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In the spacious courtyard, jazzy music—heavy on piano and light on sax—plays from recessed speakers and intermixes with the murmurs of polite conversation. Like many nighttime Parisian affairs, the lighting is romantic, with colorful glows coming from paper valances strung across the walls.

And like all Parisian affairs, the food is delightful. The round tables in each corner hold plates of scrumptious hors d’oeuvres along with tins of caviar and beds of seafood on ice. Servers roam past knots of guests, carrying trays of the finest champagne in delicate flutes to help wash down the Michelin-starred delicacies. For those with hardier tastes, an open bar, filled with expensive spirits and manned by a handsome bartender, spans most of the wall opposite the magnificent archway to the kitchen.

Besides the refreshments are a smattering of elegant but comfortable seats, a central fountain, various trimmed plants, and of course, the crowd milling about the ground floor of the manor—about two-hundred fashion industry people, many of whom look better than the beautiful surroundings.

The long days of summer are here, so I’ve donned an outfit to show off my feminine wares. The smooth skin of my shoulders and the tops of my breasts are exposed above the crest of my strapless, red and white dress. More than a few glances have flicked to the deep ravine of my cleavage—courtesy of the sweetheart-shaped bodice and the tight strapless bra I’ve worn underneath.

While I’ve never bared my boobs in public, I’m sure from the skimpy outfits I’ve put on for modeling shoots that most of the guests have a good idea of what they look like. And judging by some covert stares, several nearby gentlemen are imagining just that. They’re not ignoring my legs either, which are being shown off by my high hemline and knee-high boots.

Although few care, I completed my ensemble by selecting a matching wide leather belt and putting a small red bow in my hair.

An attractive man, tall and in a casual jacket and slacks, gives a hearty laugh at a joke I finish telling. I think his name is Tim or Tom, and he’s one of a group of suitors, crowding around me. The other three delectable men vying for my attention wear similar outfits, presenting that I-dressed-up-but-didn’t-need-to-dress-up vibe.

“That’s hilarious,” the man who could be Tim or Tom says.

“Thanks,” I reply, inwardly frowning. When I was Sam Jacob, nondescript college student, I’m positive I told the same joke but with far less results. I can’t help but have a cynical view over why I’m now the life of the party. Unconvincingly, I tell myself it’s because my humor has gotten better. What’s probably the truth is that my audience has become way easier to please, especially for those with desires to get under my dress.

And wouldn’t they be surprised by what’s there.

“You’ve got a shorter haircut,” one of the other gentlemen says. “I love the new style.”

I touch a stray lock, which now reaches just past my shoulder. It’s not that I’ve gotten it cut, it’s that the strands are finally long enough, so I no longer need to wear extensions. To celebrate, I added a red tint to the auburn strands. “It was getting too long for summer,” I say and give a coquettish smile.

Tim or Tom taps my arm. “The new coloring looks great.”

As his eyes make the barest of glances at my cleavage, I suppress a shiver from the touch.

Having at one point been a guy, I can visualize how each of these men would prefer the evening to end. And with my hormones raging from HRT and my estrogen-laden diet, too big a part of me wants to bow to their wishes.

For a moment, I wonder if I could persuade any or all of them to sign an NDA, so I could have a nice fling with each of these delectable hunks. Maybe even all at once.

Too comfortable with the notion, I shift my feet and shove away the slutty thoughts—a group orgy with me as the main dish isn’t in my future.

No matter how much I might be tempted.

I take a tiny sip from the glass of champagne I’m holding for show because—given my unique circumstances—getting tipsy is out of the question. “So, what do you gentlemen do for a living?” I ask to change the topic from good old horny me.

Although, to my vast relief, the conversation moves to everyone’s backstory within the fashion industry, innuendo gains traction under each of their utterances.

To combat the warmth flowing into my private areas, I channel my inner prude and the best lessons I’ve learned from Madam Beaumont’s advanced classes and parry each advance while inviting another.

Just as Tom or Tim edges closer to box out his competition, explaining how he helps a major fashion designer, the giant archway doors fly open.

The guests turn as Sergei Larionov, Russian Oligarch and our host, steps into the courtyard with a tall, blonde Slavic beauty on either arm. Although older and not the most handsome and definitely not the sexiest person, Sergei exudes charisma and danger.

As always, his hair is perfectly styled—a little long in the back and wavy up top to give breadth to his narrow face. His taste in clothing is impeccable too. He’s not overstated in a suit, but the form-fitting dress shirt, covering his broad shoulders and muscular chest, and stretchy pants over his thick legs are tailor-made—assembled from the finest material and more expensive than most people earn in a month.

Sergei has denounced the current Russian government to cement his position in Parisian society and is now using that and his money as leverage to gain a foothold in the fashion industry. The fact that he’s exiled from Moscow only adds to his bad boy—some might even boast criminal—image.

I purse my lips, suppressing a smile. The irony that I’m here with him and one of the baseless rumors concerning my mysterious past is that I’m a Russian mob princess who’s modeling in Paris to escape the family business isn’t lost on me.

Sergei strolls through the crowd to give his personal hellos after saying his welcome to the gathered. The stocky man is a natural politician, quickly conveying warmth and empathy with a handshake, gracious smile, or a few choice words before moving on to the next individual.

After a minute of watching our host in action, Tom or Tim returns his attention to me and taps my bare shoulder.

Although my loins warm from the contact, I turn to him by twisting my front foot back to gain extra space.

He doesn’t notice the subtle maneuver but edges forward, nudging the other suitors from the conversation.

Just as I’m about to try another ballerina-type movement to get further away from trouble, Sergei spies me and heads over with his blondes in tow.

As he nears, the strong odor of cigarettes and powerful scent of cologne spills over the area. He stops in front of me and opens his arms in a welcoming gesture. “Samantha Jacobs,” he says in a booming voice.

“Sergei Ivanovich,” I reply, including his patronymic for the more formal Russian greeting taught to me by Madam Beaumont.

He grasps my fingers and gives a light kiss.

My suitors turn to him, expecting a hello, but Sergei says to his escorts, “Please, entertain these gentlemen for me. I’d like to speak with Samantha alone.”

Even though these are two of the most stunning women I’ve ever seen, the men wear looks of disappointment when the pair leads them away.

While Sergei waits for them to disappear into the backdrop of guests, servers, and high-end cuisine, I regard him.

Up close, the stout man radiates pure animal magnetism in a sophisticated package, and I wonder if he’s had as many instructors to create his exterior persona as I’ve had to create mine. Then I shudder, deciding that his instructor is real-world experience and every dark thing that entails.

To my dismay, heat blossoms in my lower half from wanting to find out just how much of a bad boy he truly is. Lewd thoughts flutter through my head, and I ponder the idea of luring him upstairs to his bedroom for a little fun. I could keep my secret by only giving him a blowjob—an act I’ve done twice at parties when my raging hormones have overwhelmed my sense of prudence. Nothing catastrophic happened afterward, namely like my secret getting revealed, but I did have to politely decline several requests for something more serious. A better, sluttier plan occurs to me: If I was really careful, I could let Sergei take me standing from behind.

“Samantha Jacobs,” he repeats, appraising me with his dark, brooding eyes.

I force down the fire in my loins and stand straight and confident. Then I reply in an innocent voice, “Yes, Sergei?”

A long moment passes before he finally says, “I’m so happy you’re here.”

In general, I shy away from events like this, and I only came to this one because Christine Sinclair, my agent, decided that Sergei would be a worthwhile contact to have. “How could I refuse such an invitation?”

“You’ve refused my previous offers,” he replies, referring to his nightclub, the Chamber of the Red Dream. It’s the swankiest place in Paris, and he gave me a standing invitation to visit—from practically the moment I returned to the city.

“Because I’m trans and up until a couple of months ago I was terrified to step into public. Oh, yeah, and I’m actually more terrified you are in the Russian Mafia,” I say to myself.

“I’ve just been very very busy,” I reply.

He folds his arms, not buying the excuse.

I summon up the best Madam Beaumont has taught me and dip my head as if confiding in him. “It’s just that I don’t do well in nightclubs or around lots of people—and I’m not comfortable dancing.” Even though the statement isn’t completely candid, everything I said was based on something truthful.

When he purses his lips, I add, “Sorry, I’m a simple person.”

“I understand you’d like to keep your background a secret,” he replies.

Afraid he knows the truth about me, I take a gulp of the champagne, worried he’ll try to ensnare me in some blackmail scheme.

“I’ll honor that,” he says, “and I shall arrange for an appearance fee.”

“A what?” I ask, recovering from my expectations of a worst-case scenario.

“Money for you to go there.”

“And just stand around?”

“And be seen. We’ll have a private table for you in the VIP section, so you don’t need to dance or even mingle.”

I bite my lip, mulling through the unexpected addition to his offer, and wondering how much of a celebrity I’ve become.

But how would he feel if he knew the truth about what’s between my legs? And how would that affect our relationship afterward?

“You’ll need to speak with my agent,” I blurt to hold off making any sort of decision. “She handles everything to do with money.”

“Christine is someone I admire,” he says with genuine respect, “so I’ll send her the details.”

The whole idea of being paid to hang out at a fancy club is flattering to be sure, but there are so many complications I’d like to avoid. “Thank you—you’re very kind.”

That gets a laugh from him, and he says, slowly shaking his head, “No, I’m not.”

I stare at my champagne, unsure of how to reply.

He snaps his fingers at a passing server, who runs to the bar.

“To conclude a business deal one must always celebrate,” he explains.

The deal isn’t even done yet, but I only return a nervous nod, afraid of offending some Russian or worse—some Sergei Larionov—custom.

Only seconds pass before the server hustles back with a tray that holds an expensive bottle of vodka and two tall shot glasses. Sergei fills both and hands one to me.

“Za zdorov'ye!” he says and downs the glass.

“To your good health too,” I reply to the Russian form of saying “Cheers” and take a gulp.

The icy liquid has a surprisingly smooth taste. It travels down my throat without issue, but the alcohol hits my empty stomach like a blazing hammer.

I exhale a breath I’m sure would be flammable under the right circumstances. After another moment to gather myself, I down the rest of the drink.

“Excellent,” Sergei says with a grin and pours another for each of us. “One more for luck!”

“Please, I think one is⁠—”

He leans close and whispers, “It would be quite rude to turn down a request from your host, especially since we’re to be such good friends.”

Because I’d rather be his friend than his enemy, I quickly nod, wondering if there’s any way I can fake drinking the fiery liquid.

“To a long and fruitful relationship,” he says.

After we clink glasses, he knocks his down without so much as a blink.

I do the same after a deep breath, sure that Madam Beaumont would faint from the unladylike conduct. This time, the fire of the vodka hitting my lower half ignites a rush of desire.

“I hope to see you at the club very soon,” Sergei says.

As I stupidly bob my head, feeling the heat rise straight into my cheeks, he heads off to meet with other guests.

Being a lightweight, I suppress a wobble as the alcohol tips my erotic thoughts into overdrive.

My eyes wander over the yummy men in the crowd.

In the other corner, a well-built man in a shiny suit twists his head in my direction. I’ve seen that posture in my friends and perhaps done it too many times myself. He’s working up the courage to chat with me. Probably a million bad pickup lines are running through his mind now—even though my slutty side would gleefully welcome just a simple hello.

Another group near the bar sends me approving glances. Tom or Tim notices I’m alone and walks toward me.

Would any of these individuals mind if they knew my secret? Some might. Some might not. Lots would still do it with me.

As I wonder if I should take a chance with one of them, a rush of blood hardens my cock. Even though my panties will keep an erection smooth to my body, this is an issue I don’t need at this moment. I definitely have to leave before I elect to do something stupid and reveal a little too much of my special circumstances.

I hurry over to Sergei and say my goodbye.

“Think about what I proposed,” he says as I dash by the sad looks of would-be suitors and head for the exit.

A braver one steps across my path to engage me in conversation.

With a polite smile, I brush past his advance, battling horny urges. I feel like Cinderella right before midnight. But while her carriage turned into a pumpkin, my pumpkin that’s going to ruin everyone’s night is stiffening between my legs.

After I rush by the spacious kitchen and then a cozy room, leaking acrid clouds of cigarette smoke, Tom or Tim catches up to me.

“Are you leaving so soon?” he asks.

Sober, I found him attractive. But now, with my alcohol-fueled goggles, he looks positively dashing.

“It’s just late,” I say with a slur.

“Perhaps I could get your number or take you home? I promise to be a gentleman.”

As I wonder how hard it would be to get him to break that promise, a strawberry blonde bounds up to me. “Hi, Samantha,” she says.

I turn to the gorgeous girl. “Amber,” I reply and wrap her in a hug. As our bodies rub, she pulls her head back and sends a knowing glance. There’s no way she didn’t notice my hard-on rubbing against her lower half.

“Do you know Amber McPherson, Tom?” I ask Tom or Tim.

“Tim,” he says with a smile.

“Yes, I knew that,” I say, cursing my rotten luck at not being able to get a coin flip right.

He turns to Amber. “It’s great to meet you. I was just seeing if there was anything I could do to help Samantha.”

Amber has a nice red glow on her cheeks from, doubtless, many glasses of the bubbly. However, she can hold her liquor better than me—as I’m sure most people can. The inebriation only seems to make her happier, and still alert, she replies, “Oh, I’ll handle it. We came as dateless wonders to the party, so I’ll get her home.”

With that dismissal, Tim gives a gracious smile and retreats back into the courtyard.

I head to the coat rack and grab my shawl.

“Why are you heading out?” Amber asks.

“It’s that time of the hormone cycle and I had to do shots with Sergei, so I’m feeling way too frisky—I don’t need to do anything stupid.”

In a low voice, she says, “I’ve got a Le Club appointment set up for later, but I’ll cancel it if you want to hang out.”

While the thought of Amber banging me with a giant strap-on dildo is appealing, my raging, alcohol-boosted hormones want a real, live, flesh-and-blood-filled cock tonight. “No,” I say, “go have your fun.”

As she returns a disappointed smile, I step into the night and pull out my smartphone. With a few swipes, I send a quick message to my standby:

Are you free?





Two
[image: ]


Basking in the fading warmth of the alcohol, I lie face down on my bed, clad in only panties and a bra within the confines of my new apartment.

When things ended badly with Francois—my first lover—I did a march in public to get over my shyness from people seeing me as Samantha Jacobs. While the approving stares from the passersby did wonders for my confidence, the old neighborhood became infested with paparazzi, and I had to move to a more secure place.

Fortunately, my rocketing career provided the means for me to upscale everything: a larger, more modern two-bedroom, better furniture, a more expansive view of the city, and a bigger bed.

I give a sigh of delight as the perfect male specimen above me sinks onto his knees and straddles my pelvis.

He’s Maximilian, who has been my NDA-bound physical trainer since I landed in Paris to continue my life as Samantha Jacobs. In those eight months, Maximilian has done wonders getting my body into modeling shape—toned without adding muscle mass. Because of the need for secrecy and that I deleted my Le Club account, I exclusively use this perfect piece of man-flesh to satisfy my most base desires. The relationship we have is like “Friends with Benefits,” only we don’t interact as friends and, even in these intimate moments, things feel more professional than anything else.

But the benefits…

He leans forward, and his strong hands caress my shoulder blades. Then his fingers stiffen as he kneads into my flesh.

A moan of joy oozes from my lips.

The sensations never get old, but…

Since our routine is literally the same each time, I know that in a minute, he’ll move down to massage my lower back and then, after that, rub deep into my ass before pulling down my panties. Then he’s going to pound my brains silly with my legs wedged between his to make my channel extra tight.

Inwardly, I sigh—any tiny deviation would help so much to keep things fresh.

Right on schedule, his hands descend to my lower back, and my cock stiffens in a rush of anticipation.

Sex has been too long in coming for me.

In a breathy tone, I say, “Please, Maximilian, put it inside already.”

Ignoring the plea, he continues along the predetermined course, rubbing his way down to my ass.

Despite my arousal, I frown at the sheets, longing for spontaneity. I suspect that if I counted the rubs, swipes, presses, and kneads, the number would match exactly what happened the last time and the time before that too.

But he is a flawless physical specimen, so that makes it easier to put up with the repetitiveness of the entire experience.

Finally, after making a dozen circular motions over the mounds of my bottom, he slides my panties down to my thighs.

I shake my head, trying to ignore the predictability and not fall out of the mood. I wonder if he’ll remember about the lube.

He gives a final squeeze on my ass cheeks and spreads them, exposing my vulnerable opening.

When the hot tip of his cock presses against me, I call out, “Lube, dear.”

He pauses and says, “Right, I forgot. Where do you keep it?”

“In the nightstand—like always,” I reply in a pleasant voice to mask my annoyance because we go through this same dialog every single time too. Although I’ve done it in the past with just saliva—that only happens in the heat of the moment. For this type of planned soirée, I only want the pleasure of feeling a man inside of me without an overabundance of friction.

Especially in a position where my legs are together and everything is super tight.

The heat radiating from his throbbing erection and huge balls rub over my rear as he leans across the bed and opens the top drawer of the nightstand.

When he finds the tube and brings himself back above me, I return my thoughts to my slutty desires.

The lube exits the container with a breathy exhale, and I twist my head and watch as he slathers the slick substance all over his wonderful eight-inch cock.

When he’s done, he places the tube back into the drawer.

I roll my eyes at the meticulous nature of putting every last thing into a proper place, refusing to believe anyone can be this predictable or robotic.

The long wait for sex finally ends when the now cool tip of his lubricated cock presses against my entrance.

I suppress a gasp as he shoves forward. Even though everything down there is squeezed from my closed position, the super-slick substance does its work and he slips inside without issue—like every other time we’ve done it.

Then he leans over my back, pushing up on his arms, and begins the process of fucking me. He moves his lower torso up and down in measured motions, doing what I imagine is his version of pelvic pushups.

Soon, the hotness sliding in and out of my compressed channel radiates through my body, sending tingles of delight over my skin and stiffening my already erect cock past the elastic of my panties. I will myself to stay relaxed, trying not to squeeze around his shaft, so he can burrow deeper with each thrust.

Right on cue—I’m sure if I counted it would be the same number every time—he collapses onto me, shoving his hands underneath my bra and groping at my breasts.

Waves of pleasure come from my nipples, and I arch my back to give him more room.

His hot breath pours over my nape as he pounds me with faster, more urgent motions, crushing my lower half into the mattress and sliding the pre-cum slicked tip of my erection up and down the satiny sheets.

In no time, he grunts from next to my ear as usual, and his cock stiffens.

A moment later, he utters something in German, pushing as far forward as he can, and releases a torrent inside me.

Shivering with uncontrolled pleasure, I shove my arms out and wriggle my body to maximize the sensations radiating from my passage and the delightful tingles crawling over my skin.

A few seconds pass after his last thrust, then he pushes up and his softening cock flops out of me.

As he heads into the bathroom to clean up, I clench my bottom, trying to stop anything from leaking out, and grab a hand towel from the nightstand.

After I roll onto the cloth, I push down my panties to free my erection and pump myself to a very satisfying orgasm, sending ropes of cum over my bare stomach.
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As my post-orgasm shivers ebb, the flush of a toilet yanks me from the pleasure of the afterglow.

I scrunch my lips and grab the towel from under me. As I wipe my fluids from my stomach, the bathroom faucet turns on and Maximilian completes his post-sex cleanup.

When I needed to keep speculation about my mysterious background from going into the wrong places—namely what’s between my legs—Christine decided I should model in skimpier clothing to show off my feminine assets. To get comfortable with the idea, Maximilian is the first one I wore a risqué outfit in front of during a workout, so I could gauge his interest in what lay underneath.

Of course, he didn’t know I was making him the subject of an experiment and because of his unyielding drive for perfection and attention to detail for his craft, he was a tough audience.

However, for the barest of moments, he flicked his gaze to my chest, where I wasn’t wearing a bra under my sheer top. That break in his professional behavior gave a giant boost to my confidence and led to our current relationship.

I putter out a long sigh and yank my panties back into place, readying myself for the post-sex conversation.

Still naked, Maximilian returns from the bathroom and stands in the doorway, letting his fingers hang from the frame and tightening the muscles of his luscious arms. His skin is tanned to perfection and shaved smooth, showing off all of his chiseled beauty—like the Michelangelo statue of David, only more defined and made from flesh. Even limp, his penis is an impressive size—him being a shower and not a grower.

One-hundred-percent prime yumminess.

“Do you have anything to eat?” he asks.

I pull my gaze from his lower half and force a sweet smile onto my face to mask my annoyance at what’s coming.

“Did you remember to put down the toilet seat?” I ask.

He scratches at his short hair and holds up a finger. Then he rushes back to the bathroom, and the toilet seat thunks down.

I roll my eyes, debating whether or not anything outside of the attainment of physical perfection ever sticks in his mind.

“Nobody can’t be this repetitive—it’s not humanly possible,” I tell myself, struggling to deny that every experience I have with him screams otherwise.

While great for physical training⁠—

“Do you have anything to eat?” he asks, once again standing in the doorway.

I blow out a breath as the conversation follows its predetermined path. “Only what’s in the kitchen—like always.”

He heads down the hallway while I shake my head. When Maximilian and I first started hooking up in the wee hours, the sex was amazing. Just the touch of that sculpted body rocketed me to new heights. But now, even though the sex is still good, it barely makes up for what happens afterward.

After a few cabinets thunk open and shut, the refrigerator door opens with a sticky pull.

I mentally count down the seconds: five, four, three, two, one…

He returns as a big fat zero pops into my head.

“All you have is soy stuff,” he says, once again filling the doorway with the familiar flexing posture.

Although my fingers tense, I stop from bringing up my hands to rub my face in exasperation. Once a week isn’t enough for getting laid, but once a week is more than enough for this. In an ironic, unfunny way, our post-coital chats perfectly match the repetition of our sex routine—but without any of the pleasure.

In a sweet voice, I reply, “That’s all I keep here because of…” I give a nonchalant shrug, glancing down at the contour marring the smoothness of my panties.

Fluid drips from my opening and I clench harder to stem the flow. “Maximilian, I’m tired, so I’ll see you tomorrow for the workout,” I say, unwilling to go through with the final verses of the conversation.

“Do you want me to stay the night?”

I insisted on no cuddling, no sleeping together, and him leaving immediately afterward as the conditions for our get-togethers. But for some reason, I have to re-explain everything every time we do it.

And even though I was naïve about the rules of Parisian dating, Maximilian is in a whole other world of obliviousness—confirming to me that anything outside of the attainment of physical perfection doesn’t adhere to his thoughts.

“We’re not in a relationship, Maximilian,” I reply, showing my annoyance. “So we don’t sleep together.”

“Right, I forgot.”

Now’s the time for me to reiterate that I’ll see him at our next workout, which is his double cue to leave, but…

“Next time, can we switch things up a bit?” I ask.

His eyes glaze as he ponders the unexpected question. “Like how?

“Maybe a different position or something?”

“Why? What we’re doing now is optimal.”

I frown, not sure how doing everything scientifically is better for sex, and more unsure of how to win this argument against his myopia for sameness.

“Do you want to do this again tomorrow?” he asks, returning to the post-sex script.

I suck in a deep breath as my annoyance skyrockets. I don’t know how I’d handle this after dialog if we did it two days in a row.

“My schedule is pretty full,” I reply as usual. I roll out of bed and grab his underwear. As I hand the garment to him, I say, “I’ll text you when I’m free, and I’ll see you for our next workout.”

He takes the skimpy undergarment and proceeds to get dressed.

When he finishes, I walk him to the doorway and give him a goodnight peck on the cheek. I can’t close the door fast enough after he steps from the apartment. Then I rush into the bathroom and plop myself on the toilet.

