. Not hard but firm enough to convey his desire for the woman sitting next to him. “I want you, Christine. I’m straight and love women so much that dressing like one turns me on. If you don’t like it after today, you can leave. But let me prove it to you,” he said, leaning in. While gripping her thigh, Jeffery kissed her lips. He jetted his tongue into her mouth, climbing atop her. The dress crinkled beneath them, but Jeffery didn’t care if it meant showing his woman he wanted her. That she was beautiful. Jeffery pushed his fingers into her black hair. She gasped as he tugged lightly, kissing her neck.

Jeffery wouldn’t leave a mark, but he sucked on her collarbone. She clawed into his back, panting. Jeffery reached under Christine’s shirt, and her back arched under him. She moved to his touch. Jeffery walked his fingers up and down her stomach, loving how she felt beneath him.

“You’re beautiful, Christine. I want you, okay?”

She nodded.

“Would you like to help feminize me?” Jeffery asked.

Christine nodded again.

“Get the wig from your car, and I’ll slip into this dress. You can zip it up when you get back, okay?”

Taking her keys, Christine went outside for the wig. Jeffery took a deep breath after she left the room, not believing such a magnificent woman wanted him. Had his luck turned around? Jeffery tucked his dick before slipping on a black thong. He wanted everything fresh for his day with Christine. Then, Jeffery put on his fake breasts and stepped into the dress. He was already looking more like a woman and had shaved everything that morning. Jeffery kept the hair off his body as a habit. He pleasured himself enough that the effort was necessary.

Christine returned from her car with the wig, and it was getting late. They had to leave soon, or they would miss the beginning of the architecture tour. There were many options for tours around Chicago. Jeffery wondered what they would see.

“I love this wig,” Jeffery said. He brushed the long hair with his fingers and admired its length. His brown wig was shorter than the one Christine had picked out, and what she bought looked expensive. “We’ll use it today.”

Christine helped Jeffery finish dressing, and Jeffery grabbed a small purse from his closet. Jeffery rocked his hips in the mirror, swinging his hair from side to side. Christine stood behind him. “I can’t believe how much you look like a woman.”

“The magic of makeup and fake hair,” Jeffery said and swung his hair back. “Why don’t you call me Jess for the day. Short for Jessica,” he said.

“Jess, I like that.”

“We’re just missing one thing, and the weather is perfect for it,” Jess said. She went to the closest, feeling like a radiant woman, and picked out a black jacket and a red and black scarf. She had on black heels. The tones were subtle and didn’t scream over-the-top. Jess felt sexier than she had in months, and she had a woman by her side.

Stepping back into the room, Jess asked Christine, “ready?”

“Yep. Are you?”

“More than ever,” Jess said. She linked her arm with Christine’s, and they left to make the tour.

 

♦

 

Christine couldn’t believe how much Jeffery looked like a woman. Jess would be her name for the day. Christine loved the change and loved even more than there was a dick between Jess’ legs to fuck her later. She wondered how long was appropriate to wait for sex because that kiss had sent Christine over a mountain yodeling. A warmth had been building inside of her when they were in Jeffery’s apartment. Jess’ apartment. Christine was trying to train herself to think of Jeffery as Jess. She would grow accustomed to Jess and Jeffery as one person. One delectable package.

“Have you done tours of the city before?” Christine asked as she drove across town. She hadn’t told Jess what they were doing for their architecture tour.

“Maybe when I was a kid, but not as an adult, no. Too busy saving lives at the hospital,” Jess said. She was using a more feminine voice. She sounded like a woman who had smoked a few too many cigarettes but not necessarily like a man. Christine wanted Jess to talk like that as she slid her feminine dick into Christine’s thirsty hole. A man hadn’t fucked her in longer than she could remember. With all the work, life was a bit of a blur. The years passed faster as she got older. More memories, less sense.

“You will love this tour, Jess. I did it a couple years ago, and the weather is great. Hopefully the sun stays out. We don’t want clouds.”

“Is the tour outside?” Jess asked.