The amazing sex and his perfect body almost make up for the post-ritual. Almost…

After I finish cleaning myself, I flop back onto my bed, more frustrated than ever.

What am I doing with my personal life?

The relationship I had with Francois was wonderful, but now we’re only professional friends. This sex with benefits from my trainer is perfect for my needs and won’t go anywhere further. I should be happy with what I have.

I sigh, staring at the empty spot next to me. Then I close my eyes, unsure if I’ll ever find anybody to occupy it.
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The next morning, I wake up, still foggy from the alcohol, and wriggle my body over the sheets, enjoying the soreness radiating from my bottom. Notwithstanding the post-coital conversation, I’m more than satisfied with the physical events from the prior night.

However, my troubled thoughts return, and I sit up with a frown.

To work out some kinks in my shoulders, I push my hands toward the ceiling, trying to figure out what feels off-kilter. Nothing comes as the haziness ebbs from my mind, and I head into the bathroom to perform my morning grooming routine.

After brushing my teeth and plucking a couple of strays from my eyebrows, I hop into the shower.

Under the warm, soothing water, the lewd desires I had for all the suitors at the party intrude into my head, and my cock hardens.

I mutter a curse and grasp myself down there. I pump furiously, and soon, thin ropes of cum splash into the water, circling down the drain. The whole act is far less gratifying than when I do it after a good bout of sex, but for now, this relief will have to suffice.

After I finish my cleansing and towel off, my cock throbs again.

The damn hormones just won’t quit.

Battling those nagging desires, I toss on my panties and continue with the rest of my morning routine—a soy-based breakfast, some pose practicing in front of the mirror, and lastly, the tedium of working on my breasts.

Once I get the high-tech enhancing vest on, which at this point is more for maintaining rather than enlarging my C-cup boobs, I have an hour to kill. Instead of watching TV, I hop onto my laptop.

The USB stick I used to create my Le Club account rests in a side port. Although I deleted my membership, Christine assured me I can run the software on the stick again to resurrect everything—should I feel enough of an urge.

I imagine the delicious hunks who are waiting for me to set an appointment for all types of no-strings-attached sex. My mind wanders to the Shibari master I had a session with, and I clench my bottom with desire.

As I get another erection, I fight the urge to grip myself down there—yet again. When I was just Sam Jacob—my former male ego—pleasuring myself once a day was more than enough and twice over a twenty-four hour period was a rare event. Lately as Samantha and settling in with all the hormones—it sometimes feels like twice an hour might be too little.

After a tempting moment, I decide that other matters require my attention, so I shove away the base desires and fire up my Internet browser.

In the past weeks, with Christine’s prodding, I’ve created social media accounts to help spread my presence across the online world. They’ve become way more popular than anything Sam ever had. So popular that to maximize their potential, we’ve hired a special assistant to administer them—adding and adjusting content, responding to comments, and blocking the truly obnoxious.

Besides having my picture and name on the accounts, I’m quite removed from the process—to my introverted personality’s delight.

Even so, I do like to lurk and see what my fans think.

I log in to a secret Instagram account and view Samantha Jacobs’ blue checkmark profile. The follower count is close to eight-hundred thousand—up from 775k three days ago. Soon, I’ll break the hallowed million mark.

Emily—my assistant for running my social media—has uploaded a new story and various images from my latest photoshoot, where I’m wearing a dark halter top and miniskirt. There are over twenty-thousand likes for each picture and a similar number for the story—not bad numbers for casual interactions.

With more than a little satisfaction, I jump over to my Facebook and TikTok accounts. The profiles in these places have similar growth trajectories. Many are falling head-over-heels to get more of Samantha Jacobs, mystery model.

I close the browser window. Everything is chugging along with my career. In fact, things are going so well we’ve received generous offers for product placement. So far, Christine has refused them all. Probably to keep the purity of the account for getting new followers, but also to avoid any unnecessary conflict with irate brand names when my secret gets revealed.

Dark thoughts enter my head, and I bite my lip. When the truth about me comes out, how much will my follower count drop? Ten percent, twenty, fifty, or worse? The only thing I’m sure of is that things are going to be bad, so bad that it’s a good thing I’ve got an assistant to handle all the rough stuff—so I can go hide in a corner.

The irony is I’m positive Christine has some metrics on my social media accounts to help her decide when to push the “Nudge the World” plan into its next phase—so the faster and more successful the accounts are, the closer that day is coming.

With a sigh, I shut down the browser—that’s an issue for another time. I can only do what I can and try to ignore things that are out of my control.

I shift my bottom from something I can’t ignore. My desires are flaring again, and I glance at the USB stick. Even though having a bunch of no-strings-attached sex dates would be just what the doctor ordered, I know deep down that emotionless screwing around isn’t a definitive solution for my wants.

It would only be a temporary fix—albeit an enjoyable one—for what’s ailing me.

A gentle knock comes from the door. “Mademoiselle Jacobs, this is Timéo. I have your mail.”

Timéo is the daytime concierge for the building. I tip him to bring up the mail, which he would likely do anyway—if just to say hello and flirt with me.

“Leave it by the door, please,” I reply, not wanting to explain about the bulkiness of the vest I’m wearing.

“Oui,” he replies with a hint of disappointment and marches back down the hallway.

For the next ten minutes, I chat online with Emily for any news or anything out of the ordinary with my presence on the Internet. There’s nothing. The only thing she asks is for me to take a few more selfies during my day to add to the content.

The timer for the vest finally dings, and I get out of the sweaty contraption, reminding myself to toss the fabric portion into the wash before it garners too many sweaty odors.

Then I towel my chest dry and toss on a light summer outfit, expecting the temperature to be unseasonably warm for the day.

After applying a touch of makeup to make myself presentable, I head to the entryway and peek into the corridor.

Only a pile of mail is waiting on my doormat.

I pick it up and shut the door. As I walk back into the living room, I sort through the various correspondence.

First, I toss the advertisements into the recycle bin, then I set the fashion magazines on my coffee table to peruse later. The last item is a formal envelope, colored beige and with my name and address embossed in large black lettering.

There’s no return address.

Curious, I rip open the coarse paper stock and pull out a card that states in bright gold lettering:

Samantha Jacobs and Guest
are invited to the opening of
the Immersed in the Wilderness African Photo Safari
at
Galerie de la Nouvelle Vague
Hosted by
Francois Toussaint
And
Madeline Williams


My heart skips a beat, and I sink onto the couch, fixated on the damn piece of paper as I wrestle with a horrible realization.

Francois was my first lover, and I really wanted things to go further with him. Now he’s had “The Conversation” with Madeline Williams, his other lover.

Although I know I’m over him, my breaths shorten and darkness fogs the edges of my vision.

While I fight off the coming panic attack, I slip on a pair of boots and shove the invite into a small purse.

There’s only one person I can talk to, and hurriedly, I stumble out of my apartment, calling for a car.
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The ride over is only a few minutes, but that’s too long for me.

I had believed I was over Francois, and I still think I am, but this panic attack suggests otherwise.

When the car finally stops, I hand a tip to the driver and wobble onto the sidewalk, laboring for air and shielding my eyes from bright sunshine.

In the daylight, I can’t tell if anyone is pacing behind the second-story balcony window, so I stumble up the steps of the terraced house and pound on the door.

Even though I know I’m not supposed to be making unplanned visits, I keep rapping my knuckles against the wood barrier—in my agitated state, this qualifies as an emergency.

A minute later, footsteps clomp down the staircase—strangely, without the usual accompaniment of muttered curses. “Coming, hold your horses,” a female voice utters.

I put my hands on my knees and try to collect my breath as deadbolts are unlocked and chains unlatched.

When the door swings inward, I straighten and stare into the beautiful dark-gray eyes of Christine Sinclair.

Instead of the irate expression she always gives me during my impromptu late-night visits, she merely says, “Good, I’m glad you’re here. I’ve got stuff I need to go over with you.”

A little surprised by the welcoming tone, I say between gasps, “I have to get your advice about something.”

“Sure,” she replies and steps aside. “Let’s head upstairs, and I’ll make some coffee.”
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Five minutes later, the aroma of coffee drifts into the living room.

Now calmer, I sit on the couch, staring at streams of sunlight spilling through the second-floor balcony windows, realizing I’ve never been here at anything approaching normal business hours.

Christine steps from the kitchen with two mugs. She hands me the one with cream and sugar and then settles into the side chair.

After taking a sip, she sets her mug down on the coffee table and assumes a listening posture.

I point to the empty hallway and bare entrance to the study. “The headshot piles are gone. Did you find anyone?”

“There were a few that were close,” she replies, shaking her head, “but in the end, they weren’t who we need for the next phase.”

The next phase of Christine’s plan to “Nudge the World” requires a couple of other trans women to support me—the rationale being that if someone finds themself attractive to one trans person, they could chalk that up as an aberration. On the other hand, finding two or three desirable would be a notion harder to dismiss.

“Are you giving up?” I ask, wondering how the plan is going to proceed with only me.

“I’ll figure something out,” she replies. “There are a few things I need to discuss with you, but tell me what’s got you in such a fuss this time.”

A little surprised she’s not starting with business, I pull out the invite and hand it to her.

With a shrug, she says, “This is big for Francois, and he’d like to share the moment with you.”

I lean forward and point at the embossed gold lettering that spells “Madeline Williams.” “He’s had ‘The Conversation’ with her. I’m sure of it.”

She throws her shoulders up into a higher shrug than before and tosses her hands wildly in the air to complete one of her signature grandiose gestures. “I thought you were over him?”

“I am,” I reply indignantly, “but he’s already moved on and is serious with someone who isn’t me.”

Her eyebrow rises at the tenuous logic. “So, you’re not over him?”

“I promise,” I say, raising my right hand as a pledge, “I’m over wanting to get into a relationship with him.” A moment passes while I piece together my next words. “It’s just that he’s got another person now, and I’m in this waiting mode.”

“So, you’re all ready to move onto the next phase?”

My stomach churns at the ramifications, and I purse my lips.

Christine’s eyes wander, and I notice she doesn’t have her usual sense of focus. I wonder what’s wrong.

When her attention returns to me, I say, “I mean, this invite is plus a guest, so I need to find someone to go with.”

“So find someone,” she says as if that’s the easiest thing in the world.

“How about you?”

“Like a date?” she replies, laughing incredulously.

“No,” I blurt before she can reiterate to me how I’m so not her type—something she’s done on more than a few occasions. “I mean as friends,” I add, inwardly frowning. While I’m friendly with Amber, Christine is the closest thing I have to a friend in Paris. But we aren’t particularly close—it’s more like she’s my agent and handles my problems, rather than someone I feel comfortable with as pleasant company.

“Well, I already sent in a ‘No’ for my invite,” she replies. “I’ll be stateside for that week.”

“What?”

“Let’s just say I’ve got family business that needs taking care of.”

Christine is from a large, well-connected, and powerful family. “Is everything okay?”

Instead of brushing me off, she says, “There are those who want to see me fail.”

“Like the patriarchy because you’re a girl?”

She rolls her eyes. “We’re not that simplistic. Remember, I have allies too, but everyone’s got different motivations. The whole thing is complex.”

I nod, unsure of how all of Christine’s family dynamics work, but sure they’re far more nuanced and with far more powerful personalities than I can imagine.

She takes a gulp of her coffee and says, “I’ve got more important stuff to deal with than you getting a date, so you can impress upon Francois how you’ve moved on too. Can you deal with this?”

Unsure, I nod.

“Okay, on to business,” she says. “Sergei contacted me about the appearance fee. He’s offering ten thousand euros, but I think we can get triple that easily.”

“What?” I ask.

“He’s got competitors, and you being there would give him a big boost. And since you don’t party much, it’ll add extra weight if you pick his nightclub.”

“That’s so much money.”

“If we compare it to what people receive as speaking fees, it’s not enough. But you aren’t in the position to give out political favors, so we can’t up the stakes.”

“So I just show up for the evening, and he gives me money?”

“Basically, but”—she holds up a finger—“if you want to do this, we’ll need to include him in the NDA group.”

“Why?”

“Let’s just say this would be out of mutual respect.”

“Do I have to decide now?”

“No, just let me know whenever you decide to do it.”

I nod, uncertain if this is something I want to do—even if I’d make more in one night than many make in a year. I don’t need the money, but the exposure and having Sergei as a friend might be beneficial.

“One other thing,” Christine says. “Now that you’re out more, make sure you stay out of politics.”

I roll my eyes, annoyed by the repeat discussion. While not verbatim like everything Maximilian, her warning about staying out of hotbed topics is close enough. “We’ve been over this. I know what to do.”

She sighs. “This is important.”

I raise my hands in surrender. “You told me that the last time and the time before that, so I get it.”

For a moment, she stares hard as if ready to continue pounding this into me. Then she leans back in her chair and drains the rest of her mug.

“Is that everything?” I say, wanting to return home so I can figure out what I’m supposed to do about Francois’ event.

“One more thing,” she says, standing and gesturing for me to follow.

Puzzled, I rise and walk with her into the study.

She pulls a small box from the side desk drawer and says, “I think this is the right size.”

“For what?”

“Take off your dress and panties.”

“What!”

“Now that you’re gallivanting around all these people, we have to make sure you don’t accidentally or have someone on purpose get a look under the hood.”

“What does that mean?”

She tilts her head from side to side, letting out a giant sigh. “Since you’re going out more and you’re going to be around a lot more people, you can’t have a bulge in your panties—everything down there has to be smooth.”

“You mean like hiding…” I finish the sentence by glancing down at my privates.

She nods. “You need to learn to tuck so that if anyone gets an upshot picture, or a stray gust blows up your skirt or dress, you won’t be caught out in the open.”

“Oh.”

“Now, off with the outfit.”

“Can’t you just tell me how to do this?”

“No, I’m making sure you do this right, so off with the clothes.”

When I still hesitate, she adds, tossing up her hands, “It’s nothing I haven’t already seen, remember? And you are so not my type.”

I frown, annoyed she’s managed to once again reiterate that I’m not her type—considering how many people find me attractive. For a moment, I wonder what her type actually is. Even though I’ve come over at all hours, there’s never been anyone here but her. And I’ve never seen her with anyone on a date.

But given her looks, she can’t be hurting for attention.

“Well?” she asks with impatience.

I surrender to her superior logic and undo the fastenings on my dress. After I let it drop to the floor, I pull off my bra.

“You don’t have to be completely naked,” she says, throwing up her hands. “You’re only tucking in your privates.”

I take an annoyed breath.

“Look, I’m not enjoying this any more than you are,” she says. “As I stated, you are not my type.”

As I again wonder what type she likes—probably someone totally off-base like a hairy mountain man or something—I get over my embarrassment and pull down my panties. It’s a little weird being still clad in boots and nothing else in front of her, but I avoid showing my modesty by trying to cover up.

Paying no attention to my naughty bits, she lifts the lid from the box. Inside is what looks like a thick pair of bikini panties. “This is a gaff. You’ll have to wear these from now on—no more thongs or other skimpy things. At least not in public.”

“Gaff?”

“You’ve never heard of this?”

“I mostly look at female fashion,” I reply with a shrug. “Do I just put it on?”

She walks to the desktop computer and pulls up a video. “Here’s the how-to. Basically, there’s a cavity in your body that you can push your balls into and then you tuck the shaft underneath.”

As I stare at the screen, a little daunted by this biological revelation, she starts the video.

It’s fascinating in a weird sort of way—as this is something I’ll have to do.

After the person finishes the demonstration by displaying a smooth front triangle for the panties, Christine holds out the gaff and says, “Now, you try.”

Although I’d like to attempt this in private, I’m already undressed, so I just grab the bikini bottom-like garment without any fanfare. After some fiddling, with Christine showing her impatience as if wanting to grab me down there and shove everything into place—an act that I’m sure would involve considerable pain—I finally push my balls up and into myself.

She blows out a breath. “Now push the shaft underneath. You can use tape to hold it in place if you want.”

I shake my head, already feeling odd without using some adhesive to bind me down there. I push my cock into position and step into the gaff, which isn’t so easy to negotiate around my boots while holding everything together.

After a minute, I get it up and over my bottom. The fit is super-snug, and the material is thick—strong enough to keep all the masculine naughty bits in place.

Christine steps in front of me, nodding. “That’s not bad and so much more feminine.”

I lean over and touch myself. It looks like I’ve got a prominent camel toe, which is kind of sexy. It’s even close in appearance and size to the one Amber always has in her gym outfits. When I try to walk, I say, “This feels a little funny.”

“Women have put up with a lot more through history, so you’ll just have to get used to it,” Christine says without a hint of pity.

“Every time I go out?”

“Yes. Even with pants on.”

I sigh, annoyed.

Christine shakes her head. “There are lots of people in the world who have things plenty worse than you.”

I give a more annoyed sigh as a response to the guilt trip she’s pinning on me.

After I take a few more steps, she adds, “I want you to shop for a few more of these online, but don’t order any. Just send me a list of what you find.”

“Why?”

“Having cross-dressing apparel sent to your apartment is a clue we don’t want to leave.”

I nod, appreciating that she essentially considers everything.

“Remember, ‘Nudging the World’ isn’t easy. And make sure to get sexy ones in case anyone does see them.”

“Fine,” I say, rolling my eyes. “Is that all?”

She shakes her head. “There’s one last thing.”

“What?” I ask, pushing back fresh fears as I try to figure out what new torture she has in mind.

“There’s someone in town who wants to meet up with you—a guy named Nate Jenkins. He says he knows you from college.”
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Unhappy, I hustle down the sidewalk, hugging the thin midday shadows draped down the tall apartment buildings. For this afternoon, I’m back to being Sam Jacob. I’ve bound my boobs with an ace bandage, worn the baggy male clothing from my storage trunk, and tied my hair into a ponytail that’s hidden down my back. To help with the disguise, I’m wearing a hoodie with the hood up despite the hot weather.

And even though Madam Beaumont would have a fit, I’ve lengthened my strides and switched my mannerisms to match my former self—male habits that are turning out to be harder to fall into than I anticipated.

I grit my teeth, promising myself that I’ll return to being Samantha as soon as I return home from this get-together I don’t want to have.

A moment later, I pause from a sense of guilt over how I treated Nate before I returned to Paris.

During my summer internship, he was there when Christine sent me the offer to model. When I got back to college, he was the one who found the issue of Violet Rose with Samantha Jacobs on the cover and realized what had happened.

Unfortunately, my defining act in college—when I decided to return to Paris and model—was letting him fuck me when I was dressed as my feminine self.

To make matters worse, Nate was a virgin before that moment. He always bragged about all the times he went out in high school—courtesy of a sports car purchased by his rich parents—but he had never gone all the way with any of his dates.

In retrospect, that revelation shouldn’t have surprised me. Although a great guy as well as being warm and affectionate, Nate is governed by the love of the dessert and leisurely things like standing around in nightclubs and trying to pick up girls he has no shot at picking up. It’s nothing that a good diet and gym membership wouldn’t cure, and I told him as much—rather harshly—when his ego reared its head after we did it.

Then I blew him off, which I feel guilty about doing because he was my best friend in college and always ready to help me out.

And now he’s here.

I rub my face, happy for my lack of makeup.

After I explained everything to Christine, she suggested that meeting up with him was a good idea for my own sake—advice I hate to admit is right.

I owe him at least this much.

With a sigh of resignation, I resume my steps and hurry toward my appointment.
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When I reach the patio of the restaurant, I step into the glare of the afternoon sunlight. As a model, I’m an expert in judging how light can help or hinder one’s appearance. Rather than choosing a premium period like sunset or the sultry lighting of evening, I’ve picked the least flattering time of day to meet. I’d prefer not giving the wrong impression—that I might be looking for anything more than a chat between two dudes.

As I shield my eyes from the harsh light, I glance over the mostly empty tables for my college buddy.

From behind a small table at the opposite railing, Nate gives a huge wave.

An awkward feeling rises through me. The last time I saw him was seven months ago when we did it. Even though my hormones are still raging and my bottom twitches from the thought, the sex was only okay—it filled a need but was far short of spectacular.

However, his cock was inside me and he pumped me full of his seed.

That’s all in the past, I tell myself, shaking off the weird feeling. Afraid of a feminine slip-up, I take a moment to focus on my masculinity, especially on lowering my speaking voice, and head over.

When I near, he stands and we shake hands. To add to the awkwardness, Nate, who’s always been the touchy-feely type, leans forward and wraps me in a hug.

I shift my lower half away and quickly pat him on the shoulder as a means to reciprocate.

He steps back and says, “It’s great to see you again.”

“You, too,” I reply, surprised by the view. Nate looks good with a stylish haircut and is dressed in an outfit that matches—a shiny shirt, nice slacks, trendy shoes, and a slick pair of sunglasses hanging from his collar.

However, the thing that’s most different is what ripples beneath the clothing. I take my seat and ask, “Have you been working out?”

Nate gives a broad smile, happy I noticed his thinner, more muscular frame. “Yeah,” he replies, setting himself down on the other side of the table, “after the last time I saw you, I decided to get my act together. So, I got a gym membership and a physical trainer and worked my ass off.”

It’s an echo of the tough but true words I told him as he was leaving my place. Nate did need a reality check, but I should have expressed my thoughts in a better way. “About that… I was a little mean, so I’m sorry about how that came out.”

He raises his hands. “Don’t be—you were right with what you said and how you said it. I needed a kick to get my mind out of those high-school days. I mean, a sports car can only do so much, and in the end, it’s up to me to get my social life in order. And I’ve never felt better. I even went on a couple of actual dates during the last semester.”

I chuckle, happy for him.

He waits as if I’m supposed to add something, but I spend the next moments watching the other patrons in the patio and the passersby on the sidewalk, wondering if anyone will recognize me as Samantha. However, with my boobs flattened, zero makeup, and frumpy clothing, my appearance is a far cry from being a cover model, and nobody pays me the slightest amount of attention.

Which is refreshing, and I relax, enjoying just being another person and hanging out with a long-lost friend.

“So, what brings you to Paris?” I ask. “An after-graduation vacation?”

For an instant, his gaze flicks down my body—giving me my answer. Despite everything I’ve done to revert back to Sam, Nate still sees me as Samantha. Even though I’m glad I decided to dress down, I wonder if he’s disappointed with my appearance.

“The company I worked for last summer gave me another internship,” he replies, “and I’m hoping it leads to a full-time position.”

I pretend not to have noticed his desire-filled glance and ask, “They’re paying you more this time, right?”

He responds by pursing his lips.

“You’re not living with four roommates again?” I say in disbelief.

“No, I’ve got my own place. My parents lent me the money until I can get my feet on the ground.”

“Hopefully, that will happen soon.”

He nods. “How about you? You seem to be doing well.”

“Financially, yes.”

“Is everything else okay?”

“Pretty good⁠—”

A handsome but harried server comes to the table. “Are you ready to order?” he says with a heavy French accent.

“Just a house salad and coffee for me,” Nate replies.

“No pastries?” I ask.

With a cute smile, he shakes his head. “The trainer got me into a healthy diet too, so I stopped eating all that sweet stuff.”

I arch my eyebrow, impressed at the many changes my college friend has made.

“And you, Monsieur?” the server asks me—minus any of the usual deference and flirty attention Samantha Jacobs always attracts.

“Same for me.”

The man hustles off without so much as a nod.

Nate leans back in his chair, and moments pass as we both search for something to say, aside from bringing up the metaphorical eight-hundred-pound gorilla sitting between us.

“I’m sorry about not getting back to you when I said I would,” I blurt. “Things got super busy.”

While he nods, pretending to buy the lame excuse for an issue a ten-minute phone call would have solved, I force my expression to remain steady.

“That’s what I assumed it was,” he replies. “I just wanted to see you and say thank you for⁠—”

“You already did,” I say to cut him off. Rehashing what we did isn’t something I want to do now.

“Look…” He glances down, gathering his thoughts. When he returns his gaze to me, he says, “That day changed my outlook on life. I thought I was a nobody, but when you, I mean, Samantha let me make love to her, it was the most mind-blowing thing I’ve ever done.”

That was only sex, I think to myself. Something I’ve done quite a bit of since I returned to Paris. I do a quick head count of my partners. More than five and closing in on ten, depending on what I consider qualifies as sex.

But the number could have been fifty or a hundred with all the offers…

“That was fun for me too,” I reply to be nice. Given how far he’s come since I last saw him, I don’t want to be the cause of any setback.

He blows out a breath. “I’m glad I got that off my chest,” he says. “And I’m just glad that you wanted to hang out, dressed like you are. This is like we’re in college again.”

“I guess so,” I reply with a shrug, having no desire to return to any campus.

He raises his hands. “But don’t get me wrong. Of course, I think Samantha is hot, and I’d love to see her again. But I missed being around Sam too.”

The words are spoken in earnest, and I smile. “Being Sam again isn’t so bad.”

Nate purses his lips in thought.

“What?” I ask.

After a hesitation, he replies, “Obviously, I’m attracted to you. But I want you to know I consider us friends first—before anything else. And I promise I won’t try to start anything up besides just being friends.”

I nod, uncertain if he’ll follow through with the pledge, but positive he’s being honest with his feelings—in an open way that I wish I had been with Francois. At least, I would have known the limitations he had put on our relationship far sooner than I did.

“Okay, fair enough,” I reply and then add to switch topics, “So, tell me about your new social life.”

He smiles, happy to expound on his successes. “After you left, I spent a few days moping. Then I took a hard look at myself and realized you were right and that the only way for me to be happy would be to change. So for the holidays, I started training and dieting. Things were tough at first—I didn’t realize how out of shape I was, but I stuck with it.”

“I’m glad,” I say. “You look good.”

“In a platonic way, right?” he says with a laugh.

That brings a grin to my face, and I reply, “Very platonic.”

“So, when the semester started, I upgraded my wardrobe too. Then I started slow, just getting back into dating—meeting new girls and then going out for things like coffee or lunch or even just for studying.”

He grins.

“And?”

“And then I started asking them out, and they said yes.”

When I give an approving nod, he again holds up his hands. “Most of them, I still got a few rejections.”

“At least you have plenty of practice with that,” I say, almost instantly regretting bringing up his past failures.

A good-natured chuckle leaves his mouth. “For sure. I had so many successes that I didn’t care about getting turned down.”

“That’s great. I’m thrilled all that stuff worked out for you.” I cross my fingers, hoping the same thing happens for him in Paris. Nate getting a girlfriend would really take away any pressure from us hanging out.

“Remember Tonya Davis? We went out.”

“No way,” I say incredulously. Tonya was one of the prettiest girls in our college—someone that people like us could only dream about dating. At least until I became Samantha and entered Le Club.

“It happened.”

Nate has always liked to draw out gossip, and this time is no different. But my curiosity is piqued because Tonya was the one I first compared Samantha to after I began missing being a female. “Details, please.”

He smiles and looks around as if someone else might be interested in the juicy tidbits he’s about to reveal. “Well…”

I roll my eyes. Nobody’s sitting near us. “Out with it.”

“You suck all the fun out of these things,” he says with slow shakes of his head.

When I send a glare, he says, “Okay. We went out a few times, and we wound up doing it.”

“Wow,” I say, “she’s the hottest girl you’ll ever…” As the words trail off, I dip my head, embarrassed. Nate also did Samantha Jacobs.

“Well,” he says to ease the uncomfortable moment, “that was all back in the States. Now that I’m in Paris, I need to start all over again.”

“That shouldn’t be hard. Girls are the same all over. Only here, you’ve got to be a little more trendy. But anywhere you go, confidence is the key, so you won’t have any problems.”

“Maybe you could set me up with some of your modeling friends?”

I shrug, thinking about my own dating issues. “I’ll try to think of someone,” I reply, drawing a complete blank about anyone in particular.

“So what about you?”

While I don’t want to lead him on, I don’t want to lie either. “I’m really busy, so I see people on and off.” I bite my tongue to prevent myself from adding, “But there’s nothing serious now.”

Thankfully, the server returns and sets down our coffees and shallow bowls of salad along with a tray of cream and sugar. Before he leaves, he gives an extra glance at my face, probably wondering why he’s curious about such a nondescript individual like me. Mercifully, Nate doesn’t offer any clues about anything.

“Thanks, I think that’s all we need for now,” I say, making sure to speak in a low male tone.

The words break the server from his reverie, and he hurries away.

I watch his backside, feeling weird about not having clandestine and not-so-clandestine looks thrown my way. Part of me welcomes returning to anonymity—a part of the background of hustle and bustle. But the wilder hormonal side is missing the fantasies that Samantha generates in men and in more than a few women.

“The food looks great,” Nate says.

“It’s Paris,” I reply, shrugging. This is a place that takes everything about eating seriously.

“Bon appétit,” Nate says and starts on his salad.

I pick at mine, watching him eat with small bites. Even his manners have improved.

“Do you want some water?” he asks, raising his hand and signaling for our server. I do the same, but the harried man hustles back into the restaurant without noticing.

As Nate frowns, I take a breath. Samantha gets treated like a goddess, while Sam is just another person—something I’m not sure I like. But then again, people might only be nice to Samantha for a chance to get under her skirt.

Another server notices us, and Nate calls out, “Can we get some water, please?”

After she comes over with a pitcher and fills our glasses, I say, “I think she was checking you out.”

He grins and shakes his head. “No, she wasn’t.”

I give him an “I tried” shrug.

“Have you played Zombie Apocalypse Killer 5?” he asks.

“There’s a five?”

“You haven’t gamed in a while, have you?”

Nate and I used to play computer games together and had a lot of fun doing it. But with all the stuff I’ve had to do since landing in Paris, I haven’t had the desire to do any gaming, even though now, I could easily afford all the equipment. “Sorry, no.”

“It’s good, but I found something better.”

“What?”

“Space Landing Craft Omega,” he says. “You assault planets in mecha.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” I reply, my interest from this aspect of Sam’s personality kicking into gear.

Nate leans forward and passionately explains about all the new controllers he got and the scenarios for the game.

In this neutral guy ground, we fall back into our roles as friends and the rest of the afternoon passes too quickly.

Finally, when the server deposits the check as a sign for us to leave—something nobody would ever do to Samantha Jacobs—Nate asks, “Maybe we can hang out again sometime?”

I take a breath. The suggestion has little upside. Being Sam will only hinder my femininity. But, despite my initial misgivings, I did have way more fun as my former self than I would have imagined.

And with Christine being the closest thing I have to a friend in Paris, which is as good as saying I don’t have one, just having this friendly chat has lifted my spirits.

Although counter to everything in my career and Christine’s plan to “Nudge the World,” I reply, “Sure, okay.”
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Inside my private dressing room, I sit in a shiny, silvery dress with giant valences puffed over my shoulders—one of my futuristic outfits chosen for this gigantic Neo Splendor shoot. I’m ready to go, but things are behind schedule because of prop issues.

Something that’s just fine with Sophia Boucher—a reporter from the Parisian Street Chic Gazette invited to cover this gala event. She did my first real interview when I started meeting with people outside of my NDA circle. She’s known for her fair but hard-nosed reporting style and has a wide following in the fashion industry.

All good things, except she’s unaware of my special circumstances, and I have to stay vigilant around her.

One slip-up will lead to a host of questions I don’t want to answer.

A knock comes on the door.

“Come in,” I say.

Sophia enters with a sheaf of notes. She’s in her late thirties, pretty in a stern, professional manner, and her brunette hair is tied in a high bun.

And like every other Parisian fashion reporter, she wants to show her knowledge of current trends and look good doing it. For today, her attire is an avant-garde white dress that’s buttoned like a trench coat. The style comes with a daringly low neckline that plunges between her breasts and a super high slit, spiking up from the knee-high hem, to pull attention to her long, smooth legs. A circular gold broach studded with pearls pinned to her lapel and white designer boots paired with a matching handbag complete the stunning look.

After she closes the door, she settles into a folding chair in front of me.

“It’s been a few weeks, Samantha,” she says as a hello.

“Too long,” I reply in a voice that oozes sunshine.

She pulls a phone from her bag and sets it on her lap. “Thanks for taking the time for this private chat, and rather than me taking notes, I’ll record the conversation—as we did before.”

“Of course.”

“So,” she asks after turning on a recording app, “how does it feel to be part of such a large production?”

I laugh. “It’s like every other shoot—just with more people. And the catering table is much bigger.”

She returns a smile. “Still, this is not just like every other shoot.”

I blink, unsure of the subtext. Something in her mannerisms is more forced than usual. In the prior interview, we talked about fashion and the trials of being a model, only making the barest of references to my past. “What do you mean?” I reply, wondering what she’s getting at now.

“As you know, I’ve closely followed your career. This is the first time you’re shooting with other models. And with a photographer who isn’t Francois Toussaint or Marta De León.”

“Oh,” I say, forcing a lightness I don’t feel into my tone. “Remember, I’m from a small town, so I tend to only be comfortable around a few people.” It’s a line I’ve practiced saying to deflect questions from my NDA-bound inner circle.

“Any reason you’re changing your tune now?”

“Jean Paul made me an offer I couldn’t refuse,” I reply, referencing the mega-wealthy owner of the magazine, and hoping my delivery has enough polish to have kept any nervousness from my voice.

After a long pause, she replies, “Indeed.”

I take a deep breath, composing something that will hopefully satisfy her curiosity while not exposing too much of my past.

“As far as other models, this is very exciting, and collaborating with new photographers is quite fun. They have such different styles,” I say, injecting enthusiasm into my tone. In reality, I’m scared as hell by being in such close proximity to so many others who are experts in female beauty. While I’ve made huge strides in meeting people, it’s never been this many at once and under such close scrutiny. Still, all the glances I’ve received have been of approval or jealousy—so whatever I’m doing is working.

Sophia purses her lips at the answer, but I know better than to add anything more—it would practically announce a certain desperation for her to believe what I’m saying.

“What do you think of working with Bailey?” she asks after an uncomfortable moment.

My heart patters. Bailey Thomas is the trans-female model who was on the cover of the issue of Neo Splendor I saw in college—the one that didn’t sell. Although Bailey takes pride in showing her masculine history, unlike what I’m doing by keeping my past a secret, the irony that we have similar goals isn’t lost on me.

While I should be happy Sophia wasn’t probing at my past, this direction has the potential to wander into politics—the very topic Christine keeps warning me to avoid discussing.

“Samantha?”

I take a second to curse that Christine bailed from this shoot at the last minute to do battle in the arena of her family. I could really use her help now, and for a moment, I find myself wishing for the anonymity of Sam Jacob.

“Isn’t it a little different?” Sophia prods.

“Not at all,” I reply, gathering my wits to give the most neutral response possible.

She waits with patience, no doubt expecting a juicy answer that might make a headline.

In truth, I’m fine with Bailey and respect her coming out and modeling—with her background completely exposed. However, I’m not a fan of her and Jean Paul’s method for trying to change the world. Unfortunately, that’s an opinion that could go wrong in so many ways, so I reply, “I think what Bailey is doing is both wonderful and freeing. And I’m glad I’ll even be getting in a few shots with her,” I say as my lungs start to itch—the beginnings of a panic attack.

Shooting Bailey and me together is something that Jean-Paul specifically requested. I’m the most popular model to have graced his pages, so he thinks the pairing would help his effort to shove the world in the right direction.

Sophia studies me. “Anything more?”

I glance nervously at the doorway. Yvette is here, but she’s busy with other subjects—and she’s the only ally I have. I’m short of friends and excuses to cut the interview short. “Everything about this whole shoot is just so exciting,” I say, fighting to keep a neutral expression. “If you want more, maybe you could ask one of the other models,”

“No one’s opinion would carry more weight than yours.”

For an instant, I wonder how much pressure Jean Paul put on her to get me into this spot. But I discard the notion. Sophia’s credentials are impeccable. She’s not under any duress; this is something she believes in. And that’s why Jean Paul gave her an exclusive to cover this production. There were no deals cut beforehand, but if you pick the person with the right leanings…

As my breaths shorten, I hesitate and shift from the gaff I’m wearing. This is my first time having one on for more than a few minutes. The feeling of having my balls shoved into a hidden body cavity, my shaft getting tucked underneath, and having everything bound with tight, reinforced panties isn’t exactly something one can prepare for—especially with sudden changes of position. I sigh, looking at the bright side of things: If I can survive the rest of this interview, I’ll have the rest of the day to get used to them.

“Surely, you must have more to say?” she prods with a wry smile.

As my budding panic attack threatens to overwhelm me, a knock comes on the door and Amber McPherson enters.

“Amber!” I say, happy for the company.

I turn to Sophia. “Do you know Amber McPherson?”

“Only from the fashion magazines.”

“Amber’s one of my modeling friends. She’s taught me a lot about the business.”

“Hopefully, I’m not interrupting anything,” the tall, strawberry blonde says.

Sophia stands. “Not at all.” As she picks up her phone and gathers her papers to leave, she says, “One more question.”

I suck in a deep breath, trying not to groan.

“My readers were wondering what you do for fun.”

A stupid giggle of relief for not having to answer anything political spills from my mouth before the reality of my hollow personal life erases the levity from my mood. “I was dating someone for a while,” I say, stretching the truth about my relationship with Francois. “There have been a few others on and off, but usually I sit at home.”

“So you’re available?” she asks in a joking tone.

“Yes,” I say and force out a few chuckles until Amber shoots me a glare. Then I realize what I just said is going into print. “What I mean,” I add, breaking my rule about not adding things, “is that I’m not hurting for dates…”

As I inwardly cringe at the lie and wonder how that statement could be taken out of context, Sophia says, “Thanks, Samantha. I think that’s all I need for now.” She clicks off the recording app and says to Amber, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to get a few minutes to talk with you too.”

“No problem,” Amber replies with enthusiasm.

After Sophia leaves, Amber shuts the door and rolls her eyes. “You should be more careful.”

The budding panic attack recedes, and I blow out a breath. “Don’t I know it. When did you book this shoot?”

“The call came in an hour ago. I’m a last-second replacement.”

I purse my lips. This sounds like Christine’s doing. She was probably arguing with Jean Paul to get Amber, who she knows I’m friendly with, onto the set, so I could have another person to rely on.

She really does think of everything.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I say and hug her.

With the door closed, she returns the gesture by pulling me in tight and rubbing up against my body.

Before I get too excited, I step away. Even with the gaff, I really don’t need to go into horny overdrive in front of so many people.

“I hope you don’t mind that they assigned me to your private dressing room?” Amber asks.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” I reply in an understatement.
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At the appointed moment, I leave my dressing room and enter the gigantic soundstage. Between the hustle and bustle are marvelous futuristic sets with greenscreen backgrounds—including a spaceship, a home complete with robots, sleek cars, and a mass-transit platform.

The scene is best described as organized chaos. People rush everywhere—photographers snapping pictures, gaffers setting up lighting, grips moving around stands and bounce boards, caterers bringing food and drinks to the gathered, and a dozen models in various stages of dress and makeup.

Neo Splendor has spared no expense for this production. Sophia Boucher was right about one thing: This is the biggest shoot I’ve ever been on—by far.

And I’m happy since this is my calling. Even though I was only Sam for an afternoon, it’s good to get back to being Samantha and in front of a camera.

Mostly, that is. I remind myself that all these people are non-NDA bound and I need to be careful with my interactions.

I look around to see if there’s anyone I recognize. Although I wasn’t given the list of models, the ones in view are all well-known. To my relief, Madeline Williams isn’t here—I’m not sure of what I’d do if I had to speak with her.

With a frown, I dismiss the petty notion—I’m a professional and should be above such petty things.

And besides, why should she be here? She’s not in the top echelon of models and Neo Splendor has hundreds to choose from.

Yet, she has Francois.

Hating the jealous thought, I shake my head because I’m not jealous of her being with Francois. What I’m jealous of is that I don’t have anything deeper than casual sex—something I can get more than my share of with hardly any effort.

With my call time at hand, I walk to where Walter Miller, an American photographer, is directing two burly men in placing some industrial-sized fans. He’s getting ready to shoot action shots of me on the mass-transit platform.

As I near, he wipes his brow and says, “Sorry Samantha, we’re running a little late.”

Although I put on a smile, I frown on the inside. After the interview with Sophia, I’m trying to minimize my idle time around all these NDA-less people. Sophia is going to talk with many others, and I don’t want to slip up and be quoted anonymously by some passing stranger.

Walter points to a sitting area, saying, “It’ll be about five minutes. Just take a seat over there, and I’ll call you when we’re ready.”

“Sure, no problem,” I say and walk over to a plush leather chair. After I sit down, I shift to get comfortable in the gaff, adjusting into an almost upright position with my legs crossed. When things are as good as they’re going to get, I pull out my smartphone and act like I’m busy with online stuff—a subtle signal for everyone to leave me alone.

The guise works for about a minute before a raspy and low voice says, “Samantha Jacobs!”

I twist my head as Bailey Thomas steps into the seating area.

“Bailey,” I say with a smile. While we know of each other, this is the first time we’re meeting in person. Even though Madam Beaumont hasn’t specifically prepared me for this situation, I remain seated in a ladylike fashion and extend my hand.

Bailey accepts the masculine role and grasps my fingers in a loose handshake.

“It’s great to meet you,” I say, comparing myself and by extension Christine’s philosophy to her and her backers in our maniacal quests to change the world.

While not classically pretty, Bailey is tall, striking, and definitely a person who stands out in a crowd. As an openly trans model, she’s still got some masculine features—being broad-shouldered, sporting thicker eyebrows, and having a prominent chin and Adam’s apple. All in addition to the bulge that’s marring the crotch of her snug, stretchy pants—something I’m not sure I could ever be comfortable displaying.

Aside from the plumbing between our legs, we have other similarities too. I can see the softness of her cheeks and the more curvy lines to her waist and hips from hormone replacement therapy. She’s even got small pert breasts that look great with the help of a push-up bra.

I give Jean Paul credit for his choice: the combination of masculine and feminine works well for her—especially in person.

However, given the results, I’m not sure if Jean Paul has chosen the right path.

Christine selected me as the tip of the spear for her plan because I’m fortunate in that my features have always been more androgynous and delicate—even for a female. Also, neither my hands nor my feet are large and my Adam’s apple doesn’t show at all, making everyone except for those in the know unaware of my starting gender. And to make everything work, I’m reaching for the impossible goal of being more feminine than femininely possible.

“I’ve been a big fan of yours since you were in Violet Rose,” Bailey says as a conversation starter.

To reciprocate the compliment, I reply, “I loved you on the Neo Splendor cover.”

“Really? I mean, I’m not sure how many people saw it.”

“It was very cutting edge,” I say, sticking with the truth, “and the shots were super impressive.”

“Thanks,” she replies with genuine relief and grabs the seat next to mine.

Even though I have no interest in a get-to-know-you chat, I adjust my chair toward her—just to be polite.

“I was worried about the reception… and the sales,” Bailey says quietly.

With a shrug, I reply, “Those are things you can’t control, so why worry?”

“That’s because everything you’re in sells,” she says. “It just seems that for you and your career—everything’s so easy.”

If she only knew what I have to do every single day…

“Sorry, I don’t want to sound jealous,” she quickly adds.

I blow out a breath, studying the tiredness and desperation in her eyes. Despite what I just said, she knows she’s being propped up only as part of a movement, and the constant battle of forging ahead is getting to her. And it’s not her fault.

While we’re the pinnacle of each respective philosophy—Jean Paul’s brazen attempt to redefine what people think of as beauty versus Christine’s secretive method of changing people’s conceptions about where beauty can come from, she has an infinitely harder task than I do. Like Christine keeps saying in the story of the Sun and the Wind, it’s way easier to lead people to where they want to go rather than shoving them to somewhere they’d rather not be.

That is until the big reveal comes about what’s between my legs. Then it might turn out that their idea of being upfront from the beginning will have more merit. There’s going to be a backlash against me. How much, I have no clue.

“What I mean… ” Bailey adds, “is that I admire you and how well you’ve done.”

To each their own and may the best trans model win. “Don’t worry. Models are competitive.”

“I wish I wasn’t. It’s just that so much is riding on things going well with these shoots. If nobody cares about them…”

And that’s the feedback of trying to force people into the right thinking. If their plan was working, they wouldn’t have been so desperate to get me to boost their sales—even though they aren’t privy to my secret.

When I bite my lip, unsure of how to answer, she says, “It’s important people understand how things are from someone like mine’s perspective. It’s difficult to fit in. I mean, sometimes I think there’s no place for someone like me in society.”

Don’t I know everything about what she means? But I’m also trying to stay away from politics too. “You have more friends than you think you do,” I reply noncommittally. “And maybe the world is changing its view, only not as fast as you’d like.”

As I force something resembling confidence onto my face at the last line, dreading my big reveal, she replies, “I guess it’s a marathon and not a sprint.”

I bob my head with a bland expression, staying neutral.

She leans close. “I’m glad you understand what we’re getting at. Sometimes, I think we’re a little ahead of our time.” For a moment, her eyes falter and I notice crow’s feet under her concealer. She’s under a lot of pressure.

“It sounds pretty complicated,” I say, wishing I could have her sign an NDA so I could tell her more—enough so she doesn’t go away thinking I’m just another airhead with no skin in the game and that Samantha Jacobs is like her and she’s got help with where she’s going.

But I won’t risk it. She might have too much to gain by revealing the truth about me. And I’ve got to trust in Christine’s plan and Christine’s timing. There’s a right way to “Nudge the World” and a way that’s just not going to work.

“So, you’re on board with everything here?” Bailey prods.

“Oh,” I reply with a chuckle, “I just go to the shoots that my agent books me on.”

When Bailey gives an extra long stare as if wanting more than a wishy-washy answer, I find myself annoyed with Christine’s family. Having Amber help out is great, but with Christine here, she could give a look or say a simple sentence and all the tension would be gone.

I’m not in her league as far as handling people. I get by as Samantha because of my looks and people’s desire for me. Despite all the classes, I’m not sure I’m ready for the next step.

“Sorry,” I say, “I’m just not very opinionated about things. You know—live and let live.”

At that, Bailey purses her lips, no doubt stifling a scowl—hating that they need someone as non-committed as me to boost sales.

Strangely, I wonder if Bailey can sense we’re more alike than at first glance and that’s why she’s pushing her movement onto me.

Or it might be insecurity over the reception of her modeling shoots.

“There are times I wish I had your life,” Bailey says.

“Oh, no you don’t,” I reply, biting my tongue to stop from adding, “I can’t even get a date to a stupid art exposition.”

“I’m not sure you appreciate what you have.”

To change the subject, I glance around the set. “It seems like things are so busy. This must be a big issue Jean Paul is planning.”

“All this isn’t just for one thing,” Bailey says, apparently more privy to Jean Paul’s ultimate desires for his magazine. “A lot will be in the expanded issue. But some stuff is heading for social media, some is for coming issues, and some is even for the corporate headquarters. They even want to test doing scenes as a prelude for short movies for the site.”

“Oh, wow,” I say, suitably impressed.

Amber strides over, dressed in a silvery suit that shows off her perfect midriff. Her strawberry blonde hair is pulled to the side and slicked back in a more masculine style.

“Looks like I’m joining the platform shoot,” she says happily. “We’ll be like a futuristic power couple.”

I laugh as Bailey frowns at us.

The fans whirl and smoke machines start sputtering away. Walter stands and waves to me. “We’re ready.”