Christine nodded. They had arrived downtown, and Christine parked in her spot she used during the workweek. She paid good money for it and was delighted to use it on the weekend. “We’re here.”

“Is this where you work?”

“Across the street, but they pay for my parking,” she said. Technically, the company paid for it, but she felt it was part of the ‘package’. In a different city, she might not have had to pay.

“What are we doing?” Jess asked.

“Get out the car, and you’ll see,” Christine said. They exited the vehicle and held hands while walking downtown. People didn’t think twice about two women holding hands in Chicago. They walked to the river, and people were boarding the boat. Christine pointed, “We’re taking the boat down the river walk, and they’ll show us buildings.”

Jess looked down at the boat and smiled, “sounds perfect. Glad I brought my jacket,” she said.

“Me too,” Christine said. She couldn’t help herself and kissed Jess on the cheek. She couldn’t wait to share her fantasy with Jess after today. Christine wanted to enjoy today and move forward with her relationship with Jess. They could take each other to the limits of pleasure.

 

♦

 

People didn’t pay Jess and Christine much attention while they were on the boat. They had two seats to themselves and Chicago to explore. They laughed and giggled while the guide talked about the history of Chicago. Nothing was funny but the secret Jess and Christine shared. Jess felt on top of the world while on the tour with her sexy girlfriend, Christine.

Jess loved seeing Chicago from a new light. Everything seemed better with Christine by her side. After the tour, they stayed around downtown and went to Millennial Park to walk around and enjoy the last bits of fall weather before it disappeared until the next year.

“Thank you for taking me on the tour,” Jess said. She was holding Christine’s hand as they walked through the park. It was before five PM, and the sun was shining. Giving them warmth, but it wouldn’t be long before the sun fell beyond the horizon, replaced by the moon and a chill.

“We should do more things, Jess. I love spending time with you,” Christine said, squeezing Jess’ hand.

“Me too. We are a special pair,” Jess said. Leaves had fallen from the trees. Few remained, and the city looked bare without the greenery. Jess stepped off the path and into the pile of leaves. She couldn’t help herself while wearing the dress. Feeling as feminine as she did and in public. Jess spun in circles over the fallen leaves. Christine joined her, and they danced until a guard told them to get off the grass.

They laughed, running away while holding hands. Jess caught her breath. She wanted to kiss Christine. They brought out the best and worst in each other. Two women on a mission for fun and love.

They rested on a set of steps. Jess’ dress draped over her legs and flowed down to where Christine sat.

“Should we get an early dinner?” Jess asked.

“Do you have food at your place?”

“I have some snacks,” she said. Jess rubbed the fabric and pinched it between her fingers. She ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it over one shoulder. She couldn’t stop touching her feminized body. Everything felt in place and where it should have been.

“Wanna head back to your place? That security guard put me in a bad mood,” Christine said.

“Sure, let’s get out of here,” Jess said. She stood and helped Christine to her feet. They walked to the car and headed back to Jess’.


Chapter Ten

 

Christine and Jeffery ate a light dinner of salad and vegetables with a bed of rice, but Christine hadn’t wanted to come back for the food. They could order something if she got hungry later, but she had plans on taking things farther than the kiss. She needed Jeffery’s feminized body. Jess was her muse. The one she wanted to take home every night. Sleep with and wake up next to in the morning. Christine was throwing her precautions to the wind and didn’t care what people thought about their relationship. Jess made her hot. Jess had yummy boy parts between her legs too, and Christine couldn’t get her mind off undressing Jess and revealing what hid beneath.

“The food was great,” Christine said. She lifted her leg under the table and brushed it along Jess’. Jess stiffened in her chair. She stood and cleared the table. “Would you like help?”

“No, I’m fine,” Jess said. She didn’t use the fake voice. She had on her hair and heels though, which lifted Jess’ ass high in the red dress. Christine couldn’t resist Jess. They could finish the dishes later. Christine wanted to use her doll and enjoy more than vegetables.

Stepping behind Jess, Christine rubbed her shoulders. She leaned forward and whispered into Jess’ ear, “I want you, sexy lady.”