Amber grabs my arm, practically lifting me off the seat. As I awkwardly gain my balance, I say to Bailey, “Duty calls. It’s been great chatting with you.”

She forces a smile onto her face, which falls short of offsetting the coldness in her eyes. “Likewise.”

As Walter sets Amber and me into position, Bailey stands and watches.

However, before the first shots get snapped, she wanders away and into the backdrop of hustle and bustle.
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“Ready?” Amber says, holding up a smartphone.

Even though we were both tired from the photoshoot, we still decided to grab a bite and hang out for a bit. And, of course, Samantha Jacobs was recognized by the waiter, who called over the cafe manager to get a picture.

I angle myself to take advantage of the last of the sunlight, filtering past the restaurant’s awning. When the thin man kneels by my side, I put my arm around him and give a friendly smile.

Amber snaps off a couple of shots.

“Thank you, Mademoiselle Jacobs,” he says, standing.

A waiter rushes over and hands me a pen and magazine that has me posing in a lotus position on the cover.

With a few swipes, I write my autograph in a cute practiced script in the lower corner and hand it back to him.

The manager takes the smartphone from Amber and studies the images with a smile. Then he says loud enough for the nearby servers to hear, “Order anything you want, it’s on the house.”

Amber puts her sunglasses back on, giving me an amused grin.

“Mademoiselles, please enjoy your meal. I must return to work,” the happy man says.

As he wanders away, I wonder if he would be so pleasant if he knew the truth about what’s being held in place by my gaff. An optimistic part of me hopes he might be even more pleasant if he did.

Amber leans over the table. “Pictures with the manager and free meals? That never happens to me.”

“Never?” I ask, noting to myself that even wearing comfortable gym clothes and without a hint of makeup, the strawberry blonde looks stunning.

“A few selfies,” she replies with a shrug, “but never a free dinner. It’s like he wants you to keep coming back—I’m so jealous.”

“What? You’re one of the top models.”

She laughs and replies with mock envy, “But I’m not you.”

“Neo Splendor hired you for the shoot, and it’s going to be big—so that’s something.”

“I think Christine insisted I be there, so you had a wingman.”

“But still, you’ve got to have been hot enough for them.”

“Thanks,” she replies, unconvinced.

Our server, a handsome guy with a sunny collegiate-age look, steps up, and says, “Ladies, anything you want—it’s free.”

To his disappointment, we only order salads, refusing to entertain offers of dessert. In modeling, the calories count, and we have to compete against the best of them.

After he hustles away, I explain to Amber about the invitation to Francois’ gala opening and the issues I’m having.

“Okay, first thing,” Amber replies after I finish, “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Ask me to be your date.”

“What?”

“Ask me to accompany you, so we can be twin dateless wonders.”

“I wasn’t getting at⁠—”

Her finger waggles in my face. “Don’t even.”

I sigh, wondering if I was actually getting at the two of us going together. At least, she’d be fun to talk to. A moment later, I frown, deciding I was probably heading in that direction. “Should I hire someone?”

“You’re Samantha Jacobs,” she says, laughing. “The guests will know if you do, and then what? How pathetic will that look?”

“But I’m not really friends with anyone. We could pretend we’re dating.”

She does an eye roll. “I’ve worked a lot with Francois, and he invited me too, so I’ve already got a plus one.”

I suck in a breath and let it out as a groan. Aware that the scattered guests on the patio are stealing glances at us, I resist the urge to bury my face in my hands. Instead, I put on a nice fake smile for the onlookers and sort through my other very flawed options. I’m pretty sure I can’t handle an entire evening with Maximilian. There’s also Nate, but would he be ready to tackle a night out with the Parisian artsy crowd? Any person I invite needs to impress Francois—or at the very least, not embarrass me.

“Maybe I could resurrect my Le Club account?” I say.

She purses her lips. “You can, but those aren’t the types of relationships you want to advertise in a public outing.”

“Who am I going to ask?”

“Have you looked in the mirror? Ask whoever you want.”

“The person has to be NDA approved.”

“You don’t have to sleep with them on the first date,” she says, shaking her head.

I sigh because she’s right, but even so, it might be risky trying to keep a secret from someone for an entire night.

She smirks.

“What?”

“Speaking of Le Club, you know, when you delete your account, certain things get suspended, right?”

“All NDAs stay in force,” I reply, remembering the warnings that showed up on the delete account page.

“I’m not talking about the non-disclosure agreements.”

I shrug.

Her lips rise into a sly smile, and she says, “I’m speaking of riders and such.”

My eyes widen as I realize what she’s referring to. “Oh.”
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With Amber’s mouth pressed against mine, we stumble into my apartment. As I kick the door closed, she pulls away and leers at my crotch. “I’ve been waiting a long time for this.”

I giggle, not quite believing this is going to happen. “Me too.”

She shoves me back against the doorway and kneels in front of me.

I struggle to still my excitement when her hands wander up my dress and pull down my gaff.

My naughty bits flop out of the tuck.

“Oh, yum,” she says, cupping my balls.

Heat blossoms across my lower half, and instantly, my cock springs to attention.

She lifts my skirt and bunches the material to the side, and then the warm wetness of her mouth engulfs me.

I tremble from the smooth, silky touch of her lips moving over my shaft.

Amber pulls back and chuckles. “Is this your first time getting a blowjob?”

“The first time getting anything down there,” I say after taking a deep breath to recover from the pleasurable shock.

She gives a mischievous smile before returning to the task. As her head bobs, excitement spreads through me, sending shivers of delight into my muscles and tingles over my nipples. I moan as my body shudders from the sensory overload.

Amber pushes forward, taking my entirety inside her.

My pelvis bucks, and the waves of an orgasm build.

Quickly, she pulls off me. “Oh, no, Miss Jacobs,” she says. “Now, you’re going to fuck me—like you’ve always wanted to.” Then she adds with a grin, “And like I’ve always wanted you to.”

Breathless, I nod in agreement. To be honest, this is something I’ve desired even before we met—like when I first saw her picture in a magazine.

She stands and kicks off her shoes.

I do the same and watch as she peels off her tight-fitting gym top. A moment later, she maneuvers out of her sports bra and tosses it onto the floor. Her breasts are larger than I imagined and firm with perfect pink nipples.

“You like?”

“Oh, yes.”

She helps me pull off my blouse and drop my skirt. When the gaff gets yanked to my ankles, I step out of the annoying underwear. Then she grabs my hand and leads me into the bedroom. After hopping on the comforter, she removes her gym pants and panties with kicking motions and throws them to the side. Then she lies back in an inviting position with her legs spread.

I stare at her shiny, shaved pussy.

Amber McPherson is naked on my bed, waiting for me!

“Come on,” she says with a smile, “climb on board.”

With my anticipation skyrocketing for what’s next, I crawl up the sheets until I settle over her.

Amber embraces me and plants her lips on mine. As our tongues explore, she reaches behind and unhooks my bra. After sliding it off and tossing it to the floor, she grabs my cock and rubs the tip against her entrance.

I’m still in my stockings, and I find the contrast with her total nakedness just adding that much more to the hotness of the act.

She pulls her knees up to my sides, opening herself to me. With a nudge from her, I gently ease forward. Her pussy is soaked, and I slide right in.

While Amber moans through our kisses, I give a few gentle pushes and in no time, I’m completely buried inside her.

The sensation of her moist channel gripping my cock, along with the warmth of our naked torsos flattened against each other, is indescribable. Beyond anything I’ve ever experienced.

I pull back from her lips and look down, savoring the sight of where our bodies are joined, amazed, not just by the unbelievable sensations flowing from down there, but by the incredible sight of being inside someone. The fact that my masculine lovers have had the same feelings and similar views sends shivers through my body.

Amber wraps her athletic arms around my back in a hug. “Do you need instructions?” she adds jokingly.

Despite the situation, I laugh. “I think I’ll do what comes naturally.”

And with that, I pull my bottom up and plow back into her. Nature takes over, and my lower half moves of its own accord. Unlike those times in Le Club, I’m not doing this to impress anyone or learn anything. This is for our pleasure—my pleasure.

Everything only gets hotter when she crosses her long legs behind my rear, pulling them tight to help with each of my shoves into her slick pussy.

Our bare breasts rub together and sweat beads over my cleavage. My breaths turn into grunts as a sensual inferno spreads through me.

Too quickly, I reach the point of no return and urgently thrust deep into her. My back arches, and I keep pushing forward, driving her bottom into the mattress, until spurts erupt from my cock and fill her with my cum. Lost in clouds of ecstasy, I rub against her perfection, enjoying the skin-on-skin contact—something which didn’t happen when she had to stay clothed in the masculine role.

A few minutes pass before my body stops shivering and my mind returns from the orgasmic bliss.

“Oh, my god,” I say.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asks, giggling.

I laugh and roll off her.

Quickly, she puts her hand over her crotch and rushes into the bathroom.

While she cleans up, I lie back, exhausted, my muscles not used to the masculine motions.

Even though I wasn’t a virgin from the receiving sense, now I’m not a virgin in any manner. Part of me wants to shout to the world that I’ve lost the big “V” and to Amber McPherson.

The sad thing is that this could have happened much sooner, but when I joined Le Club, Christine added a rider—a legally binding document all my potential matches had to sign that stated I was only to be performing feminine acts. That meant no penetration of any orifice by me. While that condition helped my femininity, it didn’t help with losing my male virginity.

So when Amber and I met, we did so under the umbrella of the rider—meaning the tall, strawberry blonde had to remain fully clothed and perform the masculine role, which she fulfilled, using a dildo as a helper.

While that was fun, these reversed roles are even better. She’s the first person I’ve orgasmed with without the assistance of my hand.

The toilet flushes, and a minute later, Amber hustles back into the bedroom. “Always make sure you pee after doing it—it cleans everything out,” she explains.

Even with my different plumbing down there, I take the advice and go spend a few moments to clean everything out.

When I return to the bed, I lay next to her, and together, we bask in the afterglow. I decide having that little extra between my legs isn’t such a bad thing—despite it marring my femininity. And certainly for situations like this, a male organ is positively wonderful.

And the orgasm while having sex was beyond amazing. For a moment, a thought of Francois interrupts my happiness. With him, I was close twice and I wonder if anything would have been different if it had happened. Then I frown and discard the stupid notion. Nothing would have changed because he wasn’t ready to get into a relationship with a trans female.

“What’s wrong?” Amber asks.

“Nothing,” I reply with shakes of my head. To change the subject, I hop out of bed and grab my smartphone from my purse.

Amber gives a quizzical stare when I return. “Can you take a picture of me for my social media accounts?”

She laughs. “That’s against Le Club rules.”

“This isn’t a Le Club event.”

She nods and takes the camera as a crawl next to her.

“Just the face,” I say. “The title’s going to be: After a workout.”

Amber cracks up at the joke.

I smile back, wondering if my confidence as Samantha is making me funnier.

After she takes a shot I find acceptable, she deposits the phone on the nightstand and grabs my limp penis.

“What are you doing?”

“Since you aren’t in Le Club, I’m going to have to get a blood test.”

“I don’t have any diseases.”

“Club rules.”

I sigh, bowing to the Draconian standards she has to follow.

“So, if I need to go to the doctor’s and get stuck with a needle,” she explains, “I’m getting my money’s worth out of this.”

I sigh louder as she pushes me flat and scoots down my torso.

A second later, she takes me in her mouth again.

I suck down a deep breath as the warm wetness moves across my length.

With the skillful use of her fingers, she has me ready to go again within another minute.

This time, she sits up and straddles me. “Since you did everything for the last go, it’s only fair I pitch in my share…”

I nod, excited to watch her and her amazing boobs bounce up and down on my cock but strangely wanting to be doing the same thing on top of a man.

Then she lowers herself and the weird thought evaporates as I enter her again.


Nine
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The initial get-together I had with Nate surpassed my low expectations, so against all common sense, I’m hanging out with him again—perhaps as a way to make up for my guilt at blowing him off in the States.

Like before, I’m dressed as Sam, hoping not to be recognized. While I have the benefit of not wearing a gaff, this get-up is more than a little inconvenient. My boobs are wrapped tight, and even though today is an unseasonably warm summer day, I’ve got on a hoodie with the hood up—unfortunate circumstances since Nate’s been dragging me all across Paris to see touristy sites.

As we trot through the sparse traffic whirling around the rotary, circling the Arc de Triomphe, a petite car rushes past, honking, with the driver cussing at us through his open window.

While Nate laughs it off, I scowl, annoyed by the rudeness.

Thankfully, we leave the roadway a moment later and step onto the raised circle surrounding the monument. We slow to a more sedate pace while I rationalize why this experience is good. During the summer I worked as a starving intern, I spent most of my time in free parks or at work. In my time as Samantha, I’ve rectified at least the frugal part of that existence by partaking in the high-end restaurants and fashion-related amenities Paris has to offer. However, I’ve taken the nearby cultural icons for granted—an oversight that Nate wants to rectify today.

Tourists elbow past us, and I swallow an obnoxious remark, not wanting to attract attention. As a celebrity, even incognito like this, my life is full of pitfalls to be avoided. Unlike Sam, Samantha can’t fade into obscurity if someone recognizes me as causing a commotion.

Nate taps my shoulder and points to a long line of people. “That’s for the observation deck. The views are supposed to be amazing.”

He’s always been the touchy-feely type and after the initial shyness of meeting again, he’s back to his old self—while I’m not.

When another group brushes past, I swallow my annoyance at everything and march toward the ticket office.

Nate hurries after me. “Where are you going? This is free.”

I roll my eyes because my hoodie feels like a sauna chamber, my bare armpits are slicked with sweat, and the ace bandage binding my boobs is hampering my breathing. The quaintness of this meetup is fading with each passing minute—being neither as interesting nor as pleasant as I found things the first time.

With my patience at the breaking point, I reply, “I’m buying the skip-the-line tickets, so we don’t have to wait.”

“It’s not that long. We’ve got time.”

“I’m not waiting on any more lines today,” I say, stepping up to the counter.

“Oh, I thought you were into saving money.”

I shake my head as I hand the teller a fifty-euro note, to avoid having a record of Sam’s wanderings via credit card.

There are so many things I’ve forgotten about my past life—like getting treated rudely on the metro, getting honked at by obnoxious drivers, and, of course, waiting in long lines.

We got off to a really early start but spent an hour standing behind a horde of people just to enter the Louvre. The artwork was great, but we didn’t dare sit in another long line to see the Mona Lisa. There just wasn’t enough time if we wanted to get anywhere else. Besides, as Samantha, I’m sure I could get a private tour during the off-hours if I wanted.

Inwardly, I sigh at the gulf between how Samantha and Sam are treated. The perks of being anonymous don’t quite match those of being an internationally famous model.

“Sorry,” he says, noticing my dour expression. “I thought I could save you money.”

Although I’m tempted to tell him how much I earn for a single shoot—a number that would make his head spin—I simply reply, “I can afford it.”

He thinks for a moment before replying, “I guess you can.”

After I get the two tickets, we go to the staircase and start the arduous two-hundred-and-eighty-four-step climb to the top.

Even though I’m in good shape from the physical training, my hidden discomforts have me winded by the time I step into the sunshine of the viewing area.

While I gather my breath, Nate pulls out his cellphone and marches to the nearest railing, which looks more like a wall of metal spikes.

“This is awesome,” he calls.

I head over. The view is stunning and I’ve heard even more so at night when the city is lit up. But that’s something I don’t want to share with him. I’ve decided I want this day to be over with as soon as possible, so I can get back to being Samantha.

“Hey, how about a picture of the two of us?” Nate says.

Slowly shaking my head, I step away. The last thing I need is to have shots of me as Sam plastered across the Internet with Nate in Paris. Or in actuality, any images of Sam displayed anywhere.

I sigh as he snaps a selfie with the Eiffel Tower in the background. Sadly, nobody except Nate misses Sam. I don’t have any close family left, and I wasn’t close to that many people in college.

A family of tourists steps near and a harried father readies his camera.

I edge away to allow them a wide berth.

The man turns to me and says, “Hi, um, can you take this, so I can be in it?”

Not wanting to be rude, I nod and take the camera.

He rushes over to join his wife and two children as I center them on the display.

“Say, cheese,” I say in my most masculine tone.

When they smile, I snap off two pictures, just to make certain they don’t ask me to do anything more.

When I return the camera, the man says, “Thanks!”

“Sure, glad too,” I reply with a genuine smile—the kids look incredibly cute.

He does a double-take, wrinkling his forehead in puzzlement, as his gaze falls from my face to my chest.

Angry at responding with my girly voice, I fold my arms over my wrapped breasts and march away. The more tired I am of being Sam, the more my Samantha traits resurface.

Nate wanders over from taking a few more selfies.

“Is that guy still looking?” I ask, tilting my head in the general direction of the family.

He glances over. “Nah, he’s talking to the kids. Relax.”

“Sorry,” I say with a frown, “it’s just that all it would take is one slip-up for me to be recognized.”

“Your face is softer,” he says, nodding, “and you’ve got more curves.”

“That’s why I’m wearing this,” I say, tugging at my baggy outfit.

“It’s still noticeable.”

I shove my hands into my pockets and slouch my shoulders, taking the most anti-Samantha Jacobs posture I can. The longer this day goes on—the more a chance of me doing something out of character. A flirtatious touch of the hair above my ear. Sitting with my legs crossed daintily. Examining my nails in a feminine way. Even checking out attractive men.

My loins twitch at the last thought.

Nate touches my arm. “Let’s do a quick circle and then we can head to the next place.”

“Good idea,” I say and step away, separating myself from the lingering contact. Each touch is longer and each of his glances are roaming further down my body—stuff I’m sure he’s not even aware of doing.

To stop the trend, I need to avoid being anything Samantha around him. Even though he looks good, what we had that one night in college isn’t something I have any desire to revisit. It’s not that I don’t want an old-fashioned pounding, but doing anything with Nate would be akin to mixing worlds. He’s from my old one—the one featuring nondescript Sam, while I live in the new, exciting one of Samantha Jacobs.

We spend the next minutes wandering around the observation deck, taking in the full view of the city. Each time Nate pauses for a selfie against the magnificent backdrop, I watch the passing tourists.

Generally, people are different around Samantha—even if they don’t recognize her. That’s the blessing and curse of being an attractive girl—people notice and react in subtle and not-so-subtle ways.

Around Sam, they act like themselves—less friendly and without the hushed whispers, broad smiles, covert glances, and overt stares.

Am I this far away from where I was?

But then again, I’ve got a different host of problems that come with fame, including nosy reporters, creepy stalkers, rabid fans, and a Russian oligarch trying to get me to show up at his club. And getting dates to stupid art exposition openings.

Not to mention, the ticking time bomb of my secret that’s on course to be exposed to the world.

But on the other hand, most people would trade what they have for what I’ve got.

I certainly did, and I’m not going back.

When we reach the exit, I rush through the doorway, just wanting to get into the shade of the staircase.

Nate hustles after me. “If we hurry, we can see a bunch of other places.”

I inwardly groan and start marching down the stairs.

After we hit street level and I step outside, a yawn forces its way up my throat.

“Bored already?” Nate says, glancing down my body.

I wipe my sweaty brow. “A little tired.”

“But we’ve barely even seen anything.” He points to the Eiffel Tower a little less than a mile away. “Let’s head there next.”

“There are going to be really long lines,” I protest. “That’s as touristy a place as there is.”

“Have you been to the top?”

“No.”

“Then we’ve got to go,” he says, grasping my arm. If I hadn’t already connected the dots, these lengthy touches and longer glances would telegraph to me that he’s interested—like the many men at those parties.

But for different reasons, this behavior from him is something I want to discourage.

“Don’t you have clubbing to do and girls to get to know?”

He shakes his head. “I’m a changed man, and I only try to meet girls the old-fashioned way.”

“Great,” I reply, suspicious of how hard he’s trying—given all the hints I’m getting that he’d really like to hang around with Samantha.

“So, are we going?”

“Fine,” I say. “But let’s make this the last place.”

“How about a scenic river cruise afterward? We can see Notre Dame.”

I resist the urge to strangle him. I hate the idea in so many ways—with the most being that he might find a sunset ride on a boat with me as romantic. “Tomorrow, I have an early shoot,” I reply, “so this will have to be it.”

“Oh, come on. A trip down the Seine will be fun. We haven’t had much of a chance to hang out, and you said you reserved the whole day for doing stuff.”

I tighten my jaw as I figure out how I can make the affair as unromantic as possible. After coming up with half-a-dozen ideas, I give him a nod. “Okay, we’ll take the boat, and then I’m heading home.”

“Great!” he says with a big smile, undoubtedly figuring out ways to lengthen our time together.

As we start toward the tall landmark, I promise myself that this is the last time I’m going to be doing anything like this. I’m Samantha now and if that means I won’t be hanging out with Nate again, then so be it.


Ten
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Isit on my couch, frowning at the shiny pages in my hands. It’s an issue of Just Swell, a popular life magazine, and is loaded with shots from Francois’ studio that advertise a line of kitchen products. There are several models, but my eyes are drawn to the pictures of one Madeline Williams.

She’s only a supporting character for the spread, but the notion that she sleeps in his house and only needs to wake up and walk downstairs to arrive at the location more than irks me.

That life should be mine. Or rather, I should be in a situation too, where I’m waking up in the morning next to my lover—especially in the place where I lost my virginity.

Smutty desires intrude into my thoughts, and I twitch. My hormones have been flaring up more than usual. It’s been too long since my last time with Maximilian. I frown, not sure that’s what I really want or need now. But still, a good old-fashioned pounding from a perfect physical specimen couldn’t hurt.

As I stare at my phone, trying to decide whether or not to contact my life-sized sex toy, it chimes with a notification. I pick it up and open a text from Christine:

Sophia’s new article is up.




With a sigh, I toss the magazine onto the coffee table and head to the laptop.

After I click on the bookmark for the Parisian Street Chic Gazette, the English version of the current issue settles into the browser. The Sophia Boucher article on the Neo Splendor shoot is front and center as the main attraction.
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Neo Splendor: A magazine ahead of the trends.

Even though this production is grand in scale, with impressive sets covering an entire sound stage, it is even loftier in its goals. The basis of all things Neo Splendor is a peek into the future and with this melange of models and photographers and post-production artists, things here are no different…

The article marches on to give a general description of the different aspects of pulling together such a large and complicated production as well as many of the issues. The technical details are all excitingly laid out for the reader, but as someone who lived through all the mundane aspects of the day, I skip down to the individual sections that Sophia’s written for each of the models.

The first subheading is devoted to Bailey Thomas and practically glows with praise.
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Bailey Thomas: The lovely first lady of the future.

The centerpiece of much of this issue is the up-and-coming trans model, Bailey Thomas. If you haven’t heard of her yet, you will. She is a mixture of elegance and beauty—all wrapped in an indefatigable persona.

There’s an impressive photo of Bailey in a seductive pose, and the praise for her continues for several more paragraphs.

Given what I saw of Bailey on the shoot, things aren’t so elegant or easy, and her persona lacks the confidence portrayed by Sophia’s words. Perhaps the final product will differ from what I expect, but there’s quite a bit of embellishment in the write-up.

The remaining models all receive a couple of cursory paragraphs along with several pictures—with Amber looking particularly awesome with her slicked-back, more masculine hairdo. But then again, with her athletic body and gorgeous face, a lot of things are going to look good on her.

Surprisingly, there isn’t a hint of any politics, and I wonder if that’s by design or if nobody gave any earthshaking opinions.

Near the end of the article is the section devoted to me—a testament to my success for not saying anything memorable.

I frown at the title.
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Samantha Jacobs: The perfect model with the perfect life.

And last, but definitely not least, is the always-in-demand Samantha Jacobs.

Regardless of the other wonderful models, the person drawing the most attention on this shoot is the beautiful Samantha Jacobs, the girl everyone wished lived next door to them. She’s been profiled already on these pages and hasn’t let any of her success change her…

I pinch my chin as I read the rest. Although in not so many words, I come off as a bit of an airhead—something I shouldn’t be upset about. It’s the exact result I wanted: to stay far from any controversy. But still, I think I should be more interesting than just my looks.

The article wraps up with details on the size of the bet that Neo Splendor is making and the ramifications for the success and failure of the endeavor.

When I reach the end, I swipe a text to Christine.

I think it’s okay.




Yes.




The curt reply is annoying. Given what I went through, I think congratulations are in order for me negotiating a potential minefield without her presence.

When nothing else arrives from my closest thing to a friend in Paris, I head back to the couch and return to my more immediate problems.

Even though the article came out well—indeed, most people would love to see themselves in print—I’m unsatisfied with the portrayal of how everything is wonderful with Samantha Jacobs because just like Bailey Thomas, my life is far from perfect.

I grab the Just Swell magazine on the coffee table and chuck it at the nearest garbage can.

Francois’ stupid opening is coming fast—this weekend—and I haven’t even figured out what to wear, let alone who I’m supposed to show up with.

Ugh.

I rub my temples from the mounting pressure, struggling to form some sort of plan. I go through the list of people I know. There are the two guys I gave impromptu blowjobs to at those parties. They’re both hot, intelligent, and have charisma—well suited to be art-exposition-opening date material.

My body warms from the remembrances of sucking their cocks in those private, dark places. Since I’m in for the evening, I’m wearing only lacy undergarments. For a moment, I surrender to my flaring hormones and gently rub myself down there, enjoying the hardening of my cock against the sheer material of my panties.

I still have their numbers, and things could work with either of them. Or even both at once?

Arriving with two dates would be awesome—or incredibly dumb.

I blow out a breath as reality crashes back into my thoughts. I ended anything further with them because neither is going to be on the NDA list. If I spent the whole evening fending off their advances, the chemistry would be so bad that Francois and, worse, Madeline, would instantly see through the ruse.

My phone buzzes with a text message, and I rush over to pick it up, looking for a reply from Christine. I putter out a breath when the display says it’s from Nate.

Hey, how about we get together tomorrow?




Another day of hanging out with him is last on my priority list. If it’s even a priority at all. I lost any desire to go out as Sam this last time out, and if there’s a next time, I’m sure things will be even more unappealing. But since I don’t want to be rude and blow him off again, I reply:

Sorry, I’m pretty busy now. I’ll try to free up some time soon.




As I set the phone down, I roll my eyes. I could meet him again for something like coffee, but I don’t want to lead him to anything outside of the friend zone. With his touchy-feeliness running on overdrive and his newfound love of romantic boat cruises, even something as simple as that would be a tough ask.

And I have other problems.

I glance around the room for a solution, and my gaze settles on the USB stick for Le Club.

And why shouldn’t I reopen my account?

The hopeful thought evaporates a moment later. Last time it was only about sex, and as Amber warned, Le Club is meant to be in secret, not for getting dates to public events.

I rub my face in exasperation—I have to get things settled for the art exposition and I can’t show up alone. The perfect model needs a date. Not a perfect one or even close, just a living, breathing person who won’t embarrass me.

A sigh spills from my mouth. Amber is out and so is Christine. Madam Beaumont is not a consideration.

There’s only Maximilian left. He’d look amazing for the role, but could I handle a whole evening’s worth of conversation with him? And what would he talk about with the other guests? Fitness training?

I steeple my hands under my chin, thinking things through. Maybe he could surprise to the upside? There has to be some spontaneity in that flawless body.

For a fleeting moment, I consider Sergei. It would feed the Russian mob rumors for sure, and he’d be intimidating to everyone.

But there’s that issue with the NDA—even if he was interested in anything besides having me around to promote his club.

I could just not go too. But I can’t. For one, I should be supporting Francois, who I have a professional relationship with, but more importantly, not showing up would be showing fear.

And Samantha Jacobs doesn’t hide anymore.

Double ugh.

But Samantha Jacobs needs a plus one.

My bottom twitches from sexual thoughts.

I fight the urge to rub down there again. Pleasuring myself isn’t what I need right now.

What I need is a man inside me.

I grab my phone. For a minute, I stare at the screen while my horniness wars with the doubts I’m having about my life.

Then I decide to spice things up for the coming soirée—and if everything works out the way I want, I can get my date too.

I send a quick text to Maximilian:

Are you available tonight?





Eleven
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The strong hands are back, rubbing my shoulders with the same motions as always.

While the repetition is becoming a little more than irritating—I’m feeling way too horny from the hormones. Having this perfect specimen of masculinity straddling me has got my girly desires running rampant—like my female side is acting up to outdo my male side. Maybe the urges are a counterbalance to my time as Sam or for having sex with Amber, but the desire to be submissive and get driven into the mattress has returned in greater force than ever from just his simple touch.

But I’ve got ulterior motives for this session as well. I’m going to try something different to break from this routine. Maximilian has to have more personality somewhere beyond the myopia for physical training. And if I can push us onto a new, more interesting foundation, perhaps I can put up with him for more than just sex and he can be my date for the art opening. Certainly, this gorgeous hunk would be more than acceptable as a plus one, so Francois could see that I’ve moved on from him.

To move this to the next level, I’ve spiced up the sensuality for the occasion by dressing in sexy lingerie: a black strapless lace corset, matching stockings hooked up to a garter belt around my waist, and silky black panties with a thong backing.

All things he glanced at without appreciating when I let him into the apartment. He even undressed as always—jacket, shirt, shoes, pants, underwear, and then socks—and folded everything into a neat pile.

I wonder if he notices anything besides the physical aspects of his immediate surroundings. Certainly, he gave some attention when I had on a thin sweaty top with no bra—my test case for attracting attention with my boobs before I went on those risqué shoots wearing Christine’s version of a sexy wardrobe.

But one could construe that particular incident was out of curiosity. Now that we’ve done it so many times and he’s intimate with my body…

As always, the massage continues down to my lower back and then ass before he slides my panties down to my thighs. He gives a final squeeze on my ass cheeks and spreads them, exposing my vulnerable opening.

A moment later, the hot tip of his cock presses against me, and I call out, “Lube, dear.”

He pauses. “Right, I forgot. Where do you keep it?”

“In the nightstand, where it always is,” I reply with annoyance at having to perform the same dialog as every last time before. How could this be so hard to remember? How self-absorbed is he?

I frown at the pillow, not bothering to watch as he reaches into the nightstand and grabs the tube.

Slick sounds come as he covers his perfect eight inches with the gooey substance. Then he returns the lube to its proper place and closes the drawer.

I roll my eyes when the now slippery, cool tip of his cock makes contact with my anus.

In a moment, he’s going to plow into me, and everything will be the same as before.

Fueled by irritation, I push up and shove backward, trying to position myself on hands and knees.

He straightens to an upright position on his heels and asks with shock, “Samantha?”

I twist my head around and say, “Let’s do something different tonight.”

“Why?”

“Just let me try this for just this one time.”

Although his lips purse and his eyes wander in thought, he doesn’t offer any objection.

“Lean back onto your palms,” I say in a soft voice, amazed I’ve deviated us this far from the predetermined path.

After he settles into position with his arms behind him, propping him up, I grab his lubed and still hard cock and adjust my bottom to press the tip against my anus.

I ease to the rear, and we both moan in unison as he enters me.

“Now stay like that,” I command, “and let me do all the work.”

He grunts something that I take as an approval.

With gentle prods, I move my rear backward, slowly impaling myself on his length. When the prickly mound of his trimmed pubic hairs brushes against my bottom, I pause and enjoy the extra full sensation. With my calves remaining between his thighs, everything is still as tight as what we usually do—only with some welcome variation.

A minute passes before I collect my strength, and then I start fucking him—moving back and forth, squeezing and relaxing my passage to maximize the enjoyment for this cock.

No complaints come from him—only faint moans of pleasure, which are more sensual than the grunts he usually emits in my ear during our other sessions.

For me, it’s fun to be finally doing something different after all these months—especially given the things I learned in Le Club. I let my body dictate my motions, giving small swirls to vary the undulations and swiveling my hips to gain extra force. This is so much better than our usual⁠—

He gives a loud and long moan and starts shoving with his pelvis to meet my thrusts.

I know from experience that he’s getting close, and I stop.

“Samantha?” he asks as I bring myself off him.

“Lie flat,” I say, shifting sideways to allow him room.

While he scoots upward on the bed, I pull up my panties to keep my plumbing hidden. Then I turn around and settle back on my knees, straddling his raging hard-on.

From my new position, I’ve got the perfect view of his chiseled and now sweaty body. It’s amazing and I shiver from the excitement I’m going to give him. I want to rock his world—to have him lose control to break out of his fixation with repetition.

I know he badly wants a release, and after I pull the thong backing to the side, I lower myself and let his shaft re-enter my expanded and slippery passage in a single motion.

As I start bouncing on his pelvis, I reach to my cleavage and unknot the front strings of my corset, letting the garment slide down my arms. Now bare-chested, I concentrate on moving my rear, delighting in the joining of our bodies.

An expression of bliss appears on his face. Given that I’m only used to stoicism and every time he’s orgasmed inside me I’ve been facing away makes this a welcome if odd sight.

And it sends me to new slutty heights.

I bob my bottom faster, going up and down his entire length. Waves of heat spread through my body as my skin tingles and my nipples harden into diamond-like points. This sex is so much better, so much more intimate than we’ve ever done.

In no time, he shivers and his cock stiffens—a feeling I can now relate to. He erupts inside me, more fluid than ever, his shaft pulsing with each fresh blast of cum.

Trembles crisscross his body, and his eyes roll up from sheer pleasure. Long genuine moans pour from his throat as he loses control.

I lean down and plant a kiss on his lips. He responds, grabbing me and crushing me into his mouth. Our tongues swirl. This is the first time we’ve ever engaged like this, and while his movements are somewhat crude, the overall sensation is more than acceptable.

A luscious minute rolls by before I break contact and collapse on his perfect chest, gathering my breath and rubbing my hands over his still quivering muscles.

Even though I haven’t had an orgasm, my panties are soaked with pre-cum and my cock is harder than ever. This horniness for more is another reason I should resurrect my Le Club account—I really need to be doing this far more often.

And as far as breaking the routine: mission accomplished. Now, I might even be able to take the after-sex conversation in a new direction too.

My cock pulses, hungry, and for a moment, I wonder if I should wipe him off, so I can suck on his yummy shaft and get him excited enough for another bout—exactly like Amber did with me.

There’s no way he wouldn’t want me to give him a blowjob⁠—

“Samantha,” he says, back to his normal voice.

“Yes?”

“I must go clean myself.”

I give a last squeeze around his softening cock and roll to the side, letting him flop out of my passage.

As he heads to the bathroom, I quickly take care of myself onto a pillowcase. A minute passes while I shiver in post-coital bliss.

Maximilian might be the one to take to the event. If I can get him to open up, we could actually have a good time together.

When the toilet flushes without the thunk of a seat coming down, I return to reality.

Water splashes as he cleans his hands. When he appears in the doorway, I ask sweetly, “Did you leave the toilet seat up?”

He tilts his head as if the thought just occurred to him and dashes off. The toilet seat clacks down a second later.

Now that I’m satiated, rational thoughts about the after conversation, which definitely isn’t making up for the sex, enter my head.

However, it’s his turn to surprise me when he comes back into view. Rather than letting his arms hang in a flexing position, he stands with a sheepish expression.

“Is everything okay?” I ask.

Instead of moving on to the search for food and the associated dialog and then, when he doesn’t find anything appealing, have me re-explain why everything is soy related, he purses his lips. “Next time, let’s go back to what we always do.”

“Didn’t you like what we just did?” I ask incredulously. “That was so much more fun.”

“It was interesting,” he says, shaking his head, “but not what I want.”

I slouch, disappointed. “Max, what do you do in your spare time?”

“What do you mean?”

I clasp my hands, hating that every last bit of enjoyment I had just evaporated. I won’t keep doing this routine. Even though I’m sure I’ll be really horny soon, I’m going to hate myself worse each time we do the exact same thing and have the exact same after conversation—like a repetitive workout in hell.

With an annoyed breath, I decide to break this off. I’m not sure how he’ll handle the rejection, but this is something that needs to be done. And when I get a new trainer, I’m making certain this new person will be someone I have no attraction for.

“Maximilian, we need to stop doing this.”

He gives me a quizzical stare.

“The sex. I can’t keep doing the same routine.”

As the news hits him, a frown creases his face. Then he nods. “Okay. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“I don’t think you understand…” I say, irritated I have to explain further.

“Tomorrow we have a workout appointment scheduled at 10 a.m.”

A moment passes as I process his words. Even though I had far more with Francois, we maintained a professional relationship afterward. He’s also the go-to person for any slutty shots I need to take. There’s no reason I can’t keep training with Maximilian.

“Sure, that sounds great,” I say, flummoxed by the whole affair.

The conversation lapses as he puts his clothes back on from the neatly folded pile. Then, with a quick wave, he leaves.

After the front door shuts, I roll onto my back, more frustrated than ever and accepting that imperfections with Maximilian’s social skills aren’t the real problem.

I’m a successful model and have nearly a million followers and counting on my social media accounts. Everywhere I go, dozens of eyes linger on me with lust. Suitors court me at every social affair. And yet, I can’t get a date to a stupid art opening.

How pathetic is that going to be if I show up alone when Francois has Madeline Williams on his arm?

There’s one last alternative, and I groan for even entertaining the notion.

How desperate am I?

The sad answer arrives and swamps all my other worries: Very, very much so.

I grab my phone and swipe in a text.

How would you like to come to an opening at an art gallery with me?





Twelve
[image: ]


The exclusive showing room has oiled-wood paneling and reddish-yellow glows coming from sconce light fixtures on the walls. Scattered over the plush carpet are portable rolling racks with clothing to be tried on, a fancy full-length mirror in the corner, and a table next to the doorway with a service of coffee, tea, and sandwiches. To the front, sheer lace curtains are drawn across the broad windows overlooking the street—allowing for sunlight while providing privacy.

This is the perfect atmosphere to get Nate outfitted as my guest to Francois’ art exposition opening.

“Ugh, this won’t work,” he says in an exasperated voice.

“Just a second,” I reply, struggling with the collar of his shirt. With a final tug, I get the edges of the band together and slip the button through the hole.

As I straighten the collar points and adjust the expensive material over his shoulders, he grimaces. “It’s still too tight.”

I step away and glance up and down, wanting to tell him to suck it up. Women have it so much worse. Instead, I smile and say, “The fit’s perfect. That’s the style.”

“Can’t I just be comfortable?” he asks with a frown.

I bite back my gut response, which is: “No, you can’t. I need you to look and be the most fabulous date ever, so I can impress upon Francois and his significant other that I don’t care if they’re together.”

Nate shifts his feet, adjusting his collar in discomfort.

Now, it’s my turn to frown. Even the fanciest outfit money can buy won’t work if he isn’t relaxed. So much of fashion is about confidence and posture.

“Tomás?” I call.

A thin man, impeccably dressed in a sporty suit, hustles over from the doorway. “Yes, Mademoiselle Jacobs,” he says.

For this shopping outing, I want the best results—something that’s only coming with the special service I receive as my feminine self.

“Do we have anything this stylish, but with perhaps a looser fit?”

He rubs his chin while Nate unbuttons his collar. “I think we do, but it will be a different clothing line.”

As he hurries from the room, Nate whispers, “Are we sure he knows what he’s doing?”

I force myself not to glare and reply sweetly, “Tomás has been the sales manager here for years and is the best there is.”

“Why are we even doing this? I’ve got plenty of shirts and pants.”

I don’t bother responding with the obvious.

“And I’m short on time,” Nate adds. “Why did we have to come all the way out here?”

My fingers tense, but I refrain from making them into fists.

We’re in Rue de la Mode, a tastefully adorned store, occupying the first two floors of a quaint residential corner—far from any touristy areas. It’s only known to those in the know—ensuring we can get a trendy, unique look that won’t be duplicated by any of the other guests. More importantly, the clothing shop is family-owned—promising discretion and the best service, understanding not only the current trends in fashion but how to match them to any subject.

“Because this place is perfect for what we need,” I reply.

Nate glances at the surroundings. “Everything looks so expensive.”

On the ground floor where normal people shop, the prices are stiff. Up here in this exclusive area, with personalized assistance, there aren’t any price tags. In truth, this type of service is exorbitant in cost, but given the amount I made for the Neo Splendor shoot, over and above my usual gigantic modeling fee—this is just a drop in the bucket.

“Don’t worry, I’m buying the outfit—as a thanks for being my date.”

Tomás returns and hands a new set of garments to Nate, who marches into the fitting room.

“Thanks,” I say.

Tomás folds his hands and assumes a waiting posture. “Of course, Mademoiselle Jacobs,” he replies and gives a patient smile.

We wait in silence until Nate pops out in the new outfit. He hands Tomás the non-acceptable shirt and pants and steps in front of the mirror.

While Tomás hangs the discards on the closest rack, I check Nate out. The pants are a charcoal gray and the shirt a subtle beige with blue on the interior of the cuffs and collar. The general cut is looser around the shoulders and the shirt is meant to be worn with the top unbuttoned.

“Maybe a sports jacket?” I suggest.

“Yes,” Tomás replies and heads to the rack nearest the doorway, where he pulls off a solid-colored navy blazer made from the finest wool. “This is Italian. It has sartorial elegance and will add formality to the ensemble.”

After he helps Nate into the jacket, Nate says with a hint of annoyance, “I think this looks perfect—way better than the other nine things I’ve tried on.”

I sigh. It’s not perfect, or even close to what I envisioned. But it’s the best we’re going to do for today. “Okay, we’ll take this set,” I say to Tomás. “Can you pick out matching socks and a handkerchief?”

“Of course, Mademoiselle Jacobs.”

“Are we done?” Nate asks impatiently.

“We still need to get shoes.”

“I’ve got black ones that go with everything.”

As I roll my eyes, Tomás says diplomatically, “If he gives me his shoe size, I shall choose a pair. If it’s not suitable, you can return them.”

“Great,” I say, happy for the quick solution. “Send the bill to me, and the clothing to his address.”

Tomás hands Nate a pad, and he scrawls his information on it.

After Tomás heads off to package up the purchases, Nate says, “Trust me. I’m not totally stupid about getting dressed up.”

I bite back a retort. This isn’t like a high school prom or college formal in a dorm. Or any of his dates.

“So, we’re done, right?” he asks.

“We need to go over the cover story for how we met.” It’s something that Christine insisted upon if we’re going to be seen in public. Obviously, saying Nate and I knew each other in college would instantly result in way more scrutiny of his past. And it wouldn’t be hard to comb through the student rolls to deduce that nobody named Samantha Jacobs went there. On the other hand, there’s a certain Sam Jacob who did.

Nate rolls his eyes. “We already did that on the way over.”

“We need to get that part perfect too.”

“It’s simple. We met at a cafe and hit it off.”

“Which cafe?”

“The one we actually met at.”

“No, because they’d know Samantha Jacobs was never there—everywhere I eat out, the staff wants to take selfies.”

“Nobody’s going to ask for specifics. Why are you so nervous?”

“I’m not nervous.”

“Your whole body’s tense—you’re practically jittering out of your dress, and you’ve been getting on my case for every last detail of every last thing.”

“Let’s just go over it to make sure.”

“I have to go and do stuff for work. You said this was only going to take my lunch hour—and now it’s going on 3:30.”

While I work out another means to get him to stay, he turns and heads toward the exit, saying, “I’ll see you tomorrow, and don’t worry. Everything will be fine—provided I don’t get fired for missing work.”

Tomás returns just as Nate disappears down the staircase.

“Are you ready to choose your outfit?” Tomás asks respectfully.

I nod as an answer, feeling the tingles of a coming panic attack.

Tomorrow’s going to be a disaster for sure.
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The big night has arrived, and I sit in front of the lighted mirror, discouraged.

I’ve done everything I’ve planned and more, but I’m more anxious than ever.

Even though I’ve put on makeup hundreds of times and I’m good at it, I can’t get it right for this crucial moment.

With slow shakes of my head, I bury my face in my hands—I’m such a jumbled mess.

When I got up this morning, my misgivings were in full bloom and have only gotten worse since then.

While I performed my daily routine, my mind focused on all the details for the evening that I might have missed.

There are so many things that one Madeline Williams could judge me on.

My worries soared when Timéo, the daytime concierge for my building, arrived with the outfit Tomás and I picked out for this event. When I laid out the light-blue sleeveless A-Line dress with a slit neckline and front zipper next to the matching booties and purse on the bed, they weren’t as cute or formal or gorgeous as I remembered.

I let out an exasperated sigh because, aside from my own appearance, I have to worry about Nate carrying his half of the load. We’re showing up as a couple, and anything he does will reflect on me.

When I got ready to see Francois after he returned from Africa, I did extra-special stuff. This afternoon, I did even more.

While I’ve always gone by the motto of being more feminine than femininely possible, for tonight, I’ve tried to be even more feminine than that.

I did the long soak with the bath bombs, slathered fragrant moisturizer over myself, and even did a scented enema—nothing’s going to happen tonight, but I wanted to feel more girly on the inside.

After all that, I did more. I’m smoother than smooth because I’ve waxed my legs and privates. Sure, pulling out the week-old hairs was painful, but the end product was more than worth it. In addition, I’ve even bleached my underarms and my opening to get them nice and pink. Although it takes a few weeks to notice the results, I’m still more confident just doing it once. And if everything turns out well tonight, it’s something I’ll continue into the future.

If things go well.

When I showered, I was so nervous I didn’t get my usual hard-on—despite my raging hormones and sensual girly preparations. Not that I need it or anything, but it’s just another sign that things are off.

Are my looks enough?

What about Nate? Sure, he’s in shape and looks a hundred times better than in college, but is that enough to impress Francois and Madeline and any guests we might encounter?

I clench my jaw, hating my insecurities.

Maybe Nate is right, and I’m making too big a deal out of this.

Is it too late to back out now?

I shake my head. If I did, how could I be the person to “Nudge the World?” When my past goes public, I’ll be under far more scrutiny than anything I face tonight.

But tonight’s personal in a way that the judgment of the entire world isn’t.

A minute passes before I realize the stupidity of the last thought and frown. As someone who’s openly trans and struggling to change the perception of beauty, Bailey Thomas has gone through a lot worse than me.

This is one event I can’t miss.

To steady myself, I grip the edge of the desk and take deep breaths. Then I grab a box of makeup wipes to start over again.

When my face is clean, I settle my thoughts, hoping Nate’s right and the evening goes off without a hitch. I’ve planned for everything, but no plan survives contact with the enemy. And I know that given how competitive models can be, I’m heading into a battleground.

My phone rings, and I groan. It’s the car and right on time.

Ignoring my trepidations, I tell the driver to wait for ten minutes. I hurry and do a quick makeup job—what I usually do without any other accents—praying it’ll be enough.

Then I grab my purse and head out the door, battling my fears, which are worse than ever.
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In the fading sunlight of the summer Paris evening, the car speeds toward the art exposition.

I can’t stop my leg from shaking.

“Are you going to be okay?” Nate says from next to me.

I tighten my lips to stop from pouting. Nate dressed in the outfit Tomás selected for him, but he wore his regular shoes instead of the ones Tomás picked. I can tell because there are scuff marks on the cheap leather and the styling screams “Purchased in an outlet mall.”

At least on the bright side, he folded the colorful handkerchief and put it into the breast pocket of the Italian sport coat.

Nate lets out a long breath. “Everything’s going to be alright. Remember, you’re Samantha Jacobs and everyone else isn’t.”