Jess shivered as Christine blew on her neck. “You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jess said. They hadn’t painted her nails. What a mistake.

“Next time, we’ll take you to the nail salon after we feminize this sexy body,” Christine said. She grabbed Jess’ hips and worked her hands down to Jess’ cheeks, squeezing them. Christine pushed her thighs together, ignoring the growing desire in her center. She ran her hands along Jess’ body, loving how see felt beneath the heavy cotton fabric.

“I would enjoy that,” Jess said and lifted her hand. She ran a finger over her nail. Christine kissed the back of Jess’ hand.

“Do you know what I would enjoy?”

Jess shook her head. “Come over here,” Christine said. She led Jess to the center of her living room. “Get to your knees,” she said. Jess did. She wrapped her legs around Christine’s thighs and hugged her tight. Christine forced her hands into Jess’ hair and pushed her head back to stare into her eyes. “Take off my dress, my sissy,” Christine said.

Jess nodded and went to work. Christine’s dress pooled into a pile around her feet.

“Now, my thong.”

Jess’ fingers quivered as she worked on Christine’s waistline, pulling the lingerie to Christine’s ankles. Christine unhooked her own bra and threw it across the room. She stepped out of her pile of clothing and moved to the side. Jess followed her as though a string attached them.

“You’re amazing,” Christine said as she looked down at Jess and ran her fingers through the long chestnut brown hair. Christine spread her legs slightly to better situate her opening. Her begging warmth.

“You are too,” Jess said.

“You don’t have to say that, but thank you. Don’t fear, my love. You’ll love how it tastes,” Christine said. She guided Jess’ head to her button. The one that took her over the edge when pressed or tempted. The secret key to her heart. Jess didn’t take much tempting. She wanted to please Christine.

While Jess used her tongue on Christine’s spot, she held the dresser for balance, lifting one leg to the bed. Christine moved until she was in the best position for Jess to lap up her juices. Licking her lips and nose. Pleasure exploding over Christine’s body as Jess used her tongue.

“Fuck, baby,” Christine said. Her fingers tightened in Jess’ hair as her center heated to a new degree. Christine moved one hand to her clit, pleasuring herself as Jess’ lips touched hers. A moment later, Christine dropped her leg and pushed Jess’ face into her, cumming. Christine’s body rocked, but she wanted more. Jess had something between her thighs Christine wanted, and when her body calmed, Christine pushed Jess to the bed, eager for her feminine dick.

 

♦

 

Christine pushed Jess onto the bed, but he wanted to give Christine feminized Jeffery. He could see how badly she wanted his feminine dick. Jeffery stood from the bed and unzipped the dress, letting it spill to the floor. His dick had fallen loose while eating out his woman, but he wasn’t taking off the black thong. He wanted Christine’s juices to soak into it while he fucked her. If he gave it to her good enough, she would never want to leave him. They would stay together forever. Christine feminizing him and taking him on adventures in public.

The memories of their day together fueled Jeffery’s libido. He was burning hard and needing to fuck Christine’s loosened hole. His tongue had worked its magic on her, and now it was Jeffery’s turn to take what he wanted and give Christine what she had been dreaming about when they met that day at the movies. Jeffery wore lingerie and dresses, but he could fuck pussy any day of the week. And now he had a woman who wanted him as much as he wanted her.

Before using her box, Jeffery got to his knees under the bed. He lifted Christine’s legs and licked her precious hole. Her pink lips primed and ready for Jeffery’s feminine dick. He wore nothing but the black thong. It hugged his hard dick. Thick and uncut. Christine stared down at it and said nothing about the thong. While staring into Jeffery’s eyes, Christine slipped a finger into herself. Eyes rolling into the back of her head.

Jeffery turned to his dresser and pulled out a condom. She was dripping. They didn’t need his lube, but he picked it out just in case they wanted a second or third time. Jeffery tossed the box of condoms to the dresser and rolled one over his dick. Christine staring at him and playing with herself the entire time. Black lingerie clad to Jeffery’s pelvic region. He still had on the wig and makeup. No titties.