I try to think like that as the car pulls in front of the brightly lit floor-to-ceiling windows of Galerie de la Nouvelle Vague—the trendy art gallery hosting the event.

“I’m Samantha Jacobs, and I make the date—not the other way around,” I say to myself after stepping onto the sidewalk. When Nate joins me, I decide that, aside from his shoes, he looks great, and even though he was my last and most desperate choice, I could have done a lot worse. And besides, I’m Samantha Jacobs and anyone I bring is someone the other guys will be jealous of.

As we walk to the entrance, I cross my fingers, hoping the last sentiment is true. A few nervous strides later, I hold out my invitation to the doorman and say, “Samantha⁠—”

“Of course, Mademoiselle Jacobs,” he replies with a smile and opens the wide glass door.

In a gentlemanly fashion, Nate allows me to enter first, and I step into the stark glare of the completely white interior.

After edging past the foyer, I take a moment to get settled. The place is already pretty crowded with most of the guests dressed in the latest fashions. The few that aren’t wear super-casual outfits, indicating an extreme confidence in their position.

Nate nudges my arm and guides me into the interior to allow another group of arrivals to enter.

We walk into one of the main viewing spaces where, across flat white walls, giant poster-sized pictures hang under artsy spotlights. Each depicts a different aspect of life in the deep heart of Africa.

“Amazing,” Nate says.

I nod because they are. Francois has always had a great eye for picking out important details—choosing the right lighting and moment to get the most out of any subject. The depth and quality of these shots are something that will propel his career.

A career he chose over getting into a serious relationship with me.

While I frown at the dour notion, a well-dressed server in black pants and a white blouse wanders past, holding a tray of champagne.

Nate grabs a couple of glasses from her and gives me one. Happy to have something in my hand, I take a sip and move toward the nearest life-sized photograph.

Familiar laughter comes from the doorway to an adjoining room, and I spy Francois entertaining a group of guests.

He’s scruffy, as usual, but dressed a bit more formally, wearing a more expensive shirt and sleek, tight pants.

As my eyes wander down his taut form and settle on his bottom, memories surface of him being inside me. Blood rushes into my loins, and I curse my stupid hormones. I did have the best sex with Francois, but I absolutely don’t need those desires right now.

When the person speaking with him glances in my direction, my former lover turns and gives a casual wave.

I smile back and set the glass of champagne down on a nearby table. The last thing I need is alcohol affecting my inhibitions.

But the lewd thoughts won’t stop, and the warmth flooding down there sends my hardening cock straining against my gaff.

There’s no reason for this, I tell my wayward desires. Francois and I have been together on many shoots since we stopped seeing each other—occasions when our professionalism took over.

Except that this is a social situation and worse than just being horny at a party. His significant other is one of the hosts, and there’s still the emotional attachment too. Francois was my first—an experience that can never be replaced.

Judging by his lingering glance down my outfit, he still has feelings too. But that’s his problem. While I was hoping to take our relationship to the next level, he wasn’t ready to challenge the world by dating a trans person—even an internationally famous cover model.

“Hello, hello!” Amber says, walking up to us. She looks stunning in a glittering white cocktail dress that highlights her ample cleavage as well as showing off her flawless legs.

While Nate’s eyes widen, she gives me a welcoming peck on the cheek.

“Glad you’re here,” I say, welcoming the distraction.

“Me too,” she says. “I mean, me too, that I’m happy you’re here.”

I laugh.

She turns to Nate. “And who is this gentleman?”

“This is Nate, my date for tonight.”

“And a handsome one at that,” she replies and touches the collar of his sports coat. “Italian. Very nice. And I love the shirt.”

“Thanks,” Nate gushes as Amber sends me a wink of approval.

There’s a crash, and Amber rolls her eyes. “That would be my date,” she says, gesturing toward where servers are hustling to clean up a fallen tray while a thin, well-dressed man stands nearby, filling the air with apologies. “No, he’s not drunk, just challenged as far as coordination,” the tall strawberry blonde explains.

“Guess he’s not ready to take you on in volleyball,” I reply. Amber is famous for having been discovered on a volleyball court and turned down multiple Division I scholarships to come to Paris and model.

“Or anything else,” she says with slow shakes of her head. When he stumbles on some broken glass, she raises her hands in frustration and heads to the disaster area, calling over her shoulder, “I’ll catch up with you later.”

After she’s a safe distance away, Nate says, “Holy moly, you know Amber McPherson?”

“Yes,” I reply as if it’s not a big deal. Nate going gaga over different celebrities is something I don’t need at a time when I need my date to impress upon those celebrities how cool he is. Then I wonder if he’d be even more impressed to know I’ve done it with Amber quite a few times—both giving and receiving. Eat your heart out Tonya Davis, I think in a moment of pettiness. A second passes while I wonder if I’m jealous of her, but then I toss aside the silly thought.

“Oh, cool! They’ve got hors d’oeuvres,” Nate says, scoping out another wandering server holding a silver tray.

While he maneuvers through groups of guests to get to the food, I relax. With a friendly face and ally like Amber here, as well as her seal of approval for my date, the evening is starting a lot better than I could have expected. She didn’t even mention Nate’s shoes, which I’m sure, as a fashion model, she noticed.

To make life even better, the pressure against my gaff lessens as my horniness recedes—my hormones are helping out too.

Just as I think everything will turn out for the best and that all my fears are overblown, Madeline Williams enters, wearing a charcoal high-neck maxi dress that hugs her thin figure. She heads to Francois and kisses him on the cheek.

A flush rises on my face. It’s not from the show of affection, it’s from the engagement ring with the giant diamond gracing Madeline’s finger.

Jealousy mixed with a dash of envy floods into my psyche at the news. My arms tremble and my breaths shorten as a panic attack threatens to strike.

I shudder, thinking I had gotten over this. I shouldn’t feel anything at all for Francois, except I do. It’s not that I want him—unless he wanted me for a long-term relationship.

This is akin to what Amber told me a while back: Women are competitive and models even more so. I want what I can’t have. At least what I can’t have on my own terms. Sure, if I desired Francois for a night or two, that would be no problem. Especially after the screwing I gave him the last time we did it. I picture the ecstasy that was on his face while I rode him to an earth-shattering orgasm.

But this puts everything out of reach.

My breaths come heavy as I battle a spell of dizziness. Desperately, I swing my gaze, looking for a place to hide from everyone. I spy a sign for the bathroom down an access hallway. On faltering legs, I head there, not wanting to show any weakness, at least not any more than I’m already putting on display.

By the time I enter the narrow corridor, I’m practically stumbling, keeping my palms on the walls to keep my balance. I can’t reach the bathroom fast enough and, gasping for air, I shove the door closed behind me and lock it. Then I lean over the sink, wanting to pull my hair out—determined to spend the whole evening in here.
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After I can breathe calmly, I lean over the washbasin, wanting to splash water on my face, but not wanting to ruin my makeup.

In the harsh glare of the mirror, I study my reflection, wondering how I’m going to deal with the fact that not only has Francois moved on before I did—he’s moved on permanently.

I can’t head back out and face them. I should never have come at all.

Knuckles quietly rap on the door. “Are you okay in there?” Nate says.

“Go away.”

“Anything I can do to help?”

“You wouldn’t understand,” I reply with despair leaking into my voice.

“Don’t I?”

I don’t bother answering.

“I’m not blind. It’s pretty obvious you had a thing with Francois and that you were desperate for a date, so you invited me. And I came because I’m your friend. You can’t stay in there all night.”

I roll my eyes because I can if I want to.

As if reading my mind, he continues, “This is her home turf, so you can’t hide here.”

“You have no idea how this all works.”

“Oh, and you do? Dating is dating no matter where you go, and people are people. You’re talking like Sam, but you’re Samantha now and Samantha Jacobs is a world-class model. I follow a lot of models, and I have no idea of who this person you’re so worried about is, but I’m sure she can’t even hold a candle to you.”

I stare at the mirror, not seeing what he’s talking about. “What difference does that make?”

“It means she isn’t in your league. Is she on the cover of any fashion magazines?” When I stay quiet, he adds, “Look, you’re beautiful. You’re funny⁠—”

“Now, I know you’re lying.”

“Okay, you being funny is really stretching things.”

I chuckle because, in a weird way, the honesty is refreshing.

A moment passes before he continues rambling. “But you are a special person. I only came back to Paris to see you, and I only did all that dieting and exercise because of you.”

“Obviously.”

“Am I that transparent?”

“Yes—tell me something I don’t know.”

“Did you know why I was successful on all those dates? Including with Tonya?”

“No.”

“Because I compared everyone I asked out with you, Samantha Jacobs. And that gave me the confidence I could never have gotten anywhere else. I’ve always had this goal of getting back to you.”

While the statement is a little obsessive, I’m not surprised.

“You’re unique⁠—”

“I’m not.”

“Listen. You are unique. That’s why I made friends with you in the first place. You were always in the background, but I always noticed you. There was always something about you that I liked. I mean—that I was attracted to. Not in a creepy or stalkerish way or anything like that, at least I don’t think so. I mean, just that there was something about you, so I made sure to meet and get to know you. So⁠—”

I open the door. “That does sound weird and stalkerish.”

“At least you’re not hiding in the bathroom anymore.”

“Anything to get you to stop talking.”

He gives a bemused shrug as I push past and head back to the party.
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The world doesn’t end when I re-enter the bright lights of the art exposition. It’s a little more crowded, but things are pretty much as before—with the servers still serving, the life-sized pictures still hanging, and the guests still engrossed in the artwork or conversing with other guests.

The only indication of anyone noticing my quick exit comes from a silver-haired woman in a flowing blue dress, who sends me a knowing nod as if understanding the restrictions that certain womanly functions place on the female body.

I reply to her assumption with a taut smile, happy she’s not any the wiser about the little extra I’ve got down there.

When she returns her attention to her plus one, I glance around the room for Francois, intending on wishing him the best, not only professionally, but in his personal life as well. Jealousy should be the last thing on my mind. He’s still my friend and photographer, and I should be happy for him.

And I am.

Although a relationship is a nice concept, my ultimate goal shouldn’t be to get into one or find love. I’m the tip of the spear to “Nudge the World,” and I should be glad things are going so well in that direction. And I should accept Sophia Boucher’s assessment that I’ve got an idyllic life as a model.

At least until my secret comes out.

And that’s where my focus should be: getting better at dealing with pressure and not worrying so much about stuff outside of my control.

“Samantha,” Francois says, stepping up to me. “I’ve been trying to find you.”

“Oh, I just had a slight malfunction I needed to fix,” I reply in a light-hearted tone. Before he can question any further, I tilt my head toward Nate and say, “And this is Nate, my escort… I mean date for the evening.”

Francois gives Nate a welcoming smile, and they shake hands in a friendly fashion—thankfully not using the gesture to do any sort of dick-measuring against one another.

“It’s great to meet you,” Nate says. “I love the offsets in your pictures. They’re magnificent.”

“Oh?” Francois says. “Thank you.”

For the next few minutes, Nate engages with him on the finer points of landscape photography, which, even given my background, is way past my depth. The two talk like old friends, chatting about exposures, creating compositions, and the selection of colors as well as using black and white. Francois laughs when Nate compliments him on the use of reflections in a river shot.

The blissful conversation is interrupted by a glass crashing on the hardwood floor.

I twist to find Amber’s date apologizing to an annoyed couple, using his handkerchief to dab a wet spot on the man’s suit. Servers hustle over to sweep up the broken glass as Amber arrives with a disarming smile and diffuses the situation. Then, with an eye roll, she drags the klutzy man from the disaster area.

As Francois and Nate return to their conversation, I grin, happy that my plus one can at least walk and chew gum at the same time—besides being able to converse about photographic art, something I find super hot.

“There you are,” Madeline Williams says, joining us.

Francois angles to allow her into the conversation, and she sidles up and kisses him on the cheek, bringing her ring finger into plain view by touching his shoulder.

He gestures to me. “This is⁠—”

“Samantha,” she finishes for him in a lovely English accent. “It’s wonderful to finally meet you.”

As she flicks her gaze down my body, I return a smile, battling a touch of anxiety. I try to focus on being happy for Francois rather than competing with her. “And you as well, Madeline. This is Nate.”

“Pleasure,” Nate says.

She replies with a nod, her glance dipping to his shoes.

“Francois and I were just talking about how amazing the pictures look,” Nate says.

“Some took so long, and the sun and weather were deadly,” Madeline replies.

“It wasn’t so bad,” Francois mumbles. “We did get used to it.”

Madeline shakes her head. “There were dust storms, lions, hyenas…”

“Well, I’m glad everything came out okay,” I say.

She grabs Francois’ hand and brings it to her lips. “But the arduous journey was all worth it. After all, Francois and I got a lot of time to spend under the stars…”

As Madeline recounts more hardships, Francois’ eyes wander as if he’s seeking an escape. Even though he keeps holding her hand, he edges from her. With me never being romantic in public with Francois, I have no idea of his viewpoint on public displays of affection, but I know him well enough to understand he’s not comfortable.

Neither am I, but I feign interest in what she’s saying, even as the envy and humiliation from me waiting in Paris for Francois to return while they were getting close in Africa rise inside me. Each romantic sliver she reveals hits like a slap in the face. I swallow a pool of saliva and force my breathing to remain steady, fighting a budding panic attack. Part of me wants to strike back and say something snide, but I can’t make a scene now.

“So, Francois,” Nate says, pointing to the nearest picture to change the topic. “This is such an amazing shot with the lions and gazelles drinking near each other.”

“We had to hide in a sheltered area from sunrise and wait,” Madeline answers for my former lover.

Francois tugs at his collar. “Yes, many things require a lot of patience,” he adds. “But enough of Africa. I’m all talked out about such details.” He glances at Nate and me. “So, where did the two of you meet?”

“At a cafe,” Nate answers, “and by pure chance.”

“Oh, do tell,” Madeline says.

“Samantha’s very popular and the cafe manager wanted to take a selfie with her. Things were busy, but I was at the next table and offered to help. Then from there, we started chatting and found we had a lot in common.”

“How positively charming,” she replies in neither a positive nor charming tone. She brings up Francois’ hand to give a kiss and show her ring at the same time before saying, “Francois and I don’t get out so often, you see, he’s such a wonderful cook.”

Nate glances at me with a flash of annoyance in his eyes. “I don’t think we should go out as much either,” he says in an innocent voice. “Samantha is so popular, and she gets so much attention everywhere she goes. It’s really inconvenient sometimes. I guess it must be like that with all models, including yourself…”

For an instant, Madeline’s eyes narrow. “Yes, but sometimes, it’s more important who you’re popular with,” she says, again glancing at his shoes.

Nate goes on, pretending she didn’t respond. “Samantha’s in the top ten models in the world. I googled it.”

“Indeed,” she replies in a cold tone, “it sounds like you’re a fan.”

Nate gives a sheepish smile. “One of the tens of millions. I’m just lucky I’m here, I guess.”

“Yes, you are.”

She locks eyes with Nate, but he doesn’t back down and calmly meets her stare.

“Well,” Francois says, “I think we’ve taken up enough of your time.” He turns to me. “Samantha, may I compliment you on your date? You seem to be in very good hands.”

“I’m happy,” I reply.

Francois tugs Madeline away. “Come, we have other guests to attend to.”

“It was nice meeting you,” Nate calls after them.

Her body stiffens for a moment, but then she keeps walking.

“I guess she feels a little threatened by you,” Nate says.

“A little,” I reply. “I’m impressed you didn’t wilt under that glare she gave you.”

“You forget—I’m used to rejection and disdain,” he says with a wink.

“True, you’ve got oodles of experience with that.”

He sends a pouty look, which I find sexy.

“Where did you learn all that about art?” I ask to get him talking again.

“That was my minor in college.”

“Oh, wow. That’s great,” I reply. “I didn’t know that.”

Nate grins. “There’s a bunch of cool stuff about me that you don’t know.”

With that gesture and in that outfit, he does look super cute. That and his chivalrous defense of me against Madeline sends my hormones surging. Blood floods into my loins.

Instead of battling the sensations, I go with the warmth and uncomfortable hardening of my cock against the thick material of the gaff. I take Nate by the hand, grateful he’s been everything I could have asked for in a date. “Come with me,” I say.

Although he widens his eyes in surprise, he doesn’t resist as I drag him to the bathroom.
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Flush with hormonal horniness, I motion for Nate to remain outside while I hustle into the bathroom. As the ceiling light flickers on, I roam around the small space, checking for any hidden cameras in the vent or fixtures.

Not surprisingly, there aren’t any, but it never hurts to make sure—especially for what I have in mind.

When I peer back into the hallway, Nate says, “What’s⁠—”

I reach out and drag him inside. After I close the door and twist the lock, I say, “Just fuck me.”

His eyes light up as he realizes what’s about to happen.

Since I wasn’t planning on this, I have to use my saliva for lube. I squat in front of him, not wanting to dirty my knees or dress on the floor.

While he unbuckles his belt and trousers, I pull down the zipper, and then I peel his underwear to his thighs.

He’s shaved, which is yet another pleasant surprise. The one time we did it, he had an unruly patch down there. I chalk it up to part of his makeover, hoping he didn’t groom on the assumption that he was getting anything tonight.

When I grab his balls and pump his shaft, he releases a rough grunt.

“Keep it down,” I say, terrified and excited by what we’re going to do.

“Okay,” he whispers with a nod.

I take him in my mouth, which is already watering from lewd anticipation.

Even though his hips tense, he stays quiet.

After a couple of bobs down his length, he gets hard.

Happy with his level of desire, I keep at it until the sweet rod of flesh is nice and slick with my drool.

Then I stand and lean against the wall, pulling up my dress.

Nate steps behind me as I shove my gaff down to my thighs, letting my balls and shaft flop free of the tuck.

As I shiver from the chill descending over my bottom half, as well as a rush of anticipation, the head of his wet cock presses into the ravine of my ass.

I lower my hand and grab him, positioning the tip at my entrance.

He pushes forward, and I squirm, adjusting myself so he can gain purchase against my tight muscles. When it nudges at the right angle, I dip my rear and push.

The slick head slips into me, and I tense against the intrusion.

“Hold up a sec,” I whisper. I’m more nervous than I thought I’d be, and I spend a few moments willing away the fears of getting caught from my overactive imagination.

When I relax enough, I say, “Okay, let’s do this.”

While he nudges forward, I shove back. As he gets further inside, I struggle to stifle the moans that threaten to leave my mouth. We go at it for another minute until his pelvis finally pushes against my bottom.

As Nate’s heavy breaths echo in my ears, I take his hands and let him cup my breasts, allowing me a moment to collect myself.

He gropes higher, struggling to get his hands down the split neckline of my dress.

“Just unzip it,” I whisper.

When he fumbles, trying to find the slider, I push his fingers away and tug it down myself. With a couple of shimmies, I peel the soft material from my shoulders, letting the top fall to my waist.

Nate unhooks my bra and slides it down my arms. With my boobs now free, he wastes no time fondling them.

While my nipples harden under his enjoyable squeezes, kneads, and pinches, blood flows into my cock from the excitement. This is sudden and spontaneous and so different from the times with Maximilian.

I rub behind me inside his sports jacket and down the sides of his taut body, loving the invasion of my rear and the electric tingles spreading over my skin.

Footsteps sound from the hallway, and my eyes flick to the door, double-checking that the lock is in the right position.

As we wait with hushed breaths, pre-cum leaks from my cock. I can’t believe how excited I am.

When things quiet again without us being disturbed, I push my hands against the wall, getting ready for the final act, and whisper conspiratorially, “Quick, do it.”

He pulls halfway out and shoves back in.

I grunt and meet his thrusts, relaxing my passage to allow the entire length back in, then tightening to grip his shaft as he brings himself back—maximizing the sensations for both of us.

His pelvis hits my bottom with loud smacks, and I stifle squeals of delight.

The thrill is amazing—this is slutty, spontaneous, dirty—and so exactly what I needed.

He must not have gotten laid since returning to Paris because, in too few pumps, he stiffens and pulls me close, planting kisses on my nape. A moment later, he shudders, and hot blasts of cum flood into me.

We rest for a few seconds before I say, “Thanks, that was perfect.”

“Better than perfect. Are you ready for me to pull out?”

When I nod, he backs away, slipping out of me.

As I clench my bottom, he hands me a paper towel. It’s a considerate gesture, and I grab it and press down there to stop anything from leaking out and onto any part of my outfit. I can’t change my gaff, stockings, or dress now.

After Nate hurries and cleans up with some wet towels, he washes his hands and checks himself in the mirror.

“You look perfect,” I say over my shoulder. “Go back to the party, so at least one of us is out there.”

He gets that I need some alone time and heads to the doorway.

I hold my breath, hoping that nobody’s heard us and is waiting out there. We were quiet, or at least, we tried to be.

Nate opens the door a crack and peers into the hallway. Sounds come from the gallery, but he turns and winks. “Coast is clear.”

“Great, not a word of this to anybody.”

He holds up his hand. “Scout’s honor.”

“You were never a scout.”

He rolls his eyes with a happy-I-just-got-laid smile and says, “You know what I mean.”

After the door shuts, I make sure it’s locked. Then, holding my hem away from my leaking cock and clenching my bottom, I head to the toilet. Before sitting, I use one hand and put down a layer of toilet paper over the seat—a ladylike gesture I learned from Madam Beaumont.

Then I plop myself down and pump at my throbbing erection.

The bathroom is messy from use, and the sex was quick and cheap—the risqué nature making everything that much better. Within a few strokes, ropes of watery cum blast into the toilet.

Moments pass before my wits return, and I flush away the evidence, still trembling with excitement.

Even though I want to bask further in the afterglow, I clean up and restore my outfit, getting the bra back on and zipping up the top of my dress before redoing the tuck and pulling up my gaff.

I go to the sink, where I wash my hands and touch up my makeup in the mirror.

After everything looks okay, I step into the hallway and head back to the gallery, where Nate greets me with a silly grin. I purse my lips, suppressing a snicker, still too thrilled about the clandestine rendezvous.

When we return to the main area, we find the world has continued without us and is none the wiser. Knots of people still chat, sipping on champagne, pointing out things in the magnificent photos, unaware of anything out of the ordinary. Or not caring.

It is Paris.

I let out a relieved sigh, glad my world isn’t ending in shame.

“I’ll go get us something to drink,” Nate says.

While he wanders off in search of a server, Amber walks past, her hand gripped tight on her date’s arm, keeping him out of trouble. Her head snaps in my direction, and she pauses long enough to send me a lopsided smirk.

I return an embarrassed shrug as she marches her date away. Even though I’ve put my outfit and makeup back to a pristine condition, she’s seen my post-coital flush and knows what happened. I send a worried glance around guests, hoping⁠—

My eyes center on Francois, who’s staring hard at me from across the room, ignoring the other three people in his conversation. For an instant, his eyes narrow as a flash of jealousy rushes through his expression.

I straighten and embrace my slutty nature.

This is Paris, after all.

The others trying to converse with him turn to look at me.

Nate comes over as a distraction and hands me a glass of champagne.

I take a sip, pretending not to notice the extra attention.

Realizing this is something he doesn’t want to make any worse, Francois puts his mask of happy artist back on and steers his conversation to a nearby picture that centers on a pride of lions.

However, Madeline steps into view and glares at me—not for what happened in the bathroom, but for Francois’ moment of jealousy.

When I reply with a coy smile, she huffs and joins Francois’ group, gripping his hand and rubbing up against his shoulder as if to kiss him.

He nods but doesn’t return the affection, preferring to remain professional in front of the visitors.

The rift sends a sliver of happiness through me, and I scowl at myself from guilt. On this night, I should be happy for Francois. I really should…
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A half-hour later, Nate and I stand, waiting for our car on the sidewalk outside the gallery.

Excitement still tingles over my sore bottom and tucked cock. It’s petty, but the idea that someone else’s seed is inside me at Francois’ reception with him engaged to Madeline Williams is especially satisfying. And given the glare of utter loathing she sent as we said goodnight, doubly so.

Maybe Amber’s philosophy is right: Women are competitive and models even more than that.

Nate smiles at me. Thankfully, he hasn’t tried to grab my hand or do anything romantic—accepting that what happened was a spur-of-the-moment thing, like when we had sex in the States.

“Do you want to come back to my place?” he asks.

Or perhaps not. He did confess how long he’s been into me—since my Sam days, so the suggestion shouldn’t be a shock.

“We could do it again and I could demonstrate a few of the things I’ve learned,” he adds hopefully.

I purse my lips, sure that the few things he’s learned pale in comparison with what I learned in Le Club.

“Nate…” I say, trying to find the correct words. “This was a fun night. I’ve had a really good time, and I don’t want to spoil anything.”

“This isn’t about spoiling—this is about making things better.”

“I have this rule about sleeping with someone overnight. That’s something that means a serious relationship, and I’m not at that place right now.”

“Oh,” he says, trying to hide his disappointment. “I understand.”

A high-end sedan pulls in front of us, and the driver hustles out and opens the door. Without any more words, we scoot into the back.

As the vehicle drives off, I stare at the huge gallery windows, seeing if I can get another look at Francois and Madeline.

When I can’t, I settle into the plush leather of the seat.

The blocks pass in silence as Nate and I mull our separate thoughts. Him, no doubt wondering how to increase what he thinks he has with me, while I focus mine on Francois and Madeline.

Am I that jealous? Is my envy that bad? Or should I chalk everything up to normal female competitiveness?

While I still find Francois attractive, I have no desire to get back together with him. At least not as some sort of mistress. If I was a better person, I’d be thrilled for the two of them. But is she truly right for him? Amber isn’t terribly fond of the woman, and I can’t say she made a good impression on me.

Madeline seems the possessive, insecure type.

The car stops at the doorway of my building.

Quickly, I lean over and give Nate a peck on the cheek. “Thanks for everything. I had a wonderful time.”

“So did I,” he replies with a bright smile, which almost hides the sadness in his eyes from the evening ending too soon.

As I step onto the sidewalk, he rolls down the window and pokes his head out.

“How about we go on a real date sometime?”

Instead of saying “No,” right away, I hesitate. Although what I did with him was spontaneous—a combination of hormones and circumstances, I enjoyed it—far more than I should have. Even more so than anything I felt from either Francois’ or Madeline’s reaction when they realized what had just happened.

I give him an amused smile and say, a little surprised to find that I mean it, “I’d like that.”
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After Yvette finishes with my makeup, I take a last peek at the mirror. As always, she’s done a marvelous job, this time giving me the minimal fresh-faced look that the sponsor wants—with my job to add the required sexiness for product sales.

“Good?” she asks.

“Perfect,” I reply.

When she opens the door to the studio, I say, “Hold up. Let me check my outfit.”

She giggles as I open my robe. My wardrobe for this shoot is simple—as much bare skin as possible, so I’m only wearing a swimsuit-like gaff to cover my privates and flesh-color pasties over my nipples. I’m selling bath products, or rather, the products are for bathing and I’ll be in a bathtub, strategically covered with suds and looking like someone so desirable to men that any woman would want to change places with me.

Something I can do in my sleep.

The only complication is who my photographer is.

Francois gives a gracious smile as I step into the shooting studio behind his house—where I did my first photoshoot a year ago.

When I arrived early this morning, there was a stiffness between us from the art opening. However, since we’re both professionals and here for a job, we just moved on with our respective preparations.

“Sorry,” he says, gesturing at a specially constructed bathroom set. “We weren’t able to run any plumbing, so we’re heating up kettles for hot water. Just let me know if you get too cold.”

To enable different angles and different backgrounds, a free-standing tub has been moved into the center of the large space. We’ve got backdrops and props to move around to create distinct interiors. The client is running an ad campaign along several lines, so they want sultry, sexy, innocent, and slutty. Something that I along with a photographer as talented as Francois can easily pull off.

“I’m sure it will be fine,” I say, knowing that anything I have to deal with today won’t be anywhere near as nerve-racking as the lead-up to attending his exposition.

“Great,” he replies. “Let’s begin.”

Since it’s going to be a long day, and he’s already pretty much seen everything, I drop the robe.

His gaze flicks down my body, pausing at my covered nipples, but quickly returns to my face.

“If you’ll step into the bath, please,” he says, ignoring the charge in the air.
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The titillation of being almost naked in front of my former lover wanes after the first minute and is gone before the first picture is snapped. In truth, nude or semi-nude, scantily clad photoshoots—designed for maximum sex appeal—have the least sexy atmosphere and are far more exciting in the imagination than in reality. As always, this shoot becomes a tedious affair under the hot lights and one’s state of dress gets lost in the shuffle—just another prop in a long day’s work.

Which is something the pasties aren’t up to. As the hours pass, my skin wrinkles from having to do so many poses in the water, and I continually have to adjust the crinkly coverings. Eventually, I force one too many uncomfortable smiles into a sultry look and finally get flustered enough to take action.

I straighten in the tub and holler, “Cut. Stop.”

Francois lowers the camera. “What’s wrong?”

“Anyone mind if I get rid of these?” I ask, pointing to the annoying circles.

Both Francois and Yvette answer with nonchalant shrugs. It’s nothing they haven’t seen before.

After I peel the pasties off with light tugs and toss them to the floor, I give an audible sigh of relief.

Although Francois’ eyes twinkle with amusement, he only says, “Better?”

I nod, rubbing with my forearm to remove residual sticky stuff from my nipples. “Much. Try gluing something to your chest for an entire morning.”

“If it will make you feel better, I can certainly oblige,” he replies, making as if to unbutton his shirt.

While Yvette giggles, no doubt wanting to see him carry through with the threat, I say, “Maybe after the shoot.”

Francois gives an exaggerated look of disappointment while I sink back into the tub and scoop plenty of suds over my bare chest.

After a couple of shots, he says, “I think this is too exciting for Samantha. We need more bubbles.”

Laughing, Yvette rushes off to get them.

I stare down at my excited and hard nipples, which are prominently visible through the thinning foam, and curse the stupid hormones—especially now of all times.

As I fold my arms to cover my chest, Francois sends an amused smile. I send him back the stink eye.

Yvette returns with a huge plastic container. “Here are some more bubbles,” she announces and dumps them on me. We spend a minute gathering the suds and heaping them over my torso until Francois rolls his eyes. “Samantha’s nipples are light pink, and they don’t glow.”

I look down and see nothing wrong. “What?” I ask.

He snaps a picture and pushes the back display of the camera close to my face.

Despite everything, I chuckle.

Yvette joins in. “It looks like someone plopped your head onto a mountain of snow.”

“Do you think we can make this sexy?” he asks stoically.

I purse my lips into my best pouty, sultry, sexy look.

Francois shakes his head while Yvette giggles.

With a sigh, I start pushing bubbles away from me.

Yvette grabs a hand towel and wipes my shoulders clean.

When Francois puts down his camera and leans close to help, I scoop a handful of foam and toss it onto his hair.

He responds by smearing some on my face.

I do it back to him and soon we’re all flinging suds at each other.

In no time, everyone’s dripping wet. It’s been a long day, and everyone needed to let off a little steam. Although silly, I’m glad I’m around people I can be silly with.

Francois grins as he grabs one of my towels and wipes off his face.

I smile back, happy we’re still friends after everything that’s happened between us—from the art exposition and all the way back to the first shoot.

The door to the studio bursts open, and the lightness of the moment evaporates.

We turn our heads to see who’s intruding into the closed, NDA-bound set.

Madeline Williams strides toward us with a paper bag. For an instant, her eyes narrow before she shoves a smile onto her pretty face—an expression I see as a practiced pose through my modeling eye. “Hi, everyone,” she says in a cheery voice. “I thought after such a long time, you could all use some coffee and pastries.”

Francois shoots me an embarrassed glance and hustles over to Madeline, blocking her from getting any further into the studio.

“I only wanted to help,” she pleads.

Francois drags her to the doorway and harsh whispers are exchanged.

“You snuck into my calendar?” he says, probably louder than he intended.

“I was curious as to why there’s so much secrecy around these things,” she retorts just as loudly.

Francois glances to where Yvette and I are waiting, then he shifts his body to shield her view. The conversation lowers back into whispers, but he makes angry motions with his hands while she drops any pretense of this being an innocuous intrusion.

Yvette taps my arm. “Come on. Let’s get you out of that tub until this is settled.”

Because I’m wearing tucking swimwear over my bottom, I get up. In my peripheral vision, I catch her head turning toward me and my bare chest. Because I’ve got nothing to be ashamed of, I wipe off the remaining suds before letting Yvette cover me with the robe.

Francois says something I can’t quite catch and her angry attention returns to him. Her voice rises, and I hear, “…don’t understand all the secrecy… not being jealous… I’m going to be…”

“There isn’t anything like that happening here,” Francois says in exasperation.

“Stay still,” Yvette says, holding a makeup kit, “and let me touch you up.”

As she brushes and dabs over my face, my eyes wander to the proceedings.

Although the volume of the discussion quiets, the gestures grow more animated and the body postures get more rigid.

Finally, Francois points at the still-open doorway.

Madeline gives him a final glare and stomps off in a huff. As she slams the door behind her, Yvette says, “Done.”

Feeling guilty, I walk to Francois, who’s still staring at where his fiancée stormed out.

“I’m sorry about what happened at your exposition,” I say in a soft tone.

He turns and brings his focus onto me. “What?”

“I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“For being so brazen at your art exhibition.”

“This is Paris,” he says with a snort. After another moment, he adds, “And everyone should know that.”

With nothing further to say, I head back to the tub, where Yvette is pouring in a pail of hot water.

After Francois joins us with the camera ready, I toss off my robe and dip my toe into the foam. It’s the perfect temperature, and I step in and sink to my knees, ready for the next shot.

“Let’s have you lean on the side with folded arms,” Francois says. “This way, we don’t have to deal with any stupid bubbles for now.”

I do as he says, folding my forearms onto the rim and squeezing my boobs together.

When I tilt my head up with a sexy look, Francois starts snapping away—each of us with different reasons for wanting the day to finish in a hurry.
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Amber’s pussy is freshly waxed and has a pleasant, musky scent with a slightly metallic, almost sweet taste.

For the first time ever, I’m exploring a woman’s private regions with my tongue, probing at her ample folds and wet opening.

This is way more enjoyable than I expected.

I pull back to gather my breath and rub my hand up her silky smooth mons pubis and back down to her large, engorged clit.

She squeals with delight. “Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” she gasps.

“You like what I’m doing?” I reply with surprise because everything I’ve done is just guesswork.

“Like it? I love it. And with that face of yours and those boobs, everything is just so hot.”

Happy with the words, I get back to work and dip my tongue inside her soaked channel before pulling away and lapping at her labia.

She grabs my hair and drags me into the sweetness of her flesh.

I submit to her desires and bob as if I’m having intercourse with her, pushing out my tongue as far as I can at the end of every shove forward.

Shudders run through her body, and her thighs squeeze around my head. Then she groans in ecstasy from waves of pleasure. “Oh, yes, I’m cumming.”

Incredibly, she gets wetter and her fluids slick my face.

When her trembling stops, she pulls me upward until I’m over her and the tip of my raging erection rests at her ready entrance.

“Now fuck me, but good,” she commands.

Surprised she can keep going so soon after an orgasm, I push with my pelvis, and the entirety of my length sinks into her slick pussy.

Amber moans with approval, running her hands up and down my back.

After all the foreplay focused on her, I shiver from the wet warmth gripping my cock. Being buried deep inside Amber again is amazing—better than anything I could have imagined.

At least from taking a more masculine role.

When I pull back, she digs her nails into my back and pulls up her thighs, crossing her ankles behind my rear. Then she tightens her legs, forcing me deeper into her.

I grunt from the motion and start pounding her in earnest, already more than turned on by the scent and taste of her private region.

As her moist passage squeezes around my cock, I go with the thrill of being the penetrator. The actions are so familiar, yet so different too. Rather than adjusting to my partner’s motions, I lead, thrusting to my rhythm, bringing myself back and forth inside her. Shallow, deep, slow, fast—all the variations.

And the pleasure has a completely different flavor.

Instead of warmth radiating from my passage, this starts from my shaft and flows into my balls and lower half. While my skin tingles from the hormones, the blasts of excitement I get are nothing like the waves that cascade through my body when I’m the one with something slipping into me.

But the heat from my cock isn’t everything. Our slick, sweaty breasts rub together and my hard nipples tingle. The sensual contact seeps into me like fire—but in a good way.

And that’s the uniqueness of my situation. Without the transition, without the hormones, this extra bit wouldn’t be happening.

Below me, Amber smiles in ecstasy, delighting in every movement.

I smile back, understanding what pleasures are engulfing her.

Too soon, my cock stiffens, and I hit the point of no return. “I’m cumming,” I grunt.

“Oh, yes, do it in me,” she moans.

I shove my pelvis forward, driving her into the mattress, desperate to get as far up her channel as possible.

As I try to arch my back for the release, she moves her hands behind my head and pulls me into a crushing kiss. Our tongues intermingle, and she wraps her long legs over mine, putting her feet inside my calves and pulling outward, wish-boning me into her.

Spurts erupt from my cock as I lose myself in the orgasm and rub my chest into hers.

With a final shudder, I collapse onto her, feeling empty and spent but incredibly satisfied.

As we collect our breath, we embrace, enjoying the afterglow and the sweaty but sensual skin-on-skin contact.

After the sense of euphoria fades, I roll to the side and lie on my back, gazing at the ceiling.

Minutes pass with only our long breaths breaking the silence.

Amber giggles.

“What?”

She turns to me. “I so can’t believe you did it at Francois’ reception.”

Embarrassed, I blow out a breath. “I’m bummed it was that obvious.”

“I’ve seen your post-I-got-laid face,” she replies with a chuckle. “Your eyes are a little wider and you get a cute flush over your cheeks—just like now.”

I touch my cheek and say, “I wish it wasn’t so noticeable.”

“It’s not… Unless you know what to look for.”

“Exactly.”

“Yeah, Francois didn’t hide how jealous he was.”

When I don’t answer, she says, “Did you see the look on Madeline’s face when she saw the look on his?”

“You seem a little too happy about that.”

“I did mention I’m not overly fond of that woman, and she was being catty to you, so boohoo for her.”

“I guess so,” I say, turning to face Amber. “I didn’t mean for that to happen.”

“Even so, it must have given you a tiny bit of satisfaction,” she says, holding up her hand with her fingers almost pinching.

In truth, it gave more than that, and that’s something I’m not proud of. Despite everything that happened with Francois, I’m not a homewrecker and do only wish him well. At least, I think so.

Amber slaps my arm. “Don’t feel so guilty.”

“Huh?”

“You’re feeling guilty that you might have caused some harm in their relationship.”

I sigh and nod.

“Well, don’t. Francois has slept with more than his share of women and if she can’t get over that, whatever they have isn’t going to work anyway.”

“Maybe I’m just upset because he’s got someone and I don’t.”

“Nate’s kinda cute.”

Now, I laugh. “He’d be so happy to hear you say that. I mean, he was really impressed that I know you.”

“You could get serious with him?”

“We have a date scheduled, but⁠—”

“You’re not sure if he’s right for dating Samantha Jacobs and all that’s going to happen when the truth comes out?”

I roll onto my back again and blow out a breath. “That’s one of the reasons why I’m not sure if I’m going to do it again with him.”

Amber reaches over and lays her arm across my chest. “You could try not to overthink things.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Did you do anything with your date?”

She giggles. “Oh, dear. No. If he tried to kiss me, I’d be worried he’d knock one of my teeth out.”

I laugh at the thought. Amber taught me how to kiss and she’s awesome at it, but I’m not sure if anyone could help that klutzy man.

“Where did you find that guy?” I ask

“Okay, gotta go pee,” she says and jumps out of bed. “And I’m not answering that question—ever.”

I chuckle and return to staring at the ceiling until she returns and lays next to me, nestling her head in the crook of my arm. A few silent minutes pass with her slowly circling her fingers around my sweaty breasts. Even though the position is a little weird, I find myself enjoying the masculine role. Then again, it might only be because everything sensual with Amber is enjoyable.

She moves her hand slowly down my body and rubs my crotch. “Come on, let’s go again,” she says.

I suck in a deep breath, exhausted from the prior effort. “I’m thinking I should reopen my Le Club account, so you don’t need to get a blood test every time we do it.”

She says with a laugh, “That’s sweet, but now isn’t about that. This is to blow your mind, so you’ll forget all about relationships and ramifications. And besides, I haven’t met the person who’s been satisfied only doing me once in a session.”

I give her a tight smile. “And you still haven’t. Can you give me an assist?”

As an answer, she scoots down my torso and takes my cock into her mouth. She pulls off for a second and says, “I love the taste of both of us together.”

Then she returns to the task and uses her hands, circling her fingers around my shaft. Within a minute, I’m erect and ready to go again.

She twists upright and straddles my pelvis, giving me a perfect frontal view of her athletic body.

We groan in unison as she lowers herself onto me.

As she pumps up and down on my length, grunting with pleasure, odd thoughts encroach into my bliss. Although it’s great and I’d be happy to do this a third time if she could get me hard again, I realize this is something I wouldn’t be thrilled to do every day.

I wonder if it’s the hormones swinging my attraction to more testosterone-laden beings. While sex with a beautiful girl like Amber is wonderful, these trysts run counter to my current nature. Just as I find it refreshing to be Sam once in a long long while, I find that my interest in playing the dominant male role is just as fleeting.

Soon, Amber closes her eyes and loses herself in ecstasy.

As I once again reach the point of no return, a final weird notion occurs to me.

I’m more than a little excited for my date with Nate.
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For the big date, Nate wanted to go to a cafe, but even though he asked me out, I steered us to Le Coeur de la Famille—my secret place for getting amazing food while avoiding the attention of hungry paparazzi. Like the clothing store where I got us the outfits for Francois’ art exposition, this restaurant is family-owned as well.

While the dining experience is known for being great classical French cooking, the more important factor is that they have a back room for VIPs who don’t want their social events plastered over social media. Here, only family members are allowed—the reputation of the establishment and trust of the exclusive patrons holding far more sway for these employees than any money could buy.

Nate and I are seated in the back corner of this private area that’s separated from the main room by a thick oak door.

Around us, the surroundings are elegant with muted light coming from seashell-like fixtures spread over a traditional wood decor. The four tables for diners are set up to enhance a romantic atmosphere—each covered by a white tablecloth and dotted with tea lights sitting on crystal candleholders. To further enhance the guests’ privacy are fancy, strategically placed partitions.

Besides ours, two of the other settings are occupied. To our left is a famous British politician with his mistress, while a Premier League Soccer star and a couple of buddies are having a quiet celebration near the curtained windows to the street.

In a certain way, I should be glad I’m considered on a level that merits such company. And from the covert glances the other men are taking at my low-cut blouse, they’re happy I’m here as well.

The amazing nature of the restaurant and clientèle is almost enough to make up for the weird energy of the evening. Everything feels a little off, and my conversation with Nate has been spotty at best. I can’t attribute the long periods of silence solely to us enjoying the delicious food.

The issue could be that this is far more expensive than what Nate had in mind, but I told him I’m paying. Like all the rest of the stuff we’ve done together, this is a minuscule expense compared to the amount I receive from modeling fees.

While I try to determine what’s wrong, we quietly finish our onion soup—the second course in our scrumptious seven-course meal.

Nate sets down his spoon and butters another piece of bread and pushes a large bite into his mouth.

I suppress a smile while he struggles to daintily chew it. It’s cute like he’s dressed tonight, which is nothing like the outfit I bought him for the art exposition, but I’m sure it’s the best shirt and pants he owns.

Although Nate isn’t Le Club level, he’s certainly more than attractive enough. And from my experiences with Maximilian and the members of Le Club, looks aren’t everything. As a matter of fact, for anything more than a tryst, they count for very little.

Nate takes another hesitant bite as if I’m evaluating every movement he makes. “Sorry,” he mumbles.

“For what?”

He swallows then says, “I’m just trying to watch my table manners.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Oh, good.”

The waiter arrives before we can continue the awkward dialog and clears away the soup crocks. As another family member brings us the third course—a warm duck salad—the thick oak door swings outward, and the son of the current owner leads in a stunningly handsome man with a gorgeous blonde on his arm.

Nate turns around and then says to me in shock, “That’s Aidan Henry.”

Aidan Henry is an action superstar, and his movies always debut at the top of the box office charts. The young woman at his side I recognize as an up-and-coming actress, who’s probably the leading lady of whatever production Aidan is currently working on.

Nate sneaks another glance over his shoulder and says, “Wow. And that’s Dina Yaronski too.”

I scrunch my lips, trying to get him to be quiet and act like he’s been around celebrities before.

But then, Aidan locks gazes with me and marches over.

While Nate’s eyes go gaga over the visitation, I extend my hand. “Aidan, what a lovely surprise.”

He gives me that winning, action-hero smile before completing the handshake. “It’s nice to finally meet you, Samantha.”

“Same, and I loved your last movie.”

He nods to his date. “Do you know Dina?”

“Of course,” I say, extending my hand, which she warmly shakes.

I gesture to Nate. “Aidan, this is Nate⁠—”

“I want you to be in my next production,” he says.

“What?”

“You’re very popular now, and I think it would be great publicity.”

“But I’m not an actress.”

“I’ve seen your videos. You’re a natural on camera, and I promise that you’ll love how things turn out.”

“Um, I don’t know what to say.”

“Please don’t say ‘No,’ yet.”

Since I’m not sure how to respond because being on a confined movie set full of non-NDA people would be a really good way to let out my secret, I blurt, “You’ll have to speak with my agent.”

“I will,” he says as he walks away. Dina sends a casual finger wave over her shoulder and follows him to the last empty table.

Instead of being upset at being ignored, Nate leans around the tea-light candleholders and whispers, “Holy cow, we just met Aidan Henry.”

I shrug and reply, “He just met us.”

“Maybe you.”

“Is that why you’re so nervous?”

“I’m not nervous.”

I shake my head. “How long have we known each other? You’ve been standoffish since my car picked you up. And you haven’t strung more than two sentences together for the whole evening.”

He blows out a breath and almost pinches his fingers. “A tiny bit, okay?”

“Just remember that Aidan and Dina and even Amber and every other celebrity are people just like you and me.”

He wipes his sweaty palms on his linen napkin. “That’s not it. I mean, it’s a little intimidating meeting these people, but that’s not why I’m nervous.”

“Oh,” I say, tilting my head, “we’ve hung out before and⁠—”

“Look, I know we’ve… You know…”

I nod, understanding his meaning of the two of us having been intimate—more than once.

“The other times were just something that happened. But this is a real date. You see, before, even though I dreamed about being in this position with you, I never thought it would happen. You know how long I’ve liked you…”

I keep my gaze centered on his, waiting him out.

“But realistically, I didn’t think I had a chance. So, now, there’s something to lose if things don’t go well.”

A lengthy silence falls over the table before he says, “Sorry, I didn’t want to assume anything.”

My lips rise into a smirk, and I say, “Relax, you’re getting lucky tonight.”

Happiness gushes over his expression, and I find his smile irresistible.
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Aslave to my raging hormones, I yank Nate into my apartment and plant a wet kiss on his lips. Before he can respond, I pull away and start unbuttoning his shirt. After it comes off, I unbuckle his belt and open his trousers. He helps by kicking off his shoes. When his pants fall around his ankles, he steps out of them.