Jeffery stepped forward and flipped his long hair back. His dick harder than it had been in his last twenty sessions combined. Christine’s pussy was much more attractive than any fleshlight he could buy.

“I need you,” Jeffery said. He stepped to the edge of the bed and lifted Christine’s legs in the air. He used his mouth on her pussy again, not able to resist tasting her. Condom over his dick. Jeffery couldn’t wait longer. He had to feel Christine’s walls stretching around his cock. Her constriction as he pushed against her spot and edged her closer to a second orgasm. “Fuck, you feel good.”

“You feel even better,” Christine said. She intertwined her fingers with the thong and squeezed Jeffery’s hairless ass. He fucked her. Thrusting harder. Christine panted as Jeffery’s feminine dick pushed into her spot. She held onto his ass, helping him. Sending him signals with her hands.

Jeffery loved watching her face as he fucked her pussy. Teeth covering her bottom lip. Breasts bouncing without control. One went to the right and the other down. He gripped them and took a nipple in his mouth, loving how she tasted.

“You’re going to make me cum again,” Christine said. She sounded like a porno movie. Her voice echoing off the walls. Jeffery dug into her, pushing deeper. Working her like a controller. Each thrust a control to make her sound a different way. Black lingerie around his dick and cupping his balls.

“Cum for me, baby,” Jeffery said. He was close too. He reached down and touched her special nub. She threw her head back and accepted Jeffery. He fucked her hole harder, pushing himself to the edge. Bringing himself close.

“Fuck, Christine.”

“Yes, baby. Don’t hold back. Fuck me,” she said. “Cum in me.”

“Take my feminine dick,” he said, cumming. Filling the condom with his milk. Her walls constricted around him as she came a second time with him. Christine gripped Jeffery’s arms as they came together, not letting him slide free.

Jeffery didn’t want to. He leaned forward and kissed Christine on the lips, feeling happier than he had ever been in his life. Her black hair wild under her. Her blue eyes staring into Jeffery’s. He took her hand, still inside of her, and knew they would spend many, many years together.

 

♦

 

Christine spent the night for the first time with Jeffery. They fooled around most of the time, but it was the best sexual experience of Christine’s life. She couldn’t wait to spend more moments getting to know Jeffery. They woke up naked and exhausted, but they each had the day off, and Christine didn’t want to waste it. She still had to share her surprise with Jeffery.

“Should we eat breakfast at my place?” Christine asked. She ran a finger over Jeffery’s hairless chest. Remnants of makeup on his face.

“Whatever you want, dear.” Jeffery said.

They threw on sweatpants from Jeffery’s closest after a quick shower together and went the Christine’s car. As they were driving over there, Christine took Jeffery’s hand, “I want to share my secret with you.”

“Yes, please tell.”

“You can’t run out on me like I did to you, promise?”

Jeffery shrugged. “We’ll see.”

They arrived at Christine’s apartment. They ate a quick breakfast of fruit, toast, and eggs. But Christine was stalling to not show Jeffery. He was patient and didn’t rush her. They sat at her table eating breakfast and staring at each other. The previous night playing on repeat in Christine’s mind.

“We should have brought a dress for you,” Christine said.

Jeffery lifted his bag, “I brought a little something if we were feeling in the mood. I can fuck you as Jeffery or Jess, whenever you want.”

Christine chuckled. “Thank you, Jeffery. No, it’s about my secret.”

“What is it?”

“Wait here,” Christine said. It was her turn to go to her closet to expose her secret. She felt horrible for leaving Jeffery the first time, but they were in a new place in their relationship. They had to move forward. Christine returned to the living room with a pregnancy form. A baby bump to attach to anyone. “I want you to wear this and be my pregnant sissy,” Christine said.

“That’s all? Good thing I brought a knit dress. It’ll stretch right over that,” Jeffery said. “I’ll be your pregnant sissy any day of the week.”

Christine melted into Jeffery’s arms, their lips connecting. “Then, I can dress you up in sexy lingerie and suck your pregnant dick.”

“Let’s do it baby,” Jeffery said and kissed Christine and then pulled off his shirt, ready to become Christine’s pregnant sissy.
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