I yank his underwear to his thighs and his erect cock springs out. When we did it so quickly in the bathroom, I didn’t get to appreciate his new muscular form, so now, I decide to enjoy myself by taking my time and relishing in the desires of my slutty side.

However, when I glance down, a giggle spills from my lips.

“What?” he says, worried.

“Socks,” I reply. “Just standing in socks looks silly.”

He laughs and hurriedly tugs the offending garments off as well as getting out of his underwear. “Better?”

“Much,” I say, rubbing my hands over his chest and shoulders. Although not quite at Maximilian or Le Club level, I’m far more attracted to Nate than any of the others. Personality definitely counts, and what he’s got is decidedly yummy—more than acceptable for my wants. I kiss my way down his nice pecs and flat tummy, stopping only to sink to my knees to where his shaft points at my face.

I grip him and stroke a couple of times as a warm-up. Then I push my lips over the fat tip.

He groans and rubs my hair as smutty thoughts fill my head and saliva drenches my mouth.

I respond by taking in more of him and then, wriggling my tongue, I bob up and down his length. Or at least as much as I can stuff inside. I still can’t get it past the base of my throat, so I settle for circling my fingers around his length as an extension to please his entirety.

A shiver runs down his body, and I inwardly smile, completely turned on. The time I spent in Le Club did yield some benefits, and I’m using them all now.

Too soon, he bucks and I pull off him, keeping my hand rubbing over his excitement.

I glance up and say to his surprised expression, “Let’s take this to someplace a little more comfortable.”

As he nods assent, I rise and kick off my shoes. I drag him down the hallway and into my bedroom, where I quickly undo my laces and toss off my blouse and skirt. After a long kiss, I unclasp my bra and let it fall to the floor. Then, dressed in only my stockings and a sexy gaff, I tug him onto the mattress. As with Amber, Nate being completely naked and me scantily clad is a huge turn-on.

Nate pushes me flat and moves his way down my body, pausing to suckle on my nipples. A moment later, he surprises me by peeling off my stockings.

When he goes to remove my underwear, I put my hands down there and say, “Nate, no.”

He pokes his head up and says, “I want all of you. Not just the Samantha part. All of you. And I want to give you the same pleasure you gave me.”

Not sure what that exactly entails, I let him pull off my last bit of clothing.

He drags the gaff down the smooth skin of my legs and tosses them on the floor.

Now, for the first time, I’m completely naked in front of a male lover—with my distinctly non-feminine erection in plain view.

I suppress a shiver of nervousness—afraid and curious about what he wants to do next.

He moves back between my thighs, and I place my hand over my cock, hoping he won’t try to do something there. Having Amber perform oral sex on me is one thing—with her being super hot and all. I’m sure I wouldn’t get the same enjoyment from watching a guy do the same act.

Surprisingly, he grabs my shins and edges them higher, curving my ass off the sheets. His hands move inside my calves and spread my legs wide. A minute passes as he kisses and licks the insides of my thighs before the tip of his tongue teasingly circles my opening.

For a moment, I’m just happy I always keep myself super clean down there. The warm wetness moves over my anus, and I shiver. The new sensation isn’t as bad as I thought it would be. As a matter of fact⁠—

My legs quiver from the delicious touch as Nate flattens his tongue and gives a giant lick.

The feeling is incredible, and I reach out and pull my knees up, allowing him easier access.

He shifts to get a better angle and pushes inside me.

I let out a long moan.

The moist invasion continues as he plunders my ass with his tongue, shoving as far up my passage as he can go and then pulling out and doing it all over again.

“Oh, yes, Nate,” I groan. “That’s amazing.”

He pulls his head up, his lips barely over my now raging erection, and gives a devilish smile. When he disappears behind my balls a second later, he spends a minute teasing around the entrance before adding his fingers to the pleasurable mix. He widens my opening and pushes deep inside—getting me ready for what’s next.

Pre-cum leaks from my cock, and I cry out, “Please, fuck me. Fuck me now.”

He takes a final taste of my ass before pushing himself up my body.

I pull back my legs, spreading myself as far as possible for him.

With his strong arms steady on either side of me, he positions his throbbing cock at my entrance. I bring a hand down to help him find the right position. Then he thrusts.

I groan with pleasure as the tip spears into my expanded opening, made slick by his saliva.

There’s some pressure as he wriggles and pushes his way up my passage, but I’m so turned on, I barely notice the discomfort.

Finally, his balls slap against my bottom, and he pauses, collecting his strength for the final assault.

I push my gaze down to where he’s impaled me, just past my plainly visible and erect cock—relishing in the totally hot sight.

He plants his lips on mine, bringing me back to the moment, and shoves his tongue into my mouth.

Instead of being worried about where it just was, the idea sinks in perfectly with my lewd thoughts and I swirl my tongue around his.

He arches and gazes with lust into my eyes. Then he brings back his pelvis and thrusts.

More than turned on, I wrap my ankles behind his rear and run my hands over his back, struggling to maximize the physical contact—doing the same thing Amber does when I’m inside her. I fuck him back, pushing up my bottom to meet his shoves, tightening my passage to grip his cock as he pulls away, and then relaxing to allow him back in.

As we continue, an electric warmth radiates from my prostate, spreading across my lower half. A moment passes as I get over the shock—this is something I’ve only experienced with Francois and neither time did I reach an orgasm.

Yet, the waves of pleasure wash through every fiber of my being, tingling over my skin and buzzing into my nipples, with more and more heat.

Every muscle across my body quivers with delight, and I pull in my arms and legs, crushing Nate into me. A powerful orgasm takes hold, and to my shock, cum spurts from my cock and over my stomach. Groans pour from my mouth as my insides clench.

The new pressure from my passage is too much for him, and he hits the point of no return and shoves deep inside me. A second later, he erupts.

I hug him close, gasping for air, as waves of pleasure flow through my being.

He plants gentle kisses on my ears and neck, letting me stay in the moment.

Finally, my ecstasy crests, and my overworked muscles stop shaking. I let my spent limbs flop to the sheets. As I return from the clouds, I say between breaths, “That was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

Nate spends a minute caressing my body, his hands spreading my cum over my stomach and breasts. Then he plants a last passionate kiss on my lips before pulling his deflating cock out of me.

I can’t even muster the strength to clench my bottom, and his fluids ooze past my opening and dribble down my ass.

Nate heads into the bathroom while I lie exhausted. After a minute, the toilet flushes, and the seat thunks back onto the rim.

I grin at the considerate gesture.

After the faucet shuts off, he returns with a warm towel and gently cleans the cum from my body.

When he finishes, he hands me a fresh towel, and I put it under my bottom, amazed by his thoughtfulness.

The first time we did it, he was a virgin. “Where did you learn how to do all that?” I ask.

“After you went back to Paris, I did a lot of stuff to get better at a lot of things.”

I nod. What he’s telling me is nothing new.

“So then, besides the diet and working out, I wanted to get more experience—so I did my homework on the Internet. You know, some videos and how-to guides. Then I dated around and experimented—with that kind of stuff.”

I picture him going down on Tonya Davis and pushing his tongue into both her holes to practice and get better. “Sounds like you invented your own version of Le Club,” I say, giggling.

“Of what?”

“Nothing,” I reply, waving dismissively, mindful of the Le Club NDA and promised harsh punishments for letting out the secret. “That sounds like a lot of work.”

“I did those things,” he says shyly, “so if I ever did get lucky again with you…” He glances at the floor, uncomfortable with the admission.

“Wow,” I reply as the magnitude of how much I mean to him settles into my thoughts.

“It’s great that you had such a good time,” he says and heads to the doorway. “I guess I should get ready to leave.”

I take a deep breath, thinking about our time in Paris. It’s been great—from hanging out as friends, to the art gallery opening, to our date, and to this mind-blowing, orgasm-inducing sex. And his feelings for me are sincere. There’s no need to “Nudge the World” with Nate. He likes me for who I am.

“Nate…” I say.

He stops and turns his head.

I pat the empty half of the bed next to me. “You can stay if you want to. I hear that morning sex can be great too.”

A moment passes before he comprehends my meaning. A bright smile widens across his face, and he marches back.

After he hops next to me, I say, “And after that, maybe we can have a little conversation about where we want things to go.”

“That would be awesome,” he replies.

I close my eyes and snuggle against him, loving the feel of a warm body against mine and imagining how amazing the sex will be when we get up.
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In the back seat of the Bentley, I sit next to Nate, dressed in a hot cocktail dress and wearing sexier makeup than usual. He’s in a trendy shirt and nice pair of slacks that I picked out for him this afternoon—so we could go “clubbing” tonight.

He tugs uncomfortably at the new clothing, and I purse my lips, wondering if he’ll be able to adjust to this world of mine. He’s willing to try, so that’s a good thing.

When he glances at me, I grasp his hand. Even though we’ve been intimate on numerous occasions since having “The Conversation,” we’re keeping things subdued in public.

As the car passes through Champs-Elysées, bright streetlights glow ethereally through the tinted windows—casting a soft light across the cabin.

I smile at the romantic atmosphere.

The driver slows as we approach a giant sign flashing red letters that read: “Chamber of the Red Dream.”

Nate leans over and points at the long waiting line. “It’s really busy.”

“Relax, I thought you liked clubbing?” I say, referencing his favorite pastime from the prior summer.

“The places we went to were a lot smaller and cheaper. This is… I mean, are we going to be able to get in?”

“I’m pretty sure we will,” I reply, giggling.

Pedestrians crowd the street ahead, and we stop half a block from the entrance.

Many of the waiting gawk from behind a line of velvet ropes, wondering who’s showing up in the beautiful Bentley.

As is proper, I wait for the driver to walk around the car and open my door.

When he does, a rhythmic thumping from inside the four-story building fills the cabin and electricity seems to charge the very air.

I let go of Nate’s hand and step out and into spotlights shining from under the red sign ahead.

Nate steps next to me, shielding his eyes from the glare and slouching, not used to the attention—especially as a few would-be paparazzi pull out cellphones and start snapping pictures of us.

“Come on,” I say, grabbing his arm and tugging him past the lengths of red rope and knots of curious onlookers—many of whom are openly eyeing me.

When we arrive at the front door, a burly security man dressed in a red T-shirt and black jeans smiles at me. He whispers into a microphone attached to a thin headset and then unhooks a velvet rope strung across the entrance. As he gestures me inside, he says with a Russian accent, “Welcome, Miss Jacobs. Come right on in.”

After I step toward the dark maw of the doorway, another guard tries to block Nate’s path.

I put out my arm and say, “He’s with me.”

The man’s tight lips instantly rise into a welcoming grin as he steps aside, saying, “Please, enjoy yourself.”

I drag Nate across the threshold.

The short entry corridor ends at a set of thick black curtains, and we step through and into the dreamy, pulsing heart of the Chamber of the Red Dream nightclub. The music is loud with the pounding of the bass reverberating from the floor. Above is a horseshoe-shaped second level, extending over both sides of the dance floor. Higher up, red lights shine from the ceiling through a wide chandelier and reflect off of the mirrored columns and shiny railings around the main section of the club.

Everywhere, gorgeous patrons roam, some dancing to the beat under roving colored spotlights, others buying drinks at the packed bar, and still more checking people out from the periphery of the action—and, of course, all are trying to score for the evening. Everyone is well-dressed in expensive but comfortable clothing—in the typical Parisian fashion of understatement, along with a few personalized accouterments to stand out from everybody else.

From nearby, a few people glance at me, whispering. Several gentlemen move their stares up and down my body as if checking what’s different from seeing me in person as opposed to viewing me in magazines—or trying to imagine what’s underneath my cocktail dress.

At the opposite corner, a DJ wearing headphones bounces to the music, prancing around his small area that’s filled with vinyl albums stuffed into glitzy cabinets. In front of him, a gaggle of beautiful women vie for his attention.

He tugs at an earpiece and shifts his attention across the floor.

When our gazes meet, he stops the music. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he shouts over murmurs of surprise. With a grandiose sweep of his arm, he points in my direction. “We have our first celebrity of the evening. Miss Samantha Jacobs!”

A large white spotlight shines on my face.

Uncomfortable with the hundreds of eyeballs staring at me, I do my best to maintain my composure and give a polite wave.

Mercifully, the DJ spins the next song a moment later and the blinding light disappears.

Electricity surges into the air again, and Nate says in my ear, “Should I grab us some drinks?”

I shake my head, not wanting to raise my girly voice over the din, and grab his hand. I tug him along the wall, skirting the main throng of customers, and past tables, filled with those lucky or wealthy enough to get one of the side booths. When we arrive at a staircase that leads up to the second level, two security men in red T-shirts and black jeans unhook another red velvet rope and allow us to pass.

As we climb the steps, a cocktail waitress wearing a leathery outfit that looks like BDSM lingerie slips between us.

Nate gives her an extra long glance, and I laugh, secure in our relationship. I’d be worried if he didn’t give the girl with the taut body a second look. Especially in something revealing that much skin. I make a mental note to get an outfit like that—so I can model it for him in my bedroom one night.

When we reach the top, a pleasant-looking woman dressed in business attire greets us.

“Ah, Miss Jacobs, welcome. I’m Marie and if you need anything, just let me know,” she says at a normal volume.

Even though the dance floor below is visible through the glass cordon around the open space, the acoustics up here have dampened the blare.

“Thanks,” I say, relieved to be away from the action, and walk past.

There’s a long bar, which is brightly lit and stocked with rows of expensive bottles of alcohol in front of a giant mirror. It’s early, so the VIP section isn’t busy. There are many open tables around the horseshoe. The only figure wandering around is a pretty woman dressed in a white-and-red skirt tuxedo and matching top hat, taking drink orders. From a circular booth in the back corner, Christine sets down a glass of wine and waves.

As we head over, Nate whispers incredulously in my ear, “That’s your agent?”

Christine’s wearing a dark, sharp-looking suit for tonight and, as usual, looks amazing.

“You think she’s pretty?” I ask with a smirk.

“Yes—I mean, not next to you.”

Somehow, I’m not worried about competing with Christine. “That’s okay,” I reply. “If you didn’t say she was hot, I’d know you were lying.”

“Okay, she’s hot,” he admits in a sheepish tone.

When we arrive at the secluded table, the noise from the main level practically dies off. In the sudden quiet, Christine says to Nate, “I’m Christine. It’s great to meet you.”

Nate gives her an awkward handshake and then sits down, his eyes scanning the railing and lights playing off the chandelier and onto the dancers below.

I scoot in from the other side and sidle up to Christine.

Light spills from nearby as a back door opens, and Sergei enters, looking impeccable as usual. He turns to us and hustles in our direction.

“Samantha Jacobs,” he says graciously as he reaches the table.

“Sergei Ivanovich,” I reply and extend my hand.

He grabs my fingers and plants a kiss on my knuckles, murmuring, “Welcome, welcome.”

After he releases me, he sends a knowing glance, his eyes twinkling with mischief, happy to be in on the secret.

I stifle a grin and point to Nate. “Sergei, this is my boyfriend, Nate.”

He forces a welcoming smile into his expression and says, “I’m glad you could join us.”

Christine leans across the table. “Sergei, perhaps you can show Nate around the club and get him a drink?”

He gets the hint that Christine wants to speak with me alone and says, “Come, Nate. Let’s be boys for a bit and enjoy ourselves.”

Nate looks to me, and I nod.

As they walk toward the bar, Christine says, “I told Aidan Henry’s people that now isn’t a good time for you, but if there was a suitable part in his next movie, you’d be very interested.”

“If they still are,” I reply. Aidan doesn’t do more than one movie a year, so my secret will be out in time for the next one.

“Do you have it?” Christine asks.

I open my small purse and hand her an NDA signed by Nate. Even though we don’t need it, Christine always dots her I’s and crosses her T’s.

After she puts the document away, I place the USB stick with the Le Club account software on the tabletop.

“What’s this?” she asks.

“The software to join Le Club that you gave me.”

“Are you so sure you don’t want to keep it?” she asks, flicking her eyes at Nate.

I shrug. “I’m not going back to Le Club.”

“Okay,” she says and tosses the stick into her glass of red wine.

Although I’m positive I could ask Christine to set up another Le Club invite if I changed my mind, I appreciate the finality of her gesture.

I glance around the club. “So Sergei is okay with everything?”

“Of course. He was surprised at first, but then he got excited. This is the type of thing that checks all the right boxes for him—especially given the current political environment. He wants you to show up at least once a week and become a regular.”

When I hesitate to answer, not wanting to come to a club that often, she says, “Relax. I bargained him down to once a month. He’ll be a major asset for our plans.”

“Okay, once a month I can handle.”

Christine smiles. “Especially with the appearance fee.”

I snicker. While I don’t need the money, getting paid to hang around a place that’s got a waiting line blocks long is definitely a confidence booster.

Christine’s expression turns serious. “Speaking of politics, what are yours?”

“I know about not talking about politics,” I reply with an eye roll, “so can we not go over this again?”

“This isn’t about keeping quiet. I’m wondering about specifics.”

“You know me. When I was in college, I couldn’t even pick a subject to major in. I was pretty much just trying to survive, and I didn’t have a lot of strong opinions. As Samantha, none of that has changed. Should it?”

Christine shakes her head with long, slow motions. In a somber voice, she says, “Remember always, this is about redefining where feminine beauty can come from. The instant this becomes about picking bathrooms and locker rooms and sports teams and whatever else people can think of, this whole thing is going to fizzle and die.”

“Because like you were mentioning in the story about the sun and wind, we’d become the wind?”

“Not intentionally, but yes, that’s right. We’re getting the world to want to change, not preach about what to change.”

“It’s just like in the movie about the rat who could cook.”

“What?”

I title my head, puzzled because I thought Christine knew everything. “It’s an animated movie,” I explain. “Basically, the moral was that even though not everyone could be a great chef, a great chef could come from anywhere—even from being a rat.”

Christine scrunches her lips, mulling over the words.

“So what we’re doing is in the same vein. Not everyone can be femininely beautiful, but feminine beauty can come from anywhere.”

She gives a tight smile. “I’ll have to watch this movie sometime. So, no matter what, keep everything away from politics and the like and stay focused on feminine beauty. Remember—sex sells.”

“Okay, sounds simple.”

“It should be, but it’s not. If you give any hints or have any slip-ups, people will make you political—whether you want to be or not. That’s why I’m checking on any leanings you might have. If you say something that even has the slightest hint of innuendo, people are going to pick up on it and draw their own conclusions.”

“Then it’s a good thing I don’t have any. Aren’t the activists on our side?”

“They are, so regardless of what you do, they’ll be supporting you, but it’s the other ninety-three percent of the world that we’re trying to nudge. The second this turns political, we’re going to lose them—and then everything we’re trying to accomplish is going to be for nothing.”

I think of how originally, my only reason to do this was to help with my finances. Now, I don’t need to worry about them. But my goals have moved beyond just being secure about money. I was crestfallen when things ended with Francois—because like many others, he wasn’t willing to cross the line, so that’s something I’d like to fix.

“Okay, I get it,” I reply with my hands raised in surrender.

“So make sure to always remember what I just said.”

“I will, so you don’t need to keep harping on this. I mean, you’ll be around to stop me from doing anything stupid anyway, right?”

When she doesn’t answer, I say, “Christine?”

She scoots closer and turns to face me, pushing her thigh against mine.

“I’m heading to the States for a while⁠—”

“What? Why?”

“I have to finish my college degree.”

“You don’t have one?”

She gives a grandiose huff. “I have to do this stupid thing for my family, and I’ll be back in one semester. In the meantime, my assistant will still be here, so go to her with any issues.”

I frown, wondering how Christine got maneuvered into this.

She smiles as if reading my mind. “This is something I let happen. What I was doing to find your sidekicks wasn’t working, so I’m trying a new plan. I’m going to find someone who wants to become trans but is scared to take that final step or doesn’t know it yet.”

“When do you leave?” I ask, struggling to accept the jarring news.

“Tomorrow morning.”

When I draw in a nervous breath, she says, “Don’t be like that. We’re very close to taking the next step. Trust me, I’ll find the right people to make this work.”

Surprisingly, even though I’m a little fearful, there’s anticipation bubbling inside me too.

“This is only for one semester, so hold it together till the end of the year. Wear the gaff and don’t do anything stupid.”

“I will,” I reply.

“And I’m just a phone call away if there are any issues.”

“Hopefully, not.”

When Christine doesn’t respond, I say, “Since we’re at Sergei’s, I think we should celebrate our success with a toast—Russian style.”

Christine nods, sending an amused grin. Somehow when she’s personable, she’s incredibly beautiful, and I wonder again: What’s her type?

She calls over the server. “Your best vodka.”

While we wait, we both relax against the cushions.

Near the bar, Sergei puts his arm around Nate, who looks lost in the sea of expensive decadence.

He’ll get used to it, I tell myself.

The pretty girl in the skirt tux, wearing apparently nothing underneath, returns and places a slim, ornate bottle in an ice bucket and a host of tall shot glasses on the table.

As she wanders away with sexy strides, Christine beckons Sergei and Nate back to the booth.

When they arrive, she fills four glasses and gives one to each of us. She raises hers and says, “A toast.”

“For what?” Nate asks.

Sergei winks at me, no doubt thinking of my secret, and announces with a bright smile, “To what’s coming.”

“To what’s coming,” Christine echoes.

I raise my glass and add, “To what’s coming.”

Nate says nothing but gives an uneasy grin.

We clink glasses and down the smooth but fiery liquid.

After another round, Nate sits back down, and I pull his hand onto my thigh.

They say Paris is the city of love. I’m not sure if that’s where I am with Nate, but I do know I’m more content than I’ve been in a long while. My short time as Sam helped me to understand and accept myself and all my idiosyncrasies. Even if occasionally I might prefer his anonymity or the thrill of being inside a beautiful woman, my preference is to be who I am now.

I’ll live in the moment and be happy that things are good—at least for now, and I’ll be ready for the next step in my life—whenever that challenge comes.

I sit back and enjoy the warmth of the alcohol spreading from my stomach, the blood flowing into my loins, and the slutty notions roaming through my head.

After all, I am getting lucky tonight.

The story continues with Alex Cameron/Alexandra Munro in

The World of Beautiful #5: Desirable


See You Soon! XOXO
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Before You Go…


Many thanks to you for reading Seductive: Book 4 of The World of Beautiful series.

And that conclude this arc of the story. The next two sets will feature the sidekicks and their stories. Don’t worry, Samantha and Christine will appear in these next arcs, too, and we’ll be returning to Samantha as the main character after that.

And if you loved or hated this book (or had a reaction somewhere between the two), please consider leaving rating or a brief one or two sentence review here, which are incredibly helpful for indie authors like myself.

Again, thank you for taking the time to read and thank you in advance if you do leave a review or rating. To receive updates for new releases as well as information on sales and price discounts, please click here to go my Amazon author page and hit the ‘follow’ button.

With warmest and sexiest regards, XOXO,

Violet B. Harper




Also by Violet B. Harper


THE WORLD OF BEAUTIFUL

(première)

Samantha Jacobs/Sam Jacob

Glamorous

A first-time feminization adventure

Winsome

A re-feminization tale

Alluring

A sexual journey of discovery

Seductive

A romantic rendezvous

Alexandra Munro/Alex Cameron

Desirable

An ugly duckling transformation

Dazzling

A rocket ride to smutty heights

*Adorable

A slutty excursion

*Coming Soon
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Besides loving cats, Violet B Harper is an admirer of feminine beauty in all its forms. She spends hours every day fantasizing about erotic situations and creating sexy, romantic gender-bending tales.

When not writing, she can be found learning new things on YouTube, watching movies, and pushing the bounds of her own sensuality.
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